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Chapter 1
Slow Morning

LUCERO SKY RIDES — PILOT LOG Oct. 11 — Milagro — Fiesta competition, first scored task (marker drop, Tapia cross) Winds: surface calm; light drift toward the south-southeast aloft; gentle box under 500 ft. Ceiling unlimited. Ballast aboard, as usual. Slow morning. Whole field crawling the cross like the wind forgot it had somewhere to be. Nobody's log is going to lie about a day this gentle. Dropped clean, landed easy. Now I have to go stand in a tent and let a man with a tape measure tell me how well I flew, which is the one part of this I did not sign up for and somehow signed up for anyway. — T.L.

There is a particular quiet that belongs to the Río Grande at first light in October, and I have spent enough of my life inside it to know it the way other people know a room in their own house. It is the quiet before the burners. Two hundred people are moving on the launch grid in the gray — unrolling nylon, staking crown lines, kneeling at fuel tanks with wrenches — and all of it happens in a hush, because nobody wants to be the fool who cracks a blast valve before the launch director says go. So you get this held-breath field of shapes and low voices and the smell of cold grass and propane, and over it the cottonwoods along the bosque just starting to go the color of a struck match.

I had Milagro laid out in my slot on the grid, seventy-seven thousand cubic feet of reds and golds gone flat and dark on the ground like a lake somebody had let out. Marisol was at the mouth of the envelope holding it open while Dominic ran the inflator fan, the two of them bickering about nothing, which is how I know a morning is going well. Ballast sat in the basket where he always sits, front paws on the wicker, ears up, supervising. He is a cattle-dog cross with opinions, and his chief opinion is that the balloon does not leave the ground correctly unless he is in it.

"Grid's showing calm," Marisol called over the fan. "Odessa says maybe two knots south once you get up in it."

"Two knots," I said. "That's not a wind, that's a rumor."

"Two knots is a wind if you're trying to hit a target the size of a card table from a thousand feet."

She wasn't wrong, and she was enjoying being not wrong, which is a thing Marisol enjoys the way other people enjoy dessert. She had her clipboard, she had her radio, she had the fiesta's competition leaderboard bookmarked on her phone and refreshed roughly every ninety seconds, and she was having the time of her life. My chase chief and best friend had decided somewhere back in the summer that the arrival of a sanctioned competition at our little fiesta was the greatest thing to happen to Salazar County since paved roads, and no amount of my grumbling had moved her off it. She'd memorized the whole entry list. She could tell you who'd flown what at nationals, whose sponsor had put up which envelope, who was ranked and who was hungry. To Marisol a standings sheet was a story with the boring parts taken out, and I had learned to just let her tell it.

"You're two slots behind the Front Range girl on launch order," she said, thumbing the phone. "Sandlin. Quicksilver. She's the one everybody drove out to see." She said it without any grudge, the way you'd note the weather. Marisol didn't begrudge anybody a good ship. She just wanted to know where everyone stood, all the time, down to the centimeter.

I want to be honest about the grumbling, because it matters later and it mattered to me then.

I did not want to be in the competition. I had entered anyway.

This was my second Río Alto Bosque Balloon Fiesta since the first murder — one year, near enough to the day, since that first case, and I try not to think too hard about how that first one went — and this was the first year the whole thing had gone respectable. The Balloon Federation had come in and sanctioned a competition division, which meant that alongside the mass ascensions and the tourists and the kettle-corn, we now had a scored event: real pilots, some of them ranked nationally, flying real tasks for real standings. There was a launch grid marked off in lettered rows. There were flight recorders — little GPS loggers clamped to every competing basket, ticking down a track of exactly where you went and how fast, so nobody has to take a pilot's word for anything ever again. There was a leaderboard. There was, God help us all, a scoring tent. Yesterday’s practice round had already taught Marisol and me that paper could spoil a good flight. Today the points were meant to count.

And there was the task.

The morning's task was a marker drop. About two hundred and fifty yards south-southeast of the grid, across the ditch and past the tamarisks, Merle Tapia had let them lay a target cross on his hayfield — two long arms of white ground-cloth pegged out to make a giant X, with steel stakes hammered flush at the ends and at the inner grommets as well as dead center to hold it true. Eighteen-inch anchors, driven down hard, because the smallest breath of wind will try to walk a ground-cloth across a field and ruin everybody's morning. In the middle of that cross was the target: a bull's-eye you were meant to hit, from the air, with a marker.

The markers were the part I actually liked. Each pilot carried a set of drop-markers assigned to them — mine were red, numbered, weighted little nylon streamers with a bright tail so they'd fall straight and lie where they landed. You flew your ship out over the cross, and at the moment your nerve and your read of the wind agreed, you leaned over the basket and dropped your numbered marker, and where the weighted end came to rest set your measured result, measured to the centimeter by a man with a tape and a grudge. Your number, your marker, your distance. No borrowing, no confusion, no arguing about whose was whose. I appreciated the honesty of that even while I resented nearly everything around it.

Because here is the thing I had said to Marisol, and to Wes, and to my uncle Ramón, and to anyone else who'd sat still long enough, all summer:

You cannot score flying.

Oh, you can score a marker drop. You can measure a distance. But the distance isn't the flying. The flying is the part where you read a sky that will not hold still, where the air is doing six different things at six different heights and none of them are written down, and you find the one layer going the direction you want and you climb or you sink until you're in it and it carries you, and you steer a thing that has no steering wheel by nothing but up and down and patience. That's the flying. That's the one true thing out here, and it happens entirely inside your own two hands and the weather, and there is not a tape measure on the planet that can lay a number on it. Scoring flying, I had said, more than once, is measuring the one thing about flying that can't be measured.

Nobody had been persuaded. I had entered anyway. I tell myself it was because Dominic wanted the footage and Marisol wanted the fun and Milagro deserved a proper morning out. That was most of it. The rest of it, the part I didn't say out loud, was that some stubborn competitive animal at the back of me had heard the words nationally ranked and sanctioned and sheet and wanted, very badly and very quietly, to go out there and beat somebody at a thing I claimed couldn't be scored. I am forty-one years old and I own my own company and I know better, and there I was on the grid at first light with a set of numbered markers, wanting it anyway. Nobody gets to be too grown for that. The wind cures a lot of things but it never once cured me of that.

"Burner check," I said, and quit lecturing myself.

We stood her up the way you always do — a long steady blast into the throat of the envelope, the nylon shivering and then swelling and then climbing off the grass in that slow astonishing way that has never once stopped astonishing me, all those reds and golds coming upright against a sky going from ash to rose. Ballast braced. Marisol steadied the basket. And then Milagro was standing, seventy-seven thousand cubic feet of her, tugging at the tie-off like a horse that can smell the open gate.

Odessa Kling worked the grid down the rows in a fluorescent vest, and when she pointed her flag at me and swung it up, that was mine. I cracked the blast valve, the burner roared its dragon roar over my head, and we came off the ground.

Here is what I will spend, of the dawn, and no more, because the sky and I have an arrangement about the big words and this was not the morning to break it:

We rose into gold. The sun wasn't up over the eastern mountains yet but the light was, laid flat and long across the valley so the bosque threw shadows a quarter-mile deep, and the river showed itself in flat pewter curves through the trees, and every balloon on the field was coming up around me like a slow parade of lanterns, and the cold went thin and sweet in my chest. Ballast put his nose over the rim into the new air. That is the whole of it. That is what you get. I have flown ten thousand mornings and it has never gotten smaller.

Then I went to work, because a task is a task.

Down at the surface it had been dead calm — you could've stood a coin on its edge on the grid. But I climbed a couple hundred feet and found what Odessa had promised, that faint two-knot breath toward the south-southeast, so slight it barely counted as motion. Above that, higher, the box was setting up: I could see it in the ships that had climbed on ahead of me, the ones up high drifting back the other way, north, against the ones below. That's our box — the valley's habit of stacking opposite winds one over the other, southbound low and northbound high, so a patient pilot can ride out on one floor and ride home on another. It's what makes tasks like this flyable at all. This morning the whole thing was so gentle it was almost a courtesy.

The field crawled the cross. That's the phrase that ended up in my log and it's the true one. Nine ships strung out off the southern end of the grid, all of us hunting the same little X on Merle Tapia's hay, and with a wind that lazy there was no rushing it and no faking it. You just hung there in the soft southbound layer and let it walk you toward the target a foot at a time, working the vent, working the burner, trimming your height by inches to nudge your track a hair left or right, everybody creeping in on that cross like a slow tide coming to one particular rock. Silver-and-blue was up ahead of me and higher — Quicksilver, Brooke Sandlin's ship, the marquee name they'd put on all the posters, unmistakable and lovely and already lining up her run. I watched her drop and vent and start down. Then it was mine to fly.

I let Milagro settle into the south layer and rode it. I've done this a thousand times without a number attached to it and I'll tell you the number changes nothing and everything. I watched the cross come up under the basket, watched the little bull's-eye slide toward the spot in the air where I could feel the drift would carry a falling marker, and I did not think about scoring or tape measures or my own dignity. I thought about the wind, which was doing exactly what it had promised and nothing else, honest as daylight. When it was right, I leaned out and let my marker go — number three, red tail spinning — and watched it fall straight and true and settle onto the white cross close enough that I heard myself grunt in surprise. From two hundred feet the loose fold at the western arm looked like cloth and somebody’s windbreaker. Pruitt was always kneeling over something; I looked ahead for the next basket instead of looking twice.

I watched the next basket approach and gave it room. My marker was on the ground now. The rest of the task was still in the air.

Then I flew my landing, which on a morning that gentle is less a landing than an agreement. I climbed into the top of the box, caught the northbound floor, and let it carry me back over the grid; On the return I saw a pale figure by the scoring tent lift an arm. Brooke, I thought, already back with her crew. I waved, then bled off height, found the calm at the surface again, and set Milagro down in the stubble past the last row so soft that Ballast didn't even shift his feet. Marisol was already banging across the field in the chase truck, whooping something out the window I couldn't hear.

"Looks inside three meters!" she was hollering by the time she got close. "I saw the red tail, Teo. That is a proper drop. Wait till they run a tape!"

"It's the first morning," I said, climbing out, but I was smiling and she saw it and pointed at me like she'd caught me at something.

"You liked it," she said. "You liked it and you can't stand that you liked it."

I did not dignify that. Once the crew had secured the basket and the envelope was down, I unclipped Ballast, who hit the ground and immediately went to work reading the field with his nose. I ran my hand down Milagro's throat-line out of habit, thanked her the way you thank a good animal, and pulled the little logger off its bracket — that faithful, stupid, tattletale box that had ticked down every foot of my slow honest morning and would swear to it in front of anybody.

The sun cleared the mountains then, all at once, the way it does, and the whole field lit up. Down at the far edge the scoring tent stood white against the gold cottonwoods, and past it, out across the ditch on Tapia's hay, I could just make out the pale arms of the target cross where my marker was lying and where a man with a tape measure was, presumably, waiting to tell me exactly how well I'd flown a thing that can't be measured.

I whistled Ballast up, handed Marisol the logger, and started the long walk in toward the tent to go find out.



Chapter 2
Ballast Finds It

Ballast was out ahead of me before I'd taken a dozen steps, which surprised nobody who has ever met him. He is the first thing out of any basket we fly — before I have my second boot over the rim, once the crew has the basket secure — and he is the first thing across any field, because in his private theology the ground belongs to whoever reaches it first and it is his solemn duty to claim it on our behalf. So I let him run. I had Milagro half-squared behind me, the envelope going long and soft in the stubble while Marisol and Dominic walked the crown line down, and I had a set of red markers to go collect a number for, and a long wet walk in toward the scoring tent to do it, and a dog trotting the dew ahead of me with his nose down like he was drawing me a map.

The grid empties slow after a task. The last ships were being packed across the southern end, and the field had that pleasant unhurried after-flight feeling, everybody grinning and stiff and cold-fingered, coiling lines, comparing drifts. Somebody two rows over was already arguing good-naturedly about whose marker had landed closer. The sun was full up over the eastern mountains now, and the frost was letting go of the grass in a low silver steam that came up around my boots as I walked, and the whole valley smelled like cut hay and spent propane and cold water. I was, I will admit it, in a good mood. A promising drop, at least. I'd have said something out loud about not being able to score flying, but there wasn't anybody near enough to say it to, and anyway I was too pleased with my three meters to mean it.

The scoring tent stood white at the far edge of the grid, and past it, across the shallow ditch and the ragged screen of tamarisk, Merle Tapia's hayfield ran off flat and gold to the south-southeast, and out on it lay the target cross — two long white arms of ground-cloth pegged into a giant X, small with distance, the bull's-eye a bright dot at the center where the arms met. My marker was out there somewhere, red tail down in the dew, waiting on a tape measure. So were eight other pilots' markers. And so, though I did not know it yet and would spend a good part of the rest of my life wishing I had known it thirty seconds sooner, was Harlan Pruitt.

Ballast reached the ditch, cleared it in one flat jump, and put on speed across Tapia's hay.

That was odd enough that I stopped. He is a working dog and he does not waste a run. A hard sprint like that means cattle, or a coyote, or a person he loves, and there was none of those out on that field that I could see — just the cross, and the flat gold hay, and the tamarisks throwing their long morning shadows toward the drain. He ran straight for the center of the cross. And when he got there he did not sniff it, or circle it, or lift his leg on a peg the way he'd been raised better than to do. He stopped dead at the middle of the X and stood over something, stiff-legged and still, and he began to bark — not his cattle bark, not his stranger bark, but a high steady sound I had heard exactly once before in the nine years I'd owned him, the summer a hiker went down with a broken ankle in the bosque and Ballast found him before the crew did.

I was already running.

I don't remember the ditch. I must have jumped it, because I came up on the far side with wet boots and my heart going hard, and I remember the last forty yards, the hay whipping my shins and the cross getting bigger and Ballast's bark going on and on, and then I remember stopping, because the shape at the center of the cross had resolved into a man, and the man was Harlan Pruitt, and Harlan Pruitt was not going to get up.

He was lying where the two white arms met, one arm flung out across the ground-cloth toward the west and the other folded under him. The west arm of the cross had folded back over his shoulder; from a basket it could have looked like a man crouching at his work. He had on the tan windbreaker he'd worn at the pilots' briefing, and his reading glasses were still pushed up on his head. His little chrome tape measure lay a foot from his open hand. The damp on his jacket and the crushed grass beneath him told me only that he'd been down in the cold. They could not tell me for how long.

I did not touch him. I want that on the record, for reasons that turned out to matter: I did not touch him, and I did not let Ballast touch him. I got hold of the dog's collar and I pulled him back a step and I made myself stand still and look, the way you learn to look at a thing you can't do anything about.

Here is what I let myself take in, and no more, because there are doors a person is right not to open all the way.

He was gone. There was no question in the world about that. Whatever had happened had happened at the back of his head, and I did not look at it, and I will not describe it, and the dew was on him, and the frost was still in the low grass around him where the sun hadn't reached.

And there was a marker under his arm.

His right arm was the one flung out west across the cloth. A pale competition marker lay with the end of its tail pinned beneath his wrist. Across the tan sleeve, loose on top of it, ran a second tail, bright yellow. Neither was one of mine. Mine are red, and my whole stupid morning of numbers was still close enough behind me that I noticed that before anything sensible. Two markers, one below and one above. I had no right yet to decide what their order meant. I kept Ballast back and turned to shout for help, and found that help was already coming.

Brooke Sandlin was the first one across the ditch.

She came at a dead run, silver flight jacket, blond hair loose from its knot, and she reached me the way a good swimmer reaches you in deep water — fast, sure, and already talking in the calm low voice that tells your body before your mind hears the words that somebody has arrived who knows what to do. "Teo. Teo, look at me. Don't look at him, look at me." She had a hand on my shoulder and she'd put herself half between me and the cross without seeming to move, and I realized she'd done the same thing I had — taken it in whole, in a second, and shut the door. "Okay," she said. "Okay. He's gone, isn't he."

"He's gone," I said.

"Right." One breath. Then she turned her head, not her body, and pitched her voice back across the ditch to the field, and it carried without her seeming to raise it at all, the trained carry of somebody used to being heard over a burner. "We need the sheriff! Somebody call the county sheriff, right now, and nobody else comes across that ditch!" And then, quieter, to a knot of people already gathering at the tamarisks, in that same steady tone: "Back up, please. All the way back. Give them room." They backed up. I would think about that later — how they backed up for her, strangers, on a field that wasn't hers, in a county she'd driven into two days before. She had the kind of calm that other people's panic pours into and disappears. It is a real thing and it is worth a great deal in a bad moment, and I was grateful for it right down to the ground, and I want to be honest that I was grateful, because of everything that came after.

"You knew him," I said. It came out stupid. "You waved. At the tent. Just now—"

"That was you I waved at," she said gently. "You dropped a beauty." She didn't let go of my shoulder. "Don't do that. Don't go back through the morning looking for the last ordinary minute. It'll eat you alive and it won't change anything. I've had a bad morning on a field before. Breathe."

I breathed. Ballast leaned his whole weight against my leg and I put my hand down on his head and left it there.

The field had gone still. That's the thing I remember most about the next few minutes — how a fiesta field, which is the loudest cheerfullest place on God's earth, can drop into absolute silence in the space of a shout. The burners had all gone quiet. Somebody killed the mariachi that had been playing tinny out of a truck by the pancake tent. Two hundred people stood in the wet grass and looked east toward the cross and did not come any closer, and the only sounds were the tamarisk leaves ticking in the two-knot wind and, far off, one radio crackling as the call went up the line to the sheriff's office.

Priscilla Voss got to the ditch next, the competition director, in her fiesta polo with her lanyard of credentials swinging and her clipboard still in her hand, and she stopped at the edge of it and put her free hand over her mouth. "Oh no," she said, from behind her hand. "Oh, no, no. Is that—" She looked at the cross and then very deliberately looked away from it and back at me, and her face was doing the thing a face does when it is running numbers it doesn't want to run: the schedule, the sponsors, the sanctioning body, the word national, the whole precious brand-new respectable thing she'd been hired to make run smooth, all of it lying dead in the dew at the center of the target. I didn't hold it against her. Somebody has to think about the machine even on the morning the machine breaks, and it's a thankless job, and I could see it costing her. "The task," she said faintly, to no one. "Everybody's still — nobody's turned in their—" and then she heard herself and stopped and pressed her lips together and just stood, useless and stricken, which was the most human she'd looked all week.

"Priscilla." Brooke didn't raise her voice. "Get everybody off the grid and back to the pavilion. Keep the loggers on the ships, tell your crews not to touch anything, and get somebody to walk the road so the sheriff doesn't have to drive through the crowd. Can you do that?" And Priscilla, given a list, came back into her own body and nodded and turned and went, calling names, and the field began, slowly, to move — away, the way she was pointing, off the wet grass and toward the pavilion, a whole fiesta drawing back from a small white cross like the tide going out.

I stayed. I couldn't have said why except that it felt wrong to leave him alone out there with only my dog for company, so I stood at a respectful distance in the cold with my hand on Ballast's head and I looked at the morning instead of at the man.

And I thought — I couldn't help it, it's the shape my mind makes — about the wind.

Because this is the thing about a field like this, the thing I'd been too smug about all summer to say kindly: everything on it can be argued with except the sky. You can move a number. A number is nothing, a number is a mark a person makes with a pencil, and a person can shave it or pad it or lose the paper it's written on. You can move a tape measure. You can wave from a tent and say you were somewhere, and people will mostly believe you, because people telling you where they were is most of what happens on any given morning anywhere. But the wind that had walked all nine of us out to this cross an hour ago at two lazy knots toward the south-southeast had not lied to a single one of us, and could not, and would not, no matter who asked it to or what it cost. It was the one witness on the whole field that couldn't be leaned on. It had carried Harlan Pruitt's killer somewhere this morning, and wherever that was, the wind knew, and the wind would say so to anybody who'd learned its language, in the only way it ever says anything, which is by refusing, ever, to be anything but exactly what it was.

Sheriff Ray Baca had not called it anything yet. He'd get there, and when he got there he'd be careful, because Ray is a careful man and there are a hundred ways for a sixty-six-year-old man to come to grief out on a cold field at first light and most of them aren't a crime. A fall. His heart. A peg he tripped over in the dark. Nobody standing in that wet grass had said the word out loud, and I hadn't either, and I wouldn't be the one to.

I'd seen the position of his arm, the two markers and the loose fold of cloth. None of it told me who had put him there, or even whether the cloth had moved before or after he fell. But it was enough to make me keep everyone back. Ray would need the field as we had found it.

An engine sounded out on the county road, and then another, and I looked up and saw the sheriff's white Bronco come off the pavement and onto the field track, lights turning but no siren, rolling slow and deliberate through the parted crowd toward the ditch, and behind it a county sedan, and behind that the long morning shadow of everything that was about to start. The whole field turned to watch it come. Nobody said a word. Beside me Ballast lifted his head off my hand and watched too, ears up, and out on the cross the two-knot wind ran a small silver shiver down the length of the ground-cloth and let it lie still again.



Chapter 3
A Number Is the Only Honest Thing

Ray Baca came across the ditch the way he does everything, which is slow and without wasting a motion, one boot placed and then the other, a big deliberate man in a sheepskin coat who has learned across thirty years that hurrying to a thing you can't fix only means you arrive at it out of breath. He stopped a good ten feet beyond the cross and stood there a while with his hands in his coat pockets and just looked, the way I had looked, taking the measure of it before he let himself get any closer. Then he turned and found me.

"Teo." He said it gently. "Your dog find him?"

"Ballast found him. I came after."

"You touch anything?"

"No. I didn't let the dog near him either. His tape measure's in the grass by his hand, right where it fell. There's a pale marker under his right wrist, out west there, and a yellow tail across his sleeve. Neither is mine." I heard myself doing it, laying the field out for him the way I'd lay out a flight, and I made myself stop. "I kept back. I've just been standing here."

"Good." He said it like he meant it. "That's good, m'ija. You did right." He looked past me at the man at the center of the cross, and something moved across his face and settled, and he did not say what it was. "Cordova!" he called back over his shoulder, and the young deputy who'd come up out of the county sedan behind him stopped fussing with the roll of tape in his hands and came over at a trot. "Nobody past me. I want the tape run wide — not close, wide, take in the whole cross and the ground out to the tamarisks. And get on the radio to dispatch and have them call OMI and the local field investigator. Tell them we've got an unattended death on a field and I'm not moving him one inch till their investigator says so."

That was the first I let myself hear the shape of it: an unattended death, a guarded scene, and the medical investigator called before anything was moved. An accident would need investigation too. Ray wasn't naming a crime. He was keeping the morning intact until someone qualified could tell him what it held.

Cordova strung his tape in a big loose square that took in the cross and a wide skirt of Tapia's hay all around it, and the yellow of it snapped and sagged in the two-knot wind, and inside that square Harlan Pruitt lay at the center of his cross with the dew going to nothing on him now as the sun climbed, and the rest of us stood outside it and were made, by a line of plastic tape, into spectators.

Behind us the field had drawn all the way back to the pavilion, the way Priscilla Voss had herded it, but Priscilla herself had not gone. She stood at the near edge of the scoring tent with her clipboard held against her chest like a breastplate, and Wendell Cobb stood beside her, and the two of them were having the kind of low urgent argument people have when the ground has gone out from under them and they've grabbed hold of the nearest procedure to keep from falling. I could hear pieces of it. I wasn't trying to. It carries, out on a field gone that quiet.

"—can't just leave the results open, Wendell, the sheet's not certified, if we don't—"

"The sheet is fine." Cobb had a low gravel voice and he used it like a man closing a drawer. "The sheet's in the machine and the machine's turned off and locked, and nobody touches that laptop but me, and I'm not touching it with him lying out there. You understand me, Priscilla? Not the sheriff, not the federation, not you. It's my tent."

I knew Cobb a little, the way you know everybody at a fiesta a little. Fifty-eight, built low and square, deputy scorer under Pruitt for as long as there'd been a Río Alto competition to score, which was one week, and under Pruitt at other people's fiestas for years before that. He had a proprietary way about the whole business of measuring — the tape, the target, the results laptop humming under its awning with the leaderboard Marisol loved glowing on its screen — as though the numbers were a herd he'd raised by hand and resented anybody else so much as looking at over the fence. It came off him now as something almost like grief, and something almost like fear, and I couldn't have told you then which was the bigger part of it.

Priscilla could not hold still. She is fifty-five and she wears competence the way some people wear a coat two sizes too big, always tugging it back onto her shoulders, and this morning it kept sliding off her. She'd come to Río Alto to build a thing — she'd sold the sanctioning to the federation, she'd sold the whole valley on it, she'd talked Hollis Trent's committee into the money and the field and the marquee names, and every bit of that gleaming brand-new respectable thing was staked to the one commodity a competition cannot survive without, which is trust that the numbers are clean. And her chief scorer was lying dead in the middle of the numbers. "The federation's going to hear about this by noon," she said, to Cobb, to me, to the air. "They'll pull the sanction. First year, and a dead official on the field, they'll pull it and they'll never bring it back, and this whole—" She stopped, and pressed her lips, and I watched her hate herself for a second for thinking about it. "I'm sorry. That's an awful thing to be thinking. I know it's an awful thing to be thinking."

"Everybody's thinking something awful," I said. "It's that kind





















