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PART I:  THE PRESIDENTIAL HOPEFUL 

DISCUSSIONS 

 

Chapter 1 
 
Eagle Lake, Montana, Sunday, October 10, 2010 

 

The lightweight monofilament line whispered 

as it whirred lazily three times through the crisp 

Montana morning air in a slow-motion ever 

increasing S pattern.   Like a feather the line 
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gently landed flat on the smooth surface of Eagle 

Lake, and a tiny hand-crafted brightly colored 

yellow fly barely penetrated the surface, 

accompanied by a soft óplinkô sound.   

  

 Lightfoot smiled in admiration as the good 

doctor hit his intended target.  Before he could 

quietly offer ñnice cast Docò the lake surface 

exploded as the full length of a large trout, 

mouth filled with artificial bait, leaped into 

space and tried, in vain, to shake the hook.   

 

 ñOK, scoreôs 3 to 2, if you land it,ò 

Lightfoot acknowledged, his deep gravel voice 

filled with lingering hope the line would break 

or the trout would jump again and spit out the 

hook.  Four leaps against an ever tightening line 

brought the big fish into Doc Andersonôs 

waiting net. 

 

 ñThe Clever Cowboys are winning against 

the Idiot Indiansò Doc proclaimed, tweaking  

Lightfoot with a wide smile and a show of  white 

teeth as he held up his beautiful catch for 

Lightfoot to admire, but Lightfoot was 

preoccupied with a snag in his reel.   
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 ñMust weigh 7 pounds,ò Doc speculated.  

ñSure is heavy.  I can barely lift it.ò  He grabbed 

the big fish with a bony hand and flipped the 

barbed hook from the fishôs mouth.  In one deft 

motion the trout was almost free.  He placed it 

back in the water, letting the motion of the water 

revive his latest catch.  It quickly wiggled from 

sight. 

  

 ñDoesnôt count,ò Lightfoot looked up and 

spoke slowly for full effect, tossing the verbal 

bait toward his companion.  He had fished with 

the good doctor for 25 years, and with practiced 

experience he knew exactly how to get Docôs 

goat. 

  

 ñWhat do you mean it doesnôt count?ò  

Doc demanded, rearranging the thick long red 

mustache on each side of his face in tugs of 

defiance which were always a sure signal he was 

about to go ballistic. 

 

 ñI didnôt see you land it.  Where is it?ò 

Lightfoot challenged, with both hands extended 

in wonderment. 

 

 Docôs cell phone broke the tension.   He 

flipped open the cover and glanced at the screen.  
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The contour lines in his thin face and his deeply 

set brown eyes indicated to Lightfoot their usual 

Sunday fishing trip was about to come to an 

abrupt end.   

 

 Suddenly Lightfootôs fly rod bent from a 

massive strike from the largest fish of the day.  

Doc smiled in premeditated anticipation as the 

line screamed off the reel.  When all the line was 

gone, Lightfoot noticed too late the line had not 

been tied on the end of the reel.  He watched 

helplessly as the huge fish and his line 

disappeared into the blue green water of Eagle 

Lake.   

  

 ñHow could that happen?  You reworked 

our rods just this morning,ò Lightfoot wondered 

aloud.   

 

 ñYup, what a shame your line was not 

attached,ò Doc offered a bit too overly 

sympathetic.   

 

 ñHowôd you know it wasnôt tied?ò 

Lightfoot demanded angrily, his black eyes 

focused on his trusted friend.   
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 ñSorry Indian, I had an emergency text 

message and we need to go now.ò  Doc ignored 

Lightfootôs question, pulled in the anchor, and 

turned on the electric trolling motor they used to 

get around the lake.   

 

 Lightfoot finally realized Doc had 

purposely rigged his rod to fail if anything big 

hit.  In an angry voice he asked, ñWhy do we 

have to go while the score is tied?ò 

 

 Glancing at his cell phone, Doc read the 

three words of text:  ñClowns, Circus, Help!ò  It 

was from:  ñTomò.  ñLooks like those reporters 

who arrived yesterday to cover the Presidential 

Hopeful Discussions have taken over the town.  

The City Hall meeting is on Tuesday, but the 

Mayor needs our help, NOW!ò  

 

 Doc tied up the boat while Lightfoot took 

the fishing equipment to his beat-up 1954 GMC 

pickup truck and pitched everything 

unceremoniously into the open bed.  Then he 

asked in a pleading tone, ñSince we are tied 2 to 

2, can we come back on Wednesday?ò 

 

 ñOnly if you learn to count,ò Doc replied.  

ñAt least to three,ò he added with a grin.  
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Chapter 2 

 

The Big Trout café in Red, Montana was filled 

with hungry, noisy, impatient byproducts of the 

mass media hysteria, all trying to get the 

attention of Jodie, the red-haired waitress who 

was doing her best to keep control over the mob 

of reporters who had invaded and overrun her 

restaurant. 
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 ñWhat would you like for breakfast?ò she 

asked a man dressed in a plaid shirt, jeans, and 

tennis shoes.  ñYOU!ò he responded, to the 

amusement and obvious delight of his fellow 

journalists.   

 

 Jodie kept her calm and said simply:  

ñNext,ò as she turned to the unshaven bald man 

sitting beside the first rude fellow.  ñScrambled 

eggs, toast, black coffee, and bacon,ò he replied 

without fanfare, hoping at least to get something 

to eat.  Jodie turned on one heal and shouted the 

order to Benny in the kitchen.  Then she plunked 

a glass of cold water in front of the man who had 

ordered and quickly went to the next table filled 

with reporters who had witnessed the 

action/reaction effects at the first table.  When 

asked for their breakfast orders, they responded 

politely, and their breakfast orders were turned 

in as Jodie did her best to handle the sudden 

surge in business as professionally as possible 

under the circumstances. 

 

 ñHey, arenôt you going to wait on me?ò 

the man who had tried to make a fool of her 

shouted loudly as he stood up.  Jodieôs response 

was classic as she picked up a broom and yelled 

back:  ñSure, Iôm gonna wait on you.  Iôm gonna 
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wait on you to get out of my restaurant.ò  She 

chased him all the way to the door, and with a 

sweep of her broom she swatted his backside as 

he left. 

  

 Next door to the Big Trout cafe City Hall 

was providing the backdrop for camera crews 

interviewing Mayor Tom Branson.  Tom soared 

to 6 feet 8 inches in his boots, and his Stetson 

made him look 7 feet tall, especially to some of 

the reporters who had to look up, straining their 

necks at a 45 degree angle to even see the 

bottom of his chin.  Standing on the City Hall 

steps he presented an imposing figure as he held 

his hands up signaling he was about to speak. 

 

 ñThe citizens of Red Montana welcome 

you to the first in a series of Presidential 

Hopeful Discussions to be heard throughout 

America.ò  The Mayor spoke firmly and loudly 

as he scanned the assembled crowd of reporters 

and looked directly into the TV cameras.  ñYou 

have chosen our small town in order to get a 

glimpse of how people all over America really 

feel about the 2012 Presidential election and the 

potential candidates, and we hope to discuss the 

problems plaguing America during a free 

exchange of ideas and ideals.  As our invited 
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guests you need to understand you are not in 

Washington, D.C., and you are expected to be 

mindful of our laws and the rules and regulations 

we have regarding these important discussions. 

We hope you will behave responsibly.ò  

  

 As Branson paused and was about to 

continue, a voice from the middle of the pack of 

reporters suddenly interrupted, ñMayor Branson, 

are you a Republican or a Democrat?ò  

Obviously the man was trying to create a story 

for his magazine.   

 

 ñI am an American,ò Branson replied with 

a friendly Montana smile.   

 

 ñBut how did you vote in the last 

election?ò the same man pushed his luck.   

 

 ñI didnôt vote in the last election,ò the 

Mayor answered the question.  

 

  ñWhy didnôt you vote,ò the shrill voice 

continued, looking for something, anything to 

put into print.   

 

 The network video camera teams were 

capturing the event too, and as they zoomed-in 
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on Bransonôs face their monitors were filled 

with a second smile as the mayor responded 

easily, ñBecause there was nobody to vote for!ò 

 

 The number of reporters and news media 

people gathering around City Hall grew as the 

interview continued.  A young man in a three 

piece suit, looking entirely out of place for the 

state of Montana on a fall day cut to the chase:  

ñWhat do you think of our President Obama?ò 

 

 Mayor Branson rolled his eyes and then 

rearranged the question.  ñOur President 

Obama?  Arenôt you listening?  I just explained I 

didnôt vote for a Republican or a Democrat, so 

he may be your President Obama, but he 

certainly isnôt mine.  You asked me what I think 

of him, so I am going to tell you.  I think Obama 

is a charismatic professional politician who 

unfortunately for the sake of our country 

represents only the Democratic side of the 

equation.  His promises, like those of all 

politicians, are filled with lies and half-truths, 

and his responses to the financial crisis since 

2008 are making a total mess of our future and 

the future of our children.ò 
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 A voice shouted from the crowd, ñSo you 

are a racist!ò    

 

 Branson looked into the crowd.  Stepping 

down to ground level, he asked:  ñWho said 

that?ò  When the man identified himself by 

timidly holding up his hand, Branson walked to 

within inches of the fellow, picked him up with 

both hands, and holding him at eye level replied,  

ñNope little fella, I am not a racist, but I do 

despise what has happened to America during 

the past few years.  The honest, hard-working, as 

in óemployedô, members of this society have 

been the fodder and the stomping ground for the 

Republicans and the Democrats, and the endless 

graft and corruption displayed by our 

Government, has been shoved down our throats 

until we choke.  We are choked to death!ò  He 

dropped the man into the dusty street as all hell 

broke loose.  Reporters and camera crews and 

talking heads ran frantically to produce their 

óBREAKING NEWSô. 

 

 As the TV networks focused on Mayor 

Branson, with one final wide smile and a gleam 

in his eye he added:  ñIt looks like we will have 

a nice gathering of the people on Tuesday night.  

I hope everyone in America will be there!ò   
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 He stepped to the curb, got into his old 

jeep, and disappeared in the direction of his 

ranch outside of town before anyone realized 

what had happened. 
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Chapter 3 
 
Washington, D.C., The White House 

 

Jeremy Powellôs only function as a member of 
the White House liaison team was to monitor the 

TV news channels all day every day and to 

immediately report any news which might 

suggest a negative impact on the Obama re-

election campaign.  With an array of 46 inch 

monitors in front of him, Jeremy had all his 

bases covered, but he was not prepared for what 

happened next.  Simultaneously all the monitors 

produced a profusion of capital letter text 

messages scrolling across the screen proclaiming 

ñSPECIAL BULLETINò, ñNEWS ALERTò, 

and ñBREAKING NEWS!ò 
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 Jeremy recorded every major network 

channel all the time.   He could playback 

anything instantly.  A frantic reporterôs face 

filled the screen as a text line indicated the scene 

was coming from a place called Red, Montana.  

Jeremy knew Red, Montana would be hosting 

Presidential Hopeful Discussions in two more 

days, so this news was crucial to Obamaôs 

operation plans.  Stunned, he listened as the 

reporter indicated the Mayor of the small no-

place town, a man named Tom Branson, was 

depicted as a Racist and anti-American redneck 

cowboy.  A video clip showed Branson picking 

up a reporter and then dropping him to the 

ground.  The scene was repeated over and over 

again as the reporter explained Mayor Tom 

Branson had apparently gone berserk.  

 

 On another channel Branson was 

explaining,ò I think Obama is a charismatic 

professional politician who unfortunately for the 

sake of our country represents only the 

Democratic side of the equation.  His promises, 

like those of all politicians, are filled with lies 

and half-truths, and his responses to the financial 

crisis since 2008 are making a total mess of our 

future and the futures of our children.ò 
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 A short video had Mayor Branson 

proclaiming, ñI didnôt vote for a Republican or a 

Democrat, so he may be your President Obama, 

but he certainly isnôt mine.ò   

 

 The other channels followed the action as 

the Mayor of Red, Montana beating a hasty 

retreat in his jeep, roared off in a cloud of dust.  

The reporter he had man-handled, Guy 

Martineau, looked like he had been stomped on.  

Covered with dust from his mauling and limping 

on his right leg, Martineau looked into the TV 

cameras with delight, but he spoke with apparent 

pain, ñI am going to press charges against this 

monster!ò  The TV clip of Martineau being 

picked up and then abruptly dropped to the 

ground was repeated six times on one channel 

alone before the ñSPECIAL BULLETINò went 

back to the normal programming.  The mass 

media feeding frenzy on other channels 

continued for another 15 minutes before all 

monitors were again showing soap operas and 

old reruns.  By then Jeremy Powell was in the 

Oval Office displaying several tapes to President 

Obama. 

 

 The President was not happy about being 

interrupted.  He was playing with his Portuguese 
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water dog, Bo, and he was already late for a 

meeting with a group of Japanese businessmen 

who had been invited for a tour of the White 

House.  As the Japanese waited in another room, 

Obama quickly sized up the situation in Red, 

Montana.   

 

 After viewing the videos Obama asked, 

ñHow can we get out of the trip to Red, 

Montana?ò   Always at his side, his chief 

advisor, Jackson Monroe, suggested easily, 

ñWhy donôt we send in some of our people 

posing as óreportersô and then say they have the 

swine flu so the little town of Red, Montana will 

have to be quarantined, and you wonôt have to 

go?ò 

 

 ñBrilliant!  Do it!ò  Obama smiled a quick 

smile reserved for his staff rather than the huge 

smile manufactured for the TV cameras and the 

mesmerized American public, and he turned to 

join the Japanese businessmen outside.   

 

 ñConsider it done!ò Jackson said firmly.  

ñConsider it done!ò  
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Chapter 4 
 

Two miles outside of town, Branson called Doc 

Anderson.  ñDoc, forget the text message I sent 

from City Hall before my interview.  Iôve taken 

care of the clowns for the moment, and the 

circus doesnôt open until Tuesday, so they are 

really scrounging for a story.   Meet me at the 

ranch and Iôll tell you all about it over an ice 

cold beer.  Bring the Indian and Iôll make sure 

he gets one too.ò  

 

 Docôs reply was classic but predictable:  

ñAhhha, the Mayor giving booze to an 

Indiané.now thereôs a real headline!  See you 

in five minutes.ò  
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 Tom Bransonôs ranch was a single-story, 

3 bedroom, 2 bath, 2400 square foot replica of 

the Old West.  A large, open, rambling living 

room with a huge double sided fireplace took 

center stage, and the outsized picture window 

framed a fabulous view of the nearby Red 

Mountains, covered with snow.  Along the walls 

various mounted deer, buffalo, and antelope 

heads indicated Tom was an avid as well as 

successful hunter.   

 

 A widower, Branson had chosen not to 

remarry after his loving wife of 22 years had 

died of breast cancer.  His dog, Jasmine, was a 

large boned but skinny Golden Retriever.  

Jasmine had only one purpose in life, to get the 

ball.  With a wagging tail Jasmine had greeted 

Branson at the front door, ball in mouth.  

Branson took the ball, threw it as far as he could 

into the front yard, and left the front door 

slightly ajar so both the dog and his friends, Doc 

and the Indian could come in.  He walked to the 

refrigerator and grabbed a cold beer.  Sinking 

into a leather chair by the fireplace, by habit he 

turned on the TV to catch the weather.  This 

time of year Mother Nature sometimes provided 

unexpected surprises.    
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 Jasmine barked outside at the arrival of 

Doc and the Indian, and all three entered through 

the front door in single file, with Jasmine 

leading the way, ball in mouth, just as the TV 

sounded a tone alert for ñBREAKING NEWSò.   

 

 ñGet a cold one,ò Branson nodded in the 

direction of the kitchen.   

 

 ñHmmmnnn, couldnôt wait for us?ò Doc 

had an amused look on his face.   

 

 ñDinking alone!ò the Indian chimed in.  

ñDefinitely a bad sign.ò 

 

 ñQuiet!  I want to hear what the mass 

media morons are saying about your illustrious 

Mayor!ò  Branson put his finger to his lips and 

hissed, ñShhhuuu.ò 

 

 ñNowhereville America made the news 

today when Tom Branson, Mayor of Red, 

Montana inhospitably treated the reporters and 

news anchors preparing for Tuesday nightôs 

Presidential Hopeful Discussions to a glimpse of 

old-fashioned red-neck mentality.  Mayor 

Branson, in his big bad boots and hiding under 

the brim of his cowboy hat, made a mockery of 
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the forthcoming nationally televised event by 

indicating he doesnôt vote in elections, 

apparently hates OUR President Obama, dislikes 

both the Democratic and Republican Parties, and 

after making a racist remark, hurled a small 

reporter to the ground, stomping on him before 

driving off in a fit of rage.ò 

 

 Branson muted the sound so he could 

discuss the situation with his two best friends.  

The video continued to repeat the scene of the 

reporter being picked up and dropped, or as the 

news media reported, ñFlung to the ground and 

stomped on.ò   

 

 ñI think you need a new public relations 

man,ò Doc Anderson suggested with a wink and 

a nod.    

 

 ñI can get my bow and arrow and be your 

security guard if you want?ò Lightfoot chimed in 

as he gulped at his beer.   

 

 Branson glared at the two guys in fake 

contempt, and softly replied, ñI need your help 

the next few days until the circus leaves town.  

Are you busy doing anything other than 

fishing?ò 
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 ñI have some prisoners to take to jail,ò 

Lightfoot commented, opening his leather jacket 

and flashing his shiny silver Sheriff badge.  

ñThey just donôt know it yet,ò he added, pointing 

at the near riot scene on TV. 

 

 ñAnd I have some skunks to treat in 

town,ò Doc offered.  ñAs the only doctor for 100 

miles and the only vet, I hope I donôt get the 

polecats mixed up with the rift -raft invading our 

humble little town and slandering our marvelous 

Mayor.  Of course if one of the animals has a 

broken leg, like the reporter you creamed, I may 

just have to shoot him and put him out of his 

misery.ò 

 

 Branson took three more beers off the 

refrigerator shelf and herded his two friends into 

the pool room.  The pool table was in the center 

of the room, and the room provided ample space 

for the wall to wall gun racks.  Every 

conceivable type of weapon was displayed along 

all four walls, from shotguns to Winchester 

rifles.  

 

 Doc grabbed a 12 gauge shotgun and 

repeated the same exclamation he had made for 

the past 15 years:  ñThis gunôs loaded!ò   



TOM HOKE THE INDIAN AND THE COWBOY 24 

 

 Right on cue Branson added, ñThey are all 

loaded!ò   

 

 The Indian asked the logical question, 

ñBut why are they all loaded?ò  

 

 Tom had the answer down pat, ñBecause 

this way you don't have to wonder if they are 

loaded or unloaded.ò   

 

 The three friends laughed at their timely 

tradition as they selected their favorite cue sticks 

to prove one more time who could and who 

could not play pool.  The problems in Red were 

forgotten, at least for the moment. 
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Chapter 5 
 

 
Republican National Headquarter, Washington, D. C. 

 

Jesse Arno, in charge of Public Relations for the 

Republican Party, adjusted his tie in the mirror 

and granted his approval.  As ñthe manò he 

always knew precisely how to handle every 

situation.  When a Republican Senator got 

caught with someone other than his wife of 30 

years in a compromising position, it was Arno 

who provided the cover-up.  If it was a 

Democratic Senator, he provided the evidence.  

Sometimes it wasnôt possible to resolve a 

problem, because the blunders kept getting 
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larger and more frequent, but all in all Arno did 

amazing things.   

 

 He had been asked to address the 

Republican Presidential Candidate Committee in 

regard to the BREAKING NEWS from Red, 

Montana.  Arno knew exactly what the 

Committee would ask.  He knew precisely his 

response.  And he knew what their response to 

his response would be.   

 

 He knew they would ask how the 

Republicans should handle events in Red, 

Montana during the nationally televised event.  

Then they would ask him what needed to be 

done to counteract the negative publicity being 

generated by the townôs Mayor, Tom Branson.  

Finally he knew they would ask him to fly to 

Red, Montana and personally handle the 

situation.   

 

 His 25 years in Washington proved 

correct.  The Committee selected him to make 

sure the much publicized event didnôt get out of 

hand, and it was his role to personally make sure 

the Democrats got as much bad publicity as 

possible.  Arno picked two of his best men to 

accompany him, knowing they could be trusted 
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to do anything he asked, from acting as shills in 

the audience and making the Democrats look 

stupid, to acquiring any information needed 

from any source.  Their press corps 

identification cards were forged, and there was 

no way they could be linked to the Republican 

Party.  If they got caught, they were on their 

own.  Of course they would still be on full 

salary, paid for by an anonymous source through 

the Republican Campaign Fund, so in the event 

their activities were compromised, everything 

was fine.  They would receive full pay, even for 

jail time. 

 

 The Republican Presidential Candidate 

Committee had asked him about Mayor 

Bransonôs comment in regard to the 

Republicans:   ñThe honest, hard-working, as in 

óemployedô, members of this society have been 

the fodder and the stomping ground for the 

Republicans and the Democrats and the endless 

graft and corruption, have been shoved down our 

throats until we choke.ò 

 

 ñI think I can persuade our thick-skinned 

Mayor to refrain from further remarks about 

Republicans and to concentrate on the 

Democrats.  My men are professionals, and they 
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can make him sing a different tune I am sure.ò  

Arno emphasized his response to the problem 

would be swift and certain.  He concluded with 

his usual snake handlerôs charm,ò I will make 

sure the town of Red, Montana gets a reputation 

they so well deserve!ò  
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Chapter 6 
 

 
Red, Montana Municipal Airport, Monday, October 10, 

2010 

 

The sleek Learjet 85 bounced onto the runway 

at 140 mph and almost slid off the short airstrip.  

The flight from Washington, D. C. had been 

uneventful until then, and two of the passengers 

had their expertly crafted counterfeited 

credentials in perfect order, but there was one 

problem.  They were drunk.  They had been 

briefed by the White House on how to behave.  

The two were supposed to get together with the 

other reporters and news media people and just 

be friendly.  They had to arrive with red eyes, 
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indicating a possible fever, as well as a sickly 

appearance because they were supposed to have 

swine flu.   

 

 The 4 hour trip had taken a toll though, 

and two empty bottles of scotch were left behind 

on the plane as they stumbled down the stairway 

and into the terminal building. 

 

 The White House also supplied a doctor 

who, once the reporters mixed and mingled a bit, 

would certify they had swine flu and the entire 

town would have to be quarantined.  Everything 

had to take place quickly so there would be time 

to cancel the departure of President Obama from 

Washington.   

 

 Doctor Irvin Johnsonôs credentials were 

beyond reproach.  He represented The White 

House, and if he said someone had swine flu, 

they had swine flu.  Doctor Johnson took a 

separate cab from the Red, Montana airport and 

arrived at the Eagle Hotel in time to move into 

his private room.  The other men wouldnôt need 

a room because they would be put in quarantine 

with most of the townspeople. 
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 After he checked in, Johnson immediately 

went to Peteôs Place, the local bar.  His role was 

to wait inside until the ósickô reporters showed 

up.  He would then immediately recognize the 

symptoms of swine flu and call for a quarantine. 

 

 Sitting in the back of Peteôs Place at his 

usual table, Doc Anderson was watching in 

disgust as the milling circus overwhelmed his 

town.   Usually he knew everyone in the bar, but 

today he only recognized four townspeople.  The 

rest were outsiders.  Curious, he watched Doctor 

Johnson as Johnson toyed with a glass of water, 

and he wondered why anyone would come into 

Peteôs Place for a glass of water.  Curiosity got 

the best of him, and he went over to meet the 

man in the fine black suit. 

 

 ñHello friend,ò he offered his right hand.  

ñMy names Anderson, whatôs yours?ò 

 

 Johnson didnôt offer his hand, and he 

glared with contempt at Anderson.  His role was 

not to be friendly with the locals, and he had an 

obvious dislike for people with mustaches, 

especially long, red mustaches.  ñThis table is 

taken,ò Johnson replied. 
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 Anderson gave him a strange look, 

tweaked his mustache with both hands, and 

countered, ñLooks like you and the rest of the 

political mobsters have taken over the whole 

town.  The least you could do is be civil.  If you 

canôt be civil, we may have to put you on a 

handcar headed back to Washington.ò  Doc 

smiled as he said it. 

 

 ñGET LOST COWBOY!ò Johnson stood 

up and raised his voice above the din of the 

crowd.  Everyone in Peteôs Place stopped talking 

and turned their attention to the confrontation, 

waiting to see what would happen.  

 

 ñWhatôs the problem?ò Bob Lightfoot had 

strolled through the double bar doors just as 

Johnson started to get rowdy.   

 

 ñDo you know who the hell you are 

talking to?ò Johnson turned his rudeness toward 

Lightfoot.   

 

 ñAre you telling me you donôt know who 

you are?ò  Lightfoot quipped, acknowledging 

Doc Andersonôs slight smile as he spoke.  Then 

he added, ñDoc, do you know who this guy is?ò 
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 Doc shook his head.  ñNope.  Donôt have 

any idea.  But he looks like a dangerous sort to 

me.  Sure seems unfriendly.ò   

 

 ñGuess Iôd better take him away because 

he may hurt himself.ò   Lightfoot flashed his 

Sheriff badge, grabbed Johnson by the tie, and 

said softly for Johnsonôs ears only:  ñPlease 

donôt cause a scene or I will have to shoot you 

between your two ugly eyes.   I promised Pete I 

would not do that again in his bar.  It makes an 

awful mess.ò 

 

 Johnson squirmed and tried to wiggle 

loose.  The more he tried, the tighter Lightfoot 

twisted his tie.  ñResisting arrest!ò  Lightfoot 

placed an imaginary mark in the sky, ñThatôs 

one!ò  Johnson pushed Sheriff Lightfoot in the 

stomach, instantly realizing his mistake because 

Lightfoot was rock hard and unsmiling.  ñThatôs 

two, assaulting a police officer.ò  He slapped a 

pair of handcuffs on the uncooperative man, and 

led a subdued Johnson out of Peteôs Place just as 

two very drunk reporters stumbled into the bar 

for just one more drink.  

  

 The Red county jail contained two large 

cells.  In one of the cells a smelly fat fellow was 
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snoring loudly.  Apparently the town drunk, he 

had been there for some time. 

 

 Lightfoot opened the next cell and 

provided some forward motion for Johnson by 

kicking him in the butt.  ñI am going to sue 

you!ò Johnson screamed.  ñYou canôt do this to 

me!  You canôt treat me like this!  I am President 

Obamaôs physician.  I will have your head!ò 

 

 ñThreatening a police officer, thatôs 

three!ò Lightfoot replied, as he reached into the 

cell and pulled Johnson out by his crumpled tie, 

opened the other occupied cell, and shoved 

Johnson inside with the fat drunk.   

 

 ñTell Cesar about your problems.  His son 

is a marine in Afghanistan.ò 

 

 Cesar woke up with all the commotion 

and redistributed his 300 pounds on the bench 

where he was lying.  Then he turned to Lightfoot 

and pleaded, ñPlease Indian, donôt put that jerk 

in my cell!ò 

 

 Lightfoot closed and locked the cell door, 

walked to the front door and locked it from the 

outside, and headed back to Peteôs Place to talk 
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with Doc Anderson, hopefully in peace and 

quiet.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



TOM HOKE THE INDIAN AND THE COWBOY 36 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 7 
 

Doc waited patiently for Indian to return, but he 

was cornered by one of the townspeople who 

excitedly informed him, ñ Doc, a man is waiting 

outside your office for medical attention.  He 

looks like he is dying.ò 

 

 Doc finished his beer in a gulp and dashed 

out the door.  As he crossed the street to his 

office, he recognized the dying man 

immediately, the infamous Guy Martineau, the 

reporter who had called Tom Branson a racist 

and subsequently been dropped into the street. 
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 ñWhat can I do for you fella?ò Doc asked 

as he approached the inert form.  

 

 ñI think my left leg is broken, and my 

neck hurts.  I was brutally assaulted yesterday.ò  

Martineau grimaced in pain to emphasize his 

point. 

 

 ñCome into my office and Iôll check you 

out,ò Doc offered, opening the door wide. 

  

 ñFirst letôs scan your leg to see if it is 

broken, then we can also scan your neck.ò  How 

are you going to pay for this?ò he asked. 

 

 ñHow much will it cost for the scans?ò 

The patient seemed to be baulking. 

 

 ñAbout $2,000.ò  Doc put on his most 

serious face.  ñEach scan is $1,000.ò  Doc 

brought the scanning equipment toward the 

patient who was squirming uneasily on the 

bench.   

 

 ñWait, I donôt think I have enough money, 

and I donôt have any insurance.  Canôt you make 

a simple test to see if itôs broken?ò Martineau 

looked perplexed. 
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 ñSure, I have the best test of all, and it 

doesnôt cost a cent,ò Doc replied as he flipped an 

8 foot diamondback rattlesnake onto the bench 

with the patient.   

 

 Martineau leaped to his feet and ran to the 

front door, scared out of his wits.  ñWhyôd you 

do that?ò he asked, madder than a hornet. 

 

 ñYour legôs not broken,ò Doc replied, 

adding, ñYour injury is not real, and neither is 

the snake.  Take a gander.ò  He picked up the 

very realistic rubber snake and put it around his 

neck like a collar as he shook plastic rattles. 

 

 Then he declared to Martineau:  ñYouôre 

cured.  No charge, even for the video camera 

which recorded your sudden recovery.  By the 

way, on the news it was reported your right leg 

was injured, not your left.  Now get the hell out 

of my office.ò  

 

 Sheepishly Martineau straightened to his 

full 5 feet, 1 inch height, brushed off his coat, 

and walked into the afternoon sunshine, an 

unhappy but cured man. 
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 Doc was closing his office at 3 p.m. so he 

could go home and take a nap.  He liked long, 

restful naps, and the only problem was every 

time he tried to spend a few minutes in the world 

of dreams, some moron called him on the 

telephone, set off his beeper, or caused his cell 

phone to vibrate.  It was always an emergency, 

at least for the person on the other end of the 

line.  At his office door he was approached by 

two men who seemed very sick or very drunk or 

possibly both.  Their eyes were red and they 

smelled like scotch whiskey.  They seemed 

familiar.   

 

 ñAre you the doctor?ò one of the men 

questioned, slurring the word doctor a bit. 

  

 ñNo, I am the County Coroner,ò Doc 

replied.  ñAre you dead or just dead drunk?ò  

  

 The two men said in unison:  ñWe have 

swine flu.ò   

 

 Doc lifted an eyebrow and spit into the 

street.  ñCome in and Iôll check you out.ò  

Reluctantly he opened his office again.    
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 Doc took their temperatures.  Normal.  

Then he took their blood pressure and pulses.  

Everything looked fine.     

  

 ñWhat makes you think you have swine 

flu?ò Doc questioned.    

  

 The taller of the two men said they were 

both reporters and they had just arrived that 

morning.  He explained they had gone to Peteôs 

Place for a drink, but felt very ill.  They had 

been in close contact with the other patrons of 

Peteôs emporium, so perhaps they had 

contaminated the others in the bar.  Doc 

remembered them coming into the bar and 

staggering to a corner alone after Indian hauled 

the rude and obnoxious guy in the fine black suit 

off to jail.   

  

 ñI may have to give you a flu shot.  I want 

you to rest quietly for a few minutes, then I will 

check you again.ò  Doc let them lie down on the 

two couches as he turned off his inside security 

camera.  

 

 Twenty minutes later he turned the inside 

security camera back on and centered the picture 
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as he told both men to sit up.  He asked the taller 

man, ñDo you think you have swine flu?ò   

 

 The man smiled and in a strangely remote 

voice replied, ñNo, we were told to say we have 

swine flu.ò 

 

 ñBy whom?ò The doctor continued his 

questioning.   

 

 Both men spoke at the same time, ñIrvin 

Johnson, Obamaôs doctor told us to pretend we 

have swine flu.ò   

 

 ñWhy?ò  Doc asked.   

 

 ñObama doesnôt want to appear 

someplace where he may not be well accepted.  

It would hurt his image.  If thereôs swine flu 

epidemic, he canôt come.ò   

 

 Both men were still groggy as the sodium 

pentathol Doc had injected off camera began to 

lose its effect.  He led them to the front porch 

and propped them against the wall.  Shaking his 

head in disgust, he wondered what kind of 

nonsense would pop up next.  He took the tape 

out of the security camera, put in a new one, and 
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kept the recorded tape in his jacket pocket.  

Finally he locked the door and headed home, 

late as usual for his much needed afternoon nap. 
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Chapter 8 
 

The Red, Montana airport terminal looked like a 

Wal-Mart parking lot at Christmas.  Planes of all 

types were scattered from one end to the other as 

mass media from all over the world squeezed the 

tiny airfield to the limit.  No one took notice as 

Jesse Arnoôs jet gently touched down on the 

only runway, taxied as close to the terminal 

building as possible under the circumstances, 

and three men exited as the turbines were 

rotating to a stop.  Two of the men went to the 

baggage claim area, and Jesse Arno approached 

the black limousine waiting at the passenger 

arrival entrance.  The Republican ópublic 

relationsô team had arrived. 
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 ñCity Hallò Arno told the driver as he 

stepped into the vehicle.  The other two men 

would not be seen in public with him.  They had 

their duties to perform, and he had his.  Jesse 

Arno sat back in the soft, cushioned leather seats 

and relaxed as the vehicle sped toward City Hall.  

ñFaster!ò he encouraged the driver.  The speed 

limit was 70 on the road into town, but they 

were going 90 as they flew over a hill and a 

black and white Dodge Charger Montana 

highway patrol car caught them on radar.  

Making a U-turn, the flashing red and blue lights 

and the siren put a quick stop to Arnoôs desire to 

get to City Hall in a hurry. 

 

 The black and white cruiser parked behind 

the limo for nearly 5 minutes before the officer, 

a small red faced man with an air of detachment 

was joined by another Montana Highway patrol 

car.  They approached stopped vehicles in pairs 

if possible.  As the officer strolled toward the 

car, Arno angrily jumped out of the limo and 

was starting to demand why they had been 

stopped when the officer stepped back to his 

dashboard, picked up his public address 

microphone and said, ñPlease stay in your 

vehicle.ò  Frustrated, Arno yelled ñI am the 
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Republican Party representative for George 

Wilson, and I need to get to City Hall now!ò 

 

 Officer Terrell only said it one more time:  

ñGet back in your vehicle or you will be 

arrested.ò 

 

 Arno was not used to anyone confronting 

him or his authority.  ñYou moron!ò he yelled at 

the officer.  ñYou are going to make me late!ò   

 

 As Arno continued his verbal abuse amid 

a string of four letter words, Officer Terrell 

motioned to his fellow officer, and the officer 

joined him.  With his backup in place, he 

approached the irate and out of control 

Republican Party representative. 

 

 ñDo you understand English?ò the officer 

asked.  ñIf you do, I am going to give you one 

more chance to get back into your car so we can 

determine who you are and why you are driving 

90 mph on our Montana highway.ò 

 

 ñYou will be sorry for this.  I will have 

your badge,ò Arno threatened bitterly as he 

refused to budge.   
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 The backup officer approached the driver 

and ordered:  ñPut your hands on the top of the 

steering wheel where I can see them, and donôt 

move.ò  The driver complied immediately. 

 

 Officer Terrell reached behind his back 

and produced a set of handcuffs.  Turning Arno 

around, he pushed on his lower back, forcing 

him to put both hands on the trunk of the car.  

Arno screamed and yelled insults as his wrists 

were bound together behind his back.  He 

continued to call Terrell names even as Terrell 

inserted him into the back of the patrol car 

where a wire cage would separate him from 

civilization, a place he obviously knew little 

about. 

 

 The driver was given a ticket and told to 

appear in court in 5 days or pay the fine, and he 

was released.  Arno was taken directly to the 

Red city jail, where he was introduced to sheriff 

Lightfoot.  After a barrage of insults directed by 

Arno at Lightfootôs parentage, Lightfoot opened 

the cell where the smelly town drunk was yelling 

at the Democratic doctor.  Sheriff Lightfoot gave 

the new prisoner a gentle push so he could have 

the pleasure of mixed company. 
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 ñI demand my rights!  I want to make a 

call!ò  Arno insisted.   

 

 ñThe telephone doesnôt work,ò Lightfoot 

smiled.  He was telling the truth.  What he didnôt 

say was it had been broken since 1997, and he 

was the person who broke it.  

 

 Irwin Johnson angrily proclaimed, ñIôve 

been trying to get in a call.  I canôt even use my 

own cell phone.  They took it away.ò  Lightfoot 

closed and locked the cell door. 

 

 ñEnjoy your stay!  Enjoy each other!ò  

Lightfoot suggested as he left the building and 

headed for City Hall. 
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Chapter 9 
 

With the jail filling up faster than a creek during 

a 5 inch rain, Lightfoot needed to talk to Mayor 

Branson to see if they could get more space just 

for a few days until the circus ended and all the 

clowns went home.  Also he wanted to let 

Branson know about the dangerous criminal 

from Washington, D. C. he had just captured.  

Maybe there was a reward for his capture?  

 

 As Lightfoot was walking up the steps of 

City Hall in the midst of a boisterous crowd of 

people, he ran into Doc Anderson who was 
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returning from his late afternoon nap.  ñHow, 

Doc?ò Lightfootôs black eyes laughed aloud, 

ignoring the milling mass. 

 

 ñFine, Indian, especially after a nice 

siesta.  Are you here for the 5 p.m. meeting with 

our illustrious and now infamous Mayor?ò   

 

 Lightfoot glanced at the nearby reporters 

whose ears were tuned to every word.  ñI almost 

forgot!  Letôs go inside,ò he suggested.   

 

 As they entered City Hall their attention 

was called to a dozen men dressed in black, 

three piece suits, with barely visible 

microphones in their ears wandering from 

window to window and door to door checking 

with a variety of electronic devices for 

explosives or any potential threat to the 

President and the Presidential Candidates.  The 

secret service types stood out in any crowd 

because they never smiled and acted like human 

robots on a mission to save the planet.   

 

 Inside the main auditorium it was a 

different story.  It was quiet.  On stage Mayor 

Branson was seated in a folding chair discussing 

the forthcoming blitz with three of the five panel 
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members selected to question the candidates.  

When Doc and Lightfoot sat down in their 

respective chairs, the panel was complete.  

Branson nodded in their direction and said, 

ñNow we can start.ò 

 

 The panel was comprised of the five top 

citizens of Red, Montana.  They had grown up 

together, and they understood the importance of 

the assignment.  Today they had to pick a 

moderator to lead the discussions.   

 

 Georgia Turner, who worked full time at 

the Red public library, was the eldest of the 

group.  At 63 she still turned a head or two.  She 

lived alone in the same home her family had 

owned for 150 years.  Her dry sense of humor 

and her honesty kept those around her on their 

best behavior.    

 

 Another panel member selected by the 

Mayor was Breck Morrison, a retired real estate 

broker who was born and raised in Red, 

Montana.  Breck had slipped away to New York 

for a few years until he discovered he was not 

made for the other world.  To tease his many 

friends in Red, Morrison had developed a 

fascinating way of shifting his eyes right and left 
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while squinting a bit to make his expression look 

really sneaky, like he was up to something.  It 

was his ñpolitical look.ò 

 

 The third panel member was Willy  

Dugger, the pharmacist at Morleyôs Drugstore.  

Dugger was born with a smile on his thin face.  

Perhaps it was because he had so many children, 

or maybe it was just because he enjoyed life.  

The father of nine was loved by the people in 

Red, and he inspired everyone with his quick, 

decisive approach to life.    He had the ability to 

get to the heart of a problem immediately, and 

he had the good common sense to solve it. 

 

 The panel members greeted Lightfoot and 

Doc.  Lightfoot, a Chippewa Indian, had played 

fullback on the Red, Montana football team, 

along with Doc Anderson at quarterback.  They 

were a team all to themselves.  To his friends he 

was known simply as ñIndianò.  Physically he 

wasnôt large, but he had amazing strength.  He 

looked like an Indian, with a wide, flat forehead 

and rounded nose. His short, straight black hair 

was cut off at the shoulder in a straight line.  At 

39 he had never married, so he was a very 

eligible catch for any female. He was pursued by 

many. 
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 Doc was a loner.  He had developed a 

reputation as a good doctor and as a better 

veterinarian, so that is what the townspeople 

called him:  the good doctor.   

 

 Mayor Branson scanned the faces around 

him and asked:  ñWho do we want for 

Moderator for the circus tomorrow night?ò   

Dugger was the first to impolitely point his right 

index finger at the Indian.  His gesture was 

imitated in quick succession by Morrison and 

Georgia.  Doc complained, ñOK, the Indian has 

it, but I want you to know he cheats at fishing!ò  

Using his middle finger Doc pointed his 

selection out as everyone laughed. 

 

 ñOK, you-all know how we do things in 

Montana,ò Branson opened the business part of 

the meeting.  The Republicans have submitted a 

list of 20 questions for the Democrats to answer, 

and the Democrats have done the same.    

 

 These questions were supposedly selected 

at random from all over the United States.    

Yeah, sure they were.ò  Branson held up a thick 

packet of paper which had been provided by 

both political parties as they ignored the other 

two parties represented.  
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 Taking out a cigar, he carefully lit the end 

and produced a bright red glow.  With the lighter 

still flaming high, he set fire to the packet of 

paper, letting it burn into a two foot flame until 

he dropped it into a heavy duty metal trash 

container by his side. 

 

 ñKeep in mind, we are the people asking 

the questions.  We represent the people of the 

United States.  We want our country back!  

There will be four potential candidates for 

President of the United States who need to 

answer questions tomorrow evening, including 

Obama.  Each of you will be given the task of 

asking yes and no questions in your individual 

areas of expertise which relate to what has been 

happening in America.  I am sure you have seen 

previous ótown meetingsô which were rigged and 

staged for the political parties to look good or 

bad.   I am sure you are aware the culprit behind 

many of the failures in our beautiful country can 

be directly attributed to the mass mediaôs one-

sided intervention which is rammed down our 

throats during nightly so-called newscasts in 

very subtle and often subliminal methods.  Just 

be yourselves and do your best.  Branson 
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paused, stood up, and raising one fist high in the 

air yelled:  ñCHARGE!ò 

 

 ñThanks, Tom, very inspirational,ò Doc 

shook his hand.  ñIôm sure we will be ready to 

cut óem off at the pass tomorrow night!ò   

 

 Lightfoot got in the final comment:  ñIf 

the Indians are ready tomorrow night, this could 

be Obamaôs Last Stand.ò  
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Chapter 10 
 
 

Washington, D.C., The White House Lawn, Monday, 

November 10, 2010 

 

President Obama watched as his children played 

on the immaculately groomed lawn of The 

White House, and he was feeling elated by the 

fact he would not have to go to Red, Montana to 

be insulted by a bunch of low-class redneck gun 

toting cowboys and indians.  He had been to 

Montana before.  He hated the state.  

 

 Jackson Monroeôs sudden appearance on 

the lawn caused a moment of concern because 

he could never tell by Jacksonôs face if things 
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were good or bad.  Jackson smiled as he walked 

up to the President.   ñIôve got good news,ò he 

spoke quietly beside the President.   

 

 ñThe swine flu has arrived in Red, 

Montana.ò  He searched the Presidentôs face for 

approval, but he found none.   

 

 ñHas our doctor confirmed the cases with 

the press?ò  Obama wanted to be sure. 

 

 ñI havenôt seen anything yet in the news, 

but the pilot notified us they had arrived ok, and 

everything was on track,ò Jackson responded.  

ñIôm sure the swine flu announcement is 

imminent.ò 

 

 ñJust in case, why donôt we put out our 

own press release from The White House?  After 

a short interval we can send another release the 

trip has been cancelled due to the swine flu 

pandemic in Montana,ò the President suggested. 

 

 Jackson, trying to be agreeable, accepted 

the idea.  ñOK, Iôll have the press release out in 

time for the nightly news.   Iôll send another 

announcement cancelling the trip in time for the 

10 p.m. news. 



TOM HOKE THE INDIAN AND THE COWBOY 57 

 The President seemed suddenly relieved.  

He thanked Jackson for his professional 

diligence and hard work.  It was a good feeling 

to have someone who understood how things 

worked in Washington.  It was a better feeling to 

know he had a great excuse for not attending.  

Nobody wanted to take a chance on having 

swine flu.  Besides, he rationalized; he wasnôt 

quite ready to take on another bunch of angry 

Americans so far from The White House.   
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Chapter 11 
 

The Indian and Doc had shut things down for 

the day, and they were having a cold beer in the 

Indianôs single story home, discussing their 

strategies for the Presidential Debates.  In the 

midst of their planning session, Lightfoot turned 

on the TV to get the latest news.  Every channel 

had a news bulletin about the swine flu 

rampaging in Red, Montana.  Talking heads 

wagged back and forth as the health risks for the 

Presidential Candidates were discussed, and 

discussed, and discussed.  Doc turned down the 

volume and with a spark of delight he said, 

ñHow would you like to play a little poker 

tomorrow?ò 
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 Lightfoot looked at him as if he had lost 

his mind.  ñWhat are you talking about?ò  

 

 Doc reached inside his jacket pocket and 

pulled out a video tape.  He waved it at 

Lightfoot, then inserted it into the video player 

and turned up the audio.  The video and the 

audio were perfect, and Lightfoot watched in 

stunned silence as the two drunks on the screen 

began to speak.   An off screen voice asked the 

men, ñDo you think you have swine flu?ò  One 

of the men smiled and in a strange voice replied, 

ñNo, we were told to say we have swine flu.ò 

 

 ñWho told you to say you have swine 

flu?ò the doctor continued his questioning.   

 

 Both men spoke at the same time, 

ñJackson Monroe told us to pretend we have 

swine flu.ò     

 

 ñWhy?ò  Doc asked.   

 

 ñObama doesnôt want to appear 

someplace where he may not be well accepted.  

It would hurt his image.ò   
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 Lightfoot jumped to his feet and slapped 

Doc on the back.  ñCheckmate Cowboy!  I donôt 

know how you got that video or what you did to 

those poor guys to get them to confess, but this 

gives us an ace in the hole.  

 

          ñHow would you like to run for 

President?ò Doc asked out of the blue.   

 

          Lightfoot didnôt respond.  He was 

preoccupied booting up his computer.  He signed 

onto the internet with his high speed link, and 

sent an e-mail to Jackson Monroe at The White 

House.   

  

 The e-mail read:  ñPlease make sure 

Obama attends our Presidential Debate 

tomorrow evening.  There is no swine flu in 

Red, Montana.  Be sure to put out an 

announcement your previous news bulletin was 

a mistake and there is no swine flu in Red, 

Montana.  We have video of two of the swine 

who flew in here yesterday to create a health 

problem, and they have confessed to being setup 

by you and Doctor Johnson so the President 

would not have to come.  Please donôt miss this 

opportunity for Obama to answer Americaôs 

questions.  Also, just in case you donôt claim 
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these two clowns, we have a video of their 

arrival at the Red airport terminal on the same 

official plane with your Doctor Irwin Johnson.  

Doctor Johnson is a guest in the Red, Montana 

jail.  Have a nice flight.  -Sheriff Lightfootò 

 

 

 

 

 The knock on President Obamaôs 

bedroom door was insistent.  The President had 

left instructions not to be disturbed unless there 

was an atomic attack.  Quickly he walked across 

the heavy carpet in his pajamas and cracked the 

door.  It was Jackson Monroe, his face wet with 

perspiration and his eyes downcast.  He spoke 

almost in tears:  ñMr. President, you will be 

going to Red, Montana tomorrow.ò 

 

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



TOM HOKE THE INDIAN AND THE COWBOY 62 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 12 
 
 

Red, Montana, Presidential Candidate Debate Day 

 

While Jesse Arno, the respected public relations 

mogul of the Republic Party cooled his 

obnoxious demeanor in jail with his counterpart, 

the Democratôs doctor Irwin Johnson, and 

enjoyed the company of Cesar, the town drunk, 

the two men who were assigned by Arno to 

cause trouble in Red, Montana were hard at 

work.   

 

 When he heard from the news media the 

panel of five moderators, led by Lightfoot, 

would be asking their own questions to the 
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potential Presidential candidates, Jack Ruston, 

broke into the City Hall administration office in 

the early morning hours to see if he could get a 

copy of the questions.  He wore gloves, and he 

carefully replaced everything he touched, but he 

did not find anything of value.  Arno had 

disappeared and failed to contact him by cell 

phone as planned.  On Debate Day he joined the 

hundreds of people watching huge screens in 

Red Cloud Park. 

 

 The second man, Louis Fairmont, was 

assigned the task of making the city of Red, 

Montana look bad in the eyes of the world.  He 

decided to scroll various epitaphs on the walls of 

Red High School so the media could have a field 

day.  He was carefully printing out a huge ñRò 

when Samantha Rose, the Eagle County Judge, 

happened by on her early morning jog.  With her 

cell phone in one hand connected to Lightfootôs 

office, and a firm grip on the graffiti artistôs 

collar with the other, she hung on until the 

Sheriff arrived. 

 

 Lightfoot had been awakened by the call, 

but it only took minutes to respond. 
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 ñHmmmné..what do we have here?  

Looks like someone is trying to cause problems 

in paradise.  Whatôs your name?ò  Lightfoot 

placed his right hand on the butt of his .357 for 

emphasis.  The man passed Lightfoot his 

counterfeit press credentials.  Lightfoot used his 

VHF radio to talk to the central dispatcher. 

 

 ñDo you have a Louis Fairmont on your 

list of accepted media types?ò  

 

 The dispatcher took a moment to reply:  

ñYes.  He is an independent newsman.  He is not 

a Republican or Democrat representative.ò   

 

 Lightfoot told the dispatcher to hang on.  

He whipped out a digital camera and took a front 

face shot.  Then he took the camera to his cruiser 

and using a cable connection he uploaded it 

through his computer to the dispatcher. 

 

 ñSee if you can determine what flight he 

arrived on, please Alice.ò 

 

 Her search took 5 minutes, but it was a 

fairly simple task because all incoming flights 

had been given times of arrival and videos had 

been made of every arriving reporter or member 
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of the media, as well as a thorough check of 

their id cards.  This man had arrived with Jesse 

Arno, and apparently his affiliation was really 

Republican regardless of what his id card 

showed.  Also, apparently he was doing his best 

to make sure Red, Montana would have a black 

eye for all the world to see.  A black eye 

reading:  ñOBAMA LIAR!ò   

 

 ñPaint over the words you were writing,ò 

Lightfoot demanded.  When the man hesitated 

Lightfoot asked again with his broad face one 

inch from Fairmontôs ugly face.  The paint brush 

flew as the words were covered.   

 

 ñThanks, Samantha, now Iôm going to 

take him to jail, and you can have him in a few 

days.  I am sure he will be eager for his trial by 

that time.  Can I give you a lift?ò  Lightfoot put 

his hand on the passenger door of his cruiser. 

 

 ñNo thanks, Samantha spoke softly, ñIôve 

still got miles to go before Iôm done.ò 

 

 ñDonôt we all!ò Lightfoot responded. 
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Chapter 13 
 

To say Red, Montana was a busy place on 

Presidential Candidate Debate Day would be the 

understatement of the year.  The Red Air 

Terminal was bulging with planes.  Air Force 

One would have to land 150 miles away and the 

President would have to come in by helicopter.   

 

 George Wilson, the Republican 

counterpart to President Obama, had arrived at 4 

p.m., right on schedule, followed in short order 

by the other two participants, Ronald Murphy 

for the Independent Party, and Clyde Zant for 

the Progressive Party.  None of the candidates 

talked between themselves; instead they went 

directly to City Hall.   
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 By 5 p.m. the circus at City Hall had 

spilled over into a 4 acre park, and international 

TV crews were putting up satellite feeds and big 

screen televisions were scattered throughout the 

park.  Thousands of feet of cable snaked through 

the green grass of Red Cloud Park, and portable 

toilets appeared by the dozens.  The Presidential 

Hopeful Discussions were scheduled to begin at 

6 p.m., and the President Obamaôs helicopter 

had not been seen yet. 

 

 ñMaybe he isnôt coming,ò Doc Anderson 

offered to Lightfoot.   

 

 ñHeôs coming!ò Lightfoot responded.  

ñBelieve me, he is coming!ò 

 

 ñHave you heard from Branson?ò Doc 

looked puzzled. 

 

 ñNope, but Iôm sure Tom is busy 

explaining to the superpowers why the format 

for our Presidential Hopeful Discussions in Red, 

Montana does not adhere to their strict party 

guidelines.ò Lightfoot smiled as he said it. 
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 ñIndian, what can Tom do if they baulk 

and donôt want to do it our way?ò  Doc asked the 

question with a serious look. 

 

 Lightfoot responded with just four words:  

ñShow the video tapes.ò 

 

 ñWhere is the Presidential helicopter 

planning to land?ò  Doc asked. 

 

 ñI told the secret service to use the cow 

pasture across from the park,ò Lightfoot said 

laughing. 

  

 ñYou mean the one where the dairy cattle 

were herded together for the past week?ò Doc 

smiled. 

  

 Lightfoot had the picture.  ñYes, that 

pasture.ò  ñNow it will really be full of é..ò  

 

 ñYou sound biased to me,ò Doc 

proclaimed.  ñYou must be a racist!ò 

 

 The Indian looked at him with a twisted 

head.  ñOf course I am.  I only like Indians and 

Cowboys.  By the way, you asked me if I wanted 

to run for President last night.  We got so 
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involved I forgot to answer.  My answer is YES, 

if you will be my Vice President?ò 

 

 ñOK Indian, and we can call our party the 

Cowboy and Indian Party.ò  Doc apparently was 

also seriously considering the idea.   

 

 Lightfoot shook his head.  ñNo, it has to 

be called the Indian and Cowboy Party because 

we were here first!ò 

 

 ñDeal!ò shouted Doc Anderson as the 

noisy sounds of Obamaôs helicopter rotors beat a 

path through the Montana air and the huge 

machine settled down and down in the cow 

pasture opposite the park.  The wind, which had 

been blowing away from the park was 

overwhelmed by the breeze caused by the rotor 

blades, and the smell from the cow pasture 

settled over the park just as the news media 

rushed to get a shot of the President and his 

entourage. 

 

 ñLetôs go have a real debate.ò  Doc linked 

his arm in Lightfootôs and they entered City Hall 

with TV cameras blazing all the way. 
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Chapter 14 
 

City Hallôs auditorium had a capacity of 800.  

Representatives from all over the world had 

arrived in Red, Montana during the previous two 

days, and now they packed the area.   

 

 According to the rules created by Mayor 

Tom Branson, only the people who lived in Red, 

Montana were allowed to enter the auditorium 

for the First Presidential Hopeful Discussions.  

Each citizen had to display a driverôs license and 

be visually identified by one of the five panel 

members in order to be allowed in for the 

meeting.  Only 50 seats were left for the 

worldwide press, the mass media representing 

magazines and scandal sheets, the talking heads 
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from nightly news, and the TV camera operators 

and crews.  Everyone inside the auditorium was 

thoroughly checked and identified by the Secret 

Service before they were permitted inside.   

 

 Outside City Hall a crowd of 2,000 had 

gathered to watch the huge monitors and speaker 

systems which would display the blow by blow 

happenings.  The four Presidential hopefuls sat 

in four hard straight back chairs, each with a 

small podium but no microphone.  The podium 

had a strange looking electronic screen facing 

the audience.  Behind the candidates a gigantic 

flat screen was provided for the people inside the 

auditorium.  The panel of five townspeople 

faced the candidates and waited patiently for the 

show to start.   

 

 President Obama, looking distraught and 

tired, had arrived and sat unsmiling in the first 

seat on the left of the stage.  He was carefully 

wiping his shoes with a cloth.  George Wilson, 

the Republican candidate on Obamaôs right, 

watched Obamaôs effort in obvious enjoyment.  

To his right Ronald Murphy sat patiently with 

legs crossed and hands in his lap.  The final 

candidate, Clyde Zant, scratched at the back of 

his neck and pretended he wasnôt nervous.   
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 Mayor Tom Branson introduced himself 

to the candidates, to the news media people, to 

the talking heads, and to the world via satellite 

links.  He was extremely calm as he boomed:   

 

 ñWelcome to Montana!  Welcome to Red, 

Montana!  Welcome to America!  We are 

pleased and proud you have selected our small 

city in the real America to talk about what has 

been happening in our country.  We hope tonight 

you will listen carefully and get a glimpse of 

what we feel is needed to get this train wreck 

back on the track.ò   

 

 The Mayor turned his attention to the five 

panel members who would be doing the 

questioning.  ñI would like to introduce you to 

five of the best people in America who will be 

moderating the discussions this evening.   

 

 First, on the right side of the stage, is 

Sheriff Lightfoot.  He is a full-blooded 

Chippewa Indian, and he was born and raised in 

this town.  He has been Sheriff since 1997.  

Nobody calls him by his first name, Bob.  His 

friends, i.e., the entire population of Red, call 

him Indian.  He is a no-nonsense guy, as you 
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will see tonight, and he will be our first 

moderator to ask questions. 

 

 The Cowboy with the long red mustache 

next to Sheriff Lightfoot is our good doctor, 

Andy Anderson.  We just call him óDocô.  He is 

a country doctor, which means he can also patch 

up your dog, cat, horse, or cow.  He canôt do 

anything for a deer that gets into the headlights 

of an 18 wheeler though.  Tonight you may 

discover there is a great similarity to his 

approach and that of an 18 wheeler.  

 

 The lovely lady on his left is Georgia 

Turner.  She is the town librarian.  She has more 

in that pretty red head than you know.  Georgia 

has a unique method of clearing the clutter.  If 

you have a problem, she can solve it.  Thanks to 

Georgia the town of Red, Montana has the finest 

electronic surveillance system in the country, 

and she has been instrumental in the county-

wide wireless internet system everyone uses to 

stay in touch.   

 

 The bald old guy to Georgiaôs left is 

Breck Morrison.   Even though he left Red, 

Montana for a few years in a youthful fit of 

insanity to ply his real estate trade in New York 



TOM HOKE THE INDIAN AND THE COWBOY 74 

City, Breck saw the light and returned.  You will 

quickly discover he knows his business.   

 

 The last panel member is Willy Dugger, 

our local pharmacist.  Willy has personally 

increased Redôs population by a factor of 9, so 

he knows which drugs work and which donôt.  

He doesnôt drink or smoke, but he makes up for 

it in other ways (his wife Helen told me to say 

that). 

 

 Many of you have come a long way to be 

here tonight.  We thank you.  Some of you donôt 

belong here; that is why we tried to keep the 

townspeople safe together on the inside.  A few 

bad apples came into town and Indian put óem in 

the pokey.   

 

 Now, I will turn these Presidential 

Hopeful Discussions over to my best friend 

Sheriff Lightfoot.  Donôt worry; we made him 

leave his bow and arrow outside.  He doesnôt 

need it anyway.ò  Branson signaled to Lightfoot 

to get the circus underway. 

 

 Lightfoot looked at each of the four 

Presidential candidates individually for about 5 

seconds before he spoke.  His first word broke 
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up the local audience as well as the TV camera 

crews.  All he said was, ñHOW?ò   

 

 He paused and turned to the four potential 

Presidents as the laughter from his Red, 

Montana audience reverberated against the walls 

of the auditorium.  Everyone in town always 

greeted Lightfoot with the word.  It was just a 

nice way of saying ñhow are you?ò 

 

 Lightfoot began in a loud, clear voice, 

ñPeople in America have watched past so-called 

Presidential debates in abject and total boredom 

as Presidential Candidates were asked questions 

submitted ahead of time.  Unlike a classroom 

exam, all the potential candidates were given not 

only the test, but also they were given the 

answers, and then they were allowed to even 

pick and choose the questions they understood.  

Because of this flawed procedure, candidates 

usually only regurgitated the same tired rhetoric 

over and over while the American public waited 

for real and valid answers to their questions and 

finally, finding nothing of value, changed the 

channel to watch Lassie Come Home one more 

time.  Tonight no one is going to change the 

channel, and tonight we are going to get some 

real answers for the American people.ò   
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 ñThe success of this presentation will not 

hinge on whether or not a particular speaker in a 

charismatic fashion can enthrall the audience 

with his wit and cleverly coached and phrased 

rhetoric read off a teleprompter.  The panel 

members and I have come up with a meaningful 

and insightful method which does not depend on 

whether the candidate is black or white, tall or 

short, skinny or fat, good looking or ugly.  It 

depends only on one thing:  can that potential 

candidate for the Presidency of the United States 

answer a simple question.  YES or NO?ò 

 

 ñEach of our four potential candidates has 

a remote control.  The remote control has a large 

óYESô button and a large óNOô button.  The 

moderators will be asking four questions, and 

each question will be asked after the moderator 

has had a moment to explain the basis for the 

question to be answered.  Each potential 

candidate will then be required to push one of 

the buttons in front of them and answer the 

question.  They will be given 10 seconds to 

decide their answer.  If they are unable to answer 

the question within the 10 second time frame, 

they will automatically be given a 0 on that 

particular subject, and the next question will be 

asked.  You, the American people, and the 



TOM HOKE THE INDIAN AND THE COWBOY 77 

people of the entire world, will be able to 

instantly see their positions on many topics 

which we will cover tonight.  Just watch the 

digital screen below their individual podiums for 

their answers.  The screens will display YES or 

NO.ò      

 

 ñAll political parties involved tonight 

have agreed to our óMontana formatô for this 

discussion.  Many pages of suggested and 

recommended questions and answers were 

originally submitted by the participating parties.  

Sheriff Lightfoot held up a stack of papers. This 

is what the people of Red, Montana think of the 

material recommended.ò  He turned to an empty 

wastebasket by his side and unceremoniously 

dumped the thick package of papers into File 13. 

 

 ñAre we ready for some real answers 

America?ò  All 800 citizens of Red, Montana 

jumped to their feet and shouted:  ñYES!ò   They 

sat down and the room became quiet as Sheriff 

Lightfoot continued. 

 

 ñAmerica has had two principal political 

parties in power during the past century.  These 

two parties have held the attention of a majority 

of voters, but they have also been a primary 
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cause of stagnation.  The Republicans party does 

nothing because they are offset by the 

Democrats, and the Democrats canôt accomplish 

anything because they are constantly confronted 

by the Republicans.  The result has been a chaos 

in our Government óof the people, by the people, 

and for the peopleô, and the American people are 

sick and tired of the bickering, the rancor, and 

the waste of their tax dollars on what they see as 

a bunch of permanent professional politicians 

throwing our tax dollars into a whirlpool which 

spins out of control.  No one tries to get to the 

core of the corruption and greed displayed on 

Wall Street, by the Insurance Companies, and by 

the Banks, Mortgage companies, and Real Estate 

Companies who are continuing to dismantle the 

free enterprise system and allow America to go 

down the toilet.  The cry from America seems to 

be unanimous:  THROW THE RASCALS 

OUT!ò  

 

 ñAmericaôs first question to you is:  

Would you be in favor of four year term limits 

for Congressmen and Senators?ò 

 

 Obama quickly voted ñNOò.  Wilson 

voted ñNOò.  Ronald Murphy and Clyde Zant 
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both punched the ñNOò button.  Lightfoot 

continued the questioning. 

 

 ñAs the financial stature of America 

throughout the world has fallen to a new low, the 

Federal Deposit Insurance Corporation has 

boldly declared everything is fine while printing 

money faster than a jackrabbit can run from a 

fox.  Everyone agrees transparency is crucial 

when it comes to explaining financial matters; 

however, the word transparency has become a 

buzz wording meaning ñif it looks bad, cover it 

up.ò  The Governmentôs greatest fear seems to 

be not that they will run out of money, but rather 

that they may run out of paper and enough ink to 

print what they want to spend.   The two headed 

hero/monster called the Federal Deposit 

Insurance Corporation on the one hand seems to 

be saving everyoneôs butt by covering the bad 

loans made by corrupted organizations, with no 

regard for correction.  This is the ñheroò 

approach.  The monster head of the FDIC laughs 

at requests for a look at the balance sheet to see 

if America is still in the game or insolvent.  The 

American people DEMAND to know this 

information.ò  
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 ñAmericaôs second question to you is:  Do 

you think the American people have the right to 

ask to have the FDIC audited?ò 

 

 President Obama paused, then hit the 

ñNOò button.  Wilson indicated ñNOò.  Murphy 

and Zant looked as if they were about to answer 

the question, but the timer clock ran out and a 

large ñ0ò appeared on their screens.  Both men 

expressed frustration at the lack of sufficient 

time to reply. 

 

 Lightfoot began again. ñThe Federal 

Government has told us so many things lately 

we are no longer sure what to believe.  We are 

told the economy is recovering, companies are 

making money, and unemployment is going 

down.  Then we are told the economy is not 

really recovering, but instead the picture is not 

as bleak as it was, thus things look ñbetter,ò and 

the reasons for increased profits shown by many 

large companies, is said to be based on the fact 

tens of thousands of dedicated, hard-working, 

faithful employees have been laid off, so the 

company bottom line shows a phony and 

temporary increase in profits.ò   
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 ñWe are told unemployment is going 

down, and a few days later after the most recent 

ógood news happy days are here againô headline 

has disappeared from view, we are then told the 

new unemployment number does not include 

people who have given up looking for work, 

have lost their homes, and are now living under 

bridges and in tents.  Those Americans no longer 

count.   

 

 ñThe fuzzy-wuzzy attitude of our 

Government makes Americans question what is 

really the truth, and what is a planned and 

planted lie designed to make the picture look 

rosy, no matter how bleak.  George Washington 

was said to have never told a lie.  Our 

Government seems to never tell the truth.ò 

 

 ñAmericaôs third question is:  Have you 

ever lied to the American people?ò 

 

 All four Presidential aspirants 

immediately poked the ñNOò button. 

 

 Lightfoot smiled at the results and he 

thought to himself about the old story white 

mice were no longer being used in laboratories.   

It was cheaper to use lawyers because there were 
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some things white mice would not do.  He 

changed the word lawyers to politicians in his 

mind, and continued. 

 

 ñAmerica is an amalgam of cultures.  

From coast to coast there is a blend of black and 

white, brown and yellow, and,ò  Lightfoot 

looked at his dark arms as he spoke, ñeven redò 

people who live and work together without any 

problems.  The people of Red, Montana donôt 

like to see criticism labeled as racist.  If an 

organization is corrupt, it is corrupt whether the 

people in that organization are black, white, red, 

or whatever color.  When you take away the 

objective right to call a crook a crook, America 

loses big time.ò 

 

 ñAmericaôs fourth and my last question is, 

As President, would you claim discrimination 

and racism if your party is caught with its hand 

in the cookie jar?ò 

 

 ñNOò appeared on all monitors instantly. 

 

 ñThank you.ò Lightfoot turned to Doc 

Anderson and said, ñOK, good doctor, itôs all 

yours!ò 
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 With an amused look on his wiry, well 

defined face, Docôs offered:  ñYou know, Iôve 

fished with Indian for years and years and he 

never blamed his poor fishing techniques on the 

Cowboys.ò  The citizens of Red, Montana 

cheered, whistled and stomped their feet on the 

wooden floor in approval. 

 

 ñMy name is Doctor Andy Anderson.  I 

treat dogs and cats and horses and some people.  

I have lived in this metropolis all my life.  I have 

delivered quite a few babies.ò  All at once 34 of 

the people he had delivered stood up and yelled, 

ñTHANK YOU DOC!ò   It was an amazing 

unexpected response.  Doc went on, ñIn my 

years as a doctor I have never lost a child.  I 

personally donôt believe in abortion.  For me it is 

killing, and it is a heartless, illegal, and selfish 

act.ò 

 

 ñAmericaôs fifth question from me is:  If 

you become President of the United States, will 

you help stop abortion?ò  Doc waited for the 

answers to appear. 

 

 The first answer was from the Republican 

candidate for President.  He chose ñYESò.  The 

screens to his right indicated the same.  



TOM HOKE THE INDIAN AND THE COWBOY 84 

President Obama hesitated too long.  He 

received a 0 after 10 seconds had passed.  

Frustrated, Obama politely held up his hand.   

 

 ñDo you have to go to the bathroom?ò  

Doc asked.  The auditorium reverberated with 

laughter as Obama, an expression of disbelief on 

his face, ignored the jest and asked, ñCan I 

explain my answer to the American people?ò 

 

 ñSure, but not tonight.  Tomorrow I am 

sure the talking heads will all give you ample 

channel space to reply.  Tonight it is YES and 

NO.  Or, in your case, ZERO.ò 

 

 The President, sweating profusely, sat 

down in his straight backed chair.  Next to him 

the other candidates were perspiring slightly as 

Doc continued.   

 

 ñThe citizens in Red, Montana have 

watched the debacle over healthcare and health 

insurance, and we have watched as the long 

prying fingers of the Government begin to probe 

for a piece of the action.  We believe the 

problems can be resolved, but we donôt think a 

Government plan will work.  The Post Office 

Department is an excellent example of how Big 
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Government has failed.  With every increase in 

postage and every decrease in service, the 

delivery time has increased and the reliability 

has diminished.  If you canôt get a letter across 

town, how can you provide health care for 

everyone in America, and in a recession when 

everyone is losing their jobs, the question comes 

up:  Who is going to pay the piper?ò 

 

 ñAmericaôs sixth question from me is:  Do 

you feel our Government can provide health care 

for everyone, including those who have been left 

out because of pre-existing conditions, without 

raising taxes?ò 

 

 Obamaôs screen lit up:   ñYESò.  The 

other Presidential hopefuls showed ñNOò. 

 

 Doc continued, ñAmerica has been 

overrun by drug dealers, especially in the major 

cities like Chicago, Detroit, and our lovely 

Capital, Washington, D.C.  The drug problem is 

caused by both the producers and the users.  The 

amount of corruption involved is beyond belief, 

and our jails are growing more crowded every 

day.   The American people are told the war in 

Afghanistan is being financed by the poppy and 

opium trade.  We are also told the drug crops in 
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Afghanistan are being systematically destroyed, 

but it is a difficult battle.  We are told 

Afghanistan is worth fighting for, and then our 

nightly news shows after all these years how 

much we are hated in that country.  Meanwhile 

we put our sons and daughters on the front line 

of countries that seemingly donôt care.   What 

these countries want is for us to provide our 

treasures and our protection for their benefit.ò   

 

 ñAmericaôs seventh question is:  ñWould 

you support an immediate and complete 

destruction of the poppy and opium fields in 

Afghanistan?ò 

  

 Obama paused again, sweat dribbling 

down his face.  Finally the other three screens lit 

up with a ñNOò.  Seconds were passing as 

Obama squirmed uneasily in his chair.  He 

seemed almost ready to reply when the buzzer 

sounded another zero. 

 

 ñMy last question has to do with swine 

flu.ò Doc raised his voice.  ñThe attitude of 

Government has seemed to be:  óDonôt scare the 

people,ô yet at the same time the Government 

distributes information about millions of deaths 

in 1918 from a pandemic, and then indicates all 
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is well because the Government will make sure 

swine flu vaccinations are available to everyone.  

Who has swine flu?  The Government doesnôt 

know.  How do you test for swine flu?  The 

Government is not sure, and they arenôt keeping 

track of it anyway.  How many people will die 

from swine flu? How many people will die from 

the untested vaccination rushed into production?  

If the Government is not identifying swine flu or 

any potential variation, which could be more 

deadly, and the Government is pitching the idea, 

ñWell, 43,000 people die from the flu yearly 

anyway,ò how will we even know who has 

really died from swine flu?ò 

 

 ñAmericaôs eighth and my last question is:  

Do you think there is swine flu in Red, Montana 

at this moment?ò 

 

 The President had a concerned look on his 

face as he selected ñYESò.  Then he timidly 

asked aloud, ñCan I change my answer?ò   

 

 ñYou ran your first election on change, 

and you are a politician, so feel free to make one 

change.ò Lightfoot advised him. 
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 The Presidentôs ñNOò was followed by 

three other ñNOò answers. 

  

 Doc Anderson turned to Georgia Turner, 

town librarian, ñNext!ò 

 

 Georgia, dressed in a simple skirt, blouse, 

and heels looked more like a cheerleader than a 

librarian.  Her demeanor was strictly no 

nonsense as she spoke, ñWe have 67,700 books 

in our library here in Red, Montana.  We also 

have 22 state-of-the-art computers, all paid for 

by the people in this audience.  We are in touch 

with the world by cell phone, fax, pager, 

telephone, e-mail, snail-mail, and the open 

window we use to scream for our children to 

come in for dinner.  Like all Americans, we turn 

on the TV and discover 400 channels filled with 

garbage.  The difference in Red, Montana is our 

children can read.  Our children can think.  Our 

children know what it is to work for a living, 

whether they earn 25 cents an hour or $35.  Our 

children are educated nice people, and when 

their world is destroyed by pornography and 

filth of all kind, and when their world is 

overflowing with murder, violence, sex, and 

absolute garbage on TV, we are not pleased!   

Many of our children are home schooled, so they 
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actually know what is going on in the world, and 

they can talk about something besides the latest 

hip-hop music with words a drunken sailor 

would refrain from using.  The pornography and 

filth  being beamed by satellite all over the world 

from America is not acceptable to a majority of 

Americans who have values much higher than 

the gutter.ò   

 

 ñAmericaôs ninth question is very simple:  

As President, would you support the removal of 

TV pornography channels from our cable and 

dish networks and make sure the FCC monitors 

the filthy language currently in use, providing at 

least a óbleepô instead of a four letter word?ò 

 

 Immediately the screens all registered 

ñYESò.   

  

 The previous question was easy to answer, 

but Georgia was only biding her time.  The next 

question was loaded. 

 

 ñThe people in Red, Montana have 

watched as the various political parties have 

played dirty tricks for the sake of political gain.  

They seem to delight in ripping each other apart.   
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 ñAmericaôs tenth question is, As 

President, would you ever pull a dirty trick in 

order to make your party look good?ò  Georgia 

put her pencil down. 

 

 ñNOò, ñNOò, ñNOò, and ñNOò flashed 

onto the screens. 

 

  ñMany of the people my age in Red, 

Montana are retired or semi-retired.  We have 

worked all of our lives to pay the bills, put our 

children through college, pay our Federal and 

state taxes, and then to try to save something for 

our future.   A few years ago we could hope to 

get 5% on our hard earned money in a CD, but 

now the Federal Government has lowered the 

interest rate we can count on to a number so low 

it is a joke.  While the credit card companies are 

allowed to charge interest rates verging on 

extortion and outright thievery, the government 

turns a blind eye.   The same credit card 

companies taxpayers have saved from going 

under in 2008 are charging exorbitant fees for 

various services which are designed to rob the 

same people who helped them.  In one instance a 

large credit card company charged a serviceman 

in Afghanistan $35.00 four times in one month 

for accidentally going over his credit balance 
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buying pizza for his buddies.   While the savers 

in our country prudently try to hang on with 

some cash in the bank for hard times, they are 

being stabbed in the back by the Government 

policies which reward the crooks and handicap 

the helpless.ò  Georgia brushed back a strand of 

hair hanging down her face.  ñTo boot, the 

Federal tax system we use is totally out of 

control.   Nobody understands it, not even the 

Internal Revenue Service agents paid to 

incorrectly answer questions asked by the public 

on the IRS sponsored help lines. 

 

 ñAmericaôs eleventh question to you is:  If 

elected President, would you be in favor of a 

flat-tax system based on consumption rather than 

1200 pages of incomprehensible inexplicable 

nonsense?ò 

 

 Georgia watched the screens light up:  

ñNOò, ñNOò, ñNOò, ñNOò.  

 

 For her final question of the night Georgia 

focused on the eyes of the Presidential hopefuls 

as she discussed the problem.  ñThe American 

people have watched as the Government 

proposed building a fence along our border with 

Mexico.  The American people have watched as 
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25 million aliens have slipped across the border 

and entered our country illegally while other 

very qualified, educated, patient aliens have filed 

the paperwork required for legal entry and 

waited and waited for a response which never 

comes.  Americans wonder if the Government 

wanted to build a fence to keep the 25 million in 

or out.  Americans recall the Berlin Wall which 

divided East and West Germany, and they donôt 

like walls.  Everyone has an agenda when it 

comes to aliens and the effects they have on our 

great country.  People who believe the law is the 

law want them out.  People who make use of 

their talents and strong backs in order to have 

cheap labor with little reward, want them in.  

The battle continues, and thanks to a Congress 

and Senate who are busy fortifying and battling 

over their own party positions, nothing is 

proposed and nothing is done about the alien 

problem.ò 

 

 My twelfth and final question is:  ñWould 

you vote for a planned immigration system 

which would identify every alien and allow that 

person the right to work in our country so long 

as they showed proof they have paid taxes for 

the money they earned?ò 
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 Obama punched ñNOò, and the others 

followed suit. 

  

 ñThank you for your time,ò she said, 

turning the program over to Breck Morrison.   

 

 ñI have been a Realtor for 28 years,ò 

Breck announced.  ñOnce upon a time though I 

lived in New York City for two traumatic years.  

During those two years I learned such things as 

honesty, integrity, and fair-dealing, were 

nonexistent.  I watched as appraisers, eager to 

make money, made sure every property 

appraised for more money than it was worth.  I 

watched as loans were made to people who 

didnôt have jobs or even enough money to make 

the down-payment.  I watched as Government 

loans were handed out to anyone with a heart-

beat.  I watched as so-called homeowners were 

faced with foreclosure, and the mortgage loan 

companies mixed and merged and sold the loans 

until no one was sure who owned what where.   I 

didnôt fit into the picture, so I returned to Red, 

Montana.  I returned to honesty, fair-dealing, 

and people who were responsible for their 

actions.  Greedy new home builders and 

developers, greedy investors, and greedy 

homebuyers have continued to ransack 
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commercial and residential real estate, taking 

advantage of loans based on the fact the buyer 

has a pulse.  With no money down, no closing 

costs, and no basis whatsoever, Mortgage 

Companies, Savings and Loans, and Banks have 

played a desperate game of chance, selling 

overvalued homes and gambling on the fact if 

they are ever caught cheating , the Government, 

as before, will bail them out, especially if they 

mix things up. 

 

 ñAmericaôs question 13 is:  If you were 

elected President, would you support legislation 

designed to help homeowners acquire principal 

in their homes at a faster rate even if you knew it 

would cause chaos in the mortgage lending 

business?ò  

 

 ñYESò appeared across the board. 

 

 Breck immediately took over again. 

ñRecently a nightly news report stated 10% of 

the homes owned in America were late on their 

payments and stood a good chance of going into 

foreclosure.  As I so well understand, you donôt 

own a home just because you paid $500.00 for it 

at closing.  You are not a homeowner until you 

have paid for it in full.  Since most people move 
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every 7-1/2 years according to the talking heads, 

and since most people donôt understand even 

after 23 years of making payments on a 30 year 

loan that they have developed a very small 

amount of principal in their home and so far all 

they have done is pay interest, the current 

system seems to be the problem.  This problem 

is exacerbated by Realtors who help drive up 

prices, mortgage companies who make risky and 

often fraudulent loans, and buyers who are not 

only uniformed but downright stupid when it 

comes to buying a home.  With nothing to risk 

the buyer has nothing to lose. 

 

 ñAmericaôs question fourteen is simple:  

As President, would you be willing to put a halt 

to the operations of the two most infamous 

abusers and losers in the system who are 

draining the life out of the American real estate 

market, Fanne Mae and Freddy Mac?ò 

 

 President Obama selected ñNOò.  The 

Republican Presidential candidate got a zero for 

his no response, and the other two punched 

ñYESò. 

 

 "At the same time the Government was 

trying to prevent foreclosures caused by lax 
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lending habits to people who didn't qualify to 

buy a pup tent, they were encouraging first home 

buyers with a Government grant of $8,000.  

Picture this:  the real estate market is dropping 

all over the country, and homes previously sold 

for $250,000 at 3-1/2% with adjustable rate 

mortgages for 3 years are suddenly worth only 

$175,000.  The so-called owner of this fantastic 

deal put no money down, spent no money of his 

own for closing costs, and even received a loan 

for more money than the home was worth, based 

on the fact appreciation was driving the prices 

upward at an incredible rate.  When the house 

value cratered and the owner couldn't refinance 

and the adjustable rate caused the monthly 

payment to go to $2,200 a month from $1,200, 

the new owner, with nothing to lose, baulked 

and sent the keys back.   

 

 ñAmerica's question fifteen is:  As 

President of the United States would you support 

a law requiring a minimum down payment of 

20% to purchase a home?"  

 

 The responses appeared as one:  ñNOò, 

ñNOò, ñNOò, ñNOò. 
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 Breck began his final question in a slow, 

rhythmic voice, building to a crescendo as he 

finished his statement, ñOur real estate problems 

will not go away until we eliminate the causes.  

Mortgage packages sold to investors and then 

resold to other investors help hide the greed, 

deception, and fraud being perpetrated by banks, 

savings and loans, and mortgage lenders.  We 

are told the FBI is investigating the problem 

with a limited number of agents due to budget 

constraints.  The billions of dollars thrown at the 

problem have done nothing to stop the system 

from being abused. 

 

 ñAmericaôs sixteenth  question is:  As 

President, would you be in favor of a law to 

prevent repackaging of mortgage loans unless 

those loans were discretely identified and could 

be tracked on an individual basis?ò 

 

 Obamaôs ñYESò appeared first, followed 

by three more ñYESò answers, as Breck turned 

the program over to his friend Dugger.  

 

 Dugger, a tall, skinny man with deep set 

eyes, had a smile from ear to ear.  His smile was 

his trademark and he displayed it often.   ñMy 

wife and I have been married 32 years, and we 
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have 5 boys and 4 girls who depend on us.  We 

have struggled to pay our car insurance, health 

insurance, life insurance, property taxes, federal 

income taxes, social security taxes, state income 

taxes, sales taxes, and we work hard every day 

to put food on the table for our family.  We donôt 

use credit cards, with the exception of a gasoline 

credit card for convenience, and we make sure 

the balance is paid off on a monthly basis.  We 

are homeowners because we have paid for our 

home in full.  We have watched patiently as our 

Government has gone on a spending binge never 

before seen in America.ò 

 

 ñAmericaôs seventeenth question is:  Do 

you understand WE are the people you work for, 

and WE provide the trillions of dollars the 

government is so casually throwing away?ò 

 

 All screens instantly showed, ñYESò.  

 

 ñIf you, the Presidential candidates really 

understand this simple concept, that your job and 

the employment of every Government employee, 

including the current House and Senate 

employees, the Chairman of the FDIC, and 

everyone in the system can be replaced when 
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you fail to perform, then America may be on the 

road to recovery.ò 

 

 ñAmericaôs eighteenth question is:   As 

President, would you balance the budget during 

your first year in office?ò 

 

 All screens blinked ñYESò. 

 

 Dugger paused, then continued:  ñIn 1864 

the United States Government did something 

right.  The Treasury Department, for the first 

time, had óIn God We Trustô engraved on the 

two cent piece, and all coinage since has 

continued the tradition.  There are a few so-

called Americans who want this phrase removed 

from our coins.  They say we should have a 

separation of Church and State.  They say we 

should do as they say.  These same so-called 

Americans donôt want any indication of religion 

in their lives, and they file law suits against 

those who have the Lordôs Prayer or the Ten 

Commandments displayed in a prominent 

fashion.  With them it is ok to burn the 

American flag and to stomp on our history of 

Christian values.  If we had these so called 

Americans in Red, Montana we would escort 

them not only out of town, but we would drive 
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them out of the state, because we donôt consider 

them to be Americans.ò 

 

 ñAmericaôs nineteenth question is:  If you 

become President, would you use your power to 

make sure the American iconic phrase óIn God 

We Trustô is not only displayed on our coins, but 

also our paper money?ò 

 

  As Obama considered the question, the 

other three men voted, ñYESò.  The buzzer 

broke his contemplation.  ñZERO.ò 

 

 Dugger had one more statement to make, 

and he made it in a loud and clear voice.  ñIt is 

popular in America to quote Abraham Lincoln.  

It is also popular in our beautiful country to 

misunderstand what Lincoln meant.  One of the 

least understood things Lincoln said was:  ñA 

house divided unto itself cannot stand.ò  Lincoln 

was not talking about a political division such as 

the Republicans against the Democrats.  He was 

referring to the forthcoming Civil War, and he 

was trying to prevent the war.ò 

 

 ñAmericaôs twentieth and last question on 

our program tonight is:   As President, would 
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you pledge your allegiance to America before 

your own political party?ò 

 

 Four screens lit up instantly, ñYESò.  

Dugger glanced in the direction of Sheriff 

Lightfoot and grinned as he said, ñItôs all yours 

Indian.ò 

 

 ñNow we have some answers the 

American public can understand.  How many are 

honest and truthful, well, that is yet to be 

determined.  Actions speak louder than words.  

It has been said óone picture is worth a thousand 

wordsô.  If that is so, then óone video is worth a 

million wordsô.  As soon as this presentation is 

over, the citizens of Red, Montana have a 

present for the media representatives who have 

traveled so far, not for the ñrest of the storyò as 

Paul Harvey used to say, but for the ñbest of the 

storyò, which comes from our hearts.  We have a 

video presentation on DVD which, when 

displayed in context with the answers given 

tonight, should provide the American public a 

candid and vivid reminder of the old adage, ñDo 

as I say, not as I do.ò  These short video clips 

will now be displayed on the screen behind me.  

I will provide a bit of the background, but the 

videos and the audio speak for themselves.  
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Where necessary the audio has been bleeped out 

even though the first part of the word might be 

distinguishable.  We apologize to those who read 

lips.ò  Indian held up one finger to start the 

video.  ñRoll óem Cowboy,ò he commanded. 

 

 ñRed, Montana not only has WIFI 

available everywhere for free, we also have one 

of the finest surveillance systems in the country.  

You might say we have cameras watching 

cameras.  In this first video you can see our 

Mayor, Tom Branson, reacting to a charge of 

racism from a voice in the crowd.  The video 

focused on Branson as a voice in the crowd 

taunted:  ñSo you are a racist!ò   The video 

zoomed in on Branson as he stepped down the 

steps from City Hall, and approached the voice 

in the crowd.  Identifying the man, Branson 

picked him up and held him at nose to nose level 

and in a calm voice said, ñNope little fella, I am 

not a racist, but I do despise what has happened 

to America during the past few years.  The 

honest, hard-working, as in óemployedô, 

members of this society have been the fodder 

and the stomping ground for the Republicans 

and the Democrats, and the endless graft and 

corruption displayed by our Government, has 

been shoved down our throats until we choke.  



TOM HOKE THE INDIAN AND THE COWBOY 103 

We are choked to death!ò  With that he 

unceremoniously dropped the man to the 

ground, looked into the TV cameras and 

commented, ñIt looks like we will have a nice 

gathering of the people on Tuesday night.  I 

hope everyone in America will be there!ò   

  

 The second video appeared on the big 

screen and all the cameras and many millions of 

TV sets across America as Sheriff Lightfoot 

explained what was happening.  ñThis unhappy 

camper is Irvin Johnson, one of Obamaôs White 

House doctors.   ñPeteôs Placeò a red neon sign 

flashed in the background.  The video showed 

Johnson approached by Doc Anderson.  The 

audio was excellent, ñHello friend,ò Doc offered 

his right hand.  ñMy names Anderson, whatôs 

yours?ò  Johnsonôs ignored the hand and replied:  

ñThis tableôs taken.ò  The video plainly showed 

Johnson standing up and yelling at the doctor, 

ñGET LOST COWBOY!ò He raised his voice 

and everyone in Peteôs Place stopped talking and 

turned their attention to the confrontation, 

waiting to see what would happen.  

 

 ñWhatôs the problem?ò Sheriff Lightfoot 

had strolled through the double bar doors just as 

Johnson started to get rowdy.   
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 ñWho the hell do you think you are 

talking to?ò Johnson turned his rudeness toward 

Lightfoot.     

 

 ñAre you telling me you donôt know who 

you are?ò  Lightfoot quipped, glancing at Doc 

Andersonôs brief smile.  Then he added, ñDoc, 

do you know who this guy is?ò 

 

 Doc shook his head.  ñNope.  Donôt have 

any idea.  But he looks like a dangerous sort to 

me.  Sure seems unfriendly.ò   

 

 The video showed Johnson pulling away 

from the Sheriff, then pushing the Sheriff in the 

stomach, and it ended as Indian handcuffed him 

and led him to the front door.  The camera 

focused momentarily on two rather drunk men 

coming into Peteôs Place as the Sheriff hauled 

his unruly client off to the local jail and the 

video clip ended. 

 

 ñShow the third video,ò Lightfoot nodded 

to the man in charge of production. ñDoc, Iôll let 

you do the honors on this one.ò   
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 ñGladly, thank you Indian.ò  Doc glanced 

at the huge display and explained, ñRemember 

the video of our Mayor, Tom Branson, picking 

up the reporter and then dropping him?  All the 

major networks reported the man was stomped 

and mauled, even though the video showed what 

really happened.  The man involved was Guy 

Martineau, and I was called to my office because 

a local citizen said a man was dying on my front 

porch.  This video was taken with my outside 

and inside surveillance cameras.  It shows just 

how badly Martineau was injured.  Take a look 

and listen.ò  The video started. 

 

 ñWhat can I do for you fella?ò Doc asked 

as he approached the inert form.   

 

 ñI think my leg is broken, and my neck 

hurts.  I was assaulted yesterday.ò  Martineau 

grimaced in pain to prove his point. 

 

 ñCome into my office and Iôll check you 

out,ò Doc offered, opening the door wide. 

 

 A momentary blank frame or two 

appeared, and the video started again. 
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 ñFirst letôs scan your leg to see if itôs 

broken. We can also scan your neck.ò  How are 

you going to pay for this?ò the doctor asked. 

 

 ñHow much will it cost for the scans?ò  

The patient seemed to be baulking. 

 

 ñAbout $2,000,ò Doc put on his most 

serious face.  ñEach scan is $1,000.ò  Doc 

brought the scanning equipment toward the 

patient who was squirming uneasily on the 

bench.   

 

 ñWait, I donôt think I have that much 

money, and I donôt have any insurance.  Canôt 

you make a simple test to see if it is broken?ò 

Martineau looked perplexed. 

 

 ñSure, I have the best test of all, and it 

doesnôt cost a cent,ò Doc replied as he flipped an 

8 foot diamondback rattlesnake onto the bench 

with the patient.   

 

 The patient leaped to his feet and ran to 

the front door, scared out of his wits.  ñWhyôd 

you do that?ò he asked, madder than a hornet. 
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 ñYour leg is not broken,ò Doc replied, 

adding, ñYour injury is not real, and neither is 

the snake.  Take a gander.ò  He picked up the 

very realistic rubber snake with plastic rattles 

and put it around his neck like a collar.  Then he 

looked straight into Martineauôs face and said:  

ñYouôre cured.  No charge, even for the video 

camera which recorded your sudden recovery.  

Now get out of my office.ò 

 

 ñThis next video shows to what extent 

someone in high office will go to in order to fool 

the American people.ò  As the video played, Doc 

explained how the two men in the video had 

come into his office complaining about having 

swine flu.  He had noticed them earlier as they 

entered Peteôs Place, and he had a feeling they 

were lying.  A swine flu scare would shut-down 

the entire town, and the Presidential Hopeful 

Discussions would have to be cancelled.  The 

video showed him explaining to the men they 

might need a shot, and after the doctor brought 

out several long needles used on horses, they 

broke down on camera and explained it was all 

Irwin Johnsonôs idea.  They were only doing 

what they were told.  They had been sent to shut 

down the town and cancel the program, but 

Doctor Johnson never showed up, so they had a 



TOM HOKE THE INDIAN AND THE COWBOY 108 

few more drinks and went to Doc Andersonôs 

office instead.  Doc could be heard on camera 

saying, ñGet out of my office!ò as the two men 

staggered outside where they collapsed on the 

porch. 

 

 ñJohnson will claim he doesnôt know 

these two guys,ò Doc said with a certainty.  ñBut 

we know better.  Show the next clip.ò  An 

airplane was pictured in the video as it taxied as 

close to the Red airport terminal building as 

possible.  Three men got out.  One was Doctor 

Irvin Johnson, the man seen in a previous video.  

The other two were the two drunks who had 

wandered into Docôs office.  ñBirds of a feather, 

flock together,ò Doc proclaimed. 

 

 ñNow take a look at this e-mail press 

release which was sent from The White House 

BEFORE anyone in Red, Montana could yell 

ñswine flu.ò  The press release explained how a 

swine flu virus was sweeping the town of Red, 

Montana.  The press release was paused so it 

could be read clearly. 

 

 Doc looked around the room.  ñWhen we 

realized what was happening, and we saw 

Obama was trying to weasel out, Indian sent this 
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e-mail to Jackson Monroe, Obamaôs chief of 

staff. 

 

 Please make sure Obama attends our 

Presidential Hopeful Discussions tomorrow 

evening.  There is no swine flu in Red, Montana.  

Be sure to put out an announcement your 

previous news bulletin was a mistake and there 

is no swine flu in Red, Montana.  We have video 

of two of the swine who flew in here yesterday 

to create a health problem, and they have 

confessed to being setup by you and Doctor 

Johnson so the President would not have to 

come.  Please donôt miss this opportunity for 

Obama to hear Americaôs problems.  Also, just 

in case you donôt claim these two clowns, we 

have a video of their arrival at the Red airport 

terminal on the same official plane with your 

Doctor Irwin Johnson.  Doctor Johnson is a 

guest in the Red, Montana jail.  Have a nice 

flight.  -Sheriff Lightfootò 

 

 Several hours later the requested White 

House press release was sent indicating there 

was no swine flu in Red, Montana, and 

everything was fine for President Obamaôs visit.   

The White House press release was displayed 

for all to read. 
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 ñWe want everyone to know what has 

happened the past few days.  Doctor Irwin 

Johnson was pitched in the calaboose, and his 

roommate at first was a big 300 pound guy 

named Cesar, whom we portrayed as the town 

drunk.  Cesar Martinez has been one of our 

finest deputies, and he is the jailer most of the 

time.  The video camera hidden in his belt 

buckle picked up some very interesting 

conversations which we will release at a later 

date.ò 

 

 Doc motioned to a Montana state trooper 

whose badge read simply óTerrellô.   ñThis is 

Officer Tim Terrell.  He is one of the best law 

enforcement officers in our nation.  Terrell just 

finished his second tour of active duty in Iraq, 

and he came back to his job and his family only 

two weeks ago.  Officer Terrell will present the 

next video.ò  Doc handed the trooper the media 

control. 

 

 ñThanks, Doc.ò  Terrell pointed the 

control and started the video.  ñThis is where I 

work,ò Terrell was obviously proud of his 

gleaming black and white Montana high speed 

Dodge Charger interceptor.  ñIt will only do 160, 
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but thatôs usually enough.  In this video you can 

see the black limousine is speeding at 90 in a 70 

mph zone.  Watch as I stop the speeding 

vehicle.ò  A siren sounded and the reflection of 

red and white lights could be seen in the 

darkened rear window of the black car as the car 

slowed to a stop.  Immediately a man jumped 

out of the back passengerôs side and started 

yelling obscenities at the police officer.  The 

obscenities were bleeped out so often they 

seemed like one long bleep bleep bleep.  Terrell 

carefully checked out the license plates as he 

waited for his backup officer.  The backup 

arrived in two minutes.  The video showed how 

Officer Terrell had asked the man to step back 

into his vehicle, and the man refused.  The video 

then showed the irate foul mouthed well dressed 

man being handcuffed and taken to jail.   

 

 ñWhen we got him to jail,ò Terrell smiled, 

ñit turned out this manôs identification showed 

him to be Jesse Arno, a Republican Party 

representative.  He was arrested for failing to 

obey a police officer, insulting a police officer, 

and resisting arrest.  Jesse Arno went into the 

same cell with Irwin Johnson and our 

undercover officer, Cesar Martinez.ò  The 
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officer paused and handed the control back to 

Indian.  

 

 ñWe have a county judge, Samantha Rose, 

who has been responsible for making sure the 

bad apples are removed from our barrel.  

Samantha was jogging the other morning and by 

accident she discovered a rotten apple.  He was 

painting graffiti on the walls of Central High.  

Here is the video.ò Sheriff Lightfoot pushed 

play.   The camera on his cruiser had captured 

vivid pictures of the graffiti, as well as the man 

who was trying to hide his face from the camera 

as Samantha held a tight grip on his collar.  

ñThis man is Louis Fairmont.  He said he was an 

independent reporter.  We were able to identify 

him as one of the two men who arrived with 

Jesse Arno, so scratch another one from the 

Republican public relations list.  You can see 

him, at our request, painting over the words 

ñObama Liarò meant to make Red, Montana 

look like a bunch of racist redneck cowboys.ò    

 

 ñThe other man who flew in with Jesse 

Arno can be seen plying his trade in this video 

taken at City Hall which was broken into as he 

apparently searched, in vain for the questions 

which would be asked today.  He is Jack Ruston, 
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and if you happen to see him outside by Red 

Cloud Park, there is a reward for his capture.ò 

 

 Sheriff Lightfoot completed his part of the 

presentation and gladly passed the control back 

to Mayor Tom Branson.  ñThe town of Red, 

Montana thanks you for allowing us to make 

your concerns about the future of our country 

known.  We hope and pray we will be 

instrumental in the rebuilding of our great 

nation.ò 

 

 Branson paused, and added:  ñI have one 

SPECIAL BULLETIN for the mass media 

representatives.  Two GREAT Americans are 

being added to the list of candidates running in 

the 2012 Presidential Election:  Indian for 

President, and Doc Anderson for Vice President.  

Doc has always said, óGive it back to the 

Indians!ô when something has gone wrong.  

Well something has gone wrong, so nowôs your 

chance.  The name of their party will be the 

ñIndian and Cowboy Party.ò 

 

 The auditorium erupted in applause and 

cheers.  As the speaker system played ñGod 

Bless America!ò the stunned potential 

candidates wandered out.  Indian and Doc stood 



TOM HOKE THE INDIAN AND THE COWBOY 114 

at attention with their hands over their hearts, 

backed up by 750 joyous townspeople.   

 

 Outside in Red Cloud Park a North 

Korean journalist was hanging for dear life to 

the belt of Jack Ruston, the man who had broken 

into City Hall.  After being dragged for 50 feet 

like a cowboy being dragged by a bulldogged 

steer, the North Korean flashed a V to the North 

Korean TV camera as Ruston was subdued, 

handcuffed, and taken to jail.  The journalistôs 

heroic activity earned him a $100 bill and a free 

breakfast at Jodieôs Big Trout caf®, to say 

nothing of his status as a North Korean national 

hero for the capture. 

 

 As things wound down in City Hall, 

Mayor Branson, the Indian, and Doc watched 

carefully as the last citizen from Red, Montana 

left the auditorium. 

 

 ñSure is hot in here,ò Doc complained.  

Branson agreed, wondering why Montana was 

so hot in the winter. 

 

 ñI know why,ò Indian replied.  ñI replaced 

the thirty 150 watt flood lights in the stage 

ceiling with 300 watt floods.  Seemed like a 
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good idea to make all those politicians sweat a 

bit.ò 
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Chapter 15 
 
 

Eagle Lake, Montana, Wednesday, October 13, 2010 

 

The lightweight monofilament line whispered 

as it whirred lazily three times through the crisp 

Montana morning air in a slow motion ever 

increasing S pattern.   Like a feather the line 

gently landed flat on the smooth surface of Eagle 

Lake, and a tiny hand-crafted brightly colored 

green fly barely penetrated the surface 

accompanied by soft óplinkô sound.   
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 The plink was instantly rewarded as Docôs 

fly rod bent from a good strike.  The trout leaped 

high out of the cool clear water, and it was a 

beauty.   

 

 ñHa!ò Doc laughed as he reeled in the 

monster.  ñGotcha now, Indian!ò 

 

 The trout turned downstream and with a 

massive last effort ripped off almost all the line.  

Doc glanced down at his reel as the remaining 

portion of line slid silently into the water. 

 

 ñFine President you will be,ò Doc flashed 

an angry look at his fishing companion. 

  

 ñYou have to cheat to win!ò 

 

 ñTurnabout is fair play,ò Lightfoot 

countered.   

`  

 ñDid you ever get all the polecats out of 

your jail?ò Doc asked. 

 

 ñYup.  We figured they would do more 

damage to their respective causes if they were 

free.  So we called a press conference and let 

them be interviewed for an hour before we 
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turned them loose.  We also played the 

interesting undercover videos Cesar made.  The 

unemployment line got longer I am sure.ò  

Lightfoot seemed relieved. 

 

 ñWhen is our next prime time show for 

America as candidates?ò  Doc waited for the 

Indian to check the calendar he carried in his 

head. 

 

 ñIt starts as soon as I have won this 

fishing contest,ò Lightfoot responded.  Doc 

twisted his red mustache on both sides and 

laughed:  ñAt least you have a line attached to 

your pole!ò  Then he suggestively caught the 

Indian off guard as he glanced at Lightfootôs fly 

rod and said, ñOr do you?ò 

  

 

 If they had known what was happening in 

the news and in Washington, D.C., they would 

have quit fishing and gone into hiding. 
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PART II:  THE FOX AND THE RABBIT 

 

Chapter 16 
 
 

Near Chinatown, San Francisco, California, Saturday, 

October 16, 2010 

 

Ping Chuôs tiny one bedroom condo walls 

displayed a myriad of brightly colored flashes 

and soft tones reflected from the two 24 inch 

LCD monitors as he calmly gazed from one to 

the other.  While one monitor showed a list of 

compromised computers in various states and 

countries, the other monitor indicated the target 

for Pingôs latest hack.   
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 From the computer on his left Ping had 

selected a computer located in Birmingham, 

Alabama for todayôs Trojan horse adventure.  

The target was the website for the American 

Embassy in Quito, Ecuador, South America.   

 

 Ping had noticed the American Embassyôs 

website depicted an American flag next to an 

Ecuadorian flag.  He had downloaded the jpeg 

file showing both flags side by side.  Using his 

digital graphic skills he had carefully removed 

the Ecuadorian flag and inserted another 

American flag.   

 

 Ping checked his prepaid cellular 

telephone link to make sure it was turned on.  

Ping had watched the screen of the computer in 

Alabama as a hyperactive 9 year old boy named 

Michael played endless video games on-line.  

Ping sent the flag graphic to the picture file on 

the compromised computer.  Then he sent a 

message to the screen of Michaelôs computer.  

ñNew video games, click here.ò   

 

 Ping watched in amusement as Michael 

clicked on the ñNew video games, click hereò 

link.  Instantly the compromised computer sent 
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out the doctored flag graphic to a Norwegian 

internet file forwarding service site which 

relayed it to the American Embassy website in 

Quito.  Ping smiled as the Ecuadorian flag 

disappeared from the site, replaced by two 

American flags.   

 

 To finish the hack and make sure no one 

could trace the origin; Ping sent a command to 

the computer in Alabama to delete the graphic 

and all incoming and outgoing files previously 

sent.   

 

 In Alabama, Michael continued to play his 

video games.   He had no idea his computer had 

been used to change a website in South America.  

Ping wondered how soon anyone would even 

notice the two American flags.  

 

 

 

 Ping Chu was born in Los Angeles.  His 

wealthy Taiwanese parents were killed in a car 

crash when he was 10.  Chu was now18.  He did 

not have a driverôs license, passport, or social 

security card.  He received a monthly cash 

payment from the trust fund his parents had 

established, but he had no bank account, 
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insurance, or any public record.  Ping was a 

loner, and he preferred to remain anonymous.  

His parents had talked often about the mainland 

Chinese communist government and how they 

were a threat to the whole world.  Chu trusted no 

one, and even though he was friendly with his 

neighbors, providing a óhelloô here and there, 

Ping Chu preferred to remain in the shadows. 

 

 Ping had purchased the prepaid cell 

phones no questions asked through Craigôs List 

for cash.  He always paid cash, for his groceries, 

for his clothes, and for the computers he 

assembled in his 729 square foot, one bedroom 

condo just outside Chinatownôs main entrance.       

 

 Pingôs Norwegian internet forwarding 

service was one of the best in the world, 

receiving and forwarding e-mail and electronic 

data for anyone willing to pay the high price, 

and then erasing all traces the exchange had ever 

occurred.  Ping didnôt take any chances.  He 

always used a Trojan horse computer a thousand 

miles away to move his ñartworksò through a 

forwarding link first.  He didnôt like the word 

ñhackò.  He made sure his Trojan horses were 

used only one time, and he deleted all files sent 

to the computers he ñborrowedò.  His prepaid 
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cell phone links allowed him to be invisible and 

untraceable on the internet.   

  

 Following his success with the flag 

graphic, Ping created another piece of art.  He 

retouched a famous photo of Marilyn Monroe, 

adding a large mole on her right cheek. Using a 

Trojan horse in New Jersey, and his Norwegian 

service, he posted the new photo on a 

Hollywood website dedicated to her memory.  

The results were beautiful, at least to Ping.     

 

 Two or three years before while he had 

been shopping for new flat screen monitors in a 

video store, Ping had watched children as they 

used the store computers to contact free internet 

game sites.  They were obsessed with the games 

as their parents wandered about and did their 

shopping.  Ping realized how easy it would be to 

contact children on-line through the internet 

gaming sites and take control of their computers.  

Saturday and Sunday mornings parents turned 

over their priceless supposedly secure electronic 

toys to their kids to keep them amused.  Those 

were the days Ping planted a variety of programs 

on their machines.  His Trojan horses were 

everywhere. 
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 Ping knew how to hack into any computer 

system.  The programs he wrote could 

instantaneously collect and store the 

identifications and passwords needed to enter 

almost any internet site on earth.   There was no 

such thing as security, and he knew it.   

 

 Ping always signed two tiny words at the 

bottom right of his creations:  ñThe Foxò.  He 

blended the words into the background so they 

barely showed.  This was his only sign of vanity.   

      

 After a short nap, a loud knock on his 

front door brought him back to reality.  Ping had 

few friends, and no one came to visit him 

because he discouraged personal contact.   

 

 With the security chain in place, Ping 

cracked the door and asked softly, ñWho is it?ò 

 

 A petite blue eyed blonde girl looked back 

and commented with a smile:   ñItôs me, Rabbit.  

I have a pizza delivery here for The Fox.  Is that 

you?ò    
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Chapter 17 
 
 

The White House, Washington, D.C., Saturday, October 

16, 2010 

 

ñLooks like some of the papers have me on the 

cartoon page,ò President Obama commented to 

Max Stone, his new chief advisor.  ñYour job is 

to get me out of the funnies and back into the 

news.  Your predecessor, Jackson Monroe and 

his dumb cronies, got me into this mess, now 

what are you going to do to get me out?ò  He 

glared at Stone and waited for a response. 

 

  ñMr. President, I have been monitoring 

the situation since last Tuesday.  It looks like the 
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negative publicity is not as bad as it was before.ò   

Max spoke in a firm voice. 

 

  ñStone,ò the President scowled, ñThat is 

our trick.  We invented the concept of declaring 

things are getting better when everything has 

gone to hell.  Donôt try to pull that on me.  Tell 

me what you have planned to get us out of this 

bad publicity pit.ò 

 

  ñWell Mr. President, we have some plans 

to discredit that Indian and his cowboy friend in 

Montana.ò  Stone paused and added, ñDo you 

remember the movie about the gay cowboys?  

Take a look at this photo.ò  Max handed a large 

color photo of Sheriff Lightfoot arm in arm with 

Doctor Anderson, smiling fondly at each other 

as they headed for the auditorium.   We could 

put a headline over it reading:  MONTANA 

LOVE AFFAIR!ò 

 

  ñSo your plan is to announce to the world 

they are gay?ò  Obamaôs eyes flashed with 

disapproval. 

   

 ñI thought it might help your position,ò 

Max replied. 

 



TOM HOKE THE INDIAN AND THE COWBOY 127 

  ñAll you will end up doing is alienating 

the gay vote, which is something I have tried to 

cultivate.  I donôt approve.  Forget that idea.  

What else do you have?ò 

 

 Max dropped eye contact with the 

President as he suggested:  ñSir, we have a 

sound bite of Sheriff Lightfoot referring to you 

as a ñblackò man.  That could be interpreted as a 

racist remark.ò 

 

 ñWhat in hell do you think I am?ò Obama 

scowled at his new advisor.  ñWhen someone 

challenges me and my authority, they do that 

because they are obviously racist.  But when 

someone calls me a ñblackò man, theyôve got it 

about half right. We canôt run with that football 

and hope to make any yardage.ò  

 

  ñMr. President, the United States news 

media have been very helpful with some of their 

headlines.ò  Max displayed four recent headlines 

from Washington, New York, Los Angeles, and 

Miami papers.   

 

 One of the headlines read:   ñYOUR 

PRESIDENT INSULTEDò.  Others showed:  

ñOBAMA TREATED LIKE SWINE FLUò; 
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ñOBAMA NEVER HAD A CHANCEò; and 

ñOBAMA:  THE BEST CHOICEò. 

 

 Unfortunately the international press 

wasnôt so kind.  Max handed the President 

papers from London, Paris, Moscow, and Rome 

which showed: ñOBAMA BOMBSò; ñOBAMA 

LIES AGAINò; ñTRUTH AND JUSTICE IN 

REDò; and ñINDIAN SCALPS OBAMAò.   

 

  ñThis doesnôt help!ò  Obama frowned at 

the negative news from around the world.  ñThe 

international press is only trying to sell 

newspapers.ò   

 

 Stone cringed at each word Obama 

uttered.  He tried a new approach.  ñWe have 

another sound bite where Sheriff Lightfoot is 

referring to you as being full of you-know-what 

when you were getting off your helicopter in the 

middle of that pasture.ò    

 

  ñSo what do you plan to do, show me 

walking through 8 inches of cow manure to the 

delight of every red neck cowboy in America?ò 

Obama smirked. 

 



TOM HOKE THE INDIAN AND THE COWBOY 129 

  ñWell, Sir, we might use Homeland 

Security to check the personal files for Sheriff 

Lightfoot and Doctor Anderson.  Maybe we 

could find something in their history which 

would tarnish their image?  It might not be 

accurate, but the news media will buy and print 

anything we distribute, true or not.ò   

 

  ñMax, Hitler taught the world one thing:  

the bigger the lie, the more believable the story.  

Scrounge around and find something in 

Lightfootôs past or in Doctor Andersonôs past 

which the world will believe.  I donôt appreciate 

the fact they made a fool out of me when I was 

in Montana.  Now is the time for them to feel the 

heat.  Your last suggestion is not legal, but it 

might work.  I didnôt tell you to do it and you are 

on your own.  Now do it.ò Obama turned and 

strode quickly out of the room. 

 

 Max opened his cell phone and dialed a 

friend who worked for Homeland Security.  

ñCharlie, I want you to get me all the 

information possible from your files on Sheriff 

Lightfoot and Doctor Anderson in Red, 

Montana.  I want the good, the bad, and the ugly, 

especially the latter.  Put a rush on it. 
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   Chapter 18 

 

Ping Chu was completely caught off guard by 

the brazen blonde who wanted to know if he was 

ñThe Foxò.  No one could possibly know or 

suspect him.  He recovered his composure 

quickly without an indication on his 

expressionless face.  ñI didnôt order a pizza,ò he 

replied, ignoring the question. 

 

 The young lady who called herself Rabbit 

tapped the mole on her cheek and asked, ñDo 

you think I look like Marilyn Monroe?ò  Then 

she removed the fake mole from her right cheek 

and laughed.  ñCômon Ping Chu, let me in.  The 

pizzaôs getting cold, and Iôm hungry.ò 
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 Chu was absolutely stunned.  How did she 

know what he had done?  Who was she?  Was 

she from the Government?  Was she from the 

FBI or the CIA?  How did she know his name?  

He slid the chain out of the lock and opened the 

door.   

 

 ñCome in, Rabbit,ò he offered pleasantly. 

 

 She glanced around his small condo, but 

she acted as if she had been there before.  

Walking into the kitchen she grabbed a steak 

knife and plunged it into the pizza, cutting four 

huge slices.  She put two slices on his plate and 

one slice on another plate for herself.   

 

 ñDo you have any wine?ò Her blue eyes 

widened with her question, and she raised her 

eyebrows to accentuate the need. 

 

 Still in shock, Chu lifted a bottle of Pinot 

Noir from a wine rack over the refrigerator.  

ñYou do the honors,ò she suggested.  ñYou are 

the man of the house.ò  She flashed him a crisp 

look as he opened the bottle and poured two 

large glasses, setting them on the dining table 

which was only meant for a couple of people at 

most. 
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 ñWho are you?ò  Chu stammered as he 

nervously took a sip of the wine and a bite of the 

pizza. 

 

 ñMy name is Bunny Hale, but my friends 

just call me Rabbit.  Since I am your friend, you 

can call me Rabbit too.ò  She devoured the pizza 

as if she had not eaten in a week, washing it 

down with a mouthful of wine. 

 

 ñYou asked if I am óThe Foxô.  I donôt 

know what you mean.ò Chu pretended to be 

confused. 

 

 ñCome on Ping, give me a break!ò  Rabbit 

smiled an all knowing smile.  ñThat is how you 

sign the graphic changes you make on websites 

around the world.  By the way, you did a lousy 

job on the American flag in the Quito, Ecuador 

jpeg.  Parts of the letters ñThe Foxò in the lower 

right corner are hard to read.  You should not 

have used a white text over the white stripes in 

the flag.ò   

 

 ñAre you with the FBI?ò Ping blurted out. 
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 ñNo, Iôm with YOU!ò Rabbit spoke 

quietly, sipping on her wine. 

 

 ñAre you with Homeland Security?ò  Ping 

tried again. 

 

 ñNo, I am with YOU.  I am on your side.  

I think what you are doing is marvelous.  You 

have a lot of talent, and you have an amazing 

way of changing the information on the internet.  

I like what you have done because you have 

done it in a nondestructive way.  Most of your 

hacks have been funny instead of mean, so you 

do have a sense of humor.  Three days ago I 

watched when you took down the porno website 

from Azerbaijan.  That was amazing!  One 

minute it was on-line, and the next it was 

replaced by an animated Mickey Mouse cartoon, 

and there was no way for the webmaster to even 

get back into his own site again.  You had 

changed the login and the password.  That was 

brilliant!ò  Rabbit brushed back her blonde hair 

on both sides and waited for Pingôs next 

question. 

 

 Ping unfroze his face long enough to give 

her a stern look.  ñOK, Miss Hale, what do you 



TOM HOKE THE INDIAN AND THE COWBOY 134 

want from me?  Do you want money?  Is this a 

police sting operation?  What are you after?ò 

 

 ñYou,ò Ping replied.  ñI want to work with 

you on some ideas I have, and to put it bluntly, I 

donôt have the expertise to do the things you do.  

Also, to make a point, you donôt have the 

expertise to do the things I do.ò 

 

 ñHow did you find me?ò Ping watched her 

eyes. 

 

 Both blue eyes poured directly into his 

face and she said:  ñBy accident.  I am a ham 

radio operator.  A few years ago I had several 

cross-polarized high gain satellite antennas at 

ground level and I decided to see what would 

happen if I plugged them into a scanner I 

modified to listen to cellular telephone calls.  I 

discovered a whole new world, a world 

oblivious to the fact every word uttered over a 

cell phone can be copied, recorded, and used in a 

thousand different ways.  I lived at home, but I 

moved to an apartment when I graduated from 

High School.  I now access two antenna systems 

remotely, and I use my computer to provide the 

interface which displays the transmitters and 

receivers I use,ò Rabbit paused.   
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 ñYou said óby accidentô, what did you 

mean?ò  Chu could barely contain his interest. 

 

 ñDaily at 5 p.m. downtown San Francisco 

becomes very interesting.  The lawyers are 

coming out of court, and the first thing they do is 

get on their cell phones and discuss everything 

they shouldnôt because they think no one is 

listening.  The prostitutes are arranging their 

dates for the evening via cell phone; Alice a 

housewife is discussing when her husband will 

be away so her boyfriend can come over, and 

politicians are providing some wonderful insight 

into who they really are via cell phone.  It is a 

verbal adventure gone wild!ò  Rabbit took 

another sip at her almost empty wine glass 

before Chu could offer a refill. 

 

    ñA week ago I was rotating the high gain 

antennas I use to capture cellular conversations 

when I accidentally came across an 

unidentifiable signal.  I could only find the 

regional cell tower where the signal was 

generated.  The signal was a digital signal.  I 

recorded it.  When I played it back through my 

computer, the signal appeared to be sent to a 

computer in Omaha, Nebraska.  I was able to 
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trace the signal as it used the Omaha computer 

to forward a digital program to an internet 

forwarding site in Norway, then I lost it.ò   

 

 As Rabbit continued, Chu listened 

intently.   

 

 ñI played back the original message on my 

computer.  It pinpointed the origin of the porno 

site in Azerbaijan.  I checked on the internet to 

see why it was sent there, and all I found was a 

Mickey Mouse animated cartoon.  I laughed 

when I saw what you had done.ò Rabbit gave a 

thumbs up sign to Chu. 

 

 ñBut how did you find me?ò Chu asked, 

totally perplexed. 

 

     Rabbit threw him a look of triumph and 

explained, ñI could identify your cell tower, but 

the antennas were too far away from your 

location to hear your transmit frequency, so I 

hopped in my car and took Henry with me.ò 

  

 ñHenry?ò  Puzzled, Chu sat with his chin 

on his open hand. 
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 ñThis gadget here,ò Rabbit took a tiny 

black plastic box from a pocket.  She plugged in 

a tiny loop antenna and turned it on.  ñGet your 

cell phone,ò she commanded, and as Chu 

reached over and turned it on she added, ñNow 

dial a number.ò 

 

 The moment Chu dialed, three green 

lights lit up brightly and the very sensitive 

direction finding receiver set on the same 

frequency as his cellular telephone output, made 

a low buzzing sound.  Rabbit turned the tiny 

loop antenna at a right angle to the cell phone 

and the signal dropped off markedly.   

 

 ñSo all I had to do,ò she continued, ñis just 

get close to your cell tower and then DF your 

signal.  It was coming from Unit 204.ò 

 

 ñHow did you know my name?ò   

  

 ñI asked in the leasing office.  I told them 

I had a pizza delivery for Unit 204 and the agent 

said, óOh, thatôs Ping Chu, to your right when 

you get off the elevatorô.ò 

 

 ñMore wine?ò Ping offered.  He realized it 

might be better to have a friend than a foe, 
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especially when confronted by such a formidable 

female. 

 

 ñSure, thanks,ò Rabbit replied.  ñWe have 

a lot of work to do.ò  

 

 ñWhat kind of work?ò Chu was worried 

she meant real work. 

 

 ñA few days ago did you see the news 

reports from Red, Montana?ò   

 

 ñEverybody saw that televised disgrace,ò 

Chu replied. 

 

 ñYou and I are going to combine our 

talents and help that guy Indian and the Doctor 

win the next election.  I have a plan we can use 

to help the American people get rid of the losers 

who are running and ruining this country.ò  

Rabbit smiled as she asked, ñAre you with me?ò 

 

 ñIt isnôt every day a Fox gets outfoxed by 

a Rabbit.ò Chu seemed resigned to his fate.  

  

  ñCount me in!ò 
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PART III:  RETRIBUTION 

 

Chapter 19 

 

The black van with darkly tinted windows was 

exceeding Montanaôs speed limit by more than 

40 mph as it flashed over a hill into the radar 

trap.  Officer Terrell motioned for the van to 

stop, and it pulled to the side of the vacant 

highway.  Terrell was without backup, but when 

he ran the Idaho license plate and it checked OK, 

he approached the driverôs side as the window 

came down. 

 

 ñWhatôs the hurry?ò he asked the driver as 

he reached for the ticket pad in his pocket. 
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  The driver raised a Taser gun and fired an 

electronic dart into Officer Terrellôs chest.  

Immediately Terrell was on the ground and 

incapacitated from the stunning 50,000 volt 

shock.  The driver stepped out, looking carefully 

up and down the highway.  He walked to the 

patrol car, turned off the revolving red lights, 

then using a length of lead pipe, he beat the 

video camera to pieces, along with the radio.  He 

threw away the keys to the police cruiser, and 

walked back to the officer on the ground.  He 

smashed the officer with the lead pipe, hitting 

him four times to make sure the officer would 

not respond.  He left the officer in a pool of 

blood in the middle of the highway, turned the 

van around and drove over several hills to a 

lookout spot in the middle of nowhere.   

 

 Pouring gasoline over the van, the driver 

waited until he saw the helicopter approaching 

before he torched the recently stolen vehicle.  

The helicopter landed a safe distance from the 

blazing van.   He climbed aboard.  The 

helicopter turned and sped away. 

  

 

 Tom Branson, Mayor of Red, Montana, 

was hunting in the Red Mountains.  He had been 
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gone 4 days, and he had no luck.  He had fired 

his 30.06 only once, and he missed because the 

quarry jumped at the last moment.  The weather 

had turned rugged, and the snow was getting 

deeper as he decided to give it up for a better 

day.  It took him several hours to get back to the 

main road where his jeep had been parked.  As 

he approached he could see fresh tracks in the 

snow around his jeep.  He reached to his belt and 

pulled out his VHF radio which allowed him to 

talk with the dispatcher in Red.  

 

 ñGet me Lightfootò His voice hid the fact 

he was worried.   

 

 ñSure, Tom.  Hang on.ò  The dispatcher 

put him through to Sheriff Lightfoot. 

 

 ñIndian, Iôm not a happy camper.ò 

Branson said into the mike. 

 

 ñWhatôs the matter, Mayor, nothing for 

your mantelpiece?ò  Lightfoot responded. 

 

 ñI think someone has been messing with 

my jeep,ò Bransonôs anger overflowed.  ñGet out 

here now, and bring your fingerprint kit with 

you.  Iôm at the turnout on 347.ò 
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 ñIôm on my way,ò Lightfoot put the 

transceiver on his belt clip and was out the door 

and into his cruiser before the dispatcher could 

make a comment.   

 

 When she did speak, she startled him.  ñI 

canôt seem to get Officer Terrell on his radio.  

He should have checked in by now.  Heôs all by 

himself today.ò 

 

 ñCheck the recorded live video feed on 

the internet.  Get back to me when you locate 

him.ò  Lightfoot knew every highway patrol car 

not only had a video camera aboard for recorded 

history, but also the camera was connected to the 

internet and transmitted a continual live signal 

which could be reviewed later in case the main 

camera failed to function. 

 

 At 120 mph it took Lightfoot 10 minutes 

to reach Bransonôs jeep.  Branson was standing 

close to the vehicle.   

 

 ñGet away from the jeep,ò Lightfoot 

ordered, motioning Branson to get back.   

  

 ñWhy, whatôs wrong?ò Branson asked. 
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 ñLetôs just say I have a premonition,ò the 

Sheriff responded.  ñIndians have a seventh 

sense you know.ò  He grinned. 

 

 Careful not to mess up the tracks around 

the jeep, Sheriff Lightfoot looked through the 

driverôs side window.  Everything looked ok.  

He followed the tracks around the front of the 

jeep.  The footprints in the snow blended 

together as if someone had stopped there.  

Kneeling down in the snow, Sheriff Lightfoot 

looked under the front bumper.  A surprised look 

crossed his usual expressionless face as he 

quickly stood up and joined the Mayor.   

 

 ñWhatôs wrong?ò Branson asked.  ñWhat 

did you find?ò 

 

 ñIs your insurance paid up?ò Lightfoot 

asked casually. 

 

 ñSure,ò Branson replied.   

 

 Lightfoot moved his patrol car behind an 

outcropping of rocks 100 yards away.  With 

Branson behind him wondering what he planned 

to do next, Lightfoot asked, ñCan I borrow your 

rifle a minute?ò  The Mayor handed him the 
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rifle, and the Sheriff fired one round into the 

jeep bumper. 

 

 The vehicle exploded as a gigantic fireball 

soared 200 feet into the clear Montana sky.  

When the smoke and flames ended and the 

debris came back to earth, there was nothing left 

except a chunk of the spare tire. 

 

 Branson looked in disbelief at the charred 

remains.  ñDoes this mean someone doesnôt like 

their elected official?ò  

 

 Before he could answer yes, the radio on 

Lightfootôs announced, ñSheriff Lightfoot, call 

the dispatcher immediately.  Urgent!ò 

 

 Lightfoot squeezed the mike, ñLightfoot 

here.ò 

 

 ñSheriff, I just ran the internet video link 

for Officer Terrell.  It shows he stopped a black 

van near highways 43 and 56.  The video shows 

a man tasering Officer Terrell, then approaching 

the police cruiser with a lead pipe in his hand.  

Then the video goes blank.  I think Officer 

Terrell is down and needs assistance.  Can you 

help?ò 
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 Lightfootôs black eyes flashed with anger:  

ñI have Mayor Branson with me.  We are on our 

way.ò  Lightfoot turned on the red lights and 

siren and headed for the last known location for 

Officer Terrell. 
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Chapter 20 
 

Sheriff Lightfootôs patrol car reached the 

intersection of highways 43 and 56 and made a 

screeching sliding turn to the right onto 56.  As 

they sailed over the hill at high speed they could 

see Officer Terrellôs police cruiser on the right 

side of the road, and they could see a body in the 

center of the highway beyond the cruiser. 

 

 ñGet me a helicopter ambulance out here 

NOW,ò Lightfoot barked into his mike.  ñOfficer 

Terrell is down.ò 
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 Slamming on the brakes and skidding to a 

halt, the sheriff and the mayor both leaped from 

the car and ran for Terrellôs inert body.  The 

pool of blood was starting to dry up in the cold 

winter air.  Lightfoot felt for vital signs.  ñHeôs 

got a pulse, and heôs still breathing.  Donôt move 

him, just cover him up.ò 

 

 Branson took off the coat he used for 

hunting and covered Terrellôs body.  ñThis will 

keep him from going into shock.  Someone beat 

the hell out of him.  His arms look broken, but 

the bleeding has stopped.ò 

 

 The sound of the Medivac helicopter 

arrived before the machine was in sight.  The 

chopper landed and two medics carrying a 

stretcher ran toward them. 

 

 ñHow are his vital signs?ò  One of the 

men asked.   

 

 ñWeak, but good,ò Sheriff Lightfoot 

replied.  ñGet him in to Central Hospital as soon 

as you can.ò 

  

 They carefully placed the injured 

patrolman on the stretcher and hustled him to the 
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copter, loading him on a special platform inside.  

They waved goodbye and were out of sight in 

seconds. 

 

 ñWho would do such a thing?ò  Branson 

watched Sheriff Lightfoot for a response.   

 

 ñProbably the same people who booby 

trapped your jeep, and probably the same people 

who made all that smoke.ò  Lightfoot pointed 

toward the distant hillside where black smoke 

was still rising into the cloudless sky.  

 

  ñLetôs check it out. One thing is for sure:  

this Indian is about to go on the warpath!ò 
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Chapter 21 

 

Doc Anderson had been monitoring the police 

radio all morning.  When the helicopter reached 

Central Hospital he was in the emergency room.  

He had plenty of help.  He was briefed and then 

quickly examined Officer Terrell.  Terrell was 

beginning to make moaning sounds, which was a 

good sign.  Doc could tell immediately both 

arms had been broken close to the elbow.  

Apparently Terrell had the military conditioned 

reflex to cover his head from the blows.  His 

vital signs were stable.   

 

 Terrell opened his hazel eyes, blinked 

twice at the bright lights, and seeing the good 

doctor with a halo around his head, weakly 
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acknowledged, ñI canôt be in heaven because 

you are here.  Where am I?ò  He tried to move 

his arms, but quickly gave up. 

 

 ñYou have two broken arms and a 

concussion,ò Doc said.  ñDo you remember 

anything?ò  

 

 ñI remember the face of the guy who 

tasered me,ò Terrell offered.  ñWhen I was on 

the ground he was trying to beat my head into 

the concrete.  I put my arms over my head.  I 

guess that might have saved my life.ò   

 

 ñDo you recall anything else?ò Doc 

Anderson questioned. 

 

 ñI remember the tattoo.  He had a 

diamond shaped tattoo on his right wrist.ò  

Terrell was beginning to feel the sedative.  

Before he drifted off he saluted Doc.  ñThanks, 

Doc, you saved me.ò   

 

 Doc smiled through his heavy mustache.  

ñNope, Indian and that big ole Mayor and the 

medics saved you.  I just provide shelter for old 

troopers.ò 
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 Forty five miles to the south, Sheriff 

Lightfoot and Mayor Branson had finished 

examining the burned out hulk of the black van 

Officer Terrell had stopped.  The license plates 

were charred, but Lightfoot called his dispatcher 

and she informed him she already had checked 

those Idaho plates, and there was no report of a 

stolen vehicle with those plates.  

 

  ñMaybe,ò she suggested, ñthey havenôt 

been reported yet because the owner is on 

vacation or doesnôt know the vehicle has been 

stolen.  Iôll keep an eye open in case it is 

reported in the next few days.ò 

  

 ñDo me a favor and pull up the Grant 

Weather station and get John Farmer on the 

line.ò Sheriff Lightfoot waited with the 

microphone on his knee. 

 

 ñHello Indian!  How?ò John Farmer 

always was blunt in his greetings. 

 

 ñJohn, can you take a look at your active 

weather highway view from the satellite about 

an hour ago?ò  Lightfoot had an idea. 

 

 ñSure, what are we looking for?ò   
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 ñAbout two miles south of the intersection 

of Highway 43 and 56 we are looking for a 

helicopter.  Not sure what direction it may have 

come from.ò  Lightfoot opened his passenger 

door to get some fresh air into the police car. 

 

 ñGive me a few seconds while I fast 

forward through the video.ò The radio went 

silent for 20 seconds.  Finally Johnôs voice came 

through the speaker:  ñI see a burning vehicle 

and a black helicopter close by.  A man jumps 

into the helicopter, and the helicopter leaves.ò 

 

 ñWhich way did it go?ò Lightfoot asked. 

 

 ñIt made a wide circle, and headed for 

Blasset Air Force base.  Thereôs nothing else 

around for 200 miles.ò   

 

 ñThanks, John, Iôll explain later.   My 

regards to your new bride.ò  Sheriff Lightfoot 

turned off the radio, glanced into Bransonôs big 

face and asked, ñYou ready to fly to Blasset?ò 

 

 ñIôm ready when you are.ò  Branson was 

always ready for anything. 
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 Lightfoot turned on his red light and siren 

and put his foot to the floor.  The 400 

horsepower machine raced down the highway 

toward a United States Air Force base 50 miles 

away.  It would take 30 minutes to reach their 

target.  Hopefully they would be in time.  
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Chapter 22 

 
Hong Kong, China 

 

The bright red capital letters 8 feet high read:  

óSATSUN MANUFACTURING COMPANYô.  

As the leading manufacturer of electronic voting 

machines, Satsunôs products were renowned 

worldwide, both for their low cost as well as 

their accuracy.  Of the three potential contenders 

for the United States voting machine market, 

Satsun Manufacturing had an edge.  During the 

period when voters in the United States were 
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going crazy over voting machines and chads, 

Satsun had been busy designing keypads and 

electronic voting machines which were simple to 

use as well as infallible.  At the same time their 

marketing representatives were busy infiltrating 

the system from all directions and all angles, 

with special paid trips arranged to Hong Kong 

for Republican and Democrat senators and 

congressmen alike.   

 

 The latest electronic voting machines 

made in Hong Kong were being demonstrated in 

malls across the United States.  Young children 

were allowed to test their voting skills and the 

accuracy of the machines.  More than 10,000 

machines were used as demos for the American 

public.  Satsun electronic voting machines were 

well accepted and one of their best features was 

they could distribute the vote count directly 

through the internet to a central computer, 

resulting in a more accurate and faster vote 

count.  Election results were faster than ever. 

 

 In Beijing the Chinese government was 

more than aware of the importance of accurately 

counting the vote for an American election 

quickly and accurately.  Not only was it a chance 

to make a great deal of money with another 
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Chinese product, it also would show the world 

how China has risen to the top of the electronics 

market for products other than childrenôs toys. 

 

 On the 75
th
 floor of the Blue Moon Office 

building a special task force had been 

established to develop and promote the voting 

machines.  One member of the task force 

worked directly for the Chinese Security Office.  

The other members were not aware of that fact, 

and they treated him like everyone else.  His 

name was Jin Yung.  Jin Yung was a genius with 

electronics of all kinds.  He had the equivalent of 

a doctorôs degree in Communications 

Electronics and Computer miniaturization.  His 

role at Satsun was to make sure the keypads 

used in the voting machines sent to the United 

States were the best in the world.  He was 

responsible for developing the keypads from 

scratch, making sure even the finger pads felt 

good to the touch and were ergonomically fun to 

use.  It was up to Jin Yung to keep the 

manufacturing costs low to maximize profits.  

His position within the company was Vice 

President of Marketing.  His real purpose was a 

well kept secret only known to the Leader of 

Chinaôs communist party, and two close 

advisors. 
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      Jin Yung worked on the keypad night and 

day, using special lightweight materials and 

special electronic circuits to make the keypads 

accurate and reliable.  The United States 

Government was potentially planning to 

purchase millions of the machines for the 2012 

Presidential election.   

 

 Jin Yung would make sure everything was 

ready on time.   
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Chapter 23 

 
Blasset Air Force base, Montana 

 

The guard on duty at the entrance gate to 

Blasset Air Force base opened the gate wide 

when he recognized Sheriff Lightfoot and the 

Mayor from nearby Red, Montana.  Lightfoot 

aimed the cruiser toward the airfield which 

appeared vacant at the moment.  He stopped in 

front of the control tower.  Quickly they took an 

elevator up four stories and exited into the flight 

control room.  Lightfoot spotted an officer he 

knew from a recent fishing trip.   

 

 ñCaptain Marshall, I need your help,ò 

Lightfoot pleaded, unconsciously making a face 

when he said it.  
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 ñHow can I help you Indian?ò came the 

quick response. 

 

 ñHave you seen a black helicopter land or 

takeoff in the past two hours?ò  Lightfoot moved 

to one side to let another officer through the 

narrow passageway. 

 

 ñSure.  They came through here about an 

hour ago.ò  Marshall nodded toward the south 

and added, ñThey fueled up and headed 

thataway.ò  He pointed to the south. 

 

 ñThey who?ò Sheriff Lightfoot asked. 

 

 ñIt was a special CIA chopper with 

Government markings.  I donôt know who they 

were, but they were cleared by security.  They 

were in a hurry, something about an accident 

investigation.  Would you like to talk to the 

security officer?ò  The Captain looked toward a 

corner of the building.  ñThatôs Bud Johnson at 

the desk with all the computers.  Go ask him.  

He knows more than I do.ò   

 

 ñThanks Marshall.ò  Lightfoot and 

Branson moved to the corner desk where Bud 
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Johnson sat with his feet on the desk.  When he 

spotted them, he quickly moved his feet to the 

floor.   

 

 ñSorry, I was just thinking about vacation.  

What can I do for you gentlemen?ò  

 

 ñI am Sheriff Lightfoot, and this is Mayor 

Branson from Red.  Weôre trying to find out who 

was in the black helicopter you allowed through 

security about an hour ago.ò 

 

 ñThey were CIA.  They showed me their 

credentials and said they were on a special 

mission involving a crash and they needed to 

refuel and leave as soon as possible.  I let them 

through.  I have a video of their chopper and the 

government numbers on the side.  I also have 

photos of each of them.  Let me show you the 

tape.ò  Johnson moved to his tape player and 

pushed the button.  Instantly the screen filled 

with a black helicopter, white markings as plain 

as day.  It was CIA, and the photos of the men 

were clear. 

 

 ñCan I have a copy of that tape?ò Sheriff 

Lightfoot asked. 

 




