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WELCOME TO PICKETWIRE 
INSTALLMENT 12 

 
By Tim Wintermute 

 
BIG IDEAS 
 
“Rent a Rancher.”  Clint Crowley drawled after he settled into the chair opposite Rich and 
Desmond in the FRED showroom. Desmond couldn’t help noticing Clint’s limp as he’d walked 
over to the table that they were sitting at.  It reminded him of Chester in the old reruns of the 
TV series Gunsmoke that he’d watched as a kid.  
 
“How is renting a ranch a big, new idea?”  Rich asked. 
 
“It ain’t, but renting a rancher is.” Clint said, knitting his bushy gray eyebrows together into one 
long wooly strand.  “You see, there’s lots of folks who don’t really want a ranch, they want to 
be a rancher.  Not all the time, though, because, well, it’s damn hard work.  So, this way they 
can be a rancher for a weekend or a week or longer, even.” 
 
“How’s that different than a dude ranch?” 
 
“Dude ranches are for dudes.  I mean if you want other people to believe that you really are a 
rancher you need to have someone who not only knows what the hell they’re doing but can 
make others believe you do too.” 
 
“But isn’t that fake?” Desmond asked. 
 
“Not any faker than most of the stuff on the inner net-” 
 
“You mean Internet.” 
 
“That too,” Clint nodded, then continued.   “Like those photos folks take of themselves-” 
 
“Selfies.”  
 
“More like wanna be’s.”  Clint tilted his chair so that it was balanced on its back two legs. 
 
“Say, Clint, you want to try out one of our recliners?”  Rich asked.  “They’re on sale. I can pull 
one over-no trouble.” 
 
“Nah,” Clint answered, coming back down with a thump on all four legs. “I got a rocker that 
suits me fine.” 
 
“Bet it doesn’t have a vibrator.” 
 



 

 2 

“If I want to vibrate all I have to do is get in the saddle.” Clint leaned forward and put his 
elbows on the table.  “But that’s no never mind. Let’s get back to my big idea.” 
 
“Rich turned to Desmond and asked. “What do you think?” 
 
“Well, it’s different…” 
 
“Exactly what I was thinking,” Rich snapped.  “It’s got some innovation in it.” 
 
“How much?” 
 
“How much innovation?”  
 
“No, how much money can I get? I don’t need a lot, I figure $5,000 is enough.” 
 
“Look, Clint, FRED X doesn’t give people money.  What it does is give entrepreneurs like you 
the chance to pitch their ideas to investors.” 
 
“Pitch?” 
 
“Pitch means you give a talk describing your idea. It’s called a FRED Talk.” 
 
“I’m not much of a talker.” 
 
 “They’re short.” 
 
“You don’t need to use PowerPoint,” Desmond added. 
 
“What’s that?” 
 
“Never mind,” Rich said.  “You can write on a flip chart if you want.” 
 
“My spelling ain’t so good.” 
 
“Just talk naturally.” 
 
“I don’t know,” Clint took off his hat and wiped the sweat from his forehead with his right 
sleeve.  “I don’t want to stand up there and make a horse’s ass of myself.” 
 
“Don’t worry,” Rich said.  “We have experts like Desmond who will help you.” 
 
“How much?” Clint asked. 
 
“As much help as you need,” Rich answered then turned to Desmond. “Right, Desmond.” 
 
“No, how much do I have to pay you?” 
 
“You don’t pay us anything. All you do is give your FRED Talk?  We ask the people who come 
to listen to make a contribution to help cover expenses.”  
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“You got to be pulling my leg. Why would someone pay to come hear me talk?” 
 
“Why?”  Rich answered. “Because they’re interested in big, new ideas. A lot of them will be 
venture capitalists looking to invest in start-ups and you, you’re…. you’re a start-up.” 
 
Clint’s eyebrows unknit, and he pushed back the brim of his Stetson, exposing his sun creased 
forehead. “Start-up? I ain’t started nothing yet, that’s what I want the money for.” 
 
“That means you need seed money to develop your idea into a start-up,” Desmond said, trying 
not to sound like a know it all. 
 
“Seed money?  Rancher’s don’t plant things. Don’t you know the difference between a rancher 
and a farmer?”  Clint spat out the word farmer like it was a wad of phlegm. 
 
“I didn’t mean money for seeds.  Seed money is what we call the first investment.”  
 
“Why don’t you just call it the first money?” 
 
“Okay, Clint, it’s the first money,” Rich said. 
 
 Clint’s face relaxed.  “It’ll not only be the first it’ll be last money because, like I said, all I need 
is five thousand bucks.” 
 
“Most startups require additional infusions,” Desmond said. 
 
“I don’t need a transfusion. I need money not blood.” 
 
“Infusion of capital is what I meant.  That’s when venture capitalists invest more money in a 
start up.” 
 
“Okay, but why would I need more money after I get my five grand?”  
 
“Well, for one thing, you’ll have marketing costs,” Desmond said.  “It takes money to create a 
brand.” 
 
Clint smiled broadly.  “I already got a brand.  It’s the Lazy C.  You can see it on all my cattle.” 
 
Instead of explaining what he meant by brand, Desmond fought the urge to throw up his hands 
and looked at Rich instead.  Rich said calmly. “Now that reminds me of another great brand - 
Lazy Boy.  You know, Clint, we’re their exclusive dealer in Picketwire so if you change your 
mind about wanting a recliner.” 
 
“If I get the five thousand dollars I’ll be able to get my idea going so that I can make some 
money.  Then I might buy one of your Lazy Boys so I can vibrate while watching television.” 
 
“Sure, Clint,” Rich answered.  “But like I said, FRED X doesn’t invest, it gives entrepreneurs like 
you an opportunity to give a FRED Talk that will present your big idea to potential investors 
who can give you the money.” 
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“And you got people, experts like Desmond here, who’ll help me with this talk?” 
 
“That’s right, isn’t it Desmond?” Both Rich and Clint stared at Desmond until he nodded his 
head. 
 
Clint slapped the table with his right hand.  “Well, then, I guess I’ll give her a go. It can’t be 
worse than bull riding at the Picketwire Rodeo when I was nineteen. Broke my right leg in three 
places when a damn bull stomped on me,” Clint said as he slowly pushed himself up from the 
chair.  “That’s how I got this gimpy leg.” 
 
 
 
“One down,” Rich announced after Clint limped out of the showroom.  “We just need nine 
more to present.  I figure ten FRED Talks should be enough.” 
 
If they’re like Clint’s that will be more than enough, Desmond thought, then said.  “I don’t 
pretend to know anything about farming, Rich, but…” 
 
“You mean ranching.  Clint’s a rancher, remember.  Big difference.” 
 
“Right.  I also don’t know anything about ranching, but what I wanted to say is that I do know 
something about investors in start-ups and it’s hard to see how Clint could make a pitch that 
would interest them.” 
 
“I agree that he’s a bit rough around the edges but ranchers like Clint don't like to be fenced 
in.” 
 
“Okay, but he needs to corral his idea if he wants to sell it.” 
 
“That’s exactly right, Desmond.” 
 
“It is?” 
 
“Yeah, corral is the kind of lingo a guy like Clint will understand. We just get him to look at his 
presentation as rounding up his idea and then filling it out like he fattens his cattle at a feed lot 
before he sells them.” 
 
“I think fattening them organically rather than taking them to a feed lot would be better.” 
 
“You mean raising them free range? We can give him the option.  Anyway, maybe he can do 
some fancy rope tricks while he talks.  He’s really good with the lariat.” 
 
Hopefully, he won’t hang himself Desmond wanted to say.  Instead he asked Rich who was 
next on the schedule? 
 
“Schedule? I just let people know that we’d be here this afternoon and they should just drop by 
and share their idea.  We don’t want to be too formal or it’ll scare people away.  That’s why I 
decided the showroom would be a great place for this since people can view it sort of like 
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window shopping. Looks like another one just walked in.  See how she’s looking around like 
she’s just stopped by to check out the furniture.” 
 
Desmond looked toward the front of the showroom.  A woman stood just inside the entrance, 
wrapped in a gauzy aura from the bright sunlight streaming in through the plate glass windows 
behind her. 
 
“We’re over here,” Rich shouted as he stood up. 
 
She threaded her way through the furniture, shedding her aura until she fully materialized in 
front of them as tall and trim with short, blond hair and large blue eyes. 
 
Rich held out his right hand. “I’m Rich Best and this is Desmond…”  
 
“Goswami, Desmond Goswami,” Desmond said, shaking her hand. 
 
“Margaret Knutson,” the woman answered.   
 
“Knutson?”  Rich asked.  “Any relation to Arvid Knutson?” 
 
“He was my uncle.” 
 
“Sorry,” Rich said, then added, hastily.  “Not sorry that he was your uncle, I mean.”  Rich 
turned to Desmond and explained.  “Arvid Knutson passed away last year.”  
 
“Nine months ago,” Margaret said.  
 
“We all thought that he didn’t have any family.” 
 
“Just a sister, my Mom, but they weren’t close. In fact, she didn’t find out about his death until 
several months afterwards.” 
 
“Ah, so your Mom gets the farm. A lot of people have been wondering what will happen to it.” 
 
“Actually, he gave me the farm although I have no idea why.” 
 
“So, you’re not here for FRED X?’  Desmond said, unable to completely hide his 
disappointment. 
 
“FRED X?  Is that some sort of sale you have going on?” 
 
“FRED X stands for Farm and Ranch Entrepreneurship Expo,” Rich said. 
 
“What does the D stand for?” 
 
Rich ignored the question and replied.  “It’s an opportunity for our amazingly talented but 
unrecognized rural entrepreneurs to showcase their innovations.” 
 
“Then D stands for display?” 
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“Exactly,” Rich responded without missing a beat.  “We’re going to put them on display.” 
 
“Is that why you’re having it in a showroom?” 
 
“Oh, it won’t be here, it’ll be at the Tumbleweed Theater.  We’re just using this as a place to 
meet with entrepreneurs who want to present their big ideas at FRED X.” 
 
“I’m afraid I don’t have any big ideas to share.  My only idea, in fact, is to make my uncle’s 
house habitable.” 
 
“So, you want to redo the place?” 
 
“From what I can tell my uncle never got around to doing it in the first place.  Not only is there 
not one stick of furniture that is completely intact, including the bed, there’s not even indoor 
plumbing. 
 
“Does this mean you’re thinking of staying for a while?” Desmond asked. 
 
“I’m not thinking about it, I’m sure that I’m staying for a while.” 
 
“If you need a place to stay while you’re fixing the place up Desmond owns Happy Trails RV 
and Trailer Park,” Rich said, patting Desmond on the back.   
 
“I don't have an RV or a trailer.” 
 
“We have ones that you can rent,” Desmond said.  “They’re furnished just a like a motel.” 
 
“You buy your furniture from us, right Desmond?”  Without waiting for Desmond, who had yet 
to replace any of the original furniture, to respond, he continued.  “So, you know it’s high 
quality.  One of the reasons Happy Trails is Picketwire’s premier lodging establishment.” 
 
“How many lodging establishments are there?” Margaret asked. 
 
Rich looked at Desmond who answered. “Three… not counting the campground.” 
 
“I certainly don’t need a campground since I’m already camping out in my uncle’s farm house. 
That’s why I came here.  I was hoping that in addition to furniture you might know some home 
remodeling contractors.” 
 
“Do I know them, we are them,” Rich said.  “Not only does FREDs sell furniture we’re a one 
stop shop for all your home needs, including remodeling.  Our motto is if you can’t get it at 
FRED’s then you don’t really need it.”  
 
“That’s really your motto?” Margaret said, raising her eyebrows. 
 
“One of them,” Rich said.  “Let me get my home remodeling information packet from the office 
and we can go over all your needs.” 
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As Rich walked toward the back where the office was, Margaret asked Desmond. “How long 
have you owned Happy Trails?” 
 
He looked into her deep blue eyes, which was easy since she was as tall as him. They were like 
pools of water that he could drown in if he wasn’t careful.  “Actually, it’s owned by my family. 
My parents own a number of motels and bought it six months ago then asked me to help them 
with it.  I haven’t worked in the family business since I got my MBA.  For the past five years I’ve 
worked in San Francisco for a venture capital firm and have a lot of experience with high tech 
start-ups.  I’m only planning to stay long enough to turn it around.” 
 
“I thought you worked with start-ups?” 
 
“A lot of start-ups need turning around at some point or, at least, a change of direction.”     
 
“I guess we’re both involved with turn arounds, then, since that’s what my uncle’s, I mean my 
farm, needs.” 
 
“And you have experience with turn arounds?” 
 
“No, I’m more of a full speed ahead and damn the torpedoes type, although I don’t think 
there’s any danger of torpedoes around here.  Fortunately, I have some experience with 
farming.  I grew up on our family farm in Minnesota.  I haven’t worked on a farm since I 
graduated from college, except when I visit my folks.  As soon as I get unpacked they give me 
a pitch fork.”  She sighed as she gazed out over the acre of furniture that surrounded them, her 
hands on her hips. Then she turned and looked at Desmond.  He got the feeling she was sizing 
him up. At least he wasn’t shorter than her.  “Does your place have a bed and indoor 
plumbing?”  
 
“My place?” 
 
“The trailers that you rent?” 
 
“Oh, yes, you mean Happy Trails. Of course.  We have very comfortable beds.  I sleep on one, 
myself.  And we have clean bathrooms with water - hot and cold.  Also, there is a kitchenette 
and a coffee maker with free coffee and tea.” 
 
“Sounds like everything I don’t have at my place. I may have grown up on a farm but that 
doesn’t mean I’m a happy camper.” 
 
 
 
THE SECOND COMING 
 
Every year on the first Saturday in the first week of June Picketwire celebrates its founding with 
a big parade.  People who don’t know any better ask why they have a celebration and parade 
just a week after Memorial Day.  Well, seeing as how Picketwire established their day before 
May 30th was designated as Memorial Day in 1868 they weren’t about to change it.  Instead, 
they celebrated Memorial Day on Picketwire Day.  It seemed only fitting since Picketwire Day 
was about remembering.   
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Jemma Lu’s earliest memory of the parade was watching it go by as she sat on milk boxes in 
the shade of the Tumbleweed Theater’s marquee.  She was four years old then and decided 
that the parade didn’t have a beginning or end but kept on going clear around the world before 
showing up back in Picketwire a year later. When Milli, her best friend, pointed out that this 
couldn’t be true because the world was flat, Jemma Lu responded in the authoritative voice 
that she had acquired almost as soon as she started talking that while Milly’s world might be 
flat the real world was round and that she could prove it by showing her the globe in their 
house. Over the years as Jemma Lu’s world grew the parade route shrank.  What she had once 
been sure had circumnavigated the earth was reduced to a dozen blocks.  Likewise, as she got 
older what had seemed like an endless parade of horses, riders, wagons, floats and marching 
bands was condensed into not much more than an hour.  
 
She’d read that some Astro physicists theorized that there were multiple universes where an 
alternate version of this universe exists.  If that was true, then maybe the parade she 
remembered continued to exist in an alternate universe where it marched around an alternate 
world. But that would mean there was more than one Picketwire and more than one version of 
herself.  If there was, what were her alternative Jemma Lu’s up to?  What happened to the 
Jemma Lu who married Wylie?  What happened to the Jemma Lu who ran off with Howdy?  
What happened to the Jemma Lu who kept her son? What happened to the Jemma Lu who…. 
 
“Jemma Lu!” 
 
“Yes.”  Jemma Lu looked at Milli who was standing next to her. 
 
“Where on earth did you go this time?” 
 
“Go?” 
 
“I know when you’re day dreaming.” 
 
“I wasn’t day dreaming, I was just remembering when I saw my first Picketwire Day parade at 
this very spot.” 
 
“You remember the first one you saw?” 
 
“Why, Milli, you were right here with me.  We were both four years old.  You don’t remember?” 
 
“That was almost 60 years ago, Jemma Lu.” 
“57 years, Milli.” 
 
“Only 57?  Why I feel younger already.  But, really, how can you expect me to remember one 
from the other?  I mean you’ve seen one Picketwire Day parade and you’ve seen them all as far 
as I’m concerned.” 
 
Jemma Lu couldn’t forget because that was when she found out who her great grandparents 
were.  After the parade her mother asked her which float she liked best and she answered 
without hesitation that it was the one with the Indian princess. 
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“Why, she’s your great grandmother,” Jemma Lu remembered her mother answering with a 
smile that was even bigger than usual. 
 
“Then I’m an Indian princess too,” Jemma Lu asserted as she twirled around in delight at her 
unexpected coronation. 
 
“And the man next to her, the black man dressed in buckskin with the long rifle,” Her mother 
added.  “He’s your great grandfather.” 
 
Jemma Lu remembered that she stopped twirling at hearing this unexpected news. That was 
when her mother told her the story about the black mountain man who fell in love with an 
Indian maiden and that she was their great granddaughter.   
 
At the time Jemma Lu didn’t fully comprehend what her mother was saying. The only black 
man she had met was Mr. Fraser, who bore a striking resemblance to the man on the float. She 
didn’t know any Indian princesses either although that didn't stop her from believing in her 
royal lineage.  A few years later she cried when she discovered that her great grandmother 
hadn’t been a princess after all and that her great grandfather had been a slave before he 
escaped.  “Just think, Milli, we’ve been friends all these years.  Through thick and thin.” 
 
“I’m thick and you’re thin,” Milli laughed, patting her stomach. 
 
“Let’s celebrate with a milkshake.  My treat.”  Jemma Lu hooked her right arm around Mill’s left 
and tugged her toward the door of Tanneyhill’s Drug Store. 
 
“We should sit at the counter,” Jemma Lu said, steering Milli toward the row of stools in front 
of the soda fountain. When Jemma Lu was a little girl she thought that the drugs sold at 
Tanneyhill’s were dispensed from the soda fountain through the large faucets behind the 
Formica counter.   
 
“I’m not sure I can still get up on one of these stools, Jemma Lu,” Milli said.  “Can we sit at our 
old booth, instead?” 
 
They made a beeline for the middle booth and sat on its familiar red vinyl benches.  The white 
top had been dulled by the years but the sunlight that played against it through the open blinds 
still managed to uncover the gold and silver flecks imbedded in the Formica. How many times 
had they and their friends sat at this very booth?  Jemma Lu wondered if the wads of gum they 
stuck to the bottom were still there in some fossilized form.  The teenage boy behind the 
counter who had watched them come in walked over, pad and pencil in his hand.  The badge 
on his white apron said his name was Mike and Jemma Lu recognized him as a Tanneyhill. It 
was still a family business and even though Mike’s father, Trent, now ran the place his 
grandfather, Lyle, who was in his late seventies, still came in several times a week to work in 
the pharmacy in the rear.  She tried to fill her prescriptions with Lyle as much as possible since 
she knew after forty some years he could keep it private.  That was no small feat in a small 
town.   
 
“Can I help you,” Mike asked. 
 
“We aren’t wearing a name badge like you, Mike, but I’m…”  
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Mike interrupted “Everyone knows who you are, Miss Tuttle.” 
 
In that case maybe you could tell me Jemma Lu wanted to say, because she had her doubts. 
But she didn’t want to embarrass a teenage boy.  She’d done enough of that when she was a 
teenage girl.  “Just call me Jemma Lu, and this is Milli.” 
 
“Sure thing, and I’m Mike.” 
 
“We know.” 
 
“You do?” 
 
“It’s on the name tag pinned to your apron.” 
 
“Oh.”  Mike looked down at it. “Right.” 
 
“And we know you’re a Tanneyhill because you look just like your Dad when he was your age,” 
Milli added.  
 
“Do you want to be a pharmacist like your father and grandfather?”  Jemma Lu asked.  
 
“I sort of like working at the fountain, but it’s not exactly a career.  I’ve thought about working 
for you – I mean Tuttles.  Everyone says it’s a great place to work.” Mike said with a sheepish 
grin. 
 
“Tuttles will be around if you still want to work for us when you’ve finished school.” 
 
“I’m going to graduate from Picketwire High next year.” 
 
“Aren’t you going to college?” 
 
“Sure, I guess so,” Mike said without much enthusiasm. “Can I take your orders…” He paused 
and then added, tentatively. “Jemma Lu and Milli.”  
 
Happy that Mike had agreed to pursue higher education, Jemma Lu smiled and asked for a 
milkshake.  Milli decided on a vanilla root beer float but with diet root beer as if that would 
cancel out the calories in the ice cream. 
 
“We sure knew some soda jerks in our day, didn’t we Jemma Lu?” Milli sighed after Mike 
retreated behind the counter.   
 
“We also knew plenty of just plain jerks.” 
 
“I think I dated most of them,” Milli giggled. 
 
“At least you married someone who wasn’t.” 
 
“Yes, I can’t complain.  Pete’s been a great husband and father.” 
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“Four kids and six grandchildren.” 
 
“Going to be seven.  I just found out that Martha’s expecting another one.” 
 
“How wonderful, Milli.  Another reason to celebrate!”  Jemma Lu said.  
 
“Do you ever wonder if your son has kids?”  Milli was the only person who knew that Jemma 
Lu had a child.    
 
“I just hope he didn’t turn out to be a jerk.”  Jemma Lu replied. No, she hadn’t thought that she 
might be grandmother.  She tried not to think about being a mother.  It wasn’t as if she’d done 
any mothering. She had settled on thinking of herself as being a surrogate mother for some 
lucky couple. 
 
“Have you seen Wylie since he came back?” Milli asked “I was just wondering.  It has been 
awhile, hasn’t it?” 
 
“Thirty years.” 
 
“That long?” 
 
“Not long enough,” Jemma Lu, snapped.  
 
“Jemma Lu, someone tried to kill him.  At least that’s what the news is saying. I mean you and 
he…” 
 
“He might not even be the father.” 
 
“What?”   
 
“We were going together and, yes, the odds are he is but there’s still room for doubt.” 
 
“You mean after all these years you’re telling me that there was someone else?” Milli asked. 
 
“Briefly.” 
 
“How brief?” 
 
“Once.” 
 
“Someone I know?” 
 
“This is Picketwire, Milli, where everyone knows everybody.” 
 
“Are you going to make me start throwing names at you?” Milli asked, pointing her spoon at 
Jemma Lu. 
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“You sound like a wife who just found out her husband cheated and wants to know who it was 
with.” 
 
“Sorry, Jemma Lu.  It’s just that we’re best friends so…”  
 
“Let’s just change the subject.” 
 
“Okay, what about Howdy?” 
 
“What about him?”  
 
“You don’t have to be so sharp with me,” Milli said. “I changed the subject like you asked. I 
just asked if you’ve run into Howdy Hanks since he came back to put on this new play of his?” 
 
“Sorry, Milli. No, we haven’t run into each other.” 
 
“Why Jemma Lu Tuttle and Milli Martinez.  I see you two girls are sitting in your regular booth.”  
Jemma Lu and Milli looked up at the sound of a drawl that despite sounding as if it had spent a 
lifetime wandering in the wilderness, could only belong to Howdy Hanks.  Despite the creases 
around his eyes and mouth and wild strands of gray hair escaping from his Stetson, Jemma Lu 
was surprised that he’d weathered remarkably well.  
 
“We’re not girls anymore, Howdy,” Jemma Lu answered, glad that her dark complexion was 
perfect for hiding a blush.  “And it’s Milli Pacheco now.”  
 
Howdy looked at Milli , who had moved over to let him sit down opposite Jemma Lu.  “That’s 
right, I heard you married Ricky Pacheco.” 
 
“You’ve actually heard something about us since you left Picketwire?”  Jemma Lu said. 
 
“Read it in the Picketwire Press, actually.  I subscribe.” 
 
“We sure read a lot about you, Howdy,” Milli said, sounding more like a teenager than a 
grandmother.  “You’re famous.” 
 
“I thought no one was famous in their hometown,” Howdy said. 
 
“You’re probably thinking of the Bible verse where Jesus said no prophet is accepted in their 
hometown,” Milli offered. 
 
“Good thing I’m a playwright and not a prophet.” 
 
“As I recall, before you left Picketwire you thought they were the same thing,” Jemma Lu said. 
 
“As I recall I was a bit full of myself back then.” 
 
“A bit?” 
 
“At least I didn’t think I was Jesus, Jemma Lu.” 
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“That means we don’t have to see your return to Picketwire as the second coming.” 
 
“Hi,” Mike interrupted, handing Jemma Lu and Milli their orders. 
 
Milli leaned toward Howdy and said.  “This is Mike, he’s a Tanneyhill.”  
 
Howdy looked up. “Howdy Mike.”  
 
“Howdy,” Mike replied. 
 
“Howdy is his name,” Milli giggled. “Howdy Hanks.” 
 
“Are you the Howdy Hanks?” Mike asked. 
 
“You can call me Howdy.” 
 
“Okay,” Mike said, his pencil poised over the pad.  “Can I get something for you, Howdy?” 
 
“I don’t think I can get what I want, Mike, but a Coke sure would taste good.” 
 
 
 
“What do you want, Howdy?”  Jemma Lu asked as Mike returned to the counter.  “I mean, why 
did you come back after all these years?” 
 
“Jemma Lu,” Milli said.  “You know perfectly well that Howdy’s back for the world premiere of 
his new play.”  
 
“I heard that you were still working on it,” Jemma Lu said, as she churned her Vanilla Shake 
with a straw.  
 
“I’m still working on the ending.” 
 
“You always did have trouble with endings…as I recall.” 
 
“Here’s your Coke, Howdy,” Mike announced placing a glass on the table. “Say, Howdy,” he 
asked, “Is that your motorcycle parked outside?” 
 
“Since you don’t have a place to hitch a horse anymore I had to ride my bike instead.”  
 
“Sorry.” 
 
“He’s just joking again, Mike.” Milli said before closing her lips around a spoonful of ice cream.  
 
“Right.” Mike looked through the plate glass window at the motorcycle.  “Can I ask you what 
kind of bike it is? I know it’s not a Harley.” 
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“It’s an Indian. They stopped making them in 1953. I don’t count the ones that snowmobile 
maker, Polaris, started putting out a few years ago.  Stamping a name on something doesn’t 
make it the real thing.  It’s like buying the brand without the beef.  Of course, if it was a Harley 
it would be without the hog, which is another reason why nobody from cattle country should be 
riding one of them.  Why don’t you go out and have a closer look. Just don’t kick the tires.” 
 
“I’ll just go and have a quick look,” Mike said, turning and walking out the door. 
 
“And I need to go to the ladies room,” Milli said. 
 
After getting up and letting Milli out, Howdy sat back down and, ignoring the straw, took a 
drink of his Coke.  
 
“Isn’t that the same bike you rode out of town on?”  Jemma Lu asked. 
 
“The very one.  The same one that you always refused to ride on.” 
 
“That’s not true, Howdy. I rode with you in the Picketwire Day Parade.” 
 
“I was in the back of the parade along with the jalopies, bikes, trikes, skateboards and what 
not and you came up and said that you wanted a ride. Surprised the hell out of me that you 
finally wanted one,” Howdy answered, then took another drink. 
 
“And you gave me one.” 
 
“I did, Jemma Lu, I sure did.” 
 
“And then a few weeks later you just rode out of town on that very same motorcycle.” 
 
Howdy stared at the glass he held in his right hand.  It was already half empty. 
 
“And now you’re back after all these years, and on the very same bike?”  
 
Howdy looked up at Jemma Lu. “How about a second ride?” 
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