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The sun was white and hot, and the wind blew ceasdesdly.

Annie Hatch stood done on her ranch house porch, one hand absently rubbing her somach as she
tried to decide what to do. The late-morning sun made her squint, the temperature aready riding near
ninety.

But the wind that coasted across the high desert made her wish, for the firg timein along time, that she
were back in Cdifornia

It hissed softly through the brush, and whis-pered softly in her ear.

Of course, she thought; you could also just be adoddering old fool. A quick smile, aquicker sigh, and
sheinhded

dowly, deeply, taking in the heet, and the pinon, and, so faintly she might have been imagining it, a sweet
touch of juniper.

Wind or not, voices or not, thiswas, dl indl, far better than Hollywood.

That was where she and Burt had made their money, so many years ago it might have been a dream;



here was where they had findly made their lives, no dream at dl.

A breath of mdanchaly fluttered her eyelids closed for a moment. It wasn't easy being a widow, even
after fifteen years. There were Hill too many times when she thought she heard him dumping back from
the stable behind the house, or whidling as he fiddled with the generator, or blowing gently on the back
of her neck.

Thewind did that to her, too.

"Enough,” she muttered, and strode impatiently to the end of the porch, leaned over the waist-high,
rough-hewn rail, and looked down the sde of the adobe house to the stable. She whistled twice, high,
sharp, and loud, and giggled slently when she heard Nando curse, not very subtly let-ting her know he
hadn't finished saddling Diamond yet, was she trying to get him trampled?

A second later he appeared in the open door-way, hands on his wide hips, glaing a her from under
his time-besten Stetson.

She waved galy; he gestured sharply in disgust and vanished again.

"That's crud," asoft voice said behind her.

She laughed as she turned. "He lovesit Sil, and you know it."

SlviaQuintodo looked at her skepticaly for as long as she could. Then she grinned broadly, shaking
her head as if a a child too angdic to be punished. She was a round woman, face and fig-ure, with
draight black har forever caught in asngle braid that hung down her back. Her skin was amost copper,
her large eyes the color of a dalit night. Today, as dways, she wore a loose, plan white dress that
reached to mid-shin, and russet deerskin boots.

"You'redaring," she scolded lightly.

Annie blinked.- "I an? I'm sorry. My mind was wandering." She stared at the westhered floor-boards.
"I guess I'm just feding my age today, dear.”

Sviardled her eyes—aoh, please, ot again—and returned ingde to prepare an early lunch.

Annie thanked her dlently for not feeding the sdf-aty.

In truth, she knew she wasn't so bad for an old lady of sixty-one. Her face was narrow, accentuat-ing
green eyes and dark, not quite thick, lips the lines there were more from the sun than her age. Her har
was white, but softly so, cropped short and brushed sraight back over her ears. Practicdl, but ill lovely.
And her dender figure was such that, even after dl these years, she was dill ableto
turn more than a few heads whenever she drove into the dity or up to Santa Fe.

It was good for her ego.

Oh brother, she thought; it's worse than | thought.

What it was, was one of those days that crept up on her now and then—when she missed Burt so
much it burned. There was never any particu-lar reason for it, no pecific thing that jogged her memoary.
It just happened. Like today. And the only cure was to take Diamond and a canteen and ride into the
desert.

Maybe, if she were brave enough, dl the way to the Mesa.

Sure, she thought; and tomorrow I'll wake up and find Burt beside mein bed.

A snort behind her made her jump.

She whirled just as Diamond thrust his head over the rail, his nose catching her ssomach and shoving
her back a step.

"Hey!" she said with a scolding laugh. "Knock it off, you big jerk.”

He was dready in bridle and saddle, a short black horse with a rough diamond blaze between his
eyes. Nando stood beside him, grinning, one hand on the animd's rump, his stained brown hat pushed
back on his head.

"Serves you right,”" he told her smugly. He could have been Silvids twin, not her husband, save for the
ragged streaks of gray in his hair.
and the fact that his broad blunt nose had been broken too many times for him to be rightly called
handsome. Those who didn't know him figured him for an ex-boxer or an ex-Marine, not the foreman of
aranch that wasn't much of aranch anymore.

Annie made a show of ignoring hm and his rebuke. She adjusted her straw Western hat, fixed the



strap under her chin, and svung her legs eas-ily over the rail. Without pause or hesitation, she grabbed
the horn and swung lightly into the sad-dle. Only then did she look down a him. "Not bad for an old
lady, huh?'

"The day you get old, Senora,” he answered solemnly, “is the day | stop shoveling horse shit for a
living and start sdling bad turquoise to the tourists up Santa Fe."

Diamond shook his maneimpatiently.

A warm gugt made them turn their heads, but not before she saw the expression on his face.

When he looked back, he was somber. "It talks"

"1 wouldn't know."

He shook his head dowly, not quite sadly. "You know. Y ou dways know."

She grabbed the reins angrily. "I know nothing of the sort, Nando." She was prepared to cluck
Diamond away when Nando tapped her leg. "Now what?"

He reached behind him and pulled out a can-
teen. Grinning again: "No rain, no water." He tucked it into the silver-studded saddlebag.

She thanked him with a brusgue nod and guided Diamond across the side lavn to a break in the
double split-rail fence she had painted white the year before. Once through, she followed it around to the
front, checking the grass ingde to see where it was dying.

Everywhere, sheredized; everywhere.

Despite the extraordinarily expensve, undoubt-edly wasteful belowground sysem her late hus-band
hed inddled himsdf and had connected to one of the score of deep wdls on the ranch, the grass seldom
aurvived intact dl the way through the summer. Still, she thought as the ranch drifted away behind her,
wadeful or not, it was better than nothing.

Atleastit had color.

Atleagtit had life,

"All right,” she snapped to the shadow that rode beside her. "All right, that's enough, Annie, that's
enough.”

Her right hand held the reins lightly; her left hand rested on her thigh, and it trembled.

She ignored it, concentrating instead on the ralling land ahead, automaticaly checking for wind or
flash-flood damage to the narrow wood bridges Burt and Nando had built across the sev-erd arroyos
meandering across the four thousand acres, glancing to her right every so often at the
high heat-brown hill that blocked the sun each morning. Like the exposed knobby root of an ancient,
digant tree, it flanked the recently paved road that led east to the interstate and west to the Mesa

Totheresarvation.

She couldn't seeit from here.

Thehill crossed the road a haf-mile ahead, ill high, sill marked with thorned shrubs and tufts of grass
sharp enough to dice through a pam, gill studded with large brown rocks and partialy buried boulders.

Likeawal to keep the rest of the world out.

Or to keep the Konochinein.

For some, however, it wasn't high enough or strong enough.

They left to see what the world outside looked like, to discover what the world had to offer besides life
on areservation.

For her, it was Burt, and a brief but lucrative career in Hollywood; for others, unfortunately, it was
prejudice and pain, and ultimatey, a grave too far from home.

Diamond shied suddenly, forcing her to pay atention, to glance quickly at the ground for signs of
rattlesnakes. They'd be out now—the sun was high and warm enough—coiled deceptively dill on
whatever rocks they could find.

She saw none, and frowned her puzzlement when the horse began to prance, tdling her he
waan't thrilled about approaching the ranch side of the hill

That's when she saw the buzzards.

Hve of them circled low near the two-lane road, and she mouthed a sharp curse as she nudged the
horse in that direction. There weren't many cattle left; she had sold most of them off not long after Burt



hed died, and seldom replaced the ones she logt. Every so often, though, one of those remaining found a
way through the barbed wire tha marked their pastures. Sometimes they tumbled into an arroyo;
sometimes arattler got them; sometimes they just couldn't find the water or the food and Smply gave up,
laid down, and died.

Closer, and she saw a van parked on the sandy shoulder, on the far Sde of the fence tha ran dong the
blacktop. Vague waves of ghosily heat shimmered up from the road, blurring the vehi-cle's outline.

"What do you think?' she asked Diamond. "Tourigts?"

The desert beyond the Sandia Mountains was beautiful in a stark and desolate way, with flashes of
color dl the more beautiful because they were so rare. It was adso a tragp. It wasn't unusud for an
unthinking tourist to pull over because he wanted to wak alittle, stretch his legs, check things out. It dso
wasn't unusud for the heet, and deceptive distance, to combine to lose him.

One minute, you could see everything; the next, you were aone.

Sometimes he didn't makeit back.

Another twenty yards, and Diamond pulled up short.

"Hey," she said. "Come on, don't be stupid,”

He shook his head vidently, reaching around to nip a her boot, a Sgn he wasn't moving another inch

She glared hdpledy at the top of his head, watching his ears twitch in agitation. Forcing him would
Serve no purpose. He was as stubborn as she, and most dfinitely stronger.

"Can you sy 'glue?’ she muttered sourly as she swung out of the saddle and ordered him to Stay put,
"ldiot."

Dudiing her hands on her jeans, she trudged toward the van, scanning the area for whoever it was who
hed been stupid enough to leaveit.

She hadn't gone a dozen yards when she heard treflies

Her somach tightened in anticipation, but she didn't stop. A check of the fence reveded no breaks in
the wire, no toppled posts. The van itsdf was a dusty dark green, streaked with long-dried mud.

"Hdlo?' shecdled, justin case.

Theflies sounded like bees.

Thewind nudged her from behind.

She stepped around a sprawling juniper, and
her |eft hand ingtantly clamped tightly to her somach.

"Oh God," shewhispered. "Dear Jesus."

It wasn't alost cow.

There were two of them, and they lay face-down, arms and legs spread, unnaturdly twisted. Hies
crawled in undulaing waves over them, thick and black, drifting into the air and drifting down again. Not
five feet away, a buzzard watched, its wingsflexing dowly.

It snapped its beak once.

Annie spun away and bent over, hands on her knees, eyes shut and stomach lurching, her throat
working hard to keep the bile from risng.

She knew the bodies were human.

But only by their shape.
Even with the flies, even with the sun, it was clear they had been skinned.




The sun was white and hot, and there
was no wind. Traffic in the nation's capital moved
allenly and loudly, while pedestrians, if they moved at dl, glowered absently at the ground,
praying that the next building they entered had its ar conditioning working. In this prolonged July hest
wave, that wasn't dway's the case.
Tempers were short to nonexistent, crimes of passion were up, and blame for the extreme dis-comfort
was sdldom aimed at the wesather.

The office in the basement of theJ. Edgar Hoover Building was, according to some, a
working monument to the struggle of order over chaos.

It was long, not quite narrow, and divided in hdf by the remains of a floor-to-calling glass par-tition
from which the door had long since been removed. Posters and notices were tacked and taped to the
wadls, and virtudly every fla surface was covered by books, folders, or low stacks of paper. The
lighting was dim, but it wasn't gloomy, and as usud, the ar conditioning wasn't quite working.

In the back room, two men and awoman stared at a series of red-tabbed folders lying on a waist-high
shdf. Each was open to the stark black-and-white photograph of a naked corpse, each corpse lying in
the center of what appeared to be atiled bathroom floor.

"I'm tdling you, it's driving us nuts" the fird man complained mildy. He was tdl, solid, and a
close-cropped redhead. His brown suit fit too snugly for red comfort. Histie had been pulled away from
his collar and the collar button undone, the only concessions he made to the barely moving air. He wiped
a hand over a tanned cheek, wiped the pdm on his leg. "I mean, | know it's a signature, but Il be
damned if | can read it"

"Oh, put your glasses on, Stan,” the woman muttered. She was near his height, her rounded face
smooth, dmog bland, with thin lips, and
narrow eyes under dark brows. Unlike his clothes, her cream linen suit could have been tailored. "That's
no sgnature, it's just dashes, for crying out loud. Y ou're the one who's driving us nuts.”

Stan Bourndl closed his eyes briefly, asif in prayer. He said nothing.

"It's the bathroom that's important,” she con-tinued, her voice bored. It was clear to the second men
that she had been on this route a hundred times. She pulled a tissue from a pocket and dabbed at her
upper lip. "It's easier to clean, it's too smdl for the victim to hidein or run around in, and—"

"Beth, Beth," Bourndl said wearily, "I know that, okay? I've got eyes. | can see”

The second man stood between them, hands easy on his hips. His jacket was draped over a char in
the other room with his tie, and the deaves of his white shirt were rolled back twice. His face was
unlined, and his age could have been anywhere from his late twenties to his mid-thirties, depending on
how generous the estimate wes

Right now, hefelt more likefifty.

The bickering had begun the moment the two agents had stormed into the office; the sniping had begun
once the folders had been lad out.

He took a step away from them, closer to the work shelf.

They were both right.

He had read the files saverd days ago, at his Section Head's request, but he didn' tdl the agents that;
their tempers were frayed enough aready.



He sniffed, and rubbed a thoughtful finger dongsde his nose.

All five victims—or at least, the five the FBI was thus far aware of—had first been attacked in other
rooms of ther respective homes. Houses, not gpartments; suburbs, not cities. All Sgns indi-cated little or
no sruggle after the initid assault, indicaing knowledge of the attacker, or near-total surprise. They had
been chloroformed just enough for immohbility, then dragged elsawhere. All were women, dl in their early
twenties, and dl had been murdered in their bathrooms.

Strangled with ether an unfinished belt or rawhide strap, their bodies stripped to the waist, and a razor
taken to their chests.

Onediceeach.

None had been raped.

Beth Neuhouse groaned and plucked at her blouse. "God, doesn't the ar conditioning work in here?
How can you work like this? It's like a sauna”

Fox Mulder shrugged unconcern, then pushed a hand back through his hair.

He checked each black-and-white in turn, his gaze flicking over them increesingly rapidly, as though he
were reading.

"WdI?' Bournd| asked. "You got amegic trick for us? Y ou got a rabbit we can chase?'

Mulder held up a hand to hush him, then did the pictures from their folders and laid them out in aline.
A moment later he switched the second and fourth.

"Mulder," Neuhouse said, "we havent got dl day. Either you've got something or you don't. Don't play
games, okay?

Mulder graightened, and amogt amiled. "Beth, get me a sheet of paper, please?' Hisleft hand gestured
vagudy toward the other room.

It was his tone that moved her more than the request. Those who had worked with him before had
heard it a least once. One of the older agents had said it was like the firgt bay of a hound that had findly
found the scent; you didn't argue with it, you just followed.

And you made sure your gun was loaded.

Bournell frowned. "What?1 don't seeit.”

Mulder pushed the photographs closer together and pointed. "Ifs there. | think." Sudden doubt made
hm hegtate. "I'm—"

"Here" Neuhouse thrust a blank sheet into his hand. She stared at the bodies then, and her voice
quieted. "I've been looking at those women for over amorth Muder. I'm sesing thaminmy degp”

He knew exactly what she meant.

In many ways, the black-and-whites were as bad as looking at the bodies themsdves. Although
the color was gone, violent death wasn't. The only thing missng was the amdl, and it wouldn't take much
effort to bring that up, too.

"So what do we have?' Bourndll asked.

"I'm not positive. It'skind of crazy."

Neuhouse laughed quietly "Wdl, thisis the place for it, right?"

Mulder smiled. No offense had been meant, and he hadn't taken any. He knew his reputetion in the
Bureau, and it no longer bothered him. He was a flake, a maverick, a little around the bend on the other
gde of theriver. He worked as much from logic and reason as anyone else, but there were times when
he didn't have to take every sn-gle step dong the way.

There were times when abrupt intuitive legps put im ahead of the game.

Sometimes that was far enough to have it caled magic.

Or, more often than not, spooky.

He put up with it because that reputation came in handy once in awhile.

"Come on, Houdini," Bourndl complained. "I'm frying in here."

Beth amed a samiplayful dap at his arm. "Will you shut up and let the man think?"

"What think? All hehasto dois—"

"Here" Mulder said, dapping the paper onto the shdf, indecison gone. He grabbed a pen from his
shirt pocket. "Look &t this"



The others leaned over his shoulders as he pointed to the firg picture, but she wasn't the firgt victim.
"The cut runs from just over her right breast to just under the left. In the next, it'sthe reverse.”

"S0?' Bourndl said.

Mulder pointed again. ‘It could be the killer leans over and just cuts her." He draightened suddenly,
and the others jumped back when hisleft hand demonstrated an angry, sensdess dash-ing. "It could be,
but | don't think so. Not thistime™ He pointed at the third woman. "Thisis dearly mogt of a letter, right?'

"R, maybe, if you combine it with the next one over,” Neuhouse answered, glancing & her part-ner,
daring him to contradiict. "I know that much.”

"Damndappy, then” Bourdl said

'For God's sake, Stan, he's dashing her! What the hell do you expect?'

Mulder copied the dash marks onto the paper, turned, and hed it up.

They stared @ it, puzzled, then stared at him— Bournell in confusion, Neuhouse with a disbdief that
had her lips poised for alaugh.

"He's writing his name,” Mulder told them. "He's letting you know who heis”" He exhded loudly. "One

piece a atime”
The luncheonette was two blocks from FBI head-quarters, a narrow corner shop with a long Formica
counter and a half-dozen window booths, most of the decor done in pae blues and white. The windows
had been tinted to cut the sun's glare, but it dill threatened Mulder with a drumming headache whenever
he glanced out &t the traffic.

Once done with the sparring duo, he had grabbed his tie and jacket and fled, somach growling
unmerdfully, his head threstening to expand far beyond its limits Even now he could hear them arguing,
with each other and with him, tdling him, and each other, that he was out of his fresking mind. Killers did
not write their names on victims bodies; at leadt, they sure didn't do it in classcad Greek.

And when they findly, rductantly, accepted it, they demanded to know who the killer was and why he
did it.

Mulder didn't have any answers, and he told them that more than once.

When it had findly sunk in, they had stormed out as loudly as they'd stormed in, and he had stared at
the door for nearly a full minute before deciding held better get out now, before the echoes of ther
bickering gave hm a splitting headache.

The trouble was, Somach or not, the nattering and the heat had combined to kill his appetite.

The burger and fries looked greasy enough to be ddlicious, but he couldn't bring himsdf to pick anything
up, even for a taste. Dumb, perhaps, but Hill, he couldn't do it.

A dren screamed; a police car raced down the center of the crowded street.

In the booth ahead of him, two couples chat-tered about basebdl while at the same time they damned
the heat wave that had been stting on Washington for nearly two weeks.

On hisright, on the last counter stool, an old man in a worn cardigan and golf cap ligened to a table
radio, atak show whose cdlers wanted to know what the locd government was going to do about the
looming water shortage and con-stant brownouts. A handful were old enough to ill want to blame the
Russans

Mulder sighed and rubbed his eyes.

In camer times, it was nice to know his exper-tise was appreciated; in times like these, exacer-bated
by the prolonged heat, he wished the world would leave him the hdl done.

He picked up afrench fry and stared at it dumly.

The radio announced afilm festival on one of the cable channds. Old firms from the forties and fifties
Not a dl guaranteed to be good, just fun.

He grunted, and popped the fry into his mouth. All right, he thought; | can hole up a home with Bogart
for awhile

He amiled to himsdif.

The more he thought about it, the more he liked the idea. In fact, he thought as he picked up the
burger, it sounded like exactly what he needed.

He was finished before he redlized he had eaten asngle bite. A good sgn.



He grinned more broadly when awoman dipped into the booth and stared in disgust at his plate.

"You know," his partner said, "your arteries must be a scientific wonder."

He reached for the last fry, and Dana Scully dapped the back of his hand.

"Take abreak and listen. We'rewanted.”

She was near his age and shorter, her face dightly rounded, light auburn hair settling softly on her
shoulders. More than once, the object of one of their manhunts had thought her too femi-nine to be an
obgtacle. Not a sngle one of them had held that thought for very long.

Mulder wiped his mouth with a ngpkin, the grin easing to a tentetive amile. "Wanted?"

"Skinner," she told him. "Firg thing in the morning. No excuses.”

The amile held, but there was something new in his eyes. Anticipaion, and a fant gimme of
excitement.

Assgant Director Skinner asking for them now, while they were both in the midst of cases dill
pending, generdly meant only one thing.

Somewhere out there was an X-File, waiting, "Maybe," she said, asif reading his mind. She snatched the
lagt fry and bit it in haf. An eyebrow lifted. "Or maybe you'rejust in trouble again.”
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Twilight promised the desert, and the city a the base of the Sandia Mountains, a pleasantly cool evening.
The heat had dready begun to dis-sipate, and a wandering breeze raised wob-bly dust devils
along the interstate that stretched from Albuquerque to Santa Fe. Snakes sought their
dens. A roadrunner streaked through a smdl corrd, ddighting a group of children who didn't
want to leave their riding lessons, A hawk danced with the thermds.

On the low bank of the Rio Grande, beneath a stretch of heavy-crowned cottonwoods, Paulie Deven
snapped pebbles and stones at the shdlow
water, curang each time he hit the dried mud instead.

He hated New Mexico.

The Rio Grande was supposed to be this wide awesome river, deep, with rapids and diffs dl that
good duff.

But not here. Here, he could dmost spit across it, and most of the time it hardly held any water. You
could forget about the diffs, and rapids were out of the question.

He threw another stone.

Behind him, he could hear muffled musc com-ing from the traller his parents had rented from the
developer until their new house was finished. That was supposed to have been three months ago, when
they had arrived from Chicago. But some kind of permits were wrong, and then there was some kind of
drike,and , .. and . . . He snarled and threw another rock, so hard he fdt atwingein his shoulder.



He thought he was gaoing to livein the West. Maybe not the Old West, but it was supposed to be the
West.

What his folks had done was smply trade one damn city for another. Except that he had belonged
back in Chicago; back there the kids didn't get on his case because of the way he looked and sounded.

A light fdl of pebbles startled him, but he didn't look around. It was probably his pain-in-
the-ass sdter, diding down the dope to tdl hm Mom and Dad wanted him back in the trailer now,
before some wild animd dragged him into the desert and ate him for breakfast.

Rgt

Like there was anything out there big enough to eat something built like a football player.

He glanced over hisleft shoulder. "You blind, or what?'

Petty sneered and plopped down beside him. She was a year younger than his seventeen, her glasses
thick, her brain thicker, her hair in two dumsy braids that thumped againg her chest. He wasn't exactly
supid, but he sure fdt that way whenever she was around.

She pulled her legs up and hugged her knees. "Not much of ariver, isit?"

"Good eyes”

"They'refighting again."

Big surprise.

Ever snce they had moved into the trailer, they had been fighting—about the house, about the move,
about his Dad being close to losng his job, about practicaly anything they could. A damn war had
practicdly started when held taken some of his savings and bought himsdf an Indian pendant on a
beaded dring. His father cdled him a goddamn faggot hippie, his mother defended him, and Paulie had
findly dammed
outsde before his temper forced him to start swinging.

Petty rested her chin on her knees and stared at the duggish water. Then she turned her head. "Paulie,
are you going to run avay?'

He couldn't believeit. "What?"

She shrugged, looked back at the river. The way you've been acting, | thought . . . | don't know ...
| thought maybe you were going to try to get back to Chicago."

"l wish." He threw another rock; it hit the mud on the far Sde. "You ever think about it?"

"All thetime."

That amazed him. Patty was the brain, the one with the levd head, the one who never let any-thing get
to her, ever. He hated to admit it, but he had lost count of the number of times she had saved his ass just
by talking ther folks into for-getting they were mad. Running away, running back home, was his kind of
no-brain plan, not hers.

Thesun died.

Night dipped from the cottonwoods.

A few dray lightsfrom the trailer, from the handful of others on the other lots and the homes on the far
Sde, were caught in fragmentsin the river, just enough to let im know it was dlill there.

Suddenly he didn't like the idea of being done. "Y ou're not going to do it, are you?"

She giggled. "You nuts? Leave this paradise?' She giggled again. " Sorry, Paulie, but 1've got two years
till graduation. I'm not going to screw it up, no matter what." She turned her head again; dl he saw was
her eyes. "But then, | swear to God, I'm going to blow this town so goddamn fast, you won't even
remember what | look like"

He grinned. "That won't be hard.”

"And the horse you rode in on, brother.”

"I hate horses, too. Ther manure smdlslike shit."

A second passed in silence before they exploded into laughter, covering ther mouths,
haf-dogng their eyes, rocking on their buttocks until Patty got the hiccups, and Paulie took great
pleasure in thumping her back until she punched hisarm away.

"I'm serious," she ingsted, her face flushed. "I'm not kidding.



"Yeeh, wdl." He watched the black water, rubbed a finger under hisnose. "Soam I."

Angry voicesrose briefly abovethemusc.

A door dammed somewhere dse, and a pickup's engine gunned to launch the squeding of tires.

Off to therr left, beyond the last tree, sSomething began to hiss.

Paulie heard it first and frowned as he looked upriver, trying to see through the dark. "Pat?'

"Huh?'

"Do snakes come out a night?"

"What are you talking about? What snakes?"

He reached over and grabbed her arm to hush her up.

Hissing, dow and steady, dmost too soft to hear.

"No," she whispered, adight tremor in her voice. "At least, | don't think so. It's too cool, you know?
They likeit hot, or something.”

Maybe she was right, but it sure sounded like snakes to him. A whole bunch of them, over there where
none of the lights reached, about a hun-dred feet away.

Petty touched his hand, to get im to release her and to tdl him she heard it, too. Whatever it was.

They couldn't seeathing.

Overhead, the breeze coasted through the leaves, and he looked up sharply, holding his breath until he
redized what it was.

That was another thing he hated about this stupid place: it made too many sounds he couldn't identify,
epecidly after sunset.

Every one of them gave him the creeps.

Thehissng moved.

Except now it sounded like rapid, hoarse whis-pering, and Paulie shifted up to one knee, srain-ing to
make out something, anything, that would give him a clue as to who was out there and what they were
doing.

Patty crawled up behind him, a hand resting on his back. "Let's get out of here, Paulie, huh?'

He shook his head obgtinately. It was bad enough he was here because his folks had had some
shit-for-brains idea about garting over, when they aready had a perfectly good business back up North.
He definitdy wasn't going to let the buttheads here frighten him off.

Gity boy.

They cdled him "dty boy" at school, their lips curled, ther voices sneering, unimpressed by his sze or
the glares that he gave them.

Yeah, sure. Like this wasn't a dity, right? Like they didn't have traffic jams, right? Like people didnt
shoot and stab and stomp each other here like they did in Chicago, right?

The dark moved.

Thehissng moved.

"Paulie?'

He swayed to his feet, trying not to make too much noise: His hands wiped across his jeans and curled
into fists. Now they had made him agyy.

"Paulie, comeon.”

"Go back up," he ordered without turning around.

Something had definitdy moved out there, probably a bunch of wiseass kids trying to creep toward
him. He took a Sideways step up the uneven bank; his foot nudged a short length of
dead branch. Without taking his eyes off the dark, he reached down and picked it up.

"Paulie”

"Go up!" he snapped, louder than held intended. "Damit, Paty.”

Saing so hard made him dizzy. It was like try-ing to pin down the edges of a black fog.

His free hand rubbed his eyes quickly and hard, but nothing changed.

Therejust wasn't enough light.

This, he thought, is redly dumb. Get your ass outta here before something happens.

An am snaked over his shoulder, and he bit so hard on ayep that he choked.



Petty's hand opened to show him the dim gleam of a gold cigarette lighter. He took it and haf-turned,
his expression demanding to know when sheld started smoking. He redized the ridiculous timing when
ghe flashed him a not now, stupid grin and jerked her chin to turn him back around.

His own smile had no humor.

He shifted the branch club until it fdt properly baanced. Then he took a bold step forward and
squared his shoulders. "Ligen, assholes, you want to get lost, you want to get hurt, your choice.”

No one answered.

Only thehissng.

He held the lighter up and sparked it, squinting
agang the reach of the flanesfant ydlow glow until his vison adjusted. There were shadows now that
did away and did toward him as he raised the light over his head and moved his arm from Sde to sde.
The trees moved; the leaves turned gray; the bank took on contours that didn't exit.

"Hey!"

Another step.

"Hey!"

Another.

The breeze touched the back of his neck and twisted the flame to make the shadows writhe.

They kept coming, dill whispering, and he gripped the cub more tightly, angling it awvay from his leg,
ready to swing at the firg face that broke through the dark into the light. It wouldn't be the firg time he
smacked a homer with just one arm.

A low branch brushed leaves across hisright cheek and shoulder before he could duck away.

He thought he heard Petty snap his name, but he wasn't sure. All sound had been reduced to his
sneakers diding over the ground, to the breeze rucked into the branches, and to the whispering.

He frowned.

No; it wasn't whispering.

It was, as held firg thought, hissng. But strange. It wasn't like snakes at dl, but like some-thing ... no, a
lot of things brushing roughly over arough surface.

Voices whispering.

Hefatered, and licked hislips.

Okay, so maybe it wasn't people out there, and Paity said it probably wasn't snakes, and it sure wasn't
theriver.

So what the hdll wasit?

The breeze moved the leaves, and he looked up quickly, looked back and smiled.

That's what it was—someone dragging a branch dong the ground. Leaves, the hissng was the leaves.

Growing louder.

Suddenly the lighter grew too hot to hold. He cursed soundlessy and let the flame die, whip-ping his
hend back and forth to cool hisfingers off, and the metd, so he could use it againin a hurry.

Tuning now was everything.

He would wait until the asshole was close enough, then hedd turn on the light and swing at the same
time. The jerk would never know whét hit him.

He listened, a corner of his mouth twitching, his body adjusting dightly so that he was dmogt in a
basebdl stance.

Batter up, he thought; you goddamn freeks.

Louder.

No footsteps yet, but that didn't matter.

He checked back, but couldn't see his Sgter; he looked ahead, and made out a fant shadow that,
because of virtudly absent light, seemed taler than it ought to be.

Louder.

Vayloud

City boy, he thought angrily, and flicked on the lighter.

Hedidn't swing,



His sster screamed.
He couldn't swing.
Hissgter shrieked.
So did Paulie,

Assgant Director Wdter Skinner sat behind his desk, hands folded loosdy in his lap, and stared
absently at the celling for severd seconds before low-ering his gaze. He was not amiling. On the desk, in
the center of the blotter, was an open folder. He looked at it disdainfully, shook his head once, and "ok
off hiswire-rimmed glasses. Thumb and forefinger massaged the bridge of his nose.

Mulder said nothing, and in the chair beside him, Scully’s expression was perfectly non-committal.

So far, the meeting hadn't gone well. The entire transcript of a Six-month wiretap on aMafiadon in
Pittsburgh had been misplaced.

and Mulder, ariving firg, had walked sraight into the teeth of the sorm Skinner directed at his secretary
and severd red-faced agents. Mulder had been the target of the man's temper before, and he shipped
hedlily into the inner office with little more than a here | am nod.

Then he had committed the protocol error of taking a seat without being asked. When Skinner walked
in, his face flushed with exasperation, Mulder wasn't quick enough to get to his feet, and the Assistant
Director's curt greeting wouldn't have melted in a blast furnace.

It had been dl downhill from there, even after Scully arrived, with Skinner raging quietly againgt those
whose carel essness had imperiled an important investigation.

Mulder boreit adl without commen.

At least the man wasn't raging againg him for a change, which had not dways been the case in the
past.

Then, as now, the bone of contention between them was usudly the X-Files.

The FBI's lav enforcement mandate covered a multitude of federa crimes, from kidngpping to
extortion, politica assassnation to bank robbery; it aso permitted them to investigete locd cases when
locd authorities asked them for assstance and the afar was such that it might be construed to be of
potentia federd interest, generdly invalving nationd security.

Not always, however.

Occasondly there were some cases that defied legd, sometimes retiond, definition.

Cases that seemed to indude instances of the paranormd, the inexplicable and bizarre, or the dlegation
that UFO activity was somehow involved.

X-Hles

They were Mulder's abiding, often single-minded, concern, and the core of his conviction that, X-File



or not, the truth was not dways as evident as it appeared to be. Nor was it dways liberaing or
welcome.

But it was out there, and he was determined to find it.

And exposeit.

The cost wasimmeateria; he had his reasons,

Skinner thumped a heavy hand on the folder. "Mulder ..." He paused, the lighting reflecting off his
glasses, banishing his eyes unnervingly until his head shifted. "Mulder, how in the name of heaven do you
expect meto bdieve that this murderer is actudly writing his name on hisvictims chests?'

It was the tone more than the words that told him the Director was actudly concerned about something
dse

"I thought it was obvious, Sir, once the patterns had been established.”

Skinner stared at him for severd seconds before he said, flaly, "Right.”

A glance to Scully told Mulder he wasn't wrong about the Director's focus, it dso told hm he had
somehow stepped on someone else's toes. Agan. As usud.

He was, as he had told her more than once, alousy Bureau dancer.

Therein fact were few things that frustrated him more than internd Bureau politics. He sup-posed he
should have known, given the persond-ities currently involved, that it would have been more palitic to let
ather Neuhouse or Bourndl come up with the solution on their own. He should have only been the
guide. Suggedting instead of declaring.

And, given the persondities involved, he should have aso guessed that one of them, prob-ably
Bourndl, would have complained that Mulder was trying to sted the case, and thus the credit, from
under them.

"Sr?' ltwesSauly.

Skinner shifted his eyes, the rest of him didn't move.

"As 1 undergtand it, there's a serious time condraint here. By his dready established schedule, the
killer is due to strike again within the next two weeks. Possibly sooner. Anything Agent Mulder is adle to
give them a this stage, any guidance he can offer, despite the pressure of his own caseload, can only be
hdpful, not an interference.”

Mulder nodded carefully; his other reaction would have been to laugh.

"Besdes,” Scully added blandly as the Director replaced his glasses, "I doubt Mulder thinks this one is
srange enough to tempt him"

Skinner looked at him, unblinking. "'l can believe that, Agent Scully.”

Mulder couldn't decipher the man's expres-sion. He couldn't forget that it had been Skinner
who had once shut down the X-Files on orders from higher up, from those who didn't like the
way Mulder learned too much of what, from thelr point of view, didn't concern him; nor could he forget
that it was Skinner who had ordered opened the X-Files again, and Mulder suspected the Director
hadn't had much support.

It was confusing.

Skinner was neither dl-out enemy nor al-out dly. Despite the profile of his position, he was a shadow,
and Mulder was never quite sure what the shadow was, or what cast it.

"Excuse me, Sr," he said carefully. "Am | being reprimanded for lending requested assstance?”

"No, Agent Mulder," the Director said wearily. "No, youre not." He rubbed the bridge agan,
this time without removing the glasses. "The record shows | cdled you in. It doesn't have to say what we
talked about. But next time, do me a favor—save me some trouble and
phone cdls, and let someone ese figureit out for a change. As Agent Scully suggested, be the guide.”

Hedidn't amile.

Neither did the others.

Findly, he dapped the folder closed and indi-cated with a nod that they could leave. But as they
reached the doorway, he added, "Greek, Mulder?"

"Classcd Greek, gr.”

The man nodded. "Of course.”



Mulder resisted the temptation to sdute and followed Scully into the hdl, where she suggested coffee
inthe cafeteria, iced teafor him.

"You know," he said as they made their way down the hdl, "I appreciate the support, Scully, bu'l
don't need defending. Not redly”

She looked up a him and sighed. "Oh yes you do, Mulder."

He looked back blankly.

Trust me" she said, pating hisarm. "On this one youll have to trust me™"

His temper didn't flare until later that after-noon.

He had been hdfheartedly sorting through a haf-dozen new cases dropped on his desk for evaduation.
His Oxford-trained expertissincimind  behavior, and his naiurd taent for
discovering patterns and traces where none seemed to exist, were naturd magnets for investi-gations that
had suddenly or inevitably run into a roadbl ock.

Hedidn't mind it; heenjoyed it.

What made him angry now was the admittedly unfounded suspicion that Bourndl and Neuhouse had
deliberatdly set him up for a reprimand. They were not incompetent. They were ddfinitdly not stupid.
Given enough time, they would have undoubtedly seen what he had seen; and the Bureau was crawling
with experts—either here in the aity or out at Quantico—who could have reached the same conclusions.

He leaned back in his chair, stretched out hislegs, and stared at the closed door,

A droplet of swest rolled untouched down his dhesk.

He couldn't hdp wondering if They were after him again—the unseen powers he had labded the
Shadow Government; the people who knew more than they let on about the truth he himsdf knew
exiged inthe X-Files.

It wasn't paranoia.

On more than one occasion, they had tried to discredit him, and thus have him fired.

On more than one occasion, they had tried to kill him.

AndSuuly.

Only the fact that he had somehow attracted
friendsin that same gray land of shifting shad-ows kept him dive and functioning, and he knew it.

Now it was possible They were at it again. Nibbling a him this time. Digracting him. Possibly hoping
to force im into a careless mis-take on one of the eases he needed to study. He had learned the hard
way that there was only so much Skinner and the unknowns could do to pro-tect him.

"I should have told them it was Russian” he whispered to the floor.

And laughed.

Suddenly the door dammed open, nearly sailling him out of the chair. Bourndl stood on the threshold,
pointing at him.

"Mulder, who knows old Greek?' the agent demanded hoarsdly.

Mulder shrugged. "I don't know. Old Greeks?"'

Bournd| blinked dowly, took a step into the office just as ahush of cold air spilled out of the vents. He
made as if to close the door behind them, and changed his mind. Instead, he dipped one hand into a
pocket.

"Priests, Mulder. Seminarians. Teachers in a seminary. Preachers, Mulder. Minigers”" His free hand
took adow swipe of histie. "People, Mulder, who study the Bible"

Mulder waited patiently, unmoving. He sus-pected it wouldn't exactly do to mention that the
lig might dso indude professors of ancient lan-guages, archaeology, and who knew what €lse. Not to
mention immigrants who had been schooled in Greece. Or nonacademic scholars of a least a dozen
different disciplines, both scientific and otherwise. The man was excited about some-thing, and he didn't
want to throw him off.

"I got to thinking," the agent continued, a fin-ger tapping the face of the closest filing cabinet. "You
were right about the Greek part, and I've kicked mysdf a dozen times for not noticing it before. But |



nave to tdl you | think you're wrong about the name.”

Mulder sat up dowly, drawing in hislegs, tilt-ing his head, eyes dightly narrowed. "How?"'

"l wasin afraternity in college”

"A sorority would have been more fun.”

Bournd| glared at himin faint disgust until he lifted a hand in apology.

"Okay. So you were in afraternity. What does that have to do with—"

"Alpha Chi Rho, it was." He hdd out hisright hand; on it was an impressive signet ring, a faceted dark
ruby centered in gold. He took a step closer so Mulder could see it more clearly. "On the rim, Mulder.
Check out the rim."

He did, saw the three raised letters, and held his bregth.

The hand dropped away, "Chi Rho. The sym-bal for Chrigt, Mulder." There was gleein his
voice, intheway his hand danced a his sde. "That's what he carved: Chi Rho." A sharp nod, a dap of
the hand againgt histhigh. "Those women aren't hookers, that would be too easy. But I'll bet the faam and
farmhouse there's something about them, a connection, that a reli-gious fanatic might find to be ... | don't
know, gnful.”

Mulder sat back, admiration clear. "I'll be damned.”

Bourndl smiled, rubbed Ms pams together, and glanced toward the vent. "Man, it's like an icebox in
here. Y our thermostat busted or what?' He headed for the door, grabbed the knob, and paused before
leaving.

Mulder watched his shoulders tense, and reax.

"Hey, thanks, Mulder. No kidding. To be hon-est, | don't know if | redly ever would have seen that
Greek quff. I've had thisring forever and hardly ever looked at it. But | just had it cleaned, and when |
was putting it on this morning . . . well, it got me thinking, you know? And the next thing | knew | was
looking at it like I'd never seen it before™

He hesitated, about to say something else, then nodded his thanks and closed the door behind hm

Mulder didn't movefor along time.

Sheiff Chuck Sparrow took off his hat, wiped a foreearm over what was Ieft of his hair, and dapped the
hat back into place, yanking the brim down hard.
"What do you think?" the woman beside him asked, her voice tight with the effort not to lose her dinner
Sparrow shook his head. The best he could fig-ure, either somebody was in sore desperate need to
practice histanning skills, or there was another one of those damn cults holed up in the hills again. Either
way, it didn't take a brain surgeon to see that he was in for a hdl of a lot more work than his indlination
wanted.



They stood side by side near the mouth of asmdl cave, on the west Sde of a solitary low hill two miles
west of the Hatch ranch. Sprawled in front of it was what was left of a steer, ants and flies now vying for
theright to rid the dead ani-md of whatever they could take.

"What do you think?"

"Donna," hesaid, "l wishto hdl | knew."

She was atdl woman, her figure hidden in boots, baggy jeans, and a man's shirt about a Sze too large.
Her short brown hair was brushed back over her ears, and on her right hand she wore the biggest Slver
ring Sparrow had ever seen. Her Cherokee was parked on the shoulder, fifty yards away; his patrol car
was behind it.

She jutted her chin toward the cave. "You look in there?!

"Yes" he answered with exaggerated patience. "Yes, | looked in there”

"And?

"And fourteen different kinds of shit isal what | found, dl right? Bones. Little bones" he added hadtily.
"Theusud crap.”

"I read that they use them, you know. Kind of temporary, so to speak.”

He scanned the hillade, squinted at the vehi-cles. "Now don't take this wrong, dl right? But there
hasn't been a damn mountain lion around here for nearly as long as I've been working this job. And in
case you hadn't noticed, they don't
generdly skin their meds before they eet them.”

"l don't need your sarcasm, Chuck."

No, he thought; what you need is a good swat upside the head, keep you from bothering the hdl outta
me

The trouble was, this was the fourth animd held come across in just over a week daughtered like this,
and not a Ingle 9gn, not a Sngle print, not a sngle goddamn hint of what had killed them. Or rather,
what had stripped off ther hides. For no reason he could put a ringer on, he didn't think they had been
killed first. He reckoned the crestures had ether died of the shock or had bled to death.

Judt like he was about to die of the smdl if he didn't get out of here.

He brushed a hand over his mouth as he turned and waked back to the car. Donna followed him
dowly, humming to hersdf and sngpping her fingers.

Thething of it was, Sparrow thought as he did down the shdlow ditch and took two grunting strides up
the other side, if this was confined to just animds, there wouldn't be such a gink of another kind in the
office

That there were dso three people dead, obvi-oudy of the same thing—whatever the hdl that
was—had put the fire on. So to speak. And every time someone cdled in with another dam, it was
Sparrow who persondly checked it out. It wasn't
that he didn't trust any of his deputies. Thirty-five years roaming the side roads of the desert, taking to
the Indiansin Santo Domingo, San Felipe and the other pueblos, getting to know the hills and mountains
until he could walk them practicdly blindfolded, did that to a man—made him the so-called area expert,
even when he didn't want to be, hadn't asked to be, and would have given his right arm just to be plain
supid.

He reached in the driver's-side window and grabbed the mike, cadled in and told the dis-patcher what
held found and where. While Donna watched him distrusfully, he ordered a van to pick up the carcass,
and a vet ganding by to handle the examinaion. When he was finished, he dropped the mike onto the
seat and leaned back againg the door, arms folded across a chest nearly as broad as the somach below
it.

"You think you might go tak to Annie?" She stood in the middle of the two-lane road, sketch-ing
sensdless patterns in the dust that turned the blacktop gray.

"Whet for?' He waved vagudly to hisright. "Her place is too far avay"

"Might be one of hers."

"Probably," he admitted. Then he gestured toward the hill, meaning what lay amile or so beyond, what
some of the locals called the Konochine Wall. "Might be one of theirs, too, you ever think of that?"



She didn't look, and he smiled. Donna Falkner didn't much care for the Konochine. For years they had
refused her offersto broker whatever craftwork they wanted to sdll; once they had even chased her off
the reservation. Literaly chased her, ydling and waving whatever came to hand, asif they wanted to drag
her up Sangre Viento Mesa and drop her off, just as they had done to the Spanish priests and soldiers
during the Pueblo Revolt over three hundred years before.

The difference was, the Spaniards never returned to the Konochine. No one knew why.

Now there was a middieman, Nick Lanaya, who worked with her, so she never had to set foot on the
reservation at al.

"Satanids” Donna suggested then, dill toeing the blacktop, handsin her hip pockets.

Sparrow snorted. He had been through the entire lig of the usuds, from Satanigts dl the way to
half-assed dopeheads who thought they could bring on a better world by chopping the heads off calves
and goats. None of them, as far as he knew, killed like this, or killed both animds and people quite so
ruthlesdy and left the bodies behind.

But then, he wasn't an expert there, and he sighed as he findly admitted that maybe it was time to bring

those experts in. Pride and getting nowhere fagt were getting him crucified in the papers.
Two men sat on a hillsde, their loosefitting clothes as brown and tan as the ground around them. The
fird was old, his graight hair dull white and touching his bony shoulders. The planes of his face were
sharp, the dark skin crevassed around the mouth and deep-set eyes. There was a necklace of rattlesnake
spine around his neck.

The second man was much younger, but not young. His hair was dill black, pulled back into a ponytail
hed by a braided circlet of gold and turquoise. His knees were drawn up, and his hands dangled
between them, long fingers con-stantly moving like reeds in a dow wind.

When they spoke, which wasn't often, it was in a combination of bastard Spanish and Konochine.

"Father," the younger man said, attitude and voice deferentid and weary, "you have to stop it."

The old man shook his head.

"But you know what he's doing. He's damning us dl.”

No answer.

The younger man reached for a tuft of grass, sopping himsdf just before he grabbed it. The blades
were sharp; had he pulled, they would have drawn blood. He grabbed a stone instead and flung it hard
down the dope.

Below was the road that led out of the gap, past
Annie Hatch's ranch to the interstate. Behind was SangreVieio Mea

"People are dying, Dugan," he said at last, aandoning honorifics for fird names. "He takes them as far
away as Albuguerque now.” He didn't turn his head; he knew the old man wasn't watching, it's gotten
too big to hide. They're going to come sooner or later, the authorities. We won't be able to keep them

The old man touched his necklace. "They can come, Nick. They can look. They won't find any-thing.”

"And if they do?" the younger man persisted.

The old man dmogt amiled. "They won't believe it."

Donna watched the sheriff's car speed away, dust swirling into rooster tails from its rear tires. She knew
his ego had taken a fierce beating because he hadn't yet been able to locate the cult behind the atrocities,
but she didn't think he or the city police were looking in the right place. Haunting the downtown
Albuquerque bars and sending undercover men to the university wasnt going to accomplish
anything but pay out more overtime.

She squinted at the sky, saw nothing but a wisp of a cloud that looked lost amid dl that washed-out
blue

The Journal and the Tribune were screaming for someone's blood, and if Sparrow didn't watch out, it
was going to be his

Not, she thought sourly as she headed back to her car, that it was any concern of hers. He was a big



boy. He could take care of himsdf. Just because he never paid her any mind whenever she tried to give
him a hand, just because he thought she was allittle off-center, just because he never gave her the time of
day unless she asked himright out...

"Shit," she said, and kicked at the Cherokee's front tire. "ldiot.”

She swung hersdf in, hissng sharply when her fingers grabbed the hot steering whed and snapped
away. A pair of colorless work gloves lay on the passenger seat, and she dipped them on, glancingin the
rearview mirror, then looking toward the hill and the cloud of flies that marked the steer's carcass. Her
someach lurched; a dow deep breeath settled it.

Thiswasnt like her a al.

She had seen worse out in the desert, and much worse in town, after a knife fight or a shooting. She
hed no idea why this spooked her so much.

A quick turn of the key fired the engine, and another glance in the rearview nearly made her scream.

A pickup more rust and dust than red streaked directly toward her rear bumper, unlight
exploding from the windshield, the grill like a mouth of gleaming shark’s teeth.

She braced hersdf for the impact, but the truck swerved at the last second, dowed abruptly, and
passed her so sedately she wondered if it had redlly been speeding at dl, if it hadn't been her imagination.

A look to her right, and the other driver stared back.

Oh God, she thought.

A gray hat pulled low, black sunglasses, long black hair in a ponytall that reached to the center of the
man's back.

LeonCida

She didn't redize she was holding her breath urtil the pickup disappeared ahead of the dudt its tires
rased; then she sagged againgt the seat, tilted her head back, and closed her eyes. Air con-ditioning
soilled across her lap; she shivered but didn't turn it down or deflect it esewhere. She kept her eyes
closed until she couldn't stand it. When they opened, she was done; even the dust had gone.

Go, she ordered as she swalowed dryly; go home, girl.

It took her ten minutes before she could take the whed again without sheking, another ten minutes
before she redized she wasn't moving and tromped on the accelerator, ignoring the machine gun that
rattled benesth the carriage,
fighting the fidhtal until the vehicle straightened, and the sun made her blind to everything but the road.

Home firgt, and a drink. Then she would cal Sparrow and tel him Ciola was back.

She had afeding the sheriff would be roydly pissed.

The younger man stood, mock-groaning as he rubbed the smdl of his back and stretched his legs to
rdieve the stiffness. He tried again:

"Dugan, we can't let this happen. 1t will ruin everything we've worked for."

The old man didn't rise, didn't look back. His gaze "seemed to focus on the dust cloudsin the distance.
"We can't stop it, Nick."

"Maybe not, but we can stop him."

"We don't know for sure.”

But damnit, we do, the younger man thought angrily; we know damn wel it's him, and we're doing
nothing about it. Nothing at all.

Asked softly: "What if youre wrong?'

Nick shook his head, though he knew the old man couldnt see it. "If | am wrong, what have we log?
The Anglos comein, they ook around, they go away, we're left done. What have we lost, Dugan?'

Answered softly: "What isours.”

Again the younger man shook hishead. This
was an algument as old as he, and older: let more of the world in, it can be done without loss, we have tdevison and
keep the world out because it has nothing to do with what makes us what we are.

It was the reason the young were leaving, many of them not coming back.



In agngle motion so rapid and smooth it seemed like no motion &t al, the old man was on his feet, dudting off his p
sun. Without spesking he walked to the top of the hill, Nick following to one side and a step behind. When they reache
the pale ghost of the moon.

"One more night and it will be done."

Nick said nothing, and the slence spelled his doulbt.

"One more night” The old man took his arm; the way down into the valey was dippery and steep. "It takes fath thes
agmile "A lot more than it used to, I'm afraid. But it is there.”

It wasn't the faith Nick worried about. He had it, too, and even during histime in the outside world, he had kept it.

It wasn't thefaith.

It wasthekilling.

It waswhat the killing would bring.

Mulde drdledinohsdficewhidling. It was the kind of day that began with a gorgeous, unred sunrise, Holly-
wood at its best, and carried that so wdl, he was hdf-afraid he was earning. The heat wave had
broken three days before, bringing soringlike temperatures to the capitd, light showers at night to wash
the streets, and a steady breeze that had thus far kept pollu-tion from hazing the blue sky.

Leaves weren't dusty, the flowers were bright... it was so utterly perfect, it was damn close to sdaing

But he'd take it. He wasn't that much of afad.

It took a second for him to notice Scully in his dr.

"Morning," he said brightly.

Since the meding with Skinner, he had resolved two more knots in two more cases that had been
bugging im for weeks. For a change, the agents involved were openly and immediady grateful; egos
weren't bruised, and two more of the bad guys were on ther way to capture.

He aso wasn't surprised that Beth Neuhouse, unlike Bournell, hadn't come around to gpologize for her
behavior In fact, he hadn't seen her for a week, another gn that life was good and maybe held been



mistaken about the reprimand setup.

All he needed now was a generous supply of sunflower seeds, and things would be perfect.

"So what's up?' he asked, dropping his brief-case beside an overloaded desk,

Saully reached down beside her, and tossed him a plagtic bag.

He caught it againg his chest one-handed and held it up. It was a hdf-pound of sunflower seeds. He
amiled. A 9gn; it had to be asgn. The gmile turned to suspicion. "You hate it when | eat these things It
gets messy. You hate messy." He hefted the bag. "What's the catch?!

She shrugged innocently and reached down again, into her own briefcase. She wore a green suit and
loose matching blouse fastened at the adlar.

"What's the catch, Scully?' he repeated, tossng the bag onto his desk.

She held up afolder, waggled it, and placed it in her Igp dmost primly.

He stared at the folder, at her, and at the sun-flower seeds. They were définitdy asgn, and he had no
intention of reading it.

Scully amiled faintly at his expresson. "Don't worry. Youll probably like this one™

He waited.

She settled back in the chair. "' So, what do you know about cattle mutilations?'

"Oh, please, Scully, not that again, please.” He crossed to a wheded office chair and dropped into it,
svivding around to face her as he crossed his legs a the knee. He wasn't going to answer what was
obvioudy a rhetorical question, until he redlized he had to. She was preparing him, preparing his mind
for something "ordinary” didn't describe.

"All right."" He clasped his hands loosaly, elbows on the chair's arms. "Depending on who you tak to,
you ether have hdf-baked cults that demand bizarre sacrifices—cows beng the ani-md of
choice—secret government experiments in immunology based on actud and potentia chem-. icd
warfare, chemicd warfare tests done, or .. ." He looked at the caling. "Or experiments with aleged
alien-based technology.” He shook his head dowly. 'To name afew.”

Without responding, she flipped open the folder "The cettle are ether bled, they have sec-tions of hide
and/or muscle and/or organs removed—"

"—or they're just diced dl to hdl and Ieft in the middle of afidd for some poor farmer to fdl over. So
what? Y ou know thisisn't the sort of thing I—" He stopped, and they looked at each other.

He had amost said, "need to know."

He broke contact firdt, daring at the tip of his shoe. "Where?"

"New Mexico."

He barked a laugh. "Cattle mutilaions? Right. Near Roswdll, | suppose. Come on, Scully, give me a
break. I'm not about to get into that—"

She held up a pair of photographs without comment.

After amoment he took them; after another moment, he placed both feet on the floor and leaned over,
elbows now resting on histhighs. It took awhile for im to understand what he was looking at, and when
he did, heinhded quickly.

At fird they seemed to be little more than solid masses of stained white and gray lying on what
appeared to be bare earth. Sandy, grainy, maybe desert ground. A blink to change the perspective, and
their forms resolved into the carcasses of animas that had been skinned, stripped in some areas right to
the bone. There
was virtudly nothing left of their heads but exposed skulll.

"The one on the lft,” she told him, "hadn't been found for a couple of days."

Its eyes were gone, and a closer examindion showed him svaming ants, and a few flies the
photographer hadn't been able to shoo away. Its hind legs had been twisted from their sockets; its mouth
was open, the tongue il there, but it was much amdler, thinner than it ought to be, and evi-dently raw.
Although there were shadows, and dthough he tried, he couldn't spot any pools or traces of blood.

He glanced up, frowning. "Blood?"

Scully nodded. "I know, I've looked, too. If it's exsanguination, it's dmost too wdl done. Otherwise
..." A one-shoulder shrug. "Cauter-ization is about the only other thing | can think of. Based on the



pictures, that is. To know exactly, we'll have to talk to those who were at the
e

At her direction, he checked the photograph on the right.

"Now that one" she explained, "was found, they think, only a few hours &fter it happened. The eyes
are gone there as wal, but | can't tdl if they've been surgicdly removed or ..."

Shedidn't finish; she didn't haveto.

"The blood thing again," he said, looking from one exhibit to the other.

in i-Mm

"Rigt. And agan, | dont have an ansver far you Not based on what we have now. Look dose a the hind
quaters, though. Twisted, just like the other one | douiat if they'redill inthar Sockets Thareweasalat o force exerted
thae Muda. Al

"Meaning?'

"Too soon, Mulder, you know that. Most of the hide is gone, dthough—" She leaned over and
pointed. "—it looks asif there are dill some gtrips around the bely. Maybe between the legs, too. With
dl that muscle tissue gone or shredded, it's hard to tell.”

He looked up. "Thisisnt just skinning. What do you figure? Flayed?!

She nodded cautioudy, unwilling as dways to commit until she had seen the evidence firghand. "I think
0. | won't know until I've had a good look for mysdlf.”

Then she handed him another pair.

Puzzled, he took them, looked down, and rocked back in the chair, swdlowing heavily. "Jesus.”

People; they were people.

He closed his eyes briefly and set the pictures asde. He had seen any number of horrors over the past
severd years, from dismemberment to outright butchery, but there had been nothing as vicious as this He
didn't need to look at them more than once to know this was something dif-ferent. To put it mildly.

Rayed.

These people had been flayed, and he didn't need to ask if they had been dive when it happened.

"SKkinner, right?' The Assistant Director would have flagged this for him as soon as it had arrived,

Scully nodded as she pushed absently at her hair, trying to tuck it behind one ear. The locd authorities,
the county sheriff's office, cdled . . ." She checked a page of the file "They cdled Red Garson in the
Albuquerque office. Apparently it didn't take him very long to think of you."

Mulder knew Garson dightly, a wegthered, rangy westerner who had breezed through the Bureau
academy a Quantico, less with consider-able skill—dthough he had it in abundance—than with an
amog frantic enthusasm born of aman determined to get out of the East as fast as he could. Which he
hed done as soon as he could. He was no douch when it came to on-Site investigartions, so this must
have thrown him completely. It wasn't like Mm to ask for anyone's help,

"Mulder, whoever did thisistruly Sck."

Sick, deranged, or so devoid of emation that he might as wel not be humen.

He grabbed a picture a random—it was a cou-ple, and he was thankful that what was left of their
faces was turned away from the camera.

"Tied? Drugged?'
Scully cleared her throat. "It'shard to tell but
intid indications are . . ." She paused, and he heard the nervousness, and the anger, in her voice.

"Indications are they weren't. And Garson doesn't think they were killed somewhere ese and dumped at
the Ste”

He rubbed a hand over his mouth, bit down on his lower lip thoughtfully.

"Autopsies by the medical examiner, a woman named Hden Rios, are incondusive on whether
they were actudly conscious or not at the time of desth. The lack of subgtantid quanti-ties of epingphrine
seems to indicate it hap-pened too fast for the chemicd to form, which it usudly does in abundance in
cases of extreme violence"

"A victim'sadrendinerush,” he said quietly.



Saully looked up from the report. "Right. Something else, too.”

He didn't know what question to ask.

"They appear to have been dressed at the time of the assault.”

He shifted uneadily "Wait."

"Shards of dathing were found around each of the soenes Nat even the—no mare then bits Srips of |eather
from boots or shoes. Metd buttons.”

"Scully, haldit."

Her hand trembling dightly, she dropped the folder back into her briefcase. "The pathologist says they
ather died of shock or bled to death.” She inhded dowly. "Garson, in a Sidebar, seems
to think they were frightened to degth, that they were dead before they hit the ground.”

Mulder waved her slent. "Scully, these people— forget about the animas for a minute—these peo-ple
were attacked by someone, or a group of someones, flayed until their clothes were shredded and their
skin was taken off." He gestured vagudly. Shook his head. "Y ou're saying—"

"They're saying," she corrected.

"Okay. Okay, they're saying it happened so fast, epinephrine hadn't had time to . . ." He amiled
without humor and looked blindly around the room. "Scully, you know as wel as | do that's damn near
impossble”

"Probably,” she admitted. "I haven't had alot of time to think about it."

He stood abruptly. "You don't have to think about it, Scully. There's nothing to think about. It's
practicaly flat-out imposshble.”

"Whichiswhy we have to be a Dulles firg thing in the morning. Stopover a Ddlas, well be in New
Mexico by onetheir time" She raised a finger to forestal a response. "And remember: practicdly is the
right word here, Mulder. That does not mean definitdy”

He stared at her briefcase, spread his arms at dl the work yet undone he could see in the office, and
sad, "What?' a the twitch of asmile on her lips.

She didn't have to answer.

He usudly reacted this way when a clear X-File landed in his lap. A switching of gears, of mind-s¢t,
excitement of one kind changing to excite-ment of another. Impossible, to him, meant someone e'se had
decided there were no explana-tions for whatever had happened.

But there were dways explanations.

Always.

His superiors, and Scully, didn't aways like them, but they were there.

Sometimes dl it took was a little imagination to find them. A less hidebound way of looking a the
world. A willingness to understand that the truth sometimes wore a mask.

"Therés something dse" she added as he reached for the sunflower seeds and his briefcase.

"What?"

She stood and brushed at her skirt. "There was a witness to one of the killings”

He fdt his mouth open. "Y ou're kidding. He saw who did it?"

"She" Scully corrected. "And she daimsit wasn't a person.”

Hewaited.

"She sad it was a shadow.”

Brother, he thought.

"Either that, or aghost.”




A low fire burned in ashdlow pit.

Smokerosein dark trails, winding fire-reflected patterns around the large underground room before
escaping through the ragged round hole in the ceiling.

Shadows on the roughly hewn rock walls cast by shadows seated on planks around the pit.

Sx men, cross-legged and naked, ther bodies lean and rawhide-taut, stringlike hair caught in the swest
that glittered in the firdight, their hands on their knees. Ther eyes on the flames that swayed to a breeze
not one of them could fed.

Over thefire resing on ametd grate, a amdl, flame-blackened pot in which a colorless liquid bubbled
without railgng steam.

A seventh man sat on a char carved from dull red stone, back in the shadows where the rite said he
belonged. He wore no dothing save a doth headband embedded with polished stones and gems, none of
them dike, none bigger than the tip of afinger. In hisright hand he held the spine of a snake; from his left
hand dangled the tall of a black horse, knotted at the end and wound through with blue, red, and ydlow
ribbons. His black eyes were unfocused.

Eventudly one of the 9x stirred, chest riang and fdling in a long, Slent sgh. He took a day ladle from
the hand of the man on his left, dipped it into the pot, and stood as best he could on scrawny legs that
bardy hdd him. A word spoken to the fire. A word spoken to the smoke-touched night sky vis-He
thraugh thehde Then he camed theledeto the men in the chair, muttered a few words, and poured the bailing
liquid over the seventh man's head.

Theman didn't move.

The water burned through his hair, over his shoulders, down his back and chest.

He gl didn't move.

The horsetail twitched, but the hand thet held it didn't move.

The old man returned to the circle, sat, and after shifting once, didn't move.

The only sound wasthefire.

A lone man waiting in the middle of nowhere.

He stood in the center of a scattering of bones-coyote, mountain lion, horse, bull, ram, snake.

And from where he stood, he could see smoke risng above Sangre Viento Mesa, rigng in sepa-rate
trals until, a hundred feet above, it gathered itsdf into a Sngle dark column that seemed to make its way
to the moon.

In the center of the smoke-made basket the moonlight glowed emerald.

The man smiled, but there was no humor.

He spread hisarms asiif to entice the smoke toward him.

It didn't move.

He was patient.

It had moved before; it would move again.

And after tonight, when the old fools had fin-ished, he would make it move on his own.

All he had to do was believe.



Donna rolled over in her degp, moaning so loudly it woke her up. She blinked rapidly to dis-pd the
nightmeare, and when she was sure it was done, she svung her legs over the sde of the bed and sat up,
pushing hair away from her eyes, mouth open to catch the coal ar that puckered her skin and made her
dhiver.

The house was quiet.

The neighborhood, such asit was, was qui€t.

Moonlight dipped between the cracks the cur-tains |eft over the room's two windows, dants of it that
trapped sparkling particles of dust.

She yavned and stood, yawned agan as she scratched a her 9de and under her breasts. The
nightmare was gone, scattered, but she knew she had had one, knew it was probably the same one she
had had over the past two weeks.

She waked in the desert, wearing only a long T-shirt, bare feet feding the night cold of the desert
floor. A steady wind blew into her face. A full moon so large it seemed about to collide with the Earth,
and too many gars to count.

Despite the wind's direction, she could hear something moving close behind her, but when-ever she
looked back, the night was empty except for her shadow.

It hissed &t her.

It scraped toward her.

When she couldn't take it any longer, she woke up, knoning thet if hedidnt, Seweasgangto de

She didn't believe in omens, but she couldn't help but wonder.

Now she padded despily into the kitchen, opened the refrigerator, and wondered if it was too late, or
too early, to have a beer. Not tha it mattered. If she had one now, shed be in the bathroom before
dawn, curang hersdf and won-dering how she'd make it through the day with so little deep.

She let the door swing shut with a righteous nod, yawned, and moved to the back door.

Her yard was smdl, ending, like dl the other yards scattered dong the sde road, in a stone-block wall
painted the color of the earth. Poplars dong the back blocked her view of the other houses even though
they were too far awvay to see even in daylight, unless she was right at the wall.

Suddenly she felt much too done.

Therewas no one out there.

She was cut off, and helpless.

The panic rose, and she was helpless to stop it. Running from the room did her no good because she
could see nothing from the living room win-dow either—the rosebushes she had spent so much time
traning to be a hedge fragmented her view of the road, eraang sght of the fidd across theway.

Trapped; she was trapped,

A smdl cry followed her to the door. She flung it open and ran onto the stoop, stopping before she
flung hersdf off the steps. Cold concrete made her gasp; cold wind plastered the T-shirt to her chest and
somach.

| am, she decided, moving back into town firg thing in the morning.

It was the same vow she made after every nightmare, and it made her amile

Oh boy, tough broad, she thought sarcagticdly;
think you're s0 tough, and alousy dream makes you a puddle.

She stepped back over the threshold, laughing adoud, but not loud enough that she didn't hear the
hissng.

The smoke rose and coiled and swallowed the emerad light.

Mike Ostrand was alittle drunk.



Hdl, he was alot drunk, and could barely see the dashboard, much less the interdate. The gray dash
of his headlamps blurred and sharpened, making the road swing from sde to Sde asif the car couldn't
day inits proper lane.

Thislate, though, he didn't much give adamn.

The road from Santa Fe was, asde from occa-sona rises not quite hills fairly sraight dl the way to
Berndillo, and into Albuquerque beyond. Just am the damn thing and hold onto the whedl. He'd done it
hundreds of times.

He hiccuped, belched, and grimaced at the sour taste that rose in his throat, shaking his head sharply
asif to fling the taste away.

Theradio muttered alittle Willie Nelson.

He wiped his eyes with one hand and checked the rearview mirror. Nothing back there but black.

Nothing ahead but more black.

The speedometer topped seventy.

If he were lucky, if he were redly lucky, held be home by two and adeep by two-ten, assum-ing he
made it as far as the bedroom. Two-fiveif he couldn't get past the couch.

He laughed, more like a giggle, and rolled down the window when he fdt a yavn coming. Drunk or
not, he knew enough to understand that cold air blagting the side of his face was infinitdy preferable to
dozing off and ending up nose-down in a ditch, his head through the windshidd.

Theair smdled good.

The enging's grumble was steedy.

"And so am |," he declared to the road. "Steady as a rock and twice as hard.”

Ancther laugh, another belch.

It had been a good night. No, it had been a greet night. Those pinheads in Santa Fe, thinking they
knew ahead of the rest of the world what the next artsy trend would be, had decided he was it. Living
collages, they cdled it; the desert genius, they caled him.

"My God!" heydled, hdf injoy, hdf in derison.

After a dozen years trying to sl paintings even he couldn't abide, hed diced a smdl cactus in hdf,
glued it to a canvas, added afew tiny bird bones and a couple of beads, cdled it something or other, and
asalark, brought it north.

They lovedit.

They fucking loved it.

He had meant it as a thumbed nose at their pre-tensions, and they had fdlen over themsalves try-ing to
buy it.

Thewind twisted through the car, tangling hislong blond hair, tugging at it, threetening a headache.

Fve years later, twenty-five carefully assem-bled when he was roaring drunk canvases later, his bank
account was fat, his home was new, his car was turned in every year, and the women were lined up Sx to
the dozen, just waiting for hisliving desert fingers to work their magic on them.

It dmost made him sick.

It didn't make him stupid.

Trends were little more than fads, and he knew full wel that the next season might be his last. Which
was why he needed to hole up for a while, work through an even dozen more projects, and get himsdf
out before he ended up like the oth-ers—flat broke and saying, "l used to be someone, you know,
redly, | was" while they cadged another beer from a stranger in a strange bar.

The speedometer topped eighty.

The headache began.

Acid bubbled in his scomach.

The back of his hand scrubbed across his face, and when his vison cleared, he saw something to the
right, just beyond the edge of the light.

Hefrowned as he stared at it, then yelped as
the car followed his stare and angled for the shoulder. The correction was too sharp, and he swung off
toward the wide empty median, swung back again, hit the accelerator instead of the brakes, and ydled



soundlesdy when the right-gide tires bit into the earth off the blacktop.

The car shuddered.

He froze—turn into the skid? turn out of the skid?—and watched in horror as the low shrubs and deep
ditch charged him and veered away at the last minute, putting him back on the road.

Sweat masked hisface.

His bladder demanded immediate relief.

Hisleft hand shook so much he thrugt it between his knees and squeezed until it calmed.

"My God," he whispered. "Jesus, man, Jesus.”

Twenty-five, he swore to himsdf; he didn't care if it took until dawn, he wouldnt go faster than
twenty-five dl the way home.

He wasn't sober, but he sure as hdl wasn't as drunk as he had been.

The speedometer reached fifty.

He saw the needle, saw it dimb again dowly, and decided it would be dl right. Sxty, no more; held be
home quicker, and that was okay because he was a menace to himsdf out here.

A hard swdlow, a deep breath, his right hand flicking the radio off because what he didn't need now
was interference with his concentration. Just watch the road, pay no atention to anything that—

Hesaw it again.

Jugt a suggestion of movement running with him on the other sde of the ditch. Which was impossible.
He was doing sixty-five, for God's sake, there wasn't anything except another car that could go that fast.

He squinted a stare, broke it off when the car began to drift, and licked hislips.

Therewasn't anything over there.

Good God, there couldn't be anything over there. It was the headlights, that's dl, running dong a row
of juniper maybe, or some pinon, rock, something like that. His eyes caught the strobelike reflection, and
the scotch turned it into something that paced him.

That'sdl it was.

He wished the moon were alittle brighter.

Forget the new canvases, he decided a hdf-mile later; the hdl with it, he was done. He had enough
money, the house was paid for, what the hdl more could he want?

The car jJumped sideways when something dammed into the passenger door.

He ydled, and watched his hands blur around the whed, watched the road blur black to gray and
black again, screamed when the car was struck a second time, and looked over to see what drunken
idiot was trying to run him off the road.

There was nothing there.

When helooked back, it wastoo late.

Thehighway was gone.

All he could do was cross hisarmsin front of hisface, close his eyes, and scream.

Therewas no fire, no explosion.

Mike Ostrand hung upside down in his seat-belt, ligening to the engine tick, lisening to the wind blow
through the open window.

Ligening to the hiss he thought was the tires pinning to a hdlt.

A few seconds later, he blacked out when some-thing reached through the window and touched his




La Mosca Inn sat between the Rio Grande and a high adobe wall tha fronted the road. Eight units
extended left and right from a centrd two-story building that housed the office, a large flagstone waiting
room cooled by a amdl sparking foun-tain, and a restaurant large enough to seat one hundred without
elbows and voices dashing. Spanish tile on the roof, shade provided by cottonwood and mountain ash,
and asngle huge Russian dlive in the center of the court-yard.

Saully sat on a wood bench that ringed the mas-sive tree, facing the arched entrance whose eabo-rate
iron gates were closed each night at, the
proprietor told her, precisely midnight. She let her eyes close, and touched a finger to her fore-head, to
trap adroplet of swesat that had broken from her hairline

"Fedling better?' avoice rasped beside her.

"Not redly.”

The day had gone wrong from minute one: sheld overdept and had to race to the airport, only to learn
thet the flight had been delayed. For an hour. Then two. Once airborne, she had planned to set up her
laptop computer, o she and Mulder could go over what details of the case they had.

It didn't happen.

Roller-coaster turbulence rode them dl the way to Ddlas, making reading the computer screen a
nausedting experience; she spent most of the time trying, and faling, to doze. Then a series of
thun-derstorms ringing the Texas dity forced them to swerve wide into a holding pattern until the squal
line had passed. Another hour logt, and so was their connecting flight.

"Cursed,” Mulder had said at one point. "Thiswhole thing is cursed.”

By the time they landed in Albuquerque, she was ready to beieve in curses; by the time Red Garson
hed sped them in his Jeep out of the city, north to Berndillo, she was ready to spend the rest of her life
waking.

The man beside her shifted to get her attention.

She opened her eyesand smiled at him wanly.

Red was as Mulder had told her, a tdl, lean, middle-aged man whose lined face and hands spoke of
time spent in the mountains and the desert. She had no idea where held gotten his nickname, because his
blond hair was pae, his blue eyes dark; part of his Ieft ear was missng, bitten off, he told her, in afight
with a man who had a strong aversion to spending the rest of hislifein federa prison.

Hardly astereotypica FBI agent.

When he amiled, only his lips moved; he never showed his teeth.

He jerked histhumb over his shoulder. "You think he's fdlen adeep?’

"] doubt it."

A pickup chugged past the Inn, backfired twice, and left acurl of black smoke behind.

"Dang?

She nodded to show him she waslistening.

"Why does he cal you Scully dl the time? | mean, you do have afirs name"

"Because he can” she answered smply, with-out sarcasm, and didn't bother to explain. Just asit would



be hard to explan why Mulder was, without question, the best friend she had. It was more than just
being partners, being able to rdy on each other when one of them was in danger, or when one of them
needed a boost when a case seemed to be going bad; and it was more than

amply their contragting styles, which, perversely to some, complemented each other perfectly.

What it was, she sometimes thought was an indefingble indinct, a dlent Sgnd that let her know that
whatever ese changed, whatever dse happened, Mulder would aways be there when he had to be. One
way or another.

At that moment she heard a footfdl and grinned. "Here he comes.”

Garson looked startled, looked around and saw him walking dong one of the stone paths that wound
through the courtyard garden. She had to admit he looked strange without his suit. Over his shoulder he
carried a denim jacket, not for appearance but to hide the holster he wore on hisleft hip.

He aso looked asfrazzled as shefelt.

"It's hot," he said, dropping onto the bench beside her.

"It's July, Mulder,” Garson reminded him. "It's New Mexico. What did you expect?’

"Heet | can get at home. An oven | dready have in my apartment.” He scratched through his har and
shook his head as though trying to force himsdf awake.

"It isnt for everybody” Garson admitted, adding without saying so that "everybody” mugt be crazy if
they didn't ingantly fdl in love with this part of the country. "And remember, you're a mile farther up than
you were in Washington.

Thinner air. Take it easy for a while, understand? You go shooting off in fourteen directions at once,
you're going to drop.”

Mulder grunted, then stood again. "Hey, look." He headed for the gate.

"Mulder," Scully cdled. "We haven't time—"

He turned, grinning, and pointed to a smdl dust devil spinning lazly in the road. "We used to get
these things at home. Leaves, you know?' He moved closer; it was no higher than his shin.
"We'd try to get inside." His foot inched toward the dervish's base and appar-ently broke some
unseen barrier. The dust devil fdl apart, and Mulder toed the place where it had been.

Scully, who was dready feding the effects of the dtitude, let the Slence settle for a few seconds before
dhe sad, "Mulder, come over here, | think wed better not waste any more time" She checked her
watch; it was jud after four. "l suppose it's too late to caich Dr. Rios. What about.. . Petty? Paity
Deven. Is shewdl enough to tak to us?'

Garson stabbed athumb &t her as Mulder rgjoined them. " She dways like this?"

"We have three people murdered. Red. The dti-tude didn't kill them.”

The man nodded, accepting the point and the rebuke without taking offense. "The Devens live about a
mile down the road. They'refixing to head back to Chicago as soon as thisis cleared up.

I'll take you over, but I'm telling you now that you won't be welcome.”

Hewasright.

Saully caught the ingant: hodility as soon as Kurt Deven opened the trailer door and saw who it was.
When Garson introduced his companions, the man scowled and told them to wait. Then he closed the
door. Hard.

Mulder nodded toward the riverline of cotton-wood sxty or seventy yards away, "Down there?'

"Yep. The bank dopes sharp right about where you're looking. It happened alittle ways to the right,”

Saully shaded her eyes againg the low-hanging sun and tried to see it a night, with little but moon and
gars for illuminaion. The trailler wouldn't help; it was too far away, and except for the skeleton of an
unfinished house beside it, there were no other homesin the immediate area, even though she saw flagged
wooden stakes in the ground, marking other lots soon to be devel-oped. The nearest trailer was a good
axty yards aney.

The door opened.

The two men stepped aside as a woman stepped down onto the cinder-block steps. She was



short and dight, with straight blonde hair that needed a brushing, and a lost, empty look in
her eyes. When she spoke, rage and grief made her hoarse:

"She doesn't want to tak to you again, Mr. Garson.”

Red told her softly he understood, and apolo-gized for the intruson. "But | have these folks here, Mrs.
Deven. All the way from Washington." He cleared his throat, glanced a the open door-way. "They're
expertsinthiskind of crime. If any-one can caich the—"

"Nobody has" she snapped. "Ifs been two weeks, and nobody has."

Sally lifted a hand to draw her attention. "Mrs. Deven?

Thewoman took her time: "What?'

Scully kept her voice gentle. "Mrs. Deven, | won't lieto you. | won't pretend to know how you fed for
your loss, or how your daughter feds. But Agent Mulder and | have done this more times than | ever
want to tdl you. And if nothing ese, | can promise you that we don't quit. Were not perfect, but we do
not quit.”

May Deven's hands pressed lightly to her ssomach, eyes narrowed. "Are you promisng me youll
cach him?'

"No," Mulder answered, just as gently, just as firmly. "We're only promisng you that we won't quit.
And if you don't want us to bother you, or your family, you won't have to worry."

Mrs. Deven stared a thetrees, blinking rapidly,
then not at dl. "Jugt don't take her down there" she said, barely above a whisper. "You take her down
there, I'l lose her."

Saully agreed reedily, and said nothing when Mulder asked Garson to show him the scene. After dl
this time, there wouldn't be anything left of red vaue—Garson and his men and the locad police would
have raked it over thoroughly, Mulder, however, had a knack for finding thingsin barren places, a knack
she didn't pretend to understand as wdl as she wanted to.

"Agent Scully?*

Wan, panfully thin, Patty Deven was the mir-ror imege of her mother, right down to the haunted look.
A fading bruise spread across her right cheek and temple. Her eyes were too large behind her glasses.

They sat on two lawvn chairs. There was no shade, and no offer of a drink.

After along slence, with the girl staring at the knat o firgasin her lgp, Sauly leened faward and said, "Wheat
did you see, Patty?' Nothing more.

Mulder stood on the bare ground, checked the branches above him, glanced a the shdlow river below.
"Here?'

"Just about,” Garson said.

But "here" was nothing. The ground was too hard for tracks, and with no direct line of Sght to
the trailer, there was nothing much to work on. He asked Garson to stand gpproximately where Paity
hed been, and scowled.

Dark night, thirty or forty feet away, she wouldn't have been able to see much of anything.

Hashes of movement that accompanied her brother's attack and screams.

She saw a ghost because there was nothing true to focus on.

He hunkered down and ran a pdm over the ground. "Have you had ran?'

Garson walked back, teking histime. "Thisiswhat we cal the monsoon season, Mulder. Y ou wouldn't
know to look at it now, but afternoons we get sorms in. Big ones. Usudly from the west, and they don't
fod around." He shrugged as Mulder stood. "Trouble is, ran washes the evidence away, and the
ground's like rock again before noon the next day. Thisis awaste of time"

Maybe, Mulder thought; maybe not.

He waked north dong the bank, gaze shifting dowly from sde to sde. Ahead, the underbrush was
thick, il uncleared by the developers. He saw no dgns that anyone had broken through, which meant
they had either come from down below, or from the far Sde of the trees.

It was something, and it was nothing.



By the time he reached the other agent, he was scowling again. "Gangs?'

"Some." They headed back to the trailer. "Thisis no gang hit, though. Knives and guns, nothing like
this"

"Cults?'

They Ieft the trees behind, and he fdt the tem-perature adready beginning to rise. Scully was dill in her
lawn chair; she was aone.

"What kind of cults you want, Mulder? We have New Age swamis communing in the desert. We have
the Second Coming believers who wan-der around the mountains and then use their cdlulars when they
get lost. And we have the flying saucer nuts, who figure Roswell is the key to dl intergdactic
understanding.” A sdeways glance Mulder didn't miss. "That's kind of your territory, isn't it?"

The only answer was a noncommittal grunt, and Garson was smart enough to leave it aone.

Saully stood as they approached, a brief shake of her head when he looked her a question. At that
moment he couldn't hep ayawn, and turned away so the pae facein the traller window couldn't see him.

He hoped he had been quick enough.

The one thing Mary Deven didn't need now was the sight of an FBI agent yawning at the Ste of her
only son's murder.

Garson saw it, though. "We're going back” he told them both, not giving them an option to refuse.
"You two get something to eat and get
some deep, or you're going to be worthless tomorrow.”

"Why?What'stomorrow?"
He touched his hat brim. "Tomorrow, my friend, you're going to meet a genuine movie star”

Mulder couldn't deep.

After a dow, dmog lethargic din-ner, he lisened as Scully told him about the interview with the girl,
which hadn't told her anything new, Petty had seen even less than her statement had implied. Almost as
soon as the attack began, the branch club her brother had been holding spiraed out of the dark and
struck her on the sde of the face. She had fdlen, dazed, and in that state thought she might have heard
someone whigpering, someone ese laughing.

But it was al too muddled, and she had passed out shortly afterward. It was her father who had found
the bodly.

"No ghogts, Scully,” Mulder had said, waking her back to her room. "Were deding with people
here

"Y ou sound disappointed.”

He hadn't answered then, and he had no answer now as he put on a jacket and left the room,



glad now that he had listened to Garson— despite the day's hest, the desert was downright cold at night.

He walked through a short passageway between the rooms and the main building, and paused.

The back was a garden of cacti and now-closed desert flowers set in random circles ringed by stone,
as it was in front. Stone paths wound between them and joined at the back to lead to a haf-dozen
benches that faced the river. Cottonwoods and willows were illuminated by miniature lanterns hanging
amid their leaves, leaving patches of lazy shifting light on the ground.

He wasn't sure, but he thought he smelled hon-eysuckle.

When he was sure he was done, he sat on one of the benches and watched whét little water there was
flow past his feet, dectric lanterns on metd riverbank poles glowing just enough to turn the dark to gray.

The moon was out.

He shoved his hands into his jacket pockets and watched it for awhile, thinking of nothing in
particular until adip of a cloud gave the moon a face

Petty Deven, or her mother, adrift in a darkness they would never be able to escape. Pde, only
shadows for expression, only hints of what used to be behind their amiles.

It was an dl too easy, and dl too panful, jump from there to his Sgter, gone too many years now.
Taken when she was eight, by someone, or some-thing, hiding behind the glare of a light that even now
he couldn't think about without shuddering, or squinting to shut it out.

Totry to see what was behind it.

That was the foundation of his pursuit of the truths buried somewhere within the X-Files.

He looked away from the moon and wiped a hand over his face, then absently rubbed the back of his
neck.

He would find Samantha, there was no ques-tion abouit it; until then, however, the best he could do
would be to find the men who had mur-dered Patty's brother.

Agan his hand passed over his face. When it dipped into its jacket pocket, though, a brief smile was
left behind.

Tmokay” he said, shifting over to make room for Scully. "Just thinking."

"Out here, that'll get you pneumonia.”

"|sthat adoctor's truth thing?*

She dtretched out her legs, folded her hands on
her somach. "No, it's cold, that's what it is. God, Mulder, why can't you ever have a mood some-place
wam?'

They said nothing ese for along time, watch-ing the river, ligening to the rustle of the trees, once in a
while ligening to a dog bark or a car roar past the Inn. For a while the garden filled with diners having
after-dinner drinks as they strolled among the garden idands, conversation soft, laughter sometimes loud,
for awhile the evening breeze stopped, and they couldn't hear athing but their own breathing.

Then Mulder said, "Scully, has it occurred to you that maybe the people who mutilated those cows
weren't the ones who killed Patty's brother and that couple?'

"No," she said at lagt. Shelooked over. "Why?"

"The higory, Scully, the higory. Animd mutilations of this sort arent usudly tied to murder.
Particularly not bruta ones like these. The ani-mds are assaulted, not people.”

He watched her carefully as she looked away. He'd only been thinking aloud, but once the thought had
been voiced, he had to make sure.

"No," she repested with a dow shake of her head. "Whatever was used, however it was done, the
timing's too close, the amilarities too great. From what we've been told." She shifted uneesly. Til know
more when | speak to the ME., but..." She shook her head again. "No." A quick amile
"Beddes, aren't you the one who told me that there are coincidences, and then there are coinci-dences?
Oneisred, the other only an illuson?'

Hereturned the smile. "Yep."

"Okay. Well, thisis no red coincidence, Mulder. The brutdity itsdf is a strong indication of that. All
we need to do isfind the connection.”

"Right. All we need to do."



Then think about this, Scully,” he said quietly. "Why? What's so damn important out here that both
catle and kids have to die?"
She didn't respond; he hadn't expected her to.
But he had a strong feding, an unpleasant one, that whatever answer they findly uncovered, it would
be one nather of them would like.
In the middle of the desert, they had been dropped into a nightmare.

"I an not crazy!" Mike Ostrand ingsted from his hospitd bed. He glared a Sheriff Sparrow, who
returned the look without expression. "I did not imagine the accident. | did not imeagine this goddamn cast
onmy goddamn arm. | did not imagine my brand-new car flipped over and left me hanging there like a
goddamn Peking duck!"

Sparrow was patient.

"Okay." Ostrand shifted uncomfortably, lips pulling away from his teeth in a grimace. "Okay.

So | was alittle drunk, | admit it. But that's not why | crashed.”

"No, you crashed because some kind of myste-rious vehicdle, so low you couldnt see it out your
window, ddliberately forced you off the road."

Odrand looked a him angrily. "That'sright.”

"And then it tried to kill you when you were hanging from your seatbelt.”

The artist shrugged, winced at the pain that exploded in his shoulder, and Sghed capitulation. "Okay,
okay, 0 it was a supid coyote, okay? So | was so damn scared it scared the hdl out of me. It would
have scared anybody. But it wasn't a coy-ote that ran me off the damn road!"

"Good." Sparrow nodded sharply. "Now we're getting somewhere” He glanced down at the smdll
notepad he held in his left hand, chewed on the eraser end of his pencil for a moment, and said, "Now,
about that invisble vehicle ..."

The Coronado Bar was unorigind in both name and decor. As Berndillo inexorably changed from an
outpost on the Rio Grande into an Albuquerque bedroom community, the Coronado just as
stubbornly refused to change with it. A long bar on the right-hand wall, tables and booths everywhere
else, and a jukebox that muttered country-western dl day long. The TV on thewadl in back never played
anything but sports, minor

leegue baseball tonight from Southern Cdifornia. Smoke and liquor in the air, as many cigarette butts on
the bare floor as in the duminum ash-trays. It catered neither to the tourists nor the newcomers, and
didn't much care that business didn't boom. 1t did wel enough, which was wel enough for its regulars.

Indian Territory was a the back.

Although there were a handful of exceptions, most of the men who drove in from the pueblos stuck to
the two last booths and three lagt tables. There was nothing bdligerent about it; it just happened that
way. Even the Spanish stayed aney.

Especidly when the Konochine cameto town.

Leon Ciola nursed along-neck beer in the last booth. He was done, seated under a wal lamp whose
bulb he had unscrewed as soon as he'd taken his seat. He didn't like the light, didn't like the way the
Anglostried not to stare at the web of scars across his face or the scars on his knuckles.

It was better to Sit in shadow.

It was a0 better to face the entrance, so when the man came in, Ciola would see him firg and lift a
hand in gregting, before a question could be asked or a voice raised. What he didn't need tonight was
tak, debate—What's the matter with your people, Leon, don't they believe in the twentieth century? The
timefor that was past. The others— Nick Lanaya, Dugan Ve ador, fools like that—
they could do ther best to keep the tak dive, to ded with Anglo crooks like that Falkner woman and
&l the People down the river without an ounce of guilt. Not him. He had plans.

They thought he was beaten. They thought his time away would change him.



He drank, not sipped.

It had.

It had changed him.

It had made him worse.

Jugt before deven the man came in, spotted him right away, and dropped heavily into the booth.

Ciolatugged on the beak on his cap, a gregting and an adjustment. "You're late.”

"Shit truck wouldn't start. Wasn't for you, | wouldn't make the effort.”

Ciola watched him, hiding his distaste by empty-ing the bottle and waving it over his head, so the
watress such as heweas waould binghimanather.

The other man didn't ask for one, and one wasn't offered.

"So?' Leonsad.

The man lifted one shoulder. "So they brought in some FBI, draight from Washington. They came in
this morning. One man, one woman."

Ciolacoughed alaugh. "Y ou'rekidding."

"They're supposed to be experts.”

"A woman?'

The man nodded, and offered alopsided grin. "Gets better. They're Anglos™

The empty bottle was taken away, aful oneleft inits place. The man grabbed it before Ciola did, took
along swalow, and st it down. Hisfingers stayed around the neck. "Am | worried?'

"No."

"Good." The man stood and hitched up his pants. "I hate being worried. It dways pisses me df."

He left without aword to anyone dse.

The bartender turned up the baseball game.

Ciolawiped the bottle's mouth with his palm and drank the rest without coming up for air.

When the waitress returned for the empty, he grabbed her wrigt, just strongly enough to keep her bent
over thetable. "Chica," he sad softly, "what are you doing tonight?*

"Getting a life’ she answered, yanking her arm free. Try it sometime.”

He laughed. Not a sound, but he tilted his head back and laughed. Wonderful! She was wonder-ful!
He wiped a tear from his eye and shook his head. Since she didn't want him, he would leave her the
bigged tip she had ever had in her miser-able life.

And to make it better, he wouldn't even kill her.

Saully massaged the back of her neck. It was hard to keep her eyes open, and she didn't bother to
hide a yawn.

"The desert night ar,” Mulder said. "It's dmog too peaceful here”

"I know." She dropped her hand into her Iap. "The point is, Mulder, we havent enough data yet to
show us why they were killed, much less explain the connections in any reasonable fashion. And | don't
think we're going to find them out here. Not tonight, anyway." She smiled wanly. "I think I'm a little too
punchy.”

"We both are." He stretched one am at atime over his head, clasped his hands, and pushed his padms
toward the sky. "l just wish | could see the comedtions bewean ahendiu of cows a kid by the river, and a
couple in the desert." He brought his arms down, one hand again moving to his nape.

"Mulder, rdax, we just got here, remember? Besides, you have to remember that the thinner air out
here dows down the intdlectud process, the result of less oxygen flowing to the brain.”

He grinned and looked a her sdeways. "Isthat a doctor thing?'

"No, that's a Scully thing." She grinned and pushed off the bench and held out her hand. When he
grabbed it, she pulled him up, turned him around, pushing him lightly toward the motel. "The doctor thing
IS, get some deep, like Red said, or youll be usdessin the morning.”

He nodded as he waved a weary good night over his shoulder, Sdestepping a garden wadl just before
he tripped over it. Another wave—I'm



okay, | know what I'm doing—before he disap-peared into the passageway, and she couldnt help
wondering what it was like for him—seaing things other people sometimes couldn't; engaging in a pursuit
with oftentimes terrifying intendity; looking so young and deceptively guildess that there had been many
times when he was severdy underestimated.

She wasn't surprised when, passing his room on her way to bed, she saw light dipping around the
edges of the drapes.

Exhausted or not, he would be up most of the night, turning over what he knew, and setting up what he
didn't know so he would know the right quetionsto ask, beyond thehow and who and why.

Shewished him luck.

Right now, she was having difficulty remem-bering her own name.

She fingered her key out of her pocket, moved on to the next room . . . and stopped as she inserted
the key in the lock.

Youretired, Dang, that's dll.

She looked anyway.

The Inn gates were closed, the lanterns out. Only a faint glow from a nearby streetlamp reached over
thewll.

A man stood at the gate, armsloose at his sides.

She couldn't see hisface or his clothes; just his outline.

Tired, she reminded hersdlf, and pushed into
the room, flicked on the wall switch, and, as she closed the door, checked the gate again.

Hewas dlill there.

Mulder didn't have to be outsde to know it was hot and getting hotter, even though it was just past ten.
Even with sunglasses, the sun's glare was dmost too much, and to stare at the passing scenery too
long made it jump and shimmer, showing him things he knew weren't there.

There were no clouds, no 9gns of rain. It was hard to bdieve there ever was.

He rode with Scully in the back seat of Sheriff Sparrow's dusty blue-and-white cruiser, Garson up
front on the passenger side. It was evident from their conversation tha the two men had known each
other for a long time, using shorthand
gestures and single-word answers, modly grunts. As far as Mulder could tdll, the gist of it was, there had
been no further incidents since the death of the boy, except for a drunk driver who clamed to have been
forced off the road by an invishle or incredibly short vehicle

"It brings out the nuts, this kind of thing," the sheriff said, lifting his gaze to the rearview mirror. "You



find that, too, Agent Mulder?"

He nodded. It was true. Just as it was true that Chuck Sparrow was laying on the western sher-iff
routine alittle thick, congantly hitching his gunbelt, chewing a wad of gum that was sup-posed to smulae
tobacco, getting a deeper drawl in his voice every time he opened his mouth. It wasn't necessarily a bad
thing, but it made him wonder why the act at dl. Garson would have dready filled the man in, and it was
the sheriff who hed findly asked the FBI for help.

It didn't gt right.

Like not wearing a suit and tie, like wearing running shoes.

He knew Garson was right—wearing his usud clothes out here would have been ludicrous as wdl as
supid; dill, like the sheriff, it didn't St right.

The Sandias passed them on the right as Interstate 25 left the Albuquerque suburbs behind. And
dthough other ranges broke the horizon,
there was nothing out there now but the high desert.

And thesun.

"Cult,” Sparrow said then, raising his voice to be heard over the ar conditioning.

"What?' Scully, startled out of areverie, asked him to repest it.

"Cult. You know .. . cult. One of them Satanist things, probably. Look hard enough, betcha them poor
folks were dl involved somehow."

"A seventeen-year-old boy?' Mulder asked skepticaly.

"Hey, that ain't no rare thing, you know what | mean? You got your heavy-metd crap with dl that
subliming duff, you got your rap quff tdling kids to kill cops, dhit likethat . . . drugsand sex . . " He
lifted a hand off the whed, pdm up. "What more do you want?'

Mulder saw his eyes in the mirror, watching him, gauging.

"Maybe," he answered reluctantly.

"No maybe about it, son, no maybe about it."

Hfteen miles later, a a speed Mulder thought would soon launch them into orbit, the cruiser dowed,
pulled onto the right shoulder, and crossed a narrow wooden bridge. A two-lane paved road led into the
desert.

Sparrow pointed with athumb. "What you got up there, them hills there about ten miles dong, is what
they cdl the Konochine Wdl." He
scratched under his hat. "Kind of like a jagged outline of alightbulb lying on its Side. Fat part, it's pointing
toward the Sandias back there to the south. The base part, it crosses the road onto the ranch where
we're going. Unless you want to dimb the hills, the only way in or out is a gap where the road is"

Mulder watched a barbed-wire fence blur past on his left. Beyond it was desert, and he couldn't
imegine how anyone could raise any-thing out here, much less cattle. When he had asked at breskfadt,
Garson only told him to hold onto his horses, he didn't want to spail the surprise.

"Do the Konochine fit in here?' Scully asked. "This case, | mean.”

Sparrow shrugged one broad shoulder. "Who the hell knows? Doubt it mysdf. Their place isnt like the
other pueblos, see. It's ares and dl, but they don' like tourigts, they don't like Anglos, they dont like
other Indians . . ." He laughed. "Hell, | don't think they much like each other a whole hell of a lot." He
yanked at an earlobe, then scratched vigoroudy behind it. “Some of them, mostly the young ones, they've
been trying for years to change things Mot of the timeit don't work, though, and they leave, don't come
back."

"And the oneswho do?'

"Wdl.. “ He glanced a Garson. "Nick Lanaya, right?'

Garson nodded agreement and haf-turned so he wouldn't have to yel. "Nick's a good guy. He went
off to college, and came back with enough ideas to fill a canyon. Because of his family, he's on the Triba
Council, so he hasto be heard. And heis, beieve me. Troubleis not alot are ligening.”

"So why does he stay?"

Garson thought a moment before saying, "'Because they're his people.”

Sparrow chuckled, sarcasm, not humor. "Doesn't hurt he's making a few bucks, Red.”



Garson sghed dramaicdly, awink a Mulder to Sgnd what was obvioudy a long-standing argument.
"Nick," he explained, "has a ded with a locd woman, an Anglo, Donna Falkner. He brings out some of
the crafts the Konochine make, she sisthem in town or up in Santa Fe, they each get a cut and the tribe
oets the rest. Moglly jewdry,” he added. "Once in a while some incredible bowls and ceremonid-style
plates, things like that. Every time he brings out a load, he has afight with the other Sde, who claim he's
selling their heritage down the river."

"And every time he brings back the bucks to the Mesa," Sparrow said sourly, “they line up with their
goddamn hands out."

"Themesa?' Scully said.

"Sangre Viento Mesa," Garson explained. "It'sin
thremidded theresavation. Thar homesarea thebase, their religious ceremonies are held up top.” "What does
that mean, Sangre Viento?' Garson faced front. "Blood Wind. It means Blood Wind."

Eventudly the barbed wire gave way to a short stretch of wel-maintained split rail. In its center was an
open gate over which was awide wood arch. Burned into the face was Double-H.

Mulder sat up as Sparrow drove under the arch, onto a hard-ground road. He looked between the
menin front and saw what surely had to be a mirage:

A wide expanse of impossbly green grass ingde a blinding white fence; a long adobe and Spanish tile
ranch house so smplein its design it looked prohibitively expensve; a stable and cor-ra behind and to
the left, with asmdl black horse plodding toward the shade of a tree he couldn't name; a two-car garage
behind and to the right, the driveway curving around the fence to join the entrance road in front; ristras
—dirings of dried red chiles—hanging from vigas protruding from the walls beneath a porch that had to
be fifty or axty feet long.

"You want to be amillionaire and live like this, Saully?”

"1 wouldn't mind."

Sparrow parked in a cleared patch of ground beside the driveway, took off his hat and dicked his harr
back. He opened the door, and paused as he leaned forward to dide out.

"I would appreciateit,” he told them, "“if you wouldn't bother her too much. She only found the bodies.
She didn't see anything dse”

From that unsubtle warning, Mulder fully expected a withered and frall woman to greet them, not the
beautiful woman who came out of the double front doors and stood on the porch, shading her eyes and
amiling.

Saully joined him while Sparrow fumbled with the gate latch, and as they approached the porch, a man
and woman stepped out of the house and moved to one sSde, she in a Imple white dress, he in work
clothes. Their expressions were any-thing but friendly.

"Hey, Annie" the sheriff called, and when they were close enough, he made the introductions.

Amn Hatch, Mulder thought as he shook her cool dry hand and looked down into those incredibly
green eyes, so thisis Ann Hatch.

As she waved them to seats around a wrought-iron table, it was clear Scully liked her at firg
gght. "You know," she said, accepting a tall glass of lemonade from the woman in white, "this is
likefinding an oasis, it's so lovey."

Annie's eyes widened in pleasant surprise. "Why, thank you. But it’s just my home."

She amiled broadly, and ten minutes later, the three of them were chatting as if they were old friends,
long separated but never far from mind. Mulder didn't believe for aminute she was acting.

Another ten minutes passed before he sat back, abruptly sobered when she noted but didn't remark on
the holster at his hip. She caught the change in his mood ingantly, and took a deep breath.

"Y ou want to know what | saw, and how."

"If you don't mind, Mrs. Hatch."

She rolled her eyes. "Oh, for God's sake, Agent Mulder, please cdl me Annie. And | don't mind a
dl." Her gaze shifted to the improbable lavn and the desert beyond it. "They were newlyweds, you



know. They were on their honey-

He knew; he had read the report so many times, he could have recited it word for word, footnote for
footnote.

Doris and Mait Congdla, from Kansas, twenty-five, in Albuguerque only four days, and, from dl
Garson could figure out, on a wandering drive around the county in a rented van. They had aready
stopped to vist at least two of the pueblos, and it was there, it was supposed, they had heard about the
Konochine. There was no other reason why they'd be on that road. There were no sgns, not for the
road itsdlf, and not for the ranch.

She explained how she had discovered their bodies, and how she had immediatdy ridden back to cdl
the sheriff. "Near the gagp,” she said sadly. "They were right by the gap.”

So much for the connection between them and the boy, Mulder thought.

"Mrs. Hatch," Scully began, and cut hersdlf off at the woman's chiding look. "Annie. Have you had any
trouble with people from the reservation?’

Annie blinked once, dowly. "No."

She's lying, Mulder thought, and looked to his left when he sensed movement. Nando Quintodo hed
taken a short step forward, one of his hands fisted at his side. When he saw Mulder look, how-ever, he
stopped, his face bland, his hand quickly relaxed.

"Why do you ask?' Anniesaid.

"It's routing’ Mulder answered before Scully, and grinned at her skepticiam. "I know, it sounds like a
linefrom amovie, but it's true. We've been told there's some trouble, and ..." An gpologetic gesture. "We
cant afford not to ask."

Saully echoed the procedure, and gpologized as she took Annie through her story again. Mulder,
meanwhile, dretching as if he were too Hiff to St, rose with a muttered gpology and Ieft the table. As
soon as he took a step, Quintodo walked away from him, heading for the door.

Mulder spoke his name.

When the man turned, hishand was afist again.

Mulder leaned againg the porch rall and looked out over the lawn. He didn't raise his voice; he knew
the man could hear him. Tourigts ever cal you Tonto?

"Not here. No tourigts here"" Hat, unemotiond. Careful.

"But sometimes™

There was a pause.

Mulder waited.

"Yes Intown. Sometimes” Sl flat, ill un-emotional.

Mulder faced him, leening back againg the rail, one hand in his pocket. "Y oure from ...7"

Quintodo's eyes shifted to the table, shifted back. "The Mesa."

"Y our wife, too?"

He nodded.

"So tdl me, Mr. Quintodo. Why would awoman like that want to lie?"

Thedwiff, mumbdingsomahingtoAmie dood

Quintodo saw him, and Mulder couldn't miss the flare of hatred in his eyes.

"Why?" he repeated softly.

But Sparrow was dready on his way over, a mirthless grin beneath dark glasses. "Why what?' he
asked, rubbing a hand over his chest.

"Why would | want to vigt the stable when | don't ride?' Mulder answered. "I'll tell you
why—because I'm a ity boy and I'd like to be able to see manure firsthand.”

"Veay wdl, Mr. Mulder,” Quintodo agreed before the sheriff could say anything. "I will show you
evarything. Mrs. Hatch, she has apair of very fine horses. | think you will be impressed. Maybe you will
learn something.”

He nodded palitey to Sparrow and went ingde without looking back.

The sheriff hitched up his belt, and spat over therailing. Thisis a beautiful place.”



"Yesitis"

"Annies been done out here for along time, you know. Some say too long.”

"I wouldn't know, Sheriff."

Sparrow spat again. "Let me give you some advice, Agent Mulder.”

"Always ready to ligen, Sheriff Sparrow. Y ou're the expert around here, not me"

Sparrow nodded sharply, damn right.

"Okay, number one is, Nando there isa Konochine. You know that aready, | assume. Don't trust him.
He may live out here with Annie, but his heart's dill over the Wall."

Mulder said nothing.

"Second thingis.. . ." He stopped. He took off his hat, wiped swesat from his brow with a forearm, and
shook his head as he walked back to the table.

Mulder watched him.

The second thing, unspoken, was athrest-

The stable was gloomy, despite the open door. There were 9x ddls on ether sde, but most of them
hadn't been used in along time. A scatter-ing of hay on the floor. Tack hung from pegs on the walls
When Mulder looked outside, dl he could see was white light; the corrdl and the black horse were little
more than ghods.

Quintodo stood beside a chestnut, running a diff brush over its flank. He hadn't looked up when
Mulder walked in, didn't give a Sgn when Scully followed, unsure why Mulder had asked her to meset
hmout here.

Quintodo concentrated on his grooming. "Y ou know what tonto means, Mr. Mulder?'

"My Spanishis—" A dgprecaingamile "Lousy.”

"Supid’ the man said, smoothing a pam over the horse's rump. "It means supid." He reached into his
hip pocket and pulled out & lump of sugar, handed it to Scully. "She won't bite. Just keep your hand fla,
she wont take your fingers”

Saully offered the treat, and the horse snorted and snapped it up, then nuzzled her for more.

"She'sa pig,” Quintodo said, with a hint of smile "Shell eat dl you give her, then get Sck.” A loving
pat to the animd's sde. "Tonto."

With alook, Scully asked Mulder why they were here; he nodded a be patient, and put his back to
the door. All he said was, "Why?"

Quintodo worked for severd long seconds without speaking, the scrape of the brush the only sound.
Then:

"Sheisone, you know."



Mulder's head tilted dightly.

"Konochine. One of us. Her husband, Mr. Hatch, he met her in Old Town, in Albuquerque. She was
fifteen, he was from Los Angeles. | don't know whet they cdl it, looking for places to make amovie”

"Soouting,” Scully said.

He nodded. "Yes, gracias. He told her about the movies, about being in them." The amile findly
broke. "All hell broke loose on the Mesa. But he was very persuasive, Mr. Hatch was. Very
handsome, very kind. Very young and . . ." He hestated. "Dreamy. Before we knew it, she was gone.
Making movies. Getting married." He looked a Mulder over the horse's back. "They were very happy.
Always’

The smile dipped away.

"No children?" Scully asked.

"Not to be."

The horse stamped impatiently, and Quintodo murmured at it before resuming his grooming.

"Sheis specid, Mr. Mulder” he said at last. "She hears the wind."

Saully opened her mouth to question him, and Mulder shook his head quickly.

Quintodo swallowed, second thoughts making him pause.

When he did speak again, he spoke dowly-

"We have priests, you know." The horse ssamped again; a fly buzzed in the difling heat. "Not the
Catholic ones, the padres. Konochine got rid of them along time ago. Our own. Seven, dl thetime. They
... do things for us. Comprende? You understand? Today they are dl men. It hap-pens. Sometimes
there are women, but not now. Priestsare not . . ." He frowned, then scowled when he couldn't find the
word. "They live like us, and then they die. When one dies, there is a ceremonid, and the dead one is
replaced.”

A two-tone whidle outsde interrupted him. Mulder heard hoofbests trot across the corrd.

The chestnut didn't move.

"They know their cdl," Quintodo explained. "That was for Diamond.”

"And the ceremonia?' Mulder prodded quietly.

Quintodo lowered his head, thinking.

"There was one now. Like the others, it lasted 9x days. No one is dlowed to see it. But thewind . . .
the wind carries the ceremony to the four corners. Sometimes you can hear it. It talks to itsdf. It carries
the tak from the kiva. The songs. Prayers. Mrs. Hatch . . ." He inhded dowly, deeply, and looked up at
Mulder. "Sometimes you think you hear voices on the wind, yes? You think it's your imegination, no?'
He shook his head. "No. But only some, like the kiva priests, can understand. Mrs. Hatch too
can understand. We knew this recently, Slviaand |, we could tdl because Mrs. Hatch was very
nervous, very .. ." He gestured hepledy.

"Afrad?' Scully offered.

"I'm not... no. She didn't like what she heard, though." His voice hardened. "Never once since she
came back from the movies has she been to the Mesa. Never once. She turned them down, you see. An
old men died, and they wanted her to be in his place, and she turned them down. She had a husband, she
sad, and she had away of her own. She would not go, and they never talked to her again.”

"They don't have to," Mulder said, moving closer to the horse, kegping his voice low. "She hears them
on the wind."

Quintodo stared at him, searching for mocking, for sarcasm, and his eyes narrowed when he didn't find
it.

"These dead, Mr, Mulder, they didn't start until the ceremonid started.”

Saully sidestepped nervoudy when the chest-nut tried to nuzzle her again, upper lip momenttarily
curled to expose its teeth. "What are you saying, Mr. Quintodo? That these priests killed those people
out there? And the caitle? For a.... for some kind of—"

"No." He kept his gaze on Mulder. "Sx days and sx nights they say in the kiva. Praying with the man
who is to join them. Taking visons from the spirits to be sure they have made the right choice, and to
show them the way until the next time. When they do dl this, soon the wind blows" He made a rapid



pinning mation with his free hand. "Whitwind, Mr. Muder. Y ou know whet | mear?”
Mulder didn't, and the man spat dryly in dis-gust a himsdf.
"Sangre Viento, Mr. Mulder. There are some who say they make the Sangre Viento."

A knock on the front door sounded thunderbolt-loud. Donna sat a her desk, asmall secretary in the
living room, working on the accounts. They added up, but not fast enough. If she was going to leave
soon, on her terms, there would have to be more.

She was tempted to ignore whoever it was, pre-tend she wasn't home, then redized with a rall of her
eyes that she could be seen through the room's picture window. With a martyred sgh, she scooped the
ledger and papers into a drawer, pushed at her hair, and opened the door.

She couldn't believe it. "What are you doing here? It's practicdly the middle of the day."

"No. That's the wrong question. The right ques-tion is have you been chegting me?"

A hand shoved her shoulder, hard, forang her backward.

"Here's another one, chica: what do you think they would do if they found out?*

Mulder kept to himsdf on the way back to the Inn. They had declined Anni€s invitation to lunch,
promised to return for a nonofficid vigt, and had vigted the Ste where the couple had been murdered. It
hadn't taken long; there wasn't much left to see, and when Sparrow asked, he only said it was too soon
to make any kind of determination.

Once out of the car, Garson promising to seeif he could set up an gppointment with the hard-to-reach
medicd examiner, he went draight to the
front desk and arranged for arenta car to be ddivered that afternoon.

"I don't like being chauffeured around,” he explained to Scully, leading her into the restaurant,
complaning of imminent starvation. "Especidly by him. He figures, but | don't know how yet."

Saully said that was the easy part. The man was dearly fond of Annie. Just as clearly, he intended,
somehow, to make sure she didn't spend the rest of her lifeliving alone,

"He's after her money?'

"I don't know. It's been known to happen. Y ou could see he was protective; he just wasn't loving.”

They took atablein the far front corner, Scully facing the white-curtained window directly behind him.
They ordered, and he watched her fuss with her slverware, fuss with her napkin before spreading it on
her lap.

Whet?'

She didn't hide her exasperation. "I know what you're thinking, and I'm not going to let you turn this
into something it isn't."”

That, he thought sourly, was the problem with working with someone who knew you that well.

Still, there was no harm trying. More than once, she had saved him from meking a total fool of himsdf,
determined to keep him at least within screaming distance of reason.

"Y ou heard what he said.”

She nodded. "And it might even be possible that that couple, the Congdlas, saw something they
weren't supposed to. It might even be possi-ble they were killed for it. They wouldn't be the firg to die
because they'd witnessed a rdigious event meant to be secret.” She hed up a knife like a finger.
"Possible, | said, Mulder. Possible.”

"Okay. Possble” And she smiled.

"Likely?"

He amiled back. "Don't push it. I'm ill work-ing on possible.”

She started to speak, changed her mind, then changed her mind again. "But what about Paulie Deven?
Don't you think it’'s stretching things a lit-tle to assume he saw something, too? Which he would have had
to do, if you're going to keep him with the Congtdlas"

"Which means?'



"Mulder, it means therés no connection between the vicims and the ceremony. A horrible
coincidence, nothing more.”

"And the ..." He sumbled severd times, mak-irgher amile befare hemeneged, "Sangre Vianto?'

He winced when he heard himsdf; his Spanish was ill lousy.

The waliter brought their med, and he stared at the strips of medt, the vegetables, the sdsain the Sde
dish, practicaly feding the heat of the spices without even getting close. He knew he would
regret this later, and after his fird taste, knew he would have to stock up on a supply of heavy-duty
antacidsif he wanted to get any deep. The trouble was, it was so good, there was no way he wouldn't
edt it.

Scully, on the other hand, popped a amdl jaapeno into her mouth, plucked the sem from between her
teeth, and said, "Not bad, not bad."

The Sangre Viento aside for the moment, he was pleased to hear that her reaction to Sparrow was the
same as his Yet nather could think of a good reason for the act, nor could they believe the man actudly
thought he was fodling anyone with it. It was too broad, too born of bad movies and worse tdevison.
That led them to wonder-ing, his fedings for Annie aside, if he was some-how involved, or just a lousy
cop trying to cover his ass, make them fed sorry for im so who-ever he had to answer to wouldn't take
his badge.

"A little farfetched,” she judged when the table had been cleared and coffee served. "Not that we
haven't seen it before.”

"Thisignt it. | don't know what it is, but thisisnt it."

"Neither isthat blood wind thing."

He opened his mouth, closed it, picked up a spoon and tapped it lightly againg his thigh. "How can
you be s0 sure?' He propped his elbows on the arms of his chair and clasped his
hands in front of his mouth. "There are any num-ber of recorded so-caled unusud phenomena
associated with meetings, especidly rdigious, where the emotiond intendty and concentration are
abnormdly high."

"All of them recorded by the people who were there, not by outside observers.

"They, these priests, were in a kiva. An under-ground chamber whose only exit and entrance, and
source of ar, is a sangle hole in the roof. There may have been herba drugs, peyote maybe, something
like that. Six days and sx nights, Scully, and they dl focus on a Sngle thing—the man they're invest-ing
with their knowledge. Their history. With their power over the people they have to live with." He rocked
forward, hands dropping to the table. "Can you imagine what it must be like? Day in and day out? All
that energy building up there?"

Saully didn't answer him for along time. She sipped her coffee, stared out the window, glanced around
the otherwise empty room. She was about to reply when a woman appeared in the archway entrance.
Short, stocky, in a severe summer-weight suit; her graying black hair pulled back into a bun. Her left
hand held a purse tight to her side.

Mulder watched her hestate, then march across the room toward them, no nonsense, dl business.
When she reached the table, she nod-ded a greeting.

"Y ou are the agents from Washington?'

"Yes" Mulder answered. "Andyou are... ?'

"Dr. Rios. Hden Rios. | performed the autop-sies on those poor people.”

He stood immediatdy and offered her a chair while introducing her to Scully. When they were Al
seated again, he told her he was pleased to see her. Garson wouldn't have to make the appoint-ment
after dl

"Hewouldn't have madeit,” the woman said.

“I... what?"

"Y ou read my report?’ she asked Scully.

"l did. To be honest, there weren't alot of—"

"It swrong."

Scully looked at the table, then back to Dr. Rios. "Excuse me?'



The woman opened her purse and pulled out a folded sheet of paper. "Thisiswhat | wrote first. What
you read before iswhat | was told to write”

Mulder couldn't believeit.

Nor could he believe it when Scully opened the paper, skimmed it, and said, "Oh my God."

INELYE

After agning for the med, Mulder moved them immediately to hisroom, aprecaution against eyes
and ears he couldn't control. The women sat at asmall round table set by the window, covered now
by dark green drapes. Mulder sat on the edge of the king-size bed.

Therewerefour lightsin the room; every one of them was on.

Dr. Rios wasted no words, or time. "New Mexico," she said, "has been trying to upgrade its image for
years, decades. People dill ask if you need a passport to come here. Easterners ill look for
cowboys and Indians bat-tling it out in the foothills. What the politicians

and businessmen do not want mogt of dl are the hints, the stories, the urban legend-style fables that mark
the state as a place where UFOs and welird cults are not only welcome, they're encour-aged. Leave that
kind of nonsense" Rios said, "to Arizona, and good riddance.”

Then acaselikethisfdlsinto ther lgps.

She tapped the paper sheld taken back from Scully. "Agent Mulder, it's bad enough that these poor
people died the way they did. | could tdl right away how it redly happened, any fird-year intern could
have figured it out. But for the sake of appearances, because my superiors knew it was bound to hit the
papers, | was asked to file a second report. The one the public would know."

It was cooal in the room, but she took a handker-chief from her purse and dabbed at her forehead.

Mulder understood the chance she had taken, and the pressure she fdt. He, of dl people, was no
dranger to ether.

"I did. For the basest of reasons—I want to keep my job." She amiled gimly across the table a
Scully. "I am awoman, a Hispanic woman, in a state where the Anglos and outsiders call the tunes. 1 am
not proud of what 1've done, but | make no gpologies for it."

Saully kept her expression neutrd, and the doc-tor wiped her brow again. "The officdd verson, Agent
Mulder, isthat those people were flayed. They weren't.”

Mulder lifted an eyebrow. " Skinned?"

" Scoured.”

He choked back alaugh of disbdief. "I'm sorry, but | don't understand.”

The woman checked her watch. "I have no time. Particles of dirt, pebbles, other debris were found
deeply embedded not only in the musde tissue, but dso in their mouths and the back of ther throats.
Other indications, such as circular griation of the exposed muscles and bone and the cauterization of



most of the blood vessels, point to only one conclusion.”

"Scoured.”

She nodded, and stood. "Like being held up againg a high-speed spinning drum covered with coarse
sandpaper, Agent Mulder. Or ingde a cylinder lined with the same. The only thing | can't explain is the
dirt." Another grim amile, another glance a her watch. "Thank you for listening. Please don't tdl anyone
| have seen you. If you come to my office, if Agent Garson ingsts we meet dl you will hear is what
youve dready read in the offida report.” She tucked the purse under her arm. "By the way, Agent
Garson knows the truth, too."

Mulder rose as she left without looking back, and stayed on his fedt.

A high-speed drum covered with coarse sand-paper.

"Dontsayit.”

"But you sawv—"

"I saw the pictures, yes. | read the report, yes. But given the time frame were working with, unless
Paulies father and sister are incredibly off-base with their sense of timing, there's no way it could happen
like thet."

He looked down at her, pale under the table light. "It happened, Scully. It happened.”

She leaned toward him, arms resting on the table. "Then explain it to me. Explan how some-one could
assemble an apparatus of that Sze, bring it down to the river without being seen, put the boy iniit, kill him,
take him out, and get away Again, without anybody seeing athing.”

"Saw nothing we can substantiate. Ghosts, Mulder. She said she saw ghogs”

"And whispers,”" he reminded her. "She ds0 said she heard whispers.”

Saully dumped back and shook her head. "What does it mean? | don't get it."

"l don't ether.” He yanked open the drapes, turned off the lights, and dropped into the chair opposite
her. "But so far, everyone who's talked to us has—" He stopped, dosed his eyes briefly, then moved to
the bed and stared for amoment at the telephone on the night table.

"Mulder?'

"Konoching" he said, and picked up the
receiver "Why do we keep bumping into the Konochine?'

"Whileyou're a it," she said. "Give Garson acdl and find out why he's so rdluctant to tdl us the truth.”

Donna looked hdplesdy at the two dozen car-tons stacked in her spare room. They were dl ready for
shipping, or for hand ddivery to area shops. A permanent cold seemed to have attached itsdf to
her sping, to her somach. She couldn't stop sheking. She had denied cheating anyone, of course, and
had even shown him the ledger to prove it. But it had been close. There had been no apology, only a
lingering warning look before he left, damming the door as he went.

She had to get out.

All the potentid money in this room wasn't going to do her any good if she wasn't around to spend it.

She looked a her watch. If she hurried, she could clean out out the bank account, be packed, and be
out of this godforsaken state before mid-night. Leave everything behind. It didn't matter. The house, her
clothes. . . none of it mattered. Just take the money and get out.

But first she would have to make a phone cal. She couldn't leave without saying goodbye.
Garson wasn't in his office, and no one there knew where he could be found. The secretary thought he
might be a the ME's office.

The second cal wasto information.

When the third was finished, Mulder replaced the receiver and began to wonder.

"What?' Scully asked.

"According to his Sgter, Paulie picked up a piece of jewdry from one of the locd shops. A sl-ver
pendant of some kind." Mulder looked up. "She thinks it was Konochine."



"And?

"And | don't remember seaing it as being with his effects”

"Such asthey were," shereminded him.

"Whatever. It wasn't there.” He rose, and paced until Scully's warning groan put him back in his chair.
"That woman, the one who handles the crafts.”

Sheflipped open a notebook, paged through it, and said, "Fakner."

"Y ou want to take aride?

"Mulder—"

"The connection, Scully. You can't deny we have a connection.”

The rentd car had been delivered, and the clerk at the front desk gave him a map and directions to
the address he had found in the telephone
book. The parking lot was on the north side of the Inn, through a gated entry in the side wadl. As he
dipped behind the whed, Mulder noted that the car seemed to have every gadget known to Detrait,
except perhaps an orbita trgectory track-ing system.

It took him a few seconds to get oriented, and a few seconds more before he convinced himsdf that
he wasn't charging headlong into foolishness. The how of the murders was dill beyond him, in spite of
Dr. Rioss description. Concentrate on the who and the why, however, and the how would come
wagging itstal behind them.

He hoped.

As he pulled out onto the street and headed north, Scully inhaded quickly.

"Whet?'

They passed a series of four amdl stores in a common one-story building. A man stood in front of one
of them, not bothering to concedl hisinter-est in the car.

"Lag night," she said. "'l didn't see him clearly, but there was aman at the gate, watching me"

He checked the rearview mirror.

The man, face hidden by the bill of his cap, sill watched.

There was no flip of amenta coin. Mulder svung the whed around, made a U-turn, made another to
pul dongdde the stores.

The man hadn't moved.

Scully lowered her window. "Do you want something?' she asked camly.

Leon Ciola swaggered over and leaned down. "Y ou the feds?"

With one hand 4ill on the whedl, Mulder leaned over, curious about the fine scars that swept across
the man's face. " Specid Agent Mulder, Specid Agat Saly. Who aeya?'

“Leon Ciola"

"Y ou've been watching us. Why?'

Ciola spread his ams wide in a mocking bow, amiling impudently. "Always like to know who's in
town, amigos, that'sdl. It's very dull around here, you know? Not much to do. The sun's too hot. Not
much work for amen like me."

"What isaman likeyou?' Scully said.

"Ex-con. They didnt tdl you that?'

No, Mulder thought; there's alot they haven't told us.

Then he spotted afant racid resemblance to Nando Quintodo. "Y ou're from the Mesa?'

Ciolds amile didnt fater. "Very good, amigo. Most people think | look Apache.” Fingers flut-tered
across hisface. "The scars. They make me look mean.”

"Areyou?'

The amile vanished. "I'm a son of a bitch, Agent Mulder. A good thing to know."

He's not bragging, Mulder thought; he's not warning, either.

Ciola glanced up and down the street, then placed a hand on the window well. "Sheriff Sparrow will
tdl you that | have killed a man. It's true. Maybe more, who knows? Hell tdl you, when he gets around
toit, that | probably killed those stupid tourigts. | didn't, Agent Mulder. | have more important things to
do."



He tipped his cap to Scully and backed away, interview over.

Mulder nodded to him, straightened, and pulled dowly away from the curb. The man chilled him.
Wheat chilled hm more, however, was the fact that Sparrow hadn't said a word about him. An obvious
suspect, a self-confessed killer ex-con, and the sheriff had, conveniently or otherwise, kept Ciola's name
to himsdif.

"Seully, do you get the feding we've dropped down the rabbit hole?!

Shedidn't answer.

A glance at her profile showed him lips so taut they were bloodless.

He didn't question her. Something about the man, something he hadn't caught, struck a nerve. Sooner
or later, she would tdl hmwhat it was. As it was, he had to ded with street 9gns he could bardy read
because they were too smdl, and the vehides impatiently lining up behind him because he was driving
dow enough to try to read the damn sgns.

Thesun didn't help.

It flared off everything, and bleached that which wasn't dready bleached.

Everywhere there were sgns of a town grug-gling to find the right way to grow—obvioudy new
shops, shops that had gone out of business, houses and buildings in varying stages of con-struction or
repair. It was dther very exdting to live here now, or very frightening.

"There" Scully said.

He turned |eft, toward the river, and found himsdf on a street where lots were large and vacart,
spotted only once in a while by amdl, one-story houses in ether brick or fake adobe. A drab place,
made more so by the gardens and large bushes flowering vidlent colors. No toys in the driveways. The
few cars at the curbs seemed abandoned.

He parked in front of a ranch house whose front window was buried by a tangled screen of roses. A
Cherokee parked in the pitted drive faced the street. As they got out, he saw a suitcase by the driver's
door.

"'Somebody's going on vacation."

"I don't think s0," she said, nodding toward the two other suitcases Stting on the stoop. "Not unless
she's planning to stay away for Sx months™

He knocked on the screen door.

No one answered.

He knocked again, and the inner door was
opened by a young woman with a briefcase in one hand.

"l don't want any” she said.

Scully held up her 1D. "Specid Agent Scully, Specid Agent Mulder, FBI. Are you Donna Falkner?'

It didn't take any specid indinct to redize the woman was afraid. Mulder opened the screen door
caefully and said, "Wed jud like to tak to you, Ms. Falkner. It won't take a minute, and then you can
take your trip."

"How did you know thet?' Donna demanded, her voice pitched high enough to crack. Then she
followed Mulder's gesture toward the suitcases, "Oh."

"Just afew minutes” Scully assured her.
The woman's shoulders dumped. "Oh, what the hdll, why not. How much worse can it get?!
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The ar conditioning had been shut off. The room was difling. The woman hasnt Ieft yet, Mulder thought,
and dready the house feds deserted. Donna grabbed a ladder-back char from in front of a small
desk and turned it around. When she sat, shoulders ill dumped, she hed the briefcase in her |ap,
looking as if she wanted to hold it againgt her chest. Scully took a seat on a two-cushion couch, pen
and notebook in hand; Mulder remained standing, leaning a shoulder againg the wdl just insde the
room's entry.

It kept imin partid shadow; it kept the woman infull light.

"S0," she sad resgnedly. "What do you want to know?'

"The Konoching” Mulder told her, and saw her gaze dart in his direction.

"What about them?"

"You I ther jewdry," Scully said, shifting the woman's attention back the other way. "We were told
they didn't like the outside world very much.”

"Hadly a dlI’ Donna answered. Her shoul-ders rose a little "I got chased off the res once, back
before | knew what | was doing." She shifted the briefcase to the floor beside her. "See, they're not the
only Indians | ded with, but they give me the most trouble. Or did, anyway. Ther€'s this man—"

"Nick Lanaya?' Mulder said.

"Yegh. He's one of the out-and-backers. You know, got out, came back? Wdl, we met a a party
once, got to talking—he's very easy to tak to, kind of like a priest, if you know what | mean. Anyway,
he knew his people needed money, and after he asked around, he knew 1'd be &ble to get them a far
price for the work."

Saully moved a hand to draw her atention again. "How mad are the ones who don't want outsde
contact?'

Donnafrowned, the understanding of what
Scully meant dow in ariving. "Oh. Oh! Hey, not that mad. God, no. You think they killed those poor
people?" She dismissed the notion with awave. "Jesus, no. They tak alot, ydl alot, but Nick just ydls
rght back. Hes—" She stopped, frozen, as though something had just occurred to her. "Tdl you,
though, the guy you should be taking to is Leon Ciola"

"Weve met” Mulder said dryly.

"You're kidding." Her right hand drifted down to brush a the case. "You know he was in the
gate pen, up by Santa Fe? Killed a man in a bar fight" Her left hand draw a line across her throat.
Sowly. "Nearly cut his head off. | don't know how he got out. A good lawyer, | guess™

"Where are you going?' Scully asked.

"Vacaion," Donnareplied ingantly.

"You take more clothes than Scully," Mulder said with alaugh.

"Il be away for awhile"

"Who takes care of the business? Nick?'

She shrugged. "Mogly, yeah."

Saully closed her notebook. "You have no con-trol over what you receive from the Mesa? Or who
buys them retail ?*

"Nope. Nick chooses the pieces, | choose the shops. After that, it's the guy who has the most morey”

Mulder pushed away fromthewall. "What if



somebody who didn't know any better just drove onto the reservation?"

"Nothing." Donna retrieved her case. "No one would tak to them, probably. Sooner or later, they'd
get the hint and leave.”

"Andif they didnt?'

"You mean like me?* She laughed:; it was fdse. "I'm pushy, Agent Mulder. | pushed too far. Chasing is
dl that would happen, believe me" She stood and looked none too subtly at the door. "I Hill say you
should check Ciola He has aknife and ..." She shuddered for effect.

Saully rose as wel. "Thank you, Ms. Falkner. We appreciate the time”

"No problem.” She led them to the stoop. "If you don't mind, though, | have a plane to catch, okay?"

Mulder thanked her again, asked her to cdl Agent Garson if there was anything ese she thought of
before she Ieft, and got behind the whed, curang himsdf soundly for forgetting to leave the windows
down.

The sun out there, and an oven in here. He set the air conditioning to high and hurry up about it and
drove off, teking his time, while Scully watched Donna Falkner in the outside mirror. When they turned
the corner, Saully said, "She relaxed very quickly,”

"Yegh. Because we didn't ask her about what she thought we would.”

"Whichwas?'

"Scully, if | knew that, | would have asked her."

She grunted disbelief; he knew what she was thinking. There were times when asking ques-tions got
you answers, but not necessarily when you wanted them. There were times when it was better to spin a
web and see who tried to break free

Donnawas bresking free.

Once she got on that plane, New Mexico would never see her again.

Saully looked over. "How are you going to stop her?!

He gestured toward the backseat, asking her to grab his denim jacket. When she did, his portable
phone fdl out of the indde pocket.

"Garson?' shesad.

"Maerid witnessto an active investigation.”

"But sheign't, Mulder."

"No, maybe not. But he can delay her long enough to miss her flight. Maybe discourage her enough to
wait until tomorrow."

She cdled, discovered Garson couldn't be reached, and demanded to spesk to an agent on duty.
After convincing him they weren't kidding about Falkner, she asked where the Congdla van was being
held.

"Right here," she said when she hung up. "A lot behind a sheriff's subgtation.”

"Why do you want to seeit?'

"You wanted to see Ann Hatch, and look what it got us. | want to see that ven."

Sometimes they made her too much like him.

"And what do you mean, | take too many clothes when | go on atrip?'

The subgtation was little more than a double-wide on cinder blocks, only a Sgn on the door announcing
its function. The parking areain front was only big enough for four vehicles, and the tree that cast a weak
shade over the building looked about ready to collgpse a any second. Beyond the tree was another Iat,
fenced in with chain-link and topped with concertina wire. Within were a handful of cars, a pickup, and a
van.

Sheiff Sparrow was outside waiting when Mulder pulled in off the street.

"Garson works fagt," Scully said when they stopped.

"Your tax dollars at work."

Sparrow waved them over to a padlocked gate in the fence. "Looking for anything in particular?' he
asked as the gate swung free and they waked in.



"Y ou never know,” Mulder told him.

Thevan was a the back, dusty enough to ward off the sun. Mulder shaded his eyes and |ooked
through the side and front windows, then asked Sparrow for the key.

"What for?"

"To get ingde" He rapped a knuckle againg the diding sde door. "You never know."

Sparrow grumbled, complained that he'd left the keys insde, and headed back to the trailer.

"Mulder?'

She was on the passenger side, and he took his time joining her. The heat was brutd, worse than the
day before, and he understood now why life was so ddiberate in this part of the world. Anything faster
than a crawl on aday like today meant sure heatstroke, and a tub packed inice.

She pointed to the side.

He looked and saw the dugt; then he saw what lay under the dust.

He used a padm to wipe the metd clean, and yelped when the heat scorched him. "Damn!™ He shook
his hand, blew on it and pulled a handker-chief from his pocket.

"Be careful,” she said. "It's hat." When he gave her a look, she only shrugged and added, "Your tax
dollars a work."

There were two large tinted windows, one in the diding door, the other a the back. He shook the
handkerchief out, then folded it in quarters to form a mekeshift dusting pad. Hunkering down,
baancing on his toes, he swiped at the dust and dirt firdt, to knock off what he could before he started
rubbing.

"What the hdl you looking for?" Sparrow said, tossing the keys to Scully.

"Thiswas arentd,” Mulder said without look-ing up.

"Yep. 07

"New, then, right?"

"Probably." The sheriff leaned over him, squint-ing at the pand. "So?"

"S0 | guess Mr. Congella wasn't much of a driver.”

He didn't have to rub. When the area was clear, he rose and took a step back, waiting for Sparrow to
comment. He was dso waiting to hear why the man hadn't noticed it days ago. Or, if he had, why he
hadn't said anything.

From the window to the bottom of the frame, the paint had been scraped off, right down to bare metal.
The dust had been thick, the van having sat here for more than a week in the sheriff's cus-tody. A glint of
that bare metd was what had caught Scully's attention.

"Wl, I'll be damned." Sparrow hitched his bdt. "Run up againgt a stone wall, boulder, some-thing like
that, looks like."

"I don't think s0." Mulder ran a finger lightly over the surface. "No appreciable indentation, so there
was no red colligon.”

Saully stepped in front of them and peered at it closdy, shifted and sghted dong the side to the rear
bumper. "If there was, it wouldn't be in just this one place” When she draightened, she leaned close to
the window. Touched it with a forefinger. Took the handkerchief and wiped the glass clean. "Scrapes
here, too."

"Road dirt," Sparrow said. "You get it dl the time out here, dust and dl, going the speeds you do.”

She ignored him for the moment, using the fin-ger to trace the damage's outline, right to the drip above
the window. "Whatever it was, it was big. Man-high, at least.”

"Likel said, aboulder."

"Come on, Sheriff," Mulder said, having had enough of his forced ignorance. "Scully's right. A collison
would have produced damage wider than this, and by the force of it, a the least this window would have
been cracked, if not smashed.”

He scratched under his jaw, and leaned close again.

"Agent Mulder, thisis—"

"Do you have amagnifying glass?'



He heard the man snort his disgust, but the expected argument didn't happen. Sparrow trudged away,
muttering about how the damn feds think they know everything, just loudly enough.

Scully unlocked the passenger door and stood
back to let the heat out. Then she dimbed in and through the two front seets to the back. Mulder couldn't
see her until she rapped on the window and beckoned.

He knelt on the passenger seat and leaned over the top. The two rows of bench seats had been taken
out, leaving the halding rails behind. The floor and wals were covered with dternat-ing swatches of vivid
purple and dull brown carpeting.

"Thisisalove net?' he said, windng at the garish combination.

"Loveisblind, Mulder." She was on her knees, poking a aloose section of carpet with her pen.

"In hereit would haveto be."

"Gotit."

She rocked back on her hedls and held up the pen. Dangling from it was a length of slver chain. She
followed when Mulder backed out, and dropped the chain into his pdm. "That’s not a store chain. It's
handmade." She prodded it with the pen, shifting it as he watched. "I'll bet it's not slver-plated, ether.”

He brought the palm closer to hiseyes.

Thelinks were longer than he would have expected, and not as ddicatdy thin as they fird appeared.
Neither were they the same length.

She took the chain back, gragping each end between thumb and forefinger. Tugged once.

"Strong. You couldn't yank this off someone's neck without sawing hafway through it.”

"Konochine"

She gave him a maybe tilt of her head, and headed back to the car to fetch a plagtic evidence bag from
her purse.

"Bring acouple,”" he called after her, and glanced at his watch.

Sparrow dill hadn't returned; Mulder findly lost the rest of his patience. He marched over to the trailer,
yanked open the door, and stepped in. The sheriff was seated behind one of three desks in the room, his
feat up, hishat off, aflask at hislips

He looked startled when he saw Mulder, but he didn't move until he had finished his drink. "1t's hot out
there," he said.

"It's going to get hotter,” Mulder told him, not bothering to suppress his anger. "Give me the glass, then
get one of your people ready to take some evidence to Garson's technicians. I'll cal him mysdf to tdl him
what to look for."

Sparrow glared as he set the flask onto the desk. "I don't believe | heard the magic word, Agent
Mulder."




as

He couldnt see Scully when hereturned to thelot, dapping the mag-nifying glass hard againgt hisleg.
Hewas angry and disgppointed, not much at the sheriff as at himself. Losng control like thet,
pulling rank, wasn't his style. Working with local law was something he had learned to do years ago,
knowing that their assstance wasjust asvital to investigations as his own federal agents. What he had
just done was aviolation not only of palicy, but hisown code. "Sauly?' It was dumb. "Hey, Sauly!"

It was stupid,

"Over here, Mulder.”

But boy, did it feel good.

He found her standing next to what used to be a deek Jaguar. Now mogt of its windows were
shattered, the windshield web-cracked, the racing-green paint pocked and scored from front to back,
and the roof crushed as though someone had dropped aflatcar on it.

"Our drunk driver?' he asked.

"l don't know | think so0. Look at this."

He went around to the side, and saw the same pattern of scouring she had uncovered on the van, only
thistime it was wider.

"Invisblecar,” hesad.

She lifted a quedtioning hand. "l give up, Mulder. What's going on?" A closer look & his face. "Never
mind. | think I'd rather know what happened in there.”

There was no chance to answer. The traller door dammed gunshot loud, and Sparrow stomped
toward them. Theway his hand chopped the ar, Mulder figured he was having one hdl of an argument
with himsdlf. By the time he reached them, the argument was over.

He stood with one hand resting on the handle of his holstered gun, while the other folded a stick of gum
into his mouth. Then he pulled off his sunglasses by pinching them at the bridge and diding.

"Il take the evidence in mysdf." It wasn't an order, it wasn't a demand. It was an offer of truce.

"Tha'sfine with me, dr," Mulder said, accept-ing the offer.

"Chuck." The sheriff chewed rapidly.

Mulder grinned. "1 don't think s0."

"Me neither. My mother hated it. She dways said it wasn't the name of anything but chopped meat”
He pushed the sunglasses back on. "So, FBI, what's so important you got to rush it into the city?'

While Scully explained about the partid neck-lace chain, Mulder went back to the van and, with the
megnifying glass and the tip of a blade on his Swiss army knife, pried loose samples of debris caught in
the deep gouges on the door. He did the same to the car, seded his findings in the bags, and handed
them over.

Uneasy, but more at ease, they walked back to the office, grateful for the cool respite. Scully tagged
and numbered the bags. Mulder caled Garson's office, told them what to expect and what he wanted
done.

"That shouldnt take very long,” the secretary said confidently.



"Have you found Agent Garson yet?"
"Nodr, | sure havent."
He gave her his number and instructed her to have Garson cal as soon as he came in. When he
asked whether Donna Falkner had been inter-cepted, he was told that she had been, by one of the other
agents. Apparently she hadn't been very happy, certainly not when she was brought back to the Silver
Avenue office, where she currently was giving a statement.
"A gtatement? About what?"
"I wouldn't know, gr. I'm only the secretary. They only tel me what | need to know."
Sure, hethought; and al the rest ismagic.
He perched on the edge of the nearest empty desk and wiped his brow with a deeve.
Sparrow was back in his chair. "You reckon it's the Konochine somehow? | figured that, what with
you talking to Donnaand dl.”
"I don't see how it can't be, now. There are too many connections.
"A lead, anyway” Scully added.
"Oh boy." The sheiff reached for his flask, changed his mind, and propped his feet up instead.
‘Trouble is, there's a couple hundred of them. It can't be dl—" Suddenly he snapped upright, boots
gamping the floor. "Son of a bitch!”
Mulder looked firg to Scully before saying, "Leon Ciola"
The sheiff's jaw sagged. "Damn, Mulder, you're good.” He drummed his fingers againgt his cheek
thoughtfully, then reached for hisphone. 'There's somebody you should mest.
Hell be able to tdl you what you want know about who you need to know about. Lanaya. | dready told you abou
liveson theres.”
"What about Ciola?'
Sparrow held up afinger as the connection was made, winced as he made arrangements with the dealer to meet €
evening, winced again and rubbed his ear as he hung up. "Storm coming,” he explained. "Staticll deafen you sometimes
Thank God, Mulder thought; at least itll get code.
"Ciola" hereminded Sparrow.
"Bagtard. Pure and smple bastard. Got sent up for murder, got alawyer who found a hole and squeezed the son of
much | can do but keep an eye out, and hope he doesn't lose his temper agan.”
It didn't take specid intuition to figure out the man not only hated Ciola, he was afraid of him.
"Y ou thinking he'sinvolved with this?*
"Y ou haveto admit, he'salikely candidate.”
"Nope, don't think s0."
Mulder was surprised, and let the sheriff know it.
"Not hissyle" Sparrow explained. "He's dl intimidation and reputation. The man he killed, it was over quick and dir
patience.”
"But not much time. Sheriff,” Scully said. "The Deven boy, remember?’
He granted her that rluctantly, but indsted it couldn't have been Ciola. "Therés a reason for those
people, Agent Scully. We just ain't found it yet. With Leon, there doesn't have to be one.”
"Hest of the moment,” Mulder suggested.
"Gotitinone”
Scully seemed doubtful, but didn't argue.
The sheriff accepted her silence without com-ment, looked around the station, then carefully locked the
plagtic bags into an attaché case he pulled from a bottom drawer. "Better get going. | want to get
back before the sorm.” He walked to the back and radioed one of his men, tdling hm where held be
and for how long; he cdled a centra digpatcher with the same infor-mation, for intercepting any cals, he
spar[ his gum into a wastebasket, opened a wardrobe on the far wall, and took down a clean, blocked

When he saw Mulder saring, he pointed to the hat on the desk. "That's my comfort hat, had it for
years." He flicked the brim on the one he had on. "This is my showing-up-in-the-city hat. Pretty dumb,
antit"



Saully laughed, and Mulder could only nod as Sparrow walked with them to their car.

"Check it out, folks" he said, pointing over the traller. "Be ingde when it happens.”

Mulder looked, and couldn't believe that clouds that massive, and that high, could assem-ble so
quickly. Shaped like anvils, bailing at the edges, they had aready buried most of the west-ern blue.

"My God, Scully, we're going to drown."

He drove back to the motel as fast as he dared, which gill wasn't fast enough for the others on
the road. They passed him on the l€ft, on the right, and would have driven over im if the car had been
low enough.

"Cdm down," Scully said when the engine died. "Weve ill got some work to do while we wait for

Lanaya"

The bone pile stirred as the wind brushed over it, dust in tan clouds passng through ribs and eye
sockets, through a gaping holein one of the skulls.

A scorpion scuttled across the curled horn of aram.

In the center, usng the pevic bone of a ddlion for a temporary stool, a man gtirred the loose earth
with the point of a knife. Desgns were fash-ioned, and erased; words were written, and van-ished. He
glanced up only once, to check the storm's approach, returning to his work only when he saw the
lightning, and didn't hear the thunder.

It would movefast. He would move faster.

Donna Falkner dammed into her house, dammed the door shut behind her, flung a suitcase across the
living room, and began to scream her outrage. She kicked a the nearest wal, picked up the desk chair
and hurled it down the hdl; she grabbed the couch cushions and tried to rip them open with her nals
tossed them aside, and dropped to the floor, sobbing.

It wasn't fair.

It wasn't goddamn fair.

All she had to do was get on the goddamn plane, and she was out of here. Gone. Logt in another city,
where they never heard of Indians except on TV, never bothered with Southwest crafts except in fancy
boutiques that overpriced everything from a wadlet to a brooch. Gone. New name, new har, new
everything.

Goe

Now the FBI wanted her, and he wanted her, and there was nothing she could do about it but St
around and wait.

She punched thefloor.

She screamed again, cheeksflorid, teeth bared.

The aunlight began to dim, and the thorns of the rosebushes began to scratch lightly againgt the
windows.

Suddenly she couldn't breathe, made a dou-ble fig with her hands, and pressed it againg her chest.
Harder. Gulping for air. Rocking on her buttocks until she thought she would faint. Tears sreaming
down her cheeks, dripping off her chin, coating her lipswith the taste of sdt.

When the attack passed, she let hersdf fdl backward dowly, seeing nothing but tiny cracks in the
plaster caling, forming them into images that made her weep again.

The telephone rang.

She wiped her eyes with the backs of her hands and sat up. She had no intention of answering it. Let it
ring. If it was those agents who had come to see her, they could just come over on ther own. The hel
with them. The hdl with them dl.

When ghe stood, she swayed; when she waked down the short hdl toward the bathroom, she
staggered. When she reached the bathroom, she looked at her reflection, gagged . . . and giggled.
Touched the tip of her reflection's nose with a fin-ger and told it there was nothing to worry about,



nothing she couldn't handle.

What she would do was, if they wouldn't let her fly, then fuck it, she would drive. By the time they
redlized she was gone, shewould be . . . gone.

Shegiggled again.

Gone, but not forgotten.

Gone, and goddamn rich.

Wash up, she ordered; wash up, change your clothes, get the damn money, and be ... gone.

What the hell are you so worried about?

Shedidn't know.

Suddenly, she didn't know.

She hurried into the spare room, squinted through the smal window, and figured by the sky she had
maybe an hour before the sorm arrived. If it arrived. They had a bad habit of being dl show and no
action sometimes. Not that it mattered. Only afool would tempt clouds like that on an open road.

Another giggle

Screw 'em.

Now that she wasn't flying, she could load the Cherokee to the gills, take a little inventory to pad the
mattress. The not-so-perfect plan, but better than nothing. Nothing would mean gtting around, waiting

for things to happen.
She grabbed a carton and headed for the door.

Sand dtirred, lifting duggishly from the ground asiif drawn by aweak magnet.
Nearby, adead leaf quivered.
A twig shifted, rolled an inch, and stopped.
The sand settled afew seconds later.

Nothing moved.

The shower was wonderful.

After crawling around the van and automobile in the sun dl that time, Scully was drenched with swest,
caked and streaked with dust, and ready to scream. In spite of the Slver chain, in spite of what Mulder
hed dug from the vehides sdes, they hadn't accomplished very much.

What frustrated her was a combination of the case itsdlf, which seemed to be going nowhere fast and
the certain knowledge that she had dready seen the break point and had missed it Something smdl.
Something so obvious she had overlooked it. The purloined letter in New Mexico.

The storm didn't help.



The clouds, frightening black and impossibly huge, were 4ill out there, dill in the middle dis-tance. If
they moved, she couldnt tdl. They sat there, not amdl enough to be lurking, and too large to even be
cdled looming. There was noth-ing ahead of them but a steady, hot wind.

They were aso tired. The mix of dtitude and heat had sapped them without ther redizing it. When they
reached the motd, it was amutud decison to clean up and rest for an hour, then meet again to see what
they could come up with before their medting with Nick Lanaya.

So she used the shower to make her comfort-able again, to drain the afternoon's tensgon from her
shoulders and limbs, and to let her mind roam, seeking pathways and the places where they might
possibly join into something concrete she could follow, something hopeful.

When it didnt happen immediady, she was mildy annoyed, but she didn't mind. It would come
eventudly; of that she was confident.

She took her time dressing, sat on the edge of her bed, and gazed at the window, scowling at the
tendon she could fed building again. She rolled her shoulders, massaged them one & a time, to get rid of
it; it didn't work. She stretched until her joints threatened to pop or separate, deliberately groaning doud;
it didn't work.

Maybe it wasjust anticipation of the storm.

The clouds mugt have moved closer while she had been in the bathroom. The sunlight held
con-sderably less glare, ahint of fase twilight filter-ing into the front courtyard. By that part of the bench
tree she could see, the wind had died down as well.

It seemed that the outside had decided to do nothing but wait until the storm made up its mind whether
to strike or not.

"Damn,” she whispered.

No wonder she was dill tense. That was exactly what she was doing. Waiting, not acting. Some son of
abitch had butchered three innocent peo-ple, and dl she could do was st here like a lump and wait for
the damn rain.

She snapped to her feet, grabbed her shoulder bag, decided the hdl with the hat, and hurried outside.

No onein the courtyard and, when she couldn't help looking, no one standing &t the gate.

The image of Ciolas face so close to her own made her pause and shudder. Those scars, and those
dead eyes . . . she shuddered again and knocked hard on Mulder's door, one hed tap-ping impatiently.
When he answered, naked to the waist and drying his hair with a towel, she said, "Get decent, Mulder.
We're going out again."

The sand gtirred. Theleaf quivered.

"Y ou're the one who made the connections," Scully said as he pulled on a shirt. "So why wait?'

"Saully, we haven't been here twenty-four hours”

"That doesn't answer my question: Why wait?'

He couldn't think of a good answer, and didn't especidly want to, not when she practicaly sparked
with energy likethis. It was best, dways best, to go dong for the ride. Besides, she was right. With too
many dgns pointing to the Konochine, it only made sense to pay an offidd vigt to the reservation. The
only problem was, he thought they ought to have a guide, someone who knew who they should tak to,
preferably someone who knew the language.

"The sheriff."

"He'sin Albuquerque, remember?!

"Fdkner."

"They rode her out on arail.”

She tapped afingernal on the table. "Lanayawould be perfect, but we don't know how to get in touch
with him."

They tried the phone book, but no luck; they tried the sheriff's dispatcher, and had the same result. A
cdl to Falkner brought no answer; Scully
let the phone ring twenty times before hanging up in disgudt.



Neither one of them even breathed Leon Ciolas name.

He switched on alamp without thinking. "We could dways go out to the ranch,” he suggested, not
redly too happy with the idea

Nether was Scully, from her reaction. At the moment, however, there was no place se to turn. And,
he added, reaching for hisgun and holster to dip on his b, it didn't especidly have to be Annie. In fact,
it probably shouldn't be, if what the foreman had told them was true. Quintodo himsdf would do just as
wall, assuming he was willing. It wasn't araid; they were smply looking for information.

Which, he thought glumly, they probably wouldn't get anyway. If the Indians wanted as lit-tle to do as
possible with whites in generd, repre-sentatives of the government in Washington, especidly the law,
would no doubt be treated asif they had the plague.

Then he opened the door, took a quick step back, and said, "You have an ark handy?'

The storm had finally reached them.

Scully made a wordless sound of amazement as they watched the rain pound the courtyard in dark and
light streaks shot through with slver, pockets of steam risng from the ground in swirling patches that
were shredded and whisked
away. It was S0 heavy, they could barely see the wal.

Saully turned on the rest of the lights and rubbed her upper arms. "Close the door, it's cold.”

Mulder didn't mind. After waking around in afurnace dl day, the sensation was luxurious.

And therain fascinated him.

"It can't last long," she said, dthough it sounded likeaquetion

He had seen downpours before, but this was more then that, this was an outright deluge; it didn't seem
possibleit could last for more than afew minutes. There couldn't be that much water in the sky.

Ten minutes later he closed the door and shrugged. "I guess were stuck. Unless you want to try it
anywey."

"Out there? In that?'

Looking out the window didn't do any good; the rain smothered it, completdy obliterating the outside
world.

He wished, however, that the wind would rise. It didn't seem naturd, dl that rain and no wind to whip
it.

Saully moved over to the bed and picked up the receiver. "Il try Garson again. I'd like to know what
he's been doing dl day.”

He would, too. He had dready run through a couple of scenarios, neither of which he liked.

He doubted serioudy that the man was upset because of their ariva; they were dl supposed to be
working the same territory no matter what state that territory was in. He dso didn't think Garson
was part of what they were |ook-ing for; it fet wrong. Nothing more; it just fdt wrong.

Saully hung up. "Nothing. Sparrow's been there, but there are no results yet.”

Rain dapped at the door, alittlewind at last.

A congtant thudding overhead, like an army marching across the roof.

"Tdk to me, Mulder," Scully said then.

He sat at the table, drew invighle patterns on the surface to focus him and, at the same time, to let him
think aloud without built-in restrictions.

"It's adichg" he said dowly, "but maybe it's true here, who knows? What we know for sure is that
Paulie and the Congtdlas had Konochine jewery. Except for that partia chain you found, it was gone
when the bodies were discovered. Destroyed or taken, we don't know yet. But it's gone.

"Maybe this Lanaya brought out the wrong kind. Maybe it has some rdigious or traditiond sggnificance
we don't understand yet. Everyone weve taked to has made a big ded of tdling us they don't want
contact, minima contact & best. So it's possble that exposing those pieces to the outsde could be
considered aform of sacrilege.

There might be some on the reservation who would do anything to get it back.”

"Youre right, it is a diché" She leaned forward and rested her forearms on her thighs "And don't

forget, Lanayais one of their own. He wouldn't make a mistake like that. Not even a careless one.”



"Then maybe it's the very fact that the pieces went out at dl."

"He's been doing it for years."

"He's been fighting them for years.”

"But hes4till beendoingit.”

Right, he thought; and by now, after dl this time, hundreds of people must have Konochine rings and
necklaces and who knew what else? Hundreds, at least, but only three had died.

A damp chill filtered into the room.

The light flickered once and settled, gartling him into the redlization that there was no thunder, no
lightning. How could clouds like that, with dl that power, not have thunder and lightning?

Saully rose and walked to the bathroom door, waked back and sat again. "'I'd dill like to know how it
was done."

"Scoured. Dr. Rios said scoured.”

"How?"

He dmogt said, "Sentient Brillo," but changed his mind when he saw the don't you dare, Mulder look
on her face.

Instead, he answered, "'l haven't aclue.”

"Yed" She dapped her leg angrily. "Y es, damnit, we do have aclue! We just don't know what it is”

There was no response to exasperation like that, so he drew patterns again, over and over, while he
listened to the thunder the army made on the rodf.

"Sangre Viento," hesaid et last.

"It has anice ring, but what does it mean, aside from the trandation”?"

Patterns, aways patterns.

He watched the finger move, trying not to con-tral it conscioudy. Automatic writing that did nothing
but draw sensdless patterns.

Thirty minutes after the sorm began, he tilted his chair back, reached over and opened the door,
quinting againg a spray that dropped ice on his cheeks. "This is impossble. When the hdll isit going to
end?'

And the rain stopped.

He dmost toppled backward at the abruptness of the cessation. One second he couldn't see an inch
past the tree, the next dl there was were glit-tering droplets faling from the leaves and eaves, and a dow
runoff of water dong narrow, shalow trenches set dong the paths.

He looked at Scully and said, "Am | good, or what?'

Donna whispered a prayer when the rain findly ended and the sun came out. One more quick turn
around the house and a check of the back yard, and she would leave. The Cherokee was packed; she
hed never unpacked. It had been a stupid idea anyway, thinking she could use the rain for cover. She
wouldn't have made it haf a mile on the interstate before she would have been forced to pull over. This
way she was camer, and had a clearer head.

She had had timeto think.

Now it wastimeto fish or cut bait.

The bone pile had been touched by only a fringe of the storm, washed clean and gleaming.

The water had been taken by leaves and roots and the porous desert floor; there were no pud-dies,
and there was no wind.

Nevertheless, the sand stirred.




Mulder stepped outsde and inhded deeply severd times. Too many scents mingled for him to identify,
but they were sweet, and he was pleased. He had caught Scully's determination, and with the dust
washed away, even the prospects of success seemed more bright.

Y ou'e pushing it, he told himsdf, and didn't much care. It fdt pretty good, and he took that where he
could get it.

Saully followed, checking to be sure the door locked behind her. A detour to the front desk assured
them that the clerk had Mulder's portable phone number and would rlay cals or messages as soon
as they were received.

Jugt as they were about to turn away from the desk, Scully gave a nod toward the sde entrance. "I
think we have company”

A tdl man in denim and a ponytail walked toward them, taking off his hat as he approached. "Agent
Mulder? Agent Scully?'

Mulder nodded warily.

Theman held out his hand. "Nick Lanaya. We were supposed to meet later.” He cocked a lean hip as
he shifted hisweight. "Sorry I'm early, but | took a chance catching you. | was going to stop at a friend's
firg, but the sorm..."

"Actudly,” Scully said, "your timing is perfect. We were about to drive out to the Mesa."

His eyeswidened. "Alone?'

"No. We were hoping someone from the Double-H would go dong. But," she added with a amile,
"now you're here, which is exactly what we need.”

"Damn right about thet," he said, maiching her with a amile of his own. "Today's Thursday You go
there today, they'll probably shoot you.”

"What?' Mulder said.

"W, not redly shoot you, Agent Mulder, but you wouldn't have gotten in. It'sa ... cdl it a holy
day. Kind of like Sunday, only a little more intense” He used the hat to gesture toward the restaurant,
"So what do you say we have some-thing to eat? Chuck said you had a few questions, and | answer
better on afull somach”

Not long after they were at a table, this time near the entrance. Other diners had dready begun to
arrive, and the room was more lively, more chearful then last time. The contrast was gartling, and it took
Mulder afew minutes before he was able to concentrate on what Lanaya told him

Anecdotes at fird, as their med arived and they ate, trying to give them a fed for his people. They
were consarvative, hard-working, and sur-prisngly, they didn't fed at dl oppressed.

"They've been a Sangre Viento since their Time began. No one has ever defeated them in war badly
enough to drive them out, dthough the Apache gave them a hard time for awhile, a hun-dred years or so
back, and the white man hasn't seen any need to do anything but leave them pretty much done™ He
seemed dightly embar-rassed. To tdl you the truth, it makes them kind of smug.”

Saully brushed the corner of her mouth with a ngpkin. "l understand you're an important per-son
there™



Lanaya closed his eyes as he laughed, shook his head and waved his fork. "Lord, no. Important?' He
laughed again. "Not the way you mean, no. Some sort of authority figure, a position of power, something
like that?"

"Something likethat, yes™

"Nope. Sorry. I'm important only in that |
keep their contacts with the outside hedthy, that's dl. They're not stupid, Agent Scully. They dont live
primitively; not by their standards, anyway. They just pick and choose what they want from the white
man's world, that's dl. Some have TV, everybody has a radio. Schoaling is important. I'm not the only
one who went to college”

"But you went back."

"Yes Yes, | went back. Often there are ties too strong to be broken.” Hisleft hand moved to his chest
and away, but not before Mulder spotted a bulge there.

A medicine bag, he thought; he carries his power with him.

"Anyway, what isit, exactly, that you want to know?"

Mulder watched Scully's amile, and hid one of his own. The man was taken with her, and whether he
knew it or not, Scully had aready gotten more from him than he probably wanted them to know.

They.

He sad they instead of we.

Scully's next question was predictable, and Mulder couldn't help feding a faint disgppoint-ment at the
answe.

"No, there's no sgnificance to any of the things | bring out for Donna to sdl. Traditiond designs,
that’s all." He chuckled. "Oncein a
while, the designs are . . . borrowed, shdl we say? The artisans get bored doing the same thing dl the
time"

"You mean they fake it? Pass their work off as someone e sgs?!

"I mean they get bored, Agent Scully. What they use, they make their own.”

They aggin

Mulder began to wonder.

Suddenly the man grunted and clutched at his ssomach. Scully was on her feet immediatdy, but he
waved her away, "It's okay," he said, gasping alittle, his eyes watering, ‘'Took me by surprise, isd”

Scully stood by him anyway. "Whet did?"

Lanaya gestured toward his plate. "Ulcer, | think."

"What? Y ou have an ulcer and you edt this Suff?" She rolled her eyes and took her seat. "You're out
of your mind."

"Maybe" He took a roll of antacid tablets from his pocket and popped one into his mouth, "No,
definitely. But | keep hoping I'll get used to it before | die”

"Don't worry, you won't," she told him. "Because that uff will end up killing you."

He laughed, and Mulder managed a polite smilein response.

He was getting damn tired of people lying to hisface
There was someone in the backyard.

She heard movement as she dropped her suit-case into the passenger seat, and swore. With hardly
any neighbors to speak of, who the hdl would be out there? Unless it was a stray cat, or ... she glared.
Or a goddamn coyote.

She hurried into the house, yanked open a desk drawer, and pulled out a wood-stock .38. She had
never given a damn what the cautions were; it was aways loaded. A Ingle woman living done would
scarcely have the time to load if someone broke inin the middle of the night.

She hefted it, thumbed off the safety, and marched through the Pullman kitchen to the back door. As
far as she could tel, the yard was empty, its grass long Since given over to weeds and bare earth.

Sill...

A low, congtant hissng.

Shit, she thought; she had left the outside faucet on. That's what it was—water spilling onto the weeds



benegth the damn faucet. She tried to remember when she last was out here, and couldn't. Good God, it
could have been as long as a week, maybe more. Her water hill was going to be—

Shelaughed and shook her head.

Who cared about a stupid water bill? She
wasn't going to be around to pay it anyway. Nevertheless, a twinge of guilt a dl that waste made her
open the door and step outside, svinging immediaidy to the right and crouch-ing under the kitchen
window. She dready had her hand on the faucet when she redized it was dy.

No water.

"Whét the hel?*

The noise grew louder, and now she heard what she thought was whispering.

Sherose and turned in the same move.

Too tarified to scream, she managed to fire twice before she was struck and spun away from the
house, her arms flaling, her clothes shredded, trips of flesh taken and flung againgt the wadll, her eyes
blinded, her lips gone.

When it was over, she remained on her feet for aslong asit took for a breeze to touch her.

When sheféll, no one heard her.

Lanaya folded his nagpkin beside hisempty plate. "If ifs dl right with you, I'll pick you up in the morning.
The sooner we get there, the sooner we can leave.”

Mulder reached for aglass of water. "You don't sound very proud of your home."

"It's for your own good, Agent Mulder. And there's not much to see” He pushed his chair
back, but neither Mulder nor Scully moved. "I have to admit, I'm il not convinced you're look-ing in the
right place. Coincidence, that'sdl it is"

"Maybe. Probably, if you like. But as | dready said to someone, we have no choice.”

"Sure, no problem. | understand.”

Mulder turned around, looking for a waiter to 9gnd so he could get the check. Who he saw was
Sheiff Sparrow coming through the front door. By his atitude, the way he snapped a quedtion at the
clerk, who had walked over to greet him, it was business. Bad business.

"Saully," he said quietly, and excused himsdlf to hurry into the lobby.

Sparrow brushed the clerk aside with a brusque nod and stared over Mulder's shoulder. "News," he
sad.

"What?"

"Lanayabeen with you dl thistime?*

Mulder nodded. "What's happened?’

"You aready eat?"

"Sheriff, would you mind tdling me what’ s going on?"

Sparrow stared, shook himsdf without moving amuscle, and blew out a Sgh. "Sorry. | didn't mean to
snap like that. But | guess you're in luck, Agent Mulder. There's been another one”’

Mulder beckoned to Scully automaticaly as he said, "Who?"

"DonnaFakner."

Shots, two, maybe three, the sheriff told them as he sped out of the parking lot. A neighbor went over to
complain, couldn't get an answer at the front door and wandered around to the back. As soon as he saw
the body, he caled the sheriff's office. As soon as the firs deputy saw the body, he caled the sheriff,
knowing the FBI wasin on this case.

Severd patrol cars were dready on the scene when they arrived, and an ambulance backed into the
driveway. Yédlow crime scene ribbon fluttered around the property. A handful of people stood in the lot
across the street.

"How wel did you know her?' Mulder asked as Sparrow led them around the garage to the bedk.

"Shewas apaninthe ass”" A sharp wave. "She was okay, though."

"Did you know she was going on vacation?'



Sparrow stopped and turned at the corner. "Are you crazy? She never went on vacation. Working
hersdf to death iswhat she was. Wanted to be a goddamn millionaire before she was thirty-five."

Mulder stepped around him and walked dowly through the shin-high weeds. A sheet had been
placed over the body. He didn't bother to ask if the ME had been caled; this report wouldn't be any
different from the others.

Scully brushed by him and knelt beside the sheet. He stood behind her, holding his bresth as she pulled
on apair of latex gloves, pinched a corner, and pulled it back.

Mulder looked away.

Saully braced hersdf on the ground with one hand, and whispered something he couldnt catch. He
saw a shudder work its way down her back before she asked if someone had a camera. A deputy
appeared a her Sde, and she directed the lens as she pulled the sheet farther back.

The mutilation here wasn't as complete as the others. There were areas where the skin was raw but il
intact, and areas where a gleam of white showed through liquid red. Her face, however, was completely
gone, as was mogt of her hair.

Thishad not been a swift dying.

While the sheriff barked and grumbled at his men, Mulder began a dow wak around the yard,, until he
redlized that the color near and on the ground was actudly hits of flesh. So were the splotches on the
wdl near an outsde spigot. At the foundation just below it, he found the gun, took a pen from his pocket
and picked it up through the trigger guard. Two shots, maybe three, the neighbor had said.

At what?

Syl

Shelooked up, alittle pale but recovered.

He jerked his head to tdl her he would be insde when she was finished, then opened the kitchen door
and went in.

It was dill hot, no moving air, and no ggn that she intended to return from wherever it was sheld been
heading. The drawers in the tiny bedroom dresser were empty; there were a few cartons in the spare
room, which looked like those held seen in the Cherokee outside. Nothing in the medicine cabinet.
Papers and some ledgersin the desk; hills paid and unpaid, but no etters.

He didn't redize how much sunlight had dipped away until someone snapped on an over-head light.

It didn't make the place look any better.

When he took another turn around the room, he saw a briefcase againg the wal beside the desk. He
knelt, lifted it up, and raised an eyebrow in mild surprise. It was heavier than it looked.

When he opened it, he knew why.

"What do you know?' he said softly, closed it again, and snapped the locks. He kept it in his hand as
he went through the house again, finding nothing more than tangles of dust in the corners.

Eventudly he found himsdf by the window, staring & Nick Lanaya, who stood by a pickup parked
across the street. Funny reaction, he thought as he headed for the door. The man's partner is murdered,
and hejust stands there,

He moved onto the stoop and waved, but Lanayadidn't see him. Hewastoo busy talking to Leon
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"Mulder."

He lifted a hand to his shoulder, bringing Scully out of the house and cautioning her at the same
time. He pointed when she stood beside him. "Wdl,wl."

The two men were close together, Ssdeways to the house, every so often glancing down into the truck's
bed. Not once did they show any interest in the deputies bustling around the area, or in the police when
they arrived, lights spinning. Mulder couldn't tdl if they were arguing or not, but they certanly weren't
amply passng the time.

He could see Ciolas shark amile; he couldn't read Lanayas face et dl.

Then Ciola jabbed Lanayds chest with a Hiff finger, once, twice, and leaned so close thar noses
amog touched.

"Do you think we should join them?" Scully asked.

"What, and disturb their grief?" He sidestepped back into the living room. "Look at this, Scully." He set
the briefcase on the desk and opened it to show her the packets of money he had found, as many as
could be crammed in without burding the seams.

"A bank is safer.” She picked up a packet, another, but there was no sense trying to fix the amount
now. Some were in equa amounts, oth-ers were mixed. That there was thousands, how-ever, was
beyond question. She pulled back her hand and closed the briefcase with a dap. "The same as the
others, Mulder." Her gloves had aready been stripped off, but she scrubbed her hands anyway. "Not as
complete, but the same." She looked at him, dmogt angry. "I'm going to do this autopsy mysdf. And this
time the report will be right.”

"What will it say, Agent Scully?' Nick Lanaya asked from the doorway.

She turned to him. "It will say, once the remains have been confirmed, that Donna Fakner was
murdered by person or persons unknown, for one thing. For another, it will say that it appears to be in
the same manner of death as the others you've

had inthis area. She turned away. "Youll have to wait for the rest,”

Lanaya sagged againg the door frame, head bowed. "I looked in the Cherokee.”

Mulder kept the case as he walked over to Lanaya "She was your partner. Where was she going with
dl that?'

Lanayadidnt look up. "l would say she was geding it. According to the markings, they should have
been sold months ago.” Suddenly he kicked back at the screen door, damming it againg the house.
"Goddamnit, Mulder, what the hdl was she doing? All the years we worked together—" He kicked the
door again and stared blindly into the room.

Thistime Mulder saw the pain. And something else. Maybe betrayd.

He nudged Lanaya until he went outside, and they waked away from the house, Mulder draw-ing
closer until the man had no conscious choice but to take him to the truck.

The bed was empty, except for alength of tarp folded near the cab.

"I didn't know you knew Leon," Mulder said, careful to keep accusation from his voice.

"There isn't an adult Konochine dive who doesn't know dl the others, Agent Mulder. You can hardly
avoid it the way we live"

"It seemed a bit more than just casud, from what | saw.”

"Persond, okay? It was persond.” Lanayads expresson couldnt decide whether to be angry or
insulted. "l was with you, remember?* A one-sided, humorless amile flashed on, flashed off. "Just in case
you were wondering."



"l wasn't. | have a pretty good short-term mem-ory. Do you happen to know where Mr. Ciolawas?"

"Don't know, don't give a shit." Lanaya reached into the bed and picked up a twig with long
needles on it. He twirled it between hisfin-gers before flicking it away. "Stupid woman. My God, whét...
what..." He gave up.

"Y ou werelovers?'

The Indian shrugged, one shoulder. "For awhile. A couple of years back. Turned out we wanted to be
business partners more, so we stopped.”

"That briefcase isfilled with money. Would you have any idea where she got it?'

Radio chatter hung over the Strest.

A cop and adeputy laughed too loudly.

It should be dark, Mulder thought as he waited for an answer, there's too much light here. 1t should be
dark.

"We haven't been doing too wdl lady, actu-dly," Lanayafindly admitted. He sniffed, rubbed his nose
with the back of a hand, and pushed his hat up off his forehead. "About a year ago, she said the usud
guff wasn't working anymore, that we needed a gimmick, something to diginguish
our product from dl the other Indian suff getting produced around here He laughed bitterly. "l got a
bad feding, Agent Mulder. A bad feding I've been had." Another laugh, and he dapped the truck's side.
"Son of abitch! When they find out about this, I'll never be adle to get them to trust me again.”

Scully and Sparrow |eft the house, talking softly.

Lanaya swept a nervous hand back over hishair severd times. "Will 1... she has no relatives, | mean.
WIll I have to, you know, identify her?"

"That won't be necessary.”

Helooked, one eye nearly closed. "That bad?"

Mulder couldn't face him. "Therell have to be the usud tests"

"Teds?' He moved asif to take arun a the house. "Tests? Then how the hdl do you know it's her,
Mulder? My God, maybe ifs someone e'se, a vagrant or something.”

The only thing he could say was, "I know, Mr. Lanaya. | don't want to, but youll have to trust me on
this | know ifsher."

Lanaya made a growling noisein his throat, took a step around the truck, and asked with a look if he
was needed. Mulder waved him on, and backed away back when the pickup barreled away, tuning the
corner without the brake lights flaring.

Mulder watched for a moment, then returned to the front yard, where Scully joined him.

"You dl right?" he asked, seeing the expresson on her face.

She nodded. "I'm judt finding it alittle hard to believe, that’s dl." She glanced toward the house. "Asde
from the method, though, it's srange.”

"That’ snot strange enough?”

She dmogt amiled. "Did you get a good look at the yard?'

"l saw the bare patch where she fdl, if that’s what you mean.”

"Right. But before we leave, take another look. That bare area where the grass and weeds were cut
down, that wasn't done by any kind of mower I'm aware of."

"Wat."

She passed a hand over her chin. "What | mean is, where she died isn't where she was firg attacked.
Whoever killed her ... it'sasif she was pushed around, and the murderer followed her.”

"A force like that, I'm not surprised. When you get into afight, you hardly ever stick to one place.

"This wasn't like a figfight, Mulder. She wasn't punched around, faling down and getting up again.
From what | can tel, given the . . . given the positions of the body, and the flesh and bone shards around
the yard, she fdl only once. When she died.”

Mulder swallowed, but said nothing.

"The point is, Mulder—whoever atacked
her, with whatever weapon, kept her on her feet.”

"But the force it would take to do that much damege ..." He gestured toward the house.



"Exactly, Mulder," she said. "Exactly. She should have fdlen dmost immediately. But she didn't.”

That night, after the paperwork was done, interviews completed, and he and Sheriff Sparrow
hed finished debrigfing each other, he returned to the bench in the garden. His room had grown too
amdl, and Scully was transcribing her notes into the computer. Her mind was aready on the moring
autopsy—a fresh, puz-zling corpse to decipher.

Oh God, he thought; you're sick, pd, you're redly sick. What you need is a vacation.

He dmost laughed.

Right; that’s what got meinto thisin the firs place

The Rio Grande was higher after the downpour, but only dightly, and the ground and paths were
completely dry. There were no dralling guests tonight, either; that didn't surprise him. Word was
probably out thet the killer had struck again. For a night or two, people would stick close to home, the
papers would editoridize about the darming incidence of psychopathic murdersin contempo-
rary society, and someone, somewhere, would manage to reap alarge or amdl political harvest.

Which knowledge got him exactly nowhere.

He reached down between his legs and picked up a pebble. He bounced it on his pdm a few times
before swatting it toward the water.

He did it a second time, swinging a little harder.

He stood for the third one, and hit it with a fig. It sung a knuckle, but he barely fdt it. It was the
moation that mattered. When he missed the fourth stone, he considered stopping wast-ing time and
going back to the room. That lasted aslong asit took him to find it, and miss again.

Now it was a matter of persona honor, and now he couldnt find the damn thing. Not that any of the
others he spotted while on his hands and knees wouldn't have worked, but the one he had missed was
the one he wanted.

He was nearly stretched out under the bench, feding like a jackass, when he heard the rudle of
something moving through the brush on the riverbank. At firg he thought it might be the evening breeze,
but ligening for afew seconds told him it was too irregular.

Stop and tart.

Just out of reach of the tree lamps and the moonlight, and the lamp poles dong the bank.

He used the bench to push himsdlf to hisfed,
daing upriver as he dusted off his knees. That, too, was a waste of time the lamps in front of him
blocked any chance of seeing what lay beyond.

Therustling stopped.

All right, so what do they have around here a night? Dogs, cats, coyotes? After that, he went blank.

When he heard it again, he took along step off the path and picked up asmdl rock, amed, and threw
it as hard as he could. The crash of the mis-sle through the brush and weeds was followed by the dull
plop of itslanding in shdlow water. But there was no yep, no sudden rush of an ani-ma scurrying to get
away.

Nothing at al, infact; nothing at all.

Accepting that as a 9gn he was in danger of logng it, he flicked one more pebble at the water and
started back to his room. He hadn't gone three steps when the noise returned.

Not arustling now, but abarely audible hissng.

Not stop and start, but continuous and moving; domy, vay domy.

Common sense and experience ordered him to head immediately for the indde, or, at the very least get
Saully out here with him.

What he did, for no good reason he could think of, was sidestep cautioudy off the path, tuning his
head in short stages to try to pin-point the source's location, whatever the source
was. When he reached the lamp poles, hisright hand closed around one as he dipped past, while his left
inginctively dipped his gun from its holgter.

He wouldn't have done that if he hadn't heard the whispering.



More than one voice, dthough he couldn't tdl how many. Nor could he understand what they were
saying. One moment it sounded like muf-fled laughter, the next like little children exchang-ing secrets in
the dark.

Beyond the last pole, there was dill severd yards of cleared earth straight ahead, while to the left the
ground doped downward toward the river. He flexed his knees to keep his balance on the dope, to keep
from diding as he moved for-ward, saring, slently curang the weak reach of the lamplight. He could
bardy see the brush, could only just make out a twisted branch above it, no higher than his head.

The noise was on the other side, coming toward him.

Caefully he reached behind him, fumbled for and grabbed the last square pole, an dumsy posi-tion uriil
heput mogt of hisweght on histight foot.

The whispering sounded more frantic, quickly blending into what sounded like alow hum.

No animd, he knew; and he couldn't see how it could be people, ether. Tha many would make a
different kind of noise, and it certainly would be
louder. Which made his drawn weapon alittle ludicrous.

If there was naothing to shoot at, why have it out?

But nothing didn't make anoise.

It didn't hiss.

It didn't whisper.

He released the lamp pole and eased forward, keeping low, freezing when he had a sudden imege of a
womean about to open a door everyonein the theater knew hid the monster. They caled her stupid, they
ydled at her not to do it, they threw things a the screen to get her attention, but she opened it anyway.

And she was always wrong.

Andwhe, heasked hmsaif, doesthet mekeyou?

Hissng, dimbing to a higher pitch that puz-zled him because the pitch was ill quite low.

It reminded him of something.

It definitdy reminded him of something.

He took a step back, snapping his head around when something splashed to hisleft. No ripples that he
could see, not even when he heard another splash, farther across the water. He could have turned then,
but he didn't want to show his back to whatever was out there. He wanted to see it if he could, just in
case it came into the open and could see him, too.

Then something struck the pole, taking a chip from the edge.

He didn't wait to seeif it had been a shot; he fired one of his own into the dark, whirled and began to
run, dipping once on the grass, fling-ing a hand out to stop him from faling on his chest.

When he reached the bench, he turned, trotting backward, staring a something he could findly see
down by the lamps.

He never had a chanceto seeit clearly.

He heard a voice, heard a popping sound, and dl the lamps turned red.
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Dugen Veador was tired of being old. He didn't want to die, that would be a waste of his life. What
he wanted, however, was for people to stop coming to him with questions whose answers they dready
knew if they would only stop to think. What he wanted was a little peace, and he didn't think that was
too Hfih awish. Not a hisage. Not after dl he had done for his people.

He also wanted the killing to stop. It should have ended the other night, the last night in the kiva.

For aslong as he could remember, and for all that he had been taught and told, the last night
should have meant the end, for it had aways been before.

Not thistime.

Thistime, from what he had heard on the portable radio he kept by his bed, another one had died. A
woman. The name was familiar. He couldn't place the face or the occasion of the meeting, so he knew
she wasn't Konochine frastera, one of those who had Ieft.

Still, the name was familiar, and he worried at it while he ate breakfast, worried a it while, with a
gtting blanket over one shoulder, he walked from his place to deep by the Tribd Center to the Wl that
overlooked the road that pointed west. When he was younger, but not young by any cd-culation, he
used to St there every dawn and stare at the unseen place where he knew Annie lived.

Hetried to will her to return.

He prayed for her to leave the ranch and move back to her rightful home.

When that didn't work, he figured he had either redly garbled the prayers so badly that the spirits
hadn't recognized them, or he wasn't hdf as strong as he thought he was. Velador was a practicad man.
When one thing didn't work, there was dways something else. If the spirits wouldn't listen, someone ese
would.

As Nick would say, what the hell.

The only thing he hadn't done, and would not
do, was vigt her in person. That would insult her, and demean him.

Prectical, however, sometimes meant taking a bite out of pride, swalowing it, and hoping it wasn't
poison.

He would have to think about it hard today. The killing of the woman he could not remember was too
important. Annie would know that; maybe she dready did. Maybe she would take a bite, too, and a
least meet him hafway.

If shedidn't, hed be gtting in the sun for nothing.

Prectical didn't dways mean that what he did was smart.

When Mulder opened his eyes, he indantly dlowed as how he fully deserved the booming exploson
whose echoes rebounded through his skull for what seemed like forever. And when for-ever arrived, he
dill had a alitting headache.

At least he was dill in his room, or would be as soon as the walls stopped dhifting.

Last night, when he'd regained consciousness, he had thought he was in a hospita. A beautiful hospita
with soft lights and attractive, naturd decorations complete with dl the appropriate scents and aromes.
The bed was too hard, though, and the air conditioning had been turned up way too high. They hadn't
even bothered to cover him with a blanket.

When his vison cleared an eyeblink later, he realized someone had stretched him out on one of the
benches in the motd's back garden.



Saully knelt beside him, urging him to stop hid-ing and come dl the way out. When he did, she scolded
him for doing whatever he had done to get him clunked like this.

"Clunked?'

He had tried to st up, but his head wouldn't let him; nether would his somach. A ralling nausea
engulfed him briefly, and he tightened his jaw, clenched hisfits urtil the urge to vomit had passed.

Sparrow leaned into dght then, and between thumb and forefinger hed up a stone that would fit
perfectly in his padm. He turned it so Mulder could see the fresh bloodstain.

"Whet were you daing, Mulda?' Soully's expresson was sam, but har vaice was pure conoam.

Agan he tried to St up, and again the dizzi-ness was too strong. He accepted the order her hand on
his shoulder gave him. "Someone was out there" He pointed vagudy, not sure of the right direction.
"Maybe more than one. Definitdly more than one.” His eyes closed as he tried to remember.
While he did, the sheriff said, "And they knocked you out with a rock? Agent Scully said she heard a

V oices had interrupted them, for which he had
been grateful He needed time for dl parts of him to get back together, and when they did, rdluc-tantly, he
sad, "No, never mind. | don't think it was a person.”

The sheriff grunted. "Then you're the first man on record to get himsdf beaned by a coyote.”

"Not an animd ether.”

"He's ddirious" Sparrow sounded disgusted. "Such a little scratch, too. Il be back in the morn-ing,
falks. There's nothing out there, Agent Scully. And if there was, he's long gone by now. Long gone.”

More voices, footsteps, murmuring, then silence.

He opened hiseyes.

Saully was il there, patient. "What did you shoot at, Mulder?”

"Little scratch?1 thought a boulder hit me."

"Mulder, pay atention. What did you shoot a?'

He hadn't known then, and he didn't know now. Not that he could think very sraight yet anyway, even
if he did know. Fingers touched his forehead gingerly, skated over it until they reached the lump of a
square bandage just above hisleft temple. He pressed, it protested, and he let the hand fdl away.

Wheat the hell wasit?

Sleep on it, he ordered, and no one argued.

When he next woke up, the ache had lessened considerably, and he fdt wdl enough to sumbleinto the
bathroom before his bladder exploded. A double pdmful of water scattered the rest of the cobwebs,
dlowing him to check his reflection without wanting to break the mirror.

All in dl, he looked a lot better than he felt. The bandage was smdl, and someone, probably Scully,
hed dready washed the blood from his face. Other than his hair poking out in dl direc-tions, he figured
he looked pretty human.

A few minutes of washing, holding onto the basin while ripples of nausea and dizziness set-tled, and
getting that hair back into place, and he fdt even better. Hungry, even. He was about to give Scully a cdl
to meet im for a late breakfast when he spotted a note taped to the mirror over the low dressing table in
the front room. It was areminder that she had an autopsy to perform, and a wamning not to do anything
on his own. She hoped to be back by noon, or shortly after.

Teking care to move without jarring anything loose ingde his skull, he finished dressng and stepped
outside.

The sky was blindingly blue, the sun smply blinding, and the heat hadn't changed, dthough it might
have been, rdaively, abit cooler than yesterday. None of it did his head any good, and he hurried to the
restaurant and the safety of the indoors.

A smple breskfast eaten in solitude alowed him to get past the muted throbbing behind his
brow, to go over what had happened the night before

Not that he needed much reminding. The humiliation of the lump was bad enough.

What had happened was, he had ignored dl his ingtincts and had opened that damn door. What had
made him do it, he couldn't figure out. It had been more than Smple curiosity, and urtil the end of the



episode, he didn't recdl feding dl that threatened.

$0... why?

He ordered a second tal glass of orange juice and sipped it while he watched the other guests come
and go, wind through the courtyard, take pictures of each other benesath the cottonwood. In the white
aun they had no idea what he had seen yesterday in that weed-infested yard; or if they did, they weren't
going to let it ruin their day. A tae to tdl when they got home, nothing more, awhole lot less.

The glass was empty when he remembered something el se—that the noise he had heard by the river
hed reminded him of something. He concentrated, and scowled in defeat when he couldn't giveit a name.
He did bring back the feding, however, and it made him put the glass down and take a deep caming
breath.

Above and in that hissing was the whispering.

sheis special, mr. mulder.

His spine dtiffened.

she hears the wind.

He was on his feet before he redized he had even |eft his seat, and that he hadn't yet received his
check. Luckily, the waiter spotted him and came right over. Mulder sgned it, added a large Hp and an
effusve verbd thanks that startled the young man, and did his best not to run from the room to the lobby
reception desk. There were no messages from Scully, and none from Sheriff Sparrow, who had said,
Mulder recdled, that he would be back sometime this morming to ask some questions about last night.

He wondered if he could convince the man that he hadn't been ddlirious at dl.

Thewind.

Not wanting to confine himsdf to his room again, he strolled deliberatdly dowly around the courtyard,
for dl the world like a tourist who couldn't think of a damn thing to do. When he couldn't stand it
anymore, he veered into the pas-sageway to the back garden. Except for a woman sanding near the
center, he was done.

Thewind.

As he passed her, heading for the place where hedd been struck, he heard a noise. A familiar noise.
One that made him stop, that made his headache return.

"Areyou dl right?’

The woman, a short Hispanic woman in a maid's uniform, looked up a him, not redly con-
cerned; she was only being polite because she had to. Behind her he saw a wheded cart stacked with
fresh linens and towels.

He nodded, and stared at her hands when the noise started again.

"Hey," she sad, both aquestion and awarning.

"I'm sorry." He added a amile to the apology and moved on, forcing himsdf not to look back. A
moment later he heard the cart's whed s rall quickly across the stone. Obvioudy she thought he was nuts.
Maybe he was. The sound he had just heard was an emery board being drawn across her nal. Almost
like sandpaper.

At the bench where he had been last night, he looked toward the spot where he had heard the hissng,
the whispers.

He didn't have to go there now to know what he would find, but he went anyway. A judification, a
confirmetion. He hadn't seen it on the riverbank where Paulie Deven had been killed, but he had seen it
yesterday, in Donna Falkner's backyard. He just hadn't known what he had been looking at.

It didn't take long.

At the place where the grass met the under-brush, he stopped and rose up dightly on his toes. The
growth wasn't so dense that he couldn't get in there; he didn't need to. He could see wdl enough from
where he stood.

About ten feet away was an open spot, a scar.

The branches of the brush at its rim were either snapped off or had their bark worn through. Stretching
his neck alowed him a glimpse of the ground, and the debris that covered it.

He grinned.



"Agent Mulder!"

Sheiff Sparrow came into the garden, and Mulder answered him with a gesture that held be therein a
second. One more scan of the area showed him everything he needed to see, and he rubbed his hands
briskly as he returned to the garden path.

"Sheiff, do you think you can get hold of Nick Lanaya?'

"l suppose so. What do you need?’

Scully, he thought as he headed for the sheriff, you're going to hate what 1 know.

Youregoingto hateit alot.
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There were no chars in the lobby. The only place to St was a thick wood bench beside the fountain.
Mulder waited while Sparrow used the desk phone to reach Lanaya, hoping that Scully would return
soon. He didn't want to leave without her, but he fdt a need to move fast, before someone ese died.

After lagt night, he had more than an unpleas-ant feding that he knew who that target was.

Sparrow sat besde him, hat and sunglasses off, rubbing his eyes, "l Ieft a message. Ther€s only a
couple of phones out there. Portable jobs like you have. Hdf the time they're left behind." He leaned
back againg the fountain's broad lip. "So
you want to tdl me what's going on, or isthis going to be one of those need-to-know bullshit things?"

Mulder shook his head. "No need-to-know, Sheriff. Scully and | are going to need dl the hep we can
get." He checked the time, wondering doud how long his partner would be.

"She's done, and on her way," the man said wryly.

"How do you know that?"

"I read minds, Mulder." The jerk of athumb toward the reception desk. "Plus, | cdled.”

Close, Mulder thought; not quite, but close enough.

"Hdf an hour, maybe alittle more." The sheriff rocked to nudge Mulder with a shoulder. "I can't read
minds that good."

Mulder debated. No mater how many times he told it, there would be arguments and
counter-suggestions, especidly from Scully. He decided it would be best to get it out in one sesson
rather than have to keep repesting himsdf.

It would aso give im time to convince himsdf more thoroughly that he was right.

At his hestation, the sheriff took off his hat and dropped it besde him on the bench. He took a
notepad from his breast pocket, and a pen whose tip had been chewed close to chipping. "Okay. So
how about you tel me about last night? Y ou fired a gun, Mude. FBI ar nat, thet nesds some eqdaretion”

Graeful for the change of subject, Mulder com-plied readily. He took the man through his move-ments
step by step from the time he entered the garden until he had been struck. Sparrow asked few questions.



A daification here, a doubt there. When Mulder was done, the man put the notepad away, fixed the pen
to his pocket, and scratched his forehead.

"Badgcdly, what you're tdling me is that you shot at a shadow.”

"No, Sheriff. | shot at something that was defi-nitely no shadow.”

"So what wasit?'

Mulder smiled and stood. "Pdtience is a virtue, Sheriff Sparrow.”

"Patience, my friend, isaroyd painin the ass. And you gotta admit, I've been pretty damn patient with

you."
Mulder agreed, and decided to take the law-man out back to show him what he had found. Sparrow
reminded him that he had dready been there, he and his men, but Mulder ingsted gently. What he
wanted the sheriff to see was something his men, good as they were, probably wouldn't have thought
twice about.

"| did the same, Sheriff, thefirst timel saw it."

They were dready at the riverbank when Scully called his name.

He made a slent wish for no surprises, no com-plications, then looked at the sheiff.

Sparrow was laughing.

"What?"

He pointed at Scully, then reached over and tapped a finger againg Mulder's chest. "Couldn't stand it,
could you?'

That was the fird time Mulder redlized that in dressing this morning, he had put on his tie and blue suit.
It had been automatic. He had been too busy fighting his headache to think. His hands had grabbed what
they knew best.

Scully, too, was the same.

For some reason, even out here, she looked more naturd that way.

"Wel?" he asked.

Saully greeted the sheriff dmost curtly, pushed at her hair to keep the steedy breeze from blind-ing her,
and said, "Mulder, | do not want to have to do that again, ever.”

"I'd think," Sparrow said, "you'd be used to it by now. Cutting them up, | mean, figuring things out.”

"You don't get used to it," she told him. "You just find a way not to let it bother you for a while" She
grabbed a folded paper from her shoulder bag, glanced at it, and took a deep breath. "Youll be pleased
to know there are no surprises, Mulder. And Dr. Rios was right—it wasn't skinning and it wasn't flaying.
Scouring, for the time being, is a pretty damn good word."

"What killed her?!

"Smply? Layman's terms? Shock. If you want the details, we can start with the near-total destruction
of a mgor organ—which is what the skin is—coupled with rapid flud loss from vari-ous sources,
induding—"

"Never mind," the sheiff interrupted, a queasy look on hisface. "I get the picture.”

"No/ she contradicted. "I don't think you do. Mulder, there were particles of sandy dirt lodged
inthe snuses and eye sockets. And in the brain."

"What the hdll could do something like that?" Sparrow demanded.

"Force," Mulder answered. "A lot of force” He started for the river. "Which iswhy | want you to take
alook a this"

Scully looked a him quizzicdly. "What?"

"Jugt look, Scully. I'l explain on our way to the Mesa."

She didn't argue, but followed the sheriff to the brush a the edge of the grass, where Mulder pointed
out the cleared area farther on. It took awhile until they found a way through without ripping themsdalves
to shreds, and when they reached the rough circle, he broke off an aready damaged twig and held it up.

"Thebark," hesad. "Torn off."

The ground at ther feet was littered with shred-ded leaves and shards of twigs and branches.

"If | didn't know better," Sparrow said, "I'd say
anut with a weed-whacker got roaring drunk in here”



"Therés the same sort of damage done over & Donna Falkner's house,” Mulder told them as they
meade thar way back to the garden. "l saw it, but because the yard was so badly kept, it didn't hit me
until thismorning.”

Sparrow told them to meet himin the parking lot; hedd goin to see if Lanaya had been reached. Scully
walked with her head down, every few steps shaking her head. Then she stopped Mulder with a
touch. "A device, maybe? Maybe the sheriff wasn't so far off with that weed-trimmer idea” She looked
away, looked back. "But that doesn't explain the dirt. Jugt fdling wouldn't do it."

"No, you'reright."

He started for the car, but she blocked him, a hand briefly on his chest. "What is it, Mulder? What are
you up to?'

"Sangre Viento," he answered. "It's the only thing that makes sense.”

"Redly?' She glanced over a the sheriff, hurry-ing toward them. "And you think that makes sense?"

"It doesto me."

"Of courseit does,” she sad flaly. "Whatever was | thinking of .

"Nick's waiting at the res" Sparrow said, herd-ing them toward his cruiser. A hard look at
Mulder. "WEell ride together, dl right? | want to hear this. Just tdl me I'm gonnallikeit."

Mulder couldn't, and by his expresson the sheriff knew it. He rolled his eyes in resgnaion and
wondered doud how Scully put up with it.

"Pdience” Mulder said as he did into the back-seat.

"Painintheass’ the sheriff answered.

"Maybe. But I've gotten used to it."

Scully wasn't amused.

Nick hunkered down beside the old man, hands draped across his knees. "You're going to bake out
here, Dugen.”

The old man only shrugged.

"TheFBl iscoming”

"There was adeath."

"l know."

"Thewoman. | think | know her."

Nick shifted uneasily. "Donna Fakner, Dugan. She's ... was my partner.”

"Ah, yes. | remember her now. She ran pretty good."

Nick couldnt help but smile. "Yes, she did. And she helped us alot. | hope you remember that, too.”

The old man brushed invisble sand from his blanket, the only admisson Nick was likdly to get.

"There should not have been akilling, Nick."

"Yes. | know that"

"There should not have been any killings" Dugan's head turned diffly. "The cattle some-times. |
remember a coyote once. But no people, Nick. Never any people before”

Nick nodded earnestly, leening as close as he could without toppling into the old man's lgp. "That's
whet I've been trying to tdl you, Dugan. If we don't do something, the FBI will find out, and we won't be
able to stop the news people or the palice or anybody from trampling dl over the Mesa." He lowered his
voice. "But if we stop him now, therell be nothing to see. Nothing to find."

A breeze stirred the grass.

"Dugan. Father. The Falkner woman won't be the last to die. You know that.”

The old man's head bowed, his hands gather-ing in his lgp. "I an hoping for—"

Nick couldn't hdp himsdf; he grabbed the man's shoulder harshly. "Damnit, she isnt com-ing back,
Dugan. Annie isn't coming back, and she's not going to hdp." He fdt the shoulder diffen, and snatched
his hand away. "If we're going to make it through this, we have to seethat Leon is..."

Hedidn't finish.

Hedidn't haveto.



All he could do waswait for Velador to make

up hismind. As he stood, the old man began alow murmuring, and Nick walked away.
He hadn't gone ten paces when the old man said, "Nick," just loud enough to hear.
He turned to face Dugan's back, and the right hand raised, finger pointing to the sky.
"TheFBI."
"What about them?"
"They must be stopped.”

The breeze blew. The sand stirred.

Imagine, Mulder said, a group of men, extremey devout men, confined for so long in a Sngle room. The
kiva Imagine, as he had dready men-tioned to Scully, the energy they mugt create and radiate as they
perform the rituas required of ther faith. Suppose, then, there are moments dur-ing thet time when the
energy can no longer be confined, but its excess escapes through the hole in the caling. It can dissipate.
Maybe someone nearby feds alittle discomfort, but nothing more. They might blame it on the wind.

But suppose, just suppose, it doesn't scatter. Suppose it gathers instead. Suppose it concentrates.

Suppose the earliest Konochine knew this. They would also know that such a concentration would
be potentialy dangerous. So they come to the va-ley within the Wall from wherever they had been, and
make it their home. It's isolated, protected by both the hills and the mountains, and nobody— not the
other tribes, not the Spanish, not the whites—bothers them for very long.

But the energy istheimportant thing.

What happensto it?

SgeViato.

BloodWind

Nando making a spinning motion with his hand.

Hecdled it awhirlwind.

Not atornado dropping from a cloud; an extraordinary dust devil, risng from the ground.

It spins donein the desert, and when the energy is used, it fdls apart, just like disturbing the plane of an
ordinary dust devil will cause it to collapse. It's reasonable to suppose, then, that once in a while an
animd gets caught init, and because it spins at such high speeds, far fagter than an ordinary dervish, and
because It's made up of gritty, sandy earth, leaves, twigs, whatever eseison the ground ...

Imagine, hesad.

Imagine the power.
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He stared &t the passing desert, elbow on the armrest, one hand curled lightly across his chin. Now that
he had said it doud, heard hisvoice, he knew he was right. There was no baroque device amur-derer
could cart around with him, and there was no group of whip-wieding maniacs. Sangre Viento wasdl
there was. And one thing more.

"Mulder," Scully said in that voice he had heard so many times before, "assuming, and only assuming,
for the moment that you're right-"

Sheiff Sparrow grumbled afew words, most of which were "bullshit.”

Mulder couldn't miss the tone of disgppoint-ment and disbdlief.

"—what you're talking about is . . ." She fal-tered. "Is a form of undirected psychic, for want of a
better word, energy. Assuming it's true" she added hadtily. "But how does that random activ-ity explain
four people dying? It seems to me that where and when they died indicates something else entirdy.”

"Premeditation” he said, dill watching the desert.

"Oh, sweet Jesus," Sparrow snapped. "Are you tdling me there's somebody who can am this thing?
Assuming,” he said sarcadtically, "you're right” He yanked the cruiser so hard off the interstate, Mulder
nearly fdl over. "For God's sake, gimme a break."

Unfortunately, Mulder couldn't see any other answer. What he could see, however, was a cou-ple of
names who might be interested in such control. The question was, why would they fed the need to kill?

"I mean," the sheiff continued, working him-sdf into a sdf-righteous rage, "how can a couple of
intdligent people like you bdlieve in such crap? Bunch of old Indians gtting around a campfire, shooting
cosmic something-or-other a each other? Y ou been nibbling at some peyote or what?* He dapped the
deering whed hard.

"Saully, you're a doctor, for God's sake. You gonnatdl me you actually go dong with this shit?"

Mulder held his bresth.

"Sheiff” she answered in her mogt offidd, neutrd voice, "I have never known Mulder to be so far
off-base that | would dismiss everything he says out of hand.”

"Ah... crap."

Thank you, Scully, Mulder thought with a brief amile, I'd rather have a resounding "absolutely and how
dare you," but that'll do in a pinch.

On the other hand, the day that "dbsolutely and how dare you" actudly came, it would probably kill
himwith amazement.

They passed the Double-H, and he wondered if any of this had touched Annie. He wondered what
ghe had heard on the wind. Whatever it was, he didn't believe for a second she was in any way involved.

Suddenly the sheriff braked hard, and Mulder shot his hand out to brace himsdf againg the seatback.
In the road ahead, a pickup had been parked across the lane. Nick Lanaya lounged againg the bed,
amsfolded across his chest.

"Stupid bastard,” the sheriff muttered. "Has everyone gone nuts on me today?"

They dimbed out dowly, Mulder moving around the car to join Scully. As he did, he looked up the
boulder-strewn dope on hisright and saw
afigure stting near the top, featureess and black againg the sky.

"Dugen Veador," Lanaya said, pushing away from the truck. "He's like a priest. One of the Sx." A
tolerant chuckle and a gesture to the hill. "He likes it up there. He says it helps him think."

"Butit's so hat," Scully said, astonished. "How does he survive?!



"He's Konochine, Agent Scully. He can pretty much survive anything.” He cleared his throat. "So
what's up? | got Chuck's message. What can | do for you?'

The sheriff hitched his belt. "Nick, you ain't gonna—"

"We need to see the reservation, Mr. Lanaya” Mulder said, further cutting the sheriff off by standing
hdf in front of him. "There are some questions we have to ask of the people in charge.”

"The Council ?'

"Arethey the priests?" Scully asked.

Lanaya shrugged. "Mogtly, yes. But | don't think they'll talk to you."

Mulder amiled. "That's why you're here. To convince them that cooperation in a murder investigation
would be the right thing to do. Maybe save some lives"

Lanaya scuffed the ground with the toe of a boot. "Well, to be honest, Agent Mulder, I'm kind of besat
today." A sour look at the sheriff. "I spent most of the morning with a police accoun-
tant, going over Donna's ledgers and bank account. It seems she was chegting me more than just alittle”

"So | gathered."

"Luckily, mogt of the money is recoverable, so | won't lose much. Bt it's the shock, you know what |
mean? A lot of years | trusted her, and now I'll never know why she did it."

"Y our people trusted her, too” Scully said.

"No." He squinted at the hillade. "No, they trusted me. Like | said, I've got a hdl of alot of damage
control ahead of me here. And you com-ing in likethis. . . it's only going to make things worse."

Mulder walked over to the truck. "You have ar conditioning, right?'

Puzzled, Lanayanodded.

"Good." He opened the passenger door and beckoned to Scully. "Let's go." Expressonless, Scully
dimbed in fird. "We have a job to do. Right, sheriff?'

All Sparrow could do was nod curtly, and Lanaya shrugged an it's your funeral before getting in
behind the whed. But his face was hard, and Mulder saw his fingers tremble as they turned the key to
firethe engine. Anger, or nerves.

"Ground rules" Lanaya told them as he maneuvered the pickup around. "You don't get out unless |
sy it'sdl right. You don't speak to anyone unless | say it'sdl right, or they speak to
you fird. And you sure don't go in any building unless | say it'sdl right. Okay?"

"Drive, Mr. Lanaya," he said. "Neither one of us has dl day."

They drove through the gap, the road curving gently to the right. When the hill was findly behind them,
Mulder amogt asked him to stop. He wasn't quite sure what he had expected, but it wasn't anything like
this

Oif the road to the left were amdl fields filled with crops. Scattered gunmetd pumps resem-bling stedl
dinosaurs worked ceasdesdy, pump-ing well water into an effective series of irrigation ditches. He didn't
recognize any of the crops except, in the center and by far the largest fidd, corn.

It was a stark, surred contrast to the desert land that surrounded it.

Ontheright, however, was Sangre Viento Mesa.

Lanaya dowed. "The Place, Agent Mulder. Youll see other mesas, but never one like that.”

It rose two hundred vertica feet from the desert floor, its Sides ridged and furrowed, and stark. Where
aunlight washed it, fant red hinted a iron among the dark tans and browns. There was no green at dl.
There was no plant life that he could see from this distance. On the flat top were outlines of low buildings.
Severd large birds
circled over it. Its shadow seemed everywhere.

At the north base was the pueblo, and again his vague expectations didn't match the redlity.

"Your people weren't diff dwelers’ Scully said saftly.

"No. No one has ever lived on the Mesa itsdf." Lanaya looked a her with a fant amile "Every so
often, maybe once a decade, I'm able to bring in an archaeologist or two and some professors who don't
beieveit. They ingg there have to be cave homes there on severd leves with ladders and dl the rest.



Like & Fuye and Mesa Verde. There arent.”

What there were were neat rows of amdl adobe houses, a Sngle story each. One, gpparently, for each
family. All the doors and windows Mulder could see were outlined in pae green. As the road curved
closer, he saw laundry hanging from lines on poles, orderly streets in a grid, and a the east end, two
lager structures which, Lanaya explaned, were a storage building for crops and a triba center.
Incongruoudy, to Mulder, some of the homes sported tdevison and FM antennas, only a few had
vehides parked beside them, and mogt of them were pickups. He aso spotted a cor-rd where severd
horses munched on hay and swatted flies with their tals, a trio of black and white dogs trotting dong a
street, and alow pen populated by chickens whose plumage was dmost garish.

It didn't occur to him to think it odd that he couldn't see any litter.

"Where do they work?" Scully asked, leaning as close to the windshied as she could.

“In the fidds, in workshops in the center or in ther homes. A few go outsde, but not many. The
Konochine have no unemployment if that’s what you're wondering. You work to eat. You don't work,
you don't eat,” Lanaya laughed, but not chearfully. "I don't know of anyone who has ever chosen to
darve”

"And your house?' she asked.

Flatly: "You can't seeit from here."

Mulder watched a group of white-clothed chil-dren playing in front of a building near the pueblo's
middle; another group chased each other through the streets, carrying hoops and switches. "What about
Leon Ciola?'

Lanaya forced the truck into atight U-turn and took a short dirt road thet led them to the front of the
warehouse and the triba center. No one looked up as he passed except one smdl boy, whose eyes
grew so wide Mulder had to amile.

When the engine stopped, metd cresking, Lanaya opened his door. "Ciola lives where he wants. |
don't follow him around, Agent Mulder. He's . . . he's having a difficult timefitting back into the life”

Three stepsled to double doorsin the center.

Lanaya pushed one open and gestured the othersin. Y oull have to ask your questions here.”

They were in a large meting hal with exposed thick beams in the low celing. Two doors in the side
wadls and one in back were closed, ther frames painted a pale green. The wals were white. The floor
was uncovered. The only decoration was on the back wal over the door, a huge woven tapestry with a
depiction of the Mesain the center. Lightning in the sky. Symboals of sun and moon, of birds and animas.
No people a dl. Nothing he recognized as a language.

"No one knows how old it is" Lanaya said, his voice low. "My grandfather once told me that his
grandfather knew an old woman who knew an old woman who helped with the design” He shrugged. "It
doesn't matter."

Agang the left wal was along table of Spanish oak, with equdly bulky chairs arranged around it. He
led them over and bade them st, Mulder with his back to the wall, Scully opposite him. "Youll want to
tak to one of the Council,” he said. "Dugan would be the best.”

"Theman on the hill?* Mulder said.

"Yes Ifstime he camein out of the sun any-way. He's going to get heatstroke one of these days. Wait
here. Please. It won't take me long.”

The echo of his boots on the floor lingered after he had gone. And once gone, there was no other
sound. The outside might as well not have existed.

Saully placed her shoulder bag on the table and folded her hands on it. "He's a strange man, Mulder.
One minute you think he hates this place, and then he goes dl reverent on you."

"He's been outside. How can you not have a conflict?!

She looked doubtful, but she didn't pursue it. Instead, as he expected, she launched into a per-fectly
reasonable explanation of why, with his beief in the Sangre Viento, he was pushing the limits of her
tolerance. While she grudgingly granted him the possibility of undirected psy-chic energy—a phrase she
nearly choked on— she was not about to grant him deliberate contral.

"Do you know whét that means?”'



"Murder," he answered smply.

"Do you want to try to prove that in court? Do you think Skinner will buy it?'

"Right now, | don't care about Skinner. Whet | care about iswho's doing this" He leaned for-ward on
his arms folded on the table. "Scully, four people are dead, there's one agent missng, every connection
points here, or to someone here, and unless we catch him, there's going to be more.”

Shedared a himfor alongtime.

He held the stare as long as he could, then sighed and looked down at his blurred reflection in the dark
polished wood.

"Ciola" shesaid then.

Helooked up without raising his head.

"Leon Ciola" She dipped a sheet of paper from her bag and did it over. "You were so busy driv-ing
Sheiff Sparrow away with your story that | didn't have a chance to tdl you." She tapped the paper with
afinger. "Prdiminary police report on Donna Falkner's house. A lot of prints were lifted. Hers, of course,
and Lanayas, no surprise, he was her partner. And Leon Ciolds." She cocked an eyebrow. "Some of
them in the bed-room."

He glanced over the form and resisted the urge to shot.

"It's hard with only that one conversation,” she continued, "but | don't get the feding that she ran that
embezzlement scheme on her own. Ciola could have talked her into it. It's been going on for four years.
Two of those years were his last two in prison.” Ancther tap on the paper. "She visted him there,
Mulder. Often. Evidently she was the reason he logt his temper in the bar.”

Mulder rested his chin on hisarm. " She gets greedy. He finds out. His infamous temper.”

No answer.

Helooked up into adisquieting frown.

"Well assume again, dl right? For the sake of argument?’

He nodded.

"Why Paulie Deven? Why the Congtellas?"

He had dready thought about that; he aready had an answer that disturbed him.

"Practice," he said, lowering his gaze to the table. "All they were to him was practice,”

She didn't react, didn't speak. She pulled the paper back, turned it around, and skimmed it. Then she put it back ir
her head rest againg the chair's high back. Her lips pursed; her eyes followed an unseen trail on the caling.
"He's not one of the Council, Mulder. Ciola—"

"Wdl, welt wdl, chica," Ciolasad from the entrance. "Every time 1 see you, you can't help but speak my name"

A

Beyond the cornfield, beyond the last of the water pumps, in the desert, the sand began to ir.



With an exaggerated swagger Ciola crossed the hdl, swinging his arms, ddliberately cracking his hedls
agang the floor for the gunshot sound. His head was bare, his shirt and jeans looked iff enough to be
new, and his hair had been freed from his ponytall to sway againg his back as he moved.

"You likeitin here?' he asked, spreading hisarms.

Neither Mulder nor Scully answered.

He made aface. "This, you know, isthe place
where they meet every month. They try to think of a way to banish me, you see?' He laughed and
samped afoot. "I an an embarrassment to them, FBI. | spent alot of timein the penitentiary, and | think
they think this shames them.”

He reached the head of the table and dragged the chair back, dropped into it and hooked a leg over
the arm.

Saully shifted in her chair to face him, her right am resting on the table. She said nothing; she only
looked.

Ciola gestured toward the entrance. "You're dl the tak out there today, Agent Scully, did you know
that? It sthe red in your hair, | think. | fig-ured you were here to talk to me, is that right? So here | am.
So tak."

Saully gave him alittle nod. "Where were you yesterday afternoon, Mr. Ciola?'

He shook his head sadly. "Youll have to do bet-ter than that. | was tdling my parole officer how
wonderful it is to be outsde again.”

"Then how did you know about Donna Fakner? You were there."

"I have a police scanner inmy truck." He grinned. "It comes in handy."

"A scanner?' She sounded doubtful.

The grin snapped off. "I'm an Indian, Agent Scully I'm not a savage.”

"You nearly cut aman's head off," Mulder said mildly. "That sounds pretty savage to me."

Ciolaonly glared a him, a quick glance, before he looked back to Scully. "Anything € se?'

"Theft,” shesad.

Theleg did dowly off the arm. "I kill people, Agent Scully, | don't sed from them. You want a thief, |
uggest you have aword with Saint Nick."

"What were you two arguing about? Y esterday. In the street.”

"Do you know something, Agent Scully? For the life of me, | can't understand why a woman like you
would—"

"Ciola" Mulder sad, raisng hisvoice.

The man sghed the 9gh of aterribly put-upon man, and looked.

Mulder held up hisID. "Jugt for the record, the Federal Bureau of Investigation has legd author-ity on
Indian reservations, whether we're asked in or not. That means, Mr. Ciola, that | don't need anyone's
permission—not the sheriff's, not your Council's—to bring you in for questioning con-cerning the murder
of Donna Falkner. Or Paulie Deven. Or Matt and Doris Congdla”" He put the ID back in his pocket.
"Why don't you just cut the crap, and answer Agent Scully.”

The man looked ready to bolt, and from the cor-ner of her eye, Scully saw Mulder tense for the chase.
"Hetold usit was persond," she said quickly, watching them both rdax asif strings had been severed.

“Itis"

"How persond ?"

"We hate each other, Ms. Scully. I'm an ex-con and he's asaint. | dropped out of high schoal, he's got
degrees up his ass and out his throat.” PAms down, he spread his fingers on the table. After a long
moment, he said, "How confidentid isthis? If | tdl you something, you put me back in the pen?'

"That depends,” Mulder answvered.

"Onwha?'

"On whether | say s0," Saully said, holding back a grin at the astonishment on his face.

"Let... let methink about it."



"While you're thinking” Mulder said, "tdl me how you managed not to be killed by the Sangre Vieto!

Ciola gaped, his left hand moving uncon-scioudy to his cheek to brush over the scars. "How the hdll
did you know thet?"

Mulder didn't answer.

Saully knew, however. Now that she could examine them without fearing a knife in her throat, the
pattern across his neck and face was clear; a least, clear enough to anyone who knew about the Wind.

"I had a pony," Ciola sad quietly. "When | was very little, a man died, one of the six. During the
ceremonia, no one leaves the Mesa, or goes into the desert. It's a foolish chance. Only people like Saint
Nick do something dumb like that. | was lit-
tie, and | was foalish, and | wanted my pony. She had broken out of the corra, and | chased her for
nearly an hour.

"I dmogt had her once, but she bolted. | couldn't figure out why until | turned around, and there it was.
Right behind me. | fell over backward into an arroyo, and that's what saved me"

Saully couldn't hdpit: Y ou believe in this Blood Wind?'

Ciolas fingers fluttered across his face. 'That's a stupid question, chica. Do you want a stupid
ansver?'

"No, just atruthful one."

His eyes widened at her boldness, but one of the front doors opened before he had a chance to say a
word. Nick Lanayawalked in, an old man tralling behind, both of them unaware of Ciola until they were
hafway across the floor.

Lanaya stopped; the old man didn't. He contin-ued on to the table and took the chair on Scully's right.

"What do you want, Leon?" Nick demanded.

"The FBI cdls, | answer." He grinned a Mulder. "It'sthe law, don't you know that?"

"Get out, Leon. They need you in the ware-house."

"Oh, | don't know. There are many questions Ift to ask.” He looked to Scully for support. "They want
to know, for example, about Donna. How we loved, how we fought, how we—"

"Chinga!" Lanaya spat, face darkening with rage. "You kill, you dare to come back here as if nothing
ever happened, and now you dare to tak—"

"Enough!" Mulder ordered, thumping the table with his figt. "Excuse me" he said to the old man, and
turned back to the others. "Mr. Lanaya, for dl our sakes, let me or Agent Scully be the ones to decide
when Mr. Ciola has told us enough, okay? Mr. Ciolg, | takeit you're not planning a vacetion or anything
like that?"

Ciola laughed as he stood. "Don't leave town, eh, gringo? Don't worry. | wont. | dill have to go to
Donnas funerd.”

Lanaya grabbed the man's arm as he brushed past him and whispered harshly in his ear. Scully couldn't
understand what was said, but it made her wonder when Ciola swallowed heavily and left, nearly at a
run. Nick made to follow, but a grunted word from the old man brought him to the table, where he sat in
the chair Ciola had just used.

"I'm sorry,” he said with a shegpish amile. "The man jugt drives me crazy.” His hand waved in front of
hisface as if clearing the ar of afoul odor. Then he introduced Dugan Velador. "He speaks very good
English, so—"

"Havel left, Nick?' Velador asked quietly.

Again Lanaya's face darkened, and he lowered his head and didn't move.

Saully raised an eyebrow to Mulder at the con-trol the old man had, then sat back so she could see
both of them at once. She wasn't sure what Mulder wanted her to say, and so deferred to hm when he
cleared histhroat, asgnd that he wanted to take charge of the interview for atime.

She hoped, though, that when the Sangre Viento came up, as it surdy would, Veador wouldn't be
insulted. It would be easy for him to think they were mocking him, or being conde-scending. And
dthough Nick had warned them of the probability, she was somewhat taken aback when the old man
sad, "'l want you to leave the Mesa now, please. There is nothing here to dis-cuss or tdl you."

He stood, the bone necklace he wore raitling sitly.



Lanaya stood as wdl, quickly, but Mulder only clasped his hands on the table and said, "'l have reason
to believe, Mr. Vdador, that someone, probably one of your people, has been usng aether you, or the
gx, to establish control of the Sangre Viento." When the old man reached out to grab the edge of the
table, Mulder paid hm no heed. "If that's true, then this man, sr, has com-mitted four murders, and
Agent Scully and | don't intend to leave until we find him, and arrest him."

Wi, Scully thought as Velador sank back into his chair, that's certainly being subtle.

A amdl legf danced in acirdein the air, severa inches above the ground. From a distance it looked like
abutterfly seerching for a blossom. Seconds later it was joined by another, this one pierced by a cactus
needle. Below them, the sand began to rise.

Mulder hoped neither the old man nor Scully noticed when he released the breath héld been holding.
Sparring with Ciola had been bad enough, but Ve ador, whose posture and expression told those who
saw him he was meek and too dull to be considered, had given him a start as soon as held waked in. He
may have been behind Lanaya, but hewasdealy theleedar.

When he sat, nothing about him moved, except for those black eyes.

Mulder had no doubt that in another time, in another culture, Dugan VVelador would have been royd.

Right now, a quivering left hand covered the rattlesnake necklace, while the right hand rested on
fingertips on the table. He said nothing, and Mulder kept slent. What amazed him, and puz-zled him, was
that Lanaya hadn't protested ether. He, too, sat with one hand againg his chest the other out of dght in
hislap.

It was Scully's concern that broke the dlence. She leaned toward Veador, a hand out but not
touching. "Mr. Veador, are you dl right? I'm a doctor, gr, if you need hlp.”

Mulder could dmogt hear the neck bones creak-ing as the old man turned his head. "I'm fine, young
womean. It seems that we are not as aone as we thought.”

Anangry look at Lanaya forced Mulder to ges-ture, to regain the man's attention. "It wasn't Nick who
told me, gr. He didnt . .. hedidn't betray a confidence."

"What do you know?"'

There was no hesitation; thiswasn't thetime,

"Asmuch as I'm able without having been in the kivawith you."

"Then you know that what you say can't be true.”

Mulder avoided Scully's eyes. "No, gr, I'm afraid | don't know that a dl." Although he suspected the
old man knew more than he gave away, Mulder told hm about the four deaths, described the bodies,
and used the same hand motion Nando Quintodo had. "Ifs the only explanation, sir. Nothing e'se makes
ay ene”

That surprised Velador. ™Y ou think it makes sense?'

Mulder shrugged—sure, why not?

"And you?' he asked Scully gently. "Do you think this makes sense?’

"l think | haven't heard anything e se yet that,.. that covers the Stuation as well.”

He amiled then, a broad amile that nearly broke into a laugh. "You look at things differently than your
Mend."

"Ohyes" shesad. "Oh, yes."

Ancther look to Lanaya, a curious one, made Mulder frown. What had Lanaya done or said that the
old man should be so annoyed?

Suddenly Lanaya bent over in a coughing fit, covering his mouth with a loose fig. "Sorry," he gasped,
tearsfilling his eyes. "Sony. I—" He wag-gled his fingers at his throat and coughed again, much harder,
more harshly. Findly, when he couldn't stop it, he got up and, behind an gpolo-getic gesture to carry on,
left the hal, muttering about finding some water. Mulder could hear the anful hacking until the door
svung shut behind him.

"He dways gets that way when | embarrass him." Velador smiled mischievoudy. "One day | will have
to beat it out of him. He's too old for that sort of thing."



Mulder straightened.

"Mr. Vdador," Scully said, "we were told no one would speak to us. Why did you change your mind?
Because of—"

"Sometimes | am not as smart as | think 1 am, you know. Sometimes, gtting in the sun, there is a
buzzing in my head, and | don't hear the words
everyone says to me very well. Sometimes the words | say are not the words others hear”

"What did you say?'

"| said the FBI must be stopped.”

She tapped a knuckle lightly, thoughtfully, againg her lips. "Are you saying that now we're in some kind
of danger. Just because of that?'

He nodded, then shook his head. "If what this man says is true, young woman, you're in more danger
than you know But not because of what | sad.”

"Yes" Mulder said suddenly, getting to his feet. "I'm sorry, gr, but you're wrong." He started around
the table. "Scully, we have to leave" He beckoned to her urgently, took her elbow when she stood, and
nearly dragged her toward the door. "Mr. Vedador, please say ingde. Scully and | aren't the only ones
who have to be careful

Theold man didn't move.

The necklace rattled; he hadn't touched it.

Once they were outside, Scully pulled her am free. "Mulder, what's going on? You're acting like a

"Yougotit, Scully. You hit it right onthe nall.”

"Thenwhat' s—"

"Look."

He swept his hand through the ar. Showing her the empty streets. The shuttered windows. Closed
doors. No dogs, no chickens, no horsesin the corral.

The pueblo was deserted. Nothing moved but asingle sheet, flgpping in the wind.
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Lanaya's pickup was gone.

A curl of brown dust moved down the street folding in upon itsalf when the wind began to pick up.
Over theflat roofs, Mulder could see another dust cloud rising and falling like the hump of alumbering
beadt, until thewind shoved it against awal and scattered it.

Saully took a step down, shading her eyes againg the sun and blowing grit. A shake of her head when
she couldn't find what she was look-ing for. When she turned toward the Mesa, the wind snapped her
har around her cheeks, momentarily blinding her until she turned agan.



"How did they know?" she asked. "It's so fast. How did they know?'

"Someone told them,” he answered grimly, and stepped dl the way down to the ground. The few
vehides he could see were undoubtedly locked, and he didn't think pounding on doors or win-dows
would get them any help. "WEell have to go back in."

Scully was way ahead of him. She grabbed the large doorknob and tried to turn it over.

It didn't budge.

"Mulder, he'slocked us out."

They both tried, and tried usng ther figs and voices to get the old man to let them in. They stopped
when she cursed and massaged her right wridt.

He returned to the street. "Okay, maybe we can find someplace ese. A stable or something.”

Thefirg place they tried was the warehouse next door, and nather was surprised to find it locked as
wadl. If Ciolaisdill in there, Mulder thought, he's probably having the time of hislife

They darted across the street and made their way between the two nearest houses to the next street
over, saw nothing promising and moved on to the next. By the fourth, he knew they weren't going to find
sheter. Not here. And not, he thought as he stared a the Mesa, up there. He didnt know how the
Konochine got to the top, but he didn't think they'd take kindly to histrying.

Saully dumped againg a house wdl out of the direct push of the wind, usng a foreerm to maop the
swest from her forehead. "Why don't we just wait it out here, whatever it is?'

"We can't, Scully.” He stepped away from the house's protection and looked up and down the Street.
Sill nothing. Shutters and doors closed againg them. He stretched out a hand and beck-oned. "We have
to get indde someplace.”

"Mulder, it's only a dust sorm. Well need a week of showers when it's over, but it's only a dust
gorm.”

"No. No, it isn't."

And he knew she didn' redly believe in the dust orm ideg, either. If it were one, they'd be offered
shelter somewherein here; if it were one, the people wouldn't have gone to ground so swiftly. Ciola had
told them only a fool stayed outside when the ceremonid was in progress. But Snce there was no one,
not now, they were obvi-oudy convinced the Sangre Viento was on its wey.

He turned in a dow circle, frustrated, growing angry, bearing a hand againg his leg while he tried to
decide whét to do next. Hide, was the obvious answer, but where?

Nowhere.

At least, nowherein the pueblo.

Apparently Scully had reached the same con-clusion. She left the wall's protection and started
up the Street toward the road, purposeful urgency in her stride. He hesitated before following, hop-ing
she wasn't thinking whét he feared she was.

When he caught up, she said, "How far do you think it is?'

Damn, he thought.

"Too far to run. There's got to be someplace closer.”

"I have no intention of running, Mulder. At least not yet." She pointed to the fidds, and the desert
beyond. "If it comes from out there, well be able to see it, right?' She gave him a tight smile. "When we
seeit, then weéll run and see what happens.”

"What if it comes from somewhere ese?'

"Then wewon't haveto run, will we."

Moreleaves, dancing.

When they were close enough, they gave the illuson of a funnd; when they separated they were
butterflies again.

Until the sand joined them.

Then they become a cloud.



What Mulder desperately wished he knew, what he couldn't deduce from any of the information he had,
was how long it took the whirlwind to form. If it took sx men to create one only oncein

awhile over the course of a week, surdy a sngle man, no matter how skilled, couldn't create one with
just the snap of afinger.

"Oh God," he whispered as they passed the last house and angled westward toward the road.

Not with the snap of afinger, but after suffi-cient preparation. Which meant—

Scully, staying on hisleft, unabashedly usng him as a windbreak, picked up the pace as she sad, "It's
Lanaya, it it

"Yes" he said, more convinced now than he had been that morning.

"Why? Cioldstoo obvious?'

"No. Ciola didnt know we were coming today. Lanaya did. He's had time, Scully, to get ready He
took that old man literdly. He's going to stop us" He held up a hand before she could inter-rupt. "He's
going to try to stop us, okay?"

Sheran afew steps, dowed, ran afew more.

Thewind died abruptly.

He couldn't hdp glancing to the right every few feet, graieful when the fidds blocked him, a little
apprehensve when he could see dl the way to the mountainous horizon. He had no idea what the Wind
would look like, or if he'd be able to hear it coming.

He caught up with her when she paused to shake dust from her hair, and grinned when a sudden gust
blew it back in her face. "It's a no-win Saly.”

"Tdl meabout it."

They walked on.

Ahead, above the road, curtains of shimmering heat hung in the air He took off his tie and jammed it in
a pocket. What the hdl was he thinking of, wearing a suit on a day like today? And why, he thought
further, tumning around to walk backward afew steps, didn't he just take his gun, walk up to one of those
doors, and thresten to blow the lock off if they didn't et imin?

Because, he answered, they'd probably just shoot back.

Swirls of sandy soil snaked across the blacktop when the wind returned. Rudling made him jump until
he redized it was only the corn in its fidd. A tumbleweed rolled between them, tan-gling in Scully's feet
until she kicked at it sav-agely and it broke apart, and was blown away.

Tdl me something, Mulder—if this man is so well-liked here, and he can cross successfully between
thisworld and the one out there, why did he do it? Why risk it dl?’

They had no water.

His throat was dry, his eyes fdt gritty. When he bresthed, it was like teking in clouds of fire to his
lungs

They weren't waking nearly asrapidly now.

"He kept saying 'they," Mulder answered, lick-ing hislips to moisten them, findly giving it up as futile
"When he gave us that big speech about
the Konochine and their didike of the outside world, he kept saying 'they.™

He had been one of them until held |eft to go to school. When he came back, he had changed. It was
inevitable. And for reasons they might never know, or understand, he hadn't been able to change back,
or to adapt as he had adapted to the outsde. Mulder suspected it was unfocused anger that forced him
to attempt to steal what belonged to the Six. They were ... Dugan Velador was the wise man, the leader.
Wha he did, what the others did, was accepted without serious question.

How could he not want that respect, too?

What he hadn't understood was tha the power the old men had came from the respect they were
given, not the other way around.

Lanaya figured, have the power, have the respect. Thetwoud mekehimfully Konodhineagan

Saully dowed allittle, and he saw how her hair had begun to mat to her neck and scalp. He took off his



jacket and dung it over his shoulder, his shirt nearly transparent where the sweat hdd it againg his skin.
When he brushed his fingers over his hair, the hair fdt hot. He would give alot right now to look stupid in
ahat.

Then he blinked, wiped his face, and blinked again.

The gap in the Wdl was only a hundred yards aney.

He looked back at the pueblo, and saw nothing move. Dust blew through it, and dl he could think was
ghost town.

The dust devil grew and spun in place.

It was little more than two feet high, wobbling around its axis as if ready to collgpse should the wind
blow agan.

Butterfliesand sand.

No sound at all.

Mulder sumbled, and Scully grabbed hisarm to steady him. He smiled a her wanly. "Isnt that what I'm
supposed to do?'

"Since when did you ever think | was hepless, Mulder?'

Never, he thought; never.

They waked into the gap, and into its shadow which was no shade at al. Ahead, the road rose and fell
asif it were a narrow wave, making him rub his eyes until it steadied. In his shoes hisfeet burned, and his
ankles promised spectacular blis-ters once he took the shoes off.

Something small and dark scuttled across the road.

It was tempting, very tempting, to take his shirt off. The cloth was a weght his shoulders could barely
handle. The jacket on hisarm aready
weighed aton, and he didn't think held be able to carry it much longer.

"How did they do it?" Scully asked as they came out of the gap and stopped. She stared across the
desert floor. They could see no inter-state, no trucks, no cars, no planes overhead. There was nothing
but the sky and the moun-tains. "How did they cross this place without killing themselves?'

"They had water, for one thing," Mulder said souly.

"It must have been incredible,” she said. She laughed. "It must have been a bitch.”

He let his knees fold him into a crouch, his jacket dipping to the road. There was too much space here,
too much sky; gauging distance accu-rately was nearly impossible, but he seemed to remember that the
ranch house wasn't much more than a mile to his right. If they dimbed the fence and angled overland
indead of gticking to the road, they might make it faster.

He didn' redize he'd been spesking doud until Scully said, "What if you twigt an ankle?'

"Me?Why me?'

She grinned. "I'm adoctor, | know better."

It was heartening to see the amile it wasn't good to see how her face had reddened. They were
dangeroudy close to sunstroke; they had to be. And dehydration wasn't dl thet far behind. If they were
going to do it, they'd better do it now.

He rose with a groan, and with a groan leaned over to pick up his jacket.

"Ciolaisevil, you know," shesaid.

He draped the jacket over the barbed wire and held it down while she dimbed avkwardly over.

"Lanayaisworse.”

Hedidn't get it. "Why?"

"I can understand Ciola. But itll take me along time to understand Nick."

Astdl asaman. And now it began to whisper.



He sumbled over nothing, and commanded his limbs to knock it off. It wasn't as if they were in the
middle of the desert, a hundred miles from the nearest dvilization. He could aready see the fences, could
dready make out the dim outline of the ranch house. A mile maybe, he couldnt be sure. But he was
acting as though it was ten miles or more.

Scully sidestepped a prickly pear and nearly walked straight into another. She swiped at it with her suit
coat the move turning her inacircle.

"Do you think Sparrow isin onit?"

"What? Sparrow? No, why?"

"He didn't follow us into the reservation, and he wasn't waiting when we came out."

It was too hot to think straight, but he doubted that Sparrow was anything more than under-standably
skeptica about the whole thing. He was, no doubt, stting in his office, drinking from his flask, and trying
to figure out how he would charm them, or bully them, into getting some credit for the crimé's solution.
Evenif it meant having to accept some magic.

It began to hiss. It began to move.

"Therel" Scully announced, "Thereit is"

They stood on the lip of a shdlow arroyo, beside a hand-crafted bridge.

"Thank God, you seeit too,"” Mulder said. "'l thought it was a mirage”

They crossed the bridge singlefile The vivid green of the lawvn was visble now, and through the risng
ghodtly heat he could make out the house, if not its detals.

On the other side, Scully leaned over the ral. "I think those holes in the bank down there are
rat-tlesnake dens”

Mulder wasn't ligening.

He had stopped to take a breath, a brief rest on
his feet. Without much hope, he checked the gap just in case Ciola, or someone, had taken pity on them, and had foll
checked the top of the hill, just in case the old man was there. Then he said, "Scully, how fast can you run?’

It rose out of the arroyo a hundred yards away.

Mulder had expected it to be shaped like a miniarture tornado, but it was conicd from top to bot-tom,
and cloudy with the debris that whipped around its surface, the source of the hissng it made as it I€ft the



dead river and made its way toward them.

Eight feet high; a |least four wideinthemiddle.

Whether it was the force behind it, or the weight of the sand and grit that formed it, it wob-bled as it
moved, with thin dark bands rippling dong its surface, snapping apart and re-forming.

Every so often a ggp would appear and he could see right through it; then the ggp would dose,
swdlowed whole.

Had it arrived an hour or two earlier, he didn't doubt they would have had a chance to make it to the
house. Its ground speed was not much greater than that of a leisurdly trot. Not now, though; not after so
much timein the sun.

They ran over the uneven ground as if palsied, as if drunk, veering wildly away from each other, then
having to veer again in order not to collide when they tried to rgoin. Serrated grasses dashed a their
ankles, shrub and brush stabbed at their aams and legs.

The sun hadn't gone; it was 4ill there, pressing down.

Something exploded in the dirt to Mulder's left, leaving a geyser of dust to hang inthe air.

Saully cried out wordlessly in darm when the top of a cactus shattered as she passed it.

When a third puff rose from the ground a dozen yards away, he redized it was the heavier materid
caught in the force of it—pebbles, per-haps large twigs, ther own weight would eventu-aly fling them
out like grapeshot.

They skidded and did down a short depression.

Mulder glanced back over his shoulder and saw the whirlwind sweep past a amdl bush, shredding the
branches it touched.

Scully grunted and went to one knee, her left
hand crossed over to grip her right shoulder. Sheld been hit. Mulder raced over and hauled her to her
feet, pushed her on when he was struck behind his right knee. He dropped as she had, then launched
himsdf forward as if from a starting block. His right hand went around her shoulders when he reached
her, and they sup-ported each other into another depression, and up again.

The ranch house bobbed not that far ahead.

He could see the white plit-rail fence, the grass, and no one on the porch.

They didn't know; they couldn't hear.

"How doesit know?" Scully demanded.

It hissed dong the ground, moving faster, grow-ing taler. Growing darker.

Mulder couldn't tdl her. He was distracted by the sudden, gutiurd roar of an engine, searching wildly
until he spotted a battered pickup lurch out of aboailing dust cloud to their right.

He was s0 sartled he didn't see the rock until it was too late. His right foot did over its smooth, flat
surface, and he would have gone down had not Scully gripped him tightly and yanked him, il running,
back to hisfest.

The porch was ill empty; whet the hel were they doing in there?

Swegt ran into his eyes, blinding him, ginging.

Saully yeled, and he thought for a moment sheld been hit again, and his shoulders automati-caly
hunched in anticipation. When she ydled a second time, he understood; she was trying to get the
atention of the house.

It wouldn't do any good.

The hissng wastoo loud.

Something large snapped not far behind them, like the crack of a huge bullwhip.

The pickup drew closer, jouncing recklesdy over the ground, dipping Sdeways left and right as the
driver tried to keep itinline,

Saully findly noticed and waved at it franti-cdly once, but when Mulder tried to steer them toward it,



she suddenly shouldered him away. "Him," was dl she was able to say.

Nick Lanaya was behind the whed, and it didn't take long for Mulder to redize that the man wanted to
herd them away from the house, to keep them in the open. It was aso the answer to Scully's question:
since the man hadn't known exactly where they would be, he would have had to keep them in Sght once
he'd set the Wind in motion.

Someone stepped out onto the porch.

"Almog there," he gasped. "Hang on, we're dmogt there."

The pickup aimed right for them,

Mulder stubbornly refused to give ground, forcing his concentration on the maddeningly dow approach
of the fence and the lawn. It was Scully who threw them aside when the truck roared by, smothering
themin a dust cloud that made it impossible for them to breathe.

The Blood Wind swerved. The hiss degpened to agrowling.

He couldn't see anything, but Mulder heard the Wind and urged Scully back to her feet, shoved her
ahead of him and pulled out his gun. Not for the Wind, but for the truck, which had swung into a turn so
Lanaya could come at them again.

Sdling them.

Dividing their attention between one desth and another.

Twenty yards to the fence when Mulder swung his am around and fired blindly, not expecting to hit
anything, just hoping Lanaya would think twice before trying to close again.

Thetruck didn't stop.

The Wind didn't stop.

Suddenly the ground hardened, and Mulder looked down and redized they had reached the drive.

Saully had dready dimbed hdfway over the face

On the porch Nando's wife screamed, and kept on screaming, her hands clutched againgt her chest.

The pickup charged, and Mulder fired a second time, hitting the windshield on the passenger sde,
causng Lanayato swerve, and swerve again to avoid hitting the fence in front.

But the Wind didn't stop.

It hissed across the driveway, forcing him into a move he knew immediatdly was foolish but was too
late to stop—he bolted to his left, away from the house and lawn. But the 9ght of it so close and the
sound of its voice had panicked him, and by the time he was able to think again, Lanaya had turned the
truck around.

Saully ydled a him on her knees from the porch, where Nando was now, ariflein his hands.

The Wind had paused; a stone, a piece of wood, smashed through one of the ranch house windows.

Mulder fdt dizzy. The exertion, the heat and the dust, the sound of that thing spinning dowly in place
... hetook a step back and dmost fdl, staggered sdeways and saw Lanayain the cab, grinning.

Sangre Viento; it moved.

Nando fired at the truck, and a headlight exploded.

It won't make any difference, Mulder thought,
gding to hisleft; kill Lanaya, and the Wind will gill be there. It hasiits target now.

Hefroze.

No; no, it won't.

The Wind brushed againg the corner fence post, and sawdugt filled the air, some of it show-ering into
the yard, the rest sucked into the spin-ning.

Lanayagunned theengine.

Mulder had no choice left but to run straight toward him. If the Wind picked up speed, he would use
the truck to stop it; if it didn't, he would stop it anyway.

If hewasright.



The Wind moved, and Scully shouted a warn-ing, her own gun out and aming.

A Wind-whipped stone glanced off Mulder's knee, and he dropped before he knew hed lost control.
He fdt the blood before he fdt the pain, and the pain stood him up again.

At that moment, both Scully and Nando fired; a that moment, Mulder amed and fired.

At that moment, Sangre Viento moved, and moved fast.

If I'mright, Mulder thought as he raced as best he could to the truck.

Thewindshield was pocked with holes and weblike cracks, the engine till ran, and ashe
grabbed for the door, he saw Nick behind the whed, his head back, his face covered with run-ning
blood.

He saw the whirlwind speeding toward him.

If I'm right, he thought, and yanked the door open, scrambled onto the seat, and reached for Lanayas
throat.

It wasn't hissing now, it wasroaring.

He grabbed the rawhide thong around the man's neck and pulled, pulled again as the truck began to
rock violently.

Pieces of thewindshield begantofdl in.

Giving up on the thong, Mulder nearly crawled into the dead man's Igp and ripped his shirt open,
grabbed the medicine bag and tried to rip it apart. He couldn't, and something dammed into his side, into
his shoulder, throwing him againgt Lanayas chest and rocking him back.

Metd shrieked.

Glass cracked and shattered.

He held the bag up, as far away as he could, and put a bullet through it, blowing it apart as he threw
himsdf into the well and waited for one of them to die.

[WERTY-FOUR

"They wereall acting," Mulder said.

He and Scully sat at the porch table with Annie Hatch, he with a dick glass of iced tea, Scully with a
glass of fresh-squeezed lemonade. They had invited themselves out on ther last day, because Mulder fdt
the woman should know.

"Sparrow wanted us to believe he was ether dumb as a post or a hick who was only around for comic
reief. Ciola was the macho, |-dare-you-to-touch-me man, but he was terrified because he knew what
Nick could do." He took along drink and sghed. "And Nick didn't think we'd believe for a second in the
Sangre Viento. We're trained agents, we dedl with solid evidence and behaviora



science and the magic we can do oursdvesin the lab”

"It wasn't magic, Mulder," Scully said.

Hesmiled at thelawn. " Suit yoursdlf."

Too many parts of him 4ill sung where he had been struck by missles hurled by the Wind, and his
face was dill an darming red from his sun-burn. He had aso been right about the blisters.

Scaully, too, was waking wounded, but over the past two days, neither of them had had much time to
think about it while they filled out reports, filled out more reports, and lisgened as Sheriff Sparrow figured
for the papers and locd tdevison news that the pickup had dammed into the fence while trying to run
Scully and Mulder down.

The Sangre Viento had died when the contents of Nick's bag were scattered by the bullet.

None of the news people heard that story at all.

Annie poured hersdf another glass. "You know, | don't think any of my movies ever had so much
excitement. I'm rather sorry | missed it.”

Mulder looked a her until she had the grace to blush.

"All right, dl right, | was scared out of my mind and hiding in the kitchen. And I'm not sorry &t dl, are
you happy?'

He toasted her with his glass, emptied it and pushed away from the table. They had a late-afternoon
flight back to Washington, and driving wasn't going to be dl that easy.

Saully finished as well, and as she picked up her bag and stood, he saw genuine reluctance to leave the
ranch and Annie.

"Fox?' Anniesad.

Hedidn't correct her.

"What happened to Red?"

"We don't know for sure” Scully answered for them. "We think he was trying to conduct his own
investigation. From what the office tdls us, he was hardly ever there once we arrived. Sparrow admit-ted
to kegping him informed on the phone, but even he hasn't heard from Agent Garson since the night
before we went to the Mesa."

"I think he went there on his own,” Mulder said, dipping his sunglasses from his pocket and diding
them on. "I think hell be found before long, but he won't be dive™

Ancther actor, he thought; the easterners he couldn't stand had come out to conduct what should
have been hisinvedtigation, and he had to pretend to likeit dl the way.

They said their goodbyes, and Mulder, if he hadn't dready had the sunburn, would have blushed with
pleasure when Annie kissed his cheek and made him promise to come back for a vigt before she was
too old to enjoy it.

They started for the car, but as Scully did in behind the whed, Mulder asked her to wait and hurried
back to the porch. Annie leaned over the rail when he crooked a finger.

"What isit now?"

He pulled down his sunglasses. "There's a guy over there” he said, pointing toward the Wall. "He gts
on that hill and fries himsdlf practicdly every day. Maybe you ought to go over there sometime and have
atak with him."

Anniegtared. "A tak?'

"It'sathought” he said.

"I'm not going back, Fox, if that’s what you're asking.”

Tm not," he said innocently. "But there was this guy they thought was a saint, and he turned out to be a
thief and akiller. The kids liked him, | understand.”

She didn't respond.

"Besdes" he added as he pushed the glasses back up, "who says a saint has to be a man?'

She was dill on the porch as they drove toward the main road, and he suspected she would be there
for some time to come.

He didn't speak until Scully pulled out onto the interstate. "Amazing, wasn't it? The Sangre Viento, |



She glanced over a him, unamiling. "I'm work-ing on it, Mulder, I'm working on it."

"Of courseyou are.”

Gradudly the desert gave way to the firs houses, which multiplied and grew taler, and the interstate
grew more crowded. Scully had a slent, close to obscene atercation with a pickup that cut
them off, and another with an old tall-fin Cadillac thet hadn't yet discovered the speed limit was dl the
way up to fifty-five

A milelater, she glanced at im and said, "Do you redly think it was power he was after? Because he
wasn't redly part of that world?"

Hedidn't answer right away.

"Mulder?'

"Yes" hesad at last. "Modtly. Power equas respect isan old lure for those who think they don't have
ether. Ciolaisin the warehouse because he knew what Nick would do. And—"

"That’ s not respect, Mulder, it'sfear.”

"Sometimes people like that don't, or can't, make a didinction.”

A van passed them, music blaring from its open windows.

"Acceptance," Mulder said then.

"What?"

"Acceptance. Power equals respect equas acceptance.”

"Equasfear,” she added quietly.

He agreed. He ds0 agreed that murder was sel-dom as uncomplicated as most would believe. He and
Saully could probably talk about it dl the way back to Washington, and they ill wouldn't have the
complete answer.

The only one who did was Nick Lanaya.

"Saully," he said while she tried to follow the Sgns to the airport, "what do you think would
happen if, for example, the man who replaces Veador in that cirdle gets a notion? Like Lanaya did.
Lanaya didn't know exactly what went on in the kiva He made a few guesses, got a few answers from
the old man, who didn't know he was giving them, and did the rest on his own.

"What if one of the circle decided to turn meen?"

Shedidn't answer.

He had no answer.

What he knew was that Nick could possibly have gone on indefinitdy, killing those he didn't like, killing
those he took a didike to for no rea-son at al. He could have, mogtly because no one dse believed.

He watched the city, the cars, saw an arplane drifting low toward alanding.

Those old men may be wise, but they aren't dl old, and none of them is perfect.

Imagine, hethought.

Imagine the power.



