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Riverside New Mexico police wanted to pin a
murder rap on James Ironheel. He was captured near the scene of a
double murder, so it seemed a slam-dunk case. But law officer David
Easton had his doubts. When Ironheel’s lawyer is murdered, and his
transfer to a safe-house is compromised it seems Easton’s doubts
were justified.

Now they are being both hunted and whoever is
hunting them down wants them out of the way – permanently.

Apache Country is more than a chase thriller
it’s a story filled with love, death, hope and hatred.
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Chapter One

Even this early it was hot.

Tuesday was the sheriff’s day off, so chief
deputy Dave Easton got to his desk well before eight. He said hello to DeAnn, the duty
receptionist, then spooned some Arbuckles into the coffee machine.
As it brewed he went through the mail and the usual batch of
reports on crimes committed and arrests made overnight, e-mails
from other law-enforcement agencies, and a sheaf of wanted notices
and missing person inquiries. Routine.

Then at eight twenty-two Bert Bonnell’s call
came in.

Up on Garcia Flat, north of town, rancher
Bonnell had seen buzzards circling over an arroyo. Figuring maybe
one of his cows had dropped a stillborn calf, he drove over to
check. About a mile up the arroyo, he came upon a black Lexus
slewed over to one side of the trail with both its front doors wide
open. Near it, face down in a blackened pool of blood, lay the body
of a man, a cloud of flies buzzing around the bloody mess of brain
and bone that had been his head.

A grizzled fifty-eight year-old, Bonnell had
seen enough TV cop shows to know not to touch anything. He used his
cellphone to call the Sheriff’s Office in Riverside. The dispatcher
told him a squad car with two officers would be out there in twenty
minutes, and it was.

At
9:41 precisely DeAnn patched through Steve Jorgensen, one of the
two responding officers.

“Steve,” Easton said. “What you got?”

“Bad one, Dave,” Jorgensen said. His voice
was shaky. “We got a double murder out here. Robert Casey. And his
grandson. Adam.”

Easton’s mind raced. In a small town like
Riverside, murder was a word you didn’t hear often. Especially when
the victims were one of the State’s most wealthy and prominent
businessman and his eleven-year-old grandson. It would hit the
community like a smart bomb, unexpected, devastating.

“Bonnell said there was only one body.”

“I know. But when we got out there, we saw
buzzards further up the arroyo. Took a look and found the boy.
Someone cut his throat ear to ear. Carmody’s still puking.”

“What’s your exact location?”

“About a mile north of Garcia Flat,”
Jorgensen said. “Not far from Arroyo del Macho.”

Easton unrolled the map in his head. Garcia
Flat was about ten miles north of town, maybe two or three miles
off the highway. Arroyo del Macho was a sometime watercourse
running toward the Pecos River from the Marcial Mountains sixty
miles west. Sudden country, they called it, flat prairie that broke
up into desolate gullies. You could hide an army out there and it
would be invisible. As the US Cavalry had learned from the Apache
about a century ago.

What in the hell would Robert Casey be doing
at Garcia Flat, out there in the middle of nowhere? he
wondered.

“Beats me,” Jorgensen said, and Easton
realized he had spoken his thoughts out loud.

“You’re sure it’s Casey?” he asked.

“ID was in the Lexus,” Jorgensen said. “Kid’s
name was on his school stuff. Found him behind some big rocks about
a hundred, hundred fifty yards from the old man. You wanna make a
guess what the fuck this is, Dave?”

Easton didn’t reply. Like most southwestern
towns, Riverside got its share of fatal violence, but this kind of
butchery was way off the scale and Jorgensen didn’t know how to
react. Hell, he thought, neither do I. Especially when one of the
victims was someone you loathed and the other might have been your
son.

“CSI’s already on its way,” he said. “I’m
leaving now. I’ll pick up the sheriff, should be with you in, what, twenty minutes
max.”

“Bring a sick bag,” Jorgensen said
flatly.

Easton stood up, put on his gray Stetson and
headed for the door.

“Call Joe,” he told DeAnn. “Tell him I’ll
pick him up in five minutes. And why.”

Outside it was already summertime hot; he got
into his Jeep Cherokee, flipped on the strobe and headed out.

Sheriff Joe Apodaca lived over on Lea Avenue
in a rambling turn-of-the-century beauty with a pecan tree in the
backyard. He was already waiting on the curb, a fit and capable man
in his middle fifties, built like a jockey, tough as whipcord. The
beat cops called him Vinegar Joe and the name fit: if knowing he
wasn’t everyone’s cupcake ever bothered him, he kept it pretty well
hidden. In Easton’s book he did what the guy wearing the star is
supposed to do: he got results.

“Hit the siren,” he said urgently as he got
in. “Move.”

The lack of ceremony didn’t bother Easton. In
all the years they had worked together he had never heard Joe fancy
up anything he had to say, or use two sentences when one would do
the job. It made for a certain tension sometimes. You’d be waiting
for him to elaborate and he was already through talking.

Lights on, siren whooping, they roared over
the Spring River Bridge on to Main and headed north, traffic
parting in front of the Jeep like porpoises evading a shark. After
the junction with US-70, the siren became superfluous and Easton
tramped down on the loud pedal, pushing the needle up into the
seventies. The road ran as straight as a ruled line, pale gray-blue
in the heat. Off to the west, huge alto-cumulus formations sailed
in line astern across the Marcial Mountains.

Apodaca listened intently as Easton told him
what he knew, his weather-beaten face thoughtful. When Easton got
through talking he took off his hat and ran a hand through his
hair, iron-gray and as close-cropped as an Army drill instructor.
Easton waited, wondering what he was thinking.

“How’s this hitting you, Dave?” Apodaca
asked.

That again, Easton thought.

Riverside was a small town. Everyone knew
everyone. Word got around, no matter how tight the lid was screwed
down. It was like a label stuck on him. To certain people he would
always be the guy who’d wanted to marry Robert Casey’s daughter and
got bounced.

“You informed the family?” Apodaca asked.

“Just the basics. I thought you might want to
call them later. When we know exactly what happened.”

“Thing like this just doesn’t make sense,”
Joe muttered, more to himself than Easton.

Never does, Easton thought. Murder is the
answer to a question nobody dares to ask.

Up ahead he saw a patrol car parked beside
the highway, dome lights flashing palely. A deputy waved them
toward a taped-off track snaking east through the mesquite and
sagebrush. It was like driving on a washboard. The boulder-strewn
arroyo opened up in front of them, as incongruous as a movie set
with its yellow-taped cordon and scatter of vans, the occasional
squawks of police radios, the pale flicker of flashguns,
white-coated technicians going about their work.

Out of the Jeep, the heat hit them like a
blanket. Steve Jorgensen came over to meet them. The first officer
to arrive at a crime scene automatically became investigating
officer, I/O in cop-speak. His first priority was to maintain its
integrity.

A big, burly, blond guy who looked like
exactly what he was, a former college football player in a cop’s
uniform, Jorgensen logged them in and gave them clear plastic
gloves and over-shoes provided by CSI.

“OK,” Apodaca said. “Let’s do it.”

He led the way over to the clear plastic
isolator cube the CSI techies had erected. Robert Casey’s body lay
face down, a brownish bloodstain the size of a dinner plate beneath
his face, the contours of his skull distorted by the impact of the
bullet that had killed him. He had on a tan colored windbreaker and
tan pants, one knee drawn up, one foot turned unnaturally inward,
accentuating his deadness.

The techies in the tent didn’t even look up
to acknowledge their presence. Nearby, other technicians using
tweezers were meticulously retrieving and bagging the brain and
bone fragments that had exploded through his forehead and
splattered the scrub and sand.

Easton stood looking down at the body,
remembering.

“Kit tells me you asked her to marry you.
That right?”

“Yes, sir. With your consent, of course.”

An impatient shake of the head. “It’s not
going to happen.”

“Sir?”

“Don’t act surprised. You know what I’m
talking about.”

“No, sir, I don’t.”

“Then I’ll spell it out for you.” His voice
was harsh. “No daughter of mine is going to marry a Mexican.
¿Comprende?”

All those years ago, yet he could still hear
the loathing in Casey’s voice, unexpected as dogshit on the
breakfast table. He remembered how angry with himself he’d been for
not having seen it coming. It was there in Casey’s politics, the
people his donations went to, the far-right speeches he made. Eaton
had made the mistake of believing himself past the race barrier,
his path clear: run for sheriff, then maybe DA, marry Kit Casey and
ride off into the sunset. Then in those few hating seconds, Robert
Casey had torn it all apart and probably never gave much of a
damn.

Tough, charismatic, handsome, a perfectly
polished one hundred percent stainless steel bastard, Robert Adam
Casey had been as big a fish as fish got in the Southwest. The son
of a prominent New York banker, he had come to Riverside during
World War Two, getting himself started in the oil refining business
just in time to make a fortune supplying high-octane fuel to the US
Army Air Force bases in the area. Diversifying first into ranching
and stock breeding, then masterminding the development of his
Mescalero Corporation, now one of the country’s largest players in
waste management. Casey always said the rules of his business were
simple: the more disgusting the garbage, the more they would pay
you to haul it away.

Loved he was not; his racism, the political
stance he took against illegal immigrants and racial dilution gave
offense to many. Behind his back people called him Count Dreckula;
he was the butt of sour jokes, like the one about him arriving at
one of his waste disposal plants and they wouldn’t let him through
the gate in case he contaminated the shit. And now he was dead and
flies were clustering on what was left of that rat-trap brain.
Wishing he could find a way to feel sorry, the only emotion Easton
could summon up was pity. What a God awful place to die.

“Been out here awhile,” Joe Apodaca said,
breaking in on his reverie.

Easton nodded agreement. Rigor mortis had
come and gone. The grisly bluish postmortem distention of the flesh
that sets in fast in severe heat was already clearly visible. The
skin was tight and shiny, the middle of the body already swollen,
and the dull coppery tang of death hung in the air. There were
flies everywhere, feasting on the rips and tears on Casey’s face,
on one of his arms, and on his right leg where some of the big calf
muscles had been savaged by hungry teeth. Coyotes, he thought. They
don’t wait long.

“Kid’s body’s up there a ways,” Apodaca said,
pointing up the arroyo.

He set off up the arid watercourse, agile as
a mountain goat, and Easton had to hustle to keep up with him
between the rocks and on the shifting, treacherous shale.

“You’re pretty damn spry for an old guy,
Joe,” he panted.

Apodaca made a face. “Never forget it,” he
said.

The sky was huge and empty. The sun burned
his back. It was high-plains silent; Easton could hear his own
breathing. At least with this many people around, there wasn’t much
chance of rattlesnakes, he thought. They were one of the few
creatures on God’s green earth that made him nervous.

Skirting two huge rock outcrops that had
probably been carved by glaciers during the Ice Age, they found
another group of CSI technicians working silently, their focal
point the body of the boy, stretched out face up, left arm
extended, the hand curled. It looked very small and defenseless
inside its plastic tent, a duplicate of the one they’d raised over
Casey. Here, too, there were bugs, flies, beetles, spiders, the
relentless scavengers of the desert, feasting on the reddish-brown
globs of coagulated blood that had sprayed in an arc six or seven
feet from the body, to hang like bizarre berries on the surrounding
scrub.

The deep gash in the boy’s throat looked like
a dark mouth. His white school shirt and gray pants were stiff with
dried blood, and dyed into the uncaring dun earth beneath his body
was a wide dark stain, maybe a foot across. His face and lips were
scored with small cuts and rips, and one eye socket was empty.
These wounds had not bled, indicating they had been inflicted after
death.

Bert Bonnell had mentioned buzzards, Easton
remembered. They didn’t wait long either.

Anger mixed with an indefinable sadness
flooded through him as he stared at the boy’s violated body. What
kind of madness had to be burning through a man’s brain for him to
commit such an atrocity?

He looked up to see Mart Horrell, the county
pathologist who also acted as coroner, coming toward them.
Fifty-something, reedy and thin, with watery blue eyes and an
unconvincing mustache, he looked harassed and irritable, as always.
There was a squad room joke that he’d once asked one of the corpses
in the morgue for a date but she turned him down.

“Well, Mr. Coroner,” Apodaca growled by way
of greeting. “You got a time of death for us yet?”

Mart Horrell took off his wire-rim granny
glasses, polished them, and put them back on again, and Easton saw
the sheriff thinking, as plainly as if the words were printed on
his forehead: Goddamn fusspot. In Apodaca’s book, pathologists were
about one step up from the guys who trimmed lamb chops, and Mart
resented Joe’s scornful attitude toward the work he did.

“Ballpark estimate, I’d say they’ve been out
here ’tween twelve and twenty four hours.”

“You basing that on rectal temperature?”
Easton asked.

“Mostly,” Horrell nodded.

Although it was only a very rough guide,
subtracting the rectal temperature of the body from its norm and
dividing that figure by one-point-five produced what the textbooks
called ‘a very approximate estimate.’ Horrell’s would be all the
more approximate because of the ambient heat of the location,
Easton thought.

“I’ll try to be more precise when I get them
to the morgue,” Horrell said. “Which better be soon,” he added,
sniffing.

“The wagon’s on its way,” Easton told him,
and Horrell nodded approval.

“Sooner the better,” he said.

“Bert Bonnell said he thought Casey had been
shotgunned,” Joe said, making it a question. Mart shook his head,
buttoning and unbuttoning his shiny alpaca jacket as they set off
back down the arroyo.

“Nah,” he said. “Handgun, for sure.
Heavy-caliber, three-five-seven Magnum, forty-five, something like
that. Probably a hollow-point – there’s bone fragments and brain
tissue all over the place. The entry wound was just above and
behind the left ear. Slug went right on through and kept on going.
I take leave to doubt they’ll ever find it out here.”

“What about the boy?”

Horrell grimaced. “You’ve seen the body.
Killer used something very sharp. Scalpel, knife, maybe a razor.
Deep, deep cut. Severed the larynx, carotid artery and the jugular.
Damn near took his head off. That’s why there’s so much blood
everywhere. Real messy killings, both of them.”

His voice was reproachful, like a housewife
chiding a husband for coming into the house with muddy boots.

“Whoever did it must have had blood all over
him,” Easton said.

“Out here, would it matter?” Apodaca observed
sourly.

“Out here, no,” Easton said. “But if someone
saw him?”

“Could have been more than one person
involved,” Mart Horrell offered. “Maybe

even a car stashed someplace near the
highway.”

Good point, Easton thought, making a mental
note. “Anything else we ought to know?” he asked Horrell.

The pathologist did his routine with the
jacket again, and once again Easton wondered if maybe Mart knew his
fussbudget ways irritated Joe and that was why he did it. If so, it
certainly worked. He saw the sheriff clamp down on his impatience,
like he’d ordered himself not to let Horrell’s nervous tics bug
him. What’s he so uptight about? Easton wondered.

“Best I can do for now,” Mart Horrell said.
“I’ll autopsy tonight. You want to sit in?”

Apodaca grunted something that might have
been acceptance or not. He wasn’t enamored of autopsies. Hell,
Easton thought, who is? There was no way you could watch one and
not think, one day that might be me.

“Here comes the wagon,” Mart said, spotting
the dust cloud as the vehicle bounced up to where the technicians
were starting to pack up their equipment. “Your people done down
here?”

Apodaca shrugged. “Jorgensen’s the I/O.”

“Wagon’s here, Steve,” Mart Horrell called.
“Okay if I put them on ice?”

Jorgensen automatically glanced toward the
sheriff, then quickly away.

Although he was I/O, nobody was in any real
doubt about who was actually in charge. Nothing changed on Joe’s
face, and neither of them spoke, but Jorgensen got a message. He
nodded.

“Sure, Doc,” he said, “they’re all
yours.”

They watched silently as Robert Casey’s
corpse was zipped into a body bag and lifted on to a gurney. While
they had been talking, the boy’s body had been brought down on a
stretcher and bagged; it was now also waiting to be lifted into the
truck. Easton glanced at the sheriff. His eyes were bleak.

“Gonna be a goddamn media circus waiting in
town,” he said. “I hope Mart Horrell will keep his face shut.”

Easton didn’t answer. The Sheriff’s Office
had no control over Mart Horrell. He could talk to anyone he
liked.

“Got some TV people by the look of it,” he
told the sheriff, chin-pointing toward a KBIM satellite van parked
outside the perimeter, a young woman and her cameraman sitting on
the metal steps, glumly watching them. The reporter stood up
expectantly as she saw the officers look at her.

Apodaca held up a hand. “All right, all
right, gimme a minute,” he said, blowing a gusty sigh as the meat
wagon moved off. “Steve, what have we got?”

Steve Jorgensen shrugged his massive
shoulders. “Not a hell of a lot, Joe,” he said ruefully. “No sign
of a weapon. The slug that killed Casey went right on through and—
“

“Mart Horrell told us all that,” Apodaca said
impatiently. “Anything in the

Lexus?”

“Casey’s hat, the kid’s school stuff. They’ve
dusted for latents,” Jorgensen said.

“Footprints?”

“Scuff marks. Nothing we could get a cast
off.”

“Tire tracks?”

“Only the Lexus.”

“No other vehicle?” Easton asked sharply “How
did the killer get in and out?”

“Way we figure it, either he was waiting out
here, or he came in with Casey and the kid. Whichever it was, looks
like he left on foot.”

Easton frowned. Walking in terrain like this
was damned hard going.

“I don’t buy that,” he said. “It’s what, ten
miles to town?”

Jorgensen shrugged, as much as to say: You
don’t like my theory, go figure it out for yourself. Apodaca
reacted with a frustrated growl.

“Think maybe we’ve got a crime of opportunity
here, Dave? Some transient car-jacked them?”

“Could be,” Easton said, although
unconvinced. Crimes of opportunity were always tough to get a
handle on.

“Much as I hate to say this,” Joe added, “I
think maybe Mart was right. Maybe there was more than one
perp.”

“Yup,” Easton said.

Apodaca took off his hat, ran his hand
through his hair, and put the hat back on.

“Shit,” he said.


Chapter Two

Olin McKittrick, district attorney for the
5th Judicial District – which included Fall and Lee Counties as
well as Baca – was about medium height, with a florid face and a
pudgy build. His receding hair was sandy blond and his gray-blue
eyes always seemed to Easton to have an evasive flicker in them.
Although he glad-handed every chance he got – Rotary and Little
League and all the right charities – McKittrick was always that
shade too slick, that fraction too obvious, and as a result a lot
of people wrote him off as a suit walking around with nobody in
it.

Not Easton.

In his book, McKittrick possessed many of the
attributes of a swamp alligator: skin like leather, vengeful
nature, always hungry, difficult to like and dangerous to get into
the water with.

McKittrick and his chief deputy Wally Paul
were based in Artemisia, forty miles south of Riverside. Which
meant they normally left the day to day business of Baca County law
enforcement to the Riverside Sheriff’s Office, or SO, as it was
universally known.

SO wasn’t a big outfit: not counting the
sheriff it consisted of twelve people in Admin and twenty-two in
the investigation division: a chief deputy – Easton – one
lieutenant, three sergeants, and eighteen deputies. A slick science
center like New York’s Police Plaza it was not: SO operated out of
an unimpressive one-and-a-half story block-long building on the
corner of Fifth and Virginia, painted white with black wrought
ironwork on the windows and glass door.

To keep the wheels of justice turning
relatively smoothly, the County also employed two senior trial
prosecutors, Cole Estes and Larry Walker, and a twenty-seven
year-old assistant DA, Billy Johnson, just two years out of law
school and still wet enough behind the ears to leave puddles
wherever he walked.

The allocation of Baca County’s law
enforcement duties was simple enough. Any crime that happened
inside city limits was the responsibility of RPD, the Riverside
Police Department. Everything else – except traffic accidents,
which were usually handled by the State Police – belonged to SO,
the Sheriff’s Office. Had it been, say, a disappearance, the
investigation would have been conducted by RPD. But once the bodies
were found at Garcia Flat the case became SO’s, at which point
District Attorney McKittrick had stepped in, calling an emergency
briefing for late afternoon, everyone not on actual duty to
attend.

The cramped conference room adjoining Joe
Apodaca’s office was at best functional. Walls painted Navajo
white, fluorescent lights in ceiling panels, brown shell chairs
from Walmart, four scarred wooden tables set up to make a T, and a
wood-framed wall map of the three counties did nothing to give the
room a personality. But, as someone had once said, no doubt at a
budget meeting, prettifying the room wouldn’t make anybody’s job
any easier.

McKittrick was sitting at the center of the
horizontal arm of the T-shaped table. Next to him on his right was
Wally Paul, with Joe Apodaca on the other side. The rest of the SO
staff, except for those manning phones, crammed in as best they
could: on chairs, on windowsills, or leaning against the walls.

Sitting at the end of the long table, Easton
watched McKittrick psyching himself up to talk to the troops. You
didn’t need to be Sigmund Freud to know McKittrick was stressed
out, or why. He tended to sweat it even when a case was open and
shut, which this one was decidedly not. It was well known that the
State police and the FBI in Santa Fe didn’t give much of a damn
what happened south of I-40, but with the Casey murders top of the
news all over New Mexico, and even making headlines on CNN,
McKittrick’s direct line to the State capitol was probably red hot.
Rap him hard with a stick and he’d make a noise like a snare
drum.

“All right, people, listen up,” McKittrick
said, using his gold-plated Mont Blanc ballpoint pen to tap on the
desk for silence. “I want your undivided attention!”

Although he had lived in New Mexico half his
life, his voice still had a trace of flat Ivy League twang, another
reason so many people still saw him as what the old timers called
an incomer. A polite way of saying, Not one of us.

“You all know why we’re here,” McKittrick
said. “So – as of now, the Casey murders are our number one
priority. Everything else goes on hold, and I do mean everything. I
don’t care who screams. We’ve got some bad dudes out there and I
want them caught, fast. I know you guys are with me on that.”

There was a little mutter of sure and mmm and
yeah, but nobody spoke. Easton glanced over at Lieutenant Tom
Cochrane, SO’s senior detective. Cochrane grinned. Another reason
McKittrick was unpopular with the troops was he liked to think he
talked like a cop. He didn’t.

“I say again, whatever your caseloads are,
this one gets absolute top priority,” McKittrick continued. “If
that means we have to work around the clock, we work around the
clock. Accordingly, all leave is canceled until further notice. No
exceptions – zero, nada, zip!” He dipped his head to glare at them
over his glasses. “Anyone got a problem with that?”

No one voiced a protest, but Easton felt the
team’s unspoken indignation. McKittrick knew as well as anyone
present how heavy SO’s caseload was. OK, Riverside wasn’t Detroit,
but it got its share of violence. They didn’t boast about it in New
Mexico Magazine, but the State had a pretty high per capita rate
for murder and non-negligent manslaughter. Last time Easton had
looked, the top States for getting killed in were Nevada and Texas.
California was sixth and New Mexico ninth, one place ahead of New
York. People tended to think the West wasn’t wild anymore, but they
were wrong.

Everyone knew McKittrick’s harangue wasn’t
about serving truth and justice. This was politics, baby.
McKittrick was first a politician, second a lawyer, and a human
being Somewhere down the line. A quick result would make him look
good and Olin was always in the business of looking good.

“Everyone here knows how important this case
is, Olin,” Easton heard Joe Apodaca saying, his expression and his
voice neutral. “And you can rely on all of us here giving it one
hundred and ten percent.”

As he finished speaking, Joe Apodaca caught
Easton’s eye and he got the unspoken message: your turn.

Easton stood up. “Okay, I’m going to ask Tom
Cochrane to bring everyone here up to speed on where we are right
now. Tom?”

Lt. Tom Cochrane was one of the savviest
detectives Easton had ever worked with, reliable, determined and
thorough. Been with the department since Adam had acne, as they
said in the squad room. The first thing Easton had done on his
return from Garcia Flat was to assign Cochrane and his partner,
Jack Irving, to head up the investigation. They were SO’s best and
most experienced team.

“McKittrick’s probably going to be even more
of a pain in the ass than usual,” Easton had warned them before the
meeting. “He knows if we don’t get him a result fast he’ll be back
chasing ambulances.”

“Almost an incentive to fail,” Cochrane
observed, drawing back his upper lip and showing his teeth in what
he fondly thought was a Bogart grin. Slat thin, with mournful eyes
and a hangdog expression, Tom Cochrane had a deceptively lethargic
air that had lulled a lot of suspects into thinking he wasn’t too
bright. The idea of some penny-ante thief so stupid he was a
penny-ante thief tagging him as dumb sourly amused him. Careful,
cogent and scrupulously fair, Cochrane had only one idiosyncrasy.
No matter how hot it got, he always wore a jacket and tie. It was
like the heat didn’t affect him.

“RPD covered all the bases,” he said, looking
at McKittrick as he spoke. “Set up an incident room, conducted a
pedestrian and vehicle survey near the school. Officers talked to
the family, checked Casey’s movements, spoke to everyone and anyone
he might have been with.”

“Try and move this along, please,
Lieutenant,” McKittrick said, making a performance of looking at
his watch. “I’ve got a TV interview scheduled in twenty
minutes.”

“We hear ya,” Cochrane said.

Although his face remained impassive, it was
clear what he was thinking: what a schmuck. Making it obvious you’d
give precedence to some TV show rather than confer with the troops
was no way to encourage them to bust their butts for you.

“Okay, just the headlines,” he said. “Adam’s
parents were in Santa Fe attending a convention. Kid was staying
with his grandparents while his folks were away. Same deal every
day. Casey would take Adam to school in the morning, pick him up in
the afternoon. Not everybody loved Casey, but everyone agrees him
and Adam were real close.”

Close didn’t begin to cover it, Easton
thought, remembering how the old man would say ‘Like to have you
meet my grandson.’ Anyone could see the pride in his eyes when they
were together. There wasn’t anything that boy couldn’t have had,
just by asking. If Robert Casey had had the slightest idea Adam’s
life might be endangered, he would have fought. Like a tiger. Any
hurt to himself would have been irrelevant. Whoever killed Adam
must have killed Casey first. They would have had to.

“Casey left the house at about three thirty
to pick up Adam from school,” he heard Cochrane saying. “He never
came back.”

“Yes, yes,” McKittrick said impatiently. “We
know all that. But no bells rang until around six thirty, when
Ellen Casey called RPD and reported her husband missing,
right?”

“Right,” Cochrane replied, deliberately
speaking slowly. TV interview or no TV interview, he wasn’t going
to let McKittrick stampede him. “Three minutes after the call came
in, RPD had a car on the way to the house, another to the school.
They retraced Casey’s route, checked all the places he might have
gone. His offices, the ranch, his daughter Kit’s place up in
Estancia. They didn’t miss a trick.”

McKittrick half turned to shoot a question at
Joe Apodaca. “Anybody contact NCIC?”

“Not yet, Olin,” Joe said imperturbably.
“Forty-eight hour rule, remember?”

It is a tenet of law enforcement that an
adult isn’t officially a missing person until forty-eight hours
have elapsed. Only then are the national crime organizations
contacted for assistance. Maybe RPD hadn’t been able to officially
post Casey and his grandson missing, but everything else they could
do they had done. By the book.

“But you’ll do it now. And VICAP?”

“Olin,” Joe said patiently, drawing out the
‘O.’.

He might as well have said what was written
on his face: Don’t insult our intelligence, for Chrissake. As if
anyone present needed telling it was SOP to contact the National
Crime Information Center and the Violent Criminal Apprehension
Program in any murder case.

“Make sure they know how urgent it is,”
McKittrick said, skating right past the protest without even
noticing it. “Okay – autopsy results?”

“Right here,” Jack Irving said, tapping a
file he was holding. Younger than Cochrane by five years, Irving
stood something under five eight in height, with the smooth skin,
clear eyes and trim body of an athlete. His laid-back sense of
humor made him a perfect foil for Cochrane, whose permanently
lugubrious expression was that of an accountant who has just found
something wrong with the books.

“Yes, and?” McKittrick said, looking at his
watch again.

“Doc Horrell estimates death occurred between
three p.m. Thursday and nightfall, best guess around five in the
afternoon. Casey was shot with a heavy caliber weapon but he can’t
give us much more than that because no slug was recovered. He found
powder grains imbedded in the scalp, carbon monoxide in the brain
tissue, indicating the shot was fired at very close range. No
bruises on the body, no signs of a struggle. Which suggests the
killer was someone the victim knew, someone who could just step up
behind him and blow his brains out. Moving on to Adam’s
injuries—”

“Spare us that,” McKittrick said stiffly.
“We’ve all seen the photographs. Did forensics get anything at the
scene, footprints, tire tracks?”

Jack shook his head. “You know what it’s like
out there,” he said. “Get a little rain, you can sometimes get a
halfway decent impression. No rain, nada. And this has been one of
the driest summers on record – ground’s as hard as rock. CSI
checked anyway – a quarter mile radius from the bodies, and every
inch of the track from where they were found to the highway. There
were some indentations that might or might not have been
footprints, but nothing meaningful. No tire tracks, either.”

“What about inside the car?”

“We got some latents,” Cochrane said. “It’ll
take a while to get elimination prints. Forensics are working on
that now.”

“Anything else?”

“Casey’s wallet was missing,” Irving said.
“Credit cards, driver license. His wife thought he had about two
hundred dollars cash on him.”

“His watch was gone, too,” Cochrane added. “A
gold Omega Seamaster. It’s all on the hotline.”

He took out a pack of cigarettes and put one
between his lips. He knew perfectly well SO had a no-smoking
policy, and everyone present knew he wasn’t going to light it
anyway. He was trying to quit. Once in a while the other deputies
would make bets on how many minutes before he went outside and lit
up.

“So we’re saying what?” McKittrick asked, as
if it were an intelligent question.

“We’re saying we’ve got diddlysquat, Olin,”
Joe Apodaca said harshly. “Excellent,” McKittrick said icily.
“Wonderful. And you want me to go down there and tell that to the
media, right?”

Joe remained silent. But again, what he
wanted to say was written clearly on his face. For my money, you
and the media can take a flying fuck at the Goodyear blimp.

“Tom?” McKittrick said, his voice almost
plaintive. “Jack? Can’t you guys give me something? Anything?”

Cochrane took the cigarette out of his mouth,
put it carefully back into the pack, and put the pack in his pocket
before speaking. Keeping his temper under control, Easton
thought.

“Here’s what we know, Olin,” Cochrane said
patiently. “Casey goes to the school, picks up his grandson a
little after three-thirty. Several people saw him there. And before
you ask, no, he didn’t give anyone a ride.”

Jack Irving took over. “University Middle
School is over on Alameda at Parkview. From there to where the
Caseys live it’s what, sixteen blocks east to Main, twenty three
blocks north, then half a mile east on Country Club. He drove the
same route every day. Never varied. So we have to ask ourselves,
did he pick someone up, was he car-jacked, just how and why on this
particular day does Robert Casey wind up dead on Garcia Flat?”

“And what do we answer?” McKittrick asked
sarcastically.

Irving drew in a deep breath, let it out
slowly. “We’re working with the probability he picked someone
up.”

“Someone he knew?”

“Not necessarily. Maybe the guy just stepped
in at a traffic light, stuck a gun in his ribs.”

“Why? What would be his motive?”

“On the evidence, robbery.”

“Pretty damned far-fetched,” McKittrick said,
not troubling to conceal his scorn. “He tells Casey to drive to
Garcia Flat, makes him get out of the car, hand over his wallet.
Then he kills him? Why?”

“Dead men tell no tales?”

“Then why doesn’t he shoot the kid too? Why
the knife?”

McKittrick’s questions had too much gotcha in
them and Cochrane lost it.

“Look, as soon as we find out, I’ll tell you,
okay?” he snapped.

It was insubordination and McKittrick reacted
predictably. “Then the quicker you get your ass out on the street
the better, Lieutenant,” he snarled, emphasizing the last word.
“And that goes for everyone else here. Beat the bushes, you people,
get the word out, talk to your snitches. If you want help, ask,
I’ll assign extra manpower. But for Chrissake get me something
better than a bunch of goddamn maybes.”

He snapped his briefcase shut to emphasize
his displeasure and stood up. “Joe, keep me posted, yes? Day or
night.”

“Sure, Olin.”

As McKittrick and Wally Paul hurried off to
their TV interview and the rest of the staff returned to their
duties, Easton followed Joe Apodaca into his office. The sheriff
threw himself into his chair, angrily spinning it left and then
right.

“Jesus, that guy!” he gritted, blowing out
his breath gustily. “Why is he always such an asshole?”

“And you caught him on his good day,” Easton
said.

Joe managed a grin. “You know, there was a
moment back there I thought Tom Cochrane was going to spit in his
eye.”

“There was a moment back there I thought you
were,” Easton said, and waited. Joe got around to things at his own
speed. He got up from his chair, poured coffee into two mugs and
handed one over.

“Been thinking,” he said, drawing it out. “I
figure someone ought to go over and see Ellen Casey.”

Easton frowned. “RPD already talked to her,
Joe. She’ll have told them everything she knows.”

“Ye-es,” Joe said, as if reluctant to say
more.

“She’s probably in shock. The whole family,
come to that,” Easton pointed out. “It would be an intrusion.”

Apodaca looked up, his eyes unreadable. “I
know. But I thought maybe you could, you know, talk to her, get
some sense of what was going on in her world.”

The penny dropped. “Let me see if I’m getting
this right,” Easton said. “What you mean is, go out there and be
supportive and understanding and tell her how much we all hate to
intrude on her grief, then sort of slip in a couple of personal
questions, like was Casey cheating on her or was she cheating on
him, that sort of thing?”

“Yeah, that sort of thing,” Joe said, not
looking at him. “You and Ellen used to be pretty close, didn’t
you?”

But not any more, Easton thought. That line
of Scott Fitzgerald’s about the rich being different came back to
him. No matter how often they welcomed you into it, you never
became a part of their world unless you were rich, too. The game
was too expensive. The numbers were too big.

“No way,” he said flatly.

Joe shrugged. “Then I’ll have to send someone
else. Jack Basso, maybe.”

“You’d do it, too,” Easton said. “You
bastard.”

“Knew I could count on you,” Joe smiled.


Chapter Three

Easton was about halfway down Country Club
Road on his way to the Casey home when the radio crackled and the
dispatcher patched Joe Apodaca through. His voice was tense with
excitement.

“Get your ass back here pronto,” he rasped.
“State cops just told us, yesterday they arrested a guy who looks
good for the Casey killing.”

“What?”

“Some guy called Ironheel.”

“Ironheel?”

“Native American. Apache.”

“What?” Easton couldn’t keep the disbelief
out of his voice.

“I know, bizarre,” Joe rasped. “But this
looks like our guy, Dave. Blood on his clothes, Casey’s billfold in
his pocket. Damned near killed two State cops who tried to arrest
him. So get back down here.”

“On my way,” Easton said as he flicked on the
siren and did an illegal one-eighty at the next junction.

Avoiding the six o’clock traffic by using
Atkinson, which ran parallel to Main north and south, he was back
downtown inside ten minutes. He was still trying to get a handle on
what Joe had told him. Robert Casey and his grandson murdered by an
Apache? The word ‘impossible’ kept floating into his mind.

Pulling into his slot in the storm-fenced
parking lot behind the courthouse, he saw satellite vans parked
along Virginia and a bunch of reporters milling on the ramp leading
to the entrance to the old jail; it hadn’t taken long for the
vultures to smell blood. Or maybe McKittrick had tipped them off.
Olin loved headlines, especially when they had his name in
them.

To make sure none of the reporters saw him,
Easton walked all the way around the front of the building and
crossed the street a block up, going into the Sheriff’s Office
building by the rear entrance.

He could feel the contained tension in the
air as he hurried through to Joe’s office. Gloria Fresquez, Joe’s
secretary and Girl Friday, looked up as he appeared. Slim,
dark-haired and attractive, she usually wore a smile that could
light up the room. Right now, though, she looked dispirited and he
wondered why.

“‘sup?” he asked.

“McKittrick’s inside,” she said, gesturing
with her head toward the doorway. That explained the glum look.

“And pleased with himself, right?”

“Like a pig in a truffle farm.”

Looked like McKittrick still had a long way
to go in the hearts and minds department, Easton thought, and went
on in. Joe Apodaca’s office was faceless, a cluttered room that
always smelled of coffee. The furniture, if you could call it that,
consisted of a battered old desk, a couple of filing cabinets, a
dusty PC, a scanner and an Epson printer on a side table – Joe
wasn’t much on hi-tec – with some files stacked alongside. A window
looked out on to the parking lot. The only decoration, if you could
call it that, was a wall calendar from the Riverdale Seed Company
with a photograph of Main Street in 1898.

The sheriff was sitting at his desk drinking
coffee. Olin McKittrick swiveled around in the visitor’s chair as
Easton came in, a gleam of triumph in his eyes. Gloria had him
pegged exactly right, Easton thought. A pig in a truffle farm.
Probably already called the Governor. Just to keep him informed, of
course.

“Ah, Dave, there you are,” he said warmly, as
if they were old friends meeting after a long time. “Isn’t it great
we nailed this guy so fast?”

“Don’t know yet,” Easton said and hitched a
buttock on the corner of Joe Apodaca’s desk. “What’s the
story?”

“Yesterday about six thirty, two State cops
on patrol see this guy walking north on 286, miles from anyplace,”
Apodaca told him. “So they check him out. He has blood on his
clothes but he’s not injured. When they ask him how it got there
and he clams up, they decide to bring him in for questioning.
They’re not expecting any trouble, maybe they’re a bit sloppy.
Anyway, when they try to cuff him he grabs the nearest trooper and
rams his head against the car. Then he whacks the other one so hard
it puts him right out of it, bim-bam, both of them down. Then he
takes off into the brush like a jackrabbit.”

“The first trooper’s concussed and bleeding
like a stuck pig but he manages to get his gun out. Sees the guy
legging it, fires a shot into the air and yells halt,” McKittrick
said, taking up the story. “Guy freezes, obviously knows the next
one will be for real. Trooper herds him back to the car, cuffs him
to the rear bumper, radios for help, then passes out.”

“Boys in the riot squad got there, said it
was like the gunfight at the OK Corral,” Joe said angrily. “One
trooper with a ruptured spleen, they’ve got him in an ICU at
Riverdale General, the other half in, half out of the car,
four-inch gash in his head. Blood all over the place. And the guy
caused all the trouble is sitting there cuffed to the bumper, like
none of this has got anything to do with him.”

“Where exactly did all this happen?”

“About ten miles north of where Casey was
killed,” McKittrick said, emphasizing it in case Easton hadn’t
caught the significance.

“Mess like that, people must have seen it.
Didn’t anyone stop to help?” Easton said.

“Ha!” Joe said disgustedly. “When’s the last
time you heard of civilians stopping to help cops?”

“So they brought him in. And …?”

“They were going to stick him in the SP jail
unit, bring him up in tomorrow for arraignment,” McKittrick said.
“But when they searched him they found Casey’s billfold in his
pocket. Checked with the family, found out Casey was missing,
called us.”

“He still in the SP slammer?”

“You kidding?” McKittrick grinned. “Minute we
got the news I sent Jack Basso down there to haul his ass up
here.”

Jack Basso was SO’s badass deputy. All two
hundred twenty pounds of him. He was hard to like, but when it was
down to muscle rather than brain he was a useful man to have
around.

“He give Basso any trouble?”

Joe shook his head. “Came in like he wasn’t
involved.”

“Has he copped a plea?”

“Not yet,” McKittrick replied. “It doesn’t
matter much. We’ve got him cold. “Easton looked at his boss.
“Who’ve you given this to, Joe?”

“Cochrane and Irving,” he said. “They’re
questioning him right now. Here’s his stats.”

He handed over a computer printout of the
details taken when the prisoner was processed.

“Chiricahua Apache,” Easton noted. “That’s
unusual.”

The Chiricahua Apache were an Arizona tribe.
Most New Mexican Apache were Mescaleros or Jicarillas.

He leafed through the rap sheet. James
Ironheel, age thirty-three, height five ten, weight one-hundred
eighty-two, occupation firefighter. Two jail terms for burglary, a
string of convictions for petty larceny, drunk driving, parole
violation. Some firefighter.

“What was his story on the billfold?” he
asked.

“Claimed he found it on the highway.”
McKittrick gave a mirthless laugh. “You want to get me odds on that
in Vegas?”

“You don’t think this is all a tad too
easy?”

“Oh, spare me, please,” McKittrick said
impatiently. “There’s only one way this turkey could have got
Casey’s billfold. He killed him for it.”

“And Adam?”

McKittrick didn’t say ‘Don’t be stupid,’ but
it was obvious he wanted to. “The kid could ID him, Dave,” he said
patiently.

“Yeah, but why cut his throat? Why not just
shoot him, too?”

McKittrick shrugged. “He’s an Apache. Maybe
they get off on stuff like that.”

Easton didn’t answer that one. “Was he
carrying the gun? Or the knife?”

McKittrick shrugged. “He probably dumped
them. I’ll send a team out there tomorrow. Metal detectors, the
works. If they’re there, we’ll find them.”

“You sound pretty confident. That mean you’re
going to file?”

“Already have,” McKittrick said, a shade of
defiance in his voice. “I’ll get him arraigned Monday. That will
give you guys ten clear days to make our case.”

“Gosh, thanks.”

McKittrick glared at him but didn’t
reply.

“Has he got an attorney, this Ironheel?”
Easton asked.

“He waived.”

Easton frowned. He knew a little about the
Apache, their history and their culture, and one thing he knew for
certain was they didn’t trust white-man law, often with good
reason.

“I’ll call the public defender,” he said. “If
what you say is true, this guy’s going to need all the help he can
get.”

“Don’t have to break a leg on that, Dave,”
Apodaca protested. “We need time for a run at this guy before the
PD shuts him up.”

Easton shook his head. “He’s got the same
rights as anyone else, Joe.”

“Oh, for Chrissake, nobody’s asking you to
railroad the sumbitch,” McKittrick said impatiently. “Just don’t be
so over-damned zealous.”

Easton shrugged, making a mental note to put
in a call to the public defender anyway. Whether he wanted one or
not, James Ironheel was going to need an attorney.

“Something else,” he said. “Mart Horrell said
Casey was killed with a high powered pistol. A .357 Magnum or a
.45, right?”

“And?”

“Where would an Apache with a sheet like this
guy’s get hold of that kind of a gun?”

“He’s a burglar, maybe he stole it,”
McKittrick snapped. “What is this, Twenty Questions?”

“It’s what his lawyer is going to ask you in
court.”

McKittrick didn’t speak for a moment. He
looked out the window, his eyes veiled. Then he nodded.

“I forgot,” he said. “Got ambitions to be a
DA yourself one day, don’t you, Dave?”

“What’s that mean?”

“Nothing. Go ahead, rain on my parade.”

His patronizing air was starting to get
Easton’s hackles up. “Okay, answer me this,” he said, meeting
McKittrick head on. “Why Garcia Flat? This guy lives on the
Reservation at Mescalero, eighty miles away, right? How does he
even know Garcia Flat exists, let alone where it is? I’d be willing
to bet two-thirds of the population of Riverdale don’t.”

“I don’t give a rat’s ass about that,”
McKittrick said crossly. “He was up there, for Chrissakes. The lab
already confirmed specks of blood found on his clothes and one of
his shoes are the same type as Casey’s. It’ll take time to run DNA
tests, but even without them, we have enough. The billfold puts him
there, the blood puts him there.”

“You know what really bothers me?” Easton
said. “What the hell Casey was doing at Garcia Flat in the first
place.”

“Maybe he picked Ironheel up in town,”
McKittrick said. “Maybe he made Casey drive out there.”

Easton shook his head. “No way would Casey
have picked up a hitch-hiker. Especially not with Adam on
board.”

“Oh, come on,” McKittrick said, impatiently.
There were two small red anger spots on his cheeks. “He walked. He
flew. Who cares? The evidence says he was there, that’s all that
matters.”

“Okay,” Easton said. “Let’s say, unlikely as
it seems, Casey picks up this Ironheel guy and for reasons we can’t
figure out, drives out to Garcia Flat. When they get there Ironheel
shoots the old man, cuts the boy’s throat, takes Casey’s billfold.
Then, although there’s a sixty-thousand dollar four wheel drive
standing there with the keys in it, he elects to hike two and a
half miles to the highway, heading for – did he say where he was
going, by the way?”

“Vaughn,” Joe said. His eyes were bright and
alert, watching every nuance of the exchange between his chief
deputy and McKittrick.

“Olin,” Easton said. “This is bullshit. You’d
have trouble convicting a mangy coyote on what you’ve got
here.”

“Explain how he got the blood on him,”
McKittrick said hotly, the anger unconcealed now. “Go ahead. Tell
me how he got Bob Casey’s billfold. Make me believe it.”

“Not my job,” Easton replied. “You’re the one
who’s going to have to sell this to a jury. And if you want my
opinion, you’re going to have a hard time doing it.”

“Who the hell are you, Oliver Wendell
Holmes?” McKittrick snapped. “We’ve got a suspect and he’s good for
it. What’s your problem?”

The classic DA’s response, Easton thought,
holding onto his temper. Whenever a case looked iffy, McKittrick
would retreat behind the same barrier a lot of DA’s hid behind:
I’ve got a perp and he looks good for it. Now go out and make my
case for me. If we don’t have enough facts, get more. If the facts
don’t fit, find some that do.

Prosecutors played a lot of legal games these
days, and whether you liked it or not, they were a fact of life.
The spin doctors spun, the shrinks and the expert witnesses did
their songs and dances, the deals got cut and the law got bent, and
as a result good people went to jail and bad guys walked, and there
wasn’t a solitary damn thing anyone could do about any of it.
Easton gave up on arguing and headed for the door.

“Think I’ll go over and see what this
Ironheel guy has to say,” Easton said. You want to sit in?”

“Pass,” Apodaca said wearily. “This was my
day off, remember?”

“What about you, Olin?”

McKittrick shook his head. “Just make sure he
pleads to the sheet,” he said.

“You mean, even if he’s innocent?”

“Very funny,” McKittrick said.


Chapter Four

It was getting along toward twilight as
Easton came out the back door of the SO building, crossed Virginia,
and went up the steps into the Courthouse. The satellite vans were
still there, as was the knot of reporters outside the old jail.
Probably hanging around hoping McKittrick would give them a juicy
soundbite for the late news. Tonight a new development. The circus
was always on parade.

Imposing rather than beautiful, the Baca
County Courthouse was a big, traditional domed stone building
erected on land where the first mercantile establishment had stood
back in the 1870s. It was a product of the days when they built
public buildings with massive marble pillars and inlaid stone
floors and Phantom of the Opera chandeliers, physical
representations of the solidity and power of local government. He
was kind of fond of the old place; it was like the large lady in
the Marx Brothers movies, simultaneously majestic and absurd.

Somehow the rabbit’s warren of modern offices
inside the building with their partitioned workstations always
struck Easton as anachronistic. In such surroundings you felt
people should be using steel-nib pens and foolscap parchment
instead of computers and laser printers. Right now the place was as
silent as a tomb. Only the spiders worked this late.

He went down the wide, ornately-balustraded
stone stairway to the basement and then along a featureless
corridor that led to the jail complex beneath the northeast corner
of the Courthouse. Capable in its heyday of holding two hundred
prisoners, CDC – officially the County Detention Center, but better
known as El Hueco, the Hole, or maybe The Emptiness, a name
Hispanic prisoners had long ago given it – was now used only as a
drunk tank on Saturdays or for holding overflow when the district
court was in session. Longer term custodies were housed in a new
state-of-the-art County Jail south of town. In spite of its looking
like something put together by a deranged Sim City nerd, the new
jail was one of the most sophisticated facilities in the Southwest,
its inmates enjoying conditions and food as good as anything
available at the best downtown motels.

Here at CDC things were less refined – no
digital locks with daily security number changes, no hi-tech
surveillance systems, just a pushbutton pad which Easton utilized
to gain entrance. He checked in with duty Receiving Officer Patti
Lafferty, whose job it was to process arrestees in and out. A
well-built blonde in her mid-thirties, Patti looked more like a
high-school tennis coach than someone whose job it was to pat down
killers, rapists and all the other varieties of garbage the system
washed her way. Looks were deceptive; Easton knew for a fact that
Patti worked out regularly at the Riverside Spa. He’d seen her
pacify and cuff fractious custodies twice her size.

“This guy Ironheel say anything when you
checked him in?” he asked her. She shook her head.

“Funny, though,” she said. “When I first see
him, I’m like, what is this guy on? He’s got these big dark eyes,
and they’re like, gone, empty, y’know what I’m sayin’? I mean, like
his body is here, but the rest of him is, y’know ... out of it.
Eerie, man.”

“He test clean for drugs?”

“As a whistle.”

“They still in the interview room?”

“Ahuh.”

The interview room was in the angle of the
L-shaped corridor. Jack Irving answered the buzzer and Easton went
in. The room was only slightly less bare than the cells all around
it. A solid square wooden table fixed to the floor by steel
brackets, four wooden chairs likewise, a single overhead light
protected by a shatterproof plastic dome, and a shelf for the
timing clock, everything screwed down so nobody could use them as
an offensive weapon. Up in one ceiling angle, the unblinking eye of
a CCTV camera recorded everything that was said and done. These
days law enforcement worked on the belt-and-suspenders principle.
Easton nodded hello to Tom Cochrane as the door clanged shut behind
him. “Eight forty-two,” Cochrane intoned for the taped record.
“Chief Deputy David Easton entered.”

Ironheel sat facing the two detectives, his
head down. He had on the mandatory orange jump suit and felt
moccasins issued to all prisoners; his hands were free but his
ankles were chained. As Easton came in he looked up. The overhead
dome light put shadows beneath his eyes and cheekbones that made
his face look like it was chiseled from stone. He was about the
same height as Easton, but heavy-set, with sloping, powerful
shoulders and straight black hair that fell forward over his face.
He had strong, well-defined features, a wide mouth, good teeth, and
dark eyes in which Easton could detect no trace of apprehension. He
regarded Easton expressionlessly.

“Your arraignment is scheduled for Monday
morning,” Easton said. “You understand what that is?”

Ironheel turned his gaze away and said
nothing. It was like he wasn’t interested. Easton looked a question
at Cochrane.

“Just the basics,” Cochrane said wearily.

“Nothing else?”

“The prisoner is exercising his rights,” Jack
Irving said. “He refuses to answer any questions.”

“Well, well,” Easton said.

He tapped Irving on the shoulder. The
detective relinquished his chair and stood leaning against the
wall. Easton sat down facing Ironheel.

“As you heard, my name is David Easton,” he
told him. “Chief Deputy, Sheriff’s Office. Couple of things I’d
like to ask you.”

Ironheel remained silent.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” Easton said
imperturbably. “Where you from, Mr. Ironheel? Where on the
reservation?”

“Already told them all this.” A jerk of the
head at ‘them.’

“Humor me.”

He shrugged. “Whitetail Canyon. Southeast of
Rio Alto.”

“You live alone?”

“Stay on my sister’s place.”

“She know you’re in here?”

He shook his head and looked away.
Interesting. Some conflict there, Easton thought, making a mental
note.

“Something’s been puzzling me, Mr. Ironheel.
Like you to clear it up for me,” he said.

Ironheel shook his head stolidly. “N’zhoo.
Already told these other guys. No more questions.”

“Why not?”

“You’re a cop, right?”

“Don’t like cops, huh?” Easton said.

“Who does?”

The contempt was open and defiant. Like a
challenge. Easton felt his hackles rising, and it put an edge on
his voice.

“You want hostile, I can do that.”

Ironheel looked at the wall.

“You were picked up walking on Highway 286.
Don’t you own a car?”

“You’re a detective, work it out,” he said
without turning his head.

“I’ll take that as a negative,” Easton said,
cooling it down, determined not to let the prisoner’s attitude get
to him. “How did you get down here from the reservation?”

Ironheel made a fist, raised a thumb. “Some
trucker.”

“Some trucker gave you a ride?”

No answer. Take it or leave it.

“You remember his name? Or the name of the
trucking firm?”

Silence.

“Okay, you got a ride to Riverside. Then
what?”

Ironheel shrugged. “The guy was delivering at
K-Mart. There was a McDonalds. Got a cheeseburger, started
walking.”

At least they had him talking again, Easton
thought. If his odd, chopped-off responses could be called talking.
Was there some reason he avoided using the first person? Was that
an Apache thing?

“What time was this?” he said. “When he
dropped you off?”

“Noon, maybe.”

Easton glanced at Jack Irving, who nodded
imperceptibly. That meant they already had a trace
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