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By Tim Wintermute 

 
BOONE IS BACK 
 
"You're asking me how to get an interview with Wylie Boone?" Gloria Herrera 
repeated Tom's question as she sat at her desk in the newsroom.  The newsroom 
was not really a separate room but a couple of desks in the one room office of the 
Picketwire Press. There was even an old Linotype machine in the corner that Tom 
referred to as a collector’s item because all it did was collect dust.  There was 
another room in the back with a loading dock where the printing press was.  The 
new press was computerized and the shout to stop the presses had been replaced 
with the click on a computer screen:  Digits instead of widgets. 
 
Tom shifted uncomfortably in his chair.  Not because of Gloria’s response but 
because there was no way to get comfortable in the straight back, oak office chair.  
It was the same one that his Dad and grandfather had used.  His father said it kept 
you on the ball - a hard ball. Better to have a numb butt than be a dumb ass was the 
way he’d put it.  Besides, it went with the old roll top desk that Tom loved even 
though he had to keep it rolled up in order to allow for the keyboard and two 
computer screens that had replaced the old Underwood typewriter.  "I'm trying to 
get input from the members of the team, Gloria." 
 
"The team?  There's only me and you." 
 
"We've also got Maggie and Rodney," Tom pointed out. 
 
"They're the business manager and advertising salesman, not journalists." Gloria 
never passed on an opportunity to remind him that she was not just a reporter but 
had a degree in Journalism from the University of New Mexico. Technically, it 
was a B.A. in Journalism and Mass Communication but as far as she was 
concerned the only person who could call themselves "mass communicators" and 
not sound like a pompous jackass was a priest and she had no interest in that 
profession even if it was open to her.  No, journalist was what Gloria had wanted 
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to be since she was a little girl and she'd discovered Lois Lane and the Daily Planet 
in one of her older brother's Superman comic books. It had taken her years to work 
her way through college but by the time she’d graduated at twenty-four she felt she 
had the strength to bend words like steel.  
 
"We've got our part time reporters." 
 
"Unpaid stringers, you mean?  Maybe we should include everyone who writes a 
letter to the editor as well?" 
 
"Okay, okay,” Tom held up his hands in surrender.  “It's a small team, Gloria,” 
Tom said.  “The point is that Boone is back in Picketwire and he's in the headlines 
because of the hit and run so it would be a coup for us to get an exclusive 
interview." 
 
She fidgeted in the black, ergonomic chair that Tom had bought for her that she 
liked to think of as her signing bonus but that he had thought, mistakenly, might 
dampen her excessive energy. "Just call him?" 
 
"Just call him? Like you can just pick up the phone and get a billionaire like Boone 
on the line?" 
 
Gloria didn’t answer as she quickly paged through the dog-eared Picketwire phone 
book on her desk.  "The Double B ranch is listed,” she announced holding up the 
page with the phone number.  Without waiting for Tom to respond, Gloria was on 
the phone. She told whoever answered that she was Gloria Herrera, a journalist 
with the Picketwire Press.  She smiled at whatever the response was and then told 
the person why she was calling.  She wrote something down on a pad as she 
listened and then thanked the person and hung up.  "We've got our interview.  It's 
at the ranch tomorrow at 9 AM." 
 
"You got an interview with Wylie Boone just like that?" 
 
"Uh huh." 
 
"How do you know the person you talked to has the authority to set up an 
interview with Boone?" 
 
"Because it was Boone that I was talking to." 
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"The Wylie Boone, himself, answered the phone?" 
 
"Uh huh.  He told me he was surprised to hear the ring of a landline phone.  He 
said it had been so long since he’d heard the ring of real telephone he just 
answered it without even thinking."  
 
"Okay," Tom waved his hands in surrender.  "But what do you mean we've got our 
interview?" 
 
"Me and you. It's called teamwork." 
 
 
 
"I went too Picketwire High with your Mom and Dad. They were a couple back 
then and that must have been forty years ago" Wylie said.  Although Wylie was 
addressing Tom, he was looking at Gloria who was perched at the edge of a chair 
facing him with a small digital recorder in her right hand like a racehorse waiting 
for the starting gate to open.  Wylie was seated in a leather covered chair like a 
cattle baron on his cowhide throne.  The sequoia sized beams high overhead, 
mammoth stone fireplace and custom made southwestern furniture liberally draped 
with expensive, hand woven Indian blankets added to the royal rusticity of the 
room.  
 
"They’re still a couple," Tom answered, passing on the opportunity to ask Wylie 
about his three marriages, the last of which ended only a few months ago.  
 
Turning his eyes from Gloria to Tom, Wylie said. "What are they up to since you 
took over the newspaper?"   
 
"Traveling around in an RV.” 
 
"An RV?  Its great to hear that after running a newspaper together for all those 
years they still want to run around together in an RV rather than retire to Florida or 
Arizona next to a gold course." 
 
"They hate golf." 
 
"Don't think much of it myself.   It's not even a good walk since they make people 
ride around in a golf cart in order to speed things up." 
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"Don't you own some golf courses?"   
 
" A few and hell yes, I make people use carts.  The more people I can get on the 
greens the more green gets into my pocket," Wylie laughed.  He seemed awfully 
relaxed for someone who'd just escaped being killed in a hit and run, Tom thought. 
 
"Can we ask you about the hit and run?"  Gloria asked, sounding every bit the 
professional journalist. 
 
"Sure, go ahead." 
 
"Are you worried that they haven't found the guy who almost killed you?" 
 
"Or gal.  It could have been a woman - maybe one of my ex wives," he said and 
then added, quickly with a grin.  "That part about my exes was off the record, by 
the way.  No, what really upsets me is that it totaled the car.  You know it wasn't 
just any old Porsche, it was a 356 B Carrera GTL." 
 
"But insurance should cover it," Tom said. 
 
"Insurance? It was a classic – just like the Porsche that won at LeMans in 1960. 
Didn’t have a scratch on it.  You don't replace a beautiful machine like that.” 
 
"Weren't you afraid you'd get a dent or something by driving it around?" Gloria 
asked. 
 
"Afraid? What's the point in having it if I can't drive it? It's not a piece of 
furniture."  Wylie leaned back in the chair and stretched out his long legs.  Tom 
noticed that his cowboy boots were handmade. 
 
"And you're sure it was an accident?" Gloria pressed, reaching out with her tape 
recorder. 
 
Wylie leaned toward Gloria.  "The running into me probably was but the running 
away sure as hell wasn't.  That's why they call it hit and run and the police are 
looking for the guy." 
 
"Or gal," Gloria added. “But as someone who acquires companies, fires a lot of 
people and then sells them for a big profit you’re probably not the most popular 
person.” 
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"Its called restructuring but I admit that I’ve made a lot of enemies.  But any that 
would want to kill me with a minivan? That's not exactly the weapon a hit man, or 
hit gal, would use." He laughed and shook his head. "Still, the whole thing brought 
me up short.  I mean, the idea that it could all be over just like that got me thinking 
about what's really important and before you know it I was thinking about this 
place.  I've got plenty of houses but this place..." He looked around the room. "This 
place is my real home and, as they say, there's no place like home, especially this 
old home on the range.  So I decided that I'd been away too long." 
 
"How long?"  Tom asked. 
 
Wylie looked up at the ceiling and then replied. "About thirty years." 
 
"That sure is a long time. Although, I’ve never left at all.  Its hard to get out of 
Picketwire." 
 
Wylie nodded.  "It was easy for me, though.  Nothing to keep me here after my 
Dad passed away.  My Mom had already moved to California after she divorced 
the old cuss.  I wanted to try my hand at something besides the ranch and there 
weren't any business opportunities here in Picketwire." 
 
"It turned out you were pretty handy at business since you’ve made a lot of 
money," Tom said. 
 
"And enemies," Gloria added.  "Those were your words, Mr. Boone." 
 
"There doesn't seem to be a way to make one without the other so, yes, I've made 
plenty of both."  
 
"If that’s the case, I imagine you’re looking forward to seeing your old friends 
here?” Tom asked, trying to inject some cheer into the conversation. 
 
“Old enemies are more like it. I seemed to have been able to make enemies even 
before I made money.  There were lots of people who didn't mind me leaving." 
 
"Why, Howdy Hanks was gone and he just returned to town," Tom said.  "And 
from what I've heard he made a few enemies when he was here as well.” 
 
“Howdy’s back?”   



 6 

 
“He's back for the premier of his new play," Gloria said. 
 
"Howdy wrote a new play?"  
 
"He sure did and its going to be performed at the Tumbleweed Theater by our own 
the Bard Wired Theatre Company," Gloria said, in a voice more animated than her 
usual professional journalist register.  “Everyone’s talking about it.  You know, 
they call him the Sagebrush Shakespeare.” 
 
“You seem quite enthusiastic, Miss Herrera?”  
 
“Gloria also covers the arts for us,” Tom explained as Gloria looked at her tape 
recorder, in order to hide her blushing.  
  
"A premier you say?” Wylie repeated, drawing out the word premier.  “The only 
premier of one of Howdy’s plays that I ever attended was the one he put on at 
Picketwire High when we were both seniors.  It pissed a lot of people off."  He 
looked at Gloria and added with a slight smile.  “Excuse my language, it sort of 
rubs off from the ranch.” 
 
“My folks told me about that play,” Tom said.  “They said it upset a lot of people.  
But the fact that everyone is looking forward to the performance of his new play 
just shows that people in Picketwire tend to forgive and forget.” 
 
“I haven’t forgotten - I walked out halfway through it.” 
 
"I was just using it as an example of people here letting bygones be bygones," Tom 
said.  
 
"Easy to say about people when they’re gone but when they come back?" Wylie 
shrugged, looked around the room again then slapped his right knee and rose from 
the chair.  "Enough of the strolling down bad memory lane, let me show you 
around the place.” 
 
Wylie took them on a tour of the ranch house.  He explained that it had started with 
the one room that his great, great grandfather Silas Boone had built and then 
expanded along with the acreage of the ranch and the family wealth. The tour was 
a voyage of rediscovery for Wylie with each room evoking memories and stories 
that he would recount.  They moved slowly into the past as they went through the 
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newer rooms into the older ones until they reached the original, one room ranch 
house.  It was now completely enclosed by the later additions and, as Wylie 
explained, everything from the planks in the floor to rough, hewn beams in the 
ceiling to the sturdy, wood furniture was original. “Except these windows that once 
opened to the outside,” he said standing in front of one of them.  “Now they have 
paintings inside the frames that show what the ranch looked like back then.”  
 
“Its like a museum,” Tom observed as he gently pushed a rocking chair with his 
hand to see if it really did rock.  It did. 
 
Wylie looked around.  “It does look like everything’s been pretty well preserved.”  
He turned and winked at Gloria.  “Except the bodies.  All the Boones are buried in 
the family cemetery on the hill outside.” 
 
Gloria, ignoring the wink, reached into her purse that was slung over her left 
shoulder.  “Can I take a photo of you in this room?”  Gloria asked pulling out a 
camera. 
 
“Gloria’s also our staff photographer,” Tom said.   
 
“Sure,” Wylie said as he assumed a pose with both hands on his hips. “As long as 
you don’t make me look like a ghost who came back to haunt this place.” 
 
“We don’t generally interview dead people,” Tom replied as the flash on Gloria’s 
camera lit up the room. 
 
Wylie laughed.  “They may have killed my Porsche but they didn’t get me.  No, 
Wylie Boone is very much alive.” 
 
OUR LADY OF LOST SOULS 
 
It is a truth universally acknowledged that tourists in possession of a credit card 
must be in want of souvenirs.  Jane Austen’s opening line in Pride and Prejudice 
came to mind as Sister M’s led the tour group into the Good Stuff Gift Shop next 
to the convent’s Welcome Center.  She ended the tour by introducing them to 
Sister Louise with the observation that “Sister Louise has a gift for helping people 
discern what they need rather than just selling them what they think they they 
want”. 
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Sister M’s left the gift shop and walked over to Tony Medrano who was leaning 
against the Purple Sage Tour van.  “You know, Sister,” he said as she approached.  
"I’m trying to picture you giving a group of illegal immigrants a tour.”  
 
"I won't be giving them the same tour I gave these folks or wearing this getup, 
that's for sure," she answered, tugging at the prisoner outfit she wore.  Then she 
took off the striped prison cap, ran her fingers through her short hair, and asked. 
“Have you decided on whether you can help us?” 
 
"Not yet, but soon,” Tony replied with a nervous smile.  "It just seems strange to 
take people to a prison so that they won't be arrested."  
 
'It's not a prison anymore," Sister M's answered as she put the cap back on.  
 
“You have to admit it still looks more like a prison than a convent.” 
 
She stared at the red brick walls and towers with her hands on her hips.  Maybe she 
couldn’t shake Jane Austen but with the turrets it actually looked sort of like a 
castle. Pemberly as a convent?  Was that so far fetched?  After all, Pride and 
Prejudice was as much about sisters as it was Mister Darcy: Maybe more. 
 
“There’s also the name you gave your convent; Our Lady of Lost Souls.  That’s 
what some people call prisoners.  And, then the location here on the Purgatoire 
River.  You know the original Spanish name is El Rio de las Animas Perdidas en 
Purgatorio, which means The River of Lost Souls in Purgatory.” 
 
“Souls in purgatory aren’t lost. It’s not like they’re loose change that God has 
misplaced,” Sister M’s said.  “Anyway, this isn’t purgatory.” 
 
“I know, Sister,” Tony held up both hands in surrender.  “The lost souls in your 
convent’s name means it’s a place for folks who have lost their way in life and are 
searching for meaning and purpose.  I did take your tour, you know.” 
 
“Then you should also remember I said that we welcome those who are outcast or 
given up for lost by society.  However,” Sister M’s continued.   “I agree that it’s a 
convent that’s camouflaged.  Still, it’s a convent, and that means it’s a sanctuary 
not a prison or purgatory.” 
  
“And you want to provide sanctuary for people who are here illegally?” 
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Sister M's nodded.  "Although, since they’re undocumented we won’t ask them to 
sign the guest register.” 
 
“Isn’t undocumented and illegal immigrant the same thing under the law?" Tony 
shook his head and looked down at his black cowboy boots.   There was still dust 
on them from the abandoned house he’d visited that morning.   
 
"Not necessarily. The law's a funny thing."  
 
"I’d say a lawyer calling the law a funny thing is funny." 
 
Not just a lawyer but a lawyer who’d once been a prosecutor.  She'd put people in 
jail and now she was keeping them out.  "That was the nun speaking not the 
lawyer.”   
   
"Which one is breaking the law by hiding them – the nun or the lawyer?" 
 
"We will be giving them sanctuary not hiding them," Sister M's corrected him.  “ I 
will also be their legal counsel and under the law everyone is innocent until proven 
guilty.  That’s the lawyer speaking.  As a nun I also think it would be a sin not to 
offer sanctuary.” 
  
“So the good news for me is if I agree to transport these undocumented immigrants 
here to this convent-sanctuary then according to you, a nun, I won’t be committing 
a sin?” 
 
Sister M’s nodded.  “Yes, that’s what I believe.”   
 
“And the bad news is that if I get caught I’ll be charged with committing a crime?” 
 
“I believe that’s true, as well.  However, I also believe that if the choice is between 
committing a sin by not helping and committing a crime by helping than one 
should always choose not to knowingly sin.”  
 
“I shouldn’t have asked, because now I know,” he pulled on the brim of his Purple 
Sage Tours baseball cap and looked at Sister M’s in her black and white striped 
prisoner costume.  It’s easy for you nuns to choose to do something that would put 
you in jail, he thought, since you’re already living in a cell.  When Sister M’s had 
asked if he was interested in helping after he’d told her about his anger as a 
Mexican American at the way illegal immigrants were being treated he had 
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hesitated.  Going to jail wasn’t exactly part of his business plan.  “If I get arrested 
will you be my lawyer as well?” 
 
“Certainly,” Sister M’s said and then added.  “It will be pro bono, of course.” 
 
“I’ll let you know tomorrow,” Tony said.  “Right now, I better round up my tour 
group.  Next stop is looking at the dinosaur tracks and that’s always a hit with the 
kids. Next to the prison tour, that is.”  
 
“I think it’s ironic that this was once part of Mexico,” Sister M’s said as they 
walked toward the door to the gift shop.  
 
“Everything south of the Arkansas River was until the U.S. declared war on 
Mexico in 1846 and took it all.” 
 
“Just think, if the U.S. hadn’t taken it from Mexico I could be the one who is 
arrested and deported.”  
 
Tony came to a dead stop and pushed back the visor of his cap.  “You know, the 
Medrano's were living here back then, even before all that happened.  One day my 
ancestors were living in Mexico and the next thing they knew they were in the 
United States. Instead of crossing the border the border crossed them.  Was that 
illegal immigration?” 
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