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Dedication

For Margaret Mary

With special thanks to Sam Bingham and those students at Rock Point Community School who took time to help me understand how Navajos deal with the chindis of Dine’ Bike’yah in 1984.
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One

HOSTEEN JOSEPH JOE remembered it like this.

He’d noticed the green car just as he came out of the Shiprock Economy Wash-O-Mat. The red light of sundown reflected from its windshield. Above the line of yellow cottonwoods along the San Juan River the shape of Shiprock was blue-black and ragged against the glow. The car looked brand new and it was rolling slowly across the gravel, the driver leaning out the window just a little. The driver had yelled at Joseph Joe.

“Hey!” he’d yelled. “Come here a minute.”

Joseph Joe remembered that very clearly. The driver looked like a Navajo, but yelling at him like that was not a Navajo thing to do because Joseph Joe was eighty-one years old, and the people around Shiprock and up in the Chuska Mountains called him Hosteen, which means “old man” and is a term of great respect.

Joseph Joe had put his laundry sack into the back of his daughter’s pickup truck and walked over to the car. He noticed its plates weren’t yellow, like New Mexico’s, or white, like Arizona’s. They were blue.

“I’m looking for a man named Gorman,” the driver had said. “Leroy Gorman. A Navajo. Moved here little while ago.”

“I don’t know him,” Joseph Joe had said. He had said it in Navajo, because when he got close he saw he had been right. The man was a Navajo. But the driver just frowned at him.

“You speak English?” the driver asked.

“I don’t know Leroy Gorman.” Hosteen Joe said it in English this time.

“He’s been around here several weeks,” the driver said. “Young fellow. Little older than me. Medium-sized. Hell, small as this place is, I’d think you’d have seen him.”

“I don’t know him,” Joseph Joe repeated. “I don’t live in this town. I live at my daughter’s place. Out there near the Shiprock.” Joseph Joe had gestured toward the Arizona border and the old volcano core outlined by the sunset. “Don’t live in here with all these people,” he explained.

“I’ll bet you’ve seen him,” the driver said. He took out his billfold and fished a photograph out of it. “This is him,” the driver said and handed the photograph to Hosteen Joe.

Joseph Joe looked at it carefully, as courtesy demanded. It was a Polaroid photograph, like the ones his granddaughter took. There was something written on the back of it, and an address. The front was a picture of a man standing by the door of a house trailer, which was partly shaded by a cottonwood tree. Hosteen Joe took off his glasses and wiped them off carefully on his sleeve and looked a long time at the young man’s face. He didn’t recognize him, and that’s what he said when he handed the driver his photograph. After that, he didn’t remember the rest of it quite as clearly because just then it all began to happen.

The driver was saying something to him about the trailer, maybe about Gorman living in it or trying to sell it or something, and then there was the sound of a car braking on the highway, tires squealing a little, and the car backing up and whipping around and driving into the Wash-O-Mat parking lot. This car was new too. A Ford sedan.

It stopped just in front of the driver’s car. A man wearing a plaid coat got out of it and walked toward them and then stopped suddenly, apparently noticing Joseph Joe for the first time. Plaid Coat said something to the driver. As Joseph Joe remembered, it was “Hello, Albert,” but the driver didn’t say anything. Then Plaid Coat said, “You forgot to do what you were told. You’ve got to come along with me. You’re not supposed to be here.” Or something like that. And then he had looked at Joseph Joe and said, “We’ve got business, old man. You go away now.”

Hosteen Joe had turned then and walked back toward his daughter’s truck. Behind him he heard the sound of a car door opening. Then closing. A yell. The sharp clap of a pistol shot. And then another shot, and another, and another. When he turned he saw Plaid Coat on the gravel and the driver holding himself up by clinging to the door of his car. Then the driver got in and drove away. When the car got to the asphalt, it turned toward the river and toward the junction, which would either take it west toward Teec Nos Pos or south toward Gallup.

People were running out of the Wash-O-Mat by then, yelling questions. But Hosteen Joe just looked at Plaid Coat, sprawled on his side on the gravel with a pistol on the ground beside him and blood running out his mouth. Then he got into his daughter’s truck.

The driver was Navajo, but this was white man’s business.





Two

“FUNNY HOW A premonition works,” the deputy said. “I been in this business almost thirty years, and I never had one before.”

Jim Chee said nothing. He was trying to recreate precisely and exactly the moment when he had known everything was going wrong with Mary Landon. He didn’t want to think about the deputy’s premonitions. He’d said something to Mary about his house trailer being too small for both of them, and she’d said, “Hey, wait a minute, Jim Chee, what have you done about that application with the FBI?” and he’d told her that he’d decided not to mail it. And Mary had just sat there in the Crownpoint Café, not looking at him or saying anything, and finally she’d sighed and shook her head and said, “Why should you be any different from everybody else?” and laughed a laugh with absolutely no humor in it. He was remembering all this and concentrating on his driving, following the rocky track which led along this high hump of the Chuska Mountains. The moon was down and the night was in that period of implacable cold darkness that comes just before the first gray light of dawn. Chee was driving with only his parking lights—just as Sharkey had told him to drive. That meant going slowly and risking a wrong turn at any of the places where the trail divided itself to go wandering off toward a spring, or someone’s hogan, or a sheep dip, or who knows what. Chee wasn’t worried about the slowness. Sharkey’s plan was to get to the hogan of Hosteen Begay long enough before daylight to let them get into position. There was plenty of time. But he was worried about a wrong turn. And his mind was full of Mary Landon. Besides, the deputy had said it all before.

Now the deputy was saying it all again.

“Had a funny feeling from the very first,” the deputy said. “When Sharkey was telling us about it back there in Captain Largo’s office. Felt the skin tightening on the back of my neck. Kind of a coldness. And prickling on the arms. Somebody’s going to get hurt, I thought. Somebody’s going to get their butt shot off.”

Chee sensed the deputy was looking at him, waiting for him to say something. “Um,” Chee said.

“Yes,” the deputy agreed. “I got a feeling that Gorman fella’s laying up there with his pistol cocked, and when we walk in somebody’s going to get killed.”

Chee eased the Navajo Tribal Police carryall around a washout. In his rearview mirror he could see the parking lights of Sharkey’s pickup truck. The FBI agent was staying about a hundred yards behind him. The deputy now interrupted his monologue to light a cigaret. In the flare of the kitchen match, the man’s face looked yellow—an old and sinister face. The deputy’s name was Bales and he was old enough, with even more years weathered into his skin by the high-country sun of San Juan County. But not sinister. His reputation was for easygoing, over-talkative mildness. Now he exhaled smoke.

“It’s not a feeling that I’m going to get shot,” Bales said. “It’s a sort of general feeling that somebody will.”

Chee was conscious again that Bales was waiting for him to say something. This white man’s custom of expecting a listener to do more than listen was contrary to Chee’s courteous Navajo conditioning. He’d first become aware of it his freshman year at the University of New Mexico. He’d dated a girl in his sociology class and she’d accused him of not listening to her, and it had taken two or three misunderstandings before he’d finally fathomed that while his people presume that if they’re talking, you are listening, white people require periodic reassurance. Deputy Sheriff Bales was requiring such reassurance now, and Chee tried to think of something to say.

“Somebody already got shot,” he said. “Couple of people got shot, including Gorman.”

“I meant somebody new,” Bales said.

“If it’s not you,” Chee said, “that leaves me, or Sharkey, or that other FBI agent he brought along. Or maybe Old Man Begay.”

“I don’t think so,” Bales said. “I think it would need to be one of us, the way this premonition feels.” Satisfied now that Chee was listening, Bales inhaled deeply and allowed a moment of silence while he savored the taste of the tobacco.

Mary Landon had stirred her coffee, looking at it and not at him. “You’ve made up your mind to stay,” she’d said. “Haven’t you. When were you going to tell me?” And he’d said what? Something stupid or insensitive, probably. He couldn’t remember exactly what he’d said. But he remembered her words—vividly, clearly, exactly.

“Whatever you say about it, it just has one meaning. It means I come second. What comes first is Jim Chee, being Navajo. I’m to be sort of an appendage to his life. Mrs. Chee and the Navajo children.” He’d interrupted her, denying that accusation, and she had said the Navajo Way was important to him only when it reinforced what he already wanted to do. She’d said that before, and he knew exactly what was coming. The Navajos, she’d reminded him, married into the wife’s clan. The husband joined the wife’s family. “How about that, Jim Chee?” she’d asked. There was nothing he could say to her.

The deputy exhaled again and rolled down the window a bit to let the cold air suck out the smoke. “Always chaps my butt the way the FBI won’t ever tell you anything,” he said. “The subject is Albert Gorman.” Bales raised the pitch of his voice a notch in a weak attempt to mimic the West Texas sound of Agent Sharkey. “‘Gorman is believed armed with a thirty-eight-caliber pistol.’” Bales switched back to his own rusty voice. “Believed, hell. They took a thirty-eight slug out of the guy he shot.” Bales switched voices again. “‘Los Angeles informs us that it is particularly important to apprehend this subject alive. He is wanted for questioning.’” Bales snorted. “Ever arrest anyone who wasn’t wanted for questioning about something?” Bales chuckled. “Like how many beers he had before he started driving.”

Chee grunted. He eased the carryall around a place where the soil was cut away from a ridge of stone. The rearview mirror assured him again that Sharkey’s pickup was still behind him.

“I don’t see how we can compromise,” Mary Landon had said. “I just don’t see how we can work it out.” And he’d said, “Sure, Mary. Sure we can.” But she was right. How could you compromise it? Either he stayed with the Navajo Police or he took a job off the reservation. Either he stayed Navajo or he turned white. Either they raised their children in Albuquerque, or Albany, or some other white city as white children or they raised them on the Colorado Plateau as Dinee. Halfway was worse than either way. Chee had seen enough of that among displaced Navajos in the border towns to know. There was no compromise solution.

“You know what we heard?” the deputy said. “We heard that this business was tied up with an FBI agent getting killed out in L.A. We heard that Gorman and Lerner, the guy he shot at the laundry, was both working for some outfit on the Coast. Some outfit that stole cars. Big operation. And some big shots got indicted. And an FBI agent got knocked off. And that’s why the Feds are so hot to talk to this Gorman.”

“Um,” Chee said. He steered the carryall cautiously around a juniper, but not cautiously enough. The left front wheel dropped into a hole the parking lights hadn’t revealed. The jarring jolt shook the deputy’s hat down over his eyes.

“The car the dead guy was driving,” the deputy said. “It was rented there at the Farmington airport. They tell you that?”

“No,” Chee said. As a matter of fact, they hadn’t told him anything much—which was exactly what Chee had learned to expect when he was running errands for the Federals. “Got a little job for you,” Captain Largo said. “We need to find that fellow in the parking lot.” It had seemed an odd thing to say, since the Shiprock agency of the Navajo Tribal Police, along with every other cop along the Arizona-New Mexico border, had all been looking for that fellow. But Chee had also come to expect Largo to say odd things. Largo had then explained himself by handing Chee a folder. It included a copy of the photograph of Albert Gorman that the FBI had provided, a rap sheet showing several arrests and one conviction for larceny of motor vehicles, and some biographical statistics. There were no blank spaces on the forms used by the Los Angeles Police Department for the sort of information Chee needed: Gorman’s mother’s name and her clan, which Albert Gorman had been “born to,” and the clan of Gorman’s father, which Albert had been “born for.” Unless Albert Gorman had forgotten how to be a Navajo in Los Angeles or, as sometimes happened off the reservation, had never learned the Navajo Way, the homes of these clansmen would be the place to look for Albert Gorman. Largo knew that.

“What I want you to do is drop everything else you’re fooling around with. Just come up with this guy,” Largo had said. “He didn’t pass the roadblocks at Teec Nos Pos, and we had a car there fifteen minutes after the shooting, so he didn’t go west. And he didn’t get to the roadblock at Sheep Springs, so he didn’t get through us going south. So unless he turned east to Burnham, and that road doesn’t go anyplace, he must have gone up into the Chuskas.”

Chee had agreed to that, mentally changing the “must have” into a “most likely.”

Largo pushed himself out of his chair and walked to the wall map, a bulky man with a barrel chest and thin hips—the top-heavy wedge shape so common among western Navajos. He waved a finger around a portion of the map encompassing the Shiprock massif, the Carrizo and Lukachukai mountains, the north end of the Chuskas, and the country between them. “Narrows it down to this little area,” Largo said. “See how quick you can find him.”

The little area was about the size of Connecticut, but its population wouldn’t be more than a few hundred. And the few hundred would be people who would unfailingly notice and remember anything unusual. If Gorman had driven his green sedan into the country south of Teec Nos Pos, or west of Littlewater, it would have been seen and talked about and remembered—the subject of speculation. It was simply a matter of driving and driving and driving, and talking and talking and talking, for however many days it took to track it down. “How quick I find him depends on how lucky I get,” Chee said.

“Get lucky, then,” Largo said. “And when you find him, just call in. Don’t try to arrest him. Don’t go anywhere near him. Don’t do nothing to spook him. Just get on the radio and get word to us, and we tell the Agency.” Largo was leaning against the map, staring at Chee, expression neutral at best. “Understand what I’m saying? Don’t screw it up. It’s an FBI case. It is not, repeat not, a case for the Navajo Tribal Police. It’s an Agency case. It is not our affair. It is not the affair of Officer Jim Chee. Got it?”

“Sure,” Chee said.

“Chee finds. Chee calls in. Chee leaves it at that. Chee does not do any freelance screwing around,” Largo said.

“Right,” Chee said.

“I mean it,” Largo said. “I don’t know much about it, but from what I hear, this guy is tied up somehow or other with some big case in Los Angeles. And an FBI agent got killed.” Largo paused long enough to allow Chee to consider what that meant. “That means that when the FBI says they want to talk to this guy, they really want to talk to him. You just find him.”

And so Chee had found him and now, having found him, was guiding in the FBI to finish the job, with Deputy Bales along to properly represent the San Juan County Sheriff’s Department.

Deputy Bales stifled a yawn. “Yeah,” he said. “The dead guy came in on a chartered plane. Or anyway, the people at the airport said a private plane flew in, and he got out of it and rented the car. A hood out of Los Angeles. With a long rap sheet.”

“Um,” Chee said. He’d heard about the plane and the rented car and the police record. The homicide was exotic enough to be fuel for gossip. The FBI told nobody anything. But the Farmington police told the New Mexico State Police, who told the Sheriff’s Office, who told the Navajo cops, who told the Bureau of Indian Affairs law and order people, who told the Arizona Highway Patrol. In the small, dull world of law enforcement, anything unusual is a precious commodity, worth weeks of conversation.

“I wonder if he really is wounded,” the deputy said.

“Pretty sure about that,” Chee said. “Old Joseph Joe is supposed to have seen him hanging on the car door, looking hurt. And when I looked in the car, there was blood on the front seat.”

“Been wondering about that,” the deputy said. “How’d you find it?”

“Just took time,” Chee said. “You know how it is. Just keep asking until you ask the right person.”

It had taken three days to find the right person, a boy getting off the bus from the Toadlena school. He’d seen the green sedan going by on the road that led from Two Gray Hills southward toward Owl Springs. Chee had stopped at the Two Gray Hills Trading Post and got a fix on who lived down that road and how to find their places. Then another hard afternoon of driving on doubtful trails. “Found it about dark yesterday,” he added.

Bales had tilted his hat far back on his head. “And Sharkey decides to wait and catch him about daylight, when he’s sleeping. Or when we hope he’s sleeping. Course we don’t even know he’s there.”

“No,” Chee said. But he had no doubt at all that Albert Gorman was there. This terrible road led to the Begay hogan and nowhere else. And from his abandoned car, Gorman’s tracks led toward the Begay place. They were the uncertain, wavering tracks of a man either drunk or badly hurt. And finally, there was what he’d learned at the trading post at Two Gray Hills on his way back. The trader wasn’t there, but the woman handling the cash register had told him that, yes, Old Man Begay had a visitor.

“Hosteen Begay came in three-four days ago and asked what medicine to buy for somebody who hurt himself and had a lot of pain,” she’d said. She’d sold him a bottle of aspirin and a stamp for an envelope he’d wanted mailed.

For several hundred yards the dim parking lights had been picking up the black gloss of spilled crankcase oil. Now they reflected from a green Plymouth sedan, blocking the trail. Chee parked his truck behind it, cut the lights and the engine, and climbed out.

Sharkey had the window of his pickup down. He was leaning out, looking at Chee.

“About three quarters of a mile up the track here,” Chee said, pointing.

It was then he noticed for the first time that fog was forming. A trace of it drifted like gray smoke through the beam of Sharkey’s lights just as he turned them off, and then the smell of fog was in Chee’s nostrils and the dampness on his face.





Three

IN THE HIGH, dry mountains of the Colorado Plateau, fog is out of its element. It forms as part of a climatic accident, produced when a cold front crosses a mountain range and collides with warmer air on the opposite slope. And it survives no longer than a fish out of water. By dawn, when the four of them reached the place of Hosteen Begay, the fog had already lost its character as a solid blinding cloud. Now it survived only in pockets, as patches and fragments. Chee stood at the edge of one such fragment, exactly where Sharkey had told him to stand—on the slope west of the meadow where Begay had built his hogan. His role was to make sure that if Gorman tried to escape he would not escape in that direction. Chee rested a hip against a boulder. He waited and watched. At the moment, he watched Deputy Bales, who stood beside a ponderosa pine, right hand against the tree trunk and his left holding a long-barreled revolver, its muzzle pointing at the ground. The bottom of the tree trunk and Bales’s lower legs were obscured by the mist, making—in the dim light—man and tree seem somehow detached from solid earth. Over the meadow, the fog was almost solid, frayed only here and there by the very beginning of a cold dawn breeze. Chee glanced at his watch. In eleven minutes it would be sunrise.

The hogan was a little below where Chee and the deputy waited. Through the ebbing mist, Chee could make out its conical roof, which seemed to be formed of slabs sliced from ponderosa logs in their first trip past the blade at the sawmill. The mist eddied and obscured this and eddied again. The short tin smoke pipe jutting from the center of the roof cone seemed to be blocked, closed by something pressed up into it from inside the hogan. Chee stared, straining his vision. He could think of just one reason to block a hogan’s smoke hole.

Chee clicked his tongue, producing a nondescript sound just loud enough to catch the deputy’s attention. Then he motioned his intention to move. Bales looked surprised. He tapped the face of his wristwatch, reminding Chee of the few minutes left. Just at sunrise, Sharkey and his man would be at the hogan’s east-facing door. If Hosteen Begay emerged to bless the new day in the traditional fashion, they would pull him out of harm’s way, rush into the hogan, and overpower Gorman. If he didn’t appear, they’d rush in anyway. That was the plan. Chee had a feeling now that it would be an exercise in futility.

He moved along the slope away from Bales toward the north side of the hogan. From what Chee had learned of Hosteen Begay at Two Gray Hills he was an old-fashioned man, a traditional man, a man who knew the Navajo Way and followed it. He would have built this hogan as Changing Woman taught—with a single doorway facing the direction of dawn, the direction of all beginnings. North was the direction of darkness, the direction of evil. It was through the north wall of a hogan that a corpse must be removed in the sad event of death striking someone inside. Then the smoke hole would be plugged, the entrance boarded, and the place abandoned—with the corpse hole left open to warn the People that this had become a death hogan. The body could be removed, but never the malicious chindi of the dead person. The ghost infection was permanent.

Chee had circled about a hundred yards, keeping out of sight. Now he was almost due north of the place. Through the thinning mist he could see the dark hole where the logs of the wall had been chopped away. Someone had indeed died inside the hogan of Hosteen Begay and left his ghost behind.





Four

“THE THING TO do is find the body—if there is one,” Sharkey said. “You take care of that, Chee. We’ll see what we can find around here.”

Sharkey was standing at the hogan doorway, a small, hard-looking man of maybe forty-five with blond hair, short-cropped and curly.

“Here’s some more old bandage.” Bales’s voice came from behind Sharkey, inside the hogan. “Dried blood on this one, too.”

“What else are you finding?” Chee asked. “Any bedroll?”

“See if you can find where they put the body,” Sharkey said, his voice impatient.

“Sure,” Chee said. He already had an idea where the body might be. From the description they had of Gorman he wouldn’t be particularly heavy. But Begay was an old man, and carrying a full-sized corpse wouldn’t be easy. Probably he’d have dragged it on the blankets that had been its bed. And the best convenient burial site was obvious. A line of cliffs towered over Begay’s little meadow to the northwest, their base littered with giant sandstone boulders tumbled out of their walls. It was the ideal place to put a body where it would be safe from predators. Chee headed for the talus slope.

Sharkey’s agent was climbing out of the arroyo that ran behind the hogan. He nodded at Chee. “Nothing in the corral or the sheep pens,” he said. “And the manure looks old.”

Chee nodded back, wishing he could remember the man’s name and wondering what “old” meant when he defined animal droppings. Yesterday or last year? But he wasn’t particularly interested in any of this. It was Sharkey’s business, and none of his own. Gorman might be a Navajo by blood but he was a white man by conditioning, by behavior. Let the whites bury the whites, or however that quotation went. He needed to get back to Shiprock, back to his own work and his own problems. What was he going to do about Mary Landon?

Chee followed the only relatively easy pathway into the boulders, noticing very quickly that he’d guessed right. Something heavy had been dragged here, leaving a trail of broken weeds and disturbed dust. Then Chee noticed, just up the talus slope ahead of him, the raw scar where rocks had been dislodged—pried and pushed to cause gravity to produce a rockslide. The easy way to cover a body. Then he saw blue denim.

The body had been placed atop a slab of stone that had tumbled out of the cliff eons earlier. The corpse was out of reach of coyotes there, and the stones pushed down atop it had made it safe from birds. The denim that had caught Chee’s eye was the bottom of a trouser leg. He walked around the burial, inspecting it. He could see nothing of the head and little of the body, just the sole of the right shoe and, through a gap between stones, a bit of the shoulder of a blue shirt.

Something was bothering Chee, something a touch out of harmony with things as they should be. What? He climbed the slope and inspected the burial site from above. Just an unnatural-looking slide of rocks. He looked beyond it, inspecting the place of Hosteen Begay. The sun was up now, high enough above the horizon to be warm on his face. Below, the hogan was still in shadow. A neat place, well made, with a well-made brush arbor beside it, and a fairly new Montgomery Ward storage shed, and a welded pipe rack for the oil drums in which Hosteen Begay kept his water for cooking and drinking, and a shed in which he kept feed for his livestock. A good place. Beyond it, through a fringe of ponderosas, the morning sun had lit the rolling gray velvet of the San Juan basin. Sheep country—buffalo grass, grama, sage, chamiza, and snakeweed—punctuated by the soaring black gothic spires of Shiprock and, beyond Shiprock, 50 miles away, the smudge that marked the smokestacks of the Four Corners power plant.

Chee drank in the view, letting the grandeur of immense space lift his spirits. But something still nudged at his consciousness. Something didn’t fit. In this great harmony, something was discordant.

Chee looked down at the hogan again, studying it. Bales was beside the brush arbor. The two FBI agents were out of sight—perhaps inside the death hogan, where their ignorance protected them from the malice of Gorman’s chindi. A perfect site. It had everything. Firewood. Summer grass. Spring water for livestock in the arroyo behind the hogan. Beauty in the site and in the view. And the isolation, the sense of space, which the Pueblo Indians and whites called loneliness but the Navajos treasured. True, winters would be snowed in here, and bitter cold. The place must be well over 8,000 feet. But the hogan had been built for winter. It must have been terribly hard for the old man to abandon it. And why had he?

It was this question, Chee realized, that had been bothering him. Why hadn’t the old man done what the Dinee had done for a hundred generations when they saw death approaching? Why hadn’t he moved the dying Gorman out of the hogan, out under the eye of Father Sun, into the pure open air? Why hadn’t he made this kinsman a death bed under the arbor, where no walls would have penned in his chindi when death released it, where the ghost could have lost itself in the vastness of the sky? Gorman must have died a slow, gradual death brought on by lost blood, internal damage, and infection. Death would have been nothing strange to the old man. The Navajos were not a culture that hides its people away in hospitals at their dying time. One grew up with the death of one’s old people, attending death, respecting it. Begay must have seen this death coming for hours, heard it in Gorman’s lungs, seen it in his eyes. Why hadn’t he moved the man outside in the fashion of the People? Why had he allowed this valued homeplace to be eternally infected with ghost sickness?

Sharkey appeared in the hogan doorway and stood staring up toward Chee. Chee stared back, unseen among the boulders. Bales and the other agent were invisible now. What was the man’s name? It came to him suddenly: Witry. Another thought suddenly occurred to Chee. Could the body under the rocks be Begay’s? Could it be that Gorman had killed the old man? It didn’t seem likely. But Chee found that his bleak mood had changed. Suddenly he was interested in this affair.

He stepped out where Sharkey could see him. “Up here!” he shouted.

Removing the rocks was quick work.

“I left the photographs in the truck,” Sharkey said. “But he fits Gorman’s description.”

The body obviously couldn’t be Hosteen Begay. Far too young. Mid-thirties, Chee guessed. It lay on the stone, face up, legs extended, arms by the sides. A plastic bread sack, its top twisted shut, was beside the right hand.

“Here’s what killed him,” Bales said. “Hit him right in the side. Probably tore him all up, and the bleeding wouldn’t stop.”

Sharkey was looking at Chee. “I guess there’s no way to get a vehicle in here,” he said. “I guess we’ll have to carry him out to the pickup.”

“We could bring a horse in,” Chee said. “Haul him out that way.”

Sharkey picked up the sack and opened it.

“Looks like a jar of water. And cornmeal,” he said. “That make sense?”

“Yes,” Chee said. “That’s customary.”

Sharkey poured the contents of the sack carefully out on the rock, leaving Gorman’s persona to make its four-day journey into the underground world of the dead with neither food nor water. “And here’s his billfold. Cigaret lighter. Car keys. Comb. Guess it was the stuff he had in his pockets.” Sharkey fished through the various compartments of the wallet, laying the odds and ends he extracted on the boulder beside Gorman’s knee and then sorting through them. The driver’s license was first. Sharkey held it in his left hand, tilted Gorman’s face toward him with the right, and made the comparison of face to photograph.

“Albert A. Gorman,” Sharkey read. “The late Albert A. Gorman. Eleven thousand seven hundred thirteen La Monica Street, Hollywood, Cal.” He counted quickly through the money, which seemed to be mostly hundred-dollar bills, and whistled through his teeth. “Twenty-seven hundred and forty-odd,” he said. “So crime paid fairly well.”

“Hey,” Witry said. “His shoes are on the wrong feet.”

Sharkey stopped sorting and looked at Gorman’s feet. He was wearing brown low-cut jogging shoes—canvas tops, rubber soles. The shoes had been reversed, right shoe on left foot.

“No










OEBPS/images/9780061800375_Cover.jpg
.
el | .-

NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLER

TONY
HILLERMAN

P —

B N A i
'_p[q{lyl)jlpkljl}j,l,jn_;? 00000000
(000 L

DARK WINDS

“One of the best of thé series.”
—New York Times Book Review

“ lEAPHI]RN & CHEE NOVEL





OEBPS/images/Title.jpg
[HE GHOSTWAY

EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE

OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO





