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      In the first of this series, THIRD TIME NOT A CHARM, you met Josie Du Puy as a cop, then a detective with Homicide Division of Phoenix P.D. She is a fictitious character, but in today’s world she might be anyone’s wife, sister, aunt, mother, cousin, or friend. Of all the characters I have created she is one of the best.

      The second book in this series of four, JOSIE DU PUY (A LIFE STORY—HERE’S JOSIE, APPLAUSE PLEASE), you picked up her life story from the beginning. JOSIE is a prequel to THIRD TIME, as well as a sequel, for in the same story you found her beginning her time as a detective, then ending that part of her life after being shot. You also learned much of how she looked at the work she was doing, being a cop, and how she looked at life.

      Now we begin again, this time starting with her continuation of life after being a detective. She takes a job with the Maricopa County Forensic Center (Coroner’s Office). As you ended JOSIE, you discovered she was not done with being a governmental official.

      Now, here we are, ready to pick up Josie’s life story again. She is still working with the Maricopa County Coroner’s Office. She still wants to return to being a cop and is working toward her goal. As this part of her life story begins you discover her newest challenge, dealing with an outbreak of the Hanta Virus, a killer virus on a scale of danger only slightly less than that of Ebola. I hope you enjoy reading of the exploits of Josie Du Puy as much as I have enjoyed creating her character and her life.
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      MILLER’S OUTBREAK

      My tale of my wife, my love, my everything, Josie Du Puy continues. When last I left you, she got shot, made a start at recovering her physical abilities in pain producing rehab, then the P.D. retired her for medical reasons. She continued to work. Her goal of reentering police work pushed her to giving effort which made me cringe sometimes. Josie always showed a willingness and ability to work hard. She amazed me as I watched her strive toward her goal, being able to breathe well under stressful exercise. The act of breathing became the most difficult aspect of her life. Exercise, katas of her skills at Karate caused her to labor in breathing, but that eased. The recovery from running became the hardest thing for her to accomplish. Over time she improved, starting at a few hundred yards, then a quarter mile, then a half mile. I almost cried every time we ran together, seeing her struggle to breathe after what would have been, only a few weeks earlier, an easy run. How long would it take? We didn’t know. She had determination. Her initial goal was a mile. When she attained that level, the goal became five miles.

      Why five miles? In order to apply for reinstatement onto the P.D. she needed to pass a test, running five miles would be part of the test. She worked on it, with me, tiring me out too. We slogged through the quarter, the half and finally the mile. In the interim she took on another job.

      She went to work for the Maricopa County Coroner’s offices. Most of her work there revolved around identification of deceased people. Other duties arose though. She told me the story of Miller’s Outbreak over a weekend of loving, running in the fresh air of Sedona, climbing small hills, shopping in wonderful malls, and dining on great food. It appeared all over the news for a time. I knew Josie had something to do with the entire story, but how deep did her involvement become? It is quite a tale, just as Josie is quite a woman. Here is the story of MILLER’S OUTBREAK as she related it to me, followed by what I am calling FOUR, JOSIE D.

      I cannot claim to have been involved in everything happening in these situations. So part of what I have put down here for your reading is based on things Josie told me, and part of it is based on what we surmised together out of various sources. Some of it is our story, hers and mine, as husband and wife. Four Josie D. entails the hunt for a serial killer. It was fascinating to me because she initiated the hunt as a member of the Coroner’s office staff, then completed the task as a Lieutenant of Homicide. Enjoy.
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      It is amazing what one must learn in dealing with the challenges of a new job. Not long after I started working for the Forensic Center of Maricopa County, many people started dying. No one tied them together right away. The deaths were separate and left at that. There was no foul play, no indications of anything other than natural death. So that is how it was left.

      It was not “natural.” There were tiny contributors, murderers, if you will, that caused the deaths. We just didn't see them right away. This story is about how those tiny little contributors, those little murderers started an outbreak. Please forgive me but it is necessary to diverge a moment and tell you how all this started. It wouldn't be possible for me to do this without the participation of Cyndie Pendleton, a CDC doctor you will meet later on in this part of this tale. Sit back and learn, as I did.

      Small critters running in the grass, hiding from larger predators, scurrying from place to place, cannot help but pick-up fleas and ticks. Those critters, mice, rats, rabbits, sometimes bats, do not control the place whence those lice or fleas, or ticks, originate. Nor do microscopic virus, clinging to their own lives by attaching themselves to different kinds of insects or animals, have control over where they may travel with their hosts. The desert is home to both animals, and the insects they carry.

      The Southwest of the United States is arid, contains extensive areas of desert. Cactus of almost an infinite variety is plentiful. The most ubiquitous is the “Cholla” which sometimes gets called the “Jumping Cactus.” It has many types, all with the same characteristic of being covered with numerous thorns. Jumping Cactus exists in an arid and forbidding terrain. The desert in which it thrives is far from unoccupied. It teems with life. In the summer months, when the heat is on, the animals come out at night, sprinting across dunes, scurrying from one lair to another in small areas, finding whatever they can that is edible in the scope of their individual appetites and diets. The small critters, Kangaroo rats, mice, bats, carry with them wherever they go the ticks, the fleas, the carriers of virus.

      Some of the viruses are only an inconvenience to any animal and if they transfer to humans, as often occurred in our checkered history, cause nothing more than a little diarrhea or sniffles at the worst. Now and again, a virus travels from one locale to another, a virus that has the capability to kill, to make any animal or human it may encounter become ill. The perfect example of this kind of virus is Smallpox. It decimated the population of the earth on several occasions and given a lack of vigilance by humans, could do so again. Smallpox is not the only killer virus that awaits man in the desert, amongst the small critters and their parasites.

      One of those viral organisms that can kill a human being is the Hanta Virus. If it mutates and becomes an infection in the lungs of its host it can and does kill. Some form of Hanta virus exists almost everywhere on earth. In some places the virus mutates into a morphed form of a deadly infectious organism that kills its host fast. The deserts of the Middle East and its small critters gave us this form of Hanta virus. There have been outbreaks of Hanta in Arizona, South America, China, Russia, other places where the Hanta virus has killed. It was first isolated in 1970 and has been found to exist almost everywhere since then.

      The miscreant who contracts this viral aberration dies of what doctors term as Acute Respiratory Distress Syndrome, also sometimes called Hanta Respiratory Syndrome. It causes the lungs to fill with blood and hemorrhaging all over the body commonly occurs similar to cases of the Ebola Virus that break out in Africa. It is the involvement of the lungs which poses the ultimate problem for those who succumb to this horrid disease.

      The Southwest of Arizona is a warren of trails, places where earlier inhabitants of these deserts, once lush with growth, traveled as hunters and gatherers. Many of the locales in which we study ancient man in the Southwest of the United States are caves. Often those caves had infestations with mice, rats, bats, all forms of rodents. The droppings of those critters and the fleas and ticks that abound in the Southwest can be found in abundance in those caves. Waiting for the unsuspecting and unprotected explorer, or for the exploiter of their terrible abilities, there are Hanta viruses and in some deadly spots a viral mutation of the most infectious variety.

      This mutated virus like the Machupo variety of South America has the ability to infect in a variety of ways including aerosol ingestion. The spores of these deadly diseases await the casual, the uninformed, the careless, even the professional archaeologist who forgets the caution that should guide them in their investigations. When it does, in short order, if it is the mutant variation it kills.

      The virus can be contracted in many ways. Kangaroo mice and other rodents make their nests of the spines of the Cholla cactus. Sometimes the nestlings of those animals defecate in their own nest. If their parent carries the virus the nestlings do. If their dung carries the virus the cactus spines are infected.

      PART 1 - THE BEGINNNG

      Jeremiah Miller lived as a loner. He stood about 6' tall, weighed at most around 140 pounds. Jeremiah appeared almost emaciated and had a prominent Adam's Apple. He grew up in Phoenix, Arizona as a bright and distant young man. At various times when movie makers revisited the topic, he got labeled Ichabod Crane. His physical characteristics set him off from almost all others. Anti-social did not describe Jeremiah, but he was not social. He never had a diagnosis but decided at a young age that he was autistic, but functional. Jeremiah could read, write, speak, had no physical disabilities. He seemed odd to his fellow classmates in school though able as a student. His parents didn’t like it but his classmates called him Jerry. It stuck.

      Jerry practiced being sassy with the teachers which made him popular with his peers as a teenager, but unpopular with the teachers and the school administration. He cared not a whit about school but acquiesced in the program in order to go on to college. In his early teen years, he had no plans on going to a college or university. As he grew older his tart responses to bland questions put people off and isolated him further. Jerry didn't mind. He often said while talking to himself he had to have someone intelligent with whom to hold a conversation. He meant to say there were few people who existed whose intelligence enabled them to hold a reasonable conversation. For him remained a truth that stood unrefuted. University gave him an outlet he did not expect.

      Jerry decided as a youngster he wanted to study herpetology. He was reviled by snakes, but he also found them fascinating. He attended ASU in Tempe since it had a wonderful faculty teaching herpetology in its biology department. He succeeded there because of his mind. Little need existed in society for people whose expertise was with snakes when he graduated. As to Jerry, whose patience and friendliness toward rattlesnakes was legion on campus, even less need existed for his company or expertise.

      Again, he isolated himself from society and his closest boyhood friends in particular. They found an interest in girls. His primary interest became reptiles. Jerry grew more and more reclusive, more and more willing to be set aside from the world around him. Work was hard for him to find and it paid minimum wage despite his education. Few people wanted to have someone around whose affinity for rattlesnakes was so high. He lost jobs in places like Mc Donald’s because he deemed them beneath him. His economic circumstances became more and more difficult. Landlords evicted him from one rental facility after another for nonpayment of rent.

      One day, poring through the newspapers of the area he found an ad for a caretaker for a “line shack” used by a ranch in the eastern part of the Valley of the Sun. He answered the ad. The rancher interviewed him and found him ideal. He traveled out into the country to do the interview. It enthralled Jeremiah. The shack had no electricity but had a generator he could use if he wished. Jerry would have to furnish the gas for the generator himself. The shack had no running water save for a reservoir filled out of a well in the area. The reservoir filled by the usage of the generator. Jerry loved the arrangement. He didn't bathe often enough, anyway. This would give him an excuse to make the time spans between bathing even longer.

      The shack sat beneath the Superstition Mountains, almost against the bottom slopes of that imposing monster set of cliffs and crags and broken shale slopes. It took a long ride over a series of dirt roads to get to the shack. No one ever visited unless on horseback, and then only the cowboys from the ranch, or an occasional group of recreational riders. It was difficult to find the place. It suited him. He desired a solitary existence anyway and did not want contact with people. Jerry worked every day to keep the place up. Most days required a generator run to refill the tank of water. No septic system existed. He made a rare trip to Apache Junction, bought books telling how to create a sewage system. Over the course of almost a year he dug a cesspool, installed a leach field, and put a toilet in a small room he added to the shack.

      The ranch operator sent a rider from a number of miles away to check up on his shack and how Jerry was doing there, now and again. The rider and Jerry always drank coffee together. There would be a little conversation with a lot of “yups” and “nopes” in it and then the rider would go back to the ranch where he talked to his mates about Jerry’s sewage project, and how strange Jerry acted.

      One thing that Jeremiah was able to do with complete autonomy in his new place was to collect and experiment with snakes. Many of the snakes he caught were located in small caves or indentations in the sides of the mountains where they hibernated for the winter months. He used his hands to catch them. If he came on a Mohave rattler, he avoided it unless he had tools to catch the snake. Diamondback poison could not provide immunity from the bite of the Mohave. He was bitten by rattlers on more than one occasion but as a herpetologist he had long ago begun taking small doses of venom from Diamondback rattlers. His small doses over the years gave him a measure of immunity from bites. The bites he suffered hit his hands. Only once did he receive a bite which frightened him. On that occasion he drove into town and got treatment. Otherwise, Jerry had no problem withstanding the grazing strikes. Some of the experiments supported projects at ASU and gave him a meager income, enough to furnish gas for the generator.

      He loved seeking those cave locales because he could catch rattlesnakes while young. It stayed a regular activity with him, and the Superstitions provided a wealth of opportunity. Most of the cowboys who visited Jerry from time to time walked carefully around the shack due to the presence of his snakes. He kept some of them in trash cans, buckets, whatever, so the snakes could not escape. When the cowboys would ride up to the shack the snakes would hiss and rattle like crazy. Some large snakes and the rattling of the buttons on their bodies sounded like water flowing.

      The snakes alone would have labeled Jeremiah as weird with the cowboys. His way of talking to the cowboys seemed strange to them, always referring to things by their scientific names. Unless the cowboys got tasked to go and check on him, they left him alone. The rancher didn't care. As long as the line shack was occupied and kept as an option for his men to use if needed it was all good. It was not needed in the first couple of years of Jerry’s occupancy.

      Jerry thought the shack an idyllic existence. He had no major responsibilities, could wash or clean or do laundry as he desired, and only when he cared to, or he could play and experiment with his snakes. The shack kept him dry in the rainy days, cool in the hotter days and out of the elements. Summer days could be difficult, but Jeremiah bought a small portable air conditioner he could run with the generator in the worst of times. It was a stopgap and it meant he was required to listen to the noise of the generator and to buy excess gasoline. He didn’t mind; it helped in the worst of the summer heat.

      One morning while poking around in the foothills of the Superstition Mountains Jeremiah found a promising looking cave to explore. In the cave he found snake eggs almost ready to hatch. He thought it a wonderful moment. The eggs lay in an indentation in the earthy bottom of the cave. The bottom of the indentation held a lot of desert junk, nettles from cactus, leaves that had drifted there on the wind and stayed in the hole. It also held a deposit of small pieces of dung from a number of desert critters including mice and rats.

      Jerry paid little attention to the dung as he dug several of the snake eggs out of the nest. He did not worry about the fact that he pricked his fingers on cactus spine in getting the eggs out. He had been through the same thing before. It did not seem a big deal. It happened before with no consequence. This time the consequences ran out of control.

      In most circumstances, the incubation period of a Hanta Virus lasted in the neighborhood of two to three weeks. He did not contract a normal Hanta Virus. This variation grew in the cave akin to the viral form which broke out in the Four Corners area of New Mexico, Utah, Colorado, and Arizona in 1993. It became known as the Sin Nombre or No Name virus. Jerry’s luck ran out. He contracted a form of Hanta several measures more virulent and infectious than Sin Nombre. Thus, only a matter of several days later Jeremiah felt bad. He had a low-grade fever, ached all over his body and had a little bit of a cough. He took some cough medicine, thought he had a virus, which it was, and got into bed.

      The next day he seemed a little better, but by the third day of his symptomatic infection, he coughed a lot and ran a high fever. He did not have enough strength to beat off the virus. Late in the night the acute respiratory distress syndrome coming from the viral infection took Jeremiah Miller’s life. As he coughed up his last breath, he vomited a mass of blood and tissue up on his bed and his chest. He also bled from his anus and his urethra as well as some of the small lesions he developed secondary to the Acute Respiratory Distress Syndrome.

      That detritus leaked, before it coagulated, onto the floor of the shack. By the time the cowboy who came to check on him several weeks later found him, Jeremiah's body lay desiccated by the heat. It became a dried-up mass of bones. Jerry had been dead for quite a long time. His clothing bore the dried residue of the blood, lung tissue, the mess he vomited up at the last moments of his life. Jerry became patient zero in the Valley of the Sun Hanta outbreak.

      The cowboy buried Jeremiah on the property. Everyone at the ranch knew Jerry had no one. He saw no sign of foul play. There was no use to call the Sheriff’s Office in Pinal County. Once they looked at the scene of Jeremiah's death, they wouldn't do anything different than what the cowboy did. He marked the grave with a stone on which he carved out Jerry’s name.

      The cowboy burned the bedding Jeremiah died on because it being soiled, but while doing so he paid little attention to the dark colored mass on Jeremiah's chest and even less to the dusty remains of mice droppings on the floor under Jeremiah's bunk. He looked at what dropped on the floor from Jerry, even rubbing his fingers across it and getting a sliver in one finger for his trouble.

      The cowboy wondered what might have killed Jeremiah. The cowboy's name was Johnny Mansfield. He breathed the spores emanating out of the dust Jerry became. He breathed the spores out of the dust he stirred up in rubbing the floor to see what was on it. Johnny also got exposed to the virus as a result of the sliver in his ring finger. As he rubbed his fingers across the red mass of suppurations from Jeremiah's body, he stirred the viral deposits there. Johnny didn’t know what killed Jeremiah. Johnny would find out for himself only a few short days later. When he got back to the ranch, he talked with his line boss, a foreman at the ranch, about what had happened. He described the scene for the line boss and asked, “What do you think happened, boss?”

      “How the hell should I know, Johnny? I ain't no doc. Maybe a cold got out of hand. The guy didn’t track right in the head anyway, and should have gone into AJ to see a doc. He didn't.” The conversation and topic ended with that comment.

      Johnny carried the spores and the growing infection in his lungs back to the ranch. He didn't think there was anything unusual about Jeremiah's death, nor did Johnny's boss. They told no one. Neither knew anyone who might care. As far as they knew Jeremiah had no kin to notify. The boss, named Jose Feliz, did not send Johnny back to the shack, or anyone else. Johnny began to show symptoms by the end of the week. There was no use to further thought about Jerry.

      Johnny knew he was getting sick, but he was a man. On Friday night it was his habit to go into Apache Junction and have dinner and a few drinks at the Dirtwater Springs Restaurant. The restaurant made some of the finest salsa he had found in this world. He determined to have some of that salsa on Friday night, his last Friday on earth. He ordered his favorite, their Tacos, which were large, after eating copious amounts of chips and salsa.

      Johnny often stayed overnight in AJ and then returned to the ranch on Sunday morning to resume his work week. That is, he followed that habit if he didn't get into a fight with someone and end up in jail. That too happened. On this weekend the Budweiser beers did nothing for him. After eating he drove to a local liquor store on the “trail” in AJ, and got himself a bottle of his favorite hooch, Jack Daniels, got some ice from the machine at his motel and fell on the bed with a shot of Jack over ice. As he faded, he thought about the old saw of a shot of whiskey and a bite of a bitter lemon killing a cold. The infection he had did not succumb to that combination.

      The spores Johnny inhaled weakened by being dormant over the period after Jeremiah's death. They were still strong enough to begin the involvement of his lungs within several days. By the time he sat down at Dirtwater Springs to ingest some of his favorite salsa, chips, with Budweiser and Tacos to follow, he was already coughing some. Not a lot. Not as much as would follow. He coughed enough to send out an aerosol of spray around him, a spray that covered the food being carried to a family of six seated across the room from him, a spray effective enough to be inhaled by the waitress, Hanna Ragan.

      When ensconced in his motel room, he was coughing most of the time. In the middle of the night, flailing at his throat as he was unable to breathe Johnny burst forth with a bloody foam during a long coughing fit. As the blood and tissue burst forth from his lungs, he enjoyed a momentary respite of the infection, inhaling a huge and welcome breath, and he died.

      Johnny's body did not surface for two days. He paid the motel for Friday night and Saturday. He planned on sitting out by the pool and enjoying a sunny weekend. A Do Not Disturb sign on his door alerted the maid, Jenny Kendrick, and knowing him from past visits, she honored his wishes. She knew he would leave her a generous tip for letting him sleep late.

      On Sunday afternoon she opened the door, busied around her cleaning cart for a few seconds before going into the room and discovering Johnny. He was a mess. But she didn't see that at first. He was lying on his side, very still, when she approached him and touched him on the arm. As he fell backward away from her tug on his arm her hand dragged through blood and tissue on the front of his shirt. She wiped her hand on her apron, recoiled at the sight of him and ran to the office. She didn't wash her hands until much later. It was too late for her by then.

      When she ran to the office, they called the Apache Junction Police. The police came right away along with their crime scene analyst. It was clear no crime occurred. No signs of struggle, no signs of injury to Johnny, nothing to show gunshot or knifing, etc., existed. The sergeant in charge of the detail of officers decided it was a death by natural causes. It was not uncommon for a police officer to make that judgment in Arizona where only “questioned” death required an autopsy. Natural causes, illness, an accident witnessed and resulting in death did not require an autopsy. The officer was unaware of any other deaths caused by the virus, so he would have no necessary reason to send the body to the Maricopa County Medical Examiner's Office. He did not.

      Hi. My name is Josie Du Puy. I work for the Maricopa County Forensic Examiner's Office (County Morgue it is sometimes called). As an investigator for the Medical Examiner's office, I have often railed against the policy of officers declaring death by natural causes. It leaves too much open to question by the relatives of the decedent for one thing. For another natural causes seem to be true, but the opposite can be seen if an autopsy is done. There was a case in Nevada years ago that resulted in a trial after an older woman was murdered by her Granddaughter. It was highly publicized. No autopsy got done on her in the first instance. Later she was exhumed and autopsied. Without the evidence from that autopsy there would never have been a trial and a murderess would have walked. I read about this case in a book called A MOMENT OF HORROR which was based on a true story.

      The officer who looked at Johnny's dead body called a local mortician to the scene who worked with a GP doc. The doc would sign the death certificate as being death caused by natural causes, pneumonia from the looks of the body and the room. The mortician, with the help of one of the officers loaded the body into the hearse and took it to the mortuary. There it was cleaned, embalmed, and prepared for burial. The mortuary technician who cleaned Johnny's body was a bit careless and did not wear a mask. He died less than a week later. His body was discovered rather quickly but again there was no autopsy.

      The doc signed the death certificate after looking at the cleaned-up body, the cops went back to looking for criminals and Johnny, whose boss was puzzled why he didn't show for work, went into the earth. It took Jose Feliz several days before he called the AJ Police Department to see if Johnny was in jail. He got referred to the Pinal County Sheriff. No one named Johnny Mansfield was in jail and the sheriff’s officer knew nothing more about what might have happened to Johnny. Feliz decided Johnny went back to California. Feliz never thought to call the Motel where he knew Johnny stayed.

      Jenny Kendrick worked her normal shifts for the next several days at the Motel. She came on duty at 8:00 a.m. in the morning and got off by 3:00 p.m. in the afternoon. On Tuesday she had a cold. On Wednesday it progressed but not enough to prevent her working. Jenny did not get paid an hourly wage. Her pay came from the number of the units she cleaned. She worked Wednesday and came to work Thursday but left. Her coughing prevented her working.

      Sunday morning, she died in her small trailer. She lived in one of the many trailer parks in A.J., living an anonymous life, like many in the same park. Her body went undiscovered for more than a week after her death. By then she decomposed, broken open and let off terrible bodies of the viral spores which would pass on to anyone that came into her trailer.

      The first to come in the door was the owner of the trailer park. He had been told by one of the other tenants a foul odor came from her place. He went to the trailer. As a veteran of the Vietnam War, he experienced death before. He knew the odor came from her body, but entered the trailer, found her dead and reported it to the Apache Junction Police. They came. The owner told the first officer there, Charles Warner, about putrid odor. Warner got a mask and put it on. He entered the trailer, rolled her body and got blood on his hands and arms. He left with directions to the owner to await the mortician who would come to get the body. There were no signs of any foul play. “The problem derived from a disease,” the officer told the owner.

      The mortician came, noticed the cause of death seemed similar to that of Johnny. He called the Maricopa County Medical Examiner's Office. We got the body the same day. The docs there saw to it the body stayed in a room by itself, a clean room, and treated it as contagious. They avoided the virus. When they finished with the autopsy and the blood testing results came in, a few days later, we knew there was a Hanta virus outbreak going on in the east Valley of the Sun. The number of bodies we received increased every day.

      The boys at the ranch, four of them in the bunkhouse, had been in close contact with Johnny during the week after the discovery of Jeremiah's body. Each of them had shaken hands with him, had been within the same room as he coughed and spit during the night prior to going into town, inhaled the same air Johnny breathed out. Though the virus they inhaled weakened by the dilution of the air that carried it, the virus still was strong, strong enough to kill.

      Two of Johnny’s bunk mates had wives and kids. Their wives lived in Apache Junction. They visited their wives on the weekends. George Samuels and his wife and kids, Virginia and two sons named Harry and Donnie had a wonderful weekend together marred slightly by a “cold and fever” that started up with George Saturday night. His wife Virginia began experiencing symptoms by the end of the following week as did his two sons. All of them were sick by Friday but Virginia thought it was just the flu. George died Friday afternoon on the range, miles from the ranch.

      It was not uncommon for George to be gone for days on end as he rounded up brush poppers and brought them back together with a small herd somewhere on the ranch. The foreman, Jose Feliz, thought nothing of George not coming back to the ranch before the end of Friday. Virginia and her boys had their own problems to worry about. All came down with a serious infection of some kind. Virginia took the kids to the doctor on Thursday after they had not shaken the cold symptoms.

      The doctor's office was busy. It was winter, there were many snowbirds in the area. The kids, and Virginia, coughed all the time. Though the doctor, a D.O. and a professional General Practitioner, had concerns about his diagnosis of their illness, he forgot about it by the end of his workday.

      The doc diagnosed the kids with an upper respiratory infection and gave Virginia prescriptions for a general antibiotic which might have worked on most things but couldn't touch the infection the kids had. By Sunday not only the kids but their mother, Virginia, were in extremis and the three of them died in their sleep Sunday night. The doctor was concerned enough about his diagnosis he tried to call Virginia on Monday morning. When there was no answer, he thought she must be all right and let his thoughts about the diagnosis go.

      Virginia's children were due in school the next day after their deaths, but then again, they had left school the previous Friday with a little cough and fever. The teachers in their classes didn't think much of them not showing up for school for several days. Within those days, a few more of the children began to develop colds or flu-like symptoms. The number was not huge, only the closest friends of the Samuel’s children. It wasn't uncommon, from the teacher's points of view, for infection to occur that way. Often, one family of children would pass along an infection to those of another family.

      Then one of the teachers of those children, Nancy Phillips, developed the same symptoms and she took time off. As she developed symptoms, the children who were closest friends to the Samuel’s children got admitted to the hospital and diagnosed with Acute Respiratory Distress Syndrome. Those children received anti-virals that might have worked, or maybe not, if given earlier. The friends of the Samuel’s children, Jennie West and Janie Tippets, died a little more than a week after the Samuels. They fit into the fifth generation of victims of the Arizona variation of the Hanta virus. Their teacher died alone in her apartment without any diagnosis. Again, it was several days later when her odor filled up the apartment building enough to cause the police to be called for a welfare check.

      Before all those people, including two cops who had gone to check up on Johnny, became sick and died the other three cowboys at the ranch also became sick. In the case of Will Peoples his wife Manuela and his son Geoffrey also became sick and died within a week of contracting the Hanta virus. Will was found dead in the bunkhouse on Monday morning by his two cohorts Jesse Wills and Jose Agredano. They were both sick when they discovered him. Jose tried to get up, get dressed and get to the foreman but didn't make it out of the front door of the bunkhouse.

      Jesse was too weak and too racked with coughs to get out of bed and he too succumbed in the bunkhouse. Jose Feliz came to the bunkhouse when his cowboys didn't roust out for breakfast. He found the three of them dead. He was smart enough to call the owner of the ranch and tell the owner what happened. It was a hard call for all kinds of reasons including the fact that Jose Feliz was not well himself. He had begun to have a “cold” in the days prior to his men all dying. By the time the owner came to the ranch to meet the Sheriff's Office people Jose Feliz was also gone.

      The owner called the Pinal County Sheriff's Office. The Lieutenant who received the call from the dispatcher was smart enough to know something he did not understand happened. He asked for a medical examiner's office representative to be assigned to the case from Maricopa County where the autopsies would get done on the bodies. Will, Jesse and Jose were part of the second generation of deaths. So was George Samuels and his family, and the family of Will Peoples. Only after the investigation of the four bodies at the ranch, the discovery of George's body would these distinctions become evident. Only after those occurrences and the entry into the case of the Maricopa County Medical Examiner's office. By then the virus had also claimed Hanna Ragan, the waitress form Dirtwater Springs Restaurant, the head cook at the restaurant, the family of five that had eaten there the same night as Johnny and it had spread to a host of others.

      Have you learned enough now about the Hanta virus? It’s a stone-cold murderer, a real taker of life as you have seen, and will learn more of as you go along in this story. Hi, again, I guess I should introduce myself again. I am Josie Du Puy. I will tell you more about me later. For now, it's necessary to continue with the expansion of the “generations” of the victims being decimated by the Hanta virus mutant.

      Hanna Ragan, you will remember, served Johnny Miller his last meal at the Dirtwater Restaurant in Apache Junction, Arizona. She ran right into a cloud of the virus that he coughed up as she passed his table a few moments before bringing his meal. Again, she encountered a cloud of mist from his lungs as she fed him that evening. The incubation period for this mutant came on fast. By Sunday when Johnny died, Hanna began to feel bad, had a temp and some coughing. She was off Sunday and Monday so she didn't figure it would be hard to shake the cold she was getting before going back to work.

      Hanna went to work on Monday despite the fact her symptoms got worse. The restaurant was not busy. Not many encountered Hanna that day. She and the cook, with whom she had an involved relationship in the past, teased and flirted and got close to each other, close enough that the cook, Ron Millsap, was infected as well. She felt like the world’s end neared on Tuesday, as it did for her, and stayed home. She died Tuesday afternoon.

      Hanna was 25 years old. She went to ASU after going to High School in Mesa, Arizona, just down the road from Apache Junction. She lived in Apache Junction for about five years, worked at various jobs there until she found the job at Dirtwater Springs. It didn't have great wages, but the tips were good. She made it okay. She had no family left to help her. Her father contracted Gulf War Syndrome after the first Gulf War and died because of that disease. Her mother left her and her father when Hanna was a little girl. Many years later her father told Hanna her mother died of a drug overdose on the coast.

      She had no children, no boyfriend at the time she became ill, no grandparents left alive. She had a few friends but none that called her or came to see her. Her body did not get discovered for a week after her death. By then the decomposition that happens in the Arizona heat hid the telltale eruption of the lungs associated with the virus she contracted and with Acute Respiratory Distress Syndrome. She too got buried without an autopsy. There was no indication of foul play, no gunshot or stab wounds evident, nothing to indicate trouble other than she was dead.

      Ron Millsap's progression to the end of the infection of his lungs was somewhat better understood. He started to cough and have chest problems by Wednesday morning. He went to his local doctor that afternoon. The doctor heard him coughing and covered his face. He had his nurses cover theirs as well. His receptionist, Janet Mulrooney, was not so lucky nor wise. She had not covered her face when Millsap came to the window and signed in.

      The man he saw was an excellent diagnostician. The doctor said to Ron “You are a very sick lad; I am putting you in the hospital right now and there will be no argument about it.” The doctor called the Banner Hospital in Mesa where Ron would be transported, ordered strict quarantine, ordered the emergency techs to put on quarantine masks, etc., and sent Ron off to the hospital as soon as the ambulance arrived. Ron felt like he was dying and did nothing to argue.

      The resident at the hospital who met Ron's ambulance was young, graduated near the top of his class at the University of Arizona Medical School, did his internship in Tucson and moved to Mesa Banner to do his residency in internal medicine. He was also the receiving diagnostician at the hospital. His name was Jose Banta. Jose studied about the Four Corners outbreak of Hanta virus while he was in med school. He covered up as the ambulance delivered Ron. He sent Millsap to quarantine right away.

      Banta called the doctor back when he received Millsap at the emergency room and asked the doctor why he had ordered quarantine. The doctor, having heard of Jose already, asked in turn, “Why did you think I issued that order?”

      Banta said, “Hemorrhagic Fever of some kind.”

      The doctor said, “Yes and I suspect you will find, when you start your testing, that it is a variation of some kind of the Hanta virus.”

      “Why do feel that way, Doctor,” asked Jose?"

      “Simple, it is the most common form of Hemorrhagic fever that exists here in Arizona. There are others but not so prevalent and almost never ever fatal. If this man lives the night, it will be a miracle.”

      “My feelings too doctor. I will notify the CDC and the Maricopa County Medical Examiner's Office. I wonder if there have been any other cases like this one. Have you heard of any?”

      “No. If you have time I would try to talk with Millsap before he expires. I don't know if that is possible at this stage of his illness, but you might ask him if he knows of anyone else that has gotten sick at his job, anything like that.”

      “I will do that. Thanks again doc.” Banta called CDC in Atlanta and reported the case to that body for future reference if needed. He also called the Maricopa County Medical Examiner's Office to let us know of the case. I talked to him then.

      By now you know that I am an investigator for the Medical Examiner's Office in Maricopa County. I retired without a choice from Phoenix P.D. for medical reasons about a year ago on full disability. I was shot in the lung by a damned idiot who was robbing a convenience store. I chose to go into the store for milk. He recognized me as a cop from a picture in the newspapers earlier in my career. After being idle for a time I could no longer just sit around and do nothing. When this job came open, knowing it didn't involve the possibility of running down a suspect or engaging in a shootout, I applied. They like me and here I am. It's been a pretty easy gig up to now. But Hanta virus? What the hell is that? What causes it? I had to learn a lot and learn it fast.

      When Dr. Banta called me, I was just hanging up from a conversation with CDC of my own. I had been told by one of the post docs, Candy Corder, we had a case of hemorrhagic fever that caused a death. Now we had two. I thought to myself that I hope against hope this was not an "Outbreak' situation. That hope would be dashed as you already know. In fact, within the next 24 hours, three more cases came into our medical examiner's office, one a cowboy from out in the East Valley, one the cook, Ron Millsap, and one a child from a family named Jansing in Apache Junction. I suspected more existed, and we would see them all. Oh, how true that turned out to be.

      Doctor Banta said to me “I tried to talk with Millsap after we received him and put him into quarantine, but Millsap was already semi-comatose and unable to communicate.” The Doctor also told me Millsap kept muttering the name Hanna and hoped that would help me. Doctor Banta told me Millsap worked at a restaurant in Apache Junction called Dirtwater Springs. My husband and I ate there once when I was still with Phoenix P.D. I decided to start there.

      Within the next few days, we received ten bodies of people who died from Acute Respiratory Distress Syndrome. All the docs could do was identify them if possible. Identification was my job. The docs would decide and diagnose the manner and cause of death and cremate the body. Any other disposition left too much to chance. We could not know how virulent the problems we were facing could or would become if the bodies were buried. We had no requirement to keep the bodies for purposes of preserving evidence. With the spread of the disease, we were seeing we didn't want any additional sources to exist for further spread of the disease. After Doctor Banta' confirming diagnosis we had a name, a way to describe the reason for the deaths and the disease. The Hanta Virus, I thought. Never heard of it before. Oh hell, I never had to deal with disease before. I encountered murder, death, but never from disease. It made me and my husband uneasy to say the least.

      PART 2 - A SPREADING TREE OF DEATH

      Working for the medical examiner's office is an easy gig for an ex-detective of homicide and an ex-street cop like me. Well, let's say it was an easy gig before I encountered the case I am working at present. That is true because any danger to me or to the people who work in my office is rare. In this case we all faced danger from infection. It helped we had a forewarning.

      I worked for Phoenix Police Department as a street officer and then as a detective of Homicide for enough years to see danger and threat. It was difficult and sometimes dangerous work. I got involved in shootouts, chases, physical confrontations with men much larger than myself. Before leaving Phoenix P.D. I got wounded in my right lung. The wound made it difficult for me to do the physical training necessary to be a police officer. My retirement with a medical disability occurred as a result of the injury. In truth, I would love to resume my work as a police officer. I need physical abilities to do that job. Though my physical condition is getting better a deficit in my breathing makes it impossible at the moment. Perhaps down the road…

      Most of what I do is try to find people, meaning their names, who they are, if they are discovered somewhere and they are deceased and they are not identifiable. Sometimes we get involved in tracing a family. We also get involved in notifications, and most of what we do is delivery of the remains to their family.

      We work with other agencies or other agencies use our auspices to conduct what turns out to be a simple investigation. In rare circumstances we work with CDC (Center for Disease Control). The CDC principal offices are in Atlanta, Georgia. They also operate regional offices in other cities in the U.S such as Denver, Colorado. The CDC will furnish doctors, titled epidemiologists to any area or city that needs them to help determine the origins of an outbreak of an infectious disease. By the time I met my first CDC doc it was clear to my office that we had a major outbreak of not only a contagious disease but one that was killing people.

      The main purpose of the CDC is to maintain control over the outbreak of infectious diseases in this country. That can mean inoculation of a substantial population for purposes of immunization. It can also mean investigation of a set of circumstances in which a disease breaks out in a local area. The Valley of the Sun Hanta virus outbreak we are dealing with is that type of investigation. Sometimes the CDC will assign an epidemiologist to work with the local authorities, meaning the office of the coroner or pathologist's office, in seeking to isolate the origin of an outbreak of some form of virus.

      The doctor assigned to my case was Dr. Cynthia Pendleton. She was an epidemiologist, having passed her boards (Fellow of the American Board of Epidemiology) only a few months before going to work for CDC. She was only thirty-two years old, attractive, and smart. I liked her right way. I met her at the Phoenix International Airport, called Sky Harbor or PHX on the flight boards. Cyndie described herself in telephone conversation before she came to Phoenix. She was tall, almost six feet tall, she played basketball in the PAC 12 before going to med school. She attended Medical School at the University of Arizona and graduated there with honors.

      Doc appeared as she described herself, thin, but not emaciated, dressed in a conservative gray business suit which fit her figure and caused looks from several men I noticed as she walked out of the jetway tunnel. She did not say so, but she is an attractive woman as well, endowed with a wonderful figure. I suspect most of the men were objectifying her and most of the women who looked at her, and there were some of those, thought she was one of the lucky ones that got both height and beauty. Yes, sometimes we women envy others with “everything.”

      In order to avoid any delays with luggage my office arranged with the airline to pull her luggage off the airplane and put it into a waiting car parked just below the end of the area in which her plane disgorged its passengers. It surprised Cyndie when I said to her, “Hi doc, my name is Josie Du Puy. We spoke on the phone. Call me Josie and please follow me.”

      We walked to the end of the parking facility, down a stairway and into the waiting car. Her luggage was already in the trunk according to our driver who was another member of our staff. “Your luggage is already in the trunk doc. We took it off the plane right away so you wouldn't need to wait.”

      “Gosh, thanks,” she said. “I didn't expect this kind of reception, I guess. It is nice of your office to arrange all this for me." We got into the car after making sure all of her luggage had been put into the trunk. My office made reservations for the Doctor at the Hyatt in downtown Phoenix. The hotel, close enough to walk to our offices, got paid for by both her office and the County of Maricopa. She came to investigate deaths here in Arizona at our request. We finished those arrangements before she arrived in Phoenix.

      As we sat down in the car she said “Well, Josie, there's no time like the present to get started with our discussions. I assume they made you privy to all the information I already have?”

      “Yes, doc, I know pretty much everything about the situation. I wish that I had not seen most of the autopsy work. Those poor people. My God what a horrible way to die.”

      “We are both young enough that we cannot identify a good way to go, Josie. You are right though. There is a lot of suffering at the last with these hemorrhagic fever viruses. That is almost for certain what it is, but I want to look at the blood work your office has done before I make a final judgment. Is there anyone in the office now that I could see about that issue, Josie?”

      “I can handle the work necessary to get you up to whatever speed it is you need. We will need to be careful, but the doctors at the center have taught me how to handle the blood supplies as well as everything else to do with these cases.” I didn't tell Cynthia how dangerous these spores were. I am sure she detected a little fear in my response.

      “It's all right, Josie. I can handle them myself if you just point me in the right direction and give me a place to work in where I can maintain them in a neutral way.”

      “We created a quarantine room for those blood samples doc. None of us wanted to handle them without wearing a complete Haz-Mat suit or by having glass between the blood and ourselves. The people this virus has killed suffered. It leaves a nasty scene behind.”

      By then we arrived at the lab and entered. It was a Sunday afternoon, so no one was there but for the admitting techs that handled the new bodies. There were five of them. The techs told me that all five were in the quarantine room. The doc said “This is great. I will have time to see one of our decedents or more before the autopsy. I hoped that might happen.”

      “Any information about these people,” I asked.

      “A family of five is the only information they gave us, Josie. They come from Mesa. The father, mother, grandmother and two kids are in the bags in the quarantine area. We did not crack the bags. Our sup told us not to go in the room without Haz-mat suits, and I am sticking to that instruction.”

      Doc Pendleton had been standing beside me, listening to the conversation. She stuck her hand out to Bill, shook his and said, “My name is Cynthia Pendleton, I am the CDC doc. You are correct to be afraid of those bodies. Unless I miss my guess, it would take about a two minute or less exposure to this virus to kill you and likely anyone else you came in contact with in the next five days or so before you died. This is a dangerous virus. The last time we had a breakout of this virus, and this is a new strain, almost two hundred died before we got it under control.”

      He shook his head and pointed to the nearby table on which lay several Haz-mat type suits with breathers as he walked away. Doc Pendleton and I suited up and I directed her to the quarantine room. There were five gurneys. She said, “I want to look at one child first.” We opened a bag containing what appeared to be a small body. It was that of a girl who could not have been more than ten years old. She had a few open sores on her body where blood had oozed out and coagulated. There was a lot of blood on her chin and chest where she had coughed and aspirated blood through her mouth. We took samples and sealed them into appropriate test tubes. We moved on to an adult with no further conversation.

      The adult, when we opened the bag, appeared to be a woman of about sixty to seventy years of age. She had the same signs of aspiration of blood and oozing blood on her as the little girl. The doc surprised me while we were doing this and put the test tubes into a box with soft material in it, and with grooves cut for the test tubes. She pulled Velcro closures over top of the tubes as she put them into the box. As she closed the box, I thought I heard an expulsion of air. The doc saw a question mark in my eyes because she nodded and said, “The box is self-sealing, creates a vacuum so the spores cannot escape. I will send this back to Atlanta right away. We should have word back by no later than tomorrow afternoon as to the exact nature of the virus. I am sure it is a Hanta variant. For now, we will call it the Valley of the Sun Hanta. It is a hemorrhagic virus.”

      I shook my head. The doc said “We can get out of here now. What do you use for a decontamination place?”

      I motioned for her to follow me. We used a pair of showers containing water mixed with decontamination materials to wash the exterior of the suits and helmets before we took them off. When we took them off, they were put into sealed bags and burned in our mini furnace. We took no unnecessary chances with this stuff.

      We did not yet know whether these viral infections were gaining entry in the bodies of its victims through the air, through small animals, through fleas, whatever. What we did know was that it was a killer. We didn't know how extensive its influence would become in our county.

      As we talked and worked to discover the nature of the virus and how it might transmit, death continued to stalk as the Valley of the Sun Hanta Virus. Neighbor children of the Jansing family of five we had just dealt with, infected their parents, their parents went to work and infected others on their jobs, the children went to school and infected several of their playmates. We were all over the progression but too late to do anything to stop its insidious spread. “Josie,” said Doctor Pendleton, “Have any cases come into the office from outside the Phoenix megalopolis yet?”

      “No doc, none yet. We all are hoping that it is confined to the Valley and so far, that is true. Or at least we think so at this point.” We were wrong. Charles Warner, the Apache Junction Police Officer who attended the scene of death of Jenny Kendrick, the Motel worker, traveled to Flagstaff for a reunion a couple of days after going into her mobile home. By the end of the weekend, he showed symptoms. Charles spent time with a number of friends during his first coughing episodes brought on by the virus. He entered the hospital in Flagstaff on Sunday morning before being placed in quarantine. Warner sat in the public waiting room with a number of others for over half an hour. He infected a total of eight people by himself, several of them residents of Flagstaff and two residents of New Mexico. Flagstaff placed Charles Warner into quarantine right away. Their use of quarantine occurred because we warned all the counties in Arizona that this might come, that a Hanta outbreak was underway. The people who most needed that information, those at the level of the hospitals didn’t get the word until it was too late for more victims of the spreading monster. Warner being quarantined helped stop the spread but did nothing for him. He died in Flagstaff.

      I didn't possess a clue how we were going to stop this outbreak. I don't think Doctor Pendleton did either. She said to me, within the first hour we were together, “We must find case zero, Josie. We need to find the origin of this thing, find the spores from which it springs, then we will be able to tell people how to cope, how to prepare, how to treat those who are infected or might become infected. We have to find the place where this all began if we can. What was the first case you folks had here in the Forensic Center, Josie?”

      “The first indications we had were four cowboys from a ranch out beyond Apache Junction. We got them from the Pinal County Sheriff's Office because they knew they had no facilities to deal with the bodies. The ranch owner called us and told us the bodies were coming. The next body we received was a cook from a restaurant out in Apache Junction called Dirtwater Springs. One of their waitresses also had it. At least that was my take from the first few minutes of interview I had with the owner/operator of that place.”

      “So as far as you or anyone else knows, the first cases came in from Apache Junction, Arizona?”

      “Yes, at least that seems to be the situation.”

      “All right. We will make a start in Apache Junction. I need to get set in my room, get a little rest and something to eat. Would you care to join me for dinner, Josie?”

      “I'm sorry, Doc, but my husband Ned and I already made plans for tonight. I will come and get you bright and early tomorrow morning. What time do you want to get going?”

      “As early as you can get up and come here and we can get to Apache Junction. Before you do please try and reach the ranch owner and the owner of the Dirtwater Springs. Maybe we can eat breakfast there and interview him while we are doing that, then go out to the ranch. Is that possible?”

      “Sure, I will make some calls before I go home tonight.” I dropped her off at the hotel, returned to the office and reached both the restaurant owner and the ranch owner. I set up times for interview with both of them, early for the restaurant owner, 7:30 a.m. and 10:30 a.m. for the ranch owner. It had been a long day. I was glad to see my husband, my lover, waiting for me at home with a glass of wine poured and a hot bath already filled with bubbles and waiting for me to get in. I did just that. Ned joined me in a little while. Mmmm. Nice night.

      The next morning, I was up at 5:00 a.m. and at the office at 6:30 a.m. Doctor Pendleton, who insisted I should call her Cyndie from that time on, chatted about nothing as we drove to Apache Junction. That small town is about 30 miles east of Phoenix on Hwy 60. The freeway passes through Mesa, Tempe, Chandler, and a piece of Gilbert as it wends eastward. The Dirtwater Springs Restaurant is famous, or infamous, in the town, has wonderful food and a great little bar area as well. We ate breakfast with the owner. We asked questions as we ate. The types of questions you can guess. When was the last shift that Hanna Ragan worked before she got sick, came as the most salient of those that I mustered?

      “She worked a Friday shift,” he responded, “then came in on Sunday but didn't feel well that day. My records show she left on Sunday. The next thing I heard, she was dead, and Ron Milsap was sick and in quarantine. Someone from Pinal County Health Department came in last week, looked everything over, found no complaints to register and left.”

      “We are not saying you or your restaurant did anything wrong,” said Cyndie. “Do you remember anyone who came in here who was coughing a lot during her last shift?”

      “Now that you mention it, there was a cowboy who used to come in every Friday night. She liked him a lot because he tipped well and always flirted with her. I don't know what his full name was or where he worked, but I think his first name was Johnny. I heard at the Barber Shop the other day several cowboys got sick and died on a ranch on the other side of town, out toward Queen Valley somewhere. He might be one of them.”

      We finished our breakfast. Wayne would not let us pay because we looked to find out what happened to both Hanna Ragan and Ron Milsap. He told us that his business suffered since the two of them died. No one seemed to understand why, but everyone gossiped in the little town and the result was people feared to come into his restaurant. He said to us as we left to drive out into the desert and meet with the ranch owner, “Please find out what is going on here. Please. A lot of good people died in our town and some of them were close friends of mine.”

      Doctor Pendleton said to him, “We already are aware of what killed all these people. That will be in the papers and on the news tomorrow. What we are trying to do now is to find out where this virus that is so strong came from. Once we discover where it came from, we will identify what it is and what it can do. Then we can look at how to kill it, how to fight for the lives of the rest of the people who are now infected with the virus. Thank you so much. You helped in giving us a huge step toward being able to find this thing.” When we left, he smiled to himself, seemed satisfied he had done something good in talking to us. In a genuine sense, he had helped a great deal.

      PART 3 - WHERE ARE YOU LITTLE BUG?

      We drove east on Hwy. 60 from Apache Junction to a turn that directed us into the little community of Queen Valley. It is a small-town set in the desert’s midst, its small population being retired people in the main. The town has a golf course which exhibits itself as one drives out of the town onto a private road that goes from Queen Valley to a ranch called the Gold Canyon Bar 8. The ranch is owned by Chet Davison. He is a sizable man, about 6' 3" tall and looks to weigh about 260 pounds. Chet is both soft-spoken and well spoken. His education came at the University of Arizona, and Chet is proud of his Wildcat heritage.

      Davison greeted us and we took up our conversation on the back porch of his ranch house. It was a warm day. He served us a lemonade that refreshed and tasted wonderful. We saw the bunkhouse from where we shared our drinks. The ranch had other buildings one might expect, a barn where it was obvious there were horses kept. We heard the horses snort and nicker. There was also a corral next to the barn which had a door entering into the barn. The door stood open but a gate across the doorway stopped the horses from going into the barn. A couple of men worked in the barn or in what seemed to be an old-fashioned blacksmith's shop.

      I asked about their work. Mr. Davison answered, “You know we own quite a few animals we tend. The horses need shoes. There is too much rock in the soil around here to see them go unshod. They would ruin their hooves in short order. We built a small smithy's set up to make shoes for the horses and whatever else we may fabricate here.”

      “It seems to be an idyllic location, Mr. Davison,” said Cyndie.

      “Please Doctor, I am unused to people out here calling me by anything by my first name or boss. I am not your boss so please; my name is Chet.”

      “Thank you, Chet. Now if you don't mind, let's get to a little serious business. Have you had any deaths on your ranch?”

      “Well, Doctor, yes, several, but you already knew we did. Oh hell, sorry. This thing scares the crap out of me and my wife and pisses me off big time. Yes, people died here. We had a foreman named Jose Feliz, and four cowboys named Will Peoples, George Samuels, Jesse Willis, and Jose Agredano die. I suppose I should mention one other cowboy, a man named Johnny Mansfield, who disappeared one weekend. Jose seemed to feel Johnny returned to California. That was where he was from. Because the rest of them died after Johnny came back here from burying Jerry, he must be dead too. You tell me.”

      “Chet, my question didn’t get asked to piss you off, or put you down, or assess blame on you. We came to find out what happened here. We need your help. Please, let’s start over, but I want to ask if you are aware of what happened to Johnny, or are you guessing?”

      “No, I am not. I am surmising.”

      “He is also dead Chet. He died from a viral infection coming from a virus called the Hanta virus. Now please, how did the rest of your people die? Wait please. Did they look anything like this at the time of their deaths?” She showed him pictures of Hanna Ragan and Ron Millsap exhibiting the detritus from their chests spewed up in the last of their death throes.

      “Yes, they all looked like these photographs. The man who found them is sick. He is in the quarantine ward in the hospital in Mesa right now. We don't know if he is going to survive or not.”

      “Chet, you should make arrangements to deal with that man's death. He is not going to live with the virus. What did you do with the bodies of the men who did, Chet,” I asked?

      “We buried them out behind the barn where we maintain a small cemetery filled with our families and our men. After the man who discovered Jose and the others came to me, I ordered the men who entered the bunkhouse and into Jose's little house, wear masks on their faces, gloves, like surgeons gloves only we use them for such as calving and cover up. After they took the men out, we buried them right away, except for Will. His family took him to the mortuary in Apache Junction and his wife took care of the arrangements there. We had the men strip all their clothing off after burying the four, and we burned the clothing and the gloves and masks. It seemed there was an infectious nature to their illnesses, and I didn't want to take any chances for more losses.”

      “How deep did you bury them Chet,” asked Cyndie.

      “About six or seven feet, I guess. We had a backhoe come in and dig the holes. We have a man who tends the cemetery all the time. He sees

      that no animals can get in and dig around. They are way too deep for that to happen anyway. Should I consider an exhumation?”

      “No,” said Cyndie. “We don't need to see the bodies to confirm that the virus took them and many others. Tell me more about this man, Johnny Mansfield, please.”

      “I guess there is not too much to tell. He was a loner like most of our men. He could ride and rope with the best of them. We sent him over to see Jerry Miller, a guy who was living in one of our line shacks over toward the Junction. He came back and a few days later he disappeared. We didn't know what had happened to him. Sometimes he would go into town on a Friday night and he would get into a fight and be in jail for a few days. We bailed him out and paid a fine for him on earlier occasions. Johnny always paid the ranch back from his wages. He liked the Dirtwater Springs Restaurant in town. He loved their Mexican food. I guess that is about as much as I can tell you without doing some digging around for records.”

      “You say he loved the Dirtwater Springs Restaurant,” I asked?

      “Yes. He ate there Friday night after every payday. He stayed in a motel for a couple of nights and came back to the ranch ready to get with it again.”

      “Tell me a little more about the fellow who lived in one of your line shacks did you call it,” I asked?

      “Okay. His name was Jeremiah Miller. He was a committed loner, loved to be by himself in the desert. Jerry was a herpetologist by trade. That used to freak out the guys when one of them would go over to check on him. I sent one of them over. Jose Feliz did it every now and again just to see how he got along. The last one we sent was Johnny Mansfield. He found the guy long dead. Johnny cleaned the place up burned the mattress from the bed Jerry slept on, buried Jeremiah near the line shack and came back. That was early in the week before he left for town on Friday night.”

      “You never saw Johnny Mansfield again,” I asked?

      “That is all too true. We wanted him to come back. He was a helluva cowboy, Ms. Du Puy, and a helluva man.”

      “Well sir we are not certain about this yet, but we think he died in Apache Junction the same weekend. He died in the Motel where he stayed. We have an interview with a police officer about that very topic when we go back into town if we get back soon enough. I already know we are going to want to go to the line shack today if possible. Can you get us there or take us there, whatever?”

      “Why would you want to go there Ms. Du Puy?”

      “Why don't I ask Doctor Pendleton answer that question, Chet.”

      “Chet,” Doctor Pendleton said, “that line shack may be ground zero for this virus that has killed many people for sure, and quite a few more we are learning about. I think Johnny Mansfield was the starting point of our cases My bet is he became infected when he went to the line shack and buried Jeremiah Miller. I think Jeremiah Miller was what we in the CDC call 'case zero.' That means he was the first one infected. If that is true then we must try our best to discover, if we can, where the virus came from, what strain of virus it is in its raw state. If we can do that, we may be able to save the lives of thousands of people, Chet. We already have over twenty victims. All health departments throughout the state are alerting the hospitals to watch for cases of hemorrhagic fever. That kills, Chet. The hemorrhagic fever comes from the Hanta virus. It is an absolute necessity that we find the location from which this virus came. Can you help us?”

      “Well, since you put it in those terms, how could I not do so. It is about an hour's ride from here on horseback. To get there by car would take us at least two hours. What would be your preference ladies?”

      Josie said, “I have not ridden a horse since I was a little girl. We will have to know how to get there by car under any circumstance so let's go by car. In the meantime, is there anyone else there Chet?”

      “No. No one there since Johnny Mansfield.”

      “Okay then, do you want us to take you with us by car or another one of your men?”

      “No, my wife will go with you. What do you want me to do once I am there?”

      “Stay there. Do not go into the place. Do not try to do any investigation, or anything of the kind. We will get there as fast as possible. When we get there, it will be imperative we wear protective clothing to enter into the shack. If you go into the shack without protective clothing, you will catch the virus if it is ground zero.”

      “Okay. I will try to time my arrival about the same time as you are going to be there. If I get there before you, I will do nothing, just wait for you to arrive. Thank you, ladies. Thank you for clearing up what happened to Johnny Mansfield and for helping me to understand what happened to the others who died out here. I understand George Samuels' wife and children have left us, and Will Peoples' wife and son. We have eleven dead in this deal. I do not want to make it twelve, believe me about that!”

      As we drove, Cyndie Pendleton, Chet Davison's wife Pearl and I, we chatted about the weather, about our feelings about the impending election year and the loads of political commercials that would be on television, radio and on the sides of the roads. Pearl talked about Virginia Samuels. She said “Virginia was a wonderful mother. God knows Chet does not pay those men who work for him a lot of money. She made do with whatever they had. The kids were sweet, good kids. They never once caused a bit of trouble on the ranch when they visited with their dad.”

      Her comments came as a bit of a lesson to me about humanizing the victims of crime or disease. I think it struck home with Cyndie, even though like Ned and I, she didn't have any children. We also remarked on the beauty of the desert below the Superstition Mountains and how dangerous and ominous looking the mountains appeared. Then we came out of a right turn and there the shack was, a few hundred feet away from where we parked. The two of us dismounted the car and Cyndie and I put on protective gear to stop us from getting spores by aerosol or by direct contact with the skin. We covered from head to toe, wearing masks and goggles, had on hazmat type suits.

      Pearl stayed in the car. We could see Chet was already at the shack. He was sitting under what appeared to be something like a carport in the shade along with his horse and the horse he brought for Pearl. We sent him to be with his wife while we took a look around. Cyndie saw the air conditioning unit on the side of the house and said “There must be a generator and we may need it in a little while, but I don't want to stir the spores around in the air. Let's not start it up until we are ready to decontaminate.” I agreed with Cyndie. The two of us stayed together and continued to look around, found the water supply and the outhouse. We wandered around the property looking for anything that might be a site for a viral attack to have occurred on Jeremiah Miller. We found nothing outside the shack, then went inside.

      The shack had one large room. The “bedroom” was more like a “Murphy bed” than a bedroom. There was a cot there made of two by four's, drilled with rope strung across its length and width. If there had been a mattress on the bed it was not there now. Chet told us Johnny Mansfield burned the mattress and bedding as it looked soiled. We found no bedding.

      There were no snakes in the shack but there were containers which could have held snakes. No storage space existed in the place. A few crates here and there held what looked to be magazines in them. Some of them contained notebooks with bound information inside them. We stepped back outside for a moment. Cyndie waved at me when we did that and brought me out with her. I was glad to get the hell out of that abattoir. Cyndie called Chet over closer to us but far away from the shack. Her signal told him to stop about ten feet away from us. She asked him, “How long has it been since Johnny Mansfield came over here Chet?”

      “Let's see, hmm, I would say about a month now, yes I think it is pretty close to a month.”

      “Has anyone else been in there that you know of since then Chet?”

      “No, not at all. In fact, I am thinking in light of what appears to have happened here I might just burn the damn thing down and start over again.”

      Cyndie shook her head and said “No, no, you must not do that right away Chet. We will have a lot of work to do out of this place and in this place in the next few days or weeks. Please do not burn it down, at least not for a time sufficient for us to get our work done.”

      Chet Davison looked at Cyndie, nodded and said “I understand Doctor. You have work to do here. I will refrain from doing anything until after you tell me you have finished with this place. Is that sufficient for your needs?”

      Cyndie nodded, gestured to me and we returned to the shack. Inside she said to me, “We need to see if he kept any journals here, and we need to take care to be away from the area where the bed is located. There are spores we cannot kill because we don't have the right decontamination materials. If we can find some bleach it might work to allow us time to do our work with no threat to us from spores that are on the floor.”

      I was curious as to why she wanted to avoid the area of the bed. I had not thought about the notion he laid in the bed and decomposed, that his body liquefied over time and that at least part of that liquid putrefaction contained the virus that killed him. The notion dawned the viral material might have adhered to the floor or might be sitting in the dust accumulated under the bed, on the counter tops, on everything since no one had been there. It got driven home to me when Cyndie found a bottle of bleach in the kitchen. She took some samples from under the bed on Q-tips, sealed them in a box to go to Atlanta and then she poured bleach all over the area under the bed. There was a chemical reaction. We left the shack while the reaction continued. We came back when the vapors cleared, and she did it again. We left again.

      I asked her, “What the hell is going on here Cyndie?”

      “There is a chemical reaction going on between the bleach and the virus still there on the floor where his body decomposed and dripped onto the floor. There is a lot of the virus there. We cannot kill it all with the bleach, but we can reduce it!”

      “Is there something you want me to look for Cyndie,” I asked?

      “Yes. Take this bottle of bleach and pour a bunch of it on a rag if you can find one. When you have done that start to gather all of the” notebooks” you see anywhere in the place. We will need to look at what is there and hope that he kept a log of the places he visited in the area. If he was meticulous, he might lead us to the actual site of the place from which he brought the virus back. Dust the covers of the notebooks with the rag and the bleach before you do anything else with them. I am going to try and find a box we can put them in to take them back to the lab in Phoenix." She left the room while I made my preparations to begin a search for “journals” if there were any to be found.

      There was an area of the interior that led into the “carport” kind of attachment to the shack. Near that exit from the shack there were a number of boxes containing notebooks. I looked into the top one of each after using the bleach filled rag on its exterior. They were journals all right, and there were a lot of them. I folded the tops of the boxes closed, went to the car we had brought from our motor pool and looked into the trunk. I found what I looked for, that being some duct tape. I sealed the boxes with the tape and put them into the back of the car as Cyndie came back from the back of the shack. She had a couple of boxes and had found some tape that would seal them. I showed her what I had found and done with the journals that had been in boxes already. She and I found another set of journals in the area by the bed where there appeared to be something like a desk. We loaded them into boxes and sealed the boxes to go into the back of our car. We decided that we would wear our protective suits and masks until we got back to the office where we could decontaminate. There we would spray the outside of the boxes with decontaminants, wait for that to work for a while, open the boxes and take out each of the journals with each page wiped down or copied and destroyed. It would be a laborious process but a necessary one according to Cyndie.

      When we had everything we could find that looked like a journal in boxes and in the car, we went to Chet and Pearl, thanked them for bringing us here. I told them we might come back as early as tomorrow. Chet asked, “Will you need us here the next time you come?” We could both tell neither Chet nor Pearl wanted to be there at all.

      Cyndie answered, “No Chet. We will be looking around the area as well as the shack the next time. It will be the area up against the mountains. I am of the mind that our man Mr. Miller went into the foothills to look for snakes or just for caves. I think we will find our virus hidden, in the dung or dead fleas of some long-forgotten rodents which had lairs in a cave. I am hoping Mr. Miller's journals will tell us the direction in which we need to look. We have to go through them to find that out. And that could take a while I would guess.”

      “Good luck Doctor,” Chet replied. “I hope you are able to find what you need. How long do you think before I can destroy this whole set up?”

      “Maybe a couple of weeks Chet. We will have someone call you at the ranch. We have your phone numbers and cell numbers. Just wait for us to give you a call please. Thanks again for all your help today. You have provided us a starting place leading to the end of the effectiveness of this virus. Thanks again and though we will not see each other again it was a great pleasure to meet you.”

      With that said, Cyndie and I left and drove back into Phoenix in our protective gear. We got some strange looks along the way from people on the freeways. I am sure those who noticed us must have wondered a great deal about what was going on. It is my hope none of them ever had to find out.

      PART 4 - SEARCHING, FINDING, EXPLORING

      Cyndie and I became well acquainted as a result of the decontamination procedures. We passed through the initial stage still in our protective suits, then took them off, washed our hands, undressed, and passed through a second stage pouring over us as we stood nude in the showers. Next, we washed the decontaminants off our bodies. Then, and only then, we dressed again. During our second decontamination together in two days she asked me, while we were standing in the showers, “How in the world do you keep yourself in such good physical condition, Josie? I heard someone shot you in the lung. The scar is there on your chest. Still, it is clear you are in excellent physical condition.”

      “For years I have been learning and practicing martial arts Cyndie. I studied in a commercial dojo for the first couple of years that I was a cop and got a black belt in Kempo Karate. When I started work in Homicide Division of Phoenix P.D. I studied with my Captain, James Cade. Jim is a fine man and a wonderful teacher. He is a multi-disciplinarian in Chinese Karate or Kung Fu, Japanese style Karate, Korean style Karate or Tae Kwon Do, Kempo Karate which he started with years ago and in Aikido. To help me now, he teaches me at least twice a month for as long as my breathing holds out. It has been getting better, but I am not ready for a five-mile run yet. My husband is kind enough to indulge me doing stretching and some lifting at home as well as practicing katas, or forms, and to run with me. We run every weekend when we are not out of town.”

      “Yes,” Cyndie said, “Yes I do know some forms. I studied a little Kempo and stopped in school. Medicine just took too much of my time. Maybe I will start up again one day after this case is over. Your physical conditioning is awesome, Josie. It enhances your figure a great deal. I could use some figure enhancement I would say. That is just me I guess.”

      She appeared a few years younger than me. I didn’t ask. “No Cyndie. You have a really good figure. If you don't begin some kind of regimen to keep it changes will occur in the run of time. It happens to all of us.” I didn't think there was anything wrong with two women talking about their figures. I still feel that way. When I mentioned it to my husband, he told me that he wondered if Cyndie is gay. Why is it in our society if we happen to consider someone of the same sex is attractive, we are gay? Logic does not dictate it follows. Cyndie sure didn't make any gay advances toward me. Had she done so I would have said I was straight. She and I laughed for a few minutes in the shower about the topic. We laughed more later, both at my husband’s expense and at the notion either one of us had gay tendencies.

      My response to Ned's remark about Cyndie being gay was first of all to say, “No, she isn’t,” then to say to him, “Remember what I told you years ago, about objectifying women?”

      He said, “Yeah, what does that have to do with you and Cyndie?”

      “It’s the same principle only applied to making unwarranted assumptions about someone. Cyndie is not gay, and neither am I. You, more than anyone should understand without my having to say those words.”

      The discussion ended with a contrite, “Yes, you are right,” from Ned.

      The next day I asked Cyndie, “Cyndie are you gay?” She smiled at me at first and then broke out laughing. Her mirth was contagious. I ended doubled over.

      She laughed like crazy at my question and said to me, wiping tears from her eyes, “I wondered if you would think that after our discussion yesterday in the showers. No, Josie, I am not gay. I don't think there is a thing wrong with one woman complimenting another woman on her figure. I also think men should be able to do the same thing without being labeled. Even if one of them, man, or woman, were gay, I still say there is nothing wrong with that kind of talk. Did you come up with that or did your husband wonder after you told him about our discussion?”

      “My husband asked me if you were gay. His question put off and I said no, she isn’t, but to be sure, I asked. That is me, the quintessential cop. If I want to know something, I ask. Thanks, Cyndie. You could have told me to go to hell and said it was none of my business. You would have been justified. I appreciate the fact that you didn't look at my question in anger. I told Ned I thought it was sad he came up with that thought based on the discussion we had. I reminded him when we had the discussion, we were both buck naked so it would have been easy for one or both of us to have had access to the other. I also commented it was so “feebish” about him to reach that conclusion.”

      “Josie, Josie, Josie, you possess such a wonderful naiveté about you. It is part of what makes you a wonderful person to work with, Josie. Not many can be so honest and forthright in this kind of situation, and not many can live with such a wonderful outlook. Please, stay as you are, Josie. It is so unique to discover someone like you. We will be the best of friends for life my dear. Now let's get to work.”

      We decided that it would be easier and more prudent to copy the journals we brought in rather than decontaminate them somehow before reading. We wore gloves, and masks, and aprons. We finished after almost a full day of work. Nothing promising appeared in the stuff I looked at as I copied it. Cyndie found one document she shared. I looked at it for a long time before I realized it was something like a map. We decided, after seeing it, to go back to the line shack the next day and attempt to follow the map. It led to the mountain. We took protective gear along but didn't wear it during the drive to the line shack.

      It was one helluva hike we took. It was a lot farther to the mountain than we thought. The area had many water cuts from the run-off of every rainstorm since time immemorial. Many were deep ravines, barrancas some call them. It was slow going. We carried a lot of water in back packs and our protective gear. The result of all the stuff we took was we carried too damned much. Even so, we got to the mountain's edge in several hours of hard slogging.

      As we walked along the bottom of the mountains, and before, in the bottom of some of the sand washes, we noticed footprints in both directions. It was difficult walking, even in the sand washes. There was cactus, but more there were desert vines with spines. The terrain abounded in Mesquite and Palo Verde trees. The desert was lush. Plenty of rain fell in the winter. The bushes, sage and other plants grew thick and thorny. We used care walking underneath those Mesquite and Palo Verde trees because those shady areas are where the rattlesnakes like to congregate in the heat of the day. It seemed Jeremiah Miller led us. We continued, followed the footprints where we could, edged along the slope of the mountain where we didn't see the footprints. We stayed out of the shaded areas as much as was possible. I made sure Cyndie drank a lot of water. Though she had studied at University of Arizona I thought she might not recall the desert can kill by heat alone.

      After a time, we came to what appeared to be a small opening covered in part by rocks. We pulled back some of the rocks and created a larger opening. As we continued to pull back rocks from the opening, we realized someone placed a lot of those rocks there to keep the opening from being observed. Wow! Mr. Miller wanted to keep this place to himself. Why? That part of the mystery died with Miller.

      Did I tell you earlier that Mr. Miller was a herpetologist? Did I mention that herpetologists study snakes? We realized why Miller wanted to keep this place to himself given that information. As we peered into the opening of the cave, using the flashlights we brought along to give us some additional light, we noticed what appeared as a writhing mass of small snakes, many, many of them, concentrated in one area of the cave.

      All of them seemed to be rattlesnakes. As we peered into the cave we saw an area in which obvious excavation of the floor occurred. There was a sizeable hole in the floor of the cave in one area where there were thousands of broken shells. The shells housed the small snakes. They hatched after the digging and not many left the cave.

      “How the hell can we get in there without getting struck by snakes,” asked Cyndie?

      “Well, I think there are only little ones in the cave Cyndie. Though I am sure they are poisonous I doubt their mouths can strike at the legs or upper body of a human. What I suggest is we get as close to the snakes as possible and push sand toward them to keep them away from us as long as it is necessary for you to get some samples from the bottom of the hole. I see what appears to be dung in the bottom of the pit. If we are in the right spot and you can get some of the dung and sand along with whatever else is in there, then we can get out before the snakes can recover and come back in our direction.”

      “Sounds like a plan to me, Josie.” We moved into the cave, looking for adult snakes that could strike us. We saw none. Perhaps they stayed back in the cool recesses of the cave. I am not sure. Our plan worked. We both pushed soil on the little ones and made a berm between them and us. Cyndie worked in the area showing a prior excavation. She took soil samples, samples of dung and cactus on which she saw discoloration by what might have been blood. All this we did while wearing good protective gear keeping us from getting any spores on our skin, in our hair or in our lungs. We donned the suits prior to entering the cave. The samples Cyndie took were sealed in one of her air free hermetic boxes as she put each into a container.

      When we left the cave the only thing bad about the return trip was, we had to keep the protective gear on. It seemed like an interminable walk to get back to the shack where we parked our car. We made it, with a few stops, and headed back into Phoenix, again arousing the curiosity of several drivers.

      When we returned to the office and started through the decontamination procedures. Cyndie said, before we got into the showers, while we wore nothing but towels, and with an enormous grin on her face, “Would you rather I wait and go after you, Josie?”

      “Oh shit, Cyndie, get your skinny butt in here and get this done. We still have work to do, both of us.” There was no further discussion of each other's bodies, there was some good-natured laughter, some twittering between the two of us as the showers poured down on us. We were not embarrassed by each other being nude. Nothing was problematical. The only thing said which smacked of a reference to the previous trip into those showers was from Cyndie.

      As we got out and toweled off, she said, “Well I do envy you one thing, Josie.”

      “Which is?”

      “You have a man to go home to tonight. I suspect from your attitudes and your good humor most of the time he takes care of business there.”

      “You can be sure of that, Cyndie. He wants you to come to dinner with us tonight at our place. He is cooking a wonderful recipe at which he is superb, Gringo Enchiladas. Please come and eat with us. We can take the box to the airport, go by your room on the way there and you can put on whatever you want though a pair of cover ups, sweatpants, the like, would be fine, and I will bring you home to the hotel when we are done. We have a nice bottle of Merlot that we bought for the occasion. You cannot refuse after all that.”

      “I would be honored. We can call it a bit of a celebration because I think we found what we needed. The materials at the bottom of the hole had a lot of dung in them, I think it was rat dung. It is what the virus likes to grow in. God knows it had a perfect place for it, guarded by the snakes in there. One of the pieces of cactus I brought out of the bottom of the hole seemed to have blood on it. I wonder if Mr. Miller pricked his finger while he was digging for snake eggs or something?”

      When we left the office late in the afternoon, we drove to Cyndie's hotel. She changed clothes and we drove to the airport. She sent the samples from the cave to the CDC for immediate analysis. Her orders were that it be examined prior to 10:00 a.m. their time which was early our time and early was when we planned on getting in. We needed to chart the deaths now, find out where it was spreading and see if we could get the health departments in those areas spun up to par on what they were dealing with.

      I talked with Flagstaff's health department. We heard they had one in quarantine there and a couple of others who died in their homes or apartments. We also heard there might be a case or more in the Albuquerque area. I couldn't know even as we drove back to Phoenix more were being infected, more were dying and, in more places than we knew to be true.

      For the evening we had a right to gloat a little, pat each other on the back, give ourselves 'atta girls.’ Something else convinced us to give my husband a joking ration of crap. His question of Cyndie’s sexuality, based on our showering together, resulted in a lot of good-natured banter. While Ned cooked and prepared dinner, we had wine, laughed at him for his clumsiness when Cyndie said to him as we came in the door, “Just so you know Ned, I am not gay. Man, I tell you if I were, this woman is one, I would pursue to the gates of hell. Oh, by the way I do envy you playing with those beautiful orbs of hers, even though I am not gay.” I blushed big at that comment. She told me nothing about her plan to give him crap, other than “I might tease him a little over the gay thing.”

      My reply came as, “That sounds like fun. He won’t know what to do.”

      Ned didn’t dare reply. He just shook his head, grinned, said something under his breath and stalked off to the kitchen as we laughed at him. The good-natured attitude of the remarks, and her smile told him all he needed to know. It also told him to shut the hell up or it would never end. She told him later that we laughed with him, not at him. They too have been fast friends for a long time.

      Later, after a couple of glasses of a fine Merlot from BV we kidded him again. He took it well but then began to be Ned, to come back with sharp but not biting comments like, “I'm sure glad you aren't gay Cyndie. I have a brother in Atlanta… I am sure he would love to meet you.”

      I took a swing at him as he ducked out of the room after that one. We all enjoyed an instant friendship. Cyndie and I bonded from the skin out. Our success of the day could not be the reason to dog it the next day. We closed it off early in the evening and I took Cyndie back to her hotel. She was grateful to have met Ned and had dinner with us. I was grateful for her abilities and her friendship. We would start again the next morning. What would we do? What could we do to try and stop this pestilence from destroying more lives? I didn't know the answers to those questions then. Though I have some answers now, I am still not sure I would know how to stop another outbreak of this disease. The means and plan to accomplish that fell on the knowledge and ability of Cyndie Pendleton.

      PART 5 - THE SPREADING TREE OF DEATH, II

      The next day of our efforts started with confirmation of findings from Atlanta CDC. They discovered from the first set of materials Cyndie sent to Atlanta we encountered a virus, a Hanta virus. Atlanta discovered from the blood testing of the various people who died from the hemorrhagic fever the same virus killed all. The Hanta virus mutated from the Four Corners Hanta. They gave it the name of the Valley of the Sun Hanta. By the testing the CDC did on the blood samples and the last set of dirt and feces samples Cyndie sent them, they discovered the virus could enter the body of a human through the skin, through an open sore, through the air and into the lungs of a patient.

      All these discoveries about the virus did not stop the deaths. By the end of the fourth week of the outbreak at least forty died in the Valley of the Sun and three in Flagstaff. Those figures would increase in Flagstaff in only a few days since three more people quarantined in extremis in that town.

      The likelihood of some form of antidote or antiviral injection being developed by CDC in a time frame helpful to those in Flagstaff or in Phoenix did not exist. We learned they drew a quarantine around one patient who might have hemorrhagic fever in Albuquerque. The threat of the outbreak spreading outside the borders of Arizona became real!

      Our task frustrated us in the extreme in that we had to sit and wait for something coming from Atlanta. We did not have the tools or the staff available in the entire state of Arizona to do what they do there. We sat and waited and tried to think of what the next direction of spread might be. I notified every County Health Director in the State of Arizona of the existence of this virus, and its death dealing nature over three days after hearing from Atlanta. Most of them were incredulous, could not believe there could be an outbreak of something like that in their county. Then, only two days after talking with the County Health Director of Gila County in Globe, I heard from her. There were two cases of what got diagnosed as a form of hemorrhagic fever in the hospital in Globe. Both were in extremis and both were people who traveled in the east Valley of the Sun within the last two weeks, according to family members.

      Our recommendation, that of Cyndie when it gets down to it and that with which I agreed, told the family members who had been in contact with the people in the hospital to start on a general antiviral, and to quarantine in their home with daily visits from the County Health nurses. In doing that we minimized the contact between those who contracted the disease and the general public. In the meantime, we sat and waited for any further word from Atlanta or any other Arizona communities.

      Within another week we heard from Prescott, St. Johns and Parker they too isolated at least one individual with hemorrhagic fever. The only reason we heard from the county health directors or the hospitals was because they didn't know what they were dealing with or how to minimize its impact. Prescott had three.

      We drove to Prescott the day after hearing from the director there. A sad scene exhibited itself in their very modern hospital. A terrible quarantine area held not three but now six, three from one family, one from a second family and two from a third family. Yes, according to their family members not already sick those who got sick or someone from their immediate family traveled in the Valley of the Sun. Again, we helped the county to organize a quarantine of the remaining family members. We also questioned them about their contacts. I asked one family member, “Have any of you been out to eat with your brother or out to an event of any kind before he got so sick?” It terrified me to talk with those people. Not because there was the possibility to contract the virus. That seemed improbable from those we interviewed outside the hospital quarantine areas. The worst part of talking with those survivors was they knew nothing. The fact they were alive and not sick meant they had not been present when their relatives got infected.
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