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While the collision of airliners central to the plot of this book was real and triggered the creation of the Federal Aviation Administration and its flight safety rules, the story and all of its characters are purely fictional. However, several of these fictional folks use names borrowed from generous donors to a fund to assist children stricken with cancer.

The author acknowledges the help of fellow writers Scott Thybony, Michael Ghiglieri, and Brad Dimickthree men who know that great canyon as well as anyone aliveand ethnologist Tandra Love, biologist William Degenhardt, and naturalist Ann Zwinger, whose Down Canyon is an American classic. Marty Nelsons research work, as usual, was a huge help.
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Lieutenant Joe Leaphorn, retired, had been explaining how the complicated happening below the Salt Woman Shrine illustrated his Navajo belief in universal connections. The cause leads to inevitable effect. The entire cosmos being an infinitely complicated machine all working together. His companions, taking their mid-morning coffee break at the Navajo Inn, didnt interrupt him. But they didnt seem impressed.

Ill admit the half-century gap between the day all those people were killed here and Billy Tuve trying to pawn that diamond for twenty dollars is a problem, Leaphorn said. But when you really think about it, trace it all back, you see how one thing kept leading to another. The chains there.

Captain Pinto, who now occupied Joe Leaphorns preretirement office in the Navajo Tribal Police Headquarters, put down his cup. He signaled a refill to the waitress who was listening to this conversation, and waited a polite moment for Leaphorn to explain this if he wished. Leaphorn had nothing to add. He just nodded, sort of agreeing with himself.

Come on, Joe, Pinto said. I know how that theory works and I buy it. Hard, hot wind blowing gets the birds tired of flying. One too many birds lands on a limb. Limb breaks off, falls into a stream, diverts water flow, undercuts the stream bank, causes a landslide, blocks the stream, floods the valley, changes the flora and that changes the fauna, and the folks who were living off of hunting the deer have to migrate. When you think back you could blame it all on that wind.

Pinto stopped, got polite, attentive silence from his fellow coffee drinkers, and decided to add a footnote.

However, you have to do a lot of complicated thinking to work in that Joanna Craig woman. Coming all the way out from New York just because a brain-damaged Hopi tries to pawn a valuable diamond for twenty bucks.

Captain Largo, who had driven down from his Shiprock office to attend a conference on the drunk-driving problem, entered the discussion. Trouble is, Joe, the time gap is just too big to make you a good case. You say it started when the young man with the camera on the United Airlines plane was sort of like the last bird on Pintos fictional tree limb, so to speak. He mentioned to the stewardess hed like to get some shots down into the Grand Canyon when they were flying over it. Isnt that the theory? The stewardess mentions that to the pilot, and so he does a little turn out of the cloud theyre flying through, and cuts right through the TWA airplane. That was June 30, 1956. All right. Ill buy that much of it. Passenger asks a favor, pilot grants it. Boom. Everybody dead. End of incident. Then this spring, about five decades later, this Hopi fella, Billy Tuve, shows up in a Gallup pawnshop and tries to pawn a twenty-thousand-dollar diamond for twenty bucks. That touches off another series of events, sort of a whole different business. I say its not just another chapter, its like a whole new book. Hell, Tuve hadnt even been born yet when that collision happened. Right? And neither had the Craig woman.

Right, said Pinto. You have a huge gap in that cause-and-effect chain, Joe. And were just guessing the kid with the camera asked the pilot to turn. Nobody knows why the pilot did that.

Leaphorn sighed. Youre thinking about the gap you see in one single connecting chain. Im thinking of a bunch of different chains which all seem to get drawn together.

Largo looked skeptical, shook his head, grinned at Leaphorn. If you had one of your famous maps here, could you chart that out for us?

It would look like a spiderweb, Pinto said.

Leaphorn ignored that. Take Joanna Craigs role in this. The fact she wasnt born yet is part of the connection. The crash killed her daddy. From what Craig said, that caused her mama to become a bitter woman and that caused Craig to be bitter, too. Jim Chee told me she wasnt really after those damned diamonds when she came to the canyon. She just wanted to find them so she could get revenge.

That produced no comment.


You see how that works, Leaphorn said. And thats what drew that Bradford Chandler fellow into the case. The skip tracer. He may have been purely after money, but his job was blocking Craig from getting what she was after. Thats what sent him down into the canyon. And Cowboy Dashee was down there doing family duty. For Chee, the pull was friendship. And Leaphorn stopped, sentence unfinished.

Pinto chuckled. Go on, Joe, he said. How about Bernie Manuelito? What pulled little Bernie into it?

It was fun for Bernie, Leaphorn said. Or love.

You know, said Largo. I cant get over our little Bernie. I mean, how she managed to get herself out of that mess without getting killed. And another thing thats hard to figure is how you managed to butt in. Youre supposed to be retired.

Pinto gets the blame for that, Leaphorn said. Telling me old Shorty McGinnis had died. See? Thats another of the chain I was talking about.

I was just doing you a favor, Joe, Pinto said. I knew you were getting bored with retirement. Just wanted to give you an excuse to try your hand at detecting again.

Saved your budget some travel money, too, Leaphorn said, grinning. He was remembering that day, remembering how totally out-it-all hed felt, how happy hed been driving north in search of the McGinnis diamondwhich hed never thought had actually existed. Now he was thinking about how a disaster buried under a lifetime of dust had risen again and the divergent emotions it had stirred. Greed, obviously, and hatred, plus family duty, a debt owed to a friend. And perhaps, in Bernie Manuelitos case, even love.


Captain Pinto pushed back his chair, got up.

Stick around, Leaphorn said. I want to tell you how this all came out with Bernie and Jim Chee.

Going to get some doughnuts, Pinto said. Ill be right back. I want to hear that.
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As Leaphorn remembered it, the August day hed been pulled into the Skeleton Man affair had been a total downer moodwise. Hed never felt more absolutely retired in the years hed been practicing it. The young man across the desk from him, Captain Samuel Pinto, had interrupted jotting something into a notebook when Leaphorn tapped at his door. Hed glanced up with that irritated look interruptions produce, gestured Leaphorn into a chair, put aside the notebook, fished through a stack of folders, pulled two out, and looked at them.

Ah, yes, said Captain Pinto, here we are.

Just a few minutes earlier Leaphorn had been hit with the days first reminder of how unimportant retirees become. At the reception desk below hed stood, hat in hand, until the young woman in charge looked up from sorting something. He informed her that Captain Pinto was expecting him. She punched a number into the switchboard and glanced up.

Do you have an appointment?

Leaphorn had nodded.

She peered at her desk calendar, looked up again at the once-legendary lieutenant, and said, And you are?

A knife-to-the-heart question when delivered in a building where one has worked most of ones adult life, given orders, hired people, and become modestly famous for a mile or two in every direction.

Joe Leaphorn, Leaphorn said, and saw the name drew not a glimmer of recognition. I used to work here, he added, but the young lady was already back on the telephone. Long time ago, I guess, talking to himself.

The captain said to send you up, she said, and waved him toward the stairway.

Now, in the office marked Special Investigations, where Leaphorn used to keep his stuff and do his worrying, Captain Pinto motioned him to a chair.

I hear Sergeant Chee is finally getting married, Pinto said, without looking up from the paperwork. Whatda you think of that?

High time, Leaphorn said. Shes a good girl, Bernie. I think shell make Chee grow up.

So we hope, Pinto said, and handed the two folders to Leaphorn. Take a look at these, Joe. Tell me what you think. Top ones the FBI file on that robbery-homicide down at Zuni. Bunch of jewelry taken and the store operator shot, remember that one? Few days later a Hopi, a fellow named Billy Tuve, tried to pawn an unset diamond at Gallup. He wanted twenty dollars. Manager saw it was worth thousands. He asked Tuve to stick around while he got an appraisal. Called the police. They took Tuve in. He said an old shaman down in the Grand Canyon gave it to him years ago. Didnt know the shamans name. McKinley County Sheriffs Office had that jewelry store robbery on its mind. They held him until they could do some checking. Some witnesses they rounded up had reported seeing a Hopi hanging around the jewelry store before the shooting. Then they got an identification on Tuve, found his fingerprints here and there in the store. So they booked him on suspicion.

With all that rattled off, Pinto peered at Leaphorn, awaiting a question. None came. The sound of a Willie Nelson song drifted up from the first floor, a song of lamentation. A pion jay flew past the window. Beyond the glass Leaphorn saw the landscape that had been his view of the world for half his life. Leaphorn sighed. It all sounded so comfortably familiar. He started reading through the newer folder. On the second page he ran into something that stirred his interest and probably explained why Pinto had wanted to see him. But Leaphorn asked no questions. Hed leave the first questions for Pinto. As a felony committed at Zuni, thus on a federal reservation, this was officially an FBI case. But at the moment it was Pintos job, doing the legwork, and Leaphorns old office was now Pintos office and Leaphorn was merely a summoned visitor.

He finished his study of the new folder, put it carefully on Pintos desk, and picked up the old one. It was dusty, bedraggled, and very fat.

Pinto waited about five minutes until Leaphorn looked up from his reading and nodded.


Have you noticed where this Zuni homicide maybe crosses the path of an old burglary case of yours? Pinto asked. Its a very cold case out at Short Mountain. You remember it?

Sure, Leaphorn said. But what brought that one out of the icebox?

Maybe its not actually out, Pinto said. We just wanted to ask you. See if you could think of any connection between this current case herePinto tapped the new folderand this old burglary of yours.

Leaphorn chuckled. Youre thinking of Shorty McGinniss diamond?

Pinto nodded.

Leaphorn smiled, shook his head, picked up the new file, and opened it. I must have misread that. I thought the diamond the Hopi fella tried to pawn was valued at He turned to the second page. Here it is: Current market value of gem estimated at approximately twenty thousand dollars.

Thats the figure the appraiser gave the FBI. Said it was three-point-eight carats. The fed jewelry man called it a brilliant white with a memory of the sky in it and said it was a special Ascher version of the Emerald Cut, whatever that means. Its all in that report there.

Leaphorn shook his head again, still grinning. And mention is made in that new federal file of an expensive unset diamond taken in that old burglary of the Short Mountain Trading Post. Ill bet the FBI man who wrote that is new out here. Can you imagine an expensive diamond at the Short Mountain Trading Post? Or McGinnis actually having one?


Well, no, Pinto said. It would be hard to imagine that. It would strain the mind.

Anyway, he didnt mention any diamond among the stolen stuff when we investigated that burglary. Maybe he knew I wouldnt believe him. Im sure you noticed that this note that the diamond should be added to the loot was stuck in the report about a year late. That was after the insurance company complained to the FBI that our burglary report didnt match McGinniss list of losses.

Pinto was smiling, too. Maybe he just forgot it. Didnt remember it until he filed his insurance claim.

Have you asked McGinnis about this?

McGinnis is dead, Pinto said. Long time I think.

Leaphorn sucked in a breath. Shortys dead! he said. Be damned. I hadnt heard that.

He rubbed his hand across his forehead, trying to accept it. It was hard to believe that tough, wise, grouchy old man had been just another mortal. And now he had to be added to that growing list of those who had made Leaphorns past interestingif not always funand left a special vacuum in his life when they died. He looked past Pinto out the window behind him, at the vast blue sky, the thunder-head forming over the Chuskas to the north, remembering sitting with McGinnis in his cluttered trading post, the old man in his rocking chair, sipping whiskey out of an old-fashioned Coca-Cola glass, passing along just as much gossip as he wanted Officer Joe Leaphorn to know and not a word more. Leaphorn looked down at his hands, remembering how McGinnis would hold his glass, tilting it back and forth as he rocked to keep the whiskey from splashing.

You know, Leaphorn said, and produced a wry chuckle, Id forgotten about that burglary.


I wish the FBI had forgotten it, Pinto said. Apparently the old man listed the diamond on his insurance claim at ten thousand dollarswhich I guess would make it worth twice that these days. And the insurance company complained, objected, and the feds looked into it as maybe a fraud case way back then. And now somebody did a sort of diamond-diamond match in their computer files. It looked strange and they wanted us to check it out.

Now, doesnt that sound easy? Did they say how to do it?

They want to know where that McGinnis diamond came from. Was it recovered? So forth. They seem to have a fairly good witness identification on the Hopi, prints in the store, all that stuff, but the only material evidence is that diamond he was trying to pawn. The theory of the crime seems to be the Hopi took it when he did the Zuni robbery. And its the only material evidence available so far. So theyd like to know if McGinnis got his diamond back, and did he have one of those jewelry certification forms describing its cut and weight and size and so forth.

Leaphorn nodded.

So we sent a man out from Tuba City to the store. He said the place had a Closed sign on the door and looked deserted. Said he stopped at a place down the road and theyd heard the old man had a heart attack. Thought hed been hauled off to Page. Never came back. Checked the hospital. He wasnt there. No record of him. Maybe died in the ambulance or something. Probably his family came and took care of the funeral somewhere.

Leaphorn let that pass without comment. Did Shorty have a family? He couldnt quite imagine that. After a while, Pinto would get to the reason hed asked Joe to drop in. No hurry. Pinto shuffled some papers, put them back into a folder, looked across the desk at Leaphorn.

Joe, he said, did McGinnis tell you where he got that damned diamond? Anything about that?

Not a thing. If I had known hed put it on his insurance claim, I would have asked him. Id have said, Mr. McGinnis, how did you come to have such a fancy diamond? and McGinnis would have said, Officer Leaphorn, thats none of your damned business.

Pinto waited for an expansion of that. Leaphorn let him wait. No ideas, then?

Not a one. But now I have a question for you. None of my damned business either, but it seems to me our federal friends are unusually interested in this diamond. Ill bet you noticed that, too, and you asked whichever special agent is dealing with this about it. What did he say?

Captain Pinto smiled, and it turned into a laugh. Ah, hell, Joe, he said. It was George Rice. He said it was just routine, and I said, Come on now, Special Agent Rice, you can be honest with me, and he said, Well, you know how its been since the politicians invented that Homeland Security Agency. They laid a fat new level of political patronage bureaucrats on top of everything we already had to deal with. Rice said he had a feeling maybe one of the campaign fund-raisers in Washington was doing somebody a favor. You know how it works. Called the regional jefe in Phoenix on the old buddy-buddy basis and told him somebody in the White House would be happy to hear anything we could find out about where this diamond came from. And I told Rice that sounds mysterious, and he said he had the impression it has something to do with a huge estate settlement lawsuit going on back there, and I said thats mysterious, too, and he said it was also a mystery to him, and since it sounded like more Washington politics to him, hed be happy to keep it that way.

Leaphorn considered this a moment.

Well, he said, that makes me sort of glad Im retired. But why dont you get somebody at work finding McGinniss family, or whoever claimed his body. Theyd have his stuff, if anything was worth keeping. Maybe that would He stopped. Shook his head. You know, Im having trouble believing that old man has left us.

They say the good die young. But even men like Shorty have to go sometime.

How did it happen?

Just natural death. He was old as the mountains, wasnt he?

Leaphorn sat awhile, staring out the window. Shook his head. Hard to believe old Shorty just died naturally, he said. Wasnt shot or something.

Well, we never heard anything to the contrary, Pinto said.

Leaphorn got up, recovered his hat.

Well, Im sorry I couldnt be more helpful, he said. And if I happen to learn anything about the McGinnis diamond, Ill let you know. But Im not going to lose any sleep over it.

Which, of course, proved to be wrong.
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The text of the message on Joanna Craigs answering machine didnt seem very important. But the tone of her lawyers voice told her it was.

Miss Craig, he had said. This is Hal Simmons. Our investigators have notified me of something that I should discuss with you. Ill be in my office all afternoon. Please call me when you have time.

She had hardly spoken to Simmons since theyd completed the legal work after her mothers funeral. Now she found his law firms number in the telephone book, got a busy signal, then called the apartment house doorman and asked him to get her a taxi.

The receptionist at the Simmons law office remembered her from the days when she was there a lot, trying to tie up all those loose ends that death leaves behind even well-organized people. And Joanna Craigs mother was not organized at all. She was erratic, forgetful of things that had happened yesterday, remembering things that had never happened. Senile dementia, her psychiatrist had called it. Joanna had protested that her mother was too young for senility, and he had said, Your mothers been through a lot of stress. And her mind has always beenWell, better to say your mother has always had a mind of her own.

However you phrased it, Joanna knew what caused it. It was the death of John Clarke, Joannas father, and the cruel treatment her mother had received from Clarkes family. Her mother had rarely talked to her about it, and never without crying. But Joanna knew of the injustice. The way her mother had been treated must have been as painful as the loss of her lover. It certainly hurt her daughter.

It wasnt the money, Joanna told herself. She didnt need it. She was getting along fine without it, just as her mother had managed to. It was the cruelty of it. The contempt. That had been a wound that would never heal unless she could finally give her mother justice. And revenge. Maybe what Simmons would tell her would mean that would finally be possible.

He rose from the high-backed chair behind his battered old desk, smiling at her. A big, broad-shouldered man who her mother had told her she could always trust. And she did.

Miss Craig, he said. Have a seat. Get comfortable. Explaining this will take a while. I dont want you to expect too much out of what Im going to tell. But at least it seems to me to represent a chance.


Joanna felt suddenly weak.

A chance?

One of those diamonds seems to have turned up.

She sat down. Closed her eyes.

Are you all right? Simmons buzzed his secretary, ordered a glass of water.

Just the diamonds? Joanna said, in a voice almost too faint to be heard.

Simmons peered at her. Took the water glass from his secretary and presented it to Joanna, who was looking out the window at the busy streets, at the gray, overcast sky, at the traffic rolling below.

Remember how your father carried those diamonds, padlocked to his wrist in that special carrying case your mother told you about? It seems to me that finding them Simmons paused, looking for a way to put this. Well, that may finally give us a chance to find his bones. And weve heard a little more about that, too. Just a collection of rumors, perhaps. But

Yes, Joanna said. She sat up and straightened her blouse collar. Tell me everything youve heard. Tell me what you think we should do next.

Simmons tilted back in his chair, took off his glasses, rubbed his eyes, replaced the spectacles, and studied her thoughtfully.

As friend of your mother, or as lawyer?

Joanna considered that.

As lawyer, she said. Not that you havent been a good friend.

Simmons sighed. As friend, I would remind you that you are getting along very well. Good job, and I think the funds your mother left you were always well invested. So you could buy diamonds if you want them and you dont need to make yourself a multi-multimillionaire and start dealing with all the troubles that brings with it. Right?

Well, yes, Joanna said. But thats not the point. It never has been the point.

I know, Simmons said. Your mother suffered a lot. And youd like to see old Plymale pay for that. So would I. But Joann

Joanna Craig raised her hand, cut him off. Id like to see justice done. Id like to see him burn in hell.

Simmons considered that a moment, leaned forward.

Then Ill tell you that if you can find those bonesfind anything from which your fathers DNA can be extractedI think we can get your estate claim back into court. With that, and with the evidence in those letters your mother left you, we can establish legally that you are a direct descendant of John Clarke, and thus a direct descendant of Clarkes father. Thereby you can reclaim the Clarke family estate. Thereby you can make Plymale suffer and, from what Ive heard of how he has looted that foundation, make him do some burning in bankruptcy court, and probably criminal court as well.

Joanna Craig smiled. I guess it doesnt sound very Christian. But Id like that. In fact, Id enjoy it immensely.

Simmons considered that a moment, shrugged.

The only way I know of to locate those bones is to find the person who found that container of diamonds. We know it was locked to your fathers arm. Trace it back. For the first time that looks faintly possible. And knowing old Plymale, I must warn you that he will be well aware of that possibility. Probably losing sleep thinking about it. Planning what he can do to keep that from happening.


Joanna Craig was still smiling.

So you are saying go find them?

As your lawyer, yes. Well renew our contract with that investigations agency. Ill keep you informed and advised.

How about as a friend?

Hal Simmons shook his head.

Joanna, as a friend of your mother, as your friend now, Id say just go home and forget all this. Try to be happy. Even with this diamond showing up, the odds are very slim his body can be found after all these years. And hunting something Plymale doesnt want you to find is sort of like hunting a crocodile in the crocodiles own river.

Just tell me how to go about it. How to start.

Simmons sighed. Well, youll find the man who had the diamond in New Mexico. In the McKinley County jail in Gallup waiting to be indicted for murder. Thats where youll start.
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Bradford Chandler suddenly swiveled in his beach chair to keep the sea breeze out of his ear. The old bastard had finally said something interesting. Something about diamonds?

Chandler had let his mind wander away from this rambling conversation, just enjoying the feel of the sand blown against the bottom of his bare feet by the Caribbean wind, and the sensation of the sun on his legs, and the sight of the nicely tanned and very shapely girl strolling along the surf line clad in a string bikini and not much else. Thinking of her as prey. Thinking of himself as predator. Enjoying, too, just being here on this very private beach, and his memory of the polished limo pulling up beside the old bastards private jet with the big black driver holding the door open for him. Savoring the feel of luxury. Knowing that was the way fate intended it to be for Bradford Chandler. And that was the way it wasnt. Not yet.

Diamonds? Chandler said. You dont expect diamonds in that part of the world. Where did they come from?

Mr. Chandler. The old mans tone was impatient now. You havent been paying attention. My interest is in one diamond. If I knew where it came from, you wouldnt be sitting in the shade here ogling one of my women.

The old man was Dan Plymale, sitting in a recliner chair and sharing the shade of a huge beach umbrella just to Brad Chandlers left, taking off his sunglasses now and staring at Chandler, his broad, tanned face stern, his hair and his eyebrows dead white, his eyes a pale and icy blue. Reminding Chandler of his deceased father. Bradford Churchill Chandler Sr. Plymale was another of their kind of people. Part of the Anglo-Saxon, Nordic ruling class. Or we predator people, as his dad would have proudly put it.

Chandler Senior had been deceased nine years now. But, alas, not deceased soon enough. Hed found time to change his will and cut Chandler out of it before he died.

I just told you I need to know where that diamond came from, Plymale was saying. Im ready to talk business now. Are you ready to listen?

Chandler could not remember anyone ever speaking to him in that tone. Hed overheard it in a hundred luxury hotel lobbies, in the first-class sections of aircraft, and had used it himself sometimes, understanding it reflected the low regard of the luxury class for those below them. But he had never heard it directed at him.


I was listening, he said. But you already told me you know where that particular diamond is. Its being held as evidence by the cops in some dinky town in New Mexico. Right?

Wrong, Plymale said. I wasnt asking where it is. I want to know where it came from. Plymale sighed, took a sip from whatever he was drinking. Something iced. Slightly green. Certainly too expensive to be Chandlers normal beverage these days. He loved the taste of such luxury on his tongue.

Plymale moved his bony old mans hand over to a buzzer button on the table between them. Pressed it.

Bring me another one, and one of whatever my guest is drinking.

Then he leaned back, slipped a folder out of the briefcase on the table, and began leafing through its contents, glancing over at Chandler now and then, sometimes frowning. The drinks arrived on a tray carried by a pretty young woman. No thank you came from Plymale, Chandler noticed. He didnt even waste a receptive nod. The very model of Brad Chandler Sr.

Time for business now. Time to tell you what you need to know. But first well give a few minutes to this rsum of yours.

Rsum? Chandler said. I didnt send you

Of course not, Plymale said, looking at Brad quizzically. Thats not the way anyone intelligent collects a rsum. You get it from people who know the subject. People you can trust.

Oh, said Chandler.

Like this, Plymale said. Right here it saysWell, I wont read that. About you getting arrested at a ski resort in Switzerland. Drunk, disorderly, and physical assault on a security type. He looked up from the page, eyebrows raised. Would you have put that in?

No.

It says, Chandler bought out of that. That right?

Right.

Which Chandler? Is that you or your daddy?

Well, I handled it, Chandler said.

How much did it cost?

Lets see. I think it was ten thousand Swiss francs to the guy I hit. And then something to the guy who arranged the payoff.

Your daddys money?

Sure, Chandler said. He was beginning to resent this.

Plymale switched to another page.

Bennington, Plymale said. Three years there. Looks like you made good connections. He read some more. Looks like some really good connections. He chuckled. But not good grades. Not wasting your time on the books. The smart boys know why Dads getting them into those exclusive ruling-class places. Gets em connected with the important money. If they like to read books, they can read lots of books later.

Yeah, Chandler said. Cool now. Smiling at Plymale.

Didnt work out too well for you, though, did it?

Who knows, Chandler said. It may.

Plymale was on another page now.

Skippers Incorporated, he said. Why call it that?

Theyre our business. Hunting down the bail bond skippers, the white-collar thieves. Losers like that. Finding them. Bringing em in. Collecting the reward. The bounty.


Plymale indicated what hed been reading with his finger. This how you made the connection with Skippers? This affair here where the judge in Portland set your bond at a hundred thousand on that criminal assault charge? Did you skip out on that? Its not clear about that.

I didnt skip, Chandler said, suddenly nervous and noticing it must have sounded in his voice. He canceled it with a laugh. It was clear enough now, as hed always suspected, that
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