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DICK DEVEREUX LEAVES the Flagstaff city limits in his car at seven in the morning. The ex-cop, travelling south after a long journey along Route 66 that took in Illinois, Missouri, Kansas, Oklahoma, Texas, New Mexico and now Arizona, is heading for Tucson. He's going there to see his ex-partner and good friend Phillip Randall.

Bayside City's in trouble. Things are getting out of hand and Devereux can't do a thing about it. He's become irrelevant and knows escaping was the right thing to do. Causing Moratti's death in the shootout has put a price on his head. Jake Tatler, too, for that matter. The ex-journalist is now staying with his aunt in Wisconsin, making cheese. It's not New Hampshire or Vermont and high school English teaching but at least he's safe for the time being. Randall's private detective agency is also up and running. It's nothing big yet, but Randall hopes one day it will be.

Devereux parks his car in Downtown Phoenix. Twice the size of Tucson with a population of some sixty thousand, the ex-cop's wondering why Randall and his family didn't think about settling in this place. He sees a sign selling 'cold lemonade' outside a general store. He goes in to get away from the intense spring sunshine.

“A lemonade, please,” he says to the pretty woman behind the counter. He hands over the money and she gives him a glass. It feels good as it goes down his throat. They don't make lemonade like this back east. “Thank you, mam,” he goes on, placing the glass on the counter. 

Devereux walks out onto the street again. His black fedora's not the most suitable hat for the weather. Maybe he'll buy himself a cowboy hat.

After a few hours sightseeing, Devereux gets back in his car. He likes Phoenix and hopes Tucson will match up to it.

One hundred and twenty miles and six hours later - due to a flat near the town of Marana - Devereux rolls into Tucson. It's dark and he won't see Randall until the morning because he doesn't want to disturb them at such a late hour. He finds a cheap hotel in downtown Tucson so he can look presentable for Randall and his family in the morning by getting a good night's sleep and a bath. This is his first stay in any form of accommodation since Chicago. He's been sleeping in his car to save money as he doesn't have much left.

He gets to Randall's place just after ten in the morning.

“Hey, Dick, good to see you!” Randall says at the door. He puts his arm around Devereux. “Come in, please.”

In the kitchen is Randall's wife Monica.

“Oh, Dick, how are you?!” she says at the kitchen sink.

“Nice to see you, Monica.”

Devereux's now sitting at the kitchen table and eating breakfast.

“It sure is a long trip,” Randall says.

“Yep. Too long. Beautiful scenery, though.”

“It's hard to beat Arizona for the landscape... Me, Monica and the kids were only last week camping in the Coronado National Forest. What a place.”

“Where are the kids, anyway?” Devereux then says, looking around.

“At school.”

“I've got 'em a little something in my suitcase.”

“There was no need, Dick,” Monica says, embarrassed. “More coffee?”

Devereux doesn't know how long he plans to stay. One thing he does know is he needs a job and he needs one fast.

“So what are your plans?” Randall asks.

“Hard to say at the moment. You got no ideas for me?” Devereux says with a nervous laugh.

“Well you know you can stay here for as long as you need.”

“I know. Thanks, Phil.”

Devereux feels uneasy and Randall can sense it too: he wants to get down to business, discuss why he's really here. But he won't, not yet anyway while Randall's wife is present.

“How was Chicago?” Randall asks, lighting a cigarette.

“Big.”

“Your first time there?”

“Yeah.”

“And Texas?”

“Full of cowboys... Listen,” Devereux then says, getting up, “I've got some stuff in the trunk – is there anywhere to put it?”

“Yeah, let's go,” says Randall.

After unpacking Devereux's car, they're sorting it out in the spare bedroom.

“Listen, Phil, once again, thanks for this,” Devereux says as he's hanging up one of his suits in the closet.

“Don't mention it.”

“You know we gotta talk proper... Any time tonight?”

“Yeah, sure... I know a great bar a few blocks from here.”

Randall leaves Devereux alone in the bedroom while he goes grocery shopping with his wife. For two hours, the ex-cop is lying on the bed, looking up at the ceiling and wondering how he's going to get the sonsofbitches back for what they did to his family. He doesn't blame Randall for escaping: he's got a good thing going here without the violence and threats: Tucson isn't bad at all and the climate's good.

The ex-cop closes his eyes. The heat's making him tired, but then he opens them again. He's got so used to sleeping with one eye open recently that it's become instinct. Finally – and after reminding himself he's in Arizona, far away from Bertoni and the rest of the Bayside City scum – he's relaxed enough to drift into a deep sleep.
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THE BAR IS BUSY AS the two men walk inside. They grab a table.

“Whatcha drinking, buddy?” Randall asks.

“A beer,” says Devereux.

A moment later a waitress walks over to them:

“What'll it be, boys?”

“Two beers, please,” Randall says.

“I need you back in Bayside,” Devereux says as the waitress walks away.

“No way,” Randall says, shaking his head.

“Have you read the newspapers here?”

“Yeah.”

“And you aiyn't heard what's going on?”

“I know what's going on.”

“It's war, Phil.”

“Why do you think me and my family are here?”

“I killed Moratti.”

“You what?” Randall says, surprised.

“Yeah, him and a few of his guys. They came after me.”

The waitress comes back with two bottles and two glasses on a tray.
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