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PROLOGUE 
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Recently, a large amount of counterfeit money was showing up in different parts of the country threatening to bankrupt small businesses. 

Since the election of the first president, the Federal Government has been setting up different agencies to conduct government business, one of those being the US Marshals. 

Now, with the discovery of counterfeit money, the US Marshals were called upon. 

US Marshal Harry Finch headed up a part of the agency that was involved in such things as investigating threats to any Government Official, both local, state, and Federal. Along with those duties, counterfeiting and the passing of counterfeit money. 

Harry’s dad had been a US Marshal and had started a program he named Undercover. He took several Junior Deputy Marshals and had them employed in different areas in the working public that could act as information gatherers and spies such as hotel clerks, restaurant workers, ticket agents and other professional occupations. 

Harry, shadowing his father, had joined the Agency and with his dad’s guidance, soon obtained the ranking of US Marshal. 

When Harry’s dad passed away, Harry was picked to carry on where his father had left off. A job he took seriously and devoted his life to it. Never marrying nor taking time off, Harry concentrated on building up the undercover program to honor his father. And in doing so, created a name for himself throughout the agency. Harry was the first to recognize the importance a woman could be in the program and instigated a program where women could be enlisted into the program. This, becoming his legacy. 

With the new discovery of counterfeit money, Harry and his organization of undercover agents were called upon. Harry soon learned that the counterfeit bills held the same footprint as those produced years earlier by a Cooper Davis known as Engraver, but his dad had put him away and he was in Sing Sing Prison. 

From the start of his investigation, Harry learned that a very large amount of this counterfeit money was being produced and would soon hit the streets, which would have devastating effects. The trail would be filled with interesting curves as Harry and his organization fought against a timeline to keep that from happening. 

––––––––
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U.S. Marshal’s 

“Justice, Integrity, and Service” 

[image: 00002.jpeg]

No matter if you grew up in the old west or not, when you hear the word 'marshal' you automatically have a vision of a rough looking, big bushy mustached hombre on horseback with a shiny silver star-shaped badge pinned to his vest or to the outside of his coat, and usually traveling by himself. A shadow of a person sitting next to an open fire as the pot of coffee brewed. Sitting there with a stick in his hand, playing with the bright colored coals and listening to the far off cry of a lone coyote echoing his love song into the night’s air hoping above hope that a female coyote would hear his song of love and come join him. 

Depending on the year of your birth you might even have a picture of a famous TV marshal in your memories. The most well-known being Marshal Matt Dillion from the TV program “Gunsmoke” along with Clint Eastwood, Jimmy Stewart, John Wayne and a list of others. As long as there were lawless old west towns such as Deadwood, South Dakota or Tombstone, Arizona and the whole west known as Indian Territory, you had the US Marshals. 

Outlaws such as Billy the Kid, Jesse James, Butch Cassidy’s Wild Bunch, Belle Starr, The Dalton Gang and many others thrived at this time in western history and were the main reason that the US Marshal Service came about. 

The early western TV shows and movies always had the Marshals chasing down the outlaws. Galloping across the open prairies, guns blazing then ending with the outlaw being shot and falling from his mount, landing in a pile of dust. Rarely ever did you see the outlaw win in any kind of gun battle, which in reality was not always the case. 

Between 1872 and 1896 over 103 deputy US Marshals were killed. The Indian Territory, now known as Oklahoma was controlled by Judge Isaac Parker out of Fort Smith, Arkansas, and was often referred to as the “rendezvous of the vile and the wicked from everywhere” 

As I have touched on earlier, US Marshals have been around for a very long time. The only difference is their responsibilities. Today you have US Marshals, Deputy US Marshals, and Special Deputy US Marshals, their responsibilities lessened with the formation of the FBI. 

On September 24, 1789 President George Washington signed into effect the Judiciary Act of 1789, thus creating the United States Marshal Service or USMS as it is known by. 

The USMS is part of the executive branch of the government and acts today as it did back then as the enforcement agency for the US Federal Court whose primary job involves anything having to do with fugitives, whether it is serving warrants, tracking down fugitives, or making arrests. The USMS also oversees the Witness Protection Program. 

On occasion they would hire men to form a posse to apprehend bank robbers, murderers and other wanted criminals. These men were known as Deputy US Marshals. Two famous “OLD WEST” Deputy US Marshal names you have probably heard are: Wyatt Earp and Wild Bill Hickok. 

They served summons, warrants, writs and subpoenas anything that was issued and ordered by the Federal Courts, along with transporting prisoners. 

9/11 would bring the US Marshals back into the lime light as they became instrumental in protecting public transportation. They would acquire another title, that of “US Air Marshals.” 
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CHAPTER 1 
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Unlocking the door to his Washington, D.C. Office, the first thing to catch US Marshal Harry Finch’s eye was the white envelope on the floor. Bending down he picked it up and flipped it over in his hands, looking for any markings. There were none. 

The next thing Harry did was to remove his brand new gray Stetson hat and flipped it through the air in the direction of the hat and coat rack. This was something his father had done for years, when he came home from work. 

Harry watched as his hat caught a peg and spun around a couple of times then stopped, leaving his hat beautifully hung on the rack, just like his dad’s would be. If anyone was there when he did this, they would have noticed his usual stern looking face turn into a small smile as he remembered his dad. As quickly as the smile appeared, it disappeared. Harry wasn’t noted as a person that smiled or laughed a lot. 

Harry’s dad was also a US Marshal, but he had suddenly died while in the field on assignment, three years back. Harry found out later that his dad wasn’t well and never should have been working in the first place. 

Harry’s mom had done the unthinkable. One day while he was in school and his dad at work, she packed a suitcase, left them both a good-bye note and disappeared never to be heard from again. After his mom had left, Harry watched as his dad, once full of life, spiraled downhill. The only right thing his dad had done at this time was to make sure he finished his schooling, especially after Harry had voiced a desire to follow in his shoes and become a US Marshal. 

Harry had hoped that he might even become his dad’s partner someday and they would get a chance to track down some bad guys together. 

Although he never achieved being partners with his dad, he did work in the field with him on a couple different occasions. He remembered standing up straight and looking proud when his dad would introduce him to one of his colleagues. Harry was told by those who knew his dad that those times they worked together were the happiest anyone could remember seeing him. 

“Well, dad. Here I am, just like you. You didn’t know it, but I was awake all those mornings you came into my room and gave me a kiss on the forehead, and as you got to the door on your way out, stop and whisper, 'I love you, son.'” 

Snapping out of the daze he was in, Harry walked over to his desk and tossed the envelope on it. Next, he walked over and raised the window letting in some of the fresh morning air of which he took in a couple deep breaths. 

Just as Harry turned and started to walk back to his desk, the office door opened and in walked Conrad Johnson. 

Conrad was a Deputy US Marshal and had been assigned to work alongside Harry to locate where and whom was responsible for the latest run of counterfeit currency. Conrad had jumped at the opportunity to once again be working with Harry. 

“Morning, Conrad” said Harry, extending his hand toward Conrad who grasped it and shook it in the classic hello. “What brings you here so early?” 

“Couldn’t sleep,” he said. “What about you?” 

“Me either.” Harry replied. 

Noticing that Conrad held a small coffee tray with two cups of coffee on it, Harry asked, “Is one of those for me?” 

“Sure is.” Conrad answered, handing one of the cups to him. “Hot, sweet and black just like you like it.” 

Taking the cup offered to him, Harry took a sip of the hot liquid. 

“Gosh, that’s good,” said Harry. “I’m glad we have this time to work together again.” 

Taking another sip, Harry asked, “How long has it been anyways? A couple of years now?” 

“Yes sir.” A broad smile came across Conrad’s face remembering that first meeting they had to see if they liked each other. They were going to have to work closely together and that could mean days or weeks of living together in hotel rooms, dining and traveling. There would be very little times where they would be on their own. 

Noticing the smile on Conrad’s face also brought one to his. 

“Remembering that first encounter, ain’t ya?” asked Harry. 

“Yes, sir I am.” Conrad answered.  

“What was that name I called you, Slick, was that it?” Harry really didn’t need to ask him that because he had what was known as a photographic memory. A trait that put him at the top of his class through school and one that made him a success in his present job. 

“You know it was, Harry. Heck, you can probably tell me what color shirt and pants I was wearing that day, also.” 

“You’re right,” acknowledged Harry, walking over to his desk and pulling out his chair to sit down. As he did so, he motioned for Conrad to pull up a chair and take a seat. 

Once seated, Harry reached into the breast pocket of his coat, removed two five dollar bills, placed them side by side on his desk top and slid them over to Conrad. 

“Which one is the fake one?” asked Harry, watching closely as Conrad examined the two bills. A few minutes passed and there for a minute, Harry thought that Conrad wasn’t going to notice which one was the counterfeit bill. 

“The red seal is different.” Conrad said. “There’s no writing in the center of it.” 

“I almost missed that,” Conrad thought to himself. 

“That’s right.” Harry told him, reaching over and picking the two bills up. “The red seal doesn’t have any writing in the center of it.” 

“What’s your take on this?” Conrad asked. 

“Well about fifteen years back, I remember my father worked tirelessly to apprehend a counterfeiter named Cooper Davis, who he had given the nickname, THE ENGRAVER. I remember him telling us all about him and how he probably made thousands of dollars before he was caught. Daddy said his skills were unequaled by any other engravers.” 

Harry turned around and took down the picture frame hanging on the wall behind his desk, which held two ten dollar notes. 

Handing the framed bills to Conrad, he said, “There is a sample of his work my daddy had framed.” 

Conrad took the frame and, sitting down, examined the two bills just like he had done the others Harry had given him. 

While Conrad was busy trying to find the mistake in the two bills, Harry took the envelope and once examined it for any markings. Seeing none, he proceeded to open it up, being careful not to tear the paper inside. Removing the piece of paper from the envelope, Harry examined it closely looking to see if there was anything that would give away whoever slipped it under his office door. 

“Ahhhhh! What the tar-nation is this?” Harry said out loud. That got the attention of Conrad who looked up and over at Harry and saw a bewildered look on his face, as he sat there staring at the piece of paper he held in his hands. 

“What ya got there, Harry?” asked Conrad who stood up and walked around the desk to stand next to Harry. 

Handing the piece of paper to Conrad, Harry motioned for Conrad to read the content out loud. Harry listened as he read. 

“Red Room, 11:00am Denver.” 

Conrad turned the paper over in his hands, hunched his shoulders and asked. “What is this, Harry and what do you suppose it means?” 

“I’m not sure,” Harry replied. “It was slid under my door sometime last night or early this morning.” 

Conrad handed the note back to Harry who folded it back up, stuffed it back into the envelope and dropped it into the top draw on his desk. 

“We have more important things to deal with right now, other than play some other person's guessing game.” Looking across his desk at Conrad who had returned to his chair, Harry asked, “Find the counterfeit bill?” 

“No, I didn’t,” replied Conrad. 

“That’s because you were looking for some engraving error and that isn’t what makes one of those bills counterfeit. Look again,” he said to Conrad. 

Harry watched Conrad’s eyes as he searched over the two bills trying to find the fake one. 

Conrad finally looked up and shook his head. “I don’t know.” 

“You’re making it difficult on yourself. Look away from them for a few seconds then look back at them and say out loud the first thing that you see.” 

Conrad did what Harry told him to. This time when he looked back at the bills it became really obvious to him. 

“The bill on the top is a lot darker green then the bill under it.” 

“Correct!” said Harry, clapping his hands together. 

“How did your father ever figure that one out?” Conrad asked, as he handed the picture frame back across the desk to Harry who turned and re-hung it on the wall. 

Turning back around, Conrad noticed a big grin on Harry's face and asked him about it. 

“I’m smiling because it wasn’t my father who finally figured it out. It was me.” 

“You? How was that?” 

“Dad was at his desk at home and one afternoon called me over to his desk and asked me to tell him what the difference in the two bills was. Having just walked over and seeing the two bills for the first time, the color stood right out loud and clear.” Harry continued, “If you handled those two bills you would feel the slight difference in the way they feel as you rubbed them together between your fingers.” 

“So what’s your take on those bills compared to the counterfeit five-dollar bill? Do you think they are the work of the same person?” 

“I really don’t know if they are or not. I do know that they are well done.” 

“Well, it should be pretty easy to find out. How much prison time did The Engraver receive?” 

“As soon as it gets a little later in the morning, I’ll send a telegraph to Sing Sing prison and we’ll know by this afternoon the answer to that question.” 

Later on that same day, a telegram was delivered to Harry’s office. The news wasn’t what Harry had expected, as a matter of fact, it was worse. 
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