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By Tim Wintermute 

 
 
COVERING THE BASES 
 
A picture might be worth a thousand words but Tom couldn’t find anything in 
Gloria’s photos of Friday’s high school football game between the Picketwire 
Prairie Dogs and the Bitter Creek Bisons that matched the account in Jim 
Harman’s sports story.  It was as if they had attended two different games.  Hal’s 
had young men in helmets battling each other on the gridiron while Gloria’s had 
young women with pom poms performing acrobatics on the sidelines.  When he’d 
pointed the discrepancy out to Gloria, she reminded him that she’d never claimed 
to be a sports photographer as well as a journalist.  That being said, she couldn’t 
help pointing out that Picketwire’s cheerleaders had clearly outperformed those 
from Bitter Creek, which was more than could be said for the football team who 
had been trounced by the Bisons. As he sat in the rear booth at the Sue’s Pretty 
Good Cafe he looked at the layout for the sports page.  He could almost hear the 
kicking and screaming as he tried to drag one of Gloria’s photos and drop it into a 
box next to Jim’s story.   It was the exact opposite of her photo of Wylie Boone 
that slid perfectly into place next to the front-page interview they’d run in 
yesterday’s paper. 
 
“Why if it isn’t Tom Tiddings.” 
 
Tom looked up at the man standing next to the booth holding a mug of hot coffee. 
 
“Why if it isn't Foster St.Vrain,” Tom replied. 
 
“I didn’t mean to interrupt you.” 
 
“You’re not interrupting anything,” Tom said closing his laptop. 
 
“Seems like rush hour at the Pretty Good.” 
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Tom looked around. “You’re right.  It was almost empty when I got here.”  He 
looked at his watch.  “But that was a couple of hours ago and its getting close to 
lunch time.”  Tom gestured to the vacant bench facing him.  “I feel sort of guilty 
occupying a booth by myself. Care to join me?” 
 
Foster took a seat facing Tom, set his mug on the table and rested both elbows on 
either side of it.  
 
“You don’t have a mug with your name on it?”  Tom asked. 
 
Foster laughed and tapped the mug.  “I put 
 so many chips in it that Sue finally confiscated it. Apparently, it would be bad for 
business if I cut my lip and bled to death. Now I get a new one each time.  I sort of 
like it this way, to tell you the truth.  It’s like being under cover.”  
 
“Speaking of undercover, how is the private detective business?” 
 
“I guess you could say it’s more of a hobby than a business since I don’t seem to 
make any money at it.  Fortunately, I’ve got my pension.  One of the benefits of 
being shot on the job was getting my pension early.”  He sipped his coffee, put 
down the cup and continued.  “Of course, I hadn’t planned on retiring early.  
Maybe that’s why I fiddle around with private investigating.  Makes me feel like 
I’m not some pensioner grazing the south forty.  By the way, that was quite a story 
you ran on Wylie Boone yesterday.” 
 
“Thanks.  Some wire services and Internet news feeds have even picked it up.  
That doesn’t happen often.” 
 
“Wylie Boone is pretty famous.” 
 
“Some people prefer infamous.” 
 
“Picketwire’s favorite son…of a bitch.” 
 
“Is that what you think?” 
 
“I don’t think that Wylie just happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time 
when he was run over.” 
 
“Wylie claims it was an accident.” 
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Foster smiled in response. 
 
“You think he’s lying?” 
 
“Wylie tell a lie?  And to the press? That would hardly be, what’s the word they 
use now?  Transparent, that’s it.”  
 
“Okay,” Tom threw his hands up.  “Maybe he was lying to us.  Maybe he does 
think someone tried to kill him but for some reason he wants to hide it.  That’s 
what Gloria thinks.” 
 
“Gloria Herrera, the reporter that shared the byline with you?” 
 
‘Yes, she and I did the interview and wrote the story together,” Tom said.  “No, 
wait, since we’re talking about transparency, if it wasn’t for Gloria we wouldn’t 
have gotten the interview and she also took the photo.” 
 
“Seems like this Gloria Herrera is a real go getter.” 
 
“I just hope I can keep her from getting up and going somewhere else. She really 
wants to do investigative journalism.” 
 
“So?” 
 
“So? If I want to keep her I’ve got to come up with some opportunities other than 
covering the high school football game.” 
 
“What?” 
 
“Nothing.” 
 
“Well, in any case this Boone story should provide a great opportunity.” 
 
“But we’ve got to move fast and it’s really only her and me and it’s not like I know 
anything about how to do investigative journalism.” 
 
“It’s just detective work.” 
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“Easy for an ex-cop and a private eye to say,” Tom replied.  “I’m just afraid that 
we’ll screw it up and not only hurt the paper’s reputation but Gloria’s career.” 
 
“Sounds like you could use some help,” Foster said. 
 
“Say, you wouldn’t consider helping us out, would you?” 
 
“Me?”     
 
“Who better to help us with our investigative reporting than a private investigator. 
It’s pretty much impossible for us to cover all the bases on story like this. Us, 
being mainly Gloria since I’m giving her the lead on this.” 
 
Foster sat back and drummed the fingers of his right hand on the Formica table top. 
Finally, he stopped, leaned forward, and answered. “I’ll help, but I have three 
conditions.” 
 
“What are they?” 
 
“First, that you don’t pay me anything. I’m interested in who tried to kill Boone 
and was going to do some nosing around anyway.” 
 
“You don’t want to be paid anything.  That’s an easy one to agree to.  What’s your 
second condition?”  
 
“You have to agree to keep my name out of the paper.” 
 
“You don’t want us to acknowledge your contribution?” 
 
“Bad for business.” 
 
“Agreed - now what’s your last condition?” 
 
“That Gloria agrees.” 
 
“I don’t see why she would object to having some help from a professional 
investigator so that shouldn’t be a problem.” 
 
“She needs to agree not you, Tom.” 
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“Right.  Well, she’s in the office so if you have time why don’t we go over and ask 
her?” 
 
“I think it would be better if I met with her by myself.” 
 
“You think that she’d be afraid to speak her own mind if I was there?” 
 
“You are her boss, aren’t you?” 
 
“Boss? I think of us more as a team.” 
 
“But you sign her paycheck.” 
 
“Right, I see your point, but I have to tell you Gloria isn’t afraid to speak her 
mind.” 
 
“Then she won’t have any trouble speaking it to me.  It’s not negotiable, Tom.  I 
need to know that she doesn’t have a problem with me being involved.  Being on 
the team, as you put it.” 
 
“Okay, but let me go to the office first and tell her our idea.” 
 
“Your idea, Tom.” 
 
“My idea.  Then I’ll call you on your cell in about ten minutes.  What’s your 
number, by the way?” 
 
After Foster told him his number, Tom said. “I’ll invite you over and introduce you 
and explain my idea about your helping us out.  Then I’ll find an excuse to leave.  
I’ll say that I’m going to get us some lunch, which,” he looked at his watch.  “Will 
be the truth.” 
 
 
 
 
 
“Let me get this straight, you were once Picketwire’s Chief of Police?” Gloria 
asked Foster after Tom had introduced them then left to pick up the lunch for all of 
them from the Pretty Good.    
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“I was.” 
 
“And you think you can help us with our investigative reporting on Wylie Boone’s 
hit and run?” 
 
“It depends.” 
 
“On what?”  
 
“On whether you want me to since Tom tells me that you’re the Picketwire Press’ 
investigative reporter.” 
 
“He did?” 
 
“Did I misunderstand him?” 
 
“No, of course not.  Just like he said, I’m the paper’s investigative reporter.”  
 
“Well, I’m a private investigator. Got into it after I retired from the Police 
Department.” 
 
“I didn’t even know there were any private investigators in PIcketwire.” 
 
“Guess I’ve done a good job of keeping it private,” Foster said, cracking a faint 
smile.  “Seriously, it’s hard to work undercover if people know that you’re a PI.” 
 
“I guess that’s the bright side of no one knowing that I’m Picketwire Press’ 
investigative reporter.” 
 
“There you go.”  Foster wanted to give her a light tap on the shoulder but decided 
to pull his punch in midair and converted his fist into an okay sign.  
 
“Tom said you don’t want your role to be made public.” 
 
“Correct.” 
 
“I guess I’ll just refer to you as an anonymous source.  Anonymous resource might 
be more accurate.” 
 
“I take that to mean you don’t object to my being involved?” 
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Gloria shrugged.  “I’m willing to give it a try.  It’s not like the Picketwire Press has 
a lot of resources to draw on when it comes to investigative journalism or any 
journalism for that matter.” 
 
“Alright, Ms. Herrera…” 
 
“You can call me Gloria.  I think we can be on a first name basis since we’re going 
to be working together.” 
 
“Okay Gloria.  It might be good if you can fill me in on what you’ve done so far.” 
 
She picked up a notebook from her desk, looked at it, and answered. “Well, there’s 
the interview with Boone that we did on Tuesday and published Thursday, which 
was yesterday.” 
 
“Read it.” 
 
“Then I guess you know pretty much everything I do.  I really didn’t have any time 
since I had to work on the weekly police report that we publish on Friday.” 
 
“Read it as well.” 
 
She leaned toward him and said.  “Can you believe it’s one of the most popular 
things we publish in the paper?” 
 
“I can believe it. If you don’t find your name in it then you must be an honest 
person. Like reading the obituaries to see if you’re still alive.” 
 
“Obituaries are popular as well.  Fortunately, Virginia Robertson writes them.  She 
says she enjoys it.”  Gloria gave a mock shiver.  “But to get back to the weekly 
police report you might not believe how much work goes into it.  People just think 
we print what the different police departments in the County send us but…well 
let’s just say there’s more than a little editing that’s required.  The Picketwire 
Police Department gets their spelling and grammar correct, most of the time, and I 
can understand the other towns, because they only have one or two policemen, but 
what I can’t understand is why the County Sheriff’s Departments are so poorly 
written.  It’s a challenge to rewrite them so that they’re intelligible for our readers.  
If we printed them the way they send them to us people would have serious doubts 
that they are professional law enforcement officers.”  
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“Maybe they should.” 
 
Gloria looked at Foster to see if he was pulling her leg but his face was stonier than 
Washington’s on Mount Rushmore. “Then I had some other stories I had to write 
and edit some others from our stringers -  that’s what we call people who write for 
us who aren’t considered staff, which really means everyone but me and Tom.  
Then to top it off I had to take photos of the high school football game because the 
photographer we usually use was grounded.” 
 
“Grounded?” 
 
“He’s a Junior at Picketwire High and his parents grounded him for the weekend 
because of, get this, he was texting while driving…their tractor. So, I had to spend 
Friday evening doing about my least favorite thing, watching a football game.” 
 
“I prefer baseball myself.’ 
 
“Me too!” Gloria exclaimed almost jumping out of her ergonomic office chair.  “I 
was the short stop on my high school softball team.  I was pretty good at double 
plays.” 
 
“I bet you were,” Foster nodded. 
 
“What positions did you play?” 
 
“As I recall,” Foster replied.  “I was a catcher and also played third base and I 
spent some time playing center field.  I even did a little pitching.  Not all at the 
same time, of course.  My illustrious career started with Picketwire’s Pee Wee 
League when I was seven and ended while I was playing in the Over the Hill 
League.” 
 
“You don’t play anymore?” 
 
“Tragically, my illustrious career was cut short by an injury.” He shifted in his 
seat. The straight back, hard oak chair made him appreciate his recliner even more.  
“Now that you’ve brought me up to speed what do you see as the next steps?” 
 
“I was thinking that my next step would be to call the Aspen Police and the 
Colorado State Police.” 
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“Patrol.” 
 
“What?” 
 
“They call themselves the Colorado State Patrol not the State Police like in New 
Mexico.  It was originally called the Colorado State Highway Courtesy Patrol.  I 
can understand why they dropped highways from their name but not courtesy. It 
seems to me that if people were more courteous they be less inclined to engage in 
criminal behavior.” 
 
Figuring it might be impolite to laugh if Foster was indeed serious, which was 
impossible for her to tell, Gloria looked at the notebook in her lap.  “What about 
the Colorado Bureau of Investigation?  Did I get that name right?” 
 
“That’s right. Courtesy was never part of the CBI name.” 
 
She underlined the name with her pen.  “Should I call them?” 
 
“Sure.  They’d likely be involved in something as big as this.  I’ll get you the name 
of someone I know who will talk to you.” 
 
“Great.  Then I was thinking I should interview Sheriff Riggleman since Boone’s 
ranch is in his jurisdiction.” 
 
Foster nodded in agreement. 
 
Gloria made a check mark with her pen.  “This will be my first interview with the 
Sheriff so I’m open to any suggestions you might have.”  
 
“I wouldn’t tell him what you think about his police reports.  He’s a bit touchy.” 
 
 
“Was he the Sheriff when you were Police Chief?” 
 
“No, he was still a Deputy Sheriff.” 
 
“So, you knew Riggleman even before he was Sheriff?” 
 
“You could say we go back aways.” 
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“In that case maybe he would be more open if I mention your name.” 
 
“I don't think that would be a good idea,” Foster said. 
 
“Why not?” 
 
“You know that injury I was telling you about?” 
 
“The one that ended your career as a ball player,” Gloria replied. 
 
“You left out illustrious.” 
 
“Sorry,” Gloria laughed.  “Illustrious career.  What did Riggleman have to do with 
your injury?” 
 
“He caused it.”   
 
Gloria’s smile vanished. “You mean he was playing against you?” 
 
“That’s one way to put it - he shot me.” 
 
“Shot you!” Gloria gasped, dropping the pen in her hand.  “With a bullet?” 
 
“It wasn’t with a baseball.” 
 
 
INTO THIN AIR 
 
Harry’s hip hurt.  It had been hurting for the last twenty minutes or so but he chose 
to ignore it and even now he just shifted his butt, blaming it on the seat that he’d 
worn down to nothing after years of driving. Maybe he should get a cushion.  It 
would be cheaper than a new hip.  But it was easy to turn his attention away from 
his body aches to the scenery.  He had been going up for some time.  Mountain 
driving was different than prairie driving.  On a prairie when you went up you 
knew you’d be going back down pretty damn soon but in a mountain you keep 
going up.  Then there was the constant turning that you had to do in the mountains.  
You couldn’t just let two fingers rest on the steering wheel making minute, 
unconscious adjustments, you had to have both hands on the wheel and be vigilant. 
That made it almost torture because you had to keep your eye on the road when 
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you were driving through such distracting scenery where a breathtaking view was 
around every bend. It wasn’t made any easier by not knowing exactly where he 
was going.  He’d taken Highway 12 from La Veta, winding his way up into the 
mountains until he reached Cuchara, a small town nestled like a spoon in the 
mountains behind the twin Spanish Peaks.   At the gas station he’d been able to get 
directions to where she lived.  A GPS was worthless without an address and, 
besides, there was no cell service and all Howdy had told him was that there was a 
Pam Martindale living outside Cuchara and he was pretty sure it was her.   
 
Pam Martindale, the prettiest girl in their high school.  Not that they actually had a 
vote.  Not that they actually needed to.  Pam the cheerleader, Homecoming Queen, 
Class Secretary, an editor of the yearbook, etc., etc., as well as the lead in the 
senior class play written by none other than Howdy Hanks.  Pam, the girl that 
every guy wanted to ask out if they only had the guts. Harry shook his head. He’d 
been one of those guys.  It wasn’t just a lack of courage, though, it was just being 
realistic.  A chunky guy with thick glasses, whose only team sport was debate 
didn’t stand a chance. Not that he and Pam weren’t acquainted. They’d gone to the 
same grade school and he remembered walking her home more than once. Then 
puberty hit and she was transformed into a swan while  he turned into a waddling 
duck. Even in Picketwire one couldn’t escape the teenage caste system and by the 
time they were in high school they moved in different circles, Pam’s being as close 
to the center of the social solar system as you could get while Harry was orbiting 
somewhere in the vicinity of Pluto.   It was true that she would smile and say hello 
when they passed in the hallways but Harry saw that as at best a nod to the 
memory of a long lost childhood. He would smile back but for all his ability in 
debate he could hardly put two words together in response.   
 
Just thinking about it made Harry uncomfortable.  Would he revert to the tongue-
tied teenager or, even worse, be a blabbing moron? Of course, it had been more 
than forty years.  They probably wouldn’t even recognize each other.  Well, she 
would probably recognize him because he was still chunky and wore thick glasses. 
But what would she look like now? He’d been tempted to search for his old 
Picketwire High senior yearbook and look at her picture.  Pictures, would be more 
accurate, because as he recalled, there were plenty.  The yearbook would have been 
a hell of lot thinner without her.  Harry decided not to look for it.  Why make a big 
deal after all this time?  
 
He headed south, climbing to almost 10,000 feet before crossing over Cuchara 
Pass and a few miles later turned left off Highway 12 and onto an unpaved county 
road.  The road skirted the southern slopes of the Spanish Peaks. Pine and spruce 
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trees covered the sides of the mountain up to their gray caps of granite. Thirty or so 
years ago he had climbed the western peak with some friends.  As he’d finally 
neared the top where his two, more fit companions were waiting his foot had 
slipped on the scree sending him in a skid so that for a terrifying moment, he 
believed he’d be plummeting off the edge of the mountain into thin air.  Now, as 
he looked at it through the window in the sunlight against a cloudless, blue sky he 
thought there could be a lot worse ways to go. After a half hour he reached an open 
gate.  There was no sign, but the man at the gas station had told him that she was at 
the end of the county road.  He could see a house in the distance so he continued 
through the gate onto a single track drive bordered by fireweed that looped through 
a meadow speckled with lupine.  The house was partly obscured by a stand of 
Aspen and facing east so he could only see the back of it.  At this altitude it had 
quite a view with the Spanish Peaks to the north and to the east a vista of the high 
plains.  When he got closer he could see that it was a log house with a long covered 
porch.  Off to the side was a large metal pole barn. A pick up truck was parked in 
front so someone was home and when he got within fifty yards he noticed a person 
sitting on the steps.  He parked next to the pick up and a slender woman in blue 
jeans and a red checked shirt but no hat stood up. He got out of his car.  His hip 
still hurt a bit but at least he wasn’t dizzy from the altitude and could walk a 
straight line toward her. 
 
“I was wondering who would be driving up the road and going through the 
possibilities as I watched, including that whoever was in the car was lost, which 
seemed to be the best possibility.  It never entered my mind that it would be you, 
Harry.”  There was some gray in her hair and some lines on her face, but Pam’s 
eyes were as blue as ever. 
 
Harry told her that Howdy Hanks had asked him to see her.  “Howdy thinks you 
have some information that will help him finish his new play.  He didn’t think you 
would want to talk to him but, for some reason, you might be willing to tell me.” 
 
Pam listened patiently to Harry as he stumbled through the explanation for his 
visit. Then, she asked Harry if he cared for a glass of fresh spring water.  After 
they he was settled into adirondack chairs on her porch with a glass of water she 
said. “I always hoped we might meet up again, Harry.” 
 
“Really?” 
 
“You’re surprised?” 
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Yes,” he sure as hell was.  “I mean, we knew each other when we were kids but by 
the time we got to high school we had sort of drifted away.” 
 
“Sort of drifted,” Pam repeated the words. “I was definitely adrift back then, no 
sort of about it.” What was she getting at Harry wondered but before he could 
think of how to ask her or, even if he should, Pam said. “Come, I want to show you 
something.”  
 
Harry followed her to the pole barn. She slid the barn door back with a strength 
that surprised him. Inside, there was an even bigger surprise:  A half dozen or so 
large metal, abstract sculptures as well as a number of smaller ones.  On one side 
of the barn there was a long workbench with tools hung above it.  A welder’s mask 
rested on the near end.  Next to it was a welding torch connected to an acetylene 
tank that stood on the concrete floor.  
 
“Who’s the sculptor?”  He asked, thinking that it must be a husband or lover. 
 
Instead of answering she walked over to the workbench and put the welder’s mask 
on. 
 
“You?  I mean I never thought…” 
 
She pulled off the mask and said.  “You aren’t the only one, including me.” 
 
“So this is what you’ve been up to all this time?” 
 
“No. It took awhile but this is what I love doing.” 
 
“I’m no expert but I’d say you’re pretty darn good,” Harry said.  “I mean, you give 
a new meaning to heavy metal.  Do you sell any?” 
 
“Enough to support myself,” she turned around and looked out the barn entrance 
toward the house.  “And this place as well as a loft in Denver where I live when the 
snow gets too deep up here.” 
 
“But I Googled your name before I came out here and nothing came up.” 
 
“That’s because I go by another name as a sculptor.” 
 
“Like a stage name or a pen name?” 
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“Yes, but since I’m not acting or writing I guess you’d call it an alias.” 
 
“But you don’t want people to know who you really are?” 
 
“Not who I really am but who I was.  I have an artists bio using my alias and it’s a 
true one as far as it goes.” 
 
“So what is this alias of yours?” 
 
“You promise not to tell anyone?”  Pam asked, then added.  “No, you don’t have to 
promise, Harry. I trust you.  I really do trust you.”  She put the mask on the table 
and leaned against it.  “Don’t laugh, but Its Dale Martin. I could have come up 
with a name that would be harder to decipher but I figured no one’s going to 
believe that the Pam Martindale they once knew would be a metal scuptor.” 
 
“Judging from my reaction I’d say you’re right.” 
 
They walked back to the porch. Pam brought out a bottle of pinot noir and two 
glasses.  After pouring both of them a glass she asked Harry.  “What does Howdy 
want to know?” 
 
“The real reason you left Picketwire.  Why you just vanished into thin air right 
after graduation.” 
 
“Howdy wants me to answer that so he can finish this play of his?” 
 
Harry nodded his head.  
 
“Why do you think I left?” 
 
Harry twiddled with the stem of the wine glass. “Well, you know…”  
 
“Because I was pregnant?” 
 
“That’s what some people thought.” 
 
“Some people?” 
 
“A lot of people.” 
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“Including you?” She asked, then reached over and touched his right hand.  “Don't 
answer that, Harry. It’s not fair to ask you. I don’t blame anyone for thinking that it 
was because I was pregnant. It would make a lot of sense.  I suppose they also 
thought it was Wylie who was the father?” 
 
“You two were going steady.” 
 
“Going steady,” she laughed and took a sip of wine.  “There was nothing steady 
about it.  Anyway, I guess Howdy doesn’t believe that’s the reason or the only 
reason or he wouldn’t have sent you to ask me. Why does he want to know?  Does 
this play have something to do with me?” 
 
“Howdy showed it to me and there is a girl, a senior in high school, who plays the 
lead in a play but it’s not about the play but what the play triggers.” 
 
“Sounds like what happened forty years ago because Howdy sure pulled the trigger 
back then.” 
 
“You know, a lot of people never understood why you agreed to play the lead.  I 
mean, that character…” 
 
“Belle,” she said. “Belle Bent.” 
 
“Right.  It was a shock to a lot of people to see you up there saying those words, 
acting that way.  You were so convincing it was hard for many of them to believe 
you were just acting.  Anyway, some people wondered why you’d ever agreed to 
do it.” 
 
“Yes, why did I agree?” She repeated the question with just a trace of a smile on 
her lips.  “When Howdy asked me he said he’d written the part just for me.  That I 
was the only person who could play it. When I read it I told him that for the life of 
me I couldn’t understand why he said that he’d written it for me.”  She leaned 
toward Harry and said.  “You know what he told me?” 
 
Harry shook his head.  
 
“He said if I did it up on stage I’d understand.” 
 
“And?” 
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“He was right.  I realized that up until then I had been looking at myself through a 
telescope, like the one over there.”  She nodded toward the large telescope on a 
stand at the far end of the porch. “I could see this person who was supposed to be 
me but she was so far away, so distant. I remember back then looking at photos of 
my self and thinking that was all I was: Someone posing. You know, what’s funny 
is that I was one of the editors of the yearbook.” 
 
“Yeah, I know.” 
 
“Right, and a yearbook’s mainly pictures of people.” 
 
“Except me.  There isn’t one photo of me in the yearbook. Just my name listed as 
not pictured.”   
 
“I remember.  I remember thinking that you had to have done it on purpose,” Pam 
said, then looked at him.  “Why didn’t you want your photo in the yearbook?”  
 
“I guess I just didn’t want to be remembered that way.” Harry answered then 
quickly changing the subject he pointed at the telescope. “You’ve got some view 
from up here in the mountains. You must be able to see all the way to Kansas with 
that telescope.””  
 
“Take a look.” 
 
He got up and walked over to the telescope. Pam followed him.  The telescope was 
pointed slightly down, toward the distant plains.  He looked through the eyepiece.  
“Why, hell, Pam, that’s Picketwire you’ve got it aimed at.” 
 
“This is as close as I get to it,” she said, pushing the barrel of the telescope toward 
the sky.  “When it gets dark we can look at the stars.” 
 
“Really, you want me to stay and look at the stars with you?” 
 
She pinched his arm.  “Actually, Harry, I want you to stay but not to just look at 
the stars.” She let her hand slide down his arm.  “And if you stay the night I’ll 
answer Howdy’s question.” 
 
“To hell with Howdy,” Harry answered with a grin almost as wide as his face. 
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