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WELCOME TO PICKETWIRE 
INSTALLMENT 31 

 
By Tim Wintermute 

 
MEXICAN STANDOFF 
 
Dave Sanderson sat in his pastor’s study at the Picketwire Community Church, Bible open, 
reading the 23rd Psalm.  Even though he knew it by heart he didn’t want to bypass any of his 
exegetical duties when it came to preparing a sermon. When he got to “leadeth me beside the 
still waters” he envisioned the still waters of the mountain lake where he would soon be 
spending a week fly fishing. When he continued the words “Thy rod and thy staff they comfort 
me” prompted another vision, but this time it was of him casting with his fly rod.  Suddenly the 
door opened and Jane appeared. “I hope I’m not disturbing you, Dave.”  
 
“I was just thinking about a sermon on the 23rd Psalm. I’m trying to come up with something 
new that will hook people,” Dave sighed. “I need a break. What’s on your mind?” 
 
 “I need to give you a heads up on something.” 
 
 “OK.” He nodded toward the chair in front of his desk. “Have a seat.” 
 
“I have to give you some background first,” Jane replied after she sat down. 
 
“I’ve got time,” Dave answered settling back in his chair. 
 
Jane told Dave about finding the World War Two internment camp for Japanese Americans on 
the Double B Ranch, discovering the unmarked graves of prisoners of the camp in the 
Picketwire Cemetery and the anonymous report in the Picketpedia files. “I just came from 
meeting with Tom.  I told him the same thing I just told you and said that he needed to run a 
story on it.  He agreed. And now I realize that I should have told you first, because people might 
think the Church is involved.” She paused and looked at Dave feeling only slightly less guilty 
that she hadn’t told him before.  
 
After taking a minute to consider what Jane had said, Dave responded. “No need to apologize 
about the Church, but are you ready to have your name in the paper?  It’s likely to create quite 
a stir.”  
 
“Yes, but I’ll tell Tom that he needs to make it clear that I am doing this as a private citizen and 
it has nothing to do with the Church.” 
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Dave clasped his hands, leaned over the desk and looked Jane straight in the eyes.  “You’ll do 
no such thing, Jane. Speaking truth to power is what this Church and our ministry are all about.  
Should be, anyway.”  Dave sat back and patted the open Bible.  “Like it says in the 23rd Psalm, 
though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil and  Wylie Boone is 
going to be pretty darn upset when he reads this story in the paper, to say the least.” 
 
“He won’t have to wait until he reads it.  Tom is going over to the Double B this afternoon to 
tell Wylie Boone that the Picketwire Press intends to run the story and ask for his response.” 
 
“My guess is that his response is going to be unprintable. I’d sure like to be a fly on the wall, 
though,” Dave said, imagining the flies in his tackle box and picking the Wooly Bugger. 
 
“I’m going to be there.” Jane replied, then noticed that her hands, which she had placed on top 
of the desk, were now clasped together as if she were praying. She moved them to her lap. 
 
Dave’s face erupted in surprise. “Did I hear you right, that you’re going be with Tom when he 
confronts Wylie?”  
 
“It’s only fair since I’m the one responsible for the story.”  
 
“I understand,” Dave sighed.  “But Wylie Boone’s not known for being fair or turning the other 
cheek. His version of the Golden Rule drops the second half, as you would have them do unto 
you so he’s likely to do unto you just about anything to get off the hook.” 
 
 
 
With several feet and the center console of Tom’s SUV separating them, Jane was reminded of 
the intimacy they once shared in the subcompact car he drove in high school.  My god they 
talked and talked, she almost exclaimed out loud. Not that they didn’t do some other things as 
well. Especially the last time when they parked at Sunset Ridge just before she left for college. 
Amazing how you can contort your body in a confined space when you’re a teenager. She 
looked out the side window to hide the smile the memory had aroused. 
 
“You’re awfully silent,” Tom said. 
 
Turning to him, smile suppressed, Jane replied. “I was just thinking about how much bigger this 
SUV is than the car you had in high school.” 
 
“Yeah,” Tom laughed. “It was like driving a cardboard box on roller skates. Still, it was my first 
car and I miss it. For me, that car was freedom as much as transportation. As much about 
getting away as going somewhere.” Not that he’d succeeded in getting away, unlike Jane. 
 
“Now, instead of getting away in a car people just look at their smartphones,” Jane sighed. 
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“Well, right now we’re in an area where seldom is heard a discouraging word on your 
cellphone, or anything for that matter. Nobody to talk to but each other. Not…I mean that I 
don’t want to talk to you.  In fact, it reminds me of the times we spent together …I mean…” 
 
“I heard you were dating Carlotta Bunch?” Jane cut off Dave’s stammering. 
 
Relieved, Dave answered. “We’ve only gone out a couple of times. Although for some people in 
Picketwire that means we’re already halfway to the altar.” 
 
“I’m sorry, it’s none of my business.” 
 
“I don’t know, as a minister you’re sort of in the marriage business.”  
 
“Believe it or not, I haven’t married anyone.” 
 
“What?” Tom gave Jane a quick look. “You haven’t married anyone?” 
 
“I married Bruce, of course, but I haven’t officiated at a marriage. Even though I graduated from 
seminary a few years ago I wasn’t ordained until I was called to be Associate Pastor at 
Picketwire Community Church.” 
 
“Then I’ve got you beat,” Tom said with a grin.  
 
“What do you mean?” 
 
“A year ago a friend of mine asked me if I’d officiate at his wedding so I went on the Internet, 
paid twenty five bucks and was ordained a minister in the Church of Living Happily Ever After. I 
even did some premarital counseling over drinks at the Last Ditch.” 
 
Jane laughed.  “A church that exists just to ordain people so they can perform marriages like 
this Church of Living Happily…” 
 
“You left out Ever After.” 
 
“Whatever,” Jane rolled her eyes.  “Calling that a real church is like calling something that only 
publishes wedding announcements a newspaper.” 
 
“I get your point, although wedding announcements are probably the most popular part of the 
Picketwire Press…along with the obituaries. Anyway, I didn’t renew my ordination so if anyone 
asks me to marry them I’ll refer them to you.” 
 
“I’d much rather be officiating at my first wedding, even my first funeral, than meeting with 
Wylie Boone.” 
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“Yeah,” Tom said. “But remember you’re the one who insisted on coming with me.” 
 
“I know. It’s just something I have to do.”  
 
   
 
  
“Where’s the lady reporter who was with you the last time?” Wylie asked after Tom and Jane 
had been ushered into the living room of the Double B Ranch house by a butler in blue jeans 
and cowboy boots. 
 
“You mean Gloria Herrera,” Tom answered. “Like I said on the phone this isn’t about the hit and 
run story, which is what Gloria is covering.” 
 
Wylie looked at Jane, somehow managing to convey both intimacy and intimidation. “So you’re 
another reporter?” 
 
“I’m not a reporter,” Jane answered. 
 
“This is Reverend Jane Takamoto,” Tom jumped in.  “Associate Pastor at Picketwire Community 
Church.” 
 
“A Reverend!” Wylie seemed genuinely surprised, which Jane sensed, was a rare and 
uncomfortable feeling for him. Good, she thought. 
 
“But I’m not here in that capacity,” Jane said.  
 
“It would be a waste of time for both of us if you were.  I stopped believing in God a long time 
ago.  It was only fair since from what I could tell he’d stopped believing in me. Now, why don’t 
you both take a seat and tell me about this story that you want me to respond to.” 
 
After settling into leather easy chairs Tom launched into a description of what they had 
uncovered, including the role Jane played. “Is there anything you want to challenge?” Tom 
asked when he’d finished. “That you think is unfair.” 
 
“Nice to know that you want it to be fair and balanced,” Wylie said with a wry smile.  “Can I see 
this report that was discovered at Picketpedia?” 
 
Tom pulled out a sheaf of papers from his briefcase and handed it to Wylie.  Wylie put on a pair 
of glasses that had been sitting on the side table next to him and read the report. When he was 
done reading, he took off the glasses and handed the papers back to Tom. “Since the person 
who wrote this chose to remain anonymous how can you verify any of it?” 
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“Even though we don’t know who wrote it, parts of it are consistent with what we do know 
from other sources.  For example the part in the report that describes how some of the people 
who were imprisoned and worked in the camp on your ranch and that those that died were 
buried in unmarked graves in the Picketwire Cemetery is corroborated by an eyewitness so we 
know those parts of the report are accurate.” 
 
“That same eyewitness says that it was your father who supervised the burial,”  Jane added. 
 
 
“You’re going to include that in this story you print?”  
 
“We haven’t written the piece yet,” Tom answered.  “We want to give you a chance to respond 
so if you have anything to tell us that contradicts what’s in this report this is your chance.” 
 
“Thanks for the opportunity, but before I say anything on the record I’d like to talk to the 
Reverend.  Alone. I suddenly feel the need for some spiritual guidance.”  
 
“Jane said she wasn’t here in an official capacity,”  Tom said, protectively. 
 
“That’s okay,” Jane said.  
 
Wylie stood up and said, “Tom you can wait here while we go somewhere else where the 
Reverend Takamoto and I can have our spiritual discussion.” 
 
Jane followed Wylie from the living room, down a hallway, then through a door and onto a 
broad stone patio. Stretching out beyond the patio was a corral and half a dozen ranch 
buildings.  Wylie stopped and without prompting pointed at one of them. “That’s the old 
bunkhouse.  A hundred years ago more than thirty ranch hands and cowboys - quite a few were 
Mexican vaqueros - slept there. Tried to sleep, anyway what with all the night noises that a 
bunch of men can make. That building next to it was the cookhouse and dining hall.  There was 
a whole little community here back then. Even had a church.  Sort of, anyway.  It’s called a 
Morada…” 
 
“A Morada is what the Hermanos Penitente call their meeting house.”   
 
Wylie nodded.  “A lot of the Mexican vaqueros who worked here were Penitentes and they 
asked my Great Grand Dad, C.W., if they could build a Morada where they could meet.  C.W. 
said that he’d rather have them whipping themselves for their sins in a Morada than getting 
drunk and shooting each other in a saloon.  Anyway, he let them build it and that’s it over 
there.” Wylie pointed at a long adobe building set back from the others. “Dad closed it after my 
Grand Dad, C.W. Junior, died. None of the people who worked here were living on the ranch at 
that point so there was no reason to have a Morada anymore.  Dad was going to use it for 
something else but…” Wylie paused and looked down at the ground for a second. “He never got 
around to it.  It’s pretty much the way they left it.”   
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“There’s a Morada near my family’s farm,” Jane said. “From what I understand it’s still being 
used for meetings.” 
 
“You ever see the inside?” 
 
“Since it’s a secret religious society for men I’m never going to be allowed inside.”  
 
“Well, now’s your opportunity.” 
 
They walked to the building. Wylie pushed open one of the double cedar doors and Jane 
followed him into a long narrow room with a high ceiling supported by thick wooden beams. 
The only light was from a few windows set high in the walls. “There aren’t many windows so it’s 
pretty dark in here.  They lit it with candles and lanterns.”  
 
Jane walked over to look at a series of pictures that had been painted on the white plaster 
walls. “These are the stations of the cross.” She walked to the far end of the room where there 
was a large painting on the wall.  “This is of the Virgin Mary”. 
 
“Our Lady of Sorrows is what the Penitentes called her according to my Dad.” 
 
Jane moved to the left several feet and stopped.  “The altar and crucifix must have been here.” 
 
“They took down the crucifix when they de-commissioned the place.” 
 
“De consecrated.” 
 
“Whatever you call it.  Anyway, I never saw the crucifix but my Dad said that it was life size and 
painted.” 
 
“What’s through this door?” She asked walking over to a closed wooden to the left of where 
the altar would have been. 
 
“It’s sort of a storeroom. It’s not locked if you want to look inside, but it’s pretty dark in there.” 
 
“I can use the flashlight on my iPhone,” Jane said, taking it out of her purse. She swung the door 
open and stepped inside. Other than the sunlight that traced the vents in the wooden shutter 
on the window set high in the far wall the room darkness filled the space. She switched on her 
iphone’s flashlight and played it around the room. “There’s a big wooden cross in here,” Jane 
called back to Wylie who stayed outside. “The Penintentes must have used it when they re-
enacted Christ carrying the cross to Golgotha.”  She bent down. “There are also yucca leaves on 
the floor.  They must be from the whips they used to scourge themselves.”  
 
“Dad said they called those yucca leaf whips disciplinas.” 
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Jane emerged from the room and said to Wylie, who stood with his hands tucked into the front 
pockets of his jeans, rocking slowly on the high heels of his cowboy boots. “I felt like I was in a 
tomb.” 
 
“You’re the first person who’s been in there since my Dad died.” 
 
“This room is where your father died?” 
 
 
“I found him slumped over that cross in there.  His shirt was off and he’d been whipping 
himself. Caused a heart attack.  I carried his body to his bedroom. Then I washed off the blood 
where he’d whipped himself and dressed him in his pajamas. I told everyone that he died in his 
sleep.” 
 
Jane reached out and put her hand on Wylie’s left arm.  He looked up at her.  “I’ve never told 
anyone this before.” 
 
“Why do you think he was in there whipping himself like he was a Penitente?” 
 
“It didn’t make sense to me, until now when you showed me that report.” 
 
“What do you mean?” 
 
“Dad wrote it.” 
 
“How do you know?” 
 
“For one thing the date on it is a couple of days before he died and for another I recognized the 
type as the same as an old typewriter we had at the house.  It was one of those old Underwood 
manuals and the letters for a and d were worn the same way as the ones in the report. I know 
because I used it to write my papers for high school. It’s probably still in a closet. I think that he 
was in that room trying to punish himself for what he’d done by setting up that camp and using 
the Japanese...” 
 
“Americans,” Jane said.  “They were Americans.” 
 
“Right,” Wylie nodded his head.  “ All of his drinking must have been his way of dealing with 
what he’d done but then the doctor’s told him that if he didn’t stop he’d be dead of a heart 
attack or cirrhosis of the liver in less than a year. I was still living here at the Ranch, but that’s 
another story. Anyway, I told him that he had to do what the doctor ordered. He promised me 
he’d stop. When I found his body three days later there was an empty bottle of Tequila next to 
it.  I thought the empty bottle explained why he’d gone in here and did what he did.  That he 
was drunk. Not totally convincing because by then he could drink a bottle and seem to be cold 
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sober, but it was the only explanation I could think of at the time.  But now…” Wylie shook his 
head and looked away, toward the picture of Our Lady of Sorrows.  
 
“He was trying to atone for what he’d done.” 
 
Wyllie shook his head.  “Seems like he got religion and I lost it.”  
 
“By telling me this you’re confirming that the report is true and Tom can run the story.” 
 
Wylie looked at Jane. “I asked you to meet with me privately for spiritual advice and because 
you’re a minister that means whatever I just told you is confidential. You can’t tell anyone 
without my consent, right?” 
 
“Yes, but…” 
 
“I’m not going to say that my Dad wrote that report.  That he, the Boones, did the things that it 
says.” 
 
“But…” 
 
Wylie held up his right hand to stop Jane.  “But I’m also not going to say that what’s in it isn’t 
true. I might be a bastard but I’m not a bald faced liar. And I’m not going to try and stop Tom 
from printing his story. I’m not going to say anything. I won’t confirm or deny.  Call it a Mexican 
standoff.” 
 
 
 
WHO DONE IT 
 
Tony stood at the door to the Conquistador Lounge in the Picketwire Hotel with one of his tour 
guides, Olathe Sweetgrass, who’d been driving the Purple Sage’s minibus on the Mystery Tour.  
The tour started there eight hours earlier when Tony had greeted the group after a 
complimentary free breakfast. The tour had sold out, which was surprising since Tony had 
advertised the tour through the Picketwire Visitors Center only two days before as a tour for 
visitors and others new to the area. The fact that it was free and included breakfast, lunch, 
dinner, and cocktails probably had something to do with the tour “selling out” with twelve 
people signing up. A thirteenth person was added as an “ex officio” member when Tony asked 
Tom Tidings if he would assign Gloria Herrera to cover the tour. When Tom suggested that 
Eleanor Perceval, the Picketwire Press theater critic would be a better person to review the 
tour, Tony had countered, “It’s not the tour but the mystery that should be reviewed and who 
is better suited for that than an investigative reporter like Gloria?”  Tony added that a major 
stop on the mystery tour would be the old Purgatory Penitentiary, which happened to be the 
subject of Gloria’s recent front-page story; an eyewitness account of Sheriff’s Riggleman’s 



 9 

search for what he called “illegals” that he claimed were being harbored by the nuns of Our 
Lady of Lost Souls Convent. 
 
Tom had agreed to assign Gloria. “Maybe while you’re there she can solve the mystery of how 
Riggleman got himself locked in solitary confinement, because he hasn’t said a word about 
what happened,” he said.  “All we know is that he called off the search and left.” 
 
After everyone had gathered in the Conquistador Lounge that morning Tony had gone over the 
itinerary while Olathe handed out a map of the route that not only marked the stops but the 
boundaries of the original Medrano land grant and the Double B Ranch.  Tony told the group 
the details of the mystery would unfold during the day with a series of clues and that it spanned 
two centuries, involved multiple thefts, an imprisonment, and the discovery of a map.  After 
several stops where they would be presented with clues, they would return to the 
Conquistador Lounge.  Over their favorite cocktail the participants could then offer their 
solutions to the mystery. The tour would end with dinner.  
 
“That reminded me of Clue,” Olathe said to Tony after the members of the tour had finished 
their cocktails, solved the mystery and were on their way to the dinner.  “Except that this is a 
cocktail lounge not a library and this isn’t one of those manor houses and none of the people 
looked like Miss Marple or Hercules Poirot, although that tall, skinny guy in the Bermuda shorts 
could be Sherlock Holmes. I’m sure glad they didn’t decide that the chauffeur did it since I’m 
the one who drove them today.” 
 
Tony laughed.  “Were you surprised at the solution to our ‘who done it' mystery that they came 
up with?” 
 
“Let’s see, based on the clues they decided that this Ruf Ryder character stole a map of a 
Mexican land grant from Wylie Boone’s ancestors who had stolen it from your ancestors, the 
Medranos, which meant that the Medranos couldn’t prove what land had been given to them 
under the grant. Based on that they concluded that the Boones stole the land from the 
Medranos and made it part of the Double B Ranch. No big surprise that they decided ‘who done 
it’ was the Boones.” 
 
“And what did you decide?” 
 
Olathe looked at Tony and gave a weary shake of her head. “That everyone done ‘done it’ … to 
us Native Americans.  All the land was stolen from my ancestors. I mean all this other stealing 
was just fencing the land, but not with barbed wire, like it was stolen goods. Of course, none of 
this is a mystery to us ‘Indians’.” 
 
“Got a minute to answer a few questions?” Gloria interrupted, saving Tony from figuring out 
how to respond to Olathe. 
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“Don’t mind me,” Olathe said, “I’m heading into the dining room for my free meal. Solving 
mysteries makes me hungry.” 
 
After Olathe left, Gloria held up a small digital tape recorder and asked Tony, “One thing I don’t 
understand is why you used this tour to accuse the Boones of stealing land from your family 
when you could have had a press conference or taken out a full-page ad or something.” 
 
“Wait a second,” Tony said, giving Gloria a cease and desist look, “I didn’t accuse the Boones of 
anything! The members of the tour group decided that based on the evidence the Boones were 
the most likely culprits.” 
 
“If you’re not going to accuse them then I guess that rules out taking legal action. Although 
even if you did Wylie would just hang it in his lawsuit closet where his legal moths would eat 
holes in it.” 
 
Tony laughed.  “That laugh is off the record, by the way.” 
 
“Too late,” Gloria giggled. “I’ve already got it on tape.” 
 
“Please add that I’m just a tour operator who conducted a mystery tour in which certain 
evidence in an unsolved crime was presented.” 
 
Fighting an urge to break out laughing, Gloria said, “Right, and it’s just a coincidence that when 
it was over the people on the tour voted that the Boones stole your family’s land?” 
 
Tony nodded and said solemnly, “Just like it’s a coincidence that twelve people is the same 
number for a jury.” 
 
Gloria rolled her eyes and then switched off her tape recorder and stuffed it in her purse.  “I 
assume it’s okay if I interview the jury, I mean tour group?” 
 
“Of course, and enjoy the dinner as well and please fill out the evaluation form.” 
 
Gloria grinned and said, “You can read my evaluation on the front page of the Picketwire 
Press.”  
 
As she walked away Tony said.  “You should interview Olathe as well.” 
 
“Okay, but I hope she’s going to actually name the guilty party unlike her boss,” she replied 
over her shoulder as she left the lounge. 
 
“Guilty parties,” Tony said as he looked at the mural of his great grandfather attired as a 
conquistador, astride his horse, pointing at the stolen land. 
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