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CHAPTER ONE 

 Grand Canyon 

 
 
 "Tuffy? Come to Mommy, Sweetie." Gracie kept her voice light and cheerful, lest her 
little cocker spaniel--her highly errant little spaniel--get the idea she was angry with him and 
refuse to come to her. She wasn't angry; she was livid. As her voice called airily again, her mind 
translated, Tuffy, you putrid ball of hair, get back here before I get another ticket for dog-off-a-
leash! I'm fed up with your running off! 
 Some vacation to Grand Canyon National Park this had become. A ticket for illegal 
parking and a ticket for Tuffy. She didn't have this much grief in downtown Minneapolis. 
 She stopped cold, fifty feet from the Grand Canyon Visitor Center. Over there near the 
doors, Tuffy was seriously investigating the base of a weedy, head-high shrub.  
 A uniformed ranger had just come out the big glass front doors of the building. He stood 
on the sidewalk with a cheery, "Here, doggy." 
 Her Tuffy, that blankety-blank stupid little jerk, ran eagerly over to him. The ranger 
didn't even know a name; he just called, and Tuffy romped right to him. Now Gracie was in hot 
water for sure. 
 She paused, hesitant. Retrieving her cocker would get her another ticket. Maybe Tuffy 
would run back here. On the other hand, it was a really cute ranger, on the stocky side, dark-eyed 
and handsome. He had that sun-tanned, outdoors look that made some park rangers really sexy. 
She was pretty far away to see for sure, but she couldn't make out any wedding ring. Hm. Some 
situations are almost worth a ticket. 
 He scooped Tuffy up into his arms and cradled the mutt like handling dogs was second 
nature to him. She'd better go over there. It wasn't going to get any better. 
 A large black car--a Cadillac or something like that--came cruising up out of nowhere. It 
pulled in close to the curb. A voice from inside it called out, "Hey, Ernie!" 
 The ranger holding Tuffy stared at it wide-eyed for a long, hanging moment. From the 
open car window, thunder rolled--roaring, deafening, chattering thunder. Tourists all over 
screamed and dropped to the ground.  
 The ranger lifted off his feet, flailing and jerking wildly, and slammed into the pavement 
on his back. The car, its tires squealing, sped away. 
 Gracie just stood there. She couldn't move. In absolute, spellbinding, paralyzing horror, 
she had just watched a zillion rounds of gunfire blow away the glass doors, and that head-high 
bush beside the walkway, and the ranger, and her Tuffy. 
 
 ******* 
 
 Tears streamed down both his cheeks, but that was no problem; the heat of this August 
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New Mexico sun would dry them quickly enough. His runny nose, though, that was a problem. 
Jack sniffed his nose sort of surreptitiously, but he certainly wasn't going to whip out a 
handkerchief now. Pallbearers just don't do that, especially the lead pallbearer. 
 Jack Prester was matched shoulder to shoulder with Ernie's cousin Mike. Mike was an 
inch shorter than Jack's five eleven, giving the coffin a slight lean. Mike was heavier than Jack's 
165 by twenty pounds, and none of it was fat. He could handle the added burden. 
 With stately dignity, Jack walked to the slow beat of the White's City High School 
Marching Band up ahead, his feet keeping the rhythm without thinking about it, his mind past 
thinking.  
 Ernie Morales.  
 Ernie and Jack were the same age within ten days. As kids, they spent half their lives 
together, at Hovenweep, at Carlsbad. They entered the park service in the same training class at 
Horace M Albright. Between them, their hijinx very nearly gave the training center director a 
coronary.  
 Jack wore his class A uniform today in the heat--the crisply creased gray, green and 
cordovan of the national park ranger, the flat hat with its brim exactly parallel to the ground. In 
his coffin, Ernie wore his class A's, too, but his hat was lying on his chest. 
 Ernie. 
 Oh, God! 
 Ernie's funeral was generating a media feeding frenzy in White's City, a community 
which does not often experience media frenzies. The town fathers were up to the occasion, 
however. The TV remotes and satellite trucks hovered well beyond the cemetery fence, held at 
bay by what had to be every uniformed officer in Eddy County. 
 They arrived at the graveside. Jack went through motions without any idea whether they 
were the right motions. The Catholic litany the priest used today wasn't all that different from the 
litany the Anglicans in Australia had used to lay Jack's wife and son away four years ago. The 
similarity numbed him. Time spun through the air like the fluff in the cotton candy machine at a 
carnival. Voices spoke. Someone poked Jack's arm and pointed, so he obediently stood over 
there instead of over here. 
 The park service provided a Jack-forgot-how-many gun salute. 
 Ernie's bride and dad threw handfuls of dirt into the bottomless black hole. It clattered, 
hollow. Jack stepped in close beside Emmalinda and tossed his handful. He wrapped his arm 
around her shoulders then and let her lead him to the sidelines because he couldn't remember 
where they were supposed to move to. Or, wait; maybe they did all that before the umpty-ump 
gun salute. Everything swirled in his memories without sense or sequence, caught in the cotton 
candy fluff of time.  
 Emmalinda stood ramrod straight beside him. Beyond her, Ernie's dad stood just as 
ramrod straight and beyond him stood Ernie's mom, Flo. They crossed themselves rapidly. Then 
Jack perceived that the service had ended, because Linnie turned and melted against him. Her 
dark head came barely to the badge on his uniform jacket. He wrapped his arms around her 
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tightly; her sobbing moved them slightly with every shuddering breath. 
 Curiously, comforting Linnie comforted him. His tears faded; his nose came more or less 
under control. Now that he could blow it, he didn't have to. 
 Hefty, pot-bellied Dick Morales ignored for the moment the mourners approaching them. 
His sideburns were graying; it was the only real sign, that and his slack, puffy jowls, that he was 
not still in his prime. In Spanish, he asked, "Jack? You're going to handle the investigation, aren't 
you?" 
 Jack replied in Spanish, "Every foot of the way." He hesitated. "From the beginning, right 
through to the electric chair. Or lethal injection or noose or whatever they're into these days." 
 Dick nodded grimly and licked his lips. In Spanish, "You know, son, sometimes the law--
the court--doesn't do as much as it ought to do. If the culprits get off too lightly, you'll let me 
know, won't you?" 
 "I'll let you know." Jack shouldn't have made that brash promise. He knew what Dick 
meant, and he knew what Dick was like, and he knew Dick would cheerfully go to the chair 
himself to avenge the death of his son. 
 Linnie stiffened, came up for air, and stepped back. Her face tear-slathered, she looked 
from Dick to Jack. In Spanish, "No! Not either one of you. No. Don't let me lose more." She 
knew Dick too. 
 Jack kissed the bangs on her forehead. In Spanish, "The courts will do what they're 
supposed to do. They don't mess around when a cop is the victim. Peace, Linnie." He unbuttoned 
his jacket. 
 And then Jack's mouth dropped open.  
 In an impeccably tailored charcoal gray suit, her short, dark, flyaway hair lifting slightly 
on the gentle breeze, her big Bambi eyes watching him intently, there stood Ev thirty feet away. 
She hardly knew Ernie. What was she doing here? 
 His eye held hers and he smiled. Emboldened, she started forward. One of the anti-media 
guards reached out to stop her, but Jack called to him. She stepped past him and across the bare, 
open ground to them.  
 Jack took both Ev's hands in his. He switched from Spanish to English. "Dick Morales, 
permit me to present a co-worker in my division, Evelyn Brant, from Washington DC. We've 
worked on several cases together. Ev, this is Ricardo Morales--Dick--Ernie's father, and 
Emmalinda Morales y Sanchez, Ernie's wife. Linnie." He glanced around. Ernie's mom had 
wandered off. He'd introduce her later. 
 Ev knew the perfect things to say as, sweetly and sadly, she expressed her condolences. 
Jack admired her grace. But then, she wasn't in any emotional upheaval, either. 
 A choice presented itself to him now. He could receive the sympathies of all these people 
gathered around them, many of them strangers, or he could take refuge in a welcome and 
familiar face. 
 Easy choice. 
 In Spanish he excused himself and Ev, promised to return shortly, grabbed her elbow and 
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ushered her off, way off, beyond the gravestones and wrought-iron plot fences and flat markers 
to the cottonwood trees on the far side of the cemetery. He stopped beneath the gigantic forked 
cottonwood he and Ernie used to climb in the echoing memories of their youth. 
 She wiggled her index finger, a stirring motion. "Turn around."  
 He turned his back to her. She pulled his jacket down off his shoulders. He straightened 
his arms and it slid away. The breeze rushed cool against him and he realized his gray uniform 
shirt was soaking wet. He unhooked his tie even as he was turning around again to face her.  
 He undid the neck button. "Guess I didn't realize how warm I was." 
 "Class A's in this sun?" She smiled. "You must be poached like an egg. Interesting 
cemetery. When I think of 'cemetery,' I think of green lawns. Forest Lawn. You know. There's no 
grass here at all. Nothing to mow. Bare ground." 
 "Green cemeteries are for wet regions. Don't water what you don't have to." 
 Her smile had faded to uncertainty, or perhaps just wistfulness. "This is the first time I 
ever attended a funeral all in Spanish." 
 Jack pointed to a distant wizened lady in a wheelchair. "For her. Ernie's grandma, his 
abuelita. She doesn't speak English well. I don't think anyone else thought about it; most of the 
Morales clan are bilingual. That's Ernie's mom, Flo, standing beside her." 
 "So are you. Bilingual, I mean. I didn't realize that before. I mean, I knew you spoke 
Spanish, but I didn't realize you were so, uh, so comfortable with it. So fluent. You don't even 
have an accent. Your Spanish sounds just like theirs." 
 He shrugged. "I guess it's all where you grow up. And who you grow up with. 'Whom,' I 
mean." 
 For a few moments she stared at nothing shimmering in the brilliant sun. "What's an ahb-
will..." 
 "Abuela is the word for grandmother. The diminutive, abuelita, means a very special 
grandmother. A counselor and confidante and more." 
 "Mm." She wrapped around his jacket in a sort of hug, her arms crisscrossed across her 
chest. "Were you related to Ernie?"  
 "No. Not by blood. Childhood friends." He leaned back against the cool, solid 
cottonwood trunk. 
 "Close enough friends that you're standing at the grave beside his parents and widow. 
You didn't tell Hal that." 
 His neck prickled a little. "Why would I tell Hal? Whether Ernie was a friend or not, his 
death needs investigating. I already know a lot of details about him that another investigator 
would have to waste time digging for or maybe miss altogether. It's natural to use me. Besides, I 
was planning to go over to the Canyon anyway, for the reunion." 
 "Reunion." 
 "A ranger reunion next week. Bunch of training center graduates." 
 She watched his face a few moments and he had a hard time meeting her eye. She shook 
her head. That Amelia Earhart hair lifted and floated. "Jack." She took a deep breath. 
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"Remember when I was just getting started at this kind of thing, you kept giving me 'Rule 
Number One'?" 
 "I still do." 
 "I noticed. One of your many rule-number-ones was, 'Don't ever get involved 
emotionally,' and another was, 'No vendettas.' Well, you're violating both of them." 
 How could she think that? She couldn't have heard the exchange between Dick and him; 
she was too far away to hear well and she didn't know Spanish. He had to fight to keep his voice 
casual and under control. "You worry too much. I know how to do my job." 
 "Hal said you called him two days ago, hours after it happened, and put yourself on the 
case. He said you flew to the Grand Canyon right away and then flew down here for the funeral. 
He didn't say anything about your intense personal involvement with the victim and his family. 
I'm sure he doesn't know." 
 "Ev--" 
 "Flew, Jack!" Her voice rose twenty decibels. "When's the last time you flew anywhere? 
You hate flying! You'll drive three thousand miles to avoid flying. Now here you are whisking 
all over the west. That tells me how involved you are emotionally, and I'm afraid. I know you too 
well." 
 "Not that w--" 
 "Yes, that well. Last Christmas at Mount Rainier you were a basket case, and you didn't 
even realize it. I'm afraid you'll--" 
 "In other words, old Jack can't handle this by himself and he might mess it up because 
he's on an emotional bungee cord, so he needs some help." 
 She stiffened; in fact the term bristled would not be too far afield. "Yes. As a matter of 
fact, that's exactly it. You can use me to take some of the pressure off, and don't tell me you 
won't be under extra stress with this. You know better!" 
 "So you're a spy. If I show signs of cracking, you tattle to Hal and he pulls me off it 
before my bung blows." 
 "No I'm not! I'm here to--" 
 "Right! For two reasons. One, I'm not going to crack. And two, you couldn't pull me off 
this with a power winch." 
 She stared at him for a long, slow beat. "When are you going back over to the Grand 
Canyon?" 
 "This evening." 
 "There's no flight connection--" 
 "Private plane. Dick has this friend who charters flights. He arranged to get me here for 
the funeral and back to the Canyon again." 
 Her pancake-sized eyes narrowed. "Private plane. You hate flying in a commercial jet, 
but you're going back in... What about your truck? It's still in Kansas, right? And Maxx?" 
 "Maxx flew to the Canyon with me. In a commercial jet, incidentally, since you seem to 
be keeping score. He's staying there with an acquaintance. And my neighbor's kid in Hutchinson 
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is driving the truck out for me. It should get there tomorrow if Herbert leans on it, or the day 
after if he's conscientious about speed limits." 
 She studied him the way an elementary teacher stares at the first grader who just punched 
a playmate in the sandbox. "I see. You have all the bases covered. Well, you're going to have to 
cover a couple more. My car, for one. Do you realize how hard it is to get to White's City, New 
Mexico, if you don't have a friend with a private plane? Anyway, my rental is parked in the 
cemetery parking lot over there. If you would, get one of your friends here to take it back for me. 
I'm flying to the Canyon with you tonight." 
 Of all the nerve! This cute, delicate girl, who once upon a time curled up into the prenatal 
position with every crisis that came along, now displayed enough brass to recast the Statue of 
Liberty.  
 "You are not going to try to babysit me in case I step over the line from casual interest to 
vendetta. Forget it." 
 She stuffed his jacket, all wadded, into his hands. "Hal already assigned me. It's futile to 
argue." 
 "Futility is trying to get Christmas tree lights back in the box you bought them in. We're 
talking negotiation here. What about that assignment you just took on at Yellowstone? You can't 
have cleared it that fast." 
 "Hal's putting it on the back burner. The preliminary's done and the FBI is on it. We both 
agreed it's not going to hurt our chances any to let it ride a month."  
 "But...". 
 "No buts." She shook her lovely head; the flyaway hair flew away. "I'm going. That's the 
end of it." 
 That's the end of it.  
 And here he thought she was going to comfort him. Sympathize. Hah. Big fat hairy 
sympathy session this had been. Irate though he might be, there was nothing he could do. He 
certainly couldn't ask Hal to pull her off the case without arousing suspicion--particularly since 
on several other occasions he had requested Ev's assistance, pointing out her sterling skills in 
order to get Hal to assign her. Hal liked to play god and kingmaker. Hal would as soon send Jack 
off to some other penny-ante job and leave Ev to do this one herself. Or worse, assign some 
stranger. Jack had long since learned never to trust his pal Hal any farther than a jockey can 
throw his thoroughbred. 
 Mechanically, he shook out his jacket and put it on again as they started the long walk 
back to the rest of the mourners, and Ernie's sad, sad abuelita.  


