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      Captain Kani Forester flicked at his turn signal. More than half the time, it worked. And not for the first time, he softly cursed at the reservation bean counters who had him driving a twelve-year-old Explorer. It wasn’t even a four-wheel drive. For any investigations up the canyons or out into the sand, he had to catch a ride with a more active trooper or borrow a four-by-four from someone else. The mocking of his compatriots never ended.

      He knew it was supposed to be in a playful camaraderie, but the barbs hit him where he was defenseless. In the army, at almost seven feet, they took his nickname from his Scandinavian name for rabbit and the cartoon movie of their youth. His size and ability to finish any bar fight his army buddies got him involved in had cinched the name. The name followed him home.

      The old man stood in the middle of the road; his body stiffened into an unnatural shape. His hands jammed hard down into the pockets of his weathered work coat. The elbows turned almost backward into his gaunt ribs. A pale plume of breath hung in the air—caught in the glow of the yellowish headlights of the older Ford Explorer.

      With his window down, Thumper coasted the faded tribal police SUV quietly up next to the man. The brakes only whined the last six feet. “Jesus, Cooter, I almost hit you. Stop acting like a defendant and get out of the street.”

      The wet, rheumy eyes were more from age than the few tastes of alcohol the man might have taken during his shift at the bar. “Well, hell, Thumper. You didn’t.” The man’s hands had snuck out to his hips.

      Kani put the Explorer in reverse. “Well, hell, Cooter. Let me back up here and I’ll just try harder this time.”

      The older man rolled his eyes. “Then you’d have two bodies to explain to the council. And the one would be especially sketchy—explaining it to our wives and all.”

      Kani closed his eyes and wiped the early morning sleep from his face. “Okay, we’ll talk about the mother-daughter team of our perdition later. Why are you out here in the street?” His head vibrated his forehead into a frown. “What body?”

      The man waved his hand across the street in a sweeping gesture and pointed into the early morning gray. “Feller came in last night. Said he’d seen a body dumped on the monument. I ran out there when I shut the bar. It’s there. I didn’t recognize anyone. But I also wasn’t going to do something stupid in the night, like checking for a pulse. That’s your job.”

      Kani closed his eyes and slumped in the seat. “Uff da! I need coffee…”

      Cooter nodded. “Yup. Breakfast too. How’s your fuel?”

      “I top it off every morning. The reservation is big.”

      The old man pointed across the hood of the truck. “I’ll just get our supplies.” He walked through the headlights to the passenger side. Bending by the side of the road, he lifted a large bag.

      He opened the door and slid the bag to the middle between the seats. The bag dropped to the floor with the thump of something heavy. Kani smiled at the dull clinking of metal thermoses.

      “Put your seat belt on.”

      The old man gave him a scowling look. And then slowly reached behind him to grab the seat belt. “Nitpicker.”

      Kani burped a small laugh. “Scofflaw.”

      The drive became the usual quiet as each examined their mornings. The two had spent many years riding around or going hunting. Sitting on the side of a small valley, watching the other side, was an excuse for spending time together in the quiet of nature. It wasn’t always about throwing meat into the freezer but more about their therapy from the day-to-day of the reservation.

      Kani finished the coffee in his cup. Thinking, he swung the empty red plastic cup out to Cooter. Cooter twisted off the top of the thermos and poured more coffee. He placed the cup back into the still outstretched hand. Kani hesitated momentarily, unsure if this was what he wanted—or needed.

      The heap of dark clothes was obvious from the parking lot. It could be someone’s spilled laundry bag, but he could sense it was something more ominous. Kani studied the early morning sky—not yet bright enough to bring out the tourists, but they would be here soon enough. It’s still too early, even for the vultures. But he knew other birds would gather in the distance. He thought about leaving but instead prepared himself for what the morning light might reveal. Kani looked over at the old man. Cooter held his two hands out at the body.

      Kani paused twenty steps away from the Explorer and then turned back to its rear hatch. His hand rested at the hatch latch, dreading what he knew he had to do next. He reached for the heavy plastic body bag inside the left side compartment. His fingers traced along the zipper with a sense of heaviness. Wondering again why they sewed in a well-made zipper even when they knew it was only meant for single use. Walking across the gravel, he stepped onto the pinkish-gray concrete. The exhibit building cast a shadow across the entrance. Kani studied the body as he approached. He didn’t like the way the right foot twisted in. The left being toe-down to the concrete with the body on its back was also disconcerting.

      He stood over the body and pulled his phone out. He took a picture of the body. The left arm reached into Utah. The head and right arm were in Colorado. The left hip and leg were squarely in Arizona, and the rest tried to run away to New Mexico.

      Kani looked at the camera app and switched to video mode. Touching the red dot, he began filming as he slowly walked around the body.

      “This is Southern Ute Reservation Police Chief Kani Forester. I’m at the Four Corners Monument. They reported the body to a citizen during the night. It is now daylight, and I’m here on the scene. There’s no evidence of a struggle. The body appears to be posed. There’s no sign of blood, so it is my first supposition to suspect someone killed them elsewhere and then placed the body here.” He moved the camera closer to the face. “The deceased appears to be a male in his forties or early fifties. White, with a close-cropped hair and shaved.”

      He stopped filming and slipped his phone into his pocket. He knelt near the head. Reaching out with his left gloved hand, he felt for a pulse. The head shifted as he felt the neck. Frowning, he applied pressure and stood suddenly as the head rolled away from the body.

      He stood silently studying the cut neck. The cut was clean and smooth. The lack of blood was disconcerting and disturbing at the same time.

      As he returned to the Explorer, a chill ran down his spine. He tried not to think about the repercussions of a white man getting beheaded on a reservation, but the vivid images of Custer’s Last Stand haunted him. He watched the news and followed news feeds and bombastic responses on the internet and social media. None of it sat well with the coffee in his gut. He liked his life and the quiet of the dull, boring desert.

      He opened the door. “Cooter, I think I’m going to need your help here.” He winced. “Before I call the Bureau of Indian Affairs and the FBI.”
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      “Nash, honey?”

      Nash raised the aluminum snow shovel and stabbed it into the end of the tunnel. The tunnel had been the last three days of work. Fill the bathtub with the snow for half an hour, then rest for an hour while the radiant floor heat melts the snow. Then repeat. Meanwhile, at a quarter a game, she owed the man more than just the twenty dollars.

      She looked back down the snow tunnel at the man waving the flashlight and the dog dancing on the door tread. “Yeah, Connie?”

      “Come back this way a bit.”

      She squinted as the man turned off his light but pointed with his finger.

      Stepping back toward the octogenarian, Nash turned to look at the end of the tunnel and the shovel. The snow was waving in an eerie dance of dark and yellow. And then she felt as much as heard the rumbling of the avalanche… except it was getting louder.

      As fast as the yellow glowing snow and shovel turned dark, it was all replaced by the slab of orange metal. And then the large tires with chains. And the undercarriage of the enormous truck growling in the night. More tires and chains. And then open air.

      Nash blinked at the missing snow and shovel. There had been no banging or clashing as the snowplow ate the shovel and the ten feet of snow.

      She stepped the few steps out into the freedom gone missing in the overnight snowfall four days before. Somewhere in the snow was a black SUV with federal license plates parked in Constantine de’ Amor’s driveway. She backed it in, and the garage door just cleared the back. Just before the six-inch snowfall, the news had been predicting for the previous seven hours. Nobody ever expected it to dump those six inches every hour for the next seventeen hours.

      The elderly man shuffled out through the tunnel as he laughed. “You won’t find that shovel again. Ol’ Elmer done gobbled it up, and the tiny pieces are all over my roof. But at least Powder can do her business like she wants to.” He pointed at the dog squatting in the middle of the street.

      Nash rolled her eyes. “I’ll go get a bag…”

      The man laughed and waved his hand. “Leave it. We can blame it on at least a dozen other dogs in the neighborhood.” He looked at the strobing yellow lights on the back of the snowplow a block away. “Heck, if I wasn’t such a gentleman, I’d also mark my territory on the side over here.”

      Nash snorted. “How high up?”

      He held up his finger and thumb, separated by a couple of inches. “Enough… for a man in his eighties.”

      Nash watched the strobing yellow lights veer and then turn right. “How does he know where to plow?”

      Constantine pushed on the small of his back. “They follow the power lines.”

      Nash looked up.

      The man laughed. “Nope. They’re under your feet. The power, phone, and cable run next to the water. The sewer lines are three feet deeper and over on this side of the street. They have a sensor in the truck. It follows the power line, so the plow is down the middle of the road in case someone parked on the side.” He looked at the warm glow coming from the tunnel and the light over his porch. “That’s why we all have power, and therefore heat, can cook, and take a shower. It’s why most of us bought houses here. We have power and trees, birds, and sky over our heads.”

      Nash waved at someone a block away. “Jeez. Connie. It’s cold out here.” She snapped her fingers at Powder to heel.

      The man slowly shook his steel gray military flattop. He wiped his hands down his T-shirt and stuck them in his pants. “Says the woman in the Arctic parka.” He shivered and shuffled his fuzzy slippers behind her.

      “Just ballistic. The Arctic version comes with a hood and is trimmed with fake fur. I’ll take Powder’s fur instead.”

      “I’ll take jerky and bean soup.”

      Nash turned around at the door. Her one eye was almost closed. “Now you’re just talking dirty.”

      He smirked and laughed at the commonality the two had found in the last two weeks. The man had grown up on the Pine Ridge Lakota reservation in South Dakota. His mother was Oglala Lakota, and his father was Hopi. They had met at a re-indoctrinating school and ran away together when she became pregnant. Hunting and living from the land was in Constantine’s and Nash’s cultures, and roadkill wasn’t off the table.

      As Nash pulled the heavy coat off, the man shuffled to the ringing phone on the counter. “Connie.”

      “Yeah. She’s still here. She wasn’t leaving without a helicopter, and they don’t fly in bad weather.”

      “Of course. I was just going to pull out some soup, but biscuits and gravy sounds better. I don’t have any eggs left…” He nodded and waved his finger at Nash’s coat. “Sure. I’ll send her over to come fetch you and the grub. Does she need to bring a shovel? Because the snowplow just took mine.”

      He smiled at Nash’s rolling eyes. “Sure. She’s only Paiute, but I think she’s Indian enough to find you.” He rolled his eyes and rolled his finger in the air—over and over. “Yes, dear. Fourth house down on the left. I’ll tell her.” He returned the handset to the phone.

      “Marie Antonetti.” He pointed to the left. “Fourth house down. She says she has the path cleared. I don’t doubt it. Her son is next door and an agitated insomniac. He’s got Downs Syndrome and was probably shoveling the sidewalks the whole storm. Anyway, she wants your steady arm and help to bring breakfast.”

      Nash looked at her orange-faced diving watch. “It’s only five-ten…? Does she always call this early?”

      His chest jumped with his harrumph. “We’re old. What do you expect? After sex disappears, then the memory and sleep. I forget what else.” He waved his finger toward the door. “Let me make some fresh coffee. I wouldn’t be surprised if her son and a few others join in.”

      Nash looked down at Powder splayed out on the warm cork floor. “Hey girl. We’re off for an adventure in the snow. Doesn’t that sound fun?” She waved her hand to sweep the dog toward the door with her stage enthusiasm.

      Powder rolled over with her back toward Nash and the door and groaned.

      Connie harrumphed and turned toward the kitchen. “Army up, Marine. Be an army of one. Marie probably already had her clothes on and was standing by the door when she dialed. You’re already ten behind and pushing a demerit with the old schoolmarm.”

      Nash rumbled at Powder’s back. “I’m going. I’m going.”
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      “So, what do we do with these ganefs?” The older woman leaned back and scratched Powder’s belly.

      Nash laughed. “Marie, if I didn’t live in Washington D.C., I wouldn’t know you just asked about the crooks. Even my wife has used the term ganef a few times, and she is Taiwanese and Irish.”

      The woman narrowed her one eye and pointed at Nash. “Keep her. She comes with two of the better cookbooks in the world.”

      Nash chuckled. “If it was her cooking, I would have kicked her to the curb the first morning after. The only thing she knows how to make is reservations. I kind of cook, but I don’t bake. And I’m on the road half the time or more. So our hearts are set for maximum fondness, anyway.”

      Connie glanced at Marie’s son Petra and the almond eyes, marking those with Down’s syndrome. “And the crooks?”

      Nash rolled her head over and smiled at the man. She understood where his focus was. “The local thugs who showed up in the neighborhood, we’re still tracing. But the original phone calls came from India and were routed through Canada. My team tracked them down, and Interpol’s shutting down their operation. But it’s the local angle bringing me up here. Physical contact is almost unheard of.”

      “So now what?”

      Nash turned to Petra. The man hadn’t spoken a dozen words in the two weeks Nash had been there. But he was always listening. “Well, my showing up seems to have scared them off…”

      He smiled and waved his hand at the snow-darkened window. “Yeah, but you also brought a lot of snow.”

      Nash smiled with her lips pulled hard over her teeth. “So, I guess the next job is to check in with all the neighbors. Connie says they all should have electricity and heat, but do they have food? Need medicine? Or maybe just to hear your friendly voice?”

      Connie raked his fingers through what little hair he had. Spreading his arms, he stretched. “Big job. The police and fire will do it where the rich people live. But I doubt if the governor would call out the National Guard.”

      Nash thought about the truth of what the man was saying. The meeting just before the snow had brought out mostly a mix of people Nash usually heard lumped together as people of color. Except she knew the colors of the neighborhood ran from Slavic pink to white European, to varying degrees of black, brown, and red.

      She rolled to one side and pulled out her phone.

      She thumbed open the landing page and then held down the phone icon. Her left hand dropped near the floor and snapped her fingers once. “Come talk to Mama.”

      Powder was at her side and put her front paws on Nash’s legs to look at the phone. The screen cleared to an Asian woman with a soft stubble of hair. The woof was soft.

      “Good morning, sweet cheeks. How’s my best daughter? Are you having fun in the snow? I saw you have a lot.”

      Nash pulled the phone up. “I dug a tunnel out to the street. This morning I screwed up, and the snowplow took my shovel. But at least we have a narrow street. Connie tells me they won’t be back to plow more until they can see the parked cars. I guess chewing up cars and spitting them all over the houses is forbidden. Or at least frowned on. How’s the condo?”

      “The boys have the sidewalks cleared. God knows where they hid the piles, and the city plowed the street. So if I wanted to get out, it’s there. But we can also get supplies in. How about you?”

      Nash showed the phone around so her wife could see everyone. “That’s what we were just talking about. With the street plowed, we need to reach out to the neighbors. The local thought is this area is not on the priority list… police, fire, or even the kids in the green pickle suits.” She smirked an evil smile and side-eye. “Any ideas?”

      The table could hear the woman’s growl. “Let me get some coffee and make some phone calls.”

      Nash smiled. Her wife’s energy flow was coming back. Today was a good day. “Love ya.” The screen turned black. A text bubble from the text message center appeared. She returned the three purple hearts.

      Nash looked up. “Wife’s up and on it.” She stood as she grabbed the coffee carafe. “I need more coffee.”

      Constantine stood watching Nash. He then turned to Maria wryly, holding up a thin spiral-bound notepad. Maria giggled, and then Petra joined in. “She doesn’t know.”

      Nash turned from the coffeemaker. “Know what?”

      Constantine flipped open the notepad. The pages were cross marked into quarters. Marked down the left side of each quarter were initials. Next was the time Connie had talked to them, and then a brief note of anything to notice, such as food, health, or occasion. “Last night, it was Bob and Doreen’s forty-seventh anniversary. And Petra…” He nodded at the man. “Is down to his last twenty-four pack of toilet paper.” He closed his eyes as he thought. “Which, with his bidet, means he’ll run out of paper sometime in July.”

      “August.” He leaned back with his hands fluttering on his chest. “I go to camp for three weeks in June.”

      Nash leaned against the counter. “Which means you already have this handled.”

      Marie smiled warmly. “Don’t feel bad, dear. We’ve been doing this since you were still in diapers. We have four parties every year. Then, there are the barbecues. Almost every front door key is the same on this block. Since the eighties, we have made it a habit to talk to everyone else every day. In a way, we’re all living together. Just in our own homes. And for some of us, we are here instead of in some institution or group home.” She reached over and patted her fifty-year-old son’s hand. “And mental health-wise, we all thrive better.”

      “So the phone scammers?”

      Constantine scrunched the left side of his face. “Phone scammers don’t stand a chance. But when they showed up on your doorstep, we knew we needed help.” He held his hands out. “We just didn’t know it came in such a pretty package.”

      Nash lowered her head and watched him through the tops of her eyes as she growled. “Ease up on the bullshit. I left my boots at the door.” She twitched and pulled her phone out of her pocket.

      Glancing at the name, she frowned at the time zone difference. “What’s up, Muna?”

      “Home office wants to know how soon you can wrap up Pennsylvania.”

      Nash snorted softly. “And big Tony is afraid to call me direct?”

      “No. He just mentioned it in passing when we talked an hour ago.”

      Nash glanced at her watch and counted backward to the San Francisco time zone. “Muna, did you go to bed last night?”

      “No time. They need you in the desert.”
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      Nash stood as she rolled her eyes for the rest of the table. “But I need to work on my tan more. Lying around soaking up the sun is all there is here in sunny Pennsylvania. Even you ought to come on out and work on that pale skin of yours.”

      Muna squealed in all-nighter intoxication. “Who do you think you’re talking to? Alex? Even Mike has a better shade of pink. Besides, I’ve checked the news. Are you getting around?”

      Nash winked at Constantine. “Sure. Connie and I just had some neighbors over for an old-fashioned feed bag. Biscuits, gravy, eggs, bacon, a little salad from the garden, and fresh dandelion tops sprinkled over everything. A regular Ramadan feast.”

      Muna growled softly. “I’ll stick with the eggs and biscuits, thank you very much. NOAA says you’re buried seventeen feet deep.”

      “They lied by three or four… inches. We dug a tunnel out into the street. It’s about seven feet tall. Mina could wear her Welch, Wang, and Choo war armor and still not touch.”

      “Requisition says you checked out a Suburban.”

      Nash snorted. “Yeah. The snow in the driveway is still hiding the Beltway golf cart. I only dug out the sidewalk.”

      “So it’s not one of the four-wheel-drive units…”

      Nash spoofed a mock shock. “D.C. has four-by-fours? When? Do they know how to drive them?”

      The small voice tinkled with laughter. “They use them for getting out of the deep bullshit coming from Pennsylvania. How soon can you get to Pueblo?”

      “Why Pueblo?”

      Muna hummed, and Nash knew she was looking at something on the computer. “Because they have four units with serious snow accessories. One’s a Hummer.”

      “DOD or a civilian wannabe?”

      “Can’t tell. It just says Hummer.”

      Nash closed one eye. “What’s the serial number start with?”

      “Seven three nine November… Oh never mind… It’s a golf cart. Says so in the registration number.”

      Nash laughed. “Sure. I’ll take it. November Golf is a National Guard. Good for at least forty-eight miles an hour before it shakes itself to pieces. But why Pueblo over… where am I going?”

      “Autopsy is in Pueblo unless they kick it over to here. But you’ll be ending up in the Southern Ute Reservation.”

      Nash laughed. “I hope they aren’t still mad about my destroying the Hell Cat on their land.”

      Muna giggled. “I thought you crashed it on white man’s land.”

      “The sheriff took it because he was close by. But eventually, it got kicked back to tribal. I don’t think they got over a few hundred for the scrap heap. You have a contact yet?”

      “Yeah. A Captain Kani Forester. Southern Ute Indian Police out of Ignacio, Colorado.”

      “Okay. Dump the information in my inbox. I’ll get it when I can let Washington know if I can put chains on. If the pig even has chains. Meanwhile… get some sleep. And do it before you have thoughts about going down to the shooting range.”

      “Jeez. You’re no fun anymore. Stay safe. I’ll talk to you when you thaw out.”

      Nash thumbed her phone off and slipped it into her pocket.

      Petra stood. “I’ll go get us some shovels…”

      Nash gave him a hard eye. “You do, and you’re fired. And don’t you dare go near my truck while I’m taking a nap.”

      “But you just told that person…”

      “That I would call when I got around to digging out. Do you see me digging?”

      “No.”

      Nash smiled and pointed at him. “Smart man. Now, excuse me. I need to take my dog for a walk before we take some naps to let this breakfast digest.”

      Petra had brought over a couple of shovels when he and Maria showed up later for lunch. The fresh loaves of bread had only added to Nash’s guilt for not digging out the Suburban. With the third slice smeared with homemade strawberry freezer jam, she had promised to go dig out the backend to check for chains.

      The top of the door was less than the height of the tunnel in the snow. But it was only the driver’s door. The back half of the truck hid behind the wall of white.

      She looked to the front, where Petra was clearing the driveway to the street. Even with another neighbor and his snowblower, the job was becoming an all-afternoon project. But she hadn’t promised results to be quick.

      Breathily, she leaned the shovel against the wall of snow and pulled her glove off to answer her phone. “Hey princess. How’s the gridlock?”

      Mina laughed. “I’m looking at three dogs tearing up the snow on the street. Nobody cares about leashes, so the kids are running wild. The husky dog is sweet on the little bulldog. I’ve seen her run a lot faster than she is right now. And she might let him catch her. How’s the deep snow? You sound winded.”

      “Yeah, this white fluffy stuff isn’t so light, but I’m looking at the door to the SUV. But I’m still in the tunnel. Who has a bulldog?”

      “I think it’s the two guys from the building across the street. It’s young and small. I think he would fit under our daughter and still not touch. And you know how puppies have that awkward run and then fall on their face…?”

      Nash looked out at the street where the man with the snow blower was blowing the snow up and over into another yard. She turned and walked deeper into the tunnel.

      “It sounds like you’re near one of those snow-clearing things.”

      Nash snorted. “Yeah, it belongs to a neighbor. But you must get the snow down to less than four feet for it to work. So we’ve been digging out the SUV and throwing the snow out into the street. He mows it from there and throws it up and over into the yard across the street. Digging out is a process.”

      “But you’ll have the SUV dug out today?”

      Nash glanced back down the tunnel toward the street and the branch off to the truck. “I’m not counting on it. I think today will be an accomplishment if I can figure out if the truck has chains.”

      “And if it doesn’t?”

      Nash growled. “The National Guard can come get me.”

      Mina growled. “I’m working on it. It seems the people in the pleasant state of Pennsylvania don’t care how things get done in Washington. Even their senator has an acute case of I don’t care.”

      Nash peeked down the street to see where Powder was. Nash stepped out to get a better line of sight. “I need to get video of this. Our daughter is really an undercover puppy.” She adjusted the camera and timed the next shovel full of snow to come flying out of someone’s tunnel. Powder stood waiting. The snow flew, and the dog caught a mouthful of snow in midair, like it was an Olympic event.

      Nash stopped the video and sent it as a text.

      She could hear the moan on the other end. “What?”

      Mina laughed. “Where do I get a trophy for something like that?”

      Nash laughed. “Right?” She could hear her wife moving around and guessed it was the call box next to the front door. She listened as the fixer in the family called the doorman.

      “Clarence. I need a trophy of Powder catching snow like it was a Frisbee.”

      “How soon?”

      “No hurry. Next week is okay.”

      “We’re on it.”

      Nash was laughing as Mina came back on the phone. “He said he’s on it. When are you really coming home?”

      Nash growled. “I don’t know. Tony mentioned a desert and an Indian reservation to Muna. So now I have her poking me with the same question.”

      Mina sharply tongued a swear word in Mandarin. “He’s just afraid you’ll haul his ass back out and give him more knife-probing lessons. I don’t care which desert it is. It’s all as cold as a well digger’s instep right now. Tell them to move the crime scene to the beach in Barbados.”

      Nash leaned back into the wall of snow. “Yeah. That sounds perfect right now.” She noticed the man with the snowblower coming back. “Oops. I’ve got to shovel. My daughter is standing in the street giving me the stink eye for goldbricking.”

      “Give my daughter a hug for me.”

      The phone turned black and then replaced by the text of three purple hearts. Nash sent back a heart, a kiss, and a cartoon dog hugging.

      Slipping the phone in her pocket, she grabbed her glove and the shovel. She attacked the wall of white, hiding the back of the black SUV. Carrying the shovelful to the street, she pitched it to the closest snowblower tracks. Heading back for the next shovelful, she glanced down the road. The dog stood ready as she watched where Nash knew there was another tunnel.

      Chuckling, Nash turned back to the tunnel. Powder will sleep the sleep of the dead tonight.

      As the light waned, the tunnel was wide enough to get the back doors open. Petra stood watching Nash process the bags of preparedness the FBI always deemed to fill their units with. Nash looked in the one waterproof bag. She wondered where the SCUBA tank was to go with the mismatched buoyancy compensator, mask, and a single left fin with a broken heel strap. Thinking about all the sets of fins she had used and destroyed—none were ancient enough, or cheap enough, to have a strap.

      Dropping the bag behind her, she thought about leaving it. Maybe someone could use the good waterproof bag after they trashed the Korean War-era equipment.

      Lifting the floor hatch, she closed one eye and looked with scorn at the tiny donut wheel and tire someone insisted passed for a spare. Do not drive further than twenty miles or faster than thirty. Not for the first time, Nash considered putting four of the clown-car tires on a Suburban and put it through the performance drills out at Quantico. She pictured the extra padding armor and helmet she would need.

      Glancing at the man patiently watching her, she kicked the bag. “Petra, this bag is waterproof. If you can use it for something, just throw away the junk inside. We have more than enough junk and don’t need more.”

      He picked it up and glanced inside. “I’ll ask Mama.” He looked up with childlike wonder. “Why did you pack a big bag of junk in the back of your truck?”

      Nash stared down at the bag. “Someone cleaned a beach and just forgot to throw the garbage away. It happens.”

      “Sounds… sounds silly to me.”

      Nash harrumphed softly. “You’re not alone there, champ. You’re not alone.” She bent into the back of the Suburban and pulled out a heavy cardboard box. The sealing tape was rusting at the edges but was still intact. She examined the box for the sizing dimensions.

      Carrying the box to the back tire, she wiped the tire of snow. The chains fit tires two inches shorter and narrower. She thought about the treads. She knew enough about driving and skidding around a skid pad to know she could get going, and even make it all the way home. But the first time she needed to emergency break; it would be all over. She glanced at her watch and then thought about all the snow above her head and on top of the SUV. Tomorrow would be a better day to start.
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      Nash raised her legs to the level of her desk, and then remembered where she was. Lowering them back to the floor, she looked around the almost empty office. Only two other agents had seen their ways to brave the snow and come to work. One was still in his insulated bib overalls. She figured the young man wasn’t going to be in the office long—day or career. The bibs were the trendy mustard ochre of those workers who did dirty manual labor, and the hipsters who didn’t know what actual work looked like.

      Her father hadn’t been an engineer for the railroads, so his bibs weren’t striped ones. His were the least expensive farmers and poorly paid workers bought. She remembered the extravagant stacks of bibs in the feed store in the fall around harvest. Her mother would grab four pairs of bibs and pray she wouldn’t have to sew in too many patches during the year.

      Those on salaries like the division of highways usually wore the yellow ochre bibs. Mostly from the belief of the yellow color increased their visibility. But it was probably the hipsters who gained the advantage. Except, the always new and stiff look was the more visible. And having them dry cleaned was even more offensive.

      Nash raised her feet to the top of her desk and continued with Muna.

      “Suburban wouldn’t budge. Even with the driveway cleared, the passenger-side and top remained welded to the snow.” She grabbed her mug of coffee and took a sip. “Until the National Guard came along with their deuce and a half. They had a winch on the front, and we popped the cork out of the snow. Of course, there was still four feet of snow on top of the pig.”

      Muna giggled. “Yeah, I got the photo. I kept chuckling throughout breakfast. I was at the Cliff House after walking through a soft drizzle and feeling put-upon by the weather. But when it popped up on my phone, I scared Erin as he was pouring my coffee. Now we’re all worried about you and severe weather.”

      Nash raised her one eyebrow. “Yeah? Have you seen the weather report for Pueblo, Colorado? Evidently, there is this thing called the Albuquerque Effect. When the temperature in ABQ dips under fifty, the upper regions of Colorado disappear under snow.”

      “So now what?”

      “I’ll milk it for a few days. Clean up the office stuff, and then see how the weather is. I’ll reach out later to the Pueblo office and find out what their SUVs are like. But if I need to, I’ll fly into Salt Lake and rent what is logical for the weather. Do you have any updates on the body?”

      Muna looked at one of her other monitors. “It says they left Pueblo last night and should get delivered here later this morning. Someone got fancy. They are coming in chill boxes via
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