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WELCOME TO PICKETWIRE 

By Tim Wintermute 

INSTALLMENT 18 

BEANS AND BOOKS 
 
Harry stood next to the rear stairway to the second floor back room greeting the members of 
Beans and Books as they arrived for their monthly meeting. Bunch of Books was not only the 
oldest bookstore in Picketwire it was also the host for Beans and Books, its oldest book club.  
Despite its name Beans and Books had stopped serving beans for its lunchtime meetings 
when it became all too clear that it was one thing to eat beans while sitting around a campfire 
swapping tall tales it was quite another when sitting in a confined space and discussing works 
of literature.  While beans had been replaced with less distracting edibles the name was not 
changed, although the members began calling it B & B.  Since most of the members bought 
their books from Bunch of Books, Harry like the Bunch’s before him, was not an official 
member since he had to avoid any appearance of influencing what books were selected.  As a 
non-member he didn’t have a voice in choosing the books.  In fact, he didn’t have any voice 
since only members could participate in the book discussion.  However, Harry was allowed to 
sit and observe.  An experience that was often enlightening and always entertaining.  
 
At one time the door was hidden by a bookcase that swiveled out on a hinge to reveal the 
secret stairs. That was when there were books that were still banned and anyone caught 
reading them  risked arrest.  Bunch of Books had to smuggle them in like illegal liquor during 
prohibition and  Harry’s parents and grandparents told stories of unpacking boxes of books 
and slipping off the paper book covers with titles by authors such as Zane Grey, Laura Ingalls 
Wilder and Horacio Alger in order to reveal the “banned” ones by D.H. Lawrence, Collette and 
Karl Marx.  The secret room at the top of the hidden stairway was referred to as the “readeasy” 
where you could purchase and read bootleg books instead of booze although it wasn’t entirely 
unknown to consume one while doing the other.  Because B&B members read most of the 
“banned” books that were available in the “readeasy” it made sense to hold their meetings 
there as well. In case they were ever “raided” by the Sheriff of Purgatory County, who was hell 
bent on burning as many banned books as possible, the members had been given the paper 
book covers that had been removed so that they could be quickly slipped over the banned 
volume being discussed. As it turned out the Sheriff’s Department never found out about the 
“readeasy” at Bunch’s and, instead, spent its time searching the shelves of public libraries and 
schools.  When the County stopped banning books, despite the Sheriff’s vociferous objection, 
the hinged bookcase was removed.  Even though there was no longer the fear of having their 
meetings raided, their books being confiscated, and their bodies thrown in the hoosegow, 
Beans and Books continued to meet in the once secret room at noon on the third Saturday of 
every month.  
 
Harry wished he had been around then, but the last banned book in Purgatory County was J.D. 
Salinger’s Catcher in the Rye, which was published in 1961.  When the Sheriff raided the 
Picketwire Public Library and confiscated their copies and hauled the Librarian off to the 
County Jail the City of Picketwire challenged the constitutionality of the ban.  Judge Martinez 
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not only ruled in the City’s favor and overturned the banning he also wrote a favorable book 
review that was published in the Picketwire Press. Harry thought about that as he stood at his 
position by the door before the meeting not only to greet the B & B members but to close the 
door after the last member arrived.  In fact, Harry had installed an elevator five years ago to 
serve the entire four stories of the book store so that members could  enter the room through a 
doorway that had been placed in the wall separating the room from the rest of the second 
floor. However, most members still preferred taking the stairs.  Even Miss Bennett had used 
the stairs up until her death and Lucy Hopkins, who was now the oldest member, still preferred 
them, although she was more than happy to take Harry’s arm as she climbed the stairs.  As if 
on cue, Lucy approached, cane in one hand and a book in the other.  Harry couldn’t help 
asking her if she ever thought of using the elevator. 
 
“I did think about it after Rosalind died.  There was no way I was going to take the elevator as 
long as she took the stairs and she never stopped taking them.  But I decided against it.  After 
all if I took the elevator, I wouldn’t be able to take your arm, Harry.” 
 
“You knew Rosalind a long time.” 
 
“She was the person who invited me to join Beans and Books.  We were both young teachers 
just out of college.” 
 
“You taught school?” 
 
“Third grade.  Unlike, Rosalind, I quit when I got married.” 
 
“Just think, if you hadn’t quit, I would have had you as my teacher.” 
 
“You were lucky,” Lucy laughed.  “I didn’t really like teaching. I begged my parents to let me go 
to college and they only agreed because I said I wanted to be a teacher. Teaching was one of 
the few acceptable professions for young women back then. When I graduated my parents 
expected me to get a job teaching like I promised them.  I couldn’t tell them I didn’t want to 
teach so that’s how I ended up teaching third grade here in Picketwire.  At that point, getting 
married seemed the only acceptable way to get out of teaching.  Not that I didn’t love Mel, you 
understand.  Now, Rosalind, she loved teaching and if she had gotten married, she would have 
had to quit if she got pregnant.  There was no dependable birth control back then nor was 
there maternity leave and women were expected to stay home and take care of their children.  
Of course, there were women who worked after having children but it would have raised a lot 
of eyebrows even in Picketwire, progressive as it is, if a woman continued teaching when she 
had small children. Besides, it’s not as if there was daycare and Rosalind and I didn’t have any 
family living here who could help out so we couldn’t continue teaching if we had children. 
Those were the days when you couldn’t have it all. At least for women. In any case, Rosalind 
chose teaching other people’s children over having her own.” 
 
“Over love and marriage.” 
 
“Over marriage. Not necessarily over a love life.  Although Rosalind was very private and didn’t 
talk about her love life that doesn’t mean she didn’t have one.”  Lucy laughed.  “I suppose that 
comes as quite a surprise to you, Harry, that your first grade teacher might have had a love 
life.” 
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Harry smile and nodded.  “It would have been before I bought her books…” 
 
“I imagine you must have been surprised by some of the ones she read.” 
 
“You mean the banned ones? I figured she probably would have read many of them because 
she was a member of B&B.” 
 
“Then you may be surprised that she read them before B&B selected them as books to read.” 
 
“She didn’t get them through us?” 
 
“She bought them on the trips she took during summer vacation. She would go traipsing off to 
places like New York City and England and, even, France.  You know she spoke French 
fluently.” 
 
“Miss Bennet, I mean Rosalind?” 
 
“She also knew Italian and German and, of course, the Queens English.”  Lucy smiled, broadly 
and shook her head.  “By the way she made a point of correcting people if they said it was the 
King’s English.  She pointed out that the current monarch was Queen Elizabeth.” 
 
“One thing that really surprised me about the books was that some of them were gifts from 
Wylie’s father Charles Boone.  They were rare, first editions that had the Double B Brand on 
them.  I wouldn’t have thought they would have even known each other much less…” 
 
“It doesn’t surprise me,”  Lucy interrupted Harry before he could finish.  “Although I didn’t 
know until you told me just now that he had given Rosalind the books it makes sense.” 
 
“Why?” 
 
“Charles was also a member of B & B.” 
 
“A Boone was a member of Beans and Books?” 
 
“Yes, and it was Rosalind who brought him to his first meeting.  This wasn’t long after we both 
joined. You should have seen the stir that made because everyone knew that the Boone’s 
pretty much owned the Sheriff’s Department and the Sheriff would arrest people he caught 
with a banned book.  But, as some people pointed out - although not in front of Charles, if he 
was a member of B & B the Sheriff wasn’t about to raid our meetings or your family’s 
bookstore for that matter.” 
 
“Is that why she brought him.” 
 
“I can see Rosalind asking him for that reason but I can’t see Charles agreeing because of that.  
No, he was interested in more than a relationship with good books.  Still, it was surprise that he 
wanted such a relationship with Rosalind. Not that she wasn’t attractive but Charles was the 
number one eligible bachelor around.  Not just because he was a Boone and handsome but he 
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was also one of the only bachelors who hadn’t joined or been drafted into the Army.  You see 
this was 1943 during the Second World War. “ 
 
“Why was Charles still around?” 
 
“He got a deferment because the Double B was such a big operation and supplier of beef to 
the Army they were designated as a business that was vital to the war effort.  Charles dad, CW 
Junior, said that he couldn’t run the operation without Charles.” 
 
“You said Charles was a member.  Does that mean he attended the meetings regularly and 
read the books?” 
 
“Yes, he bought the books and read them, but I don’t recall him saying much at the meetings.  
He just sat there next to Rosalind and listened.  Sort of like what you do, Harry. Then after 
almost a year attending each monthly meeting he suddenly stopped coming.” 
 
“Why do you think he stopped?” 
 
“Now what do you think, Harry?”  
 
 “Because he and Rosalind broke up?” 
 
“That’s what I think as well, although Rosalind never mentioned it to me.  Not that she would 
have. After all, she hadn’t mentioned that she was seeing him to begin with. Not long after that 
Charles left town and went off to California.  The story was he was sent there by his Father to 
help with the logistics of transporting the Double B’s beef by ship to our troops fighting the 
Japanese.  When he came back at the end of the War he was married to Delores, that’s Wylie’s 
mother, who he met out there.” 
 
“Do you think Rosalind saw Charles after he came back?” 
 
“It’s a small town and Charles’ son, Wylie, would have been one of her first grade students so I 
imagine they couldn’t avoid each other.” 
 
“But she never said anything to you about it?” 
 
“No.  Whatever happened between them she kept to herself.  Although, I guess she didn’t keep 
it to herself, entirely, because she left that note from Charles you mentioned in one of the 
books. She must have known you would find it.” 
 
“You don’t think she just forgot to destroy it?” 
 
“Rosalind, forget something like that? Her mind was as sharp as a straight razor up until she 
passed.” 
 
“Would you like to read it?” 
 
“Goodness no, Harry.  If she wanted me to read it, she would have left it for me not you.”  Lucy 
then looked through the doorway and said. “You know, I think the folks upstairs are probably 
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wondering if I dropped dead.” She held out here left arm.  “So with your assistance I’ll rise up 
the stairs and appear as if from the grave.” 
 
NOT ANY OLD MAP 
 
“You can just let me off here,”  Sister M’s told Tony as they pulled up in front of the Purgatory 
County Sheriff’s Department.  The red brick building, which also housed the jail, was attached 
like a carbuncle to the rear of the Purgatory County Courthouse. 
 
“You have my cell number so just give me a call when you’re finished and I’ll swing by and pick 
you up.”  
 
“I don’t think this will take long.  Maybe an hour.” 
 
“You think Riggleman is going to back off and see reason?” 
 
“I don’t know about reason but I think he will back off when he sees me,” Sister M’s replied 
with a wink and then got out of the pick-up. 
 
With time to kill, Tony decided to drive over to the Picketwire Canyonlands Headquarters and 
see if Elise Plumb was in. They were going out on their third date on Friday. For Tony, the third 
date was a decision point as to whether to continue dating or to just be “friends”.  Since he 
and Elise had just been friends for a year before they’d decided to go out on a real “date” he 
was feeling that there was even more riding on this third date.  He thought that dropping in on 
her at work might take some of the pressure off.  
 
When he walked in Elise was standing with a couple of tourists in front of a large wall map.  
Tony looked over the rack of brochures as he listened to her give a brief history of Picketwire 
Canyonlands and some of the easier hiking trails. After they left, laden with maps and 
information pamphlets, Elise turned to Tony and said.  “This isn’t Friday is it?” 
 
“What?” 
 
“You know date night - our third date night?  Did you forget?” 
 
“No, it’s not Friday and no I didn’t forget. I just dropped Sister M’s off at the County Jail and I 
thought I’d stop by and see if you were in while I’m waiting to drive her back to the Convent.” 
 
“What’s she doing at the Jail?” 
 
“She’s there to get somebody released.” 
 
“Some dangerous desperado, I imagine,” Elise laughed. 
 
“Not unless you consider Donny Buford a desperado.” 
 
“Desperate, maybe, but what teenager isn’t.  So why was he busted?” 
 
“I guess you could say he was arrested for being in the right place at the right time.” 
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“I didn’t know that was against the law.” 
 
“It’s not, but when did the law stop Riggleman.” 
 
“But Sister M’s can.” 
 
“You don’t think she can?” 
 
Elise laughed. “It wasn’t a question, I was stating a fact.” 
 
“Anyway, that’s why I was in the neighborhood and stopped by so I’m glad you’re in.” 
 
“I’d rather be out…there,  as you know,” she waved at the map on the wall. “However, Jeanine 
called in sick and Bob is at an in-service training in Denver and, then, Ron decided to go on 
vacation. He went to New York City, of all places. Said he wanted a change of scenery and 
Dennis, well you know...” She rolled her eyes.  
 
“Yeah, I know,” Tony answered.  “Dennis the Menace.” 
 
“What that in your hand?”  Elise pointed at the rolled up map in Tony’s left hand. 
 
“An old map of the area.” 
 
“You want to trade it in for a new one because we’ve got plenty of them.”  
 
“No, because this isn’t just any old map, either.  At least a copy of one, anyway.”  He peeled 
off the rubber band that bound it and spread it out on the glass counter.  
 
Elise bent over and looked at it. “It does look old and there’s the Rio de Purgatoire.” 
 
“It’s in Spanish, because it was drawn when this was still part of Mexico.” 
 
“Where did you find it?” 
 
“In a gift shop.” 
 
She stood up and looked at him as if he was pulling her leg.  He said. “No really. I saw it on the 
wall of the Our Lady of Purgatory Gift Shop just an hour ago. Of course, that was a copy, as 
well. They were also selling copies and that’s what this is. Only, they gave it to me for free.” 
 
“Where’s the original?” Elise asked. 
 
“The Sisters have it.  They discovered it while they were renovating one of the prison cells. 
Sister Beatrice says that it’s authentic. You know, she’s an archeologist.” 
 
“Of course I know Sister Beatrice. She’s on our archeological advisory board and she helps out 
with our Digging for Dinosaurs program every summer. If she says it’s authentic then it’s quite 
a find. Is it something you’re going to use in your tours?” 
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“Maybe, but this is more personal. It shows the land granted by Mexico to my family.” 
 
“You mean this line here.”  Elise said as she pointed with her right index finger.  “Is the 
boundary line for the Medrano Land Grant?” 
 
“Right,” Tony said and pointed at the right corner of the map. “I know it’s hard to tell on this 
copy but when I looked at the larger copy on the wall this right here was an official seal next to 
the signature of Manuel Armijo, who was the Governor of New Mexico when it was still part of 
Mexico.  It’s dated April 7, 1840. Next to it you can see that it says in Spanish that this map 
shows the land that is granted to Francisco Medrano and his family in perpetuity.” 
 
Ilene shook her head. “Unfortunately, the in perpetuity ended when the U.S. won the Mexican-
American War in 1848.” 
 
“Yeah,” Tony nodded.  “Even though in the Treaty of Guadalupe the U.S. agreed to honor the 
existing Mexican land grants the U.S. wasn’t really all that committed to honoring the treaty.  
When the legality of the land grants were challenged my great, great grandfather, Don 
Francisco couldn’t produce an official map showing the boundaries of the land grant.” 
 
“The story I heard was that he lost it.” 
 
“Actually, he said it had been stolen.  He couldn’t prove it and there were people who said that 
there was never a map and he was lying about it being stolen and it was a land grab. Of 
course, without the map Don Francisco couldn’t substantiate the claim but he also couldn’t 
defend the Medrano family honor.  I think that was probably worse than losing the land.” 
 
“I thought your family ended up with some of the land and that part of it was donated to form 
Picketwire.” 
 
“Don Francisco did get the government to recognize the land that our family had settled and 
was ranching but that was only a quarter of what was in the land grant and some of Picketwire 
is on that land.  Don Francisco donated it. Even though its too late to do anything about the 
claim, at least this map shows that it was legitimate and that my great, great grandfather 
wasn’t a liar.”  Tony’s cellphone jiggled in his breast pocket and he took it out.  “It’s a text from 
Sister M’s saying she’s finished,” he said.  He texted okay and put it back in his pocket. 
 
“You know, what I don’t get is how did it end up in a prison?” Elise said as Tony rolled up the 
map.  “I mean, if it was a map of the prison I could understand someone smuggling it in but 
why this?” 
 
“That’s what I hope to find out,” Tony answered securing the map with the rubber band.  
 
FARM TO TABLE 
 
Sue looked around her kitchen, which was pretty much the entire house. When she’d bought 
the nineteen sixties era one story ranch house on the west side of town, she knew that her 
range wouldn’t fit into the kitchen so she took out the wall between it and the dining room. Not 
stopping there she removed the walls to the two bedrooms.  Now, the only walls still standing 
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were around the bathroom. Her bed was tucked into an alcove. Max joked that he couldn’t 
help feeling jealous that when he spent the night, he had to share her with a Vulcan range. “I 
mean, how can I compete with two ovens and six burners? Talk about the strong, silent type, 
it’s eight hundred pounds of stainless steel.” 
 
Although she had laughed when he said that she had to admit that the longest relationship 
she’d ever been in was with her cooking stove. It had never let her down and she didn’t have to 
worry about it walking out on her. Not that she shared that thought with Max.  
 
“What if my bed was on a stage?” He asked. 
 
“I’d make sure the curtain was down if I was sleeping over.” 
 
There wasn’t going to be any sleeping over tonight, on or off stage.  Max would be meeting 
with Howdy Hanks after their evening rehearsal and probably wouldn’t be done until after 
midnight.  Instead, Sue was going to meet Max for an early dinner before rehearsals started at 
seven.  Not at the Pretty Good, since it would be about as private as eating on stage in front of 
a full house. No, this would be a table for two at El Mejor. She had even made a reservation 
several days in advance.  Not that she was worried they wouldn’t get a table but because the 
owner and chef, Hector Torres, would have been offended that she had assumed he wouldn’t 
be fully booked.  When Sue called and made the reservation, she told Annetta, the woman who 
answered the phone, that she hoped there was still a table free.  Annetta responded that, yes, 
she was very lucky because they did have one table for two that was still available. Sue 
remembered telling Hector that the reason she decided to call her cafe the “Pretty Good” was 
because his restaurant was already “the best”. Although she meant it as a joke, he replied that 
he called it El Mejor because he opened it after being fired as the chef of another Mexican 
restaurant in town that was called El Supremo.  Hector said the owner had fired him out of 
jealousy because customers were saying they came there only because of his cooking. Hector 
added that El Supremo closed less than a year later while he had been open fifteen years.  
 
Sue parked her Prius on Carson Street and walked half a block to El Mejor. It was easy to walk 
right past the entrance, which was a double wooden door set into an adobe wall. Originally, 
there had been a storefront but Hector had replaced the large plate glass with the wall. He had 
torn off part of the roof and created a sala abierta, an open interior courtyard. The floors were 
waxed terra cotta tiles with exposed wooden beams overhead.  On the interior side of the 
adobe were ornate, hand carved wooden frames with color photographs of the Mexican food 
that were served at El Mejor.  Hector called them “retablos restaurante”.  Instead of the framed 
folk art paintings of saints that were in Mexican homes and Churches these retablos were 
devoted to food. Annetta seated Sue at a table for two under a retablo for “saint chile relleno”. 
Sue ordered a margarita and picked up the menu.  As she held it up in front of her she glanced 
over the top to see  Annetta walk over to the kitchen door and open it. As Hector’s face 
appeared over Annetta’s right shoulder, Sue looked down at the Menu. Hector would want to 
see her studying the menu closely. She would even tell the waiter how difficult it was to decide 
what to order because all of the dishes were so tempting. Max, on the other hand, would 
ignore the menu and order the carne asada with a side order of yellow rice and black beans.  
 
When Max arrived, Sue was already sipping her margarita. He gave her a quick kiss, sat down, 
picked up the bottle of Bohemia beer that she’d ordered for him and poured it into a glass. El 
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Mejor wasn’t the sort of place where you drank your beer out of the  bottle. After taking a drink, 
he set the glass down, looked at Sue and said. “Boy, I needed that.” 
 
“Long day?” 
 
“And it’s not over.  I’ve still got rehearsal. I guess that makes it a long day’s journey into night.” 
 
“Eugene O’ Neil’s plays are so long they put me to sleep.” 
 
“Hey, as long as I don’t,” Max replied, smiling as he flashed his eyebrows up and down.  It was 
as much Groucho Marx impersonation as it was flirtation. Sue didn’t know whether to laugh or 
give his hand an affectionate squeeze. She opted for both.  She was still getting used to being 
in another relationship much less being in one with a guy like Max. 
 
In LA Sue had known plenty of actors.  It was hard to avoid them especially in the restaurant 
business where most of the waiters were waiting for their big break.  Going on a date could be 
like an audition in which the worst thing that could happen was to win the part. Sue found that 
out with her ex-husband.  They had met while they were both working, naturally, in a restaurant 
where she was a chef and he was a waiter. After going together for several months they moved 
in together and married a couple of months after that. While she supported him, he devoted 
himself full time to his acting.  His career began to take off and within a year he got a lead part 
in a new television series.  After wrapping up the first season he told her that he found playing 
the part of a husband in a domestic drama too limiting and he needed a change. It was a 
career move and nothing personal. It turned out to be more of a career move for Sue than him.  
Shortly after their divorce his show was canceled while she used the divorce settlement to 
finance her first restaurant.  She made sure that her relationships after that were limited 
engagements.  
 
“The good news is Howdy says he knows how the play is going to end.  He still has to write the 
final scenes, but he promises to have it done in a couple of days so we can rehearse it.” 
 
“That must be a relief.” 
 
 “Only two weeks before the premier, I’ll say it is.  Although, there’s still a lot to do at least the 
show will go on.  What about you?  How did your meeting with the farmer in the deli go?” 
 
“It’s the farmer in the dell not deli.” 
 
“What’s a dell?” 
 
“I think it’s like a small valley.” 
 
“I bet your farmer Joji would prefer being in a deli. Why don’t you open one? In fact, you could 
call it the farmer in the deli and you can serve stuff you grow on your farm.” 
 
“That’s not an entirely crazy idea, Max.” 
 
“I can be only half crazed if I want to be.” 
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“I only want you to be completely crazy about me.”  Before Max could reply, Sue said.  “Hold 
that thought or feeling or whatever.  I have to say hello to someone who just walked in.”  She 
waved at Desmond Goswani who had just entered the restaurant with a woman she didn’t 
recognize. Desmond responded by walking over with the woman. 
 
After greeting Sue and Max, Desmond introduced Margaret Knudson.  
 
“You must be Arvid Kudson’s niece who inherited his farm,”  Sue said as she shook Margaret’s 
hand. 
 
“That’s me,” Margaret answered. “I’m the one taking over the bachelor farmer’s place.” 
 
“Are you planning on selling it?” Sue asked. 
 
“No, at least not right away.  I thought I might try being a bachelorette farmer.” 
 
“Sounds like one of those dating reality TV shows,” Max quipped.  
 
“Right, only the dates will include milking cows.”  She looked at Desmond and added. “Just 
kidding.” 
 
“Sue is getting into farming,” Max said scratching his right thumb with his left index finger.  
“Her green thumb is itching.” 
 
“You want to be a farmer? What about your restaurant?”  He asked then, explained to 
Margaret. “Sue is the Sue of Sue’s Pretty Good Café, which is the best restaurant in town.” 
 
“That’s a mouthful of Sues, Desmond, but thanks for the compliment.”  Then thinking that 
Hector might be listening, she added.  “However, I personally think this place is the best 
Mexican Restaurant.” 
 
“I should have said best non-Mexican restaurant.” 
 
“What about best Indian restaurant?” Margaret asked Desmond. 
 
“There is only one Indian Restaurant in Picketwire and it’s not very good.” 
 
Max cut them off by saying.  “In answer to your original question, Desmond, about why Sue 
would want to farm, you’ve no doubt heard of farm to table restaurants. Well, Sue’s already got 
the table.  In fact she’s got tables and booths. What she’s lacking is a farm.” 
 
Sue gave Max a cease and desist look. “I know about buying food, preparing it and serving it 
but growing it is another matter.  I may have the table part down but there’s an awful lot I need 
to learn about farming.” 
 
“Me too,” Margaret said.  “And I’ve already got a farm.” 


