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Introduction

Welcome to the third and final book from the A Pit 
Bull’s Life series. I enjoyed writing and producing this 
series touching on the various breeds of dogs known as 
the pit bulls. These pit bull breeds share the distinction 
of being misunderstood and sometimes hated along with 
another controversial subject: the AR-15 rifle. People all 
across America and beyond, with little to no knowledge 
of either issue, are the foremost purveyors of the outright 
lies spread primarily through social media platforms. How 
many times have you read an untruth online from someone 
who validates their falsehoods by claiming they read it on 
the Internet?

Pit bulls and AR-15 rifles alike share misinformation 
campaigns from those who refuse to educate themselves 
about either subject. They attack things simply because 
someone else, equally ignorant of the issues, makes 
unverified social media comments to get more likes or 
retweets. To begin with, the term pit bull does not identify 
a particular canine breed. The term pit bull describes 
breeds such as the American Pit Bull Terrier, American 
Staffordshire Terrier, American Bully, Staffordshire Bull 
Terrier, and sometimes the American Bulldog (which isn’t a 
Terrier at all). Yet people define any dog with any traits of 
the pit bulls breeds as a pit bull. Their definition of pit bull 
includes dogs of mixed breeds with some pit bull percentage 
in their ancestry. For instance, a dog of Labrador and 
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American Pit Bull Terrier is almost always be called a pit 
bull because of any distinguishing feature of the offspring’s 
ancestors. Kill shelters define many mutts as pit bulls so 
they can euthanize them. People and governments try to 
block people from owning dogs from the pit bull breeds by 
passing BSL to prevent owning any dog with a pit bull 
breed’s blood in it. BSL is Breed Specific Legislation. The 
legislation will almost always involve all pit bull breeds, 
including dogs with mixed lineage displaying some physical 
characteristics of a dog from any of the pit bull breeds.

Along these same lines, the AR-15 rifle. People who 
are either ignorant or intentionally misleading others when 
referring to the AR-15 as an assault rifle when nothing 
can be further from the truth. The AR in AR-15 stands 
for Armalite Rifle, and nothing else. Yet people persist in 
calling it assault rifle.

When I started this series, I decided to make one 
of the main characters, and a good part of the storyline 
involves the Cherokee Nation. Why would I choose a 
Cherokee protagonist? Well, as any Cherokee will tell you, 
almost everyone claims to have at least one ancestor who 
was either Cherokee or one of the other Native American 
tribes in their family tree. A few of these claims are genuine, 
while others are outright fakes by trying to appear anti-
racist.

In my family, we have a similar claim to having 
someone from the Cherokee Nation in our ancestry. Our 
family roots were in the Appalachian Mountains where 
record keeping was lacking. As a member of our family, word 
of a Cherokee woman lineage was passed from generation to 
generation without any documentation proving it like many 
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others. It’s impossible to trace a family’s ancestry without 
written documentation.

The story is rooted in my late mother’s side of my 
family. This claim is typical of the I have Cherokee blood 
in my family statements you read about on social media. 
In my case, it was my great, great grandmother who was 
a full-blooded Cherokee according to comments heard at 
family gatherings. Seems once she learned of her husband’s 
infidelity, she up and left him. Choosing to live back among 
her people in the Cherokee Nation rather than with an 
unfaithful man. This may seem odd in today’s word, yet it 
follows Cherokee custom for a woman. Rather than living 
in disgrace over her husband’s philandering, she left him 
to return unto her people.

By now, you’re thinking, there’s no proof of Cherokee 
blood within my ancestry, and you’re right. Yet looking at 
pictures of my maternal grandmother and her four sisters, 
you’ll soon notice the similarities to Native Americans in 
their bone structure.

No, that doesn’t prove anything either. Nor is it 
essential in this book series because this is a novel, not a 
documentary on the Cherokee Nation. At the end of this 
book and the first two books, you will find a section on 
cultural appropriation.

When I started the first of these three books, I 
sought out advice from Native Americans, specifically the 
Cherokee Nation, on social media so that I didn’t portray 
the Cherokee people or their customs in a way offensive to 
them. Except for one woman, what I received was blistering 
condemnations for using Native Americans to write a book 
for me to enrich my bank account. These people attacking 
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my posts haven’t clue about the profit margins of books, 
printed or digital.

Leaving social media behind, I forged on with the 
book series vowing to complete the three-book series without 
offending a people who might be a part of my ancestry. In 
this book and the first two books, I have sought to present 
the Cherokee Nation, their beliefs and customs in a positive 
light. Cherokee characters speak in Tsalagi, their native 
language, and English. They don’t grunt or speak in broken, 
uneducated English. Their appearance is similar to those 
they live around. In short, I used each Cherokee character 
in the books in such a way as to be one-hundred-eighty 
degrees away from the loincloth wearing, drunken, savages 
the Hollywood spews out in the name of entertainment.
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Prologue

The rolling pastures of Bos Taurus Acres are home 
to hundreds of prime Black Angus beef. My Dad called them 
dinner on the hoof. My blessings of Bos Taurus Acres are 
many, too numerous to count to be truthful. Most important 
to me is that everything on the property is free and clear. 
That gives me not only a place to live, but also lets me 
operate Okie Veterinarian Group without any overhead to 
deal with, saving me a lot of money. I provide veterinarian 
services in the tri-county area, one of the more rural parts 
of Oklahoma. People who hear the word rural conjure up 
thoughts of the movie Tobacco Road and shiftless people 
with their hillbilly stereotypes.

Bos Taurus Acres carries no overhead because of my 
parents’ hard work and persistence and the Cherokee way of 
life. There’s no overhead on the grounds or the buildings. An 
added benefit is that the utilities are all covered by the day-
to-day operations of the farm itself. Janice chose to stay on 
after my Dad’s death, much to my relief. All of the men who 
worked for Dad on the farm remained as well. I made Enoli, 
Dad’s foreman, a partner in the corporation so he could have 
some incentive to keep the cattle business running as it did 
while Dad was alive. My brother Bailey, and sister Jenny, 
and I decided to split the farm’s earnings into three twenty-
five percent increments, with the remaining twenty-five 
percent going to Enoli for managing the farm. Our gesture 
to Enoli spread with great speed among our people.
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Okie Veterinarian Group has become quite busy 

these days, and I am grateful for that. On days when Jason 
flies in for a visit, he goes over the books and educates me 
on running Bos Taurus Acres and Okie Veterinarian Group. 
He suggested I hire an assistant because the veterinarian 
workflow is nearly too much for one person. Elvis is still as 
loving as protective as ever before despite his advancing age. 
I fear there will soon be another grave and special marker 
for Elvis out at Dad’s pet cemetery.

A group led by some of our newer residents to the 
area attempted to shove through BSL to place it on our next 
ballot. Breed Specific Legislation, like common-sense gun 
laws, never accomplish anything. According to this group, 
the breaking point was a situation involving a German 
Shepherd that somehow kept escaping her kennel there 
on one of the new resident’s property. This dog ran through 
neighboring properties all night while her owners remained 
snuggled into their bed. The dog soon acquired a taste for 
fresh chickens after killing its first one a few months ago. 
Once it tasted blood, it killed more than a dozen chickens 
and a few ducks on different properties. No one seemed to 
know anything about the dog, while some thought it might 
be another coyote on the loose. The local newspaper began 
calling the killer Night Stalker. Of course, the first things 
out of people’s mouths were references to pit bulls with Bos 
Taurus Acres mentioned as a breeding center of pit bulls 
in the area.

The family who lost some chickens posted a video 
online from a trail camera on their property. After viewing 
the attack on their chicken coop by a dog that anyone can 
recognize as a German Shepherd and not a pit bull. Those 
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viewing the video know who owns the dog, yet the owners 
never stepped forward. They did, however, state that the 
dog in the video is not their dog at all.

One rainy night, Night Stalker made its way onto 
a farm some distance from its home. The Johnson family 
who owns the farm, lifelong friends of my family and many 
other families around these parts. Plus, I’m their primary 
veterinarian for their livestock and pets. The henhouse’s 
noise drew the attention of the family’s dogs, who roam the 
farm freely at night. Even though it rained, Night Stalker’s 
presence was detected by Thor, one of this family’s pets. 
A few minutes later, Thor, a sixty-five-pound Red Nose 
Pit Bull, made short work of the chicken killing German 
Shepherd. The Johnsons heard the commotion of the dogs 
fighting; when they got to the hen house, they found several 
dead chickens. A few feet away lay Night Stalker’s carcass, 
with Thor standing guard over it.

[DIVIDER]
As to be expected, things sort of blew up over Thor’s 

killing of the Night Stalker. Her owners demanded that 
Thor be euthanized for killing their pet of eight-years. 
Their reason was because Thor is a pit bull and their dog 
didn’t know better when it came to killing chickens. Their 
attorney felt Thor’s breed was reason enough to euthanize 
it because, in their minds, all pit bulls are killers. The 
owners themselves stated they couldn’t understand all the 
commotion over a few chickens. After losing the lawsuit 
over the death of Night Stalker, her owners began whipping 
up support to get BSL added to the ballot in the upcoming 
election. Thankfully, they gave up after only seventy-five 
people signed up to adding the BSL to the ballot. Seventy-



11A Pit Bull’s Life - Chuckie’s Future
five is a long way away from sixty-five-thousand needed to 
get it on the ballot.

Once all the commotion died down, a clique soon 
formed in the area. Sides were chosen followed by Twitter 
posts fanning the flames of anti-pit bull hatred. Comments 
appeared on social media of people making disparaging 
remarks about those of us who’ve lived here before the influx 
of arrivals from California moved into the area. I didn’t have 
time for it and began filtering out clients who were making 
these posts online. There weren’t that many posts, yet they 
came from a group that could cause problems later on. It’s 
easy ridding yourself of a client when you’re one of the few 
vets in an area like ours. You just tell them you can’t handle 
their pets anymore.

I’ll never forget Dad teaching me about animals 
when I was a toddler. One of the first words he taught 
me led me into the field of veterinarian medicine. At least 
I feel it did. The word he taught me was gitli, which is 
Cherokee for a dog, my favorite of all the animals here 
on Bos Taurus Acres. Once I could pronounce the word 
correctly, he went on to tell me about Cherokee traditions 
regarding animals. That same night he told me of a well-
known Cherokee legend entitled Two Wolves. In this legend, 
an elder Cherokee spoke to his grandson, teaching him 
things about life:

“A fight is going on inside me,” he said to his eight-
year-old grandson.

“This fight is a terrible one between two powerful 
wolves. One of them is evil. This wolf is filled with 
arrogance, self-pity, guilt, resentment, sorrow, regret, greed, 
false pride, superiority, anger, envy, inferiority, lies, and 
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ego. This other wolf is the opposite, for he is love, hope, 
serenity, generosity, truth, compassion, humility, kindness, 
benevolence, empathy, joy, peace, and faith. The same battle 
goes on inside of you and everyone else.

His grandson reflected on the lesson his grandfather 
wanted to teach him before speaking.

“Grandfather, which of these wolves within me will 
win?”

“It will be the one you feed who will win this battle,” 
his grandfather said as they walked along together.

My love for Chuckie and almost any other dog, gave 
Dad an opportunity to teach me more about Cherokee 
beliefs. In this lesson, Dad taught me that many Native 
American ancestors kept dogs. This has been proven by 
DNA studies of dogs belonging to Native Americans. Today’s 
dogs came from these dogs. Studies demonstrate that Native 
Americans kept dogs well before coming to this land from 
Asia. And well before Europeans settled in North America. 
Some of the breeds are either now extinct or very hard 
to find. Breeds surviving and alive today are the familiar 
Chihuahua, Alaskan Malamute, Peruvian Inca Orchid, 
Carolina Dog, also known as the American Dingo.

My Dad never failed to surprise me with his 
knowledge of animals. One day, I recall asking him where 
Chuckie came from because I wondered if our ancestors 
brought pit bulls with them from Asia.

“Dad, did Chuckie’s ancestors come over with our 
ancestors when they left Asia?”

“No hon, Chuckie’s bloodline comes from England. 
Hundreds of years ago, they were bred to fight bulls and 
sometimes bears for sport, which means people used them 
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for gambling. After a while, the people over in England 
and other places began using these new breeds to fight 
each other. You can well imagine how this treatment of 
dogs displeases The Creator. That was the beginning of pit 
fighting and the pit bull breeds. 

“You should know that our people hold dogs in 
great esteem. For instance, there is the legend of two dogs 
guarding the sacred path to our people’s land of souls. These 
dogs, named Alpha and Beta, meet people who desire to 
walk this pathway. As the legend goes, you must bring food 
for each of the dogs; otherwise, you remain trapped between 
Alpha and Beta. Forever.”
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Chapter One

When it comes to the traits I have inherited from 
my parents, I wish I could have been asked which ones I 
wanted. And which ones I didn’t want. It would be nice if a 
person could pick and choose their traits and habits from 
their parents before they’re born. For instance, I wish I 
would have been born with my Dad’s patience. The problem 
is, I was born with Momma’s lack of patience. She wasn’t 
a difficult person, more along the lines of a driven person. 
Momma was focused on her life; she knew what she wanted 
out of life and went after it.

On the other hand, Dad is the opposite of the 
stereotypical Cherokee one sees in the entertainment 
industry. Dad was not some lethargic lay about who stayed 
drunk all the time. Tireless should have Dad’s middle name 
because he made work look easy to others. He possessed 
patience that calmed those around him, and he credited The 
Creator for that level of tolerance. One thing my parents 
shared – love. 

You know love can be many things to many people. 
Some relationships are like a two-way street where 
both parties head off in different directions to different 
destinations. Successful relationships are like a one-way 
street where both parties are headed in the same direction 
while heading to the same goal. Love can also be like a 
two-edged sword. On one edge, the loss of a loved one cuts 
deep into the soul. The other edge of the blade cuts as deep, 
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sometimes deeper than the other side when someone you 
love does you wrong. Love can be conditional like I’ll love 
you as long as you give me what I want. Love can also be 
unconditional, where two people want the same things out 
of their lives together.

I’ve always believed that love and memories go hand 
in hand. Happy memories come from being around people 
you love and those you’ve loved in the past. Some bittersweet 
memories involve love and sadness at the same time. The 
sadness could come from the loss of a spouse, a parent, or 
a child. Pet owners also have memories of the various pets 
that they love or have loved over the years. People who’ve 
owned pets and lost them to death, illness, BSL, or some 
other reason, those memories are filled with the love they 
shared with their dogs. People who have owned a pit bull 
know the love is mutual, just like a marriage should be. For 
all the bad publicity that pit bulls receive, they are some of 
the most loving pets. If people took the time to come out of 
their ivory towers and give a pit bull a chance, they might 
get pleasantly surprised.

Our first pit bull, Chuckie, was a pet that our family 
loved, and he loved us in return in ways that many people 
claim a pit bull is incapable of doing.  We knew of his love 
through the ways he interacted with us without regard to 
his safety. He saved Dad’s life one night when a coyote 
began killing off our livestock. Chuckie attacked Marcel, 
the hired hand who tried to kill Rickles, Momma’s horse. 
Chuckie, the ex-fighter, gave his life up trying to save 
Momma from the men who were there to steal him away. 
Over the years Chuckie and I spent together, he gave me 
hundreds of beautiful memories. Loving memories. While 
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Chuckie may have entered a life of dogfighting early in 
his life, he came to his life’s end, a devoted member of our 
family.

Some people in life never take time to see the good 
in a person or an animal either. Instead, they go out of their 
way to destroy things that others cherish. In America, many 
people embracing extreme liberal persuasions want to ban 
guns owned by private citizens because guns kill. Guns 
being inanimate objects, can only do what people use them 
to do. Pit bulls suffer from the same rhetoric from their 
detractors – pit bulls kill.

When I went to Sunday School as a child, our teacher 
taught us a story from the Old Testament. I learned that 
Cain killed his brother, Able, using nothing more than a 
nearby rock. In today’s environment in this country, people 
would outlaw stones because they kill.

At the same time, the pit bull breeds’ original 
purpose was to fight other animals, bulls, and bears for the 
most part. But that isn’t true any longer. Some criminals 
use weapons to maim and kill. Other criminals use pit bulls 
to commit a variety of criminal acts. In this country, gun-
free zones are home to some of the most violent criminals 
who ignore the common-sense gun laws that the left keeps 
crowing about. The same theory is applied to pit bulls. The 
criminals who force these animals into a life of fighting 
are proof that Breed Specific Legislations fail because 
dogfighters never obey the law.

Chuckie, our family’s first pit bull, was in love with 
life itself. His love for me, my brother Bailey and my sister 
Jenny were evident every time we were around him. He 
had this funny way of wagging his tail that made his entire 
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backside wiggle. Watching him do his NASCAR thing, as 
Bailey called it, would make anyone laugh. He would take 
off running full-blast, in a circle as a stock car does. Dust 
flying off his feet as his head bobbed up and down, tongue 
flapping in the breeze. When he finished, Chuckie would 
stand beside me with that enormous tongue hanging out 
and that famous pit bull smile on his face. I guess Chuckie 
loved my Dad because he was the one who brought the ex-
fighter to our home. Momma, now Momma, was Chuckie’s 
number one favorite out of all the people and animals on 
Bos Taurus Acres. He had friends on our farm, animal 
friends. He spent many a day lounging around in the stall 
where Momma’s horse, Rickles, stayed. Rickles ate while 
Chuckie slept nearby. When we would get off the school bus 
in our earlier years, we kids would see Chuckie and that 
obnoxious cat out asleep on the front porch. Dad nicknamed 
the cat, The Rat, for good reason because it is far from an 
attractive animal. The cat now spends a lot of her time out 
at Chuckie’s final resting place. How she gets back and forth 
without anyone seeing her is beyond me.

In my own life, love has blossomed as well, and I am 
grateful to The Creator for it. This new love of mine isn’t 
meant to take the place of Momma’s love. Nothing could 
take her place in our lives. This love I have in my soul is 
for Jason, that lanky Texan with eyes like my Dad’s who 
plays video games as a part-time job. Jason is a man who 
loves his cattle and animals, pit bulls, mostly, and he loves 
my family without concerning himself with our heritage. 
I’ve even caught Dad teaching Jason how to speak in the 
Cherokee dialect. During my younger years, I wasn’t much 
into dating boys, never had the time for them. This Texan, 
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though, he rode into my heart, and I’ve never been this 
happy before. Now the tears of joy are beginning to flow.

“Hey, Mel! Today isn’t the day to be crying,” Jenny 
said as she dabbed my eyes with a tissue.

“Momma would be super proud of you,” I said.
“You think so? How come?”
“Because you’re just as bossy as she was,” I said.
 “I’ll take that as a compliment,” Jenny said, hugging 

me tightly.
“Okay, gal, let’s get you into your gown,” my sister-

in-law, Allie said.
“Are you okay?” Jenny asked.
“Pain,” I said with a grimace.
“Well, duh, you’re how many centimeters dilated? 

Come, get this robe on so the Texan can see you before they 
roll you into the delivery room. He looks so handsome in 
his hospital scrubs,” Allie said, holding up the robe for me.

“I’m huge,” I said looking into the mirror on the 
hospital room door. I saw Jennie and Allie snickering behind 
me as I pulled on the not-so-adequate hospital gown in the 
same mirror.

[DIVIDER]
I watched as Allie and Jennie come out of Mel’s 

room with the biggest grins on their faces. If ever a man 
was welcomed into the family, I say it’s me coming into 
Mel’s family. Many a guy I know has in-laws who are either 
indifferent or plain antagonistic toward them. Not this 
family, I’ve been lucky in more ways than one. As a police 
officer, I’ve seen families shattered by accents and crimes 
that fall apart when calamity hits. Not this family, not in a 
million years would this family give up on each other. This 
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family is a testimony to the Cherokee blood, to Amara’s 
faith in a man regardless of race. And to The Creator for 
putting us all together.

There was this one day at lunch with Mel. I told her 
how much I missed her parents. I thanked her for including 
Allie in everything, even though Allie is only her aunt. Mel 
told me something that stays with me day-by-day, sisters are 
different flowers from the same garden. In my wife, Allie’s 
case, Mel considers her both an aunt and sister.

[DIVDER]
After signing the certified mail slip for our mail 

delivery woman, I spoke a few minutes with her about her 
dog I operated on a few months ago. All the while, I fought 
the urge to tear open the certified mail bearing the return 
address of the District Court. After she left, I tore open 
the envelope there on the porch. My eyes filled with tears 
of anger at the words: NOTICE TO APPEAR in the letter. 
Pulling my phone out of my back pocket, I found the entry 
for Bill, my attorney.

“Hello Miss Melanie, I already know the reason for 
your call as I received similar communications because I 
represent you.”

“Bill, dammit, what’s this notice to appear that I just 
received not fifteen minutes ago?”

“Well, you’ll recall several weeks ago, I told you the 
residents new to the area were complaining about the smell 
and noise of the cattle herds in the area?”

“Yes, Bill, I must say it’s kinda ridiculous to move 
into a rural area known for raising cattle and then complain 
about the cattle.”
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“I agree with you, I do, and you’re not alone in this 

situation. As you know, most of my family is still raising 
cattle after one-hundred years, give or take a few years. In 
this case, someone is complaining about methane gas in the 
area supposedly caused by our burping cattle. So they’ve 
added this to their list of complaints about the cattle farms 
in the area. Another attempt at driving cattle farms away 
and property values down.”

“That is so amazingly stupid; it doesn’t warrant a 
response, yet I know their rich developer is somehow behind 
all of this. So now, I and the others have to cease raising the 
animals feeding this country. The same animals that these 
whiners get their hamburgers and steaks from that they 
put on their dinner tables. Just because some emotionally 
handicapped teenager scolds us for eating beef, we’re all 
to just give up and get rid of the cattle? Not on your life. 
My parents poured a lot of tears, sweat, and dollars into 
Bos Taurus Acres, and I’ll not stand idly by while someone 
wants to convert it into a retirement community.”

“You’re right, and there’s a trend in this. I’m reading 
more about this as America’s population ages,” Bill said.

“Well, to be real frank about it, they can stay the 
hell where they live now. Sorry, if they want to live here, 
then I’ll welcome them to the neighborhood. As long as they 
aren’t trying to erase the neighborhood as it is today.”

“I understand. When you get time, please fax me a 
copy of your correspondence so we can get together before 
the date.”

If ever I wanted to throw a fit like a two-year-old does 
a temper tantrum, this would be the prime opportunity. It 
isn’t enough these people move here. They want to remove 
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everything that brought them to the area, to begin with, 
the idiots. I sat out on the porch to sulk; it didn’t take 
long before Elvis found me out there. He sat there with his 
best pet me look on his face, his tongue hanging out of his 
smiling mouth. It didn’t take long before no longer felt the 
need to sulk.
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Chapter Two

The morning wasn’t starting all that well, two of the 
dogs in the kennel threw up all over the place after chewing 
up the mats I added for them to sleep on, but that’s the way 
it is with animals. Walela stayed home from school with 
an upset stomach, and I didn’t sleep much last night for 
some reason. Jason reminded me of the papers the big goof 
served me about the local HOA complaining about a cattle 
farm’s noise, and the smell was bringing down their precious 
property values. To my way of thinking, they should have 
stayed up north instead of moving into a rural area in the 
southwest. Next week’s appearance date, so I better call 
my attorney to see what I have to do to prepare. I dialed 
his number and was greeted by an old friend of mine from 
high school days who happens to be my attorney’s secretary.

“Hey gal,” I said.
“Melanie, how goes married life?”
“Pretty good, Lois. And yours?” I asked.
“I didn’t know when I got married I’d be riding 

around in the mud in a jacked-up pickup,” Lois said.
“I read in the paper where you won your class at 

the latest meet.”
“Yes, and hubby wasn’t too pleased about the 

results,” Lois said.
“What, he’s jealous? I didn’t figure him to be like 

that,” I said.
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“Oh, he’s not jealous. Hell, he struts around like a 

rooster when I win. No, he went to run the truck for his 
class and blew the engine right at the start.”

“Ouch, bet that hurt his feelings,” I said.
“Girl, it hurt more than that. The big-block Chevy 

engine in that truck runs just shy of nineteen-thousand 
dollars,” Lois said.

“Yow! That’s no small change,” I said.
“No, good thing I won because my prize money 

paid for a new engine, with a little leftover for yours truly. 
Listen, Bill is off the phone now, but I wanted to thank you 
for taking care of my daughter’s horse for her. We thought 
sure it was going to go bad for an animal we just bought 
her,” Lois said.

“You’re quite welcome. The people you bought the 
horse from didn’t pay much attention to the dietary needs 
of a horse that young,” I said, feeling a little better now. It’s 
nice to know your efforts are appreciated.

“Okay, here’s Bill. Love you, gal,” Lois said before 
transferring me over to Bill.

“Miss Melanie, how is it out your way?”
“Pretty good for a gal living in a noisy, smelly old 

farm. How about you, your wife, improving?” I asked, 
knowing his wife tested positive for COVID-19.

“Pfft, the estúpida woman who gave her the test put 
the wrong label on the bottle! Can you believe it?” he asked.

“No wonder the country can’t get things running 
back to normal, give her our love,” I said.

“I will, and I thank you for that. Now for you, good 
news,” Bill said.
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“Oh? I could use some good news right about now.”
“Judge Vivers’ law assistant called me yesterday, late 

in the day. She said the judge threw out the case. Because 
the judge said the lawsuit had no chance of winning, he told 
their attorney he wasn’t going to tie up court resources that 
are short-handed already because of the virus issue. So, my 
dear, he ruled the case a frivolous one and tossed it out.”

“Well I’ll be, that is good news, anything I need to 
do?” I asked.

 “Nothing until you receive the package. Lois will 
send you via certified mail. Just sign, have notarized, and 
return to us. Entender?” He asked.

“Si, amigo, gale mi amor a tu esposa,” I said, using 
some rusty Spanish to wish his wife well.

“Gracias, and my best to Jason,” Bill said.
Some hours later, I found Jason’s note about 

someone named Kimberly at the cryogenics company calling 
in Momma’s search. I’ll never be as neat and organized as 
Momma. She was one of the busiest, yet well-organized 
people I’ve ever known.

My parents’ marriage was biracial, yet neither 
of them favored any race over the other. They were old 
school, yet they remained open to doing things in a new 
or different way. Momma taught herself a great deal of 
what she knew about treating animals. She knew about 
the proven techniques and the herbal remedies from the 
Cherokee Nation, which do amazing things for illnesses 
and injuries. When I was in college, I kept my mouth shut 
when professors would ridicule natural remedies such as 
those Momma used. I took numerous notes, interlacing 
them with knowledge passed down to me from my Dad 
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and some of his friends from the Nation. People often bring 
their pets to me, expecting me to prescribe traditional and 
expensive medications to their pets. They get a surprise 
when I suggest natural remedies instead. Using expensive 
commercial prescriptions in place of readily available herbs 
is senseless to me.

After checking on my current patients, I sat down 
at my desk to return Kimberly’s company’s call. I glanced 
at the clock to be sure they’d be open considering they’re 
in California. After five or six rings, someone with a cheery 
voice answered the phone.

“Hello, good morning, this is Doctor Williamson, 
and I am returning Kimberly’s call. Is she in the office this 
morning?” I asked.

“Yes, she is, please hold.”
A few minutes later, a woman’s cheery voice came 

over the phone.
“Doctor Williamson, thanks so much for returning 

my call.”
“You’re welcome, and please call me Mel, only my 

professors and bill collectors call me Doctor Williamson.”
“Okay then Mel, I called because I have an invoice 

here for Bos Taurus Animal Services. I set up this account 
for Amara Oconostota, who I assume is your mother?”

“Yes, she’s deceased now,” I replied.
“I am sorry to hear that, we were business associates 

of sorts since I started up Left Coast Cryogenics. And 
that also explains why the payment for this year hasn’t 
come into our office yet. Amara was always punctual with 
her payments. Bos Taurus Animal Services is one of our 
earliest and most loyal supporters. I wanted to touch base 
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with someone there. I assume you will be taking on the 
leadership role for Bos Taurus? Tell me a little of your plans 
if you don’t mind.”

“Yes, I am. I’ve restructured Bos Taurus Animal 
Services a bit, expanded services along with a new name 
as well. Okie Veterinarian Group is what we go by now. 
Although knowledgeable in rendering care to local livestock 
and pets, Momma had no formal veterinarian education. Or 
a degree of any type for that matter. Even so, she excelled at 
what she did despite her lack of veterinarian training. Now 
that I’ve assumed the reins of the non-profit, I’ll offer more 
care to a broader range of animals, which is a good thing 
considering how we’re mostly a rural area out this way.

“Okie Veterinarian Group runs solely on donations 
made through our web site at apitbullslife.com and from the 
owners of the animals we treat. There are two of us so far, 
my husband Jason and me. Some of our clients are from low-
income areas or the Cherokee Nation nearby. That being 
the case, we get paid like the country doctors of years ago—
vegetables, fruit, chickens. One man was so over-whelmed 
because we saved his dog that suffered a snake bite; he gave 
us a cow—a pregnant one at that.

“We’re free from paying rent or utilities because 
Bos Taurus Animal Services was started on our family’s 
cattle farm. I don’t need to tell you this takes a tremendous 
load off of our bank account. Momma left me a substantial 
inheritance in her will, so, overall we do okay. We’ll never 
get rich and famous off of Okie Veterinarian Group, but we 
will honor Momma’s legacy.”

“What about medications and equipment, how are 
you doing with those? If you don’t mind,” Kimberly asked.
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“Equipment? I came in contact with a vet in preparing 

to retire; he all but gave the equipment to me. I wrote him 
a check for the equipment, but I know it was only pennies 
on the dollar considering the equipment’s value. Two of the 
items I know to be brand-new because they were still in the 
original boxes. He was such a dear man.”

“Well, it sounds as if Okie Veterinarian Group is a 
practical organization,” Kimberly said.

“We hope so. Now then, tell me about your company 
and how Momma was involved with it. I’ve heard a little 
about this process because it intrigues me. I’m also curious 
about Momma’s involvement in your company, other than 
her early support.”

“Well, we have ten specimens for one of her dogs,” 
Kimberly said.

“Specimens?” I asked, unaware of what she was 
talking about concerning specimens.

“Left Coast Cryogenics preserved sperm specimens 
from the dog Amara chose,” Kimberly replied.

“Oh, I see. Are these random dogs or one dog in 
particular? I’m not sure how this works,” I said, as a distant 
thought entered my mind.

“Well, breeders use our cryopreservation services to 
freeze a stud’s sperm from those animals they advertise for 
breeding. By the way, we handle more than canine breeders. 
Our cryopreservation services’ beauty is they prevent a 
breeder from having to fly animals around the country. It’s a 
good system because it prevents anxiety, injury, or worse to 
stud animals. Instead of sending an animal, a breeder will 
send their stud’s sperm specimen to a breeding prospect. 
Let me correct myself; we do the packaging and overnight 
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shipping of the specimens. The recipient of the specimen 
must have a certified vet present to conduct the artificial 
insemination for them.”

“Just like in humans,” I said to no one in particular.
“Pretty much. These specimens are kept here in our 

central cryonics facility, for which we charge an annual fee. 
It’s this annual fee that I called about if you have the time. 
If you’re not in a position to pay just yet, I’ll be glad to give 
you an extension,” Kimberly said.

“Okay, that sounds reasonable. For some reason, I 
have a hard time understanding why Momma would be 
involved in something like this. As far as I know, she didn’t 
do any breeding of the dogs we’ve had here at Bos Taurus 
Acres. Pretty much every dog that has lived with us or 
come through either non-profit have been mutts. They’re 
available to their owners, of course, yet none are worth this 
process.”

“In your mother’s case, the account was for one dog,” 
Kimberly said.

“All of the specimens?” I asked in disbelief.
“Yes,” she replied.
“Is there some sort of reference or identification on 

the account?”
“Something like a dog’s name?” she asked.
“Yes, a name would be great. That way, I can figure 

out what Momma was working on.”
“Let’s see, ah, it’s on the last page here… Okay, the 

name is Chuckie,” she said.
I couldn’t believe what I was hearing; I then recalled 

that distant thought from earlier. Could this be?
“Hello, Melanie, still with me?”
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“Yes… uh…Please give me a moment,” I said while 

wiping the tears from my eyes with the palms of my hand.
“I take it you recognize his name?”
“Do I? I grew up with Chuckie by my side. We were 

inseparable, and he was…”
“Shot to death? I know, Amara shared that hair-

raising story with me not long after it all took place. So 
then, you’re interested in keeping this account open?”

“I’ll say, if you give me your address, I will overnight 
you a check,” I said with my hands trembling at the thought 
of what might be coming over the horizon.

“Oh dear, there’s no need for that. You’re taking over 
for your mother, who was vital to our startup. I can wait 
on your payment. I only called because it was unusual for 
Amara’s payments to be late. I’m also sad to hear of her 
passing, yet I look forward to working with you.”

“Momma was thorough with her finances. I’ve 
learned that much after going over the records recently. 
There’s still one thing confusing me,” I said.

“Chuckie was an American Pit Bull Terrier, an ex-
fighter at that. As much as we loved him, and he loved us 
just as much, yet I don’t see why Momma would want to 
breed him.”

After a hesitation, Kimberly spoke in a soft tone; I 
heard a catch in her voice.

“You don’t know the story then?” she asked.
“Story? About what?”
“Do you have time for me to explain this? Am I 

keeping you from anything?” Kimberly asked.
“No, not at all. I must say I’m even more curious 

now.”
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“Okay then, let me know if I get too long-winded. 

I’m forget now how Amara and I connected up. Best of my 
recollection, it was when I was trying to get the business off 
the ground. That being the case, I sought out vets, breeders, 
owners of shows dogs, etc. Bos Taurus Animal Services’ 
information found its way into our contact list, and somehow 
I contacted Amara. Your mother and I… We clicked. You 
know, like when you meet someone, and you take an instant 
liking to them. I realize we met, Amara and I met over the 
phone, but it didn’t matter to us. We bonded, this went 
beyond a business relationship despite the distance between 
the two of us.

“As I said, I was trying to get the business started 
up, so I offered your mother a free DNA test in hopes she 
would become a client for our cryopreservation services. For 
reasons of her own, Amara picked your pit bull, Chuckie. 
Amara told me of Chuckie’s background and the life he 
escaped. Even so, he was the one she picked. Knowing his 
background, I wound up running Chuckie’s DNA test three 
times because I couldn’t believe the results. I would have 
loved to have been in front of Amara when she learned about 
Chuckie’s DNA test results.”

“Which were?” I asked, still fighting that distant 
thought from earlier in our conversation.

“Your pal has a pedigree,” Kimberly said with a 
touch of pride in her voice.

“My Dad bought Chuckie from a raid on a dog fight 
ring. Everyone associated with him said he was born of 
ex-fight dogs.”

“That was the story back when your boy was named 
Killer. Trust me, Mel. I ran that test three times with the 
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third carried out by someone else on our DNA team. Chuckie 
was a pedigreed dog.”

“So this pedigree, you know anything about Chuckie’s 
true parents? How did you ever discover this pedigree?” I 
asked with dozens of questions forming in my mind.

“Well, as luck would have it, Chuckie’s parents are 
also in our DNA database. Their breeders are clients of ours. 
The pair of them produced some show winning American 
Pit Bull Terriers.”

“Produced? They stopped?” I asked, curious about 
Chuckie’s real family now.

“The parents, Chuckie’s, are deceased, and yet the 
breeders are still clients of ours. The parental DNA and 
Chuckie’s DNA will remain in our database because of 
results such as this.”

“So, this pedigree was verified?” I asked.
“Oh, by all means. Amara visited the kennel there 

in Texas, where Chuckie’s parents lived. Chuckie’s father 
was San Antonio Game Dog, and his mother was Austin’s 
Lollipop Queen. Both of them were prized for breeding and 
show winners as well.

“So you see, Amara realized Chuckie as stud material 
because of his pedigree to well-known parents and breeders.”

Talk about a total surprise to me! How could Momma 
not have told me about any of this? How much, if any, did 
Dad know about it?

“Bear with me, Kimberly, because I know for a fact 
that my Dad bought Chuckie at a sale that took place a 
short time after the authorities busted a fight ring. He 
learned about Chuckie’s past from people who knew him as 
Killer at the time. Everyone knew about fighter pups being 
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bred and born in the worst conditions. Somehow, there was 
supposed to be several trades between these dogfighters 
using Killer and his siblings.”

“That’s the story that spread through the fight 
circuit, by the crew that stole Killer, or rather Chuckie and 
his siblings. All eight or nine of them, I’m not sure of the 
actual number. The thieves didn’t want anyone to know 
they stole the pups. The breeder posted a ten-thousand-
dollar award for information leading to the arrest of the 
thieves. The reward doubled, twenty-thousand if the pups 
were found intact and alive.”

“I suppose no one found any of them but my Chuckie?” 
I asked.

“No one knows for sure because of the nature of 
dogfighting. They’re all criminals, so no one is going to say 
anything. All those people think about is how much a dog 
can earn them before it dies in a fight, or they have to put 
it down.”

“If you don’t mind, getting back to Chuckie’s real 
parents. I’m still trying to understand the timeline.”

“Someone stole the pups from the breeder; the litter 
was divided up and sold off or traded off. Due to their ages, 
they needed nursing so they were nursed by bitches from 
the fighter’s dogs. That sounds bad, yet it doesn’t change 
your Chuckie’s heritage one bit.”

“Didn’t those men, the thieves or the buyers, realize 
the true value of the pups?” I asked.

“My guess is they didn’t care because all they think 
about was using them on the fight circuit. If not as fighters, 
they would serve as bait dogs. Either way, they knew the 
pups would sell. They caught them,” Kimberly said.
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“They caught them? With the pups?” I asked, 

realizing my mistake because Chuckie never saw freedom 
as a pup.

“Yes, a man and his wife, along with another man, 
broke into the breeder’s kennel at night. Somehow they 
knew that the mother of the pups had delivered her litter. 
Sounds a bit like an inside job to me, but I’m no detective.”

“So they were caught, did they get sent to prison?” 
I asked.

“Sure did, two of the thieves, turned out to be pretty 
easy to catch considering they’re man and wife. Not the 
other man, though, his name was never mentioned, nor 
was he caught.”

“The husband and wife protected the guy?” I asked, 
wondering how they could protect someone while going to 
prison themselves.

“Yes, they did.”
“Why on earth would they do that? Fear of getting 

caught, well, that isn’t it because they got caught. Two of 
them anyway. Even so, to go to prison while protecting the 
guy?” I asked.

“They feared the man. From what I learned from the 
breeders, the two men pulled off the litter’s break-in and 
theft. The woman acted as lookout and driver, sort of like 
an old cop show.”

“This other guy, he was that fearsome?” I asked.
“Oh honey, from what I’ve learned about him, the 

man was bad as they come.”
“They wound up serving time while he walked free, 

not the smartest of criminals,” I said.
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“You’re right because the husband and wife both 

went to jail. He was sentenced to five years, serving three 
plus years before being released. His wife earned herself a 
three year stint for being the driver, going free after serving 
only a year. Some people who go to prison become model 
prisoners so they can get an early release. This other man, 
who I’m convinced was an employee of the breeders, didn’t 
fare so well even though he did escape serving time for 
stealing the pit bull pups.”

“What do you mean; I thought the authorities didn’t 
know who he is?” I asked.

“He didn’t get caught because of the theft of the 
litter. He got busted for running a dogfighting ring, a 
fairly substantial one from the article I read on the squad’s 
website who raided them. And after the bust, some liberal 
judge gave the guy a pathetic sentence of one year. The 
authorities made matters worse after they released the guy 
after serving only six-months if you can believe that. After 
his release, he went hunting for some of the animals rescued 
from his former fight ring so he could restart the dogfights 
in the tri-county area in Oklahoma. Guess he didn’t learn 
his lesson, yet I don’t see how he could with such a light 
sentence and then to get out after serving half of it.”

“Kimberly, I wonder if he found any of the dogs?” I 
asked, growing angry at the thought of the man receiving 
such a light sentence after inflicting his cruelty on those 
dogs. Shows you how far liberal judges will exert their 
authority over people they disagree with while claiming to 
be fair and honest.

“Believe it or not, he located four of them still alive; 
local authorities euthanized some animals, including bait 
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animals, during and after the raid. But these four dogs 
survived. So this guy, he and another guy wound up stealing 
three of them from the people who bought the dogs after 
the raid.”

“What about the fourth dog? They couldn’t find it, 
or they couldn’t steal it?” I asked.

“They found it alright, yet they couldn’t steal it away 
from its new owners. They tried to steal the last, and most 
valuable, pit bull from its new owners. After locating the 
location of this particular pit bull, they put together a plan 
to steal it. They made their way onto the property with 
intentions of stealing not only the pit bull but any other 
animals they could use for bait animals.

“This man found the pit bull only to be attacked by 
the dog he’d hunted for all along. The thief, angered at the 
dog attacking him, shot the dog, killing it and alerting the 
pit bull’s owner that he was on their property. His biggest 
mistake was taking a shot at the pit bull’s owner…”

“Wait… wait… wait…wait! I’ve heard this story 
before,” I said, amazed at the familiarity of Kimberly’s tale 
of events.

“Bear with me, Mel. You’re, uh… you’re right. Your 
mother shot the man after he shot at her first, and the 
authorities ruled it self-defense.”

“My goodness, is this for real, or are you making it 
up? One other thing, how do you know so many details of 
this?”

“Well, for one thing, I could never make up a story 
this dramatic. As for the details, I can tell you, in confidence, 
please, that my husband’s cousin led the raid on the farm 
where the dog fighting took place,” “Kimberly replied.
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“So, I guess I followed it as it unfolded, rejoicing 

when I called Amara and discovered the news of the thief 
getting his just reward.

I was almost overwhelmed by this revelation: the 
thieves, the crime, the death of my buddy, Chuckie.
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Chapter Three

My parents raised me to respect others no matter 
what race, sex, or age they are, but there are times when 
it’s a losing effort. Dealing with the public in a field such 
as veterinarian medicine is generally straightforward 
because the animal is a common ground. On the other 
hand, being on the other side of customer service can be 
a frustrating experience at times. Such as when you’re 
dealing with someone in the bureaucratic departments of 
local government offices. Especially when you get treated 
more like a subordinate employee than a customer whose 
taxes pay their salaries which never seems to enter their 
rigid minds. In my case, it’s dealing with this subject of me 
having too many dogs on the property without a permit 
from the mayor’s office. Guess no one considers that I run 
a veterinarian service, on a cattle farm of all places. After 
being stuck on hold for ten minutes, I connected with a 
woman named Joyce, whose real name must be Iron Maiden 
because she talks as hard-nosed as the original torture 
device.

“I have a business license issued by the county clerk. 
Bos Taurus Acres has been running on that for how many 
years now? And even the farm before that?”

“This cease-and-desist has nothing at all to do with 
your business. The law in the State of Oklahoma is clear; the 
mayor must sign a permit for three or more dogs to congregate 
on private property. The report on your property…”
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“Excuse me, report on my property? Who is doing 

these reports about the number of dogs on my property?”
Joyce continued… talking at me as if I’m an imbecile.
“Anonymous, the reports are done anonymously,” 

Joyce said with a bit of an attitude.
“So, these people, are they trespassing on my private 

property? Otherwise, I don’t see how they could tell how 
many dogs are on Bos Taurus Acres.”

“Anonymous. Are you having a problem with that? 
We can’t very well tell you who they are if they report you 
anonymously, now could we?”

“If someone reported me, then someone ventured 
onto our land to verify these anonymous reports. If you 
did, then you sent someone onto our property without our 
consent. They trespassed,” I said.

“No, we confirmed a valid report. If there’s suspicion 
of a crime, we can venture onto private property without 
the owner’s approval.”

“Suspicion of a crime? I’m running a non-profit for 
veterinarian services to this area while raising cattle, and 
you’re insinuating a crime is somehow going on here?” I 
asked while trying to keep my anger from taking over the 
conversation.

“Listen, Doctor, whatever your name is, I don’t 
have all day to debate the laws of Oklahoma with you. Ask 
yourself this, how many dogs do I have on my property? 
When you come up with a number, then compare that with 
the limit of three dogs. If you have more than three dogs 
on your private property, which is still private even though 
you operate a farm and veterinarian office there, then you 
must obtain a permit from our mayor. I don’t mean to be 
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rude, but I’ve wasted enough time with you regarding this 
subject and bid you a good day.”

And then she hung up on me! She didn’t want to be 
rude, yet she rudely hung up on me. She gets paid from the 
taxes I pay into the city, county, and state coffers, yet she 
acts as if I work for her.

[DIVIDER]
Jason came into my office a little later with some 

lunch; little did I realize that I worked through the morning 
as I did. He knew right off that something bothered me. I 
am my mother’s daughter, including her temper.

“What’s up?” he asked as he set up lunch for me on 
a table in my office.

“This nonsense about three dogs,” I replied.
“That stinks. The thing that puzzles me is how 

anyone knows anything about what’s inside the barn. The 
main highway is near a quarter mile from the house, with 
the sides facing the roads, so I don’t see how anyone knows 
what’s going on in here.”

“That Joyce person I ranted about says it was an 
anonymous report,” I said.

“Ah, so someone came out on the property? Did they 
venture inside the barn? That’s the only way they can tell 
how many dogs you have in the kennel. What’s the big deal 
anyway? Most every farm or ranch around the area has 
three or four dogs.”

“Someone turned me in, plain as day,” I said.
Jason walked over to the security setup and began 

playing with it, searching out our snitch. Jason has computer 
skills that I’ve never even heard about before meeting him.
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“Found it. Did you have someone out to check out 

the satellite dish for the television?” he asked.
“Yes, a back though,” I replied.
“Well, she poked her head in the barn, come look at 

this video,” he said.
I went over and watched the video clip that Jason 

pulled up; there she stood at the kennel, taking pictures of 
the dogs with her cellphone. Without an invite.

“Jason picked up his phone and punched in a 
number, “Hello, Ric?”

[DIVIDER]
The woman at the information desk asked me to 

wait while she went out back to get the person I came to 
see. A few minutes later, she returned with a tall African-
American man I went to school. He followed her into the 
business’s waiting area, a big grin came on his face when 
he saw me.

“Ric, man, what brings you around these parts? 
Looking to become a satellite dish installer,” he asked, his 
eyes sparkling with laughter.

“Johnnie, always good seeing you, big man,” I said, 
shaking his hand. “Gotta quiet place?” I asked.

Johnnie knew something was up because I was there as a cop, 
not just his friend.

“Hold my calls, no one enters my office,” Johnnie said to the 
receptionist.

After viewing the video, Jonnie slammed his hand down on 
his desk.

“I’ve told that woman. Ric, pardon my anger, but this is the 
fifth or sixth time I’ve had reports on this woman. She goes and takes 
pictures of them, sometimes videos so she can post them on the Net.”
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“That’s not all she does with them, Johnnie. She took these 

pictures of my niece’s business, a veterinarian, and a customer of yours. 
A legal no-profit so she could turn them in to the county.”

“Turned her in? For what?” Johnnie asked.
“Some archaic law in the state about not being allowed to have 

more than three dogs present at the same on a person’s property without 
a permit from the mayor’s office.”

“That does it,” Johnnie said as he picked up his desk phone.
“Yeah, Jack? Gotta an issue here I need handled, expedited 

actually. Call that woman, Eileen, and get her off the road.”
After Johnnie listened to the other man, he gave him some 

instructions.
“I don’t care, get her back here and have someone else complete 

her route for today. Once Eileen gets here, cut her loose because I’m 
done fielding complaints about her shenanigans in people’s homes and 
businesses. Now I got a cop in here, and he’s doing me a favor by 
not charging her. Damn the union. This was a case of breaking and 
entering.”
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Chapter Four

This job is the best one I’ve had in my life, and I’ve 
had my share at the ripe old age of twenty-five. Never 
in my life did I think I’d have a job working as a sound 
engineering technician at a popular radio station. Landing 
a job on a radio talk show such as Alison’s was more than 
I could ask for considering my age. Tonight’s show should 
be a trip because Alison will have some guy in the studio 
from out of town. From what I hear, his company buys up 
old properties to build fancy new communities for retirees. 
Alison is a strong woman, tough yet fair. You have to be 
tough to have a successful talk radio show, and I love how 
she interacts with the guests and those who call in. I queued 
up the opening intro audio for Alison’s show waving to her 
as I faded the audio down while raising her mike audio.

“At the microphone with us, this evening is Chester 
Abrams, who is CEO of the development company that 
is quickly building new communities across the state. 
Welcome, Chester.”

“Thank you, Alison, it’s good to be here on your show 
tonight. Speaking with you here in your studio is a welcome 
venue to discuss our community upgrades in the area.”

“The recent completion of yet another of your 
community upgrades has brought out some folks on social 
media that aren’t too excited about you turning our rural 
areas into concrete jungles as they call them. What do you 
have to say about this, Chester?”
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“Well, I can say this, Alison. Take a close look at 

the tax dollars we’ve brought into the area. Look at the 
improvements in the roads, the many stores we’ve attracted 
into the local malls.”

“Yes, people see the developments your company is 
building, along with the increased traffic as well. As these 
sprawling communities are built, current residents see the 
increases in their taxes to pay to upgrade the roads for your 
developments. How do you explain these tax increases?”

“Why on earth should I have to explain local tax 
increases? That comes from your city, county, and state 
governments. I’m only a developer, nothing more.”

“You claim to be only a developer, yet there are many 
in the area who feel as if you’ve, how should I say this, 
bought some of the local politicians. Scuttlebutt around the 
area says you claim to have our governor in your pocket.”

“Bought some of the local politicians sounds to me 
like some of the multi-generational folks whose families 
have lived here since before the area was part of America. 
These are folks living in the more rural areas, the kind 
of people who would rather live in trailers than homes. 
People who are satisfied with things as they are. Yet, let 
me say this, Alison, others are willing to move into the area 
and invest their hard-earned money to upgrade the area so 
that everyone will benefit. These people are affluent; they 
don’t want to drive past a bunch of farms and Indian relics 
stores.”

“So, you disapprove of the rural and tribal parts of 
Oklahoma, Chester? Now would be a good time to remind 
these newcomers about the U.S. Supreme Court ruling that 
almost half of the state of Oklahoma is tribal land.”



44 Floyd Larck
I watched this Chester guy’s face through the glass 

separating the control room from the studio. His face 
reddened as he arched an eyebrow in disbelief at what 
Alison just said to him. He should have expected hardball 
questions from Alison, she’s known for neutralizing toxic 
people. And this Chester dude is one toxic nut-job.

“Look, Alison, in the post-Depression days, there 
were these vast open areas where people settled. They 
started farms and ranches all around the area. Some for 
food while other farms or ranches dealt in horses and 
such. These congregations of farms formed rural areas all 
across America. The problem today is that we need these 
rural areas. As developers, we need these under-developed 
lands. We take these rural properties to build homes for 
those families who wish to relocate. Developers like me 
understand how current residents want to maintain these 
unkempt rural areas, but we have to think about others. 
As for the tribal parts of Oklahoma, that’s American soil so 
we can, and will, develop it into communities that everyone 
can enjoy.”

“Well, Chester, I’m sure our phone lines are lighting 
up after our listeners have heard your plans. I have a couple 
of issues I’d like to throw out, and then we’ll take a short 
break. I must say, the hairs on the back of my neck bristled 
after hearing your comment about, let me check my notes. 
Right, you said the area no longer needs a bunch of farms 
and Indian relics stores, which happens to be some of the 
most insensitive comments I think I’ve ever had on my 
show. Indian relics store, people calling in have asked if 
you said those words to my listeners and me. We’ll have a 
few words from our sponsors to pay the bills and the help 
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for those of you listening in. I’m Alison, and we’ll be back 
after these words.”

I waited on the fireworks to start once Alison knew 
they were off the air. She turned to Chester with a glare in 
her eyes that could melt steel.

“Never in the nearly twenty years of doing this radio 
show have I had a more insensitive, racist guest. And I’ll 
just come out and say it. I’ve had people from the Klan on 
my show who were more respectful than you.”

“What’s your problem? I answered your questions, 
and now you’re going to give me grief?”

“What’s my problem? How about the Indian relics 
store for a start? I know you’re from California and come 
down here to straighten out all of us Sooners and all that. 
You might be interested in knowing there aren’t any more 
Indian relics stores, cigar-store Indians, or totems in this 
area. So anyway, we’re done here. Donald, run some older 
highlights and shut it down.”

 Chester was angry, but not half as mad as Alison, 
who does an incredible job controlling her anger.

“What’s this nonsense? I make a goofy remark, and 
you cancel over half of my show?”

“My show, keep that in mind. It’s my show, and I 
will not tolerate crap like you spouted out. Your remarks 
are pure racism and my listeners don’t like it. Neither do 
I for that matter.”

“I’ll sue; you’ll see the power I carry in this…”
“Read your contract, no completion, no pay. Beth, 

hand him the legal brochure; our attorney’s name is in it 
for your information.”
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Alison walked out of the studio without saying 

another word. I know her well enough that this Chester 
guy’s time on the air was over. He left the studio after Alison 
did. I left the recorder running, so if he says or does while 
he’s still in the studio. Everyone in the studio watches out 
for Alison because we respect her.

[DIVIDER]
I walked over the grab a cup of coffee more to cool 

my temper than to drink some lukewarm brew that’s been 
sitting in the pot for way too long. By now, the management 
is making out my severance package for throwing this guy 
off the air. The guy might be some big shot where he comes 
from, but he’s not going to bring that racist nonsense around 
here while I’m here.  

Chester stormed out of the studio, launching 
expletives at anyone he encountered on the way out the 
door, even the custodial man who held the door for the 
ungrateful fool got an earful of Chester’s wrath. The director 
came out of his office. I knew I was about to get chewed out 
for throwing Chester out as I did. But the director and I 
have had our ups and downs before, so this won’t change 
much. Tempers flare in radio; it’s a fact of life.

“You had to throw him out?” the director asked in 
feigned disbelief. 

“Well, it was I throw him out or shoot him live and 
on the air,” I replied with a smirk on my face, the unlit 
cigarette in my mouth bobbing as I spoke.

“Well, the boss called in to ask what went on and 
where this Chester fellow went. When I told him you tossed 
him from your show and canceled his pay, he was…”
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“Angry enough to can me?” I asked while tossing the 

unlit cigarette in the trash.
“No, his words were more along the lines of It’s a 

good thing she canned him because I was ready to drive 
down there and can him myself. We could get sued for having 
racists like that clown on the air. I don’t care how much 
money he has, how many houses he builds, or how well he 
knows the governor. I will not have hate spewed out over 
our station. Tell Alison to keep up the good work. And with 
that, he told me he’d see me in the morning. So, good work 
Alison, seeing those phone lines lighting up was great to see. 
Folks are congratulating you for standing against that guy.”

I looked at the director with a look of disbelief at being 
congratulated instead of chewed out. Once I went back into the studio, 
I looked out through the glass at the crew, applauding my actions. 
Confident that things were going my way, I signaled for Donald to turn 
my microphone live. After spending the next thirty-minutes explaining 
why I tossed the developer off the show, I signed off with the incoming 
phone lines still lit up.
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Chapter Five

The driveway alert we installed some months earlier 
came on, so I walked over to the security monitor near my 
desk to see who was coming up the driveway. When I saw 
who it was, I called Uncle Ric to ask if he could stop by 
for a few minutes. Pulling up to the barn is an Animal 
Control vehicle with two people in the truck’s cab. Jason 
is in Texas today, so I figured it would be best to have a 
male presence around these idiots. It’s odd how I have, 
as a veterinarian, dealt with other animal control services 
throughout Oklahoma, and I’ve yet to encounter such a 
bunch of misfits as I have with the one closest to me.

Walking around to where I could see the vehicle at 
the barn entrance, I saw a man driving and, to my surprise, 
Miss Manners as the passenger. I recall my first meeting 
with her because she ate donuts the whole time I was in the 
office. She must be in some sort of a training program, an 
oddity because she needed a weight loss program more than 
anything else. Maybe she outgrew the office, and they want 
to put her out in the field to lose some weight. I chuckled to 
myself as I watched her put on her official hat. I wondered 
if there might be a box of donuts hidden under her seat.

The man got out of the truck first, making an issue 
of putting on his official animal control cap as he slid a six-
cell flashlight into his belt holder acting as if it’s a firearm. 
Once he picked up a clipboard, he walked in my direction, 
pretending to read the paperwork on the clipboard. He had 
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so many doodads hanging off his belt; he rattled as he walked 
toward me. For the life of me, I couldn’t imagine what he 
needed a six-cell flashlight for at mid-morning. It could be 
for personal protection because they aren’t permitted to 
carry guns on the job. I heard Miss Manners grunting as 
she climbed out of the cab of the four-wheel-drive truck. It 
looked to me as if her pants were the spray-on kind. She 
has the type of figure that gives skinny jeans another name.

Without any introduction or even a polite hello, the 
man walked up to me and stood there speechless. It took 
a lot to keep from laughing in his face because he looks so 
much like John Boy off that old television show. I guess he 
wanted me to start the ball rolling.

“Can I help you, folks?” I asked, growing somewhat 
annoyed at Miss Manners standing by the truck glaring 
at me.

“Yep, here to pick up your dogs,” John Boy said with 
his best voice of authority.

“Which dogs would that be?” I asked.
“From our intel, Understand you got eight dogs here 

on your private property. To have that many dogs on private 
property, you gotta get a permit from the mayor’s staff. We 
don’t show a permit, so Gene, our boss, sent us out to bring 
in eight, I’m sorry, five of your dogs.”

I am surprised that someone so ignorant in using 
the English language could get out of bed in the morning 
without falling over their feet. John Boy’s remark about 
intel just added to his ignorance. I looked back at Miss 
Manners, who had yet to make it past the front fender 
of their truck, much less into the barn where I have the 
kennel.
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“And you are here for?” I asked, not making any 

attempts at hiding my annoyance at them.
“Who me?” she asked.
No, the other fat broad, I thought. I wonder if their 

human resources department checks for a pulse and hires 
people for these positions. She must have figured out she 
was annoying me, so she spoke once more.

“I’m the gender rep,” she said as she sucked on a 
liter bottle of Coca-Cola.

That was it for me, “Gender, rep?” I asked, after 
almost laughing at her.

“Animal Control policy states a female woman or 
bi-gender must be on-site where a violation occurs. Should 
the violator be a female or identifies as one and the Animal 
Control officer is either male or identifies as being a male.”

Female woman? I nearly laughed in her ignorant, 
donut pasted face.

“Okay, guys, it’s way past time for both of you to get 
off my property,” I said. My confidence grew because I saw 
Uncle Ric’s cruiser appear on the security monitor, which 
the others couldn’t see.

“Ma’am, he’ll handle the violation. I’m just here 
to guard against any unsubstantiated sexual harassment 
claims.”

“Unsubstantiated sexual harassment claims? You 
people have been here a little over five minutes, and in that 
time, you’ve created a violation call and an unsubstantiated 
sexual harassment claim. As I said before, it’s time for you 
to go.”

“Can’t do that ma’am, least not without five of your 
animals,” John Boy said as he took a step toward me.
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“Well partner,” Uncle Ric said as he walked around 

the corner, “it looks as if you and your lady friend here 
have a problem.”

John Boy took one look at Uncle Ric’s arms and 
decided to challenge his authority anyway.

“How you figure, officer?” John Boy asked.
“Well, I’ve been outside the barn listening in on the 

conversation to make sure there weren’t any problems about 
to develop. I’ve heard the lady, and property owner, ask 
you people to leave twice now, so I suggest you get in your 
vehicle and vacate the property.”

“I have instructions,” John Boy said as he interrupted 
Uncle Ric.

“I’m sure you have, partner. I’m sure you have. 
The issue here is that your instructions don’t carry weight 
according to the laws of Oklahoma. Your department can 
ask a property owner to remove non-violent dogs under the 
mayor’s permit issue. If the property owner declines, then 
your job here is done. That means it’s time for you to go, and 
I am giving you a lawful command to leave this property. 
One other thing you need to pass on to your superiors that 
this farm is not residential property. Bos Taurus Acres and 
Okie Veterinarian Group are registered, licensed businesses 
operating on land zoned as agricultural. The crazy three-
dog limit law from who knows when applies only to dogs 
on residential properties.

“Before you folks leave, I want you to know something 
about the person providing with the intel you mentioned. 
The woman from the satellite company who has informed 
you about the number of dogs on a parcel of land lost her job. 
That being the case, she won’t be providing Animal Control 
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with any more reports. When you get back to your base, you 
make sure your supervisor knows this. While you’re at it, 
you tell him the next employee of Animal Control I find on 
this property will be trespassed and then arrested.”

If looks could kill, I’d be calling for a hearse for Uncle 
Ric. Even so, the two Animal Enforcement Officers left, 
without any of the dogs.
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Chapter Six

Growing up around Conway, and other Cherokee, 
taught me a great deal about dealing with difficult people. 
Few Cherokee has gone through life without dealing with 
difficult people or situations. Con, as I called him, and 
I became friends back in our high school days. He was 
someone I looked up to because he was the real deal. What 
you saw is what you got. No pretentious attitude, no chip on 
his shoulder, and yet he wasn’t a pushover either. While he 
didn’t get into trouble in school, he didn’t shy away from it 
if some came looking for him. People who went up against 
him became soon became disarmed by his mannerisms. No 
shouting, cursing, or other nonsense toward the other person 
no matter what race they were. He’d stand there staring at 
his antagonist, sizing them up while saying nothing. Before 
long, his silence overwhelmed them, and they walked away 
without any physical contact.

That taught me something. Later on, when I asked 
Con about it, he quoted Ralph Waldo Emerson, A great man 
is always willing to be little. I’ve used this thought many 
times in my life, times like the one I’m going through now 
as I sit here in Sheriff Wilson’s office. Sitting here, listening 
to him criticize me for my job performance as a temporary 
Sheriff made me think of Con and the saying about humility 
he gave me.

“Well, Ric, I realize you performed well as a temporary 
Chief of Police. Everyone told me what a great job you did 



54 Floyd Larck
here before the election, but things need to change now 
that I’m the new Sheriff,” Sheriff Wilson said with an air 
of arrogance.

He won the election alright, thanks to the people 
living in the seasonal RV parks and these new people entering 
the area as they flee California. I remember Conway, my 
late brother-in-law, nicknaming them Cali-Refugees. Sheriff 
Amos Wilson lives in the same neighborhood, so they voted 
for one of their own instead of someone who knows the area.

“What changes are you talking about?” I asked, 
knowing full well he’d bring in the same nonsense from 
California they are all supposed to be leaving behind. 
Everywhere they go, crime soon follows.

“To start with, recurring crimes. Crimes like the 
repeated break-ins at the Animal Control facility, this Gene 
fellow, the director, keeps calling in almost every day. Why 
haven’t you  caught the perp that’s breaking into the place?”

“Me? I dunno, acting as chief sort of took up most 
of the day in the past. Now that you’re here and settled 
in, I can work on it now that I’m out from behind the desk 
and that endless paperwork,” I said, emphasizing endless 
paperwork so Chief Wilson wouldn’t think I resented his 
being the new chief.

“Sure, Ric, you do that,” Sheriff Wilson said as the 
intercom beeped, which was my chance to leave. 

Walking down the dimly-lit hallway, I recall almost 
laughing in Sheriff Wilson’s pudgy face when he mentioned 
repeated crimes at the Animal Control. The last director 
lost his job for selling animals literally out the back door to 
dogfighters. This new guy, Gene, has already been accused 
of crimes by animal activists in the area. Rumors has it that 
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he and his crew are stealing animals marked for euthanasia 
to sell them off to dogfighters. Pretty much a repeat of the 
last Animal Control director we had in the area; must be 
something they learn in animal control school. It doesn’t 
take a degree in criminology to figure out these so-called 
break-ins are staged to cover up for the animals’ theft.

A friend of mine runs a local auto repair place, and 
she let me borrow an old beater pickup truck to use for my 
self-imposed stake-out of Animal Control. Maybe I’ll get 
lucky and find old Gene, the director, loading up dogs to 
sell-off. The old truck may not look like much, but it runs 
pretty well for its age even though it seems so rough because 
of the former owners’ abuse. The last thing I need is to have 
my cruiser out on the street when trying to catch someone 
doing something illegal.

Popping the top on my second energy drink, I 
thought maybe my stake-out would be a bust. So be it, I’m 
on my own time, so the Sheriff won’t be able to pick on me 
about overtime. Around midnight I noticed a fellow walking 
down the street, alone. This area is nothing like New York 
City, so people walking around the business district late 
at night tend to look suspicious. This guy had his hoodie 
pulled up around his face if he only knew that’s a red flag 
to police. Especially when they wear them in heat like we 
have tonight, muggy would be an understatement for the 
weather.

The guy must think the way he’s dressed will 
make him look like a late-night jogger. The problem is, 
he’s walking and not jogging. Sneakers, shorts, and a long-
sleeved hoodie caused me to watch him closely to see what 
his intentions were. It’s a good thing I didn’t take my eyes 
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off him because he darted down the alleyway that runs 
between the Animal Control facility and the liquor store. 
The only people who should be down that alley are delivery 
vehicles, so I’m going to take a look-see at this fellow.

After I opened the door to the pickup truck, I made 
my way around the other side of the Animal Control facility 
because I figure this fellow is about to hit the liquor store. 
I slipped the quick release strap off of my firearm, might 
need it. Making my way slowly up the alley to keep from 
making excessive noise as I approached the guy. I heard 
a pounding noise in the still of the night, so I figured the 
guy is trying to smash a window or glass door to the liquor 
store. One louder crack followed by a crash as a window 
shattered. This dude is in for a rude awakening because the 
liquor store owner bought a pit bull from Melanie to guard 
his place at night. Guess I’ll listen for the guy’s screams, 
and I’ll know to go and arrest him.

The back door of Animal Control is closer to me. 
When I reached it, I saw the remains of the glass on the 
ground, letting me know the fellow didn’t go after the liquor 
store after all. Guess he made up his mind to burglarize 
Animal Control.

Even though most burglars do their crimes without 
carrying arms, it’s never wise to assume the one you’re 
about to meet during a burglary is unarmed. Slipping my 
firearm out of my holster, I released the safety, hoping all 
along I wouldn’t need to use it tonight. Ducking down, I 
made my way through the bottom panel of the glass door. 
It’s a good thing I wore some good shoes tonight, some that 
are easy to run in or quiet to walk in. Wouldn’t pay to go 
over the broken glass too hard and alert the fellow inside. 
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Half-way through the building, I noticed what an idiot this 
fellow is because he has the overhead light on in the room 
he’s robbing. I’ll gain a bit of an advantage because his eyes 
have adjusted to the fluorescent lights overhead, and I’m in 
the darkened part of the building.

“Knock, knock. Find what you’re looking for?” I 
asked, looking down at him.

The guy jumped up at the sound of my voice, falling 
over a stool behind him in the process. That gave me a 
chance to move in on him with my gun drawn and aimed 
at his chest. At least this guy realizes he’s been caught 
and didn’t offer any attempts at resisting arrest. Something 
about looking at the business end of a Glock firearm makes 
some criminals pay attention.

“Get up, pull off that hoodie so I can see your face,” I 
said. After the crook did, I almost told the kid to cover it up. 
He’s nothing more than a pimply-faced kid, no more than 
seventeen-years-old. Being he’s here in a canine pharm, he’s 
probably looking for barbiturates. My bet is the kid went 
searching for pentobarbital, downers to those using them 
across the country, sometimes coupled with uppers. Wonder 
if the idiot knows that’s part of what they used when they 
execute prisoners.

Too tired to hassle with the kid, I told him to sit 
on the stool he’d fallen over so I could handcuff him to the 
exam table. After that, I called someone I know who does 
home repair to come and fix the broken door out back. Then 
I called into the station and had the desk sergeant call the 
people who run the Animal Control to let them know about 
the break-in. Once the fellow came to fix the door, it was 
off to jail with the kid. I’ll file my reports tomorrow. As I’m 
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walking the kid out to the pickup, I kept thinking I’d seen 
that face somewhere before, and it piqued my interest. With 
the sun coming up in a couple of hours and day shift along 
with it, the kid’s face would have to wait.

[DIVIDER]
The next morning I sat at my desk working on the 

report for the break-in. The third-shift crew helped me 
out by processing the kid last night. I picked up the kid’s 
booking picture from the folder and remembered where I’d 
seen that nasty face before. I punched up Mel’s number and 
gave her a call. Sometimes it seems as if I’m talking to her 
mother rather than her. Amara and Melanie sound so much 
alike on the phone they could have been sisters instead of 
mother and daughter.

“Hey, Uncle Ric, everything okay?”
“Yeah, sure, I can’t call my onliest niece?” I asked.
“Yes, but it’s rare that you call in the mornings.”
“Hey, uh, a while back, you helped out a woman. As 

I recall, she brought you a dog of hers that someone beat 
up?” I asked.

“Yes, a pit bull and the dog is mine now. He’s Elvis,” 
Mel said.

“No kidding? Didn’t you tell me this woman has some 
sort of security camera video of the attack?”

“She did have a video at one time, and I’m not sure 
if she kept it. I can call and find out for you.”

“Good, good deal. Yeah, that’ll work. Hey, can you 
check and have it emailed to me if your friend still has it?” 
I asked.

“Sure, I can. What’s up with this?” Mel asked.
“Oh, I staked out the Animal Control facility last 
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night. The kid I busted looked familiar when I arrested him, 
and I realized where I saw him before. Not sure yet, but it 
could be the same kid who abused the dog.”

“And if it is?” Mel asked, the concern for the dog in 
her voice quite evident.

“Well, I’ve already booked him on breaking and 
entering, trespassing at Animal Control, for abusing the 
dog, Section 21-1685, Animal Cruelty. It carries a felony 
designation, imprisonment in the state pen for up to five 
years, or serving in the county jail for one year. A good 
lawyer might get him out of jail time by asking for a fine. 
His sentence, of course, will depend on his record, if he has 
one. I will say this, once the judge and jury see this video 
of him taking a baseball bat to the dog, he’s looking at a 
maximum sentence even if he is still a minor at seventeen,” 
I said.

[DIVIDER]
Before I went home for the day, I needed to check 

out the video Mel’s friend sent me. She sent me the file via 
an email, so I ran the virus scan before opening it to see if 
this kid was the same as the one I have locked up. There 
at my desk, I watched this kid, now confirming the one I 
have locked up and this kid in the video is the same person. 
He single-handedly hopped over the three-foot-high chain-
link fence in the video, the baseball bat in his other hand. 
The security system doesn’t have audio on it, but I can see 
the dog barking at the intruder. The woman’s email didn’t 
mention if she was home to watch this kid walking around 
her yard.

As a cop, you learn to read people based on their 
facial expressions and other body languages. Sometimes 
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their clothing will tell you a great deal about them. Watching 
violent protesters burning down areas under the guise of 
protesting are known for using their clothing as an implied 
threat to others. What’s in a person’s hands will almost 
always trigger a cop’s attention. If you’re carrying something 
resembling a weapon, you can be sure a cop will keep an eye 
on you. My point being the kid had a child-size aluminum 
baseball bat with him when he jumped that fence. The cop 
in me told me the kid would use it on the dog, and the video 
proved me correct. The kid looked around to see if anyone 
saw him before working on the dog with that bat. I could 
only imagine the cries of pain coming out of that animal’s 
mouth. People think a pit bull is unaffected by pain, yet 
that’s not so. My niece, Melanie, has told me of other cases of 
animal abuse and that a pit bull feels pain the same as other 
breeds do. Once the kid was satisfied the dog was dead, he 
spat on it before escaping the woman’s back yard. When the 
video ended, the boy’s attack’s brutalities made me want to 
go down into his cell and help him commit suicide.

A couple of other cops gathered around my desk as 
I watched the graphic video, one of the older cops whistled 
and then said, “Doesn’t matter how long a cop walks a beat 
or works a desk, nothing prepares you for the depravity of 
some people’s minds.”
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Chapter Seven

The cattle people in this area and many of the 
surrounding areas have never been what one would call 
organized. At least not in the ways they used to be in the old 
western movies. These, mostly family-operated, farms have 
been around generation after generation. Raising cattle 
isn’t a contest like other businesses. Cattle is a business 
where other cattle people are neighbors and friends, not 
competitors. These new people who have moved in from 
California have brought their hateful attitudes along with 
them, and they complain because no one welcomes them 
into the area. Instead of becoming our neighbors, they’ve 
become our agitators. I remember my Dad’s pet name for 
the people fleeing California’s leftist policies: Cali-Refugees.

The biggest problem these people have is that 
Oklahoma isn’t California. No surprises there. They want 
this area to be like it was back in California, an odd way 
of looking at things if you ask me. If it was so good where 
they came from, then why did they leave there in the first 
place? Those of us who have been in the area for any length 
of time think things are fine as they are. Now we have this 
knuckleheaded developer wanting to pour concrete all over 
everything. The area is too rural for him and the people he 
builds for, so they demand it be changed to suit their needs. 
Imagine that.

Now we have this zoning meeting, where this man 
and his buyers want to rezone vast parts of the area from 



62 Floyd Larck
agricultural to something to help the developer take over 
the area. I attended it because of Bos Taurus Acres and Okie 
Veterinarian Group and what it will mean if these people 
get their way to rezoning the area. Jim, a local real estate 
man, is presenting the materials. While I miss my Dad, I’m 
glad he didn’t live long enough to see this.

“Alright, folks, now you have the changes the 
developer has proposed to our zoning board. I’ll have to 
say what everyone is thinking of at this point; these people 
are going to change the area we live in radically whether we 
like it or not. Whether it’s for the better or worse, we need 
to arm ourselves with information to prevent them from 
putting many of us out of business. Yes, Jennie?”

“Jim, are these people trying to do what I’ve read 
about down Florida way?”

“It sounds like it; I think the Florida corporation has 
become the pilot program for these people who have left the 
city life for the country life. Only to turn the country life into 
the same urban sprawl as they left behind. I understand 
people wanting lower taxes and lower crime rates, I do. 
What I don’t understand is pushing people out in the name 
of what they call progress.”

“What are they looking for, Jim?” a man asked, 
waving the handout over his head. 

“Most of our places fall under zoning for AA, 
Agricultural. R-A2, which is Single-Family Two-Acre 
Rural Residential. Also, R-A Single-Family One-Acre Rural 
Residential. There are a few others, and then we have tribal 
land, which we do not have the right to zone or rezone. I 
don’t care what these new people want; tribal land is not 
open for development by anyone but our local tribes.”
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People, Native-American or not, began clapping their 

hands at Jim’s remarks about tribal land development.
“I agree with everyone about the tribal lands; I just 

want to know their goals. What will they ask the zoning 
board to do? I think the majority of us want to know how 
these zoning changes are going to affect us.”

“Well, Bob, everyone needs to take a pen or marker 
and underline the following. Keep in mind, this isn’t all 
they’re after, not by a long shot. Just as the other developers 
have done, this group in our area will ask for some slight 
changes to local zoning. Once they get their foot in the door, 
they’ll ask for more. Much more. Look down at Florida, three 
counties affected by this over-developed sprawl covering 
what used to be mostly rural areas.

“Okay, they want R-2 Medium-Low Density 
Residential, R-4M Medium-High Density Multiple-Family 
Residential, and last of all R-MH-1 Manufactured (Mobile) 
Home Subdivision.”

The uproar was instant and loud, Jean, Amara’s 
pastor’s wife, jumped up, waving her hand for attention.

“Yes, Jean?” Jim asked.
“Are we talking trailer parks here? I’m not against 

people having manufactured homes on their properties. But 
this here subdivision nonsense sounds like a trailer park, 
and I’m against the riff-raff that will be living there. The 
crime in the area will skyrocket,” Jean said.

“Well, Jean, they will be a form of a trailer park, 
although everything will be new at first, providing the zoning 
board approves it. The upkeep of the properties would be 
the responsibility of the owners. I’m not aware of whether 
or not rentals will be allowed in these developments.”
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“Nevertheless, these so-called communities will still 

a trailer park of sorts?” Jean asked.
“In that respect, it would still be a park of sorts, and 

the homes would be manufactured homes of sorts either 
built on-site or brought in by truck,” Jim replied.

“Jim, do these people ever give up?” I asked.
“From my research, these developers are well-

funded. The developments they build appeal to people, 
mostly retirees or people well-off financially speaking. 
They get a foot in the door as I said before, then they work 
on local boards, local politicians. Sometimes, you’ll see 
financial deals made in the form of campaign donations. 
Local PACs, Political Action Committees, will be formed, 
and quite frankly, these newcomers will take over the area. 
Politically speaking, that is.

“We’ll all need to meet again. For those of you on 
social media, you need to let others know what’s about to go 
on here in our area. For those politically inclined, contact 
people in the local government you might already know. 
Put some pressure on them, and maybe a local PAC can 
be funded. Time will tell, see you folks in a week or two.”

[DIVIDER]
I waited on Jim because I wanted to get his feelings 

about this developer running around the area, buying up 
land, and requesting zoning changes counter-productive to 
an area like ours. Momma and Dad always taught me to 
speak up when I have something on my mind, so I have 
something to discuss with Jim.

“Hello Melanie, how’s everything going out your 
way?”
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“The farm is going fine; it’s running like it was when 

Dad was alive. My non-profit is doing well, advancing the pit 
bull breed and helping locals with their veterinarian needs.”

“Good, that’s good. If there’s one thing we need 
around here is a vet that isn’t hours away from us. What 
can I do for you?” Jim asked.

“This developer and his plans to remake the area is a 
concern to me. So they’re after the farms in the area so they 
can build communities like that one down Florida way?”

“I don’t see how it will turn out otherwise. These 
land speculators start buying up land, which is usually rural 
acreage or farms floundering in debt. Once they have a 
big enough chunk of land, they start demanding zoning 
changes. That’s when the real battle begins.”

“This idea of forming a PAC to fight this, how feasible 
is it?” I asked.

“A PAC gives a group power, a voice, exposure, 
and the ability to raise tax-exempt funding to fight these 
developers. It tells them we aren’t going to stand idly by 
while they turn our farms into oceans of concrete. Getting 
a PAC off the ground needs people and initial funding so it 
can get around to prospective donors and workers.”

“Will you be the one to oversee all of this?” I asked.
“Can I be honest with you, Melanie?”
“That’s why I’m here,” I replied.
“I feel as if you, this pastor’s wife, and about a dozen 

others around the area would be a formidable force for 
this developer and his followers to deal with against this 
developer. But, as I said, it will take money and workers 
to get the PAC up and running.”
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“Well, put me down as a volunteer. I’m a little too 

busy to be there on a day-to-day basis, but I’ll go one-
hundred percent when I can get into the fray. And I’ll be 
glad to make a financial contribution to get things rolling 
along. How’s twenty-five grand sound?”

“That contribution could indeed get us up to speed 
before anyone knows what we’re about concerning this PAC. 
It’s a most gracious offer from you.”

“Alright, then. You know how Dad and Momma built 
their place from the scrap heap of an abandoned farm, no, 
I don’t want this man legislating my place out of existence. 
You go ahead and get things rolling. When you need the 
money, stop by the place, and either Jason or I will write 
you the check.”

“Fine business, Melanie. Thanks again, and I’ll 
surely keep our chat under our hat for now.”

[DIVIDER]
As I finished off my greasy fries, a call came over my 

radio. Dispatch needed me to respond to an accident outside 
of town. I threw my trash away and headed out the door 
where I met a fellow I knew from my school days.

“Hey Ric, how’s it going?” Jamie asked.
“Doing great, but I gotta call to run. Can I call you 

later?” I asked.
“Sure, I just wanted to let you know some kids tagged 

the back of your cruiser.”
“Tagged?” I asked, hoping Jamie didn’t mean what 

I thought he did.
“You know, graffiti? Saw it when I pulled up behind 

your cruiser, I just wanted to let you know,” he said as he 
walked in the door behind me.
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Before I opened the door, I walked around to the 

back of my Ford Police Interceptor, and there it is. Big as 
life.

“Oink Oink”
Stupid kids, this stuff started appearing after the 

influx of people moving into the area from California. I’ve 
had this cruise barely a year, and some yahoo marks it up. 
Putting my annoyances aside, I went on to the scene of the 
accident. As I made a U-turn, I saw a group of kids pointing 
at me and laughing. Yeah, laugh now, but you’ll pull some 
other stupid trick, and I’ll be there waiting on you.

[DIVIDER]
Two women ran down the street after exiting the 

horse ranch’s long driveway, each of them carrying political 
signs they’d stolen from the front yard of the ranch. As 
expected for this time of the year, it is hot today, and the 
humidity isn’t helping things. Their plump bodies covered 
in all black clothing and face masks weren’t helping either. 
After destroying the signs and tossing them aside, they 
checked their maps of conservative-leaning properties they 
were to visit next. The next one was over a mile away, so 
they decided to walk back to Diane’s vehicle and drive to 
the next targeted location.

“I didn’t sign up for this,” Sandra said as she pulled 
out a cigarette, pulling down her face mask just far enough 
to get the cigarette in between her lips.

“Well, neither did I, yet the cash money they gave 
us when we started this project comes in right handy now, 
doesn’t it?” Diane asked as she lights a cigarette of her own.

“Yeah, the money is good, but think about it. What 
good are we doing out here in the sticks pulling down 
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political signs? When you think about it, no one hardly 
ever sees these signs out here in the boonies, to begin with, 
know what I mean?. When I joined up, I thought I’d do 
something…”

“Newsworthy? Attention-getting?” Diane asked, 
pulling her car into gear to travel to the next spot.

“Yeah, kind of like that. I mean, I’m not wanting to 
appear on the news networks but at least be doing something 
more substantial,” Sandra said as she tossed her cigarette 
out the window, after which she lit up another one.

“Well Sandra, you know that ain’t about to happen 
seeing as how they keep the smaller, white women in the 
towns where all the media hangs out. This house coming up 
is the place we’re looking for right here, you ready?”

The two women tossed their cigarettes away and 
pulled their masks up before walking onto the vast front 
yard. Their target being the Trump 2020 flag hanging on 
the flagpole by the garage.

[DIVIDER]
I caught the look on my co-worker’s face after asking 

the victim the cause of her injury. The victim and the woman 
who transported her to our emergency room were strange-
looking. The all-black garb they wore reminds me of those 
idiot rioters around the country. This second woman had 
some injuries to one of her hands but rejected my offer to 
look at it. Without arousing anyone’s suspicions, I excused 
myself by stating we needed some more supplies. When I 
got around the corner, I called my cousin Ric.

“Hey Beth Ann,” Ric said. I could hear the beeping 
of his radar gun over the phone.
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“Hey, Cuz, you out there clocking someone?” I asked 

with a chuckle.
“Well, yeah. Someone has to pay for our police 

equipment, may as well be some of these tourists who think 
they can fly through here. What’s going on with you?” Ric 
asked.

“We have a couple of women who showed up here at 
the ER, one of them is injured. Well, both are injured, but 
the one doesn’t want her hand injury looked at.”

“And the other one? How bad is she injured?” Ric 
asked as he flipped his siren on to clear out the traffic.

“Someone is in trouble. The woman has some nasty 
dog bites on her one leg and a nasty wound on her arm. 
We’ve tried to get some information out of her concerning 
her injuries, but she won’t say. We had to ask the second 
woman to step out of the ER room because she wouldn’t let 
her friend talk to us about the cause of her injuries.”

“License and registration, please. Shut your engine 
off for me. Let me get this issue here handled, and I’ll come 
to see you.”

“Okay, Ric, Bye.”
I gathered up some supplies, so I didn’t make anyone 

suspicious when I went back into ER. When I walked back 
into the ER room, the doctor on duty was finishing up the 
stitches on the woman’s arm. The leg was next, and her 
friend stood at the door, trying to hear what’s going on. The 
doctor looked up at me as I put the supplies down, and I 
greeted him using the wrong name, causing the others to 
look my way. Everyone but the patients knew I had alerted 
the authorities, and they are on the way, so they slowed 
down the processes.
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[DIVIDER]

Ric must have ticketed his speeder in record time 
because he walked into the waiting area of the ER ten-
minutes after we spoke. He took note of the woman standing 
there and casually walked over near her so he could strike 
up a conversation with her. Knowing he was on site and 
speaking with her, I went back into the ER to let them 
know. 

“You next in line?” I asked.
“Me? No, I’m not in line. Waiting on my friend in 

this room,” she replied.
“That hand looks painful. You should have it looked 

at before something more serious happens to it. How did it 
happen?” Ric asked.

“I’m fine. My friend is hurt. A dog came out of 
nowhere and bit her, and it chased us down the road.”

“This dog, it came after you for no reason?” I asked. 
I was already suspicious because the two women wore 
all black clothing, apparently the clothing of choice for 
protesters. I remembered the young people who laughed at 
him after my cruiser had been spray-painted were wearing 
similar clothing. Protesters. Before I could question her 
further, my cell phone rang. The incoming call caused me 
to step away from the woman for privacy reasons.

“Your honor,” I said with a chuckle.
“And don’t you forget it, you young squirt,” the voice 

on the other end of the call said while chuckling.
“Oh, I won’t, Uncle Pete. I won’t forget. What’s going 

on with you this afternoon?” I asked.
“Well, I come home from the barber, and one of my 

pups is out in the front yard running loose.”
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“You kidding me? Which one, and how did they get 

out?” I asked.
“JohnBoy, he got out by smashing through the gate 

from the back yard.”
“You sure the dog did it? Maybe someone let him 

out.”
“Well, Ric, this gate is wood. You’ve seen it; well, 

it’s in pieces on the ground now. So, I thought like you. I 
thought someone had to come up into the yard, so I played 
with that video camera you put up at the front of the house. 
Guess what? Two women came up into the yard…”

“They drove onto your property?” I asked.
“No, they walked in. These people knew what 

they were after, my Trump flag on the pole here with the 
American flag on top. They cut the rope, pulled down the 
flags, and set both of them on fire. The camera doesn’t have 
any sound, so I couldn’t tell if the dogs were alerted or not. 
So anyway, this one woman goes up to the front door. The 
flags are burning there in the driveway, still smoldering, 
and the other woman is watching them. This woman at the 
front door punches her fist through the dang glass in the 
door so she could pull my Trump decal loose.”

By then, I turned back toward the woman standing 
near the ER door.

“Ric, that wooden gate looked like someone sent a 
missile through it when JohnBoy busted through.”

“JohnBoy, tore your fence down?” I asked.
“Not the fence, just the gate. That’s one-hundred and 

ten-pounds of American bulldog, Ric. He got hold of the one 
by the burning flags, and he bit her in the leg. Well, the 
one at the door run up and kicked JohnBoy, and he turned 
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loose of the one burning the flags. She took off running; of 
course, you know how fast JohnBoy is. He caught her again, 
laid onto her hand, and almost pulled her down. The camera 
shows him shaking her arm he had hold of with his mouth. 
By then, they’re at the edge of the yard, so the wireless dog 
collar caused him to stop there, but the women got away. 
Thought I’d call you and let you know what’s happening 
out in our area.”

“Yeah, Uncle Pete, someone got my cruiser this 
morning while I was at breakfast. We’re going to nip this 
in the bud before it stops, I don’t care if our new Sheriff 
calls it peaceful protesting or not. It’s rioting and destruction 
of property. Public and private. Did you get a good look at 
these women? Anything odd about them?”

“I’ll say, dressed in almost all black. One of the 
women had nasty looking black hair, the other had shorter 
hair, and it’s blue. Imagine having hair the same dang color 
as your automobile. Old blue hair, she is the one who broke 
the window out of my front door over that Trump sticker. 
You find these women, and you let them know they might 
hide behind their First Amendment rights by burning my 
flags. The problem is, blue hair is looking at one year in 
jail or five-hundred dollars in fines if she gets caught and 
stands before my bench. You tell them that for me.”

“I will do that, Uncle Pete, anything else?” I asked.
“Yes, they were fat,” Uncle Pete said while busting 

out laughing. “Them fat girls, wearing black in this heat 
getting chased outta the yard by JohnBoy. Priceless.”

“Well, I’ll let you go, Uncle Pete. I have someone here 
I’m going to talk with.”
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“Okay, Ric, I won’t hold you. Keep an eye out for a 

fat woman with blue hair for me, let me know if you locate 
either of them.”

After dropping my phone into my vest pocket, I made 
my way over to speak with the heavy-set woman with an 
injured hand and blue hair.

“How’s your friend coming along,” I asked her.
“Seems to be doing okay, they got her arm stitched 

up, a couple of bandages on her leg and we can get out of 
this god-forsaken area. No offense, officer.”

“None taken, none taken. Say, this dog who attacked 
your friend, was it a pit bull by chance?” I asked, knowing 
it wasn’t in advance.

“Don’t have any idea; I’m not a dog person. Big and 
black is all I can say. Ain’t there laws out this way about 
dogs breaking loose and chasing people down the street?”

“He chased you and your friend away from that 
house where you say he got loose?”

“Got loose, that beast busted through the gate at that 
house we walked by. And we stood there on the street like 
a couple of dummies watching that animal running after 
us. We cleared the dog’s property right before he bit, April, 
my friend right there in the middle of the road.”

“Looks to me like he bit you as well,” I said.
“Nah, man, I fell over and hurt my hand on the road 

running away from the beast.”
“Sorry to hear that, you need to get it looked at while 

you’re here. Hey, do me a favor,” I said to her while reaching 
into a pouch on my belt.

“What kind of favors you looking for in a hospital? 
We ain’t gonna be around these parts once April is released.”
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“I understand. Let me get you to turn around. You’re 

under arrest for trespassing and destruction of private 
property.”

The woman became a bit loud in the middle of the 
ER waiting room, which attracted the hospital security. 
They helped me get the somewhat powerful woman out 
and secured in my cruiser, after which I went back in for 
the next woman. I was in luck because they were just 
discharging the second woman, April, by name, according 
to the woman in the cruiser.

“Ma’am, you looking for your friend?”
“The gal with blue hair?” she asked.
“Yes ma’am, she’s outside here. I’ll take you to see 

her,” I said as I guided the woman toward my cruiser.
“Wait…”
“Keep walking. You’re under arrest for burglary, 

trespassing, and destruction of private property.”
I had her in the back of his cruiser before she could raise too 

much of a fuss. Hard to resist arrest with your leg and arm bandaged.



75A Pit Bull’s Life - Chuckie’s Future

Chapter Eight

My mind drifted back to the other day when I learned 
of Doggie Day at the Park, billed as a day out for doggies 
and their human mommas. Last week after Walela and I got 
home from the market, I put her down for her afternoon nap, 
and my afternoon decompress after going to the market. It 
was never that crowded, but these tourists from a local RV 
park have turned shopping into a real chore. A company 
prints a small, throw-away newspaper that I like to read, 
so I went out on the porch to read it while Walela napped. 
Elvis came up on the porch and lay down near my feet so he 
could be close. People who don’t have pit bulls don’t know 
what they’re missing in an animal that just loves being 
close to you.

The newspaper posted a notice in the public service 
section about a doggie day at our local park. It seemed like 
a good idea, so here I am, and I can tell this might not have 
been such a good idea after all judging by some of the looks 
we’re getting from the other dog owners here today. But, 
we’re here, and I’m going to make the best of it despite the 
faces glaring at me because of Elvis.

People are the reason I became a veterinarian in the 
first place. True, animals can’t quite tell you where it hurts. 
They can almost tell you if you approach them right. As for 
people? No matter how you approach them, you’re bound to 
regret it soon enough. There are materials on the Internet 
concerning pit bulls and children or the elderly. Most people 
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lacking any knowledge of the various pit bull breeds have 
but one word on their lips: Don’t. Don’t have pit bulls around 
babies, toddlers, children, grandchildren, grandmothers, 
and of course, any other breed of dog, cats, chickens, rabbits, 
and maybe the mail carrier for that matter.

My plan was for today to be a skip work day for me. 
Skip work days are kind of like skipping school, only you’re 
dodging responsibilities instead of teachers and principals. 
Time to go somewhere where I can have some fun with 
Walela and Elvis and maybe meet some new friends or 
doggie friends. My first instinct was that the people already 
here didn’t welcome Elvis as much as I would have liked. 
One woman with a distinctive Boston accent spoke to us, 
apparently one of the people who set up the event, so I 
queried her about pit bulls.

“Is there a problem?” I asked the woman with a 
Hostess badge on her shirt, and I’m Miriam, and we’re glad 
you’re here.

“Well, dear, there have been some concerns raised,” 
this Miriam person said.

“Concerns? About what, exactly?” I asked.
“Well, your dog for one thing. And I’m not so sure, as 

a mother myself, that a pit bull around a child as young as 
your daughter is the best decision. What’s your daughter’s 
name, by the way?”

Her name is Walela, it’s Cherokee for hummingbird,” 
I replied, waiting on the reaction to the both of us being 
biracial.

“Oh how…nice,” she said, and I could read it in her 
face as she tried to figure out how to extract herself from 
this conversation. One thing I learned from my Cherokee 
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father was to think deep before speaking. Once I gathered 
my thoughts, I talked to the woman standing near me.

“I see your concerns. Let me ask you this if I may. 
Are you trained to handle a dog, of any breed?”

“Well yes, my husband and I have owned dogs all 
through our marriage, ten-years as of last month. So yeah, 
I’d consider myself as having a good amount of knowledge 
about handling dogs,” Miriam said.

Moon Cricket was the term that popped into my 
mind. Dad taught me the racial slur for white people to 
make sure I would know what it means being I am half-
white myself. Miriam would have died if she knew I was 
thinking this about her. To Native-Americans, moon cricket 
describes whites because of their pale skin, big eyes, and 
long, gawky legs. To be honest, Miriam, obviously one of 
those RV park tourists, has somewhat pale skin. And those 
legs, if I had legs like that, I’d never show them in public.

“I see. But, you have no formal education when it 
comes to dealing with canines?” I asked.

“I’m not all that sure where you’re going with this,” 
she said.

“Oh, I’m interested in your background and 
qualifications when it comes down to interacting with 
canines and children as well,” I said, waiting on her 
explanation.

“Children? Why I have four, so I’d say I have 
experience with children as well.”

“Okay, good. Well, I would never tell anyone else 
how to raise children, seeing how Walela is our first. But, 
when it comes to dogs, of any breed, and most other animals, 
I think the fact that I’m a veterinarian, a doctor if you 
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will, qualifies me to know if a dog is safe to be around my 
daughter or any of these other dogs in the park today,” I 
said. That was game, set and match. Her face told me all I 
needed to know about Miriam.

“Somehow, I knew when I walked over here to 
welcome you and your dog to the event that you would 
turn out to be a bitch driving up in your raggedy damn 
pickup truck and your killer dog and you half-breed brat. 
You people are all the same,” Miriam said as she stood there 
waiting on my reply. The tears running down her face let 
me know I got to her.

“Well, Miriam, have a nice day as you leave before I 
call a cop on your Yankee butt for harassing my daughter 
and me.”

When she got back to her group of like-minded RV-
park women, I saw them putting their arms around her. 
Guess she needed consoling after being around a pit bull. 
Or might have been because of me, a half-breed among all 
these white gals? So be it. I gathered our stuff, put Elvis 
in the bed of Dad’s old truck, put Walela in the car seat, 
and drove home. The day turned out pretty good after all, 
and I was pleased as punch at ruining Miriam’s doggie day.
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Chapter Nine

“I can’t tell you how thrilled we are, my husband 
and I, to discover your mother submitted specimens to 
Kimberly at West Coast Cryogenics,” Christina said over 
the phone. Somehow she found out through Kimberly that 
the deposits Momma made to Kimberly came from a dog 
that she and her husband, both long-time dog breeders, 
bred themselves. My first instinct being she wanted me 
to either pay her for something or give her the specimens 
because it turns out they stole Chuckie along with the rest 
of his litter. After hearing the prices this woman and her 
husband charge for breeding, I can see why someone would 
resort to thievery to get their hands on one of those pups. 
Then again, dogfighters couldn’t care less about the purity 
of a dog’s breed. To them, a dog is a fighter, breeder, or bait 
animal and nothing else.

“Well Christina, I’ll be honest about it, I know a little 
bit of what cryogenics is, yet I know little to nothing about 
it. I’ve never studied or even read a news article about it.”

“The best way I can describe it as if both animals 
are present at the breeding location. As a breeder, I always 
feel safer because neither animal needs to travel around 
the country. Many people working in airports, and other 
means of transportation, haven’t a clue how to handle a dog 
in transit. I might also add that people tend to over-react 
when the animal belongs to one of the pit bull breeds, so 
they tend to annoy or abuse the animal. You’ve seen how 
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airport workers treat luggage, so imagine how your favorite 
animal experiences similar treatment.”

“I agree, our local so-called vet refuses to work with 
pit bulls. To the point where one of my clients lost her pit 
bull because of this man’s outright hatred of the breeds,” 
I said.

“My husband and I worked a great deal on perfecting 
Chuckie’s bloodline. By the way, did you know Chuckie’s 
real name?” she asked.

“I thought it was Killer? At least Dad said the people 
who used Chuckie for fighting called him that.” I replied.

“As a side note, my husband served in the Far East 
when he was in the Navy; needless to say, he learned some 
language skills while visiting the countries he visited. That 
being the case, many of our breed lines were named using 
one or more words from a language he learned while in 
the service. In Chuckie’s case, the name on his pedigree is 
Sire Datu Mori. His name comes from two countries, Datu 
is Filipino for chief. Mori is a Japanese word for hunter. 
So, Chuckie’s name in English using the source would be 
Sire Chief Hunter. Just some trivia for you, now back to 
the theft. Several of the dogs from the same Sire and Dam 
he’s from went on to produce offspring that are either show 
dogs or breeding stock. But the litter your Chuckie is from 
is important to us because it was the first litter from our 
choice of breeding stock,” Christina said.

“So, what’s your focus on this issue with Chuckie 
and Kimberly?” I asked because I was curious to find out 
what she expected to get out of any arrangements I may 
make with Kimberly.
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“I saw pictures of your boy, Chuckie, when he was 

still alive, of course. Your father was also able to send us 
a video clip of him from back when he fought other dogs. 
Impressive, to say the least, even though that wasn’t our 
goal in working with his particular bloodline. His skeletal 
structure and muscle definition is what attracts buyers.”

All the time I was on the phone with Christina, I 
wondered how much Dad knew about all this and why he 
never mentioned it to me.

“Not to fight, though, right?” I asked, trying to make 
sure this woman wasn’t leading me on.

“No fighting, I don’t mean to sound obnoxious or 
aloof, but the average dogfighter couldn’t afford the rates 
we charge for our dogs,” Christina said.

“Guess that’s why they decided to steal a litter from 
you then,” I said.

“A well-learned lesson on our part, I can tell you 
that. Since then, we’ve added a great deal in the way of 
security upgrades here at our place.”

“I can see why. We’re beginning to have problems 
with BSL and other issues regarding our dogs and now even 
our cattle.” I said.

“Oh? Breed Specific Legislation is nothing more than 
a bunch uneducated people being led around by the nose by 
these so-called activists who hate the breeds. Any dog, from 
mutt to a pedigreed animal, can become mean-tempered 
and resort to biting. What does this have to do with your 
cattle, if I may ask?”

“A developer moved into the area with the idea of 
turning our predominately rural area into a bunch of cute 
little neighborhoods for retirees. There’s this obscure law 
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on the books that’s been there since back in the eighteen-
hundreds. It seems something went on with local dogs, 
probably strays, attacking a horse or horses in some parts 
of Oklahoma. Ever since then, you’re supposed to obtain 
this idiotic permit from your mayor or city council, allowing 
you to have more than three dogs on your property. A short 
time back, I had eight or more with my dogs, and my client’s 
there for care. The idiots from animal control come to pick 
up the ‘extras’ as they called them.”

“Did you let them have the dogs?”
“No, not my dogs and especially not my client’s 

animals. This animal control department in our area is on 
some sort of a power trip, which isn’t the first time. The 
last group working there decided they would sell unwanted 
animals to dogfighters. Getting back to the dogs, I called 
my Uncle Ric, a county sheriff, and I let him handle the 
people who came out.”

“And what of your cattle? You mentioned those 
earlier,” Christina asked.

“Ah, the cattle,” I said with a chuckle. “We have a 
group of our newer residents, courtesy of this new developer, 
who complain about the herds’ noise. I’ll admit there’s some 
sound coming from a herd, such as when new calves get 
weaned. But, you consider the farms’ size around here, and 
I would think the noise they’re complaining about should 
be minimal. To add to that, I think a handful of these new 
residents are following that teenager from overseas because 
they’re raising concerns about the cows burping methane 
gas. I swear social media brings out the knuckleheads.”

“I’ve read a little of that methane in the news. Is 
there anything to it?” Christina asked.
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“Taking into account the millions of heads of cattle 

that have been raised, fed, and sold off in this country, 
and I’ve yet to read about one self-immolating. According 
to goldilocks from overseas, the cattle burping methane is 
destroying the earth’s ozone layer.”

“It’s an election year,” Christina said matter-of-
factly.

“Yes, and I hope everything will go back to semi-
normal once the election is over.”

“So anyway, I wanted to call and introduce myself 
and wonder if maybe we can get together sometime. That 
is if you decide to get involved with Kimberly.”

“That’s a great idea,” I said. “I’m pretty sure we’ll 
look into this. From what I know, it means having one of 
Chuckie’s offspring around us, and that would be pretty 
cool to me.”

“Okay, Melanie, I’ll let you go. It was nice talking to 
you, and I look forward to our next chat.”

“You too, Christina,” I said as I turned off the phone. 
A smile formed on my face as I thought about the possibility 
of having one or more pups in the house from Chuckie’s 
bloodline.
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Chapter Ten

As I look around Bos Taurus Acres, and I feel like 
a lucky guy. After marrying Melanie, who now owns the 
farm, she wanted to put my name on the deed, but I told 
her I have plenty of property. I was lucky enough to have 
had a short but solid relationship with her father. Never 
in my wildest dreams did I imagine having a full-blooded 
Cherokee as a father-in-law. Conway was nothing like the 
racist depictions of Indians you see on the television and 
movie screens. For one, he didn’t drink. Conway lost a 
brother to a drunk driver, so he’s never touched the stuff. 
While he wasn’t a college person, he possessed a natural 
gift for the business world. He and Mel’s late mother built 
Bos Taurus Acres from a rundown old place abandoned 
by the former owner. His knowledge of animal husbandry 
without a formal education was mind-blowing to me. He 
spoke with a slight accent, similar to the Hispanic language. 
He once told me jokingly that he dressed like a cowboy 
because wearing a loincloth in a cattle ranch excites the 
cows too much. Now, he did have the long black hair that 
you see on the big screen. Of course, there at the end, he 
had a bit of gray streaking through his hair. One afternoon, 
Mel and Janice were out shopping somewhere, and I got a 
chance to bond with Conway.

“You know Jason. I remember well the night Melanie 
came into this world from The Creator. Chuckie, our first pit 
bull, as you know, was still doing an about-face from being 
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a fighter into being a pet. He did pretty good at changing 
even though the work Amara and I did with him annoyed 
him a bit. He enjoyed life so much, he always wanted to 
play instead of listening to us. His playful spirit was one 
with me; you may not understand the Cherokee way when 
it comes to animals.”

“I do, a little anyway. Mel has been filling me in; 
I’d like to say that I asked her to because the last thing I 
want is to say or do something out of ignorance that would 
dishonor you, your family, or your people. I can understand 
what you said. I’ve seen animals reacting with their owners. 
There’s an unseen connection of some sort there.”

“Well, thank you, Jason, it makes me proud to know 
you care for my daughter in a way that will honor our people. 
Getting back to Chuckie, he seemed like he wanted to stand 
guard over Amara. He acted like he was her big brother 
and wasn’t about to let any harm come to her. At times 
Amara would catch him standing motionless near the house, 
staring at her as if to let her know he was there to watch 
over her. One day she needed something from her garden, 
so she made her way down that way. Amara, eight months 
pregnant at the time; I can say she was huge at that point. 
She walked into the garden to pick some herbs or whatever 
she was after, and she saw something out of the corner of 
her eye. When she looked up, there stood Chuckie. Never 
made a sound; she never saw him approach the garden; he 
was just there to protect her.

“What about race?” Conway asked as he poured more 
ice tea in his glass.

“What race?” I asked, pretending not to understand. 
Conway realized I knew where he was leading me.
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“What race? Why, my race, your race. Dare I say the 

blood of two cultures flowing through Mel’s veins and those 
of your children should you decide to have any? What about 
it? It’s a warrior’s blood.”

“Skin color is something I don’t consider when it 
comes right down to it. In today’s world, people clamor for 
recognition because of the color of their skin. They do that 
despite the things they’ve accomplished or the barriers 
they’ve overcome. Some of these people feel as if they 
deserve special treatment simply because of their race. 
Others, such as myself, take more stock in a person’s work 
ethic. Or their education and life experiences. I feel a person 
must be teachable when it comes right down to it. A person 
unwilling to learn is in no position to teach or work with 
others.

“Take my cattle business for an example. It’s 
somewhat larger than yours, Conway, yet I’m pretty much 
an absentee owner to be truthful about it. That’s just the 
way it is, so I employ a manager who oversees the day-to-
day operations. It just so happens this manager is Mexican-
American. Did I hire him because of his race? No. Because 
Mexicans will work cheap? No. Was it because I wanted to 
feel better by hiring a minority? No again. There were two 
reasons I hired him. One reason was his education because 
he holds a Bachelor’s Degree in Animal Science from Texas 
A&M. The second reason was that I sought out someone 
who would take on the management of a herd such as mine 
with little input from me. In short, he runs the herd as if 
they were his own. I can tell you he makes some of the local 
boys more than jealous of his success.
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“As you already know, I also have a business 

centered on airplanes and air transport services. I have 
a small runway at my home, I own three planes, but the 
largest of my planes are kept in a center far away from my 
place. One might wonder why and I’ll tell you because it’s 
the company that maintains them there where I hangar 
them. I trust this man and his employees with my life and 
the lives of my passengers as well. This company is owned 
and operated by an African-American man, who employees 
many African-American techs working there. Do I use this 
company, a two-hour drive from my home, because I don’t 
want to be called a racist? No, the truth of it, I signed a 
contract with this company. After visiting their facilities 
and speaking with the owner and a few of his employees, I 
signed the contract. I checked out their equipment, parts, 
resources, and so forth. The owner’s skin color has nothing 
to do with our relationship. What is important to me is 
the man is retired, so that keeps us together. He knows 
airplanes; he knows my planes inside and out. As I do with 
the man who runs my cattle farm, I give this man free reign 
when it comes to my aircraft. Do I do this because of the 
color of his skin? No, I do it because I need to be confident 
my aircraft will stay airborne after I take off.

“To me, a man stands alone; his race means nothing 
because it’s his word that defines him.”

“These words of yours were well-said, and they please 
a father who wants the best for his daughter. A warning 
to you, my son, please allow me to call you my son because 
you are not only marrying Mel, you’re joining our family. 
My warning is for you to be cautious of others.”
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“Others?”
“People on both sides will look upon your wife and 

your children with different eyes because they will on see 
the red skin which many whites hate. A word the whites 
use is half-breed. There are, of course, Cherokee people 
who scorn biracial marriages despite claiming they support 
them. My bride, Amara, and I put up with our share of 
insults during our marriage. From both sides of the issue.”

“I understand,” I said.
“Do you?” he asked as he pulled up his shirt. Conway 

was muscular for a man in his early sixties. He turned his 
left side to me, so I could see a scar running almost up to 
his armpit.

“How on earth did you get that,” I asked.
“A man… dare I say a friend? He disrespected my 

bride while we worked late one night out among the herd. 
This man, a Cherokee I’m ashamed to say, called Amara 
names in our tongue, which I will not translate. Amara 
thought the same bull had gored us both. To my shame, I 
never told her otherwise. No, it wasn’t a bull that opened 
my side but a man with a knife. He was an employee of 
ours until he decided to disrespect Amara. We fought 
over his wisecrack, right there in the pasture among the 
cattle. It’s a wonder none of the cattle decided to teach 
us both a lesson for disturbing them as they rested. My 
longtime friend gloated after he cut my side open, yet he 
made a mistake by taking his eyes off my other hand. As 
he persisted in laughing at me, I plunged my knife into 
his ribs, right between the fifth and sixth ribs, which is a 
certain kill zone. He met his sunset there amid the dust 
and cow patties.”
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“What about Amara? She had to have been concerned 

about you.”
“Oh…That was one time when I shamed myself 

when I lied to her about the injury. You see, I told her a 
bull went a little crazy out there. It gored me and wound up 
killing the other fellow. You don’t know how much I hated 
being untruthful to her, but there are some things women 
are not able to bear. They are warriors when it comes 
down to delivering children yet become the child when it 
comes to a man protecting their family. I’m sure you’re a 
warrior. A man notices that gleam in another man’s eyes. 
Mel has spoken to me of your wounds and your service to 
this country, so I know in my heart that you would send 
someone to an early sunset should they attack your family.”

It was a man-to-man session I’ll treasure for the rest 
of my life. This conversation wasn’t father-in-law to the 
son-in-law—an older warrior passing the torch of a family 
to a younger warrior.
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Chapter Eleven

There were times when I wondered why I bother with 
a guy like Chester Abrams. He’s what my wife of thirty-
years calls an overbearing boor, and then there’s another 
name for guys like Chester – avaricious. My father taught 
me that word when he was on his fourth wife, another gold-
digger. When I asked him what avaricious meant, he said, 
look it up, learn its meaning and stay away from anyone 
that reminds you of it. I looked the word up, immoderately 
desirous of acquiring wealth. I began to understand the 
word more and more as my finances grew and Chester 
Abrams proved to be one of my failures when dealing with 
avaricious people. 

Along with this growth came other people like 
Chester with various get-rich-quick schemes. While I was 
already wealthy enough when I first met Chester, it was his 
avariciousness that drew me into the race for more. Much 
to my wife’s chagrin, I’m sorry to say.

This development Chester is trying to impose on a 
predominately rural area of Oklahoma is being met with 
way more resistance than the other two I financed for him. 
At my wife’s insistence, this will be my last partnership 
with Chester. His ego is getting to be more than I care 
to deal with at this point in my life. He treats me like 
I’m an employee instead of his silent partner. Once the 
development is a quarter of the way done, I’ll tell Chester 
that he’s on his own. This last issue of him getting himself 
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thrown off a local radio show was an indication that Chester 
is out of control.

“So Chester, I heard through the grapevine about 
you getting yourself thrown off of Alison’s show.”

“Yeah, that stone butch didn’t like my comments 
about the local redskins. I learned something though, she 
schooled me, and I won’t forget it.”

“What was that?”
“Well, I had my community outreach staff contact 

her to see about getting me on her show. I wanted to let 
people know about our plans for the area, where and what 
we planned on building. The only thing I wanted to do was 
include people in on the plans I have for the area. We were 
surprised that her company pays for high-profile interviews; 
it wasn’t the intent of my wanting to appear before her 
audience.”

“They payout? No wonder Alison is so popular. Is it 
a token amount or something worthwhile?”

“It’s okay. Well, it’s a grand for a one-hour show, 
two-grand for a three-show package. But, as I said, Alison 
didn’t listen to my remarks, she canned my butt during the 
first break.”

“So, she had someone in the wings to take your 
place?”

“No, she had her assistant fire up some highlights 
of past shows. No big deal, I had some things to share with 
her listeners, but I expected problems out of her from the 
get-go.”

“Why’s that?”
“Trump materials everywhere, people in this area 

are eat up with it.”
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“Well, look at the area. Trump carried the state in 

2016. Folks have a right to support whomever they choose 
when it comes to politics.”

“I agree until it runs counter to my plans of 
developing these tribal lands and other tracts just sitting 
out here in the middle of nowhere. The governor agrees 
with me, you know.”

“The only problem is, we don’t have the governor’s 
backing. Not for this current development you’re building, 
or any future ones for that matter.”

“You know it, I know it, but the rest of these people 
don’t know that.”

“Tell me, Chester, what will happen once the 
governor finds out you’re using his office to promote your 
various development projects throughout Oklahoma?”

“Simple enough, I’ll blame one of my assistants who 
I will fire in a dramatic argument. Once that makes its way 
through the local news, I’ll issue a mea culpa, and plow 
onward to completing the projects anyway. It’ll be too late 
for anyone to stop these projects once the concrete dries.”

[DIVIDER]
“Well, how did it go?” my wife asked, wondering if I 

gave in or let Chester Abrams ride away.
“Not good, he managed to get himself thrown off a 

local talk show,” I replied.
“How on earth does a man get thrown off a talk 

show?” she asked, likely already knowing why.
“He can’t keep his mouth shut. He’s from North 

Carolina and can’t seem to leave his racism and politics at 
home. He comes out here in a primarily Republican area 
with his hick Democrat politics and racist remarks. He 
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shoots himself in the foot all the time, running his mouth 
about the blacks and, out here, the Native-Americans.”

“How did you find that out?”
“I called her, this Alison who runs the talk show. 

Nice woman, smart educated, and she told me Chester’s 
racial criticisms of the Native-Americans in the area were 
why she tossed him at the commercial break.”

“Didn’t I tell you?” my wife asked.
“Ach Ahuvatì!” I said, hoping to avoid her I-told-you-

so that I know is coming.
“Don’t oh, my love me, I told you when I met that 

man you needed to rid yourself of him.”
What could I say? She was right, and I will do as 

she says. Soon.
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Chapter Twelve

Third-shift work is a drag no matter what type of 
work you do for a living, and I worked several jobs on third-
shift before becoming a police sergeant. Even though our 
town is considered small compared to others, we have our 
share of problems. Mostly petty theft, occasional domestic 
violence, some drug busts during traffic stops. Weekends 
bring around the drunk and disorderliness because Friday 
night is payday for most of the area’s businesses. Not much 
in white-collar crime, seeing as how the area is rural for the 
most part. Every once in a great while, we’ll come across 
some idiots trying to make meth, doesn’t usually work out 
because meth-heads will rat out each other over the silliest 
things.

On my rounds for the second time this shift, I passed 
by the new strip mall our new developer bought for himself. 
And for others who wish to support his building projects 
for our area. I noticed a couple of young people ducking 
behind a dumpster as I turned onto the road on the mall’s 
north side. Instead of slamming on the brakes, I continued 
down the road to the end of the mall, acting as if I didn’t 
see them. I know they saw me, so I turned off all my lights 
and eased around the back of the mall.

Sure enough, I saw four of them trying to break 
into the only occupied storefront, the developer’s office. I 
chirped the siren and spoke to them over the PA system 
on my cruiser.
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“Stay where you are, I have you all on video, so don’t 

run because it’ll only make things worse,” I said, turning off 
the lights. I recognized one of the boys right off; the rest of 
them were about his age. Fifteen to sixteen-years-old and 
scared to death when they saw me get out of my cruiser.

“Boys, what we got going on here?” I asked, knowing 
full well they were attempting to break into the back of 
the developer’s place. Doing a poor job of it judging by the 
damage down to the still locked doors.

“Mister Ric, ah… we…,” one of the boys said, the 
same one who I recognized because his mother works as a 
911 operator here in town.

“Let’s stop stuttering and spit it out, Will,” I said, 
injecting as much adult anger in my voice as I could without 
laughing at their failed attempt of breaking and entering.

“I can, well these guys were only helping. I can 
explain, Mister Ric,” Will said.

“We heard all about this here man going around 
and buying up people’s places to build on. Well, the truth 
of it, Mister Ric, him or one of his people, went around 
my Grandpap’s place and made an offer. Course, you know 
Grandpap, and once he told the people no, then they said 
they would get his property one way or the other.”

“They used those words?” I asked.
“Yes sir, Grandpap being in a wheelchair is a good 

thing, for them anyways. Yoou know how he gets when he 
angers up.”

“I agree with you there, Will. I remember me and a 
couple of others decided to help ourselves to his watermelons 
when we were about your ages. He caught us and whipped 
the tar out of the three of us. After he got done, he told us 
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to go out and pick whatever melon we wanted. We were 
surprised. Then he said to us that we needn’t steal things 
when all we had to do is ask.

“Will, it’s admirable that you want to help out, but 
you have to realize something. Breaking into this man’s 
place will only make people feel sorry for him instead of 
your Grandpap. This man will appear to be the underdog 
in the situation instead of the bad guy. I’m glad you weren’t 
around this place when someone tried to break in. Good 
thing for you, boys this man doesn’t have any cameras up. 
Yet. I’m going to go back to my cruiser to report this break-
in attempt. Even though I recognize you boys as the ones 
who tagged my cruiser, I’m going to let you slide this one 
time. I won’t see you, boys when I come back to this door 
now, will I?”

“Uh, no, sir. No, Mister Ric. No, we’re on our way,” 
Will said as he looked around at the faces of his friends.

“And Will,”
“Yes, sir?”
“We never spoke tonight, am I right?” I said and 

waited to see the lightbulb in his head come on. He 
understood and waved as they ran off. Some would say 
I let some criminals off tonight. Then again, these same 
people would have to say Will’s Grandpap did the same 
thing years ago. Once I was satisfied the boys were out of 
sight, I called in to report my finding the doors jimmied but 
no one around.

“Dispatch, this is Unit 78.”
“Unit 78, Dispatch,” came the reply.
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“Building secure, no one around. Might be faulty 

alarm system,” I said, ignoring the minor damage to the 
door of the building.

[DIVIDER]
“Damn cop,” Eddie said, spitting on the ground.
“Well, you guys, he could have taken us in. Think about that. 

We tagged his car and he knows we was breaking into this building. All 
he needed to do was drop us off at juvie and drive off. But he didn’t so 
shut-up about it, you whiner.”
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Chapter Thirteen

I saw the idiot behind me with his lights on. Surely 
this jerk doesn’t want me to pull over, so I waved my hand 
out the window for him to come around me. I guess he didn’t 
like my hand signal because the siren is on now; I think I 
better pull over. As the officer got out of the car, an uneasy 
feeling came over me as I wondered what I’d done to get 
pulled over. This guy must be new, I know most of our local 
LEO’s but this guy, he’s different. He better not come up 
here and accuse me of being a deuce, I haven’t had a drink 
all day. Sure is taking his good sweet time getting here. I 
have places to be and alongside the road, here is not one of 
them. About time, here he comes.

“Afternoon ma’am, your license and registration, 
please.”

“Ma’am? Do I look that old to you?”
“Well, ma’am, it’s just an expression I use when 

addressing women. Just trying to be polite, nothing more to 
it than that. The phrase has no bearing on a person’s age or 
other characteristics. Now then, license and registration?”

“I don’t get it. What did I do to get pulled over?” I 
asked.

“License and registration, please,” he asked, raising 
his voice which I think is un-necessary. I’m not deaf. While 
I rummaged in the glove box for my paperwork, he started 
talking to me again.

“What did you say?” I asked.
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“I asked you to shut your engine off,” he replied, no 

longer hiding his displeasure with me.
“Why, am I going to be here long? I have people 

waiting for me.”
“Turn the engine off, step out of the car,” he said 

pulling on the door handle of my car. Before I knew what 
was going on, the door was wide open, and there he stood.

“Step out of your car, ma’am,” the cop said, making 
sure I heard the ma’am part.

As I stepped onto the pavement, he took me by the 
arm to the back of my car and spoke to me while handcuffing 
me.

“Turn around ma’am, and these cuffs are not a sign 
that I’m arresting you. They’re for my protection and yours. 
Now tell me, do you have anything in the car you don’t want 
me to see?”

“No, what makes you think I do?”
“There are a couple of issues. You seem nervous 

about me searching your car. Then I saw you back in town 
there, a known drug area. I pulled you over to question you 
about that last stop you made in that area…”

“Last stop?” I asked, unsure of what this guy was 
trying to pull on me.

“You made three stops in the area I mentioned, each 
time you spoke to someone there on the sidewalk. At the last 
stop, someone walked over to your car, and it appeared to 
me, as if some sort of a drug exchange took place between 
you and the young man you spoke with.”

“I didn’t speak to anyone. What did this guy look 
like?” I demanded, this cop pushed a button on me.

“Let’s dispense with the back and forth, okay? During 
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my patrol, I observed you making several stops on a street 
known for drug activity. After you left that street, I ran your 
tag through our system. Finding no outstanding warrants 
for you, I decided to pull you over to ask you what went on 
back there. After you stopped, it appears as if you’re hiding 
something in your car or stalling me for some unknown 
reason. Care to explain yourself?”

I tried to say something about that stop, but another 
cruiser pulled up in front of my car. Now I’m blocked in, 
making matters worse is the new arrival is a canine unit. 
That must have been a clue for the first cop to put me in 
his cruiser.

“I’m going to go ahead and have the canine check out 
your car. While they do, I’m going to put you in the back 
seat of my cruiser.”

As I sat down in the seat, I looked up in time to see 
the other cop open the passenger door to my car. Inside the 
dog went, it didn’t take long for it to find the pot. The two 
cops talked for a while, and then the canine unit left. Not 
long after that, a wrecker rolled up and backed up to my 
car. Now I know my butt is in a crack. The cop who pulled 
me over is walking back to me, and I didn’t like what I saw 
him carrying in his hand.

“Ma’am, step out, please.”
My mind raced as I tried to come up with an 

explanation for the baggie the cop held in his left hand. As 
much as it pained me, I looked up into his eyes.

“It seems we have a problem with your credibility, 
ma’am. Did I not ask you about making a stop back a way?” 
he asked as he held the baggie up where I couldn’t help 
but see it.
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“You did,” was all I could say. I’ve never been much 

good at lying, and this proves it.
“I don’t have a scale to weigh this, but I can pretty 

much guess it’s over the limit for personal usage, wouldn’t 
you agree?”

The words wouldn’t come out of my stupid mouth; 
the cop wasn’t too pleased with me. Before I knew what was 
going on, the cop opened the back door and sat me down, 
telling me I was under arrest for possession of marijuana.

[DIVIDER]
A couple of hours later, I’m in an office with my 

new court-appointed attorney and a different cop sitting 
there scowling over the paperwork on my arrest. This guy 
is even more arrogant than the guy who arrested me over a 
few ounces of pot. After he finished flipping back and forth 
through the paperwork, he spoke to my attorney.

“Your client has a bit of a habit,” the cop said.
“What sort of habit are we talking about?” she asked.
“Misdemeanors, quite a few of them which lead me 

to believe your client is close to being named as a habitual 
offender.”

“Over a bag of pot?” she asked.
“Over a history of various misdemeanors. I see here 

on Janice’s records we have harboring a runaway child, 
furnishing tobacco products to a minor, reckless driving, 
DUI on six different occasions. Shoplifting, trespassing at 
local vendors, many of who have banned her from their 
stores, several of them banning her for life. Then we have 
simple drug possession, such as today’s possession of a small 
amount of marijuana. Let me say this about the amount the 
arresting officer found on her today is her second offense 
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involving marijuana, so the misdemeanor becomes a felony. 
I’d like for your client to give us an explanation for her 
actions.”

My attorney gave me a look reminiscent of the ones 
my mother used to give me when I acted up.

“Well, ah…”
“Janice, answer your attorney. We’re trying to make 

some sense of your lifestyle.”
And here I thought my court-appointed attorney was 

here to help me, not the clown asking me stupid questions 
about my past.

“Uh, well. That runaway child was my nephew, and 
he was fifteen-years-old, not a child. Yes, I bought him 
some cigarettes. Big deal. Would the storeowners prefer 
he continue stealing the cigarettes from them instead? The 
pot, I use it for my…”

“Stop right there,” the cop said. If there’s one thing 
I can’t stand is a person interrupting when I’m trying to 
make a point.

“If your client is going to claim a medical condition, 
then she should also realize she should have provided the 
arresting officer with her state-issued medical marijuana 
card. I will give her a chance to do so now if she has one.”

The cop and my court-appointed attorney gave 
me the stare. The burden is on me now, and I don’t have 
anything to get me out of this mess.

“Janice?” my attorney said in her best impatient 
mother voice.

“Well, counselor, it seems to me that your client has 
no state-issued medical marijuana card, so I have no choice 
but to elevate today’s arrest to a felony.”
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“A felony for a little pot?” I asked, annoying my 

attorney in the process.
“Janice, it’s not the amount that you’re in trouble 

for, it’s the frequency of misdemeanors you’ve committed 
over the years that’s brought this about.”

“I don’t get it; this is just a little smoke. A little pot,” 
I said.

“As your counselor has already explained, it isn’t 
the little bit of smoke as you call it that has brought you 
here. The narcotic they caught you with isn’t helping your 
case one iota. By the way, sixteen ounces of pot isn’t a little 
pot in the State of Oklahoma. Okay? This amount puts you 
into the transporting narcotics area of state laws because 
you don’t have a medical card. Don’t say anything about 
not having the card on you because I checked state records, 
so stifle that lie before you let it escape your mouth. Your 
six different DUI charges are enough to get you some time 
behind bars. How you’ve escaped jail all these years is 
beyond me.”

Well, that does it. It looks like I’m going to have an 
extended visit at the Mabel Bassett Correctional Center. 
The cop kept eyeing me, sizing me up for some reason.

“Janice, you don’t have to serve time if you cooperate 
with us,” he said. My court-appointed attorney must have 
caught some signal from the cop because she excused herself 
from the room.

“What makes you moons think I’d have anything to 
do with you?” I asked, defiant to the end as my father used 
to say after we argued.

“Moons?” the cop asked, glaring at me. It was then 
that I noticed the police ID on the lanyard around his neck. 
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This new guy wasn’t just another cop; this was the County 
Sheriff, now I’m done for because I’ve heard from others 
about this guy.

“White people, you people,” I said, glaring back at 
him while ignoring the fact that he’s the sheriff.

“Well, putting our racial differences aside, I have you 
on transporting for distribution. Are you prepared to face a 
judge with your habitual offenses and now this transporting 
charge?”

“Transporting what?” I asked, not sure of where this 
guy was going with this. And where on earth is my court-
appointed attorney? She just got up and walked out of the 
room with her phone up to her ear.

“Pot,” he replied.
“Oh, I told you that’s for medical use.”
“Fine, show me your state-issued medical marijuana 

card and an explanation for the amount the canine found 
in your vehicle.”

He has me now, what am I going to get this moon 
face off my back?

“Alright, let’s cut to the chase. You were pulled over 
by one of my deputies for stopping three times in an area 
of known drug activity. At the last stop, according to my 
deputies, they observed what appeared to be an exchange 
of money and drugs. While you were compliant for the most 
part after he pulled you over, it appeared as if you avoided 
his request for your license and registration. Observing your 
stops and your reluctance, the deputy called in a canine unit. 
Once the dog alerted to your stash, the animal’s handler 
searched your vehicle and came up with your stash.”
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“My stash? How the hell do you know it’s mine? For 

that matter, how does your dog know who it belongs to, or 
does it go house to house looking for you? And where is my 
attorney?” I asked.

“Your attorney received a call. As for your stash, the 
word is possession. Your car, your dope. Your sentence as 
well, I might add.”

“Guess this is like the cop shows on television?” I asked, mad 
enough to spit.

“You know, where the cop hides a bag of dope in the 
accused’s car or house? You…”

“Well, wait, let’s take it easy and wait just a bit. Can 
we discuss this among ourselves, like adults?” he asked, the 
sudden change of tune gave me cause to believe he meant 
to set me up for something.

“It’s your police station, so I guess we’ll damn well 
do what you want. Am I right?”

“Janice, we might work out some kind of deal,” the 
sheriff said with a stupid looking grin on his face.

“Deal? Me dealing with a moon after your man 
planted that dope in my car? Did your fancy canine only 
find one stash in my car?”

His blank stare let me know I wasn’t down and out 
just yet. If I can keep him on the ropes, I might be able to 
talk my way out of this jam.

“You people are always going on about how the white 
community treats you. It’s all about race, according to you 
and others who think as you do. You always manage to find 
a reason to hurl your racist epithets at white people. People 
who are trying to help you, so now tell me what the deal is.”
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My attorney came back into the room, with a fresh 

cup of coffee in her hand. Guess it would have been too hard 
for her to bring me one as well.

“The deal is, your officer put that pot in my car 
because the little bit of pot I bought from that brother on 
the street is probably still stuck in the fuse box there on 
the driver’s side of the dashboard. The cop with the dog 
saw a Cherokee woman in a beat-up old car and decided to 
manufacture a drug bust for himself and his worthless dog.”

“Odd, I don’t see any drugs found anywhere else in 
your car. Not in the report from either of the officers.”

“Are you sure?” I asked, feeling somewhat cocky now 
that I have this sheriff on the defense. He picked up the 
phone and began telling someone there at the impound lot 
to recheck my car, paying extra attention to the fuse box 
area. While we waited on a callback, we played the ‘stare 
down’ game. A few minutes into our childish game, the 
phone rang; the sheriff grabbed the phone and held a short 
but terse conversation with the person on the other end of 
the conversation. While they talked, my court-appointed 
attorney walked through the door. The sheriff gave me a 
dirty look when I started in on my attorney. He left the room 
so she could talk to me alone. Here’s where the deal comes 
in, they screw me over for a conviction and then offer me a 
deal if I rat someone out.

“What’s your problem?” my attorney asked, feigning 
her annoyance at my questioning her about her whereabouts.

“You let them do this to me?” I asked.
“How on this good green earth do you figure that, 

Janice?”
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“You blacks are supposed to be free, yet you somehow 

got up and left in the middle of this man’s interrogation as 
if someone told you to leave me here all alone. Now, they’re 
off searching my car again. Aren’t you supposed to be here 
representing me?” I asked.

“Imagine that. While I was gone, you sat here so 
full of yourself that you alerted the police about more 
contraband in your car. Which they have yet to find, I might 
add. Next, you accuse me of something that you told them. 
You know what? I’m done; call someone else because I don’t 
have to take this abuse from people like you who don’t want 
anyone’s help. Hopefully, you’ll come up with someone who 
will put up with your hate. Oh, one more thing before I 
leave, I’m Pakistani, not African-American.”

Out the door she went, passing the sheriff on his 
return to the room. He had a smirk on his face, so I guess 
they found the ten-dollar bag of pot I hid—arrogant moron.

“Guess what?” the sheriff asked with that goofy 
smile on his moon face.

“Do I look like I want to play guessing games with 
you? How many hours are you gonna…”

“Wait, where’s your attorney going? I passed her just 
a few minutes ago.”

“Oh her? I guess she don’t work for breeds, so she 
cut out on me,” I said. My nervous system was raking me 
over the coals; I needed a cigarette in the worst way. The 
sheriff’s pudgy face began showing the anger boiling up 
within. I couldn’t care less to be honest about it.

“Okay, I’ll have to have an officer take you into court 
again so you can get yourself another attorney. We can’t 
communicate unless you have proper representation.
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More delays, more waiting on crap that will make 

matters worse for me. It’s in my best interest to hear what 
the man is willing to offer me in the way of a deal.

“Never mind all that,” I said. “Let’s, uh… Let’s go 
over that little bit of a deal you mentioned earlier.”

Bingo! I hit that one over the fence. He turned off the 
recording equipment and shut the door to the room. Next, 
he slipped the bag of pot into his jacket pocket before he 
started explaining his so-called deal.

[DIVIDER]
“Thanks for bailing me out,” Janice said as we 

walked to the jail parking lot.
“You’re welcome, but I think you’re going to have 

a problem with the fellow I live with,” I said to warn her 
about how Jason is going to take this getting arrested for 
drug possession. Once he finds out how much I had to spend 
for her bail.

“Don’t tell him, she said.
“Right, he’s not going to notice that five-figure 

amount missing out of our checkbook?” I asked.
“Hide it from him,” she replied.
“Now I know why you’re single with an attitude like 

that. And when did you start on pot anyways?” I asked, not 
realizing Janice’s arrest was for more than just pot.

“Hon, my people have used it before white people 
even heard of this country,” she said before turning her face 
away from me. Her way of saying she’s finished talking to 
me.
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Chapter Fourteen

I, for one, am thankful that Momma and Dad aren’t 
alive to see this nonsense going on around the area. This 
section of Oklahoma has been this way pretty much since 
Oklahoma became a state back in 1907. For that matter, the 
area had stayed relatively the same since before Oklahoma 
became a state. It’s one thing for this developer to come 
in, buy up ranches, and then convert them into “country 
estates” as he calls it. Now, these people he’s selling to are 
demanding that farms and ranches that have been here for 
one-hundred eighteen years either change or close. They 
don’t like the noise of the animals or the farm equipment. 
Now, thanks to that girl from overseas, they think our 
cattle give off too much gas. Today we’re all sitting here 
with Bill, our attorney, because the developer wants to 
rezone everything to his liking to turn the area into another 
retirement center like that family down in Florida did. 
Jason came inside and sat down next to me there in the 
hallway after parking the car. He knew I was boiling mad.

“Did you ever hear of such nonsense?” I asked.
“Don’t let it bother you. Your Uncle Ric will be here 

in a few minutes. I saw him out in the parking lot, giving 
someone a parking ticket in the handicapped zone without 
a placard. We’ll get through this in fine shape, you wait and 
see,” Jason said taking my hand in his.

“What’s the problem?” Uncle Ric said as he walked 
up.
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“Mel is a bit anxious about the meeting with the 

judge over this zoning nonsense,” Jason replied.
“Well, this variance in the zoning is a loophole, and 

the developer is trying to drive a Mack truck through it,” 
I said.

“Mel, when you think about it, things might go better 
for the area once it goes through the legal system,” Uncle 
Ric said with a smug look on his face. He knows something, 
he must know something but won’t say anything until he’s 
sure of it. I’ll make sure to corner him after this dog and 
pony show of a hearing is over with, right after it.

“How do you figure that?” I asked, trying to get 
information out of Uncle Ric is like pulling hen’s teeth.

“This Chester seems to have a friend or friends in 
the zoning department. Having this examined and ruled 
over by a judge will put a stop to any of these games they’re 
playing with the rezoning process,” Uncle Ric said.

“What happens if he gets his way? What if the judge 
is in his pocket? I’ll tell you what happens, and we lose the 
cattle ranch, the non-profit, and all the memories of my life 
there on Bos Taurus Acres. That’s pretty much everything 
my parents and I have worked for all these years,” I said, 
growing angrier when Jason interrupted me.

“Let’s not get too hasty. Let’s let Bill handle things, 
he’s a good man and a good lawyer, let’s give the system a 
chance to work for us,” Jason said as I looked into his eyes, 
which look so much like those of my late father.

“I agree,” Uncle Ric said. “We haven’t begun to fight 
this thing, so expecting a loss is self-defeating.”

If anything became evident, it was the fact that I was 
surrounded by men who loved me and were indeed on my 
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side of the issue. The bailiff came and told us it was time to 
go into the courtroom. When we entered the courtroom, Bill 
waved us over to a table where he stood. I saw the developer 
and his legal team was absent or late, one of the two. My 
guess is they want to use their courtroom entrance to make 
some sort of theatrical entrance. Jason and I took our seats 
next to Bill and one other attorney I haven’t met before. Bill 
brought him along for his expertise in property law. Still, 
no one was sitting at the other table. This hearing could 
get interesting. Looking at my watch, I see nine-fifty-eight, 
two-minutes to when we’re all supposed to be here to await 
the judge. Even a non-lawyer like me knows not to be late 
to a court appearance.

I leaned over to whisper in Bill’s ear, “Will they 
forfeit if no one shows?”

“I’m not sure, in all my years, I’ve never seen the 
other side fail to show up at a court date. It certainly won’t 
garner them any support from the judge, but let’s not get 
too excited about it yet.”

Just about that time, the door at the entrance of 
the courtroom opened. Through it walked a tall African-
American woman with an angry look on her face. She made 
her way over to the table across the aisle from where we 
sat and took a seat. She carried an iPad and nothing else 
except for a pricey looking handbag. Looking at her gave 
me thought that she’d already won this case this morning. 
A sense of dread came over me as I realized we might lose 
this case despite Bill’s efforts.

“All stand, Courtroom Two, Honorable Judge 
Richard Vivers presiding,” the bailiff announced. The judge 
walked in, a big man, in fine shape for a guy with pure 
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white hair. The judge stood by his chair and surveyed the 
courtroom. He smiled as he looked in my direction for some 
odd reason, even though I’ve never met him before. He sat 
down, nodding to the bailiff in an indication he’s ready to 
hold court.

“Be seated,” the bailiff said. Once he was satisfied, 
everyone was seated and quiet; he assumed his position at 
the door leading to the judge’s chambers.

I looked at Bill and noticed the puzzled expression 
on his tanned face. The judge said nothing as he shuffled 
through some papers at his desk. As the judge went about 
this, I felt a tap on my shoulder, turning to see who it was. 
Uncle Ric had a grin on his face and gave me a thumb up 
sign for some reason. For one thing, I wish I had a portion 
of the enthusiasm over this trial as he did.

[DIVIDER]
This trial was going to be a challenge, for the other 

side, that is. I don’t know who the female attorney is, but 
she’s beginning on the wrong foot with this judge. If she 
thinks she’s going to come from the big city and bully Judge 
Vivers around, she has another thing coming. He’s a fair 
judge, but he’s as no-nonsense as they come. At first, I was 
a bit concerned about this trial, but it’s beginning to turn 
in my favor. Before anything took place, the woman to my 
right stood and addressed the court. I stood up as a defense 
attorney of record and to honor the judge.

“Your Honor, may I approach?” she asked. I stood 
and waited for the judge to call us both up.

“You may,” Judge Vivers said with a bit of irritation 
in his voice.

“What can I do for you, Miss ah…”
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“Jones, Audrey Jones for the plaintiff,” she said as 

if she was a celebrity attorney.
“Okay, Miss Jones. We’re on a tight schedule, so 

what’s on your mind?”
“We were expecting to see Judge Archibald on the 

bench today because he is familiar with the issues of this 
case,” Miss Jones said, completely ignoring me standing 
there beside her as she spoke.

“That’s odd, Miss Jones. How would a judge be, how 
did you put it, familiar with a case when this is the first 
time it’s come before this bench?”

Miss Jones stood motionless, clueless, and speechless 
as well.

“Since you have nothing to say, I’ll fill you in. Yes, 
Judge Archibald was familiar to a point. The judge and I are 
both up for re-election this year in our districts. Someone 
in Judge Archibald’s campaign committee noticed a sizable 
donation from one of the many companies owned by this 
developer you represent in this case. He recalled also being at 
a non-profit dinner some time back and gave this developer’s 
wife a chance to snap a photo of the two of them together. 
You know, the media eats that stuff up. But, I know Judge 
Archibald to be an honest man. He recused himself from 
the case once he saw all the footwork your client has made 
to connect him with this developer’s building projects. So 
that, Miss Jones, is why you don’t see Judge Archibald in 
court today. Bill, you have anything to say?”

I shook my head, no way I was going to get on the 
wrong side of Judge Vivers.

“Very well, you both may return, and let’s get to 
work,” the judge said.
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We walked back to our respective tables. I sat down 

while Miss Jones threw her tablet on the table. Before she 
could say anything, the bailiff was at her side to correct 
her little tantrum. I heard a few people in the back talking 
about her; this was going to be some case if this is the way 
Miss Jones conducts herself in court.

The courtroom was hushed as the judge spoke.
“Before we get too deep into this issue with the zoning, 

there’s a separate but important issue we need to resolve 
before we move forward with this case. The defense may 
sit by as I address my concerns to the plaintiffs’ concerns. 
First off, I’ll give a run-down of the case and then bring up 
this other issue. The plaintiff requested, demanded actually, 
according to what I read in the newspaper, that their zoning 
requests be granted. They want to rezone certain areas 
in the county so that this company can build residential 
communities some of which will be apartments. While 
acceptable as it stands, the zoning change application has 
one glaring omission – no traffic study. Would the plaintiff’s 
attorney care to enlighten this court as to why?”

The angry look on the woman’s face turned to one 
of confusion; obviously, she wasn’t prepared for the judge’s 
request. It sounds and looks like the judge just throat-
punched the once angry woman now standing at the 
plaintiff’s table. She glared at Chester seated nearby.

“Your Honor?” she asked, still displaying a look of 
total confusion on her perfectly made-up face.

“Was I not clear enough, Miss Jones? Where is the 
traffic study telling me what impact these uh… retirement 
communities, which is primarily zoned as A-1, Agricultural 
and R-A, Residential, which we all recognize as low-density, 
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single-family structures? These retirement communities in 
other states have proven to exert quite the strain on existing 
local roads. So I ask again, where’s the traffic study for these 
proposed developments?”

The look on the attorney’s face was priceless, and 
I dare say clueless. Obviously, her law firm threw her to 
the lions by sending her into court today unprepared. Or 
possibly she’s as arrogant as she acts and thinks the name 
of her law firm would grease the wheels of justice today.

“Miss Jones, am I to assume the blank stare on your 
face is an indication your client has neglected to conduct a 
traffic study?” the judge asked, probably knowing no such 
study exists at this time. I sort of felt sorry for her because 
her client sat idly by, not doing anything to help her.

“Your Honor, these are retirees, for the most part, 
the added traffic from these communities should have 
minimal impact on local streets and traffic patterns, if any 
at all,” Miss Jones said, trying to regain control over her 
flustered self.

“Who are you trying to kid here, Miss Jones? Are 
you qualified in traffic studies as well as being a lawyer? 
If these cookie-cutter communities are anything like that 
disaster down in Florida, anyone would expect the increase 
in traffic will be more than our current two-lane roads can 
safely handle. If my preliminary research is correct, these 
retirees your client tends to attract also want to operate 
their golf carts on a public thoroughfare.  A traffic study 
should include these non-licensed vehicles on county roads 
along with eighteen-wheel semis. One doesn’t need to be 
educated in traffic patterns to realize golf carts and semis 
loaded with livestock or slow-moving farm machinery 
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will not be a safe mix. Therefore, I order a traffic study 
concerning the projects that your client has in mind. And, 
counselor, this applies to any of his other companies because 
I understand he has plenty of them hiding in the shadows.”

Miss Jones, showing her unprofessional side rose at 
her table to address Judge Vivers.

“Your Honor, we were prepared to accept a settlement 
of our request for the zoning case, not an addition to the 
case.”

“What addition to the case are you referring to here? 
Miss Jones, are you seriously standing there accusing me 
of favoritism because I asked about a traffic study? No one 
builds anything of substance, be it a building or an entire 
community, without first submitting the results of a bona 
fide traffic study. In this traffic study, the financial plans of 
the developer must be public as well. We’ll have no surprises 
to the taxpayers when it comes to this proposed building 
program.”

Miss Jones, clearly out of her element, questioned 
Judge Vivers’s order.

“Financial plans, Your Honor?” she asked.
“Yes, Miss Jones. How will the plaintiff pay for this 

traffic study and any needed road upgrades or construction?”
“But, Your Honor, the roads… they belong to the 

county,” Miss Jones countered.
“That they do Miss Jones, and the plaintiff needs 

to realize county and or state tax dollars will not be used, 
or increased, solely to allow the plaintiff an opportunity to 
enrichen himself at the taxpayer’s expense.”

“Your Honor, this traffic study… it could jeopardize a 
building program which will bring much-needed tax revenue 
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into the area.”

“You may be right, Miss Jones. It may jeopardize 
these projects, but I will protect taxpayers’ against 
unplanned sprawl and unwanted tax increases. Yet, as 
I’ve learned from the fiasco in Florida, explain to me, Miss 
Jones, how county roads will handle this increase in traffic 
without modifications to existing roads.”

“Your Honor, I’m a lawyer with a Ph.D., not a traffic 
planner,” Miss Jones countered.

“For once, we agree on something, Miss Jones. And 
that is the reason I brought up the traffic study in the first 
place. So, here’s what I’m offering your client. I’ll give the 
plaintiff six-months to have a traffic study done. For this 
community only.”

“Six months, You Honor?”
“Do you need more time, Miss Jones?”
“No, Your Honor, six-months will be more than 

adequate,” she replied, realizing she would have to explain 
this to her client. And her boss back in New York City.

Judge Vivers turned to the court secretary, “We’re 
going to need a date, six-months from today.”

After checking the computer, the secretary told 
Judge Vivers she has a date, but the earliest one is almost 
seven-months instead of six.

“That will have to do because it’s the earliest 
available.

“Okay, Miss Jones, I will see you or someone from 
your law firm here on that date. Be sure to inform your 
client that I need to see the costs of any roadwork he will be 
requesting through the traffic study. He must also explain 
how he will finance these changes. Finally, inform your 
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client that county taxpayers are not going to carry the 
burden of his building projects.”

With that, the bailiff spoke, “All rise!”
I shook Bill’s hand in thanks, Jason did the same. 

While they did, Miss Jones was on the phone. Most likely 
reporting in to law firm, whoever was on the other side of 
the conversation must have read the riot act to her because 
I heard her give it right back.

“What do you expect me to do? No one warned me 
about any traffic study,” she said as she tossed the phone 
into her designer handbag. Then she walked over to where 
Jason, Uncle Ric, and I were standing.

“Any way you can cut me some slack?” she asked 
while looking at Uncle Ric. 

“No, people like my late brother-in-law need those 
handicapped spots so they can get in and out of the 
courthouse,” Uncle Ric said.

“Where else could I park in this Podunk place with 
such as small parking lot,” Miss Jones asked.

“Most folks who have an interest in some goings-on 
or need to appear to get here early. Everyone around these 
parts knows to get here early,” Uncle Ric said with that 
smirk of his on his face.

Miss Jones turned and walked away with nary a 
word to the rest of us. I asked Uncle Ric what the deal was 
with her and had to laugh when he told me.

“Guess I set her day off with a three-hundred-dollar 
parking ticket because the fancy attorney parked in the 
handicapped zone,” he said as we made our way out to the 
Podunk parking lot.
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Chapter Fifteen

Two men sat in a booth in the back of The Pub as the 
locals call it, even though the bar’s real name is Jimmie’s 
Place. The place was named The Pub a long time before 
Jimmie Edwards owned the business, and everyone drank 
there. They continued calling it The Pub after Jimmie bought 
it from its former owner. Jimmie doesn’t much care what 
anyone calls the place as long as they come in and drink 
peaceably. However, that doesn’t mean things are always on 
the up and up in The Pub. But it was quiet for the most part. 
Jimmie and his employees overlooked deals made for drugs 
or other small-time criminal ventures as long as people were 
peaceful. Jimmie and his wife, Maryanne, and the bouncers 
all wear Smith & Wesson 44 Magnum Revolvers to keep the 
peace. So far, no one has caused any problems that I know 
of, and I’ve been here since Jimmie and Maryanne bought 
the place some five years ago. I’m Zeke, everyone calls me 
Zeke even though my real name is Ezekiel. I clean up the 
place, including the booths and bathrooms. The bartenders 
are responsible for the bar area, which is fine for me cause 
I have a bit of a drinking problem and prefer staying clear 
of it if I can.

I noticed those guys huddled in the booth because I 
clean up the tables, and oddly enough, I was able to hear 
what they were talking about even while they acted so 
secretive. Guess they couldn’t hear me there at my station 
at the back of the bar. As rude as it sounds, I couldn’t help 
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listening to what they were talking about, despite that the 
guys aren’t ones to fool around with people listening to 
them. One guy I know, Jeff Bartell, he’s a local thug. The 
other guy, a home builder as I recall, I hear tell people call 
him Chester.

“Your brother busy these days?” Chester asked.
“Busy staying out of Oklahoma State Penitentiary is 

what he’s doing. He’s been out like nine-months now, and 
I swear he’s headed back in that general direction. Know 
what I mean?” Jeff said.

“Might tell him, next time you see him, I might have 
some good-paying work for him. If he’s interested, that is,” 
Chester said as he finished his drink.

“Yeah? Well, Johnny is always interested in making 
money. Especially good money.”

“Good, let him know when you see him. I gotta go meet 
with Jimmie about a couple of things, thanks for stopping 
by,” Chester said as he tossed a couple of twenty-dollar 
bills on the table before heading up front to see Jimmie. 
Jeff stayed behind to finish his drink. Meanwhile, I headed 
out back for a smoke break. This meeting is something my 
buddy Ric will want to hear about and quick. There’s times 
when I feel like a snitch, but Ric tells me that helping him 
is not snitching.

[DIVIDER]
When I married Jacob, I somehow knew he would 

be a success; unfortunately, success attracts moochers such 
as Chester, who always acts as if he’s the sole reason the 
company has been so successful, yet that isn’t the case at all. 
Without an influx of cash from Jacob, who acts as a silent 
partner for Chester’s sometimes knuckleheaded community 
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projects, Chester would still be resurfacing parking lots in 
Ohio if he hadn’t married into the Levine family. For the life 
of me, I never can understand what my sister-in-law saw 
in the man. The newest project of Chester’s is giving Jacob 
cause for concern because of the growing issues against 
this latest retirement community project. Jacob doesn’t like 
me listening in when my brother-in-law visits our home. 
I should say my ex-brother-in-law after my sister Stacie 
divorced him after dealing with his drinking problems. 
Jacob and Chester were out on the porch, but the small 
kitchen window was open, so I listened in while I pretended 
to work on dinner.

“What’s this all about, Chester?” Jacob asked, 
annoyed at being treated like an employee.

“Deadline for the traffic study is due in Judge Vivers 
chambers in two-weeks,” Chester said as he lit another 
cigarette. Something he knows annoys me and Jacob alike.

“Traffic study? You never once told me about any 
traffic study. How on earth are you financing a traffic study 
without my knowledge? Wait a minute…You haven’t started 
a traffic study, have you? And now you’re telling me this?” 
Jacob said, getting louder as he spoke.

“No, actually, I figured on getting everything rolling 
and glad-handing the governor into believing in me enough 
to force the project through for me. For us, I should say.”

“Now, what are we to do?” Jacob said, using a calmer 
voice.

“Remember, Jacob. You’re only the silent partner in 
these communities, so I suggest you stay silent and let me 
handle the rest.”
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After hearing Chester rebuke my husband, I made it 

a point to discuss this issue with Jacob as soon as Chester 
leaves.

[DIVIDER]
The bar is crowded and rowdy this evening for some 

reason, then I saw the presidential debate on the television 
and knew it would get even rowdier. Speaking of criminals, 
I see another meeting of the criminal minds taking place. 
In reality, they’re nothing more than minor league thugs. I 
cleared the table on the other side of the room. Funny how 
these people can be so self-absorbed that they don’t even 
notice I’m in the room. Even so, there’s an advantage to be 
seen but ignored. A few days ago, I overheard the guy in 
the suit talking to Jeff Bartell about something my friend 
Ric would like to hear. I was right. Ric told me to keep 
an ear out and be safe and not get caught listening in on 
their conversations. He wanted their names but not just yet. 
Guess he wants to see what I could find out first. I did some 
extra cleaning on one booth so I could stay within earshot of 
them. There’s the suit guy, Jimmie says he builds houses or 
something like that. And then we have Jeff Bartell and his 
criminal brother, Johnny Bartell. Course Jeff is a criminal 
too but never served any hard time as his brother did, on 
several occasions.

“So, these two guys, tell me about them,” Johnny 
Bartell said as he ordered another round of beers for the 
three of them.

“Easy enough, one of them is my partner, Jacob, and 
the other is the idiot judge holding up my current project. 
I’ll get you their contact information later,” Chester said.
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“Judge? Did you say judge as in retired judge or 

what?” Johnny asked.
“Yes, I said judge and no, he is not retired. Is that 

going to be a problem for you?” Chester asked.
“No problem at all for me, but an expensive problem 

for you,” Johnny said draining his glass. Johnny sure can 
put away the booze, especially 

“The cost means little to me when you consider the 
millions this judge is standing in the way. I have signed 
contracts from companies ready to build here locally, and 
this judge is worried about what might happen to the traffic. 
Of course, there might be a little more traffic, but the area 
roads can handle it,” Chester said.

“So, what’s with the partner?” Johnny Bartell asked 
while signaling the waitress for another round of beers.

“Part of the company’s financial base is his money, 
and he’s only a silent partner. Nothing more. Lately, he 
seems to dislike remaining silent when it comes to the day-
to-day operations of the business. Guy has no clue what it 
takes to build an entire community from scratch.”

“So, you’re telling me you want your silent partner, 
quiet. And this judge also?” Johnny asked.

“That’s the idea,” Chester said, lighting another 
cigarette.

“You want to dicker on prices, or what?” Johnny 
asked.

“What I want is the jobs handled quietly. I’ll deposit 
twenty-five percent of the amount to whatever bank account 
you wish. All you need to do is give me an account number 
to replace it. Upon completing both, I’ll wire the remaining 
seventy-five percent,” Chester said finishing off his beer.
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“How much will you be sending? We got expenses 

and all that. You mentioned twenty-five percent, but I 
dunno how much that is,” Johnny said.

“I think I know you pretty well, Johnny. So I figure 
twenty-five percent is going to round out to be twenty-five 
thousand dollars. Am I right?” Chester asked, grinning at 
the two criminals seated across from him.

“I must say, you hit bull’s eye dead center,” Johnny 
said.

The three of them shook hands, after which the 
Bartell brothers left via the front door while Chester 
went out the back. He glared at me as he walked by me; 
hopefully, he didn’t know I was listening to them. Now I 
gotta figure how to let Ric know without anyone else finding 
out. Snitches don’t live long in these parts.

[DIVIDER]
After finding the car I was watching for, I turned on 

my lights and blipped the siren, letting him know he needed 
to pull over. When he found a spot where he could get off 
the road, he stopped, and I caught the reverse lights coming 
on briefly, so I know the vehicle is in Park. Before I got out, 
I grabbed my ticket book and pulled the safety strap free 
on my firearm. It pays to be prepared when you’re in some 
of these neighborhoods. Every cop knows there’s no such 
thing as a routine traffic stop.

“License and registration,” I said as I glanced into 
the vehicle, noticing some people gathering on the sidewalk 
with their cell phones out, videoing the traffic stop.

“What did I do?” the driver asked.
“License and registration.”
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“Yes sir, he pulled his wallet out and handed me 

his license. While I checked his license, he searched in the 
raggedy car’s glove box for the registration and insurance 
papers. He gave them to me, and I told him why I stopped 
him.

“Mister, your driver side brake light is out. That and 
your license plate is hanging on by one bolt.”

“No way, again?” the driver asked, acting as if it 
happens a lot.

“Step out and see for yourself,” I said for the benefit 
of those on the sidewalk with their cellphones aimed in my 
direction, videoing everything I do.

He got out of the car, and we walked around the back 
of the vehicle, pretending to examine the faulty brake light. 
The people on the sidewalk don’t realize someone needs to 
be pressing on the brake pedal for the brake lights to come 
on. Without passengers Zeke and I weren’t accomplishing 
anything. Except for fooling the people standing on the 
sidewalk making videos of the traffic stop.

“What’s the scoop, Zeke?” I asked quietly.
“I understand the elder Bartell boy has a new job,” 

Zeke said.
“Yeah? Good for him,” I said.
“Some guy that builds houses, Chester, or something 

like that. The one target is the builder guy’s partner. Silent. 
Silent partner, whatever the heck that is. The other target 
is some judge, local judge to my recollection,” Zeke said as 
he pretended at trying to get the faulty brake light working.

“Do tell, got any names?” I asked as I handed him 
the ticket book to sign.
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“Yeah, I’ll write them on the ticket,” he whispered, 

“people around here might could read my lips.”
When he handed me the ticket book back, I had to 

conceal my surprise. The Jacob fellow is somehow associated 
with the housebuilder giving Melanie and others a hard 
time over zoning issues. And the judge’s name is none other 
than my Uncle Judge Vivers.

Zeke walked up to his driver’s door and got in. 
Meanwhile, I turned my attention to the people still standing 
on the sidewalk with their cell phones aimed at me.

“You folks have a great day!” I said, waving to the 
camera operators.
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Chapter Sixteen

When I saw the name on the caller id, I felt a 
kaleidoscope of butterflies take flight in my stomach, I felt 
more nervous than my wedding day and the birth of Walela 
put together. Ever since this Left Coast Cryogenics issue 
came on the scene here, I’ve been torn between joy and 
apprehension over it. Out of all the people involved in this 
process, I am the one to turn into a stick-in-the-mud. Me, 
the veterinarian, a Doctor of Veterinary Medicine. A college 
graduate with high honors. I’m the one dragging my feet 
over the procedure for reasons unknown even to me. During 
dinner last night, Jason laughed at me after I told him I felt 
like Baron Von Frankenstein, creating life. On the fourth 
ring, I answered my phone.

“Melanie?”
“Yes,” I replied in my little-girl voice.
“You okay?” Christina, the woman who originally 

owned Chuckie, asked.
“Well…”
“I was going to let the phone ring until you gave in 

and answered it. Look, we’ve discussed this at least a half-
dozen times. I sent you the documentation along with some 
videos of our work with canine sperm cryopreservation. If 
anyone should be pumped up with this, it should be you 
with all your training and canine experience.”

“Jason says the same thing. I want to do this if there’s 
the slight possibility of seeing one of Chuckie’s offspring.”
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“Theoretically, there will more than one offspring 

because those we’ve already done have produced litters of 
average size.”

“Yes, well, to be honest, I’m sort of hoping for that 
one special one. Kind of like Chuckie was.”

“I understand Melanie, let me put it to you this way: 
if we don’t get started, you’ll never see any of Chuckie’s 
offspring, much less the special one you’re hoping for, so 
we sort of have a deadline. Our dog is ready, so you need 
to call Kimberly and have her overnight the specimen to 
you so we can get the ball running.”

“I see your point, Christina,” I said, starting to feel 
silly for holding out so long.

“How about this? We’re attending a show not far 
from you, about a two-hour drive at the most. You call 
Kimberly, get her to overnight the specimen to you. We’ll 
bring the candidate dog along with our show entry, and we’ll 
do the procedure there at Bos Taurus Acres.”

“Okay, that will work. Yes, let’s do that,” I said, 
imagining a look of relief on Christina’s face.

“Right, I’m glad to hear it. There’s one stipulation 
I want to mention before all this takes place. If you’re like 
me, I don’t like surprises,” Christina said.

“Which is?” I asked.
“As providers of the candidate, we get first pick of 

the males of the litter. This choice of ours will allow us to 
extend the original bloodline, of which Chuckie was the only 
survivor of the stolen litter. Of course, there were others in 
Chuckie’s litter, but they’re gone forever. Along with them 
went all of the work my husband and I put into perfecting 
this bloodline of American Pit Bull Terriers.”



129A Pit Bull’s Life - Chuckie’s Future
“Okay, when do you want to get started?” I asked, 

finally getting excited about the whole process.
“Friday, this coming Friday,” Christina replied.
“So soon? That’s only three days away,” I said.
“We need to be at the show all day Saturday and 

possibly Sunday as well if we do well in our presentation.”
“Yeah, you’re right. Okay, Friday it is then,” I said.

[DIVIDER]
The phrase where did the time go came to mind 

when I got out of bed this morning. Janice was on vacation 
this week, so I was on my own because Jason was flying 
some clients of his to the Texas panhandle. Elvis lay on his 
back in the living room, awaiting his morning belly rub. It’s 
Friday morning, not just any Friday morning. It’s D-Day. 
Christina and her husband are coming to Bos Taurus Acres 
with their dog to perform this insemination procedure with 
me doing the hands-on work. We’re going to do this thing 
finally. Well, I am the one doing it with them standing by 
to coach me along. I finally realized that I need to know 
how to do this procedure if I’m going to be raising pit bulls.

It has a particular bit of creepiness when you 
consider the specimen came from a dog dead many years 
now. The delivery made me realize it when FedEx dropped 
off the specimen last night. It’s out in our freezer, along with 
Jason’s deer, our beef, chicken, and even a few pounds of 
rabbit meat, which one of my clients gave me as payment 
for services rendered.

My phone lit up, with Christina’s picture appearing 
on the screen. I answered to give her directions to the farm 
and what to watch for because the road leading up to Bos 
Taurus Acres can be passed by if you don’t know where it 
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is. I went into the kitchen to fix some breakfast and realized 
I was still in my pajamas with company coming this way. I 
rushed back into the bedroom to get dressed, of all the times 
for Janice to be taking time off. I’ll need to talk with her 
about that. Because she’s been taking days off, disappearing 
from the house even when she is here. Something is up 
with her, but that will have to wait. After throwing on some 
comfy clothes and running a brush through my hair, I went 
into the kitchen. Elvis needed to be fed, so I put his dish 
out on the back porch with some food in it. I walked back 
into the kitchen and went to work on some toast and coffee. 
Nothing else, my nerves will be bad enough without a bunch 
of sugar or caffeine in my system.

Before I could finish my coffee, I heard someone 
coming up the road. I poured out the remaining coffee and 
tossed the last of the toast to Elvis.

[DIVIDER]
“So, this is all there is to this?” I asked of Christina 

and her husband.
“Yep, sorry to say it this way, but that’s what you’ve 

been dreading all this time,” Christina said.
“I thought it was going to be some long, drawn-out 

procedure,” I said.
“It’s only called a procedure because you doctor-types 

seem to prefer the term. I’m kidding, Melanie. We’ve always 
called it insemination ourselves.”

“I like that word; explains it better,” I said.
“Yep. Now, what we do next is putting the dog back 

into the crate and letting her rest. We’ll keep her away 
from any liquids at this time because we don’t want her 
urinating too soon.”
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“Well, I could show you around Bos Taurus Acres if 

you’d like to see it,” I said.
We spent a little over an hour in the barn. Christina 

wanted to touch each one of the dogs in the kennel. She 
truly does have a touch when it comes to calming anxious 
dogs. When it came time to leave, they loaded the dog into 
their motorhome, and off they went. Christina assured me 
I’d be the first to know if the insemination was successful. 
If it were, then I would receive daily medical updates on 
the female candidate’s progress.
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Chapter Seventeen

The crowd settled down as the unit leader standing 
in the front of the group began speaking. The group, rowdy 
as usual, was made up of a cross-reference of people who 
basically just hate America for a variety of reasons. The 
leaders of some anti-American movement sent some folks 
here into Oklahoma. Just another attack on the country, 
especially the rural and suburban areas. Their targets of 
late have been blockage of the roads, assault on vehicles, 
and harassment of the occupants. To my knowledge, no one 
realized I am an undercover agent for the United States 
Department of Homeland Security. My appearance, an 
African-American female, helps me blend in, even to the 
point where I’ve been allowed to attend a few of the so-called 
unit-leader meetings even though I’ve never been a leader.

“Alright people, listen up. We have a couple of vans 
that will take us up to US 62, where we’re going to set up. 
Now… Yes?”

“Out in the dark?” someone in the crowd hollered 
out.

“Are we skeert of the dark, little man? If you are then, 
don’t get in the van and be forewarned, you won’t get paid 
either. For those of you who aren’t afraid of the dark, the 
spot we chose is near some street lights, so there shouldn’t 
be any problems. Once we get a dozen or so vehicles tied-up, 
they’ll help protect us from any oncoming traffic.
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“Alright? Is everyone clear? Silence is golden. Find 

a van, and find a seat. We’ll join you once you’re in place. 
Be safe!”

Knowing they’d label me as a pushy female, I walked over to 
the unit leader standing off to the side of the main groups with three 
of his helpers. As I expected, everyone stopped talking once I got closer 
to them while they talked among themselves. The frown on the unit 
leader’s face let me know I wasn’t welcome at their little meeting. To 
be honest about it, I couldn’t care less about their meeting and kept 
walking toward them.

“What’s up, Debra Ann?” he asked, acting as if he cared.
“Maybe the others aren’t curious, but you know me, I’m 

wondering why we’re out here in the middle of nowhere. In the dark.”
“Because we were ordered to be here by the regional leaders,” 

he replied.
“Ordered?” I asked. I guess we must be some kind of foot 

soldiers for the leftists now.
“Look, Debra Ann, it seems to me that you refuse to accept 

the fact that this isn’t just road blockage. We’re here doing our part in 
the war to break the chains of capitalism from the country.”

“Chains of capitalism?” I thought. What’s next, a visit by Jane 
Fonda? Do any of these people realize that capitalists are who’s paying 
them to riot?

“Is that all?” he asked flippantly.
“My concerns are how we will get medical personnel on the 

scene if someone gets injured,” I said.
These white people talking ghetto to prove they’re antiracist is 

the joke of the year. Guess they think talking like a thug will make a 
hundred-thirty-pound male appear more aggressive.

“What? You a nurse now, Debra Ann? Huh? We out here 
because we half-way between the entrance and exit ramps. We got 
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them so’s they can’t turn around once we stop them. They’s a median 
over there, but most people won’t dare try it,” he said.

“So, you’re telling me we’re not only stopping people from 
traveling but holding them here against their will?” I asked, almost 
laughing at the white boy talking like a rapper.

“Bingo! You got it figured out now, so you can just go back to 
your group. We making plans that don’t include you, gal.”

As I walked away, I heard him complaining to his buddies 
about me.

“For the life of me, I don’t got no idea why these blacks keep 
showing up at our racial protests.”

As the saying goes, I’ve heard it all now. White people gathering 
to protest for blacks, yet they don’t want blacks involved in the process. 
They call the struggle for equality their racial protest. How charming 
is that?

We loaded up, and I managed to get stuck sitting 
on some fat, white guy’s lap. Guess that was a big thrill 
for him. As for me, these jeans get burned as soon as I 
get a chance. The area where we stopped was darker then 
I figured it to be. When we arrived, the traffic wasn’t all 
that heavy, so I wondered what kind of success we would 
have in blocking traffic other than annoying the drivers; I 
didn’t understand what it would accomplish. This area isn’t 
heavily populated, so I wonder whose brainy idea it was to 
pick this out of the way location. The fat guy and one other 
unloaded the plastic barrels out of the van, and it left us 
there, promising to be back in time. In time for what, I’m 
not so sure of, but I’m sure it isn’t something worthwhile. 
Looking behind us, I noticed we were sort of over the crest 
of a hump in the road. For lack of a better term, I’d call it a 
hill. A small hill, but out here in the dark and a high speed 
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limit as high as it could be a problem for vehicles trying to 
avoid us here in the middle of the road. Hopefully, the cars 
coming in this direction will see us before it’s too late. Given 
the time and our dark outfits, it may become a safety issue. 
I wormed my way over near the curb, so I wasn’t too far out 
in the traffic. I may be here to infiltrate these people, but 
I’m not laying my life on the line for them.

So now, they have the barrels set up, a few cars have 
veered around them. Some of them blowing their horns as 
they ran through our protest line. We soon had a chance to 
get a line of bodies across US 62 and waited. I didn’t catch 
the speed limit for this area, but the traffic on the other side 
was moving along at a good clip. After a few minutes, we 
managed to stop a couple of SUVs, and the protesters were 
heckling them. One of the women broke a window out of one 
of the vehicles causing the occupants to jump out, starting 
a fistfight. Through all that mayhem, I heard a noise, one 
I don’t remember ever hearing before. As I glanced behind 
me, I saw bright lights coming at us at a speed that scared 
me into a fast trot to safety. Others jeering at me must not 
have noticed the semi coming at us full-bore.

The lights of the big truck were the first thing I 
noticed of its approach. Mere seconds later, I heard the roar 
of the powerful engine as the truck topped the crest of the 
hill. The blinding lights lit up the line of protesters standing 
some eight to ten feet apart. I called out for them to break 
the line and run for safety. They either couldn’t hear me 
because of the approaching semi, or they were ignoring me.

“This is complete lunacy,” I thought to myself.
Before anyone else could react, the semi roared 

through our protest line, flinging bodies up in the air. People 
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screamed in horror as broken bodies flew high into the night 
air, only to land back on the pavement with a sickening 
thud. Those lucky enough to avoid being hit by the semi had 
droplets of blood on them. Only then did the line break and 
run for the side of the highway. Approaching cars slid as 
they tried to avoid the dark-clad protesters running across 
the highway in the dark. 

 It didn’t appear as if the semi driver applied his 
brakes until a hundred feet past the protest line. Bodies 
strewn on either side of the semi’s path lay lifeless in 
puddles of blood. There nearby, lay the body of the guy 
who asked about us coming out here in the dark. A police 
car with its lights and siren on came over the center median 
to secure the area. Once there, the officer called for backup. 
I looked down the road, and the semi sat stopped almost a 
quarter of a mile away. It seemed odd to me that the driver 
barreled through our line without so much as slowing down. 
Now he’s down out of the truck, walking this way, and I 
hope he isn’t armed. My fears were soon confirmed when 
some protesters ran toward him only to see a hand-gun in 
his hand. It’s going to blow my cover, but I have to stop this 
from escalating.

Before I could start running, I heard a familiar sound 
as a helicopter appeared overhead, its searchlight lit up the 
area right as the pilot addressed the crowd.

“Stand down, stand back. Stand down, stand back. 
Stand down, stand back. Driver, return to your rig and stay 
inside. You people, stand down. You are video recorded; 
those breaking lawful orders will be subject to arrest. Stand 
down, stand back. This is your last warning.”
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By that time, more LEO vehicles arrived, so the unit 

leader decided to do as the helo pilot ordered us to do and 
stand down. It made me feel good as I didn’t relish the idea 
of revealing myself to these Marxists. One gal who has sort 
of adopted me, guess I’m a surrogate mother of sorts, came 
up crying her eyes out. I told her to stay away from the 
bodies, but she just had to see them. I hugged her close and 
let her cry; after a minute or so, she stopped and spoke up.

“I’m not doing this road blocking anymore, too 
dangerous. Besides, there’s no one out here to see us: no 
camera crews, a waste of time. And a waste of life,” she 
said while looking at the ambulances and EMT’s parked 
near the carnage.

After that, she was fine and ran back to her friends 
and I… I went up to identify myself to the officer and get 
some information for my people. Luckily for me, I didn’t run 
into one of those John Wayne types out here in Oklahoma. 
I gave the officer my control number, and he threw me up 
against his cruiser, a normal reaction when LEOs encounter 
undercover DHS officers. I could see some of the protesters 
walking my way, but I waved them off.

“What’s the deal?” the officer asked as he placed 
handcuffs on my wrists.

“I’m about to reveal the heads of this group I’ve 
been working in while undercover. We’ve tried to gather 
intelligence on them and figured the only way to find out 
who’s in charge. Once we have that, we cut the head off the 
organization, and the rest will run off.”

“How are you doing so far?” he asked.
“Well, the guy driving the van that dropped us off is 

the main person for Oklahoma.”
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“For the whole state?” he asked.
“Yep, he’s been playing this ‘only a van driver’ 

routine, but I’ve recorded enough meetings to know he’s 
the leader of this movement in the state. DHS labs verified 
the man in the audio is that red-headed, Irish-looking guy 
over there. I’ve got to move tonight because I think he’s 
getting a bit too nosy for his own good.”

“I understand,” the cop said.
“What’s the deal with the semi? He ran these people 

over for no reason.”
“Well, because you aren’t familiar with cattle, he 

couldn’t have stopped without injuring, or killing, the cattle 
he has in the trailer. He told me he has some fifty head in 
there, so you can imagine what would have happened if he 
locked the brakes down. He might have killed more than 
just cattle if he laid the truck over. Get my point?”

“Never thought of that, all those cattle moving 
around after slamming in the brakes,” I said.

“Well, think of it this way, figure an average cow 
is worth eighteen-hundred bucks. Multiply that with, let’s 
say fifty head. That’s ninety-thousand lost because some 
jack-legs want to stand out on the roads during the night. 
When they heard him top that rise, when they saw all those 
light coming at them, they should have got out of the way. 
Simple as that. Well, turn around, and I’ll uncuff you. I’ll 
let you make up any story you want for those people. Sorry 
if I was too harsh with you, don’t want to be the one to blow 
your cover.”

“Thanks for that,” I said as I turned to walk away. 
He muttered something, and I responded by giving him the 
finger without bothering to turn around. Now to handle 
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these idiots and their questions, I’m sure they’ll have plenty 
for me.

[DIVIDER]
Our new unit leader decided it was time to shake 

up the Sunday Sooners, referring to those who attended 
church on Sunday. There’s one thing I’ve learned about 
this woman. Our newest unit manager hates America and 
Americans, regardless of race. This attitude puzzled me, 
seeing as how she was formerly an adjunct professor at 
Harvard. While I never approached the subject with her, no 
one seemed to know why she left such a cushy job to join up 
with the anti-American craze sweeping across the country. 
The plan was to go into houses of worship and disrupt them 
in the name of social justice. While I’m not a believer in 
any religion, I respect others’ rights to exercise their right 
to Freedom of Religion covered by the First Amendment. 
This idea should be interesting, to say the least, some of 
these church folks carry concealed weapons in church. This 
church we’re driving up to is in the predominately black 
area of town. Why we’re going to invade a black church in 
the name of social justice proves to me this group is hell-
bent on anarchy.

Someone must have checked out the church before 
our visit because we arrived right when they were doing 
their songs. The music could be heard outside the building 
as we got out of the van. I had to hide my embarrassment 
when we entered the church because the people inside 
didn’t know what was going on. We rang our bells, blew 
our whistles, tooted our air horns, and we pretty much 
embarrassed ourselves in front of the people we’re supposed 
to be marching and protesting for in the first place.
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Our unit leader commandeered the microphone from 

the man leading the choir and congregation. She shouted 
obscenities about the white man and how he was treating 
the African-American community. She shouted out names 
of people, blacks mostly, killed by police while committing 
crimes. And then she was done, he walked down off the 
carpeted stage as if she were an invited speaker. When she 
passed by us, we followed her out, making as much noise as 
we could. My skin color prevented anyone around me from 
seeing the total shame on my face at what we were doing.

Fifteen minutes later, we pounced on a white church 
where we didn’t surprise them so much. Someone must have 
been watching social media and saw our leadership bragging 
about attacking local churches. These folks were ready, they 
weren’t armed, but they were prepared. Fistfights broke out, 
someone punched me in the back of my head, and I wasn’t 
even fighting anyone. Seeing we were outnumbered, the 
unit leader ran out the door with us close behind.

“That went well,” our unit leader said, the co-leader 
agreeing, which proved to me how stupid these people really 
are.

“Folks, we’ve had a good morning. We had some 
resistance, but we got our message out. Next week, well, 
we’ll wait to see where they send us.”

As I was leaving the now closing meeting, someone 
came up to me, tapping me on the shoulder.

“You okay, Debra Ann?” she asked.
“Sure. Why do you ask?”
“I saw you get whacked pretty hard in the back of 

your head in that church. You feeling okay?”
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“Yeah, a little sore, but my mom always said I was 

hardheaded.”
“Don’t let on I told you, but that was the unit leader 

that nailed you. I don’t think it was a mistake either. These 
so-called leaders have been whispering among themselves. 
Several times I’ve heard your name come up, don’t know if 
it means anything but watch them.”

“Okay, gal, appreciate the heads up,” I said as I 
hugged her.

“I’m busted,” I thought, yet I’ve been around long 
enough to know it ain’t over till it’s over.

[DIVIDER]
“We made the local and regional news!” our unit 

leader proclaimed. I don’t recognize this man, so I pretended 
to take an incoming phone call but managed to take his 
picture to send on to my department head. These unit 
leaders come and go, but this man seems to have done 
this stuff a lot longer than the rest of us have. While he 
was running his mouth, I received a coded text we used if 
someone was watching over my shoulder.

“Momma is out of surgery when you coming by? 
Family asking. Dad,” Which meant the picture drew enough 
attention that my department head wants to meet with me.

“Everything okay?” one of the unit leader’s assistants 
asked with feigned sincerity.

“Yeah, uh, my momma had bypass surgery. Dad let 
me know, wants to know when I’m coming by,” I said to the 
man with an acne-scarred face. He may be a man, yet he 
looks more like a teenager to me. I never knew his name. 
Everyone calls him Scarface.
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“If you need to go, then take off, they won’t say 

anything.”
“I don’t know, my family and I don’t get along all that 

well. Especially after my kid brother saw me on Facebook 
a few months ago.”

“Oops,” he said. “Is your dad…?”
“An ogre? Yes, indeed,” I said, hiding the fact that 

both my parents died years ago. The department set me up 
with team members to act as my cover family.

“Even so, your mom,” the guy said. “Maybe after 
this trip in the morning, you can go visit. After all, it isn’t 
like these people own us just because they pay us to riot.”

“Protest,” I said, feigning a correction to his wording.
“You’re right. It looks like they’re ready to load up. 

See you there,” he said, trotting off to get his orders for the 
people under him.

“Dad, grandmother’s prayer shortly?” I asked which 
is code for them to track me via GPS because my cover is 
blown or close to being blown. The media portrays these so-
called protesters as a peaceful group, yet there’s never been 
a group of Marxists who I’d consider to be peaceful. While 
walking up to the van, I saw Scarface and the others looking 
at his phone. One of them looked up at me, so I diverted my 
eyes to another protester headed my way.

“You connected to her phone?” the unit leader asked.
“Yeah,” Scarface said. “I pretended like I gave a flip 

about her mother dying, told her she needed to go visit the 
old woman.”

“We’ll drag her in after today’s activities, something 
is niggling at me about this woman,” the unit leader said 
to the others.
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“She sent a text right after I left, I caught it but looks 

legit to me,” Scarface said.
“What was the text about?” one of the other unit 

leaders asked.
“Something to her father about her granny’s prayer 

or some nonsense like that,” Scarface said.
“Well, that sounds okay. There’s still something 

there, but we’ll handle that later today or in the morning. 
The boys have already picked a location for a grave if it 
comes down to that. Let’s gather them around for a briefing 
before we go.”

[DIVIDER]
If I had any doubts about these people being a 

group of knuckleheads, they went away during the pre-
event meeting. Instead of blocking streets or rummaging 
through local businesses, we’re on our way back to that black 
church we harassed a week or so ago. The simple-minded 
people in charge are answering a threat made online after 
someone posted a video of our previous excursion into the 
church. Words were exchanged online between the group of 
militia types and our group. Now we’re on our way back to 
something that isn’t going to turn out well, and I fear the 
poor church people will suffer the most.

The drivers of the vans parked, one across each of 
the driveway entrances leading me to believe the visit will 
not be a peaceful one. Glancing into the parking lot, I saw 
a non-descript, but familiar, vehicle and knew my GPS text 
went through. We went into the sanctuary a bit quieter 
this time than we did the previous visit. Dare I say our 
leadership is fearful? As we walked in, I could hear the 
pastor of the church addressing the congregation.
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“We will be Christians, Christ-like, loving one and 

all. Regardless of the color of their skin.”
By then, we were a third of the way down the aisle to 

the stage. There were faces in the congregation that avoided 
looking at me because I know them as co-workers.

“I would like for our white visitors, and those of you 
coming down the aisle, come forward and let us extend a 
hand of friendship to you.

When the white people down front stood up, we could 
see a sidearm on each of their belts. One of them walked 
up to the microphone to address us.

“You people are…”
“Trap!” Scarface yelled out.
People from the congregation stood and walked out 

into our path, blocking our exit. The white visitors walked 
up the aisle after us. By then, some of us made it out the 
door; someone nearly ran over me. Scarface went on the run 
the big sissy boy. Our group came to a halt when we got to 
the two vans blocking the driveways. Someone had slashed 
the tires on both vans. We were trapped.

Uniformed agents came pouring into the building 
from the parking lot, and the other DHS personnel exited 
the church. Fights started, punches flew, soon the pepper 
spray started, and I got hit with a healthy blast of it. Before 
I knew what was going on, two powerful men picked me 
up and carried me to an unmarked van and put me in the 
back. Someone’s hand went over my mouth. I struggled to 
no avail.”

“Quiet, let me take care of your eyes,” a woman’s 
voice said. “Keep your hands away from your face,” she said 
as she pulled my pepper spray soaked shirt over my head. 
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By then, we were moving, and the coolness of the AC felt 
good on my clammy skin.

“Toss this in the bag, hand me another,” the woman 
said. She patted my eyes with something to soothe the pain 
of the pepper spray.

“Sorry about that, ma’am,” a male’s voice said. 
“Wasn’t aiming at you, but you ran right into the stream.”

“That’s okay, and I’m glad to be out of that stuff.”
“Okay, I have the milk on it, but it’ll be best if you 

work on the oils from the spray. I don’t want to rub it 
anymore,” the woman said.

I heard a man’s voice come over someone’s comm 
unit. A voice I recognized as my supervisor’s.

“Did you get Debra Ann out safely?” he asked.
“Yes sir, she got hit with some pepper spray during 

the altercation at the church, but we have people working 
to relieve her discomfort.”

“Good deal, good indeed. When you get her settled, 
take her over, and gather her belongings. Put her on air 
transport and get her home to us. She’s been gone long 
enough.”

“Yes sir, we will handle that forthwith,” the unknown 
voice said into his comm unit.

“Hear that, Debra Ann? You’re going home,” he said, 
which meant a great deal to me. I’ve been undercover so 
long I feel as if I’ve lost my connections to my real life. It’s 
been well over a year now and I think it may be time for a 
change in my life.
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Chapter Eighteen

The deaths on the highway during another one of 
these road-blocking protests brought regional and national 
media attention to our area of Oklahoma. Of course, the 
media coverage, except for a few conservative ones, slanted 
their reports for the protesters. And against the actions of 
the semi driver. Few of these media sources, if any, had all 
the facts within their news reports. As with other instances 
across the country, they sensationalize their stories to bring 
in more supporters.

Some of the local businesses have enjoyed the influx 
of these news crews to a certain degree. The new customers, 
temporary ones at that, were welcome strictly because of the 
money they spent in the businesses. What wasn’t welcomed 
was their leftist comments about the local population. One 
local AM radio station, known for pushing the limits, is the 
only media outlet the driver of the cattle-hauling semi would 
communicate his side of the story with, and no one else. Of 
course, this enraged the thin-skinned out-of-town media 
people to no end because they felt as if the driver should 
only talk to network news outlets. I heard the driver’s 
comments because I listen to this AM station a lot when 
I’m out on duty.

I came on the air after the last song with an exclusive 
on the air interview with the driver of the semi who drove 
through the line of protesters out on US 62.
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“Okay folks, Eric here with an exclusive conversation 

with the man who drove the semi that fatal night when the 
out-of-town protesters blocked-off US 62 traffic. Now, this 
fellow is an acquaintance of mine, and I will leave it at that. 
For those of you who disagree with me, some FM stations 
will pander to your every need, so now is the time for you 
to change stations. Not me, this man has asked to remain 
anonymous for obvious reasons, and I will honor his wish. 
Okay, folks, call your friends and family. Maybe someone 
could alert some of the out-of-state people so they can hear 
this man’s explanation. Are you there, driver?”

“I am, let me pull over so I can talk without dealing 
with the traffic,” the driver said.

“I want to let you know that no one at this radio 
station will use your name even though I personally know 
you. Will that suit you?” I asked.

“It’s okay, Eric. I do appreciate you wanting to protect 
my identity, and that of my family as well. I do appreciate 
it. The only problem is that someone, most likely one of our 
out-of-town visitors, has already doxxed me.”

“Are you serious?” I asked while pulling up my 
Twitter account on my phone.

“Yes, I am. My wife found it after one of her co-
workers called her up to tell here about our phone numbers 
and home address being posted online,” the driver said.

“Sorry to hear that,” I said to the driver as I read 
the reporter’s reasoning on Twitter as to why he posted this 
man’s personal information online.

“Yeah, well, I’ve set up a PO box, so all our mail goes 
there now, all of our home deliveries will go there. The home 
phone number posted online is disconnected permanently. 



148 Floyd Larck
My wife and I both have new cell phones thanks to a private 
donor from out of state who saw our information posted on 
Twitter.”

“That’s what’s wrong with people using the Internet 
to further their insecurities,” I said while looking at the 
people spreading this man’s personal information among 
their followers online.

“Well, Eric, I have to say it takes some pretty stupid 
people to go out on a dark highway dressed in black clothing. 
They stand out in the middle of the dark road wearing their 
black clothing, trying to intimidate someone going down 
the road. Next, they decide to stand out on a three-lane 
highway, in the middle of a dark section of US 62, with 
their arms locked together as if that will stop a moving 
vehicle at highway speed. Let me remind your listeners, 
the speed limit is sixty-five out there, and most of us know 
the Oklahoma State Police will let you go seventy-miles 
per hour, seventy-five if the weather is good and traffic is 
moving well.

“Now let me also say this, Eric, for your listeners out 
there. Standing in front of a moving car, pickup, minivan, 
or SUV is one thing. It’s a death wish to me but listen to 
me. People need to realize that semis cannot be driven in 
the same manner as smaller vehicles are. Loaded semis 
are difficult to drive, especially  when the load is liquid or 
livestock, it’s twice as hard to control. These big rigs are 
nearly impossible to stop at these highways speeds.”

“Let me interrupt you a minute here,” I said. “My 
brother-in-law hauls milk in tankers from the dairy farms 
around here, and he’s told me about being pushed into an 
intersection because he failed to slow up enough. Liquids 
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slosh around inside those tanks, even with the baffles. Sorry 
to interrupt, but I wanted to validate what you’re trying to 
get across to our listeners.”

“He’s right, Eric. And this standing in the middle of 
these highways is one thing. Doing it in the dark wearing 
black clothing is an invitation to disaster. And… guess 
what? A disaster happened.”

“So driver, you gotta know this next question is 
coming, bear with me ‘cause I don’t want you to hang up 
on me.”

“Eric, I wouldn’t have called in if I didn’t trust you.”
“Thanks, driver, for that and the exclusive report by 

speaking live with me. Now, here it is: what about the First 
Amendment rights of these protesters?” I asked, wondering 
if he would hang up on me or stay with me.

“What about it, Eric?”
“Well, Americans are permitted to assemble freely. 

We enjoy free speech and the expression of our individual 
beliefs. All of that, and more, are covered by the First 
Amendment,” I said.

“Sure, and I agree with that to a point.”
“What would that point be, in your mind? Will you 

share it with our listeners?”
“Well, Eric, my attorney put my mind at ease 

when she explained this standing in the road nonsense. 
She said the fact that people want to protest, using their 
First Amendment rights, does not grant them carte blanch 
permissions to violate existing laws. It’s illegal to stand on 
the highway. Barring any vehicle problems, of course.”

“So driver, are you saying you have the right to 
do what went on the other night?” I asked this man, fully 
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expecting him to hang up in anger. But he didn’t, I know 
him well enough to ask these tough questions.

“Do I have the right to drive through an illegal line 
of protesters? My answer to that is one for your listeners. I 
have the responsibility to operate a motor vehicle, any motor 
vehicle, in such a way as to remain safe while avoiding 
accents with other vehicles on the highways regardless of the 
highway or the vehicle I’m driving – legally. Sudden stops 
with a semi almost always endanger not only the driver 
but those around the truck as well. It’s my responsibility to 
operate my vehicle, an eighty-thousand-pound semi-truck, 
in such a manner that others driving on the same road, 
legally I might add, are not affected by my driving. This 
means I have a few seconds to decide whether a person 
legally driving on the highway should suffer as I try to 
avoid people standing in the roadway, illegally. So, I say to 
you and those listening. I’m more concerned about others 
in their vehicles, people such as a mother and her children 
in an SUV or a father with his T-Ball team in a minivan 
than I am over a group of people standing illegally in the 
way of oncoming traffic.”

“So…” I said, interrupting the driver.
“Hold that thought, Eric, let me get this out over the 

air so no one can twist around my last statement. Picture 
these new statements in your mind, if you will. If I had 
locked down my brakes the other night, the load - remember 
that I haul livestock – would have shifted in a helter-skelter 
fashion. The probability of the cattle flung about in the 
trailer would have flipped the trailer and the tractor. Don’t 
believe all the junk you see in the movies. Now imagine 
the semi over on its side going toward this illegal line of 
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protesters at highway speed only on its side. Instead of the 
few who died and let me say this on the air – I am sorry 
for their deaths, but I wasn’t the cause of them. Instead of 
the number of people who died the other night, it would be 
fair to say the number of deaths would have double or even 
triple the number killed.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw movement at the 
oversize window to the studio. The director, my boss, is out 
there, pumping his fist in the air and grinning like an idiot. 
His hand signals tell me the lines are lighting up over this 
interview—nothing like an exclusive interview to get the 
blood moving. But I wasn’t done with the caller yet. No, I 
wanted to get as much mileage out of this interview that I 
could. Network news outlets be damned.

“I get that, driver. No, I’ve never witnessed one of 
these accidents where a semi flips on its side. I’ve seen 
videos of them online, never live.”

“Eric, once that semi goes over on its side, there’s 
no stopping it. Without having the tires on the ground, the 
brakes are useless. Metal on asphalt or concrete is similar 
to being on the ice. One other thing, a semi on its side, 
can no longer be steered away from other traffic. No way 
because, as with the brakes, without any tires on the road, 
the driver cannot steer it away from other people driving on 
the roads legally. Or the rioters who were illegally standing 
on the same road.”

“So, you made an instantaneous decision to drive 
through the line of protesters exercising their First 
Amendment rights?” I knew I could press this fellow a little 
bit without worrying about him hanging up on me.
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“Eric, this situation is a bit like standing in front 

of a criminal armed with a weapon. Let’s say it’s a loaded 
handgun. You have to make a split-second, life-changing 
decision. That decision is whether you should fire your 
firearm at the attacker, killing them. Or do you wait and 
wonder if you’re violating any of his constitutional rights, 
giving the attacker a chance to shoot, and possibly kill, your 
wife standing by your side.

“Listen, Eric, and I hope this is still going out live 
to your faithful listeners, law enforcement personnel go 
through the same process every time they encounter an 
armed assailant. Split-second decisions. In my case, people 
died. not because I drove through the illegally assembled 
group of rioters, but because they chose to break the existing 
laws of Oklahoma.”

“Well, I thank you, and our listeners thank you for 
calling in to our station. I salute you once more for allowing 
our humble little station the honor of airing your exclusive 
report. Now, it’s time to pay the bills, so we’ll take a few 
minutes for our commercial break. After the break, we’ll 
listen to some music until the next break.”

While the commercials were going out over the air, I 
kept talking to the driver. I wouldn’t say his name even in 
our studio because you never know when some snitch will 
sell information to other media outlets.

“Dude, that is weighing you down?” I asked.
“You kidding me? They asked for it, didn’t they?”
“Well, yeah, I guess they did. What does your boss 

have to say about it?”
“You mean after he learned I saved fifty-thousand 

dollars’ worth of his Black Angus beef? He gave me a grand 
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as a bonus, plus he has banned any media from the grounds 
of any of his farms. He’s behind me, bro.”

“Anyone else knows about that? It doesn’t seem like 
you’d want that to get out,” I said.

“Only you, my wife, and my boss.”
“No one at work?”
“Nope, all cash.”
“Heard that, see you this Sunday?” I asked.
“Oh, you bet, I’ll bet the fish are waiting on us.”
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Chapter Nineteen

The sheriff looked at me like I was less than human, 
typical for the moon crickets. This man is thinking of 
something for me to do to get me out of the mess with the 
drugs that his deputy put in my car that night they pulled 
me over. Having bumper stickers on the vehicle promoting 
the Cherokee Nation seems to draw some of these idiot cops. 
Here I sit waiting on moon eyes to make up his feeble mind 
about what to do with me. I sure wish Conway was still 
alive. He’d help me out of this mess. He’d be angry about 
my drug use, yet he’d always help me when I need it most.

“This is what you’re going to do,” the Sheriff said as 
he slid a paper across the table for me to read.

“And if I don’t?” I asked, glaring at his sunburned 
face.

“Well, Janice, your case has yet to be sent to the 
District Attorney’s office. I could expedite the process, get 
you charged quicker. Like, in the next hour or so, if you get 
my meaning.”

“And what do I get if I do it?” I asked.
“Stands to reason there won’t be much of a case 

against you without the drugs as evidence.”
“And we’ll be square?” I asked.
“That’s a fact,” he said. Now I have some serious 

thinking about what this white man is asking me to do.
[DIVIDER]
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Conway’s family has been good to me; Melanie treats 

me as a surrogate mother at times. That all goes out the 
window once I start this thing the Sheriff wants me to do. 
My mind tells me not to do this, but these drugs have their 
fangs deep into my spirit. This Sheriff won’t turn loose until 
I do as he says. Mel and that idiot husband of hers and 
Walela went to town, so I have the place to myself. I’ll 
take care of this business for the Sheriff, and no one will 
be the wiser. I hurried out the north pasture on the old 
four-wheeler they kept around and did as the Sheriff said 
to do. On my way back to the house, I called that cracker 
cop to tell him it’s done. He answered his phone with that 
phony southern-sounding voice. I’ve always wondered if he 
realizes Oklahoma isn’t a part of the south.

“It’s done,” I said.
“Good to hear. Rest assured that things are as I told 

you,” the Sheriff said.
When he hung up, I dialed 911 to report a stampede 

taking place at the Bos Taurus Acres, after which I took 
care of the baby’s laundry before they got home.

[DIVIDER]
Jason, Walela, and I were on our way home when 

Uncle Ric called my phone.
“Hey,” I said.
“Where are you guys at the moment?” Uncle Ric 

asked.
“About thirty to forty-five from home,” I replied.
“While I was coming back from a call, I heard the 

Sheriff on the radio acting as dispatch. He sent some officers 
out to Bos Taurus Acres code three.”
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“What?” I asked, looking at Jason.
“Someone out your way reported a herd on the loose, 

another caller reported a stampede,” Uncle Ric said.
“Our herd?” I asked in disbelief.
“Sounds like it to me,” Uncle Ric said.
“How on earth could that happen?” I asked.
“Don’t know just yet. Mel, the police are going 

heavily armed because the neighbors are freaking out over 
the phone. I’ll call you if I get there before you do,” Uncle 
Ric said.

“What’s the deal?” Jason asked.
“Part of the herd is loose,” I said.
“What the hell? No way that herd got through the 

fence lines.”
“I don’t know. Uncle Ric said the Sheriff sent armed 

officers out to Bos Taurus Acres because the neighbors are 
supposedly freaking out.”

Jason floored the Cadillac CTS, and its powerful 
engine roared ahead. In no time, the three of us were home, 
Janice was standing out on the back porch waving us toward 
the north pasture. Jason took the Cadillac out through the 
rough road and pastureland; we made it faster than ever. 

Too late… I could see we were too late. As we got 
out of the car, officers were walking back to their cruisers, 
their rifles slung over their shoulders; their work is done 
for the day. On the other side of the fence, I saw at least a 
dozen or more of our herd lying dead on the ground by the 
fence. It struck me odd to see that fence lying on the ground 
on this side. If the cattle would have breached it, then the 
fence should have fallen in the other direction.
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Jason found the officer in charge and demanded to 

know what was going on. One of the guys said the order 
from the Sheriff was to protect the area from the stampeding 
cattle. The officers were told to kill the animals before they 
injured someone or destroyed their property. While Jason 
argued with the cops, I walked out among the dead cattle. 
Some of which had been shot point-blank in the head. It 
seems to me the neighbors were freaking out over cattle that 
had barely left the fenced pastureland. How out of control 
could the cattle be if the officers could walk up to them and 
shoot them point-blank in the head?

When I got to the end of the area where the dead animals lay, I 
looked around to see which of our neighbors might have been the ones 
freaking out over the cattle. Try as I may, I couldn’t see how because 
the cattle died on our property. One section of the fence was down, yet 
none of the cattle were ever near the neighbor’s properties. Dad set up 
a fifty-foot buffer zone around Bos Taurus Acres from the fence lines. 
He did it this way to work on our fences without anyone giving him 
grief over being on their property. I’m no detective, but it appears as 
if the fence was cut from this side because it’s all lying on the inside. 
If the cattle would have broken free, then the fencing material should 
be out in the buffer area.

I needed to get something done with these animals 
before they spoil. There’s too much good beef lying on the 
ground to let it go to waste. Over on the other side of the 
fence, I could see Jason on his phone. At that point, the 
police were all gone. I pulled out my phone to call one of 
Dad’s lifelong friends in the Cherokee Nation.

“Osiyo, brother,” I said.
“Osiyo, little sister,” the man replied.

 [DIVIDER]
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Within an hour or so, dozens of Cherokee men were 

out on the north pasture, working to salvage as much of 
the beef as possible from the dead cattle. The meat would 
be welcomed in the Nation, and I felt that giving them the 
meat was the least I could do to say thanks for all their hard 
work. Several of them drove trucks back there, ice trucks, 
and several box trucks to haul the beef away. Even a dump 
truck came in to carry away the remainder of the carcasses 
once they completed the butchering.

As for me, I was beyond angry over the killing of 
the cattle. My anger was directed at the Sheriff who took 
it upon himself to order his men to execute the cattle. Most 
of my anger was reserved for the person who cut the fence 
back there allowing the cattle out. Had the Sheriff contacted 
us, we would have taken care of the problem, thus avoiding 
this bloodshed and losing three pregnant cows. I was back 
at the house, out on the back porch, sulking over the day’s 
events, barely missing the fact that Janice wasn’t anywhere 
to be seen. She must have left for the day while I was out 
on the north pasture; it isn’t like her to let us know she’s 
leaving. My phone beeped, I answered it after seeing it was 
Uncle Ric.

“So tell me, what happened out your way?” he asked.
“Eighteen dead including three that were in-calf 

cows, so that brings the total to twenty-one dead cows. I 
called some of Dad’s friends to come over to get the meat for 
our people. They’ve been out there trying to save as much 
of it as possible before it begins to spoil. Jason is out there 
as well. I never realized he’s such a good butcher.”

“How will it keep in this weather?” Uncle Ric asked.
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“They have an ice truck and a couple of box trucks 

back there, and another truck went back about fifteen 
minutes ago that has a reefer unit on it.”

“What happened? From what I heard, there was 
nearly a stampede.”

“I’m going to challenge that. The next time you’re out 
here, you’ll see all the dried blood and activities took place 
in the buffer area around Bos Taurus Acres.”

“Unbelievable,” Uncle Ric said.
“You say someone called into the sheriff’s office to 

report this so-called stampede?”
“Yeah, the Sheriff took the call himself, that alone 

is odd,” Uncle Ric said.
“So now the Sheriff is handling the phones and 

running dispatch?” I asked, growing ever more suspicious 
of this whole situation.

“Yeah, I’ll work on that from this end. When I heard 
the Sheriff making the broadcast, I wondered what was 
going on at the station that he would be on the dispatch 
desk.”

“Say…”
“I know what you’re thinking, Mel. Let me get there 

and nose around. I’ll call you when I find something.”
I sat there, fuming. Elvis sensed something was 

wrong, so he came over and leaned his muscular body 
against my leg. The dam broke, and I sobbed like a baby. 
Thankfully Walela was napping, and no one else was around 
to see me acting like a schoolgirl. I sat down on the floor so 
I could hug Elvis close. He knew something is wrong. All 
dogs can sense when something is wrong in a human’s life. 
Pit bulls take it a step further by reacting to it. We sat on 
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the floor for a good fifteen minutes when my phone beeped. 
I stood up, wiping my tear-stained face with my sleeve.

“Hello.”
“Mel, I got a copy of the audio file from the 911 

dispatch, and I have to say… you’re not going to be happy,” 
Uncle Ric said.

“Why? Who is it?”
“There’s no concrete proof yet the audio sounds and 

awful lot like Janice.”
“Janice? Why on earth?” I asked, incredulous at the 

thought of her doing something like calling in a stampede. 
Then again, maybe it wasn’t a stampede at all.

“Didn’t she have some drug-related issue a while 
back?” Uncle Ric asked.

“Yes she did, I went into town and bailed her out. 
Oddly enough, she hasn’t gone to court about it yet.”

“Yeah, how odd is that she hasn’t gone to court and 
the Sheriff made the call out on the radio to your place.”

“You don’t think Janice did all this?” I asked.
“I do, don’t know what her motive might be, yet the 

Sheriff being on dispatch desk is most puzzling to me.” 
Uncle Ric said.

“Didahihi,” I spat out in anger.
“What was that?” Uncle Ric asked.
“Murderer,” I said.
There I sat with Elvis at my feet,  I fumed over the 

idea that Janice would be involved in something like this. 
I couldn’t fathom why she would do this to me, to Momma 
and Dad, one her blood kin. Curious about something I saw 
when I came back from the north pasture, I checked it out. 
The four-wheeler we use to get around is parked up near the 
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porch. We never park any equipment near the house to keep 
the children, Walela, and those who visit, from climbing up 
on them. Everything, except for our cars and pickup, is kept 
over in the pole barn.

I walked down the stairs to check out the four-
wheeler, Elvis, right behind me. More proof Janice used 
it because she always leaves the key on which drains the 
battery. Dad was always getting on her case about it. She 
must have used it to cut the fencing there at the north 
pasture. All I could do was stand there at the four-wheeler, 
imagining our friend and family member riding out to the 
pasture to do this shameful deed. My eyes remained fixed 
in the direction of the north pasture as I tried making sense 
of it all. My phone beeped, another friend of Dad’s calling 
me who works for the Cherokee Nation Marshal Service.

“Osiyo, my brother,” I said.
“Osiyo, little sister. Your voice sounds troubled,” he 

said.
“You have heard of the deaths on my farm,” I said. 

News travels fast in these parts; lousy news travels quicker.
“I have, and it wounds my heart to know that your 

father’s work has been treated like this. It doesn’t take a 
shaman to realize The Creator is also unhappy with the 
murder of your beasts.”

“Truth,” I said to the man.
“Unfortunately, for us both, I have the responsibility 

of bringing you even more bad news,” he said.
“What is it, brother?” I asked, knowing his wife is 

having health problems related to her heavy smoking habits.
“Our sister, Janice. One of my officers found her in 

her car out in a remote section of the Nation.”



162 Floyd Larck
“Is she okay? What on earth was she doing out 

there?” I asked.
“No, little sister. Our sister, Janice, has crossed 

over.”
“What happened, a car crash, or what?” I asked, 

almost forgetting Janice is the leading suspect in this 
stampede business.

“Ah, little sister. The white man’s poison was still 
in the needle in her arm. We will send her body in to have 
an autopsy performed to discover the exact cause of death. 
Being the needle was nearly full, it could be she forgot to 
purge the air out of the syringe before sticking the needle 
in her arm.”

“She will be missed; she was family to us. To my 
parents,” I said openly, weeping over a woman who helped 
raised me even if she did turn on us at the end.

“Yes, her shadow at our gatherings will be no 
more, yet she will face The Creator for what she did to 
the Oconostota family. To the beasts who were needlessly 
slaughtered by the white sheriff. To her tribe and the Nation 
as well. And for what she did to her own body with these 
drugs.”

“You knew of our cattle?” I asked, rubbing a dish 
towel across my eyes.

“Yes, you know how fast word travels across our 
land. Besides that, our sister left a note in the car, admitting 
what she did. Janice named the Sheriff of your county as the 
one who put her up to the deed in return for the destruction 
of the evidence regarding her latest arrest. She was forced 
to do this deed by this white sheriff,” he said.
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“I see, thank you for the call, my brother,” I said as 

I began weeping again. What Janice did was cruel, yet she 
was family.

“Little sister, I will send a shaman out to purify the 
area where your beasts were murdered,” he said.

“Your kindness is accepted, my brother,” I said as 
he hung up.
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Chapter Twenty

A bit of time slipped by since I filed my complaints 
against Doctor Durkee, I’d almost given up on this figuring 
my being a new doctor, and a woman might sway the board 
against me. If that’s the case, then lord help me if they find 
out I’m biracial. But, I had a not-so-pleasant surprise last 
week when our mail carrier dropped off Certified Mail from 
the Oklahoma Veterinary Board. My face must have given 
away the content of the letter because Jason chimed in on it.

“Are they asking you to return your doctor license?” 
he asked, trying to be a comedian.

“No, but they are questioning the validity of my 
marriage license,” I said with as straight a face as I could 
manage.

“Touché,” Jason said.
“No, actually they acknowledge my complaints and, 

believe it or not, they want me to meet with them. And 
it looks like the board won’t be acting like a good-old-boy 
gathering after all.”

“I guess that Oklahoma Veterinary Board 
Investigator they sent out here to interview you believed 
you,” Jason said.

“Some people recognize the truth when they hear it,” 
I said as I pretended to punch him in the arm.

[DIVIDER]
After Jason parked, we had the unfortunate karma 

to park a few cars away from Doctor Durkee’s god-awful 
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pickup truck with tires on it that could float the truck away 
if we ever have a flood in these parts. And his appearance, 
I’m dressed in business casual while he looks like Ned 
Beatty playing that sweaty, overweight sheriff’s role in 
White Lightning or whatever that movie was that Burt 
Reynolds starred years ago that Jason likes to watch. Of 
course, he had to come over to where we were waiting to 
go inside. I swear you can smell the man before he gets to 
where you’re standing.

“Well, missy, you ready to go inside and apologize?” 
Doctor Durkee said, by then, I’m hoping he doesn’t breathe 
in my direction.

“Why on earth would I ever apologize to you?” I 
asked, trying to ignore the missy comment.

“You’re about to see why. You’ll see I have a lot of 
pull with the Board, I’ve been around, Missy.”

“Right, well, Doctor Durkee, they’re coming in the 
room now, and you just might find out this isn’t the good-
old-boy club you think it is,” I said as I walked inside with 
Jason at my side.

Just as we sat down, the Board filed into the media 
room. One by one, assuming their positions at the tables 
marked with their roles in the Board. Each position has 
a tablet computer and writing tablets along with their 
nameplates. The President, Ralph, sat at the end of the 
line of tables, followed by the Vice President, David, the 
Secretary-Treasurer, Omar, and three others who are 
considered members of the board. Their names are Amy 
Lynn, Andy, and Latrecia. The room isn’t all that big 
because its primary purpose is for Board meetings. Now 
and then, the place is pressed into service when someone 
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files a formal complaint against anyone. After preliminary 
introductions and explanation of the complaint process, they 
began the proceedings.

“Doctor Durkee, have you had a chance to read the 
complaint formally filed against you?” Omar asked.

“Yes, I have read these made-up complaints from 
this child and …”

“Doctor Durkee,” David said. “Will we be starting 
this meeting off on the wrong foot?”

After seeing the look on the VP’s face, I soon realized 
Doctor Durkee didn’t have as many friends on the Board 
as he initially thought.

“What’s the problem?” Doctor Durkee demanded.
“What arrogance!” I thought. David looked at Ralph 

before answering Doctor Durkee.
“Name-calling is something a two-year-old does, 

not a licensed professional such as you are supposed to 
be. We aren’t the good-old-boys you think we are. Yes, I 
was outside having a cigarette when I heard you degrading 
Doctor Williamson.

“Sorry, your honor,” Doctor Durkee said, making yet 
another mistake in front of the Board.

“Doctor Durkee, this is not a court of law, simply 
address us by name,” David said.

“Yes sir, and I have read the complaints filed against 
me,” Doctor Durkee said with a softer tone to his voice.

“Good. So, let’s hear from the complainant, Doctor 
Williamson first, and then we’ll hear from you, Doctor 
Durkee,” Ralph said.

“My first encounter with Doctor Durkee occurred a 
short time after I established my practice, located on my 
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cattle farm. A resident called late one afternoon to ask if I 
would look at her dog after a coyote attacked it on her front 
porch. Of course, I agreed to take a look at the animal for 
her. When she arrived, I quickly saw the serious wounds the 
dog suffered from the attack. My facility, under construction 
at the time, was without power, so my hands were tied. To 
help the owner, I suggested we contact a local vet to look 
at the dog’s wounds.”

“Excuse me, please,” a woman named Latrecia said. 
“This local vet you’re referring to, was this Doctor Durkee?”

“Yes, it was,” I replied. “I will be the first to admit 
we arrived at Doctor Durkee’s facility right at closing time. 
It then took me more than ten minutes to convince Doctor 
Durkee just to take a look at the dog. When he finally 
decided to do so, all he did was walk over to the vehicle. 
We walked over to where the dog was lying, he bent over 
to examine the dog; it was just a superficial examination. 
As he did his exam, I noticed the frown on his face. For the 
life of me, I couldn’t tell if he’d had a bad day or if he has 
some phobia about working with pit bulls. He appeared to 
be, to me, intentionally delaying as we carried the dog into 
his exam room. By the time the doctor put on the lights and 
some gloves, only to find the animal expired. The owner was 
understandably devastated.”

“Is this incident the only time you’ve interacted with 
Doctor Durkee at his place?” David asked.

“No, it wasn’t, although this next incident wasn’t 
a visit but a consultation call concerning another client of 
mine. It took place some months later.”

“Doctor Williamson, was your practice up and 
running at the time of the event?” Amy Lynn asked.
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“Yes, it was, the issue with this dog was the extent 

of damage done to the dog’s teeth by the attacker.”
“Attacker?” Ralph asked.
“Yes, in this case, a teenage boy entered the property 

illegally and attacked the dog which was chained to its 
kennel at the time. Using a baseball bat, the attacker did 
extensive damage to the dog’s mouth, teeth, and gums.”

“Was Doctor Durkee able to offer you any help with 
this animal?” President asked while looking right at Doctor 
Durkee.

“No, sir, the first thing Doctor Durkee asked me after 
I explained the minor work I did on the dog was about the 
animal’s breed?” I replied.

“Why is that of any importance?” Omar asked as he 
looked up from the pad he wrote on.

“Well, I have a good following with owners of the 
various pit bull breeds, and I think Doctor Durkee knows 
of that. They come to me because they know few, if any, 
vets in the area will administer any healthcare to the pit 
bull breeds.”

“I see. Do you care primarily for pit bulls?” Omar 
asked, writing on his pad.

“No, I work with any animal a client brings in or 
asks me to visit their place to look at their livestock. Being 
a cattle owner and a vet, I do a lot of work with cattle. 
Especially when they’re about to give birth,” I replied. I will 
admit, I began getting a bit apprehensive at the questions. 
Jason noticed it and squeezed my hand, one of those “it’ll 
be okay” squeezes.

“Okay, continue please,” Omar said, as he let the 
David read something on his pad.
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“When I told him the dog is a pit bull mixed, Doctor 

Durkee reminded me of his aversion to - quote: administering 
any sort of health care to any member of the pit bull breeds 
of dogs – unquote.

“After that comment, I asked Doctor Durkee if he 
could recommend another vet in the area. The final straw 
between Doctor Durkee and me was his reply centered upon 
my race.”

“Wait right there, Doctor Williamson,” Latrecia said. 
“What is it about your race that meets with Doctor Durkee’s 
disapproval? Explain your remark, if it doesn’t offend you.”

“Offend me? I am proud of my people, my mixture 
of races, and my family. My late father was a full-blooded 
Cherokee; my late mother was Caucasian, which makes 
me biracial. Some folks from either culture have problems 
with people of mixed blood,” I replied without saying 
anything about Latrecia’s race because she too is biracial. 
Her features are black, and yet her skin is creamy brown, 
so there are other races in her bloodline.

“The doctor, like a lot of people, uses a derogatory 
term when speaking to me. If he uses this term with others, 
I’m not aware of anyone, but he always uses it around me. 
The term he likes to use is you people that offends both my 
Cherokee and my Caucasian side equally. His statement to 
me was quote – “You people have some nerve. Okay, here’s 
what you can do. Grab a hypodermic, fill it with air, inject 
it into the animal’s bloodstream,” he said. – end quote. I 
realized this would kill the wounded animal and said as 
much to Doctor Durkee. I did not follow through with Doctor 
Durkee’s suggestion. I took the suffering animal back to my 
place, and a friend of mine introduced me to a man from 
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Texas that would fly the animal to a facility where it could 
be taken care of.”

“Is that everything?” Ralph asked.
“Yes, it is,” I replied before sitting down. When I did, 

I felt Jason’s hand in mine. He knew I was nervous talking 
to these people.

“Doctor Durkee, care to respond to these charges 
against you?” Andy, one of the members of the board, asked.

“Yes, as a matter of fact, I do. To begin with, I’ve 
been practicing veterinarian medicine longer than Doctor 
Williamson has been alive. With a record that speaks of 
my skills and experience compared to Doctor Williamson’s 
somewhat limited practical education in veterinarian 
medicine. And that’s a fact which has not come forward 
today. Regardless of her baseless allegations, I treat any 
animal brought into my clinic. My slip of the tongue was 
grossly taken out of context by a woman hypersensitive to 
her race and her limited skills in our field. These people 
come out of school only to tell those of us who have pioneered 
in the field. Now I…”

“Doctor Durkee, if I may interrupt you briefly,” Ralph 
said. “Please tell us about your feelings when it comes to 
pit bulls and their healthcare needs.

“Simple enough, pit bulls are killers. They were 
first bred to be killers and have been killing ever since. 
They maim children and kill the elderly who cannot fight 
them off. They will go out of their way to attack other dogs 
without provocation. Why a dog could be walking down the 
street, the owner has it on a leash, and a pit bull will jump 
over a chain-link fence and lock its jaws of death onto the 
unsuspecting dog, thus horrifying anyone nearby.”
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As one would expect, that struck a nerve with 

Latrecia, who spoke next.
“This opinion of yours concerning pit bulls, is it 

based on your experience as a licensed veterinarian? Or 
the rhetoric we’ve all read and seen on the Internet and 
news reports?”

“Life experiences mostly, every vet I’ve ever talked 
to about pit bull dogs…”

“Doctor Durkee, that didn’t address my questions. 
Have you ever, in your veterinarian career, tended to any 
healthcare needs of any dog from those of the various pit 
bull breeds? Or even a mixed breed? Any of them?”

“No ma’am. I’ll not expose my technicians to such a 
violent animal,” Doctor Durkee said emphatically.

Ralph was ready to close the discussion when he 
remembered another question was on their list.

“Okay, let’s, ah, oh Latrecia, you had a question?”
“Yes, I do. This question may sound unrelated to 

Doctor Williamson’s complaints, but I still think it needs to 
be addressed because it does involve a licensed veterinarian’s 
professional practices. Would you please explain to us the 
meaning of the term you people you have been accused of 
using while addressing another person in our field?”

“Well, to me, this is my way of addressing or referring 
to people of a different race without sounding racist,” Doctor 
Durkee replied.

“Explain yourself and your use of this racist view 
of a person’s heritage instead of their professional skills,” 
Latrecia said, growing visibly angry at the path this is 
taking.
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“Well, I don’t mean it to sound derogatory toward 

anyone. It’s just my way of referring to or speaking of folks 
of a different race,” Doctor Durkee said, thus putting his 
proverbial foot in his mouth about as far as it can go.

“So you will admit to dealing with, or refusing to 
deal with, Doctor Williamson in a manner which has been 
affected by your knowledge that she is biracial? Tell me, and 
the board, does the fact that she’s half-Cherokee and half-
Caucasian have any bearing on her knowledge of the field 
she serves? Keep in mind; she is a licensed veterinarian. 
Licensed, and I reviewed her college grade before this 
meeting, and I see she graduated in the top five percent 
of her class. Pretty impressive, if you ask me regardless of 
race, creed, or color,” Latrecia said as she sat back in her 
chair. To use some of Jason’s slang, she was pissed off.

Not content to have alienated most of the board 
members by now, Doctor Durkee didn’t have the common 
sense to shut up and sit there quietly. He had to open his 
mouth and insert his other foot.

“Well, no offense, but I’ve found, you know, 
minorities. You know, like blacks, redskins, and maybe 
some of the Spanish are thin-skinned. They get all hyper-
sensitive about not being white. It’s not their fault, yet they 
expect people like me to extend special privileges to them 
simply because they aren’t white.”

“I don’t honestly believe what just came out of your 
mouth,” Latrecia said.

Ralph sensing a race war was about to break out, 
brought the meeting back down to dealing with pit bulls.

“Tell us, Doctor Durkee, about this dog that expired 
there in your clinic. And, Doctor Durkee, let’s not get overly 
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concerned with its breed but its medical condition when 
Doctor Williamson brought the animal to your clinic.”

“Simple enough, ah, so it was closing time. Past 
closing time actually if you want to get right down to it. 
Anyway, Doctor Williamson came rolling up to the clinic 
like there was some kinda emergency right as I was locking 
the front door. Then she gets out of this pickup truck with 
another woman. A boy in the back was holding a dog there 
wrapped in a towel, a bloody towel at that. The dog was 
howling a lot; guess it was in pain somehow. This woman 
comes up to me and says she’s a vet and wants me to look at 
this bloodied up dog in a towel. My first impression was the 
animal was about to expire any minute, so I was thinking 
more along the line of them wanting me to euthanize the 
beast.’

“Your findings of the animal’s condition, were they 
based on an examination of it? Did the animal’s condition 
at the time of your examination cause you to consider 
euthanizing it? Or did you simply stand idly, by, as Doctor 
Williamson implied, as the animal suffered and expired 
there on your exam table?” Ralph asked, his face growing 
red in anger at Doctor Durkee.

“No, there was no time for an examination. You folks 
don’t understand. My wife had a dinner party we were to 
attend, and I was already later before this incident with 
missy here took place,” Doctor Durkee said, even Jason’s 
mouth nearly dropped at that little tidbit.

It was David’s turn at Doctor Durkee once he made 
those remarks about being late for dinner.

“So, let me wrap my head around this. You allowed 
an animal to die on your exam table over to a dinner party?”
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Ralph knew this whole meeting was about to explode. 

These people are professionals, and yet they probably have 
never heard anything come before the board like this before.

“Okay, we’ve heard what we needed to hear. Would 
you folks step out into the hall while The Board discusses 
Doctor Williamson’s complaints against Doctor Durkee. 
Thank you.”

Once we were in the hallway, I made a beeline to the 
ladies’ room. The last thing I needed was for Doctor Durkee 
to goad me into an argument while The Board discusses 
this issue. It wasn’t five minutes later when the door to the 
ladies’ room opened; it was Latrecia.

“Doctor Williamson?” she asked.
“Yes?”
“We’re ready for you and Doctor Durkee. I think he 

has already made his way inside. Listen, I wanted to tell 
you we have a pit bull. My husband and I have had him for 
a year and a half now. Brindle in color, so we named him 
Tiger. That doesn’t have anything to do with this case, but 
I might be looking you up when it comes time to get him 
fixed,” she said, and out the door, she went.

When I went inside with Jason, Doctor Durkee sat 
there with a pleased-as-punch look on his face. The Board 
didn’t appear all that happy; the stern looks on their faces 
signaled bad news for one of us.

“Doctor Durkee, we have gone over these matters 
of Doctor Williamson’s two complaints. We’re sorry, but, 
based on her testimony and that of your own, we find her 
complaints troublesome. For you, that is. And this decision 
was affected a great deal by the words and mannerisms 
you displayed during this meeting. After our meeting was 
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over, a vote was taken, and it is a unanimous decision that 
we revoke all of your current licenses, certificates, and 
credentials for veterinarian medicine as well as euthanasia. 
Effective immediately, Latrecia will follow you to your clinic, 
where she will assume day-to-day operations. She will 
vacate animals under your care before returning narcotics 
to the distributor. Last, she will notify all current and past 
clients that your clinic is being closed by this Board.”

Doctor Durkee exploded at The Board. They never 
said a word. Once the red-faced idiot calmed down, Ralph 
explained why he lost today’s meeting.

“Doctor Durkee, listen, you know all too well this isn’t 
the first complaint we’ve had against you, your technicians, 
and your clinic as a whole. You and your people average 
ten complaints a year, and that is unacceptable on its own. 
The fact that Doctor Williamson is a fellow veterinarian 
made these claims not only shocking but unacceptable in 
the State of Oklahoma. Latrecia, will you follow him to the 
clinic and take charge?’

Doctor Durkee was, for once, speechless. I could tell 
anger was churning beneath that chubby face, but at least 
he knew to keep it under control. We walked outside in time 
to view Latrecia standing close to Doctor Durkee in the 
parking lot. Most likely giving him instructions before they 
left for his clinic. His former clinic now. I looked at Jason, 
letting him know I appreciated him being along with me.

“Well… I’m hungry,” Jason said.
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Chapter Twenty-One

Once again, Sheriff Wilson is unhappy with my 
work; he’s never been happy with me yet has no idea how 
to get rid of me. He’s tried pressuring me over my closed 
cases, switched my shifts around many times during the 
week. When I laid out the case I’ve worked up on Chester 
Abrams, he blew a gasket in front of everyone that morning. 
Realizing he made a fool of himself, he called me into his 
office to further brow-beat over this matter with Chester. 
Rumor has it around town that his wife put him out of their 
house over some deal with his assistant. I wondered where 
she has been for the past week, so I guess they must have 
been fooling around after hours or something of that nature.

“Ric, this is going to have a huge effect on your law 
enforcement career. Sorry to say it will be a negative effect 
because one simply does not turn on their boss. And I am 
your boss, understand? On top of that, this man you’re after 
has powerful friends in the governor’s office, including the 
governor so tread lightly.”

“I intend to take it easy, but I’m wondering why you 
appear to be taking his side,” I said.

“I’m not taking his side so much as I’m thankful to 
see him bring some economic relief to the area.”

“Economic relief? Paying someone in zoning to rezone 
long-established farms and ranches out of business is what 
you call economic relief. Give me a break,” I said.



177A Pit Bull’s Life - Chuckie’s Future
“Okay, Ric, let me put it this way, drop the idea of 

pursuing Chester or leave your badge and gun here on my 
desk,” Sheriff said with his feet up on the desk.

“Okay, Sheriff, I’ll do this under protest, but I will 
follow your lead,” I said while hiding the fact that nothing 
was going to prevent me from tossing away the long hours 
I’d put into this investigation.

“Good boy, close the door on your way out.”
[DIVIDER]

I sat in the shade of Chester’s screened porch drinking 
his expensive blended whiskey in an ice tea glass with him 
as I tryied to make my case with him about helping me with 
his political pull. Someone discovered the shenanigans my 
election team pulled by harvesting absentee ballots for my 
campaign against Ric, whatever his last name is, a local 
boy. I brought this campaign manager with me from up 
north, a sharp kid. The only problem is she failed to check 
to see if absentee ballot harvesting is legal in Oklahoma. I 
kept asking her if picking up ballots from voters to deliver 
to the polls was a good idea. She reminded me of how well 
it worked with getting me elected up north, so I let her run 
with it.

Imagine my displeasure when some guys in dark 
suits appeared at the door of my office some months after I’d 
been sworn in as Sheriff. My former campaign manager, now 
my assistant, was made a part of the meeting with the two 
men from the Oklahoma State Election Board. They made 
it abundantly clear that we violated the chain-of-custody 
law in Oklahoma, which says only voters can return ballots. 
They also mentioned that the ballots themselves had text 
printed on them stating ballot harvesting is illegal in any 
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election that county election boards may oversee. Before 
they left, they had my assistant put together a list of those 
who did the actual harvesting of the absentee ballots. It 
seems like we’re all in a world of crap over this, so I decided 
to visit Chester to see if I can get him to contact some of his 
political connections to help me get out of this mess.

“So, there’s nothing you can do to help me out?” I 
asked while pouring myself another glass of his fine whiskey.

“Well, I have to say this, the shindig you put together 
for that half-breed’s farm sure fell flat as a pancake. 
Wouldn’t you say?”

“The plan was good; the breed who works at the farm 
did as I told her. Is it my fault the cattle were too stupid to 
stampede over onto the neighbor’s property?” I asked, the 
whiskey turning sour in my mouth.

“Your plan, well, it wasn’t planned. Bos Taurus 
Acres, it’s past and present owners, has been a shining light 
in this area for decades. Your opponent is tight with these 
people, not to mention so is the Cherokee Nation. Now, it’s 
just a major pain in the neck because people are standing 
in my way. On top of that, they have this new PAC running 
on full steam that’s contacting all elected officials, putting 
everyone on notice who supports the expansion plans I’m 
trying to introduce to the area.”

“I thought you had pull with the governor?” I asked.
“We were working on it. Someone sent the governor’s 

office a copy of the radio show where that idiot reporter 
tossed me off the show. I’m pretty sure she sent the file 
because it contained the audio from our discussion after 
we were off the air.”
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“So, now the governor won’t meet with you?” I asked, 

kind of pleased that he’s getting the screws put to him like 
he’s doing to me.

“Meet with me? The governor’s press secretary told 
me that I’m persona non grata at the governor’s mansion 
and events he might attend. As one last slap in the face, 
this woman told me she sent out a check in the overnight 
mail returning any donations I made to the governor’s re-
election campaign.”

“Brutal. Say, do you have anyone else in your pocket 
that can help me out of the jam I’m in?” I asked, even though 
I knew he wasn’t going to lift a finger to help me now.

“This is a jam you put yourself in, am I right?” he 
asked.

“I had to do something, that Schwarzenegger 
wannabe Ric was killing me in the polls. It’s bad enough he’s 
a local boy but has plenty of connections with the Cherokee.”

“Even so, you played games with voters, and they 
went to the governor over it. Once the governor got into it, 
your goose was cooked. You being a Democrat didn’t help; 
that’s probably what got people talking about the ballots. I 
hate saying it, but your association with me hasn’t helped 
your cause.”

“So, you’re hanging me out to dry?” I asked, growing 
angrier minute by minute.

“No, my friend, I’m looking out for number one: me. 
I gotta go meet some guys, let yourself out after you finish 
your drink,” he said, walking away from me as if I’m his 
hired hand.

[DIVIDER]
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On my way back to the office, my assistant called me 

to say those men from the Oklahoma State Election Board 
were back and demanding to see me. After I hung up, I 
was tempted to turn around and drive until I was out of 
this state, back to one where I’m welcome. I didn’t though; 
I planned to throw myself on the mercy of these agents 
to see if something can be worked out. When I parked in 
my parking place, I swallowed a capful of mouthwash to 
cover up the smell of the whiskey I’d drank earlier that 
afternoon. Then I walked in to face the music, stopping at 
my assistant’s desk, but she wasn’t there. Looking up, I 
saw her sitting in my office with the men from the Election 
Board.

“Gentlemen,” I said as I walked around to sit down 
in my chair.

“No need for you to take a seat. Due to the 
investigation into voting issues, you have been removed 
from office by writ from the governor’s office. You will 
lay down your weapon, police identification and all keys 
to county-owned vehicles, equipment, and facilities,” the 
smaller of the two men said. The other man, obviously ex-
NFL, was undoubtedly along for the intimidation factor.

That was it; thirty minutes later, my now ex-assistant 
and campaign manager dropped me off at my house. Making 
matters worse, my wife’s car was in the driveway, so that 
means someone down at the courthouse where she works 
told her about me losing my job.

“I’m sorry,” I said to the weeping woman sitting 
beside me. I got out of her car and walked up the driveway 
where my wife was standing. Beside her were three suitcases 
and some clothes on hangers. None of which was hers.
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[DIVIDER]
When I saw the number come up on my phone, I 

couldn’t figure out who it was calling me. I started to let it 
go to but changed my mind.

“Ric?” Zeke asked. I heard the noise of the bar behind 
him.

“Ah, I wondered who was calling. The number is 
familiar, where are you?”

“I’m at work. No one can see me ‘cause I’m in the 
janitor’s closet.”

“Something up?” I asked, knowing something was 
because Zeke is taking a risk calling me from the bar where 
he works.

“I think so, yeah, man. Listen, the developer dude 
came in with some black bag hung over his shoulder and 
sat where he usually does. Get this, ten minutes or so later, 
those two dudes I turned you onto came and went to this 
guy’s booth. The three of them talked for a while, drank 
some beers, and then the two Bartell dudes left. One of 
them had that black bag over his shoulder.”

“Pay off money most likely,” I said.
“You think those dudes will do it?”
“Appears so. Where did those guys go? Did you see 

which way they went?” I asked.
“They crazy, man. They didn’t go anywhere. They 

out front in their ride,” Zeke said.
“Just sitting there?” I asked.
“No man, looks to me  like they counting the money 

outta that black bag.”
“Okay, if you can get free, give me a call when they 

leave out. Okay, Zeke?” I asked.
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“Will do, Ric. Be safe out there.”

[DIVIDER]
After talking to Zeke, I headed off in the direction of 

the judge’s house. I can only make it one possible victim’s 
home at a time, so I chose Judge Vivers for obvious reasons. 
This Jacob guy’s life is as important as the next guy’s, but 
Judge Vivers is someone close to our family and me.  When 
I got to Judge Vivers’ house, he wasn’t all that happy after I 
told him when I showed up without calling. Feisty as ever, 
he strapped on a holster with a mean-looking firearm in 
it. I never told him what was going on or where we were 
headed. My guess is he probably knew something was up 
for me to come to his house and take him for a ride. Then 
he looked at me, “I’m ready,” he said.

Approaching this Jacobs fellow’s house, I saw a 
vehicle sitting in front of the house but across the street. 
While I wasn’t exactly sure of the car, the fact that it has 
two men in it wearing hoodies pretty much led me to say 
they were the guys Zeke told me about on his call. Traveling 
down the street, past the house in question, I turned left 
at the intersection to prevent the suspects from getting 
scared off by a police cruiser in the area. I found a place 
to park and called Ben, a friend who works for the United 
States Marshals Service. He’s helped me before because he 
drives a nondescript, unmarked car that looks nothing like 
the Dodge Chargers with blacked-out windows you see in 
the movies. Some fifteen minutes later, I saw him coming 
down the street from where I stood, Judge Vivers waiting 
patiently in my cruiser around the corner.

Ben parked up the street from the suspects making 
sure they saw him. He looked over at the houses on the other 
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side of the street before walking back to his trunk, where he 
pulled out a collapsible measuring wheel, a clipboard, and 
a hardhat. Ignoring the suspects, yet walking where they 
couldn’t help but notice him, Ben went into the yard of the 
house next door and began measuring the yards space. Now 
and then, he’d stop and write something onto the clipboard. 
When he finished measuring the front yard, he took off his 
hat to wipe the sweat from his face, which was his signal 
for me to move to his location.

Once I saw Ben’s signal, I crossed over to the other 
side of the street. Figuring the suspects were keeping watch 
over the guy measuring the yard, I strolled toward them, 
hoping they didn’t notice my approach. As I got closer to 
them, I noticed the engine was shut off, I signaled Ben while 
pulling out my firearm as I walked up to the passenger’s 
window. Neither of them saw my approach until I tapped 
on the glass, startling both of them. The driver fumbled 
with the key as he tried starting the engine, but Ben was 
already at the driver’s side window smashing it out with his 
steel baton. The driver cried out in pain when Ben tasered 
him before he could get the engine fired up.

By the time the backup I called for arrived, the 
two of us had the suspects arrested, money secured and a 
wrecker called for the suspect’s vehicle. Their vehicle was 
stolen, seeing as how the steering column was damaged 
with a screwdriver sticking out of the ignition switch. Just 
another crime added to the attempted murder charges and 
possession of firearms by convicted felons. These boys will 
be going away for quite a spell, so I made my way back to 
my cruiser down around the corner, climbed in, and started 
back toward Judge Vivers’ house.
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“Dare I ask what all of this is about?” Judge Vivers 

asked as he buckled his shoulder harness.
“Well Judge, I one of my confidential informants 

made mention of something about these two characters we 
just arrested being part of a murder-for-hire situation.”

“What’s the basis of these claims, just your CI?” 
Judge Vivers asked.

“Well, in the stolen car they were driving, we found 
several firearms in possession of known felons. Some sort 
of a bag containing one-hundred thousand dollars in cash 
and a slip of paper with two addresses on it. Want to guess 
whose addresses were on that paper?”

“Mine and this fellow who lives on that street back 
there?” Judge Vivers asked.

“Right as rain,” I replied.
“Am I to assume this third, missing, fellow is the 

one requiring the services of those men your co-workers 
just whisked away?”

“Yes, my source watched several of their meetings, 
including the one with the transfer of the bag of cash we 
found in their vehicle. He also told me they sat in front of 
his place of employment and counted the money,” I replied.

“They counted that much money there on the street?” 
Judge Vivers asked.

“Sort of, they sat in the car there near the entrance 
to the bar where my CI works. Counted it twice before 
driving off to come this way.”

“No way, it’s a wonder they didn’t get robbed in that 
area,” Judge Vivers said.

“I know Judge; they didn’t seem like the brightest 
guys when we arrested them.”
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“Say, what about this character who paid those 

goons to off me and this other guy?”
“That’s one guy I’m looking forward to walking into 

a jail cell, and I’ll be taking care of that issue right after I 
drop you at your place.”

“Who is this character? Do I know him?” Judge 
Vivers asked.

“Someone well-known in the area to be truthful 
about it. It’s that Chester Abrams fellow. How about that? 
Guess what else? The Jacobs guy is Chester’s silent partner, 
the real money behind all this building in the area. Isn’t 
that something?” I asked, turning up his street.

The judge grabbed my arm, looking right at me. 
“Hey! You guys, all of you cops. Handle this guy right, 
Mirandize him, and everyone else you might arrest along 
with him. Don’t make any mistakes with this guy, or his 
fancy attorney will have him walking free in no time. You 
guys get him processed, and I’ll come down to the courthouse 
and no-bail his butt for sure!”

By that time, we were back at his place, where he 
once again instructed me how to handle this arrest. On my 
way back to see Zeke, the officer I sent to the Jacob Levine’s 
company called me on my cell to tell me she met with him 
to tell him of the arrests.

“He say anything about it?” I asked.
“He said, I’ll be damned, there goes his bankroll, and 

then he picked up his phone, I heard him asking for some 
guy at some bank.”

“Well, you did your job, so don’t hang around. Thanks 
for the help,” I said as I headed for a particular bar on the 
dirty end of town as the locals call it. I need to let my guy 
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who helped me catch these guys know what went down. He 
sent me a text earlier, so I’ll check-in to let him know what 
happened a short while ago.

[DIVIDER]
After dropping Judge Vivers off at his place, I pulled 

into a strip mall so I could call my CI, Zeke. If Chester 
Abrams is anywhere in town, Zeke will know about it.

“Zeke, man. How goes it? What do you need?” I 
asked.

“How did it, you know…” he asked.
“In custody, thanks to you,” I said.
“Will I be called up?” he asked, understandably 

concerned about anyone finding out about him helping me.
“No man, that tip came through our anonymous tip 

line. Payment is made in cash, no way anyone can find 
out,” I said.

“Thank you for that; you know what I mean? You 
know how this crowd is out this way.”

“I do, but no one but me knows, all right?”
“Righteous. Yeah, man. That’ll do,” Zeke said.
“One more string to pull, and we’ll be tied up. Know 

what I mean?” I asked.
“What’s that?”
“The financial member of this group. Seen him 

around?” I asked.
“Still here, man. Ain’t been doin’ nothing but 

drinking beer and going to the head.”
“Guess he’s waiting for a report from his so-called 

hitmen,” I thought to myself.
“There still?” I asked, finding it hard to believe this 

man doesn’t know about the two men he hired to kill his 
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business partner and a local judge.

“Yeah, man, my guess is he’s waitin’ here for those 
other two dudes to come back to report in.”

“Cool beans, hey now, you need to ignore me when 
I get there, know what I mean? I’m going to swing by the 
house to change my clothes. Should be there in thirty-
minutes or thereabouts. Call me if anything changes.”

“Will do, later, man.”
[DIVIDER]

When I walked into the dimly lit bar, few if any of 
the patrons in there took notice of me, I guess they don’t 
recognize me without my uniform. Zeke was nowhere to be 
seen, which will work out better for both of us. I found a 
welcoming stool, so I sat down and ordered a beer, sipped 
on it while pretending to watch the game on the television 
hanging over the cash register. Once I finished my beer, I 
headed to the back of the bar, searching for the little boy’s 
room, which I found clear at the end of the room where 
the booths were located. Chester’s back was to me when I 
started toward the back, so he didn’t see my face before I 
walked past him.

Once I came out of the little boy’s room, I knew 
I would have to take him into custody pretty quickly. 
Otherwise, some of the misfits up at the front of the bar may 
decide to come to his defense, especially if they recognize 
me. I pulled the strap off my firearm for my safety in case 
I may need to pull the gun to restore peace. Once I left 
the room, I simply walked over to his booth and sat down 
across from him.

“Well, just look here. Your all dressed up and out 
with the big boys. What can I do for you, cowboy?” he asked. 
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One would guess he never realized the men he hired-killers  
he hired are already behind bars.

Taking note of the bulge under his thousand-dollar 
suit jacket, I reached under the table, cocking my firearm 
to let him know why I was there. 

“Out the side door, not a word. My Jeep is out there, 
walk to the passenger side, one wrong move, and you’ll be 
going to the hospital instead of to jail.”

Once we walked out the back door of the pub, he 
turned toward me with a grin on his face.

“What’s the beef, cowboy. You mad because I’m 
paying your sheriff, and he’s not giving you any? Here, let 
me…”

Before he knew what was happening, he was on 
the ground, looking up at me. Instead of putting myself in 
jeopardy, I dialed the station and asked for back up. Twenty 
minutes later, Chester Abrams was on his way to jail, and 
I was on my way to tell Melanie.
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Chapter Twenty-Two

Three days after Chester’s arrest, Uncle Ric drove up 
the driveway in his Jeep instead of his cruiser because today 
is an off-duty day for him, a rarity to be sure. The sheriff 
didn’t want to grant the personal day. Yet he had no choice 
after the happenings of the past few weeks. Uncle Ric let 
me know a few weeks ago the sheriff is on edge because of 
the lawsuit filed by Old Man C demanding a recount on the 
sheriff’s election. Old Man C, a man of great wealth, travels 
about the area cutting grass for people with his old Ford 
tractor for people unable to do so. Old Man C was held in 
high regard by residents of the area, so it was no surprise 
to any of us when he filed a lawsuit over the questionable 
election.

Allie and their kids were also in the Jeep because I 
invited everyone over for a cookout and some much-needed 
family time. After many hugs and getting the food out of 
the Jeep, we sent the kids to the back yard to play while 
we had some adult time. Walela was asleep, so we went 
out on the back porch to watch the kids play and just chill 
out with a cooler of beer under the front edge of the table,

“So, Uncle Ric. Sign any autographs lately?” I asked, 
almost causing Allie to spit out her beer.

“All, go on with that stuff,” he said.
“Well, it isn’t every day an honest-to-gosh-darn 

celebrity comes to Bos Taurus Acres for a visit with us little 
folks,” I said, finishing my beer.
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“I’m not sure you should use the word celebrity. I did 

my job. Nothing more. Besides, when you consider what 
passes for a celebrity these days, I might consider that to 
be an insult.”

“Are you allowed to talk about it?” Jason asked, 
handing me another beer.

“The bust? Sure, it’s a public record by now because 
it’s posted on the police department’s web site. You want 
to hear about it?”

I knew Allie heard about it, but Jason and I only 
knew what was broadcast on the local news station, which 
didn’t amount to much.

“Okay, then. Let’s see. It started back when I 
arrested that kid, the one that broke into Animal Control 
looking for drugs. This kid is the one that nearly beat Elvis 
to death over at your friend’s place.

“So, there I am. Waiting on this fellow to come over to 
fix the door, the kid busted out during his B&E. I handcuffed 
the kid to the exam table because I knew it’s something he 
couldn’t pick up and run off without getting caught. Sleep 
kept creeping up on me, so I walked around the interior of 
the place, just looking around. Playing with the animals in 
the cages and so forth. One spot had these three separate 
cages sitting side-by-side over in one corner, away from 
all the other animals. Nothing inside but mutts, probably 
abandoned, and Animal Control found them walking the 
streets. The name on the cage tags listed the same owner’s 
name for each of them.

“This name sounded familiar, and then I realized it 
was the name of the guy that ran the Animal Control before 
this joker we have in there now. If you remember, they fired 
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him for selling animals to dogfighters. Now I see three dogs 
here with his name on the cages, all of a sudden I’m not so 
tired. Glancing over at my prisoner, I see he has run out of 
gas because he laid his head down on the exam table and 
fell fast asleep. This allowed me to poke around to see what 
I could find out about Animal Control and the three mutts. 
Of the twelve cages in that section of the building, eight 
were occupied, three were marked for euthanasia. If you 
guessed those three to be the three mutts, you’d be right.

“In my mind, I knew something fishy was going on 
with those mutts. Everyone in these parts knows the people 
who used to work at Animal Control were in league with 
the fight scene. They were all selling dogs and cats to the 
dogfighters while claiming the animals were euthanized. 
Stands to reason this new guy, Gene, picked up where the 
old crew left off.”

“How did you get everyone together at the same 
time?” Jason asked.

“Wasn’t my doing at all, I noticed on the clipboard 
the three mutts were to be picked up in three days. Get 
this, the time for the pickup is after regular work hours for 
Animal Control. I wrote down the pickup date and time and 
put the clipboard back where I found it. By that time, the 
fellow was there to fix the broken door.

“Next day, I was grilled about the break-in; the 
sheriff is in a fix, politically speaking. He’d been on my 
case for not solving enough crimes in his mind, and here I 
solve one on my own time.

Of course, the sheriff now thinks I’m undermining 
his authority, yet this latest bust of mine puts more heat on 
him. He’s quite insecure despite being so tough-sounding. 
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He knows, deep down, that his win in the last election for 
the Sheriff’s position wasn’t an honest one.

“Anyway, I borrowed my friend’s old pick up again, 
parking it where I could see the backdoor of Animal Control 
situated about half-way down that alley between it and the 
liquor store.

This is the same area where the knucklehead went 
and broke in, just a different door. The old truck has window 
tint on the one side-window, driver’s side actually; I parked 
it with the window up, facing the alley. After a while, the 
front lights of Animal Control went out.

The building sign came on a minute or so later, so it 
appeared to be closing for the night. Oddly enough, I saw 
lights come on there in the back. I pushed the seat further 
back so no one could see me from the alley. It wasn’t fifteen 
minutes when a SUV passed by me, turning into the alley.

I watched as the SUV backed up to the now open 
back door of the Animal Control loading area. Get this, and 
no one ever got out of the SUV. The rear door went up, and 
Gene put a cage in the back and went back inside. That was 
my chance to make my move towards the mysterious SUV.

“I slipped out through the passenger door of the 
truck, leaving it open to keep from making any noise. No 
need to worry about any interior light in the old truck; half 
the exterior lights don’t work for that matter.

I went down the alley, trying to keep from drawing 
anyone’s attention in my direction, the alley being dark 
helped. I was almost to the SUV when Gene came out with a 
second cage, the dog yapping all the way out of the building.

Gene went back inside for the third and final cage. I 
guess no one inside the SUV saw me coming down the alley. 
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As Gene slid the third cage into the SUV and reached up 
to pull down the rear door, I stopped him.

“I told him to hold up there, and he near fell over 
backward. Guess I scared him a tad. Some plump-looking 
gal came out of the building, and she yelled at someone 
in the SUV to run. The oversize vehicle took off down the 
alley only to be met head-on with an incoming delivery 
truck loaded with beer for the liquor store. Someone I didn’t 
recognize jumped out of the SUV cursing at the delivery 
driver, ordering the driver to move out of their way. Didn’t 
faze the guy one iota, and he’s a little guy. Maybe hundred-
fifty pounds at the most. He told the guy from the SUV that 
he’s on a tight schedule, and they’d have to wait until he 
finished unloading.

By that time, I’m walking up to the driver’s side, my 
badge out, and I’m on the phone calling for backup before 
the guy is done unloading the beer. And the rest, as the 
saying goes, is history,” Uncle Ric said as he reached into 
the cooler for another beer.

“Wait, no way. Who was driving the SUV?” I asked.
“Oh, that’s one of the guys I arrested,” he said with 

that smirk of his on his face.
“Fraid not. The name, give it up,” I said, socking 

him in the arm.
“Okay, quit beating on me. It was Clayton and his 

son,” Uncle Ric said.
“I sorta thought that’s what you were going to say. 

Unless I’m mistaken, Clayton was the former head of animal 
control, and Buzz was his worthless son,” Jason said.

“You got that right,” I said.
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“Yeah, Con told me about his encounter with Buzz 

that day. Guess Buzz didn’t approve of Chuckie being 
someone’s pet. Course, we all know Con handled that idea 
right quick,” Uncle Ric said.
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Epilogue

One day I sat out on the back porch, Walela and her 
friends were out in one of the pastures riding four-wheelers. 
Walela loves riding my Dad’s tired old four-wheeler even 
though I offered to buy her a new one. She won’t let me 
because she told me one day after it wouldn’t start for her, 
“But I don’t want a new one, this one was Grandie’s, so I 
want it to be my own.” This one time, Walela went on a 
church trip out of state a weeks ago, and I took advantage 
of her absence by having one of Uncle Ric’s mechanic friends 
pick up the tired old machine. He went through it from “top 
to bottom,” as he called it, so now I don’t have to worry about 
her driving it around the place anymore.

As usual, Elvis is right by my feet, well on them. 
If people ever took a chance on a pit bull, they might 
discover what a loving animal they can be. Speaking of pit 
bulls, Christina called a few weeks ago, all excited to tell 
me that I needed to get to her place because I was about 
to be a Dog Mommy again after our second insemination 
using Chuckie’s specimens. Birth of any type is always a 
testimony of The Creator’s love for us. Watching the puppies 
after their birth as they search for their mother is truly a joy 
to see. After that, Christina and her husband chose the male 
puppy they wanted to extend Chuckie’s bloodline with more 
offspring. Seven were born from Chuckie’s specimen that 
Momma sent to Kimberly at Left Coast Cryogenics not long 
before Chuckie was murdered. One of the newborns had to 
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be culled because of a congenital disability. One was given 
to Christina and her husband to say thanks. The other five 
puppies are in the kennel here on the farm. Jason connected 
a new camera in the kennel, connecting it to our network 
to keep track of the little ones using my cell phone.

Uncle Ric became Sheriff after the governor ordered 
a new election because of Sheriff Amos Wilson and that 
developer guy manipulating the voting process here and 
throughout the county. Speaking of the developer, he’s 
serving time for ordering the murder of Jacobs and Judge 
Vivers. Along with the Bartell brothers that Uncle Rick 
arrested some time ago.

As for the judge, he had me testify as an expert 
witness at the kid’s trial that beat up Elvis before he came 
to live with us. The boy’s mother cried out for mercy after 
hearing the sentence her son received for the charges against 
him. I wept as I remembered the condition Elvis was in that 
night, Jason flying us up to his friend’s place, who operated 
on Elvis for free. The Judge, also a pit bull owner, put the 
fear of God in the kid during sentencing when he said: 
“Hopefully, those who you meet up with in jail will show 
you more mercy than you did for this animal you abused. 
Your senseless attack on an animal has marked your future. 
Not only was the dog behind a cage but chained to its dog 
house. There was no excuse for your actions, young man.”

Debra Ann retired from the DHS at forty-five 
after serving as an Emergency Management Specialist - 
Resources Unit Leader. Her work undercover brought the 
man claiming to be just a van driver to justice once his true 
identity became known after the disaster on US 62. Her co-
workers felt like the deaths during the protest that night 
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caused her to leave the lucrative position with the Federal 
government. That wasn’t the case at all.

She showed up one day at Bos Taurus Acres 
unexpectedly, a dog in a cage in the back of…an Animal 
Control vehicle. I eyed this woman, a hard-looking woman, 
yet she had an understated but distinct beauty to her face. 
Her walk and attitude reminded me of Ellen Ripley of 
Alien fame, only African-American. We shook hands as she 
introduced herself and asked me to look at the animal she 
brought along with her. I was curious about an Animal 
Control vehicle being here, uninvited, at Okie Veterinarian 
Group but I held my tongue.

Once we got to the rear of the truck, she opened the 
cage so I could see inside the mostly enclosed cage. My heart 
went out to the dog within, there sat an American Pit Bull 
Terrier forlornly in one corner. Elvis showed up at my feet, 
and I shooed him away to keep from further frightening 
the poor dog. I had to coax the poor girl out of the cage and 
took note of a problem with her hip. My first thought was 
a problem with her cranial cruciate ligament or CCL. The 
CCL is similar to the ACL in humans and just as painful 
to the animal.

“Looks like CCL to me, just looking at her,” I said.
“Okay, this something you can do?” she asked.
“I, uh, sure I can,” I stammered while looking at the 

decal on the side of the pickup.
“Good. Very good, you can bill the Animal Control 

department if that’s okay with you,” Debra Ann said.
My hesitation must have finally broken the ice 

between us.
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“I’m Debra Ann Liston, and I know little to nothing 

about animals. I do know this, you are Ric’s niece, and he 
told me about your work here in the area.”

“Okay,” I said, still a bit mistrustful of anyone from 
Animal Control.

“Let me start over, I am the new head of Animal 
Control, and I need someone who can school me on animal 
healthcare and provide needed veterinarian services to the 
Animal Control facilities in the area. Interested?” she asked.

We spent the rest of that day together, becoming 
fast friends with a common bond.

I heard the approaching noise of the four-wheelers, 
which meant Walela and her friends were on their way 
back. It also means they will be hungry, so I better get into 
the kitchen to start lunch. Before that, I checked the kennel 
with my phone, I see the puppies are awake and moving 
around, which means they’re hungry, so I better get down 
there to feed them. Wouldn’t be such a chore if I wasn’t six 
months pregnant with twins.

“There are very few monsters who warrant the fear 
we have of them.”

André Close, Les Nouvelles Nourritures
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Cultural Appropriation

Defined: the unacknowledged or inappropriate 
adoption of the customs, practices, ideas, etc. of one person or 
society by members of another and typically more dominant 
people or society.

When the manuscript for A Pit Bull’s Life started 
coming together, Conway was just another man. He was 
a cattle rancher, married to Amara, and he supported her 
work with abused animals. Abused dogs in particular. In 
my mind, I wanted Conway to be somehow different, so I 
explored Cherokee customs and how they revere animals. 
Because Chuckie was used and abused by evil men, I wanted 
Conway and Amara to be the ones to bring him out of a 
lifestyle of violence.

One thing I did not want was to portray Conway 
in the same way Hollywood does. You’ve seen their work 
before, they use loin skin clothing for white people who play 
Native-Americans in the movies. Male Native-Americans 
in the movies grunt instead of talking, no matter what 
language they use. Another common theme that Hollywood 
perpetuates is that Native-Americans will drink anything 
and everything they can get their hands on.

In the book, Conway is a successful businessman, his 
father, the sheriff of the county where this story takes place. 
He talks like everyone else speaks even though his primary 
language is Tsalagi (Cherokee). Conway doesn’t drink, yet 
his wife Amara has a drinking problem. References to 
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his people are short, singling out no particular Cherokee 
people. Native-Americans use a slur on each other when 
they call a Native-American out for being too close to others. 
Particularly those of European origin. The slur is apple, 
which means red on the outside and white on the inside. 
Conway Oconostota is not an apple in A Pit Bull’s Life!

For accuracy’s sake, I joined a Facebook page 
dedicated to the Cherokee nation, yet they allow others 
to join so they can learn of the Cherokee culture. It was 
a blessing and a curse all at once. Several people were 
supportive of A Pit Bull’s Life, while others perceived it 
as some sort of cultural appropriation. One poster claimed 
I wanted to write a book, get the Cherokees to help write 
it so I can claim credit for it, and then get paid for ‘their’ 
work. Of course, nothing could be farther from the truth. 
I told this poster if I only wanted to make money and 
get the book done, then I wouldn’t have asked anyone of 
Cherokee lineage their opinions. I started to rewrite Conway 
as something other than Cherokee and decided against it. 
Instead, I’ll leave it to the readers of A Pit Bull’s Life to 
decide if Conway is portrayed correctly or not.
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About the Author:

Floyd Larck lives in rural Sumter County, Florida, 
with his wife Debbie, their lovebird named Peaches, a 
cockatiel named P.J., their pit bull, Tiger, along with 

several Florida White rabbits and several chickens who 
wander the property. Floyd is an amateur radio operator, 
callsign KK3Q, and has been writing for six years as of 

the writing of the book you have just read.
Discover other titles by Floyd Larck at www.

awdur.com
Connect with Me Online:

Twitter: http://twitter.com/FloydLarck
Goodreads: https://www.goodreads.com/floyd_larck

More of A Pit Bull’s Life: 
https://apitbullslife.com/

For more of my work, please visit www.awdur.
com.

Thanks for reading this book! I hope you have 
enjoyed reading it as much as I have enjoyed writing it. If 
you don’t mind, I would appreciate it if you would return 

to where you bought your copy of A Pit Bull’s Life I - 
Chuckie’s Past, where you can leave a positive review of 
it for others to read. Most purchasers of books base their 
decisions on the reviews others have left about the book 

they are interested in reading.
Thanks again for reading!
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Why A Book About Pit Bulls?

Unless you’ve owned a pit bull, you would never 
realize how special the “pit bull” is. If you’ve listened to 
the media in their drive to eradicate a breed of dogs, then 
you likely have read the wrong information. First off, the 
term “pit bull” is a generalization of a breed of dogs in 
the same manner that “pickup truck” is a generalization 
of a vehicle produced by various manufacturers. Defining a 
“pickup truck” as a Chevrolet, Dodge, Ford, Toyota, and so 
forth is usually not done when mentioning these vehicles’ 
ownership. The same goes for the term “pit bulls” because 
owners refer to them as the animal’s breed, or any shortened 
version of the breed, because of how uninformed people 
and the anti-pit bull media portrays the dogs. The breeds 
encompassed by the term “pit bull” are as follows: American 
Pit Bull Terrier (APBT), American Staffordshire Terrier 
(Amstaff), American Bulldog, Staffordshire Bull Terrier.

One of the better explanations of the term “pit bull” 
is this information found on Wikipedia.org: 

Pit bull is the common name for a type of dog descended 
from bulldogs and terriers. The pit bull-type is particularly 
ambiguous, as it encompasses a range of pedigree breeds, 
informal types, and appearances that cannot be reliably 
identified. Formal breeds often considered to be of the pit 
bull-type include the American Pit Bull Terrier, American 
Staffordshire Terrier, American Bully, and Staffordshire 
Bull Terrier. The American Bulldog is also sometimes 
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included. Mixed-breed dogs that physically resemble these 
breeds often get labeled as “pit bulls” by shelters. Many of 
these breeds were originally developed as fighting dogs from 
crossbreeding bull-baiting dogs (used to hold the faces and 
heads of larger animals such as bulls) and terriers. After the 
use of dogs in blood sports was banned, such dogs were used 
as catch dogs in the United States for semi-wild cattle and 
hogs, to hunt and drive livestock, and as family companions. 
Despite dog fighting now being illegal in the United States, 
it still exists as an underground activity, and pit bulls are 
a common type used. [1]

Have people been injured or killed by pit bulls? Yes, 
yet let’s examine the root cause of the animal’s behavior. 
One of the first things a new dog owner does will be to train 
a dog to do certain things. Housebreaking ensures they 
‘do their business’ outside instead of all over your floors or 
carpeting. Dog owners should train their dogs so that they 
will get along with other members of the household. This 
training should include four-legged members such as dogs 
and cats and maybe even a bunny or piggy. Dog owners 
have responsibilities to the animals and people who come 
into contact with them. Dogs are surprisingly intelligent, 
yet they need to be educated on the issue. Think of having 
a baby and then ignoring the educational processes required 
to turn the child into a contributing member of society. 
Come to think of it, name someone who you know who isn’t 
the sharpest knife in the drawer and then look at their 
upbringing. Dogs are no different.

There’s another issue in today’s society that invokes 
more hatred and misinformation than the pit bull: the AR-
15 rifle. One could fill an oil tanker with the misinformation 
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the left has promoted about this one gun. I don’t think 
the media is misinformed about the AR-15. I believe they 
intentionally post the most outrageous lies to earn clicks on 
websites, likes, and retweets on social media and ratings 
on network news outlets. People are like sheep and will 
follow anything that makes them feel good. When these 
sheeple see or come in contact with an AR-15 style rifle, the 
first thing into their minds is the programming by the left: 
“that’s an assault weapon.” You don’t have to be a computer 
genius these days to locate facts on the AR-15, not the noise 
the media spouts but the truth behind the term: “AR-15,” 
which is from Wikipedia:

“AR-15 style rifles come in many sizes and have 
many options, depending on the manufacturer. An AR-15 
style rifle is a lightweight semi-automatic rifle based on 
the ArmaLite AR-15 design. ArmaLite sold the patent and 
trademarks to Colt’s Manufacturing Company in 1959. After 
Colt’s patents expired in 1977, Colt retained the trademark 
and is the exclusive owner of “AR-15” designation. The 
Public Safety and Recreational Firearms Use Protection 
Act restricted the Colt AR-15 and derivatives from 1994 to 
2004, although it did not affect rifles with fewer features.

After the term modern sporting rifles was coined in 
2009 by the US National Shooting Sports Foundation, a 
firearms industry trade association, the trade association, 
and some manufacturers quickly adopted it. An expanded 
marketplace emerged, with many manufacturers producing 
their version of the AR-15 design for commercial sale.

In the 2010s, AR-15 style rifles have become one of 
the “most beloved and most vilified rifles” in the United 
States, according to The New York Times. The rifle has 
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been promoted as “America’s rifle” by the National Rifle 
Association. Steadily increasing popularity in part is due to 
“the amount of attention through politics and media that’s 
devoted to banning or restricting AR patterned rifles. They 
use them in mass shootings in the United States.”

And yes, the AR-15 style rifles have been used by 
criminals. Ask yourself, did the gun commit the crime, or 
did the human? People get triggered by the appearance of 
the “scary looking” AR-15. Looking down the wrong end of 
a 12 gauge shotgun or 44 calibers hand-gun should invoke 
the same fear, but it doesn’t. The lies about the AR-15 are 
just as nutty as the ones about pit bulls:

AR-15 rifles shoot 800 rounds a minute – pit bull 
dogs can lock their jaws

AR-15 rifles shoot 50 caliber ammo – pit bulls have 
the strongest bite of all dogs

AR-15 rifles are assault weapons – a pit will attack 
any other dog

AR-15 rifles are only good for killing people – pit 
bulls are only good for dogfighting

When a person or group of people are harmed or 
killed, who is to blame? When someone dies from a gunshot, 
what fired the shot? The gun or the finger on the trigger? 
When someone is attacked by a dog, what triggered the 
animal? Was the dog untrained or molested by the victim? 
What about people who use cars as a weapon? James Alex 
Fields, Jr. drove his Dodge Challenger into a crowd of 
protesters, killing Heather Heyer. Does this mean everyone 
driving a Dodge Challenger is driving a dangerous weapon? 
Should Dodge Challengers be limited or done away with 
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altogether? That’s about as ridiculous as blaming an 
untrained animal or inanimate object such as the AR-15 
rifle for someone’s death.

One of the biggest problems with dog attacks is the 
mixed breeds that ignorant people allow to breed and then 
run free to breed with other strays. These dogs have a touch 
of the appearance of a pit bull breed in them, so people 
erroneously assume they are a “pit bull.” Mixed breed dogs 
that look like pit bulls are not “pit bulls” because they’re just 
mutts. A cockapoo is not a cocker spaniel or a poodle, it’s a 
designer dog, but it’s neither of the breeds used to create it.

When you hear these people making these outrageous 
claims about pit bull breeds or even an AR-15, challenge 
them on their remarks. Don’t let them use ridiculous 
media information, hold their feet to the fire, and demand 
verifiable facts. One of the most weapons of the anti-pit bull, 
and ant-gun, the crowd is the sowing of misinformation to 
support their views. Don’t let them trigger you with their 
lies. Challenge them to prove their views with cold, hard 
facts.

Source: 
[1] https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pit_bull (https://

creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/3.0/) 
 [2] https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/AR-15_style_rifle 
(https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/3.0/)
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