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CHAPTER ONE


In her dream, Edie and Cody Slaton were standing behind her old grey long ago Volvo in a driving rain.  The car was stuck in the mud.  All their clothes were spread around on the ground.  Wet and muddy.  She tried so very hard to remember more.  There was no need to record that recurrent dream in her journal.


After making coffee, Edie called her new best friend, Donna Jo Hall, long distance in Lubbock.


"Everything's good vibes and yellow roses," Edie said.  "You just have to come to my party.  Next Wednesday night, after the Austin Music Awards.  Three hundred invitations only.  You have to come."


"I'll be there.  You still coming to my opening reception?"


"Of course.  I made a reservation at the El Dorado Hotel for the southwestern corner suite.  It's Santa Fe's newest, fanciest, and most luxurious.  The suite has a bar, kiva fireplace, living room, and balcony,"  Edie said.  After a long unhurried conversation, Edie told her about the dream.


"You've got that snake on your mind.  He won't be hard to spot hustling around the Plaza.  I saw him two mornings at the La Fonda having breakfast with rich tourist women.  He hands out business cards to women on the street.  He goes by Cody Coyote," Donna Jo said.  "They say a coyote will always make a coyote of himself."


Edie started toward the front door.  She caught a glimpse of herself in the full-length hall mirror.  She stopped and turned slowly--savoring, enjoying.  At age forty-four, she finally had a perfect figure after a lifetime of agonizing over her thinness.  Her twinkling brown eyes and long, thick, curly brown hair gave her a youthful, vibrant look.  Gossips at the Austin Country Club thought, falsely, that her stunning face and perfect body were surgically enhanced.


When Edie opened the front door, a pair of grackles were squawking and jumping around a small pile of multicolored confetti on the sidewalk.  Confetti was all over the porch.  When Edie saw the stick-on paper hearts on the large colonial columns on either side of the porch, she slammed the door, set the alarm system, and dialed her lawyer.  She hung up on the second ring and ran to the library to get her Glock 9mm semiautomatic pistol.  She cocked it and stood there listening.  Then she tiptoed to the front living room and peeked out.  Then she hit redial.


"Dupree, McGleskey, and Smooth," the British voice sang.


"This is Edie Lockwood.  I need to talk to Burk."


"Mr. Dupree's in a meeting, very important."


"This is an emergency.  Fetch him now.  Break in.  Tell him it's me.  Do that now," Edie said.  In less than a minute, Dupree came on the line.


"Yes, Miss Lockwood, what's happened now?"


"He's back.  The weirdo who sends King of Hearts.  The stalker.  He left confetti and paper hearts on the porch last night.  I want a private guard now.  I want a private detective now from Hix in Dallas.  There should be a way to figure this out."


"When did you last hear from him?" Dupree asked.


"Last year.  This same week.  During the music convention.  The night of Jerry Jeff's birthday party.  He set fire to my limo.  You get over here now," Edie said.  She eased her grip on the pistol and realized her hand was cramped.


"Edie, I'll have a couple of attorneys on their way over there the minute we hang up.  We are ass-deep in negotiating on a ten-million-dollar estate that's been delayed now twelve years.  I can't just leave," Dupree said firmly.


"Now, Burk.  Right now!  Tell that phone limey to call in a substitute shyster.  You know how scared I am," Edie was crying.


"Okay, Edie, okay.  Nothing is more important than you.  You are family.  There's not anybody, anywhere, that's been as close and important as you and your dear mother.  The things she's done for Texas--for Austin . . ." Dupree said.


Edie interrupted, "Please quit selling and come over here.  You know what the psychological profile said."


The police had searched the grounds of Edie's estate.  


"We looked all over your property and out by the pool."  The uniformed officer was very skeptical about this midday disturbance call.  "You say this is part of some kind of pattern, ma'am?"


"We just wanted this documented, officer," Dupree said.  "Send me a copy of the report."  Dupree walked the officer to his car.

CHAPTER TWO


Since retiring from the FBI, J. T. Brackett had been disenchanted with the disputed estates and high-dollar divorces that Hix Associates handled.  Being a private detective was dull so far, but the money was good.  It was the first time he'd been in Jack Hix's office since the day he started six months ago.


"Somebody killed a rich lady's dog back in 1978.  Somebody sends her funny mail from Montana and Idaho.  This isn't much of a file," J. T. said, rifling through the papers.


"Top priority.  Top billing.  No barrier to expense.  Try to find out something for her.  She knows we recruited you, and she requested you.  Lockwood Oil is a top client, mostly in the Middle East," Hix said.


"I've met her.  Texas Monthly said she's the richest, prettiest, and most eligible gal in Texas.  The bureau has a file on her that would be axle-deep on a tall Ferris wheel.  A crackpot," J. T. said.


"We have our own file," Hix said, standing to signal the end of the meeting.  "Her left-wing politics piss off a lot of people."


Edie had said the security guard could sit in the kitchen if the weather turned bad.  Even though she'd taken out coffee, champagne, quail, and lobster at various times, her reputation as a ferocious bitch had Toddy Lamb spending as much of his shift as possible sitting in his own car listening to the scanner.


A truck with loud mufflers was revving its engine in the alley behind Edie's pool house.  That didn't fit in this neighborhood at this time of night.  A handful of the confetti jokes that had surrounded this assignment floated through Toddy's mind as he lumbered across the expansive, manicured lawn.  Edie watched him, holding the drapes an inch from the window sill.  She hit mute on the remote control and listened to the truck.  Edie heard three shots fired.  She ran down to the wine cellar, bolted the heavy oaken door, and cocked the pump shotgun.  A half-empty glass of wine sat there on a turn of the century end table.  Edie held the wine up to the light.  Good color, she thought, it's been there a week.  She drank it.  Her mantra ran over and over through her head.  Then she dialed 911.


"You are on River Crest?" the operator said, "We've had other calls, units are enroute.  Shots were fired.  That's all we have."


The first patrolman beat on Edie's door and rang the bell.  She heard it and stayed put.  Her eyes scanned the rows of wine bottles.  She uncorked a bottle of award-winning Llano Estacado Chablis and filled her glass.


The second patrolman drove routinely down the alley until he saw the legs of Toddy Lamb's lifeless body in a row of yellow rose bushes.  Lamb's face was spray-painted fluorescent white, a final mask, frozen, glowing, and grotesque.  Lamar Perez ran to the squad car radio.

CHAPTER THREE


J. T. Brackett checked into the Driskill Hotel in Austin and had a room service vegetable plate alone in the suite.  He could work on the article he'd worked on for a year on the history of forensic science.  He should call his client.  He left the room to walk up and down Sixth Street, marveling at the diversity and costumes.  Turning fifty hadn't made J. T. cynical like so many of his contemporaries.  He was still curious but rarely surprised.


"Hey, buddy, I'm trying to get up enough money for a pint of whiskey for St. Patrick's Day," the bum said.


J. T. had already refused requests from three homeless and a people-in-black waif with purple hair and a nose ring.  


"God bless you, brother," J. T. said, and he gave him a dollar.


"You are all heart, Tex," the homeless man said.  The truth had set him free--for awhile.


J. T. felt like riding around.  The desk clerk had drawn him a map to Edie's house.  There were sixteen emergency-related vehicles, most with lights flashing, in the street by Edie's house when J. T. arrived.  Yellow crime scene tape was stretched across the columns.  J. T. recognized a deputy sheriff on the porch and walked up.  "What happened?"


"It's Toddy Lamb.  He was murdered while working off-duty as a security guard.  Real popular man.  Homicide detective.  All these law enforcement people are in shock.  About an hour ago.  He was painted, on his face.  Killed him and painted him white," Rufus said, "The Chief of Detectives is here.  Come look at the crime scene."  They walked across the yard to join a group of detectives.


"Hell yes, I know who you are," Detective Knox said, "Toddy Lamb and me rode pardners in East Austin thirty years ago.  Patrol units are pulling over every loud truck in Austin.  Had a slant roll bar, four silver lights on the top, dark color, green, black.  We've talked to all the neighbors.  These big houses are a block long each.  Nobody got a plate number.  You must have been in Waco with David Koresh.  Why'd the FBI send their top forensics man?  We'd appreciate any help for Toddy," Knox said.


"I retired.  I'm a private investigator hired by Miss Lockwood.  She has had a stalker.  Her dog was killed fifteen years ago.  The dog was spray-painted white.  She gets letters with hearts and King of Hearts.  Miss Lockwood's stalker was the reason she hired a security guard.  I saw you at a conference in Atlanta, remember?"  J. T. spoke slowly and his air of calmness did not fit the scene.


Then there was silence.  The deputy shuffled from foot to foot.  Knox looked at J. T.  How can this guy be so cool?  Knox walked in a slow, meaningless circle.  Seconds passed.


"How did you find out about this?" Knox asked.


"I didn't.  The stalker  put confetti and hearts on her house last week.  She hired my firm," J. T. said.


"Yeah, she had a police report made.  Had a lawyer here.  She's up in the house screaming and bitching.  She won't let us search the house."  Knox was emotionally on tilt.  Visibly angry.  "You work for her?  How did you happen to show up here now?"


"It was a coincidence.  I'm staying at the Driskill," J. T. said.


"Did she hire you personally?  Did she request you personally?" Knox asked.


"Yep.  She sure did.  Did she request Toddy Lamb?" J. T. asked.


Knox didn't answer for awhile.  He patted down his pockets for the cigarettes he no longer smoked.


"Toddy owned part of this small rent-a-cop agency.  He worked the phone and scheduled himself for tonight.  We don't know who he talked to.  The first group of officers ran through those upstairs rooms.  There were six cars here before she came to the door," Knox said.


"Can I talk to her?" J. T. asked.


"You go up there and tell her that if she curses one more officer, I will personally handcuff her and carry her off to jail.  You tell her my name and tell her I don't give a shit who she is, got it?" Detective Knox said.

CHAPTER FOUR



Edie was standing in the kitchen door and the light came shining through.  Law enforcement officials from various agencies were already aware that there was nothing under the sheer white silk nightshirt.


"I'm J. T. Brackett.  Mr. Hix said you wanted me down here."  J. T. took off his Stetson and his long, thick, grey-brown hair fell everywhere.  It was now seven inches longer than it had ever been.


"Where is Burk Dupree?  I've left messages.  These cops searched my home.  That idiot read me my rights.  I'm the victim here.  You are the super sleuth?  Sherlock shows up late.  Someone is trying to kill me.  You stay right here in this kitchen.  Sit there," Edie said.  She was agitated, pacing.  One unformed officer and two western-clad plainclothes officers stood Kawliga-like against the far wall of the huge kitchen.


J. T. took Edie's elbow to guide her to the corner.  "I'm on your side.  Let me talk to you."  She jerked away and crossed her arms.


"Get them out of here," Edie said, pointing at the officers.  


"They are staying.  That's the law," J. T. whispered.  "A man was killed.  Please listen.  Now listen.  I know what you are going through.  Now, hold on.  Listen.  My job is to protect you.  These lawmen aren't your enemies.  They have to search, sooner or later," J. T. said.


"They already ran all over upstairs.  The carpets are white . . ." Edie was sobbing.


"Carpets?"  Finally, some emotion showed in 

J. T.'s legendary poker face.


"No, I don't care about that."  And she threw her arms around J. T. and cried loudly.  He gave the police officers an embarrassed "give her a break" look.


"You need to put on a robe or something," J. T. said gently.


J. T. finally convinced her to sign the inevitable consent to search form.  Chief of Detectives Knox smelled of each of the eight weapons in the cabinet.


"The pistols haven't been fired or cleaned lately.  Do you own any other weapons?" Knox asked.


"There's another Glock nine in the Saturn in the garage.  Under the driver's seat.  It hasn't been fired either."  Edie spoke in a resigned monotone.  J. T. knew she didn't have to answer any questions, but he didn't tell her that.  Toddy Lamb's three chest wounds appeared to be large caliber.


"You own three 9mm pistols?" Knox asked.


"Four.  There's one in the locker at Star Shooter Range."


As word of the murder victim's identity spread over scanners and phone lines, the shared sorrow grew in the law enforcement community.  A small crowd gathered on Edie's lawn.  Every inch of alley, street, and lawn were microscopically searched by unauthorized volunteers.  A small contingent of journalists and three TV cameras waited on the street.


Toddy Lamb had been one of the principal investigators of the unsolved murders of four teenage girls in an Austin yogurt shop.  He had been interviewed on local and national TV.  The reporters buzzed back and forth about Satanism.


"Did Texas Monthly say she was the richest or one of the richest single women in Texas?" one asked.


Finally, J. T. convinced Edie to go with him to the Driskill Hotel at four a.m.  By then, she was too exhausted for decisions.  She signed her police statement.


"Lock up the house," Knox said, "Wouldn't want her to worry about her priceless stuff."


J. T. called Knox aside before they left.


"I never did remember to tell her to get a lawyer out here.  For what it's worth, I lost a pardner once in the line of duty.  Do you have any other evidence you could share?" J. T. asked.


"Toddy didn't die in the line of duty.  There's not much.  Whoever shot Toddy was inside the fence, near those bushes.  Caught him unawares.  He never unholstered his weapon," Knox said.  "Did you know Edie was a radical leader of the sixties?  Spent a fortune on left-wingers.  Her hobby is running back and forth to shrinks and therapy groups."


"I didn't know that," J. T. lied.


After the last policeman left the house, Edie quickly changed into a simple formal black dress and pearls.  She pulled her hair back with a bow, quickly put on makeup, and carried a pearl-encrusted evening purse.  She handed J. T. her overnight bag and walked straight into the blinding TV lights and entered the passenger side of J. T.'s rented blue Cadillac.  She sat poised and statue still, a Mona Lisa look on her face, as the cameras rolled.  Then she turned her head ever so slowly and stared straight at the cameras as if they weren't there.


J. T. regretted his choice of a tan western suit, black Western pearl-button shirt, turquoise bolo, and white Stetson.


"I'll look like those cops in Waco outside the Davidians' compound," J. T. said, sliding under the wheel.  Edie couldn't suppress the giggle that was featured on three local TV stations' morning news in less than three hours.

CHAPTER FIVE


J. T. slept very little on the sitting room couch that was way too short.  Edie came out of the bedroom before nine o'clock in the same sheer sleeping shirt.  She reminded J. T. of the ubiquitous sad clown because her private crying had left more makeup streaks than were common to Tammy Faye Baker.


"I'm ready for room service.  They showed me laughing on TV.  I'm humiliated.  I appeared foolish.  Get up and go get a newspaper.  Get Burk Dupree down here, now."  Edie looked out the window.


"Don't ever order me around like that again."  

J. T. was trying to decide if she knew her nipples showed.  Memorable past experiences warned him that early morning unanswered horniness is a handmaiden to anger.  "Your mouth didn't help much last night.  I'll throw in some lessons on how to talk to ordinary Texans for free.  First, you damn well better learn how to talk to me."  He was louder than he meant to be.


Without a word, Edie walked into the bedroom and quietly closed the door as if she had not heard or noticed.  J. T. could hear the room service call, then Edie in the shower.  J. T. called Jack Hix in Dallas and recounted the night's events as if they were routine.  His way to tell it had been well thought out.


"This is big, real big.  O.K.  The thing to remember is that we work for her and maintain her confidence.  She has our loyalty."  Hix was excited, stressed.  "I'll fax you some more file on her, but for God's sake, don't ever let her know about any of our stuff."


"Is there anything more about her stalker?" J. T. asked.


"No, this is just file on her."


The room service tray arrived with a smorgasbord of breakfast foods.  Breads, fruits, eggs, juices, bacon, ham, sausage.  Enough food for six people, a bottle of champagne, two glasses, and a dozen yellow roses.  Three waiters came in and uncovered everything.  Edie finally came out barefooted in a peasant blouse and a long tie-dyed skirt, smelling of toothpaste, shampoo, and Chanel.


To J. T., she was even more beautiful without makeup.  Her coffee-brown eyes were clear now.


J. T. ate a hearty vegetarian breakfast of fruits, rolls, and yogurt.  Edie ate long and slowly of everything J. T. had given up--eggs, bacon, butter, sausage--while she kept up a well-informed patter about the rewards of being a vegetarian, "nearly all the time."


After breakfast and purposive small talk, Edie handed J. T. a three-inch thick oversized envelope.


"Here's all the weird mail and the evidence from my stalker over the years.  Letters.  Playing cards.  Xeroxes of racist articles.  Valentines mostly.  It's been going on, off and on, since maybe, possibly, the late sixties."  Edie was still grazing slowly.  In the last twelve hours, J. T. had focused on the times Edie's behavior or mood had seemed wildly dislocated from events around her.


"We can talk about this later, but if you want to talk about it, I should make notes."  J. T. got pens and legal pads from his satchel briefcase.  He set the tape recorder silently and left the case opened about an inch.


"I want to do something once and for all.  You read these psychological reports.  Starts out, he's somebody who loves me and is romantic in the sixties.  Moves on, he's obsessed and always potentially violent.  Maybe he kills me.  You know all this part?"


"I'll get a better psychological work-up from Quantico on all this.  I know all the literature on stalkers completely.  I taught about the subject at the FBI Academy," J. T. said.  "Surely, you have some suspect.  An old boyfriend?  Somebody we can check out?" J. T. asked.


"I don't suspect anyone," Edie lied, thinking of Cody.  "You don't have enough paper for a list of my old boyfriends.  All SNAG's, sensitive-new-age-guys."


J. T. looked at the postmarks and read the letters.  "Why don't you start when any strange things happened.  Tell me about it in sequence."


"In the late sixties, I was a hippie in an apartment behind the drag.  Somebody would leave roses or fruit--once, a whole pizza--on my door.  Pennies, nickels on my car window on the wiper blade.  Regular, whoever it was lived in Austin, at least then."


"Hearts?" J. T. asked.


"That didn't start until the mid-seventies.  It's maybe not even the same guy.  A lot of people in the movement were being harassed in the sixties.  Does COINTELPRO ring a bell?"  J. T. didn't answer, and she waited.  "You know about the FBI?  I thought, and still think, this is politics or got its start in politics.  Before '78, I got right-wing pamphlets from Louisiana, or racist stuff.  It might say, 'For your information; 'once it said, 'I love you.  I'll protect you.'  After my dog, Watergate, was killed in '78, I started saving everything.  I received these King of Hearts in envelopes with no other message.  See.  Idaho.  These tracts are gibberish about the Zionist Occupied Government."


The FBI files had reports on her mood swings and had postulated possible multiple personalities.  J. T. knew the files were overly dramatic and as academically uncredible as they were incredible.  For an hour and a half, Edie did all the talking.  She started out curled up on the couch and, over time, tried all the furniture in the spacious suite.  Edie's years of therapy showed.  Edie didn't just tell J. T. about each item in the pile of articles, Valentines, playing cards, and letters; she compulsively explored her emotional reaction.


"This letter came right after he killed Watergate.  He says no one can protect me but him.  That freaked me for, like, on and off, two years.  I fear cyclical depression most.  Well, I'm glad Mother is in London.  It would absolutely kill her to see me appear the fool on TV.  So all of this tells you a little," Edie said.  One minute she was on her feet, animated, gesturing broadly and acting out for J. T.  Then she was deep in a chair telling the story factually in a soft monotone.


"There's a shitload of evidence.  We can do a DNA analysis on the saliva on these envelopes.  Handwriting analysis.  We can attempt to trace the confetti or hearts to Austin novelty shops.  The white paint is fluorescent.  We run a trace.  Could get the clerk that sold it.  You didn't see the truck?" J. T. asked.


"No, I heard it.  It didn't hurry off after the shots," Edie said.


"We will get a composite sketch artist to draw the truck from the guy that saw it.  Narrow it to various models.  You want to run a large newspaper ad with a sketch, description of the truck, reward for information?" J. T. asked.


"One hundred thousand dollar reward.  The police think I'm insensitive.  Don't put my name in there.  Make it a tasteful ad with a border, certain, uh, lettering," Edie said.


"Way too much.  The long and short of it has to do with money.  Extortion.  Hassle you awhile and ask for a payoff," J. T. said.


"That's what the last ex-FBI man Hix sent down said.  Did you know all the Hix men overseas are ex-CIA?  How convenient.  Can Hix do all that lab analysis?" Edie asked.


"No.  I meant the FBI labs at Quantico.  Saying we is a slip of the tongue.  I'll send for another Hix man to do legwork here.  We can hire whatever you request or authorize . . ." J. T. said.


"I want out of Austin awhile.  You decide.  Protect me and my house.  Whatever.  I have the perfect place for safety," Edie said.


The small Sony tape recorder made an audible click as the tape expired.


"What was that?"  Edie looked straight at the briefcase.


"Creaky old historic building.  We'll put one Hix associate, arriving any minute, with you all day.  I'll go see Detective Knox," J. T. said.  "Edie, what's your idea on this, cui bono.  Who benefits from harming you?"


"If I die, charities, that's all.  I'm not even involved in politics these days.  Women's issues, a wee bit."  Edie began to tidy up the suite, stacking the breakfast dishes, puffing up the couch, occasionally leaving and returning, but answering questions.


"The Lockwood Board considers me a minor pain, but a mild irritant only."  Edie joined J. T. on the couch, taking the middle seat where she was almost touching him.  He thought she must surely be coming on to him.  He drew in a deep breath to enjoy her fragrance.


"Are you active in the management of Lockwood Oil?" J. T. asked.


"I'm the President, but not really.  I know the oil-finding business.  My granddaddy found oil everwheres and put a lot of good people to work.  Now, they are selling all our domestic production and going into foreign joint ventures, just like the majors.  Jack Hix is a real deal maker and financial wizard.  Started out trying to catch people stealing pipe outside Odessa.  Cloudy liked him, took him under his wing, in like a stray dog.  Me, Momma, Burk, and Jack Hix are the so-called family board members.  There are also five Lockwood executives."


"They could outvote you."  J. T. took a lock of her shiny hair and ran it between his fingers.  She liked that, but an aged paranoia was there for a two-voice debate in her head.


"Oh, we never vote.  I'm the only one that ever questions any of this.  Theoretically, I own it or control it.  We made obscene money in the boom, lost half of it through the slow incompetence of the old CEO and the inside guys.  They give a fiery speech about the environmentalists.  They want to sell everything--leases, rigs, trucks, production in West Texas--cut some deal with an Arab pal of Jack Hix.  And it works.  On paper."  Now, Edie's big brown eyes brimmed over.  "I remember Cloudy in tall black dusty boots and a Western suit with a bunch of geology maps under his arm, shouting to this fellow in a dust storm.  Post, Texas.  They signed a lease on a pickup truck fender.  I was about eight.  It was a fair deal all around.  Everybody made money, and it created jobs.  Cloudy taught me about making deals and finding oil.  Remember, it used to say 'Lockwood Oil--The Patriotic Company.'"


"Yeah, remember it well on the trucks.  I'm from Grassland, near Post," J. T. said.  Edie's story was diametrically opposed to the legends about Cloudy Lockwood that J. T. had heard around the small town cafes of West Texas.  Cloudy had brought in oil leases with signatures from a 97-year-old, a blind man, illiterates, ex-wives, son-in-laws, and other dubious claimants dreaming of oil royalties.  Oh, Texas.  He was the master of the postdated check and an early expert at industrial espionage.


"You go to my house with me.  Let me pack a couple of bags.  Make a couple of calls.  I'm spooked there," Edie said.  "Rent me some four-wheel drive.  Upscale.  Dark color.  American made.  Jeep.  Whatever.  I'm taking the back roads," Edie said.


"Rent it yourself," J. T. said.  "Just keep East with you.  It's a Hix woman.  An FBI early out.  Any objection?"


As they walked through the lobby, Edie asked the desk clerk if there were any messages.


"Fax for Mr. Brackett."


"I'll pick it up later."  J. T. kept walking.

CHAPTER SIX



Edie paced in her kitchen, talking on her cellular phone.  Her first call was to instruct the caterer.


"Take all those hors d'oeuvres down to the Salvation Army.  Anonymously.  Everything except the booze and printed napkins.  Hold those for me.  So sorry.  Bill me just like we did the party."  Then Edie went upstairs to talk privately.  Maggie East and J. T. Brackett's eyes met in quick silent agreement.  They started a quiet search, looking in all the drawers.  J. T. noticed the stacks of engraved invitations.  The full Macintosh computer system and rows of file cabinets caught J. T.'s eye.


"Mailing lists.  Thousands and thousands of names," Maggie whispered.


"Voter lists.  Democrats.  Liberals.  These Texas ones."  J. T. recognized some of the names.  "Look."


He held up a royalty check to Edie from Amoco for $683,000.


"She'd never miss it.  Loose change to her," 

J. T. said, pretending to pocket the check.  "She probably owes Hix this much by now.  I started out hating her, but this morning, I got to feeling plumb sorry for her."
"These file drawers are all locked.  Did you read her white file?" Maggie asked.  She was listening at the door as the faint sound of Edie's voice echoed down the stairs.


"There's some more file back at the Driskill," 

J. T. said.


"That is her own shrink's notes.  Grandiose.  Manic.  Self-centered.  Irrational view of her own self-importance.  Narcissistic.  Political obsessive.  Jumps from cause to cause.  Enormous wasteful personal expense," Maggie said.  "She has a real high IQ, but she hides it."


"She hides it well," J. T. said.


"So, maybe she set all this up.  Hired the shooter.  Wrote a drama to star in.  The stalker bill is being debated in the Texas Legislature.  This big music convention was in town.  Performance art," Maggie said.


"My mind's open.  To Detective Knox, she's a suspect.  Nothing in our personal conversation backs up Hix's psychological files."  J. T. and Maggie were trying various code words on Edie's computer.  "Try her D.O.B.  A shrink that sells files to Hix isn't much of a shrink, a source, or a person," J. T. said.


"She's quit talking."  They returned to the kitchen.  Edie came down the stairs.


"I'm going to New York or Washington on the last flight tonight, alone," Edie said.  "Travel agent will handle it.  Keep it confidential."


"That might inconvenience our investigation.  Take Maggie everywhere," J. T. said.  "Stay somewhere near Austin.  We work for you.  This is a time of great strain for you.  Please trust us."


"I must assume you played basketball," Edie said in her special catty way, looking up at Maggie, acknowledging her presence for the first time.


"They didn't have basketball at Tulane or Yale Law."  Maggie was weary of the question.


J. T. walked Maggie down to the backyard crime scene, pointing at the bushes, alley, and fence.  Edie looked through Maggie's purse for the gun Maggie had taken with her.  Then Edie sat the purse on the back porch, locked the doors, set the alarm system, grabbed the two lightweight suitcases, and drove off in the rented blue Jeep.


J. T. and Maggie tried all the doors.  "Why did she need a rented Jeep?  Just to ditch us?  I don't see how you say you like her."


"Let's borrow a phone," J. T. said, "I misspoke my own self."


"We are not really supposed to have guns.  We could lose our license.  These houses are huge," Maggie said.


"Hix could fix it, as they say around the agency.  She'll drive around and come back."  J. T. had only adopted western attire after retirement.  His shiny stylish boots were killing him.  It was two miles to a pay phone on I-35.  Maggie started out begging him not to tell Hix and ended up singing a parody song.


"The client lost us in the sticks;



Don't tell Hix.


Or, these local pricks."


"We've got to call Hix and the locals.  She'll call me at the Driskill," J. T. said.


Edie turned toward Kerrville.  She didn't know where she was going.  If she didn't know, no one knew.  She had seen Maggie peeking in the kitchen drawers.  She heard them whisper.  The panic, the paranoia, the mind race were overpowering--a loud noisy train engine roar in her head that wouldn't go away.


"Once a cop, always a cop," Donna Jo had said, "Somebody's messing with your mind over all that money.  Don't trust any of those people.  The corner of 46th and X.  Come here anytime."


"Yes, Donna Jo.  I may show up at your house."


Edie stopped outside Kerrville at sunset.


"No one knows I'm here," she said aloud, breaking the silence and realizing she hadn't played the radio or checked a road map in five hours of Texas backroads.

CHAPTER SEVEN



The taxi let J. T. and Maggie out on Sixth Street by the Driskill.  He bought a newspaper and a cold six-pack of Lone Star.


J. T. opened the Austin American Statesman and turned to the dual pictures of Toddy Lamb and Edie.  Edie was standing outside, getting into J. T.'s car.


"Damn, look."  J. T. handed the newspaper to Maggie.  "All those flashes and TV lights.  That's me in the background, but you can't hardly tell it."


"Where had she been dressed up like that?" Maggie asked, reading quickly.


"She got dressed that way."


"This is your case primarily, but let me call Jack.  It's a temporary job to you, a career to me."  Maggie knew J. T. didn't like the idea that she had left the FBI after nine years for the potential big bucks of becoming the first female Hix partner, a position worth a half million a year plus perks.


Maggie refused J. T.'s offer to use the phone in the suite and stayed in the lobby.


"Come up for a beer.  Tell Hix I'm awaiting his call."


J. T. opened the windows to hear the cacophony of Sixth Street sounds.  Rock bands, screams, and sirens.  He perused the additional eighty pages of file on Edie.  All the dubious psychology came from three hours of self-revelation.  The political file was a summary file that exactly overlapped Edie's FBI file.


"Let's go to dinner and intellectualize the case.  I made reservations at Pecan Street Cafe for a table by the window.  You know it?  A two-block walk."  Maggie had called him from her room.  "We are still on the case.  Jack isn't ruffled or surprised."


J. T. ordered Crepes Florentine, Lone Star on ice, and a fruit plate.


"Char, nearly burn, me a T-bone.  Jack Daniels.  Water," Maggie said in the best Texan the native Minnesotan knew.


A disproportionate number of strollers, at arm's length from the open window in the early spring night, were homeless.  A man with vacant eyes, bushy beard, and eternally moving lips stopped for a moment looking at their plates.  Then he moved on.  J. T. could smell him.


"Remember that scene in Dr. Zhivago where Rod Steiger has taken Laura to the fancy ball and the revolutionaries march up singing," J. T. said, "This is like that."


"Rod Steiger said, 'After the revolution, maybe they'll sing on key,' and got a show-stopping laugh," Maggie said.


Over pie and coffee, Maggie finally put her message forth, "Jack is pretty sure Edie has a real stalker.  This has built up awhile.  He has a longshot suspect.  A confidence man, smalltime gambler named Cody Slaton.  Lived with Edie on and off for two years, 1970-1972.  Nobody has file on him.  He has a brother, James Slaton, AKA Jim Smiley, that is really a big-timer, confidence man, thief, gambler.  He's in Vegas a lot.  Long rap sheet.  Fraud, bunco-type charges.  Done only county jail time.  Cody is fifty-three, James forty-seven.  They run scams on tourists from a house near the Plaza in Santa Fe."


"This is a chickenshit job," J. T. said.  Maggie was flushed and talkative after three drinks.  J. T.'s sudden anger surprised her.  "Your drinking buddy, Hix, whom I barely know, assigns me cases like an accountant for months, then sends me here and withholds information.  A cop was killed."


"We don't have anything that would be evidence."  Maggie didn't like being jumped on.  "If Edie shows up, she can't know about this.  Jack's sure she'll call tomorrow.  Summarize for me, J. T.  Any ideas?"  Maggie leaned toward him.


"You do it," J. T. said.


"You never called on me in that seminar at the Academy.  Stalkers are known by their victim.  We are supposed to believe the stalker scares her twenty-five years without being known?  Doesn't fit.  The forensic evidence--paint, confetti, truck noise, mail, even bullets--are left on purpose.  Criminals accidentally leave evidence.  Not this guy.  The assailant's actions were inconsistent with an attempt on Edie's life.  Just as with the dog killing, the purpose was to scare her.  If you viewed a series of purported contacts with an alleged stalker, the other contacts are mild, no threats.  You think any of the computers will yield anything?"


"The racist literature is pretty generic, Zionist Occupied Government, Mud People, and all that.  I can expedite FBI computer searches and lab analysis.  We'll run the signature things--the white paint, the King of Hearts--on the VI-CAP system.  They'll bust their butts on this one.  A police officer murdered.  This could also potentially fall under federal statutes and FBI jurisdiction as extortion or interstate flight," J. T. said.


"The client is a flake.  What if she has an extortion demand already or is dominated already, mind control?"


"I get it."  J. T. came alive.  "Eureka!  Edie's a Davidian.  She's headed for the compound.  All this is connected to David Koresh."


"Something almost like that.  She is terrified.  Loose a few screws going in.  Edie has been withdrawn and reclusive.  She cut out all her meetings, even skipped working for or donating to the Democrats in their big year.  Jack said to protect her physically and with the press, even if worse comes to worse.  We could find her easily.  Check suites of expensive hotels."

CHAPTER EIGHT


It was twilight in Kerrville when Edie stopped at a red light next to a silver Rolls with the window down.


"Where's the nicest hotel in town?" Edie asked the driver.


"Y-O Ranch, turn right at the next red light."


"Got any Grey Poupon?" Edie asked.


"Of course."


Edie cruised around the Y-O parking lot and decided against checking in.  That's the kind of place people would know me, she thought.  After riding aimlessly awhile, she checked into The Inn of the Hills and paid cash.  She signed as Judy Slaton and showed her fake Texas driver's license.


Edie put out the Do Not Disturb sign and left her unopened bags on the bed.  She wrote, "Some of my fears are real.  Some of my fears are not," on a sheet of hotel stationery and set it in the middle of the small writing table.  Edie sat there staring at the sentence for ten full minutes, fighting the racing speed of her mind.  She ordered a cheeseburger from room service, became fearful, and walked down to pick up her order, which she ate in the bar.  A country band with a strong-voiced woman singer and four guys dressed like George Strait were doing top forty country covers.  The lyrics, torn from magazines, were taped to a music stand.  Edie liked them anyway.  She drank beer after beer and sent to the restaurant for another cheeseburger.  A beanpole young cowboy from Schriener College danced with Edie on all the two-steps.  Finally, Edie stumbled to her room and slept in her clothes.  


The Do Not Disturb sign was in English, so the maid was banging on her door by ten a.m., as if anyone in the hill country can sleep late in the springtime when the grackles and the mockingbirds are tuning up.


Edie walked down to the river, hidden by her flop hat and shades.  She had a leisurely breakfast outdoors on the river.  On her circuitous return stroll, she found a pawn shop.


"I need a revolver, a .38 or .32, purse gun."  Edie's selection was rapid.


"They make me check I.D.  Driver's license.  Fill out this form."


"Don't have I.D."  Edie handed him four hundred.


"Sign and write a number," the clerk said.


She stayed in her room until checkout time, then drove to Lubbock.  Edie could see Donna Jo's fire engine red hair and purposive distinct walk in the park several hundred yards away.  A small group of pre-teenage boys momentarily stopped their baseball game to gaze at Donna Jo's impressive bounce.  "Titty power," Edie muttered under her breath.  Edie met her in the park, and the women embraced warmly.


"My house is your house," Donna Jo said, "Stay as long as you like.  I'm stocked up with fresh West Texas products.  Went to the Farmer's Market, the winery, and the music store for the new Jimmie Dale Gilmore tape.  Figured you'd show up."


They walked slowly, arm in arm, back to the house.  "Your room is ready."


"It will be like Christmas week.  No one knows I'm here.  Time to sort it all out."


"You must have burned a cord of firewood.  If you weren't watching the fire, you were walking the park or sleeping," Donna Jo said.  "Tonight, mesquite-grilled fresh catfish and a sunset walk."


"You spoil me."


After a candlelight dinner and two bottles of wine, Edie phoned Burk Dupree, her longtime family attorney.


"Cover the funeral costs for Mr. Lamb and set up $100,000 trusts for each of the daughters through the foundation.  Go see the family.  Access other needs.  All off the record.  No publicity.  Tell them it's an anonymous donor.  Run it through another foundation on a farmout or tradeout."  Edie was crisp and businesslike.  Dupree didn't ask where she was.


"You get to do neat things, Edie."  Donna Jo, being Edie's new confidante, was aware of varied and eccentric donations Edie made quietly and seriously.  That was her job.  "You still giving guns and shooting lessons away?"


"Hell, yes.  That was your idea.  There's this secret network all over central Texas.  Rape victims, battered women.  I get a new request every few days.  I've donated sixty-three weapons.  They choose a caliber.  Fifty-six women have taken or are taking shooting lessons.  We have a few enroll in groups or pairs.  It's too bad you are too busy to teach other women like you taught me.  It really helps re-empower them."


"When you end up on Hard Copy and Inside Edition, get them to film you here in my studio.  It would be great publicity," Donna Jo said.


At sunset, they walked the park in magical weather.


"I'd forgotten you were on the edge of a time zone.  Lubbock is so big sky flat, the sunset lasts a long, long time and looks different," Edie said.


She was centered, slowed down, and more herself than she had been in days.  


Donna Jo was shooting pictures of the sunset and the cloud formations.   A pair of redwing blackbirds landed on a small elm tree a few feet away.  


"My daddy always told me seeing a redwing blackbird makes you lucky.  You get to make a wish when you see one.  He'd tell me that before we'd go out to Buffalo Lake where it's a cinch I'd spy one.  Then we'd drive to some department store and he'd let me loose with a hundred dollar bill," Donna Jo said.


"It's so quiet here," Edie said.  "Will your camera capture all the colors in those clouds?"


"Nearly.  If I was God, I'd move that big thunderhead to the north over to the west.  Then you'd have an award-winning sunset.  The big thunderhead with all the pinks and oranges is around sixty thousand feet high and over a hundred miles away.  Due north."


Later, Donna Jo painted awhile, working simultaneously on three small acrylics of grade school age cowboys at a little britches rodeo.  She painted and listened without comment as Edie sat in the big corner chair of the studio recalling events of the past week.


At two-thirty a.m., Donna Jo was shaking Edie.


"Wake up.  There's a loud truck.  Somebody's set a fire in the front yard."


Edie listened a second and pulled the .38 revolver from her purse hanging on the headboard.


"The power is off.  The phone is dead," Donna Jo whispered, "The truck looks like the Austin truck.  Bars."


Wordlessly, Edie got out of bed, and both women walked slowly to the front room, illuminated by the light from the flames in the front yard streaming through the curtains.  Edie opened the curtains and peeked out.  A three-foot cross superimposed on a heart was burning in the front yard.  A man with a camouflage shirt and hat was standing in the street behind the truck staring straight at Edie.  Edie jerked back.  Donna Jo looked out.


"Fire some rounds into the ceiling," Donna Jo said.  "Wake up the neighbors and they'll call the law."


"No," Edie said, starting to open the front door.  "I'm gonna' shoot him."  Donna Jo pulled her hand back.


"There's a sawed-off shotgun in the closet.  Wait.  We should just sit tight.  We could go out the side door.  There's a row of bushes and a kinda' walkway," Donna Jo whispered, pointing at the door.  Edie walked slowly along the side of the house, every subsystem alert, listening to the truck, feeling the cold sand with her bare feet, calculating the angle of fire.  Donna Jo followed with the shotgun.  When they reached the corner, Edie peeked around and gripped the pistol with both hands.  Donna Jo cocked the shotgun and stepped around Edie.  Her first shot blew out the truck's back window.  The man ducked into the truck and sped off.  Edie emptied the revolver, aiming at the driver's side.  Donna Jo's second and third shots hit the truck with a ringing noise, taking out the right side windows and taillight.  They watched the taillight and heard the truck turn north in two blocks.


Edie stood there transfixed, still able to hear the truck ten blocks away, examining the burning symbol whose flames now flickered only a few inches high.  Donna Jo pulled her away.  They retraced their steps along the side of the house into the kitchen door.


"Nobody knows I'm here," Edie said.  


The first Lubbock Police unit was there in seven minutes, responding to a neighbor's call.  Donna Jo found a robe in the darkened house and met him on the lawn.


"The man that burned that thing killed an officer in Austin.  Loud truck.  Window out."  Another unit arrived, and another.  Donna Jo repeated the story.  Finally, Sergeant Wentworth started putting her story on the police radio.


"Top priority.  S.O., D.P.S., L.P.D.  Murder suspect killed Austin police officer.  Suspect is in loud muffler, dark truck.  Last location, 34th and Avenue V, going north.  Rear, side windows missing, shot out.  Bullet holes in truck.  Lone white male, 5'10" to 6'4".  Camouflage clothing.  Armed and dangerous.  Do not approach without backup."


A voice came immediately over the radio.


"I have him.  Turning around to pursue suspect at 19th and V.  Truck windows missing.  Crossed 19th behind me.  In pursuit.  North on T off 19th.  He's stopped ahead.  Don't see anyone.  He's down in the vehicle or he's rabbited at 13th and T.  Here comes another unit right behind me."

CHAPTER NINE



Donna Jo's power and phone lines had been cut in the alley.  Wentworth called for all available officers to block off and search the residential area near the abandoned truck.  He stayed with Edie and Donna Jo, who sat huddled together on the porch.  The radio voice reported on the truck, "Toyota, multiple bullet holes.  Small amount of blood on the seat."


"Alright," Donna Jo said.  She and Edie exchanged high fives.


By dawn, the suspect was still at large.  The search intensified, but to no avail.  Edie and Donna Jo welcomed a police escort to the Holiday Inn and a guard outside the door.


"Here's what I'd really, really like to do," Edie said, "Drive north.  You go with me.  Decide on the road we're going to take.  Stay gone."


"I can't be gone real long.  I gave this new marketing rep my word.  I've got to take eight pieces over and be in Santa Fe a week from Friday afternoon," Donna Jo said.


"We'll load everything and drive off.  Take it all and stay in Raton or Tucumcari or Taos, or anyplace."  Edie was almost pleading.  She stood just inside the door with the shotgun while Donna Jo carefully loaded the paintings in the back of the Jeep, padding them with old quilts, themselves works of art.


They were rolling along the highway west of Clovis, New Mexico three hours later, playing the new Jimmie Dale Gilmore cassette. 


"Jimmie Dale's wonderful," Donna Jo said.


"You really love your West Texas homefolks, don't you?" Edie asked.


"You bet.  I painted him once.  He's got a cameo role in some movie.  This Dallas interviewer asked me my major artistic influences, and I said Buddy Holly, Waylon Jennings, and Larry McMurtry.  They wrote it like it was a gag, a put on.  Buddy Holly lived on our block when I was eight or nine.  I had a very erotic, rather adult crush on him."


Donna Jo delicately brought up the idea of a destination for the night.  Edie seemed not to hear her and kept on driving.  "Who even knows we know each other?  J. T. Brackett.  When I called you, Brackett and Maggie East were there at my house, snooping around downstairs.  Maybe he heard me, but I didn't tell a soul about going to Lubbock."


"Now that's too far out.  You are thinking way to hard and fast.  Twenty miles back, you were paranoid of me when we were talking about where to stay."


They spent the night at a Best Western in Las Vegas, New Mexico and carefully unloaded the paintings.


"You should call your lawyer or Brackett," Donna Jo said when they had settled into their room.


"We should do a lot of things.  Let's find some live music and crazy people to dance with and shake our tired asses," Edie said.


Edie was startled awake, sat suddenly upright, flushed and breathing hard from the dream's imaginary chase that faded even as she tried to remember.  The first sunlight ran a neon streak across Donna Jo's red hair as she slept peacefully.  Edie silently slipped on Levi's and a T-shirt to walk up and down for an hour in front of the motel.  Finally, Edie returned to the room and began to clean the weapons, making noise on purpose in order to awaken Donna Jo.


"Feedback," Donna Jo said, taking one look and closing her eyes again.


"Let's hear it."


"The last possible sound that I want to wake me up is the sound of someone cocking a handgun.  You are noisy as a hog eating charcoal.  You just need to stop and think before you do things or, especially, say things to people around you."


"You are the one that said we had to clean the guns before we hit the road again.  Just trying to speed things up.  I'm rather understandably restless.  I've been awake three hours.  Thought I'd let you sleep as long as you wanted," Edie said, trying not to get angry.


"Bullshit.  Artists don't have alarm clocks.  You were trying to wake me up.  Weird noises.  Sometimes you act like you don't know come here from sic 'em.  Find out anything from the Lubbock police?  Maybe they caught him."


"I haven't called anyone yet."


"Hand me the phone," Donna Jo commanded.


An extensive manhunt using dogs, a chopper, and block by block inquiries didn't turn up a suspect.


"The truck was stolen and had police scanners.  Souped up," Sgt. Wentworth added.


They went to Denny's for breakfast, where the conversation was as cold as Edie's waffles.  She didn't complain, was magnanimous in her overamped friendliness toward the waitress.


They silently loaded the Jeep.  Edie drove away.


"I'm not ready to look up Cody yet, but I'll take you to Santa Fe.  There is no reason for you to be around this weirdness," Edie said.


"That was a silly argument.  We have plenty of time.  Don't wake me.  Then, after the third cup of coffee, maybe I'm human.  If you want me to, I'll stick with you."  


They took a right for Colorado.  They invented a road game called 'Men I Have Known' to pass the hours.  Men who wore too much cologne.  Men who danced well.  Men who lied.  Men who were romantic.  What men didn't understand and never would.  One picked a category.  One told an old story from the eternal wars.  When Edie started laughing, her foot got too heavy and she drove too fast.  Donna Jo corrected her driving seriously and often.


"Now, what if you run this Jeep off the side of this mountain?  Your high-priced fool, Brackett, will bill your estate for many years while they try to figure it out.  Let's work on an article about what it's like for two gorgeous single gals with impressive tits to prowl the truckstops of New Mexico and Colorado."

CHAPTER TEN



Edie and Donna Jo argued mildly about calling Hix or Brackett.  They spent one night at a La Quinta in Colorado Springs and two nights at a La Quinta in Denver.  Finally, Edie called J. T. Brackett and agreed to meet him the next afternoon at the Brown Palace Hotel in Denver.


"Summarize everything you have in a written report and bring it.  I'd prefer that no one, not even Hix knows where I am at this time.  Tomorrow, Mr. Brackett."  Edie's tone was curt.  She hung up.


"Feedback," Donna Jo said.


"Try it on me," Edie said.


"Did you know that when you talk to professional people like lawyers, accountants, stockbrokers, or investigators, you are real cold and bitchy?  Then, when you talk to the waiters or my friends or regular people, you are all charm, Miss 'I went to Hockaday' nice?" Donna Jo said.


"I know that.  That's a management style.  They are a bunch of patronizing, overpaid experts.  They are going to overcharge you one way or the other.  No use to let them run over you.  There was this accountant told me not to worry my pretty little head about tax-exempt municipals.  Later, I had him fired.  Now, that story really got around just like I wanted it to.  A woman really has no choice.  In a certain league, you have to be tougher than the menfolk or they run over you," Edie said.


J. T. knocked on the door of the suite at precisely three p.m.  His experienced eye noted the antiques, high ceilings, room service order, and closed bedroom door.


"Hello, ladies."  J. T. walked to the writing table and laid down his satchel briefcase.  "Donna Jo, you had on a dress that same teal color when I first saw you fifteen years or so ago.  And long earrings."


"You looked like a fed then; you look like a state cop now, except for all that hair.  Of course, you probably saw me long before I ever saw you.  They show this same ole' big hat Texas law on TV taking those people who left the Davidian's compound around in shackles and orange ever night.  You favor that guy."  Donna Jo wasn't sure how she'd feel about the man who'd sent her ex-husband to prison.  Let saigons be saigons.


"There's a little tad of grey, otherwise you look the same.  A living tribute to everything special and glorious about West Texas."  J. T. kissed her hand.  His memory fondly flashed on a surveillance photo showing Donna Jo standing naked painting at an easel by a stock tank in Garza County.


"Old home week," Edie said, "Touching.  You guys want to be alone?  I'm not at all curious about the report or anything."


"I like long hair," Donna Jo said, "You look a lot better, more natural, in cowboy clothes."


"You want coffee, beer, a snack, fruit," Edie said, pointing at the room service tray.


"Coffee, black," J. T. said.


"Get it yourself," Edie said.


"This report is in three parts."  J. T. sat in an overstuffed chair and got down to business.  "Part of it's really confidential, so, if you don't mind, Donna Jo, would you excuse us for a half hour or so?  Naturally, this involves you.  I want to share the majority of the report with you."


"She stays," Edie said.


"Part of our report is speculative, dealing with psychological profiles and alternative motives.  You listen first, then decide what to disclose, etc.  That's my professional advice," J. T. said.


"Shoot low, Sherlock, they might be riding Shetlands," Edie said, "She stays."


"O.K.  Let me lay out some new information, where we are at, premises, assumptions.  First off, we do have a lot of forensic evidence.  All that factual part of the report has already gone to the police in Lubbock and Austin.  We'll nail this guy, but we must think in terms of an eventual capital murder conviction in Travis County," J. T. said.  "A body of circumstantial evidence and a trial narrative."


"Are you any closer to knowing who he is?" Edie interrupted.


"Yes and no.  No name, but a lot of physical evidence to trace, work with.  Look at this," J. T. said enthusiastically, pulling a two-inch square plastic baggie from his shirt pocket and handing it to Edie.  "Fire ants.  Maggie East's idea.  She found these on the truck.  You find these in Austin, not in Lubbock.  I don't know of a single court case where a species of insect could help locate a vehicle."


"Yuck," Edie said, dropping them on the coffee table.  "Dead bugs?  Some psycho is, uh, I just really . . ."


"Bugs."  Donna Jo picked up the tiny package.  "These are electronic recording devices he's slipping in on us.  Bugs disguised as bugs.  Up to your old tricks, J. T.?"


"In a circumstantial evidence case, you present to the jury each single piece of evidence, like the pieces of a jigsaw puzzle.  You don't have the whole picture.  The jury fills in the missing pieces.  We are still collecting pieces but thinking in terms of a difficult capital murder case in Travis County.  Here are our priorities.  Number one, protecting you both.  But also, locating and convicting a murderer.  Oh, yeah.  Mr. Hix said that all our fees and expenses would be billed to Lockwood Oil.  Submit any receipts, expenses you wish for reimbursement."


"Legitimate expenses.  I am the C.E.O.," Edie said.


"O.K.  The reason I make the big scene on the fire ants.  The same evidence that will add up to lead us to this guy will be crucial in court.  In relation to Lamb's murder, we need to place the truck and suspect in Austin and connect him to you.  Envision a trial.  We have a huge blown-up slide, movie screen size fire ant and some expert witness Ph.D.  The jury loves forensic, scientific evidence backed up by experts."


"Which you are," Donna Jo said.


"Which I am.  Another solid, tangible piece of forensic evidence is a DNA match to one percent of the Caucasian male population on blood from the truck cab and saliva on an envelope mailed to you in 1981 from Idaho."


"King of hearts.  The racist tracts," Edie said.


"This proves you do have a stalker but also gives an absolute cinch way to identify or exclude a future suspect through a third DNA match," J. T. said.  He decided to pour half a glass of beer over ice and sip slowly.


"Could you tell if he was hit bad?" Donna Jo asked, mock concern drawing out the question.


"You might have nicked him with the shotgun or caught him with flying glass.  He did not leave any trail of blood when he exited the vehicle.  You really shot the truck up, five bullet holes.  Shotgun pellet holes everywhere," J. T. said.


Edie beamed with pride.  J. T. laughed out loud at the high fives the women exchanged.


"It's always five o'clock somewheres.  Open that split of champagne," Donna Jo said.  Edie poured them each a glass.


"So far, Sherlock, you are telling me stuff that I already know," Edie said.


"The truck tells us a great deal.  Excellent police work.  They spotted the suspect vehicle eleven minutes after the first 911 call.  This guy's a mix of slick and clumsy.  He counted on knocking out your phone and his police scanner to aid his getaway.  We split up the work.  I hand-carried all the evidence you turned over to me to Washington and the FBI labs.  Maggie went out to Lubbock to work the truck for evidence," J. T. said.


"I notice she wrote the report," Edie said.


"As it so happened, her assignment yielded more tangible evidence.  Mine yielded more psychological summary.  We collaborate and concur," J. T. said.  "The truck was not stolen.  Salvaged, under a fake name in Idaho.  Totally rebuilt.  Expensive racing engine parts, expensive component scanning system, stereo.  The license plates were stolen in Lubbock that night.  Maggie is now trying to trace various parts.  A soil sample yielded limestone dust not found in West Texas, a bit weaker link, but a link to Austin and the Hill Country," J. T. said.


"You know there'd be some weeds and grasses from down yonder around Austin that were different from those in West Texas," Donna Jo said.


"Did you check the truck for that?" Edie asked.


"I'll ask Maggie.  She went over it with tweezers and a magnifying glass.  She tore the engine, scanner, and stereo down looking for numbers.  She has parts laying all over the police garage floor in Lubbock.  If there was grass there, it's still there.  She's a minor celebrity among law enforcement in Lubbock.  Those good ole' boys circle around for lectures on forensics," J. T. said.


"Let's cut to the central question," Edie said.  "When I drove away from Austin, uh, I apologize for the abrupt nature and circumstances of my departure.  I was at that time understandably frightened and confused.  My destination was uncertain, even to me," Edie said.  "I would not have taken any action that would bring such danger to Donna Jo or to anyone.  I go to Lubbock.  He shows right up."


"Rather easy question," J. T. said.  "His police scanner system was state-of-the-art, picked up all form of radio transmission, including beepers, walkie-talkies, and cellular phones.  Now, you ladies strike me as the type to reach out and touch someone.  Assume he overheard your cellular phone conversations."


"We talked every week.  We also made tentative plans to visit each other.  He must have his ears full and his ears burning," Donna Jo said.  "You know, this time of year, it's totally impossible to drive through the Hill Country without running over at least one armadillo.  Have that dickless Tracy check the tires for armadillo blood.  Another thing.  Everybody buys German sausage in the Hill Country.  Everybody.  Grease on the steering wheel.  Wrappers in German.  Shiner beer bottles."


"Ole' Donna Jo is really getting into this," Edie said.  "He would have, or could have, overheard me talking my head off to all kinds of people."


"And he could tape record anything he could hear, but we didn't find any recorded tapes or much else in the truck.  There was a notebook, a codebook listing the digital readout frequencies of various law enforcement agencies in only West Texas counties.  No link to Austin there, but it shows an experienced outlaw or someone on parole or probation.  He's going to a lot of trouble to avoid or evade police and to monitor their radio traffic.  A very significant piece of evidence is the lack of evidence.  The cab, glove box, and ashtray were very clean.  No personal items.  No fingerprints.  No fibers.  Nothing.  Even the truck is relatively untraceable," J. T. said.


"He was prepared in advance to ditch the truck," Donna Jo said.


"The things you turned over to me and the white paint are nationally distributed products, impossible to trace.  If we bag a suspect, he might have retained the weapon or, more likely, we could recover a matching bullet if we knew where he took target practice.  Maggie has this intuitive feel that the racist literature will yield the nova clue.  What about the burning symbol?  We ran that in FBI computers against gang symbols, political symbols, ranch brands, and tattoos.  The simple answer is most logical.  Burning cross, white supremacist literature.  The computer matched it to the Zodiac Killer of San Francisco.  His symbol was like a cross with a superimposed circle.  Any of this mean anything special to you, Edie?" J. T. asked.


She shook her head.  "Does your report have conclusions and recommendations?  Jump to the bottom line, then we'll back up for questions."


"Be nice to me.  I'm a poor old single man, footsore and suffering from jet lag.  Don't call me Sherlock.  There's a psychological part of the report.  On scanty evidence, best minds reached consensus.  Do you want to hear it or not?"  J. T. didn't at all mind being visibly irritable.


Edie would never ever have answered.  After a while, Donna Jo arose.  "Kids, kids.  I'm getting you the last beer and calling room service for more champagne and more beer."


"First off, let me tell you how we reached these conclusions.  I spent a couple of days talking with old friends at the FBI.  Psychologists, computer specialists, special agents.  They set up a focus group of Academy faculty to react to the evidence and preliminary lines of reasoning.  The best investigative agency in the world.  Still, I'd caution you that a psychological profile is an approximation.  He's motivated by dominance, control, and manipulation issues.  He wants to terrorize you and not kill you, at this time.  The salient psychological indicator is when he says only he can protect you.  Then he kills a dog and a watchman who are protecting you."


"Watergate was a five-year-old spayed female.  A Springer spaniel.  Not a watchdog at all.  Just the opposite.  If someone came to the back gate, Watergate would have opened it for them if she'd only known how," Edie said.


"Stalking or hassling you was like an occasional thing to him over the years.  Then, as stalkers do, he escalated.  Stalking you is now the driving wheel in his life.  He has gone to extraordinary lengths and great trouble to send only you a message.  This could be an average working man, possibly with a family.  He may have experienced some recent watershed or traumatic experience.  He's borderline delusional.  To him, it may be a watchdog.  People around you, especially Donna Jo, may be in more danger than you are," J. T. said, looking at Donna Jo as he spoke to Edie.


Donna Jo ran to the front door of the suite and clutched the door handle.  "Adios, you all.  Hey, Edie, always remember.  I liked you a lot.  Write if you find work.  Don't bother to see me out," she said, but she returned, shaking her head.


"There was a strong general agreement that the suspect knew you, if only very casually.  The connection could run from someone you saw regularly to someone you dated or spoke with.  He's still, after years and years, trying to prove something or other to you.  His connection to you is affective, emotional.  Perhaps he's someone you rejected, offended, or insulted."


"That could be thousands and thousands of folks," Donna Jo said.  All three shared the laughter.


"So, can you predict his future behavior?" Edie asked.


"Not really, but probably about as far as he can.  His psychological mechanism functions in three phases over many years.  Fantasy.  Planning.  Action.  Serial killers follow this same pattern.  Step one.  I'd like to do it.  Step two.  How to do it.  Step three.  Do it.  A recurrent fantasy may be wrong, criminal, dangerous, and difficult.  As the fantasy recurs, it becomes a more desirable event.  Then a period of planning evolves into doing something like murder.  It builds up.  Some of his actions, such as only burning a symbol in Lubbock or having a loud truck, are hard to read.  Illogical and risky."


"You haven't said anything about Edie's great wealth.  A unique kicker."  Donna Jo appeared to be in a rare serious mood.  "In this fantasy world of his, there's got to be a third act, desirable consequences, and a happy ending."


"It's also a mental game," Edie said.  "Mental terrorism.  He fantasizes killing me, but first, he wants to control my mind through fear for a long time.  He hates me."


"If he were to have killing you as a primary motive, he had an opportunity," J. T. said.


"He wants you to bond to your abuser," Donna Jo said.  "Same old pimp love and fear crap.  He thinks he can scare you bad enough to become your main squeeze and move into the big house.  Ole' froggie the stalker gets the prince job.  He's more loco than that whacko from Waco, but he has his romantic side.  What does a man really in love do if he can't get the woman he wants?" Donna Jo asked.


Both shook their heads.


"He thinks about them all the time, pines for them.  This fantasy, planning thing you said is warped, but it's a warped form of love.  Somewhere in his tiny pea-brain mind, he's got some longshot chance of winning your heart.  This is just froggie the stalker's way of coming courting," Donna Jo said.  "So he can see you as a girlfriend.  Maybe he's in your age range, single."


"If that's right, it would somewhat narrow the profile."  All three sat silently.  Finally, J. T. continued, "The early contacts, indeed the majority of contacts, lean to the romantic side.  Then he kills her dog and admits it.  This should rule out future romance."


"Pimp-like people dominate or mesmerize one or two lame bimbos, and they think they are God's gift to women.  They don't take no or rejection easily," Donna Jo said.  "They figure any woman in her right mind would want them.  He has another life, other women, politics.  In 1978, he freaks, gets real mad, bottoms out on drugs, something large.  Can you check mental hospital admittance records, treatments for that period?"


"Yeah, there'd be at least a partial list," J. T. said.  "That's a solid idea.  Edie, all our working ideas assume you would recognize a name or a face.  We have some old annuals and crowd pictures for you to look through.  Actually, there's a lot."  J. T. began to pull materials from his briefcase.


"John Lennon's stalker didn't know him," Donna Jo said.


"That's totally different.  Lennon was a celebrity.  He read a lot about Lennon.  Lennon was actually gracious, and the guy perceived it as a snub."  J. T.'s tone had changed.


"Edie's a celebrity in Texas.  Her picture's been in every magazine and newspaper in Texas."  Donna Jo gave Edie a hug.  "What if she doesn't know a face or a name?"


"We don't have to do this right now.  We wanted you to make a list of names from associates circa 1969, 1971.  Here are college annuals.  We want everyone you dated, knew socially.  I'll be in my room.  We'll finish at your convenience.  Call me on the house phone."  He left the room and closed the door quietly.


"He figured you'd stop him," Donna Jo said.


"He figured wrong," Edie said.


"He really looks great for a man that age.  Virile and distinguished" Donna Jo said.  "Do you like him?"


"I like the fact he's brilliant.  Tops in forensics and all" Edie said.


"When you all spent the night together in Austin, did ya'll do it?" Donna Jo asked.


"What a question.  No.  It's obvious you like him, flirting and rubbing his shoulders and all.  You both have such thick West Texas accents, it seems like a steel guitar should be playing in the background" Edie said.


"The best steel guitar player in the whole world is Lloyd Maines who lives in, you guessed it, Lubbock, Texas" Donna Jo said proudly.


"Here we go.  Sing another little song about Lubbock" Edie said.

CHAPTER ELEVEN


J. T. Brackett put his hat on the doorknob, kicked his boots into the corner, and sat on the edge of the bed and cried.  Quietly at first, and then, when he allowed himself to look at the telephone, louder sobs, heavy tears.  So many hotel rooms.  So many phone calls home.  And now, he would never, ever be able to call Mary Ann again.  He talked to her anyway.  Well-meaning friends whispered about getting over her.  He didn't want to get over her.  J. T. cried every night and every morning and accepted that as something he did in private every day.


J. T. was welcomed back to the FBI building with open doors and open hearts.  The legend returns on the trail of a cop killer.  Everyone knew he had taken early retirement to spend Mary Ann's last year with her.  After she finally died, he kept the house exactly as it was for two months, then he hired a moving van to take all the furniture and all her personal belongings and most of his to her sister in Baton Rouge.  Mary Ann always said he should let his hair grow.  He did.  She always said he should go back to the western clothes of his youth.  He did.  She always wanted for them to go back home to Texas to stay.  Three months after her funeral in Plainview, 

J. T. took a small apartment there.  For a month, he ritualistically visited her grave as soon as he left the apartment each morning.  Then he drove north and east through the canyons of the panhandle of Texas, often putting as much as three hundred miles on his Bronco in a single day.


The two women studied the materials J. T. had left them.  Edie held the 11 by 14-inch photograph of a Dallas parade of neo-Nazis, many with Swastika armbands, mixed in with skinheads.  They were all shouting, their faces contorted with anger.  Donna Jo sat next to her.  They slowly studied the picture.


"Surely Brackett knows how disturbing and upsetting these photographs are to me.  He's trying to shock me into more cooperation.  I like him, but I don't like his Pollyana 'what wonderful weather, have a nice day' bullshit.  When he gives me these, what does he expect?" Edie said.


"I shoot slides where small-town Texans are funning.  Harvest festivals.  Small-town rodeos.  Football games.  If you catch a crowd laughing, you catch a body language that tells a story.  I'd never paint this, but it's a hell of a photo.  Look at the angle and composition, the light.  Every single person's face is twisted.  Every face angry.  Every face becomes mob face.  Somebody really should paint it.  You ever party with any of these guys?" Donna Jo asked.


"I don't know any of them, and if I did, their faces are so twisted up, only the devil could recognize them," Edie said.


"You didn't tell J. T. that we are going to Santa Fe.  You don't have to go but if froggie the stalker listened to your phone, he'd know.  I say trust J. T.  Tell him where we are going to be or take him with us.  Give him the boyfriend list.  Every girl has one," Donna Jo said.


"I'll consider your views.  Call him for dinner."  Edie had opened the phone book to restaurants.


The phone call woke J. T. up.  For the first four rings, he considered not answering.  He wasn't accustomed to beer in the afternoon and he had a rare headache.


"We'll just catch a quick bite in the hotel dining room.  Edie has one or two questions.  Hold a sec.  Maybe we'll grab a cab for a swank joint.  We'll hurry and call you back in an hour," Donna Jo said.


J. T. noticed that Donna Jo selected the restaurant because of dancing.  Told him to sit in the middle in the cab.  Pointed out seats in the restaurant.  He thought she was certainly bossy.


"What would you do with any names I produced?  I don't know anyone in those ghastly photographs," Edie asked.


"Did you look at any of those old University of Texas yearbooks?" J. T. asked.


"Exactly what would you do with the names?" Edie asked again.


"Many things.  Run criminal history, credit, employment, current and former residences, bank records, medical records, auto and firearms purchases, military and university records.  The FBI has extensive files on neo-Nazis, the Ku Klux Klan, white supremacist organizations.  Nineteen ninety-two was the biggest hate crime year in U.S. history," J. T. said.


"Mr. Brackett, it is big time apparent to me that your entire focus is based on a false premise.  The universal cartoon stereotype of me as Miss Texas Rich Bitch.  You listen up, too, Donna Jo.  Feedback and all jokes aside, you really don't get this.  The Lockwood name and the Lockwood wealth aren't anything new to me.  It's always been this way.  Both my husbands signed prenuptial agreements.  Neither gained financially from divorce.  Men have lived with me and, therefore, shared a lifestyle, some travel.  I don't give money to men.  Period.  I don't have near as many ex-boyfriends as most boomer women.  Those I have are still like family.  I won't have them bothered by you, or Hix, or the FBI, or Big Brother, or any of that.  That's the final word on the subject."


"Ole' Edie can be stubborn as a mule," Donna Jo said.  "The trout is going to take awhile to cook.  There's a two-step.  Dance, J. T.?"


"I was the single best dancer in several counties there around Lubbock," J. T. said.  Every eye in the joint followed J. T. and Donna Jo's swoops, swirls, and dazzling dance steps.


"You are really that good," she said.  They danced silently and progressively closer until the end of the song.  Her hair against his face, the feel of her body, and the smell of her neck were like a tonic to J. T.  Suddenly, he was wide-eyed and bushy-tailed.


During dinner, they politely discussed many topics, avoiding the case.  Edie declined J. T.'s request to dance, and Donna Jo eagerly accepted.  While they were gone, Edie reconsidered and asked 

J. T. on the next song.  It was way past his bedtime, but the dancing, the warm barlight, the alcohol, the adrenaline, and, more than them all, the feel and smell of a real live soft, desirable woman in his arms woke up spirits long trapped and asleep in J. T.  When he danced with Edie, it was all silence, kinesis, and inference.  Neither uttered a word and, finally, J. T. was overcome with a certain shyness that made silence certain.  There was something long ago about dancing--

hidden, repressed, forgotten.  He didn't want to appear overly pushy, but he could have danced every dance and dancing was back in his life.


"You have anything else you need to ask me?" Edie said.  "Let's get a cab."


"We wanted to try hypnosis," J. T. said, "Focus on possible connections to inappropriate behavior in areas of dominance, control, and manipulation.  Possibly an explosive, inappropriate display of temper.  Bursts of anger.  Trigger memories for you.  We have and ex-FBI agent to guide you in aided recall.  Bring up events you have consciously forgotten."


"No," Edie said.


"No?" J. T. asked.  "That's all?  Just 'no'?"


"No.  End of story.  Rest my case.  No list of names and certainly no hypnosis from a Hix stooge."


"I've been thinking," Donna Jo said, mock innocence as she touched J. T.'s shoulder, "If you can check names, you could produce a list of these creep Nazis.  Edie would be more comfortable that way.  I'm computer impaired; there has to be a politically correct term for that, but everybody knows what they can do.  The Hopis and the Hindus and John Prine believe that touching a computer steals a little piece of soul.  I share that belief."


"Time and again, it's been proven that photographs are better.  At a class reunion, one hears the repetitive litany, 'I never forget a face.'  When I suggest photographs or hypnosis to aid your recall, it's not my idea alone."  J. T. could not hide the exasperation in his voice.


"Last summer, I went on a month-long, ordinary vacation driving across seven states," Edie said.  "I stayed at La Quintas, Days Inns, Super 8's.  Carried my own luggage.  Wore cheap Dillard's clothes.  Pumped my own gas.  Ate in Denny's-like places.  No one knew me.  I was free.  I was ordinary.  That's what I'll be doing, riding aimlessly around in the general direction of Tennessee.  Time's on our side.  Your investigation is impressive.  I'll call you."


"I'm sticking with her," Donna Jo said.


The next morning, Edie left the hotel to run some planned errands.  J. T.'s call woke up Donna Jo.


"I don't know where she is or where we are going," Donna Jo said.


"I can't reason with her, but you can.  Everything we are doing is in her own best interests.  Talk some sense into her.  Be really careful.  I'm going to the airport," J. T. said.


The president of the bank had $150,000 in hundred dollar bills ready.  Edie put the money in the briefcase and drove away.  It was nearly noon when she arrived back at the suite with a bellman and several packages.


"Motorcycle jackets?" Donna Jo asked.  "Black T-shirts?"


Edie held up wrap-around sunglasses.


"If we have to go to Santa Fe, we go in disguise.  Biker women in black.  I bought large black T-shirts.  Let's get some Harley shirts.  Look at this."  Edie handed Donna Jo a large can of theatrical black hair spray.  Instant hair dye.


"No."  Donna Jo laid the can down hard on the table.  "I have to go to the opening; you don't.  I need to get the paintings on to Santa Fe where Louise can hang my show.  No.  Red hair is my trademark.  Haven't you noticed I place a disproportionate number of redheads in my work?  That stuff might ruin my hair.  Everyone is dying their hair red.  It's more common.  Chelsea Clinton's a redhead.  She's set a trend."


"After you went to sleep, I did some thinking.  I have a condo in Aspen, a house in Austin, an apartment in New York.  Froggie the stalker might know about them.  Your work is in galleries in Scottsdale, Sedonia, Taos, and Aspen, and you have a show in Santa Fe.  He may not even know about Santa Fe.  We go, in black, drop off the paintings and stay at this spa in Galisteo about thirty miles south of Santa Fe," Edie said.  "I'm glad J. T. left.  He is obviously one of those who left his longtime wife for some young airhead who left him as soon as the ink was dry on his divorce papers."


"You are probably right," Donna Jo said.  I'm hoping you don't like him, she thought, because I sure do.

CHAPTER TWELVE


James Slaton began his morning stroll in Santa Fe on De Vargas Street as he always did.  He checked himself in a mirror at the Inn of the Governors.  He had on a tan silk blend suit, a dark blue shirt, a Panama hat, and highly polished Italian loafers.  He tipped his hat to every woman that walked by, which usually provoked at least a smile.


Three women were leaving a Lexus in front of the St. Francis Hotel.  It had Texas license plates.


"Let's have breakfast first at the La Fonda.  O.K., Nancy?" the older woman said.  James immediately noticed the diamond bracelet and the diamond Rolex.  None of the women had wedding rings.  James pulled a small notebook from his pocket and made notes about the car and the women.


James walked along San Francisco Street slowly watching downtown Santa Fe get ready for another daily onslaught of tourists.  Two women unloaded large displays of earrings from a dayglow VW bus.  A middle-aged Japanese man videotaped the unloading of a United Parcel truck.  The morning sun came blazing over the mountains yielding a piercing famous light enhanced by the altitude, attitude, and clean air.  That morning sunlight always mystified James and made him feel new, fresh, and ready for the day's adventures.


The lobby at the Inn of Loretto was empty, so James walked to the La FondaHotel.  He noted that Nancy, what he guessed to be her mother, and the traveling companion were in the dining room looking at a map of downtown Santa Fe.


A bartender motioned James over.  "Four outrageously rich New York women checked in last night.  They had a good twenty suitcases and a limo.  They put several jewelry cases in safe deposit boxes.  One of them asked me about healers and New Age book stores.  We are talking ripe for you guys."  He was a large, happy man with an enormous turquoise ring and bracelet.  When Cody and James first approached him for client referrals, he was deeply offended, but direct commission sales appealed to him.


"When they come down, give them this card."  James had twelve versions of business cards for his brother.


This one said, "Cody Coyote, Psychic Devotee."  Then, in smaller print, a phone number and the words, "Readings, Expensive."


"I still have some of the cards that say massage and some that say psychotherapist.  If the hotel knew I handed out your cards, I'd be canned," the bartender said.


"We will make it worth your while.  Trust me.  No one has ever complained.  If I'm not around when they come down, call me," James said.  The young Indian girl selling river rafting trips was so incredibly beautiful that James doffed his hat in tribute.


James stood on the corner watching the people walk by.  Then he called his brother from a pay phone to report a slow morning and what he'd scouted out so far.


"You ready to put the spread down?" James asked.


"We are nearly broke; let's go to work," Cody answered, counting the brush strokes as he brushed the thick, long salt and pepper hair that went to the middle of his back.


James read Cody his notes.  "Nancy has on a dark teal and white.  If you hurry, they will still be at LaFonda."


"Working people hurry.  Square Johns hurry.  Nine to fivers hurry.  Slatons don't hurry," Cody said.


Cody and James lived on Aqua Fria Street in a modest four bedroom adobe now worth $600,000 in Santa Fe's dizzy real estate market.  They were house sitters.  Cody had over two hundred solid color shirts in three closets.  They were arranged by color like an artist's pallet.  He selected a dark teal, long-

sleeved shirt and white cotton slacks and sandals.


Edie and Donna Jo were finishing breakfast at the American Cafe on the Plaza.  Donna Jo was scanning the ads for New Age services in the Sun.


"Dark ages ignorance and superstition are really stylish here," she said.


"Molly Ivins called Santa Fe the "Woo Woo capital of the world," Edie said.


"The sellers all know it's fake, and the buyers all think it's real," Donna Jo said, "Like a lot of the art for sale here.  My uncle was this wonderful, old-time wrestler, Rowdy Pat O'Dowdy.  Art and New Age and wrestling are a lot alike.  I don't see how you can read the newspaper with these awful sunglasses."  They both had on all black biker outfits, and their hair was a lifeless unshiny black.  "There goes Cody Slaton.  Your one true love.  Best go look for a new love," Donna Jo said, adding an English accent to the last line.


Cody ambled down San Francisco Street, and the two biker chicks followed a half-block behind.


"He looks terrific," Edie whispered. "He's really the only man who just left me.  Walked out."


Cody went into the La Fonda Hotel.  He stood statue-like in the dining room doorway staring straight at Nancy Harrington.  His penetrating stare, tall regal bearing, chiseled features, and movie star looks gained the attention of every woman in the room.  He knew that, accepted that, used that, but at age fifty-three, had somehow come to resent the striking good looks that had kept him from working all his life.  What were now character lines would soon be crevices.  Cody got a facial every week.  He got manicures and pedicures and bought expensive turtle oil creams.  His vanity and absorption with his looks, as well as his beauty expense, would rival that of any woman.


The sign said, "Please wait to be seated," but Cody took the table next to his target.  Donna Jo and Edie took chairs in the lobby facing Cody.


"It's a beautiful morning in paradise, ladies.  You will have a wonderful day.  A day you will always remember."  Cody beamed with joy and contentment.


"You must be an artist," the older woman said.


"I'm a psychic.  Just warming up for the day.  We have on the same colors.  Good harmony.  You are from Texas; you drive a Lexus.  Your thoughts are dancing; your name is Nancy.  You have a Tony Hillerman book and a Santa Fe map in your purse.  It's a time of great change for you.  You welcome these lifestyle changes," Cody said, "So how am I doing so far?"


"How'd he know that?" the mother asked.


Nancy Harrington wasn't all that gullible.  "You know my name.  What's yours?" she asked.


"Cody Slaton.  You must be from Houston.  I've lived in Austin, San Angelo.  I'm as big a Texan as you are," he said.  "I assume you have been to Santa Fe many times."  After a certain amount of best restaurants, best art gallery, he gave them a Cody Coyote card.  They agreed to meet at he fifth floor La FondaBell Tower for cocktails to watch the sunset over the Jemez Mountains.  Cody walked out.  He noticed the two biker women who followed.


Cody Slaton had spotted several restaurants around the Plaza where he could have a leisurely breakfast in the window while he watched the steady stream of culturally diverse tourists.  Slatons had been con artists, gamblers, rainmakers, faith healers, carnival barkers, and snake oil salesmen for five generations.  Cody had inherited a trained eye that could pick a rich woman out of a large crowd at distances of over a mile.  He sat in the window of the La FondaCreperie and had a cafe au lait and a raisin roll.


Donna Jo and Edie walked right up to the window and stared at Cody.  It wasn't uncommon to see the same people several times in the same morning in the small geographical area of the Plaza.  He did notice that their hair was sprayed a dull, dry straw-like black.  Santa Fe is a magnet for the weird.  Cody paid them little attention.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN



James called at five to tell Cody that there were no women at the Bell Tower.


It had been an unremarkable workday day at the dwelling.  Cody had done two massages on regular client women, keeping them nonpersonal and nonsexual.  In counseling, massage, friendships, and his many live-in situations over the years, Cody made his moves, said his say, selected restaurants, and did everything else based on the inner drives, needs, and wants of his companion of the moment.  He could read people, see through them.  Their grandfather, Frosty Slaton, had outdone himself training both brothers in the art and psychology of the con.  "Do things their way as much as you can.  Keep your eye on the money.  Let them be comfortable.  Let them pick the game to play.  Then beat 'em," Frosty said often.


Cody incorporated some variant of this philosophy into everything he did.  When he lived with a woman, she was the lifestyle leader.  When she was would-be society in designer clothes and styled hair, sipping martinis, so was Cody.  When she was a certified hippie with bird's nest hair, ancient jeans, and the ubiquitous stash, Cody was into that.  Casanova as chameleon, Cody fit into any setting.  The charm, etiquette, table and parlor manners of Frosty's day were always welcome.  Cody didn't smoke or feel dressed without a gold cigarette lighter in his pocket.  He was a champion athlete at bolting across parties or restaurants or leaning across three people to light a woman's cigarette.  He opened doors, commented on hair style changes, and handed out thousands of roses or wildflower bouquets.  He cooked and served.  The perfect house husband, for awhile.  Cody liked making women happy.  It was his job.  "Women call me 'the listener,'" he said so often it became a litany predating the women's movement by a decade.


Cody was halfway through a counseling session with a pretty but slightly heavy woman from Bovina, Texas, who had escaped her party of local Baptists in town from their huge Baptist bootcamp at Glorieta, New Mexico.  James was in the kitchen whipping up happy hour finger foods.  For four generations, all the Slatons had learned how to man any post in a gambling house:  stickman, pitboss, dealer, cook.  Both brothers were voracious, self-educated readers.  Cody was as well read on psychology, philosophy, and Eastern religion as he was on New Age literature.  It always amazed James that Cody seemed to tailor his message exactly to the belief system or problem, weakness, or vulnerability of the client.


James was making a vegetable tray and a cheddar and crab melt with sirloin strips and bernaise sauce.  He'd overheard Cody talking about codependency, unfeeling men, and "the ultimate decision to shed weight."  Cody preached health food and devoured everything in sight, never gaining weight, just like all the Slatons except James.  James was four inches under the historical height of the Slatons and eternally plagued with a weight problem.  


Cody was doing his best, searching his soul, and talking with her.  Cody brought a mirror and set it on the table where he and the housewife could watch themselves eat.  "Now, observe chewing.  Eat with your fingers.  Cultures that eat with their fingers are lean.  Fruits, vegetables, some fresh water fish.  Beef or chicken, skinned and broiled, only if you know the source.  If you'll eat as a vegetarian, in front of a mirror, with your fingers for twenty days, then you will alter your awareness of eating and, therefore, your eating behavior, forever.  This therapy is based on behavior modification and operant conditioning or the ideas of B. F. Skinner.  If you watch yourself eat a peach, that's positive reinforcement.  Oh, see peaches are good.  But if you are reaching, in a trance, for cookies.  First, you go get or go to the mirror.  The mirror itself is negative reinforcement or a barrier.  Then, you know how you are in a motivated, non-thinking, hungry trance-like state before you overeat?  Then, that's followed by guilt and a new resolve.  You feel guilt and consider the outcome or consequences after you eat, is that right?" Cody asked.  


"Yes, that's right."  Nobody from Bovina had ever before chewed that slowly.


"With the mirror, you are forced to literally look at yourself with the food.  Then, this is the other central part of my weight loss plan.  Actually, in real life, you cancel eating wrong things when you think of the mirror," Cody said.  James vowed to try it.


James kept an appointment book for Cody, realizing that tourists often were no-shows when some psychic healer down the street cut price or some bodywork practitioner sounded more exotic.  Santa Fe was calling itself the healing capital of the world.  Tourists who sought out a New Age experience were really ripe.  Cody swapped referrals with a couple of people he didn't believe were psychic, a crystal healer who should have been put in remedial charlatan school, and a Sikh chiropractor and acupuncturist that Cody went to every two weeks and swore by.  Of course, when he swore by something, it meant nothing.  A genetic, possibly inherited, possibly intergenerationally transmitted trait of the Slatons was their world class gift of believability, credibility, and trust.  "Look 'em in the eye and lie," Frosty always said, "Takes practice."


"The last of the Slatons."  So began Cody's toast.  On an ordinary week night, any number of Cody's friends might arrive unannounced.  There were waitresses who were writers, department store clerks who were artists, art gallery sales clerks who were dancers, and others Cody had selected off Santa Fe's narrow streets--strangers, ever hopeful of the future, but momentarily adrift, floating on mountain air, eye-popping vistas, New Age jargon, howling coyotes, and feeling part of a movement that wants to preserve the hippies and the sixties a lot more than it wants it preserve forests, Indians, desert turtles, our freedoms, and other endangered species.  Cody liked having a lot of baby boomers around, counterculture leftovers as gullible as they were intense, popping from one fad, diet, cause, or religion to the next like pinballs bouncing every which way but eventually descending toward the grave.


James had arrived in Santa Fe broke, with a price on his head, a woman on his mind, the world on his shoulders, a monkey on his back, the law on his tail, ulcers, colitis, and an attitude to match.  The abundance of women Cody liked around washed over James like wave after wave of the ocean--healing, healing.


"This one big thing you forget over and over," Cody said, "This is all legal.  We don't really have anything to hide about Santa Fe."


"Forty lousy bucks," James said, "I'm sick of this nickel and dime grind.  We'll never get a bankroll like this.  I sold a forged Republic of Texas Constitution to a man for two hundred thousand in hundred dollar bills wrapped in rubber bands.  We met in a room at the Mint in Las Vegas.  I had some muscle with me," James said.


"Big Slick would be right proud.  I think it's too dumb and risky.  It's dishonorable going around telling somebody something's stolen when it's forged.  A fake."


"I thought it was real.  There was these documents of authenticity and provenance.  There was even a letter from Sam Houston as bait if anybody wanted to look," James said.


"This is easier, better, safe.  Women who seek all this Santa Fe beauty are isolated, sad, lonely, desperate.  And they are shoppers.  Shop until you drop.  Spend to the end.  Buy until you die.  And they don't like shopping.  It's a habit, a ritual, an obligation.  They come dragging ass back from Canyon Road, exhausted and footsore, in the autumn of life and lied to.  The big ass American lie.  If you have money and fancy clothes and jewelry and facelifts and luxury, it correlates with health or happiness or serenity.  Finding one's center.  By the age or time these people figure out that the dollar chase is the very biggest lie of all, it's too late."  Cody was passionate, wound up.  "That's why they are so live for my readings and my message.  Everything I say now is positive.  I intend it to help people, to heal.  I can heal people.  I can!  It's simple.  If I get them to focus, center, be totally in the now while they see their place in the cosmos.  Stop them.  Shake them up some way.  Rattle them around, then guide them, help them find a new way."

CHAPTER FOURTEEN



When J. T. arrived at his apartment in Dallas, there was a message on the machine from Maggie East informing him that she was in Santa Fe.  There was also a message from J. T.'s best friend and protégé, Jimmie Carnes, now the number four man at the FBI.


"Oh, Jimmie," J. T. said, "Hillary Clinton has appointed you the new Director of the FBI."


"Not yet.  The current director, who doesn't speak to me, has been granted a new lease on life by David Koresh.  If they fire him now, it would look like they are blaming the FBI for the standoff."


"The FBI's the best it's ever been, and it's getting a daily bad knocking from the press.  Hoover in a dress.  Hogwash."  J. T. would always think of himself as part of the FBI.  "I certainly don't understand why you are sending noises like rabbits being killed or phones off the hook at the compound all night.  That can only make them crazier and more cohesive.  Sleep deprivation won't work."


"I'm not in on it.  The guidelines for hostage situations, negotiation, standoffs imply the exact opposite of what they are doing.  Scuttlebutt has it some action plan is near approval.  Something should resolve it in the next couple of weeks.  How's your client?" Jimmie asked.


"Obstinate.  We aren't really any closer.  We met in Denver.  At least she is successfully hiding out," J. T. said.

`
"Edie had $150,000 wired to Denver yesterday.  She took it in cash.  Could she already have an extortion demand?" Jimmie asked.



"Hmmn.  She doesn't seem to believe her memory can come up with a suspect.  Her traveling companion has an art show in Santa Fe next Friday.  They didn't tell me about it or the money, but I don't think she knows anything," J. T. said.


"You've read her file," Jimmie said.


"Surprise.  Surprise.  It's wildly distorted.  She's shrewd, very intelligent.  The file has her as this withdrawn, shy, depressive, easily manipulated pawn.  These women ran out of the house and started shooting at the suspect.  Jimmie, my boy, this should be most instructive in accessing the credibility of your informants and files.  One place in there, it says she's indecisive and won't give her opinion.  Deep bullshit!  She's opinionated, bossy, stubborn," 

J. T. said.


"We came up with the exact kind of little thing you are going to love."  Jimmie's tone changed.  He'd waited all day to tell his old mentor about this.  "There was a shoot-out in June of 1981 in the forest near Boise, Idaho, with a small white supremacist Neo-Nazi group."


"I remember.  The leader more or less committed suicide.  He ran out firing," J. T. said.


"Four were killed.  Eleven were convicted of various tax and weapons charges.  Several people got away and were never identified.  There had been a campout and meeting the week before, with as many as one hundred people.  Here's the possible tie-in.  Agents searched a motel room that had been rented in a fake name by people visiting the campsite.  They found two opened and unused packs of Bicycle playing cards.  Both the King of Hearts were missing.  The rest of the cards were in the original order," Jimmie said.


"June of '81.  Bingo!  That's when she received two different letters with King of Hearts from Idaho.  Those computers amaze me.  You have built the investigative system we dreamed about."  J. T. didn't try to conceal his enthusiasm.


"It wasn't computers.  Les Jones is one of our experts now on hate groups.  He was there for the raid and search.  He's also a poker player.  He reviewed your evidence summary and remembered.  Tell you what we can do, but we need some assurances.  I'm embarrassed to even bring this up.  We were really after those guys back then.  There was a detailed and large scale investigation.  We have a list of group members, suspects, associates.  Over twenty-six hundred names.  Most of them have a paragraph or two of background information.  Your client has been critical of the bureau.  For Edie to see the list would reveal investigative technique.  Many of these people have no criminal records, ordinary people on paper," Jimmie said.


"She's reasonable.  Let me sit down with her, explain our need for secrecy.  She can go over the names while I'm there.  We aren't doing this for her.  A cop was killed.  Please, Jimmie, fax me this list, and I won't let it out of my sight," J. T. pleaded.


"It's a big package.  I'll send it UPS or Federal Express.  I'd rather Hard Copy have our files than Jack Hix."


"As always, I'll protect the bureau," J. T. said.


"I know you will," Jimmie said, "There are millions of decks of playing cards sold.  What do you think?"


"Sooner or later, we'll make a case on this guy.  The hard part will be ties to Lamb's murder.  Maybe he will contact her.  He could be behind on his schedule.  The whole of his actions don't make much sense.  I downplay extortion or money as a motive for all of this.  Maggie East is checking out security for Friday's art show.  Do you hit many parties on Embassy Row?" J. T. asked.


"Not like we used to.  The Washington social scene is a bore," Jimmie said.


"I want you to walk right up to Hillary Clinton and ask her for the Director's job.  Seriously, Jimmie, you would be the very best director the FBI has ever had," J. T. said.


"That's not saying much," Jimmie said.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN



Donna Jo stood outside the Jeep and stretched her legs while Edie handled checking in at the Galisteo Inn.  She put up three new hundred dollar bills as a cash advance on room charges.  They were in a small, quiet historic village thirty miles south of Santa Fe.


When they were unloading the rear end of the Jeep, a sack full of the small things Donna Jo had saved from motel rooms along the way fell out on the parking lot.  There were small bottles of shampoo and conditioner, small bars of soap, packets of instant coffee, and motel matches.


Edie helped her pick up the small items.  When they entered the spacious room, Donna Jo opened the windows which faced west.  The sun was touching the top of the Jemez Mountains.  Edie started channel surfing for the news of the day.  Donna Jo laid down on her bed.  The black spray-on dye made a huge stain on the pillow.


"You are staining the bedspread," Edie said.  "Be careful."


"Can't we turn off the TV and just watch the sunset," Donna Jo said.  "You love all this traveling, but I'm beat."


"Feedback," Edie said.


"I'm not so sure I'm up to heart to heart right now."  Donna Jo closed her eyes.


"You can always dish it out, but you can't take it," Edie said angrily.


"Go.  Tell me."


"Stealing all the soap, shampoo, Kleenex, and matches from every motel room is, well, rather odd.  You are aware it makes you appear cheap," Edie was careful in her tone and rate of delivery.


"Cheap, my tattooed ass," Donna Jo said, "Cheap to who?  The maids?  You leave silly generous tips for the maids.  People tip in fancy European joints.  

People don't usually tip the desk clerk at La Quinta.  Cheap?  You don't really know a single damn thing about money.  You have been paying for every room, meal, and tank of gas with a hundred dollar bill.  You are going to get us hit in the head and robbed.  What do you do with all the change?  All those twenties?"


"They are in my suitcase.  It's obvious I've unintentionally offended you.  I can see how with a gambler for a father, you would remember some hard times when you couldn't buy shampoo."


"We always, always had money and plenty of it.  Taking the soap and shampoo isn't stealing.  Taking some extra fruit from the free continental breakfast isn't stealing.  Odd?  Coming from you, that's an ironic turn of phrase.  Odd is your stupid idea to go visit Cody Slaton, especially now.  You call me odd; I call you foolish."  Donna Jo was furious.


"You are right in your feedback that I am somewhat isolated.  I know people who work for me don't tell me the truth.  Frankly, I can't remember anyone calling me a fool to my face.  I have my own reasons to see Cody.  I'll take a sunset walk and give you some space."  Edie walked once around the inn, then she went to the dining room to call Cody Slaton, but there was no answer.


When Edie returned to the room, Donna Jo was busy at her sketch pad with colored pencils, capturing the sunset over the mountains.


"I was going to make a phone call, but I won't if it will disturb you," Edie said.


"Please, go ahead," Donna Jo said.


Edie called Burk Dupree.


"J. T. Brackett left an urgent message for you to call," Burk said.  "We decided to go ahead and drill twenty new oil wells near Snyder.  The land work's done, cleared title, secured all the leases.  The 3-D Seismic changes the odds incredibly.  We an almost count on hitting six or more wells.  Beats wildcatting.  Now, if we can have some stability in the price of oil."


"Stability?" Edie said, "Oil has hovered somewhere around twenty dollars a barrel for a long time now.  It should make economic projections easier.  I appreciate this, Burk.  That's the proper direction for Lockwood.  Invest the money in this country."


Edie called J. T. Brackett.  He told Edie about the King of Hearts link to Idaho and the long list of Neo-Nazis and white supremacists.


"We need to sit down.  Tell me where and when.  I'll be there," J. T. said.


"We don't know where we will be," Edie said.  Donna Jo was shaking her head.  "We could meet in Albuquerque.  Get a reservation there and I'll call you back."


"Look, dear, so far so good.  For you ladies to be on the road has been a good, workable idea.  I certainly give you ladies a lot of credit," J. T. said.  "Do you or Donna Jo plan to attend her art opening Friday night in Santa Fe?"


"How do you know about that?" Edie asked.


"William Kerns wrote a long article on her with a color picture of that flaming red hair.  In the Lubbock paper.  It announced the opening."


"Oh.  I mentioned Albuquerque to make it convenient for you.  Santa Fe has no public airport," Edie said.


"Tell me where to meet you tomorrow night in Santa Fe," J. T. said.


"The town is full.  Fly to Albuquerque and get a limo up or rent something American.  Take the shuttlejack, maybe.  See if you can get a reservation for a suite near the Plaza.  I'm sorry you have to travel so much.  There's a cowboy bar, Rodeo Nites, on Cerrillos Road.  About eight.  I picked that spot because all Donna Jo can talk about is dancing with you," Edie said, laughing.  Donna Jo threw a pillow at her.  "You want to talk to your homeboy?"


Donna Jo was shaking her head.


"Dancing with you, both of you, was great, memorable, but we need to get on with the business at hand.  I'll get a reservation and call you back in an hour," J. T. said.


"I'll call you."  Edie liked the idea that no one knew they were in Galisteo.  "Donna Jo wants to tell you a joke."


Donna Jo took the phone.


"O.K., J. T.  This blind rabbit and blind fat snake meet in the forest," Donna Jo said, "The snake says, 'Let me feel of you and see if I can guess what you are.  You have a soft tail and long furry ears.  You are a rabbit.'  The rabbit feels of the snake and says, 'You are fat and slimy and don't have any balls.  You are Rush Limbaugh.'"


After Donna Jo hung up, the icy silence continued for another hour.  Edie watched a rerun of Northern Exposure with the sound off.  She knew this episode.  Donna Jo stayed in the shower thirty minutes getting all the black dye out of her hair and off her skin.  She sat at the desk and sketched scenes from New Mexico magazine awhile, then climbed into bed and covered her head with a pillow.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN



The big man woke up in Santa Fe angrier than usual.  He crossed the small, cold motel room quickly to peek out, moving the curtains ever so slowly.  He was angry because the bed was too short and the mattress was lumpy.  He was angry because the room was cold, even in March.  He was angry because the morning rush hour traffic along Cerillos Road was noisy.  He was angry because he was always angry in the morning.



A faded newspaper photograph of Edie Lockwood at a fundraising event was lying on the shelf by the television.  It was from 1978.  He held the photograph in both hands and could feel the uncontrollable surge of overpowering rage.  He went quickly to the bathroom to take his medication.  There were only three pills left in the prescription bottle.


"Stay away from me or I'll kill you," he said aloud, as he often did in the mornings.  "You better stay away from me or I'll kill you."


He crossed the gravel driveway to the small motel office of white adobe.  The neon No Vacancy sign startled him.


"Can I pay for another day and stay?" he asked.  He paid in cash and told the clerk twice, emphatically, that he didn't want room service or any maids in the room.  He took two cups of the free coffee back to his room.  


He locked the motel room door from the inside.  Then he unlocked his briefcase and put on a pair of surgical gloves.  He removed a large envelope and opened the clasp.


Immediately, he knew the letter he had so painstakingly crafted for Edie wasn't right.  It was too long.  The opening said, 


"This is the New Aryan warrior speaking."


It was all wrong.  Starting over on the letter was a good and calming task.  He put the fresh new piece of paper on the petite desk and lined the paper, small alphabetical template, and razor point pen up in an exact straight line.  He sat down and began, using his left hand to laboriously print each letter using the template.  He stopped to go get his tepid coffee.  He stopped again to recheck the door lock, make the bed, and recheck the exact alignment of his clothes hanging in the closet.


There was no hurry, no pressure.  This was important.  When each new effort went astray, he stood up, burned the flawed letter to Edie, and flushed the last still burning half page down the toilet.  He was totally, acutely aware of the tiny trail of smoke right after the flame died.  He disconnected the motel room smoke alarm.


Then he had one of those manic creative "Eureka!" flashes to make the letter to Edie brief and pithy, like Lincoln's Gettysburg Address.  He thought of Robert Kennedy's idea to ignore Kruschev's angry message at the time of the Bay of Pigs and answer the other, softer messages.  Two messages!  This will only be a first message, he thought, so very proud of his tangled, short-circuiting mind race.  He placed the brief letter in an envelope and printed "For Edie Lockwood" on the outside.  He placed it carefully in the bottom of his belly bag, with a roll of duct tape and his large, frequently sharpened combat knife.  He fondled the small Saturday night special semiautomatic .22 caliber pistol.  It said "F.I.E.-Miami, Fla." on the barrel.  He always read that.


The pistol seemed too heavy for the belly bag, so he locked it in the briefcase and put the briefcase in the trunk of the rental care.  The desk clerk said the Plaza was "walking distance."  After a mile and a half of walking, the anger was returning at a more severe level than it ever did this long after he had awakened.  It was the crum bum motel's fault that his sleep was troubled, he thought.


When he arrived at the Plaza, it was overcast and had rained heavily.  He noticed the mountains for the first time all morning.  It was difficult to decide whether he hated the slow-moving, affluent tourists more than he hated the ubiquitous baby boomers dressed archaically like hippies, still.


Then, he saw her.  A huge mane of bouncing red hair a block ahead of him, walking fast down San Francisco Street beside the La Fonda Hotel.  His grey eyes narrowed.  The hair stood up on the back of his thick neck.  Time slowed down.  The redheaded woman went into a small park behind the hotel and sat down on a bench.  The only other person in the park was an old Navajo man with a baseball hat and a cane.


He knew and had been told and had agreed one thousand times to repeat "impulse control" over and over.  The mail must go through, he thought, I'm only here to deliver this letter.  The old Navajo man started ever so slowly to leave the park, pausing every few steps.  From a block away, he watched the old man's steady progress and imagined that each tap of the cane made a loud, booming bass sound.  When the park was empty, the tall man started walking on a straight line toward the redheaded woman who was feeding the pigeons.  He walked very slowly at first, then much faster, looking in all directions.


He grabbed the woman from behind and placed his hand over her mouth.  He had the large blade at her throat.  It wasn't Donna Jo.  It was a much younger woman.  When she quit struggling, he told her,


"Don't scream.  I won't hurt you."


"Take my purse, please, take anything.  There are credit cards," she said.


"I know you.  I know where you live.  It's a dangerous game for me.  I can kill you anytime.  I'm going to let you go.  Don't go to the police."  He loved the absolute terror in her eyes.  He loved the plenipotentiary feeling of power.  He was furious enough to kill her but ran away instead, in an act he considered showed character, self-control, and will power.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN



Edie slept later than usual.  She went down the the dining room to call Cody, but there was no answer.  She picked up a tray with a pot of coffee and cups to take to the room.  Donna Jo was sitting up in bed studying a New Mexico road map.


"I'm truly sorry we argued over small things.  We'll split up today.  Give each other space," Edie said.


"I am going to talk you into something.  I have an idea how we can spend this glorious day.  I want to tell you my idea.  It's a charity idea--right up your alley.  Bring us karma and good luck.  There's a world class art supply store on Canyon Road.  Let's go there and load the whole back end of the Jeep with art supplies purchased with your money.  Then let's drive to all these little town schools and maybe pueblos up here."  Donna Jo was pointing at the road map.  "And give them away.  Drive north up here to Tesuque, Nambe, Pojoaque, Chimayo, Truchas, what do you say?"


"I say O.K.  We'll go as Biker Women for Art."


"No," Donna Jo said, "I'm not spraying my hair again.  No way."


"We made and agreement.  Until the show.  Anyway, I like it kind of, the way we are treated."


When they reached the art store, Donna Jo ordered box after box of acrylics, watercolors, brushes, canvases.  The clerk was skeptical of the women in black.


"How will you pay for all this?" he asked.


"Cash," Edie said.  "If I buy at least five thousand dollars worth, what discount can I get?"


Donna Jo watched Edie pull several bundles of hundred dollar bills from the briefcase in the Jeep.  Now the women made a game of it, grabbing water soluble art supplies from all over the store.  When the Jeep would hold no more, they rolled north looking for flag poles that signaled schools.


Edie walked unannounced into a school principal's office.


"We are Biker Women for Art," Edie said, setting the large box on the surprised principal's desk.


They had made several stops at small schools when a sudden mountain shower caught them walking toward the Jeep in Truchas.  Black dye ran all over both their faces.  Donna Jo's red hair showed on top.  They sat in the Jeep and laughed, waiting for the rain to go away.  Donna Jo tried to wash the black off her face with a warm can of Budweiser.


Edie and Donna Jo tapped on the door of J. T.'s room at the Eldorado Hotel.


"Now that's a reasonable disguise," J. T. said, ushering them inside.  Both women had their hair wrapped and tied with rainbow-colored, tie-dyed scarves.  They had on peasant blouses, squaw dresses, straw cowboy hats, and the wrap-around shades they were getting used to.


"This sure is a nice room," Edie said.  "I do want you to be comfortable.  I called all the major hotels.  Every one was full up.  How'd you get a room?"


"I am J. T. Brackett," he answered.  Donna Jo and J. T. patted each other on the shoulders.  He moved in as if to hug her but shyly retreated.


"I think I would recognize you anyway, Donna Jo.  I'd sure recognize the two of you together," J. T. said.


"How?" Edie asked.


"The, uh, way you walk  or look.  I'm old, but I'm not blind.  There's no other way to say it.  You are both built like a brick shithouse, and you aren't trying to hide that," J. T. said.  Donna Jo laughed and took it as a joke, but Edie was offended.


"You disapprove of our apparel?  You disapprove of low-cut dresses?" Edie asked.


"Lighten up, honey," Donna Jo said, "Can I tell him what we have been doing?"


Now both women told J. T. about the biker costumes and the rainstorm.  J. T. was so aware of 

the musical quality of their voices, laughter, and 

the exchange of a duet.  Donna Jo's voice was deeper, more accented, her rate of speech slower than Edie's.  J. T. thought how much he liked these women.  Liked being with them and hearing them talk.


J. T. laid a six-inch-thick book bag on the writing table.  "There are over twenty-seven hundred names.  Ignore the brief descriptive summaries, some of the data are in FBI internal use codes.  The AKA's, aliases, nicknames, that might trigger a memory."


"When we left my paintings off at the gallery, we played lucky.  Louise wasn't there," Donna Jo said.  "I would have hated for her to see me in that biker getup.  I'll walk over there."


"I'll tag along so that Edie can read over this stuff," J. T. said.

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN


It took Edie half an hour to read through the names beginning with an A.  By then, she could decipher most of the FBI codes, especially the criminal history synopsis from the National Crime Information computers.  It was also obvious which targeted individuals were suspected leaders subject to more extensive investigation and cross-referenced to other files.


Then a name jumped at her.  Her arms felt chilled.  Howard Sheridan Bailey, AKA Sheridan Bacon, AKA Sheridan Baker, AKA Sheridan Blake, AKA Sheridan Burns.  Paroled to Potter County from the Texas Department of Corrections in 1991 on aggravated sexual assault charges.  He also had a charge for mail fraud.


Sheridan from Amarillo, of course, Edie thought.  They were in a political science class together at the University of Texas in 1968.  Edie's memory was hazy.  They had disagreed or debated in class.  Once, they had walked over to Les Amis on the drag for dinner.  There was an argument.  Later, he called several times to ask her out.  Edie couldn't really remember what he looked like, but she remembered his cold grey predator's eyes and his intensity, seriousness, and lies.  She looked out the window at an older couple in dayglo bright clothing, ambling slowly up Sandoval Street.  Sheridan Bailey has to be froggie the stalker, she thought.


Sheridan Bailey's file was several pages long.  Most of the other names contained only one-half page of information.  Unlike other files, several lines at the top were blacked over.  The last pages were a mental hospital assessment summary.


Date of Admission:  11-3-87


Age:  45


HISTORY AND REASON FOR ADMITTANCE:  This patient

is a 45-year-old, married, white male, who was admitted to Vernon State Hospital, under provisions of Article 46.02, Section 6, after being found incompetent to stand trial for the charge of Aggravated Sexual Assault in Potter County.  He abducted a woman at knife point in Amarillo and drove her to a rural area where he ritualistically tortured and raped the victim.

This patient's psychiatric symptoms are somewhat controllable with the proper levels of medication.  His anger, hostility, and frequent unprovoked attacks on peers, especially blacks, are accompanied by death threats and curses.  However, these unpredictable explosive temper outbursts, a weak impulse control, and inappropriate behaviors are followed by profuse apologies to staff and promises of improved behavior.

Mr. Bailey's original principal diagnosis was Schizophrenia, Paranoid Type, Chronic.  He reported hearing command voices and was involved in elaborate delusional systems.  However, the principal diagnosis was revised to Bipolar Disorder, Mixed with Psychotic Features.

MEDICATIONS:  Lithium 500 mg po AM and 600 mg hs Thorazine 300 mg po hs

BEHAVIOR AND TREATMENT:  Mr. Bailey is a classic, textook anti-social personality disorder who tells elaborate lies about his involvement as a leader in a white supremacist organization and his long-term role as a government agent.  Although his medication regimen appears beneficial, the patient is often observed crying, laughing, and talking with himself in a set of behavior symptoms that contributed to his original diagnosis.

His personal hygiene is obsessively clean, often showering three times daily.  His personal area management is also obsessive.  He makes repeated belligerent complaints about the personal hygiene of other patients on the unit.

Mr. Bailey's patterns of verbal and physical aggression have diminished since the first week after his admittance.  His first weeks were marked by an attempted unauthorized departure and refusal to take his medications.  He appeared grossly delusional and grandiose, boasting loudly of his leadership role in various organizations.

Mr. Bailey had a physical altercation with a black, female staff member.  He became agitated when she caught him cheeking his medication and he struck her on the forehead.  Staff members restrained him and placed him in the quiet room in soft net restraints with four-point leather cuffs.  Mr. Bailey stated, "The New Aryan Movement will find you, Mud Mare."

After a change in principal counselors, all Mr. Bailey's behaviors improved dramatically.  He began to appear very cooperative and obey all the rules of the facility without prompts from staff.  His desire to participate in groups is strong.  However, Mr. Bailey was removed from rehab therapy because his "stories" about combat patrols in Viet Nam and white supremacist organizations were continually upsetting to peers and staff.  Mr. Bailey purposively harrassed a black peer, paranoid type, on his unit, by claiming membership in the Ku Klux Klan.

Mr. Bailey admitted to his principal counselor that he had never seen military service.  He also admitted that he had never played any leadership role in the various organizations he obsessively describes.  The organization he mentions most frequently, The New Aryan Movement, is a fictitious organization.  The patient denies delusions and auditory hallucinations.  Psychological testing revealed an IQ of 136.  He has remained rational, calm, and there have been no loosened thought associations.

Mr. Bailey describes a critical incident in Idaho in 1981, when he decompensated after his attempts to join various white supremacist organizations met with failure.  Mr. Bailey claims he cannot reveal much about his past because of "national security."  He denies the alleged criminal charge against him.

After reassessment, Mr. Bailey was found competent to stand trial and was returned to Potter County, Texas.


Edie read and reread the report about Sheridan Bailey.  He insisted that everyone call him Sheridan.  She remembered him correcting the instructor in class.


Edie continued to read through the names rapidly.  She returned several times to reread the information on Sheridan Bailey.  She wrote his name on a piece of paper.  Ten minutes later, she tore up the piece of paper and flushed the small pieces.  She noticed that J. T. had a bottle of Polo cologne.


J. T. and Donna Jo returned just before noon.


"Some of these are real common names, but nothing rings a bell.  I'm nearly halfway through," Edie said.  


"Let's go to the Josie's for lunch," Donna Jo said.  "Real New Mexican food.  Made from scratch."


That afternoon, Edie finished reading over the whole list.  Several times she stopped to do what she could to remember Sheridan Bailey.  She wrote a description, a list of scant memories, some dates.  She folded the paper several times and zipped it inside her purse.  Edie held the .38 caliber Colt revolver up and looked at herself in the bathroom mirror.  Then she went downstairs and ordered a margarita to sip in the lobby while she watched for Donna Jo and J. T.


Donna Jo began a comic explanation of Santa Fe's art market in the morning and continued all day as she hopscotched the galleries with J. T.  They didn't get back to the Eldorado lobby until nearly five o'clock.


"Well?" J. T. asked.


"Zilch," Edie said.  "Zero.  If I ever knew any of those people, I don't remember them."


After they returned to their room in Galisteo, Edie sat on the edge of her bed.  Donna Jo had commented previously that Edie seemed to always be doing something.


"You sure are thinking heavy," Donna Jo said.  "My daddy taught me all about how to play poker and reading people.  You are bluffing.  You know more than you are telling."


"Do you ever play poker?" Edie asked.


"I go to Las Vegas and play at Binion's.  Jack Binion knew my father when Jack was a little kid.  There's no place for a woman to play in West Texas.  The men hit on you, or try to borrow, or spit tobacco every direction.  That list told you something."

CHAPTER NINETEEN



On Friday morning, Edie dropped Donna Jo off at Ezar's Gallery and drove to Cody's house on Agua Fria Street.  A woman with bright red cheeks, the result of a garish, haphazard overapplication of makeup, answered the door.


"The walking guru is out with a client," Hazel said.  An anger as apparent as it was permanent made her voice deep and strained.  "Luckily, the bad brother's gone too.  Their services are simple.  You talk, it's forty dollars.  Cody talks, it's forty dollars.  You both talk, it's sixty dollars.  Hide your jewelry in your shoes.  Better yet, wise up and save your money."


Hazel left the door open and returned to the long table, which was covered with cobalt blue glass vases and figurines.  She sprayed a vase with lemon 

furniture polish and rubbed it ferociously with a large white towel.


"Are you the maid?" Edie asked.


"No.  I am here doing my laundry.  Cody came to Santa Fe broke.  I had my own place then.  I put him up.  It was me got him a job giving walking tours of historic sites.  That's how he got his start," Hazel said.  Her hair was totally grey and still wet from the shower.  A once beautiful face was now devastated by the erosion of a decade's sorrow.  "I'm about to lock up and leave.  My clothes are here.  Two bags.  Now, I'd have to tote and carry two trips or you can drive me to Lottie's Used Books.  It's on Guadalupe, a few blocks from the Plaza."


During the short drive, Hazel talked negatively and incessantly about Cody.


"You are nice to me, so I'll warn you.  New Age is all bullshit.  Stay away from those con artists."  Hazel set her bundles on the sidewalk.  "Something wrong with your eyes?  You keep on those dark shades."


"No.  Do you work here?" Edie asked, pointing to the bookstore.


"I live there nights.  I talk so much they don't want me there days," Hazel said.


When Edie asked Hazel to go for coffee, Hazel looked confused.


"If you are one of these people who's never met a homeless person, I'm not really one.  I think I can stay at the bookstore all summer.  Cody will put me up when it's ten degrees or in a storm.  When you took off your sunglasses, those deep brown eyes said do-gooder.  I watch out for do-gooders."


Hazel and Edie walked slowly to Galisteo News.  Even though Hazel was under forty, she had the look and movements of a much older woman.  Edie had banana nut bread and espresso.  Hazel said, "I'm stuffed.  Cody lets me have all the food I want if I come when bad brother, who hates me, is gone.  They put me up for crazy in Longview and took my kids.  You know about Dolphins?  A lady here channels them.  She gave me these Dolphin earrings.  Dolphin said he saw me as a grandmother.  I don't believe an ounce of that New Age crap and neither does Cody.  Doing walking tours is the only job he has ever had.  The Dolphin she conversed with was in the ocean off L.A.  I'd figure the mountains, magnetic fields, pollution all would get itself in the way.  Cary wrote a song about Dolphins."


"I'm in town for my best friend's art show.  

The opening reception is tonight, seven to nine, at Ezar's.  Please come.  She'll give you a signed print," Edie said.


"Square lumps of cheddar and round crackers.  Some sliced up apples and apple juice or punch in little plastic cups that break easy if you squeeze them.  Every art opening has those," Hazel said.  "Donna Jo Hall.  I read about her in the Reporter.  They asked me and Cary to leave one gallery when he put a bunch of crackers and cheese in his coat pockets.  I have some nice clothes, but I'd be wrinkled.  Cody's a grown man and doesn't own an iron.  Sends all his shiny shirts out."

CHAPTER TWENTY



Edie drove back to Agua Fria Street in time to watch the two brothers stroll up to the house, giggling and grinning over last night's score.  Cody had on an enormous Guatemalan hat with a two-foot brim, a bright red shirt, and sandals.  He had a long, carved, and brightly painted tall walking staff with two eagle feathers tied at the top.  James had on a baby blue western suit, straw cowboy hat, and chunky gold and turquoise jewelry on wrists, neck, and belt.


Cody's walk, animated hand gestures, and the laugh she could see but not hear were as familiar to Edie now as they had been the last time she'd seen him over twenty years ago.  James went inside.  Cody sat in a wicker chair on the porch.  Edie felt masked with the hat, scarves, large sunglasses, and shapeless Mexican dress.


"Hello, Cody," she said, walking up.



"Edie!"  He jumped to his feet.  "Edie Lockwood?  Let me look at you.  It's you.  I'd know that voice any place or time.  Edie Lockwood."


James opened the front door.  "Hazel has flooded the bathroom, messed up every pot and pan in the kitchen, and sprayed furniture polish on all the blue glass."  He was furious and shouting.


"Miss Lockwood," Cody said formally, "May I present my brother, James Slaton.  James, this is Edie Lockwood."


"Cody said you were coming here.  Totally amazing.  He's talked about you half my life."  Now James was all charm, no anger.


"Please excuse us one minute, Edie.  Sit here," Cody said.  Cody and James went in the house and closed the front door behind them.


"Tear down the spread," Cody said, pointing at the astrology charts, anatomy for massage charts, illuminated crystal ball, Tarot charts, scores of loose crystals, large leather massage table, and rows of  herbal creams and lotions.


"I can't move that heavy massage table," James said.


"Knock the legs off with a hammer.  Cover it with a Navajo rug to make a couch.  I'm a therapist."


"You want to leave any of the diplomas?" James asked.


"No.  Get everything that's not art in closets."  Cody lit some pinion pine incense to cover the mild smell of paranoia in the air.  "I want you to prepare a special lunch.  Listen up.  Frosty's beef stroganoff, only lighter by half on the cream, well done on the beef.  Brussel sprouts or asparagus.  For wine, white Zinfandel.  Smoked cheese.  All her favorites.  A dozen yellow roses.  Formal setting."


"You got it," James said.


"I always sit here mornings," Cody said, taking the wicker chair next to Edie on the small front porch.  "The morning sunlight here has a supernatural effect on the human spirit."


They sat there a moment in silence looking each other over.


"To paraphrase D. H. Lawrence," Edie said, "He said, 'The moment I saw the brilliant, proud morning shine high over the deserts of Santa Fe . . . In the magnificent fierce morning of New Mexico, a new part of the soul woke up suddenly.'"


"Appropo.  So what brings you to Santa Fe?" Cody asked.


Edie invited him to Donna Jo's opening reception that evening.  Then, while James banged away loudly at the massage table legs, Edie told Cody about Toddy Lamb's murder and Froggie, the stalker.  When James left for the grocery store, they moved inside to the couch.  Finally, when Edie was telling him about shooting at the truck in Lubbock, Cody interrupted.


"Whoa.  Slow down.  I'm yours to help any way I can or listen forever.  You can move in here, and we will protect you.  You are losing me.  You shot at someone?" Cody asked.


James silently brought a tray with a pot of Brazilian coffee and antique china cups and saucers covered in miniature yellow and pink roses.  Edie continued her story through the morning.  She recognized the smell of beef stroganoff cooking.  This talk went far easier than Edie had imagined.  The volatile and argumentative youthful Cody of memory seemed mellow, slower, and wiser.


When James proudly ushered them into the dining room, there were two place settings, one at each end of the twelve foot table which was covered with a silk table cloth.  Edie was surprised and touched by the menu, the roses, and Cody's memory.  When James went upstairs, Cody moved his plate and silverware to sit next to Edie.


"You always did the cooking but no cleaning," Edie said.


"I did as much cleaning as you did.  Our pretense, even to each other, was that we were poor hippies living in an alley pad.  Only your mother's real mean bossy maid would show up in a new Cadillac every week to clean," Cody said, laughing.  "Our arguments were never over what we thought they were about.  We were so young."


"We broke up because of your shirt fetish.  You blamed me for wrinkled shirts," Edie said, "Then you left and never looked back.  It was raining."


"You said, 'Get your own apartment,'" Cody said.


"I didn't mean get out of my life forever," Edie said.


"Right after that, I went really broke.  Everything went wrong.  Remember the pink and black 1957 Olds 88?  The transmission went out on an H.E.B. parking lot.  Then the tires were stolen and they hauled it off.  My sunlamp broke.  My bicycle was stolen.  My TV picture tube went out.  I lived with a wild paper hanger, hot check writer, until he went to jail.  We stole food from deep freezes in richie's neighborhoods.  I stayed the rest of the summer in a buck and a half a day flop house on South Congress," Cody said, "If I had called you, it would look like I was after a handout."


"Did you ever consider getting a job?" Edie whispered loudly, each word slow and separate.


"Of course not.  It didn't get that bad.  Remember, I'm a Slaton," Cody said.


"You used to say, 'Whoever said crime doesn't pay doesn't know any Slatons,'" Edie said, "That's partially why I'm here.  You are the only one like you I know.  No one knows this but me--I know who Froggie the stalker is and where Froggie is.  I want him killed."


She paused, waiting for Cody to respond, but he only shook his head.


"This brutal murderer, racist, rapist would go on trial.  I'd be attacked on the witness stand and in the press.  He is, at this time, ruining my life.  If convicted of murder in Texas, he'd serve less than ten years.  They parole serial killers like McDuff to make room for young pot smokers.  I knew you had contacts.  I knew I could trust you at least to talk," Edie said.


"I still believe I lost you because of too much honesty about my family.  Look in my eyes.  Let the police handle it.  Trust me, that's best.  Arranging security for an art opening makes no sense.  Just don't go."  Cody had thought all morning that Edie needed a sounding board, a therapeutic venting.  He thought she was just talking to herself, like all the others.


"I'm going.  How long should I let Froggie the stalker control me?  Even from inside prison, he could continue this.  He's connected to these white supremacist groups.  He might have helpers."  Edie 

had thought all this out.


"I used to act tough and carry a gun.  It was Texas.  It was an act.  I've never hit a man or a woman or even been hunting.  Slatons are nonviolent," Cody said.


"But you know people.  I read where Jimmie Chagra paid Charles Harralson a quarter of a million dollars to kill a federal judge.  I can pay that," Edie said.


James, who had been listening, tiptoed halfway down the staircase, out of Cody's view.  He signaled to Edie, first with a finger over the lips.  Then he pointed back and forth at himself and Edie.  He put a thumb to his ear and little finger to his mouth in the sign of a telephone.  With the slightest nod of the head, Edie agreed to call James.


"Right after you moved into my apartment, this guy came over and I asked him to leave.  He was acting strange.  He'd been bugging me.  Calling a lot.  You stood up to him and ran him off.  I was really impressed," Edie said.  She could no longer see James but assumed he was listening.


"I remember that vividly.  I didn't run him off.  Actually, he scared the living daylights out of me.  That was right before I moved in.  After I moved in, somebody called and hung up over and over.  You'd be off at the university, and I'd be trying to get a little shut-eye," Cody said.  "He came a couple of times and just stood at the end of the alley and stared."


"His name was Sheridan Bailey," Edie said.  "Does that name ring any bells?"


"No.  Not really.  I do remember the guy.  If you will delay this whole plan, you'll change your mind.  If he'd do something as weird as kill a security guard from ambush, he's probably done other crimes or is wanted or something.  Tell this guy Brackett what you have told me.  It's got to be this guy.  Everything points to him," Cody said.


"This is my major problem.  I do not trust the Swiss cheese, revolving door criminal justice system.  These big stacks of files I read through had twenty-six-hundred names.  Sheridan Bailey has been in a mental hospital and a prison.  He tortured and raped a woman.  The glorious State of Texas would put him in a mental hospital or a prison.  He'd escape maybe.  He tried to run off from the mental hospital.  They'd release him early or soon because of overcrowded prisons," Edie said.


"He needs killing.  That's for sure.  However, getting into something like that is a dark and snaky trial," Cody said.  "I'll stand beside you, go with you, help in any way you want," Cody said, "I wouldn't know anyone like a hit man or any of that.  There's not a gun in this house."


"Yes there is.  Remember how we used to make small bets on everything?  Could have beat you out of five bucks," Edie said, opening her purse to show Cody the Colt.  "Walk with me to the gallery.  Louise Ezar is scurrying all over town to buy five pieces of art as a gift for Donna Jo.  I selected this Bill Worrell shaman.  It's heavy, four feet tall.  Louise will try to have delivered one piece each by Terry Allen, Glenna Goodacre, Michael Atkinson, and Paul Milosevich.  They all used to live in Lubbock.  Now they are stars in the Santa Fe art world.  She'll love this."


Donna Jo and Edie arrived at Ezar's Gallery precisely at six-thirty as planned.  A young boy with a "Don't Worry, Be Hopi" T-shirt pointed at the man with binoculars on the roof directly across from the gallery entrance.


"He's ours," J. T. said, holding the door open, "We want him seen, visible deterrence."


There were already about one hundred wildly costumed people, most with wearable art, present.  Some were looking at the art work.  Donna Jo noted with surprise the red dot on her largest work, the original for the prints on sale.


"Santa Fe is truly the city different," Donna Jo said.  Edie had curled and conditioned and recurled Donna Jo's hair, crimping and braiding until it was like a ball of fire.


"That oil painting of a cowgirl riding a tornado is nearly twenty years old.  I touched it up some.  I tried to sell that at several shows for two hundred bucks in West Texas.  We put a twenty-five thousand dollar price on it here as a bluff.  You price one real high to make your work seem worth it.  I never thought it would sell."


Edie noticed that Hazel was outside.  Hazel stood frowning outside looking through the front glass.  She had on a used satin wedding dress, hemmed at the knee, and tie-dyed in rainbow colors in the bathroom sink at the bus station.  Edie motioned her inside.


"We just found out your stalker is probably here in Santa Fe," J. T. whispered.


"How do you know that?" Edie asked.


"Someone has been calling all the expensive hotels looking for you or Donna Jo.  Some man called here asking questions.  He said he was your cousin," J. T. said.


"She doesn't have any cousins," Donna Jo said.  "That's why she is so rich.  Most of those big 'ole Texas fortunes get cut up like a boarding house pie among a small herd of grandkids."


"Let's go back to the office.  Let Maggie explain the security," J. T. said.


Maggie East was listening on the phone when they entered.  J. T. sat down silently.  As they waited, Edie's impatience boiled to anger, but she concealed it.  Donna Jo placed her hand on Edie's back to signal her to cool it.


Maggie had on the exact uniform of the first day Yankee in Santa Fe--turquoise and red ribbon squaw dress, squash blossom turquoise necklace, silver concho belt, beige felt cowboy hat with a concho band, and beaded deerskin Taos moccasins.


"It would be impossible to do anything here and get away.  We secured the back door.  Long glass front, one entrance, narrow streets with slow traffic," Maggie said crisply.  "You observed the Hix man on the roof.  Another Hix man is here specifically tasked to visually screen everyone who enters against the few known traits of the perp.  He's an expert, ex-Secret Service agent, once assigned to guard Spiro Agnew.  Miss Ezar explained the artist's stroll and print signing procedures."


"The Santa Fe police always display quite a presence here in the Plaza area at night because of the crowds of teenies that gather.  There are two extra police units on this long block.  Please stay 

in the back third of the gallery.  That's important," 

J. T. said.  "Any questions?"


"Can he fiddle?"  Donna Jo asked.  "The guy on the roof.  Everyone can see him.  Get him a fiddle or get him to pantomime.  An art opening in Santa Fe is street theater."


Donna Jo left the office as if she were going on stage, banging the door behind her to be heard over the small roar of the oil paint and smell of the cash register.  The rows of red dots amazed her.  It was not yet officially an opening, and twenty-six works had already sold.  Donna Jo spontaneously bowed to the crowd until the large pile of red hair touched the hardwood floor.  A smattering of applause followed as she had intended.


"There are several artists you'll want to meet.  Let's walk around and thank collectors.  There are curators here, and critics," Louise Ezar said.


"Critics?  Good!" Donna Jo said.  "I dearly love getting to learn what my paintings mean."


The crowd kept growing as gallery hoppers left three other earlier openings in the Plaza area.  James and Cody Slaton eased through the gallery door, noticing the police, the man on the roof, and the extra scrutiny they received at the door.  James dove into the crowd to view the art while Cody joined Edie in the very back.  Donna Jo was signing prints, asking each person patiently, "Now who's this for?"


She usually wrote "Best Wishes" and their name and included a red and black inch-high caricature of herself beside her signature.


"They are already out of wine," Cody said.  The caterers had been instructed to serve three Lubbock wines, Llano Estacado, Caprock, and Pheasant Ridge.


"There are way more people here than anyone planned on," Edie said.


Hazel brought Edie a small plate with round crackers, square lumps of cheddar cheese, and strawberries.


"Walk around once with me," Hazel whispered in Edie's ear.


Edie broke into the line politely to get Donna Jo to autograph a print for Hazel.


"It's Hazel Crockett," Hazel said, "Like the guy from Walt Disney."


Hazel was beaming as she and Edie circled the art show, pausing to study each piece.  James bumped Edie gently, so close she could smell his sweet cologne.  He nodded toward Maggie East meandering close by.  James mouthed the word "cop" silently and gave Edie the really huge warm Jim Smiley smile, his road smile.  Then he again made the sign for a telephone.  Edie watched as James pushed his way through the thinning crowd and left.


The line waiting for a signed print had a life of its own.  At eight-thirty, Edie retreated to the small gallery office.  Edie and J. T. sat alone searching for awkward small talk.


"The world's talking about David Koresh and the Davidians' standoff.  Whatever happens, there are many larger and more dangerous cults talking Armageddon."  J. T. thought he had hit on a neutral topic.


When the telephone rang, J. T. instinctively pulled a small notebook from his back pocket and removed the top from his felt-tip pen before answering.


A deep and growling voice, obviously disguised, said, "Emergency message for Miss Edie Lockwood."  

J. T. sat upright in his chair and motioned wildly to Edie.


"Who may I say is calling?" J. T. asked calmly.


"Can you get a message to Miss Lockwood?"


"Let me get a pencil."  J. T. could hear a car boom box and an eighteen wheeler driving by in the background.


"Tell her to start acting white.  The game is more and more dangerous.  Tell her a package for her and a letter are on Galisteo Street off De Vargas Street in the bushes on the state capitol grounds."


"Wait.  You are going too fast," J. T. said, but the caller hung up.


J. T. sat for a moment as if lost in thought.  He pulled a map of the Plaza area from his jacket pocket and made an X at that intersection.


J. T. flashed the gallery lights on and off several times, then announced in a booming voice, "Sorry folks.  We have an emergency and must close early.  Thank you for coming.  We have to close."


J. T. jumped into Sgt. Otero's squad car explaining and pointing at the map.  A second police unit followed them down Galisteo Street.  J. T. stood with the two officers on the sidewalk looking over several acres of lush vegetation and state government office buildings.


"This is a large area to search.  It's quiet here, and the call came from beside a highway.  It could be a trap," J. T. said.


"I have an extra vest in the trunk."  The three put on bullet proof vests.  The officers only glanced at J. T.'s shoulder holster and the concealed .9mm Beretta.  Sgt. Otero got on the radio.  J. T. began to search slowly along the Santa Fe River bank.  When he had walked less than fifty yards, a third police car arrived.


Then Sgt. Martinez shouted, "There's a dead woman up here by the sidewalk.  Up here!  Up here!"

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE



The woman's throat had been horribly and repeatedly slashed, her head tilted askew from the gaping neck wound, her face smeared with white paint.  She was lying on her back, her arms extended above her head.  An envelope was taped around her left wrist with grey duct tape.  It had rained a half-inch that afternoon, and the grounds were soggy.  J. T. got down on his hands and knees in the damp grass to examine the body up close.


"Identification may be difficult," Sgt. Otero said, "That's a homeless woman that hangs around the Plaza."


"Her name's Hazel.  She left the art gallery around eight, after eight.  She's been dead less than an hour.  She's been slashed multiple times with a large-bladed, sharp knife.  Her major arteries were severed.  He cut or sawed through the bony structure of her neck," J. T. said.  "He slashed her at least a dozen times."


"It looks like he was trying to cut her head off," Sgt. Martinez said.


"Her eyes are black and her nose broken.  She was beaten horribly.  This isn't the murder scene.  She would have lost all her blood, two to three gallons, in less than five minutes.  There's not much blood here.  She was killed elsewhere and dragged here.  Her shoe's gone.  The white paint on her face is this guy's signature, the way he signs his work," J. T. said.  "Smells like oil-based paint."


"Looks like her face is red and white," Sgt. Otero said.


"That's makeup.  She wore too much makeup," J. T. said. "She was dragged a distance, see all the grass and mud.  When they finish the crime scene photos and turn her over, there will be more evidence of dragging.  See these defensive wounds along her wrists and the back of her hands?  There are a lot of them.  She put up quite a fight.  Her hands are swollen and knuckles bruised.  He's right-handed.  She fought him standing up."


A policeman with a white helmet rode up on a Raleigh bicycle.  J. T. had played the role of outside forensics expert often.  He was thinking out loud, sharing each thought with the assembled officers.  That always worked.


"Don't move her or touch her.  She was probably killed in the area between here, De Vargas Street, the State Education Building, and the Bataan Memorial," Sgt. Martinez said, pointing, "I'll organize a search.  Do you have a description of the perpetrator for an all points bulletin?"


"Caucasian male, alone, five-ten to six-four.  Could have out of state license plates.  He would definitely have a police scanner.  These deep wounds would spurt blood several feet.  He knows police procedure.  He would have blood on his hands, shoes, clothing.  He'd need to wash up, possibly at a service station restroom.  He called me from an outdoors pay phone near a highway intersection.  I don't have much description," J. T. said.  "Weight--190 pounds.  The damned women who saw him disagreed on his height."


"Suspect vehicle?  Coloring?  Name?  AKA?," Sgt. Otero asked.


J. T. shook his head.  "See how the left hand is damaged, the little finger broken away?  He may have facial cuts or a black eye.  Her fingernail scrapings may yield enough tissue for a DNA-genetic finger printing.  We do have a DNA evidence sample on this guy.  We need to find his hair, blood, saliva, or semen."


"I'll radio in all we've got and get a hold of the Violent Fugitives Task Force," Sgt. Otero said.  "We can search this area for a red shoe, a knife, a lot of blood.  Did she have a purse?"


"I can't recall.  She did have an art print.  Rolled up.  It would make a big white cylinder.  He wiped off the knife here on her dress, so he probably retained the knife.  The blade is an inch and a half thick.  What about a road block?" J. T. asked.


"That's fairly impossible and ineffective.  Manpower problems.  Alienates tourists.  Too many highways.  If we put up a road block on an interstate, everyone with a CB radio learns about it," Sgt. Otero said, "We need to cover the face of this poor woman."


"Please, wait," J. T. said.  "Let the paint dry.  This earring is a Dolphin.  The other one's missing.  What agencies make up the task force?" J. T. asked.


"Local and state police, Sheriff's office, corrections officers, and FBI from Albuquerque," Sgt. Martinez said.


"You know the FBI guy?" J. T. asked.


"No.  Not really.  Somebody Wilson," Sgt. Martinez said.


"This perp could be leaving, most likely for Texas.  I have a hunch he's on that road to Clines Corners.  You have to go through there to get anywhere," J. T. said.


"A couple of state units could at least get license plate numbers of lone Anglo males in passenger vehicles.  It's Highway 285.  I'll suggest it," Sgt. Otero said.


"Don't use the radio yet.  Public service all this.  We know he's a cop killer.  We've used state-of-the-art fingerprint analysis on a vehicle and a pile of paper evidence he's handled.  Didn't yield shit.  You caution your people about collecting DNA samples.  I can get you a laser fingerprint detector here by morning to check for prints on her skin.  The soft area under the arms might yield something.  Doubt it."


"Bottom line right now.  Would he shoot an officer in a routine traffic stop?"  It was the first time the police officer on the bicycle had spoken.


"In a heartbeat," J. T. said, "That letter on her wrist might reveal something.  It's irregular, but I can remove it as expertly as anyone.  Since you'd observe me, that would preserve the chain of evidence.  I'll cut it away."


"Go for it," Sgt. Martinez said, "I'll get you some rubber gloves."


J. T. used his small pen knife to cut through the ends of the envelope, leaving the duct tape in place.  He held the envelope up by the corners and slowly rotated it, while Sgt. Martinez shined a flashlight.


"It's not sealed.  He didn't lick it.  No saliva.  Plain lined paper.  He prints with his left hand and uses a template."  

J. T. opened the letter, holding it by the corners.


Edie Lockwood:


The game's more dangerous.  You don't look down 


on anybody now.  Act white or die.  Give one


million dollars to the white cause and the widows


of white patriots murdered by the illegal ZOG and


wives of white patriots imprisoned by the illegal 


ZOG.


J. T. got back down on his hands and knees in 

the wet grass to view the body in a head to toe visual examination.  The officers were silent.  A mariachi band played to the north across the river.  J. T.'s adrenaline high of detached professionalism gave way to prayer, rage, and guilt.  Prayer for Hazel and for help.  Rage at the savagery and arrogance of the animal who did this.  Guilt that he had not prevented this some way.  His tears of rage were contagious.


The small group of assembled officers were shaken by this unusual brutality.  They sent their silent prayers with Hazel up to heaven.  The Hazel no one had noticed.

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO



St. Joe Otero drove J. T. back to the gallery.  The women noticed the mud and grass on his knees and sleeve and the bullet proof vest.


"What happened?" Edie asked.


"Give us a minute," J. T. said, motioning Maggie East to the front for a private conference.  He introduced her to Sgt. Otero.


"That woman following Edie around, Hazel, has been murdered.  Deep multiple throat slashes, face painted white.  Total exsanguination, elsewhere.  The body transported.  A dump from close by.  There's a note.  No crime scene yet," J. T. said.  "Classic textbook pattern.  I want you to go back with Otero for a look see," J. T. said.  "The body was moved from darkness into light and displayed."


"A sexual sociopath.  Ritualistic?  Escalated?" Maggie asked.


"Both.  It's really sick," J. T. said.  "He followed Hazel from here, he's probably long gone.  So view the scene and I'll wait here.  You and Donna Jo are in more danger than Edie."


"I know," Maggie said.  "Those ladies are already very upset over being here."


There had only been a few times that J. T.'s duties required him to inform friends and family of such a senselessly violent death.  He said, "Hazel was murdered.  Stabbed.  It was him.  Froggie the stalker."


"Total exsanguination," Maggie said, "She bled out."


"This all happened a few blocks from here," Sgt. Otero said, handing Edie the clear plastic evidence bag containing the note.  The three women studied the note in the baggie.


"That's extortion," Maggie said, "It's officially an FBI case now."


"We are totally secure here for now.  Counting the outside man, there are four armed people here," 

J. T. said.


"Six," Donna Jo said.


"These women want to move out of here, and we'll do that very soon," Maggie said.  "I'll be right back."


"Maybe I should go with Hazel's body," Edie said, more or less thinking out loud, in too much shock to cry.


"Staying here makes about as much sense as a cricket," Donna Jo said, "There's no good reason.  He knows we are here."


"We'll bring a car to the front door.  You two will get on the floorboard until we leave downtown, and we'll go wherever you want," J. T. said.


"First things first," Edie said, "Have Hazel taken to a funeral home, not a morgue.  The best funeral home in Santa Fe.  I'll make all the arrangements."  She went back to the gallery office and called Cody, but no one was home.  Then she called a local funeral home.


When Maggie East returned, she pulled J. T. aside.  "We don't need DNA anymore or evidence.  I'm an attorney.  We need a picture, description, fingerprint, license plate number, or name.  I revised the description to over six feet, over two hundred pounds, and broadcast everything they would put out," she said.


"You shouldn't have done that.  Why?" J. T. asked.  "Donna Jo's an artist.  She said he was smaller and lighter."


"The depth of the heel prints.  The strength it would take to drag her.  You mean well, J. T., but having me view the body wasted time and greatly upset me.  I'm going to work the phones and cast a net for this guy.  I'll get the surveillance video and still photos made of all the over six-footers," Maggie said.


"Have stills made on everyone five-nine and up.  They want to go to Galisteo in their Jeep, and I want you with them," J. T. said.  "Thirty miles out of town.  I like that."


"Negative.  I'm going to the Eldorado, then the police station.  Hix will get some road blocks.  Hix already has four people calling motels, service stations, and convenience stores along Cerrillos Rd., St. Francis Drive, and the interstate.  I have all, every living, breathing man-jack among them, all the truckers in New Mexico, looking for abandoned bloody clothes or a tall cop killer leaving Santa Fe.  They are getting license plate numbers.  Hix has all of New Mexico's television and radio stations engaged in exciting and alarming the public to report anything.  She would have gushed blood for two to three minutes.  That's the one thing Froggie didn't count on.  I hit the CB's myself to start those truckers squawking.  Every single waste can on the interstate will be checked."


Now J. T. was silent, looking around him.  Only then did he realize his Stetson was gone, and he still had on the bullet proof vest.  He had only recently acquired the habit of pulling on his nearly shoulder-length hair as if he couldn't believe it was that long.  He threw his jacket and shirt on the floor and removed the bullet proof vest.


In Edie's world, people didn't whisper in one's presence.  It simply wasn't done.  Now she could see that her secretive employees were in open discord.  She walked over.


"We want to take the Jeep and one of you and leave," Edie said forcefully.


J. T. raised his palm to inform Edie to wait and spoke to Maggie, "Remember in our seminar how sexual psychopaths have very patterned behaviors?  Detailed planning leads to this compulsive trance-like state, both pre- and post-event.  There are two reasons he may still have the blood on him," J. T. said.


"In the trance-like state, he forgot the blood, or he enjoys it," Maggie said.


"Correct," J. T. said.


"Are you an apprentice?" Edie asked.  "Is this a tutorial at an inappropriate time?"


"Froggie's a lucky toad tonight.  In a trance-like state, he might slip up.  Now Froggie has the all-pervasive power of Jack Hix on his side."  

J. T.'s angry voice bounced around the near empty gallery.  "Wherever Froggie is, his motel TV, or car radio, or scanner, or CB radio will direct his flight.  Froggie, be real careful on the clothes.  Get on the back roads, Froggie.  Avoid trucks, troopers, and public snoopers.  We'll get back to you, Froggie, if we learn anything.  If escape ain't easy, fat meat ain't greasy.  It's my case, go with them.  I'll work here."


"No.  I'm the senior agent."  Maggie spoke very quietly.  She draped her long arm over Edie's shoulder.  "We've bonded a little, had a chance to talk.  The reason Otero can't drive the Jeep are two sawed-off, five-shot pump shotguns on the back seat under a blanket.  Each of these pistol-packing Mamas has a semi-automatic in her purse with two extra clips.  A lot of firepower.  Don't underestimate them.  Edie, you can't view the body, and I wish I hadn't."


When they arrived at the Jeep, Donna Jo insisted on driving.  


"Is it alright if I sit in the front?" J. T. asked wearily.


As they were pulling away, the police officer on the bicycle rode up to inform J. T. that the crime scene had been located eighty yards south of where Hazel's body was discovered.  Sgt. Martinez had requested that J. T. come over.  Hazel's body had been removed, so J. T. asked Donna Jo to drive over there.  As they rode slowly and silently down Galisteo Street, the women saw the yellow crime scene tape and plain clothes detectives with flashlights.  When they pulled up behind Sgt. Martinez' squad car, they could see the large circle of blood glowing in the dark inside the treeline.


"They spray blood with Luminol to make it fluorescent where you can see patterns in the dark,"

J. T. explained.  "You two wait in the car."


J. T. walked stooped over, shaman-like, all around the glowing circle.  The gossip and rumor about the FBI's forensics wizard had preceded him.  J. T. stood up and listened, but he couldn't hear the mariachi band.


"He dragged her in a long arc," Sgt. Martinez said, "Only to end up about the same distance from the same sidewalk.  The forensic pathologist was here.  There was no rape, nor any signs of sexual assault.  All undergarments were there."


Hazel Crockett's small cloth purse and its contents, one red tennis shoe, and the print were sitting on the hood of a squad car at the curb.  Donna Jo and Edie went over to take a look.  A row of half a dozen color pictures showed two laughing young blond boys in varied poses with a two-pound bass.  There was a set of keys, some change, and a hundred dollar bill.  A letter had been opened and laid out, the four corners held down by small stones.



Hey Punkin' Heads,



Thank you for that good letter.  My job goes


well.  It sounds like you are raising every color 


of pigeons.  Your Daddy got himself married to a


real fine woman.  I'm coming home soon.








Love,








Your Mother


"I'll arrange a funeral in Longview," Edie said, weeping softly.


"We'll go for the services," Donna Jo said.


Then the floodgates broke.  All those tears held back in the tough guy act the women engaged in for each other were now released.

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE



After they returned to the Galisteo Inn, Edie asked J. T. to spend the night in their room.  The door made a loud click as Edie left the room the next morning.  J. T. sat upright in the bed reaching for his pistol.


"Edie leaves every single morning like that.  She's all right.  She'll bring coffee," Donna Jo said.


Donna Jo was in the other bed less than two feet away pretending she had gone back to sleep.  Without makeup, her eyelashes were blonde and her freckles showed.  J. T. studied her face quietly for a long time.


"This is the first time we've ever been alone that we weren't dancing or walking," J. T. said.  "You want to dance?  There's a radio.  You are cute as a speckled pup, all strawberries and cream."


Her answer was a sly little smile and a quick peek.  J. T. waited, thinking up and rejecting dozens of things to say.


"You need in the bathroom?" J. T. asked.  "I'm going to take a shower."


She shook her head.


"In northern New Mexico, there's this big, really huge deal, conserving water.  Will you take a shower with me?" J. T. asked.  No one alive would ever know how hard that was to say or how lowdown dumb he felt as soon as he'd said it.


"Edie will be back any minute, J. T.  She'd be jealous.  Ask again sometime," Donna Jo said.


Edie called James Slaton.  He asked Edie to meet him in a roadside park on Artist Road, halfway up the mountain toward the ski area.  Edie refused, insisting they meet in the parking lot of the Greer Garson Theatre.  James was leaning against a battered and decrepit Mercedes when Edie drove up.  She motioned for him to get in the Jeep, but he refused, preferring to talk outside.


"Last night the local laws came in the La Fonda Bar asking how long we'd been there," James said, "That tall lady cop showed up and told them we'd been there ever since we left the art gallery.  My brother and I were under surveillance."


"Probably," Edie said, "I didn't know about it.  Does Cody know you are here?"


"Not exactly.  Leave him out of this.  He's arranged memorial services for Hazel tomorrow evening at the Unitarian Church.  Speakers.  Folk bands.  Everone who worked near the Plaza knew her.  He's walking from shop to shop to spread the news.  Cody's all tore up.  He's been writing a eulogy.  It's very moving.  He does want to talk to you.  Where are you staying?" James asked.


"When you signaled to me yesterday, I assumed you overheard my problem and proposition?" Edie returned a question with a question as an effective defense.


"Yep.  I made a phone call.  I know some people.  They are open to do Old Scratch's business," James said.  "Experienced.  You mentioned a ton of money."


"There could be a slight problem with location.  I have a name, wife's name, Texas city.  He's a parolee and a carpenter or cabinet maker.  No address or place of work," Edie said.


"These boys could find a parolee easy," James said.


"I have birthdate, driver's license number, and social security number," Edie said.  "Physical description.  Stuff off a rap sheet.  I'll give you seventy-five thousand right now and the same amount when it's done," Edie said.


"No, Miss Edie.  You started out at a quarter of a million, and it'll take that.  It's not a whole lot of money if you say it real fast.  It's Monopoly money to you.  Half up front.  Trust me.  I don't care about money.  This is for Hazel and for Cody.  He's broke and ain't getting any younger," James said.


Usually, Edie paid close attention to her intuition and emotions.  Little clues and whispers told her when things were wrong.  James talked evasively, establishing some credentials for his contacts.  A crow flew over them so loud and low they both ducked their heads.  When Edie pulled the handwritten page of notes about Sheridan Bailey from her purse, James saw the pistol butt as she intended.  When she told him she had the cash with her for the down payment, James became Jim Smiley, and he sold with an inner zeal, an actor's skills, and a pride in his bloodline.  James had been watching the debate behind Edie's eyes.  He knew she was close to a decision.


"For what it's worth, Edie, you are the only woman my brother has ever loved.  He waited for you twenty years," James said, and now his eyes teared up as he talked about Hazel.  "Last fall, Cody threw this benefit party for Hazel.  She took the money to have some stray cats spayed.  Then she let them go downtown.  Everyone knows that story.  Folks called her Red Cheeks or Rouge or Cats.  Cody will arrange a nice memorial."


"Cody Coyote, the Psychic Devotee," Edie said.


"Well, they say coyotes are God's dogs," James said.  "We do run small New Age scams and cons.  We really, really do.  In downtown Santa Fe, that's all right.  It's acceptable.  We are real popular.  Trust me now to help you with a decision.  Our goal is to move fast to prevent him from killing or raping or stalking any woman ever again.  He needs killing."


Edie made her decision.  The money was in ten thousand dollar packets, easy to count.  Edie removed the .9mm Glock and the extra clip and gave James the tan briefcase.  James copied all the information about Sheridan Bailey in his pocket notebook.


When Edie left the parking lot, James tailed her for several miles out Interstate 25 to Highway 285.  When Edie turned south on Highway 41 toward Galisteo, James turned around and drove back to Santa Fe.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR



James paced rapidly from one end of the living room to the other in his jailhouse walk, waiting eagerly for Cody's return.  He rehearsed a scene in his mind whose fantasy had been his lifelong companion.


Cody walked in talking about the memorial services for Hazel.  James waited sadly and respectfully until Cody slumped into a chair, far older this day.


"Lookee here, brother, remember when Frosty would come in off the road and Grandmomma would ask if he'd tipped over a score?" James asked, trying to conceal his joy and passion.


"Sure, I remember," Cody said.


"Frosty would pour money and jewelry all over the bed," James said.  As he emptied the briefcase, packets of money bounced on the couch.  "This here is ours, brother.  Best bankroll I've had since I was in the antiquities and historical documents business in Texas."


Cody picked up a packet of money and removed the rubber bands.  He ran it back and forth through his fingers, counting rapidly.  "Who was the mark?  What was the gaff?"


"I've always wanted to do this.  There's a hundred and twenty-five thousand for us to share.  There's honor among Slatons.  When I got a hold of all that money in Vegas, I was planning to cut it up with you, but those crooked Texas lawyers cheated me out of every thin dime."


"Grandmomma would always say, 'Don't practice conning on the family.'  Who'd you trick?" Cody asked.


"Edie.  The story was smooth as spit-shined silk.  You did the setup.  I did the hook and sting.  I heard her talking yesterday about a pile of money a show horse couldn't jump over."  James was a seasoned professional, proud of his work.


"Oh no, James!  You just don't get it," Cody said, "I love you and we'll stick together.  I love Edie.  We were engaged once.  When she gets over all this, who says we won't get together again?"


"You never got her a ring," James said.


"I couldn't very well ask her for the money to buy her a ring.  You mean well.  You were just doing your job, what comes natural.  This is far too serious.  Edie knows who killed Hazel.  You told her you'd arrange his way to the bone orchard, didn't you?" Cody asked.


"Some guy in Amarillo.  When she can't reach me, she'll go to the law on him," James said.


"I'm going to give the money back.  Where is she?" Cody asked. 


"Now that's the damnedest thing since Roy stuffed Trigger.  You are real upset over Hazel and not in your right mind.  It's a cool score.  She cannot tell the law on me.  Let's abscond for Sedonia or Palm Springs.  Santa Fe is over-saturated with healers.  A new truckload of healers arrives every afternoon.  Half the people downtown are healers, and the other half may enter the market.  We are broke.  We must have this money, trust me," James pleaded.  "This isn't any kind of money at all to Edie."


"You promised Edie you would have the guy killed?" Cody asked.


"Sure.  I pretended to know some people.  You could tell she was real uncertain, not your ordinary snake oil buyer," James said.


"I know the family traditions.  Slatons don't give money back and all of that.  I'm truly sorry, Little Slick.  The money goes back," Cody said softly, putting the packets of money back in the briefcase.


"Now hold the dice.  If you want to give back your half of the money, wait a few days to decide.  Besides, there is something I've been keeping from you.  Some tests showed I have stomach cancer.  I'll need my half and maybe yours for this here special operation."  James was crying.  "It hasn't totally hit me yet, but I'm dealing with it.  You have a grave and serious decision to make."


"You can tell me where she is or the Santa Fe police can find her."  Cody snapped the locks on the briefcase.


"She took Highway 41 south toward Galisteo in that blue Jeep.  She had on faded Levi's and a black T-shirt.  If you are crazy enough to do this, sit the briefcase open where you can see the money while you ride.  Every time that Mercedes engine misses a lick, it will remind you that your poor little brother, James, doesn't have any insurance or savings or a house or nothing."  James was crying for real.  "We've hustled hard all our lives and don't have anything to show for it.  We ain't got a pot to piss in or a window to throw it out." 


Slatons always showered and changed clothes at least twice a day.  Cody took the briefcase with him to the bathroom and locked the door.  He put on his oldest, softest, often-bleached Levi's and a new black silk shirt with billowing long sleeves.  James was watching television with the sound off when Cody came down the stairs.  Tommy Smothers  was yo-yoing on television.


"Look at that yo-yo," James said, pointing at the TV.  "That's the way our lives have been, up and down.  Chicken in the pot one day, feathers the next.  You are my brother, but you are also my pardner.  It is unethical, totally unconscionable to give that money back."


"I'll make it up to you.  I'm ready to channel Rasputin for large groups and love offerings.  I've practically memorized four books on him.  I've sent for six more books on interlibrary loan."


"If you learn one more trick, we'll starve.  Pretending you are Rasputin reincarnated just goes to show you are not in your right mind.  The single worst thing that could happen to you is that you get to believing in this New Age crap."


"What will make you laugh will make you cry," Cody said.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE
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As Edie listened at the door of the room, she heard J. T. and Donna Jo laughing uproariously.  She retreated to the main room to nibble on a chicken salad sandwich and collect her thoughts.  Edie tried to focus on the beauty of the gardens in the mid-afternoon light.  While she was looking out the window, Cody drove up in the smoky Mercedes.  She walked outside to meet him.


Cody pulled Edie into his arms and they hugged silently for a long time.  As J. T. Brackett walked up, he thought they had been together and dressed alike on purpose.


"You told me absolutely no one knew you were here," J. T. said softly and slowly to hide his anger.


Edie didn't feel like answering.  


J. T. turned to Cody.  "Hello, con man, bend a spoon or something.  Align her chagra.  How did you know where we were?"


"I invited him here," Edie said, "He is my guest."


"There's a memorial service planned for Hazel.  I came to tell Edie," Cody said.


"I'm attempting to persuade Edie not to appear in public.  I know a lot more about you than you realize," J. T. snapped.


"You know a lot more about everbody than they realize.  You know a lot more about Edie than she realizes," Cody said.  "Let me express my appreciation for the little man in the bow tie.  He followed us around the gallery, down the street, and sat at the table next to us in the bar.  He made notes.  Very smooth."


"He's an ex-Secret Service man that once guarded Spiro Agnew," Edie said.  "Too bad he didn't follow Hazel.  Excuse us, J. T., please.  I'll speak with Cody, then I'll join you in the room."


"When you get through conning her, run along," 

J. T. said.  "Go con somebody else.  We are busy around here."  Then he stomped back toward the room.  Cody held Edie again and both felt the buzz in their chests.


"My brother was taking a gypsy's leave with your boodle.  Here's your money.  You have to trust J. T. and the legal system," Cody said.  "Tell John Law everything you know right now.  I kind of like that guy.  He's right.  You shouldn't come to Hazel's memorial.  Santa Fe people are warm and emotional.  This will be an outpouring of grief as artistic expression.  There'll be rappers, folk music, rock, dancers.  An intertribal group of Native People will do a smoke ceremony.  There'll be an energy circle and chanting.  They are going to videotape it.  How long will you be here?" Cody asked.


"We have travel arrangements for Europe.  Remember that red and blue pack I bought right before you left me?" Edie asked.


"You asked me to move out.  I still have a picture of you with that pack on," Cody said.  "You had on a straw cowboy hat and your thumb up like you were hitchhiking."


"After you left, I did the hippie tour of Europe alone with one pack load and a Eurorail pass.  I stayed in youth hostels.  London to Budapest to Florence.  That was the first time I'd been so strong and self-reliant.  Donna Jo and I will retrace that route.  Do you need any of this money?" Edie asked.


"No," Cody said, "When do I get to spend some time with you?"


"When this is over."


"Everyone comes back to Santa Fe.  Every time I go down to the Plaza, I'll be watching for you.  I could never love any woman but you."  For once in his life, Cody Slaton was telling the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help him, Rasputin.


Edie put the briefcase in the Jeep.  When J. T. let her in, she noticed a note telling her to come out to the hot tub.  Donna Jo had on a white terry cloth robe and no makeup.  There were his and hers wet bathing suits hanging on the shower curtain rod.


"Looks like you all have had a busy morning," Edie said, "So tell us what you want us to do next, J. T."


"I talked to Maggie.  There's no real news.  We agree that's not really an extortion demand.  A more detailed demand will follow.  Donna Jo tells me you have tentative travel plans.  May I please list for you the specific reasons not to attend this very public memorial service?" J. T. asked.


"We won't go.  We'll do whatever you advise."  Edie's voice was flat.  "Anything you say."


"You will?"  J. T. was ready with logical arguments.  He and Donna Jo exchanged puzzled glances.


"For us to go to Hazel's memorial or burial wouldn't mean a lot.  We planned to fly to London and on to Paris.  Then we'll take trains down to Florence," Edie said.


"Edie's getting us in the fancy hotels of Europe.  If we are way over there, we'll be safe."  Donna Jo had already told J. T. about the trip to Europe.


"Is that plan alright?" Edie asked.


"Well, sure.  Maggie feels certain he'll clarify this demand or contact you very soon.  Will you give us permission to open your mail?  We'd also like one of our people to answer your phone.  We could have it forwarded to our office," J. T. said.


"No way, Jose.  That must feel incredibly strange," Edie said cynically, "Asking permission to open mail or listen to phones.  A first.  I'll have my mail and phone forwarded to Sasha McKay.  You can instruct her on how to respond if she gets a call from the Frog."


"I'll go back to the FBI labs and start all the way over, analyzing the evidence.  I'll report to you as often as you want me to.  I sure wish there was more I could tell you," J. T. said.


"I need to make some private phone calls and just don't feel like the living room.  It would give you two a chance to spend some more precious time alone if you took a ride or a walk or something.  There are horses."


Edie called several Santa Fe dealerships asking for bids on any new or less than two-year-old, dark colored, American-made, four-wheel-drive vehicle.  It would take a little longer for the dark tint on the windows, but a new, dark green Ford Explorer would be ready before seven.  "I'll be paying in cash" conjured up sugar plum images in the car salesmen's minds.

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX
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Early Monday morning, Edie and Donna Jo ate green chili omelets and took the scenic Turquoise Trail, Highway 14, through the mountains to Albuquerque.  When they stopped in Madrid, Donna Jo bought a thermos of coffee, several rolls of film, and some postcards of Navajo children dressed in ceremonial costumes.  On the first part of the journey, she had tried to make small talk or point out the various mountain ranges.  Edie gave monosyllabic answers as if lost somewhere, oblivious to the enveloping beauty.


"Just think, Edie, tomorrow we'll be at the Museum of Modern Art in New York, and the next day, we'll be catching a play at the West End in London," Donna Jo said.


Edie didn't say anything, wisely keeping her eyes on the narrow mountain road.


Edie pulled over by the side of the road outside Golden, New Mexico.  Donna Jo took a walk, picking wild flowers and shooting pictures of mountain ranges in all four directions.  When she walked back, Edie was leaning on a twisted, wind-crippled Douglas fir tree.  Four buzzards circled high above.  Edie watched them with a pair of German binoculars.


"When did you get the binoculars?" Donna Jo asked.


"Yesterday.  I thought they'd be nice," Edie said.


"You bought a flashlight, tennis shoes, a can of Fix-A-Flat, shotgun shells, mace, and binoculars, not to mention a new Ford Explorer.  That's not the way the new modern woman prepares for a trip to Europe.  Under these conditions, I don't feel right if you have things you are keeping from me."


"Let's lock up and climb part way up this mountain."  When they climbed so high they were winded, they sat back to back on a small boulder.


Edie started her story before she had fully caught her breath.  "I wasn't going to keep anything from you.  After the feedback talks at Christmas, I knew I could confide in you.  I've located Froggie the stalker.  When we get to the Albuquerque airport, we'll both check our luggage and go get boarding passes.  You fly alone to New York and check us both into the Algonquin Hotel.  It's prepaid.  I'll join you there, maybe as early as April Fool's Day."


"So that's what Cody's up to.  How'd you locate Froggie and why in the world haven't you told J. T.?" Donna Jo asked.


"There's a better way to handle it.  This is all planned out to the tiniest detail."  Then she told Donna Jo what the FBI file said about Sheridan Bailey and all that she could remember about him.


"You aren't even sure he's the Frog.  If he is, J. T. could put him away.  Is Cody in on this?"  Donna Jo had known something was cooking.


"Cody's not in on it.  This won't be hard to get away with if the opportunity is right.  No one connects me to Sheridan.  He isn't expecting me.  Sheridan thinks he's the predator and I'm the prey.  The exact minute I saw his name, we switched roles.  I'm going to track him down and shoot him in the face with the sawed-off shotgun.  I'm also going to get away quietly because of my great teacher, J. T. Brackett.  I've made a detailed list of clues not to leave.  No hair, fiber, blood, fingerprints, tire treads, shell casings, soil, license plate number, dead bugs, or live eye witnesses.  Remember when J. T. was talking about fantasy, planning, action?  In Gone with the Wind, Scarlett O'Hara is standing on this tall winding staircase when this mean snarling Yankee comes slowly toward her with rape on his mind.  Scarlett shot him right in the face.  That's my fantasy.  The planning is brilliant.  It's action time."


The wind suddenly kicked up.  The women sat silently awhile listening to the wind's moans and sighs.  Being a devout flatlander, Donna Jo felt tingles of vertigo.


"Just trying to fake that you took a flight would be evidence of some nefarious scheme," Donna Jo said.  "They do a head count."


"With their lips moving.  Everyone knows a stewardess can't count very high, plus they are checking for it to be long, not short.  At the airport, I'll drop you off and circle right back, saying I lost my parking ticket.  Then I'll go to Amarillo and come back.  When I return from Europe, I'll pay the first ticket and get a receipt showing the Explorer was there the whole time.  I've been getting a lot of twenty dollar bills where I can buy gas or pay for everything in untraceable cash," Edie said.


"Well, at least that's a relief," Donna Jo said.  "You are only planning a simple murder.  I was seriously afraid you were a counterfeiter."


"It's not murder.  It's self-defense or suicide.  When he focused on me, that was suicide.  I'm his Dr. Kevorkian."


"The Explorer is new.  It has less than a hundred miles on it if anyone checked," Donna Jo said.


"That's easy.  Round trip to Amarillo adds four hundred or so miles.  I'll say we went up to Taos and Questa.  No one is going to check."


At the Albuquerque airport, Edie helped Donna Jo carry the luggage inside.  Then her story worked and she was successfully parked with two parking tickets.


When she rejoined Donna Jo, Edie said, "Now let's go check the bags.  We'll buy more clothes and luggage in New York and London."


"It's too early.  I need a glass of wine."  Donna Jo grabbed her bags and walked off toward the bar.  All I have to do is delay her, Donna Jo thought, Edie always changes her mind.


Edie had no choice but to trail after her.  After the waitress brought them each a glass of white wine, Edie leaned in whispering, "A big part of my plan is not to attract any attention in the airport or leaving the airport.  Let's drink up and check the bags."


"It's the wrong vibe," Donna Jo said, downing her whole glass and waving for the waitress.  "You go by intellect.  Everything is so neat, logical, and machine-like.  Cause and effect.  I go by emotion.  Vibes.  I'm sticking with you.  We get on the plane together or we go to Amarillo together.  All of art history is the saga of artists sucking up to rich folks.  I can't abandon that tradition."


Edie attempted to reason with her until the flight was called and both had finished four glasses of wine.  Then they retraced their steps in the exaggerated dignity walk known to slightly drunk people worldwide.

CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN



After a hurried stop at a convenience store, they checked into the Zia Motel, an old-style motor hotel on Central Avenue.  Donna Jo popped the top of a can of Lone Star and sat on the edge of her bed watching Edie shovel down the junk food.  An unread Albuquerque Journal was her place mat.


"I'll keep your secrets all I can," Donna Jo said, "But I'm telling folks the richest gal in Texas is hooked on Fritos and bean dip.  That sort of thing makes poor folks gently snigger.  When folks ask me what you are really like, I'll talk Fritos and bean dip.  At the Galisteo Inn, you spent a lot of time in the hammock.  I thought you were relaxing.  You were planning."


"I was planning."  Edie took a long drink of skimmed milk.  "My mind has never been so clear.  There I was, suspended between two century-old cottonwood trees, staring through the leaves at the sky.  My mind went slow.  Most simply, I reviewed my mission, strategy, goals, alternatives, and decision.  I challenged my ideas and assumptions."


"You are trying to say you aren't going off half-cocked.  First, tell me your major problems and what could go wrong, then lay the rest of the plan on me."


"I have every detail worked out and reviewed on what I'll do and how I'll do it when I find him.  Neither Sheridan nor his wife Anita have listed or unlisted phone numbers.  The police or parole office could find him.  I'll check the carpenter's union and cabinet-making shops.  It's best that no one be able to place me in Amarillo.  My granddaddy, Cloudy, used to say, 'If everyone has a price, then I have everyone's price.'  If need be, I'll bribe somebody."


"He hasn't been out of prison long.  Maybe some of those ex-cons around the halfway houses know him.  It would be far wiser to deal with outlaws than laws," Donna Jo said.


Edie sat down the milk container, brushed away the Frito crumbs, and fell asleep in her clothes.  Donna Jo stared at her in disbelief.  She had rarely seen Edie asleep.


"Hey," Donna Jo said, "What about my plans?"


Donna Jo felt locked in the floating artistic thought that this was all so much like creating a painting.  She warned herself about colorful imaginings of subject, composition, and light.  She could see Edie in her vision with the shotgun.  Donna Jo had an addictive yearning to buy a canvas and acrylics and paint the scene right then.  Normally, when she had such an intense, emotional image, it became a sketch and later an expensive painting.  The most overpowering connection to nature and the supernatural for Donna Jo was the unmistakable fact that the paintings painted their ownselves.


"This is not a painting," Donna Jo said aloud.  Then she took a flash, close-up photo of Edie which provoked zero movement.


Finally, she shook Edie for nearly a minute until Edie opened her eyes groggily.


"We'll talk in the morning," Edie said.


"You said you were going to find him and surveil him for a day or so.  I'm going with you, at least for that part."


"We'll see," Edie was asleep again.


Donna Jo removed Edie's sandals and threw the bedspread over her.  I could call J. T. about Sheridan Bailey, she thought, but I hate to violate Edie's confidence now.


A few hours later, a car with a loud boombox pulled slowly past the window.  Both women were instantly awake, alert, and armed.  The car circled through the motel and faded away.  Then, in the release of tension, they both laughed.  "We are so jumpy," Edie said.


When Edie woke up, Donna Jo was already dressed.  "This is a first, you are up early," Edie said.


"I never got back to sleep.  I've been thinking.  We need to talk," Donna Jo said.


Edie sat on the edge of her bed rubbing her eyes.  She did her "stretch like a cat" exercises and went into the bathroom without answering.


"No wonder you can't keep a hold of a man, you are rude royalty.  I'm a commoner with common sense," Donna Jo shouted at the closed bathroom door.  "You better listen to me."


The two women drove along Central Avenue until they found a Mexican food restaurant with large plate glass windows overlooking the parking lot.  Edie wanted to keep an eye on the Ford Explorer.


"In the last months of 1992 and the first months of 1993, you and I have set a world's record for talking in a revealing, depth level sort of way.  Is that correct?" Donna Jo began.  Edie though this alone signaled the achievement of a lofty goal.


"That's true.  You said I was being much more positive in cognition and effect.  Less cynical.  You are exactly right, and you deserve a significant amount of the credit," Edie said.


"O.K., I want to discuss your decision to kill Sheridan Bailey.  There is a far better alternative available," Donna Jo said.


Edie picked the menu back up and pretended to read it even though they had already ordered breakfast.  Donna Jo waited, enduring the silence.


"I was hoping you would be in a rather receptive mood this morning," Donna Jo continued.  "Yesterday, you hauled my flatland ass up the side of a mountain to let go of this master strategy of yours.  I was suffering from vertigo, dizziness, and thin mountain air.  You sounded like you had a logical plan for about a New York minute."


"This is about decision making and a choice among available alternatives," Edie said, "Let me tell you about this.  When I became President of Lockwood Oil, I went to a Competitive Strategies workshop at the Harvard Business School.  It was a ten-day blur of workshops, lectures, company presidents, management professors, and computer models predicting the future of the global marketplace."


"This is all sounding so much better.  Forgive me for being so relieved."  Now Donna Jo was in her singsong mocking voice, waving both hands beside her face.  "If you were caught gunning down some hombre in West Texas, you could blame it on Harvard.  You could claim you were brainwashed at Harvard and be an odds on favorite to get off Scotty free with a West Texas jury."


"You always use humor as a barrier or mask.  A way to avoid.  With decision making and strategy formulation, you follow a dynamic paradigm.  It's a process.  Define the problem, explore alternatives.  Look at the future.  What are the premises, assumptions, the potential consequences of selecting one of the alternatives?  I simply don't have many alternatives available here," Edie said.


"Let's look at the time factor in this process.  There are steps or alternatives available before you kill him.  That should be a last resort.  Trust me if I promise you something.  I'm being very serious.  We will tell J. T. Brackett everything you know and hide and watch.  If they fail to put him in prison or if they release him, I'll help you kill him or get him killed.  You have my word," Donna Jo said.


Edie could see the waitress was bringing their huevos rancheros.  She welcomed the interruption which gave her time to think.


"At this time, no one connects me to Sheridan Bailey.  This is a one-time window of opportunity," Edie said.  "My mind is made up."


Donna Jo remembered how very often Edie had said, "I changed my mind" when explaining away a university she'd dropped out of, a Renoir she'd sold, a working cattle ranch she'd sold, and a couple of husbands she'd divorced.


After breakfast, they rode back to the motel room in silence.  Once inside the room, Donna Jo tried a different approach.


"Let me ask you one more big central question?" Donna Jo asked.  "Are you sure you are not letting some hidden subconscious emotional hatred of all men compel you to seek vengeance.  Something Freudian.  Your superego's getting hot flashes.  We are both on the verge of menopause."


"I'm not.  I don't hate men.  You are over in the ludicrous zone again."  Edie sounded exasperated.


"When this woman caught her husband asleep and cut his dick off, your selective perception made it his fault.  She drove off and chunked her husband's dick out the car window and you were real certain he deserved it some way," Donna Jo said.


"My situation is a primal, survival, very simple deal."  Edie sat on the bed right across from Donna Jo and took both her hands.  "In thinking all this through, there was this saddening reality shock.  There isn't any man to turn to.  No husband, father, brother, son.  There's just me.  I'll do.  Here we are, two middle-aged women with no men relatives."


"I have my adopted brother, Clarence, in Las Vegas," Donna Jo said.


"You talked about him when we were in New York," Edie said, "You call him Pup."


"Pup, Lord knows I love that man.  I didn't even learn until Daddy died that he preferred being called Clarence.  My daddy took him under his wind right out of reform school when he was fourteen.  He already weighed two-hundred and fifty pounds and was six foot four.  Huge kid, so shy it took a year for him to start talking around our house.  He was my bodyguard back then.  He's a bodyguard now, off and on.  We could send for Pup to stay with us and really protect us anyplace," Donna Jo said.


"It may take another generation for women to cease automatically thinking, 'If I have a big problem, I need a big man to solve it.'  When I took over Lockwood Oil, my first executive order was to institute a company-wide policy to bring more women into the executive ranks."  Edie walked around while she spoke.  "It still really hasn't happened.  It's hard to bring in significant numbers of new people with the whole oil industry downsizing.  We hired some women who had been successful in land work, lease negotiators.  We hired some women lawyers to focus on environmental law.  I spent most of my life seeking the man who would solve all my problems.  No more."


The telephone's loud, unexpected ring startled both women.


"Will you be staying over another night?" the motel desk clerk asked.


"It's the desk," Donna Jo said.  "We staying past checkout?  It's E-O eleven."


"We'll call him back," Edie said.


Donna Jo and the desk clerk began a friendly conversation about snow melts, rushing rivers, and the first flush of spring in New Mexico's mountains.


When they hung up, Edie asked, "So what is it you want to do?"


"I'm out of vitamin B-6 and zinc.  I oughta' get some before my hair turns grey and mood turns stormy.  You been chomping down my vitamins like they were popcorn," Donna Jo said.


"I'm sorry.  I'll buy more.  I . . . ." Edie said.


Donna Jo interrupted her.  "Oh, Edie, I'm joking again.  Gamblers call it ribbing.  Teasing.  It's so important you remember I'm joking a lot.  As a kid, I'd lose friends over jokes Daddy taught me."


"Feedback.  Honestly, everything you say is, well, charming.  Everyone labels you an eccentric because of the timing of what could euphemistically be termed intentional, even potential, humor."  Edie laughed.  "Tell me, is there ever a time, like Elvis's funeral or when Baby Jessica was trapped in the well, that you didn't think it was funny?"


Donna Jo covered her eyes where Edie couldn't see her face and pretended to cry, softly at first, with very slow whimpers which Edie didn't recognize as the melody of Fur de Lise.  Then she began louder, faster sobs to the same catchy tune.  She jumped up and began to open and slam dresser drawers until she found the only thing you could really still count on in old Route 66 motels like this, the Gideon Bible.  Donna Jo climbed up in the middle of the bed and held the Bible aloft in her left hand, pulled her skirt up and held it between her teeth.  "No" she tried to shout with her skirt in her mouth.


Donna Jo climbed down from the bed and sat across from Edie, she closed her eyes, and punched a finger into the Bible to select a random verse.


"It sez right here, 'A man brought the man of God bread of the first fruits, twenty loaves of barley, and full ears of corn in the husk.'  I know what that means.  God is saying for us to eat our roughage," Donna Jo said.


Donna Jo channel surfed the cable looking, as she always did, for the comedy channel.  She ran past flashed images of the ongoing standoff at the Branch Davidians' compound in search of a standup lounge act.


"You said your stepbrother, Pup, was a lifelong outlaw.  Could I talk to him about helping me?" Edie asked.


"He is my adopted brother.  Daddy took him in.  When Clarence got old enough, Daddy put him in a small apartment running a dice game.  They sent me to Smith College.  Now Clarence's daughter is going to Smith.  Help you how?" Donna Jo asked.


"Three possibilities.  He'd do it.  He and I would go do it, or he'd get someone else," Edie said.


"Hmmmm.  He's the only person alive I trust enough to even ask," Donna Jo said.  "If I can't persuade you to drop this, we could talk to him.  I'd feel better if he was with you.  You wanted ole Cody to go with you and he turned out to be a wimp, right?" Donna Jo asked.


"Wrong.  Once more."  Edie was looking up the airline companies in the yellow pages.

CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT
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They flew to Las Vegas late that afternoon, arriving at twilight.  Millions of points of neon light were below them.  Edie lost all the change in her purse playing the airport slot machines while they were waiting for their suitcases.  Donna Jo refused to give Edie her change, saying, "I don't believe in taking the worst of it."


They had left the pistols and shotguns, along with most of their clothes hidden in the Explorer in the Albuquerque airport parking lot.  Donna Jo couldn't get used to never worrying about money or theft.  Donna Jo told the limousine driver to circle through downtown, Glitter Gulch, before taking them on to the Mirage.  Las Vegas had doubled in size in the last decade and the traffic crept slowly along Fremont Street.


"There's my Daddy's grave," Donna Jo said, pointing at the sidewalk in front of Binion's Horseshoe.  "We spread his ashes all along that block.  That was his last request.  Binion's has the World Series of Poker, so all of Daddy's friends walk past his grave or where his ashes are."


They checked into the Mirage.  The phone number that Donna Jo had for Clarence "Pup" Hall was no longer in service.  The last she'd heard, he was a stickman on the graveyard shift at the Tropicana.  They decided to visit the Mirage casino.  Edie played some blackjack and roulette, making twenty-dollar bets, losing steadily and switching tables often.


"Play with me," Edie pleaded.  "You are no fun."


"I don't gamble," Donna Jo said.


"You play poker," Edie said.


"I play poker so good it isn't gambling," Donna Jo said.


"You play in this poker game over here," Edie said, "Twenty dollar limit.  I'll back you.  We'll be pardners."


"That's a nits and lice game," Donna Jo said disdainfully.  "Put up five thousand and I'll play in that table stakes game in the corner.  There's an empty chair.  It sure looks easy."


After a glass of wine and a brief discussion, they went back to the room to get twenty thousand dollars out of the briefcase.  Edie had refused Donna Jo's admonition to put the money in the hotel's safety deposit box.


Donna Jo took a seat in a no limit table stakes, Texas hold 'em game with nine men.  Edie pushed and shoved, saying, "Excuse me," until she had placed her chair directly behind Donna Jo's.  Donna Jo would glance at her cards and discard them, folding hand after hand.  The game was very quiet, the dealer announcing bets.


"The lady really grannies those chips.  When you coming in a pot?" a man said to Donna Jo.


"The U.S. Constitution and the Holy Bible don't say one bad word about gambling."  Donna Jo was counting out her chips.  "Raise three hundred.  The Koran and the Talmud are against it."


Three players called and the dealer turned three cards.  Donna Jo bet twelve hundred dollars and collected the pot when they had all folded.


"Let me see your hand," Edie whispered.  Donna Jo threw her cards in, refusing.  Then she began to fold hand after hand, silently.  Edie was getting bored.


Then Donna Jo called a blind bet and was raised and re-raised behind her.  When it was her turn to call, fold, or raise, she began a little speech.


"When the Pilgrims showed up, the Indians were already gambling all they owned on chunking rocks and foot races.  Hebrews cast lots.  The Romans would bet everything they had on a simple chariot race.  That's what I'll do.  Bet it all," Donna Jo said, shoving all her chips to the center of the table.  The dealer began to stack and count the chips although Donna Jo had more money than either of the two remaining opponents.


Edie reached for Donna Jo's cards which were laying on the table and Donna Jo slapped her hand away.  Now there was a long silence.  Then both men called the bet.  Donna Jo turned two red Aces face up, the best possible starting hand.  "Viva two Aces.  Viva Las Vegas," she sang.  The dealer turned five cards.  Both men threw in their hands without showing them and left the table.  Donna Jo looked impassive, but Edie was gloating.  Edie jumped up and helped Donna Jo to drag the huge pot.  They cashed in over sixteen thousand dollars winner and quit.


"Nice play, Miss Hall," the obvious professional said, "Slow playing two Aces can be mighty risky."


"That old trick about her trying to look at my hole cards works time after time," Donna Jo said.  The winners laughed, but the losers didn't think it was funny.


They took a taxi to the Tropicana.  Their questions about Clarence Hall met with a stony silence.  Casinos don't give out information about ex-employees.  An off-duty cocktail waitress overheard them and gave Donna Jo the high sign.


"I know him.  Great guy.  Big Pup.  You an ex-wife or bill collector?" she asked.


"She'd heard Pup was working as a stickman at the Las Vegas Hilton.  Donna Jo gave her a twenty which she barely noticed.  "A highroller poured a drink down the front of my dress," she said.  "Pup shoved him and got fired.  He lost his temper and shoved the man before he thought.  Casino help don't have any job security.  Pup Hall has been fired out of several of Nevada's fanciest joints for occasional acts of kindness."


When they arrived at the Las Vegas Hilton, Donna Jo saw Pup Hall easily across the crowded casino.  He was a large bald man with horn rimmed glasses and a bright, warm, if somewhat weary, permanent smile.  He was working as a stickman, calling out the numbers and bets on a dice table.  He'd made a life singing numbers at rolling bones.  Donna Jo took out twenty dollars and walked up to the table.


"Your dice, lady," Pup said, throwing her the dice expertly with the croupier's stick.  "A new shooter, ladies and gentlemen.  Place your bets.  A redheaded, fire-topped, rooty toot tooter.  Are you from Texas, ma'am?" Pup asked.


Donna Jo nodded, blew on them, and threw the dice.


"E-O-Eleven.  Front line winner," Pup said.  Donna Jo scooped up her winnings and passed the dice.  "The little lady had a hunch and bet a bunch."  Pup continued and pointed at his watch.


"He'll get a break shortly," Donna Jo said.  "They aren't allowed to chat on duty."  They split up, Edie after roulette, Donna Jo after wine and people watching.


Donna Jo was reading the inscription on Elvis's statue when Edie found her.


"If the King is alive, sooner or later, he'll show up here.  This is his old stomping ground.  Lubbock's Buddy Holly statue is a whole lot better than this," Donna Jo said.  She could see that Pup was no longer at the dice table.  He walked up.


"Ole pit boss is looking for a reason to bar me.  Can't talk here."  Pup Hall looked all around, then he grabbed Donna Jo in a big bear hug and lifted her off the thick carpet.  "I'll call you for a late breakfast."  He pointed up at the eye in the sky surveillance cameras.  "They are watching to see if we are cheating or passing chips."


"We are not staying at Binion's.  It's Judy Slaton at the Mirage.  Room 1106.  We're on the hide," Donna Jo said.


Pup Hall's sudden look of shock and puzzlement was quickly replaced by the professional frozen marble half-smile that was a required tool of the trade.  Then he looked at Edie as if noticing her for the first time.


"See ya about the time of the morning line," he said and walked away.

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE
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Pup Hall was sipping coffee and making up a racing form when Edie and Donna Jo arrived for breakfast.


"I don't bet the ponies no more," he said as he stood to greet them.


"Judy, this here is the one and only watermelon man," Donna Jo said.  Edie noticed that her voice had shifted to an even more stylized level of West Texas twang.


Donna Jo and Pup Hall began to reminesce in a colorful, almost coded language that switched visual images rapidly.  They spoke of whistling gals, crowing hens, ghost coyotes, standing cattle, unlucky screech owls, garlic for breakfast, tarantulas, tornadoes, horned toads, kerosene as a cure, sleeping dogs, and anxious armadillos.


"I was a stranger and they took me in," Pup said.  "I showed up in Lubbock in high-water britches when I was fifteen.  The Halls put me up and put up with me."


"Daddy loved proposition bets.  Sure things.  He grew up working in flat stores or bust out joints.  After I was born, he gave up cheating to go with the house percentage," Donna Jo said.


"Anybody you can cheat, I can beat on the square," Pup said.


"The way Daddy introduced Pup around was he had Pup drive up to the Lubbock Club with a truckload of watermelons.  Daddy gets a small side bet going tht he can get this hayseed to unload all those watermelons on the sidewalk . . ."


Pup interrupted her gleefully.  "We talk like we are betting five dollars on how many watermelons are on the truck.  Finally, Cato Hall is betting he can guess closer than anybody.  Then he bets everybody that he can guess within three watermelons of how many there is on the truck.  Of course, he knowed exactly that there was three-hundred and seventy-six watermelons.  We unloaded 'em for the count."


Now there was silence.  Edie noticed tears in the big man's eyes.  As they made small talk, he seemed to peer at Edie over his glasses.  As she always did when being scrutinized, her back became militarily erect.


When Edie went back up to the room, Donna Jo suggested to Pup they take a walk around the plush, oppulent and surreal Mirage.  Pup Hall preferred to sit right at the breakfast table sipping coffee.  Donna Jo told him about her great friendship and love for "Judy Slaton."  Then she told him how her month had been and how two people had been murdered.  If any of this surprised Pup Hall, it didn't show in his huge Buddha face.  When Donna Jo was telling him about the investigation and ex-FBI agent, J. T. Brackett, he interrupted.


"These laws know you are here?" Pup asked.  He began to look all around, checking the people around him, a lifelong habit.


"No.  Nobody but her and me even know we know who the killer is."  She continued her story for another forty minutes before Pup Hall spoke again.


"I was flat raised up and turned out to protect you and, in fact, took a blood oath to our Daddy to always protect you.  Did you ever know that?" Pup asked.


"No.  You was shore raised up different than most.  Ya'll was really close.  He really loved you," Donna Jo said.


"Cato was always calling me thick-headed, which I ain't.  I got to watching this here educational television and that guy Bradshaw.  Our Daddy always calling me thick-headed affected my inner child."  Pup Hall's eyes were moist as he remembered.  Then he continued, "For instance, your sidekick or running mate.  If her name is Judy Slaton, Popeye is as big a sissy as Richard Simmons.  Last summer, you was running with this gal that was one of the richest millionaires in Texas and claiming her as a best friend.  Now even a poor old ignorant, thick-headed redneck peckerwood like me prices it at ten to one it's the same gal," Pup said.


"You knocked that off, but this isn't about money.  You been bragging on me as some big time artist for years, while I wasn't one.  Now I am.  Emily can stay in Smith whatever happens to your raggedy casino trash ass," Donna Jo laughed.  "You ought to come on home to Texas.


"Lubbock, Texas, to me, was running the same dice and poker game from the same alley apartment for twenty years.  Twenty years looking out the same window at the same alley.  I love Vegas."


"You've told me you drink a little and swap stories with some of those Mafia guys out here.  Could you arrange something, a hit?" Donna Jo asked.


"Never," Pup answered emphatically.  "I'll insist now you distance yourself from all this here.  Big stuff can haunt you your whole life.  If you ask them people for an accommodation, favor, business loan, you owe them for life.  Tribute, favors, for life.  Them's the worst people to go to.  There's a guy here.  Lots of people know a story about how he whacked out two guys who heisted this big wheel executive from the strip.  They end up sleeping with Jimmy Hoffa and the fishes.  This guy I knew from the Trop took credit.  He shows up in a new Cad, new threads, no job, only he's running with a new swell crowd of casino biggies and highrollers."  Pup Hall had worked a small scam with Blinkie Darrow over five years ago in Vegas.  Pup was a blackjack dealer.  Blinkie would play small at his table and bring a half-filled glass of tomato juice.  Pup would palm and drop hundred-dollar chips into the glass.  Blinkie had dealers working at five casinos back then.


"My idea on this was really not to get you personally involved," Donna Jo said.  "Again, money is not the issue.  The little bitty trust fund Daddy set up for Emily's education doesn't cover much these days."


Now they reminisced about what an odd pair they made on their neighborhood walks when she was a bouncy pre-teen and he was a second-time sophomore at Lubbock High.  Pup told her how many of their old West Texas friends would comment on Cato Hall's ashes when he ran into them around Las Vegas.  Again, Pup urged her to get away from all this, saying, "One crazy mistake can haunt you all your life."  They had talked so long at the same table, he signaled the waiter and ordered breakfast again.


"I could set her up to meet a guy if I knew you were out of it.  You would never meet him.  But first, I'll tell you a story.  On and off for thirty years, I been wondering if you already knowed about this here.  Remember I stayed right close and did everthing our Daddy directed me to until I was twenty-two and I run off," Pup said.


"I remember when you ran off," Donna Jo said.


"I met these bad characters down around Odessa and Midland at some big poker game.  We thought we wuz hot shit young gamblers, traveling around looking for games and losing a little in every town.  So we go to stealing and robbing some poker games.  My pardner, George, had a big long list of everybody he owed and intended to pay.  He was well-known.  We'd stick on ski masks and rob them little out of the way poker games at small town country clubs.  We wuz good at it.  There was a huge poker game outside Ft. Worth in the fall of '63.  George gets inside to scout her out, only they wouldn't let him play.  Me and him could throw in a cold deck 'cause we wuzn't afraid of nobody."


"I remember that.  You came back home broke and Daddy took you back in," Donna Jo said.


"George knows these big time outlaws who have plans to rob two big downtown Dallas jewelry stores for millions in booty.  A whole swell mob is in on a big score."  Now Pup Hall excused himself and headed for the restroom as if his story had reached some natural conclusion.  When he returned he continued.


"The plan is to blow the safes off in these two separate jewelry stores when President Kennedy's motorcade passes through Dallas.  Sounded like a good idea at the time.  Back then, I looked up to people too much, and I looked up to George.  Me and him was supposed to be decoys.  Our job was to create a stir along the President's parade route.  You hear tell of the time I play acted an epileptic seizure in Paducah?" Pup asked, taking time to sip his coffee.


"I remember lots of stories about your play acting," Donna Jo said.


"In Paducah, the Texas Rangers raided this big dice game.  I play acted an epileptic seizure, and the Rangers let me and Cato go where he could carry me to the hospital.  Well, George knows this story, so I go right down where all these people is waiting for President Kennedy to come driving by and faked an epileptic seizure and asked for an ambulance.  The ambulance took me off to Parkland Hospital.  Ole George is supposed to run around by the train yard and leave all the hydrants open to create mud.  Then he was gonna' set off some firecrackers.  I'm gonna' circle back and meet George and get out of Dallas.  I jump off the stretcher and walk off.  On the bus back, I hear that the President's been shot.  George don't show up, so I hitchhiked to Fort Worth and holed up at the YMCA a few days."


"Then came back home to Daddy.  Did he know about all this?" Donna Jo asked.


"He did, and if he didn't tell you, he carried it to his grave.  How big can a secret get?  Our Daddy hid me out and worked me cheap.  I hid twenty years, people kept getting killed.  Remember, some fool crazy thing can haunt you all your life."


Pup Hall arranged for Edie to meet with the only alleged hit man he knew, Blinkie Darrow, under the proviso that Donna Jo stay out of it.  As to any pay or discussion of money, he refused.  When Edie finally came looking for them, Pup Hall no longer desired to converse with her.  He stood to take his leave, "I may do you an accommodation, Judy.  Some day, you might return a favor for my daughter.  She's plumb a stickout at Smith College."  Donna Jo walked with Pup out to the parking lot where he loaned her an Army .45 caliber pistol.


Pup often loaned pistols to out of town highrollers, arranged comps, met people at the airport, or acted as a bodyguard for no prearranged fee.  "I do an accommodation," he often said, "You hand me a little something."  It paid well.


After long discussion, it was mutually decided that Edie would meet with Blinkie Darrow in their room while Donna Jo hid in the bathroom.  Edie had carefully rehearsed her talk in her mind.  Assuming correctly that Mr. Darrow didn't care why she wanted to do business, she jumped to the central question.


"There is a man in Texas I want eliminated.  I can pay top dollar," Edie said.


"I doubt you can pump that sort of money," Blinkie said.


Edie impulsively decided to show him the money and pulled the briefcase out from under the bed.  During this period of silence, Donna Jo couldn't tell what was going on.  She heard the clicks on the briefcase lock and immediately recognized the sound.


"Does anyone except Pup know we are here?" Blinkie asked again.


When Edie shook her head, Blinkie pulled an oversized buck knife and pushed Edie face down on the bed.  He crawled on top of her from behind and was attempting to cover her mouth with duct tape when Donna Jo burst from the bathroom and hit him in the temple with the Army .45 caliber.


"You brought a knife to a gunfight," she shouted.  Edie was sobbing loudly.  Donna Jo and Blinkie stood there looking at each other for a few seconds before she hit him a solid blow to the nose with the pistol.  Blood squirted across the carpet and he began to whine, "Please, please."


"You think we ought to kill him?" Donna Jo asked Edie in a new calm voice.  Edie shrugged as if she didn't care.


The longest minutes Blinkie Darrow had ever experienced crept by as Donna Jo paced the room attempting to decide what to do.  Every few seconds, she would aim the pistol at him and he would look away.  Finally, Donna Jo picked up the phone and pretended to dial.


"Here, cover him," she said, handing the pistol to Edie, who looked numb.


"He tried to rob us," Donna Jo said into the phone.  She pretended to listen awhile, then cradled the receiver.


"They want us to mark him up where he will be easy to find," Donna Jo said.  "Stand up, dead guy."


Donna Jo took the massive Las Vegas telephone book and smashed it into Blinkie Darrow's bleeding nose with all her strength.  People shout frequently in casinos but not like this.

CHAPTER THIRTY



On the flight back to Albuquerque, Edie slept and Donna Jo drank beer.  Once, Edie woke up to say, "I got you into all of this."  They drove the Explorer to the Zia Motel.  In the middle of the night, Donna Jo turned on the lamp.


"It's three-thirty.  I'll call the Amarillo police to see if they know anything about Sheridan Bailey.  It would be deserted this time of night."


"Not yet.  I gave a fake name and license number to the motel, but a call could be traced," Edie said.


"I always carry two or three film containers full of quarters.  There's a pay phone out front.  Trust me.  Come listen."


Donna Jo called the Amarillo Police Department and asked for the Detective Division.


"Detective Division, Sgt. Higgins," the sleepy voice replied.


"This is Sherry Green with the San Antonio P.D.," Donna Jo said.  Edie was surprised that she had lost all trace of the beloved West Texas accent.  "We may try to interview a rape suspect from Amarillo named Sheridan Bailey.  He was released from T.D.C. for rape."


"Sure.  We all know him.  He was the single suspect in an unsolved murder here last winter, or last fall.  I am not sure if he is still here or not.  There's a Potter County deputy named Danny Neal.  It is his case.  A young woman was abducted from a bar.  She was stabbed and left out on a county road.  Neal's a fine man.  They say he's obsessed with this case," Higgins said.  "I don't know the particulars of this case.  The victim's family sued the bar.  Their lawyer is one of those active ladies, Sandra Harper.  She gets on T.V. every chance she gets.  Danny Neal is the one to contact."


At dawn, they packed the Explorer and carefully searched the small motel room.  Over breakfast, Donna Jo said she was eager to push on for Amarillo.  Edie wanted to wait for the mall to open in order to buy a police scanner and steal some Texas license plates.  Edie sat on the parking lot in broad daylight stealing the plates from an old GMC pickup truck with the screw driver and pliers she had purchased for this express purpose.  Donna Jo stood next to her squinting at the morning sunlight, acting as shield and sentry.


Donna Jo was driving east on I-40, cruising at sixty-five, and angry at the crowds of trucks.


"There's always a better back road.  This is too hectic," Donna Jo said.  "My family used to take Route 66 west for L.A. every summer to visit Mom's kinfolks.  Tell me more about your plan once you find him."


"I assume he lives in a residential area.  Much of my plan comes from J. T. or the Frog.  I have a ski mask, surgical gloves, all black outfit.  I'll check out parking, barking dogs, and a planned exit."  Edie leaned over to the back seat floorboard and sat the open briefcase on her lap.  "I am going to take the shotgun and this Glock.  This gadget is a laser beam which attaches to the barrel.  I'll pop him with it from a distance or the scatter-gun up close.  I selected a dark Explorer because there are so many vehicles like it on the road.  Froggie lost his truck in Lubbock because there was no traffic late at night.  He was easy to spot.  Hopefully, given surprise and opportunity, I'll strike between sundown and midnight.  What do you want to do?"


"Part of me wants to get arrested for these silly license plates.  Any law could run them on a computer whether they stopped us or not.  Let's at least steal some plates from an Explorer.  If someone chases us, throw fistfuls of hundred dollar bills out the window.  Maybe we can cause a big pileup."  Donna Jo began to sing, "Getting our kicks on Route 66."


"At night, the tinted windows and bright headlights would keep anyone from seeing me.  We told J. T. about the biker women, so I'll be disguised but not that way," Edie said.


"If we are going to shoot somebody, I'm going disguised as John Wayne," Donna Jo said.


"We?" Edie asked.


"I'm thinking about tagging along to watch your backside.  In Lubbock, you hesitated and I fired first," Donna Jo said.


"That is so much like what a man would say.  I was waiting for you to bring that up.  I am totally prepared to handle this alone.  I feared Sheridan when he was this unknown force.  I'm not afraid of a damned thing now.  I'll drive if those trucks bother you."


Donna Jo knew before she said it some feathers would get ruffled.  She drove in silence and punched on the radio.  The song, "Long Black Veil," came on.  "Lefty Frizzel was a bellhop at the Lubbock Hotel when I was a toddler.  Daddy had a dice game there," Donna Jo said.


When the song ended, Donna Jo turned off the radio, and they rode in silence for twenty miles.


"I don't doubt your resolve.  You are a strong woman.  My Momma grew up with thirteen brothers and sisters on a depression era Oklahoma dirt farm," Donna Jo said.  "They all took this very road to L.A.  All my aunts were educated and successful.  One was a renowned malpractice attorney, one was a highly decorated Army colonel who was a combat nurse in World War II and Korea.  Two of my aunts were college professors.  Two were nurses.  Another aunt ran fancy tit bars in L.A.  One aunt was the wrestling promoter in Odessa.  All were smart and tough.  You've been through consciousness raising groups and women's empowerment which is, frankly, just talk."


"I love you and appreciate you and am trying to reassure you this will be a planned rational action," Edie said.


"Why I'm mentioning my aunts and all is to point up our differences.  My daddy had a gun in every drawer.  I was carrying barking iron and totally prepared to use it when the chauffeur was dropping you off at toe-dancing classes."  Donna Jo laughed disdainfully, looking out of the corner of her eye to see if Edie was mad yet.


"You are letting the fact that you dropped out of all those fancy colleges and were in Mensa and all cloud your judgment.  Your plan to knock on the door and blast him when he answers it isn't too original.  You oughta' pay Amy Fisher a royalty.  I started a country song called 'She Shot the Wrong Buttafucco.'  Seriously, if you won't talk to J. T., which makes sense, I should be with you," Donna Jo said.


"We can stay in Canyon or Vega and call the Sheriff's deputy," Edie said.


"No.  Let's stay at La Quinta because we are so used to the rooms and it's anonymous.  Just don't register anymore as Judy Slaton.  She's about to qualify for a free night as a frequent traveler," Donna Jo said. 


"O.K.  Don't shoot anymore pictures.  Don't be doing repeated raids on the continental breakfast.  Stay out of the lobby," Edie said.


"Let me go alone to talk to this lawyer," Donna Jo said.  "Have you even thought about getting caught?"


"Yes, of course.  I would remain silent, catatonic, an amnesiac.  I would request no attorney.  I wouldn't say a word for weeks.  There would be reams of evidence that I acted in self-defense while crazy.  A million dollars worth of lawyers later, I'd walk.  It would be kind of like Patty Hearst.  Poor rich girl out of her mind," Edie said.


"They put Patty Hearst in prison anyway."  Donna Jo shook her head.


When they first traveled together, Donna Jo had occasionally requested silent time.  It was awkward for Edie, learning to be with someone without conversation, music, or television.  Now, the silent miles passed away.


As they cleared a small rise near Amarillo, they caught sight of the sweet surprise of eight Cadillacs buried nose down in a wheat field.  Donna Jo pulled off the highway and stopped.


"Cadillac Ranch is this total symbol of America's loss of innocence.  Big old Cadillacs spray-painted with graffiti.  If we walk over there for a closer look, somebody will break out a window and steal our stuff.  We are here on Route 66, the Mother Road.  When I was a kid, we'd go to my grandmother's house in Venice near the ocean.  Everything was so vividly colorful, unrealistically beautiful" Donna Jo said, "Nowadays, people packing for vacation say, 'Hey, don't forget the spray paint.  We might run into some art.'  In the fifties, Route 66 was a Doris Day movie.  Now, the truckstops are full of such scary looking people."


"I know many people in Amarillo," Edie said.  "We can not be seen.  No more photographs.  No more phone calls.  Too many people tape calls.  Even with your acting skills, no more phone calls."


Each time Edie issued another small order, it irritated Donna Jo, but she decided to let it pass.


"Amarillo's only one hundred and twenty miles from Lubbock.  We are neighbors in West Texas terms, but I don't know a soul here," Donna Jo said.


"I've been to many parties here," Edie said.  "My pals Shelby and Karin have great parties at their ranch.  I've been to three Western Merchandising conventions, big music and book affairs.  Once, I rode from Austin on Alvin Crow's bus.  His band played and Willie Nelson played.  I danced with Sam Marmaduke.  His family owns Western.  I danced with Stanley Marsh.  He stuck those Cadillacs in the ground.  He's a prankster, more fun than a fresh load of watermelons.  We both need a disguise."


Edie pulled into the La Quinta and parked well away from the entrance.  She filled out the registration card and paid in cash.  Donna Jo looked up the attorney, Sandra Harper, and the Potter County Sheriff's Office in the phone book.  Edie soaked in the tub as hot as she could stand it.  They brainstormed disguises, rejecting nuns, hookers, and cowgirls.  They ordered a large pizza and picked it up at a drive-through window.


"Alright.  I have a plan," Donna Jo said.  "You know Maurice on Northern Exposure?" Barry Corbin?"


"Yeah," Edie said.


"We played old people in a play once.  He taught me stage makeup.  We disguise ourselves as two hunched over old women with baggy coats," Donna Jo said.


"Perfect.  Perfect," Edie said, jumping to her feet enthusiastically.  "I need to approach Sheridan without him sensing danger.  The shotgun will go under a baggy coat.  Cody's hair looked so good gray."


After stops at a thrift store, a theatrical supply store, and a costume studio, they were ready to walk into Sandra Harper's law office near the Potter County Courthouse.  Edie's hair was cropped short and rinsed black.  Her coke bottle lenses and hand on Donna Jo's elbow made her appear legally blind.  Donna Jo's hair was sprayed a grayish blonde.  She had on dark Vegas showgirl makeup, long silver earrings, and looked like a Californian.  Donna Jo talked in a deep Southern accent.


"We are segment producers from Inside Edition," Donna Jo said, "We're going around the country lining up stories on unsolved murders.  We understand you represented a victim's family here.  We'd like to know more about the case," Donna Jo said.


Sandra Harper was a large, robust, loud woman whose self-righteous anger often led her to be a bully in the courtroom.


"I'm not at liberty to discuss that case," she said.


"This is a very big budget show," Edie broke her silence, staring straight ahead as if blind.  "We can pay a sizable sum for your cooperation."


"No.  Please excuse me."  Sandra Harper stood up to signal the end of the meeting.  This spring had brought an unprecedented attack on lawyers from novels, films, and joke books.


"You missed my meaning," Edie said.  "We would pay a large sum to the victim's family.  We'd negotiate.  You represent their best interests."


"They have already instructed me to avoid publicity.  They have refused local interviews.  End of meeting," Sandra said.


"We can pay fifty thousand dollars," Edie said.  


"Get out of my office," Sandra shouted angrily.  She walked rapidly around her desk.  The thick-lensed glasses made her appear right on top of Edie.  Edie instinctively reached inside her purse to caress the pearl-handled revolver she'd rubbed like worry beads these last weeks.  Donna Jo pulled her hand away and said, "Wait.  You all hold it.  We aren't reporters.  We were lying.  We are sworn enemies of Sheridan Bailey.  You have heard the saying, 'The enemy of my enemy is my friend'?  Let's talk now.  Hear us out.  Can we close this door?" Donna Jo asked.  Sandra closed the office door.  They took their seats.


"If you aren't reporters, who are you?" Sandra asked.


"Well, we are here to check out Bailey.  We're from San Antonio.  You tell her, Madge," Donna Jo said.


Edie was taken by surprise.  There had been no alternative plan.


"You tell her and I'll fill in the gaps," Edie said.


"We are certain he raped a friend of ours at knife point in San Antonio three weeks ago.  She knew him, but he totally terrorized her," Donna Jo said.


"Did he have a truck?" Sandra asked.


Edie described the truck.  Sandra pulled open a file drawer beside her desk, thought better of it, and closed the drawer.  Now, suddenly, the large gruff bear seemed to break down, sobbing softly.  Moments passed before Sandra regained her composure.


"I never met Linda Ramsey, but representing her family has been my personally hardest case.  I mourn her as if I knew her.  She came here last year from Nebraska.  Linda worked in a small bar out on Amarillo Boulevard.  Sheridan Bailey got into a shouting match there with some Vietnamese, and Linda called the police.  He left before they arrived.  She closed the bar alone and never made it home.  A passerby spotted her body in a bar ditch off Highway 136 the next morning.  Sheridan killed her."


"How do you know that?" Edie asked.


"It's a certainty, but there's insufficient evidence.  That's why it's vital that you persuade your friend to come forward," Sandra said.


"The trauma is so recent.  We'll see," Edie said.  "Our approach to you was clumsy, ill-conceived."


"Sheridan abducted a woman from the mall parking lot in 1987.  He rode up and down Highway 136 holding a knife on her, telling her he was a secret agent, and saying he might or might not kill her.  He pulled off on side roads twice to rape her.  She jumped naked from his pickup when he was doing about fifty.  She crawled off into the brush country and escaped.  She had broken ribs, a broken ankle, and asphalt burns all down one side.  She testified, and Sheridan was convicted.  He did less than three years.  Linda Ramsey's body was found right where the previous victim jumped from his truck.  However, nothing about the previous crime can be used as evidence."


"Was she stabbed?" Edie asked, but she knew the answer.


"Her throat was slashed.  People around the bar knew Sheridan.  He bragged all the time about being a Viet Nam veteran, which he isn't.  He hates blacks and Vietnamese.  When several people told them about the ruckus, the Sheriff's deputies ran Sheridan's rap sheet and drove out to interview him," Sandra said.  "He runs a used furniture store and lives in a little house behind the store with his wife.  The store was closed.  The wife and truck were gone.  Sheridan signed a consent to search form with no surprise.  Just like he was expecting them.  There was not any type of knife or scissors in the house.  He could not produce the bright green Western shirt or the new Levi's he had on the night before.  When they found the truck, it had been detailed.  He washed it, then took it to a detail shop.  There's just too much stuff you can't tell a jury."


"Where is that little ole furniture store?" Donna Jo asked in an offhand manner.


"Longhorn Antiques.  Out on West 6th.  There are several excellent antique stores along the historic Route 66.  They run a bad used furniture store that's nearly always closed.  Sheridan's flashed rolls of money and highrolled for years around the honky tonks," Sandra said.


"The next step would be for our friend to tell her story to you.  She won't talk to the police at this time.  She'd trust you," Edie said.  I've found him, she thought.  I know exactly where Sheridan Bailey is spending his last few hours.


"Here's what really makes me bitter, really angry," Sandra said, "Bailey ran a mail fraud scheme soliciting funds for this nonexistent organization he called The New Aryan Movement, or N.A.M.  He'd write all this racist gibberish about the Jews and blacks.  The letters claimed he was tax-exempt and the donations were deductible.  The feds mysteriously let him go when they had a solid case on him.  He couldn't have killed Linda Ramsey if he was in prison.  The 

FBI totally stonewalls the case.  They won't seek 

an indictment or answer why not.  I blame the government."

CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE



Edie drove slowly out West 6th Street past old motels, bars, convenience stores, used car lots, and antique stores.


"This is terrible.  It's really crowded along here," Donna Jo said.  "Getting in and out could be tougher than putting socks on a rooster."


Near the end of the strip of stores, they saw the rundown storefront and the sign, "Longhorn Antiques."  All the other stores were open, but this one had a large "Closed" sign in the window.  The small wood house directly behind the store was encircled in weeds.  The paint was peeling and there were several newspapers in the yard.


"Maybe they moved," Edie said.  "We'll come back later.


Edie paced around the motel room.  Donna Jo cleaned and oiled the twin twelve gauge, sawed-off pump shotguns.


"We could get walkie talkies," Edie said.  "You can stay with the vehicle and be a lookout."


"His scanner could pick up walkie talkies.  I'll go along with you," Donna Jo said.  "Are you going to say anything to him?"


"No.  I wanted to.  A tape recorder or his telephone could record any sound I make.  I'll fire as soon as I see him, before he can say anything," Edie said.


Donna Jo carefully made up Edie, deepening and adding wrinkles, patting on the powder, spraying in the gray.  Then she made herself up.  They practiced walking slowly, bent over, concealing the sawed-off shotguns under the oversized, baggy cloth coats which they wore draped over their shoulders like capes.


They drove by the furniture store again.  It was still closed and there appeared to be no activity at the small house.  They parked a block away and took turns watching the store with binoculars.  In the late afternoon, Donna Jo said, "There's somebody unlocking the store."


As they drove slowly by, a large, heavy set man just inside the door was yelling furiously at a small, cowed, terrified woman.


"He's snarling and quarreling with his little darling," Donna Jo said.


"That's him.  That's Sheridan.  I'll drive around the block," Edie said.


"We've been here too much now.  Let's come back tonight."


Each night, Sheridan Bailey returned to the small office in the back of the furniture store to escape Anita and reality.  It was his time.  Time to watch his show.  He unlocked an old trunk and removed the ancient tin box--scarred, dented and rusted from over seventy years of use.  It had been his father's.  Sheridan held the box with both hands, rubbing it, then he sat in his chair, the old Barcalounger, in front of the television.  Sheridan could barely make out the words "Old Fashioned Candies" on the lid of the box.  His pupils narrowed.  His skin tingled.  He breathed rapidly.  He lifted the lid, slowly and ritualistically, feeling the beginning of an erection.


He removed a tiny bus station photograph of himself.  There he was thirty years ago--smiling, with a full head of close-cropped hair, the thin tie and lapels and his pledge pin.  Next, he removed the Civil War era tintype photograph of a fierce, angry looking man with a curly haired boy on his lap.  Sheridan didn't really know who they were, but he thought it had to be his grandfather and great-grandfather.  Sheridan rolled the 1972 Eisenhower silver dollar around his fingers.  All he had left of his father were the tin box, the silver dollar, and the memories of all those beatings.


There were only four items left in the box.  This was his time, the best time.  The reverie, the reenactment, the triumph of memory.  The first trophy was a simple black pocket comb.  It said "Unbreakable" on one side.  This was a souvenir of his first kill.  A stranded black motorist provided the opportunity for Sheridan to act on his delusional fantasies.  He took the comb as a totem without thinking.  Sheridan held the small gold friendship ring up to the light.  It came from Linda Ramsey in Amarillo.  By then, he knew he'd take home some cherished small item to remember her by.  The small two-bladed pocket knife came from Toddie Lamb's pocket.  The last, the best, the newest souvenir was the icing on the cake--the Dolphin earring from Hazel.  A loud knock on the store's front door shocked Sheridan away from the surreal accuracy of his diseased memory.  Rush Limbaugh had just finished saying that all liberals are alike.


"Can't you see we are closed?"  He shouted, but the two old women both knocked steadily.


The sudden interruption of his dazed nightly ritual set off Sheridan Bailey's explosive, violent temper.  He charged the front door.  As he pulled the door open, both women raised the shotguns from beneath their coats and fired at the same time, tearing away every recognizable feature of his evil face.  They watched, fascinated.  Then Donna Jo pulled Edie away.  The Explorer was a long half-block away.  "Stay in character," Donna Jo whispered.  They exchanged high fives and drove away.  An ambulance passed them on Western going the other way.  The police scanner reported an apparent homicide on West 6th Street.


Donna Jo was driving as they left Amarillo.  "This is so American.  Here we are, right on America's main street.  We are getting our kicks on Route 66," she sang.

EPILOGUE


One Week Later


When J. T. Brackett arrived back at his Dallas apartment, it was bright and clear after a fickle spring shower.  There was a rainbow in the east that J. T. couldn't see because of the tall buildings.  At the top of a stack of mail the maid had left on the kitchen table was a card from Donna Jo Hall postmarked London.  J. T.'s tired heart was suddenly alert.  He held the card, rolling it over and over in his hands.  The little red light on his answering machine winked seductively, but J. T. ignored it, comtemplating why this card meant so much to him.


He opened a cold Lone Star and started a hot bath, at first planning to delay opening the card until he had decompressed a notch or two.


J. T. turned on the television only to see the umpteenth rerun of the A.T.F. agent being shot and rolling off the roof of the Branch Davidians' compound.  He turned it off.


The plain white card said:


We'll be back in London by April 11th at the Le Meridien.  Edie has invited you to join us at her expense.  Call Ryan Travel in Austin.  Hop the Concorde.  If you are thinking about me even half as much as I'm thinking about you, you'll show up.  








Love,








Donna Jo


There were X's all over the card.


The message on the machine from Jimmie Carnes at the FBI said, "Just wondering about you.  We always talk about going fishing, but we never do."  J. T. could not imagine why Carnes would use this old code.


That night at eight-thirty, J. T. called a pay phone in Virginia from a pay phone in Dallas using a whole ten-dollar roll of quarters.


"Your stalker is dead," Jimmie said in a matter of fact conversational tone.  "His name was Sheridan Bailey.  He was killed a week ago in Amarillo by two unknown assailants with shotguns.  His house had a lot of FBI raw files from the late sixties, COINTELPRO stuff.  The Amarillo police alerted us.  Mr. Bailey had been a long-term, highly-paid FBI informant.  It's just disgusting.  When we first joined the Bureau, he was paid over twice what we were."


"So that's why we are talking on this channel," J. T. said.


"Yeah, he was just great at infiltrating civil rights groups way back there, but he was a total flop trying to get inside white supremacist groups.  When you are in town, I'll show you his made for TV movie file.  We paid him right up until they hauled him off to a mental hospital for kidnapping and rape."


"Tag him as the stalker," J. T. said.


"He was on the long list of white supremacists.  On a lot more than a hunch, we did a DNA match.  It's him conclusively, unofficially," Jimmie said.


"Unofficially?" J. T. exclaimed.


"You know I'm not within regs talking, and I need the old learn it and forget it," Jimmie said.


"Of course," J. T. said.  "Are you going to leave the police in Austin and Santa Fe in the dark?"


"We have to.  It is a very sensitive national security issue.  His death will always remain unsolved.  There's no evidence.  One passerby made a statement about two old women getting out of a dark sport utility vehicle.  It's a rough neighborhood.  Late at night, it stood out.  Do you know what that means?"  Jimmie Carnes was quietly laughing.  "It means your boss lady and her sidekick both shot him in the face.  I wouldn't give a tinker's damn if they did."


"That's preposterous.  They went to Europe," 

J. T. said.


"Not for three untraceable days after they left Santa Fe.  They flew out of Albuquerque the morning after Bailey's murder.  The Bureau can't trace your rich pal.  She isn't using credit cards.  The Bureau did unprecedented favors and provided the information she needed.  So now, let's forget we know this, as always."


"If I've learned anything in the last thirty years, it's how to act like you don't know something," J. T. said sadly.  "Guys like us never forget, ever."


"When you coming to visit?" Jimmie asked.


"I may be in love with a redheaded artist.  Sooner or later, I'll join them in London," J. T. said.  "Love and logic never did have much to do with one another."








The End 
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