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Chapter 1: Feelin' Lucky
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September 17: Thursday, 2:15 AM

The 60 watt bulb illuminated the interior of the cell continuously. It was encased in shatter resistant glass and located above the sink/toilet combo, but it was not the light that was keeping Ronan Wazz awake, nor was it the soft snores of his cellmate, fast asleep on the bunk above his. During the past couple weeks, he and his best friend Dillon Dawson had been making plans to spark an uprising and takeover their cellblock, and sleep evaded him as those plans played in his head for the umpteenth time. The cellblock housed more than 250 prisoners and contained two seemingly impregnable control rooms, each manned by a single guard and connected by a crossover hallway. Only sheer determination and prisoner ingenuity would give them a chance to outwit their keepers and breach that secured area, where no prisoner had set foot before. In preparation, he and Dillon had been subtly planting seeds in the minds of their fellow prisoners regarding a variety of wrongs they had endured from the administration, most of which were legitimate. Once the uprising was underway, the vast majority of convicts would eagerly participate, which was typical behavior in the higher level security prisons. However, without proper supervision from the leaders, the sudden ability to release pent up frustrations and hostilities could easily turn deadly, for both prisoners and officers alike.

Ronan and Dillon had kept their plans strictly to themselves, as inmates in general could not be trusted. The revelation of a plan to take over a cellblock and take officers hostage could earn a jailhouse snitch many benefits, and possibly even an early release from prison. But if the takeover was successful, it would draw extensive media coverage to the highly touted, newly constructed prison complex located about forty miles west of Phoenix, and that attention was an integral part of their plan.

Ronan had entered the Arizona Department of Prisons more than thirteen years earlier as a naive and apprehensive teenager, and based on his pretty boy good looks, was quickly bestowed with the nickname Hollywood. The prisoners nowadays simply called him by name, though some still referred to him as Crazy Ronan in homage to his earlier years in prison. His once soft blue eyes had hardened, as had his facial features and his fists. Regular exercise and rage fueled bloody battles over the years had kept him muscular and solid, and it was commonly known that he was one of the hardest hitting prisoners in the system. He had not had any physical battles in the past few years, but that was due to a lack of challengers to his echelon status and peace among the races. His sharp senses and intellect, combined with internal rage and fearless fighting abilities had launched him to hierarchical status within the prison system, and he had slipped into the role of leadership with confidence and grace. The convicts did not question his directives, though not from fear of reprisal. They simply accepted that his decisions were correct.

He knew the atmosphere in the prison was ripe for the action they had planned. The officers were lax and complacent, and the prisoners were sufficiently riled up and united, but still he had concerns. What begins as an uprising against the administration could quickly turn into a fully fledged race riot. It had happened before. Prisoners in Arizona were racially segregated in many areas of prison life, including housing as it pertained to the two-man cells, and it was a practice that the prisoners themselves insisted upon. As a result, racial tensions remained constant, and depending on a variety of factors, those tensions could fluctuate between calm and mild, to riotous and deadly.

In an effort to avoid a race riot from occurring, Ronan had spoken with his counterparts and had given them a heads up. Big Sonny was the leader of the black prisoners, and while Paco was the leader of the Chicanos, he also represented the Native Americans in such matters, as they were usually allied during racial conflicts. Ronan had not provided them with details about his plans, and neither man had inquired, which demonstrated trust and respect. They knew Ronan would provide any need-to-know information without being prompted, though both men had offered to assist in the implementation of his secretive plans. "You know I appreciate the offer, fellas, but hopefully the only assistance I'll need is after this thing has kicked off. That's when the situation will be most volatile. We'll have to keep our warriors focused on our fight against the admin assholes, and not on each other." Both men had expressed mild disappointment at the decline of their offer, but each had given Ronan assurances that the races would remain united, as there were no unusually high tensions between the races at that moment.

Ronan rolled onto his side and flipped the stiff, vinyl covered pillow over to the cool side and knuckled an indentation into it for his ear, and continued his reverie. He wanted to capture as many guards as possible and place them at strategic points throughout the cellblock. It would not prevent an assault on the building by SOT, the Department's Special Operations Team, but he hoped it would deter the Director of Prisons from ordering such hasty actions under the guise of a rescue mission. Department policy specifically prohibited negotiations with inmates under any circumstances, regardless of hostages, and all prison staff were required to sign a waiver of liability that acknowledged that fact prior to employment. However, Ronan was confident that the unprecedented particulars of their plan would force the director to allow the Federal Bureau of Investigation to take over the tactical operations, and the FBI agents would not be bound by the Department's internal policies that prohibited negotiations with prisoners.

Ronan wondered if Dillon might also be lying awake with their plans running through his mind, but he dismissed the notion immediately. Dillon was likely sound asleep, confident in their planning and preparation. Ronan had considered revealing to Dillon his true reason for wanting to spark an uprising, but he decided against it. They knew they would be held criminally responsible for their actions and would likely never see each other again afterwards, so actual motives did not matter at that point. Both had lost good friends in the prison system when one or the other had been transferred to another facility, often without prior notice. Department policy prohibited prisoners from corresponding with each other, so losing touch with a friend was a common occurrence. As a result, some prisoners would avoid friendships altogether, preferring instead superficial interactions or even self imposed isolation rather than suffering the pain and anguish that came with the sudden loss of a dear friend. Despite everything, Ronan was willing to sacrifice his friendship with Dillon, whom he loved, and risk his own life at the hands of his keepers. He needed to look into the eyes of his dying mother when he told her goodbye, and if he had to go to those extremes to achieve that goal, then so be it.

Dillon had his own reasons for wanting to ignite an uprising. Now 28 years old, he had been arrested only weeks after graduating high school and charged with triple homicide. All of his appeals had since been exhausted, and his three consecutive sentences of 25 years to life had been upheld by the courts. He would not be eligible for parole until after his 93rd birthday. Some prisoners referred to him as Deathwish Dillon, though usually not to his face, unless it was in a lighthearted manner, and he happened to like the person who was speaking. Dillon had vowed to never grow old in prison. "When I get too old to properly defend myself, it'll be time for me to exit the scene," he had told Ronan with both sadness and determination in his eyes. He would also declare on occasion: "Death before dishonor, or disability." To commemorate the denial of his final court appeal, he had gotten three tattoos. The letters DNR were tattooed over his heart, signifying, Do Not Resuscitate. The second was a toe tag on his right foot that contained his criminal case number, and the third was lettering in the shape of a heart on his left shoulder that read: I will always love my mom, and her face appeared in the center of the heart.

Neither man had recognized the crucial miscalculation in their plans, but Dillon would not have brought it to Ronan's attention regardless, as there was nothing that could be done to correct it. Besides, he would much rather go out with a bang than a whimper.

They had become the closest of friends during their time together at the Crawley

Correctional Facility, and the thought that they would soon be separated forever caused a hollow feeling to develop deep in Ronan's chest. He was going to miss Dillon immensely, assuming that they survived the events that were to begin in only a few short hours. And with that as his last conscious thought, Ronan slipped into a fitful, troubled sleep.

Elizabeth Wazz pulled the envelope from her mailbox and smiled brightly. "It's a letter from Ronan," she told her golden Labrador retriever, and Honey responded with an enthusiastic tail wag and a single bark. "He's still down there in that terrible prison in Arizona," she reminded Honey as she inspected the envelope. Liz was 58 years old, but due to her rapidly deteriorating health, she required the aid of a walker to move about her property. Despite that, her blue eyes were still sharp, and though silver now dominated her long blond hair, it was easy to see that she had once been a vibrant and attractive young woman. She was anxious to read the letter, but took extra care in traversing the stone walkway through her adorable, yet slightly neglected front yard. A white picket fence encircled the three acres of her modest homestead, and she looked to the bird feeders that hung from trees throughout her property. "My beautiful birds," she said, and halted. Her daughter Rachel had promised that she and her sons, Brody and Jayden, would keep the feeders well stocked after her death. She would bring the kids over for a visit later that day, and as usual, they would busy themselves with household chores, bless their hearts. Honey remained patiently at Liz's side, moving at her pace, and would look up into her eyes whenever Liz needed to pause. Honey had come to be with Liz as a barely weaned pup more than fifteen years earlier, and they were so in tuned with each other that they could accurately sense the other's mood and emotions.

The Indiana weather was mild that morning, but by the time Liz had reached her favorite living room chair, her breathing was labored and she had begun to perspire. After making herself as comfortable as possible, Liz inserted a scissor blade into the envelope and sliced it open. She believed she could determine whether or not her son was well by the scent of his letters, and she extracted the single page and touched it to her nose as she inhaled deeply, pulling its scent deep into her flared nostrils. "You smell stressful," she said to it, and Honey placed her head on Liz's lap. "Okay, I'll read it to you. Ronan says I'm the strongest person he knows, and knows I'm battling with all my might. He's sorry for not being here to take care of me. His last request to transfer home was denied for b.s. reasons, darn it, so now he's going to do things his way, and that he'll be seeing me soon. Oh my goodness, what are you planning to do, my son? He says it's been great that we've been able to chat so much lately, and he'll call me to explain soon, and not to worry. Everything will be alright. He loves me with all his heart, and I'm the best mom ever. He also said to give Honey a hug and kiss for him." Honey sniffed the letter, and whimpered softly as she looked into Liz's misty blue eyes.

Ronan could barely believe his eyes as he looked out upon the compound. Thick smoke was billowing from the narrow cellblock windows like angry black snakes escaping a mausoleum. At least fifty prisoners were running helter-skelter through the compound, some wild eyed and bloodthirsty, carrying makeshift weapons and hunting prey. Gunfire began to ring out systematically. Pop. Pop. Pop, and here and there a prisoner's body would jerk with the impact of a bullet and fall lifelessly to the ground.

The uniforms of the Special Operations Team were solid black, and their ominous dark figures were accentuated by the clear blue sky as they positioned themselves on rooftops and in front of the Administration Building, taking up a last stance posture. The bodies of several prisoners, clad in bright orange prison garb and containing a variety of gruesome wounds, littered the ground around where Ronan was standing. The gunfire continued rhythmically and seemed to grow louder as it neared his position. Bang. Bang. Bang, but no bullets entered his immediate area.

Dillon Dawson suddenly emerged from the billowing smoke at a doorway of the cellblock. He was dressed in a guard's uniform, having had commandeered it from its owner. He had a bloodied fishnet bag wrapped around his dominant hand that contained a heavy object, and he used it as a warrior's mace to swing at his foes. Ronan began calling to him and waving his arms to beckon him to the apparent safety of his position, but Dillon waved him off. "I'm going to kill one and get his gun, bro, or die trying," he shouted at Ronan, and began to run in a crouched position towards the black clad ghostly figures.

As Ronan looked on in horror, several assault rifles were raised and aimed at his beloved friend. "Noooo! Dillon wait!" he yelled, but it was too late. Flames erupted from the rifle barrels and the bullets tore through Dillon's body, causing him to jerk and twitch in a gruesome death dance, his movements dictated by the rhythm of the gunfire. Geysers of blood gushed from the bullet holes and splattered on the desert floor, painting the scene a bright red. Dillon's body followed, kicking up dust as it impacted the ground with a sickening thud.

Ronan began to move in Dillon's direction, and he instinctively knew that his movements would draw the attention of the gunmen, all of the gunmen, which confirmed that he was their primary target. His focus was on Dillon, but in his peripheral vision he could see the dark SOT figures as they swung their rifles in his direction. He tried to run, but heavy objects were hindering his legs. When he looked down, he was somehow not at all surprised to find that he was knee deep in the corpses of his fellow prisoners, though there were a few officer uniforms mixed in as well. In desperation to reach Dillon, he began to shove and kick the bodies aside unceremoniously, hoping beyond hope that he would find Dillon clinging to life. He needed to hold his dear friend, and to say goodbye. As he struggled forward, he recognized many of the corpses, but one face in particular caused him to stop dead. It was that of Wesley Dutchman, a correctional officer known simply as Dutch. Although he was obviously dead, his bulging eyes were alive with accusation as they stared up at Ronan. The black curly cord of his extension microphone had been pulled from his walkie talkie radio and wrapped around his neck several times, and had clearly been the cause of his death. "You weren't supposed to die during this thing, Dutch. I'm sorry, man," he said to the corpse before pushing onward. Other familiar faces appeared, and though they were distorted in death, they were easily identifiable. There was Nikki, a transsexual who appeared to be female, and Dannyboy, a short timer who didn't really belong in such a place. But it was the sudden appearance of his good friends that knocked the wind out of him. The disappointment in Mack's eyes could not be covered by the glaze of death, and Lucky's expression was that of a bewildered child. "I'm so sorry, you guys!" he shouted at the corpses. "It wasn't supposed to go down like this. I only wanted to get back home to see my mom!" A glint of reflected sunlight caused him to turn away from the faces of his dead friends and look to the rooftops. Several angry black eyes were looking down upon him, and he realized with a start that they were the holes at the end of the rifle barrels. "I'm coming with you, Dillon," he whispered in resignation, and the dark eyes began to spew flame, followed by the rhythmic: Bang! Bang! Bang!

Ronan felt his heart explode as the bullets ripped through his chest, but instead of dying, he sat bolt upright on his bunk. His arteries were surging with adrenaline and his heart was pounding against his ribcage like a tiny prisoner trying to escape his confines. He flung the bedsheet aside and quickly scanned his surroundings to orient himself with the reality of his cell. His cellmate, Joe May, eyed him with concern. He was standing near the sink/toilet combo, his toothbrush in his mouth, frozen mid-stroke. Everyone called him Joemay, as if it were a single word, which differentiated him from the other two Joes that resided in the pod. Ronan leaned forward and gripped his feet, stretching his taunt muscles as he took deep breaths to help slow his heart rate.

Joemay gave his teeth a few more strokes, then rinsed out his mouth while observing Ronan from the corner of his eyes. "Are you alright, cellie?"

Ronan swung his legs over the edge of the bunk and slipped his feet into his flip-flops. His golden blond hair was neatly styled and appeared untouched by sleep, as did his facial hair, which was immaculately groomed. "I'm alright now that I'm away from that incubus bastard that invaded my dreamland," he replied, and ran his hands over his chest, searching for bullet holes and blood.

"You had me worried for a minute. That must've been a hell of a dream. You grunted a few times like you were fighting someone, or someTHING," he emphasized. "Then you mumbled and sounded like you were in pain, and when our door popped open, you looked like death was at your heels." He looked at Ronan questioningly, but history told him he was unlikely to confide anything personal or of importance.

Ronan unfastened his plastic wristwatch from the rung of the latter. It was 6:15 AM. "I'm not sure what that dream was about exactly, but I kept hearing popping noises like fireworks or something. And if that was the Death Reaper who was after me, I'm sure he'll be back to finish the game."

Joemay pointed to the ceiling and smiled. The cell doors on the upper tier were being popped open in the same rhythmic fashion in which the control room officer had popped open the lower tier doors. "There's your fireworks right there." The cell doors rode on tracks located on the bottom of the wall, outside the cell, and the mechanical works were in the wall above the door. The electronic release of the door's locking mechanism created a popping noise that was loud when the pod was quiet. Once popped open, the doors could be manually manipulated by the prisoners.

Joemay was 25 years old, and his only criminal offense had been for murdering his twin brother two years earlier. They had been feuding over a girl, and Joemay had shot him five times in the back at close range. Most prisoners knew he was doing time for murder, but none were aware of the circumstances surrounding the killing, as he refused to speak of it. Prisoners were required to provide their conviction rap sheets to their leaders for scrutiny, but they were not obligated to provide details of their offenses. In fact, prisoners were routinely advised not to discuss their case at all if their criminal appeals were still active, lest they unwittingly provide incriminating information to a jailhouse snitch. Despite this, the vast majority of convicts relished the opportunity to swap tales of their criminal activities and heinous deeds, and most would inevitably embellish to impress, entertain, or instill fear. Joemay had been charged with first degree murder, but the court ruled that it was a domestic dispute and accepted his guilty plea to voluntary manslaughter. He was given a 15 year sentence and placed in the Crawley Correctional Facility, and had been Ronan's cellmate for nearly six months. Cell assignments were based primarily on race, though social status was also a factor. It was generally less stressful for dominant prisoners to be housed with those on a lower social level, as they were typically submissive, but would benefit socially from the pairing. Joemay had been approved for a reduction in custody level, and he was anxiously awaiting transfer to another facility.

Ronan was usually up at that time of the morning and watching the news on TV. He had never been awakened by the sound of the doors being popped open before, and regardless of how the events of the day played out, he knew he would never be awakened by that sound again.

Joemay was always up early to take care of his morning business and exit the cell, leaving Ronan alone to handle his affairs. Cellmates developed such routines out of necessity and courtesy, as the actual standing space within the cell was only a few square feet.

Every feature in the cell, save for a plastic chair, was fabricated of metal and bolted to the walls or floor. A fluorescent light fixture on the wall above the table was embedded with an intercom system that enabled the control room officer to communicate with the occupants of the cell, as well as to eavesdrop on them. The bunks were mounted on the back wall, and a long, narrow window extended between them. Beneath the lower bunk were two large metal drawers on wheels. Most of them contained rusty interiors, as they were often used as soaking tubs during periods of extreme summer heat.

"Knock knock," Bruce Block said as he slid the door open and poked his large, square head into the cell. His nickname was Blockhead, which had been inspired by his name in conjunction with the shape of his head. The unflattering moniker was bestowed upon him nine years earlier when he had entered the prison system, and though he initially detested it, he now embraced the name proudly. He was 34 years old and was serving a total of 36 years for a string of alcohol induced robberies, many of which he could not recall committing. Despite this, he maintained an upbeat attitude and never seemed to dwell on his misfortune or concern himself with what tomorrow might have in store for him. His status in prisoner rankings was the equivalent of middle management, and he and his best friend Jason had been tasked to educate Joemay regarding Convict Code and prison etiquette. Fortunately, he proved to be a fast learner. "Can Joemay come out and play?" he asked with a silly grin.

"Good morning, Blockhead. What's new?" Joemay responded.

Blockhead looked past him and spoke to Ronan. "Lucky got a notice in the mail last night saying he had to attend school or else he'll get a major ticket for refusing to program. You know I did my best to homeschool the dude, but obviously it wasn't good enough to get him to pass that test. Sorry, bro." Lucky was Blockhead's cellmate, as well as one of Ronan's fiercest friends. Department policy required mandatory schooling for inmates that tested below an eighth grade education level, and Lucky had twice failed that test.

"Alright, Blockhead. I appreciate your efforts, regardless," Ronan replied, and his tone indicated that he was not surprised by the news.

"No problem. That's what I'm here for," he joked. "Come on, Joemay. Ronan needs his privacy," he said as he took him by an arm and pulled him from the cell.

"We'll catch you later, cellie," Joemay said, and closed the door behind him, being careful not to reengage the locking mechanism.

Ronan completed his pre-breakfast routine as quickly as possible and looked out into the pod for Dillon. He had just exited his cell, and Ronan slid his cell door open for him welcomingly.

Dillon glanced nonchalantly towards the control room before entering the cell. Officer Crenshawna Carter was seated at the desk, her outline barely discernible against the soft light emanating from the control console monitor screens. It was the only light source in the room. Dillon slid the door back to its previous position and covered the window with a sign that read: DO NOT DISTURB—I'M DISTURBED ENOUGH. "Good morning, bro," he said, and seated himself on the plastic chair.

"It will be," Ronan replied, and took a seat at the end of his bunk. He increased the volume on his television to distort their words, should Officer Carter attempt to eavesdrop on their conversation. The cell doors were usually popped open about fifteen minutes prior to meal times, and Dillon's morning visits had become a ritual, beginning 39 months earlier when they had first met.

Dillon was six foot two and weighed 190 pounds of mostly chiseled muscle. His dark hair was cut military style, and he kept a quarter inch growth on his well tanned face. He leaned forward, placing his elbows on his legs. "I told Lucky to give us a minute before he stops by, and he started getting all excited. He's very perceptive for someone like him. He suspects we've been planning something big, and probably thinks we're going to ask him to play a role in it or something, so he's going to be real salty when we tell him he should stay out of the ballgame. You know how he is."

"I know, but we still have to give him our reasoning and make clear what's best for him. We can't be responsible for him having to spend the rest of his life in this miserable little world of ours. He'll know we're trying to look out for his best interests."

"I don't think so, bro. I think he'll see it as a rejection, which will hurt his feelings, and a hurt Lucky is a dangerous Lucky. You already know he has that retard strength going on, so things might start popping in here if we hurt his feelings too much," Dillon said grinningly, though he was only half joking.

The door opened suddenly and Lucky slipped into the cell and slid it closed behind him, moving as quickly as ever. "It's almost time for chow, so whatever you mugs have to say, ya better get to yappin', and please let it be good news. I got a notice sayin' I gotta go to school, and ya already know I ain't goin' to no dumb ass prison school with a bunch of retards, so I'll be in the hole real soon for sure." He plopped down on the stool mounted to the floor in front of the desk, folded his arms across his chest, and waited.

Nearly seven years earlier, at the age of 19, Lawrence "Lucky" Rose was sentenced to 20 years in prison for killing his stepfather. His attorney had argued at trial that the killing had been in defense of Lucky's mother, but the jury found him guilty of second degree murder. Lucky would occasionally boast that he had stabbed his stepfather to death to protect his mom, but his large ears reddened whenever he told that tale. He was 5 foot 7 and weighed nearly 200 pounds, but due to his poor posture, he appeared shorter and heavier. His shoulder length brown hair was perpetually oily and hung in strands around his face. As a toddler, he had been hospitalized with severe burns to his head and upper body after reportedly pulling a pot of boiling potatoes off the stove and onto himself. His mother stated that she had left him in the care of his nine year old brother Dale for only a minute when Lucky began to scream. The portion of his face that was not burn scarred was later marred by years of acute acne. His thin, beak-like nose was pockmarked and crooked, and its septum extended below the nostrils, exposing a portion of his inner nose. His eyes were two different shades of brown and were offset, with the right eye setting slightly lower than the left. This combined with his large, uneven ears gave the appearance that his head was twisted and off kilter. His upper lip was spaghetti thin and curled upwards, giving him a continuous sneer and exposing the gap where his four upper front teeth had once resided. He was also missing two of his lower front teeth, and when he smiled, he would often expose his coffee stained tongue. As a child, he had been diagnosed with severe learning disabilities, including dyslexia and ADHD. He had attended all of his schooling in special education classrooms, and had never tested above a fifth grade education level.

At age eight, Lucky's brother Dale had lured him down to the railroad tracks and shoved him into the path of an oncoming train. After the train had passed, Lucky emerged from between the tracks unscathed. Dale had called him a lucky bastard, and continued to call him Lucky from that day forward. It had been Dale's third attempt to kill his younger brother, and it would not be his last.

When Lucky entered the prison system, he was treated as an outcast and shunned by the prisoners due primarily to his physical appearance, though his low IQ and awkwardness did not help matters. He was initially placed in a medium security facility and housed in a dormitory with more than fifty other prisoners, and he detested it. It was always noisy and he never got any privacy, though he always felt alone. When the majority of prisoners would go out to the recreation field, he would often remain behind, hoping to take a nap in the rare quietude of the dorm. On one such occasion he heard a commotion coming from the shower area, and curiosity drove him to investigate. When he peeked into the shower room, he saw two guys attempting to sexually assault a transsexual inmate known as Queen. "She" had small, perky breasts, and though Lucky was very much attracted to her, he had always been unable to speak to pretty girls. The assailants had ripped her shirt off, and as one restrained her arms and muffled her cries, the other was struggling to remove her pants.

All activity froze for an instant when Lucky stepped into the shower room, and Queen took advantage, landing a kick to the throat of Creature as he pulled at her pants. "You fuckin' bitch," he snarled, and punched her on the thigh of her offending leg, causing her to groan against the hand covering her mouth.

The other assailant was known as Shadow, and he glanced up at Lucky. "If you want some of this dick lovin' little bitch, you'll be third in line, but you have to help us hold her down. She's a fighter." As if to prove his point, Queen began to make growling noises as she struggled with renewed vigor, and tried to bite the hand that covered her mouth.

Those two inmates had never spoken to Lucky before that moment, and though he desperately wanted to have friends and wished he could have sex with a girl as beautiful as Queen, this was not the way he had envisioned it. He looked into Queen's large, pleading eyes and felt his heart jump. He was suddenly very angry, and when Lucky gets angry, he hears swarms of wasps buzzing in his head. The buzzing noise drives him mad, and results in his strength increasing about fivefold. "Let her go right now," he growled through the gap in his teeth.

"Fuck you. Get the fuck out of here before we rape you too, fuckin' retard."

Lucky did not know which man had spoken, and it did not matter. He was on the nearest one in a flash, and the thud of his heavy fist connecting with the side of Shadow's head echoed through the room and sent the semiconscious assailant sprawling. He then faced Creature. He was four inches taller than Lucky, forty pounds heavier, and nearly as ugly. He rushed at Lucky like a rampaging bull, but when Lucky gets mad, his body goes into a kind of autopilot mode and acts seemingly of its own accord. He watched as his body sidestepped and shoved Creature as he stumbled past, but the buzzing noise in his head prevented him from hearing Creature collide with the wall, or Queen shrieking loudly as she struck and clawed at Shadow's face.

Creature gathered himself quickly. "Now I'm gonna hurt you real bad, retard," he hissed through clenched teeth, but Lucky heard only the buzzing of angry wasps as he observed himself moving forward to meet his foe. Creature had won the majority of his battles by taking his opponents to the ground and pounding them out, but Lucky's surprising agility and quickness had thwarted his first attempt, frustrating the would-be rapist. As they came together, he swung from the hip with all his might and struck Lucky on his left ear, causing his hair to whirl and the buzzing noise to increase. He dodged a looping counter right hand and grabbed Lucky by the hair, forcing his head down as he brought his knee up. Lucky caught the knee with his left hand and used the momentum to drive his forearm into Creature's throat, throwing the larger man off balance and toppling him to the floor.

When other prisoners responded to Queen's frantic screams and entered the shower room, they witnessed Lucky straddling Creature and bashing his head against the concrete floor. Lucky failed to acknowledge their repeated pleas for him to stop, but when Queen placed her hands gently on his shoulders, it was the equivalent of a tap on the brakes, and Lucky regained control of his body. A large pool of blood encircled Creature's caved in cranium, and a portion of his brain was exposed.

Lucky was immediately transferred to a maximum security facility for killing Creature, and eventually pleaded guilty to it and received an additional ten year sentence. Thirty months later he was transferred to the Crawley Correctional Facility, where, as usual, he found no friends. Though he traversed the walkways to and from the chow hall with other prisoners, he was quite alone. Then one day as he eyed the prisoners out on the recreation field, he saw a beautiful face looking back at him through the fence, and his heart jumped. "Queen," he gasped, and stopped dead in his tracks, causing those behind him to veer and sneer with disdain. He began walking towards her, trance-like, drawn by an invisible force. Her large green eyes were locked onto his, beckoning him forward, and he was oblivious to all else. When he stepped off the asphalt track and onto the crushed rock perimeter of the recreation field, he had the full attention of every nearby officer.

"Hey! Where the hell do you think you're going?" one of the officers barked, and the spell was broken. Lucky looked around, confused, as if he was not quite sure how he had come to be at that precise location.

"Hello," Queen said, refocusing his attention. "You're my hero," she proclaimed in a sweet voice while hugging the fence, her slender fingers protruding through the links.

"Thank you so much for what you did for me that day. I think of you all the time."

Lucky's ears reddened and his face felt hot. "My name is Lucky," he said, as if he were a lost child seeking assistance. "I think of you too always, Queen."

She smiled. "I go by Nikki now. Nikki is my real name."

"Get away from that fence!" an officer ordered as he approached. "You either take it to the chow hall, or take it back home, now!"

Nikki pouted. "I'll talk to you later, Lucky. Thanks again for what you did." At age 14, after a near fatal suicide attempt, Nikki had removed his testicles and much of the scrotum sac with his mother's sewing scissors and a razor blade. He then closed the wound with a sewing needle and thread. The emergency room physician told Nikki's mother that he had never seen such a case of self-mutilation performed so cleanly, despite the crude manner in which the ends of the scrotum had been sewn together. From that day forward, all thoughts of suicide had vanished along with Nikki's testicles, and she resumed life as a female. She was now 22 years old, had a near flawless complexion, and her thick, auburn hair flowed almost to her slender waistline. Combined with natural feminine grace and a voice as light and frilly as a teenage girl's, it was little wonder why most prisoners coveted Nikki's companionship.

Despite the approaching officer, Lucky could not take his eyes off her, and as he began to back away, he stumbled over the curb. "Okay," he blurted, either to the curb, the officer, or to Nikki. He wiped sweat from his brow before turning and walking away on unsteady legs. He entered the chow hall in a daze, seated himself at a table in which he had not been invited, got into a fight with a guy named Spike and pounded his head against the floor, and when he emerged from the hole after serving a 30 day stint, he found that his whole world had changed for the better. And as always, his thoughts were never far from Nikki, his Queen.

Dillon leaned back in the plastic chair and cleared his throat. "Alright, Lucky, now listen, bro. When we tell you what's going to go down today, you have to stay normal. I mean, you know, you've got to stay your usual self," he revised. "Just listen closely to what we say without getting too excited or disappointed, either way. If someone notices a change in your behavior, it might tip them off that something's up, so we need you to stay casual, you hear me?"

"Yeah, but what ya just said tells me things are gonna get excitin' around here, and that gets my heart pumpin' and my flood blowin'. But don't worry. I'm cool and casual," he said, but a second later the excitement in his eyes turned to confusion. "Hey, wait a minute. What'd ya mean get pisaddointed? Why would I do that?"

Ronan leaned forward. "You're our bro, Luck, and we want what's best for you, and right now, that's for you to consider what's at stake here. You have a chance to get back out there in the free world. You have an outdate, and that's what you need to focus on," he emphasized, and glanced at Dillon.

"We want you to get out of here someday, Lucky. Your fate hasn't been sealed like ours has. You have another shot at freedom, which you'll probably never have again if you get involved with the stuff that's going down today. Dude, do you have any idea what I'd do for another chance to live free again?" Dillon asked, then exhaled the thought away. "Bottom line, bro, we're asking you not to participate in any of the events happening today."

"You guys are fuckin' with me right now, right?" he asked, but neither man smiled.

"What the fuck! I can't even believe this bullshit!" he gushed.

"Shhh. You're getting loud, bro," Dillon warned.

"It's like all of a sudden you guys don't know me no more. Do ya really think I'm gonna just sit on the linesides and nick my pose while you guys—I mean pick my nose while you guys have all the fun? And fuck that world out there. That world hates me. I never fit in out there and I never wanna go back. There's nothin' out there that I care about," he asserted, looking from one to the other, but when he continued, his tone was much softer. "Except for my mom, and she's the only one that cares about me. But I have at least twenty more years to do, and she knows I pro'bly ain't ever gettin' out, and I don't wanna get out. I wanna stay with you guys, no matter what. Besides, it's my choice, and I'm gonna tarpissitate my ass off," he declared defiantly, his mismatched eyes holding a hint of a challenge.

"You're right, bro. It's your decision, but you have to consider all of the consequences. Once this thing is over, if we survive, they'll separate us and keep us separated. The three of us will probably never see each other again, Luck. They could even ship one or all of us out of state if they wanted to," Ronan said, and Dillon was nodding in support. "But if you just kick back and stay out of the mix, then you could possibly meet up with me or Dillon in another joint somewhere down the road."

"I'd like that, Lucky. It's definitely something to think about, bro," Dillon urged.

"My mind's already made up, and I'm rollin' with you guys until the wheels come off. Whatever happens, I love you guys like brothers, and I never even loved my own brother. Once when I was about eight," Lucky began, but Dillon's expression caused him to quickly abort the story. "But anyway, even if they separate us, we'll still be able to stay in touch. My mom will biggypack my letters—I mean piggyback my letters to you guys if I ask her to. We'll always be bros, no matter what." He sprang to his feet, yanked Dillon from the chair and wrapped his arms around him. "You're next," he told Ronan.

Dillon patted him on the back before spinning out of his embrace and heading for the door. "That hug really got my flood blowin', Lucky," he mocked in jest.

"Yup. I have that effect on some people, bro," Lucky replied with a smirk, failing to recognize the flub of words.

Ronan stood to receive Lucky's hug. "I hope you don't regret your decision someday, Luck, like in about twenty years when your outdate arrives."

"Man bro, do you know how long twenty years is?" he asked, and barely paused before answering his own question. "That's like forever."

"Twenty years ain't shit, knucklehead. I wish I had only twenty years to do," Dillon said, and opened the door as Officer Carter announced turnout for breakfast over the intercom system.

"Wait a sec. You guys never told me what's gonna happen," Lucky realized, and grabbed Dillon by an arm.

"Dude, I thought you figured it out. We're going to take over the world," he stated, and exited the cell.

The Crawley Correctional Facility was one of six prison compounds located within the Steketee Complex, which was Arizona's newest and largest prison project. The facility security levels ranged from minimum to maximum, and the Crawley facility housed those who had demonstrated a propensity towards violence, as well as those who the officials deemed troublesome or problematic.

The cellblocks were constructed in an H-shape and each contained four pods of 32, two-man cells. A control room at each end of the building's middle section was positioned between the two pods that it controlled. They were encased in metal bars and elevated five feet above the base floor, which gave the officers a commanding view into the pods. Each control room contained three rectangular hatchways, two of which accessed the pods and allowed for communication and the passing of paperwork between the officer and prisoners. The third hatchway opened onto the 30 foot long entrance hallway. A concrete wall extended from the end of the control rooms, completing the division between the two pods. It contained crossover doors, top and bottom, that were utilized by officers when conducting head count or doing security checks. The control rooms were connected by a crossover hallway that ran along the upper level and contained a restroom, break room, and a utility room. A large desk positioned at the center of each control room held a control console with two monitor screens. One monitor displayed illustrations of the doors it operated via touchscreen, and the other had a split screen that displayed four equal images that were fed to it from cameras affixed to the cellblock's exterior. One image depicted a portion of the asphalt track that ran semicircular in front of the cellblocks. It looped around from the Administration Building to the Utility Building, which contained dual chow halls, property rooms, commissaries, classrooms, and other rooms of resource.

A paved walkway extended from the asphalt track up to the center of the cellblock, intersected with the walkway there, and led to the entrance doors on either side of the building. The doors were operated electronically and produced only eight pounds of actual force when in motion. The safety feature allowed the doors to be halted manually or even pushed in the opposite direction, which eliminated the broken bones and crushed fingers that doors in the less modern facilities sometimes caused.

Also depicted on the split screen monitor was a gray door with a bright red stripe running down its center. The red stripe designated it as a hot door, and all hot doors opened onto restricted areas. It was located at the base of the building's middle section, fifteen feet left of center. Behind it was a stairwell leading up to a second hot door, and it opened onto the crossover hallway that connected the two control rooms.

A solid gray door located fifteen feet right of center opened onto a tiny waiting area, followed by a short hallway that led to a small, drab office. It was used by the Disciplinary Hearings Officer, Alvin Mendez. Prisoners ordinarily dreaded being summoned to his office, as he always imposed the harshest sanctions possible, regardless of circumstance.

The compound was divided down its center by dual fences, which was typical in high security facilities. The fences extended from the center of the Administration Building to the fortress-like control tower, which was positioned in the middle of the compound. It was three stories tall, including an observation deck, and was manned continuously by two officers. It contained a variety of armaments, which included an assault rifle, pump shotgun with 20 rounds each of buckshot (lethal) and birdshot (nonlethal), ten grapefruit sized grenades that detonated with a blinding flash, stunning percussion, and dime sized plastic ball projectiles; several large canisters of chemical agents, and a 37 millimeter gun that fired canisters of teargas and "knee knockers," which were wooden blocks, five per canister, that were designed to fracture leg bones. The knee knockers and birdshot were considered nonlethal munitions only when fired at the lower extremities of the body. The tower guards also carried sidearms.

The dual fencing continued from the opposite side of the control tower to the center of the Utility Building, completing the division of the compound. The two sides of the facility were mirror images of each other, with cellblocks 1 and 2 located on the north side, and cellblocks 3 and 4 on the south side.

The entrance point for staff and visitors was at the front of the Administration Building and opened onto a lobby area where the main control room was located. Adjacent to the main control room was the Special Operations Team's equipment room and staging area. In addition to their black uniforms and gear, the room contained an assortment of munitions, both lethal and nonlethal. The building also contained several offices, including the warden's, as well as a large conference room, a lounge, and the north and south visitation rooms. There were also two tiny holding cells where prisoners were subjected to strip searches following visits.

The recreation fields were rectangular and situated to either side of the control tower, and only a few feet from it. The fields were fenced in and contained a basketball court, volleyball pit, horseshoe pit with rubber horseshoes, and two sets each of pull up and dip bars. There were also softballs and mitts, but baseball bats were considered weapons and prohibited. Also prohibited was weight lifting and exercise equipment, which the director had recently declared as unsafe and ordered it removed from all facilities. The fields also contained a small patch of lush grass that was used as a lounge and social area. It was the only plant life on either side of the compound, save for a few shrubs that adorned the visitation areas.

Ronan Wazz had been among the first prisoners transferred to the Crawley facility when it became operational 39 months earlier, and was assigned as a recreation field worker. The job gave him access to prisoners he would not have contact with otherwise, as movement within the facility was severely restricted. Recreation and chow hall attendance was limited to half a cellblock, or only two pods at a time.

The recreation equipment was stored in plastic bins that were kept in a fenced off corner of the field. It was covered with mesh screening that was tattered and torn in places, but it was the only shaded area available for the field workers to shelter from the harsh desert elements. Ronan referred to the storage area as his office and would often invite other high ranking prisoners in for discussions ranging from tensions between the races, to sports gambling, to who had the best quality marijuana, and it was not uncommon to catch a whiff of it being smoked in Ronan's office.

When Nikki arrived at the facility, she approached Ronan with concerns about her cellmate, Steven. She claimed he had been acting like a weirdo and that he did not like her. Ronan advised her to be patient with him, and assured her that she would be allowed to choose her partner, which was not always the case in other facilities. Nikki then asked him if she could be his cellmate, and made it clear that she had eyes for Ronan, and he made it clear that their relationship would have to be platonic. Nikki had been disappointed, but she readily agreed. Nowadays, she would occasionally visit Ronan in his office while her "husband" Steven played sports and worked out.

A sandpit was located just beyond the fence line of Ronan's office, and only a few feet from the control tower. The sand was boxed in with railroad ties that were staked to the hard desert floor. Department policy required that a warning shot be fired into it before the tower guards would be permitted to fire lethal munitions, though a warning shot was not required if an officer was in imminent peril at the hands of a prisoner. On a hot s10ummer day the year before, Ronan and Nikki had been sitting in his office and happened to be talking about Lucky when a commotion drew their attention towards the Utility Building, which was only about fifty feet away. Randy Flores was in a heated argument with two officers in front of the property room, and when one of them took out his handcuffs and stepped forward, Randy attempted to strike him. The officer took evasive action and narrowly dodged the blow, then drew his billy club and ordered Randy to the ground while his partner called for assistance on his service radio. Randy ignored the orders and continued to shout and gesture angrily, and when he stepped towards the officers, they raised their clubs threateningly as they backpedaled. A thunderous boom of a rifle shot rang out suddenly, startling everyone, including the officers that were near Randy. As they jumped backwards, Randy spun halfway around before collapsing in a heep onto the hot pavement, where he died.

Though momentarily stunned by the event, Ronan looked to the tower's observation deck through a football-size hole in the mesh screening and saw Officer Lester Sutton lower the rifle and fire a second shot into the sandpit. Nikki's attention was still focused on Randy, and the second shot caused her to yelp and literally jump into Ronan's arms, which drew Sutton's attention. As their eyes locked onto one another's, Sutton let the rifle barrel hover in Ronan's direction, and it was obvious that he intended it as a threat. The emergency siren began to wail, and the prisoners on the recreation field began lying on the ground in a prone position, as did Ronan and Nikki, after they had exited his office. Failure to comply with that procedure would result in disciplinary action, and could provoke a response from the tower guards with nonlethal munitions.

The subsequent internal investigation determined that Randy Flores did not possess a weapon at the time he was killed, and neither officer had sustained injury. However, Lester Sutton claimed that he thought Randy had been armed, and that he had fired the first shot into the sandpit and was compelled to use deadly force when Flores continued to advance towards the officers in a threatening manner. The investigation concluded that the sequence of shots fired was inconclusive, and Sutton was cleared of any wrongdoing. The investigative report also noted that nearly all of the prisoners that may have witnessed the incident refused to cooperate, which was to be expected. The officials were well aware that Convict Code prohibited any such cooperation, as it would be considered snitching. Providing evidence against anyone, even a despised guard, was a "blood offense" and punishable by up to death, depending on the circumstances. Despite that, some inmates still provided a confidential statement regarding Sutton's actions, but those statements were summarily dismissed by the investigators as being unreliable.

Only one officer had disputed Sutton's claims, and that was a rookie named Rosalie Sanchez. She had stated emphatically that she saw Sutton kill Randy Flores with the first shot, then fire a second shot into the sandpit. Two other officers, however, had verified Sutton's false claims, including the officer that Randy Flores attempted to strike. The other officers that had witnessed the event claimed uncertainty as to the sequence of shots fired, including the other tower guard that had been on the observation at the time of the shooting.

Sutton had been suspended with pay for nearly 90 days pending the outcome of the investigation, and when the results were released, the Department sponsored a party in his honor. Prison staff from around the state attended the large gala, and they toasted Sutton for having displayed courage in defense of fellow officers. Rosalie Sanchez had declined to attend, though she and her statements against Sutton had been a topic of scornful discussion. Shortly after that event, Rosalie's coworkers began to ridicule and harass her, calling her a traitor and inmate lover, which were considered the worst insults a corrections officer could receive. She had requested and received a transfer to a facility in Yuma, but the staff harassment continued. A few months later, Rosalie Sanchez was forced to resign from the Department of Prisons for mental health reasons.

Ronan, Dillon and Lucky were walking slowly to allow their friend Mack to catch up with them. He was housed in the neighboring Dog pod, which had followed the release of Charlie pod for breakfast turnout. The usual greetings were exchanged when Mack joined them, but they continued at a slow pace to allow the remaining prisoners from Dog pod to pass them. This included Big Sonny and Paco, and Ronan whispered a message to them as greetings were exchanged.

Mack considered Ronan and Dillon his brothers, but he strove to make his relationship with Lucky as contentious as possible, and he rarely passed on an opportunity to hit him with a verbal shot. He claimed that his antagonisms were all in jest and for entertainment purposes, but Lucky thought otherwise. "What's the matter with Lucky?" he asked while looking at him curiously. "His wormy little lips are curled in the wrong direction."

Dillon gave him a wink. "Lucky's flood is really blowing this morning."

"What? Lucky was blowing who this morning?" Mack asked with feigned horror, and Lucky cocked a fist and aimed it at him. "So what's that about, Luck? What's got your blood flowing?"

Lucky uncocked his fist. "I'm just happier this mornin' 'cause I think it's gonna be a dood gay for a change, I mean good day for a change. You'll see, asshole."

"But I don't want to see your asshole, you freak."

"You'll see what's gonna happen, not my asshole, asshole!"

"Remember, Lucky. We have to be careful what we say and how we act," Dillon said with exaggerated secrecy, though those nearest to them were several feet away and engaged in their own conversation.

"I'm cool, bro. I just can't wait to tell him. I finally know somethin' he doesn't," he replied, and grinned ghoulishly at Mack.

"Will one of you guys tell me what this genius is talking about before I start bashing his head against the ground like he did to Spike that day in the chow hall."

Lucky's smile widened. "That was a good day, too," he chirped. He had rediscovered his Queen Nikki on that day.

Eight officers stood on the asphalt track at the end of the walkway and pat-searched each prisoner as he passed, which was standard operating procedure. "We'll talk about what Lucky knows when we get to the table," Ronan stated.

"That's going to be a real short conversation," Mack gibed, but while Dillon snickered and Ronan grinned, Lucky remained oblivious. "Man, I hit that dude with a righteous shot, but he's too blissful to catch it. My talents are wasted on Lucky," he complained. Nearly six years earlier, Vytel Julius Mack had been a 20 year old student at Arizona State University, but he had found the ladies and parties more interesting than his studies, and his grade point average reflected as much. Mack was six foot three and weighed a fit 215 pounds. His smile was infectious, and he had a perpetual blush on his smooth, unblemished face. His charming good looks and brash disposition had afforded him much favor with his fellow students, and even with some of the faculty, but none at all with the criminal justice system.

On that fateful day, Mack had been invited to a birthday party at a cabin in the backwoods of Prescott. There had been much alcohol consumption, among other substances, and as the day turned to twilight, some inebriated couples began to slip away into the surrounding forest, seeking to satisfy their hormonally enraged sexual urges. When one such couple came running back to the cabin screaming and terrified, claiming to have had an encounter with Bigfoot, Mack retrieved a shotgun from his vehicle. Accompanied by several other students, he set out in search of the creature.

Testimony from those students at Mack's trail revealed that a student, unbeknownst to Mack's group, had donned a Bigfoot costume and was intent on terrifying the party goers. The screams of a female student had drawn them to an area that was dense with foliage, and suddenly a large, hairy creature emerged from a thicket and rushed towards them. Mack whirled and fired spontaneously, killing the costume-clad student. The prosecutor had charged him with second degree murder, arguing that a reasonable person would have known it was a costumed person, and not a nonexistent mythical creature. The jury convicted Mack of involuntary manslaughter, and the judge sentenced him to 10 years in prison.

On the day that his last appeal was denied, Mack tried to drown his frustrations with homemade hooch. When confronted by an officer for appearing intoxicated, Mack lost control and pummeled him, breaking his nose and inflicting other injuries. He pleaded guilty to assault and received an additional three year sentence. He had also lost a year of good time and had to serve two years in a maximum security facility.

The gauntlet of guards stood in two rows of four, facing each other with grim expressions and wearing latex gloves. Sergeant Michael Kilobar assumed an authoritarian stance and scrutinized the prisoners as they shuffled forward. He was the assigned supervising officer on the north side of the compound that morning. As the prisoners reached the asphalt track, they would stand before an officer to be pat-searched, and few chose to stand before Sergeant Kilobar, regardless of availability.

Officer Jerrod "Smitty" Schmitt stood closest to the walkway, and at six foot five and 330 pounds, he was the largest officer present, as well as the only African American. Droplets of sweat glistened in the sunlight as it ran down his round, lightly complected face. Like most of the officers, he wore a brown baseball cap with the letters ADP stenciled on the front panel. It was an optional piece of their uniform. Standing next to Smitty was Devan Martinez. He was a 27 year old rookie who applied copious amounts of product to his thick, black hair, and he was the only capless officer present. Officer Sheryl Jacobs stood next to him, and completed the row. She kept her long brown hair tucked under her ball cap, and wore very little makeup.

Opposite them were officers Wesley "Dutch" Dutchman, Vincent Jensen, Geoff Garcia, and Brian West. Officer Jensen was a seven year veteran of the Department and had been assigned to the Crawley facility when it became operational. His responsibilities included supervising the six recreation field workers, which made him Ronan's boss. It was well known that Jensen would rather look the other way than try to catch a rule violator, and the prisoners showed him ultimate respect, some referring to him as Cool Breeze. He would often tell them that he just wanted to go home with the same number of holes that he arrived with, and they would chuckle together. Contrarily, some officers zealously pursued suspected rule violators and issued disciplinary reports for even the pettiest of infractions. The prisoners typically referred those officers as dickheads, though usually not to their face.

"I was surprised to see your name on the disciplinary hearing list, Wazz," Jensen said as Ronan stepped forward to receive a cursory pat-search. "What did you do to get a ticket? Or should I ask, what does it allege?"

"My cell was targeted for a search and Officer Greene found a little razor blade in one of my law books. It wasn't altered, and it's really petty shit. Mendez should dismiss it, or give me a verbal reprimand at worst."

"At worst," Jensen agreed. "But as we all know, it depends more on Mendez's mood than on the actual evidence."

"That's the truth. By the way, Jay Davis said he'll cover my morning shift. I don't want to get called to the hearing from the rec field. Is that cool with you, Cool Breeze?"

"Sure. That's fine with me, and good luck at the hearing," Jensen replied sincerely.

Before Ronan could express his thanks, Lucky brushed past him to stand in front of Jacobs, his arms and legs spread wide and a silly grin on his face. Her expression remained stoic as her hands floated over his clothing, barely touching him as she provided a quick, phantom pat-search. "Move along, Mr. Rose," she instructed when Lucky lingered before her, still standing in the pat-search position. He sighed with disappointment, dropped his arms, and moved reluctantly away.

Ronan nodded at Officer Dutchman. "I see they have you working hard this morning,

Dutch."

"As usual. How're you doing this morning, Wazz?"

"No complaints so far, but that's subject to change after the disciplinary hearing. I'm not looking forward to seeing Mendez."

"No one looks forward to seeing that man, not even us officers," Dutch said with a scowl. He had enlisted in the National Reserves to help pay for his college tuition, but after completing his second semester and going through a tremendously painful breakup with his fiancée, he put his education plans on hold. He and Officer Jensen had become close friends, and he would often join him and his family for dinner at their home. Like Jensen, Dutch knew most of the prisoners by name, as well as who their friends and associates were. He treated them fairly and with respect, and was shown respect in return. He was six feet tall, a solid 220 pounds, and when he moved, it was with the precision of a well trained military man. He received notice that his status had been activated and he would be deployed to Afghanistan in only a few weeks, and he had tendered his resignation with the Department.

"Are you going to be leaving us anytime soon, Dutch?" Ronan asked, but he already knew that this was to be his last day at work.

"Yes, real soon. But I'm going to take a vacation first. I want to get a little taste of heaven before I deploy into hell."

Jensen smiled. "That sounds like poetry, brother," he said, and hurried to catch up with his colleagues. Sergeant Kilobar and the other officers had started up the walkway, intending to conduct a security check in the Charlie and Dog pods, which was standard procedure at meal times.

"Where are you assigned today, Dutch? Will we see you around before you split?" Dillon asked as he walked backwards towards the chow hall.

"I'm the relief officer, so I'll be all over the place. I'll probably be right back out here when you guys turn out for lunch."

"Cool," he replied, and exchanged a covert look with Ronan.

"If we don't get a chance to see you again, Dutch, may the God of warriors bless you with the skills necessary to see you back home in one piece," Ronan told him.

"Thanks, Wazz. I really appreciate that," Dutch replied, sounding more sentimental than he had intended. He turned on a heel and started up the walkway at a leisurely pace, clearly in no hurry to catch up with his colleagues.

"I didn't know you had a picket tendin', I mean a ticket pendin'. What's that about?"

"Dude, you just heard everything Ronan told Jensen about the shit," Mack said irritably. "How much more info do you need to understand what the fuck?"

"I'm tryin' to understand the fuckin' what, but why didn't anyone tell me he got a petty ass ticket for a blazor rade?"

"Man, this fucking dude," Mack said, shaking his head in defeat.

Using his best Christopher Walken impression, Dillon said, "Dudes, relax. Now Lucky, as you know, you know only what you need to know, so if you didn't know, then you didn't need to know, ya know?"

"What?" Lucky asked, confused.

"Did you guys get high already before breakfast, or what?" Mack wanted to know.

"I wish," Lucky stated, and his eyes widened with an idea. "Call me as a witness in your disciplinary hearing, Ronan, and I'll ..."

"And you'll get his ass thrown in the hole for calling a halfwit as a witness," Mack interjected to complete the statement.

"Eat shit, asshole," Lucky retorted lightning fast, and joined in the laughter after realizing that they were laughing at his response and not at Mack's remark.

"I appreciate the offer, Lucky, but I've got the situation under control. No worries, bro," Ronan assured him.

A partition immediately inside the entrance door extended the length of the chow hall, cornered near the back wall and ended just beyond the rectangular hatchway, through which meals were served by unseen prisoners. The partition prevented prisoners from reentering the chow line, and an officer posted near the food port ensured that each person received only one meal.

The dining tables were metal, mounted to the floor, and seated four. There were ten rows of tables with five per row, and they were sectioned off by race. Though there were no visible dividers, each prisoner was keenly aware of the racial boundary lines. Certain tables, and the seating positions at those tables indicated a person's social status within his race, and seating at those tables was by invitation only. The white prisoners claimed the section of tables closest to the food port, which encompassed twenty tables. The middle section of tables belonged to the black prisoners, and Big Sonny's seat was at the last table in row six. Several tables in the middle section would often remain completely unoccupied during meals, as the African Americans made up only about fifteen percent of Arizona's prison population.

The Chicanos claimed nearly thirty tables at the front of the chow hall, which also seated the Native Americans and Mexican nationals. Paco's table was in the corner between the front wall and partition, nearest the entrance door. Although prisoners from the other cellblock and pods also used the tables, the racial boundaries remained permanently intact, as did the hierarchical seating. The chow hall porters dutifully cleaned the tables after each use, paying special attention to the hierarchical tables, which were kept disinfected and spotless.

The first table at the beginning of several rows was neutral and designated for inmates that were referred to as "The Others." They were an assortment of outcasts, and of all races. The Others were of ill repute and deemed unworthy to occupy tables within the racially divided boundaries.

The food port door was closed an instant after Lucky had snatched the last tray from its aperture, and he eyed the meager rations wantonly as he followed Mack to the last table in the first row. Ronan's seat put his back to the corner of the partition, which gave him a commanding view of the chow hall. Dillon was seated to Ronan's right and Mack was to his left, leaving Lucky seated across from him, which put his back to the entire chow hall. It was a position they jokingly referred to as the buffer seat. The adjacent tables were occupied by prisoners of high rank and status, which steadily diminished as the tables receded towards the first row, which is where Lucky had once been relegated, seated closest to The Others. His status had improved significantly after Nikki told Ronan what he had done to Creature, and why.

During the exchange of greetings, Ronan had informed Big Sonny and Paco that he wanted to speak with them once they reached the chow hall. Despite this, Big Sonny was busily eating and conversing with his tablemates, and failed to look in Ronan's direction. Beyond him, Ronan met Paco's eyes and gestured towards the hot water dispenser. "Coffee time," he announced, and took his and Dillon's cups and headed down the aisle. Lucky grabbed his and Mack's cups and muttered something unintelligible as bits of food flew from his overstuffed mouth, and he hurried after Ronan.

When Big Sonny noticed Ronan and Paco on the move, he cussed and accused his tablemates of distracting him. He snatched his half full coffee cup off the table and hurried towards his counterparts. At six foot four and 270 pounds, Big Sonny was aptly named. His large, bald head was uncommonly round and shiny, like a bowling ball some had commented, though not to criticize. His fierce reputation of a hotheaded, crazed killer was born from two incidents. The first being the several murders he had committed while in the free world, and the second for the murder of his cellmate. According to court records, he had bitten the man's nose off while beating him to death, then he mutilated the body postmortem. It included the removal of the eyeballs, which were never recovered, nor was the man's nose. Big Sonny had been sentenced to death for that murder, but as with his previous death sentence for the murders he had committed while in the free world, it was commuted to life without parole by the appellate court. Nearly as conspicuous as his immense size and shiny bald head was the deep, ugly scar that ran across his forehead. It actually trenched into the surface of his skull, and its angry, dark borders were highlighted by his light completion. His nearly wrinkle free skin belied his 48 years of age, and he occasionally proclaimed that black don't crack.

In contrast, Paco stood five foot seven and weighed 160 pounds. Despite his small stature, his balance of wit and ruthlessness had elevated him to echelon status among the Chicanos. His hair was short, thick, and prematurely graying, though his brows and mustache remained jet black. He had straight, white teeth, and deep set dark eyes that missed nothing. He moved with graceful precision, like a tiger stalking its prey; there was nothing wasted. Tattoos covered both of his arms and much of his chest, stomach and back, but even without all the tattoos, Paco's skin was still a shade darker than Big Sonny's.

Ronan set the cups down on the narrow countertop and motioned for Lucky to go ahead of him, then stepped towards the approaching men. He did not have to look to know they were being watched by the officers. They were gathered around their usual table, which was the one closest to the exit door. The officers observing the trio of leaders were not interested in acts of rule violations. They were concerned with body language only, as it was a reliable indicator of whether tensions were low, or if war was on the horizon.

There were security cameras affixed to the walls at both ends of the chow hall, but they were intended more as a deterrent against assaultive behavior than as a means of surveillance, as the images were distant, but effective as evidence after the fact.

A small guard station was located fifteen feet from the exit door, and only about ten feet from the officer's table. It was situated in the wall that separated the north and south chow halls from one another, and contained barred plexiglass windows with gun ports to fire nonlethal munitions into either of the chow halls. It was manned during meal times only, and accessible via the walkway between the dual fences that divided the compound. The officer that manned the small station also had his eyes on the trio.

"With regard to the subject matter of our last meeting, fellas, it looks like the game will be kicking off sometime this morning," Ronan told them, his lips barely moving. He stepped over to the water dispenser after Lucky had departed, and his counterparts moved closer still.

"Cool. That sounds good to me," Big Sonny stated, his voice so deep, Ronan could feel the vibrations. "But you know me and Paco live on the top tier, so we'll be locked down for anything that's jumping off this morning." For security purposes, inside recreation, commonly referred to as tier time, was restricted to half the pod at a time, which alternated between the upper and lower tiers for morning and afternoon periods.

"But I can have my warriors ready for action before we leave this chow hall," Paco stated in a whisper, his accent still prominent. "Just speak the words, comrade, and it's done."

"My dogs are ready for some action, too. Are you sure you don't need any

assistance with the kickoff?"

"You know I appreciate the offers, but it's already put together, stealthy like. But if either of you have a cellphone, that'd be huge," Ronan said, looking from one to the other, but their expressions told him the answer. "That's cool. It's still all good," he added, though not very convincingly.

"I was hurt when I heard the cops caught a cellphone in your pod yesterday," Paco said, and began filling his cup with hot water.

"Yeah, I was hurt, too, and the timing could not have been worse. We were depending on that phone, big time. It would've helped us a lot during this thing."

"The way the guards rushed into your pod, we thought someone was getting bloodied up over there," Big Sonny said, referring to officers that had entered the pod and beelined to Scooter's cell. They searched for more than thirty minutes before finding the phone in a hollowed out section of a philosophy book. Scooter was a high ranking prisoner, as well as one of Ronan's trusted friends. The fact that they had searched for that amount of time indicated that the officials had received reliable information that the phone was hidden somewhere in that cell.

"It's a shady situation, for sure," Ronan acknowledged as he looked about the chow hall. "That phone was top secret. Only my circle knew."

"It sounds like there's a hole somewhere that needs plugging," Big Sonny commented, and looked at Ronan from the corner of his eyes.

Ronan knew exactly what he was implying, and rebuffed it firmly. "No one knows the details of this thing, big man, not even Mack or Lucky, who I trust with my life. Also, the fact that I'm not in the hole next to Scooter right now tells me we're all good."

The officers exchanged looks of relief when the trio shook hands and returned to their tables. No apparent animosities were observed, and such meetings were not uncommon. They had nothing to report to their supervisor.

Lucky had already devoured the contents of his tray and was eyeing Ronan's greedily when he returned. He placed the cups of hot water on the table, took a baggy of coffee from his pocket and scooped two heaping sporkfuls into each, then slid one in front of Dillon.

"Thanks, bro," he said, and began sipping it.

"You know," Ronan replied, and scanned his tray dubiously. He passed on the shriveled gray sausage link and plucked the middle pancake from the stack of three. He folded it in half and dipped it in the water-thin syrup, then pushed the tray towards Lucky.

"Hell, yeah. Thanks, bro!" he gushed, and set the tray on top of his. With the speed of a starving man, he doused one of the tiny pancakes in syrup and shoved most of it in his mouth, then chased it with sporkfuls of runny oatmeal.

Mack leaned forward, placing his forearms on the edge of the table. "So what's got Lucky's flood blowing?" he asked Ronan, who still had pancake in his mouth, so he looked to Dillon.

He gulped down the last of his coffee and bellied up to the table. "We're going to take over the control rooms and take the guards hostage in our cellblock. Then we'll use one of their walkie talkies to transmit the emergency code for inmates fighting. We were thinking about sending out the code for officer needs assistance, but we don't want all of the bastards to come running. So when they rush into the cellblock with hopes of slamming some prisoners, we'll have a crew of killers waiting for them, and we'll take them hostage, too."

"Fuck yeah!" Lucky exclaimed, shooting bits of pancake from his mouth and forcing his tablemates to take evasive action.

"That's the game plan, anyway," Ronan confirmed, and tossed the remaining portion of pancake onto the tray in front of Lucky. He nodded with gratitude in his eyes and oatmeal on his chin.

"I'm not even going to ask how you guys are going to get in the control rooms, which seems impossible," Mack said, and used his spork to flick a wet crumb of pancake from the tabletop. "But is there anything I can do to help?"

"All we need you to do is hang out in your pod and stay alert. We'll open the doors as soon as we're able, and you'll have to take control of our dudes and make sure there's no anarchy. Big Sonny and Paco have assured me they'll have their dudes in line, so there shouldn't be a problem."

"I hope that's the case, 'cause you already know. If any of their dudes start some shit, it'll turn into a free for all riot real quick," Mack replied.

"And that's exactly what we're trying to avoid. It's the prisoners against the administration, and that's what we have to stress to them. We have to play on their emotions and make them forget about the racial bullshit, you hear me?"

"Yeah, I hear you, but what are we going to do with the hostages? I mean, even if we capture fifty guards, they won't negotiate with us to get them back. You guys already know that, so what's the objective here?" Mack asked. Lucky was enthralled with the conversation, and his head swiveled from face to face as his hand, seemingly of its own accord, brought the sausage link up and popped it into his mouth.

"If all goes as planned, we'll overcome that hurdle and they'll have to bring in the FBI to negotiate with us," Ronan answered.

"Cool, but what if it doesn't go down as planned and the dickhead director sends in the Special Ops assholes to kill us all. What then?" Mack asked testily.

"What's the problem here, Mack? You sound like you're trying to live forever," Dillon challenged, a hint of anger in his tone.

"No, not forever, but long enough to taste some pussy again someday," Mack shot back, and locked eyes with Dillon.

"And we want that for you as well," Ronan said, breaking the tension. "You have an outdate, bro, and if you ride with us on this thing you'll catch a new beef for sure. That's why we don't want you to play an active role. After we get things under control, we want you to just kick back and sit this one out. We have enough players, so I don't want you to participate in any way," he stated firmly, and Mack expressed confusion, then looked insulted.

"I know how you feel, Mack," Lucky interjected. "They tried to get rid of me, too."

"I don't know how much of a part I'll play, but one thing's for sure. I will be part of the action," Mack declared staunchly. "If the director orders SOT to storm in there, then there's no way in hell I'm staying out of that war. Even though you guys are acting like dicks right now, I would never leave my brothers behind in battle. Everrrrr," he emphasized, morphing the word into a growl.

Dillon jumped back in. "If things go down like they're supposed to, then SOT won't be doing shit but sitting on their dicks. All we're asking you to do is keep our dudes in line for a minute while we get shit under control. That's it. Nothing else. We're trying to look out for your best interest and keep you out of the mix, and you're acting like we offended you in some way. What the fuck, bro?"

Mack exhaled slowly. "Yeah, I wasn't picking up what you guys were laying down at first. I thought for a second that I was being told I couldn't join in the reindeer games, even if SOT entered the scene," he explained, and grinned with relief. "You fellas already know I'm not going to stay out of that action, so just make sure the shit goes down as planned and there'll be no worries."

"Few things ever go as planned, bro. We already took a major hit when my phone got popped in Scooter's house. We could've presented our situation directly to the media and sent our demands to them. But now we'll have to make access to the media our first demand, but you know how the dickhead officials are. They'll lie, kill and coverup before they'll admit any wrongdoing. They hate negative publicly."

"I can't wait to find out who it was that snitched on that phone. That rat bastard put a serious dent in our mission, and he's a dead man. Our planning was built around having that phone with us during this thing. We were going to send videos of the hostages to let the free world know they were all alive and well. It would've prevented the director from lying about us torturing them or some shit, and ordering SOT to rush in there to kill us. And I think the hostages would've pleaded our case for us and brought some sympathy to our cause," Dillon stated, and sighed with frustration. "There might still be a way to speak with the media real quick, but that's iffy at best. That phone would've put us in the driver's seat during the negotiations, but now we can be silenced by our sadistic keepers during the entire event, and they'll be able to spew whatever lies they want. Losing that phone was a huge blow to our plans," he griped, and they all looked at Lucky. He was literally bouncing on his seat and causing the entire table to shake.

Mack reached over and placed a hand on his shoulder. "Settle down, Luck. You're getting too excited, crazy man."

Lucky smiled widely, exposing his coffee stained tongue. "Man, I just can't wait to get the starty parted."

"You mean you can't wait to get the party started," Mack corrected.

Lucky looked confused. "Yeah, that's what I just said, dill hole."

Mack let out a four syllable chuckle. "I love you like the retarded brother I never had, Luck," he told him as he squeezed his shoulder to the point of pain.

Lucky dipped his shoulder and swiped Mack's hand away. "And I love you like the prick brother I do have, and who I hate!" he retorted angrily, and after a moment, he joined in the laughter.
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Chapter 2: The Wooden Beast
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The cell doors on the lower tier began to pop open at 9:00 AM and were not required to be secured again until 11:30 AM, which was count time. Joemay earned 35¢ an hour as a teacher's assistant, and was expected to report to work by 9:15. He hopped down from his bunk and began gathering items that he referred to as his essentials, which included his coffee mug, a baggy of coffee, and his cigarette case filled with hand rolled cigarettes. Although smoking had been banned inside all state buildings, the regulation was routinely violated by staff and prisoners, but not in Ronan's cell, though he occasionally smoked marijuana in there.

"Hey, dudes," Lucky said as he slid their door open.

"Dang, Lucky. What'd you do, run over here as soon as your door popped open?" Joemay asked, amused.

Lucky's expression morphed into a look of guilt, as if he had been caught doing something wrong, but Ronan's smile calmed him immediately. "No, I just had to fart real bad and I didn't wanna let it out in the cell. You know how much Blockhead complains about me gassin' him to death, so I farted out in the pod on the way over here," he said, proud of himself for having come up with a plausible lie on the spot.

"That was very considerate of you, and I'm sure Blockhead appreciates it. Maybe when you start school next week they'll assign you to my classroom," he said, trying to sound encouraging.

"That'd be cool," Lucky lied again.

"I won't be home for count, Ronan. I have to help grade a bunch of test papers, so the teacher is going to put me on the out-count sheet," Joemay advised.

"Good to know."

"I'll catch you guys later," he said, and Lucky stepped aside to allow him to exit. "Oh my god, Lucky. It smells like something died out here!" he exclaimed, and bolted from the area.

Lucky chuckled. "Yup, that's what Blockhead says, too." He inserted his thumbs in his elastic waistband and ruffled air through his pants for several seconds. "The part about the fart was true," he said, and entered his cell.

"Any good fib has some truth behind it." Ronan was seated at the end of his bunk and increased the volume on his TV.

Lucky plopped down on the plastic chair. "Your cellie really thinks I'm gonna go to school next week. That dude don't know me at all. What a fool."

Images of the nightmarish dream suddenly bubbled up and Ronan could see Lucky's corpse staring up at him. "Hey, bro. I want you to consider a few things. If we're able to pull this off, we'll be stuck in those control rooms until everything gets resolved, however long that takes," he began, and raised a hand to silence Lucky's insertion. "Hear me out. We could be up there for several days, and there's not a lot of space where you can burn your energy. Plus, there's going to be a couple other dudes up there with us, like Big Sonny and Paco, so it's probably going to get a little intense. It's not going to be fun and games, Lucky, and it's not going to be comfortable, either. It will be an extremely serious and potentially deadly situation. That's why I recommend you stay in the pod where you'll be more comfortable," he pitched.

"Man, you're just tryin' to get rid of me again," Lucky said dejectedly, and dropped his chin.

"I only want what's best for you, bro. If you went up there with us, there wouldn't be any going back. You'd be stuck, and I think you'd be happier with your own cell and private place to lay your head. Mack will hang out with us at the hatchways, and you can, too, so you'll still be able to get high with us. I just don't want you up there going stir crazy, but most importantly, I don't want to see you get killed. If SOT storms in there, they'll kill everyone in those control rooms. Know that, Lucky," he said firmly while looking into his mismatched eyes.

"Well then I'll die with my bros," he blurted passionately. "I'm not afraid of dyin', and I won't cause any trouble, and I'll do whatever you tell me, and I won't complain about nothin'. I'll be havin' too much fun."

"Listen to me, Lucky. This is life or death, not fun and games. Do you understand that?"

"Yeah, but it'll be a hell of a lot funner than bein' stuck in a pod with Mack. He's a prick," Lucky asserted, and when Ronan grinned, he sprang to his feet. "Hell yeah, bro. I'm so happy. Thank you. I hope it lasts at least a month. It's gonna be so much fun. I'm so excited, I'm shakin', look." He held his hand out in front of him to prove it. "Maybe you can ganotiate, or whatever, to have me, you and Dillon go to the same joint and in the same pod when it's over," he suggested with hopeful eyes.

"Any promises they make during negotiations will be made under duress, which means none of the agreements will be legally binding," Ronan told him, but Lucky's blank expression told him to try again. "Listen, bro. It's illegal to kidnap someone and demand payment for their safe return. That's against the law under any circumstances, so they're allowed to lie to us, or do whatever it takes to free the hostages. Understand?"

"Yeah, but that's bullshit. They should have to be honest, like us."

"I hear you, and that's why we needed that phone. We need the media's involvement. If the public was made aware of everything, then it would be more difficult for the director to renege on any agreements," he explained.

Lucky was bobbing his head with understanding. "But you and Dillon have that stuff figured out though, right?"

"When you speak my name, I will appear like that old freaky ghost dude," Dillon said as he slipped into the cell. "I've got something to show you, Lucky," he whispered, and produced what appeared to be a twelve inch long piece of rounded metal that was nearly two fingers thick. It had a lethal looking point at one end and a four inch duct taped handle at the other. Such weapons were referred to as shanks, but a shank of that size was also referred to as a bone crusher, as it could easily break bone as it entered the ribcage, or even penetrate the skull.

"Oh my guard!" Lucky exclaimed. "I never saw one that big before. Can I hold it?" "That's what she said," Dillon replied, using Steve Carell's voice.

"Talent and skills. You're the whole package, bro," Ronan said, and turned on the fluorescent light.

"I love the recognition," he responded in Daffy Duck's voice, and displayed the item.

"Tell me what you see, Lucky."

"I see a bad ass shank, now let me hold it," he demanded, and reached for it.

"Wait. Look closer."

Lucky huffed impatiently. "It's a cone brusher, I mean a bone crusher," he declared, then wrinkled his nose as he sniffed the air. "But I smell paint. Did you paint it?" he asked incredulously.

"Shhh. Keep your voice down," Dillon scolded. "I can't get rid of the paint smell, bro, not without messing up the paint job," he informed Ronan.

"The smell doesn't matter, only the visual does, and your craftsmanship is superb. That thing is going to scare the hell out of our intended targets. They won't be thinking rationally enough to question its authenticity."

Lucky reached for it again, and Dillon gave it to him. "Oh my guard. I can't even believe my own eyes. What's this thing made of, wood?" he guessed, holding the counterfeit shank only inches from his face, his eyes wide with amazement.

"Dillon took my cribbage board with him to work and used the tools in the maintenance shop to cut, carve, glue, sand and paint it into the monster it appears to be. That was very arts and crafty of him, wouldn't you agree?"

"Without a doubt. You have mad skills, Dillon. I just wish it was real, but it's awesome, anyway."

"Thanks, fellas. I named it, The Wooden Beast."

"The Booden Weast," Lucky said adoringly as he petted it like a kitten. "Wait a minute. What if we have to kill the guards? We can't use this beast. It's a fake."

"Listen, Luck. We are not going to be killing any guards for any reason, understand?"

"But what if they won't ganotiate with you, or if SOT rushes in to kill us? I wanna be able to kill 'em back," he said, and began making stabbing motions with the item.

"Under no circumstances are you to harm the hostages. They'll be bound and helpless, and there's no honor in that."

"Give me that thing," Dillon demanded, and practically had to wrestle the fake shank away from him. He placed it on a shelf under some clothing.

"So we're just bluffin'?" Lucky asked, eyeing the shelf where the wooden shank was hidden.

"Yes, and if everything goes as planned, we'll get our demands met and no one will get killed."

"But you told Mack that things don't always go as planned, like your phone gettin' caught."

"You're right, bro. Things could go sideways real quick, but we'll be holding only the control room C.O.s. Any other guards that are captured will be held in the pods," Ronan told him, and the implications were clear.

"So if SOT attacks us, the guards out in the pods will be killed for sure, right?"

"That's very likely, and the C.O.s will be dressed in orange, so some might die at the hands of their so-called rescuers. It's happened before."

"So if SOT attacks us, we're gonna fight back, right?" he asked, seeking further clarification.

"Anytime you're attacked, for whatever reason, you're to fight back with all your might and use whatever weapons are available," Dillon told him. "Nothing has changed in that regard, understand?"

Lucky looked from one to the other, his offset, mismatched eyes as intense as ever. "I trust you guys with my life. If ya tell me to kill, I'll kill whatever you want killed. I'll fight to my last breath for you guys and do whatever ya tell me. That's what I understand."

"That's my boy!" Dillon proclaimed proudly. "But dig, bro. If the FBI rushes the control rooms, their priority will be to rescue one of the hostages, and not to kill us like SOT would."

"But why would they wanna rescue only one hostage?"

"They would want to rescue all of them, but they would have their sights set on one in particular. He'll be our key to nullifying their bullshit policy not to negotiate with us, 'cause that hostage will be the property of the federal government. Do you remember the conversation we had with Dutch this morning?" Dillon quizzed.

"Um, yeah?"

Dillon huffed impatiently. "Dutch is on active duty status and he's going to be deploying overseas soon. He resigned from the Department and today is his last day working here. He's our number one target, and our ace in the hole."

"Cool, and when you get the guards to come runnin' for inmates fightin', our comrades will catch him, right?" he asked, proud of himself for putting that together.

"Yeah, if that becomes necessary, but we're hoping to capture him before that. Dutch is the relief officer, so he'll probably show up to relieve the control room C.O.s around count time, and we're going to be in the control rooms when he shows up." "But how're you guys gonna get in there?" he begged to know.

"Now don't you go worryin' your pretty little head over that, darlin'," Dillon replied, using John Wayne's voice.
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