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         Navajo Police Officer Bernadette Manuelito stood in the lobby of the Shiprock High School gym, fondly known as the Chieftain
            Pit of Pain, trying to decide if she should buy a hot dog or a Frito pie from the booster’s stand. Despite the decibel level
            produced by more than a thousand fans screaming and stomping on the bleachers, she recognized the new sound even as she felt
            the building shake.
         

         
         She waited for the lights to go out, but they didn’t. The crowd in the bleachers grew quieter momentarily, enough that she
            could hear the shrill whistle of the official as he called a time-out. The older guys, a team assembled for homecoming from
            veteran players who had captured past state championships, had handed the upstarts more challenge than the kids expected.
            Spectators cheered every basket and blocked shot.
         

         
         In Bernie’s mind, the noise from the parking lot changed everything. She nudged back her panic and hurried toward the exit,
            pushing through a few folks also hoping to leave the building. They sensed danger and wanted to escape; she headed toward
            it.
         

         
         Her brain raced with scenarios. The explosion could be a bomb, and there might be more bombs out in the parking lot, hidden
            in the gym, even on the roof. The bomber could be lurking in the dark with a gun, waiting to pick off victims as they came
            into his sights. And there might be more than one perpetrator.
         

         
         Because Shiprock, NM, was a small town, Bernie knew the gentlemen hired to provide security for the game. They knew she was
            a cop, even though tonight, off duty, she looked like a short young Navajo woman in jeans with a red Chieftains sweatshirt
            under her jacket. She approached the first guard she encountered, a portly man leaning against the wall, sipping on a drink
            from a blue plastic cup. “Henry, stand by the door. Keep everyone inside. I’m checking to see what happened out there.”
         

         
         “OK. Why?”

         
         “We don’t want anybody hurt. Have Larry help you.”

         
         “What’s goin’ on?”

         
         “Just do it.”

         
         She ran outside.

         
         The scene took her breath away. Orange flames blazed through a thick smoky haze, illuminating a mound of destroyed metal in
            the parking row closest to the gym and reflecting off other vehicles with broken windshields. A few car horns blared into
            the night, but alarms weren’t common here. The blast had ruined the security lights closest to the main doors of the Pit,
            but those farther from the scene illuminated the broken glass, bits of metal, and other debris that had flown everywhere.
         

         
         She scanned the area for the bomber but saw no one. The wind blew the toxic stench toward her, searing her lungs and burning
            her eyes.
         

         
         She jogged closer to the flattened pile of chrome, steel, and melted plastic, near enough to feel the intensity of the fire.
            She dreaded what she had to do next. If anyone had been inside what was left of the car, he or she wasn’t a person anymore.
            Bracing herself, Bernie peered through what would have been the windshield. Nothing in the wreckage looked even partly human.
            She exhaled and stepped back.
         

         
         Had it been a bomb? Probably, she thought. Why else would a car explode in the middle of the night? Was the bomber out here
            waiting for a crowd to gather before detonating the next blast? Watching for the flash of emergency lights and uniforms to
            shoot first responders?
         

         
         She pulled her phone from her jacket pocket.

         
         Sandra, on duty at the Shiprock Police substation in dispatch, recognized her cell number. “Bernie?”

         
         “I need all available backup ASAP to the parking lot at Shiprock High School gym. A car exploded. Lots of damage. I’m starting
            to look for victims. It’s bad.”
         

         
         “Are you alone?”

         
         “Except for the rent-a-cops and the thousand people inside for the game. I need help here faster than fast.”

         
         “Got it.”

         
         Bernie made a check of the proximity, stepping over or around the debris, using her phone as a flashlight to look inside the
            ruined cars closest to the one on fire. If the bomber, an accomplice, or a bystander had been injured by the blast, she had
            to find him.
         

         
         She heard the gym doors open and close, saw the inside light beam into the dark night. She turned toward the sound and yelled,
            “I’m a cop. It’s dangerous out here. Go back inside.”
         

         
         The door closed. She continued, checked inside and between the nearby cars, and saw no one dead, injured, or hiding. Several
            of the vehicles closest to the blast site had broken windshields and shattered side glass. Embedded bits of metal from the
            explosion had damaged others. She felt glass crunch beneath her boots.
         

         
         Because the veteran players from the school’s past state championship teams had family, friends, and old fans in the area,
            the parking lot overflowed with cars, SUVs, vans, and pickup trucks. Basketball ruled the rez. Shiprock High School fans were
            famous for their loyalty to the Chieftains, both boys’ and girls’ teams, current contenders for the AAAA division title. Every
            Chieftains home game filled the three-thousand-plus-seat arena. Moms and dads, cousins and grannies lined up with folding
            chairs and coolers before the doors opened for the junior varsity game, followed by the B team, followed by the big event.
         

         
         Tonight, they had packed the gym to the fire marshal’s advised capacity and probably beyond. The numbers meant confusion in
            the parking lot turned crime scene when the final buzzer sounded. It was the ideal setting for chaos.
         

         
         Bernie wasn’t an expert on explosives—the Navajo Police relied on the federal agents for that. But if, as she expected, a
            bomb had caused the blast, she knew she and whoever arrived to help needed to preserve as much evidence as possible before
            the game ended. Among the people in the gym might be witnesses and even the bomber. 
         

         
         Having found no injured people, she used her phone for crime scene photos, beginning with the car that looked like the target
            vehicle. She stood in front of the flames, working quickly, listening both for help on the way and for the gymnasium door
            opening to release curious and probably scared basketball fans.
         

         
         She put her hands in her pockets for warmth and felt the flyer a young man had handed her earlier calling for an environmental
            protest in Tuba City. Was the explosion a precursor to a weekend of trouble?
         

         
         Finally, she saw flashing lights on the highway and heard the wail of a siren. It would be great if it were Chee, but it wouldn’t
            be. Her husband, a sergeant, was on duty tonight at the other end of the district, following a bootlegging case. Otherwise,
            he would have come to the game with her.
         

         
         The arriving officer was probably Officer Bigman, she figured, at the station ready to call it a day when her call came. She
            and Bigman, a clan brother, worked well together. He was a steady hand, a good guy in a tough situation who’d had her back
            more than once.
         

         
         But the patrol unit cruised directly toward the entrance to the gym and the burning car. She trotted toward it, waving the
            driver away from the crime scene. It must be the new guy, Wilson Sam. Bigman would know better.
         

         
         She’d worked with the rookie a few times before and decided he was impressed with himself for no good reason. He didn’t seem
            to like her either.
         

         
         In the glare of his headlights she noticed more cars and trucks with dents and shattered windows farther away from the site
            of the explosion. Wilson Sam stopped, turned off the siren, and lowered the window when she reached him. She felt the car’s
            interior warmth escaping as he spoke. “I was getting ready to go home. What’s going on?”
         

         
         “A car blew up. Park by the fence and get right back. Block the entrance until we figure out what’s up. Leave the light bar
            flashing.”
         

         
         “Cripes. What a mess. It stinks out here.” She felt his eyes on her casual jacket and jeans. “Are you in charge? I didn’t
            know you were even working tonight.”
         

         
         “I am until the feds get here or someone tells me otherwise.” She didn’t like his tone. “Park fast and come back to help with
            crowd control.”
         

         
         “Can’t the security guys . . . ?”

         
         “Don’t argue. Go.”

         
         Sam drove backward to the rear of the lot, left the lights pulsing against the dark Four Corners night. She watched his silhouette
            against the blue-and-red strobe as he strolled to her, taking his sweet time.
         

         
         She snapped more pictures of the car at the epicenter and the debris around it, trying to include everything since she didn’t
            know what might be important to give the investigators an idea of the uncontaminated scene.
         

         
         Sam arrived and watched her take photographs. The way he stood, resting his hands on his hips, reminded her of a disagreeable
            clan brother. “What if this was just some kind of engine malfunction that made a big mess?”
         

         
         “Until we know otherwise, we treat it as a bomb. Go to the gym. Tell the folks who want to go home to chill. Keep things calm
            in there. We have to hold people inside in case there’s another bomb out here or a sniper. There are kids in there, and the
            ground is full of sharp metal, broken glass, who knows what else. We have to minimize the damage and the disruption to the
            crime scene until we get some backup.”
         

         
         Sam took a step toward her. “You’re wrong. If this was a bomb we should start evacuating. There could be another bomb in the
            locker room, wired to the game clock, anywhere. The whole gym could blow. Do you want people to die because you screwed up?”
         

         
         She glared at him. “It’s my call. I’m in charge. Listen up and don’t argue.”

         
         Sam stared back. “You go inside that death trap. Not me. I’ll take pictures and take my chance out here.”

         
         Bernie swallowed her anger to focus on the job. “Don’t let anyone near that car or any of the cars around it.” She ran toward
            the gym.
         

         
         The stifling heat and game-day smell of sweat and food slapped her as she opened the door. The security guards—Henry, the
            paunchy man she’d spoken with earlier, and Larry in an Atlanta Braves baseball cap—looked relieved to see her. She heard the
            shrill whistle of an official calling a penalty.
         

         
         Bernie studied the crowd in the lobby, looking for someone she knew. She saw a man with his hair in gray braids talking to
            a pair of girls with glow rings around their necks. She noticed a middle-aged woman with a baby, both of whom looked tired.
            She spotted a Hispanic man who resembled her teacher from the sixth grade, a receptionist she recognized from the medical
            center, a bilagaana in a button-down shirt who seemed out of place, a library aide she’d met in Farmington, and a boy she’d arrested for drunken
            driving. A few team mothers who had been selling popcorn, fry bread, and Frito pies stood by their food. People looked curious
            and anxious, but no one had panicked. At least not yet.
         

         
         She noticed a table littered with promotional material soliciting students to enroll in the military, advertising for a revival
            meeting, holiday bake sales, and the protest in Tuba City. She swept the papers to the floor and climbed up so she towered
            over the crowd.
         

         
         She yelled, “Attention, please. I’m Officer Bernadette Manuelito.” She shouted several times, and then one of the food vendors
            banged on a metal tray with a spoon. People looked up. “There’s been an explosion in the parking lot. Until we figure out
            what happened, no one can leave for a while. Go back and enjoy the game. We don’t want anyone getting hurt. Sorry, but I can’t
            answer any questions. Just relax, folks.”
         

         
         She surveyed the lobby crowd again and spotted Mr. Franklin, a man she knew from the Shiprock Chapter House and the area’s
            delegate to the Navajo Tribal Council. She called his name and, when he looked up at her, motioned him to the front of the
            table. “You’ve got a strong voice. You’re a leader. Take charge here, sir. Please. Try to keep people calm and in the building.”
         

         
         He was an elder, and that gave him extra clout. “What happened?”

         
         “A car blew up. I don’t know why. I’ve got to get back outside.”

         
         Franklin turned to the crowd. His deep voice resonated with calm authority. “Do what the lady policeman says. I know her.
            Go watch the game.”
         

         
         Bernie climbed down from the table and bumped into the man with the braids she’d seen earlier. He smiled at her and said,
            “Excuse me,” first in English and then in Navajo. His voice, rough and musical, reminded her for a split second that the world
            held beauty as well as the current chaos.
         

         
         She went back to the parking lot. After the oppressive heat of the gym, the combination of frigid air and acrid smoke called
            her senses to attention.
         

         
         She looked for the rookie but didn’t see him. “Sam? Where are you?”

         
         “Over here. Somebody’s hurt bad.”

         
         She followed his voice. A new smell added itself to the stench, the unforgettable odor of burned human flesh. Then she saw
            the body, a crumpled form in the shadows. How could she have missed it?
         

         
         “Is he still alive?”

         
         “I don’t know.”

         
         “Did you call—?”

         
         Sam interrupted. “Sandra said the ambulance is on the way.”

         
         Bernie squatted next to the victim, keeping her boots out of the blood. The one eye she could identify was closed. Glass fragments
            sparkling in the skin of the eyelid, on his cheeks, neck, and his brown jacket. She leaned closer, pushing down her own nausea,
            and heard a gurgling breath. “Take it easy, sir. We’re here to help you.”
         

         
         The person didn’t respond. She listened to Sam step away and then heard him vomiting. Probably his first experience with a
            person nearly dead.
         

         
         The rookie came back, keeping his distance from her and the victim. “A few people have come out that side door already. They
            ran to their cars and drove off while I was here with the dude. Is he still alive?”
         

         
         “He’s breathing.” She made a judgment call. “Stand by that door. Keep it secure. Don’t let anyone come out of the gym. I’ll
            watch this guy until the ambulance gets here.”
         

         
         Sam hurried off, this time without argument.

         
         Bernie straightened up and stared north toward NM 491, the direction from which the medics and fire trucks would come. Waiting.
            That could be the motto of her experience in law enforcement in the Four Corners. Waiting for an ambulance. Waiting for the
            FBI. Rarely did the Navajo Police have the luxury of waiting for backup—most of the time, officers were on their own. So few
            police for so much geography, and a growing population.
         

         
         Because Shiprock Hospital was closer than the fire station, she figured the ambulance would arrive first, then the fire trucks.
            Then the San Juan County deputies unlucky enough to be working tonight. Then the New Mexico State Police, the FBI, and whatever
            other conglomeration of agencies got involved with cars that blew up. Maybe some of them would get there before the game ended
            and the crush of people wanting to leave the gym intensified.
         

         
         She heard the injured man groan and squatted next to him. She softened her voice. “I’m a police officer. I’m here with you,
            sir. An ambulance is on the way. We’ll do everything we can for you. Hang in there.” It had been long minutes since the explosion.
            So far, no second blast and no snipers shooting at Sam, at her, or at anyone else. Then she noticed a tall, slim figure in
            a white cowboy hat walking toward the disaster site. She stood, drew her gun, and yelled, “Hey, you. I’m a police officer.
            Get over here now.”
         

         
         The man look toward her, surprised, and yelled back as he continued her way. “Didn’t mean to startle you. I’m here to help.”
            He stopped a few feet away, and she followed his glance to the injured person. “Holy cow. He looks bad.”
         

         
         “Who are you?”

         
         “Byrum Lee. I’m a medic.” Unlike the rookie, Lee kept his cool despite the horror of the body’s disfigurement.

         
         “What are you doing here?”

         
         “I had to work late, but I came to see the end of the game.” As he spoke, he reached toward his pocket. She automatically
            raised her gun. “Don’t worry, Officer. I’m not armed. I’m getting out my ID. I heard the explosion from my truck just after
            I turned off the engine. I saw the car come apart and start burning. I didn’t know what to do, but when that police car drove
            up, I thought maybe he could use some help. I didn’t realize you were already on the scene.”
         

         
         He gave her his wallet, open to his driver’s license. While she examined it, Lee squatted down and gently pressed his fingers
            against the charred skin of the man’s neck. He moved near the man’s face and turned so his ear was close to the victim’s open
            mouth.
         

         
         Lee stood. “I was in Afghanistan. That was a long time ago, but some things stick with you, like the sound of lungs filling
            with blood. He’s in bad shape.”
         

         
         “The ambulance is on the way.”

         
         Behind her, Bernie heard the gym doors open and the heated tones of the tail end of an argument. She turned in time to see
            a small group of people—they looked like teenage boys—running into the cold. For a split second she considered the wisdom
            of leaving the victim with an unknown Good Samaritan.
         

         
         “Mr. Lee, stay right here until the ambulance comes. Tell me if the guy says anything. And don’t let anyone mess with the
            burning car.”
         

         
         “Sure thing. Whatever I can do. Nobody should die alone.”

         
         She sprinted toward the boys, almost reaching them before they got to a red van.
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         “Hey, you guys! Stop. I’m a police officer.”

         
         The boys broke into a gallop, increasing the distance they already had on her, splitting off in different directions. She
            berated herself as she turned back to the burning car. First she couldn’t find a dying man, and now she let possible suspects
            get away.
         

         
         Then, in the distance, she saw the welcome red flash of ambulance lights against the night sky. Moments later, she heard the
            wail of the sirens. An ambulance and, behind it, a fire truck. Something wound tight inside her relaxed a fraction of an inch.
            The situation was bad and could still become disastrous, but in a few minutes she and Sam wouldn’t be facing it alone.
         

         
         She stopped to catch her breath, thinking of what to tell the emergency folks. Then she saw two sets of headlights on the
            road right behind the ambulance, with turn signals indicating they were headed for the gym. The vanguard of the expected stream
            of parents, aunties, and neighbors coming to pick up the kids who attended the game. More would follow.
         

         
         The fire truck and ambulance headed toward the smoldering car, and Bernie ran to meet them. The truck stopped outside the
            entrance to the gym and two firefighters got out. She knew the taller one, Mike Hannigan, but he looked right through her
            and headed toward the uniformed rookie standing by the side door.
         

         
         She yelled. “Hannigan. Bernie Manuelito, Navajo Police.”

         
         He stopped. “Hey, Officer. What’s cooking?”

         
         “I heard the explosion about half an hour ago. No more since then. Officer Sam and I are the only law enforcement here. We
            found one victim.” She moved toward the ambulance. The driver lowered the window. “Follow me.”
         

         
         She jogged to where Lee waited with the injured man. The ambulance rolled along behind, lights flashing.

         
         The driver called to her out the open window. “Only one person hurt?”

         
         “That’s all we’ve got for now.”

         
         She heard another siren and noticed more responder lights approaching from the distance. Much quicker than she’d expected.
            Thank goodness.
         

         
         The ambulance crew went to work and Lee stepped aside.

         
         “He’s hanging on.” Lee kept his gaze on the injured man. “We said some prayers. He didn’t speak, but I know he heard me. Poor
            guy.”
         

         
         “Thanks for your help. I need your ID. I’m sure the feds will want to talk to you.”

         
         Lee showed Bernie his Arizona license again and she jotted down the information. The game would officially be over in a few
            minutes if it didn’t go into overtime. For many fans the combination of fear, curiosity, and fatigue would overpower their respect for an elder like Mr. Franklin.
            She envisioned the chaos and kept moving to coordinate the response.
         

         
         The firefighters had begun to assemble what they needed to spread flame-retardant foam on the smoldering car when a San Juan
            sheriff’s car pulled into the parking lot.
         

         
         Sam left his post by the door and ran to the car. Bernie felt her anger rise, but evidently he told the deputy she was in
            charge because the cruiser drove toward her. She recognized the man at the wheel, an officer she’d talked to that summer when
            her sister had been arrested. She didn’t recall his name at the moment, and didn’t recognize his partner. He lowered his window.
         

         
         “You guys got here quickly.”

         
         The deputy stroked his mustache. “Amazing, I know. What’s up?”

         
         “A car exploded and seriously injured one man. So far, nothing else has blown up but we have another problem.” The fumes had
            irritated her throat and it hurt to talk. “People already want out of the gym and there’s a lineup of cars waiting to pick
            up kids. The game will end soon, and that’s when the real fun begins.”
         

         
         The deputy nodded. “If there’s a sniper, another bomb . . .” He turned to his partner, a husky woman with gray in her hair.
            “You try to keep people in the gym. I’ll drive back to the gate and block the entrance. Stop the confusion from getting worse.”
         

         
         Bernie looked at the female deputy. “Mr. Franklin, a tribal official, is helping inside.” She described him, and told the
            officer the names of the security guards.
         

         
         Already, about a dozen more vehicles had come in. The sheriff’s deputy managed to stop them from getting close to the crime
            scene, and so far, no looky-loos had climbed out of their cars. But that was just a matter of time.
         

         
         More people began leaving the gym, using the side doors. She heard the deputy yelling, “Go back,” and watched as more people
            ignored her.
         

         
         Bernie stayed by the bombed car, on the lookout for anyone who took a close interest in it, tried to pick up a souvenir or
            interfere with the firefighters. She’d warned people away from the flames and smoke and made sure no one drove off in the
            cars closest to the one that had been bombed. The chaos accelerated as more fans left the gym. When they saw the ambulance
            and fire truck, some people froze. Some began running. A little girl tripped, fell, and started to cry. A man scooped up the
            child and hurried away with her bundled in his arms. Bernie saw a woman whose foot was bleeding from where the sharp shrapnel
            had penetrated the thin sole of her shoe. A growing press of cars and trucks pulling out of their parking spots created a
            jam of vehicles and added engine fumes to the stench of the burning car. The deputy managed to hold most fans at the exit,
            at least for the moment. She heard the ambulance doors close. Then Lee came over to her. She noticed the blood on his jacket.
         

         
         “That poor soul didn’t say a word. I hope he couldn’t feel anything either.” He pointed toward the gym. “Want me to stand
            at the side door and try to keep some order?” 
         

         
         “Good idea.”

         
         “Whatever you want, ma’am.”

         
         It wouldn’t be long, she hoped, before the FBI team arrived from Farmington, half an hour to the east. They’d secure the scene
            and do a thorough investigation in the morning. If he was available, the FBI contact would be Jerry Cordova, she figured,
            the agent based in Albuquerque who spent a lot of time in Farmington and Gallup these days. A smart guy. Maybe a little too
            fond of himself, but a solid, professional cop.
         

         
         More flashing lights in the distance now caught her eye. Another Navajo officer, maybe, or the New Mexico State Police. She
            heard horns honking, an uncommon sound on the reservation.
         

         
         Then she saw a man bend down to pick up something in the parking lot.

         
         “Hey, don’t touch that. Leave whatever that is alone.”

         
         He stood straight, startled.

         
         “I’m a cop.”

         
         He laughed, “Yeah, sure. And I’m the reincarnation of Muhammad Ali.”

         
         Bernie walked closer. “What do you have there?”

         
         He opened his fist and showed her a bent piece of rusted metal. She showed him her ID.

         
         “Put it down and get back in the gym.”

         
         He tossed the metal down and took off, running away from her farther into the parking lot.

         
         She should have made Sam guard the bombed car, she thought. With his uniform and height he would have gotten more respect
            out here than she could. Now, one of the rent-a-cops, Larry, was running toward the ambulance team. After a brief conversation,
            attendants went with him back into the building. Meanwhile, a dozen more fans left.
         

         
         Officer Sam walked up to her.

         
         “It’s hopeless keeping people in—you try it.”

         
         She looked at him, speechless.

         
         Sam stood a little straighter. “Just so you know, I called a tow company. Some of these vehicles down here aren’t drivable.”

         
         “What are you thinking? The ones closest to the target can’t be moved until they get checked for bomb fragments.”

         
         “Who made you God?” He glared at her for a moment, then walked back to the gym.

         
         The New Mexico State Police arrived, and a few minutes later a black sedan with flashing lights glided through the crowd.
            She recognized the car. Cordova in his usual style. She sighed with relief. There had been tension among the FBI and the Indian
            cops in the past, in her mentor Lieutenant Leaphorn’s heyday. Some ill feelings undoubtedly remained, but she respected Cordova.
            And she knew he’d take charge.
         

         
         She watched him park far from the bombed car, climb out, and put on his protective vest with FBI panels front and back. It
            made her aware, again, that she was out of uniform. He trotted up to her, his badge on a cord around his neck, all business.
         

         
         “Fill me in.”

         
         Bernie told him everything she knew about the explosion and the aftermath. It didn’t take long. “When I came out of the gym,
            I didn’t see anyone running away or any vehicles driving off. I called it in. The rookie showed up, and I went back into the
            building to get the rent-a-cops and a volunteer to keep the spectators calm. Or try to.”
         

         
         Cordova said, “Did you ask security if they noticed anything?”

         
         “No.” She should have, she realized, but that could come later. “There’s more.”

         
         She told him about the pack of teenagers who had ignored her and run off in different directions. She told him about the victim.
            “The ambulance left about five minutes ago. He was alive then.”
         

         
         “What can you tell me about him?”

         
         “Male. Maybe five eight, one-seventy pounds. It looked like he had on some sort of brown jacket.” 

         
         “Did he say anything?”

         
         “Not to me. A volunteer stayed with the victim until the ambulance got here.”

         
         “Who was that?”

         
         “An army medic who came late to the game.” She thought a moment and conjured up his name. “Byrum Lee. I have his info.”

         
         “Did you find a cell phone on the injured guy?”

         
         “I didn’t search him.” Another mistake, she realized.

         
         She noticed Cordova looking at her, realizing she was out of uniform.”Why are you here, Manuelito? Just lucky?”

         
         “I came for the basketball. This is a big game.”

         
         “So who won?”

         
         “I don’t know.”

         
         “Who’s here besides us?”

         
         “Two San Juan County deputies.” She gave him the names. “I saw the state police pull up out there just before you arrived.
            And Officer Sam has been helping with crowd control at the gym.”
         

         
         “Sam who?”

         
         “Wilson Sam. He’s our new guy.”

         
         “I haven’t met him.”

         
         “I’ll introduce you when we get a chance.”

         
         Cordova bent down and picked up a piece of metal, stood up and showed it to her. It seemed similar to the debris the man had
            tried to leave with, but it was smaller. “See how this looks rusted? That’s from the bomb.” He replaced the metal. “ATF has
            a bomb squad on the way from Albuquerque with a sniffer dog. Our bomb techs should be here tonight, too.
         

         
         “You keep an eye on the scene here while I discover what’s happening in the gym and get some interviews organized. I’ll radio
            the state police team out there, tell them to hold everyone in the lot in and keep everyone outside the fence out. Some bombers
            like to hang around, enjoy the chaos.” He picked up his radio. “Don’t let anybody near these cars, even if they own them.”
            Cordova headed for the gym. She shoved her frozen hands into her pockets. Cordova was in charge now, telling her to do what
            she’d been doing as though the idea wouldn’t have occurred to her.
         

         
         A man with a buzz cut, wearing warm-up pants and a Shiprock Chieftain sweatshirt, walked directly toward the burning car.
            She took a breath and prepared to repeat what she’d said dozens of times that night: she didn’t know what happened, and he
            should wait in the gym. He turned toward her and spoke first.
         

         
         His voice trembled. “I can’t believe this. It’s a nightmare.” He kicked at the ground with his Nike. “Did you see what happened?”

         
         “I heard the explosion and saw the fire. I’m a Navajo police officer. I got here right after the explosion. You need to go
            back into the gym.”
         

         
         “I loved this car. Look at it now.” He started to walk to the smoldering metal, avoiding the fire hoses and stepping around
            the puddles of liquid from the hoses and the car.
         

         
         Bernie moved in front of him. “Stop. So this is your car?”

         
         “Was my car. My Beemer. My sweet baby.” He looked at her. “I know you. You played with the Lady Chieftains, right?”

         
         “Right.” She realized the man was the leader of tonight’s alumni squad, the star center on the Chieftain team that had won
            the state championship two years in a row when she was in high school. “And I remember watching you guys win state. Bernadette
            Manuelito.”
         

         
         The man gave her a worried smile. “I’m Aza Palmer. You guessed that. What happened out here?”

         
         The fumes made her cough. “You know anyone who’d blow up your car?”

         
         “No. People liked that car. You don’t see many of them, even in Phoenix.”

         
         She rephrased the obvious. “Do you know someone who wants to harm you?”

         
         He glanced at the wreckage again and then turned back to her. “Judging from this, I guess so. In my line of work, you make
            enemies and I’ve had some threats.” Palmer laughed nervously, then stopped, embarrassed. “Was anybody hurt in the explosion?”
         

         
         “Yes. Was someone waiting for you out here at the car?”

         
         “No. Not that I know of.” Palmer began to move toward the vehicle again. Bernie put her hand on his arm.

         
         He pushed against her grip. “I just want to check out what happened.”

         
         “Sorry. It’s a crime scene.” She gave him a stern look. “There’s an FBI agent here who will need to talk to you. He’s in the
            gym.” She described Cordova. “Go inside where it’s warmer. You can’t do anything helpful here.”
         

         
         “But it’s my car. And I have to know . . .” His voice trailed off.

         
         She swallowed, and her throat felt scratchy. “Don’t argue. Go on in.”

         
         The November night was clear. Níłch’its’ósí, the month of small winds. She looked up at the stars, icy pinpoints in the dark velvet sky. Her eyes teared from the smoke.
            The calendar said it was autumn for another few weeks, but thirty degrees qualified as winter in her book. She realized her
            ears ached with cold and wished she had a hat.
         

         
         The flow of people from the gym stopped. Evidently Cordova had taken charge. She wondered if he’d given the rookie a lecture.

         
         Who among the people of Shiprock would want to harm Aza Palmer? Half the girls she knew in the high school had a crush on
            him, not just because he was one of the starters on the boys’ team but because he was a nice guy. She’d read the article the Navajo Times had put together about the game, mentioning that ticket sale proceeds would benefit a program to end domestic violence. The
            article had a picture of the championship team from the old days and a “where are they now” paragraph. Palmer seemed to still
            be the star, a partner with a law firm in Phoenix, one of those with eight names on the letterhead.
         

         
         Bernie remembered something else about him. In his senior year, back when she was a sophomore, someone Palmer dated, a quiet
            girl named Lona, got pregnant and everyone knew about it. After Palmer graduated, they got married and moved away.
         

         
         Cordova came out of the gym a few minutes later. “I’d like you in there with me so we can speed things up and let these folks
            get home. You’re good with people. I told your rookie to guard the car.”
         

         
         “Sure. Did Palmer find you?”

         
         “Palmer?”

         
         “The guy who owned the car.”

         
         Cordova blinked. “Where was he?”

         
         “Out here, assessing the damage. I sent him to look for you.”

         
         Cordova looked at the smoking ruin again. “I haven’t seen him yet, but he’s not going anywhere.”

         
         Cordova and the San Juan deputy, with Councilor Franklin’s help, had done a good job of organizing the crowd. Teachers in
            the audience had come forward to stay with anxious children and teenagers waiting for parents who had been detained outside
            the fence. Bernie got their names and then arranged for the kids to meet their grown-ups near the administration building.
            Next, she took the names of parents waiting with children, then the elderly and their companions and asked them each a few
            questions. Lastly, she focused on able-bodied adults—some impatient and grumpy, some philosophical, most wondering what all
            the fuss was about. She assessed who might be helpful for follow-up interviews if needed. Although no one she spoke to said
            they’d seen anything unusual, some hesitated. They might recall something later.
         

         
         Not a single man or woman she interviewed mentioned someone missing, or asked about the person who had been taken away by
            ambulance. Did he have no friends? Was he the bomber? Was he associated with the teens who ran, or with some of the fans who
            left the scene before Bernie could talk to them?
         

         
         She noticed Cordova and Palmer deep in conversation and then Palmer sitting alone on the bleachers, head in his hands. Then
            Cordova was standing beside her in his FBI vest, waiting until she’d finished getting information from a distraught woman
            in a fringed jacket.
         

         
         “Take a break, Manuelito. You don’t want to make a mistake.”

         
         “I’m OK.”

         
         “You are. Take a break anyway. Come outside with me. I’ll tell your rookie to come in, warm up, and do some of this.”

         
         The stench of the burned car still hung in the night air. Cordova had cajoled or persuaded the San Juan deputies to guard
            the crime scene. The fire truck remained, the crew waiting to see if their services would be needed again. Behind the yellow-and-black
            Keep Out tape, the slick puddles of goo that had quelled the car fire glistened in the dim light. When she thought of hazardous duty
            as an officer, she’d pictured getting shot at, spit on by drunks, or chased by guard dogs. She hadn’t imagined working with
            flood victims when the hard male rain fell too fast for the parched ground to absorb. She had not anticipated that she’d be
            working long hours in a blizzard to help stranded families, hunting for suspects in a sandstorm, or walking for miles in the
            merciless sun searching for a lost child. Now, she could add to the list breathing toxic smoke and fumes that made her nauseated.
         

         
         They talked as they walked toward her car. “Did you ever smoke, Manuelito?”

         
         “No. After all the junk I’ve breathed in tonight, I’m glad I didn’t.”

         
         “I used to. Actually made some interesting contacts that way. I quit when my wife and I started dating and she said kissing
            me was like licking an ashtray.” He laughed at the old joke. “So, tell me how come you’re here again?”
         

         
         “Basketball.” No one who grew up within thirty miles of Shiprock, or any town on the reservation, would have asked the question.

         
         “You have a nephew on the Shiprock team or something?”

         
         “No. It was a special game, the veterans versus the young hotshots.”

         
         He nodded once. “So, I guess that means there are more people here tonight than usual. I heard it was SRO.”

         
         “SRO?”

         
         “Standing room only.”

         
         Bernie laughed. “The games always draw a big crowd. Basketball rules the rez. People line up early with folding chairs and
            coolers, waiting to get into the Pit. If you want a seat, especially at any of the big rivalries, you have to be here for
            sure when the doors open for the B-team at four.”
         

         
         “No kidding?”

         
         “No kidding.”

         
         The lot had partly emptied. Clusters of cars damaged by the explosion, and a few vehicles with flats from running over debris
            as they headed for the exit remained along with those cars and trucks that had picked tonight to die of natural causes. She
            saw the rookie looking at the damaged cars and officially introduced him to Cordova.
         

         
         “The wrecker I called just pulled up.” Sam stood straighter and sucked in his gut as he talked. “Where would you like him
            first?” She noticed that the rookie didn’t direct the question to her, but tossed it to Cordova.
         

         
         Cordova said, “I’ll brief him. Go back inside and talk to the potential witnesses. Take names of everyone and contact information.
            Make a note of anything that needs follow-up. The gal at the table by the door can help you.”
         

         
         She expected the rookie to balk, but he smiled. “Yes, sir. Glad to. Whatever you want. This is the first time I’ve been involved
            with a federal agent.”
         

         
         And then he was gone.

         
         Cordova said, “I’m going to talk to Palmer once more, see if he’s remembered anything else. What do you know about him?”

         
         “He’s a lawyer and lives in Arizona. He told me he’s had some threats and that no one has tried to kill him. Number twenty-three
            on his jersey. Good from the free throw line.”
         

         
         “Why don’t people like him?”

         
         “He didn’t say exactly, but he’s a lawyer.”

         
         The crime scene van was there now, she noticed, complete with a big brown dog straining on its leash. Cordova said, “There’s
            plenty of help around. Go on home. You did a good job.”
         

         
         “Thanks.”

         
         “I’ll need a statement from you. Make some notes and we can do that tomorrow.”

         
         Because she had arrived late, the only empty parking spots had been at the very back of the lot. At the time, she’d pictured
            herself enjoying the stroll back to her ride after the hours in the hot, stuffy gym. Now, she was glad she’d parked where
            she had because her car hadn’t been damaged. The poor Toyota had been too close to a fire that summer, and getting hit by
            shrapnel wouldn’t have improved things.
         

         
         A new car, or at least a different car with lower mileage and a working air conditioner, topped her wish list. But something
            always happened to divert whatever savings she managed to put away. When it came to a choice between replacing her car or
            helping relatives, there was no choice. And if she or Mama or Darleen needed a hand, her extended family came through for
            them. That was the Navajo Way.
         

         
         Bernie drove to the station. It wasn’t until she finished her report on the incident that she realized she could barely keep
            her eyes open. She wanted a shower to wash the smoke out of her hair, warm steam to lift away the sight of the injured person’s
            burned flesh. And then a cup of tea for her scratchy throat and a good book to help her forget. Chee must be long done with
            his shift and probably asleep. But maybe he’d waited up for her. Maybe he’d even fixed her a bite to eat.
         

         
         She arrived back at the trailer to find the lights on.
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         Jim Chee looked up from the movie he’d been watching on TV and smiled at her.

         
         “Sounds like you had quite a night. Smells like it, too.”

         
         Bernie put her backpack on the floor and stood next to the couch. She coughed. Chee muted the television.

         
         “You OK?”

         
         “Yeah, just tired and stinky.”

         
         “I heard about the explosion on the scanner. Did you have back-up?”

         
         “Eventually. The rookie got there first. Then the fire truck and ambulance, sheriff’s deputies, a state police car, and then
            Cordova. By the time he arrived, it was chaos.”
         

         
         “Did the rookie do OK?”

         
         “I guess. He found the one who was hurt. That guy . . .” She stopped, pushed away the memory.

         
         Chee turned off the TV. “I heard the ambulance took somebody to the hospital, so I guess the victim was still alive at least.
            I’m glad he didn’t die out there. I’m relieved to see you, honey.”
         

         
         And that, she knew, was why he was up, listening to the scanner with one ear while he watched TV, and not in bed as she’d
            expected. If the situation had been reversed, she would have done the same.
         

         
         He went to the kitchen. She heard the water running.

         
         “You want something? Tea? Hot chocolate?”

         
         “Whatever you’re having.” She coughed again.

         
         “Are you getting a cold?”

         
         “I think it’s smoke from the explosion. I’m jumping in the shower.”

         
         He handed her a garbage bag. “Put your clothes in here until we can wash them.”

         
         When she came out, she felt better. She listened to the rustle of dry leaves that still clung to the cottonwood trees along
            the San Juan River behind their little house, and the quiet song of the water, music that had swayed her heart and convinced
            her Chee’s trailer could be her home. She heard the whistle of the teakettle.
         

         
         Chee sat at the kitchen table. He had made fried bologna sandwiches to go with the hot chocolate.

         
         She smiled at him. “Thanks. How did you know I was starving?”

         
         “Because I’m a genius, in case you hadn’t noticed. But mostly because you’re always starving.”

         
         She could have argued the point, but instead she sipped the hot chocolate. “I would have loved some of this earlier tonight.
            I half froze out there in the parking lot.”
         

         
         “I bet.”

         
         She watched him take a bite. Chee could eat voraciously, any time of the day or night, and never gain an ounce.

         
         She savored her sandwich, happy to be safe with the man she loved.

         
         Chee took the plates to the sink.

         
         “You want more hot chocolate? I can make some with my magic recipe. No trouble.”

         
         “Does your magic recipe involve a packet and hot water?”

         
         “The secret’s in the wrist.” He demonstrated a stirring motion. “Kind of like basketball.”

         
         “Right.”

         
         “So, who won the game?”

         
         “I don’t know. I got kind of busy after the bomb went off.”

         
         “Did many of the championship guys show up?”

         
         “Yes, enough for a bunch of substitutes. I’d love more hot chocolate. I’m still cold from the parking lot.”

         
         Chee took her cup and turned back to the counter. “I can feel you watching me. Are you trying to steal my recipe?”

         
         “Never. Then I’d have to make my own hot chocolate.”

         
         He poured the water, stirred, came back to the table, and put the cup in front of her. She noticed tiny white specks on the
            light brown froth.
         

         
         “What are these?”

         
         “Miniature marshmallows, of course.”

         
         “Of course. Did you make them, too?”

         
         “I’m not telling.” He slid into the chair next to her. “Do you know whose car blew up? Or was it a truck?”

         
         “It belonged to one of the all-stars. Aza Palmer. He said it was a BMW, his baby.”

         
         Chee said, “And there were no more bombs, no sniper attacks, nothing like that?”

         
         “No, thank goodness.” She stirred the hot chocolate, watching the marshmallows dissolve. “There are other reasons for cars
            to explode, but I’m betting, with a new car like that, it was a bomb.”
         

         
         “I think so, too. If you want to kill someone, there are simpler ways. But if you want to make a statement . . .” He left
            the thought hanging. “Car bombs are a terrorist weapon, designed to spread panic. Usually the organization behind the bombing
            brags about it. Maybe they’ve called in something to the FBI, you know, taking the credit?”
         

         
         “Whoever did this didn’t make a very clear statement tonight. An incinerated BMW, a couple rows of damaged vehicles, a whole
            bunch of annoyed basketball fans and scared kids and parents. I thought it was interesting that Palmer seemed so cool about
            the incident. He felt bad about his car, but he didn’t seem worried that someone probably wanted to kill him. He said it went
            with the business.”
         

         
         “The business?”

         
         “He’s a lawyer. I guess he deals with criminal cases. He must have good insurance.” She sipped her chocolate. “How was your
            shift?”
         

         
         “Nothing like yours. The bootlegger vanished before I got there. I arrested a drunk for speeding. Lots of time to think about
            the meaning of life.” Chee put his cup in the sink. “Let’s get to bed, honey. We’re leaving early for your mama’s place tomorrow,
            remember? I promised to move the loom so she can use it. You wanted to get that done before your shift.”
         

         
         “I’ll be there in a minute.” She tapped her cup. “As soon as I’m done with this.”

         
         “There was a message from your mother on the phone when I got home. She said she’d have Kneel Down Bread for us tomorrow.”

         
         Bernie laughed. “Great. I love that ntsidigo’i’, especially in November.”
         

         
         “Yeah, it’s good that your mother froze some of what you two made last summer. I think it will taste even better now.”

         
         Bernie finished her chocolate. She took the phone out of her backpack, plugged it into the charger, and noticed a missed call
            from Mama’s house. It was too late to call now. Darleen would still be up, but she didn’t want to deal with her little sister—she’d
            had enough drama for one night.
         

         
         She switched on the ringer, as they both did each night, in case there was an emergency with Mama or at the station. By the
            time she got to bed, Chee was snoring lightly.
         

         
         She thought about the loom. He had made it for her with his own hands in the traditional way as a wedding gift. She had planned
            to use it but never seemed to find the time. She’d call herself an advanced beginner when it came to weaving. She’d enjoyed
            it, but other things crowded her calendar. Mama had a student now, Officer Bigman’s wife, and a loom at the house would make
            it easier for them to work together. Mama enjoyed teaching Mrs. Bigman and talked about her all the time. She enjoyed seeing
            Mama happy, but felt like a bystander in this new relationship.
         

         
         Bernie had just turned off her reading light and snuggled next to Chee when the phone rang. Had something happened to Mama?
            Then she breathed a sigh of relief. It was Chee’s phone.
         

         
          

         In Jim Chee’s world, a phone call after ten p.m. never brought good news unless a friend or relative was expecting a baby.
            None of his relatives were pregnant.
         

         
         He rose and made his way to the bathroom, where his phone lay charging. The screen read “Largo.” Chee seldom cursed but he
            thought about it.
         

         
         The captain got to the point. “I need you to come in to the station now. You know about the explosion at the high school?
            Bernie fill you in?”
         

         
         “Yes, sir.”

         
         Largo said, “Do you know who Aza Palmer is?”

         
         “The guy whose car blew up.”

         
         Largo said, “He’s also the man running the mediation in Tuba City, Tó Naneesdizí. You know about that?”

         
         “No, sir.”

         
         He heard Largo exhale. “Where have you been, man? There’s a big meeting about a new proposal for a resort on Navajo land near
            the Grand Canyon. Our tribal officials, bigwigs from the Hopi, the Havasupai, Hualapai, environmentalists, developers, federal
            government agency types, Arizona state officials, academics, bureaucrats, you name it. Maybe even some Paiutes. They’ll all
            be there, and Palmer is the ringmaster.”
         

         
         “Ringmaster?”

         
         “The person in charge of keeping things moving.”

         
         Chee took the phone into the bedroom and found his clothes. He wished Largo would get to the point.

         
         “This guy Palmer is the mediator, the one who runs the meeting. The attack at the school may have had something to do with
            that. The issue is a big controversy.”
         

         
         He felt the questions pile up, but he knew Largo had more to tell him.

         
         “Sergeant, this comes from the chief. Pack an overnight bag, get yourself down here, and plan to be gone for a few days. I’ll
            tell you the rest when you get to the station.”
         

         
         “Now? You’re in the office, sir?”

         
         “Yep. Me and Mr. Palmer are here and I wanna go home.”

         
         Chee silently grumbled into his clean uniform. He looked at Bernie, the blankets pulled up to her chin and still irresistible,
            her beautiful dark hair flowing loose, catching the light from the bathroom. She opened her eyes.
         

         
         It was impossible to keep a secret from someone when you spoke on the phone in a trailer. Not that he wanted to. He told her
            all the details he knew. “I know you’d like this assignment. I hope you aren’t jealous.”
         

         
         She chuckled. “Jealous? No way. I already worked tonight, and I wasn’t even on duty. Why can’t it wait until morning?”

         
         “I’ll find out when I get to the station, but I bet you a doughnut I’m driving to Tuba City.” He took his duffel from beneath
            the bed and folded in T-shirts, socks, underwear.
         

         
         Bernie sat up. “Stay in touch, OK? And take some long johns. It’s freezing out there.”

         
         “I’ll text you when I know what’s up.” That way, if she was asleep, he wouldn’t wake her.

         
         His breath looked like white steam inside his truck, and Chee knew it wouldn’t get warm in the time it took to drive to the
            station. His police unit would be cold, too. But the call made him curious, distracted him from the discomfort. An assignment
            from the chief. That was a first.
         

         
         He found Largo at his desk and a tall Navajo in a Chieftains jacket and matching red warm-up pants pacing and fiddling with
            his cell phone. He’d never met Aza Palmer, but Chee had seen his photo in the article about the reunion game. From the story,
            he knew Palmer was about his age, but the man’s face was lined and his hair gray at the temples. Hard living, Chee thought,
            or maybe some underlying medical issue.
         

         
         The captain made introductions and told them to sit. He got to the point quickly. “Cordova noticed one of the flyers in the
            gym, the one from Save Wild America calling for demonstrations at the meeting at Tuba City. He knew the group had been involved
            in violence in California, including a bomb that did major damage and sent some folks to prison. Mr. Palmer has received threatening
            e-mails from them questioning his motives and his character.”
         

         
         Palmer folded his hands in his lap and looked at Chee. “That kind of suspicion is totally misinformed. The mediation brings
            together the major parties with an interest in and disagreement over the plans for the resort. My job is to keep the conversation
            civil, on point, and help the parties involved reach some sort of resolution. I’m the referee, not the star player.” He straightened
            in his chair and glanced at Chee. “I tried to keep him from calling you. You guys are overreacting. If someone had wanted
            to do serious damage, they would have used a bigger bomb and timed it to explode when the game ended. Or just shot me.”
         

         
         Largo drummed his fingers on the desk. “Tell Chee what happened after you left the Pit tonight.”

         
         “I couldn’t drive my car, of course, so I called Katie, my clan sister, to pick me up after the FBI guy had asked me the same
            questions several times. I’d planned to spend the night at her place anyway. Well, this car she hadn’t seen before blocked
            the entrance to her road. Somebody got out and started waving at us, motioning for her to stop. I wanted to talk to him, find
            out what he was up to. But Katie couldn’t tell who it was and what happened at the gym spooked her.”
         

         
         Chee noticed the calmness in the man’s voice, the tone of a person who had looked danger in the face more than once.

         
         Palmer took a breath and continued. “Then the person started to follow us, right on her bumper. She came here. When she turned
            into the lot, the other car drove on. Katie called her boyfriend, and he came down, drove home with her, checked things out.
            Everything was cool at her place, so I assume the incident was
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