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	Without vengeance, there can be no justice.


	Without justice, there can be no vengeance.


	The pursuit of both shall be relentless.


	Anonymous
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	oyd glanced at the wall clock, ten o’clock. Two more hours until lunchtime. Boyd let out a breath of air in disgust. He needed a drink. He needed a drink bad. He knew he couldn’t take a chance and have one now. He would lose his job if he got caught. He felt the small flask in his suit pocket, just waiting there to satisfy his need. He felt like every brain cell was crying out for relief. 


	He had to control the urge, he had to, but he didn’t know if he could. His marriage was falling apart. His wife was demanding they go to counseling and for him to go to rehab. He had tried two sessions of counseling under an assumed name. He had paid cash each time, four hundred bucks down the drain. What a joke! After the second session, he went out and got drunk. He knew the Federal Bureau of Investigations frowned on divorce. The bureau had an image to protect and not to mention information getting out from a disgruntled spouse. If the Bureau found out he was an alcoholic and it led to his divorce he may be politely asked to resign.


	Boyd had been transferred from New York to the Columbus, Georgia Field Office two years ago. There had been sixteen bank robberies in the last three years. The robberies had no pattern which made it difficult to solve. The two robbers had used a medium gray Chevy with stolen license plates each time. The stolen license plates had also come from gray Chevys. How many gray Chevys were there in Columbus, Georgia, and their sister city just across the river in Alabama? The answer was in the thousands between the two states. The robbers would replace the stolen plates with the last stolen plate from the previous robbery. People notice a missing license plate but few would notice a different number.


	The FBI, of course, had to find the rightful owners and interview them, which turned out to be a complete waste of time. Boyd and the other agents realized the robberies were carried out with precision, almost military precision, and Fort Benning, Georgia began where the Columbus, Georgia city limit ended. 


	There were almost fifty thousand people stationed there. All the agents realized these sixteen robberies may never be solved and if the robberies stopped it would be even harder to find out who was behind them.


	Gerald Johnson, a fellow agent, answered a phone call and hung up. He turned to Boyd and tapped on Boyd’s desk to get his attention.


	“We got a body on Fort Benning.”


	“I’ll follow you in my car,” said Boyd.


	“We can just ride together in my car,” said Johnson.


	“No, I am meeting someone for lunch,” said Boyd. This would give him a chance to take a drink.


	Upatoi Creek ran through Fort Benning. In a few places, it was wide enough to be what appeared to be a small lake. When Johnson and Boyd arrived, they could see the military police pulling a body out of the water into an aluminum Jon boat and head toward shore.


	Johnson introduced the two agents to a M.P. Second Lieutenant. As the boat reached the shore, one of the M.P.’s said, “Looks like a gunshot wound, Sir.”  


	The Lieutenant nodded his head and said to Johnson, “Looks like it’s your show.”


	Johnson said, “I guess so.” Murder on a Federal Reservation is a federal offense.


	Johnson and Boyd looked at the wound and agreed that it was a gunshot wound. An ambulance was already on the scene and the body was loaded aboard.


	“I am going to the morgue. You coming?” said Johnson.


	“I’m going to hang around here a few minutes and take a few statements. Meet you back at the office after lunch.”


	Johnson followed the ambulance. While the M.P.’s loaded the boat, Boyd noticed a water soaked wallet in the bottom of the boat. It had slipped out of the victim’s pocket when they pulled him in. Boyd put it in his windbreaker pocket. He interviewed the M.P.’s and the fisherman who had spotted the body. In his car he took a drink, a big drink.


	He was almost out of Fort Benning when he got a call. A robbery in progress on Fourth Avenue. He raced towards the bank. He was one block away when another call came in. Another robbery on Warm Springs Road on the other side of town. Boyd wondered how they had made it across town that fast. He pulled into the first bank. A gray Chevy was spotted leaving the bank. The second bank also reported a gray Chevy was used as a get-a-way car. Boyd ordered the bank on Fourth Avenue closed to determine the amount of money stolen. He got a quick description of the suspects when he received another call. A Columbus police officer saw the car leave the bank on Warm Springs Road and followed it in his unmarked car. 


	He watched from two blocks away as it pulled into a garage in a subdivision. He waited for back up. Six police cars converged on the house in less than five minutes. Boyd was five miles away when the arrests were made. Two gray Chevrolets were in the double garage. Both had stolen license plates. Four men were arrested while still wearing the clothes that were used in the robberies. When Boyd arrived, the subjects were in the back seat of four different police cruisers. 


	“Don’t let them talk to each other,” said agent Gerald Johnson. 


	The plain-clothes officer said, “We know what we are doing. Bet you didn’t suspect two sets of robbers, did you?”  he said with a grin. 


	“Actually, I did,” said Johnson. 


	“Since when?”


	“About thirty minutes ago. They couldn’t have gone from one side of town to another in twenty minutes. I would be willing to bet their timing was off on one of the bank robberies. I bet one of those idiots forgot to change their watch when we went to daylight savings time.”


	“I wish they would leave the time alone,” said the Columbus police officer.


	“You should be glad. If they left it alone you would not have caught two sets of robbers.”


	“Hadn’t thought about that.”


	When the other FBI agents arrived and all the loose strings were tied up Boyd said, “It’s time to celebrate.”  


	No one disagreed.


	At a cocktail lounge on Fourth Avenue, everyone had a drink. Boyd had several. After one drink, the other agents drifted off. Boyd left also. In his car, he had another drink and went into a bar next-door. Two drinks later, he noticed a woman sitting at the bar. She and Boyd shared smiles. She came over and sat down with him. 


	“Hope you don’t mind if a lonely lady sits with you.”


	“Why? You lonely?”


	“No, I’m Elvira,” she said as she smiled.


	“Let’s go somewhere,” said Boyd.


	“Your place or mine?” said Elvira.


	“If you are going to argue about it, forget it,” said Boyd laughing.


	“No, no argument.”


	Boyd stood and so did Elvira. Elvira led the way out of the bar. Boyd followed slipping his dark blue windbreaker on with the big, yellow foot tall size letters saying FBI on the back. 


	Boyd opened the passenger side door for Elvira and went around to the driver’s side, slid in, and started the car. He pulled out of the parking lot and stayed in the right-hand lane. Two blocks later, he leaned over to see if a car was in the inside lane. 


	Elvira saw the FBI letters on the back of his jacket and was startled. Elvira wasn’t Elvira. Elvira was one of the many names she used in her profession. She was wanted for forgery in Alabama. She started sweating and rolled the window down. She slid her hand in her purse and her fingers clutched the stun gun she always carried with her. She never put on her seatbelt in a car in case she had to make a quick exit. 


	Boyd was slowing down for a red light. 


	Elvira’s hand came out of her purse and headed straight for Boyd’s neck. She pressed the button and jammed it into his neck as hard as she could. Boyd was drunk but he recognized the sound of the buzzing and tried to slap it away. It was too late. She hit him right at the base of his hairline. 


	Boyd’s hand jerk reaction sent the stun gun out the window and the fifty thousand volts made him push the accelerator to sixty miles an hour through the intersection. Gaining speed, he impacted a car parked a hundred feet away. The parked car’s gas tank exploded. 


	Elvira left in a hurry by way of the windshield and was killed instantly. 


	Boyd’s airbag inflated but he was already unconscious. Boyd was not wearing a seat belt, either. Boyd never knew his car was also on fire. A jogger out for a midnight run manages to pull Boyd out of the burning car. The side of Boyd’s face was on fire from the exploding gas tank and the jogger snuffed it out and called 911. 


	Forty minutes later, Boyd was rushed into the emergency room. He was unconscious the whole time. They had to put him in a medically induced coma and he didn’t know anything for eight days. When he was brought out of the coma, Boyd did not remember anything. 


	Three days later, he had several visitors. All were FBI agents. The first one was from the Office of Professional Responsibility. He had a simple solution to Boyd’s situation. Resign for the good of the Bureau and not face manslaughter charges. The next one was a Bureau Attorney who read off all twelve charges. The last one was his station chief who recommended that he sign on the dotted line. Boyd signed the document. He was then taken to the Columbus Police Department and booked for DUI. 


	When Boyd made it home, all the furniture was gone and the electricity had been turned off. The water, phone, and gas had also been turned off. Divorce papers were lying on the foyer table. Boyd glanced at them and tossed them aside. 


	He slept on the floor that night. Brief images would pop in his mind for a second or two and then leave. His memory was returning. He didn’t know if that was a good thing or not. He woke up at three and needed to relieve himself. He went out the back door. A full moon lit up the night making it easy to see. He went to his wife’s favorite rose bush and urinated on it. Eighteen years down the toilet.


	He woke up at nine in the morning and went into the bathroom. He turned his head slightly to the left and looked at the burn mark on his cheek. It wasn’t completely healed. He put some ointment on it that the hospital had sent home with him. He could live with the scar. It wasn’t even visible from the front. He wondered could a plastic surgeon fix it. He doubted it. He went back into the foyer and picked up the divorce papers and read them carefully. She was demanding everything and he knew she would get that and the house. Boyd wished he could just disappear. He had been an FBI agent for sixteen years. He knew every trick in the book for hiding money and disappearing, so did the FBI. 


	Boyd pulled his wallet out and counted his money, $68.00. He needed clothes; his wife had taken all of them. He knew where they were. He put on his shoes and headed out to find his clothes. The thrift store was only six blocks away. He paid five dollars for a suit he had bought six months ago and had paid eight hundred dollars for then. His sixty-dollar shirts were on a rack for three dollars. He bought three of them along with three pairs of slacks. He also bought a pair of blue jeans and a used pair of tennis shoes. He had thirty-eight dollars left. He went to a mom and pop grocery store and bought some Vienna sausages, sardines, and a box of saltine crackers. He headed back home and slept on the floor again. Getting chilly he pulled his FBI windbreaker up over him. He felt something in the pocket and pulled it out. A wallet, he had someone’s wallet, but whose? 


	Boyd drifted off to sleep with images still popping on and off in his mind. He woke up early the next morning and his first thought was of the wallet. He looked at the driver’s license photo. With no electricity, he walked in the bathroom and pulled back the curtains. Sunlight beamed in the room as he looked in the mirror and then back at the photo. 


	The man wore glasses and had a mustache but the resemblance was similar. The man was two years older, one inch shorter, and ten pounds heavier. No big deal. Boyd knew glasses and a mustache were two easy ways to look different. Boyd studied the man’s hair. It was a little longer than his and parted on the other side. He looked at the name, Bobby Joe Pittman. 


	Boyd was from New York and wondered why southerners seem to always have two names. He remembered the show Petticoat Junction from his youth and how all the girls had two names. He was pretty sure it was Bobbie Jo, Billie Jo, and Betty Jo. He remembered down south a lot of times people were just known by their initials. 


	He had met a J.M., J.T., and a J.E. and had met someone that their name was just initials. He thought he remembered it being R.V. but he wasn’t sure. Too much alcohol had dulled the memory part. Bobby Joe Pittman’s address wasn’t far from his house. Boyd guessed it was about thirty miles. He wondered if the FBI had identified Bobby Joe Pittman. They probably had through fingerprinting. Why not find out?  


	At the library, he went through three weeks of newspapers. He only found three related articles. The first article was about the body being found. It mentioned unidentified body. The second article was titled ‘Body Still Unidentified.’ The third article was the one Boyd was hoping for ‘FBI Seeks Help in Identifying Body.’ Boyd knew for the FBI to ask for help they were clueless. 


	On Monday morning, Boyd dressed in shirt and slacks and went into the utility room. He opened the breaker box panel and retrieved a magnetic hide-a-key box from inside. Boyd had kept his alcoholism secret from the FBI. His wife knew nothing of his safety deposit box at another bank. He headed the six-block walk to the bus stop. Boyd visited the bank where his joint bank account was. He inquired about the balance in their savings and checking accounts. The teller typed in the savings account first. Boyd knew last month’s balance was over twenty thousand dollars. The teller had a puzzled look on her face then said to Boyd, “Sir, you have one cent in that account.”  


	“How about the checking?” asked Boyd. He knew what the answer would probably be. 


	A minute later, the teller cleared her throat and said, “I’m sorry, Sir.” 


	Boyd said, “One cent.”  


	The teller nodded her head and said, “She left you with two cents.” 


	“Makes sense doesn’t it.”  


	The teller gave him a quizzical look.


	“It’s a play on words. It makes sense she left me with two cents.”


	“Oh, I got it now,” the teller said and then laughed. 


	“Not supposed to be funny,” said Boyd. 


	The teller said, “Oh!” and covered her mouth, and then added, “Sorry.”  


	Boyd headed to the other bank. He had over sixty thousand inside. There was an assortment of diamonds and jewelry he had picked up from various crimes scenes over the years. Boyd realized he was a dirty cop years ago. He knew he had weaknesses and alcohol was only one of many. Boyd figured it was too late to try to change now. He remembered the safety deposit box was about to expire and a notification would be mailed soon. He figured his wife was in hiding and all mail would go directly to her attorney. She would find out about the safety deposit box soon and for the first time in two weeks Boyd smiled as he dropped two cents in the box. 


	He had brought a brown paper bag with him. He filled it up and left. He headed to the bus station and placed the bag in a locker. If he was back in twenty-four hours it was safe. He had three thousand in his pocket. 


	He bought a newspaper and started looking in the FOR-SALE section. He needed a vehicle. He circled likely prospects. Two hours later, he was looking at a 1985 Chevrolet S-10. Boyd and the owner were haggling over the price. 


	“She runs well,” said the owner. 


	“It’s got over two hundred thousand miles on the odometer,” said Boyd.


	“The body is good, no rust,” said the owner. 


	“Needs tires,” said Boyd as he kicked the driver’s side tire. 


	“You’ll get a few thousand out of them.”


	“I don’t know about that. They look like they are dry rotted.”  


	“I got to go to work, give me your final offer,” said the man. 


	“My final offer is twelve hundred,” said Boyd.


	“You just bought yourself a pick-up truck.”


	“Got the keys?” asked Boyd after handing the guy the money and getting a bill of sale and the title. Boyd headed to where Bobby Joe Pittman once lived before he was killed on the Fort Benning Reservation. Boyd was pleased with what he found, no neighbors. He was surprised this close to Columbus and he was out in the country. Boyd pulled into the driveway and waited a few minutes to see if anyone would come to the door. He had planned to drive away if they did. 


	Boyd knocked on the front door. No one answered; he didn’t really expect anyone to. No one came to the back door either. Boyd pulled the truck around to the back. He picked the lock and went inside. He quickly checked for an alarm system but there was no sign of one. He started searching the house room by room. He had searched thousands of homes in his career and knew what to look for. What he found on the dining room table shocked him. A rambling three-page long suicide note. Boyd didn’t know if he should be glad or not. The man never said the reason which Boyd thought was strange. 


	Boyd went to the mailbox and brought in the mail and went through each piece. Nothing much to it but the electric and phone bill. Then Boyd did a meticulous search. He analyzed each piece of paper. He looked through the address book by the phone in the living room. There were a few numbers. A lot less than he expected. He found a box of checks in a dresser drawer. There were three books for a bank account in Eufaula, Alabama. He went back to the bank statements he had found and could tell that Bobby Joe Pittman lived in Eufaula until three months ago. Pittman had only lived in this location for three months. The last bank statement showed that Pittman had only $42.00 in his account. Boyd finished his search which had taken most of the day. Boyd decided to move in. The next morning, Boyd retrieved his brown paper bag from the bus station and what he had left at his house and became Bobby Joe Pittman.


	As he was getting ready for bed, he sat on the edge and said to himself, “I will get even! Somehow, someway, someday, I will get even.”


	Boyd knew to become Bobby Joe Pittman couldn’t be done overnight. He had come up with a story in case friends or relatives came by. He was visiting a few days and Bobby Joe had some personal business to take care of and wouldn’t be back until later that night. That should send someone on their way and Boyd wouldn’t be far behind them. He practiced signing Bobby Joe’s signature from his driver’s license. He needed about three weeks for the moustache to grow anyway. Boyd only got two. 


	He heard a vehicle pull into the driveway. A man about Boyd’s age got out and came to the front door. He knocked on the door and Boyd started not to answer but was afraid the man might go around back and see Boyd’s truck and get suspicious. Boyd opened the door. 


	“Mr. Pittman,” said the man. 


	“Oh no, I’m just here visiting for a couple of days. Can I help you?”   


	“I need to collect the rent.”  


	“Bobby Joe won’t be back till later tonight,” said Boyd.


	“I’ll come back tomorrow.”


	“How much is the rent?” He didn’t want the man coming back. 


	“Four hundred.”  


	“Wait here. I’ll be right back.” Boyd was back in a minute with four hundred dollars. “Can you give me a receipt so I can show Bobby Joe?”  


	“Of course, let me get some paper out of my car.”


	The owner was on his way and Boyd had bought himself a month. A few minutes later, Boyd decided a month wasn’t long enough. He knew dead men don’t pay bills. He wanted to pay at least three months to steer any suspicion away from the body that was found at Fort Benning. 


	Boyd also had to consider the DUI he had. He needed to put it behind him. He hired a lawyer and arranged to plea ‘no contest.’ Boyd was able to do this before his first trial date. He was fined two thousand dollars, lost his license for a year, and was supposed to attend a class for three nights. Well, worth the cost, plus the FBI image wasn’t tarnished.


	Signing the divorce papers was a bitter pill to swallow, but he wanted it behind him. As he was leaving his now ex-wife’s attorney’s office, the lawyer said, “She agreed to give you half of what was in your safe deposit box,” and handed him a penny. 


	Boyd said, “Flip you for it. Call it,” and he flipped the coin in the air. 


	The lawyer said, “Heads.”  


	Boyd caught the coin and said, “You lose.”  


	“But you didn’t even look at it,” said the lawyer. 


	Boyd said, “That’s life, sometimes you lose. You’ll get over it,” he added and walked out. 


	Next, he drove to Pittman’s bank and deposited three hundred dollars in a branch office. He had decided to do this every week for three months then turn off the utilities and move. With three months to kill, Boyd did something he had wanted to do for years but his wife, now ex-wife, forbid him to do. He took flying lessons and got his private pilot’s license in Bobby Joe Pittman’s name. He bought a used camper top for his old Chevy S-10 and a set of tires. 


	At a sporting goods store he picked up a sleeping bag and a foam pad. He had a long trip to make and he didn’t want any record of it. He would sleep in the bed of his truck. He loaded up Bobby Joe Pittman’s clothes, which fit him. He burned every piece of paper in the house including the suicide note. Bobby Joe Pittman disappeared from the state of Georgia. 


	Boyd headed for New York City. He was putting his get even plan with the FBI into motion.


	*****


	When Boyd was stationed at the FBI field office, he was aiding on a major case against a Mafia Don. He knew all about the case and knew it had not come to trial yet. His plan was to sabotage the case and reap some benefit from it. He followed the Mafia Kingpin to a deli in Queens. Boyd easily spotted the FBI tail. As Boyd drove by the deli he noticed the phone number on the window. You could call in orders and pick up later. Boyd went to a coffee house across the street and waited five minutes while he sipped on his five-dollar cappuccino. After five minutes, he dialed the number. When the phone was answered Boyd said, “I need to speak to Mr. Massaro, it’s an emergency.”


	“I’m sorry; no one works here by that name.”


	“He’s a customer; he said he was going there.”


	“Let me see if I can find him. What does he look like?”


	“Fifty, bald headed, wearing a grey pinstriped suit.”


	“Hold on, you say it’s an emergency?”


	“That’s right.” A minute later a man said, “Who’s this?”


	“A friend.”


	“I don’t got no friends.”


	“You are the target of an FBI investigation,” said Boyd.


	“What you talking about, man?”


	“About your so-called import, export business and eight more.” The man lowered his voice and said, “What about them?”


	“You have an informer.”


	“Who?”


	“You are sitting with him.” Boyd could see Massaro from the coffee shop. He saw Massaro look over his shoulder. 


	“You’re crazy,” said Massaro.


	“Nope, he’s your wife’s nephew.”


	“No way would he rat me out.”


	“He already has. He’s been doing it for five years.”


	“How do I know you are telling me the truth?”


	“Four years ago, you exported twenty million to a bank in the Cayman Islands. You shipped tractor tires to Venezuela. The money was in the tires. You have an Army Colonel in the Army down there. You pay him twenty percent. He moves the money for you to the Cayman Islands.”


	“How many shipments was there that year?”


	Boyd smiled, Massaro wanted more verification. “Twelve, one each month.”


	“What do you want?” asked Massaro.


	“A job,” answered Boyd.


	“I suppose you are offering to take care of my problem.”


	“No, I don’t do wet work. Get Harry the Hatchet, you’ve used him before.” There was silence on the other end for a few seconds. “What kind of job?”


	“Something legitimate. You have a few companies on the up and up. A good paying job.”


	“Why are you doing this?” asked Massaro.


	“To get even,” answered Boyd.


	“With who?”


	“The FBI,” said Boyd.


	“The Feds do you wrong?”


	“Yeah, you could say that.”


	“That will take a few days,” said Massaro.


	“Be careful of what you say, he’s wired. A white Ford is sitting two cars behind you. He’s FBI. He will pull out when you leave.”


	“Do they have a case without him?”


	“Nothing you can’t beat in court. He’s their only witness.”  


	“If you are right about the wire call me next week,” said Massaro. 


	“I’ll call you tomorrow.”


	“Where?”


	“Go to a restaurant. I’ll call there.”


	“You better be right.”


	“I am. Have me a job tomorrow.” Boyd hung up.


	*****


	Boyd called the deli Massaro was eating lunch in and got Massaro on the phone. 


	“He spilled his guts.”


	“Figured he would,” said Boyd.


	“You know anything about maintenance?” asked Massaro.


	“Yeah, if it’s broke get someone to fix it.”


	“Washington D.C. sound good to you?”


	“Why, yes it does, in fact. It sounds perfect.”


	“The name of the company is…”  


	Boyd interrupted him and said, “Mainco.”


	“Yeah, that’s the one.”


	“I’ll be there Monday and then I will start next week.”


	“Don’t mention my name there. They don’t know about me,” said Massaro.


	“Yeah, I know,” said Boyd. 


	Boyd left New York City and drove to Washington D.C. The maintenance supervisor met Boyd in his office. 


	“This is a surprise. I am being promoted and moving to headquarters.”  


	“Congratulations!” said Boyd.


	“Let me show you around.”


	“That would be nice,” said Boyd. The tour ended on the roof. “Nice view,” said Boyd. 


	“Yeah, I come up here a lot. You can see everything important from here. The Capital, the White House, pretty much everything.”


	Boyd pointed out a building on Pennsylvania Avenue and asked what it was. He knew the answer.


	“That’s the J. Edgar Hoover building. The FBI headquarters. Don’t let them catch you looking too much,” said the man laughing.


	“Don’t worry, I won’t.” A plan was forming in his mind. 


	“You can start next Monday?”


	“Yep, I got some personal business to take care of then I am good to go,” said Boyd.


	*****


	That night Boyd caught a flight to Dallas, Texas then caught another flight to Mexico City, Mexico. The flight to Mexico he used his real name because he had to use his passport. He caught a taxi to the Iranian Embassy. Two blocks away he wrote a note and paid a ten-year-old to deliver it to the Embassy. 


	“I can help you bring America to its knees. My price is ten million dollars. If you are interested raise your flag at nine o’clock Wednesday morning.” At precisely nine o’clock, the Iranian embassy raised its flag. Boyd sent another note. 


	“Meet me in the restroom at the French diner four blocks north of your embassy at twelve sharp.” He signed it ‘Pittman’.


	Boyd was across the street at 11:55 a.m. He saw four men enter the diner. He expected at least three, as many as five. Boyd walked into the restroom at precisely 12:00 o’clock. One man seemed to be stationed outside the restroom door. Boyd expected that. Inside one of the men walked over and said, “Your name, Sir?”


	“Pittman.”


	Another man walked over and pulled an electronic wand out of his pocket and scanned Boyd’s body. “Open your shirt and drop your pants.”  


	Boyd did as he was told. 


	“He has no wire,” said the man with the wand. 


	“You have five minutes,” said one of the men looking at his watch. 


	“Have someone meet me at this address in two weeks.” Boyd handed him the address where he would be working.


	“How do we know it is not a trap?”  


	“You don’t. Send someone you can afford to lose. Believe me, the gain far outweighs the risk.”


	The three men started talking in Farsi, the national language of Iran. Boyd had learned Farsi years ago and understood every word, but he couldn’t help saying, “What are you saying, speak English.” Boyd was looking from one man to the other. 


	“You don’t need to know.”


	“Look, my neck is on the line here. I want to know what is being said.” 


	“It doesn’t concern you.”


	“Remember the price is ten million,” said Boyd.


	“That’s a lot of money!” said the man that appeared to be the leader of the group.


	“Yeah, about two hours of your precious oil,” said Boyd.


	The man shrugged his shoulders like he wasn’t going to confirm or deny the amount of oil. 


	“So, how do we bring America to its knees?”


	“One nuclear weapon at the right place at the right time.”


	“Iran doesn’t have any nuclear weapons,” said the leader.


	“Right and the Pope don’t wear sheets.”  


	The leader stared at Boyd. 


	“Two weeks at that address, one man only.”


	The leader said, “If we contact you, our person will use the code name Scorpion and your code name will be Viper. Can you remember that?”  


	“Yeah, I can remember that.” Boyd turned to walk away. At the door he turned and said, “The price is not negotiable. Ten million, two weeks.” Then he walked out.


	*****


	Two weeks later, Boyd was ready to go home. The Iranians were not interested. Boyd slipped on his jacket and turned around. Someone was standing in the doorway. Boyd couldn’t tell if it was a man or woman. The individual had brown shoulder length hair and no facial hair except thin eyebrows. Boyd guesses about five and a half, 120 pounds, and twenty to twenty-five years old. Boyd figured the person was lost. The public had no business being in the basement.


	“Can I help you?”


	“I would like to fill out an application.” Boyd still couldn’t tell if it was a man or woman from the voice.


	“You have to do that on the internet. The headquarters is in Philly.”


	I was told I could do it here.”  


	“No, you are mistaken. Who told you that?”


	“A mutual friend.”


	“You a college student?”


	“No.”


	“You look like one with the book bag and the way you are dressed,” said Boyd.


	“Looks can be deceiving.” The individual pulled out what looked like a smart phone and scanned the room.


	“What are you doing?” asked Boyd, even though he knew what was going on. He or she was checking for listening devices.


	“I’m Scorpion and you are?”


	“Viper,” said Boyd. The person closed the door. The what-ever walked over and picked up a picture frame.


	“Wife or sister?”


	“Wife, actually ex-wife.”


	“And you have her picture on your desk?”


	“Well, you know, first love, last love kind of thing. We’re thinking about getting back together. I think it will work out this time,” said Boyd.


	“I see and where does she live?”


	“Columbus, Georgia. Why do you want to know?”


	“Just cautious or is it curious as you Americans say.”


	“Maybe both,” said Boyd.


	“And your real name I know is not Bobby Joe Pittman.”


	“How do you know that?”


	“We have ways, Mr. Boyd.”


	“Okay, so you know my real name, big deal.”


	“Let’s you and I take a walk,” said Scorpion as he opened the door. 


	“Sure.” Boyd walked past Scorpion, then locked his office door and pulled it shut. “Let’s go to the roof.”


	Taking the freight elevator to the roof took only a minute. 


	“Beautiful view, isn’t it?”


	“It disgusts me,” said Scorpion.


	“Let’s go this way.” Boyd walked towards a large rooftop air conditioning unit.


	“Design your device to fit in one of these.” Boyd reached in his pocket and pulled out a piece of paper. 


	“What’s this?”


	“Make and model number of this unit,” answered Boyd.


	“You mentioned a date and time.”


	“Don’t have the date yet, you’ll be able to get that out of the paper. The time, 9:30 p.m.”


	“So, no date?”


	“You’ll know a month in advance. Late January or early February.”


	“Why is that important?”


	“The State of the Union Address.”


	“I am not familiar with that.”


	“The President addresses Congress that night. Everyone will be there. The Supreme Court, the Military Chiefs of Staff, the Cabinet members. Everyone that is important in government will be in the Capital building that night.”


	“It would bring America to its knees. Cut the head off the viper and the viper dies.”  


	Boyd made note that he didn’t say snake, instead he used Boyd’s code name of Viper.


	*****


	It would be fourteen months before Boyd heard from them again. It came in the form of a letter mailed from Laredo, Texas. In two weeks, he could expect someone. When the man showed up, Boyd guessed he was close to sixty and ten pounds overweight. Maybe five feet, nine inches tall.


	“Scorpion sent me,” was all the man said. 


	Boyd nodded in affirmation.


	“I’ll show you.” He took him to the loading dock then the freight elevator and finally to the roof. “This unit here,” and he pointed at the air conditioner. 


	The man said, “It will arrive next week.”


	“I want one million on arrival, one million for each day and the rest at 9:00 p.m. on that date. If it is not paid, I will call the whole thing off.”


	“How can you do that?”


	“Easy, it only takes seconds to empty the Capital. Not everyone arrives early. You won’t cripple the nation if you use it too early.”  


	The man didn’t answer, he just walked away.


	The unit was ready to go and six men were on the rooftop with Boyd. Boyd overheard one say in Farsi, “You taking care of the infidel, tonight?”


	“You can consider him a dead man,” answered one of the men. This did not come as a surprise to Boyd. He was still owed three million. Seven million was in a Swiss bank account that Boyd had set up a month ago. He could live with that. Boyd had a plan already in effect. He knew the Iranians already knew where he lived.


	He arrived at his rental house and checked his answering machine. Three messages were there. He listened to the three messages to make sure they were the ones he had paid a prostitute to make. A woman named Regina was calling to say Stephanie was in an automobile accident and was transported to a hospital in St. Louis. She didn’t know the name of the hospital only that it was in St. Louis. Step one of his escape plan was in effect. Now, step two was easy. He called United Airlines and made a reservation for the ten p.m. flight to St. Louis. He knew this was the last flight out to St. Louis that night. He left the reservation number on the dining room table and then left. He drove to a subdivision adjacent to his and walked to a rental house across the street from his house and waited.


	At two a.m., he saw a car ease down his street with the lights off and park in the cul-de-sac at the end of the street. He could see the Iranian walk towards his house in the streetlights. The Iranian went to the back door, picked the lock, and went inside. Boyd had left a lamp on in the living room. The Iranian quickly went through the house. Boyd could see him checking the answering machine. Boyd could tell he walked into the dining room where the reservation paper was laying. The man went to Boyd’s phone and pressed one button, the redial button, which was for United Airlines. The Iranian walked out of the house and got in his car and sped away.


	Two hours later, Boyd left Washington D.C. He drove thirty miles into Maryland to a small airport. Step three of his escape plan was now in motion. He hoped the plane he was planning to take would be there and it was. He had a brief encounter with the owner six months ago. The owner was a three term Representative from New Mexico. 


	He stole the aircraft and flew to Kentucky and refueled. His next leg was to Arkansas, then to El Paso, Texas, and there he parked the aircraft. He got six hours sleep in a cheap motel that rented by the day or the hour. He caught a taxi to a small airport thirty miles away and stole another aircraft and flew into Mexico. Three days later he was in Venezuela. He wondered if his ex was still alive. He doubted it.


	He watched the State of the Union on T.V. It didn’t last long. “Now we’re even. Isn’t vengeance sweet,” said Boyd.


	*****


	A week later, Boyd made a phone call. He called Mr. Massaro, the mob boss in New York City. When the secretary answered the phone, Boyd said, “Mr. Massaro please tell him Pittman is calling.”


	“Hold on please; let me see if he is in.”  


	Pittman heard music. 


	“Massaro.”


	“Don’t say anything, just answer yes or no, you understand?”


	“Yes.”


	“You remember where I first contacted you?”


	“Yes.”


	“Go there now. Don’t park there. Leave your cell phone in the car. Have your driver drive around. I’ll call you in thirty minutes. Do you understand?”


	“Yes.”


	“Thirty minutes, don’t be late.” Boyd hung up. He knew the major charges had been dropped. He had read that in the paper. He knew the FBI didn’t give up easily and were listening in. He was right.


	“Who is Pittman?” one agent said to another.


	“Don’t know. Make a file on someone named Pittman.” The file was only one page with one sentence. ‘Someone named Pittman called Massaro from Venezuela.’


	Thirty minutes later, Boyd called the diner and asked for Massaro. “Man, I figured you were dead.”


	“I lucked out. I had a date in Baltimore,” said Boyd.


	“You were lucky.”


	“Yes, I was. You still do business with your Army buddy in South America?”


	“From time to time, not like before. Gotta be extra careful.”


	“That’s why I am calling. How about I go down there and keep an eye on him for you?”


	“What’s it going to cost me?”


	“Nothing.”


	“Nothing. There is no such thing as nothing.”


	“You have a nice, large villa down there.”


	“Why would you want to live there?”


	“Ex-wife is hounding me.”


	“I don’t know if that is far enough away for an ex-wife,” said Massaro, who started laughing.


	“It’s far enough for me.”


	“Consider it done.”


	“Send your friend a message if anything happens to me you will cut them loose.”


	“I can do that. Anything else?”


	“Your wife’s nephew?”


	“He stole ten million from me and disappeared,” said Massaro chuckling then said “Hurt my wife really bad him doing that. Course, I reported it to the police.”


	“They ever find him?”


	“Nope, the FBI is still looking for him.”


	“Gotta go,” said Boyd. He removed the battery and sim card from his phone and threw the phone in the ocean. He wouldn’t need it anymore.
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Chapter 1
INDEPENDENCE, MISSOURI


	 


	 


	 


	ONE YEAR LATER
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	resident Lewis C. MacDonald sat behind the desk in the Presidential Office and read the State of the Union. After thirty-five minutes, he read the paragraph he had wrote. Only four people on the face of the earth knew what he was about to say.


	“In closing, I will now announce I am resigning as your President on February the seventh at 9:30 p.m. Eastern Standard Time to return to my beloved Wyoming. I cannot think of anyone I could leave this country in better care of than your Vice President Juanita Hernandez.”


	He did not mention the war in Iran and Iraq. That was in the past and what is done is done. He did not mention Iran being carved up by its neighbors since Iran no longer existed. He didn’t mention rebuilding Washington D.C. That was the job of the future Presidents. 


	He went back to Wyoming and became a rancher full-time again. He didn’t endorse political candidates nor did he make any speeches. He had served as President exactly one year to the minute.




Chapter 2
FIFTEEN MILES EAST OF HUDSON, WYOMING


	 


	 


	 


	TWO YEARS LATER


	
J





	ake was making a run. In the back of his 1973 Gran Torino station wagon was thirty pounds of rice and thirty-pound bags of green beans. He also had two cases of mason jars, with rings and lids for the jars. Jake had been a bootlegger for twenty-five years. He would be trading what was in the station wagon for the best liquor in the state of Wyoming, or so he had been told by his customers. For the last four years, he had to be extra cautious.


	With a former President living forty miles away in Kearney County, there was a large presence of Secret Service agents. One agent seemed to be paying a lot of attention to Jake. Jake had met her on her first assignment here protecting the First Family. Now she was back. She had wanted directions to Kerney. He had told her she couldn’t get there from his gas station. She had ignored him and was back in twenty minutes because the bridge was out. She had told him she could have the full weight of the U.S. Government on him. 


	Looking back three years later, he wished he would have been nicer, but that was in the past. Nothing he could do about it now. She had come back four times in the last two years, ever since Lewis MacDonald had resigned after one year. Jake supposed the former President had to be protected. 


	Apparently, she was one of the Secret Service agents guarding him. The woman just wouldn’t give up. The first three times, the woman had bought gas for the black SUV she drove. The last time, she had tried to disguise herself. She had been wearing a hard hat, fluorescent yellow vest, jeans, and work boots. She looked like she worked for the power company. She was in an old Jeep. That was her mistake. Jake recognized the Jeep. He knew it belonged to Lewis. For the last fifteen years, he had seen Lewis MacDonald driving it in Kerney. 


	She wanted to buy some of his good stuff. When she opened the jar, she tried to smell it. It didn’t smell like liquor. She dipped her finger in it and tasted it, then said, “This is water.” 


	Jake had said it was the best he had. ‘Snow water.’  


	She wanted to know what snow water was. Jake explained it was the finest melted snow; it was tap water from his kitchen faucet. 


	She had gone outside and kicked his gas pump until the bottom cover fell off. Jake told her she couldn’t do that. She threw the panel in the back seat of the Jeep and told him she was seizing it for evidence. Then, Jake smarted off at her saying she was beautiful when she was mad. 


	She answered with, “I know!” And drove off. 


	Jake found the gas pump panel a mile down the road. It looked like she had driven over it several times. 


	Jake knew former presidents needed protection. There were a lot of loonies out there and he was going to see one now. His supplier was what was known as a ‘prepper’. He had an underground bunker that was almost impossible to find even with detailed directions. The man had stockpiles of food that would last for years and had said he had ten thousand rounds of ammo. He wouldn’t take money, calling it worthless. 
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