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The Gravity Shield 

 

Chapter 1 

 

Inspiration hit Wallace Wolford from three areas at nearly the same moment. 

“Wooly Wally,” as he was known in the remote New Mexico town near where he 

lived, had barely put down a Dale Brown military fiction novel when the first blow 

struck. The novel included an airplane using a frequency hopping jammer to escape being 

blown out of the sky by an enemy missile. 

Co-inspiration moment number two was a story on CNN.com about gravitons: 

elementary particles created at the birth of the universe that can travel faster than light. 

Tying the first two thoughts together into an “Ah ha!” moment was Inspiration Stroke 

Number 3: a trailer for a “Captain America” movie that happened to be on the television 

playing in the background while Wolford was reading. Captain America carries a shield, 

he saw. 

Known locally for being an eccentric, and for his large size, bushy gray hair and 

equally bushy beard, Wolford was in fact a former university professor. However, his 

“aw shucks” demeanor meant no one near his home had a clue about his academic 

prowess. 

“If gravity is in fact caused by a sub-atomic wave—similar to but not identical to a 

light wave— then why can’t I create a device to shield me—or a vehicle—from it?” 

Wolford asked. “Maybe I can use frequency hopping technology to find the frequencies 

the gravitons are on then block them.” 

“Dear,” Wally said over his shoulder to his wife, who was giggling uncontrollably at a 

History Channel special on the Conquest of Mexico by Spain, “I’m going out to the 

hardware store and a few other places to shop.” 

“Will you back in time for dinner?” she said, her eyes still glued to the TV. “This is 

funny. They got it completely wrong,” she said, laughing uncontrollably. 



“Will I be home in time for dinner? Probably not,” Wolford answered honestly. “I’ve 

got an idea for a new invention that will rock the world to its core.” 

“OK, dear,” she said. “Have fun. Try not to blow anything up this time.” One of his 

recent experiments had turned a small shack into splinters and flattened a quarter-mile of 

desert. 

“Yes, dear,” Wally said obediently as he headed out to his workshop slash laboratory 

in a former hay barn. 

Living in the New Mexico desert meant Wolford had one resource in abundance: 

power. His spread had a bunch of solar panels on it, enough where he could run anything 

he wanted and not tap into the local grid. 



Chapter 2 

 

Several months later, Melissa McAllister, Ph.D. was hard at work putting the finishing 

touches to the Field Museum’s new Mars exhibition near Chicago’s waterfront. In her 

late 20’s, the athletic dark blonde of mixed Irish-Norwegian descent, flipped her hair out 

of her tired, bloodshot eyes. The exhibit, with artful dioramas and a live video feed from 

NASA’s Mars explorer robots, had a genuine Martian meteorite as its centerpiece. The 

irregular hunk of rock and metal, weighing in at a whopping one kilogram (2.2 pounds) 

was worth an estimated $1 million. A heavily alarmed glass case surrounded the 

meteorite on all four sides and the top while it sat atop black velvet on a pedestal in the 

room’s center. 

The meteorite by weight was worth more than diamonds, and was guarded like the 

British Crown Jewels and the Hope Diamond combined. 

Several other space related items—including a space suit worn by Mercury astronauts 

predating the Apollo program of the 1960s—were also in the room. 

McAllister was going over some new cost estimates for updated video screens since 

the previous supplier had just declared bankruptcy. About $10,000 of her meager budget 

was locked down in the deposit with no way to get it back. That was $10,000 badly 

needed dollars the exhibit was not going to see for a very long time, if ever. 

“Melissa,” a security guard at the front entrance said when McAllister’s phone rang, 

“I’ve got a geezer down here who claims to have some Martian meteorites. What should I 

do with him?” 

McAllister looked at the clock on her computer and realized her work day and work 

week had two hours left in them. “What the hell,” she said, thinking aloud, “I’m not 

going to get any more productive work done today anyway. Send him up, Harry.” 

Being the studious type—and having been dumped by her most recent boyfriend 

weeks before because she was more interested in watching the stars than playing to is 

ego—McAllister’s weekend plans revolved around working, studying and working out. 

Spending a little time with this geezer might just add a little spice to her otherwise bland, 

boring existence, she muttered to the empty room. 



A few minutes later, the security guard escorted Wally Wolford into McAllister’s 

cramped office. Calling her office “cramped” was an overstatement. A closet would have 

been a big step up in terms of space. There was barely room for a desk, computer with 

two screens, filing cabinet and one chair, if, that is, the guest didn’t mind having their 

backside in the hall. 

McAllister looked at the man, who actually appeared to be larger than the security 

guard, and Harry was no wimp. At a guess, the geezer, who had penetrating deep-set 

green eyes and a robust gut, was at least 6-foot-3, probably taller. It was tough to tell if 

the old guy, behind his beard, was all fat or if there was a lot of muscle in his upper body. 

Frankly, he was big enough to where the self-proclaimed “lab rat” figured staying on his 

good side would be a healthy idea. 

McAllister sized up her visitor’s appearance and thought at the start, “there is no way 

this guy can have Martian meteorites. She got up and stuck out her hand anyway, “Dr. 

Melissa McAllister, junior assistant curator and head of the Field Museum’s upcoming 

Mars exhibit,” she said, introducing herself to Wolford. 

Wolford, wearing worn denim overalls, a red and white checked wool shirt showing 

extensive wear, stuck out his right hand. Clenched in his massive left paw was a 5-gallon 

bucket filled with sand. Several rocks were peeking out through the sand and gravel, all 

of it with a strong reddish hue. 

The color of the rocks was off, since they didn’t look like anything McAllister could 

recall seeing on her field studies in the American Southwest, Africa or the Middle East. 

“Wallace Wolford,” the giant replied, a nervous smile on his face as he shook hands. 

“But you can call me Wooly Wally, ‘cause that’s what my friends call me.” 

“I hear you have a Martian meteorite,” McAllister said looking up past Wolford’s 

bushy gray beard that came down to his chest. A mass of gray curls poked out 

haphazardly from underneath a trucker’s cap with a map of Montana on it. “Did you 

bring it with you?” 

“I sure did, missy,” Wolford said in a deep Southern drawl. “That’s what I’ve got right 

here in this bucket. Martian rocks, sand and gravel.” 

McAllister looked at Wolford with a skeptical eye. “Yeah, right,” she was thinking. 

“This dumb hick is carrying 50 pounds of Martian meteorites worth $1,000 a gram in a 



plastic paint bucket. The total weight of confirmed Martian meteorites is less than 100 

pounds and he’s carrying more than half of that in a bucket? He doesn’t sound very bright 

and he must think I’m equally as dumb to believe him.” 

“How do you know these are Martian meteorites?” she asked cynically. 

“Well,” Wolford drawled, then he shifted his weight back and forth from one leg to the 

other, “I did some research on the Internet and these rocks sure look like the pitchers I 

seen of rocks from Mars. I was hoping you’d have one of them there mass spectrometers 

that could tell me—us—for sure.” 

McAllister’s mental estimate of the big man’s intelligence—he looked to be at least 6-

foot-2 and weigh a good 280 pounds or more—just went up, along with her eyebrows. He 

couldn’t be all that dumb if he knew what a mass spectrometer was. 

The explanation she gave visiting school kids was it was like an oven that can tell you 

what something is made of. Once you know the chemical composition, you can estimate 

its age and if the sample is rare enough, where it came from, she told the kids. 

Those visits were not all that frequent and because she was the low person on the 

museum’s pecking, she got them all. McAllister could have been jealous that other 

people got to spend more time in their labs, but frankly, the kids broke up her 

monotonous work life, not to mention her free time. 

Since her budget was already stretched to its limit, McAllister figured, “why not? I’ve 

got the time. I’ll humor this old guy. Maybe it will give me a chuckle to end another 

stressful week.” 

As it happened, the Field Museum had a mass spectrometer on site. It was used to help 

date artifacts that passed through the museum’s doors. It also caught the fakes because it 

could spot newer “artifacts” that were anything but old. McAllister called the lab in one 

of the museum’s many basements and spoke for a few minutes. 

Wolford just stood there patiently, the paint bucket sitting on the floor by his feet, as 

McAllister made her call. 

The guy she spoke to—lab technician Alex Gonsalves—could tell by the tone of 

McAllister’s voice that the test wasn’t serious. How could they be? No bookie would 

give a bettor odds for something that couldn’t exist, at least not in the quantity this guy 

supposedly had. Putting it bluntly, odds don’t exist for the impossible, Gonsalves knew. 



The odds this guy having one actual Martian meteorite, as in a rock that made its way 

through space and fell to Earth was ludicrous. Anyone trying to place a bet that Wolford 

actually had a 5-gallon bucket of material from Mars would have been given a one-way 

trip to the nearest psych ward, Gonsalves thought. 

Knowing the mass spectrometer could use a calibration check anyway, the lab tech 

decided to humor McAllister’s request. “Sure, send a sample on down to the lab,” 

Gonsalves said. 

“We need to take a sample of your rocks down to a lab and get them analyzed,” 

McAllister explained patiently to Wolford. She spoke to him like she was talking to a 

class of school kids, young school kids. 

“We’re going to have to destroy some of it so we can find out what these rocks are 

made of, if that’s OK by you,” she explained. Wolford kept smiling, nodding his assent. 

“Once we get that analysis, we can compare the numbers to those from confirmed 

Martian meteorites. If the numbers match, you have rocks from Mars. If not, well …” and 

she left unsaid that he had ordinary rocks from who cares where. 

Wolford offered McAllister a gentlemanly hand as she got her thin, 5-foot-2-inch 

frame out of her chair. She smoothed her blonde hair back away from her tired face yet 

again, letting it fall past her collar to below her shoulder blades and stood up. She seldom 

wore make-up being unconcerned about what anyone else thought of her appearance. 

That said, many men still found her attractive. McAllister, though, considered brains 

more attractive than a tight butt and muscles, putting her a very small minority. 

With the security guard acting as an escort, and Wolford carrying the bucket one-

handed, McAllister led the way down a hallway to an elevator. They dropped to the first 

sub-basement level and walked a ways to the lab. 

“Maybe I should take a sample into the lab,” McAllister said reaching for the bucket. 

“Be my guest,” Wolford said, handing the bucket to her. Once McAllister’s hand 

grasped the handle, the bucket plunged to the floor. Wolford, with a twinkle in his green 

eyes, wrapped her hand in his rugged, calloused grip and caught the bucket before it 

could spill. 

“That bucket’s a lot heavier than it looks,” she said, a stunned look on her face. 



“Yeah, that it is, I reckon,” Wolford said, acting like he did not have a care in the 

world. He lifted it easily with one hand and held it straight out, peering at the full bucket. 

“I’d say at a guess it weighs about a hunert pounds give or take.” 

“How much of it can I use as a sample?” McAllister asked, impressed by Wolford’s 

strength. 

“Hell, doc, you can use as much as you want, all of it for all I care,” he said innocently. 

“There’s a lot more where that came from.” 

Now McAllister knew Wally Wolford had to be pulling the wool over her eyes. Maybe 

that’s how he got his nickname, she thought: he was a practical joker. 

McAllister was just suspicious enough to wonder which of her small circle of 

girlfriends could be behind this gag, but no one came to mind. Besides, there wasn’t that 

much Martian rock on Earth and that was a scientific fact. There was no way this old 

geezer could have anywhere near 100 pounds of it, no way, no how. 

“Let’s see what you’ve got,” she said. Being careful to put on some plastic gloves first, 

she rummaged her hand around in the bucket and came up with a rock like a rough, 

pitted, sand-blasted pebble. It looked like the kind of thing you might find in a streambed. 

She took it and pulled out two other random rocks, one about the size and shape of gravel 

and the other larger than her fist. 

She knocked on the lab’s door and Gonsalves, a man who looked like he was fresh out 

of college, opened it. He saw the rocks in McAllister’s hands and took them in his own 

gloved mitts. 

Placing them on a table, he carefully adjusted a jeweler’s diamond-tipped saw to cut 

thin wafers from each sample. After tagging the samples, he placed the first one in a 

special device that looked vaguely like a microwave oven, went over to a computer 

keyboard and entered a command. There was the flash as a high-powered laser turned the 

sample into gas followed by a brief hum before silence returned to the room. 

“The first sample is being analyzed,” the lab tech said. “What are we looking for 

anyway?” 

“I’m trying to prove to this here lady these rocks are from Mars,” Wolford said, 

speaking before McAllister could open her mouth. Wolford’s tone of voice was serious, 

like he actually believed in what he was saying. 



McAllister, standing behind him, hiked an eyebrow and Gonsalves caught the look. 

“The rocks are from Mars? Yeah right. And so am I,” was the common theme in both of 

their heads. However, since the mass spectrometer needed a calibration check anyway, 

Gonsalves continued with his test. 

“She doesn’t believe me and I ain’t in a mind to blame her one bit,” Wolford said, 

looking at the lab tech. “Now can your computer-thingy check and see if my rock 

matches up to them other Martian meateorites, if’n you don’t mind?” 

“Sure,” Gonsalves said, trying hard—and failing—to hide a snicker. This hick’s world 

was going to come crashing down the minute the results came back, he thought. 

A moment later the lab computer beeped indicating the analysis was done. A series of 

numbers was shown on the screen. Portions of the number stood for each major element 

found in the sample, Gonsalves explained to Wolford, adopting the same tone McAllister 

had used earlier, like he was talking to a 5-year-old. 

Wolford just stood there and smiled back, leaning against the wall like he had 

absolutely nothing to fear.  

“Now let’s see if this rock is from Mars,” the tech said. He got online to an academic 

database, did a search and came back with some numbers, put them into a Microsoft 

Excel spreadsheet and told the computer to compare them. 

Gonsalves glanced at his computer screen and started to turn away, positive beyond 

any doubt that this first sample was ordinary river rock. 

Then he whipped his head around and muttered, “this can’t be right.” 

“What can’t be right?” McAllister said. 

The tech pointed to two tables on his screen. “The one on the right is from a confirmed 

Martian rock showing atmospheric elements trapped within the rock. The sample was 

taken by the Curiosity Rover that is still functioning on Mars.” 

Then he pointed to the table on the left. “This is from his sample,” and he pointed his 

thumb over his shoulder at Wolford. “I’d say it was a good 80 percent match, which 

makes it unlikely it came from anyplace around here. I’m not going to say it was from 

Mars, but I can tell you it didn’t originate anywhere within at least 500 miles of 

Chicago.” 



He then called up a much larger database, one that was exhaustive in its detailed 

examination of rocks from all of North America, including the Canadian Arctic and down 

to Central America. None of the numbers came close to matching Wolford’s sample. 

“Let’s try the second sample,” McAllister said, intrigued. 

“Let’s do just that,” Gonsalves agreed while the larger database comparison ran. 

Sample number two—the gravel—went into the oven, was vaporized and the vapor 

analyzed, just like the first one. 

“Holy shit,” the tech said in amazement, too stunned to avoid the profanity. He pointed 

the numbers out to McAllister and Wolford, who was leaning over their shoulders, a pair 

of horn rimmed glasses now perched on his nose. “These numbers are even closer, at 

least 90 percent match with those from the confirmed Mars rocks. If these numbers are 

real, and I have no reason to doubt them, I’d say rock number two originated on Mars.” 

Gonsalves turned to McAllister, a smile on his face. “Congratulations, doc, you’ve got 

yourself a chunk of Mars.” 

“How’s about looking at sample three?” Wolford asked softly. 

“Why not?” the tech said, still stunned by the first two samples. “I doubt it will come 

up close to the other two, but what the heck? Let’s give it a look.” 

This time the tech let out a low whistle. “Well I’ll be,” he said. “If I didn’t know better, 

I’d say this sample came from the same exact rock formation Curiosity looked at about a 

week ago. They are as close to a perfect match as you can get at well over 95 percent.” 

A tone signaled the large database comparison search with Earth minerals was 

finished. Gonsalves opened the results and was stunned. He expected to see a 100 percent 

match with something from Earth. Instead, and McAllister saw for herself by leaning 

over his shoulder, the match with Earth rock was less than 20 percent. 

“Wherever these rocks came from, they didn’t originate in North America,” Gonsalves 

told the stunned assistant curator. “From what I’m seeing, I’d bet every dollar I could 

beg, borrow or steal none of these came from Earth.” 

Since Gonsalves couldn’t believe what he was seeing, he turned his attention away 

from his visitors and ran a system diagnostics check. He wanted to make sure the mass 

spectrometer wasn’t broken. 



In less than two minutes, a readout appeared. It was green across the board: all systems 

were functioning within design limits, the tech saw. This meant that unless Wolford was 

some kind of super genius computer hacker, which Gonsalves doubted, there was one 

inescapable conclusion: all three sample rocks came from Mars. 

Gonsalves looked at McAllister and then stared at Wolford. “And you say you’ve got 

more? Can I sample some more of these?” he asked, scientific curiosity overwhelming 

him. 

“Be my guest,” Wolford said, pushing the bucket over to him. “Cut up and burn any of 

that you want. I can get more any time I want.” Then he looked at his watch and said to 

McAllister, “but first I need to go deliver a pizza. Can you take a break and come with 

me?” 

“How much do we have here?” Gonsalves asked. 

“Mr. Wolford said he expects it to be about 100 pounds, though it might be more,” she 

said. Her eyes stared at Gonsalves, a man who had the gaunt, thin, pasty look of someone 

to whom a gym was someplace he may have heard of but never visited.  

“I don’t know,” she said, suddenly alive with energy. Her overwhelmed brain cells 

finally told her she was going to have a much bigger display than previously thought. 

“Let’s go find out.” 

Gonsalves tried to move the bucket but could barely push it along the floor. Not 

wanting a hernia, he didn’t even try to lift it. The beefy security guard, who had stuck 

around waiting for the punch line of what he was sure was a practical joke, could barely 

lift it with both hands. 

Wolford reached down and hefted the bucket easily in one massive hand yet again. 

The two scientists led Wolford down a corridor into another room, this one with an 

industrial scale. “We weigh statues and mummies, that sort of thing, here,” the tech 

explained. 

The bucket went onto the scale and the readout said 143.4 pounds. “Let’s see, if the 

bucket weighs 3.4 pounds, which it don’t, you’ve got 140 pounds of Martian rocks and 

soil there,” Wolford said. “Why don’t we split the weight in two and say half of it is sand 

and the other half is rock?” 



“I’ve got a better idea,” Gonsalves said, grabbing a clear thick plastic sheet and putting 

it on the floor. “Would you mind emptying the bucket on the sheet for me since it’s too 

heavy to lift?” 

“Sure, son,” Wolford said. He tipped the bucket over and gently poured the content 

out. There were easily several dozen rocks ranging from gravel size to bigger than a fist. 

“I don’t think half rock and half sand is right,” Gonsalves, the tech, said. “It’s more 

like 60 percent rock, maybe more.” 

McAllister thought for a moment before a smile lit up her face. “That means we here at 

the Field Museum have as many Martian meteorites by weight as the rest of the world put 

together.” 

That good news caused McAllister’s face to fall as she did some mental cost 

calculations. Even at just half the bucket’s load, 70 pounds equaled about 750 grams. At 

the going rate of $1,000 per gram for Mars meteorites, this meant buying just the rocks 

from Wolford would take a huge bite out of the entire museum’s budget. The decision of 

what to do had just skyrocketed way past McAllister’s pay grade and probably that of her 

direct boss. 

Gonsalves reacted before the stunned assistant curator could do anything. He whipped 

out his cellphone, speed-dialed a number and started talking in hushed tones. “Screw the 

chain of command,” he said aloud. “I’m calling the boss. The big boss.” 

Reluctantly, McAllister lowered her shoulders and looked down at Wolford’s size 16 

feet. “There’s no way we can afford to buy these rocks from you,” she said. “Much as I’d 

like to, I’d have to get the museum’s board of directors to authorize a check for this big 

of an amount.” 

“How much is this stuff worth?” Wolford asked. “Shoot, it’s just rocks. It can’t be 

worth that much.” 

“You’re wrong,” McAllister said, tempted to start pouring sand and rocks back into 

Wolford’s bucket so she could give it back to him. “I’d say your bucket of rocks and dirt 

is worth at least $1 million, probably a heck of a lot more.” 

“Well hot damn,” Wolford said, his smile getting even bigger. “I’ll tell you what, why 

don’t I let you have,” and he sorted through the rocks, pulling the six biggest ones out, 

“these as a gift.” He let the rocks sit off to one side on the plastic sheet. 



Now it was McAllister’s turn to look stunned. 

“Wait a minute,” she said. “You’re willing to just give those rocks to the museum? 

Give, as in free, no strings attached?” 

“No,” Wolford said, correcting her. “I’m willing to give those rocks to you,” and he 

pointed at McAllister’s chest. “What you do with ‘em is up to you. You can keep them 

here, sell them, or hell, give ‘em away. But there is one condition: you come with me to 

go get some more.” 

An older woman, with long gray hair tied in a conservative bun and wearing a smart 

gray business suit, barged into the lab. Hot on her heels were a dozen armed security 

guards, none of which was much smaller than Wolford. 

The older woman took a protective stance when she saw the plastic sheet covered with 

rocks and sand. “Don’t let anyone, and I mean anyone, get near this stuff,” the woman 

barked at the guards, a menacing threat in her gruff voice. 

She glanced around and saw McAllister and Wolford standing there quietly. “Melissa, 

I just got a call from a very excited tech who said you have a huge amount of Martian 

meteorites. Is that right?” 

“Yes, Doctor West, it is,” McAllister said, facing her. “And this good man, Wallace 

Wolford, has just agreed to give me the six largest rocks. They will make a huge addition 

to our display.” 

“Pleased to meet you, Doctor West,” Wolford said, extending a hand. “My friends call 

me Wooly Wolford but I answer to pretty much anything except ‘hey you.’” 

“Did you say give them to you?” Doctor Jeanne West, the Field Museum’s executive 

director said to her subordinate after absentmindedly shaking Wolford’s outstretched 

hand. 

The museum director stared at her younger employee then shook her head. She must 

have been mistaken, West thought, so she asked again. “Give, as in free? He just gave 

them to you? Pardon me for being a cynic, but why would he give you millions of dollars 

worth of Martian rocks when he could sell them?” 

“Because I told her there was one condition: she’d have to come with me to go get 

more,” Wolford said. 



“More?” West said incredulously, not believing what she was hearing. “You’ve got 

more? You just more than doubled the world’s supply of Martian meteorites and you say 

you can get even more? I’d like to ask how and where but instead I’m going to do 

something else.” West turned to face McAllister before adding, “I’m going to ask Melissa 

here to get moving.” 

West turned and looked again at the mountain of a man in front of her. “When do you 

want to go and how long do you need Melissa for? Ask for anything and if I can get it, 

it’s yours,” her excited words pouring out of her mouth like they were being shot by a 

machine gun. 

“Well,” and Wolford looked up in thought. “I need to bring some guys a few pizzas 

first then we can get going. It’ll take about almost a day to get where we need to go. If I 

can borrow your assistant cureatore for the weekend, I’d be much obliged,” he said. 

“Could you get there faster if you flew?” West asked. “I can call in some favors and 

probably get you a jet.” 

“Much obliged, ma’am,” Wolford said in his good old boy drawl, “but no plane can 

get where we need to go. I need to drive.”  

West just stood there, stunned, partly at being turned down but more because of what 

Wolford was offering. 

She turned to McAllister and continued talking rapidly, machinegun style, spitting 

words out like they were on an ammunition belt. “Melissa, do you have any clothes here? 

Can I have someone go get you anything, anything at all? You don’t mind going, do you? 

This is too important for any personal plans to get in the way,” West said. 

“Have them bring her a heavy jacket,” Wolford suggested before McAllister could 

respond. “It can get a mite cold where we’re going.” 

“I’ve got an overnight bag in my office,” McAllister said to West, replying to the 

director’s questions. In addition to all of the other excitement surrounding the Mars 

rocks, McAllister was awed by meeting West for the first time. The only other time she’d 

seen the director was at a distance. 

McAllister cleared her head and focused on the task at hand: learning just where 

Wolford’s stash came from. 



She was also cautious: her overnight bag held a Taser stunner and a can of pepper 

spray. A girl couldn’t be too cautious, especially on a sudden field trip with someone she 

didn’t know, McAllister thought. 

“My bag has all the essentials I need for a short working trip. How are we getting there 

anyway?” she asked Wolford, having missed his comment that he was driving. 

“Oh, heck, missy, I’m driving,” Wolford said. “Just go grab your bag and have your 

boss give you some cash, not that you’re going to be able to spend it where we’re going,” 

Wolford said. “I’ll wait for you out back.” 

He turned to West. “Can you have someone call in an order to Guido’s for four extra 

large pizzas for me? I’d like one with half pepperoni, half veggie, one with the works and 

two pepperoni and mushroom pies.” He reached for his hip pocket like he was going for 

his wallet. 

West waved Wolford’s wallet away, “Don’t worry about it. The Field will treat. Just 

go get more of these great rocks and bring my new curator—she’s no longer an 

assistant—back in one piece.” 

“Oh, shoot, that’s easy,” Wolford said. “She’ll be back before Monday with one whale 

of a tale to tell, and I’ll give you a down-home country guarontee of that.” He stuck out 

his massive hand and enveloped West’s much smaller, dainty hand. Wolford shook it 

firmly but gently and very solemnly, acting like he was making a pact with the pope. 

McAllister scurried out the door and headed to her office. Wolford looked around like 

he was trying to figure out how to get out of the museum. The security guard who had 

come with him from McAllister’s office ran to catch up once Wolford began moving. 

“Since we have some time, and since you made one hell of an impression on the 

museum’s director, let me give you a brief behind the scenes tour,” the guard said. 

“Much obliged,” Wolford said as they took an indirect route on their way to the front 

desk. The trip, which took about 20 minutes, let the guard show Wolford a few Egyptian 

mummies, fossils and dinosaur bones. Some of the bones were still encased in the 

original rocks that had been cut out of the ground with them in it, the guard explained. 

McAllister, dressed in jeans, a long-sleeved plaid wool shirt and hiking boots and 

carrying a soft-sided bag and heavy coat, met them in the museum lobby a short time 



later. The pizza dude showed up almost immediately with the pies so Wolford picked 

them up in his massive mitts after West paid the young woman. 

“Where are you parked?” McAllister asked, intrigued. She slid the can of pepper spray, 

used to subdue rapists and muggers, where she could get at it easily. Wolford was far to 

big to subdue easily. Though he acted harmless, that could literally be an act, McAllister 

thought.  

“Around back,” Wolford said, prepared to walk outside and go around the massive 

museum complex. 

“OK, let’s take a short cut,” she said. 

 


