The first four places we went to we came up empty. Then at the Gold Mine Bar we got some information on Flagler from an old longtime resident of this area of Alaska.


	“Bart Flagler is trouble. That’s why his father doesn’t want him up here. Jim Flagler is the sheriff of Dawn’s Crossing. It’s about five miles from Delta Junction.” The old man said.


	The old guy was in his late sixties to early seventies with a full Santa beard. He stood about six-foot and over two hundred pounds. His bright blue eyes had a twinkle in them of a much younger man.


	“Have you seen Bart Flagler around lately?” I asked.


	“I haven’t, but I heard someone saw him yesterday in the Wagon Wheel Saloon in Delta Junction.”


	“Thanks, can I buy you a drink?”


 I asked.


	“I’ll never turn down a free drinks. I’ll have a double-blast of Vodka.”


	“You got it and thanks for the info on Flagler.”


	“Be careful if you’re the law or your looking to locate him for the law, old Sheriff Flagler doesn’t play by the rules. The only reason he’s still sheriff there is that most of the town is afraid to vote against him. There are only about a thousand people in the whole town.”


	“We’ll be careful. Enjoy your drink and take care.” I said walking out to the street with Corina.


	“Now what do we do?”


	“Go over to the Gold Rush to play pool of course. I have to keep you entertained. Then tomorrow we head out to Delta Junction.”


	“Sounds like a plan. I really want to do a little dancing and drinking first though.”


	“I told you I don’t dance.”


	“Fine I’ll find someone that will then.”


	“You’re worse than having a teenager to watch.”


	“And you’re worse than having a protective old man keeping tabs on you.”


	At the Gold Rush we got a table as close to the four pool tables as we could get. After ordering Canadian Club on the rocks for both of us, we settled in to watch for any money action on the tables. By the time we had the third drink she took me by the hand and pulled me onto the dance floor before I could say no without making a scene.


	“I’ll get you for this Corina.”


	“Promises, promises. Hey you’re not a bad dancer. You lied to me.”


	“I hate dancing.”


	“Just three dances and I’ll never ask you again.”


	“Two.”


	“It’s not up for debate. I said three.”


	“Your a real pain in the ass you know that?”


	The first dance we did to the two step, but the next two were slow dances and we danced very close and very slow. Half way through the last dance she kissed me on the cheek and then the lips. I kissed her back


	“Thanks for dancing with me. It wasn’t so bad was it?”


	“Not at all.”


	At the end of the song she gave me another little peck on the cheek and said.


	“Let’s get that pool table that’s empty and play each other.”


	“You want to do the girl beats the guy hustle?”


	“We can try it.” She said.


	“Ok we’ll play for a hundred for a three game set. Hopefully we get a fish to bite before it’s over.”


	The hustle here works on greed like most hustles do. I would let Corina beat me while I bitch loudly that she’s too good for me. Of course neither of us plays anywhere as well as we can play.


	When she was beating me in the second game a guy that heard me complaining came over to the table.


	“I see the little girl is giving you a beating here. Are you going to play her again?”


	“Hell no. She already has three hundred of my money. She’s good and she’s lucky.”


	“My name is Slim. Mind if I have a go at her?”


	“Be my guest. I‘m John and this is Corina.” I said.


	“How much you want to play for Corina?” He asked.


	“Make it easy on yourself.”


	“How about a set of first one to win five games for five hundred?”


	“That’s fine with me. Put your money up.” Corina snapped.


	“Do you want to go for another five hundred on the side that she beats you too?” I asked.


	“You talk my kind of talk John. I want to warn you that I shoot a lot better than you did.”


	We all put our money up and shook hands before Slim told Corina to go ahead and break first because she was a girl. I thought I could see smoke coming out of Corina’s ears.	


	“I’m going up to get more drinks while you guys play. What can I get you Slim?”


	“Just a bottle of Bud for me thanks.”


	In the ten minutes it took me to use the men’s room and bring the drinks back to the table, Corina was already ahead one game and was shooting her last ball before the eight ball in the second game.


	“You’re right she’s got a lot of luck. But that’s going to run out very soon.” Slim said to me.


	By this time there was a crowd of a dozen or more watching the game.


	“If I’m so lucky Slim, why don’t we double the bet then?”


	“Your already ahead in this set two to nothing. That would be bad odds on my part to take.”


	“How about I give you two games to make it even and you give me the first break again for a grand?”


	I could have strangled Corina. I knew what she was going to do. I could see that look in her eyes. The guy would be lucky if he got another shot once she had control of the table. Running out all the balls in eight ball was better than eighty percent for a pro like Corina. The only problem was the guy was going to figure out she was a pro.


	While Slim was giving the bet some thought, someone in the crowd made a sound like a chicken clucking and hollered.


	“If you’re afraid to take the bet Slim, move the hell out of the way and I’ll play her.”


	“I’m taking the bet. Anyone want any side bets on the little girl?”


	Slim had no takers.


	“I’ll up our side bet to a grand if you want Slim?”


	“You’re on too. Let’s play pool little girl. Good luck to you.”


	The set went just like I figured it would go. Corina didn’t bother to hold back at all. She ran the table three times in a row for the win.


	All though Slim was in shock about losing two grand against a girl he was a good sport about it. After he paid us we almost made it out the front door with the money when I heard someone shout.


	“Hey that’s Corina Ryan. She’s a pro pool player from Florida.”


	“Is that right Corina?” Slim asked.


	“Yes that’s me.”


	“Do you think that was a fair game we played Corina?”


	“You thought you were going to beat some little rich girl out of some easy money and it backfired on you. Yes I think it was what you deserved.”


	If I lived through this I was going to kill her.


	By the time we got out to our SUV there were seven of them that followed us.


	“Oh this is real fair, seven against one.” I said to Slim.


	“I don’t need any help teaching you a lesson about hustling in Fairbanks.”


	“Fine, let’s get it on and when it’s over you let us leave.”


	“I’ll even throw you in the back seat for her. Slim yelled as he came at me.


	I guess he thought we were going to wrestle because he was going to grab me by the shoulders. I took a step to the left and nailed him on the side of the jaw as he was going by. He almost went down but one of the cars parked at the curb held him up. I was on him before he could get his hands up to protect himself. Two rights and a left to the kidney and liver area and he was finished. Just to make sure I hit him above the left eye with a thundering right that put him down and almost out. 


	“Get in the car Corina.” I shouted.


	“What the hell is the matter with you? I know you know how to hustled a lot smoother than that. It’s a wonder you didn’t get us both killed. You never beat someone so bad they don‘t win a game. Hell he didn‘t even get to shoot in the last three games.” I said as I sped away.


	“I’m sorry. I lost my head. I can’t stand someone calling me a little girl.”


	“I don’t believe you Corina. You’re on the TV for the world to see at least once a week. Did you think no one would recognize you after running out three games of eight ball?”


	“Hey we made two grand.”


	“In case you forgot we’re on a quarter million dollar case up here. You almost blew it for less than one percent of that.”


	“I’m sorry. Are you all right?” 


	“I think my hand is broke.”


	“Let’s get back to the motel and get ice on it. Maybe it’s not broke.”


	“I’m stopping to pick up a bottle of Canadian Club first. I use to box remember? I know when a hand is fractured.”


	“I was just a little girl when you boxed. I hadn’t even met you back then.”


	After stopping for the bottle of booze I drove back to the Marriott to get ice on the hand.


	“Put your hand in the ice bucket for five minutes at a time or as long as you can stand it. Don’t leave it in too long, it can destroy the skin.”


	“Yes nurse Corina. Do you think you could make me a drink?”


	“One double coming right up. And again I’m sorry about the thing in the bar.”


	“It’s over. Forget it.”


	“Are you ok for a few minutes while I jump in the shower?”


	“Yes go ahead. When you’re finished I’ll take one. Make sure you leave me a clean big towel.”


	“Does the hand hurt much?”


	“It hurts like hell.”


	“Are you hungry?” She asked.


	“Yes.”


	“Let me see if the pizza place will deliver this late.”


	“Ok.”


	“A regular with extra cheese ok?”


	“Get a large.”


	When she was finished ordering the pie she quickly went in the bathroom. 


	“How much is the pie I hollered at the bathroom door.”


	“Give the guy thirty dollars.”


	“For one pie?”


	“I ordered two beers with it.”


	“Still.”


	“This is Alaska baby.” She shouted.


	My hand was feeling better. Probably because it was numb from the ice. I swallowed a big gulp of my painkiller drink and plunged my hand back in the ice to wait for the pizza guy or for Corina to come out of the bathroom. Which ever happened first.


	“No pizza yet?” Corina asked coming out of the bathroom in an old pair of sweats.


	“Do you smell anything?”


	“Just you needing a shower.”


	“What is it with you and showers?” 


	“That’s the pizza, I’ll get it.” She said to the knock on the door.


	We sat on the bed eating the pizza and drinking our beers. I could smell the scent from whatever soap she used over the pizza.


	“What kind of soap did you use?”


	“Passion Fruit body gel. Do you like it?”


	“It’s stronger than the pizza smell.”


	“Is that a good thing?”


	“It smells good ok?”


	“Thank you.”


	After I took a quick shower we sat in bed watching TV drinking and talking for hours. She finally dosed off during a commercial. I turned the TV and the light out and tried not to roll over on my sore hand. The last thing I remember was looking at her face as she slept.
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