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Prologue




WRITE IT, Antonio Vargas ordered, without raising his voice. Write it now.

Wayne M. Lefty OToole looked down at the piece of gold-embossed, creamy-white stationery from the Ritz Carlton in Phoenix. He had taken it from his room the morning after he stayed there, as proof to himself that he had been there once, that a kid who had grown up on the wrong side of the tracks in Bisbee, Arizona had made it big time enough that the Ritz had once rolled out the red carpet for him. But now that time seemed eons agoanother lifetime, maybe even another body.

The aging RV, a converted school bus, was stiflingly hot. Rivulets of sweat dribbled down his face as Lefty picked up the pen, a fiber-tipped Crossanother relic from his salad daysand studied the scrap of paper Vargas had placed on the table in front of him. Typed on it were the words he was expected to copy. He glanced back at Vargas who was lighting yet another cigarette although the cramped room was already thick with a haze of smoke.

Couldnt we talk about this, make an arrangement of some kind? Lefty asked tentatively.

He had hoped they wouldnt find him in this godforsaken corner of Mexico, but now that they had, he knew he was a dead man. Still, it didnt hurt to try. Never give up, right? Never say die. It was funny that he could make jokes with himself about it even then, but Tony Vargas wasnt laughing.

Studying Lefty impassively and without blinking, the way a cat might watch a doomed and cornered mouse, Vargas drummed his fingers on the table. Lefty hadnt noticed it before, but Tony was wearing a pair of thin, flesh-colored rubber glovessurgical gloves. That was a bad sign, a very bad sign.

The time for talking ended some time ago, Vargas said with an indifferent shrug. There will be no arrangements. Our side doesnt make arrangements. I think you have us mixed up with those other guys, your good friends at the DEA. Theyre the ones who do all that plea bargain shit. Were more straightforward.

Lefty let his breath out in a tired sigh. How did they know about those negotiations? The fact that he was asking to get into the Federal Witness Protection Program was supposed to be top-secret. His life had depended on those negotiations being kept secret, but someone had betrayed him. Thats why Vargas was here, wasnt it?

With hands that shook despite his best efforts to control them, Lefty put pen to paper, copying the text verbatim from the typewritten crib sheet:



A.B.,



By now you should have received the money. Thanks for all your help. My associates are pleased, and we will be back in touch when we need assistance with another shipment. In the meantime, my best to your wife. She shows a good deal of talent for this kind of work.


Regards,


Lefty




After scribbling his name, Lefty shoved the completed piece of paper across the table. While Vargas examined it, Lefty was aware of more trickles of acrid sweat. These coursed down his rib cage from under his arms. He had done his stints in Nam flying numerous combat missions. He recognized the rank stink of his own fear, but he tried to ignore it.

Whos A. B.? He asked the question casually, as though it were only a matter of idle curiosity, although, with sinking heart, Lefty suspected he already knew the answer.

In reply Vargas sailed the piece of paper back across the chipped formica table top. Not good enough, he said. It looks like my grandfather wrote it. Do it again.

Lefty swallowed hard and picked up the paper. Vargas was right. The handwriting was so frail and spidery that it might have come from the hand of an elderly person suffering from an advanced case of Parkinsons disease. In this case it was impossible to tell the difference between the ravages of old age and the tremulousness of sheer terror.

Lefty reached for yet another piece of Ritz Carlton stationerysorry now that he had taken so manyand began again, concentrating on the shapes of each individual letter in exactly the same way he had once struggled with the exercises in penmanship class. The sharp-tongued nuns had insisted that he make endless rows of as or os. They required that all the letters slant at exactly the proper angle and point in the same direction. He had always been lousy in penmanship, but his second attempt at copying the note passed inspection.

Fold it, Vargas directed, and put it in this envelope. Heres the address. Copy it, too.

Taking both the envelope and the scrap of paper, Lefty studied the words that were written thereAndrew Brady, Box 14, Double Adobe Star Route, Bisbee, Arizona, 85603.

As soon as he saw the familiar name and address, Lefty knew the name and face of his betrayer. He had bet everything on the wrong horse. It all made terrible sense. They had used Andywho would ever have suspected Andy?as bait to flush him into the open. It had worked like a charm. Nothing like sending one of your old students on a killer, end run play.

For the first time he fully understood the depth of his betrayal, and the realization robbed Lefty OToole of his last possible hope. Sitting there across the table from his executioner, it was all Lefty could do to keep from wetting himself. At last, ducking his head, he laboriously bent to copying the address onto the envelope. It wasnt just Andys address he was writing. Lefty OToole knew he was signing his own death warrant.

When the envelope was finished, Lefty handed it across the table. This time Vargas smiled as he took it, revealing a mouthful of expensive gold dental work. Good, he said, sealing the envelope and placing it in the pocket of his sweat-dampened sports jacket. Lets go.

Where? Lefty asked.

For a ride, Vargas replied.

Lefty knew that if there was any chance of escape, it had to be soon. He had to make the attempt before they left the mobile home park where, if he called for help, there might be a chance of someone hearing him and coming to his aid. But Vargas lifted the hand in his coat pocket, the one that held the huge .357 Magnum, and motioned toward the door. Move it, he said. Now.

It occurred to Lefty then that perhaps he should leap up and lunge across the table, grabbing Antonio Vargas by the throat and throttling him, but there wasnt much hope in that, either. He might be lucky enough to escape Vargas this time, but other enforcers would be sent for him later. It was clear to him now that even the damn Witness Protection Program was full of holes. Sooner or later theyd get him.

Resigned to his fate and without another word, Lefty rose and moved toward the door with Vargas only half a step behind.

When he opened the door, the deserts overpowering September heat hit him full in the face, instantly drying his sweat-slick skin. As he stood on the shaky wooden step and looked around, he found, much to his surprise, that his limbs were no longer quaking. Knowing he had passed through the worst of the fear gave him renewed courage, restored his determination not to whimper or beg. No matter what, he still owned that much self-respect.

What now? he asked.

Like I said, Vargas replied, mopping his brow, we go for a ride in your car. If anyone sees us, Im an old friend from the States, and were going into town for a beer.

Where are we going really?

Out into the desert. Something may go wrong with your car. In this heat, who knows what will happen? Maybe youll be lucky enough to find your way back to the road. Lets go.

In the searing noontime heat, they took Leftys Samurai and drove slowly through the little gringo retirement enclave outside Guaymas. It was high noon, siesta time, and none of Leftys friends or neighbors were anywhere in evidence. The Samurai traveled north through the barren Mexican desert. Thirty miles from town, where the narrow ribbon of cracked blacktop seemed to melt into the mist of a road-eating mirage, they turned off the pavement into trackless, powdery sand. They drove for several more treacherous miles before, on a small rocky knoll, Vargas told Lefty to stop.

This will be fine, he said.

What now?

Lefty had been paying close attention to the way they had come, remembering landmarks. Several months out of rehab, he was in good physical shape, better than he had been in years. Even in the afternoon heat he could probably make it back to the road.

Get out, Vargas said. Now you walk.

Lefty OTooles mouth was too dry to speak. From here? he croaked.

Its not as far as you think, Vargas returned.

Slowly Lefty started to get out of the Samurai. Then, in one final act of defiance, he grabbed the keys from the ignition and flung them as far away as he could throw them. He had been a hell of a passer for the University of Arizona in his day, and the keys sailed far into the air, with the sun glinting off them as they sped away. The sudden, unexpected movement caught Vargas unawares and for a moment he was too stunned to react.

You crazy bastard!

Before the keys came to rest thirty or forty yards away, Lefty OToole spun around and bolted across the desert. A strangled noise that was half-sob/half-cackle rose in his throat and escaped his parched lips. He felt good, weightless almost, gliding effortlessly over the powdery sand. It was like one of those good old LSD trips, the early ones, that had been more like flying than flying.

Lefty had tricked Antonio Vargas by God! He had caught him flat-footed. The very idea filled him with unreasoning delight.

In fact, he was just starting to laugh when the first powerful bullet caught him directly between the shoulder blades, propelling him forward faster than his legs could move, smashing him face forward into the yielding, smothering sand.

Not even Lefty OToole ever knew that he died laughing.

Cursing the dead man under his breath, Tony Vargas didnt bother to go searching the trackless sand for those missing keys. His early training had taught him how to hot-wire cars, and he did it now with only a minimal amount of difficulty. Driving carefully, he made his way back to the deserted airstrip where his plane and pilot were waiting.

You took care of him? the other man asked anxiously.

Im here, arent I? Tony returned. Lets go.

Is it going to work?

Dont worry. I told you Id handle it.

Once the plane was airborne and heading north, Tony leaned back in his seat, closed his eyes, and thought longingly about Angie Kelloggs lush, lithe body. He could hardly wait to get home and take her to bed. Killing people always made him horny as hell, and Angie always did what he wanted.






One





JOANNA BRADY stepped to the doorway of the screened back porch and stared out into the night. The moonlit sky was a pale gray above the jagged black contours of the Mule Mountains ten miles away. Septembers daytime heat had peeled away from the high Sonoran Desert of southeastern Arizona, and Joanna shivered as she stood still, listening to yipping coyotes and watching for traffic on the highway a mile and a half away. Beside her, Sadie, Joannas gangly blue-tick hound, listened as well, her tail thumping happily on the worn, wooden floor of the porch.

Where is he, girl? Joanna asked. Wheres Andy? Happy to have someone speaking to her, the dog once more thumped her long tail.

Up on the highway, a pair of headlights rounded the long curve and emerged from the mountain pass. Speeding tires keened down the blacktop, passing the Double Adobe turnoff without even slowing down. That one wasnt him, either. Disappointed, Joanna sighed and went back inside, taking the dog with her.

In the living room she could hear the drone of her mothers favorite television game show while Jennifer, her daughter, was eating dinner in the kitchen.

Is Daddy coming now? Jennifer asked.

Joanna shook her head. Not yet, she answered, trying to conceal the hurt and anger in her voice. She kicked off her heels, poured herself another cup of coffee, and settled into the breakfast nook opposite her blonde, blue-eyed daughter. At nine, Jenny was a female mirror image of her father.

Despite Joannas soothing words to the contrary, Jennifer assessed her mothers mood with uncanny accuracy. Are you mad at him? she asked.

A little, Joanna admitted reluctantly. A lot was more like it, she thought. It was a hell of a thing to be stood up like this on your own damn wedding anniversary, especially when Andy himself had insisted on the date and had made all the arrangements. He was the one who had first suggested, and then insisted, that they get a room at the hotel and spend the night, reliving their comic opera wedding night from ten years before.

At the time Andy had suggested it, Joanna had asked him if he was sure. For one thing, staying in the hotel would cost a chunk of money, an added expense they could ill afford. For another, there was time. Not only was Andy a full-time deputy for the Cochise County Sheriffs department, he was also running for sheriff against his longtime boss, Walter McFadden.

The election was now less than six weeks away. Joanna had been through enough campaigns with her father to know that conserving both energy and focus was vital that close to election day. In the meantime, Joanna had her own job to worry about. Milo Davis, the owner of the insurance agency where she worked as office manager, had offered her a partnership. To that end he had started sending her out on more and more sales calls, letting her earn commission over and above her office-duty pay. But it meant that she, too, was essentially holding down two full-time jobs.

Joanna was the first to admit that between the two of them, she and Andy had precious little time to spend together, but staying in the hotel overnight seemed to be overdoing it. Andy, however, had laughed aside all Joannas objections and told her to be ready at six when hed come by to pick her up.

Well, six had long since come and gone and he still wasnt home. Eleanor Lathrop, Joannas mother, had been at the house watching television since five-thirty. Since six sharp, Joannas small packed suitcase had sat forlornly by the back door, joined now by her discarded shoes, but at seven forty-five, Andrew Roy Brady was still nowhere to be found.

Maybe he had car trouble, Jennifer suggested, snagging a piece of green chili from her plate and stuffing it back inside her grilled cheese sandwich from which she had carefully removed all the crusts. Joanna bit back the urge to tell Jenny to stop being silly, to shape up and eat her discarded bread crusts, and to stop casting herself in the role of family peace-maker, but Joanna Brady had embarked on a conscious struggle to be less like her own mother. She let it pass. After all, there was no sense in turning Jennifer into any more of a family Ping-Pong ball than she already was.

Youre right, Joanna agreed finally. Thats probably what happened. Hell be here any minute.

Are you going to tell Grandma to go on home? Jenny asked.

Joanna shook her head. Not yet. Well wait a little longer.

Jenny finished her sandwich, pushed her plate aside, and started in on the dish of sliced peaches. Eva Lou Brady, Joannas mother-in-law, had canned them herself with fruit from the carefully nurtured freestone peach trees planted just outside the kitchen door. Joanna got up and dished out a helping of peaches of her own. Two hours past their usual dinner hour, it was a long time since lunch, and she was starving.

Was I premature? Jennifer asked suddenly.

The jolting question came from clear out in left field. A slice of peach slid down sideways and caught momentarily in Joannas throat. She coughed desperately to dislodge it.

Premature? Joanna choked weakly when she was finally able to speak.

Joanna Brady had always known that eventually shed have to face up to the discrepancy between the timing of her wedding anniversary and Jennys birthday six short months later. But she had expected the question to come much later, when Jennifer was thirteen or fourteen. Not now when she was nine, not when Joanna hadnt had time to prepare a suitable answer.

What makes you ask that? she asked, stalling for time.

Well, Jennifer said thoughtfully. Me and Monica were talking about babies.

Monica and I, Joanna corrected, pulling herself together.

Jennifer scowled. Monica and I, she repeated. You know, because of Monicas new baby sister. She says babies always take nine months to get born unless theyre born early because theyre premature. Todays your tenth anniversary, right? And I turned nine in April, so I was just wondering if I was premature.

Not exactly, Joanna hedged, feeling her cheeks redden.

What does that mean?

You were right on schedule. The wedding was late.

How come?

Because.

There was no way Joanna could explain to her daughter right then how a dashingly handsome Andrew Roy Brady, three years older and considerably wiser, had returned from his two-year stint in the army on that fateful Fourth of July weekend ten years earlier. Parked down by the rifle range and with the help of a cheap bottle of Annies Green Spring wine they had seduced each other in the back seat of her fathers old Ford Fairlane while Bisbees annual fireworks display lit up the sky overhead. Joanna Lathrop had simultaneously stopped being a virgin and started being pregnant.

Now, faced with her daughters uncomfortable question, a convenient television commercial rescued her. Eleanor Lathrop limped into the kitchen and helped herself to a dish of peaches. Isnt that man here yet?

Not so far, Joanna answered.

The older woman leveled a meaningful stare at her granddaughter. Shouldnt you finish up and go to bed pretty soon? she asked. Dont you have school in the morning?

The child returned the look with a level stare of her own. Its too early, Jenny returned. Im in the third grade now, Grandma. I dont have to go to bed until nine oclock. Besides, I want to stay up and kiss Daddy goodnight.

Eleanor Lathrop shook her head disparagingly. Thats silly, she sniffed. It could be all hours before he gets here. Besides, hes probably off politicking somewhere and has forgotten completely what night this is.

He didnt forget, Joanna asserted firmly. Something must have come up at the department, some emergency. He just hasnt had a chance to call.

Men never do. Hes already almost two hours late, youd think hed have the common decency.

Not waiting for her mother to finish the sentence, Joanna hurried to the kitchen wall phone and dialed the Cochise County Sheriffs department. The local telephone exchange was small enough that it was only necessary to dial the last five digits of the telephone number. The clerk who answered said that Andy was out. Unable to provide any further information about how long ago he had left or where he might be, the clerk offered to put Joanna through to Chief Deputy Richard Voland who, despite the lateness of the hour, was still in his office.

Hi, Dick. Its Joanna Brady. Whats going on that everybodys still at work?

I dont know about anybody else, Dick Voland replied, but Im catching up on a mountain of paper. Ruth and the kids are bowling tonight, so Im in no hurry to get home.

Have you seen Andy?

Andy? Not for a couple of hours. He lit out of here right around five oclock. I thought from what he said that he was pretty much going straight home. Isnt he there?

Joanna felt a tight clutch of fear in her stomach, a cops wifes fear. No. Did he say he was going somewhere else before he came home?

Dick Voland didnt answer immediately, and Joanna heard the momentary hesitation in his voice. One or two of the day shift guys are still out in the other room. Let me check with them. Hang on. Someone will be right back to you.

Half a minute later, someone else came on the line. Joanna, whats up?

She was relieved to recognize the voice of Ken Galloway, one of Andys best friends in the department.

Andys late getting home, and we were supposed to go out tonight. Do you have any idea where he might have gone?

Christ! Ken exclaimed. Its almost eight oclock and hes not there yet? I thought he was on his way home hours ago. He mentioned a couple of errands, but nothing that should have taken this long. Maybe he had car trouble.

The knot in Joannas stomach tightened into a fist. Jennifers suggestion of car trouble had been annoying. Coming from Ken Galloway, the supposedly comforting words sounded patronizing. She bridled. If it were car trouble, dont you think wed have heard from him on the radio by now?

Seems like it. Where are you?

At home.

Ill do some checking from this end and give you a call back.

Joanna put down the phone. For a moment she stood there indecisively, then she spun around and marched to the back door where she pulled a worn pair of suede work boots on over her pantyhose, then she took Andys old Levis jacket down from its peg beside the back door. Sensing an outing, Sadie eagerly nosed her way to the door and waited for Joanna to open it.

Where are you going? Eleanor demanded.

To look for him, Joanna answered simply. Somethings wrong. I know it. He may be hurt.

But why should you go looking? The department will handle that. Thats what we pay them for, Eleanor Lathrop pointed out. Thats what your father always said.

Invoking the name and memory of Sheriff D. H. Lathrop, Joannas father who had been dead now for some fifteen years, had been Eleanors foolproof way of winning almost every intervening argument with her daughter. This time it didnt work. Joanna didnt knuckle under.

Mother, Joanna answered curtly. Andys my husband, and Ill go looking for him if I want to.

Jenny slipped out of the breakfast nook and hurried to the door. Ill come too.

No. You stay here with Grandma.

With that, Joanna turned on her heel and sprinted out the door, taking the dog with her. She had gone only a few steps when the single floodlight in the yard came on. Joanna looked back and waved to Jenny who was standing beside the yard light switch with her face pressed longingly against the fine screen mesh.

Ill be right back, Joanna called. You wait here.

Sadie raced ahead toward the detached garage, knowing from the noisy jangle of the key ring in Joannas hand that she would be taking the car. While the dog danced in happy circles, Joanna backed her worn Eagle station wagon out of the garage. Moments later, with the dog once more in the lead, they started down the rutted dirt road that was little more than a pale yellow ribbon winding through a forest of mesquite.

In the still but chilly desert night, moonlit leaves cast delicate lacy shadows on the ground. Sadie gamboled along ahead of the car for only a few yards before she raced off into the underbrush, nose to ground. Within moments the dog set up a noisy racketthe characteristic boomingthat meant she had scared up some desert quarry. It was probably the same old wiry, neighboring jack rabbit the dog always chased. In stylized ritual, the dog pursued the rabbit hour after hour, day after day, without either one of them ever fully putting their hearts into the contest.

Joanna, smiling to herself, was comforted by the familiar baying of the hound and by the jack-in-the-box antics of kangaroo rats who leaped fender high in their scramble to get out of the approaching cars path. Their comical frolics made her feel somewhat better, but still she worried.

She made her way out to the cattle guard that marked the boundary of their property, the High Lonesome Ranch, and swung onto the wider dirt road of the same name. During the early twenties, when water was plentiful, the High Lonesome Ranch with its mail-order Sears Craftsman house, had been one of the larger and more prosperous spreads in the Lower Sulphur Springs Valley. During harder times, one chunk of land after another had been sold off until all that remained of the original ranch was the scraggly forty acres that still held the house and outbuildings.

Just across the cattle guard, Joanna stopped the car, switched off the engine, and got out to listen. Here in a natural depression that was also the roadway, she was unable to see headlights, but she could hear the steady whine of rubber tires on blacktop. While she listened, three separate vehicles went past without any of them turning east on the Double Adobe Cutoff.

Panting, Sadie trotted up to her side. Hes not here, girl, Joanna said, stroking the dogs smooth forehead. Lets go on down to the corner and see if hes there.

They started south on High Lonesome Road. This time, Sadie was content to follow along behind the car, sticking to the left-hand shoulder of the road. Between the ranch and Double Adobe Road, High Lonesome crossed a series of four steep washes on the rickety spines of four narrow, one-lane-wide bridges. The bridges were old and no longer strong enough to handle heavy loads. Each year, after the rainy season, the county sent a bulldozer out to grade a track through the sand for oversized loads.

Joanna was speeding across the third bridge when the moonlight glinted off something in the wash below. Jamming on the brakes, Joanna stood the Eagle on its nose, almost fish-tailing off the road in her haste to stop the car. With dust still billowing up around her, she leaped out of the Eagle and ran back to the bridge while her headlight-handicapped vision adjusted to the sparse moonlight.

Andy, she called. Andy is that you?

Without remembering how she got there, she found herself standing in the middle of the narrow bridge looking down on what she instantly recognized as her husbands Bronco. It seemed to be mired down in the sand. Near the pickups front bumper she could barely make out a dark smudge on the lighter sand. Her first fleeting thought was that Andy had accidently hit a stray head of livestock, but that was only a trick her mind played on her to shield her from the terrible truth.

Andy, she called again. Are you down there?

There was no answer, but now she caught sight of a ghostly figure darting past the truck and realized that Sadie must have detoured down from the upper level. The dog stopped short near the smudge in the sand, although Joannas eyes still hadnt adjusted sufficiently for her to see clearly.

Andy! Joanna shouted, more frantically this time. If you can hear me, for Gods sake say something.

For an answer she heard a terrible, low moan, one that struck terror in her heart. He was down there, out of sight and hurt, too. Petrified now, Joanna darted back to the end of the bridge and started scrabbling, hand over hand, down the steep embankment.

Hang on, she heard herself shouting. Hang on, Andy. Im coming.

She found him sprawled face down in the roadway while Sadie, tail wagging, eagerly licked the back of his neck. Roughly Joanna pushed Sadie aside and fell to her knees beside the still, prone figure of her husband.

Andy, she cried desperately, while her heart hammered wildly in her chest. Whats the matter? Whats wrong?

Jojo, he groaned. Help me.

Andy tried to raise his head, but the effort was too much for him. He fell back helplessly into the dirt.

Andy, youre hurt. Where? Tell me what happened.

She was almost shouting in his ear, but there was no answering response from him. The only sounds in the desert came from Sadies heavy panting and the faraway, high-pitched yip of a distant coyote. Searching for answers, Joannas eyes scanned his back, but she saw nothing. With one hand on his shoulder, she waited for him to take another breath, but he didnt, not for a long time. The realization that her husband was dying hit her full force.

Grunting with effort and blessed with a strength beyond her capability, she managed to turn him over onto his back. Only then could she see the ink-black stain that spread from just above his belt buckle to his crotch. Fearing the worst, she touched the dark spot with the tips of her fingers. They came away wet and sticky and covered with sand.

Oh, God! she whispered. Help me. It was both an exclamation and a prayer.

Andys eyes fluttered open momentarily. He coughed and a shower of wet sand spattered Joannas face, but at least he was still breathing. Fighting back the urge to scream, she leaned close to his ear. Its bad, Andy, real bad. Wait here. Dont move. Ive got to get help.

Leaping to her feet, she scrambled over to Andys Bronco and tried the door. It was locked. She ran around to the other side and tried that one as well. It too was locked. For a moment she panicked, then she remembered the extra key to the truck on her own key ring in the Eagle. At once, she climbed back up to the roadway, raced to the idling car, shut off the engine, and grabbed the keys. Afraid she might drop them scrabbling back down, she shoved the keys deep in her hip pocket before starting the steep descent.

Once back in the sandy wash, she hurried to the door of the Bronco, pulling the keys out as she ran. Her hands shook uncontrollably as she tried to shove the key into the lock. It took three attempts before the key clicked home and turned. Sick with relief, she wrenched the door open, lunged across the seat, and grabbed the radio microphone down from its clip on the dashboard.

She pressed the button. Officer down, Joanna shouted into the microphone. Officer down and needs assistance.

Who is this? the dispatcher demanded in return. State your location.

Joanna Brady took a deep breath and tried to calm herself. Joanna Brady, she answered. Ive just found my husband. I think hes been shot.

Where are you?

She forced herself to answer clearly, rationally. Otherwise, help would never be able to find them. Half a mile off Double Adobe Road on High Lonesome. Were down in the wash beneath the second bridge.

Hang on, the dispatcher told her. Helps on the way.

Joanna flung the microphone back into its clip and ran back around the truck where she once more knelt beside Andys still, silent form. He lay just as shed left him. This time when she knelt beside him and lay one hand lightly on his chest, he didnt respond at all. Andy, she said, but still there was no answer.

In an agony of fear, she groped at his wrist. There was a faint, weak pulse, but his skin was icy cold to the touch. Rising panic threatened to engulf her, but she fought it off, rejected it. From some dim corner of memory, her Girl Scout first aid training reasserted itself and clicked into action.

Shock. Andy must be going into shock. Once more she scrambled away from him, this time returning from the Bronco with the clean but worn blanket he always kept in the back seat with his first aid kit and tool chest. Hastily she spread the blanket over his motionless body. She knelt beside him, holding his hands, willing her own warmth into him.

Neighboring coyotes heard the sound long before she did. Only when that first eerie chorus died back could Joanna hear the faint wail of an approaching siren that had set them off.

Do you hear that, Andy? she asked. Hang on. For Gods sake, please hang on.

But if Andy heard her, it didnt show. Sadie whined and crawled closer on her belly until her nose touched Joannas leg. It was though the dog, too, was in need of comfort. She waited an eternity for Andy to take another shallow breath. But he didnt. Three miles away, she again caught the faintly pulsing wail of the siren. Followed by another echoing chorus of coyotes. And still Andy didnt breathe again.

A shiver of despair shot through Joannas body, leaving her totally devoid of hope. She rocked back on her heels and screamed her outrage to the universe. No, she wailed, flinging her desolation upward toward a moonlit but uncaring sky. Noooo.

All up and down the lonely stretches of the Sulphur Springs Valley, howling coyotes took up this new refrain. Somehow the sound of it snapped Joanna out of her unreasoning panic, reminded her of another part of her first-aid training.

Heedless of the blood, she bent over her husbands inert form. Afraid of hurting him but knowing being too tentative could prove fatal, she placed both hands on his lower rib cage and pressed down sharply. Then, molding her lips to his, she tried to force the life-giving air back into his lungs.

Dont leave me, she whispered between breaths. Please dont leave me.






Two





AN AMBULANCE and two Cochise County Sheriffs vehicles arrived almost simultaneously followed by an officer from the Arizona Highway Patrol. When the arriving officers scrambled toward them down the embankment, Sadie barked frantically. Joanna didnt want to stop what she was doing, but the only way for the professionals to get close enough to do their work was for Joanna to leave Andy long enough to drag the dog out of the way.

Clutching Sadie by the collar, Joanna led the protesting dog back to the Eagle and shut her inside for safekeeping. Weak with fear and spent with effort, she leaned against the fender of the car and looked down at the group of Emergency Medical Technicians clustered around Andys motionless body. Their hurried shouts and frenzied actions gave her some small hope that perhaps they werent too late and Andy was still alive.

She was still standing there looking down at them when Ken Galloway found her. How bad is it? he asked.

Shaking her head was all the answer Joanna could manage.

Ken took her arm. Come with me, he said. Youre better off not watching.

Holding her solicitously, Galloway guided her through the growing collection of haphazardly parked vehicles that already littered the area around the bridge. He opened the riders side of his still-warm patrol car and eased her into the seat. She was shaking violently. Inside her head chattering teeth rattled uncontrollably.

My God, Joanna, you must be freezing, Ken said. Wait right here.

He disappeared, returning moments later with two blankets and a cup of coffee. He handed her the coffee then wrapped the blanket around her legs and tossed the other one over her quaking shoulders. Joanna held the coffee in her hands without taking a drink while she stared at the place where people clambered up and down the embankment. From this perspective, the people on the floor of the wash were totally out of sight.

He stopped breathing, Joanna explained woodenly to Ken Galloway. I tried doing CPR, but I dont know if it worked or not. Go check for me, Ken. Please.

Youll be all right here alone?

She nodded. Ken strode to the head of the bridge and then disappeared down the bank. He came back a few minutes later, shaking his head.

Joannas heart sank. Is he still alive?

Barely. At least theyve got his heart beating again. You kept him going long enough for them to be able to do that.

Joanna didnt know she had been holding her breath until she let it out. Thank God, she murmured.

With a grateful sigh she took a first tentative sip of coffee, letting the hot liquid warm her chilled body from inside out. She drank without ever taking her eyes off the path that emerged from the wash just at the end of the bridge abutment.

I cant believe it, Ken Galloway was saying, although Joanna was paying little attention. I saw him right around five when he got off shift. He was fine when he left the office. What the hell happened? Where did all the blood come from? Did he drive off the bridge and run the steering wheel through him?

The truck was locked and he was outside it, Joanna said numbly. I think somebody shot him.

No. You gotta be kidding.

Im not kidding.

Ken Galloway shook his head. Jesus, Joanna. I cant tell you how sorry I am. Sorry as hell. For a moment Galloway stood there as if vacillating over whether to stay or go. Ill go back down and check again, he said quietly. If I stay here, Ill make a damn fool of myself.

With that, Ken Galloway hurried away. Left alone on the sidelines, Joanna saw people she knew coming and going in an eerie glow of flashing blue and red lights. Even though they saw her and knew she was there, for the most part they ignored her. One or two of them nodded in her direction, but to a man they found themselves tongue-tied and shy in the face of Joanna Bradys looming personal tragedy. Aghast at the extent of Andrew Bradys injuries, none of them wanted to be trapped into telling Joanna exactly how bad it really was. Unfortunately, their wary silence was something she recognized all too well.

Joanna had heard that same terrible silence once before in her life. She had been ignored exactly the same way the night of her fathers accident. Sheriff D. H. Lathrop, Hank for short, had been bringing a group of girls back from a camping trip in the Chiricauhuas when he stopped to change a flat tire for a stranded female motorist. He had been struck from behind by a drunk driver and had died at the scene with his thirteen-year-old daughter looking on helplessly from the sidelines. Now, fifteen years later, Joanna was once again trapped in similarly ominous silence.

With eyes glued to the top of the path, Joanna was only dimly aware that another vehicle had arrived on the scene. Within minutes, Sheriff Walter V. McFadden himself, Stetson in hand, loomed up beside her out of the darkness.

Dick Voland called me at home, he said gruffly. I cant believe this. I came as soon as I could, Joanna. How are you?

All right, she whispered.

And Andy?

I dont know.

Why the hell didnt they leave the engine running in this damn thing? Its colder an blue blazes. Want to come sit in my truck? Its warmer there.

Joanna shook her head. No. I can see better from here. In casein case She didnt finish the sentence, but Walter McFadden understood what she meant.

Here. Give me your cup, he said. Ill go get you a refill on that coffee.

McFadden returned and handed her a second cup of coffee, this one far stronger than the first. Joanna accepted it gratefully. What happened? he asked.

Joanna shook her head. I still dont know. I found him here. His truck was locked, but I have an extra key. I got in and radioed for help.

Somebody told me hes been shot. How bad?

Joanna swallowed hard. It was what she herself had suspected, but this was the first official confirmation. Real bad, I think, she replied.

Damn! Could he still talk when you got here? Did he say anything at all? Tell you who did it?

No. Nothing.

You got in the truck? McFadden asked. Joanna nodded. Did you touch anything?

The doors, I guess. And the radio. Thats all I remember touching.

Ill be right back, McFadden said. He marched away from her and disappeared into the wash. He returned a few minutes later, puffing with exertion.

I checked the Bronco, he said. Theres still a set of keys in the ignition. Are they yours or Andys?

They must be Andys, Joanna replied. Mine are right here in my pocket.

She pulled the heavy key ring from her jacket pocket. It jangled heavily with its collection that included house, work, and car keys as well. Andy had often teased her that her key ring looked like it would have been more at home on a school janitors belt rather than in a womans purse.

You say the doors were locked when you got here?

Yes. Both of them. Who would do this, Walter?

I dont have any idea, Joanna, but believe me, were going to find out.

I want to help, Joanna whispered fiercely.

McFadden looked down at her and shook his head. You already did enough just getting help here as soon as you did. Your job right now is to be there for Andy. Let us handle it, Joanna. Answer the questions when the detectives get around to talking to you, but other than that, leave well enough alone. Hes one of our own. Well take care of it.

Joanna gazed up at him. You will, wont you?

Damned right, McFadden responded.

Youd better believe it.

Just then a small, frail voice came wafting through the cool desert air. Mommmmy, Jennifer called from somewhere back down the road in the direction of the house. Mommmy, where are you?

Dear God in heaven, Joanna exclaimed. Its Jenny. What in the world is she doing, out here?

Jenny? Walter McFadden asked. Your little girl?

Joanna nodded. She put down the coffee cup and threw off the blanket that had been wrapped around her legs while McFadden squinted up the darkened roadway. There she is, he said, pointing.

Joanna peered into the darkness and caught sight of a small figure running toward them. She probably saw the lights and came to see what was happening. Wed better head her off.

With Joanna leading the way, they rushed past the parked Eagle where a confined and miserable Sadie whined and bayed, wanting to go along. When they intercepted Jennifer, she was sobbing and out of breath.

What happened? she demanded. Is it Daddy? Is he all right?

Joanna gathered the frantic child into her arms. Hush, she said. Stay here. Its Daddy. Theyre working on him right now. We mustnt disturb them.

Jennifer struggled hard and tried to get free, but Joanna held her fast. Howd you get here? Is Grandma coming?

The child gave up trying to escape and sobbed against her mothers breast. No. She sent me to bed so she could watch TV, but I saw the lights and snuck out through the window. I didnt ask her if I could come. I knew she wouldnt let me. Is Daddy okay? Is he dead?

Joanna shook her head. I dont know.

Jennifer turned to Walter McFadden. Do you? she asked accusingly.

No, maam, McFadden returned in his soft east Texas drawl. I dont know either. You stay here with your mama, and Ill go back down and see what I can find out.

Walter McFadden hurried away from them. Jennifer clung more tightly to her mother, and Joanna wrapped the remaining blanket around both of them. Maybe she couldnt protect her child from anything else, but at least she could ward off the cold.

What happened? Jennifer asked. What happened to Daddy?

Joanna faltered momentarily before she could answer. I think somebody shot him.

Who did, a crook?

When Andy Brady regaled his fascinated daughter with stories about his work life, the bad guys were always crooks or black hats and the police officers were always good guys or white hats.

Maybe, Joanna said. We wont know that for a while. Therell be an investigation.

But why would someone shoot my Daddy? Jennifer asked. Were they mad at him?

Joanna groped for an answer. I guess, she said. I dont know why else theyd do such a terrible thing.

Walter McFadden returned from his intelligence-gathering mission. Joanna turned to him questioningly, but he bent down so his lean, weather-beaten face was on the same level as Jennifers.

Is that your dog over yonder in your Mamas car?

Jennifer wiped the tears off her face. Yes, sir. Her name is Sadie.

See that truck over there, the one there by the sign? Jennifer nodded. The man driving it is one of my deputies, McFadden continued, speaking directly to the little girl as though no one else existed. Do you think you could help your Mama by going with him and taking that Sadie dog of yours back to the house?

Jennifer stiffened and scrunched closer to her mother. Why? Wheres my Mom going?

Theyre about to load your daddy into the ambulance, Walter McFadden said softly. Theyll be taking him into the hospital in Bisbee for evaluation. From there he may go by helicopter to Tucson.

I want to go, too.

Walter McFadden shook his head firmly.

No, he said. Tonight your Mamas going to have enough to worry about without having to look after you as well. Did I hear you say your grandmothers back there at the house?

Yes. Grandma Lathrop.
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