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         For the past twenty minutes, Joe Leaphorn, former Navajo police lieutenant turned private investigator when the job suited
            him, had focused on not losing his temper. He should have stayed retired. Maybe bought a camping trailer and traveled around,
            taken up bridge, given golf another chance.
         

         
         And it was all Louisa’s fault.

         
         “Just drive over there and see her today,” his housemate had prodded him again during breakfast. “You’re going to the library
            anyway. If you don’t want to help Daisy, at least you can listen and refer her somewhere else. You still know everybody in
            law enforcement. From what she’s told me, this case might be interesting.”
         

         
         Over the years, he’d learned that Louisa was as tenacious as a badger. It simplified his life to go along with her ideas when
            they were reasonable, which they usually were. So when he went to the tribal library to return the borrowed books, he made
            sure he brought his little notebook in case whatever Mrs. Daisy Pinto wanted to talk to him about actually led to a case worth
            investigating. As of now, he had spent half an hour with her standing in the large lobby between the museum and the library.
            For most of that time, Mrs. Pinto had been dealing with the public and hadn’t made the opportunity to discuss his potential
            assignment.
         

         
         “Here.” She gave him a sealed envelope. “The museum complex is shorthanded today, so I need to work the information counter
            until the summer intern gets here. I summarized what I’d like you to do in the letter, and I want to talk to you about it,
            too. Stay here and we’ll chat.”
         

         
         It was a busy afternoon for information seekers, and Mrs. Pinto gave them top priority. The questions were varied:

         
         “Can you tell me how to get an appointment with Miss Navajo?”

         
         “Ma’am, do you know who I should talk to about carrying this T-shirt I designed in the gift shop?”

         
         “Pardon me, but can I get a job here?”

         
         And, more than once, “Excuse me, but where is the restroom?”

         
         Mrs. Pinto represented the Navajo Nation with respect and courtesy to these people who didn’t seem to realize they were intruding
            on the start of a business meeting. Leaphorn’s irritation rose as the string of distractions continued. Each interruption
            made him grouchier.
         

         
         While she was explaining to a family of sunburned tourists how to get to Tsegi Canyon and the sandstone cliff-dwelling villages
            of Betatakin, Keet Seel, and Inscription House, he sat down, opened the envelope, and saw that it contained a long, singled-spaced
            typed letter. He put on his glasses and glanced at it, then stored the thing in his sport coat pocket. Time to go home. As
            soon as he had ten seconds of her attention, he would tell Mrs. Pinto that if he decided he wanted to help, she needed to
            schedule a meeting at a time when she could focus on him.
         

         
         After the tourists headed off, Mrs. Pinto shifted her attention back to Leaphorn before he had a chance to complain. “Louisa
            mentioned that you do some work as a private investigator. I want to hire you to help me on a case that’s rather sensitive.
            The museum received some unsolicited anonymous donations. My assistant, Tiffany Benally, had been working on this, but she’s
            been ill and the clock is ticking. I spelled out the basics in the letter. I’m hoping you—”
         

         
         A young man wearing a gimme cap backwards came through the big doors, heading straight for Mrs. Pinto, sweat glistening on
            his deep brown skin. “We need help outside.” Leaphorn smelled the adrenaline and fear. “There’s a lady who fainted or something.
            She’s by the skate park. I hope she’s not dead.”
         

         
         “We have a guard who is an EMT. I’ll get him.” Mrs. Pinto rushed off.

         
         The young man hurried back outside, and Leaphorn followed through the door into the July heat. A few youngsters standing in
            a circle around the body parted for them.
         

         
         The Navajo woman was young by Leaphorn’s standards, thirty-something. He leaned over her supine body. Her eyes were closed,
            but he could see her chest rise and fall underneath her striped blouse. Her russet skin shone with sweat, her mouth slack.
            She was thin. She didn’t smell of beer, and he didn’t see any bleeding or obvious physical damage. He spoke to her. “Ma’am?
            Ma’am? Help is coming.” Her eyelids fluttered but stayed closed. A blue cord, a lanyard like those people use for ID cards,
            hung loosely against her neck. The end, where there might be identification, had slipped beneath her body.
         

         
         Leaphorn straightened up and growled at the teens who were closest in the language he spoke best, Diné Bizaad. “Give this
            woman some privacy.” They might not have understood the Navajo words, but they got the message and backed away.
         

         
         A muscular Navajo in a security uniform raced toward them with a satchel, then squatted down next to the woman. He put his
            hand on her forehead and spoke. “It might be heat stroke. I’ve called an ambulance. Do you know how long she’s been unconscious?”
         

         
         “Not long. This just happened.”

         
         Leaphorn heard the rhythm of someone running, and Mrs. Pinto rushed toward the woman. “Oh no,” she gasped. “It’s my Tiffany.
            Oh, honey. My goodness. What happened?”
         

         
         The woman’s eyes opened, but she couldn’t seem to focus. It took her several seconds to respond. “I don’t know what happened.
            I just felt so weak and my head hurts.” She gasped for breath.
         

         
         Mrs. Pinto turned to Leaphorn. “We’ll talk later.”

         
         The EMT positioned his body to give the woman some shade and ordered a skateboarder to go into the gift shop and bring back
            as many cold water bottles as he could carry. “Tell ’em it’s an emergency.”
         

         
         Leaphorn walked toward his truck, noticing the flashing lights of the ambulance in the distance. A young man in a gray T-shirt,
            a person he’d spotted in the crowd when he came out to check on the unconscious Tiffany, was watching the excitement from
            the parking lot, a few yards away from Leaphorn’s pickup. The man nodded to him. “What happened to that woman?”
         

         
         “I’m not sure. She lost consciousnesses, but when I left she opened her eyes and said a few words.” Leaphorn spoke in Navajo.

         
         The man shook his head. “Sorry, sir, I can’t understand you.”

         
         Leaphorn shrugged and switched to English. “Fainted.”

         
         He climbed into his truck, started the vehicle, and heard a grinding sound. It happened every once in a while, reminding him
            that when he could afford it, he should have it checked. Whatever it was, it was probably expensive to fix.
         

         
         Before heading home, he drove down the road to the Department of Public Safety office even though few people he knew worked
            there now, on the chance that one of his buddies would be in. The receptionist, a young woman with black-framed glasses and
            a serious expression, told him that Sam Nakai and Brodrick Manygoats were both out of the office and offered to give them
            a message. She wore a name tag that said “Jessica Taylor.”
         

         
         “Just tell them Leaphorn stopped by to give them grief.” He spoke in Navajo.

         
         The woman offered him a smile. “I will. Sir, I’ve heard of you. You’re famous around here. I’m honored to meet you.”

         
         Leaphorn felt a twinge of pride and embarrassment. “That was a long time ago.”

         
         “People remember you, Hosteen. If I can ever help you with anything, just let me know. It would be my pleasure, sir.”

         
         “You’ve been here awhile, haven’t you, Jessica?”

         
         “Yes, sir. Two years. I love this job. My uncle was a policeman in Arizona. Now that we have our own Navajo academy, I’m thinking
            of becoming an officer myself someday.”
         

         
         “Was your uncle with the Highway Patrol?”

         
         “No, sir. He worked for the BIA. He served . . .” Her phone rang. She looked flustered.

         
         “Go ahead. We’ll talk more next time.”

         
         As he left the building, he wondered about himself. Until a few years ago, his dealings with most civilians tended to be strictly
            business. Was he becoming one of those garrulous old-timers whom people dreaded encountering?
         

         
         He walked out to the parking lot, noticing the breeze that had come up against his skin. He found a piece of paper stuck beneath
            his windshield wiper, probably an advertisement of some kind. He lifted the wiper blade to free the paper so he could dispose
            of it. If it was an ad, it was clever: just a simple white sheet folded in half with the message on the inside.
         

         
         It wasn’t an ad.

         
         
            Lieutenant,

            Mrs. Pinto is not who she seems. Be careful around her.

            From a friend

         

         He read it again. He didn’t like the idea that someone was watching him, following him, and that the unknown observer obviously
            wanted to scare him. He put the paper in his coat pocket, next to Mrs. Pinto’s letter, with a sense of unease.
         

         
         He drove home, parked by the back door as usual, and entered through the kitchen. Giddi came from wherever the cat had been
            sleeping to investigate the intrusion. Louisa considered the cat—she called it Kitty—to be her pet, but now that it was just
            the two of them, he spoke to it in Navajo.
         

         
         “It’s been an interesting morning so far, cat. A meeting that never happened. A woman unconscious. An unknown person warning
            me about a bureaucrat.”
         

         
         The cat pranced away, tail in the air.

         
         He realized that he had turned off his cell phone for the conversation with Mrs. Pinto. Even though he was well enough to
            drive again, Louisa worried if he was out longer than she’d expected. He turned it on to call her and discovered two messages—neither
            from her. The first was Mrs. Pinto informing him that the information person had called in sick. She’d have to mind the desk
            until the replacement showed up, she said, but he should come anyway. He erased it, wishing he had listened sooner and saved
            himself a frustrating morning.
         

         
         The second was from Jake, a therapist he had been working with to improve his spoken English. He fast-forwarded to the end
            and deleted it.
         

         
         He sat at the kitchen table and re-opened the envelope from Mrs. Pinto. It contained three pieces of white paper: a typed
            letter and two copies of a contract. He read the letter first.
         

         
         
            Dear Joe Leaphorn,

            Thank you for considering this case. As the director of the Navajo Nation Museum, I have two problems I would like your help
               in solving. The museum recently received an anonymous box with some donations. The reason I am requesting your assistance
               is that the most valuable item on the list that came with the donations either was not included or has disappeared. Because
               of the sensitive nature of this problem, I prefer not to tell you any more until you have agreed to offer your assistance
               as a consultant investigator.
            

            If you will help, I have copies of the paperwork we received with the donation shipment. Before we contacted you, my assistant
               worked to track down the sender without success.
            

            If you agree to work with me, my assignments for you are:

            
               	Find out if the missing item was in fact included in the shipment.

               	If it was not included, we would very much like to obtain it, which involves making contact with this secret donor.

               	My assistant has also called to my attention that the donor’s inventory listed a bracelet, necklace, and earring set. Only
                  the necklace and earrings seem to have been included. If you could track down the bracelet, your help will be appreciated,
                  but it is not as important as the first missing piece.
               

            

         

         The letter went on to detail Leaphorn’s reimbursement for time and expenses and the fact that Mrs. Pinto needed the matter
            resolved before she started her retirement next month. He was thankful that the brain injury had not affected his comprehension
            of English.
         

         
         Leaphorn put the letter down, glanced at the enclosed contract, and stood. He had left about a cup of coffee in the pot from
            that morning. He lifted his mug off the drain rack, poured in the cold liquid, and placed it in the microwave. Louisa said
            reheated coffee smelled like burning leaves. He didn’t mind it, and he had learned long ago not to waste anything.
         

         
         He pondered Mrs. Pinto’s request as he waited for the coffee to warm. What could the missing item be? Perhaps something associated
            with a ceremony, he thought, something that the collector shouldn’t have had in the first place. The fact that the items arrived
            anonymously also raised the question of their legitimacy. Had they been removed illegally from Indian land? Perhaps they were
            all stolen merchandise.
         

         
         He hadn’t heard the cat return to the kitchen, but he noticed it looking up at him now, joining him to wait for the ding that
            indicated the little oven had done its work.
         

         
         Mrs. Pinto, he thought, had some shrewdness to her. She’d given him just enough information to prompt him to call and set
            up an appointment to learn more. How had the box been shipped? Why was the gift a secret?
         

         
         The microwave beeped, and he carried the warm cup to the table. He took a sip of coffee, put on his glasses, and read the
            letter again. He thought about the questions Mrs. Pinto raised and came up with three plausible possibilities: the missing
            items, as she stated, were never included; the items were stolen en route to the museum; or the items were removed from the
            shipment after it arrived.
         

         
         He jotted a note to ask her if she herself had opened the box. And if Mrs. Pinto hadn’t opened it, who had?

         
         If the anonymous package had come through the mail, he had a friend who was a postal inspector who might be of help. He made
            another note. Leaphorn smiled to himself. Mrs. Pinto’s tactic had worked. The case seemed interesting enough to warrant his
            time.
         

         
         When he left the police department and decided to do a little freelance investigation for private clients, Leaphorn had told
            himself that he wouldn’t accept cases that didn’t challenge him or that required dealing with difficult people. He’d dealt
            with enough misfits as a cop. From what he’d seen, Mrs. Pinto was smart, organized, and demanding, but he remembered her concern
            for the young woman in the parking lot. He would talk to her again, this time in a focused setting, and if he thought they
            could work together, he’d take the case.
         

         
         He heard Louisa’s car pull up and rose to open the kitchen door for her. She put two bags of groceries on the counter. “Hi.
            How did your meeting go?”
         

         
         “Too much inaruption.” Interruption, he silently scolded himself.
         

         
         Louisa began unloading the bags. She opened the refrigerator and put a carton of orange juice on the shelf. “Are you going
            to help her?”
         

         
         “Maybe. Tinkin bout it.” Thinking about it. Ever since he’d suffered that gunshot to the head, Leaphorn had struggled with spoken English.
         

         
         Louisa finished with the groceries and stood looking over his shoulder at the letter. He patted the seat next to him and she
            settled in. Giddi climbed up on the chair next to Louisa. The cat looked smug, he thought, as if it belonged there, too.
         

         
         “Curious, isn’t it? I hope you can find that missing piece, whatever it is.” Louisa smiled. “Why do you think she’s so secretive?
            It’s not like you’re a blabbermouth.”
         

         
         “Bearest.” It was the first thing that came to his mind, but there was truth in it. Fear of embarrassment provided powerful
            motivation. Calling the donor to ask if the missing item had been included wouldn’t be easy, which, he figured, was the reason
            she was asking him to do the job.
         

         
         Louisa stood, and he felt her cool hand as she rested it lightly on his shoulder. “If you decide you want to do this, I’d
            be glad to make some calls where you’d need English. I am still in your debt for all the time you spent traipsing through
            the Four Corners with me when I was doing my research.”
         

         
         “Tanks.” But he felt his insides tighten. If the world spoke Diné Bizaad, his words could fly. And she didn’t owe him anything.
            If there was a debt here, it was his for her hours of arranging his medical appointments, putting up with his frustration,
            driving him to speech therapy, and all the rest of it, including running the household by herself as his health returned.
            He wouldn’t have healed as fast as he had without her.
         

         
         Lately, she was getting more mail than usual from Northern Arizona University, the institution that had supported her research.
            Louisa had put her profession on hold for too long. He encouraged her to stop babying him and get back to work.
         

         
         He heard her footsteps as she disappeared down the hall. The phone rang. Louisa ignored it. It rang again, so he answered,
            expecting a woman’s voice, one of her friends. Either that or a sales call.
         

         
         But it wasn’t one of Louisa’s friends; it was Sergeant Jim Chee. They dispensed with the pleasantries quickly, and Leaphorn
            waited for Chee to ask him for a favor. The man surprised him.
         

         
         “Sir, someone named Mona Willeto phoned here for you a couple of days ago and I forgot to mention it. I told her to try the
            Window Rock office. She said she wanted to talk to you about her brother in prison. I wouldn’t bother you with this, but she
            sounded different than most of these calls.”
         

         
         “What do you mean?”

         
         “It’s hard to say exactly. Calmer, I guess. Nicer. You know, like she wasn’t going to start yelling about how he never should
            have been arrested or imprisoned, what a good boy he was.”
         

         
         Leaphorn considered asking for the number and decided against it. “If it’s important, she’ll call Window Rock like you asked
            and they’ll refer her to me. Sometimes if you look the other way, these things disappear. Remember that, Sergeant.”
         

         
         “OK, sir.”

         
         After Chee ended the call, the Lieutenant sighed. What was it about Chee that brought out the overbearing uncle in him? Why
            did the man still get on his nerves? He’d known him as a rookie, an enthusiastic and somewhat impulsive young man for whom
            doing the right thing sometimes meant bending the rules. Chee had a deep commitment to making life safer for the Diné. Although
            Leaphorn still considered the man a work in progress, he was pleased with the officer Chee had become.
         

         
         When Leaphorn called the museum to speak with Mrs. Pinto to set up the meeting, he learned she was out of the office at a
            finance hearing for the rest of the day. And, since it was Friday, she wouldn’t be back until Monday.
         

         
         “Do you want to leave a message for her?” The receptionist sounded young and bored.

         
         “Ask her to call Joe Leaphorn. She has the number. Do you know what happened to the woman who collapsed outside?”

         
         “You mean Tiffany? I haven’t heard anything about her. Mrs. Pinto gave her the rest of the day off.”
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         July at the Shiprock flea market meant hot, even when you came early. Bernie watched Mama stroll from vendor to vendor, examining
            the merchandise as carefully as if she were actually going to buy something. Two years ago here, Mama had bought the big pot
            she used for stew after the old one cracked. That was her most recent purchase, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t look. Mama
            loved this Saturday ritual.
         

         
         Bernie had volunteered to make dessert that evening if Chee cooked dinner. She had found what she needed half an hour ago:
            sweet local peaches, the largest perhaps the size of a tennis ball. They were ripe, soft, and ready to put into a piecrust
            once she cut out the bird pecks. But Mama enjoyed chatting with the sellers, hearing about their families. Bernie noted with
            happiness that Mama felt so much stronger and also with a tinge of frustration. She held the fruit in a recycled plastic bag
            from Bashas’ and felt the sweat on her face as the Saturday morning grew warmer. She daydreamed about being someplace cool,
            like the shady bottom of Canyon de Chelly.
         

         
         “Daughter. Daughter!” Mama stood next to a man with his gray hair in braids and a red bandana around his forehead. “This is
            Mr. Natachi. He used to help me find the right sheep for the colors when I was weaving. His sister is our neighbor.”
         

         
         Bernie moved closer to the pair. The old man smiled at her. “I met you when you were a girl.”

         
         “Oh, yes. I remember.” He had been Mama’s neighbor, too, until about ten years ago when he moved away to live with a daughter.
            “It makes me happy to see you again, sir. They say you live in Chinle now. I was just thinking about Canyon de Chelly.”
         

         
         “My granddaughter works for senior services there. I help her when I can. She says an old man is a good thing to keep around
            until I start giving her too much advice.” He chuckled. “Now her boyfriend has left her, so she and I drove down here for
            a while.” He grew more serious. “Your mother tells me you are a police officer.”
         

         
         “Yes.”

         
         “Well then, you see this bolo?” He raised his hand to his throat and touched the turquoise stone set in silver on the braided
            black leather cord finished with sterling tips. “Someone came into my house last month and made off with it.” Mr. Natachi
            filled in the details, unfolding the story of how his bolo tie disappeared with the unhurried pace of a person watching the
            morning turn to afternoon. “This is a good day. I found my tie just now at a booth over there, the one with the man in the
            straw hat.”
         

         
         Bernie knew that wasn’t the end of the story. She felt a line of sweat move down her neck and between her shoulder blades.

         
         “I told the man it was mine, that my uncle made it for me forty years ago. I told him someone took it from my bedroom. He
            wanted to argue, but I explained it would have the jeweler’s mark, a Y with a line at the bottom. I showed him the mark on the back, and then I asked him why he stole it. He said he didn’t steal
            it. He said he bought it from a man outside the Walmart in Gallup and that he didn’t know it was stolen.” Mr. Natachi paused.
            “I asked him who was that man? What did he look like?” When Mr. Natachi shrugged his shoulders, his braids moved. “The guy
            in the hat didn’t want to talk to me anymore. He told me to take my bolo. I think he was ashamed.”
         

         
         “Where is the booth that had it?”

         
         “Down the next row in the middle, over by the lady selling sage and medicine.”

         
         “What did the man look like?” Bernie knew “man in a straw hat” would not work as a defining description for a player in an
            operation fencing stolen property.
         

         
         “Oh, he’s young, about your age. Not too fat. About as tall as me. The man had a round face.” Mr. Natachi rubbed his chin.
            “Like a guy from Zuni or Hopi or somewhere like that.”
         

         
         She placed the seller’s height around six feet, age as early thirties. Possibly a Pueblo Indian. “What was he wearing besides
            the hat?”
         

         
         “Jeans, a red T-shirt with cigarettes in the front pocket, sneakers.” Mr. Natachi tapped the middle finger on his left hand.
            “A big ring here. It looked like Sleeping Beauty turquoise.”
         

         
         Bernie knew that flea markets could be places where people came to sell stolen property. She’d seen reports of a rash of break-ins
            in the Chinle area. If a thief wanted to dispose of hot items, moving away from the neighborhood where they had been stolen
            made sense. “I want to talk to this man.”
         

         
         “He was over that way,” Mr. Natachi pointed with his lips. “Next to the woman with the sage smudge sticks.”

         
         “I’ll take you,” Mama said. “I know right where that is.”

         
         Mr. Natachi shook his head. “That man is gone. I scared him away. He’s probably in Farmington by now. Or just set up along
            the road somewhere.” He put his hand up to his neck. “I am happy to have it.”
         

         
         “Please wait here, Mama. I’ll be right back.” Bernie trotted off in the direction Mr. Natachi indicated and found the herb
            lady and, next to her, an empty vending space. She talked to the woman and to the vendors on either side, and they confirmed
            that their flea market neighbor had packed up quickly. One said she thought his name was Eric; the other vendor referred to
            him as Steven.
         

         
         Bernie did a quick cruise of the market and saw no one who matched Straw Hat Man’s description. When she returned, Mr. Natachi
            was talking about his daughter and her husband, who were driving around the US in a truck with a camper shell. When his story
            was done, Mama turned to her. “You want to make a pie from those peaches. We should go before it gets too hot to turn on the
            oven.”
         

         
         Mr. Natachi said good-bye. “I hope you police find the man who had my bolo and the man who sold it to him. I think he told
            the truth about that.”
         

         
         Mama and Bernie stopped at a lemonade booth and took cups of it to the car. Mama seemed immune to the heat; Bernie wished,
            not for the first time, that the air-conditioning worked in her old Toyota. Usually when she opened the windows in New Mexico’s
            Four Corners country, the flow of air provided relief from the heat, especially in the morning. But not today. The summer
            rains were slow in coming this year, and the clouds that made afternoon shade had not yet arrived.
         

         
         Bernie drove Mama home to Toadlena. Her sister had turned on both fans and placed them strategically so that it was noticeably
            cooler in the house than outside. Darleen was barefoot, in shorts and a tank top, and had piled her long black hair in a makeshift
            bun on the top of her head. Bernie took the fruit to the kitchen while Mama told Darleen of their adventure. She gently emptied
            the peaches into a dishpan in the sink. Juice from the squashed fruit on the bottom filled the room with the sweet smell of
            summer. She washed them, then found a well-used cookie sheet in the cabinet and moved them there to dry and sort.
         

         
         Her sister came in to watch. “How was the flea market?”

         
         “Hot. Mama knew half the people she saw shopping.”

         
         “And you knew the rest. Did anything interesting happen?”

         
         “Yeah.” She told Darleen about Mr. Natachi and the bolo.

         
         “I thought he must be here. I saw the auntie drive by yesterday with an older gentleman next to her and someone who looked
            a lot like Ryana in the back seat. I’ll have to go down and say hello. I haven’t seen that girl for years.” Darleen smiled.
            “You think she’s still pretty, or did she get fat?”
         

         
         “I think she’d be gorgeous fat or thin. Just like you, Sister.”

         
         Darleen laughed. “Right. And especially in this outfit.”

         
         Bernie began to select the peaches she’d use for the pie, putting them back in the bag. She talked as she worked.

         
         “I wish you had come with us. There was a man selling photographs. It made me think that you could sell your drawings there.
            And you could do portraits, too.”
         

         
         “Did you actually see anyone buy a photo?” She didn’t wait for Bernie’s response. “Who wants photos when everyone who has
            a phone can take their own?”
         

         
         “I just mentioned it because I know you need to make some money. Don’t be negative.”

         
         “I could sit there in the heat all day watching people walk by looking for cheap socks and T-shirts. I’d rather sit here.”
            Darleen filled a glass with cold water. “You want some?”
         

         
         Bernie shook her head. “Do we have a Coke?”

         
         “You drank the last one a couple days ago. Those things aren’t good for you. Too sweet.” Her little sister looked at the peaches
            and grabbed one. “But that doesn’t apply to peaches, of course. All natural.”
         

         
         “I’ve left some here for you and Mama. I’m making a pie. Speaking of sweet, my husband is cooking dinner. I volunteered for
            dessert.”
         

         
         “How is the Cheeseburger?”

         
         “Fine. He’s off work today.”

         
         Now that Mama didn’t require her walker, she moved so quietly her daughters didn’t realize she was there. She went to the
            refrigerator, took out a jug of sun tea, filled two glasses, added several spoonfuls of sugar to one, and handed it to Bernie.
            “No Cokes, but you try this. You still look hot.” She took the other one. “I’m going to rest a minute before I go next door.
            Mrs. Darkwater wants me to help her sort through some clothes for her son.”
         

         
         Bernie took the cool glass and joined Darleen on the couch. “Mama seems good today.”

         
         Darleen agreed. “Ever since the doctor took her off that medicine, she feels fine. Even her memory has improved. She still
            moves slowly, but she’s so much stronger. If I had a job, I could go to work and not even worry about her. Now that she’s
            better, she doesn’t need me much except to drive and lift the heavy stuff. And to have someone to boss around.”
         

         
         “What’s new with your job hunt?” Darleen had been looking for paid work all summer, or so she said.

         
         “Nothing. It stinks.”

         
         “I can let you know if I hear of anything.”

         
         Darleen hesitated. “Sure, but nothing to do with cops.”

         
         “Why not?”

         
         “You and the Cheeseburger have that covered. It’s probably too late to get a job anyway if I’m going to quit to go back to
            school. But how can I go to school if I don’t have any money?”
         

         
         Bernie had already talked to her sister about scholarships, grants, special programs to help students like Darleen. None of
            her suggestions or advice resonated enough to get her sister moving. Darleen excelled in procrastination. “You could offer
            to give people rides, pick up groceries for them, things like that. Try my idea about selling some of your drawings at the
            flea market. Or doing quick portraits, you know, caricatures.”
         

         
         “I don’t know how to get a booth and I couldn’t afford it anyway.”

         
         “I’m sure Mama has ties to someone who would let you share a space. Or you could explore that ride idea.”

         
         “Right. The rez Uber. I can see it now.” Darleen lowered the pitch of her voice. “‘Good afternoon, customer. I’m your driver,
            but you have to roll down the window to open the passenger door. And leave it down because there’s no air-conditioning. Or
            I’ll get out and you can scoot in under the steering wheel. If you want to put something in the trunk, just let me know so
            I can take off the wire that’s holding it shut.’”
         

         
         Bernie laughed. “OK. My bad.”

         
         The phone rang, and Darleen rose to answer. “Hello.” Then, “No, this is her daughter.” Then, “No, the other one.” And, “Yes,
            sir. Thank you. I’ll get her. Just a minute.”
         

         
         Darleen put the phone on the counter and strode down the hall to Mama’s room. “It’s for you.”

         
         The phone hung on the kitchen wall. Bernie made a note to ask Mama, again, about getting the kind of phones that worked on
            batteries, where she could have several, including an extension in the bedroom instead of this museum piece with a long cord.
         

         
         “Hello.” Mama listened; then she said, “Oh, she’s here now. Come over.” Then, after some silence, Bernie heard Mama give the
            person on the phone her and Chee’s home number and end the call.
         

         
         “Nice peaches, daughter. Are they sweet?”

         
         Bernie nodded. “I heard you saying my phone number. Anything I should know?”

         
         “Oh, that was Mr. Natachi. He said his granddaughter, Ryana, needs to talk to you. Remember her?”

         
         “Yes.”

         
         “I told them to come on over now, but he said she’ll call you later. I remembered something after I gave that man your phone
            number. This is your day off from being a policewoman. I will call back and tell him not to let her bother you today.”
         

         
         “It’s OK.”

         
         “No. You work too hard. Unlike your sister.”

         
         Bernie hated it when Mama compared them. “I barely remember Ryana. She hung out with Darleen. Why does she want to talk to
            me?”
         

         
         “About the bolo. That’s all I know.”

         
         Mama saw Darleen relaxing on the couch. “Daughter, you should do something, not sit like a lazy woman. You can get rid of
            those sticker bushes by the front door.”
         

         
         Darleen turned off the TV. “It’s too hot now, Mama. I’d die out there, not that anyone would miss me.”

         
         Bernie waited for Mama to say something, but her mother turned her attention back to the fruit. Mama picked out a soft peach
            and took a bite. Bernie saw her smile. “I’ll take some to Mrs. Darkwater.”
         

         
         After Mama left for the Darkwater house, Bernie spoke to Darleen. “I’m heading out.”

         
         “Catch you later. After I do the gardening.” Darleen did not sound happy.

         
         “Good luck finding a job.”

         
         Silence.

         
         “Keep your chin up, Sister. You know Mama and I would miss you every day if you weren’t here.”

         
         “Whatever.”

         
         “No. I mean it. Mama says what she thinks and then she moves on. You realize—”

         
         Darleen interrupted. “I know. Don’t lecture me. I have a plan for making some money. I’ll buy you a Coke if it works out.”

         
         Bernie had parked in the shade with the windows open, and the car was cooler than she had expected. She thought about Darleen
            as she drove away. She should have asked if she had any new drawings and if she’d heard from CS, her sometimes boyfriend,
            or from any of her friends. She worried about her sister’s blue mood and knew that depression could be a trigger for someone
            to resume drinking, and drinking made depression worse, which led to more drinking.
         

         
         She focused on the drive. She and her husband had promised each other they would relax today, just the two of them. He’d offered
            to make his famous pork chops on the grill. It would be nice to be together without an agenda.
         

         
         She expected to find him home when she got there, but she didn’t see his truck. When she opened the door to their trailer,
            she noticed the note he’d left for her on the kitchen table.
         

         
         
            Hi. Largo called me in. Home by 5, I hope.

         

         The news darkened her mood momentarily, like a cloud drifting past the sun. She put the peaches on the counter and called
            the station with a description of the man attempting to sell stolen property. Then she reconsidered the plan for the afternoon.
            It was rare that she had time to herself, and her brain flooded with undone tasks and then, unavoidably, circled back to Chee.
            Wilson Sam, the rookie, usually got the Saturday assignments. Whatever had called her husband to work on his day off, she
            hoped it was interesting. Maybe even connected to Mr. Natachi and his bolo. The thought inspired her to call Chee, and she
            heard his cell phone ringing in the charger in the bedroom.
         

         
         She washed her hands and got out the butter, flour, salt, and a mixing bowl and combined the ingredients to form the ball
            of dough that would ultimately become a piecrust. She covered the bowl and put the dough in the refrigerator to chill for
            an hour. She took the book she was reading outside to the deck. Nearby cottonwoods shaded a corner, and she moved her chair
            there. It was warm, but cooler than inside.
         

         
         She noticed the bag of charcoal and envisioned the meaty pork chops to go with the pie. And, of course, Chee would make a
            salad and she would eat some rather than hurt his feelings. She leaned back in her chair, listening to the liquid music of
            the San Juan as it flowed between the cottonwood trees. Life was good.
         

         
         She had just finished a chapter when the phone jarred her. Reluctantly, she went inside. The Lieutenant, Captain Largo, and
            Mama were the most frequent users of that line.
         

         
         “Hello?”

         
         “Ah, hello. Is this Bernie, uhm, I mean Officer Manuelito?”

         
         “Yes.”

         
         “I’m Mr. Natachi’s granddaughter, Ryana. We’ve met at my auntie’s place, but you probably don’t remember me. Anyway, my shicheii said that he mentioned something about his bolo being stolen, and, well, I wanted to say that it’s nothing for the police
            to worry about. He’s an old man and he just forgets where he puts things. He was wearing that bolo when he left the house
            this morning. I’m sorry if he caused you any trouble.”
         

         
         The young woman sounded nervous, Bernie thought. Was it because she was uncomfortable talking to a police officer? Or just
            not a good liar? “I enjoyed chatting with your grandfather. I’ve dealt with elders who have had some memory problems. Except
            for his gray hair, your grandfather doesn’t remind me of those folks in the slightest.”
         

         
         Ryana sounded more assertive now. “You don’t need to get involved. He just forgets where he puts things. I’m telling you not
            to worry about what he said. OK?”
         

         
         “No. The fact that your grandfather’s burglary was in Chinle and he identified a man with his stolen item here in Shiprock
            raises a bunch of questions.”
         

         
         The woman’s voice grew softer. “We don’t want the police involved. My shicheii doesn’t remember some things so well now. Please
            don’t embarrass him.”
         

         
         “Can he come to the phone?”

         
         “Oh no. He’s . . . he’s sleeping. I have to go.”

         
         Ryana ended the call. Bernie made a mental note to mention the situation to Chee. He had been consulting with the substation
            in Chinle about recent unsolved burglaries in which none of the merchandise had been recovered. Officer Bigman was going to
            Chinle to follow up on that.
         

         
         She rolled out the crust, placed it in a pie pan, chopped, sweetened, and added the fruit, gently topping it with the second
            crust. While her hands worked, her brain went back to the bolo and Ryana’s unexpected call. She had no reason to suspect that
            Mr. Natachi was lying; why would Ryana?
         

         
         Bernie put the pie in the oven to bake and was sipping her first Coke of the day when Chee drove up and climbed out of the
            police car.
         

         
         “Hey there. You’re back early. How was—”

         
         She stopped talking as soon as she saw him more closely. His face was scraped and his uniform dirty. He limped up the steps
            to the deck and spoke before she could ask. “I’m fine. It’s a long story. I’m going to clean up and then I need to get back
            to work.”
         

         
         “And I should see the other guy?”

         
         When he didn’t respond to her quip, she put her book down and followed him inside, worry shadowing her like a bad dream.

         
         He was in the bathroom and she heard the shower running.

         
         “Tell me what happened.”

         
         “A combination of terrible luck and worse judgment. I should have known better.”

         
         “So . . .”

         
         “Wait till I’m done here and I’ll give you the long version.”

         
         He looked better after he had washed the sand out of his hair and the blood from his face and hands. He smelled good, too,
            when he joined her on the deck.
         

         
         “Well, it wasn’t the finest moment of my career. But I take back what I told you before. There was some good luck involved.
            I’m lucky I’m not dead. We’d had complaints about a guy selling rotten hay and then not giving people their money back. So
            I sent the rookie out there. He grew up working on a ranch and knows more about hay than I do. He talked to the guy and at
            the time the man admitted it and offered to give the customer who complained a good bale. Problem solved, right?”
         

         
         Bernie waited for the punch line.

         
         “Not exactly. When the rookie had the seller call the jilted buyer, the buyer said he would come right over. He showed up,
            but he didn’t just want the hay, he wanted the seller to pay the vet bill for his horse who got sick from it.” Chee stopped.
            “Don’t give me that look, sweetheart. I’m getting there.
         

         
         “The man who sold the bad hay said no deal, and the buyer swung at him. The rookie stepped in between them and took one in
            the face. He called for backup and that was me.”
         

         
         “So you got in the middle of a fist fight? How did you—”

         
         Chee interrupted. “I smell something burning.”

         
         She rushed into the kitchen, grabbed a dish towel, and removed the pie. The edges of the crust were the color of dark chocolate,
            and the juice that had bubbled out was smoking at the bottom of the oven. She turned off the heat.
         

         
         “I’m glad your nose is so sharp.”

         
         “Too bad we can’t say the same for the rookie now. His nose got flattened. The guy swung hard. By the time I got there, Sam
            was sitting up with a paper towel to stop the bleeding. The men were both apologetic. Then the guy who got the bad hay asked
            us to climb up on the truck to make sure that the replacement bale wasn’t moldy, and the other guy agreed. The rookie was
            out of it, so I jumped up there. The hay was OK as far as I could tell, but the baler had picked up a snake and sliced it
            in two, and the back half with the rattles was moving in the truck bed. It startled me, and I lost my balance and fell out
            the back of the truck, you know, the open gate. Nothing seriously damaged but my pride.”
         

         
         “How’s the rookie?”

         
         “He’s hurting. And our plan for a lazy weekend took a hit. I told Largo I’d finish the shift so Sam could take his busted
            nose home. I’ve got to get back to work.” Chee paused. “The rookie is having trouble breathing, and it looks like someone
            will have to fill in for him tomorrow, too.”
         

         
         “If Largo asks, I’ll work. That’s only fair since you’re taking the rest of his shift today.”

         
         “Let Bigman handle it.”

         
         “He and his wife have to go to birthing class.”

         
         “Really?”

         
         “Yes, the baby’s due any time now.”

         
         Chee ran a hand through his short-cropped hair. “I didn’t even know they were expecting.”

         
         “You haven’t seen Mrs. Bigman for a while, have you? I might need to work tomorrow anyway.” She mentioned the incident of
            the bolo tie and the call from the granddaughter. “I need to file a report. Since Mr. Natachi is from Chinle, I wonder if
            this could be tied to the burglary ring you’ve been checking into.”
         

         
         “You’ve got a knack for being where the action is, even on your day off.”

         
         “Well, yeah. That’s how I met you, remember?”

         
         “You were the best new recruit I ever worked with.”

         
         Bernie smiled. “That’s not what you told me when you arrived in that big truck after my unit got stuck in the mud.”

         
         He grinned at her. “I was playing hard to get. I’m glad it worked.”

         
         After Chee left, she typed her conversation with Mr. Natachi about the bolo and her follow-up effort, with special attention
            to his identification of the man who was trying to sell the tie. She would be happy to find the vendor and figure out why
            he had stolen property for sale.
         

         
         She enjoyed her job, the variety that came with each day on patrol. She liked driving, being in the field instead of the office,
            dealing with people one-on-one. She appreciated the fact that most days, she could look back at her shift and see somewhere
            that she’d made a difference in someone’s life.
         

         
         She glanced at the loom Chee had built for her. She’d taken pleasure in weaving as a beginner, years ago. She treasured the
            family legacy, the memory of her grandmother at the loom, and the skill and joy Mama brought to the art.
         

         
         Someday, she thought. But not today.

         
         Bernie was glad that Mama and she had gone to the flea market early. She had time for a run on her favorite trail along the
            river, her regular weekend afternoon routine. Running earlier would have been cooler, but she liked the midday break, the
            opportunity to shake off whatever she’d dealt with earlier and get reinvigorated for the evening. She changed into her shorts
            and tank top and put on her running shoes and the nylon pouch that held her phone and ID. She grabbed a water bottle and a
            hat and jogged off, finding her stride within a few minutes.
         

         
         She wouldn’t have noticed the body if it hadn’t been for the dog.
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         The name of the postal inspector that had eluded Leaphorn popped into his head when he awoke, early as usual, on Saturday.
            Jim Bean, that was it, and recalling it made him smile. His memory was a little slower than at his prime, but still working.
            It was a good way to start the day.
         

         
         He rose, greeted by that familiar, wonderful scent that told him Louisa had started the coffee. He dressed quickly and headed
            into his office to get the address book, where he knew he had Bean’s information. He found an office number in San Diego and
            realized that his dealings with Bean dated back to the day when not everyone and his grandchild had a cell phone. He jotted
            it down along with some other notes and headed to the kitchen.
         

         
         After the first sip of coffee, he asked Louisa for the favor.

         
         “Sure, Joe. But we may just get an answering machine. It is Saturday, you know.”

         
         “Try.”

         
         She called, and he watched her punch in another number, probably Bean’s extension. He heard her explain that she was calling
            on behalf of Joe Leaphorn. She left a message with their home number and his cell. He could tell by the unbroken cadence of
            her voice that she spoke to a machine. As he listened to her speak, he thought of something else.
         

         
         “One mo?”

         
         “Of course. But let’s eat first. The oatmeal is ready.”

         
         Oatmeal was Louisa’s go-to breakfast. He made the best of it, sometimes imagining he was chomping on bacon or fried Spam.
            He’d complained once, and she had explained the value of whole grains as an antidote to the evils of a modern lifestyle, and
            then suggested that if he didn’t want oatmeal he could visit the restaurant of his choice and enjoy the heart attack special.
            He thought he might come to enjoy oatmeal, and he had evolved enough to find it tolerable. And he’d learned not to whine about
            a housemate who fixed a hot breakfast for him.
         

         
         As they were finishing, he heard the chime of the doorbell, probably someone wanting to convert them politically or spiritually,
            he thought. Louisa, both gracious and curious, rose to check on it. He recognized the second woman’s voice, finished the last
            bite in his bowl, and headed into the living room.
         

         
         If her very presence in his house wasn’t enough of a clue, he knew as soon as he saw Mrs. Pinto’s face as she stood there,
            shoulders slumped, that something was wrong.
         

         
         “Lieutenant, I’m sorry to intrude on your morning, but I didn’t want to talk about this over the phone.”

         
         Louisa said, “If this is business, perhaps I should—”

         
         “No, no. Please stay here. You need to know what happened, too.” She swallowed. “Tiffany died last night.”

         
         “Tiffany?” Louisa’s voice asked the question.

         
         Mrs. Pinto pressed her hands together. “My assistant. She’s the woman who collapsed outside when the Lieutenant came to see
            me yesterday. The one who fell near the skate park.”
         

         
         He was glad Mrs. Pinto stayed with English for Louisa’s benefit. He had no trouble understanding.

         
         “Please sit down.” Louisa motioned toward the couch. “I’ll bring you some water. Or would you rather have coffee?”

         
         Mrs. Pinto moved to the sofa and waved off the offerings. “Louisa, stay here and listen.”

         
         Leaphorn sat across from Mrs. Pinto with Louisa next to him. Louisa said what he was thinking: “Did she die from the fall?”

         
         “I’m not sure what happened. I’ll tell you all I know.” Mrs. Pinto exhaled. “I went to see Tiffany at her house last night.”

         
         Leaphorn wanted Mrs. Pinto to tell the story at her own pace so she could better focus on the details, but Louisa rushed in
            with her questions.
         

         
         “She was home? They didn’t admit her to the hospital after that fall?”

         
         “She told the ambulance people she felt better . . . that the heat made her weak, and that she’d been sick. I heard the ambulance
            man advise her to rest, keep cool, drink plenty of water, and to get someone to drive her to the hospital if she had a bad
            headache, felt nauseous, confused, dizzy, a whole list of things. They wanted to take her to get checked out, but she refused
            to go. I stayed with her until the medics left, and I made her go home for the rest of the day.”
         

         
         Mrs. Pinto paced three steps toward the kitchen, then came back and sat on the sofa across from them. “I should have persuaded
            her to go in the ambulance. She’d been getting sicker for about two weeks. She had grown so weak she asked me to reduce her
            hours to half-time until she felt better, and I did. That’s why the project I talked to you about is so far behind. Her older
            sister hit a rough spot and moved in, so I knew that if something happened, Collette could help. I could kick myself for not
            making her go to the hospital.”
         

         
         “I know you did all you could.” Louisa leaned toward her friend.

         
         “Tiffany called me about eleven last night. I could tell she’d been crying. She said she got sick because she had been disrespectful
            of the past.” Mrs. Pinto looked down at the table. “I asked her what that meant, disrespectful of the past, and she said she
            couldn’t talk about it, but that she was having trouble catching her breath. She said she was going to ask her father to arrange
            a healing ceremony. She thanked me for helping her yesterday and hung up.” Tears filled Mrs. Pinto’s eyes.
         

         
         “I didn’t like any of it, so I dressed and drove over there. When I got to the house, I thought Tiffany was dead, but she
            was still breathing. She looked terrible, pale, really sick. Her little pills were there, lined up in a box close to her bed.
            I called the ambulance, and then her sister Collette showed up, but it was too late to help her.” Mrs. Pinto shook her head
            once. “Tiffany was my friend as well as my assistant. I let her down.”
         

         
         Louisa reached for a box of tissues on the lamp table, took one, and passed them to Mrs. Pinto. The woman took one and wiped
            her eyes. Louisa said, “Were you with her when she died?”
         

         
         “No, no. Not exactly. Collette told me to go out with a flashlight so the ambulance could find the place more easily. I was
            anxious and I thought the fresh air would calm me down and I could tell that Collette wanted time alone with her sister to
            say good-bye. She passed while I was outside.”
         

         
         Louisa shook her head. “I’m going to bring us all some tea.”

         
         The cat, which had been lurking in the doorway, paraded past them as though it had been anticipating a pause in the conversation
            to make an entrance. It followed Louisa into the kitchen.
         

         
         Leaphorn waited for Mrs. Pinto’s emotions to settle, then spoke to her in Navajo. “What did Tiffany mean when she said she
            had been disrespectful of the past?”
         

         
         “I asked her. She didn’t answer.” Mrs. Pinto clasped her hands. “If she had trouble with the job, she should have told me.
            When the museum receives anything that could be

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
            	35. Traditional Navajo Biil, woven circa 1860, attributed to Asdzáá Tlogi, Canyon de Chelly area. May have been worn on the Long
               Walk.
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