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  For the Old Ones


  AUTHOR’S NOTE


  Los Alamos and Tsankawi are real places, as are the Los Alamos National Laboratory and San Ildefonso Pueblo. The free-electron and X-ray lasers are more than scientific speculation: they are presently under development by the United States government.


  The characters and events described in this novel, however, are entirely fictional.


  SHADOW MAN


  Prologue


  SUNDAY MORNING


  It was a soft sound and that surprised him. For a moment both men were frozen, the tall man in the dark windbreaker holding the rock, marveling at the sound it had just made, and the smaller man pausing wordlessly a moment to look at his attacker before slumping, unconscious, against the soft stone of the cliff.


  The tall man watched his victim slide to the ground and pitch forward. He still gripped the rock, poised to hit again if there was any movement. He stood there for several minutes, very tense, breathing hard and feeling nauseous. He considered the sound of the rock hitting the back of the smaller man’s head: it was a soft, dull thump, as if he had hit a watermelon, but more solid. There was no cracking sound, although he could see the rock had cut deeply into the other man’s skull; blood was already gathering.


  Suddenly it occurred to him that he could be seen standing there, next to the body. He quickly glanced around and was relieved to see no one; there were sounds in the distance, but he couldn’t be sure if they were voices or just the wind.


  He hurriedly took off his nylon backpack and laid it on the ground. Grabbing the body by one arm, he pulled it away from the cliff and then took hold of it by both armpits, fighting with the little man’s dead weight. As quickly as he could, he dragged the body the short distance to the cave’s entrance and bent low enough to back into it, pulling the body with him. Sweating heavily now, he struggled to arrange the little man against the wall in a sitting position, feeling the strain in his arms as when he lifted weights. For the first time, he became aware of the fetid smell of the darkened room. Then he remembered the tracks made by the feet; he had to be sure to smooth them out before he left.


  Still cautious, he retrieved his backpack and stepped back inside. Watching the other man out of the corner of his eye, he took out his Swiss Army knife and selected a particularly sharp blade. He laid the knife on the ground, carefully put on a pair of kitchen gloves, and picked the knife back up. Squatting on his haunches, he lifted the man’s balding head and, as hard as he could, ran the blade across the throat, immediately releasing a rush of blood.


  He watched for a while, struck by the fact that he could feel the warmth of the blood even through the rubber glove. Finally he backed away and sat against the wall, forcing himself to remember everything he had been told to do. Her instructions had been very specific. He had to be quick, he knew, since he still had to make it back to his motorcycle without being seen and then to his office.


  First he dabbed his right forefinger in some of the pooling blood and with it drew a wavy line on the man’s forehead. He carefully cleaned his knife as best he could with a paper towel and then peeled off the bloodied gloves and dumped everything into a plastic bag. After placing it in his backpack, he picked out the other things he had been given and arranged them in front of the body as he had been told.


  Before he left, he carefully swept the floor of the cave and then the outside pathway with a tree branch. Again glancing around, he took one last look at the dead man. He could still hear the thump the rock had made.


  Chapter 1


  SUNDAY AFTERNOON


  The wind blew down from the north, touching the last of the snow on the Jemez Mountains, stirring the locoweed and wild snapdragons in White Rock Canyon.


  David Parker could see the small petals and stalks move gently in the breeze. He lowered the window a little to let in more air and then leaned back in the leather seat. It was pleasantly cool outside but warm inside the Volvo with the sun pouring through the windshield.


  It was an unusually clear spring afternoon in northern New Mexico. The sky was particularly blue, he thought, except for the heavy dark clouds threatening in the west. He stared out of his window down the highway and then out the other side.


  Damnit! he thought. Elisha and Tevis should have been here fifteen minutes ago.


  He was parked off the road in a graveled area that for a short distance paralleled a barbed-wire fence. On the other side of a dilapidated metal gate was a dirt trail that a led to the ruins of an Anasazi Indian community built and abandoned centuries before. All along the trail were dozens of caves and cliff dwellings. Next to the gate was a weathered piece of wood with peeling white and black paint: U.S. DEPARTMENT OF INTERIOR: TSANKAWI RUINS.


  Behind him, to the north, lay the city of Los Alamos and the elaborate complex of buildings that belonged to his employer, the Los Alamos National Laboratory. To the southwest, maybe thirty miles away, was Santa Fe.


  Parker pushed his head back again and tried to release some of the tension he felt in his neck. He closed his eyes against the glare of the bright sunlight. He had promised his son this family outing weeks ago, although it came at the worst possible time for him. At dawn tomorrow one of his scientific teams would test an experimental laser, and later in the day members of a Senate subcommittee would begin to arrive at the laboratory for what the Senate chairman was calling a “field meeting.”


  He rubbed his eyes, producing small, indistinct red images in the darkness of his inner eye. The work was intense these days, the politics ferocious as laboratories like Los Alamos and Livermore in California jockeyed for a share of the billions of dollars of government research funds for what newspaper reporters had dubbed Star Wars. Tomorrow’s project was a crucial test of a laser with enough potential power to blast away incoming enemy missiles. Next week, another team of his would detonate a small nuclear bomb underground and attempt to produce enough X-rays to do the same thing.


  He opened his eyes and looked at his watch again. It was almost one-thirty. He had already spent a few hours this morning at his office. It had taken another hour to go home, change clothes, and then drive down to the ruins. Later this afternoon he would have to visit with members of his staff, who would be working through the night to prepare the giant laser for tomorrow’s test.


  Parker opened one of the manila-colored files that sat next to him on the seat; it contained interoffice memoranda asking for travel approval, staff reassignments, equipment requests, and all the bureaucratic demands that increasingly filled his time. At forty-three, he was the youngest associate director in the lab, but as he told his wife, in five years he had moved out of science into management.


  From the rearview mirror he caught a reflection of himself. The eyes were still blue, but his brown hair had more gray in it. His face was still lean, like the rest of him, and his features were what his wife, Elisha, liked to call “handsome and clean-cut.” It was an assessment he had heard all of his life, although the image in the mirror revealed a man who was perhaps working too hard. He edged closer and squinted into the glass and saw that his eyes were mildly bloodshot, with faint shadows appearing to hover underneath. All of the week’s events came flooding back to him, and he fell back into the seat with a sigh.


  Briefly he thumbed through the other folders containing unclassified project reports and lists of expenditures. Suddenly he smiled. One report was an estimate of new Defense Department funding for his laser project that would add almost thirty million dollars to his annual budget and increase his staff by another fifty scientists. That was very unlikely, he thought, given the hesitation Congress was expressing for the Strategic Defense Initiative.


  Outside the car the sun seemed even brighter, although the dark clouds seemed to have moved closer. In that respect, Parker thought, Los Alamos could be like his hometown in California. There was little pollution in Stanford, and most days were sunny and bright. But that was the only similarity, he thought. Stanford was warm and flat and a tropical rain forest compared to the mountainous desert of Los Alamos. Growing up around the Stanford University campus, where both of his parents still taught, had never prepared him for the sort of life he and his family lived in New Mexico. To Parker, outdoor activity was tennis and jogging, both of which he disliked performing at an altitude of eight thousand feet. Hiking, the sort of thing he was going to do this afternoon, was not something he looked forward to.


  Parker studied the landscape for a moment. It was, as everyone said, extraordinarily beautiful. The large volcano that had formed the area millions of years ago had created a series of mesas and corrugated canyons in earth colors of washed orange and yellow and brown. Scattered throughout, in weathered cliffs and on sun-bleached mesas, were the ruins of ancient peoples who had occupied the land in small communities well over a thousand years ago. This was the sort of thing he had learned from his archaeologist wife. Even Tevis, his eleven-year-old son, had taken a passionate interest in Indians and was now beginning to devour his mother’s scholarly texts on the subject. Parker understood the beauty of the scene, but it was not beautiful for him. He looked forward to the day when he could leave Los Alamos and return to a university campus.


  How much longer? he wondered. These days, his work was far removed from the laboratory and involved mostly management and institutional politics. And survival, he thought. Getting to the top in the small world of weapons development was more grueling than he could ever have imagined when he took the job ten years ago.


  He had just settled back into the seat again when a horn sounded and the family Silverado pulled in next to him.


  Parker pulled his lanky frame out of the station wagon and waited by his door until Elisha stepped down. Tevis sprang out of the backseat and rushed past him to the gate.


  “Hey, Dad,” he shouted. Elisha waved.


  “Hello!” he said. “You’re late.”


  “Hello, yourself. Are we?” Elisha smiled and looked at her watch. “Everything okay?” she asked.


  It was almost two o’clock; he had been here nearly forty-five minutes.


  “I hope so.” He gave her a light kiss on the cheek. From the west, there was the faint sound of thunder. Parker turned to look; the possibility of sudden mountain lightning always scared him. In the mountains, he knew that lightning killed dozens of people a year. A few individuals—the lucky ones who weren’t killed instantly, he thought—remembered their hair suddenly standing on end just before the lightning struck.


  “Honey,” he said, turning to his wife, “maybe we should call it off.” He pointed in the direction of the dark clouds.


  Elisha looked at the sky. “Oh, come on. Tevis is really looking forward to this.”


  Parker sighed and reached back into the Volvo to lock the door. He was tired, but he had promised.


  “All right, let’s go.”


  Elisha had already begun to climb to the mesa, which lay a mile away. Her otherwise slim shape was momentarily disguised by the large canvas bag she carried at her side. Parker pushed himself away from the car and started up the dirt trail behind his wife. It was hard to shake his lethargy; he had been to Tsankawi before, perhaps even several times. With Elisha he had been to a dozen other archaeological sites around Los Alamos over the years. They all looked the same to him.


  Only intense lobbying from Elisha and Tevis had taken him from his office. All he could think of right now was the test tomorrow morning and the Senate subcommittee hearing a day later. Everyone from his boss on up to the director was waiting for the results. In his small universe of weapons research, no undertaking had greater priority these days than SDI.


  Parker watched as his wife carefully examined something on the ground. Because of an earlier rain, the earth was a deep ocher color and the air was thick with the scent of piñon and juniper trees. Even from this distance, he could make out the elegant features of her face framed by short, blonde hair.


  He studied her with a mixture of affection and faint loss. They seemed to have no time for themselves these days. There was his work at the laboratory, and her career as an archaeologist specializing in the American Southwest—and there was Tevis, of course, who demanded more time than ever.


  For a while they hiked, but even though the vistas of the ruins surrounded them, Parker kept talking about his heavy schedule at the lab.


  Elisha stopped and turned to face him. “The Los Alamos National Laboratory leads the world, huh?” she asked, a slight edge to her voice. He knew her opinion about his weapons work and the demands it placed on his schedule. Most of all, he knew she took a dim view of his inability to put aside his professional concerns when they did have time together.


  “I guess I am a little obsessive about the lab’s progress right now,” he said, reacting to her disapproving tone. “But the political pressure for success is intense, and the laser work looks particularly promising. Maybe more so after tomorrow. If it works, we really would lead the world—for the moment.”


  “I suppose Greenberg is watching all with more than a little bit of interest?”


  “Like a hawk eyeing his last chance for a meal.” Parker thought of his boss. Francis Greenberg was pushing sixty, and any breakthrough on Star Wars needed to come soon for his career to close on a high note.


  “Is it going to work?” she asked.


  “Maybe. Maybe not. Whatever happens, it won’t be what everybody wants.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “They want a superweapon. Something all-powerful that can’t fail.” He paused. “And my laser isn’t that.” He started walking again. “Even if it works.”


  They fell silent until they came to a point where the trail divided. Ahead of them, on the path that went to the right, they could see Tevis.


  “Slow down!” she yelled to him.


  Parker walked behind her, picking his way on a path that was a combination of Park Service construction and Anasazi footwork hundreds of years old.


  Elisha stopped suddenly and pointed to a spot on a cliff to their left.


  “What?” he asked, seeing nothing out of the ordinary.


  “There! In that small patch of light stone. See? Petroglyphs.”


  Parker strained his eyes in the general direction of his wife’s finger and finally made out a series of small stick figures that resembled deer or antelope. Nearby were a freshly carved swastika and the inscription “Joe + Marcia.”


  Tevis was still ahead of them, stationary for a moment as he poked with a stick under a rock. Such a bright kid, Parker thought. A gifted child, some of his teachers said, but an increasingly difficult one.


  Tevis was always in trouble at school, mostly for disrupting his classes by showing off, or for telling wild stories, or for telling his classmates what they didn’t know. This year he had twice been caught stealing books from a local bookstore. The psychologists—there had been two already—consistently painted a portrait of a bright, lonely child whose intelligence and imagination compensated for the inadequacy of parental love and attention.


  Parker didn’t know what to do. His laser work would take him through most of the rest of year. Elisha planned to spend part of the summer at an archaeological dig sponsored by the University of New Mexico. Just yesterday, he had heard Tevis ask his mother if he could go along. He would do anything, he pleaded, but he didn’t want to be left with the maid all summer.


  “You know,” Elisha said softly, “there are hundreds of Anasazi sites in New Mexico alone, perhaps thousands. Most not as spectacular as this, but each one a place where people once lived and raised families.” She looked beyond the trail into the valley. “And died,” she added.


  What opened in front of them in a broad sweep was a valley that seemed to run all the way down to the Rio Grande. The mesas, just coming out of winter, were still brown and yellow, not yet green with spring growth. The valley was greener, but not lush. Parker always thought Los Alamos to be a peculiar mix of desert and mountain, and because of its geography, a thoroughly questionable site for one of the government’s most important scientific laboratories. Beautiful yes, but isolated and cumbersome compared to conventional laboratories in urban universities.


  Ahead of his parents, Tevis walked along the path studying the cliff wall on his left. In some places it rose fifty feet or more almost straight up. In other spots, the cliff edge had eroded and dropped large boulders and other rubble down to the level of the path, forming a rocky slope to the top of the mesa. Tevis was looking for caves.


  Although his parents didn’t know it, he had been to Tsankawi before. Last fall he had ridden his bike down here and explored the ruins all by himself. He had learned in school that many of the caves around Los Alamos had been occupied by Indians, some of them a thousand years ago. Scattered throughout the mesas and canyons were old pieces of broken pottery shards and arrowheads.


  Behind him, he heard his father’s voice calling.


  “I’m here!” he shouted back.


  He waited a minute for his parents to catch up. Out of the corner of his eye, above him, he caught a movement. Looking up, he saw a figure in a dark coat dart between two large outcroppings of rock a hundred feet away. The image was fleeting, but for a moment the shadowy figure seemed to pause and look straight at him. Tevis concentrated his gaze. Nothing else moved. He couldn’t be sure, but it looked like a man wearing something dark, with a hood. Perhaps it was an Indian from one of the nearby pueblos. Just then his parents turned the corner and walked next to him.


  “Let’s try to stick together, okay?” said Parker.


  Tevis nodded, then looked back at where he had seen the shadow man. There was nothing there.


  Tevis took off down the trail again. “Come on! Come on!” he cried.


  On the mesa, Parker stopped to catch his breath; he was sweating and he could feel his shirt sticking to his skin underneath the nylon windbreaker. He reminded himself once again how much he disliked hiking in these damn mountains.


  A dozen yards in front of him were the ruins of Tsankawi, now mostly earthen mounds heavily overgrown with weeds and grass.


  “The Anasazi abandoned Tsankawi sometime around fifteen hundred,” said Tevis. Parker noticed that he pronounced it “Sank-kah-wee.” No doubt he was correct. Tevis looked up at his father. “The Anasazi, Dad, were the parents of the modern Pueblo Indians.”


  Parker smiled; his son sometimes seemed almost as well versed on the archaeology of the Southwest as Elisha. Parker had heard all this before, but he didn’t want to spoil his son’s pleasure. Tevis was jumping from one mound to another, spilling information as he did so. Actually, Parker thought, his son was lecturing. From whom, he mused, had his precocious son learned that?


  “These are kivas, Dad,” he said, pointing to two shallow pits in the ground. “Religious ceremonial rooms. They were originally below ground, and you got in through a hole in the roof. Only guys were allowed in.”


  There was a deep, low roll of thunder in the distance. Parker looked up and realized that the storm they had seen building earlier was now only minutes away. He thought again of lightning.


  “I think it’s going to rain,” he said to Elisha. There was another low growl in the darkening sky.


  Tevis was talking to him. “Dad, it’s something. Once, you know, there were three hundred fifty rooms here. Maybe a thousand people. Maybe more.” He ran off to another pile of overgrown stones.


  Parker watched his wife search the ground with a practiced eye. Suddenly he remembered an image of her from college. It was early September of his last year, and they had been dating for almost a year. Elisha had been gone most of the summer, working on an archaeological excavation in Arizona, her first experience in the field. She burst into his dorm room on her first day back, her arm in a plaster cast as a result of a hiking accident. She was tanned, her hair golden from the sun, and he thought that despite the cast no one could look more beautiful. For weeks, kissing was awkward, making love even more so. But for nearly eighteen years that image of her standing in the doorway had stayed with him.


  There was another rumbling in the distance. Standing on an earthen mound and looking over a sea of grass, Parker made out the water towers of Los Alamos and even the outlines of some laboratory buildings. He smiled to himself. He had been startled on his first visit to Los Alamos to learn that nearly eighteen thousand people lived on the edge of a modem scientific laboratory. Just a mile or two away from where he stood was one of the world’s most powerful linear accelerators, and not much farther the buildings housing his experimental electron laser.


  “Perhaps we should start back, David.”


  He nodded and called to Tevis.


  Elisha laughed. “Saved by the rain.” She shook her head. “I know you don’t like the outdoors.” She lightly took his arm. “But you’ve already spent most of this morning at your office. It would have been nice to have had a little time together.” Her voice was mocking, but not unkind.


  Parker smiled. She should talk. She taught classes down in Albuquerque twice a week and spent weeks away during the dry months on archaeological digs. Thank God they had a dependable maid who stayed with Tevis when Elisha was away.


  Tevis stood nearby, looking intently at one of the piles of rubble.


  “He’s extraordinary, David, so imaginative.” She smiled. “The other day he made up this complicated story for me, something about a lost tribe of Indians living in an abandoned bomb shelter near Los Alamos.”


  “Another archaeologist in the family?”


  Elisha lifted an eyebrow, not sure if he was being sarcastic. “Do you want another bomb maker?”


  Parker forced a smile. Inside, he wondered how strongly she felt about his work. It had never been an issue before, especially since Elisha had her own career. He was often wistful, however. There was a time when all he wanted to be was a college professor, rising in the academic ranks to head a physics department at a major university—or better, directing a breakthrough research project, one whose successes could be talked about openly.


  “Let’s go, Tev,” said Elisha.


  “Not yet, Mom, we just got here,” protested Tevis.


  “Look, it’s going to rain,” David said wearily.


  Tevis looked as if he were suddenly going to pout.


  “Let’s go,” Parker said, irritated as the weather grew more threatening.


  Five minutes later, it began to rain, just a few drops at first. They covered another fifty yards before it began to pour in great, heavy sheets. Parker stuffed his dark glasses inside his pocket. Nearby there was a flash of light, followed swiftly by the crack and roll of thunder.


  Parker rushed up to his wife and grabbed her shoulder. “Let’s find a cave.” Elisha nodded, a grim expression on her face. She ran ahead and took Tevis’s arm. He couldn’t hear their conversation but saw her point to the cliffs on their right. Fortunately, they were pocked with dozens of small, dark recesses. Tevis immediately began scrambling up the rocks.


  There was another powerful flash of lightning, followed by an even louder crash of thunder.


  Jesus! Parker thought. We’ll be killed by the goddamn lightning.


  Above him, he saw Elisha disappear into one of the dark, irregular holes and hover at the entrance looking for them. Tevis was several dozen feet away, moving toward another cluster of black openings. Rainwater, washing off the sides of the cliff, was beginning to run in torrents down the trail they had just left.


  Bruising his hands and knees on the rocks and cursing heavily, Parker finally made it to a small ledge and a cave; huddled inside was Elisha.


  Tevis was thirty feet away, making his way on a rough path toward him.


  “Stay there until the rain stops!” he shouted. Tevis clambered into the nearest opening.


  Parker stepped inside and sat down opposite his wife. His windbreaker was waterproof, but rain had run down his back and chest and he was soaked through. “Tevis is in another cave. I told him to wait there.” He leaned back against the wall and then put his head on the darkened surface; it looked black to him.


  Watching him, Elisha said, “They built fires in these caves. You’re leaning against a five-hundred-year-old fireplace.”


  He laughed, but he was wet and cold and miserable. Outside, the rain showed no signs of lessening.


  Ten yards away, Tevis suddenly thought of snakes just as he began to move farther into the cave. He cautiously looked around. In the deeper darkness caused by the rain, the cave looked larger than it was, but it seemed empty. Then he realized that he could stand upright. With his hand he touched the moist, clammy roof of the cave. It was cold and smelled funny, like pee, he thought, and there was another smell he couldn’t recognize. It wasn’t until his eyes adjusted to the dark that he made out the figure of a man sitting in the corner.


  Tevis let out a cry but didn’t move. The man didn’t respond. He sat slumped against the cave wall with his knees pulled toward his chest, his head resting stiffly against the wall, mouth open. He was wearing a tan jacket and brown shirt.


  “Hello,” Tevis said timidly, and then louder, “Hello?”


  There was no response.


  Tevis took a step or two closer. It was then that he realized that the dark brown shirt wasn’t brown at all: it was dried blood from a wide slash across the throat. The man was dead.


  Tevis stared but didn’t move closer. The only dead person he had ever seen had been an uncle, but this man didn’t look at all like him. The expression on his face—if it was an expression—was one of surprise. On his forehead was a dusky red jagged line. His hands, which were at his sides, seemed to melt into the dark earthen floor.


  Tevis forced himself to stand very still, trying not to move even a finger. He was prepared to run out of the cave if there was even the slightest movement from across the room. Slowly, the shock turned to curiosity.


  What finally brought Tevis closer were two small painted figures pushed partway into the soft dirt floor in front of the man’s shoes. Scattered about them were pieces of cornmeal and twigs from a tree of some kind. Tevis studied them a moment and then pulled one of the objects from the floor. It lifted without a sound as he waited for any sign of movement from the man. There was none. He reached down and pulled up the second object, similar in shape, and examined both before he put them inside his jacket. He looked at the sprigs and tossed them into the corner of the cave.


  He studied the body again. The man was older than his father, and balding. There appeared to be a large, dark bruise on the top of his head. Tevis realized that he had to tell his father about this. He carefully made his way in the rain across the slippery rocks to where he had last seen his father waving.


  Inside, Parker sat in silence, miserably pressed against the damp wall. His mind was once again on his office and all he had to do this week. Elisha was leafing through the pages of her notebook.


  From the corner of his eye, he caught a flicker of movement outside the entrance. Startled, he looked up to see his son.


  “Tevis!” he shouted, “what the hell are you doing?” As he rose, he forgot the low ceiling and hit his head hard.


  “For God’s sake, come in! Didn’t I tell you to stay put?”


  “Dad?”


  Elisha was up by now and took Tevis by the shoulder. “Are you all right?” she asked.


  Tevis felt the objects in his coat.


  “Dad. In the cave,” he stumbled. He pointed outside.


  “What?”


  “In the cave. A dead man.”


  “What?” Parker was incredulous. What in the hell was Tevis talking about?


  “A dead man. Covered with blood.”


  Chapter 2


  SUNDAY AFTERNOON


  The man in the dark blue windbreaker paused for a moment, hidden by a large fissure in the face of the cliff. Now that the nausea had passed, he was surprised at how calm he felt. There had been only a moment after hearing the boy’s voice to pull the hood of his jacket over his head and dart out of view. The kid couldn’t have seen much.


  He hid behind some large rocks and waited for the boy and his parents to pass by. When he thought it was safe, he stuck his head out carefully and looked. The path below was empty. As quickly as he could, the tall man scrambled up the face of the cliff along a break where the erosion made a natural pathway. When he reached the top of the mesa, he forced himself to walk slowly like any other tourist. He could tell from the dark clouds that it was going to rain soon.


  It was still a half-mile to where his motorcycle was hidden behind some rocks. As a precaution, he took off his windbreaker and stuffed it into his backpack, just in case someone else came along. He made sure the flap fit snugly on the Velcro strip and felt the sides of the pack: the package of wadded gloves and towels were still there.


  He wouldn’t have picked this place to murder someone, of course, certainly no place so public. But Berriman had forced his hand with yesterday’s confrontation. He laughed. What a joke the little man had been! It never occurred to Berriman that any more was at stake than the possibility that his work was being pirated by another staff member. Certainly no suspicion that weapons data was being pulled off the laboratory’s central computer from Berriman’s own terminal. And no idea that the information was being sold to strange people in California.


  As he walked, the man re-created the scene in the cave. With luck, when Berriman was eventually found, the manner of his death and the small objects at his feet would lead the police to suspect an Indian. If that didn’t work, then the objects placed in Berriman’s home by the man’s girlfriend this morning would make them suspect Berriman was involved in a very expensive, and ultimately fatal, hobby.


  The only thing left to do was to get back into the lab’s computer and see if he could eliminate any record of his use of Berriman’s terminal. He would have to think carefully about this, however, since a misstep might alert the security system built into the central computer. But he could work it out later.


  All things considered, he thought, this business has gone rather well.


  “You’re sure?” Parker looked hard at his son’s face.


  “Dad! His throat is cut.” Tevis made a broad sweeping motion with his hand across his throat.


  “Oh God,” cried Elisha.


  Parker was silent for a moment. “Okay, we’ll check it out.”


  He turned to Elisha. “Look, we don’t know what’s going on. You wait here. I’ll send Tevis back as soon as possible.”


  “No way! I’m coming.”


  Tevis stood by the doorway, eyes wide. Parker wondered if his son was imagining all this.


  As the three of them stepped outside, he noticed that the rain was easing up. That was something, at least.


  When they got to the opening of the cave Parker stopped. “You two wait here.”


  “Dad! It’s raining out here.”


  “All right, but wait right inside the entrance.” There was no telling who or what was really inside the cave.


  Parker edged into the chamber. At least the ceiling was a little higher than the last cave. Almost immediately he saw the body against the rear wall, its head jerked back and chin thrust awkwardly upward. The great slash across the throat was visible even from where he stood.


  “Oh my God!” said Parker, feeling scared and sick at the same time.


  “You see! It looks like he’s wearing a brown shirt.” Tevis started to move closer until his father waved him back. Elisha stepped in and gasped. Slowly she backed out into the rain.


  Parker took another step and then stopped. There was no doubt that the man was dead and that someone had delivered a fatal whack to the poor man’s throat. Parker looked around for a moment and then realized that something else was terribly wrong. He knew the man. He was a member of his staff.


  Parker fought back his nausea. All he could do was stare at the lifeless form against the wall.


  Tevis came up next to him. He looked at the man’s feet to see if he had left anything. There were only two small depressions where the objects had been. He looked at his dad.


  Elisha came up and took Parker’s arm.


  “I know him,” he said, “he works for me.” Then he caught himself. “I mean, he worked for me.” They both stared for a moment. “Let’s go.” He took Tevis by the arm and pushed him out of the cave. “We need to call the police as soon as possible. Let’s get out of here.”


  Tom Reyes was on Highway 4 halfway between his office at the San Ildefonso Reservation and Los Alamos when the police radio crackled and a voice came on. He had been monitoring the Los Alamos County police on his radio. Just a few minutes before, the dispatcher had reported speeding teenage motorcyclists near the Bandelier National Monument.


  This call was a request for backup support. That mildly interested Reyes, since the request itself suggested something more than speeding cyclists. What really caught his ear was the mention of the Tsankawi ruins. Reyes immediately turned the volume up. The ruins were bordered by his pueblo’s reservation.


  Reyes quickly learned that the requesting officer was already at Tsankawi. Of course, like most Anglos, he had mispronounced the Indian name, calling it something like “Sand Wee.” Then Reyes heard the words “possible homicide.”


  He accelerated. Tsankawi was maybe ten minutes away.


  Reyes had been at his job for less than a year. Before that, he had bummed his way around the country, living mostly on the West Coast. Before that he had put in nearly fifteen years in the Marines as a policeman. For five years during his Marine career he had been married to a white woman. Now he was forty, divorced, a recovered alcoholic, and living on the very same reservation that he had once tried desperately to put behind him. Life, he thought, had a strange way of turning out. Perhaps his old uncle was right: the white world was like a dazzling fire that was always cold the next morning.


  Reyes mulled over his uncle’s words for a minute. One thing was true. He had returned to San Ildefonso over a year ago, alone, with his life in pieces, and with no future to speak of. Perhaps “future” was more of an Anglo term, he thought. But his aunt and uncle, all that was left of his immediate family, took him back, as did the pueblo itself. They even gave him a job as policeman. As his ex-wife would no doubt say, once an Indian, always an Indian.


  Reyes stayed on Highway 4 where it veered and split off to the right from another road that twisted its way to the east end of Los Alamos. The Tsankawi ruins were just a mile or so down the two-lane highway. The landscape at this point was some of the most dramatic in New Mexico, with the highway cutting through melon-colored rock that had eroded to form pylons. Dotting the cliffs were hundreds of small caves, like ink blots on a yellowed page. Most had been formed by the natural forces of rain and wind, while others had been carved hundreds of years before by hand.


  Reyes pulled over to the left and parked beside the county police car. The only other vehicles were a new Silverado truck and a Volvo station wagon. All were empty. He speculated that the homicide, if that was what it was, had occurred somewhere in the ruins or perhaps along one of the trails that wound around the mesa. Now that he was here, he couldn’t help thinking as a policeman.


  He decided to take the cliff trail, which was longer but provided a number of naturally sheltered places where people could hide. As it turned out, it was the right choice. About three-quarters of a mile from the parking lot, he saw several figures standing outside of a cluster of small black holes in the cliff wall. They were maybe fifty yards off the dirt trail and up the sloping face of the cliff. As he walked closer, he realized that there was a child in the group.


  Reyes left the trail and began to climb up a smaller, less-defined pathway. Although there were fresh footprints, they were probably those of the group in front of him. The heavy rain an hour earlier would have obliterated older impressions. Although he was in fairly good shape these days, he still felt the effects of the rapid climb. He was tall for an Indian, almost six feet, and while not slender, he had managed to lose nearly thirty-five pounds in the last six months. As he approached, he saw the Los Alamos police chief scowling down at him. Reyes was glad he was wearing his pueblo uniform. He waved but got no response. Son of a bitch doesn’t like Indians, he thought.


  “Afternoon, Chief,” Reyes said matter-of-factly, making a point of standing back and not extending his hand. Bobby Smith was standing next to a couple and a young boy maybe ten or eleven years old. From their looks and clothing, Reyes guessed they were from Los Alamos. Everything they wore was expensive.


  “Uh, Reyes,” Smith said without expression. Reyes judged that on a scale of ten, this welcome was a one.


  “I overheard your call on the radio for backup. I was in the area and thought I could help.” Reyes formed one of his few smiles, no more than a slight upturn of his lips at the corners of his mouth. Reyes hesitated a moment and then added, “San Ildefonso land runs all along these ruins.”


  Smith raised one eyebrow. “Yeah, I called for backup. I need a coroner and a photographer.” He shrugged and nodded behind him at a cave. “Take a look.”


  Reyes passed by the Anglo couple and said hello. They seemed more tired than shocked. Probably discovered the body, he thought. He stepped into the low overhang of the entrance and paused. The heavy rain had stopped almost an hour ago and the clear sky provided good light. He immediately saw the body slumped against the back wall. The man’s throat had been slashed, and there was dried blood around his body.


  This was more than just murder, Reyes thought. Someone had picked a damn messy way to kill.


  He looked around the small, humid chamber and caught the sour smell of blood. There was nothing else in the room. The footprints he could see were mostly those of adults, although he could make out a child’s tennis shoe in several spots. On either side of the body the loose dirt floor had been carefully swept, probably with a tree branch. The semicircular motion looked very fresh. Whoever had taken the time to cut the man’s throat had also taken the time to erase his own tracks. The only exception were two small dimples in the dirt floor in front of the shoes.


  Reyes studied the shallow depressions for a moment. Both looked as if something cylindrical had been pushed into the ground and then pulled out, something like the end of a stick or pole. Then he noticed the jagged line on the dead man’s forehead; it had been drawn in blood. Reyes felt a slight shudder go through him. The line wasn’t wavy; it had been deliberately drawn angularly, in a zigzag fashion.


  Reyes backed out of the cave into the sunlight. Smith was talking to the couple.


  “Reyes, this is Dr. Parker and his wife from Los Alamos.” Smith had apparently softened.


  “It’s Drs. Parker,” said the young boy. “They are both doctors.” The woman smiled.


  Smith cleared his throat. “Yes, the Parkers. They found the body about an hour ago.”


  “I found the body,” said the young boy.


  “Yes. He found the body first. This,” he said, pointing to Tom, “is Officer Reyes from San Ildefonso.” Smith seemed relieved to have the introductions over with.


  He listened to Smith and Parker talk for a few minutes, then casually let his eyes search the setting. The cave was fifteen yards off the trail, up a fairly steep grade. In all likelihood, the man inside had been murdered here, or at least nearby. Dragging a body from the highway would have been impossible for one person, difficult for two. If he was killed in the cave, or immediately outside, there was no evidence of a struggle. Perhaps the victim and his murderer knew each other? Reyes turned back to the conversation.


  “His name is Isaac Berriman,” Parker said with a sigh. “He’s been on my staff for several months now. I was only getting to know him. In fact, I saw him only yesterday at the lab. He was working on Saturday—we have a busy week coming up—but he did nothing or said nothing that would suggest he was part of something like this.” He pointed to the cave.


  “What kind of work did he do, Dr. Parker?” asked Reyes. He looked carefully at Smith to be sure he wasn’t violating Anglo protocol by intervening.


  “Well, he was a mathematician, a very good one. He was working on theoretical models of laser efficiency.” Parker looked searchingly to see if his listeners understood. “The precise nature of his work is classified, of course, but he was very good.”


  Smith asked some other questions and made notes on a small pad. A few minutes later, the coroner and two deputies arrived. The inside of the cave was swept for objects and “pertinent evidence,” as the chief called it. Photographs were taken, briefly turning the dark cave entrance brilliant white, and finally a portable light was set up to permit the coroner to begin a preliminary exam.


  The coroner was a short, heavyset man named Ferry. Reyes decided that must have cost him considerable grief as a child. After a few minutes, he stuck his head out of the cave, sweating profusely.


  Smith lit a cigarette. “What can you tell us?”


  “Throat slashed, of course. But also a major blow to his head. I suspect he was knocked out first, then had his throat cut. Anyway, an autopsy will clear it up. No external signs of a struggle, however. Probably didn’t know what hit him.” Ferry paused, then added, “I’d say he’s been dead two, maybe three hours.”


  “What about the blood on his forehead?” asked Reyes.


  “I assume it’s his blood,” replied the coroner. “Too stylistic to be natural, though. Maybe a message of some kind?”


  Smith frowned. “Jesus, that’s all we need. Some crazy out here killing people and leaving a calling card in blood.”


  “Ritualistic murder?” Ferry looked at Reyes, who made no response.


  “Let’s just hope the newspapers don’t pick up on this,” said Smith.


  Just then one of the deputies came out with a small rake and shook his head. “Nothing on the floor.”


  “Anything on the body itself?” Smith asked.


  “Not a lot. His wallet is missing, but he has a camera and a watch. But we’ll have to get him out of the cave to make a thorough check.”


  Reyes turned to Parker. “Did the man have a lot of money?”


  “I don’t think so. As far as I know, he’s been at the laboratory for fifteen years or so. His salary was good, but I don’t think he was rich.” Parker found himself uneasy talking about Berriman in the past tense.


  Smith seemed eager to go. He ordered the body taken out and put into a thick green plastic bag. Reyes watched the deputies shove Berriman into the bag, sweating and cursing as they did so. “Goddamn dead weight,” mumbled one.


  “Mind if I take one last look, Sheriff?” Reyes tried to make the request sound insignificant. Smith shook his head as if he didn’t care and Reyes reentered the cave.


  Reyes wondered if something had been missed. He carefully scanned the floor, then the walls for a sign of a scuffle. The deputy had raked the entire floor. With the blade of his knife he poked around randomly in the cave. Nothing. Then he moved closer to the spot where the body had sat. Again, nothing. He was just ready to leave when his eye caught a glint of yellow in the dirt near the entrance. With his blade he raked the floor; more yellow appeared.


  Reyes bent down and went carefully through the dirt with his fingers. More yellow appeared. Turning toward the light, he realized he had bits of cornmeal in his hand. It was hard to tell its age, but it couldn’t be too old. He stepped outside.


  “Found this,” he said, holding the cornmeal in his hand.


  Smith looked at it and frowned. “What is it?”


  “Cornmeal.”


  “What?”


  “Bits of ground corn.”


  “Was someone eating it?” asked Smith.


  “Maybe,” answered Reyes. He was thinking something else. Cornmeal had a religious purpose among his people. But was that a possibility here? he thought.


  Smith shrugged, disinterested. “Let’s get out of here.” He waved to his deputy. “Close it up.”


  Nails were driven into the soft stone on either side of the entrance and a yellow rope hung in between. A sign reading POLICE AREA—DO NOT ENTER was connected with thin wire. More photographs were taken.


  Reyes held back a moment while Parker and the others began the walk back to the parking area. It was late in the afternoon and the sun would soon set. This murder, he thought, had to be more than robbery. Whatever the motive, Reyes had to admit that he was intrigued. He would come back.


  On Barranca Mesa, one of the more expensive suburbs of Los Alamos, Tevis heard a car pull up, its engine stop, and a door slam. He glanced out the window and saw his father, looking tired, walking to the house.


  “Dad’s back from the police station!” he yelled.


  In his bedroom, Tevis took one last look at the two objects from the Tsankawi cave. Both objects were similar and roughly the same size and consisted of a flat, wooden figure on a dowel that formed a handle. It had been an effort to keep them hidden in his windbreaker without making a sound or letting them show through the thin fabric.


  He picked one up and studied it again. The figure was crudely shaped like a man with his hands extended upwards. Tevis could tell that it had been painted a long time
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