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            Dedication

         
         
            In honor of Jerome Montgomery Edwards, 

            Robbie Gallegos, and James Hanson. 

            Rest in peace, dear friends. Sweet memories of your 

            rich and valuable lives brighten my days.

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Epigraph

         
         
            Killers are all around us. They are you and me. They may be in the next room, the next house, or the next neighborhood. It
               matters not where you live. There is no safe place on earth. 
            

            —Psychologist David M. Buss, The Murderer Next Door
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            1

         
         He knew he was a lucky guy. First of all, how many guys loved their jobs, made good money, and could honestly say their work
            had changed the way people saw the world? He’d recently returned to a part of the planet he loved, a place where the night
            sky shone with brilliance. He was proud of their fine son, although he had to give his estranged wife and her brother credit
            for raising him. The woman he’d married twenty years ago remained lovely and engaging, and now that he had moved closer to
            her, he could recapture her affection. His current girlfriend, a fellow scientist, was just a placeholder.
         

         
         That night’s dinner date began encouragingly, two old friends catching up face-to-face. He sipped a glass of cabernet, but she stayed with sparkling water. She’d asked about his work and listened with attention to the details of his research on black holes and gravity. He offered simplified versions of his latest discovery and a knotty issue with his colleagues. She posed interesting questions and laughed at his jokes. She mentioned how she enjoyed her own work and being close to family again. 

         
         Her smile convinced him that he could persuade her to give their relationship another chance.

         
         But as their dinner drew to a close, he began to have doubts. When he reached for the check, she said they should split the
            bill and didn’t want to back down. The heat of her outrage over something he viewed as trivial stirred memories of other fights.
            She stomped out of the restaurant while he paid. The woman wasn’t all sweetness.
         

         
         He opened the passenger door and she slid in, as lithe and graceful as he remembered, and still angry.

         
         Although they had talked on the phone periodically about their son, he hadn’t seen her for years before this evening. He was
            struck by how she had aged into her beauty. She’d gained attractive womanly curves, which, along with the shimmers of gray
            in her smooth dark hair, added to her appeal.
         

         
         His car roared to life and then, good Jaguar that it was, began to purr. As they drove toward her house, the warm air created
            by the car’s heater brought a surprise, a scent that stirred deep, pleasant memories, her enticing fragrance of almonds. He
            flashed back to when she would ask him to rub her favorite almond lotion on the deliciously soft skin of her back and the
            way one thing led to another. He remembered all over again why he’d fallen for her. Remembered as if it were yesterday. He
            reached for her hand, but she pulled away.
         

         
         He adjusted the rearview mirror to deflect the lights of the vehicle behind him. Out here on the plains of central New Mexico,
            where everything sat at a distance, he appreciated a smooth ride. Tonight, under the canopy of October stars, he was glad
            that getting to her place meant a long drive on a lonely road with time for her temper to cool and an abundance of places
            to pull over and, he hoped, refresh some memories.
         

         
         She didn’t bring up the past and neither did he until they had driven awhile. He was about to present the reasons he deserved another chance when she broke the silence. 

         
         “If you hadn’t called me to set up our date tonight, I would have called you. We’ve lived apart for years, gone our separate
            ways. I’d like to formalize our situation. I want to wrap up the divorce. We need to move forward.”
         

         
         He felt his throat tighten. “I took the job out here partly because I wanted to be with you. You sounded happy when I told
            you about the opportunity. I hoped we could move forward, too, but together and better than before. Let’s give it a try.”
         

         
         “No.” Her earrings made a faint tinkling sound as she shook her head. “We had some good times, but it wasn’t all wonderful.
            You know that. That’s why we split. We listened when our hearts spoke years ago and we moved on. I’m thrilled for you professionally.
            It’s wonderful that you have this great job. You’re a fine man, smart, even handsome for a middle-aged bilagáana.” He heard
            the smile in her voice, but it didn’t soften her message.
         

         
         “I was done with our marriage when I moved out. That hasn’t changed. I’m sorry about what happened tonight at the restaurant;
            I didn’t mean to have a tantrum. Remember how angry I used to get? And you’d lose it, too. Let’s not fight anymore.”
         

         
         He remembered hitting her, her striking back, the guilt that came with it, the sweet lovemaking when they forgave each other.
            He pulled onto the road’s shoulder. “I was younger then and, well, immature. I’m still crazy about you. I had a good time
            tonight and you did, too, didn’t you? Let’s do more of that.”
         

         
         “We can be friends. I’d like that. But I’m moving forward with the divorce.”

         
         He felt every ounce of good energy from the evening drain away. “You don’t have to worry about my black moods from our old days. I have that depression under control. And you aren’t drinking. We’d have a chance this time. Be reasonable. You know our son wants us to get back together. I’ve always loved you. My life would mean so much more with you in it.” 

         
         He noticed her shifting in the seat next to him, her motion releasing a hint of perfume into the car’s darkness. Was she getting
            ready to put her hand on his leg? To acquiesce? No, she seemed to be looking for something in her purse.
         

         
         “New Mexico has no-fault divorce. I filled out the papers and I brought a copy for you.”

         
         A sudden tsunami of sadness washed over him, sweeping away his hope and leaving sadness in its place. “Stop it. I don’t want
            a divorce.” He raised his voice. “When you agreed to dinner, I thought it meant something.”
         

         
         “It meant a meal shared with a friend. That’s all. Can’t you understand that?”

         
         “I thought you still loved me. At least I hoped you did.”

         
         “No.” Her voice grew louder, too. “I haven’t been in love with you for a long, long time. You’ve got a girlfriend. You’re
            a bright guy when it comes to looking at the stars, but not so much when it comes to dealing with people. Why do you always
            have to be so difficult? We should have divorced years ago.”
         

         
         “You’re breaking my heart. Your boyfriend must have put you up to this. You have a boyfriend, don’t you?”

         
         “That’s none of your stinking business.” She spit out the words.

         
         “I know you still care about me. I’m fighting you every step of the way.” He clenched the steering wheel until he had his
            emotions under control. “I could turn your life into a living hell. Don’t make me do that.” The darkness hid his tears, but
            he knew she heard the ragged edges of desperation in his voice.
         

         
         “You’re pathetic. I don’t have to take your craziness anymore. I’m finished with this and with you.”

         
         That was when he remembered the gun.
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         Socorro County Sheriff’s Detective Tara Williams picked up the call. The president of the Alamo Navajo school board, Ralph
            Apacheito, sounded breathless. He got right to the point.
         

         
         “My son, Raul, found a dead man.”

         
         “What?”

         
         “Yeah. Early this morning when he was out on the mesa hunting rabbits. He saw a car and went to check it out. He told me about
            the body in the front seat.”
         

         
         She’d dealt with Apacheito before when a situation arose where a tribal member got crossways with the county law enforcement.
            They’d built some rapport. “Is the boy playing a trick on you?”
         

         
         “No, no joke. He ran home crying and he’s still shaking. At times like this, I wish his mother was still alive.”

         
         “Did you call the Navajo Police?”

         
         “Yeah. They said to call you because it looks like where Raul saw the car, that’s the county’s jurisdiction. Anyway, you know Officer Pino is on leave.” 

         
         The man who ran the Alamo Navajo police operations, Peyton Pino, had broken his leg in a freak accident last month. Calls
            were routed to the Navajo Police in To’Hajiilee, a town about a ninety-minute drive to the north, farther than Williams’s
            office in Socorro. She had teased Peyton that he should station her friend Bernadette Manuelito down this way. Bernie worked
            out of the Shiprock district and, Williams heard, had a reputation as a good officer.
         

         
         “Did Raul tell you what kind of car and where it was parked?”

         
         “Hold on a minute.”

         
         When Apacheito came back on the line, he gave her approximate directions and the eight-year-old’s description of the vehicle.
            “I’ll get him to show you where it is if you need that.”
         

         
         “I’m on my way. I’m sure I can find the car. How’s Raul doing?”

         
         “He’s scared that a bad guy will shoot him. I called his teacher and told her what happened. She’s coming to help deal with
            all this.”
         

         
         “Good.”

         
         “Stop in for coffee when you’re done out there.”

         
         “Thanks for the offer. We’ll see.” If Raul really had found a dead man, she’d have no time for socializing.

         
         Williams headed off. Normally her partner, Bob Rockfeld, would have been on duty, too, but he had the day off. A call like
            this probably didn’t warrant two officers anyway. She had seen death but never dealt with a homicide in the three years she’d
            spent as a beat officer, nor in this inaugural year of work as a detective.
         

         
         If the deceased had experienced a natural death—a heart attack, an aneurysm, a diabetic coma came to mind—she wouldn’t have a crime to investigate. Ditto if it was a suicide. And if the death was homicide, the car and its occupant might be on Navajo Nation tribal land despite what To’Hajiilee had said. In that case, the FBI would be involved. 

         
         But for now, she’d handle it. The dead man was all hers. Maybe her first homicide.

         
         As she drove toward Alamo, Williams found herself remembering the other dead people she’d encountered. The gray face of an
            old man who died from a stroke still visited her dreams. Later that month, she’d found a deceased young man in a car with
            a syringe in his arm. Most recently, she’d dealt with a woman who had killed herself with fumes from her running car parked
            inside a well-sealed garage.
         

         
         She followed the directions Ralph had offered and spotted the sleek black sedan at the edge of NM 169, a few miles northwest
            of the settlement of Magdalena. She pulled in behind it, turned on the light bar, and examined the scene before she stepped
            outside. The vehicle looked fine—no signs of a collision and no broken windows.
         

         
         She opened the car door and noticed the morning’s coolness. Williams loved October’s beauty in central New Mexico, even though
            it signaled a move from abundance and growth to darker, colder months.
         

         
         She slipped out of the unit and walked toward the Jaguar. The invigorating early-fall air chilled the tip of her nose and
            slid into her lungs.
         

         
         She approached the car slowly, looking for anything unusual. She took pictures of shoe prints around the vehicle, careful
            not to tread on them. The soles of the shoes had left little circles in the dirt. She assumed the tracks were from Apacheito’s
            son, although they seemed a bit large for an eight-year-old. She wanted to rush to the Jaguar, but she knew what she recorded
            here would be crucial to the investigation if this death turned out to be a homicide.
         

         
         The sun’s warmth had melted the thin layer of ice on the rear window, leaving it streaky with wetness. She noticed that the driver’s side window was open and took pictures at a distance, capturing the frost that covered the other windows and the windshield. Watching where she stepped, she moved close enough to peer into the car through the open window. 

         
         The man’s body lay sprawled, angled toward the passenger seat, a gun near his lap, his seat belt still fastened. She saw no
            signs of a struggle, and the closed glove box and fancy watch on the dead man’s wrist argued against robbery. She guessed
            that the dude had taken his own life. She didn’t recognize him.
         

         
         Williams photographed everything, then stepped away, settled herself, and carefully returned to her unit. She called the station
            to arrange for transport of the body to the Office of the Medical Investigator in Albuquerque for an autopsy, routine in an
            unattended death like this, and requested an officer to help protect the scene until the body could be removed. She rattled
            off the vehicle’s license plate number for an ownership check. As she prepared to go back to the death car with the evidence
            kit, her cell phone rang. It was Bob.
         

         
         “I just got a call to come out there to give you a hand. I reminded them that this is my day off, so Taylor’s on the way.
            Do you really need my help?”
         

         
         “No. Unless you wanna bring me some coffee. I’ll be here awhile. Looks like a suicide. Someone shot in the head out toward
            Alamo. How’s Honey feeling this morning?”
         

         
         “Hard to say. The antibiotic may have calmed down the infection, but I can tell my girl is still in pain. She drank some water.
            Ate a little, but she’s not out of the woods yet.”
         

         
         His tone carried more worry than the words themselves.

         
         “I’m sorry. I was hoping she’d be better by now.”

         
         “Me, too. So, this is your first death as a detective, right?”

         
         “Right.”

         
         “Is the victim anyone we’ve dealt with before?”

         
         “I didn’t recognize him. He’s in a black Jaguar with leather inside. New Mexico plates. I don’t know about you, but I’m not familiar with anyone who has a car this fancy.” 

         
         “Did he use a gun?”

         
         “Yeah, but it’s not too messy.”

         
          

         Officer Bernadette Manuelito had finally finished her paperwork and was looking forward to leaving for her home by the San
            Juan River, sacred Są́ bito’, the place she shared with Sergeant Jim Chee, her husband and temporary boss. Then the call came.
         

         
         “Bernie, it’s Leon Kelsey.”

         
         “Hey there, Spaghetti Legs. I haven’t seen you for ages.”

         
         “I know. I need your help. I’m worried about Maya.”

         
         Bernie had been friends and roommates with Leon’s sister, Maya, briefly in college. Leon’s protectiveness of his sister and
            easygoing nature made them friends, too. Leon shared Bernie’s passion for plants. When she and Maya lived together, Bernie
            was the one who watered the potted mums and orchids he gave Maya for special occasions.
         

         
         “What’s going on?”

         
         “That’s what I want to know. My sister was supposed to meet her boy and me at my house this morning, but she never showed
            up, never called. Junior and I have tried reaching her all day. I left messages. No answer. It’s just not like her.”
         

         
         “You know how phone service can be out there.” She thought of saying, As bad as those shaky attempts at track that gave you your nickname, but she heard the strain in his voice, the tone words take when bad news weighs them down.
         

         
         “It’s more than that, Bernie. Since she stopped drinking, she’s never late anymore, and if she thinks she could be, she always
            lets me know. I’m concerned that she had an accident on the road up here. Have you heard anything?”
         

         
         “No. And that’s good.” Alamo, where Maya lived and worked, was an island of Navajo culture, Diné families separated from the rest of the Navajo Nation by distance, non-Navajo land holdings, and Interstate 40. It took a drive of several hours to get from that central New Mexico town to Shiprock, where Leon lived. “Tell me what Maya’s up to these days.” 

         
         “She teaches third grade at the Alamo Community School and has a house out there. She comes here some weekends and for longer
            during the summer when the kids don’t need her.”
         

         
         “Does she live by herself?”

         
         “That’s right. Junior has been here with me, but he’s thinking of moving in with his mom and going to school out there at
            Tech. He missed the fall semester, so maybe after Christmas.”
         

         
         “Tech? What’s that?”

         
         “New Mexico Institute of Mining and Technology. You know, in Socorro.”

         
         “I’ve heard it has a good reputation in science.” She pulled out a pad and made some notes as she spoke. “Did you and Maya
            have an argument?”
         

         
         “No. We get along great. I love my little sister.”

         
         “Let me see what I can find out. Do you know what she drove?”

         
         “A green Dodge Caravan with a big dent in the back bumper and a sticker that says ‘Save the Grand Canyon—No to Escalade.’”

         
         “What’s her birthday?”

         
         Bernie jotted it down.

         
         “I’ll let you know if I learn anything. And call me if you hear from her, OK?”

         
         “You’ll probably hear me shouting hurray from wherever you are. Thanks, Short Stuff.”

         
         No one had called her by that nickname for years. She thought about reassuring Leon that things would be OK, but she’d been a cop long enough to know that might not be the case. When reliable people slipped into the ozone, it wasn’t necessarily a matter for the police. Sometimes they simply didn’t want to make contact with whoever was trying to reach them. Sometimes a medical incident or a mental health issue landed them in the hospital. Sometimes—and she had seen this too often with former drinkers—they fell off the wagon, embarrassed themselves, and ended up arrested. In worst-case scenarios, the missing person had become a crime victim. 

         
         Bernie remembered Maya as one of those girls who liked everyone and whom everyone seemed to like. Maya volunteered to stay
            after the meeting and put up the chairs, offered the stressed waitress a compliment, greeted strangers with a smile, didn’t
            mind sharing class notes or giving you a ride. A genuinely good person, Bernie thought, as long as she stayed away from the
            bottle. When she drank, she made bad decisions that hurt the people she loved. Leon had rescued his little sister, scolded
            and cajoled her, and given her a shoulder to lean on. She hoped for Leon’s sake, as well as Maya’s and Junior’s, that nothing
            bad had happened.
         

         
         Bernie called the New Mexico State Police and learned that there had been no major traffic accidents in the last forty-eight
            hours involving a green van. She contacted the Navajo Police Alamo substation next, introduced herself to the dispatcher who
            answered the phone, and explained the situation.
         

         
         “We haven’t had any calls from Alamo in the last few days. You know their guy, Officer Pino, has been out, so we’re covering
            that area from here in To’Hajiilee.”
         

         
         To’Hajiilee. Another Navajo island, a community on the other side of Mount Taylor, separated from the rest of the Navajo Nation.
            The dispatcher said, “We’ll be glad when Pino gets back or when headquarters finds somebody to help him out there. He’s been
            a one-man show for a while, and that’s a lotta territory.”
         

         
         “Can someone do a safety check on a woman who seems to be missing?”

         
         The dispatcher took a few moments to answer. “Well, there’s a retired cop who helps out a little. I’ll ask him. What’s the address?” 

         
         “Gosh, I don’t know. I’ll ask her brother to call you with it.”

         
         “Why doesn’t he take care of it himself?” Bernie heard the irritation. “That’s how families used to operate. Why doesn’t he
            call one of her neighbors?”
         

         
         “Thanks for your ideas.” Disappointed, Bernie ended the call.

         
         She wondered if Spaghetti Legs had thought of contacting the neighbors, or if he knew who Maya’s neighbors were. If her little
            sister Darleen didn’t show up at Mama’s as expected, she could check with the elderly gentleman Darleen worked for and with
            Darleen’s friend who’d persuaded her to move to Chinle. But neighbors? No, she didn’t know them, and Mama almost certainly
            didn’t either.
         

         
         She called the Socorro County Sheriff’s Department to check on accidents in their jurisdiction, which adjoined the Alamo reservation,
            and left a message. She called the Socorro County Detention Center and after a few transfers got the answer to her question.
         

         
         “No Maya Kelsey on the incarceration list.” The man on the phone gave her the number for Socorro General Hospital. “Good luck
            finding her.”
         

         
         Bernie called Leon and told him what she’d discovered. “This is good news. She’s not in jail, not in the hospital, and hasn’t
            been in an accident serious enough to involve the police.”
         

         
         “So, where is she—abducted by Star People? I’m worried. I checked with our relatives and no one has talked to her.”

         
         “When was the last time you spoke to Maya?”

         
         “A couple days ago when we made the plan to go out to see our auntie. She sounded fine, told me about some stuff happening
            at school, and said she’d leave early so we could have a nice long visit. What if her car broke down and her phone is dead?”
         

         
         “Try to relax about this. Your little sister is an adult, she’s got a right to radio silence for a while. Don’t worry, OK? I promise to let you know if I hear something.” 

         
         “Don’t worry? What if it was your sister, Short Stuff?”

         
         Ah yes, Leon knew that her sister Darleen had certainly created some family drama. Bernie worried about that one every chance
            she got. “If it was my sister, I’d drive out to look for her.”
         

         
         She ended the call, finished her notes, and was standing to leave when Sandra, the station’s receptionist and dispatcher,
            and a friend, buzzed her.
         

         
         “Someone from Socorro County Sheriff’s Department on the line for you, returning your call. Are you looking for a new job?”

         
         “Nope. I’d miss you lunatics too much.”

         
         She picked up the phone at her desk.

         
         “Hey, Manuelito, it’s Tara Williams. Long time no see.”

         
         “Tara . . . ?”

         
         “Oh yeah, you knew me as Mansfield. I’m Williams now. It’s a long story. I’ll tell you over a beer. Oh, that’s right, a Coke
            for you.”
         

         
         Bernie smiled. “I’m cutting back, switching to iced tea.”

         
         Just as the Navajo Nation, despite being larger than New England, was a small world, so was the community of law enforcement
            in New Mexico. She and Tara had met at classes at the state’s Law Enforcement Academy. “Hey, girlfriend, I didn’t know you
            were with Socorro County.”
         

         
         “Going on eighteen months. I just made detective. What can I do you out of?”

         
         “There’s a woman with family here who may be missing. She teaches at Alamo Community School. Her brother expected her this
            morning, but she didn’t show up and she’s not answering her phone.”
         

         
         “So, I’m assuming he knows her well enough to rule out all the logical reasons and you followed up and got nowhere.”

         
         “Right.” Bernie detailed the dead-end phone calls.

         
         “What’s the name?”

         
         “Maya Kelsey.”

         
         “Say again.”

         
         Bernie did, and gave her Maya’s birth date and Leon’s description of the vehicle she was driving.

         
         “That’s interesting. I came across that name earlier this morning. I got a call about an abandoned car with a dead guy inside.
            I found evidence that the victim knew someone named Maya Kelsey. What can you tell me about her?”
         

         
         Bernie thought about how to answer the question. “Maya and I went to high school together and were roommates in college for
            a while. She grew up in Shiprock like me, but now she’s teaching on the Alamo Navajo reservation. Her son and brother worried
            when she didn’t call or show up today as she’d promised. They say it’s not like her.” She took a breath. “Who is the dead
            guy?”
         

         
         “The driver’s license in his wallet says Steve Jones.”

         
         “Steve Jones?” A common name, Bernie reminded herself. Don’t assume anything.
         

         
         “Don’t tell me. You knew him, too.”

         
         “I might have. I met a man by that name in college. He dated Maya and they got married. Last I heard, that Steve Jones was working in Hawaii.”
         

         
         “Well, this Steve Jones drove a Jaguar with New Mexico plates and his name on the registration. He was in his early forties. The car
            had a sticker from Tech, so maybe he was on the staff or faculty there. Sound like the guy you knew?”
         

         
         “Maybe. Years ago, he worked as a grad student teaching assistant at the University of New Mexico. How did he die?”

         
         “Looks like suicide, a single shot to the head. No signs of a struggle and no one stole his watch, his wallet, or his fancy
            ride.”
         

         
         “How did you get the call?”

         
         “A kid out hunting saw the car, got curious, and peeked inside. Then ran home, told Dad, and the father called us.”

         
         “Do you think the kid saw—”

         
         Williams interrupted. “No. The guy died last night. The boy came across the car early this morning.”

         
         “Too bad.”

         
         “Yeah. His dad said that the kid was really shaken. Let me know if you learn anything more about Maya Kelsey, OK? I’d like
            to talk to her.”
         

         
         “What did you find linking her to Jones?”

         
         “Divorce papers.” Tara paused. “So, in answer to your question, I haven’t come across Maya Kelsey in the flesh, but I’m curious
            about her. Call me back in a day or two if this gal hasn’t shown up and we’ll see what we can do.” Williams rattled off her
            cell number. “So, Bernie, is the Navajo PD still treating you OK?”
         

         
         “Yes, except for the paperwork, but that gives me something to complain about. How’s life with you?”

         
         “Good. I love this new job. I’m the chief investigator on the Jones case.” She laughed. “Chief and only. I thought I’d miss
            being on patrol, but hey, this suits me better.”
         

         
         After the call, Bernie pictured the Steve Jones she recalled from college, a bright, quiet white man. Maya met him in her
            astronomy class. She remembered the first time her roommate called from Jones’s apartment to say she wouldn’t be back at the
            dorm that night. Before the end of the semester, Maya had moved in with Jones. Next semester, Jones landed a job at one of
            the observatories on Hawaii’s Mauna Kea. Maya invited her friends to fly in for the wedding, but Hawaii was too far and too
            expensive.
         

         
         Then, after the birth of their son, something happened, something Maya never shared with her. She and Jones split. Maya and
            her son returned to the Navajo Nation. She went back to school for a teaching certificate while Leon and her extended family
            helped raise Junior. Leon stepped in as ‘shidá’í, the little father. Bernie’s good opinion of the man had grown as she watched
            him with the baby.
         

         
         Sergeant Jim Chee, for the time being substation supervisor, walked up to the desk, disturbing her reverie. “I thought you were going home.” 

         
         “I was. I am.”

         
         “You looked puzzled. Did you just talk to Darleen?”

         
         Bernie smiled. Darleen was working in Chinle and, as far as Bernie and Mama knew, behaving herself. “No trouble with my sister
            this time. Leon Kelsey’s sister, Maya, didn’t show up for a family event. And I just learned her ex-husband’s body was found
            out by Alamo.”
         

         
         “That’s an odd coincidence. You know her, right?”

         
         Bernie nodded. “I hope she’s OK.”

         
         “What happened to the dead guy?”

         
         “The detective working the case said he was shot in the head.”

         
         “Nothing exciting like that in my world today. Just the rising tide of bureaucracy trying to drown me. The captain called
            and things are moving so slowly in Window Rock and he may be gone until next week.” Window Rock, the capital city of the Navajo
            Nation, was home base for the tribal council and president, and the assembly spot for other tribal entities including the
            Law and Order Committee, which set policy for the police department. “He didn’t sound as cranky as usual for when he’s away
            from home.”
         

         
         Bernie nodded. “Speaking of home, my shift was over an hour ago. I’ll see you there.”

         
         “Get some rest, Sweetheart. I’ll be leaving soon. Officer Sam asked me to write him a recommendation, and I want to get that
            done before I go.”
         

         
         “There’s a rumor floating around that he applied for a job with the Albuquerque police department.”

         
         “It’s true.”

         
         “Can’t Captain Largo do that when he gets back?”

         
         “I mentioned it to him and he passed it to me. Helping Officer Sam move on will improve morale around here. I don’t mind.”

         
         “But what can you say?”

         
         “Well, that’s why I haven’t done it yet.”

         
         Bernie drove home in her aged Toyota, picturing Sam working in the big city of Albuquerque. She was glad that she and Chee
            didn’t have to do that. Living in the shadow of Ship Rock, Tsé Bit’a’í, the Rock with Wings that had carried the People to
            safety, was where she belonged. And from their trailer home by the San Juan River she could be at her mother’s place in less
            than an hour. She wanted to stay on the Navajo Nation and work with the people who shared her heritage. Wilson Sam could have
            the big city.
         

         
         She switched to Steve Jones and Maya. Their heated romance had transformed her friendship with Maya into a more distant relationship.
            They kept in touch sporadically after Maya and Steve moved to Hawaii, and she remembered sending a small silver bracelet for
            Junior, a traditional gift, after she received a card with a photo of the parents and their new baby.
         

         
         When Maya and her son returned to Navajoland, she tried to rekindle the closeness they’d had in college. But after an embarrassing
            incident in which Maya climbed into the back seat of a stranger’s car, refused to leave, and then fell asleep, Bernie told
            her friend she didn’t want to be with her when she was drinking. Maya took offense and the relationship cooled.
         

         
         What had happened to her old friend now?

         
         Bernie drove home, parked, and turned off the engine. She climbed out of the car and listened for a moment to the sweet low
            murmur of the San Juan River, Są́ bito’, one of the sacred Navajo waterways in a place where all water was a blessing. She heard the solemn hoot of an owl, and it
            brought her thoughts back to the dead one. Jones hadn’t seemed like the sort of guy to kill himself. But people changed, and
            some changes weren’t for the better.
         

         
         She waited for Chee until exhaustion overtook her. She put her book aside and turned out the light next to the bed. She’d fallen into a light sleep when she felt his warm and irresistible presence beside her. She woke with a smile. Sometimes there was no need for talking. 

         
         Afterwards, she enjoyed the rhythm of his deep breathing and reviewed all the things she had to be grateful for, including
            the fact that, on this night, no emergency had called either of them back to work.
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         October, Ghaaji’ on the traditional calendar, brought cooler nights and the first snows to the higher mountains of the Navajo
            Nation. Sandra had made the coffee, especially welcome on a cool morning, and the smell tickled Bernie’s brain to life. She
            took her cup into Captain Largo’s office, where Chee had again set up camp, to discover what assignments he had for her. It
            was Sunday, her last shift on patrol before she switched from serving as Officer Bernadette Manuelito to focus more closely
            on her role as Mama’s eldest daughter and Darleen’s big sister. With Chee working more OT until Largo returned, she’d reassigned
            time they would have spent together to her mother, with positive and not-so-positive results.
         

         
         Chee smiled at her. “Good morning, Officer. I’ve got a warrant for you to serve out by Red Mesa. Failure to appear.”

         
         “Sure thing, Sergeant. Anything else while I’m over that way?”

         
         “Not at the moment. Old Mrs. Toadachene lives in the area. If you can’t locate the guy, she’ll know where to look for him.”

         
         “I remember her. I might not be back until tomorrow if I stop at her place. The lady likes to talk.”

         
         She climbed into her unit with a sandwich, a water bottle, some baggies for seeds in case she saw unusual wildflowers in bloom,
            and a book in her backpack. Off to find Mr. Melvin Shorty and haul him to jail.
         

         
         Serving warrants could be simple or complicated. The encounter called for caution and a bit of compassion. Sometimes, the
            person had honestly forgotten about the missed court date or whatever else had caused the judge to want him or her arrested.
            Sometimes he—most of the warrants were for men—knew he should have gone to court and that afterwards he could end up in jail,
            and therefore wanted to avoid the process. When she went to serve a warrant, sometimes she arrived at the address, found the
            person there, and arrested him while he was still shocked. Other times, the Navajo green-and-white pulled up and the suspect
            fled. Sometimes, a wife or mother answered the door and said the man she sought was not there, even though they both knew
            it was a lie.
         

         
         She hoped Mr. Shorty would go with her peacefully.

         
         Bernie had been driving about half an hour, heading west on a reasonably smooth dirt road, when she came across a herd of
            cattle grazing as they strolled along what would have been the shoulder if the road had had a shoulder. She slowed as she
            passed them and considered how best to deal with the situation. A pickup truck approached and she turned on her emergency
            lights. She stopped at an angle so that her unit partly blocked the road.
         

         
         The young man in the truck looked surprised, a normal reaction at both the sight of a police car and the realization—even
            today—that a woman cop had climbed out from behind the wheel.
         

         
         “Be careful,” Bernie said. “There’s a bunch of cattle along the shoulder here.”

         
         “Where?”

         
         “Just up the road. Are they yours?”

         
         “No, ma’am. I wish.”

         
         “Do you know who owns them?”

         
         “They say she died. The woman who lived down there.” He moved his lips to the left, toward the compound with a manufactured
            house, a traditional hogan in the rounded female shape, and some unoccupied corrals.
         

         
         “OK. Drive safely and watch out for those animals.”

         
         She radioed the station and told Sandra about the loose cattle, giving the approximate location and telling her to ask Chee
            to call the livestock officers about the situation. As if he didn’t have enough to do.
         

         
         Bernie bounced along in her unit, looking for the pile of tires that indicated a road that led to the place where she hoped
            to find and arrest Mr. Shorty for failure to respond to a court date for his third DWI. She parked next to a pickup and heard
            the buzz of a chain saw. Before she shut off her engine, three dogs came up to her car, barking ferociously. The noise from
            the saw stopped, and a deep male voice called the animals away.
         

         
         The man who approached had sawdust in his short-cropped black hair. She noticed the tattoo of a running horse on his bicep.
            His sweat made the sawdust stick to the skin on his arms beneath the sleeves of a well-worn T-shirt.
         

         
         With DWI warrants, she often found the person she’d come to arrest intoxicated. From the way he walked toward her, Mr. Shorty
            didn’t seem drunk, a mark in favor of anyone using a chain saw.
         

         
         Bernie climbed out of the car as he approached. “Yáʼátʼééh.”

         
         “Yáʼátʼééh, Officer.”

         
         She introduced herself, first with her clans, then where she lived, and finally her job as a police officer.

         
         The man reciprocated and, to her relief, identified himself as Melvin Shorty.

         
         Bernie got to the point. “Mr. Shorty, I’m here with a warrant to arrest you for not going to court for your DWI hearing.”

         
         “When was that?” Shorty looked surprised.

         
         Bernie told him.

         
         “I remember now. The truck broke down.” He moved his chin toward a pickup partly filled with large logs. “My friend said he’d
            help me fix it, but then his daughter got sick.”
         

         
         The tailgate hung open. Bernie noticed an axe, a huge flat-topped stump that served as the chopping block, and a pile of split
            wood. The air held the pungent smell of fresh pine sap.
         

         
         “Mr. Shorty, the courts don’t care about excuses. You’ve got to go to jail now.”

         
         He put his hands in the pockets of his overalls. “Call me Mel. Officer Bernadette Manuelito, my wife made some pumpkin pancakes
            before she left for her job, and there are three of them left. They sure are good. Could you use one?”
         

         
         She shook her head. “We need to leave for Shiprock.”

         
         “What’s the hurry? You sound like a white person.” Melvin chuckled. “I told my friend I would give him some wood to repay
            for working on the truck. You know, the nights are cooler up here now and we’ll have snow next. I need to keep my family warm.
            Especially if I’m in jail.”
         

         
         Many homes on the Navajo Nation still lacked electricity despite the recent growth of solar power. Coal and wood-burning stoves
            provided winter’s warmth. She and Chee had used their woodstove twice that week.
         

         
         “You should have thought of that when you decided to ignore the court date.” Shorty’s problem wasn’t hers, but she understood
            his situation. “Your friend will have to make another plan. You’re going to jail.”
         

         
         Shorty turned his palms toward the sky. “You know, I wasn’t that drunk and I didn’t hurt anybody.”

         
         “It’s out of my hands, sir. You’ll have to talk to the judge about all this. You should stop drinking.”

         
         “I did stop drinking. Six months. But when my buddy’s wife left him, he came over and he brought a bottle and a six-pack. I felt sorry for the guy. One beer wouldn’t hurt me, but we drank all of them and the bottle, too.” Melvin shook his head. “I shoulda let him walk home, but he was so wasted I didn’t think he’d make it.” 

         
         Melvin Shorty looked at the load of wood in his truck. “Can you at least give me a few minutes to unload this so my brother
            can drive the truck tomorrow? We shouldn’t have packed it so full, but they are good logs and we sure can use them.”
         

         
         “Can’t your brother do it?”

         
         “He could, but it’s hard for him. He only has one arm.”

         
         Before she could answer, Shorty tugged at a log on the top of the pile, grunting as he pulled it to the edge of the truck
            bed, jumping aside when it fell to the ground.
         

         
         “That looked heavy.”

         
         “Yeah. Some of these are still green, full of juice.”

         
         He rolled the big log to the side of the pile, and went for another.

         
         “Hold on. I’ll help you. Then we go.”

         
         She got an old jacket from the trunk of her unit and some gloves. They worked companionably in silence. It felt good to move
            outside under the brilliant blue cloudless sky, to fill her lungs with the sweet fresh air of the Chuska Mountains. There
            were only a few logs left when she felt her cell phone vibrate. It was Sandra.
         

         
         “Hey, Bernie. No luck with the cattle. The livestock folks won’t get there until maybe tomorrow at the soonest. They asked
            if you could follow up, maybe figure out who they belong to and get the owner to solve the problem.”
         

         
         “Seriously? They can’t deal with those animals any quicker? Someone could die out here.”

         
         “It’s not my fault. Chill.”

         
         “Did you tell the sergeant?”

         
         “Not yet. He’s been on the phone all morning.”

         
         “Give me the livestock number. I’ll take care of it.”

         
         She took off her work gloves to type the information in her phone.

         
         Shorty looked up from his perch atop the load of wood. “I heard you mention cattle. Were you talking about the steers roaming
            along the road?”
         

         
         “That’s right.”

         
         “They say that after the man who lived there went to the old folks’ home—you know, that place the Little Sisters of the Poor
            run out by Gallup—his daughter took over. I heard she was supposed to move the livestock.”
         

         
         “Do you recall her name?”

         
         “I always called her Mrs. Redskins because she wore that Redskins cap her grandson gave her. The family name is Nez.”

         
         “OK. Thanks.” Nez, she thought. The Smith of Navajoland.

         
         “I heard a steer got killed by a truck already, and they say someone is having a sing next weekend. You don’t want meat to
            go to waste.”
         

         
         A sing, a ceremony to restore physical, psychological, and spiritual health to the person being cured, meant many mouths to
            feed. Friends and relatives came from all over to support this powerful healing as the hatałii used chants, prayers, and sandpainting. The unfortunate animal would be put to good use.
         

         
         She watched Shorty finish unloading the logs. “We’ve got to go, Mel. Come on.”

         
         “Can I leave a note for my wife?” He motioned toward the house with his chin.

         
         “Quickly. I’m coming with you.”

         
         Shorty brushed the sawdust off his clothes and bent at the waist to shake his hair. The dogs, sensing a change in activity,
            came up to him and Bernie, got ignored, and went back to a spot in the autumn sun. Bernie took off her jacket and brushed
            it clean, avoiding the sap on a sleeve. She shoved the work gloves into a pocket.
         

         
         The house smelled of woodsmoke. A single mattress sat on the living room floor, neatly covered with a superhero quilt and, on top of that, a beautiful Teec Nos Pos rug. Beyond it, she noticed a bedroom. Melvin stood at the kitchen counter and took a while writing. She watched him remove a cell phone, a wallet, and a handful of change from his pants. He took his driver’s license from the wallet and put it back in his pocket. He slipped a turquoise-and-silver ring from the middle finger on his left hand. The skin below it was pale. He kept on his wedding ring. 

         
         “OK. I’m ready.” He folded the note he had written in half. “You wanna see it?”

         
         “Sure.” Bernie read: “Honey, I forgot about a warrant and a lady officer arrested me and now I have to go to jail in Shiprock
            and I’m sorry about all this. I did the best I could with the wood. I don’t know how long this will take and if it gets too
            cold at night you and the boys should sleep together in our bed and use all the blankets. I love them and you, too.”
         

         
         She handed it back and he put his wallet on top of it. “You know, Officer, when those bigwigs in Washington get sentenced
            to prison, they get time to get their act together. It’s a shame Navajo doesn’t do that. My wife and the boys would appreciate
            it if I could split a little more wood to keep them warm until I get back.”
         

         
         “Melvin, if you hadn’t ignored the court date, I wouldn’t be here. And if you hadn’t been drinking in the first place, your
            story would be different.”
         

         
         “I know. It’s on me.”

         
         Bernie had some discretion as the arresting officer and she decided to use it.

         
         “I’m going to give you a break. If you promise you’ll stay here, you can keep working on the firewood until I return from
            dealing with the cattle.”
         

         
         He looked surprised. “I’ll be right out there when you get back, I promise.”

         
         “If you are not, you will be in more trouble than you can possibly imagine. Understand?”

         
         He nodded. “Thank you. Do what you need to, and be careful out there.”

         
         Afterwards, she wondered why she trusted him.
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         Joe Leaphorn, retired Navajo Police lieutenant turned private investigator and consultant, looked forward to lunch with a
            former cop and ancient codger like himself, Jerry Hancock. Hancock, who had become a friend over the years, suggested an Italian
            restaurant on the north side of Gallup. They both liked the food, and if they timed it right, the place would be quiet. Hancock
            mentioned that he had a proposition for him. The fact that he’d offered to buy lunch suggested that the proposition included
            asking for a favor.
         

         
         As he drove toward the restaurant, Leaphorn thought about his friend and housemate, Louisa Bourbonette, and the trip she was urging him to take. After years of solitary life as a widower, he’d invited the outspoken anthropology professor to use the guest room of his Window Rock home as her base as she traveled throughout the Four Corners researching Native American origin stories. He discovered how much he enjoyed her sharp mind and independent spirit. He asked her to marry him. She said she didn’t want to ruin a good relationship. He’d made peace with that decision and she had become his housemate. Still, the invitation to fly to Washington, DC, with her left him uneasy. 

         
         Louisa had been invited to speak at a conference, and she wanted to spend some time sightseeing in the nation’s capital and
            then go to Mount Vernon and Monticello. He told her he’d consider it. He had never seen those famous old presidential homes
            and had heard that Washington’s National Museum of the American Indian and International Spy Museum deserved a visit. More
            than that, he liked Louisa’s company; he’d missed her regular presence ever since she’d gone back to teaching.
         

         
         After he graduated from the intensive speech therapy that helped him regain most of his skill in English—following a gunshot
            to the brain that nearly killed him—Louisa had returned to her faculty position at Northern Arizona University. He felt fine
            except for random aches and pains that came with age. His problem with saying yes to Louisa’s invitation stemmed from the
            fact that people who lived in Window Rock had to take a plane to Washington, DC, unless they made time for a very long drive.
            Flying terrified him.
         

         
         Louisa mentioned that the conference organizers would pay a small honorarium and cover their hotel, her flights and meals.
            He said he would check his work schedule. She’d brought up the trip again recently in an email:
         

         
         I need to book our plane tickets. When can you let me know?

         
         I’ll tell you soon. He remembered typing it with confidence. I’ve got some pending contracts and I need to make sure I can get away.

         
         When is soon?

         
         He suggested a day when she’d be home from NAU and they could talk face-to-face.

         
         Now, the day had trotted up and he still didn’t know what to say. He dreaded the idea of flying anywhere, even with his longtime housemate. How could he reject her invitation without seeming to reject her? 

         
         Leaphorn pulled his truck into one of the restaurant’s empty parking slots, grabbed his laptop, and went inside. He spotted
            someone sitting alone at a table, rounder and a bit older than the Hancock he remembered. But the grin was the same.
         

         
         “Howdy. Glad you could make it.” Hancock rose to his feet. “You’re looking good, Lieutenant. I mean, good for an old coot.”

         
         Leaphorn eased himself into the chair across from his friend. “Tanks. Still some troubles wid English.”

         
         “That’s OK. I’ll do most of the talking.”

         
         Hancock was a straight shooter, an old Indian Country hand who had grown up with Hopi and Navajo buddies in Keams Canyon,
            the son of a Mormon woman and a father who, Hancock joked, was half Spanish, half Apache, and half salesman. Leaphorn noticed
            when they’d worked together that Hancock had some of the salesman in him, too. The man put people at ease and won their cooperation.
         

         
         They ordered drinks, looked at the menu, and spent a few minutes getting used to each other’s company again. Hancock mentioned
            that his wife had undergone surgery and follow-up treatment for cancer. “The treatment saved her. We’ll have our fortieth
            anniversary next year. Christina wants to go on a cruise to celebrate putting up with me for that long. Just the two of us
            sharing a boat with enough strangers to fill a basketball arena—romantic, huh?”
         

         
         Leaphorn sipped his coffee, thinking that even though it involved a potentially lethal plane flight, a trip to Washington,
            DC, was better than a week on a boat.
         

         
         “So, how’s things with you and that professor?”

         
         “Fine. She doin’ a lot more teachin’. She wants me ta go wid her to Washingdon. I’m thinkin’ ’bout it.”

         
         Hancock laughed. “I don’t know, Joe. It seems like a big step. You guys have only been living together in the same house for how many years? Two of my dogs died of old age while you’ve been close friends, or whatever you call it.” 

         
         The waitress arrived with Hancock’s second beer and news that food would be there shortly.

         
         After she left, he grew more serious. “I’ve been working on a task force with a national committee of law enforcement folks
            along with people who run domestic violence prevention programs. We’re trying to come up with ideas to better coordinate efforts
            on the growing problem of missing, exploited, and murdered indigenous women. You’ve seen the statistics. Native women account
            for more than their share of the cases.”
         

         
         Leaphorn knew of the problem, as did everyone with a beating heart in Indian Country.

         
         “We’re trying to get a handle on the availability of resources on the Navajo Nation and with the Hopi, Zuni, and other Pueblos,
            Utes, Paiutes, maybe the Apache groups, too. We
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