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WELCOME TO PICKETWIRE 

By Tim Wintermute 

INSTALLMENT 13 

 
FLY FISHING FOR JESUS 
 
As he cast the fly Dave Sanderson imagined he was knee deep in the shallows of the lake near 
his cabin in the Sangre de Cristo Mountains instead of standing on the blue carpet between 
the pulpit and the lectern. He waved the rod back and forth creating elegant loops with the line 
before flinging it out over the empty Sanctuary.  Before the fly could land on one of the pews 
he whipped it back. 
 
“Catch anything?” Jane asked from the back of the Sanctuary. 
 
Dave looked up, surprised to see Jane emerging from the shadows under the balcony.  “Just 
practicing,” He answered without taking his eye from the fly.  
 
“Uh huh.” 
 
“Practicing for next Sunday’s Sermon.” 
 
“I’ve heard some people consider fly fishing a religion but…” 
 
“It’s on Matthew 4:19.” 
 
“Fishers of men.” 
 
“I haven’t preached this Sermon for several years so I need to practice.  Not the preaching but 
the casting. I’m going fishing on Saturday for the first time this year so I’ll be able to practice 
then but I figured it would be good to rehearse it once in the Sanctuary as well.”  Dave began 
reeling the line in as Jane walked to the front. 
 
“Have you ever hooked someone?” 
 
“The first time I did it I caught a parishioner’s hat. She always wore a hat to Church that you 
couldn’t miss and I didn’t. That was at my first Church back in Pennsylvania.” 
 
“What did you do with it?” 
 
“Ran down and unhooked it.  It’s called catch and release. Mrs. Matthews, that was her name, 
was a pretty good sport about it.  She said she appreciated that I was demonstrating how 
Jesus fished for women as well as men.  After that I’ve made sure there’s no hook but just a 
weighted fly.”  He held up the end of the line to show Jane.  “So what brings you in on a 
Monday? You should be relaxing after preaching yesterday.” 
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“I stopped by to pick up a book from my office and noticed that the doors to the Sanctuary 
were open. But as long as we’re both here…” 
 
“When we should be on our day off?” 
 
“It will take some getting used to having Mondays as my day off now that as a pastor I’m 
working on Sunday.” 
 
“Good thing that Sunday is the first day of the week rather than the seventh or we’d be 
breaking the Fourth Commandment every time we preached.” 
 
“You said you were going fishing on Saturday so how is that remembering the Sabbath day, to 
keep it holy?” 
 
Dave smiled as he shook his head. “Jane, for me fly fishing is a spiritual exercise.  Every time I 
cast I say a little prayer.” 
 
“I have to admit that I haven’t thought of incorporating fly fishing into a sermon.” 
 
“Well, I hadn’t thought of the Wizard of Oz as part of one until I heard your sermon yesterday.” 
 
“How do you think it went over?” 
 
“The way you opened by reading the first line from the book…” 
 
“That Dorothy lived in the midst of the great Kansas prairies.” 
 
“Yes, right there you got everyone’s attention since we all know that Picketwire is where those 
great prairies end.  You not only got their attention you held it.  Why I even notice that Jim 
Arbogast stayed awake.” 
 
The only person she’d really noticed during the sermon, aside from Bruce and her parents 
sitting in the front row, was Tom Tiddings. She knew they would see each other and had 
imagined some scenarios. None of them had her preaching her first sermon with Tom sitting in 
the back pew. He must have slipped out the side door during the recessional. Was it to avoid 
telling her that he didn’t like her sermon or was it just to avoid her? 
 
“What are you going to do on the rest of your day off?” Dave asked. 
 
“Bruce and I are going for a drive in the country to see someone.” 
 
“Don’t tell me that you’re off to see the Wizard.” 
 
“No,” Jane laughed.  “We’re off to see my Uncle Joji at his farm and the road to it isn’t paved 
with yellow bricks.” 
 
“Uncle Joji?” 
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“You know him as George. Joji is how George is translated in Japanese.” 
 
“I didn’t know that. Your grandmother and parents always referred to him as George.” 
 
“My grandparents named him George but when he came back from living in Japan he told 
everyone in the family that he wanted to be called Joji from then on.  Most people wouldn’t 
know that because he’s a bit of a recluse.” 
 
“Now that you mention it, the only time I remember meeting him was at your grandmother’s 
funeral.  I’ll never forget that he came up to me after the service and gave me a really deep 
bow.  Since he didn’t say anything I assume that meant the funeral service met with his 
approval.” 
 
“You’re right, he wouldn’t have done that otherwise since bowing is a sign of respect. What did 
you do in response?” 
 
“I bowed back. It wasn’t quite as graceful as his.  Probably the only opportunity I’ll ever have to 
take a bow for leading a Church service, much less a funeral.”  As they talked Dave had untied 
the fly that was at the end of his line and started attaching another one. 
 
“Why are you changing flies?” 
 
“The one I’m taking off is a trout fly called a Parachute Adams and it’s pretty effective since it 
has a resemblance to a number of different insects that are on the surface of the water.  Its 
drawback is that as a dry fly it’s for fish that come to the surface to feed.  For those that don’t 
you need one that works underwater where it’s darker and colder that looks like nymphs and 
leeches and other underwater creatures . That’s what a wet fly like this Wooly Bugger,”  He 
pointed to a fly tucked into the band of the broad brimmed, cotton hat he wore.  “Is good at.  I 
did some casting with that one before I switched to the Parachute Adams.  There are different 
flies for different fish and  conditions. So, you have to decide first what kind of fish in general 
like a trout or a salmon or a bass you want to catch and then, this is where it get’s even trickier, 
what particular ones are you after.  Is it some young, small one who’s impulsive and will go for 
just about anything flashy that you toss at them or one who’s grown old and big by being wily 
and cunning?  And then there are the conditions. Are you fishing in calm waters or fast moving, 
shallow places, deep places, rocky places, marshes and so on.  There are different flies for 
different conditions.” 
 
“Which one works best inside a Church?”  Jane asked, trying to sound serious. 
 
Dave reached into one of the pockets of the fishing vest he wore and pulled out a fly.  “I just 
made my own.  This will be the first time I’ve used it.” 
 
“What’s it called?” 
 
“The Jesus Fly, of course,” he said with a wink as he deftly tied some brown feathers arranged 
in a cruciform to the end of the line. “As you can see there’s just a weighted tail rather than a 
hook. Now, let’s see if I can get it all the way to the deep water of the back pew.”  He began 
flicking the rod back and forth, each time sending the line with the fly at the end farther out 
over the empty pews. “Almost there,” he said as the fly flitted upward toward the vaulted 
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ceiling.  Then, as Dave’s arm shot forward in one last cast, it and the rod came to a sudden 
stop.  Instead of whizzing over them the fly had disappeared behind them.  They both turned 
and looked over their shoulders.  They both turned around and looked over their shoulders.  
Their eyes followed the line across the carpet, onto the communion table and up to the six foot 
high wooden cross attached to the back wall, where it was snared on the left arm with the fly 
dangling from its end.  
 
 
BOOK STOP 
 
Despite Tom’s staring at the computer screen for an hour it was still blank. Where there should 
be the first draft of a news story about the Reverend Jane Takemoto’s return to Picketwire as 
the new Associate Pastor of Picketwire Community Church and her first sermon, there was 
nothing.  Tom had the announcement from the Church and he had even gone there Sunday to 
listen to her sermon.  He had fully intended to speak with her briefly and maybe, even, get 
something he could quote.  All he had to do was to join the line of people who would file out 
through the front door of the Church after the service where he would shake Jane’s hand and 
ask her if she had any comments for The Picketwire Press?   Since there would be people lined 
up behind him waiting their turn and everything would be public anything private and personal 
would be easily avoided.  That was the plan.  It was a good plan until he saw her and heard her 
voice and listened to her.  He’d never heard her preach before. He’d never imagined that she 
would be a minister.  When it came to Jane a lot of things he’d imagined had turned out to be 
wrong.  It was obvious to him as he listened to her that she was where she wanted to be and 
doing what she wanted to do.  
 
The anger he’d felt when she had ended their relationship so suddenly after she went away to 
school had subsided a long time ago. At least the “Dear Tom” letter she had written had been 
in long hand rather than an email and, being Jane, after recounting some of their best times 
together she had then listed just a few of the things that she said made him such a wonderful 
person, enumerated some of his talents that she knew would take him far in life and then, 
having written the dreaded words that he would always have a special place in her heart, she 
told him that she was setting him free so that he could find someone truly worthy of his love. 
Something like that, anyway.  He didn’t remember the exact words because he’d torn the letter 
up.   Now, he wished he’d saved it because he realized when he saw her again, up there, 
behind the pulpit, what had really upset him was that she had left Picketwire while he hadn’t.   
 
Tom couldn’t publish any of that in the paper so the computer screen remained a yawning 
chasm between what he felt like writing and what he had to write. It reminded him of the time 
when he was a boy and they had been visiting the Black Canyon of the Gunnison. He had been 
hiking along the rim by himself and stopped to look down.  Less than a foot separated him 
from falling through the air for a thousand feet. He had quickly backed away, not because he 
was afraid of accidentally slipping but because he was afraid that if he stood there for one 
more second some dark force inside him would take over and compel him to step off the edge.  
Tom pulled his hands from the keyboard, stood up, walked out of the office and ducked into 
Bunch of Books next door. 
 
Inside the bookstore he gave Carlotta only a quick nod hello before he disappeared into the 
maze of bookshelves.  As he wandered the aisles he pulled down books that caught his eye.  
Sometimes it was the title, sometimes the width and height of the spine projecting from the 
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shelf but mostly it was a random act. Finally, he felt calmer and he emerged from the stacks 
with the last book he’d grabbed at random in his right hand.  
 
Carlotta read aloud the title of the book Tom had placed on the counter. “Renaissance 
Florence. What a beautiful place. I mean Florence, Italy not Florence, Colorado. The only thing 
to see in Florence, Colorado is the SuperMax Federal prison and it’s just a big concrete 
bunker.  Dad says it’s so secure that its inmates will be the only survivors if there’s a nuclear 
war.” 
 
Although Tom wasn’t even aware of the book’s title until Carlotta read it, he responded as if his 
selection was intentional.  “I’ve always wanted to visit Florence, Italy. ” 
 
“You should.  Florence, Italy has such beautiful art and architecture.  Michelangelo’s David, the 
Uffizi Gallery, the Cathedral with the dome that Brunelleschi designed. It’s one of the places I’d 
like to visit again.” 
 
“I didn’t know you’d been to Italy.” 
 
“There are lots of things you don’t know about me.”   
 
“How would I? You left town with your Mom when we were just kids and you just moved back 
to Picketwire.” 
 
“Just moved back?  I’ve been back for six months. ” 
 
“Six months? I must have lost track of time.  Anyway, when did you go to Italy?” 
 
“I spent a year traveling around the world after college…” 
 
“You went to Oberlin, didn’t you? That’s out east.” 
 
“Oberlin is in Ohio.” 
 
“That’s out East from here.” 
 
“Then you could say everything is either out east or out west or up north or down south from 
here and you’d just be lost.” 
 
Maybe I am lost, he thought. “I should travel more.  You’ve been around the world and I’ve 
hardly gotten out of Colorado.” 
 
“Why don’t you then?  You could go to, well, Florence, Italy.”  Carlotta said and waved the 
front of the book in his face. 
 
“I’ve got a newspaper to put out in case you forgot.  Vacation stops are for delivering 
newspapers not for publishing them.  It’s not like I have a choice.  In fact, I never had a choice 
about whether I wanted to run the paper.”  
 
“I guess you did have to take over the paper rather suddenly when your parents…” 
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“Took off.”  Tom snapped his fingers.  “Like that. At age eighteen. Just graduated from high 
school.  I’d been accepted at Northwestern in Chicago...” 
 
“Evanston, but that’s right outside of Chicago. I guess you could call it a suburb.” 
 
“I just call it another place I’ve never been. Sort of ironic that what kept me from majoring in 
Journalism at Northwestern was having to run a newspaper.”  
 
“I’m sorry, Tom.” 
 
“Why are you sorry, you weren’t responsible for any of it.”  
 
“I mean sorry in a more, you know, cosmic way.” 
 
“That fate gave me its fickle finger?” 
 
“More like that you’re a victim of bad karma.” 
 
“Yeah, I guess I got yinged instead of yanged.” Tom laughed, which surprised him.  “Anyway, 
I’ve stopped feeling sorry for myself.  It doesn’t change anything.  It is what it is.” 
 
“Whatever will be will be.” 
 
“Que sera sera.”  Tom quipped, surprising himself because he wasn’t much of a quipper. 
 
“Couldn’t you ask Gloria to take over while you go on a vacation?  I’ve gotten to know her a bit 
and she told me she really loves working for the Picketwire Press.” 
 
“Gloria? It’s a big jump from reporter to be the editor in chief.” 
 
“You managed it and you were just out of high school.” 
 
“I didn’t have a choice, remember.” 
 
“Then she can say no.  It’s not like you’d just take off like your parents.” 
 
Tom had to admit that there was something to the suggestion.  “I guess I could ask her, but I 
don’t think she’d be interested.  She might just agree because she’s afraid to say no.” 
 
“Gloria afraid to say no, you must be kidding?” 
 
“Okay, she isn’t exactly a yes person, but what she really wants to be is an investigative 
reporter not an editor and she’s working on a big story.” 
 
Now it was Carlotta’s time to laugh.  “What on earth does an investigative reporter report on in 
Picketwire?” 
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“That someone tried to kill Wylie Boone,” Tom answered in dead seriousness. “And whoever 
tried is still on the loose and might try again.  It seems that he’s come back here to stay at his 
ranch because he feels safer. Gloria got us an exclusive interview with him the other day at his 
ranch. It’ll be in tomorrow’s paper and I’m pretty sure that it’s going to be picked up by other 
papers and media outlets. And this is just the first.  We are planning on a whole series.  In fact, 
I just hired Foster St.Vrain the former Picketwire Police Chief to help Gloria.”  
 
“Foster is helping you?” 
 
“You know him?” 
 
“He and my Dad are friends and he comes in pretty regularly to buy books.” 
 
“Really, what books does Foster buy?” 
 
“Why Tom, you know I can’t tell you that.” 
 
“You’re telling me that a book store is like Las Vegas?  What happens here stays here?” 
 
“How would you feel if I told people what you do when you’re here.” 
 
“Right, I get it,”  Tom answered, knowing that she wasn’t just referring to the books he bought.  
“Anyway, to get back to the point I was trying to make this is a big opportunity for Gloria to 
make a name for herself as an investigative reporter because Wylie Boone is so well known 
nationally and, even, internationally. He’s almost like a celebrity and people are interested not 
only in his business but his personal life.”  
 
“And death?  As you said, someone wants to kill him.” 
 
“Hopefully, our series doesn’t end with Wylie Boone’s obituary.  I am sure that what we publish 
on Wylie will be picked up by other newspapers and media outlets. Not just in Colorado but 
even nationally.” 
 
“Even out east?” 
 
“Yeah, even out east, out west, all points of the compass.”  This time they were laughing 
together.  
 
A FAILURE TO COMMUNICATE 
 
Why worry, Max told himself.  This wasn’t the first time he’d been questioned by the police. 
True, the other time was in the television series Mean Streets of Manhattan. He played the part 
of Sal Malpensa, a Mafia hit man, and was interrogated by Detective Liam O’Bannon, played 
by Troy Stone, the tall, broad shouldered chiseled face star of the show.  No matter what 
O’Bannon threw at him Sal parried it without breaking a sweat. Finally, when O’Bannon offered 
Sal witness protection, Sal responded with a sardonic smile.  “I’m the only protection I need,” 
and walked out of the precinct station as cocky as ever.  Sal was immediately cut down in a 
hail of hot lead and fell into the gutter where he sprawled in a pool of blood. Unfortunately for 
Max that was not only the end of his character but also the end of the steady paycheck he’d 
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been getting.  He’d had enough of waiting on tables and bartending while waiting for his big 
acting break so he drove off into the sunset on the other side of the Hudson River heading 
West not to Hollywood but to Picketwire and his new job at the Bard Wired Players. 
  
“So, where are they?” Sheriff Riggleman demanded after he’d climbed aboard the Pullman car 
and found Max inside, next to the door to the rear observation platform.  
 
“They?” Max answered. 
 
“The illegal immigrants you’re transporting on this train.” 
 
“I don't know what you’re talking about.” 
 
“You don’t?”  Riggleman sneered.  “Then hand over the passenger list.” 
 
“Why would I have a passenger list?” 
 
“You’re the conductor and the conductor takes the tickets for all the passengers, right?” 
 
“Right, except for the fact that I’m not the conductor.” 
 
“Then why are you dressed like one?” 
 
“I’m acting as a conductor.” 
 
“I don’t care if you’re just an acting conductor, you’re still responsible for knowing who the 
passengers are on this train just like a permanent conductor.” 
 
“No, I’m an actor playing the part of a conductor.” 
 
“You expect me to believe that you’re pretending to be the conductor?” 
 
“I’m not pretending, I’m playing a role in a melodrama.  Actually, it’s more like a mini 
melodrama.” 
 
“So, you’re play acting, is that it?” 
 
“I’m a professional actor in a play.” 
 
“By yourself?” 
 
“No, there’s another actor, Zelda Zenn.  I guess you could call her the leading lady.  She plays 
a Harvey Girl” 
 
“Who’s Harvey?” 
 
“Harvey is the name of a chain of restaurants that used to be at train stations a long time ago.  
Like I said, she’s just playing a part, she’s not a real Harvey Girl just like I’m not a real 
conductor.” 
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“Where’s this Zenn woman now?” 
 
“She took off when you and your gang…” 
 
“It’s not a gang it’s a posse.” 
 
“What’s the difference?” 
 
“A gang is, well, hell, anyway we didn’t attack the train.” 
 
“What do you call it then?” 
 
“Detaining it because of suspicious activity.” 
 
“What suspicious activity?” 
 
“That this train is being used to smuggle illegal immigrants into Purgatory County.” 
 
“And you know that for a fact?” 
 
“If we knew it for a fact it wouldn’t be suspicious. When we catch the illegals and those helping 
them then it will be a fact.” 
 
“In any case, Zelda thought you were a gang that was attacking the train, so she took off.” 
 
“In other words, she fled the scene of a crime.” 
 
“She thought you were the ons committing a crime by robbing the train and she was just 
escaping.” 
 
“Okay,”  Riggleman jotted something into the small spiral notebook he held in his left hand. 
“She made her getaway now where do you think she went?” 
 
“How should I know.  Maybe she jumped on one of your horses and rode off.” 
 
“You know they used to hang people for stealing a horse.” 
 
“I was just kidding.” 
 
“Kidding an officer of the law could be seen as obstruction of justice.” 
 
“Oh, jeez…” 
 
“Now you’re swearing.” 
 
“I’m not swearing.” 
 
“Using the Lord’s name in vain is the same thing.” 
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“Is that against the law, too?” 
 
“It’s one of the Ten Commandments in case you didn’t know.” 
 
“Of course, I know what the Ten Commandments are, I’m Jewish and the Jews had them 
before anyone else.” 
 
“That also means you’ve had more time to break them.” 
 
“You know, Sheriff, I think what we’ve got here is a failure to communicate.” 
 
“So now you’re playing Paul Newman in Cool Hand Luke?” 
 
“Actually, the line was delivered by the character Strother Martin was playing to Paul Newman 
who was playing Luke.” 
 
“Oh yeah, I remember, now. You know, my favorite scene is when Paul Newman ate all those 
hard-boiled eggs that made his stomach swell up like he was nine months pregnant. I’m more 
a John Wayne fan but that was some pretty good acting.” 
 
“I liked Wayne in The Searchers.  He did his best work when John Ford was directing him.  You 
can’t have good acting without a good director.  Of course, I might be a bit biased since I’m a 
director.” 
 
“You’re a director as well as a conductor.” 
 
“I told you I’m not the conductor. I’m doing this as a favor to Tony Medrano.  My full-time job is 
Artistic Director for the Tumbleweed Theater and I direct most of the plays put on by the Bard 
Wired Players.  In fact, I’m directing the new play by Howdy Hanks.” 
 
“I heard Howdy was back in town. So, you’re directing this play of his, huh?” 
 
“New play of his: It’s the world premiere.” 
  
“Word is it’s about stuff that happened here in Picketwire years ago before he left, is that 
right?” 
 
“It draws on his experiences growing up in Picketwire.”  
 
“Does he mention me?” 
 
“I can’t tell you anything more than what I just did.  Howdy wants the details of the play to 
remain secret until it’s presented.” 
 
“If there’s stuff in there about me I have a right to know what it is.” 
 
“Then I guess you’ll have to see the play.” 
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“What do you mean I have to wait to see the damn play?” Riggleman snarled.  
 
Fortunately Max was saved from answering by the train whistle. 
 
Riggleman jerked his head. “Why did the train whistle blow?” 
 
“It’s signaling that the train is about to start moving,”  Tony Medrano answered from behind 
them.  
 
Riggleman turned around to face Tony.  “I didn’t give my permission for the train to start, 
Medrano.” 
 
“I did.  We’re already behind schedule.” 
 
Max turned to Tony and explained. “Please tell the Sheriff that I’m not the conductor and I 
don’t know who left other than Zelda.” 
 
“Like he said, Sheriff, he’s not the conductor. Max is an actor pretending to be the conductor 
and he doesn’t know any of the people who left with Zelda, just like he said.” 
 
“And how do you know he doesn’t know?” 
 
“Because everyone in this car is a member of my Purple Sage tour and none of them are from 
this area so Max would never have met them before.” 
 
“Since it’s your tour, Medrano, you tell me who’s missing.” 
 
“Sheriff, the horses are missing!” A Sheriff’s Deputy shouted from the open door to the 
platform. 
 
“Horses! What the hell are you talking about?” 
 
“All the horses are gone.” 
 
Riggleman quickly ran out onto the back platform with Tony and Max following him. Stopping 
at the railing he exclaimed, “What the hell happened?” 
 
“I don’t know Sheriff. The train whistle spooked them, and they got loose and took off.” 
 
“Well, go find them and bring them back.” 
 
“They could be miles away by now.” 
 
“Then call Dispatch and tell them to send out a couple of patrol cars to come and pick us up.” 
 
“We can’t; there’s no cell service here,” the Deputy answered. 
 
“Well, damn to high hell!” he cursed then turned back to Max and Tony.  “We’ll just have to 
take this train into Picketwire.” 



 

 12 

 
“No problem Sheriff,”  Max answered, repressing the urge to flash Sal’s sardonic smile.  “Just 
show me your tickets.” 
 

End of Installment 13 
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