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Karla hesitated in the doorway of the adobe, then pushed open the screen door and came out into the sunlight as she heard again the faint, faraway sound of the wagon; and now she looked off toward the stand of willows that formed a windbreak along the north side of the yard, her eyes half closed in the sun glare and not moving from the motionless line of trees.

She waited for the wagon to appear—a girl not yet twenty, with clear dark eyes, a clean-lined delicately featured face that was brown from the sun, and black hair that suggested Spanish-Indian blood, though her hair was cut short, almost boyishly short, and brushed back from her temples; a girl wearing a man’s blue chambray shirt tucked into a gray skirt that fell almost to her rope-soled sandals.

Now she could hear the horses splashing over the creek that passed through the willows. The team and wagon appeared but the girl waited until the two riders who trailed the wagon came into view before she turned to the adobe.

“They’re coming now.”

Her father, John Demery, appeared in the doorway thumbing a suspender strap over his shoulder, up over long-sleeved woolen underwear. And now his face creased to an expression of almost pain as he looked off into the yellow-white sun glare. The willow trees added color to the scene and beyond them, towering, sloping out of the distance, the foothills of the Pinaleño Mountains were striped with the black shadow lines of barrancas and pine stands; but here on the flat land, looking straight out from the adobe east, then sweeping south, there was an unvarying sameness of mesquite and sun glare and the thin faint line of distant mountains was part of another world.

Demery’s long adobe, his corral and outbuildings, were here of necessity. On the Hatch & Hodges Stage Line map his place was indicated at Station #3 on the Central Mail run. Locally, it was the Pinaleño station—thirteen miles southeast of Fuegos, the nearest town; and six miles almost due south of the convict camp at Five Shadows.

The wagon now approaching the station was from the convict camp. Karla was certain of this from the moment she’d heard the first faint creaking sound from the willows. She kept her eyes on the wagon, watching the driver gradually turning the team to come in broadside to the adobe.

Now one of the riders, a shotgun across his pommel, spurred to swing in on the near side. As he did, Karla said, “Mr. Renda himself.”

Demery half turned from the door. “I’ll get the voucher. The sooner they’re out of here the better.” But he hesitated, looking out toward the wagon again. “Is your friend along?”

“I don’t know,” Karla answered, not looking around, her gaze still going out across the yard. “He could be one of those two in back. But I can’t see their faces yet.”

“Or their numbers,” Demery said. He turned back into the dimness of the adobe.

Frank Renda, with the shotgun, was coming directly toward her; but the second rider crossed the yard diagonally and remained on the far side of the wagon. He carried a Winchester straight up, the stock resting on his thigh and his hand gripping it through the lever.

The two men whom Karla could not yet see, who sat in the back of the empty wagon with their legs hanging over the end gate, and the driver, looked toward the adobe as they drew nearer. They wore curl-brimmed, preshaped straw hats. Their shirts and Levi’s were faded and sweat-stained and a number was stenciled on the right thigh of each of the three men’s Levi’s. The same number was stenciled in back, below the beltline. The driver wore number 22; the men on the end gate, 17 and 18.

Frank Renda dismounted. He let his reins trail and came toward Karla carrying the shotgun under his arm—a man about her father’s age, in his mid-forties, but heavier than her father, thicker through chest and shoulders, and wearing a mustache, a full, untrimmed tobacco-stained mustache that almost completely covered the firm line of his mouth.

He stopped in front of Karla, blocking her view of the men in the wagon. He stood close to her, the shotgun barrel touching her skirt, but she didn’t move, not even her eyes, and she returned his gaze.

“Where’s my stuff, Karla?” He smiled saying this, but the smile was not in the sound of his voice.

“In the shed,” Karla answered.

Renda motioned toward the open shed that extended out from the east wall of the adobe. Karla saw the rider who was still mounted walk his horse toward it, his Winchester across his pommel now. Then, as the wagon moved on, passing close to her, she glanced at the two convicts on the end gate.

For a moment her eyes held on the man wearing number 18. She looked away then, quickly, her gaze going to the shed: feeling an unexpected excitement in seeing him and suddenly afraid it would show on her face.

She did not try to explain the feeling, for it was not something that could be reasonably explained, even to herself. This was the ninth time she had seen him. She was sure of that. Eight times in the past month, delivering mail to the convict camp, she had taken the trail down through the canyon and passed him on the new road. Riding along the stretch of road construction, passing the convicts and the guards, then seeing him, watching him until it would be obvious that she was watching and then she would look away.

Eight times this way and always with the feeling that she knew what he was thinking, knowing that he was watching the guards, following their moves and trying to locate the ten or twelve Apache trackers who were always mounted and always somewhere above the canyon but seldom in sight.

Each time she had wanted to say to him, “Please don’t try it. Please.” Again for a reason she did not even attempt to understand, though she wondered if others sensed his wanting to escape as strongly as she did.

That was part of it: the knowing what he was thinking. That and the feeling that she had known him a long time; as if he were a boy she had gone to school with in Willcox and had been close to and had seen every day and was now seeing again after a lapse of six or seven years. But, she had never laid eyes on him before a month ago and even now she did not know his name. This was the first time he had been brought to Pinaleño with the supply detail.

Now she watched Renda walking off after the wagon, seeing, beyond him, the wagon pulling up in front of the open shed.

She could feel the rider with the Winchester looking at her, but she did not raise her eyes to him. Her father had said that his name was Brazil—Renda’s head guard. And her father had said he was a gunman; a man paid purely and simply for his gun and probably deserved to be wearing a straw hat and numbered pants as much as any convict in the camp.

The driver was standing in the wagon bed now, his head even with the shed roof. He would stoop under it, into the straight-line shade of it to take the sacks of flour and dried beans and salt that the two men who had been on the end gate handed up to him. He would drag the sacks to the front of the wagon and stack them, taking his time, as if trying to make this last as long as possible. Now and again he would glance at Karla.

She noticed this, but most of the time her eyes remained on the convict wearing number 18.

His sleeves were cut off at the shoulders and she had never seen a man’s arms burned such a deep brown. Black copper, she thought. And in the shadow of his hatbrim his face seemed even darker. It went through the girl’s mind that with shoulder-length hair and features that were coarse he could pass for a San Carlos Apache. Still, even though she had never seen him without the straw hat, she knew his hair was sand colored, just as she knew his eyes would be blue.

At this moment she knew he was watching Renda and the one called Brazil. Not looking at them directly, but watching every move they made from the shadow of the curled hatbrim.

Karla half turned as the screen door opened. “He’s here,” she said, a trace of excitement in the tone of her voice.

Her father stepped out into the yard. He carried a Voucher for Supplies and Services Rendered, made out by Seely, Lewis & Foss, Government Contractors. As he looked toward the wagon he asked, “Which one?”

“He’s wearing 18.”

“I can’t make out figures from here.”

“The one without sleeves in his shirt.”

Demery squinted in the sunlight, studying the convict. “He looks like any other jailbird to me.”

“You have to see him up close,” Karla said.

“Why do you think he’s any different from the rest?”

“I don’t know . . . haven’t you ever had a feeling about a person?” She glanced at her father. “Like Ma . . . you liked her right away, didn’t you? You didn’t ask to see her papers before you married her.”

“You’re planning to marry him, are you?”

“I’m drawing a parallel.”

“Sis, the difference is I didn’t meet your mother in a convict camp.”

“How do you know why he’s there?” Karla said hotly. “For all we know he was hungry and killed somebody else’s cow. You can’t blame a man for something like that.”

Demery nodded. “Only maybe it wasn’t a cow,” he said mildly, glancing at Karla. “A nice-looking boy who doesn’t look like he should be in convict clothes, so you feel sorry for him.”

“It’s more than that,” Karla said earnestly. “But I can’t explain it.”

“Like getting a warm feeling for a boy at school.”

“You make it sound ridiculous.”

“Sis, that’s what I’m trying to do. You don’t even know his name.”

Karla looked at her father hopefully. “I was going to ask you to ask Mr. Renda.”

“What good would it do you to know it?”

“I was thinking of writing to Mr. Martz,” Karla said. “He’s in the courthouse every day. He could look up his record—”

“You’d write all the way to Prescott to find out why he’s in?”

“I can’t think of any other way.”

“Waste Lyall Martz’s valuable time on an errand like that—”

“He’d do it for me.”

“Sis, you’re sure of yourself. I’ll say that.”

“Don’t you think he would?”

“I’m not going to encourage you.”

Karla hesitated. “Will you ask Mr. Renda his name?”

Demery shook his head. “You might have a pure, kindly feeling about the boy, but don’t ask me to be a party to it.”

“Then you won’t.”

“Ask him yourself.”

“He’d think it was funny. A girl asking.”

“No funnier than me doing it. ‘Frank, what’s that boy’s name, number 18? Karla’s got a warm feeling for him, wants to know all about him.’”

Karla grinned. “Not like that. Just say you think you recognize him from somewhere. Or he looks like someone who used to work for you. I couldn’t tell Mr. Renda that, but you could.”

“With Frank’s shifty-eyed nature,” Demery said, “right away he’d suspect something.”

Karla winked at him. “Not the way you’d handle it, Pa. Smooth as silk.”

Demery eyed his daughter in silence. “You know where you ought to be? Up in Prescott with Lyall. He’d use you to soften up the juries.”

Karla smiled. “You’ll ask him?”

Demery looked off toward Renda who stood near the wagon watching the supplies being loaded. He called out, “Frank—” and as Renda turned, “Here’s your voucher!”

Renda left the wagon and as he reached them he said to Demery, “Don’t strain yourself.”

Demery moved to the door. He held the screen open for Renda, saying, “You generally sign the voucher on the bar, don’t you? Why take extra steps?” Renda said nothing. He walked past Demery into the adobe. Demery followed him, turning to wink at Karla before the screen closed behind him.

Karla walked toward the shed now. As she reached the corner of the adobe, Brazil, still mounted, called, “Don’t get too close . . . one of them’s liable to grab you.” He grinned at her, cradling the Winchester in the crook of his arm and took out tobacco to make a cigarette.

The man in the wagon bed, a tall, gaunt-faced dark-bearded convict, his hands on his hips, looked down at her. “That wouldn’t be so bad, would it?”

Karla said nothing. She looked away indifferently, but gradually her eyes returned to the convict wearing number 18.

He lifted a bundle of pick handles over the sideboard, then leaned against a support post, removing his hat. As Karla watched, she saw it: his hair light brown though it appeared darker, wet with perspiration. His features were even, features that were almost soft, yet distinctive and would be easily remembered. Part of his forehead was a white band that the sun had not reached and it contrasted vividly with the deep tan of his jaw line.

Karla turned, hearing the screen door again. Renda was saying something as they approached. Then, as they drew nearer, she heard her father say, “They got here about suppertime yesterday.”

“If I’d known,” Renda said, “I could’ve picked them up last night.”

“Do you think,” Demery asked, “I should have ridden all the way up to tell you?”

“You could’ve sent Karla.”

“Look,” Demery stated. “You pay five dollars more freight costs and it’s delivered right to your door.”

Renda shook his head. “Willis figured this way was cheaper.”

“Was he sober when he figured it?”

Renda smiled now. “That’s no way to talk about our superintendent. Willis Falvey knows his figures.”

Karla asked, “And how does Mrs. Falvey like living at a convict camp?”

“Lizann?” Renda said with mock surprise. “Why Lizann likes it up there fine.” He would have said more, but Brazil called out to him—

“Frank! I’m sitting in the sun while you pass the time of day!”

“There’s a man that’s all business,” Renda said. He motioned the two convicts onto the wagon, then called to Brazil, “Let’s go!” He walked past Demery and Karla and mounted his chestnut mare. From the saddle he said, “Karla, we’ll visit awhile the next time you bring the mail.”

He reined the mare and rode straight out from the adobe to meet the wagon making a wide, slow turn to head back toward the willows.

For a moment Karla and her father watched the wagon in silence. Finally Karla said, “Did you ask him?”

Demery nodded, still watching the wagon as it drew near the willows. “I asked him.”

“What did he say?”

“Enough so you won’t have to write Lyall.” Demery looked at his daughter then. “A year ago he was convicted of cattle rustling and tried at Prescott. He’s already spent nine months in Yuma. He’s been here three months and he’s got six years to go of a seven-year sentence. That, Sis, is the nice-looking boy you have the warm feeling for.”

For a moment Karla said nothing. Then, “And his name?”

“Corey Bowen,” her father answered.
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The driver, Earl Manring, drew in on the reins as the wagon reached the willow trees that lined the creek bank. He stood up, kneeling one knee on the seat, and looked back at Renda. “We better water first. Right?”

Renda neck-reined his mare closer to the wagon. “All right.” He looked at Bowen and Ike Pryde sitting on the end gate. “Get a drink,” he told them, then rode over to the willow shade where Brazil was dismounting.

Brazil drank first, then Renda; and now, as they watered their horses, both of them watched the three men kneeling at the creek a few feet from the wagon team.

Manring cupped the water in his hands and raised it to his mouth. He drank the water, but his hands remained at his face and he said to Bowen, “There’ll be a better time than today. Today’s not right for it.”

Bowen said nothing. He was lying on his stomach now with his elbows propped under him, staring at the sandy creek bed.

“If I know it,” Manring said, “then Renda knows it.”

Not looking at him, Bowen said, “You don’t know anything.”

“Listen. It’s written on you like a sign. You don’t talk and you keep watching Renda . . . thinking he don’t know it.”

Ike Pryde, the convict wearing number 17, half turned. He was in his late thirties, older than Bowen and Manring by not more than ten years; though he looked old enough to be their father. He had taken off his hat and in the sunlight his skull showed white through his thin, close-cropped hair. His face was hard-lined and rarely changed its expression; but age showed in his eyes and in the stoop-shouldered way he moved. Six years at Yuma before the road gang. Six years that had added sixteen to his life. His eyes raised to Earl Manring as he turned.

“Leave him alone,” he muttered.

“If he’d think for a minute,” Manring said, “he’d change his mind.”

Bowen leaned closer to the bank to scoop water. “I’ll say it once more. You don’t know anything.”

“I know somewhere between here and camp you’re going into the woods.”

“You think what you want,” Bowen said.

Manring’s jaw was clenched. “This isn’t the way to do it! You got no horse. You got nothing!”

“Earl”—Pryde’s lips barely moved—“you’re going to get your jaw broke.”

Renda and Brazil came out of the willow shade. Bowen rose and moved to the end of the wagon, then looked forward to the team again as he saw Pryde staring in that direction. Manring stood by one of the horses adjusting the harness and Renda was leaning over his saddle horn, saying something to him.

They forded the creek. On the other side, they followed wagon tracks that formed a long, slow-sweeping curve up to the jackpines along the crest, then skirted the shoulder of the hill before sloping down again and after this the trail kept to deep, rock-rimmed draws that twisted through the hills.

Renda rode in the lead now, turning in his saddle every few minutes to look back at the wagon. Behind the supply load, he could not see the two men on the end gate. They were Brazil’s concern. Brazil and his Winchester brought up the rear, keeping not more than twenty feet behind the wagon.

The two men on the end gate had not spoken since leaving the creek. Now, unexpectedly, Pryde said, “In another mile we reach the steep part.”

They sat with their legs hanging, their shoulders hunched forward and their eyes on the trail falling away beneath their feet.

Bowen said nothing.

“It’s steep enough,” Pryde mumbled, “that we’ll have to get off and lean on a wheel.”

“I know that,” Bowen said.

“How? This is your first trip.”

“I was told.”

“What else were you told?”

“That was enough.”

Pryde’s eyes raised momentarily to Brazil following them. “That boy’s dying to use his Winchester.”

“If you want to talk,” Bowen said, “tell me something I don’t know.”

Pryde’s jaw tightened, then relaxed slowly. “You’re tough, huh?”

Bowen didn’t answer.

“It takes more than being tough,” Pryde said. He was silent for a moment. “You’re thinking when we reach the grade and have to get off, that’s the time to go. Then or never.” Pryde paused again. “I’ll tell you one time. Don’t do it today.”

Bowen said, “You and Manring.”

“Manring has his own reason. I don’t know what that was, but I’m telling you what I feel.”

“You didn’t say anything at the creek.”

“It wasn’t the same then. If you wanted to jump, that was your business. Now there’s something wrong. That man with the Winchester knows what’s about.”

Bowen’s eyes raised. “He looks the same as always.”

“You don’t see a difference,” Pryde growled. “You feel it.”

“Well, I don’t feel it.”

“You haven’t been locked up long enough.”

“I’d say long enough,” Bowen answered.

Pryde waited. “After six years you know things. Things you didn’t know before. I don’t know how, but you do.”

Bowen glanced up, then looked down at the wagon ruts again. “When you were at Yuma . . . did you ever try to run?”

“Twice.”

“How long before they caught you?”

“A day one time. Four the next. They paid the Pimas fifty dollars to bring you back.”

“When you broke out . . . did it feel like it was the right time?”

Pryde hesitated. “I don’t remember.”

“But you’re telling me one time’s wrong and another time isn’t.”

Pryde said, “Go to hell then.” But he added, “Even if you get clear, Renda’s got better than Pimas. You know that.”

“So it’s a chance all the way.”

“You don’t outrun the trackers he’s got. They been reading sign since they were little kids.”

“That’s not something to worry about now.”

“But that Winchester is,” Pryde said.

The trail began to rise again. Bowen could feel the wagon slanting upward and his hand gripped the end gate chain close to his right leg to steady himself.

Another twenty minutes, Bowen thought. He pictured the ride in earlier that morning, coming down the steep grade and studying the country carefully as they did, then reaching this section that clung to the hill shoulder and dropped off steeply on the right side.

No, he thought, may be only ten minutes to the grade. But it doesn’t make any difference how long. When you reach it, they’ll pull you off the wagon and you’ll know.

He thought of what Pryde had told him about them being ready and expecting him to break.

That was foolishness. You don’t feel things. Even if you do, you don’t bet on a feeling. You don’t stake something big on it.

They’re always ready, he thought. It’s just a question of moving when they’re least ready.

A convict on the road gang named Chick Miller had described the trail between the camp and Pinaleño. Every foot of it that he could remember. He had told Bowen, “Going there isn’t the time. But when you’re coming back, Renda rides in front. If he was to stay behind, then the load would be between him and the driver and some places the trail is only as wide as the wagon. That means only one man’s in back to watch you. Now I’d say a man’s best time would be when you reach the high grade and have to get off. Now you’re on the ground, getting the feel of it under your shoes . . . and your rear guard is worrying whether the wagon’s going to come sliding back at him.”

He remembered Chick winking and saying, “That’s the time, Corey. Right then.”

And when he asked Chick why he had never tried it, the answer was that he was along in years and his legs wouldn’t bear up under running. “Boy . . . you’ll run till they drop off.”

Bowen had waited, every day thinking about it, picturing himself doing it . . . and finally this morning he was picked for the Pinaleño trip and the time had come.

Maybe Chick told Manring, Bowen thought. That’s how he knows. And Pryde picked it up from Manring.

His eyes raised to Brazil again. The Winchester was across his lap. Of course they’re ready, he thought again; but you catch them when they’re least—

Suddenly he saw his error.

Why should they be least ready at the grade? Because Chick said so?

If Brazil thought you had even a halfway better chance there he’d be readier than he was ever ready!

Why is being on the ground an advantage? Your back’s to him then!

He breathed in and out slowly and thought, more calmly: You’re facing him now. You’re looking right at him and you even know when he scratches himself.

He glanced over the side of the wagon. The trail dropped off abruptly, slanting steeply for twenty-five or thirty feet. Then thick brush. Brush and scrub pine and rock and beyond that a second slope that was more gradual.

But how do you make the Winchester wait five seconds?

He noticed loose stones along the edge of the trail and he thought: One of those could stop him long enough.

But how do you know there’ll be one where you jump off? We could come to a bare stretch just as—

He stopped . . . his eyes on Brazil. He watched Brazil raise the rifle barrel and rest it in the crook of his left arm. His right hand came up and across his chest and two fingers hooked into the shirt pocket to bring out the tobacco sack.

You’re looking at it, Bowen thought, knowing it, being sure of it, and feeling the excitement inside of him now and trying not to show it.

You don’t sit and think about it. You go or you don’t go.

The crook of Brazil’s left arm squeezed the barrel tightly as he poured tobacco into the troughed square of cigarette paper. Both of his hands were busy; both of them away from the trigger of the Winchester.

You go!

It was in his mind and out of his mind as he pushed himself from the wagon and went over the side of the ledge, not looking at Brazil, but hearing suddenly a hoarse yell as he hit the slope falling, sliding, raising dust, the abrupt leg shock of reaching the bottom, and now rolling and hearing another yell from above and another and lunging into the brush as a shotgun blast ripped the mesquite branches above him.

He was on his feet, running, stumbling through the scrub pine, then suddenly, instinctively, swerving to the left and the shotgun roared again, spattering buckshot through the trees behind him and it went through his mind: Where’s the Winchester!

But he did not look back. Coming out of the trees he hesitated, but only momentarily, only long enough to be sure of his direction. His shoes dug into the loose sand and he sprinted down the open hillside, his shoulders drawn tight waiting for the gunfire.

Then it came, the whining report and sand kicking up behind him, and he knew the Winchester was at work. Three times the .45–70 slugs whined ricocheting after him; then stopped abruptly as he reached the dense trees at the bottom of the grade. Silence followed.

He stood for a moment making himself breathe in and out slowly, then started up the slope, up through heavy timber, knowing he would not be seen now. At the top of the ridge he stopped again and this time looked back.

Far across, the wagon was a small shape on the hillside. He could make out men standing behind the wagon, but he could not distinguish one from another or even count how many were standing there. His gaze dropped down the slope, following the course he had taken, but there was no movement anywhere. Minutes went by as he waited and listened, but still there was no movement, nor the sound of anyone coming up through the trees.

Now they’ll put the trackers to work, Bowen thought . . . and Brazil probably already halfway there to get them.

His only chance was to make his way back to the Pinaleño station and somehow get a horse. He knew this; and he knew that he had little time before Renda’s detachment of Apache police would be reading his tracks.
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Willis Falvey dismounted in front of the Pinaleño adobe. There was no sound in the sunlit yard. His gaze went to the stable shed, then back to the screen door of the adobe. He hesitated uncertainly before going inside.

“Demery?”

There was no answer. His eyes moved from one end of the low-ceilinged room to the other, past Demery’s open roll-top desk, past the plank table where the stage passengers ate to the small mahogany-stained bar. The dimness was a relief after the outside glare. It was quiet here, restful, and momentarily it occurred to Willis Falvey that perhaps he might stay here instead of riding all the way to Fuegos.

No, he thought then. He would want to remain all night, and that could prove embarrassing. Not like at Fuegos where he could drink all he wanted in the privacy of a hotel room—in what passed for a hotel room—then sleep it off.

Well, he could have one here . . . at least one. He called for Demery again, waited, then walked to the bar and poured himself a whisky. This would be the start. Perhaps by this evening he would have forgotten, for a time, Frank Renda and the convict camp and his wife, Lizann.

A horse whinnied—the sound coming from the backyard where the corral was located—then Karla’s voice.

Falvey listened, then drank down the whisky. He left the bar, walked through the kitchen, and from the back door saw Karla outside. She was rubbing down one of the relay horses in the shade of the long, main stable that extended out from the back of the adobe almost to the corral.

Willis Falvey’s eyes raised suddenly. No, there was nothing there; but for a moment he thought he had seen someone standing on the far side of the mesquite-pole corral.

“Karla.”

She looked up, seeing Falvey coming out from the adobe, his gaze shifting now and again to the corral. He was unnaturally conscious of himself, she knew, and he had to be occupied when he thought someone was looking at him—even if it was only to glance at corralled horses. The few times he had been here before, Karla noticed this—his obviously self-conscious actions, his almost complete lack of anything to say—and in a way she felt sorry for him. He was out of place at the convict camp, especially as government superintendent, and Karla was sure he realized it more than anyone else.

“Just passing by, Mr. Falvey?”

He nodded, and hesitated before saying, “I helped myself to a drink. I’ll put the money on the bar when I go back in. I heard you out here and—”

“That’s all right,” Karla said easily. “You could pay the next time for that matter.”

“I didn’t see your father inside.”

“He had to go to Fuegos.” She said then, “Your friend Renda was here to pick up supplies. I suppose you passed him coming in.”

“No, I didn’t.”

“They only left about an hour ago.”

“I took the horse trail,” Falvey said. Then asked, “Are you alone?”

She nodded, seeing his gaze move to the corral again.

“I thought I saw someone out there,” Falvey said, “just as I came out of the house.”

Karla looked out from the shade. “I don’t know who it would be.”

“No, it was probably the way the horses were standing.” Falvey was silent for a moment. “You’re here all alone?”

“I’m used to it,” Karla said. “Pa has to go to Fuegos every once in a while, to the telegraph office.”

“Oh—” Falvey nodded. “What about your mother . . . is she—”

“Dead?” Karla smiled at his uneasiness. “No, she’s in Willcox with my two sisters.”

“I didn’t know you had sisters.”

“Younger ones. They’re still in school and my mother stays with them for the term. They’ll be back soon for the summer.”

Falvey seemed more relaxed. “It must be hard not seeing them most of the year.”

“It is, but my mother says we all have to be educated. She was born in Sonora . . . You see, her mother was Mexican, but her pa was an American, a mining man, and she didn’t go to school at all. That’s why we have to, even if it means being away.”

“She must be a fine woman.”

Karla grinned. “I like her.”

“Listen,” Falvey said eagerly. “Why don’t you come inside while I have a drink?”

“I don’t serve the bar, Mr. Falvey.”

“I didn’t mean that. Just . . . so we can talk.”

“There’s a stage due just before eleven and the change team’s not nearly ready.”

“It’d only be ten minutes.” Falvey smiled. He was trying to make the proposal sound offhand.

“I’m sorry,” Karla said. “There’s just not time.”

“Oh, come on.” He was still smiling as he reached out to take her hand, but she stepped away from him. For a moment he stood awkwardly, his arm still extended, then moved toward her again.

Karla backed away. “Maybe you’ve already had too much to drink.”

Falvey stopped. “Karla . . . I swear, I only want someone to talk to.”

“And I told you I didn’t have time.”

“Karla—” He hesitated, but stepped toward her again as he said more calmly, “Didn’t you ever want to relax and talk to someone? Just talk about anything, as long as it wasn’t important. Even the weather. I mean talk without raising your voice, without arguing, without knowing someone’s going to snap at the next thing you say.” He paused. “That’s all I want to do, just talk.”

“Don’t you talk to your wife?” Karla asked hesitantly.

“Have you ever?”

“Talked to her? A few times. But I don’t know your wife very well.”

“You’re fortunate,” Falvey said.

Karla stared at him. “I think you’d
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