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Chapter One
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“Ella, what do you want?” Shandra Higheagle pleaded as she stood looking up into the clouds that formed her deceased grandmother’s face. The droplets of rain falling on Shandra’s face were warm and salty. Tears. 

She bolted upright in bed. A dream. But Ella, Grandmother, had been crying sad tears. The worry lines on her grandmother’s wrinkled face had been deeper, more defined. Shandra reached over to wake Ryan but found cold sheets. 

She clicked on the light and remembered work had required him to stay at his house in Warner the last week. His job as a Weippe County Sheriff’s Detective kept him there as much as he stayed with her. She rubbed her hand back and forth on the empty side of the bed. It had taken her more than a year to overcome her fear of letting anyone close, and now all she could think of was talking to Ryan. He understood her dreams better than she did.

She glanced at the clock on the bedside table. Three. Her hand hovered over her cell phone. Something was wrong, that was the only thing to explain her grandmother crying. But what? And was it worth waking Ryan when she didn’t have any rational reason? 

Sheba crawled up onto the bed. Shandra wrapped her arms around her huge, furry, multi-colored dog and hugged her. “I’ll wait until morning to call Ryan.” 

The dog nudged her big muzzle into Shandra’s chest, pushing her back against the pillows. “Okay, I can take a hint. Turn off the lights and let’s get some sleep.” She chuckled, turned out the light, and patted the dog taking up Ryan’s half of the bed.

~*~
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Shandra woke to strains of Ella Fitzgerald and Louis Armstrong’s “Dream a Little Dream of Me” from her phone. 

She glanced at the clock. Six. 

Then the phone. Aunt Jo.

Her heart raced in her chest. Was a problem on the reservation the reason Ella was crying in her dream? Shandra sat up straight and stroked her finger across the small screen. “What’s wrong?” 

“Shandra, we need your help.” Aunt Jo sounded close to tears. 

“What’s happened?” She shoved the hair off her face and stood, walking out of her room. She’d grown close to her aunt the last year and a half. When she hurt so did Shandra.

“The police were here along with an FBI agent. They think Coop killed Arthur Randal.” 

The distress in her aunt’s voice made Shandra’s stomach churn. “What does Coop say about this?” 

“We don’t know. We haven’t seen him since Saturday night.” A deep inhale and she added, “I know my boy. He wouldn’t kill anyone.”

Shandra didn’t think Coop was a killer either. “Gather all the information you can. I’ll be there in five hours.”

“Thank you,” Aunt Jo said and hung up.

Shandra continued to the kitchen. She started a pot of coffee and dialed Ryan. 

“Morning beautiful,” Ryan said, his voice still rough from sleep.

Any other time his familiar greeting would have made her smile. Right now there was too much on her mind. “Grandmother came to me in a dream last night. She was crying.” Shandra didn’t wait for Ryan to comment. “Aunt Jo called this morning. The tribal police and FBI are looking for Coop. They think he killed someone.”

“I can check my sources and see what I can find out.” His voice was all business.

She smiled. That was one of the things she loved about the man, he could switch from lover to policeman in a second. “That would be helpful. I told Aunt Jo I’d be there in five hours.” Two steps took her to the fridge. She pulled out the milk and grabbed a bowl and cereal from the cupboard. 

“I know you’ve managed to solve several murders, but I don’t think you should get in the middle of a federal investigation.” Concern and protectiveness echoed in his voice. 

“My family needs me. I won’t sit here when I can give my aunt support.” She poured the cereal and milk into the bowl. Sheba nudged her. The dog’s soulful brown eyes studied Shandra while her big fluffy tail swung back and forth with enough force to make Shandra’s bare legs cold. 

“I understand wanting to help your family. Just don’t get in the way of the investigation. I can’t help you if you get in trouble.” Again, his concern touched her, but once she’d discovered her Nez Perce family wanted her in their lives, she’d made a vow to herself to be there for them, whatever they needed. 

“I promise to stay clear of the FBI.” 

Sheba started talking and pacing. 

“I have to go. Sheba needs fed and let out and I have to fill Lil in on what to do while I’m gone.” 

She pulled the phone from her ear and started to hit the off button when she heard Ryan.

“Shandra, be careful. I’ll see if I can get some days off and join you.”

Her heart thumped in her chest. She held the phone back to her ear. “That would be nice, but don’t worry if you can’t.”

“You can’t brush me off that easy,” he joked.

“I know, you sheepherders are like ticks.”

He laughed and hung up. 

Her heart hummed with happiness. Who would have thought a girl raised on a cattle ranch would have fallen for the son of a sheep rancher? And one that understood her need to explore the heritage that was kept from her for so long. 

“Come on, girl.” She fed Sheba. After the dog cleaned up her bowl, Shandra let her outside. She stood at the back door and inhaled the summer scents of pine and wild rose. Her backyard butted up against the majestic pines of Huckleberry Mountain. This ranch was her sanctuary.

Returning to the kitchen, she ate her cereal and moved to the bedroom to dress and pack. Luckily, she was between projects right now. She and Lil had just sent out her latest vase to a gallery in the mid-west. 

Dressed and her overnight bag stowed in her Jeep, she headed for the barn. Lil, her hired help, lived in the old tack room in the barn. The woman had come with the place like a stray cat. Having grown up on the ranch, she didn’t know any other place. After her grandparents passed, she’d squatted on the land until the owners discovered her and kicked her off. Hearing the woman’s story, Shandra had offered her a job and had never regretted it. Though she wished the eccentric woman would live in the apartment over the studio rather than the tack room in the barn. 

She spotted the older woman in the far side of the corral. Her standard purple clothing made her stick out in the corral among the browns and whites of the horses. Today the eccentric woman sported a short-sleeved, button-front blouse covered in purple flowers. Her jeans were purple as well as the rhinestone studded cap on her spiky white hair. 

“Lil!” Shandra called, standing at the corral gate.

Lil pat the horse closest to her on the neck and strode across the corral.

Lewis, the orange cat that was usually draped around Lil’s neck, rubbed against Shandra’s legs. “Good morning, Lewis.”

The cat meowed and continued his figure eight around her legs. 

Sheba bounded up to the corral, her tongue lapping at the drool dangling from her lips.

“What are all of you doing up so early?” Lil asked, stepping through the gate.

“I received a call from my aunt. She needs me.” Shandra knew her employee didn’t mind hanging out on the mountain by herself, but it bothered her.

“Good thing you finished that vase last week.” Her eyes narrowed. “You get more work done when that cop ain’t hanging around here.”

Shandra smiled. Lil was still combative about Ryan. Even after he’d saved both of them from harm more than once. 

“I don’t know how long I’ll be gone, but I’ll check in every day.”

Lil nodded. “You always do.”

“Have I told you lately how thankful I am that you are here?” She was. Without the feisty woman, she wouldn’t be able to keep her horses and would have to find a place for Sheba when she did lectures and workshops. And the woman was a huge help in the art studio. 

“Don’t get all mushy. I don’t want to live anywhere else, so you’re stuck with me.” Lil picked up Lewis, draping the large cat around her neck like a fur stole. “Want me to glaze those coasters?”

“Please.” The coasters made from the clay found on her property and etched with the mountain’s likeness helped pick up the slack between her art sales. The local businesses sold them as souvenirs in the shops of Huckleberry Resort. 

The woman walked away, leaving Shandra to say good-bye to Sheba and head for the Colville Reservation four hours away. 
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Chapter Two
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Shandra drove by the gas station and trading post. The parking lot had more vehicles and people than she’d witnessed on her previous visits to the reservation. 

She continued through Nespelem and up the Nespelem river valley to her aunt and uncle’s horse ranch. Her stomach clenched at the sight of a Tribal Police vehicle at the side of the road leading to the ranch. 

At the ranch buildings, she recognized Velma’s car. The woman was her aunt’s cousin and of the Seven Drums religion like her grandmother had been. Shandra parked and stepped out of the Jeep. 

Andy, Coop’s younger brother, strode toward her from the barn. His lips were pressed closed in a grim line, but his eyes questioned her. He knew something. 

Before she could ask questions, Aunt Jo opened the back door to the house and motioned for her to hurry. 

Stopping long enough to make full eye contact with Andy, she said, “You know where he is.”

He nodded. 

She searched the hills and terrain that encompassed the ranch. “Up there?” Her chin came up slightly as she tipped her head toward the hills.

Again, he nodded. 

“Do your parents know?”

He shook his head. 

“Saddle up two horses. After I visit with your mom, we’re going to go talk to him.”

Andy’s eyes brightened and he smiled. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

Bouncing around the fact she knew where Coop was and his parents didn’t, she walked to the house. She should tell them what Andy told her, but at the same time, she wondered at Coop’s hiding. If he hadn’t killed someone, which she believed, he didn’t have a reason to hide.

“What were you and Andy talking about?” Aunt Jo asked.

“He’s worried about Coop.” She didn’t like lying to her aunt, but she needed more information, and Coop’s side of things before she decided the best plan of action. It was obvious the police were looking for him from the officer sitting at the end of the driveway.

Velma handed her a cup of tea after she’d sat down at the kitchen table. They locked gazes and she saw grandmother had been in her cousin’s dreams as well. 

Shandra turned her attention to her aunt. “Tell me who Coop supposedly killed and why.”

Aunt Jo sat down beside her. The woman’s long slender fingers grasped Shandra’s wrist as if she needed the contact to anchor her. “The police arrived here late last night. I’d just started getting worried about Coop. I knew he’d went to a party at Buffalo Lake on Saturday night and figured he’d spent the night at a friend’s house afterwards. But when he didn’t arrive for dinner last night...” She swiped at a tear slipping out of her eye. “He never misses Sunday dinner if he’s not away at school.”

She placed a hand over her aunt’s. “When the police arrived?”

“I thought they were going to tell me that he was in an accident. Not—not that he was wanted for killing someone.” Aunt Jo’s bottom lip trembled and her head quivered as if refusing everything.

Her uncle strode into the room. “Shandra.” He nodded to her and knelt beside his wife. “Jo, everything will be all right.”

The distraught woman stared at her husband.

He reached out, touching her cheek. “We have good boys. They are wrong to think Coop would hurt anyone.”

“Who did he supposedly kill?” Shandra asked, thinking she might learn more from Andy as they rode out to see Coop. 

“Arthur Randal.” Uncle Martin stood and walked to the stove.

She glanced at Velma. The woman nodded toward the living room. 

“I’ll be right back,” Shandra said to her aunt and pried the woman’s fingers from her wrist. “I promise. It was a long drive. I need...”

Jo’s face reddened. “I’m so sorry. I—”

“You were worried. I’ll be right back.” She walked out of the kitchen and felt Velma on her heels. She stopped at the bathroom door. “Are you following me in?” she asked, grinning at the astounded look on the other woman’s face.

“No. But it would be easier to talk without being overheard. Ays.” The twinkle in the larger woman’s eyes made Shandra laugh. 

“I’ll be quick.”

Exiting the bathroom, she found Velma hovering in the hallway.

“Did Aunt Minnie come to you?” she asked in a whisper.

“Yes. Last night. She was crying, that’s all.” A chill chased across Shandra’s skin remembering the dream.

“This is bad. Arthur Randal’s family has had it out for the Higheagles for years. Your great-grandfather had a magnificent horse. His offspring won many races, on the reservation and off. But your great-grandfather refused to allow anyone to use him as a stallion. He was only to breed Higheagle horses. Arthur’s great-grandfather released several of his mares into a Higheagle pasture. Before your great-grandfather discovered them, the stallion had covered every one. Since then the Randals and Higheagles have not talked to one another. The children are not allowed to play together.”

Shandra couldn’t believe there was still such a feud going on. “Then how did Arthur and Coop end up at the same place?” 

“There was a big party at Buffalo Lake. Feuds and fights are forgotten when alcohol is available.” Velma’s face scrunched in disgust. 

“Did the two young men know about the feud?”

“Everyone on the reservation knows of the feud. It has been spoken of for many years and kept alive.” Velma heaved her wide chest out like she was proud of carrying on the feud. 

“But would the boys fight over a decades’ old feud after drinking too much?” She’d witnessed drunk young men at college and seldom did they have enough brains functioning to think about anything other than what was happening at that moment.

“It was Sandy.”

Shandra locked gazes with Velma. “Sandy, the girl Coop is head over heels about?”

“The same.”

That could make this a crime of passion. She remembered her trip to Omak with Coop and how he’d talked about Sandy non-stop. “What happened?”

“Arthur attacked Sandy, and Coop knocked him around.” Velma started back down the hall. “But according to Andy, Arthur was alive and back drinking when Coop went looking for Sandy.”

Back in the kitchen, Jo was busy at the stove and Martin was sitting at the table, a cup of coffee clutched between his hands. 

“Velma filled me in,” she said, walking up to Jo. “It sounds like Andy knows the most about this. He and I can go for a ride where he feels more comfortable talking about it.” 

Jo nodded, but she saw Martin perk up. He stood. “I’ll walk you out to the barn.”

On her way by the Jeep, Shandra reached in and grabbed her ball cap. The sun in this area was brutal all summer long. She slipped her braid through the opening in the back and pulled the front down, blocking the bright rays of sunlight. 

“Andy knows where Coop is, doesn’t he?” Martin strode beside her.

“I’m not saying yes or no. Best if not everyone in the family is helping him.” Shandra stopped halfway between the house and barn. “I know Aunt Jo called because she thinks I can help find the real killer. I won’t have Ryan’s help on the reservation. I can’t promise you anything other than I’ll try to find the truth.” She glanced up at the fluffy white cloud hanging over the ranch. “Grandmother is sad that this is happening. I think she’ll help me.” 

Martin nodded and walked back to the house. 

Shandra walked over to where Andy stood with two saddled appaloosa horses. 
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Chapter Three
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Shandra had noticed the bulging saddlebags tied to the back of Andy’s saddle as soon as she took to the trail behind him. An hour later, they’d traveled over two hills and were now trailing a trickle of water flowing down a small ravine. 

“How did he get here?” she asked, batting at the dust kicked up by Andy’s horse.

“I smuggled him in after we heard the cops were looking for him.” Andy slowed his horse, so they could ride side by side. “He didn’t kill Arthur. He was with Sandy, then his friend Lyle, until I picked him up and brought him here.” 

“So he did catch up to her.” She’d been wondering if the two had met after the altercation.

“Yeah. She was walking back and he picked her up.” Andy dropped his gaze. 

“What happened when he picked her up?”

“He was pissed. Sandy had blood on her face from where Arthur slapped her.” Andy’s face turned a deep crimson. “And her blouse was ripped. Her—” He motioned toward his chest. “Her boobs were showing some.” 

“You were with them?” He was the best eyewitness for Coop’s defense. 

“Yeah. I didn’t want to stay at the lake after Coop beat up Arthur, so I ran after Coop and hopped in the back of his pickup.” Andy grinned. “I figured he was going after Sandy and wouldn’t want me along.”

Shandra smiled. “You are your brother’s best chance at proving he didn’t kill Arthur.”

His grin turned down. “That’s the thing. When he discovered I was in the back of the pickup, he made me get out.” He shrugged. “I caught a ride with the next person headed to town.”

“So you don’t know that Coop didn’t go back to the lake.” She thought about this. “What was his reaction to Sandy’s ripped clothing?”

“I told you, pissed. He was talking about going back and making it so Arthur couldn’t play basketball again.” He stopped his horse and spun in the saddle to face her. “He didn’t say kill him, he said hurt him so he couldn’t play ball.” 

She agreed. That sounded more like the Coop she knew. He wouldn’t take a life, but he knew what the other man lived for—sports. 

Andy stopped and dismounted. “We’re walking from here.” He untied the saddlebags and headed up the side of the rocky ravine. 

Shandra dismounted and followed, hoping there weren’t any rattlesnakes in their path. 

They climbed for about fifteen minutes before she spotted a small camouflage tent tucked under a pine tree. A camp stove, bucket, and lantern all sat beside the one-man tent. 

Andy ducked his head into the tent. He stepped back and scanned the hillside. “He’s not here. I guess we wait if you want to talk to him.” He sat on a rock. She found a downed tree in the shade of the pine. 

“Where could he have gone?” she asked, wondering how a young man studying to be part of the computer technology world felt being unplugged.

“He’s either hiking or looking for food.” Andy didn’t seem the least bit worried about his brother. 

“Does he have a gun?” She wasn’t sure that would be a good thing. He was wanted for murder. Being found with a gun would make him look hostile.

“No. He’s using a snare. Grandma Minnie taught us how to survive in the wild.” Andy glanced up at the sun. “We’ve spent a week or two in these hills every summer seeing how well we could survive.” 

“I wish I had spent more time with Ella.” Saying it out loud made her realize how much she really did wish she had been able to stay connected with her father’s people. All those years she’d ignored it because her mother and step-father—the murderer of her father—had insisted she not let anyone know she was half Nez Perce. 

“Why didn’t you come see us sooner?” Andy asked. His round youthful face, which was usually so animated, had pulled a veil of no emotion across. 

She’d witnessed this trait in all the youth she’d met at the reservation. It was an innate ability they had to keep anyone from seeing what they really thought or felt. 

“My mother and step-father forbid me to tell anyone I was Nez Perce. They said it was for my own good. That people would treat me poorly if they knew.” She sighed. “When I was small I thought they knew best. As I became older, it was just easier to forget that side of me and focus on my schooingl and getting out of Montana.”

“You could have come here.” He looked down at this fingers, buckling and unbuckling the strap on the saddle bag. “We wouldn’t have made you try to be what you aren’t.”

Her lips quivered into a smile. “I know that now. If Grandmother hadn’t summoned me to her funeral, I would still be wondering if I should show my face here or leave it be.”

“My ella, was smart. She healed many with her herbs and her dreams.” Andy stood. “He’s coming.”

Shandra stood and spun around. She didn’t see anyone coming from any direction. “How do you know?”

“The quail were running, instead of walking, like something spooked them.” 

Before she could find the quail, Coop appeared. He wasn’t his usual happy self. His long legs strode forcefully toward them. He stopped in front of her. 

“I didn’t kill Arthur,” he said with such force, she took a step back.

“I know you didn’t. But hiding out here in the woods makes you look guilty.” She sat back down on the log. 

Coop crossed his legs and sat on the ground in front of her. Andy handed them each a bottle of water. 

“Tell me what happened and why you think you should hide.” She unscrewed the top of the bottle and took a drink.

Her tall cousin slumped forward, his forearms propped on his legs. He stared at the bottle in his hand. He told her basically the same things Andy had told her up to the point of him kicking Andy out of his pickup. 

“What did you do after you kicked Andy out?” She stared at the top of his dark head. 

“Sandy didn’t want to go home looking like she did.” He raised his head. “That bastard ripped her shirt when she refused...” His grip on the bottle popped the top off and water sloshed over his hand and legs. 

“Where did you go?” She tried to ignore the anger. This young man was more volatile than she’d remembered him being.

“I took her to her cousin’s. I knocked on the door and asked for Ruby. She followed me to the pickup, and Sandy broke into tears. Ruby said she’d take care of her. They disappeared around the back of the house.” He shoved a hand through his hair. 

“What did you do then?” This was crucial. He needed an alibi for the time of the killing.

“I drove back to see if Andy found a ride.”

“All the way to the lake?” Fear for her cousin squeezed her chest. Please say you didn’t go all the way back. 

“I met Lyle coming out and asked him if Andy was there. He said there wasn’t anyone left, to come to his house. I spent the night there after trying to check on Sandy one more time.” He took a long drink of water. 

“How did you hear about Arthur’s death?” She didn’t like that there was a span of time no one could vouch for him. 

“The next morning. Lyle’s uncle came for coffee and was telling everyone that a fisherman found Arthur’s body on the dock not far from where we partied. He didn’t look at me. I asked him what else he knew. He said, the police were looking for me because one of Arthur’s friends said he saw me walking around the point with Arthur.” He crunched the water bottle. “I didn’t go anywhere with Arthur. But if they have a witness, no one will believe me.” 

“That’s why you’re hiding? Because you don’t think anyone will believe you weren’t the last person to see Arthur?” Her stomach knotted with dread. An eyewitness was why the law wanted her cousin. 

“Yes.” He raised his face to take a drink, and she witnessed tears in his eyes. 

She turned her attention to Andy. “Do you know who the witness is?”

“Not confirmed, but word is Dorsey.”

Coop shot to his feet. “Dorsey? That’s Arthur’s best friend. He’d do anything to pin this on me. Both Arthur and Dorsey have had a grudge since the winter basketball tournament.” 

“Why?” She didn’t understand a grudge over basketball. She also didn’t understand a hundred year feud.

Andy waved Coop to sit. “The Higheagle team, me, Coop, and four cousins, shut the Randal team down during the tournament. Arthur’s team had beat everyone in the bracket by intimidation and plain meanness. We came up against them for winner of our bracket.” He smiled. “After the Randals sent two players to the hospital in other games, Mom made sure we had Oscar Whitfield for the ref. He isn’t related to either family and he believes in clean games. We won because they fouled so much. Coop made thirty points on free throws.”

She glanced at Coop. “You think this young man gave the police your name because you beat them with free throws?” It seemed like a lame reason to her for someone to be blamed for murder.

“There are boasting rights for some time when you win your bracket in the tournament. And to have a family that you are feuding with beat you...” Coop raised his hands and shrugged. 

Shaking her head, she stood. “I don’t understand that, but I do plan to have a talk with Dorsey and that nice police man sitting at the end of your lane.” 

Coop stood. “They know I’m here?”

“I think he’s sitting there hoping you try to go home.” She put a hand on his arm. “Are you going to be okay here by yourself?” The next words she knew he didn’t want to hear. “You should turn yourself in. It’s better to turn yourself in and tell your story than hide and look guilty.”

He shook his head. “You don’t understand. If Arthur’s family thinks I’m guilty, they will make my life worse than hell.”

“If you turn yourself in you don’t look guilty. And we’ll get a good public defender. One who will dig to find the truth.”

“Not around here. Around here they rarely prosecute for the minor things. But this... I’m not safe anywhere with the Randals thinking I killed Arthur.”

She didn’t like the conviction in his voice. “I’ll make sure you’re kept safe. In jail and out. We’ll find out who really killed Arthur.”

“How? There’s no way I’m giving myself up unless I know I have a good lawyer and I’ll be safe in jail.” Coop sat down, crossed his arms, and stared up at her with defiance.

Shandra mounted the horse and followed Andy back down to the ranch. It didn’t make sense that Coop would rather hide from the police than stand up for himself and say he wasn’t guilty. 

“Is Coop right? The Randals will get to him even if he’s in jail?” She watched Andy as he thought through her question.

“Yes. The law here doesn’t always carry out justice. That is why Oliver is being so loud about getting the person who killed his grandson.”

“I guess the first place I’m going is to see a lawyer.” She didn’t have a clue where to find one on the reservation, but she was pretty sure her aunt would know. 
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Chapter Four
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“We have a cousin who is in the tribal law offices.” Aunt Jo set two cups of tea on the kitchen table.

Shandra sat and gathered a cup into her hands even though the house was almost as hot as it was outside. “We do? Has anyone contacted the cousin to represent Coop?” 

Her aunt shook her head. “I’ve been so worried about him not being found, I hadn’t thought about him needing a lawyer.” 

She placed her hand over her aunt’s. “I can tell you he’s fine.”

The older woman stared into her eyes. “You saw him or mother told you?”

A smiled crept onto Shandra’s lips. For her staying away from her family for so long, it didn’t take long for her aunt to believe in her and her dreams. “I can’t tell you. That way if you are asked you know nothing about where Coop could be and haven’t heard from him.”

Her aunt’s eyes widened and worry flashed in their dark depths. “If anyone finds out you know something, you aren’t safe.”

“Why wouldn’t I be safe? I haven’t done anything.”

“The Randals will want revenge for the death of Arthur. If they think you are helping Coop, you could be hurt.”

Shandra shook off any concerns about the dead man’s family. There was no reason to come after her, she was looking for the real killer. “How do I contact my cousin, the lawyer?”

“Liz Piney works at the government center. She’s an assistant public defender.” Aunt Jo put a hand on her arm. “Are you going to talk to her?”

“Yes. I’ll get Coop representation. Then he can turn himself in knowing he won’t be railroaded, and we can focus on finding out who really killed Arthur.” Shandra picked up her purse and headed out the door. 

“Only talk to Liz. No one else. The Randals have family in the courts as well,” Aunt Jo called from the back steps.

Shandra raised her hand, acknowledging she’d heard her aunt and climbed into her Jeep. She didn’t know what to expect, but hoped her cousin, the Assistant Public Defender could help Coop. 

~*~
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Shandra pulled into the circular drive of the newly built Colville Confederated Tribes Headquarters and parked in the west side lot. According to Aunt Jo, the old agency building had burned down a few years prior. After much debate and pencil scratching, the current building was designed and constructed. The beautiful, three-story, concrete building painted orange and rust was a contemporary piece of architecture on the cusp of old, faded one and two-story buildings that housed the other agency businesses that either didn’t want or hadn’t been able to move into the new structure. 

Doors swished open when she approached the entrance. Inside, the sunlight shone through large windows, highlighting the curved blue, tan, and brown tiles on the floor representing the Columbia River, a natural resource that had provided sustenance to the tribes of the Reservation for hundreds of years. 

Not seeing any signs, she walked up to the woman standing behind what resembled a registration desk in a hotel.

“May I help you?” a woman younger than Shandra asked.

“Yes. I’m looking for the public defender’s office, specifically Liz Piney.”

“You’ll find those offices on the second floor in the west wing.”

“Thank you.” Shandra turned away then turned back. “And how do I get to the second floor?”

“Stairway to your left.”

She nodded her thanks and walked down the hall to a wide stairway leading to the second floor. At the top of the stairs she encounter blank doors and an area that appeared to be for waiting. Walking into the waiting area, she wondered if she should have called and made an appointment. 

“May I help you?” asked a young woman, sitting behind a desk. 

“I would like to speak to Ms. Liz Piney.” 

The young woman gave her a look as if she’d just asked to see a high profile actor. 

“Do you have an appointment?” She ran a pencil down a date book to her left.

“No. I would like to talk to her about my cousin. He’s in trouble and I thought she could give me some advice.” Shandra drew her lips into a friendly smile.

“Who are you and who is the cousin?” The woman poised the pencil over





































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
/) Shandra Higheagle
S SR

pAREHOR





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





