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Holy shit, Lane Faroe said reverently.
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Zachary Balfour tried not to look bored, which he was.

4
Jill drove past the ruins of the ranch house and

5
When the buzzer rang on the front door of the

6
Sheriff Ned Purcell rocked his high-backed chair away from the

7
Ramsey Worthington frowned at his computer screen. It was a

8
Score was sweating hard, pumping iron in a controlled frenzy

9
Jill rolled over and tried to find a more comfortable

10
Jill parked in the huge, dusty lot of the Eureka

11
When it was full dark, Score finally stirred from his

12
Jill forced herself not to reach for the room phone

13
As usual, Dwayne Taylor had night duty. He liked it

14
Grace picked up Faroes phone, saw who it was, and

15
Zach Balfour knocked smartly on the door of 435, then

16
Lee Dunstan hung up the phone with a curse and

17
Zach put on his trucks parking brake, switched off the

18
No problemo, Score said into the telephone. Ive got the

19
Caitlin Crawford glanced up from the computer in her home

20
Jill drove up to the old cabin, put on the

21
Score had barely ushered a rich new client out of

22
Without a word, Jill unwrapped more paintings and leaned them

23
Score watched the intercom light flash at double speed. Urgent.

24
Inside the house, Zach talked on his own phone to

25
Score woke up when the alarm on his computer went

26
Zach drove to the edge of the small airports paved

27
The small plane took a sudden downward swoop, then settled

28
Zach switched his headphone from sat/cell input to the planes

29
Ramsey Worthington waited with concealed impatience while Cahill carefully, slowly,

30
Jill watched out the window while the plane landed at

31
The first gallery Zach and Jill went to was housed

32
Zach watched the woman as she walked up to him.

33
This time Im the hard case and youre the sympathetic

34
At least this wont be a total waste of time,

35
Im Ramsey Worthington, and you are? he asked.

36
Crawford residence, Caitlin speaking.

37
Scores fingers flew over his computer keyboard. He didnt need

38
As Tal Crawford stood to one side of the governor

39
A new Dodge Magnum was waiting for them at Taos

40
Anything new? Score barked into his headphone.

41
So you like Western landscapes, Frost said to Jill, breaking

42
The answer to that is complicated, Zach said. One of

43
Score sat in the back of the anonymous rental minivan.

44
The breakfast nook in Frosts big kitchen seated three. Barely.

45
Score eased open the side door of the van. The

46
That hasnt changed, Zach said, disgusted.

47
Garland Frost sat surrounded by paintings, brooding over the collection.

48
Score finished peeing into the empty bottle of Gatorade, capped

49
Zach had yanked on his jeans and was running for

50
As Zach disappeared through the open gate, Jill dropped to

51
One police unit stood off from the front gate and

52
Zach started up Frosts old Travel-All. The engine fired with

53
Thats right, Score said into the phone. The six shipping

54
Even though the last cops were gone, Garland Frosts circular

55
Lane Silva Faroe watched his tiny baby sister sleeping in

56
Jill gave up on the paintings and the black light.

57
Sheriff Ned Purcell made Jill and Zach wait for twenty

58
As soon as the outer door opened, Amy leaped to

59
Grace picked up the phone. Zach? Faroes tied up.

60
Score picked up the phone with a snarled Yeah?

61
The boxes were coated with a red-brown dust that came

62
You drive, Zach said, getting into the passenger side of

63
Score read the transcript, reread it, and then read it

64
Ramsey, you better take this, Cahill said. Lee Dunstan calling

65
Dad? Lane asked, sticking his head out of the bedroom

66
Zach looked at the crowded lobby of the Golden Fleece.

67
At the front of the room, two Dunstans waited in

68
Very lightly Zack ran his fingertips along the bottom edge

69
Lee Dunstan staggered slightly, then righted himself by leaning against

70
Like Zach, Jill was freshly washed, wearing new clothes from

71
The sound of a satellite phone ringing in the next

72
Faroe picked up the phone, listened, and glanced toward the

73
Score listened to the bug on Jill Brecks sat phone

74
Jill lay with Zach, sweat gleaming, pleasure burning. With whispered

75
Thats right, Jill said into the room phone, Id like

76
Zach sat in the right-hand seat of the orbiting aircraft,

77
Jill leaned against the car and let the gas feed

78
Grace had watched and listened while her husband peeled away

79
Contact continues, Zach said into the microphone that went to

80
Hi, Mary, Jill said into her sat phone. I wanted

81
Score watched the deputy park at the end of a

82
Im going in, Jill said to Mary. Ill call you

83
Take one quiet orbit close enough for me to read

84
The gaping door of the fourth cottage opened into a

85
A white Lincoln Navigator wheeled up beside the Skymaster almost

86
Score yanked the ski mask back over his face and

87
Gunshots sounded above the SUVs racing engine. Zach recognized the

88
Pain was a living, wild creature clawing at Jill.

89
Zach turned and raced for the front door of the

90
Jill was running hard through raking, dry, shoulder-high brush when

91
With each step, Zach gained on Ski Mask. Whatever the

92
Flashlight beams danced through the brush and finally came to

93
The conference room that the Golden Fleece had turned over

94
Jill walked into a room that had a well-stocked wet
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NORTHERN ARIZONA

AUGUST

MIDNIGHT

Something was wrong.

Heart beating wildly, Modesty Breck sat up in bed. Listening over the pounding of her pulse, she tried to understand what had jerked her out of her sleep.

The wind blew hard, swirling around the old ranch house. She ignored the sound of rushing air. In the high, desolate reaches of Arizonas northern strip, the wind always blew.

The noise came again.

The front window groaned as someone pushed it up in the old wooden frame. Like her, groaning at every movement of her dry, brittle body. With fingers gnarled by arthritis, she found her glasses on the bedside table and shoved them into place, grateful that her hearing was still plenty good.

She fumbled under her narrow bed for the .22-caliber snake gun that was older than she was. Its lever action jammed more often than it fired, but the prowler wouldnt know that.

When she struggled to her feet, the cold rose through the old wooden floor into her thick wool socks. Over the protests of stiff muscles and joints, she walked quietly to the bedroom door, her long flannel nightgown ragged where it touched the floor. The kitchen door was open, always, taking advantage of the residual heat from the oil stove.

A muffled thump came from the living room. Footsteps crossed the groaning wooden floor. Then a scuff when an old throw rug slipped underfoot.

Modesty smiled grimly. She didnt need any fancy burglar alarms when she was surrounded by an old house whose every creak was as familiar as her own breathing.

From beyond the house came the triumphant yowl of one of the barn cats parading a fresh kill in the moonlight. Like everything else living on the old ranch, the feral cats earned their keep.

Modesty waited, listening to the sounds of someone sneaking around her living room, opening old cupboards and drawers, closing them, moving on.

Finding nothing.

When the intruder headed into the kitchen, Modesty knew he wouldnt be able to see her. Quietly, avoiding the loose rugs and boards that creaked, she crept in the direction of the kitchen.

The intruder was a black shadow in the moonlight pouring through the window over the sink. The pantry door squeaked as he opened it.

She flipped on the kitchen light.

Score cursed and spun around. Just my luck. The old lady has insomnia.

Black ski mask, just like in the news, Modesty said, her voice as brittle as her bones. Black coveralls and an itty-bitty flashlight. Where you from, boy?

Score started for her.

She cocked the rifle. She would have levered in a round, but was afraid that it would jam, leaving the action open and the rifle useless except as a club.


Go back where you came from, Modesty said.

Darkness stared at her from the openings in the ski mask. Take it easy, Mrs. Breck. Im not here to hurt you.

The voice, like the man, was low and thick. Though only a few inches taller than her five feet four inches, the man was muscular, stocky, easily twice her weight. None of it was paunch.

Thats Miss, not Mrs. Never cared for men. Nothing but trouble. Modesty gestured toward the back door with the rifle. Git.

Score took another step forward, looked at the rifle and laughed coldly. That old .22 is more likely to blow up in your face than hurt me.

Watching the weapon, Score came closer to Modesty without even appearing to move. He could tell by the blurred centers of the old ladys eyes that she was half-blind. Two more gliding steps and hed have the rifle.

She tightened her crooked finger and the trigger. Ill take my chances on it.

Lady. Scores temper spiked. He pulled it in. Now wasnt the time to let his rage boil up. Save it for the gym. You look like you could use some money. Ive got five hundred on me. Tell me where the paintings are and its yours.

Modesty felt like echoing the cats yowl of triumph. I knew those paintings were worth something. Ill be able to pay those back taxes without selling off the last of the stock.

Got all the money I need, she said. Now git!

She hadnt noticed the man moving, but suddenly the barrel of the rifle was pointed at the ceiling. With a wrench that made her hands ache, he yanked the gun out of her hands.

Enough with the fun and games, Score said. He glanced at the breech and saw that the rifle had jammed. With a disgusted snarl he set the old weapon on the kitchen counter. Where are the paintings?


Only pictures I have are family photos and such. What use are they to you?

He stepped up so close she had to put a crick in her neck just to see the vague, blurred line of his mouth through the slit in the mask. If he had a neck, it was as thick as his upper arms.

Dont make me hurt you, he warned. Where are the paintings?

Im near ninety. Pain doesnt scare me.

Score smiled slowly. Yeah? How long will you be able to live here alone with every finger in your hands broken?

Modesty made a small sound. Her greatest fear was being hauled off to some state institution to die with strangers puking and screaming around her.

Ill walk off a cliff first. But Ill go knowing that Jillian will be one Breck woman who wont have to depend on some damn man to survive.

Those paintings are her future.

The only painting I have is the one I sent to an art dealer outside Salt Lake a month ago, Modesty said. He wrote me the other week, said he sent it out for more opinions, and some fool lost it.

The mans mouth curled into a small smile. You told the dealer there were twelve more paintings. Where are they?

I lied. Wanted him to think Id give him more business.

I dont believe you. More important, Scores client didnt believe her.

The grandfather clock in the living room chimed, marking off the hours.

Last warning, he said. The surgical gloves he wore made his fists look huge, like pale bludgeons. Youre going to get hurt bad.

Wont be the first time.

Score gave her an openhanded slap, not enough to knock her down but enough to make her ears ring. He caught her when she staggered. She winced when his fingers pressed tendon against bone.

Listen, he said, I dont get off hurting old ladies, but I do what I have to. Where are the paintings?

Who sent you? she asked.

His smile was as thin as a razor. If I told you, Id have to kill you.

Bet I can guess, she said.

And if you guessed right, Id still have to kill you, he said, laughing at the old joke. Then his voice hardened. He smacked her again, carefully, aware of her frail bones and his pumped-up strength. So cut the crap and tell me where the paintings are.

How do I know you wont kill me anyway?

He stared at her for a long moment, eyes narrowed. Youd bargain with the devil, wouldnt you?

Ive lived my own life on my own terms, Modesty said, the words stronger than her thin voice, as strong as the fingers biting into her upper arms. Im not going to change now. And if you kill me, youll never find those paintings.

Now were getting somewhere, Score said beneath his breath. You admit they exist.

This house was built by pioneers, people who lived alone and protected themselves. They built hidey-holes that even the Paiutes couldnt find.

No problem. Youre going to show them to me.

The hell I am.

Remember when youre screaming that I gave you a choice.

He released one of her arms and reached into the side pocket of his coveralls. When his hand came out, it held a strip of hard white plastic, like a short, thin belt with a tongue at one end and a locking catch at the other.

Modesty could see enough to recognize it. She used plastic cable ties on the ranch all the time. They were handy and strong, the modern version of baling wire. Real good at tying things together.

Like wrists.

Swallowing past the dryness in her mouth, she played her last card. Youll never find the paintings.

But as she said it, she looked past him to the pantry he hadnt had time to search.

Score followed her glance. Oh, I think I will.

Without another look at her, he turned his back and strode toward the pantry.

Modesty rushed to the counter and jerked open one of the drawers. She yanked out a wood-handled butcher knife that was as old as she was. The blade had been honed so many times that the steel was half its original width. And wicked sharp.

What the Score began.

She lunged for him.

Automatically he threw up his forearm to block the knife. When he felt the burn of steel on flesh, his temper roared. He hit the old lady so hard she flew one way and the knife went the other. She reeled, staggered, tripped over a kitchen chair, and fell. Her head hit the edge of the old iron cookstove. She landed in a boneless sprawl.

She didnt move.

Swearing, Score looked at the red slash across his forearm. Blood was welling up, but not in spurts. A cut, that was all. Not even deep enough for stitches. Grappling with his temper, he looked at the old woman.

She seemed smaller, like a bundle of rags instead of a person.

He cursed steadily as he squatted beside her. Hed seen enough bodies to know what death looked like. A simple black-bag job on an old ladys house had turned into murder.


What are youstupid? he snarled at her. No way you were going to take me.

He eased his fingers underneath her head. She still had her glasses on, crookedly, but that no longer mattered. Her eyes were dim from more than cataracts. Beneath thinning white hair he felt a depression in her skull. She must have been dead a second after she hit, because there was no blood.

Crazy old bitch, he said, standing up. Why didnt you listen?

With a final disgusted curse, he went to search the pantry.

He didnt find anything but canned goods and bags of rice and flour, sugar and beans. No trick shelves, no trapdoor, no false ceiling. Nothing but food.

He searched the rest of the house.

Nothing.

He went to the back porch and looked over at the sagging barn forty feet beyond the kitchen. The wind swirled around him, plucking at his coveralls with hard, impatient fingers, then racing away to batter the old barn.

He didnt have time to search the old building. Hed let the wind take care of it.

He picked up the can of fuel oil from the back porch and went back into the kitchen. It wasnt the first time hed dressed a crime scene to look like an everyday accident.

If the paintings turned up, it wouldnt be the last time, either.
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ON THE COLORADO RIVER

AUGUST 27

8:00 A. M.

Holy shit, Lane Faroe said reverently.

The lanky teenager looked at Jillian Breck, grinned, then realized what hed just said.

Oops, he said. Sorry.

No problem. Jill smiled without looking away from the thunder and boil of a river narrowed to half its size by a bottleneck of basalt, a rock as hard as the water was determined to reach the sea. Thats what I say to myself every time I see Lava Falls.

And every time its different.

Thats why she loved it. The water flow from Lake Powell, two hundred miles upstream, changed from day to day. Rocks and boulders on the riverbank got undercut and tumbled into the current. Wherever they stuck, they piled waves in new ways, creating new currents, rips, holes, and eddies.

Running the Colorado was always different, yet always the same. Dangerous.

Exhilarating.

Looks like a big chocolate snake somebody stepped on, Lane said.


Jill nodded. A mean one.

That was the other thing she loved about the river. It tested her. She was going to miss river running when she gave it up, but she knew the time was coming. Soon. She had a restlessness that even the wild river couldnt cure.

Maybe she would turn the old Breck homestead into a dude ranch. Bring back horses and buy more cattle, dig a trout pond, organize camera and painting and hunting safaris, feed people from kitchen gardens watered by the old windmill.

Maybe she would keep on being a river bum, following the seasons down Western rivers, teaching kayaking and rafting and wilderness survival skills.

And maybe I should concentrate on this river in front of me. Lava Falls changed with the last monsoon rain. Ill need a slightly different approach.

Today she felt like an adrenaline ride, something for the tall, good-looking teenager to remember. Lava Falls would provide it. A hundred feet below her cliff overlook, rapids coiled and boomed and frothed. Whirlpools and back eddies hid behind the shoulders of huge rocks along the bank. The roar was constant, insistent, almost numbing.

The right side, she thought, nodding to herself. Plenty of room today. Head for that big boulder sticking out from the bank like a house, let the power of the river turn the raft, dig in hard with the right oar, and shoot across to the other bank.

Lane looked sideways at the river guide who was rowing him and his father Joe Faroe down the Colorado. Lane figured Jill was older than he was by at least a decade, but it didnt stop him from noticing how hot she was. She had the lean, smooth body of a gymnast, but she had hips and boobs, too. Since everybody wore sunscreen and not much else in the summer heat, hed had plenty of time to enjoy the scenery around camp.

The problem with being a tall sixteen was that a lot of the women who looked really hot to him thought he was too young, and girls his age wanted older men.

Sometimes life just basically sucked.

But the view was great.

Jill turned and started back down the steep, ragged trail that had been worn dusty by river guides coming to check out one of the most dangerous rapids on a river famous for its risk. The Colorado claimed some lives each year, mostly the drunk or careless, but sometimes the dead were simply unlucky.

When Jill and Lane walked back down to the waiting rafts, Joe Faroe cocked an eyebrow at his son. Are we walking or riding?

You can always walk around, Jill said before Lane answered. The trails about four miles. Well wait for you downstream.

Im riding, Lane said to his dad. Im just wondering if a girl has enough strength to handle that water.

Faroe shook his head. Lane had an excellent brain, but he still had some things to learn about women. Jill had hiked the teenager into the ground at least twice on this trip, but he always came back with the guy-girl needle. He hadnt noticed how the other guidesfemale and maledeferred to Jills judgment and skill.

If it will make you feel better, Jill said innocently, Ill let your daddy row. Hes good and strong.

No thanks, Faroe said. Ill leave Lava Falls to the experts.

Lane grumbled. Why him? You only let me row when the river is flat and the wind is against us.

Jill winked at Faroe. What I lack in strength I make up for in smarts.

Faroe laughed and gave his son a one-armed hug. Shes got you there. She knows more about leverage than an unarmed combat teacher. And thats what running the river is about, leverage and smarts.

Combat, too, of a sort. But not the sort Faroe was used to. On the river he was happy to have someone else looking out for danger. Thats what a vacation was all aboutnot having to figure out how to kill someone before he killed you.

Huh, Lane said, but smiled at Jill. You ever dump in Lava Falls?

Twice, she said, fingering the leather cord around her neck. It held a serrated folding knife with a hook on the tip. If she went over and got caught on something below the water, the blade was sharp enough to cut through the tough woven nylon flotation harness with a single stroke. Shed never had to use the knife. She hoped she never would. You dont fight the water, you just float with it. Thats why everyone wears the harness youre always complaining about.

Its too narrow across the shoulders.

Your dads is worse, but you dont hear him complaining.

Faroe smiled. The float harness was more comfortable than body armor, but he wasnt going to point that out.

Mom would have enjoyed this, Lane said, watching the river with eyes that were just like his fathers.

Not nearly nine months pregnant, she wouldnt, Faroe said dryly. She was real clear on that. Wanted us to do the male bonding thing while she did the female gestating thing.

Hope she waits to have it until we get home.

Shes not due for almost a month.

Shes huge.

Dont tell her that, Faroe said.

They were the last raft in their party to take on Lava Falls. While the other rafts entered the current with whoops and shouts, Lane and Faroe followed Jill to their own small craft. They sat on the inflated gunwale and swished their feet in the water, making sure their gritty sandals were well rinsed before swinging their legs aboard. Then both passengers went to work on the straps securing their individual float harness.


Ready? Jill asked.

They answered with a thumbs-up.

Lane had the front of the raft, Faroe the back. Jill sat on the hard rowing bench in the center, facing forward, oars poised above the water. The rapids ahead was clearing of other rafters. She watched the river intently, correcting the angle of the raft as she entered the current. The approach to Lava Falls was crucial.

Do it right and get an adrenaline ride.

Do it wrong and suck rocks.

The current picked up, shoving the raft off to one side. She dipped her left oar and stroked once, correcting the line. The front of the raft started to buck gently as it picked up the first of the waves. She glanced quickly at her passengers, giving a last check to life vests. Sometimes Lane was careless about his. He resented the confinement.

The roar of the coming cataract was like a jet taking off.

You buckled up, Lane? she shouted.

He turned toward her, showing that he had pulled two of the three straps tight across his chest. The loose end of the third strap dangled free, eighteen inches of woven fabric ending with a tough plastic buckle.

Fix it, she shouted, nodding toward the trailing strap.

He looked down, saw the problem, and took one hand off the safety grip to tuck the buckle up out of the way. The strap was stiff, and stubborn, which was how it had worked free in the first place.

The front of the raft plunged into the first hole in the water, then pitched up in the air like a rearing horse. Cold water sprayed Lane as the raft side-slipped. He gave a rebel yell of delight.

Grinning, Jill worked the oars, port ahead, starboard reverse, snapping the raft back into the correct line. The shift in direction and momentum caught Lane off balance. He slammed forward, bounced off the round, slick flotation tube, and was mostly airborne when the second swell caught the raft.


He shot over the side and into the roaring cataract.

Faroe leaned out and grabbed, but Lanes dark hair was snatched away from his grasp by the boiling current. The slick raft was faster than the leg-dragging swimmer.

Float with it! Jill shouted to Lane. Dont fight it!

She marked the spot where shed seen him go in, then leaned hard on both oars, abandoning the carnival ride for a back eddy on the right-hand shore. The raft shot forward, angled off the current, and slowed as she caught the eddy behind a big bolder. She pinned the rafts nose against the back of the boulder and stared at the cataract upstream of them.

There! Faroe said, pointing.

Lanes red life vest winked against the frothing water. He lifted his hand and waved.

Jill let out a long breath.

The river sucked him under again for another whitewashing.

Faroe kicked off his sandals, ready to go over the side of the raft after his son.

No. Jills command was sharp. Hes doing fine. I dont want two of you in there.

Lane bobbed back to the surface on an upwelling wave. He was moving swiftly with the current, bobbing merrily past them. Jill knew without looking that the other rafts would be standing by at the end of the rapids to pick him up.

Suddenly Lane stopped like a bronc snubbed off on a corral post. The current kept going, which dragged him down below the water. He struggled back to the surface for a breath before water dragged him under again.

And kept him there.

That damn loose strap!

But all Jill said aloud was Take the oars.

She was in the river before Faroe could object.


Even as she hit the water, she knew she had to get rid of her life vest. It would push her quickly down the rapids and past Lane before she could help him. As the current caught her, she unsnapped catches and let the river whip the vest away. Treading water, she gauged the wild current, the jutting boulders, the holes that could suck people down and drown them. She slanted her body and swam hard at an angle so that the rapids would carry her to the place downstream where Lane had disappeared.

Lane flailed to the surface again, grabbing at air, getting water along with it, choking, disappearing again.

Jill rolled onto her back and slipped the cord holding the knife over her head, gripping the knife tightly in her right hand. Shed get only one chance to grab Lane. If she missed, the river would push her past him like a rocket.

She would probably survive.

Lane wouldnt.

With the current boiling wildly around her, she hooked the teenager underneath one arm as she was swept by. She dragged him up and yelled, Breathe, then dead mans float!

He took a gasping breath, hesitated, then went limp, facedown in the river. The current stretched his body out in the water, showing Jill where he was anchored against the torrent. She clung to Lane with her legs like a lover, inching down his torso until her right arm found the strap. She thumbed the blade open, felt it lock in place, and slashed across the strap.

They shot to the surface together. Lane flipped over onto his back, gasping and coughing. Jill kept her grip on him, letting his life vest keep both of them afloat. Suddenly she scissor-kicked hard, again and then again. Soon they were sliding into the back eddy where Joe was working the oars to keep the raft in place. Slick river rocks came up to meet their dangling feet.


Jill released Lane, watched him gain his feet, and felt a relief that made her lightheaded.

He looked down at the severed end of the strap dangling from his vest. Then he looked at the four-inch cut in his swim trunks. The nylon mesh of the built-in athletic supporter showed through the gash.

Yourknife? he asked, still panting and coughing.

Breathing hard, Jill nodded. Shed let go of the knife the instant Lane was free. Bouncing around in the rapids with a lethal blade wasnt smart.

Sharpsucker, Lane said. Glad itwasnt anylonger.

Jill threw back her head and laughed. Then she hugged him hard. He hugged her the same way.

Faroe watched and wished Lane was old enough for Jill. She was one of the good ones. Smart, quick, cool under pressure, strong in the best sense of the word. She reminded him in some ways of Mary, St. Kilda Consultings long-gun expert.

He steadied the raft while Lane and Jill levered themselves aboard. Lane sprawled in the bow, coughing occasionally, but breathing just fine.

Before Jill took up the oars again, Faroe said simply, Thank you.

She flashed him a smile. Just trying to cut down on the paperwork. We hate losing clients.

Faroe smiled back. My boss is the same way. Wheres your waterproof ditty bag?

Jill blinked at the change of subject. Um, under my seat.

He unfastened the waterproof belly pack around his waist, searched for a few seconds, and pulled out a laminated business card. Put this in it.

Automatically she took the card, glanced at it. A telephone number and a few words: st. kilda consulting, joe faroe. She looked at him, puzzled.

If you ever have a problem that worries youany problemcall that number, Faroe said.

Problem?

Stalkers, a pissed-off boyfriend, something that frightens you, no one to talk to, no money for bills. Anything, Jill. Any time. Call that number, ask for me. Youll get help immediately.

Well, thank you, but

Faroe smiled at her confused look. I know, you have everything under control. I used to feel the same way. Then I found out how many wicked curves life can throw. Keep the card with you always, and hope you never need it.
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HOLLYWOOD

LATE AFTERNOON

SEPTEMBER 3

Zachary Balfour tried not to look bored, which he was.

Or irritated.

Which he definitely was.

Nothing chapped him quite as much as a client who wanted to wear a bodyguard as an accessory when what she really needed was a muzzle and a rabies shot.

Not that he had any particular fondness for dodging bullets. He supposed he should be grateful this job could have been phoned in. But he wasnt thankful to be doing no-brain work at combat rates.

Seven days with DeeDee Breitling made a bullet look good.

You owe me for this one, Faroe. Little Ms. D-cup and dirt-for-brains might be the beloved niece of a D.C. official St. Kilda Consulting wants to please, but shes wasting my time. The only stalker she has is in her dreams.

She needs me like a snake needs stilts.

The D.C. official knew it. The client had just wanted to have a tall, dark, and safe escort for her niece while DeeDee did Hollywood.

At least the gig would pay for a few weeks of roaming the West, looking for collectible old cars forgotten in even older barns or wrecking yards. That search was both Zachs passion and a way to keep food on the table, some of the time. The rest of the time he took contracts with St. Kilda.

But not as a nanny, for the love of God. What was Faroe thinking?

Maybe the boss was still sore about Zach cleaning him out in poker.

Isnt that right, darling? DeeDee Breitling asked.

She cooed, actually, but Zach was trying not to notice. Having four older sisters had taught him way too much about females for him to fall for this lip-licking idiots act.

Too bad the surgeon didnt expand her brain along with her breasts. Or sew her mouth shut.

The idea made Zach smile.

DeeDee took that as agreement. She turned to the art dealer waiting expectantly. Its perfect for my living room. Have it wrapped and sent to my Manhattan address.

Zach looked at the art shed just bought and decided it was a match made in heaven. The two tiny gray splotches on the black background at the bottom left of the canvas represented her two brain cells groping for each other in the dark. The horses butt outlined in gold in the upper right-hand corner of the frame needed no explanation. It represented the buyer.

At least the artist had a sense of humor, as well as a fine understanding of flow and line. Evoking an equine ass with a few spare strokes of the brush wasnt easy. Like creating a fine haiku, it took a lot of training, work, talent, and intelligence to pull off. Painting a whole horse and making it work took all that, plus technique.

Making the horse transcend the canvas took genius.

But DeeDee only liked the kind of art that other people told her she should. The great painters of the American West didnt have much traction in Manhattan. If you painted Paris scenes in the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, it was art. If you painted Wild West scenes in America during the same time, it was called genre painting and generally ignored by East Coast museums and collectors. Thomas Moranand lately, Frederic Remingtonwas the exception that proved the rule.

Now, what about dinner? she asked Zach.

What about it? Three leaves of lettuce and a carrot shaving doesnt take much discussion.

This isnt Manhattan, of course, she said, frowning, but there are still some decent restaurants.

Sure you dont want to try Tommys Burgers? he asked hopefully. What was the point of getting close to L.A. if you didnt eat at the original Tommys?

She shuddered. No. I thought our last night in Hollywood should be special.

Zach told himself she was making a joke. But he knew DeeDee didnt have any sense of humor. Hed found that out within the first five minutes of his week-long assignment.

How do you owe me, Faroe? Let me count the ways.







    

4




NORTHERN ARIZONA

SEPTEMBER 11

LATE AFTERNOON

Jill drove past the ruins of the ranch house and the burned skeleton of the barn. She didnt stop. She would later, when shed had more time to absorb the reality of her great-aunts death. Modesty Breck had seemed to be one of those people who just got harder and leaner, not old so much as ageless. Like the land itself, spare and unrelenting. Something you always respected yet always took for granted.

No guilt trip, Jill told herself firmly. After Mom died, the old witch barely put up with having me live in the original homestead cabin over the ridge from the ranch house.

Modesty was a woman who liked her own space. A lot of it. Solitude and hard work were her chosen gods.

She died the way she wanted to live. Alone. So lose the guilt.

Easier said than done.

Dust and grit flew beneath the little Honda SUVs tires as the eight-year-old vehicle bounced and rattled over the rough dirt road. No one had been here since the last monsoon rains had pounded the dry land. There wasnt any other sign of life except for the occasional coyote and rabbit tracks preserved in dried mud on the roads low spots. Water had washed away everything else, even the tire tracks leading to the ranch house where Modesty had died.

When Jill topped the steep ridge, she saw the original homestead cabin lying sheltered in a small valley, built right on top of the spring that had attracted her Breck ancestors in the 1840s. When Jill and her mother had moved fromfled, actuallyUtah, they had lived with Modesty in the new ranch house just long enough to fix up the homestead cabin.

As a young girl, Jill had loved climbing the red cliffs and spires that were the rear wall of the cabin. As an adult, she hadnt been back in six years.

The closer Jill drove to the cabin, the more relieved she felt.

At least I wont have to waste money on a motel while I take care of whatever needs to be done with Modestys estate.

Some of the chinking had fallen out between the weathered logs and a shutter hung drunkenly over half of the kitchen window, but the rest looked just as she rememberedold, small, oddly comforting. A piece of history that had survived past its time.

All Modestys lawyer had told Jill over the phone was that her great-aunt had died in the fire that burned the ranch house and outbuildings down to their rock foundations. Jill had stayed with her job on the river until she found a replacement guide. It had taken three weeks. The lawyer had assured her there was no reason to rush back. Modestys remains had been cremated and scattered according to her will, and the stock didnt need tending because every last animal had been sold for back taxes. The lawyer had already filed for an exemption on further taxes due to the ranch house and barn burning down.

Taxes. God.

How much could an all-but-abandoned ranch be worth?

Jill parked in the overgrown yard, climbed out, and stretched before she went to wrestle with the old padlock that secured the front door. Not that there was much to stealworn cowhide chairs, an old plank kitchen table, and bunk beds whose springs consisted of rope strung between two-by-fours.

Despite its rust-pitted appearance, the padlock opened easily to her key. Modesty must have oiled the lock recently. Or maybe shed rented the cabin out to someone for a time. Cash was always welcome on a bare-bones Western ranch.

Inside, the cabin was surprisingly clean. Jill wouldnt have to camp out in the yard while she put the place in order. There was even a covered bucket of water near the ancient long-handled pump in the kitchen. She lifted the bucket to prime the pump, then stopped when she saw the neat rectangle of folded paper that had been tucked beneath.

Her name was written across the paper in Modestys elegant, archaic handwriting.

Jill set the bucket aside and unfolded the paper. An odd sensation prickled over her arms.

She was reading a note from the dead.



GO TO YOUR OLD HIDING PLACE.

LIFE ISNT AS SAFE AS IT SEEMS TO THE YOUNG.



Well, thats weird, she said. Wonder if the old bat was senile? God knows her sister was no model of sanity.

But Grandmother Justine was a long-dead family legend, and Great-aunt Modesty had always had a death grip on reality.

Jill tucked the paper into the hip pocket of her jeans, primed the pump, and smiled as clean water gushed into the old iron sink. With the supplies she had picked up in Page, she was set for several weeks. After thatwell shed worry about what came next when she knew how long shed have to stay at the ranch. She didnt have any idea of what went into settling someones estate.


With a sigh, she opened the cranky shutters on the east side of the two-room cabin, letting in the late-afternoon air while she unloaded the Honda and made coffee on the camp stove shed brought. She took a mug of coffee into the front yard to enjoy the sound of the wind moving through the huge old cottonwood. The tree was one of the things she had truly missed after leaving the Arizona Strip.

The massive cottonwood had taken root near the spring long before any Brecks ever arrived in Arizona Territory. As a child, she had used the tree for a living ladder to climb partway up the cliff. The rest of the cliff she had climbed the hard way, when she was older.

I suppose youll die someday, too, old friend, Jill said, tracing one of the deep ridges in the cottonwoods bark with her fingertip. I wont be alive to see it. Youve got a few hundred more years in you than I do.

Modestys note echoed back like a ghostly agreement.

Life isnt as safe as it seems to the young.

Oh, all right, she said, annoyed by the cryptic message. Ill do it.

Irritating people was something Modesty had raised to an art. Jill should be too old to have her buttons pushed so easily.

But she wasnt.

Muttering under her breath, she grabbed a flashlight from her backpack and looked around the cabin. There was an obvious root cellar outside. In the days before electricity came to the rural West, root cellars and springhouses had been as close to refrigeration as it got. Sometimes she had hidden in the root cellar.

But her favorite hideaway was inside the cabin, at the back of the pantry, where a handmade cupboard pulled away to reveal a rough opening. Behind the cupboard was a six-foot-square room. The space had been hammered from the sandstone cliff that was the back wall of the cabin. In the days before banks and police, when Indians and outlaws roamed the land freely, the hidey-hole had kept safe everything of value to the Brecksincluding their own lives when raiders came.

She ran her fingers behind the third shelf, slid aside a concealed wooden bolt, and tugged on the edge of the cupboard. The tin-backed cupboard creaked and protested when the concealed door swung open. As a girl, Jill had always felt a delicious shiver of secrecy when she crawled into the small space and hid among the burlap bags of rice and beans and sugar.

She switched on the flashlight and looked inside. Instead of supplies, she found Grandmother Justines ancient, battered steamer trunk. It was big enough to put a small pony inside. Once it had held her grandmothers art supplies.

Curious as to what the trunk held now, Jill tugged the lid open. The leather hinges were so old they were almost frayed through. She propped the lid against the rock wall and shined the light inside.

No crusted brushes or hardened oils or color-splotched palettes. Instead, there were six rectangular parcels, standing on their sides like giant filing cards. Each parcel was wrapped in oilcloth.

Jill felt a surprising sense of relief that everything hadnt turned to fire and ashes. Something remained of Modestys heritage.

And her own.

I hope these packages are what I think they are. Even if they got me in some of the worst trouble of my life.

Modesty really smacked me when she found me looking at them. How old was I? Ten? Eleven?

Whatever, she was spitting mad.

Now Modesty was dead and the paintings were Jills. She could look at them all she wanted. No more sneaking peeks at the forbidden fruit while Modesty and her mother were working cattle, mending fence, or opening and closing irrigation ditches for the little orchard, the big garden, and the pastures growing winter hay.


Carefully Jill took the packages out and leaned them against the stone wall. Only then did she notice the leather portfolio. She knew from the time before her mother died that the portfolio was filled with old photos and papersthe homestead filing, proof of water rights, wedding invitations, birth and death announcements. All the things that people collected on the way through life.

Good. That should take care of any questions the lawyer might have.

Ignoring the portfolio, she eagerly took the large parcels inside the cabin. When she unwrapped the first, she found it was indeed two paintings. They were vivid, wild yet disciplined, intensely realized. Grinning, she unwrapped all the packages with the greed of a child at Christmas.

She hadnt seen the paintings since the time Modesty found her admiring them in a storage place in the attic of her great-aunts house. Shed smacked Jill silly, smacked her some more, then marched her grandniece back to the homestead and told her mother that the child wasnt welcome at the ranch house anymore unless her mother was along.

Years ago, Jill said with a bittersweet smile at how things had changed. She propped the paintings against the wall, marveling at their clean, unsentimental, yet profoundly emotional effect. I wonder why Modesty didnt want me looking at them. But then, she was a quirky, cranky bitch.

It felt good to say it aloud. Her mother had always told Jill that she should be grateful that Modesty had taken them in when they had no other safe place to go.

Life isnt as safe as it seems to the young.

Okay, cant argue that, Jill muttered. But I was a kid, and I loved these paintings at first sight.

The Western landscapes were as big and wide and untamed as the land itself. The paintings captured the power of mountains, the bite of a snow wind, the sweep of the big sky, and the utter freedom of living on your own terms in a land that was rarely generous.

When she was a child, the paintings had enchanted her.

When she was an adult with degrees in art history and fine art, the paintings impressed her.

Now, as then, she felt a deep kinship with the painter, who had captured Jills own spirit in oils. Maybe it was simply that all the landscapes had human figures in themsmall in most cases, dwarfed in every case by the wild landand somehow female.

Jill hadnt noticed that when she was a child. She did now, and wondered at it.

Wait. Werent there thirteen paintings?

Frowning, she went back to the trunk. Nothing was left in it but the scarred leather portfolio. She pulled it out and looked inside. No painting, but there was a letter addressed to Modesty Breck. It had been postmarked a week before Modesty died, and bore the return address of an art gallery in Park City, Utah, outside of Salt Lake City. Apparently her great-aunt had felt the letter was worthy of being added to the family mementos.

Jill unfolded the heavy embossed stationery from the Art of the Historic West gallery and began reading.


Dear Ms. Breck:

Thank you for sending us the painting that you say has been in your family for so long. It is an interesting genre work. However, it is not signed. Therefore the painting cannot be attributed, despite your suggestion that it may be the work of a noted Western artist.

We are not able to agree with your suggestion that the painting has great monetary value, although we are sure that it has great sentimental value to your family. We have conferred with other experts on Western landscape painting and they share our belief that the work, while pleasing and well rendered, has only a limited resale value.

Under normal circumstances we would return the painting to you with this letter, but the canvas seems to have been misplaced. We believe it happened after it was in the custody of the second appraiser, and are earnestly endeavoring to locate and return it.

In the meantime, we have contacted their insurance carrier and our own and are awaiting instructions on how to proceed. We will contact you again as soon as we can resolve this matter. We are sorry for any minor inconvenience this may cause you.

Should you wish, we are presently prepared to make you an offer of cash compensation for what may be the permanent loss of the work. Judging by the limited market for unsigned landscapes with unproven provenance, of this approximate age, we believe the sum of $2,000 represents more than a fair settlement.

Please advise us if you are willing to accept this offer along with our sincere apologies and best wishes.



The letter was signed Ford Hillhouse. Jill read the letter again, this time translating the words into plain English.

Modesty had sent one of the canvases to a high-end art gallery for appraisal and got a polite sneer in return.

Jill knew enough about art and appraisals to recognize that when it came to putting a price on something, the lack of a painters signature was usually crippling. Artists signed works. Anything unsigned was automatically suspect. Without a definitive way to identify the painter, the work became a kind of aesthetic orphan.

Or, in real English, barely worth the canvas it was painted on.

Jill remembered her mother saying that there was a long, unhappy story behind the paintings, which were the work of a great artist. Then her mother had said never, ever, to speak about the paintings again or Modesty would kick them off the ranch forever.

Well, I kept up my silent end of the family bargain, Jill said to the paintings. Why did Modesty suddenly decide to pull one of these out of the attic and shove it into the public light?

The answer came as soon as the question was asked.

Money.

Those back taxes the lawyer mentioned. Modesty would have known that selling the breeding stock for tax money meant the end of the ranch.

Frowning, Jill thought about the gallerys letter.

Modesty sent one painting to an appraiser, who sent it to unnamed others, and then she was told the unsigned painting was essentially worthless. And lost, by the way. So sorry.

Why would someone offer two thousand dollars for a worthless painting?

Simple. The painting isnt worthless.

Or is it just that the insurance people dont want a court hassle over a missing painting of problematic value?

Probably a cheap way to avoid an expensive lawsuit, she told herself.

Or not.

Jill looked at the other paintings. She really didnt like what she was thinking.

Modesty wouldnt have lugged the paintings, the leather portfolio, and the old steamer trunk to the homestead cabin unless she was worried about the safety of the paintings.

Or she was crazy.

Life isnt as safe as it seems to the young.

Jill had a hard time thinking of her great-aunt as crazy. Snake mean? Sure. Hard as a whetstone? No problem. Man-hater? Definitely. Crazy?

Like a fox.


She looked at her watch. By the time she drove into town, the lawyer would have closed his office, the county records would be locked for the night, and the sheriff would be eating dinner at the Rimrock Caf. He wouldnt take well to being interrupted by anything less urgent than life and death.

Modestys death didnt qualify. It was yesterdays news.

Looks like life isnt real safe for the old, either, Jill said to the paintings.

Silence answered.

Yet something had made Modesty move the paintings and family papers out of the ranch house. Within days or weeks of shifting the trunk, shed died in a household accident while filling the old fuel stove in the middle of a cold night.

And the painting shed sent out for appraisal was missing.

Unhappily, Jill looked from painting to painting, each breathtaking, each unsigned.

Why would a great artist, according to my mother, not sign paintings?

Why did Modesty keep the paintings secret so long?

No matter how long Jill looked at the canvases, they didnt have answers for her. They simply murmured to her of the lonely grandeur of living in the demanding freedom of the West.

Modestys life.

Modestys death.

Jill looked at her watch again. Shed see the lawyer and sheriff in Blessing tomorrow. In fifteen minutes the rate on her costly satellite phone connection would go down, a reflection of local business hours.

She took her digital camera out of her backpack, hesitated over the paintings, and finally chose the three smallest. After taking several pictures, she pulled out her computer and downloaded the best images. Quickly she searched the Net for high-end Western art galleries within a days drive. She chose Fine Western Arts in Snowbird, owned by Ramsey Worthington. Worthington had several galleries, all in high-end Western resorts. Plus he was the owner of the Best of the West, an auction house that was setting up to be the new Sothebys.

If the ads could be believed.

After deliberating about who had the next-snottiest ad, she chose Vision Quest Gallery in Taos, owned by William Shilling. Hed been in business for thirty years at one location, which spoke well of his client list. She chose three more galleries almost at random. All of them were heavy on the Western theme, cowboys and Indians, hardships and manly hunts.

As for the Art of the Historic West gallery in Park City, forget it. They had already lost one of her grandmothers paintings. That was why Jill was using the JPEGs instead of the paintings as her calling cards.

She didnt want any more of her heritage getting misplaced.
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TAOS, NEW MEXICO

SEPTEMBER 12

MORNING

When the buzzer rang on the front door of the Vision Quest Gallery, William Shilling glanced up and immediately pressed the door release. Mrs. Caitlin Crawford was the kind of client gallery owners loved to see at the door. She was beautiful in a classy way, discriminating, and the wife of an older man who could afford to drop seven figures on a painting without his pulse raising.

Caitlin, what a pleasure, Shilling said, hurrying toward her. May I get you some coffee? Its quite chilly out.

The door shut with a sound that suggested complex, durable locks.

That would be lovely, Caitlin said, pulling off her black kid gloves and tucking them into a pocket of her black vicuna coat.

No sugar, no cream, correct? he asked as he helped her out of her cloud-soft black coat and went to the coffeepot.

Youre such a sweetheart to remember. And Im sorry to give you so little notice. Talbert just decided to fly over and check on the new resort. Naturally, I couldnt pass up a chance to see you.

Shilling smiled and handed her a fine china cup. The smell of the specially blended roast made an earthy counterpoint to the gallerys restrained dcor.


You picked a good time, he said. I have some paintings I was getting ready to e-mail you about. Really quite thrilling pieces.

Dunstans? she asked quickly.

His smile faded a bit. Er, no, not really. Unsigned Dunstans werent worth the canvas they were painted on. Theres a wonderful Blumenschein, a quite nice Sharp, and a small Russell, a lovely little gem. The owner is considering placing them in the Reno auction next year, as its too late for proper publicity at the upcoming one in Las Vegas, but hes willing to consider

No, thank you, Caitlin interrupted. Well be at the Las Vegas auction, of course. Its so rare that any Dunstans come on the market.

And Talbert always buys them.

But of course. As he tells me, whats the point of collecting if you cant have the best? All of it.

Shilling bit back a sigh. Talbert Crawford had become a legend along the Western art circuit. Only the crme de la crme for him.

All of it.

Thomas Dunstan was the best of the best. Unfortunately, the artist hadnt been the most stable of people. In fact, hed been an alcoholic of the worst sort. Binge drinker, blackout drunk, and violent. Hed go years without showing a new painting to anybody. But at least hed had the good sense to destroy his mediocreor worsepaintings when he was sober. The paintings that survived had became iconic, the essence of the best of Western art.

Of the known Dunstans, Talbert Crawford owned thirteen. The rest were in museums or personal collections. Not for sale, in other words. And Tal had offered a lot of money. Hed even coaxed one out of the Dunstan family collection. Rumor said the cost was seven figures.

Perhaps it might be time for both of you to expand your collecting horizons, Shilling said gently. There are many fine Western painters who

Im afraid not, Caitlin murmured. Not until weve bought all the available Dunstans. Talbert is quite firm on that. Fanatical, in fact. Breadth in a collection is all very well and good, but depth is crucial.

I dont know of any available Dunstans with unclouded provenance, Shilling said.

But I keep hearing rumors of at least one new Dunstan. Perhaps as many as a dozen.

Silently Shilling condemned the gossip network of Western art collectors. Ive heard some rumors, myself. Seen JPEGs, too. Unsigned canvases, every one. Naturally I called Ramsey Worthington. Neither one of us can pin down the rumor to a specific collector, curator, or anyone with credentials. Its like trying to capture smoke in your hands.

I traced one rumor back to Park City, the Art of the Historic West gallery, Caitlin said.

Shilling rubbed a palm over his thinning hair. Yes, I know of that rumor. The gallery supposedly sent the painting out to several people for appraisal. He shrugged. The consensus was that it wasnt a Dunstan.

Still, Id like to see the painting myself.

So would I. In fact, I requested at least a photo.

And? Caitlin said sharply.

The painting has gone missing. Indeed, theres growing question whether it ever existed in the first place. The closer the big Vegas auction comes, the wilder the rumors. It happens almost every year. With barely a week to go, you have to expect things like this.

And Shilling had no intention of adding to rumors that undercut the sale of real, signed art.


Caitlin sipped coffee. A delicate frown line appeared between her dark, elegantly shaped eyebrows. But this rumor had more substance. I was sure of it.

Shilling put a professional smile on his face. Believe me, I had great hopes, too.

Youll tell me if anything else comes along with Dunstans name on it?

Of course. You and Talbert are always the first on my call list.

Good. She smiled. If I found out otherwise, I would be very hurt.

And Shilling would never see another dime of Crawfords millions.

Both of them knew it.

Neither of them was rude enough to say it out loud.
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BLESSING, ARIZONA

SEPTEMBER 12

LATE MORNING

Sheriff Ned Purcell rocked his high-backed chair away from the desk and stared at the ceiling.

The fire was almost a month ago, Miss Breck. The ruling has already been made. Your great-aunt died in an unfortunate accident.

I understand, Jill said evenly. But considering her note to me, and the convenient loss of one of our family paintings, I feel we should look at things again.

Miss He bit back an impatient word and looked out the window. The Breck women had been nothing but trouble for a century. Ornery to the bone. In the big scheme of things, Modesty probably had a part in her own death. Old ladies who live alone shouldnt try to pour fuel oil into a stove thats already burning.

Jill straightened her back against the wooden chair on the other side of the sheriffs desk. She was real tired of hearing how women shouldnt be living without the protection and oversight of a man. That point of view was one of the biggest reasons shed rarely looked back after leaving the Arizona Strip for a college scholarship in California.

Great-aunt Modesty was born on that ranch, Jill said. She lived with that stove her whole life. She was used to doing her own chores, including maintaining old engines and pouring fuel oil, branding and cutting and haying. Frankly, I was having a hard time accepting that she tripped and scattered burning fuel oil all over the kitchen. Then, when I found her note and the old trunk, I really felt the whole matter should be looked at again.

Purcell picked up the cream-colored Stetson that was as much a part of his uniform as the tooled leather belt with its gun, nightstick, handcuffs, and bullets.

Jill waited. She knew she was irritating the sheriff, but she couldnt just let all the questions go because the man believed at a gut level that a woman living alone would naturally come to a bad end.

Maybe Modesty had just been lucky all these years, Purcell said bluntly. A woman like her isnt supposed to live alone.

A combination of triumph and anger burned in Jill. She hated the assumption of every womans inferiority to any man.

Im not sure I follow, she said.

Purcell leaned forward on his elbows. His face was clean-shaven, surprisingly pale for a man who spent so much time outdoors. His lips were thin and flat. He wore a white, pearl-buttoned Western shirt, jeans, cowboy boots, and a bolo tie. He was an elected rural lawman who ran for office every day of his term and dressed accordingly.

Modesty Breck was a pain in the side to the folks around here, Purcell said. She flaunted views that decent people in this county find offensive. More than one person came to me, saying that they thought she was incompetent, that she ought to have more supervision, particularly in her declining years.

And there are those who thought she should have had more supervision, especially in her younger days, Jill shot back. Some people cant abide the thought that a woman should choose never to marry, or worse, to leave a church-sanctified marriage and live on her own.

Red stained the sheriffs cheekbones. Modesty Breck was a runaway bride.

She never married, Jill said. As far as I know, she never even agreed to an engagement.

She led on several good men, making them believe she would marry them.

Jill held her tongue. If legend and gossip were true, Purcells father had been one of those eager men. But in the end, Modesty had never found a man she couldnt live without.

Neither had Jill.

Modestys sister Justine was no better than a prostitute and an adulteress, Purcell said grimly. Justine was a drunk who shot her married lover during an argument. My father brought them both in for drunk and disorderly. Justines lover was a good man led astray by a flashy, easy woman. He felt so bad about it that he hanged himself in this jail the night they were arrested.

Jills eyes widened. What?

You dont believe me, Ill show you the arrest records, fingerprints and all. Purcells have been lawmen here since before Arizona was a state. We take pride in our work.

Jill didnt know what to say. Shed heard hints and whispers and speculations, but nothing as plain as Purcells words.

Justines bastard daughter, your mother, was a runaway wife who































OPS/logo.jpg
ke

WILLIAM MORROW





OPS/9780061734175_Cover.png
NEW YORK TIMES BEST, E

\\

F
F

AUTHOR OF /

Includes an
Excerpt from
Dangerous
Refuge





