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INSTALLMENT 16 

 
TOM TAKES THE STAGE 
 
Hot off the press and right into a burning ring of fire. Just a couple of hours after the Picketwire 
Press published their exclusive interview with Wylie Boone it was picked up by the wire 
services and shortly after that Tom got his first call from another newspaper.  In a few hours he 
had fielded calls from media outlets from all over:  Not just all over the State of Colorado and 
not just all over the country but from all over the world. And not just print, but television, radio 
and Internet news sites.  Not to mention the bloggers and tweeters and who knows whatters. 
 
“I’ll get back to you,” Tom said and hung up the phone on his desk. 
 
“Who was that?”  Gloria asked.  She had just come back to the office and was standing by his 
desk. Other than her and Tom, no one else was in the office.  
 
“He said he was a news curator,” Tom answered looking up at Gloria. “I thought curators just 
worked in museums but he told me that a news curator takes news stories from news outlets 
and puts them into a thematic collection that can be published online.  He wanted to collect 
our stories on Wylie Boone for a news feed, which is called, get this.”  Tom looked down at his 
handwritten notes. “Boone Buzz.” 
 
“I’ve heard of Boone Buzz.  I came across it when I did an Internet search on Boone as part my 
background research.  ” 
 
“Did it have any good stuff?” 
 
“Let’s say it had stuff and leave it that.”  She shook her head. “Amazing the stuff that is posted 
online that no newspaper in its right mind would publish.” 
 
“You mean all the news that’s unfit to print?” 
 
Gloria grimaced.  “Like having to eat a jumbo box of stale popcorn in order to find a kernel of 
truth.” 
 
“Speaking of which, were you able to get anything truthful from Riggleman?” 
 
Gloria shook her head slowly   “That name sure suits him because he sure knows how to 
wriggle out of giving a straight answer to a question.”  She opened her notebook.  “When I 
asked him if he was worried that the person who tried to kill Boone might try it again his 
answer was, quote, if they tangle with me, I’ll have their hide.  What does that mean?” 
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“It’s a line from John Wayne in the movie Horse Soldiers.” Foster St. Vrain said.  He’d entered 
the office while Gloria and Tom were talking.   
 
Gloria rolled her eyes.  “Thanks, Foster, I’ll put in my story that Sheriff Riggleman’s response is 
actually a quote from John Wayne.” 
 
“Is there anything from the interview that is news?” Tom asked. 
 
“Nothing concerning Boone.  What he really wanted to talk about was undocumented 
immigrants. He said that illegal immigrants as he calls them, from Mexico were invading the 
county.   He also said that these illegal immigrants, or illegals as he calls them, include lots of 
violent criminals.” 
 
“Did he offer any evidence to back up his claim?”  Tom asked. “Not that a lack of evidence 
ever stopped him from arresting people.”  
 
“He said he and his Posse…” 
 
“You mean the gang that can’t ride straight?” Foster drawled.  He had settled into a chair and 
put his crossed legs up on the desk in front of him, his boots resting on the blotter, and 
clasped his hands behind the back of his neck.  
 
“Whatever,” Gloria answered and then continued.  “He said they had just intercepted a bunch 
of illegals who were entering the County on the Picketwire Railroad.  They were, according to 
him, disguised as members of one of Tony Medrano’s tours.  He also said that Max Bergman 
was there and that he was also disguised as the conductor.”  Gloria looked up from her notes 
and added.  “He refused to elaborate on what he meant by that.” 
 
Tom leaned back and laughed.  “Max was working for Tony. He was playing the part of Clem 
the conductor on this new tour of Tony’s called Rails, Trails and Tales.” 
 
“How do you know that?” Gloria asked. 
 
“He sent me a press release announcing a new tour called Trails and Tales and I included it in 
the Round Up section of the paper a few weeks ago.” 
 
“I guess I missed it. Sorry.  I really do try to read every single word that’s in each edition of the 
paper.” 
 
“Then you read more of than I do,” Tom replied.  “Anyway, getting back to your interview, did 
the Sheriff tell you how many of these illegals, as he calls them, he arrested on the train were 
actually violent criminals?”  
 
“No, because he didn’t arrest anybody.  He says they got away before he could apprehend 
them.” 
 
“You mean he actually admitted that these desperados managed to escape him and his 
posse?” Foster asked.    
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“Riggleman said they jumped off the train before he could board it and escaped. He claims 
that they had accomplices who helped them get away, otherwise he would have caught them.” 
 
“Did he offer anything to back up this claim that there were accomplices?”  Tom asked.  
 
“He said, he had no further comments on the accomplices at that this time.  He did say that 
their horses were spooked and ran off so they were unable to pursue the illegals.” 
 
Foster unclasped his hands.  “Did he actually see these, to use his words, illegals that he 
claims are violent criminals?”   
 
“No but he’s sure he’ll, quote, have them rounded up and behind bars in no time so they won’t 
be able to prey on the good, law abiding, citizens of Purgatory County, end of quote.  I guess I 
should check to see if that’s also from a John Wayne movie.  I’m going to ask Tony for his 
version of what happened.” 
 
“You mean, the true version,” Foster said pulled his legs from the desk and let his boots hit the 
floor with a thump.  
 
 
When Tom called Tony the person who answered the phone at Purple Sage Tours said he was 
out of the office and they didn’t know when he would return.  Although the next person to call 
would be Max Bergmann, Tom hesitated for a moment. Even though he’d attended most of the 
plays performed by the Bard Wire Theater Company he wasn’t exactly a fan.  Despite his best 
efforts he always dozed off during the performances although he was pretty sure no one 
noticed since he managed to keep his head upright and not snore.  He also made a point of 
attending on opening night so he could sit next to Eleanor Perceval, the Picketwire Press’s 
theater critic.  Eleanor, who was also a Professor of Fine Arts at Picketwire College would not 
only nudge him awake as the final curtain came down but fill him in on what he missed so that 
he could reply intelligently when people asked him what he thought.  She joked that this not 
only saved Tom from embarrassment but also from having to read her review, which, in fact, it 
did. 
 
Instead of Max, his answering machine picked up.  There was a lengthy message from Max in 
a dramatic voice informing the caller that Mr. Bergmann was unavailable because he was at 
the rehearsal for the new play by the world renowned playwright, Howdy Hanks, that he was 
directing. Tom hung up as the message continued with details on the date of the world 
premiere and how to go about purchasing tickets.  Tom knew that rehearsals were being held 
in the sanctuary of the Picketwire Community Church.  When he got there the door to the 
sanctuary was closed with a note taped on it stating that there was no admittance during 
rehearsals.  Hoping there might be a break when he would be able to talk to Max, Tom sat 
down on a bench in the narthex.  As he waited he noticed the stack of Church newsletters and 
picked one up. On the front was a story on Jane, which made him feel guilty that he had 
avoided her.  Then he started worrying that she might walk in on him sitting there and he’d 
have to talk to her.  He put the newsletter back in the stack, looked at his watch and decided 
to leave. As he got up the door to the sanctuary suddenly opened and Max appeared. 
 
 “What are you doing here, Tom?”  Max demanded,  “The rehearsal is closed to the press.” 
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“Don’t worry, I didn’t go inside.  I’ve been waiting out here.” 
 
“What for?” 
 
“To talk to you.” 
 
Max relaxed his face.  “Ah, you want a story. Sorry to disappoint the press but as much as I 
want to, I can’t tell you anything about the play because Howdy wants to keep it a secret until 
it opens.” 
 
“It’s not about the play.” 
 
“It’s not?”  
 
“I mean the play is really big news, don’t get me wrong but what I want to talk to you about is 
what happened when you were performing on the train yesterday as part of Tony Medrano’s 
tour.  Gloria Herrera, one of our reporters interviewed the Sheriff about something else and he 
claimed that he had stopped the train searching for illegal immigrants and that you were 
playing the part of a conductor.” 
 
“Clem the conductor.  I also wrote the script and directed.  It was in the old melodrama style 
that was popular in the nineteenth century, especially in the old west. I had to do quite a bit of 
research to make sure it was authentic.” 
 
“Right, well he told Gloria that there were illegal immigrants on the train but that they had 
escaped.  The Sheriff refused to go into any detail but since you were there, I thought you 
might be able to tell me what took place.” 
 
Max opened his mouth and then closed it, bit his lip and furrowed his brows and then 
answered.  “As much as I would like to be quoted in the paper - not for me personally, of 
course, but for the positive publicity it gives to the Bard Wired Players- in this case I really 
don’t want my name in the paper.  I’ve been told that the Sheriff can be vindictive.” 
 
“I’m afraid you’re right.”  Tom nodded.  “But, look, I don’t need to name you;  you can be an 
anonymous source.” 
 
Max smiled.  “You mean, like deep throat in All The President’s Men?” 
 
“Sort of like that.” 
 
“And you’re playing Woodward.” 
 
“I’m not exactly Robert Redford,”  Tom stammered. 
 
“Neither was Woodward. That’s what’s we call theatrical license.  Of course, being a journalist 
you want just the facts.” 
 
“Whatever you can recollect will be great.” 
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“Then, what I recollect is that Sheriff Riggleman and his posse stopped the train just when we 
were reaching the dramatic climax of our performance.  The actor who was playing the part of 
Clementine…” 
 
“A man was playing a woman’s part?” 
 
“Whatever gave you that idea?” 
 
“You said actor not actress.” 
 
Max sighed.  “We don’t call women actresses in the theater anymore. Everyone who acts, 
whether they are male, female or whatever combination they choose, is an actor.” 
 
“Isn’t that confusing?” 
 
“No. more confusing than women journalists being called reporters rather than reportresses.” 
 
“Right.  Sorry I interrupted.” 
 
“As I was saying, the actor playing Clementine came running from the back of the observation 
car, which is the last car in the train and has one of those platforms at the rear…” 
 
“I know, I wrote a story about riding on it for its inaugural run after it had been restored.  Sorry 
for interrupting again.” 
 
“Yes, well, to continue,”  Max said.  “She, the actor I mentioned, was yelling that there was a 
gang on horseback chasing us.  Of course, she couldn’t have known that it was the Sheriff and 
his posse and not train robbers.  She ran past me to the front of the car. Several other 
passengers leapt from their seats and followed her. She did give quite a convincing 
performance.” 
 
“But she wasn’t performing if she thought the Sheriff and his posse really were bank robbers.” 
 
“That doesn’t mean she wasn’t acting.  All the world’s a stage so why not a train.” 
 
“Isn’t all the world’s a stage from Shakespeare?” 
 
“As You Like It, Act Two, Scene Seven. You no doubt remember those words from the 
production that we staged last year.” 
 
“Of course,”  Tom said. “It was very moving.” 
 
“It’s a comedy – you’re supposed to laugh.” 
 
“I was moved to laughter is what I meant,” Tom replied.  “But getting back to what happened 
on the train, what did your actor and the three passengers do next?” 
 
“It seems that they all jumped off the train.” 
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“They jumped off a moving train?” 
 
“No, the train had come to a stop.  Someone had pulled the emergency cord and since it 
wasn’t going very fast to begin with it stopped pretty quickly.” 
 
“Then what happened?” 
 
“Sheriff Riggleman came aboard and walked down the aisle.  Actually, he strutted like he 
wanted to everyone to think he was John Wayne.  He stopped when he got to me and 
demanded to know where the illegals were.  It seems that he actually thought I was a real 
conductor instead of an actor.  If he wasn’t such a dunce, I would be flattered that my 
performance was so convincing that he didn’t realize I was an actor. Like your reporter told 
you, he had some crazy idea they were illegal immigrants.  He seemed to think the Picketwire 
Railroad was the underground railroad.” 
 
“He didn’t find the passengers who jumped off the train from what I understand.” 
 
“That’s right, he and his posse couldn’t find them near the train and they weren’t able to 
continue their search because their horses had escaped as well. Apparently, the train whistle 
scared them off.  Since there was no cell service where we were, he wasn’t able to contact 
anyone to pick up him and his posse so they had to ride back to Picketwire with us. I don’t 
know what happened to the passengers who ran off.” 
 
“What about the actor who played Clementine?” 
 
“What about her?” 
 
“What happened to her?” 
 
“I don’t know. She got here just in time for the start of rehearsal.  All she said was that some 
guy she knows from high school was driving by and gave her a ride.” 
 
“Can I talk to her?” 
 
“You can try but she said that she didn’t want to discuss it with anyone. But you’ll have to wait 
until after rehearsal is over, which won’t be for another couple of hours.  I just called for a short 
break because one of our actors hasn’t shown up.  I came out to see if he was sneaking a 
smoke or a drink.” 
 
“I didn’t think smoking and drinking were allowed in a Church.” 
 
“That wouldn’t stop this guy. He’s turned out to be completely unreliable.”  Max looked at his 
watch.  “That’s it, I’ve had it with him. I’ll just have to cast someone else for the part.  The show 
must go on.”  He stepped back and sized Tom up.  “Have you ever acted?” 
 
“Me? Act? In a play?”  Tom stammered. 
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“Nothing to it.  This isn’t a lead or anything.  You just have to deliver a few lines.  You just have 
to look the part and you’re about the right age for the character, who is a senior in high 
school.” 
 
“But I graduated from Picketwire High more than ten years ago.” 
 
“That’s closer than thirty years, which is how long it’s been for Larry, the guy I just fired. You 
can only do so much with make-up.  Also, he couldn’t remember his lines even when he did 
show up. You, on the other hand…” 
 
“No way.”  Tom interrupted, holding up both of his hands in protest. 
 
“Look, you said you wanted to talk to Zelda, right?” 
 
“Who’s Zelda?” 
 
 “Zelda Zenn is the actor’s stage name.” 
 
“Yeah. But…” 
 
“Well, this is your chance. We’re about to rehearse a scene with her and the character you 
play.  You can read your lines from the script.” 
 
“But that’s acting not interviewing.” 
 
“Don’t you see, you’ll gain her trust and she’ll agree to tell you everything. I think she has some 
very valuable information that will help you. It’ll be a scoop. Come on, just try it out.  No 
commitment although I’m a pretty damn good judge of talent and I think you’ve really got 
something, Tom.” 
 
“I do?” 
 
“You may not believe this, but when we were doing our interview just now it felt like we were 
doing a scene together.  It was like you really were Robert Redford playing Woodward.”  He 
poked Tom in the chest with his right index finger. “There’s an actor inside you just waiting to 
get on stage.” 
 
Before Tom could reply, Max grabbed him by the arm and opened the door.  To Tom’s 
amazement he didn’t resist and followed Max inside the sanctuary as if he was being called by 
some higher power. 
 
 
 
A DITCH TO NOWHERE 
 
Ari was beginning to feel gear stick envy as he watched Will deftly shift the Jeep’s gears.  He 
couldn’t help feeling like a wimp for his inability to master the manual transmission. His attempt 
to learn on his own had ended in humiliation.  He’d rented a car in Athens with a stick shift 
while on one of his trips back to Greece but was unable to even back out of the parking space.  
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How hard could it be to learn how to push and pull a stick while depressing a pedal?  It doesn’t 
take a PhD.  Unfortunately, that also meant for Ari that all of the years of education that went 
into getting his PhD in Philosophy wouldn’t be of any use:  Shifting through gears wasn’t the 
same as engaging in a dialectical argument.  He’d just have go to some driving school so he 
could learn.  Someplace far away because he didn't want anyone in Picketwire to know that he 
didn’t know.  Maybe one of those places that teach you how to drive like a Grand Prix driver 
who smoothly shifts through hairpin turns as they race through the streets of Monaco.  
 
Not that Ari could put that skill to use on the particular road they were on.  In fact it wasn’t 
even a road. They had turned off the paved road and then the gravel one and were now 
bouncing and shimmying across the prairie, on a rutted track that, according to Gretl, had 
been carved by conestogas a hundred years ago. After an hour in the Jeep the only thing that 
Ari knew about Will was his last name, Raines, an appropriate name since the other thing Ari 
learned was that Will was a hydrogeologist who specialized in water distribution and 
conservation.  All of this came from Gretl as she introduced them after Ari had settled into the 
front seat of the Jeep. The only words Will said were nice to meet you and buckle up. Ari 
assumed from Will’s response that he didn’t remember they had met at the Last Ditch or, if he 
did, he didn’t want to talk about it.  
 
“It looks like the middle of nowhere,” Ari observed. 
 
“Logically, if we’re in the middle we have to be somewhere because nowhere would have no 
boundaries that we could be equidistant from,” Gretl replied from the back seat. 
 
“Doesn’t that go against the cowboy philosophy of don’t fence me in?” 
 
“Don’t Fence Me In is a song.” 
 
“There’s no reason why philosophy can’t be sung …on horseback…while strumming a guitar.” 
 
“Is that how you give your lectures?” 
 
“No although I’m new to these parts so who knows. Of course, I would have to learn how to 
ride a horse, play the guitar and carry a tune.” 
 
“If you do you might want to think twice about including Don’t Fence Me In since it was written 
by Cole Porter and he certainly wasn’t a cowboy.  His idea of the wide open spaces was 
Central Park. I’ll leave it to you as to whether he would be considered a philosopher.” 
 
Ari was trying to think of a comeback when the Jeep stopped.  As Will cut the motor and 
opened his door Gretl announced from the back seat. “This is as far as we go,” Gretl 
announced, nudging the back of Ari’s seat.  “We’re here.” 
 
“Here?”  Ari answered, opening the door and getting out. Will was already out and walking 
quickly as if he knew where he was going.       
 
“I mean it’s not far from here,” Gretl replied, climbing out of the back seat and standing beside 
Ari.  
 



 

 9 

“Good, because I didn’t bring my hiking boots.  In fact, I don’t have any hiking boots.” 
 
“Just follow the path.” 
 
“What path?” 
 
“Okay, just follow me.” 
 
Ari kept eyes on the ground in front of him as he walked behind her on his thin soled, 
cordovan, penny loafers through the brush, loose stones and cactus. “How far is it?”  
 
“Will’s already there.” 
 
Ari stopped and looked up. Will had vanished. “Close? He’s disappeared.” 
 
Gretl pointed down. Ari walked over and stopped where she was standing, which turned out to 
be the edge of a ditch.  Will was inside the ditch, stooped over and poking around the bottom 
with his right hand. Although there was no water in the ditch, he raised his hand and opened it 
so that they could see the mud he’d scooped up. Gretl took a picture of him with her Leica.   
 
“There was water in here last night and you can see by the water line that is still visible that it 
was a couple of feet deep.” Will pointed at the side of the ditch and then poked it with his right 
index finger and ground the dirt between his thumb and index finger. “Damp.” Gretl took 
another photo with her Leica.  Will scrambled up out of the ditch and wiped his hands off on 
his jeans. 
 
“Isn’t that what an irrigation ditch is for?”  Ari asked. “I mean this is an irrigation ditch, isn’t it?” 
 
“It was an irrigation ditch,” Gretl answered, “But it hasn't been used for a couple of years...” 
 
“Three years,” Will interjected.  “That’s when the owners sold their water rights.” 
 
“Maybe it’s from rain.”  Ari offered. 
 
Gretl shook her head.  “It hasn’t rained for days.” 
 
“Ten days,” Will added.  “And it was less than a quarter inch.” 
 
“It rains so rarely here, especially this time of year, it’s hard to not notice when it does,” Gretl 
said. 
 
“Where did the water come from, then?”  Ari asked. 
 
“The River. That’s why the Purgatoire’s level is lower than normal,” Gretl said. 
 
“And that’s why we got involved,” Will added. 
 
“But how did it get into this ditch?” 
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“Somebody opened the old headgate where this is connected to the river. It was supposed to 
be sealed shut when the ditch was vacated,” Will said. 
 
“Obviously someone has been opening it to divert water into this ditch,” Gretl said. 
 
“Why?” 
 
“Well, they could be doing it to irrigate their crops because they can’t afford to buy water or 
they could be doing it to sell it to someone who can afford to buy it,”  Gretl answered. 
 
 “In either case they would be running it through here to ditches that are connected to this one.  
The problem is there are no ditches that are connected to this one,” Will said.  
 
“But the water has to have gone somewhere,” Ari insisted.  
 
“Unless it’s a ditch to nowhere,”  Gretl replied.  
 
Will looked at both of them and said. “Ready?” 
 
“For what?”  Ari asked. 
 
“To see where the water went,” Will replied. 
 
“You didn’t think we came out here just to look at an empty ditch, did you?” Gretl added. 
 
“It can’t be very far from here,” Will said.  “So it shouldn’t be too much of a hike it but you can 
follow me in the jeep if you want.” 
 
Ari looked at his penny loafers.  They were scuffed and covered with dust. “I don’t know if I can 
get very far in these shoes.” 
 
“We’ll both follow you in the jeep,” Gretl replied.  Will, who was already walking away, 
acknowledged her by raising his right arm. She turned to Ari and asked.  “Do you want to 
drive?” 
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