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. .. see how the flesh grows back

across a wound, with a great vehemence,
more strong

than the simple untested surface before.
There’s a name for it on horses: proud flesh,
As all flesh

is proud of its wounds, wears them

as honors given out after battle,

small triumphs pinned to the chest—
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PROLOGUE

I was born at sunrise on June 3, 1971, on a commune near Taos,
New Mexico. Delivery was accomplished with the help of a
midwife as my mother squatted, panting, on her mattress, sur-
rounded by her commune sisters, panting in sympathy, cheering
her on.

The men had hovered in the kitchen all night, playing
cards, drinking, smoking, drifting in and out of the birth room
unnoticed, like ghosts. My father happened to be present at the
moment that I gushed out from between my mother’s legs, and
he promptly ran outside to vomit into the rabbit brush. It could
have been the sight of blood and birth fluid that got to him, but
more likely it was too much Tokay.

In accordance with my birth time, my mother named me
Soleil, which is French for sun. She neglected to consider that
people in New Mexico speak Spanish and English, but very
little French. By the time I was twelve, I was sick of correcting
the spelling and pronunciation, explaining to people what my
name meant and listening to stupid jokes—So-lay, can you see
any bedbugs on me—so 1 just told everyone to call me Sunny.

My parents (we were encouraged to call them Gwen and
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Rob) had moved to New Mexico from San Francisco, where
my mother made paper flowers and my father played bass guitar
in a rock band called Driving at Night. They had a rich friend
named Danny Oliver who was a music promoter till he got re-
ligion and swore off all the materialistic trappings of that life.
He changed his name to Moses Strong, bought a 230-acre farm
north of Taos, and invited some friends to come live on the
land, groove on nature, and start a new civilization. He called it
Armonia—Spanish for harmony.

People are forever asking me what it was like to grow up in a
commune, and it’s a question that has no easy answer. Northern
New Mexico was Commune Central in those days, and each of
the twenty-odd settlements had its own vision, its own quirky
dynamics, its own culture. And, of course, no two children ever
grow up in the same family, so if you asked both me and my
brother, Hart, what it was like, you'd get two completely differ-
ent perspectives.

I think he was pretty happy.



Part One

It is the image in the mind that binds us to our lost
treasures, but it is the loss that shapes the image.

COLETTE






Chapter 1
D

The heat is a presence. Palpable and relentless, it rolls over Al-
buquerque like a hot iron.

Right behind it come the spring winds, pushing several
thousand tons of dust from Arizona on through to Texas.
Whistling around the corners of the buildings. Drying the new
grass and flowers to brittle straws. Blowing patio furniture into
someone else’s yard. Making people yell at the spouse, kick the
dog, slap the kid, start smoking again, drink more, drive faster.

Michael’s already dressed for work and making coffee when
I wander into the kitchen, wrapped in my terry cloth robe, still
damp from the shower. I sidle up to kiss his neck, just where
his dark hair is starting to creep down over his collar, and wipe
away a little smear of shaving cream behind his ear. He reaches
around me for his coffee mug and kisses the top of my head
absently.

“It’s supposed to be hot like this all week,” he says. He sits
down at the table and submerges himself in the newspaper.

“Want some cereal?” I take clean bowls and spoons out of

the dishwasher.
I pull the box of corn flakes out of the pantry and pour
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some in my bowl, add milk, and sit down across from him. I've
already eaten about half of my cereal when he looks up.

“Hmm?”

“Hmm, what?”

“Did you say something?”

“I asked if you wanted cereal. Since you didn’t answer, I
took it as a no.”

“Sorry. I was thinking.”

The coffee maker sighs, announcing the completion of its
cycle. I pour some in his cup and set it on the table. “What are
you doing today?”

“This morning 'm meeting with Ted Rossmore.”

“Who’s he?”

“Venture capital guy. Then this afternoon I've got a couple
conference calls . . .” The silence is filled with the rustling of the
newspaper, the clink of my spoon against the bowl.

After a minute or so, I lay my hand on his arm. “Tell me
what’s wrong.”

He gives me an indulgent smile. “Nothing’s wrong.”

“Something feels wrong to me.”

“Something always feels wrong to you. It’s your normal
state.” He folds up the sports section and smiles at me. The
intense blue of his eyes is still startling, even after almost three
years of seeing it every day.

“Michael—"

“What? I don’t know what you want me to say.”

“The truth. Whatever it is.”

“The truth is, nothing’s wrong.” He pats my hand, which
I guess is supposed to be reassuring, but it’s a gesture so unlike
him that it has the reverse effect.



The LAWS of HARMONY 7

“Okay, everything’s great. But I still want us to sit down
and have a conversation. Tonight.”

He gets up, pours the dregs of his coffee in the sink. “To-
night,” he says.

“Come home early, okay? I'll make a big salad and we can
have a nice, relaxing—"

“I will.” He gives me a quick coffee-flavored kiss.

The door shuts with that hollow sound, and I stir my soggy
corn flakes while reviewing the evidence.

Exhibir A. 1 enter, damp from the shower, smelling of coco-
nut body butter. I brush against him and kiss his neck lightly.
His response? Reaching around me for his coffee mug and a
mechanical peck on the top of the head. I didn’t expect him to
rip my robe off and throw me down on the breakfast table, but
a real kiss would not have been out of place.

Exhibir B. Monday night. He came home late from his
poker game, but I was still awake. I wanted to talk. He said he
had e-mails to send. So I left him in his office and went to bed,
tending the embers of my hurt feelings and resentment. I heard
him come out of his office, walk into the living room. When
the TV went on, the embers ignited. I marched into the living
room and told him I was sick of his lying. He said, lying about
what? [ said he didn’t really have any e-mails that couldn’t wait
till tomorrow; he was just avoiding talking to me. I wanted to
know why. He said he was tired. I said he was always tired ex-
cept when there was something he wanted to do. He said this
was exactly why he was avoiding talking to me and, for that
matter, why he was tired. Why couldn’t I just cut him some
slack, give him a little room to breathe. I said he could have
the whole goddamned apartment to breathe in if he wanted it.
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I said I would leave in the morning. I told him I’d go stay with
Betsy till he was finished breathing. Then I marched back into
the bedroom, got back in bed, and seethed.

He came in about fifteen minutes later, and I pretended
to be asleep. He knew I wasn’t. He didn’t take his clothes off.
He just lay down next to me, on top of the covers, and put his
hands on me. This was his solution to everything. Touching.
Sex. I never knew how to tell him that it was those times when
I felt the most distance between us. A yawning canyon full of
all the things we never said. But that night I was tired, too. I
was sad. I wanted him to hold me. I wanted things to be the
way they were before. Before I started getting this panicky feel-
ing that maybe things never really had been the way they were
before.

On the other hand it’s perfectly true, what he said. A per-
petual sense of impending doom is my natural state. I should
be used to it by now—this feeling that every next moment is a
catastrophe waiting to happen.

So maybe it’s just the wind.

I throw the coverlet up over the pillows—about as far as I'm
willing to go toward making the bed. I slip on a gauzy Indian
cotton dress, slide my feet into old leather sandals, and run a
comb through my still-damp hair. Pull a sweater out of the
drawer. It'll be freezing in the studio. The last thing I do is grab
my medicine bundle necklace and loop it over my head.

It was my tenth birthday present from my father—the last
present he gave me. He was always getting stuff in trade for fix-
ing people’s cars and tractors. He got this one from an Indian in
Taos for putting a new engine in his pickup. It’s a tiny deerskin
sack that used to be sort of a honey color, but it’s darkened with
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age and the oil from my skin. There’s a beaded design on the
front in red and white and black. My father said it was a storm
design.

When I first got it, it was filled with the corn pollen that
Navajos use in their religious ceremonies, but I kept undoing
the blue wool tie and spilling the pollen, so now it just holds my
Zuni bear fetish, carved from turquoise with an inlaid white
shell heart line that represents the path to power in his heart.
Its my talisman against drunk drivers, muggers, lightning
strikes, inoperable brain tumors, falling down the stairs, or
being dumped for a twenty-two-year-old cocktail waitress.

I don’t leave home without it.

A crackling dry gust funnels up through the stairwell, lift-
ing my skirt up to my waist, and I'm too hot to care. I juggle
the awkward bulk of the Styrofoam cooler, squint against the
dust, and try not to breathe till I can get down to the sidewalk.
Something white flaps on the windshield of my black Hyundai.
Shit. I forgot about street cleaning again. I pull off the ticket
and jam it down into the black hole of my purse with all the
others.

I drive in the right-hand lane, radio off, running through
my warm-up exercises. Breathe deeply. In through the nose, out
through the mouth. In through the nose, filling the diaphragm,
out through the mouth saying, AHHHHH. Touching left ear to
left shoulder, right ear to right shoulder. At the first traffic light
I turn my head slowly clockwise, then counterclockwise. Then,
taking advantage of the long red light, I suck in air and expel it
in short, powerful bursts: Huh! Huh! Hub!

In the middle of AAAAA, EEEEE, IIlII, OOOOO,
UUUUU, I remember that my window is partway down. The
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two men in the blue sedan next to me are exchanging alarmed
looks. When I smile sheepishly, their heads snap to the front.

SoundsGood, the studio where I'm recording this morning,
is in a bleak-looking strip mall, sandwiched between a daycare
center and a Pizza Hut. Half the shops are vacant and boarded
up; the other half have burglar bars on the windows and doors.
But the heavily curtained glass door to the studio hides a secret
world—clean, cozy, and decorated in southwestern pastels,
stacked to the gills with cutting-edge technology and staffed by
industry veterans.

“A jingle package is going to run you about three grand.”
Artie Simon sports headphones draped around his neck and a
phone lodged between his ear and shoulder. He holds up his
coffee cup, raising an eyebrow at me.

I shake my head and sink down on a sand-colored loveseat,
extract my copy of the script from my battered leather portfolio.
This morning I'm doing a double with Jack Piper, best known
for last-minute, flying entrances, so I have plenty of time to look
over my dialogue, tuning out the sound engineer’s phone con-
versation. It’s the third spot in an ongoing series of commercials
for a local furniture chain, and my character is the middle-aged
mother of a new college graduate. I look up from the script just
as Artie says, “Let me know and we’ll get you booked. Yep. My
name’s Artie.” He grins at me and hangs up. “Hi, Beauty. The
Beast isn’t here yet. Sure you don’t want some coffee?”

“No thanks. Too hot. How’s everything with you?”

“Good. Just trying to clear the decks here. We're starting
postproduction on a film next week.”

“Anything I've heard of?”

“Doubt it. It’s an indie. Full of people who look about
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eighteen. Including the director.” Artie drains his cup. “How’s
Michael?”

“Busy as usual.” That much, at least, I'm sure of.

A car door slams outside and seconds later the studio door
flies open. Jack, looking impossibly square-jawed and clad in
full cowboy regalia, swaggers in ahead of the dry wind.

“Ya wanna buy a car, pilgrim?” He smiles broadly at his
own reasonable facsimile of John Wayne.

Artie sighs. “It’s furniture, Jack. Bergman’s. And you're al-
most late.”

“I know, and I'm sorry.” To his credit, Jack never makes up
stupid excuses. “But almost late is better than late, is it not?”

“Nice duds, Jack.” I smile.

“I'm judging the state chili cook-off at high noon.”

Artie heads for Studio A, and we fall in behind him. “Then
it’s lucky for Sunny we’re working this morning.”

Artie sits down at the console next to a black metal tower
of audio equipment and punches up a display on the computer
monitor, while Jack and I take our places in the voice booth,
adjust our copy stands and mikes. In a union shop, the engineer
would have to come in and adjust the mikes—in fact, touching
your own mike normally carries the same stigma as touching
your privates on network TV—but then nobody works union
in Albuquerque.

Artie dons the headphones. “Let’s get a level.”

“Okay, Mom, you can open your eyes now. How do you like
ir?” Once in the booth, Jack Piper is all business.

“This? This is a new apartment?”

“Well, it’s new to me—"

“Okay,” Artie breaks in. “I'm slating you. Bergman’s Home
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Furnishings, number three. Cooper and Piper. Take one. We're
rolling.”

“Okay, Mom, you can open your eyes now. How do you like
it?”

“This? This is a new apartment?”

“Well, it’s new to me. It’s my first apartment.”

“There’s a toaster oven on top of your television.”

“Er...yes. That’s the kitchen.”

At least you have a walk-in closet.”

“That’s the bathroom, Mom.”

I see. Well, where’s the bedroom?”

“You just sat down on it.”

“You're sleeping on the couch?”

“But not just any couch. Its a queen-size sleeper sofa from
Bergman’s Home Furnishings.”

Ah. Bergman’s. Well, maybe there’s hope for this place after
all?

Artie leans toward his own mike. “Good. But youTre at
thirty-one-point-five. Can you tuck it in just a bit? And Jack,
could you emphasize just the word Bergman’s. You know . . .
punch it, but don’t push it. And then you guys can lay down

some tags.”

At the University of New Mexico, I was obsessed with the idea
that I had to be successful at something. Anything. But growing
up on a commune presented me with very few role models for
success—or even a workable definition of it—in the real world.
I was also severely conflicted about the work ethic.

I wasn’t excited about promising my time to some company
eight hours a day, five days a week, for the rest of my life. Dress-
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ing in office-appropriate clothing, taking my one-hour lunch at
a prescribed time. Working eleven and a half months to get my
two weeks of vacation. Potential employers were not enthusi-
astic about me, either, judging from the number of job offers I
received.

One, actually. With a small office furniture company in
downtown Albuquerque. The job was assistant director of mar-
keting. It sounded good in theory.

But the director I was supposed to be assisting made it clear
that he wouldn’t be in the office much. That I'd be responsible
for cranking out press releases and sales brochures, answering
the phone, filing, making his travel arrangements, and not re-
vealing his whereabouts to anyone. I'd never had a real job in an
office, but the job description still sounded a little strange. The
salary he offered me was barely more than I was making on the
lunch shift at the Kachina Grill. But he assured me there was
potential for “advancement.”

I worried, I wavered. Finally I asked my roommate, Betsy,
what I should do.

“Wait a second. Let me get this straight. He wants you to
do all this work for slave wages and not tell anyone he’s not
there? Sounds totally bogus to me. He’ll probably be screwing
his girlfriend in hotels all over the country while his wife’s call-
ing you every ten minutes to find out where he is.” She shook
her head. “Shit, waiting tables is better than that.”

I went back to the lunch shift. I graduated to the dinner
shift. Tips got better, but I was restless. I was a college graduate
working as a server, without even the excuse that I was writing
a novel or making sculptures in the basement or going to grad
school. Waiting tables was my real, full-time job. I wanted to do
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something else, but I didn’t know what and I didn’t know how.

And then one day I went with Betsy to look at a used
pickup truck somewhere off of Rio Grande Boulevard, and on
the way back we stopped at Garson’s—one of the city’s biggest
florist chains—so she could send flowers to her mom.

While she was looking at plants and floral arrangements,
I amused myself by wandering around the shop doing what I
thought was a hilarious parody of all the little sayings that were
posted everywhere. Like Say it with flowers, and you’ll know she’s
listening. Or Flowers speak louder than words. Or A dozen roses
are worth a thousand words.

I noticed a suit hanging around the back of the shop, but I
ignored him. I figured he was some guy waiting for his order.
When 1 started in on the book of suggested sentiments for
people to write on their gift cards—which I found ludicrous; I
mean, youre sending someone flowers and you have to choose
what you want to say out of a catalog? Anyway, the guy comes
up to me and says, “Pardon me, Miss.” He holds out his hand.
“I'm George Garson.”

Of course, I figure he’s going to ask me very politely to get
my butt out of his shop, but instead he says, “You have a lovely
voice. And very unique. Would you be interested in doing a
commercial for me?”

From there, it was only a matter of time before I was voicing
Lo-Flo, the ecologically correct, water-efficient, talking toilet for
the New Mexico Water Commission.

Much as I like being a voiceover, it’s not something you're
going to get rich doing—I read somewhere that 10 percent of
the VO’s get 80 percent of the work—so the rest of us have day

jobs. Rather than work for someone else, I started my own little
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company, Domestic Obligations. I take care of things when
people are out of town or otherwise engaged—houses, pets,
mail. I stand in line for them at the Motor Vehicle Department
and the post office and EventMaster, pick up coconut ice cream
for the dinner party, bake and deliver cookies for the knitting
group or scones for a writers workshop. Sometimes I'll even
cook lunch or dinner—whatever they can’t, don’t have time for,
or don’t want to do, I'll do. The work suits me.

This second job has a lot to do with the voiceover work I've
managed to get. Early on I was doing a lot more baking than
voicing, and whenever I had food left over from a Domestic
Obligations booking, I'd take it with me to the studio. I'm con-
vinced that there have been many times when a choice between

me and another VO came down to: Let’s call Sunny Cooper. At
least she’ll bring food.

Montoya’s Panaderia is visible for blocks—not because of its
size, but because its brown adobe walls are splashed with huge,
brightly colored flowers. Michael loves their green chile bread.

[ leave the car in the gravel lot next to a table with a defunct
TV set on top and a couple of old tires underneath, and thread
a path through the cluster of kids drinking sodas and eating
empanadas on the patio. The scents of cinnamon and choco-
late, bread and coffee, envelop me in a friendly embrace.

“Hi, Sunny,” Luis greets me from behind the counter, blots
his forehead. “Hot enough for you?”

“It’s like July, isn’t it? You have any green chile bread left?”

“Let’s hope that means we’ll get April weather in July.” He
bags the last loaf and throws in a couple of biscochitos for good

measure before he rings me up.
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I drive home nibbling on a biscochito and park on Mont-
claire, under a sprawling cottonwood. Tomorrow the car will be
covered with bird shit, but at least it will be cooler. My sandals
make a flat, slapping noise on the concrete steps. The slight
breeze down on the street hasn’t made it to the interior of the
complex yet.

Our apartment building, grandly dubbed The Marquesa,
was built in the early seventies, which must have been the nadir
of American architecture—or at least of New Mexican architec-
ture. When we first moved in, there were more UNM grad stu-
dents and young faculty, but they’ve moved on now, presumably
to buildings where the plumbing doesn’t howl like a coyote after
the rain and the windows fit snugly enough in the frames to
keep out the fine blown dust. Now most of the tenants belong
to the geriatric set, and Michael and I are “that young couple
with the loud phonograph.”

“Hey, Sunny, where ya been? What's in the bag?”

Sissy Proctor is leaning over the railing across the court-
yard. Sissy of the fuzzy orange hair and the fuzzy blue slippers
and skin like a lizard. She has to be eighty, but she’s got the eyes
of a hawk. All the better to spot the yard sale bargains she’s al-
ways bringing home. That’s how I met her. I saw her dragging
a gorgeous old pie crust tilt-top table up the stairs one Sunday
morning and offered to help. She invited me into her place,
which looks a lot like the collection depot for the Salvation
Army thrift store. We balanced on the edge of her sofa—a gen-
uine Castro convertible nearly obliterated by piles of quilts and
afghans—drinking lukewarm tea and talking about collecting.
At that first meeting she sang the entire Castro jingle for me in
her quavery, off-key voice.
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“Hi, Sissy. It’s just green chile bread from Montoya’s.”

She raises her pencil-thin eyebrows knowingly. “Hot date
tonight?”

“Any date would be hot tonight.”

“You ain’t wrong about that. Hey, my cousin just got a new
shipment from Miami. You want to check it out Sunday morn-
ing?” Sissy’s cousin Des has a booth at the swap meet dealing
in gently used LPs, forty-fives, and seventy-eights, plus vintage
photos and the occasional kitchen gadget.

“Maybe. Let me see if Michael has anything planned.”

My key rattles strangely in the lock, and the door swings
open with just a push. God, did I forget to lock up this morn-
ing? The minute I cross the threshold, I know. Not a sound,
not a smell. Nothing I can see immediately. Just a presence. It
makes my skin go corduroy.

I stand still, knees fused. I can hear my heart slamming
like it’s between my ears. Now they come into focus, the things
that have been moved. The magazines are on the wrong end of
the coffee table. Two CDs are upside down on the floor. I pick
them up: Dixie Chicks and Nirvana. They were in the changer
last night. I look up quickly at the shelves. The stereo is still
there, but my antique wooden tea caddy, where I kept our CDs,
is gone.

Down the hall. I nudge open the door to the office, and my
breath stops in my throat. The floor is littered with the contents
of Michael’s desk—pencils and pens, paper clips and rubber
bands, rulers, scissors, message pads, stationery, business cards.
Both file drawers are open; folders and papers are strewn every-
where.

I know I should call the police, but I'm embarrassed. We
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talked about putting a dead bolt lock on, but somehow never
got around to it. 've always felt so safe here in the courtyard
with half a dozen nosy senior citizens living around me.

I pick up the phone and put it down. Pick it up again. An
hour later Patrolman Alan Ramos is at the door.

He’s a compact, wiry, no-frills kind of cop. After he in-
troduces himself, he stands with his back to the door looking
around at everything with eyes like small, dark marbles. He
opens the door, checks the handle, the lock, the jamb.

“Seven-year-old with a library card could pop this,” he says
matter-of-factly. He sets down the black case he’s carrying and
pulls out a notebook.

“What was the first thing you saw when you came in?”

“Things were moved. The magazines. All my CDs are
gone.”

“How many?”

“Probably about thirty.”

He walks into the kitchen. “What about in here?”

“Nothing seems to be missing there.”

I lead him down the hall to the office doorway.

He says, “Have you touched anything in here?”

“Just the phone.”

“Good.” He continues on to the bedroom and bathroom
while I stand surveying the mess on the office floor. When he
comes back he asks, “You notice anything else missing? Jewelry?
Money? You have a laptop?”

“Not that I can see. We both had our computers with us.”

He scribbles in the notebook. “The men’s clothing in the

bedroom belongs to who?”
“My—Michael Graham.”
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“And where’s he today?”

“Working. He works here, in the office, but he’s out a lot.”

“Have you talked to him yet?”

“No. Well, I called his cell phone and left a message on his
voice mail.”

Alan Ramos rocks back on his heels. “Have you been gone
all day?”

“I left about eight forty-five this morning. Michael was
already gone. And I got home . . .” I look at my watch. “About
four thirty.”

“Anybody been in here recently? Like a plumber or some-
thing?”

[ shake my head.

I follow him back into the living room. More silent look-
ing around. He tugs at the top button on his shirt, like it’s too
tight.

“Mind if I sit?” Without waiting for my nod, he sits in the
leather chair. “Usually burglars take things like stereos, T'Vs,
computers, jewelry.” He pauses. “But maybe they liked your taste
in music. Or they heard somebody coming. Or thought they did.
You and Mr. Graham have the only keys to this apartment?”

“The landlord has one.”

“Anybody else?”

“My best friend, Betsy Chambliss. She’s in San Antonio this
week.”

He bends his head to write in the book. His hair is closely
cropped and it glistens darkly with some kind of hair goo. He
looks up at me.

“That office—seems like somebody was looking for some-
thing. Any idea what it might be?”
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I shake my head.

“Okay, Ms. Cooper.” He stands up. “I'm going to suggest
that you get a new lock on this door. A double-keyed deadbolt.
You have someplace you can stay tonight?”

“No. But Michael should be home soon.”

He picks up the black case. “I'm going to try to lift some
fingerprints, then I'm going to talk to some of your neighbors.
See if they heard or saw anything unusual today.” He heads for
the office, but comes back seconds later. “Just so you know . . .

chances are we won’t recover the CDs.”

After he’s gone I realize how hot the apartment is. I turn the
thermostat down to sixty, take my purse and portfolio back
to the bedroom. I know I'm alone, but I keep looking around
corners, listening for something. All I see are shadows; all I hear
are my own footsteps, muffled by the hall rug.

The mess in the office probably isn’t that bad. It just requires
wading in and making a start. Normally that’s right up my alley.
Michael’s always letting things fall where they stand, leaving
stacks of papers on every available surface, business cards in the
bathroom when he empties his pockets, CDs on the coffee table,
mail by the kitchen sink. Then I come through, single-mindedly
gathering things up, sorting them out, filing papers, shutting
drawers. I quit complaining about it long ago, since it never did
any good, and now I do it on autopilot. But this is not your or-
dinary clutter. Someone did this. Someone who shouldn’t have
been in our home. After studying the scene for another long
minute, I shut the door, hurry back out to the living room, put
the Dixie Chicks CD in the player, and turn it on. “Wide Open

Spaces” blares reassuringly out of the speakers.
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In the kitchen I fill a glass with ice, then a picture springs
to mind of some stranger handling the glass. I dump the ice in
the sink, wash and dry the glass, and get fresh ice. I open the
refrigerator. There’s a note taped to the pitcher of raspberry tea.
It makes me smile in spite of the sick feeling in my stomach.
Michael always leaves me messages in the refrigerator because
that’s usually the first place I go when I come home. It comforts
me, reminds me that things will be normal again. I pull the
folded paper off the pitcher and open it.

Gone to Taos. Back later.

The note is scrawled in a hurried hand. No signature. No
apology. No excuses. No love you.

Taos means he’s with Kirby Dolen, the guy everyone calls
the Software Rock Star. It’s about two and a half hours each
way, if there’s no traffic.

I turn the paper over, hoping for something more. When
was Michael here? When did he leave? On the other side is my
own handwriting: garlic, chicken broth, potatoes.

By 7:30 I've read the newspaper from front to back. The
sun is gone, but now the sidewalks and streets and buildings
are radiating back the heat of the day. A sudden knocking—it’s
Mrs. Harriman downstairs, banging on the ceiling with her
broom: her way of letting me know the music’s too loud. I turn
it off and dial Michael’s cell phone and get voice mail again.

“Michael, it’s me. Where are you? How late is later? I really
need to talk to you.”

I walk through the apartment, checking all the windows. I
flip through the thirty-seven stations we get on cable, catch the
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tail end of 7he Matrix, and then the happy lady on the Weather
Channel says this high pressure area is going to continue to
bake Albuquerque at least through the weekend.

By 9:15, 'm pissed off. And hungry. In the fridge I find a
Styrofoam box with my leftovers from Tuesday night’s dinner.
I stand at the sink absently picking pieces of cold pasta out of
congealed Alfredo sauce and washing them down with room-
temperature white wine. I don’t stop till they’re both gone, and
[ feel uncomfortably full, but not satisfied.

Ignoring the tightness in the waistband of my jeans, I cut
a slab of frozen Sara Lee cheesecake and eat it out of my hand,
watching an old Star Trek rerun in which Captain Kirk falls for
a gorgeous female alien who turns out to be a robot. I wipe my
sticky fingers on a paper towel and try the cell phone again. I
hang up before voice mail kicks in.

The eleven o’clock news comes and goes. Why doesn’t he
call? He knows I worry when he’s late. Truthfully, I worry even
when he’s not late. 'm always convinced he’s been run off the
road by one of New Mexico’s ubiquitous drunk drivers and is
lying facedown in an arroyo. Or that he’s having an affair, in
which case I hope he’s lying facedown in an arroyo.

This is the wrong damn night for him to be oblivious. I
can’t bring myself to go get in bed and turn off the lights. I
know I wouldn’t fall asleep; I'd just lie there imagining noises.
I punch the remote, and the TV screen pops and goes black. I
wrap myself up in my mother’s old green crocheted afghan—
the only thing of hers I brought to Albuquerque with me—and
curl up on the couch. Just as my eyes are closing, the telephone
jangles, and I race to the kitchen to pick it up.

“It’'s me,” he says.
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“Me who? Would this be the stranger who left an unsigned
note in the refrigerator?”

“Sunny . . > His voice is weary and impatient. “Why did
you call me?”

“Because somebody broke into the apartment.”

There’s a long silence.

“Michael? Are you there? I said, somebody—"

“I heard you.” Another silence, not quite as long. “Are you
okay?”

“As okay as can be expected. They took all my CDs. When
are you coming home?” I'm pacing back and forth the length of
the cord.

He says, “I'm not.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I've got a room at the Sagebrush Inn. 'm too tired to drive
all the way back down tonight.”

He must be on his cell; the reception’s awful. “Michael . . .
we got robbed today. All they got were my CDs. For God’s
sake, what if they come back?”

“I'm sorry, but I just can’t drive back tonight. ’'m exhausted.
I don’t think I could make it without falling asleep. Look, why
don’t you go over and stay with Betsy?”

“Because she’s in San Antonio, that’s why.”

“Did they take anything in my office?” he says.

“It’s impossible to tell because they dumped everything on
the floor.”

No response. If it wasn’t for the static I'd think he’d lost
reception. “Michael? What’s going on?”

“Nothing. I'm just totally . . .” He pauses. “Now this.

Christ.” But his voice is empty of expression.
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“You're acting really weird. Doesn’t it matter to you that
someone broke into our apartment this afternoon and now
Pm—"

“I'm sorry you lost all your CDs, but I can’t do much about
it tonight.”

“It’s not the damned CDs.” My throat aches from the effort
of talking. “I just need you to be here. With me. Why are you
acting like this?”

“Well, I can’t be there, Sunny. I'm sorry, but I can’t.”

“Thanks, I've about got that figured out.”

“Look, I'll be home . . . before noon. We can talk then. I
just don’t feel like—"

“Fine.” I hang up the phone.



Chapter 2
D

Michael loves Spanish pie—a thin, double-crusted creation
with barely an inch of filling—sort of like pizza with a top
crust. I know it’s hot to be baking, but I can ramp up the air-
conditioning for a while. Il be worth it. We haven’t had that
kind of dinner in a while—the kind that ends slowly, the eve-
ning shifting seamlessly from the kitchen to the bedroom, the
last taste of wine still in my mouth when he kisses me.

I'll apologize for hanging up on him. He’ll apologize for not
coming home. He’ll tell me what’s wrong . . . because I know
there’s something. Whatever it is, we’ll talk about it; we’ll work
it out.

I make pastry the way my mother did—cutting in lard for
flakiness and butter for taste—quickly, with two knives, so that
it doesn’t get gooey in the warm kitchen air. Then an egg and
ice water to pull everything together, and into the refrigerator to
chill while the oven preheats.

While I stir the almonds in a small skillet, a song pops into
my head and I start to hum “Walk on By”—not the one by
Dionne Warwick, but the soulful old country-western tune by
Leroy Van Dyke.
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When the smell of toasted nuts fills the room, I crush them
with a rolling pin and mix in sugar and cinnamon. I sweat the
onion and garlic in butter for about five minutes before adding
the allspice, ginger, turmeric, and cloves. Cumin isn’t tradi-
tional, but I love its musty, earthy taste, so I throw some in.
Then the cut-up leftover chicken, raisins, egg, and wine.

I remember a moonless night almost a year ago. We were on
our way home from a dinner with Betsy and her latest admirer.
Taking a corner in Michael’s truck requires a certain amount of
concentration because it’s an authentically restored ’53 Chevy
with no turn signals and no power steering. He was negotiat-
ing the turn off Central Avenue onto Montclaire, left arm stuck
out the window, when he said conversationally, “You ever think
about getting married?”

It caught me off-guard. I kept looking out the window,
while the silence lengthened into discomfort.

“Sure, I've thought about it. I think you should have to pass
a test first. Like getting your driver’s license.”

He pulled to the curb and cut the engine, turned off the
headlights and just sat there.

I rested my hand on the sleeve of his jacket, feeling his arm
muscle tense. “It’s been really good. I just don’t want to wreck
everything.”

“I don’t see how getting married is going to wreck every-
thing.”

“What if it doesn’t work?”

“If it doesn’t work, we get divorced, like normal people.
Can’t we burn that bridge when we come to it?” When I didn’t
laugh, he said, “That was a joke, Sunny.”

“I know.” But my stomach was churning,
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“I want you with me—"

“I am with you.”

“I want you to be my wife.”

“Couldn’t we just be . . . like domestic partners?”

“Fuck.” He said it under his breath. “It sounds like we have
a housecleaning business.” He finally turned to face me, leaning
against his door. “Look, if it’s the money, things are getting bet-
ter. Pretty soon we’ll be able to move out of this dump. In fact
next weekend we should go look at some townhouses or—"

“It’s not the money. You know that.”

“What the hell is it, then? Do you love me?”

I said, “You know I do.”

That was as close as I ever got to saying it out loud . . . I love
you, Michael. The thing I'd never said to him. It was too much
like pushing your luck. He always seemed to understand.

I remember that night because that’s when it started to
change. As slowly and imperceptibly as continental drift. Noth-
ing appeared to be moving at all, but one day everything was
different. Michael and I were suddenly as distant as Africa and
South America, but you could still see the outline of the way we
had fit together.

The dough is just cool enough. It rolls out smoothly. I
spread the sugared nuts over it, then the filling, then I roll out
the top crust and settle it gently over everything. Slash three
steam vents, crimp the edges, brush the whole thing with egg
wash, and stick the baking sheet into the oven.

We'll have it room temperature with a glass of cold white
wine.

I’'m scraping the last vestiges of dough off my hands when
the doorbell rings.
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The New Mexico state trooper is young. He has a blond crew
cut. His features look newly minted and sharp without a softening
frame of hair. My first stupid thought is that they found my CDs.

“Mrs. Graham?”

[ stare at him. “Um . . . no. Sunny Cooper. Is this . . . about
the break-in?”

“No ma’am.” He checks a card in his hand. “Does a Mr.
Michael Graham live here?”

“He’s not here right now. Can I help you?”

“My name’s Sergeant Tim Bagley. May I come in, ma'am?”
He holds out his ID badge.

[ step back without a word.

After we sit down—me on the couch, him on the edge of
the leather chair—he sets his hat on the coffee table. My hand
goes automatically to the medicine bundle, pressing it to feel
the small hard kernel of the bear inside; underneath it, my heart
works slow and hard.

“Ms. Cooper, can you tell me if Mr. Graham owns a blue
1953 Chevrolet pickup truck with”—he pushes a piece of paper
across the coffee table toward me—"*this license plate?”

My fingers leave traces of flour on the table when I reach for
the paper. It's Michael’s vanity plate: BLUEDOG.

“Do you know where Mr. Graham is, maam? Is there any
way you could contact him?” He takes a small notebook and
pen out of his shirt pocket and writes something down.

I’s the truck. Somebody stole the truck. It happened once
before. It’s a classic ’53 five-window with three-on-the-tree and
a completely rebuilt engine. Michael never locks it. He says
he’d rather have somebody steal it than screw it up trying to
break in.
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I reach for my cell phone.

This is Michael Graham. I'm sorry I can’t take your call right
now . . .

His recorded voice is reassuring. Everything’s okay. It’s just
the truck.

“He’s not answering,” I say.

The sergeant picks an invisible speck of something off his
trousers. “When did you last speak to Mr. Graham?”

“Last night. About eleven thirty, I guess.” I sit forward.
“Please. Is something wrong?”

“When you spoke to him, where was he?”

“Taos. The Sagebrush Inn. What's wrong?”

He looks directly into my eyes. His are gray with little
sun-yellow flecks. “This truck was involved in a very serious
accident sometime early this morning, just outside Trinidad,
Colorado. On Interstate Twenty-five. The vehicle flipped and
rolled and then a fire began from the leaking gasoline. The
driver was killed.”

“Well, then, it couldn’t be Michael.” I hear my own voice,
obscenely cheerful. “Because he wasn’t in Trinidad, Colorado.
He was in Taos at the Sagebrush Inn.”

“Any idea what he was doing up there?”

“Meeting with some software guru.”

“Do you happen to know the guru’s name?”

For a minute I blank. Then I say, “Kirby Dolen.” And the
trooper writes it in his little book.

“Is there anyone else who might have had reason to be driv-
ing his vehicle?”

“I don’t know. It could have been stolen. It was a classic

thirty-one hundred. It had the original sun visor—"
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“Yes, maam. Can you tell me when Mr. Graham was ex-
pected home?”

“Today.” I bite down hard to keep my teeth from chatter-
ing. “This morning.”

“And you have not seen or heard from him since the phone
conversation last night?”

“No.”

He writes down something else. “We’ll check with the
Sagebrush Inn.” His voice is measured, kind, but impersonal.
“But at this time, ma’am, we believe that Mr. Graham was the
driver of the vehicle. I'm very sorry.”

I can’t help noticing his uniform. It’s dark and looks heavy.
Nice material, but it has to be terribly hot. In this weather . . .
why don’t they have something lighter? Seersucker.

“Ms. Cooper . . .” He’s looking at me steadily, and I can’t
breathe.

No, I'm breathing. I'm just not getting any oxygen. I feel
lightheaded. I press both hands to my mouth, hard, to stop the
shaking.

“Are you going to be sick?” he asks.

My head moves from side to side.

“Can I get you a glass of water?”

“No. Thank you.” Then the tears pool in my eyes and spill
over. He offers me a handkerchief, but I reach blindly for the
green afghan and hold it to my face.

After a few minutes I manage to stop crying by biting on
my lower lip till it hurts. He asks if there’s someone I want to
call. Gwen? She still doesn’t have a phone. Betsy’s out of town.

He asks if he can take me somewhere.

“No. I'm fine. I'll be fine.” But my breath continues to jerk
weirdly. I just want him gone.
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He lays a business card on the table. Central New Mexico
Crisis Center. “In case you want to talk to someone,” he says.
“Im very sorry for your loss, Ms. Cooper.”

Cold air is pouring out of the air vent above the couch and
I'm shivering. I wrap the afghan around myself and sit, mind-
lessly rubbing the scalloped edge along the jagged scar that
runs down my left forearm. Someone’s crying. Me. Louder and
harder till I think I'm going to gag.

A pounding noise. When I realize it’s Mrs. Harriman
banging on the ceiling with her broom, something inside me
goes off like a bomb. Suddenly I'm in the middle of the floor
screaming—SHUT UP, you stupid old cow!—jumping up and
down as hard as I can, till my feet tingle and my knees hurt.
After a minute or two I see myself acting like a total lunatic, and
it scares me so badly that I stop. I sit back down on the couch,
crying and hiccupping. Mrs. Harriman’s broom is silent.

I don’t know how long I sit there, but finally the pungent
smell of burning pastry reaches my nose and a few seconds later
the smoke alarm begins to shriek.

When I met Michael, I was a junior at UNM. Working morn-
ings at a coffee place—Java Junction—and sharing an apart-
ment with Betsy. I was also at the end of a long string of bad
choices in men—the latest one a married anthropology instruc-
tor, Roy Addison. The affair had progressed to Stage Five—
near death—where every meeting consisted of sex followed by
an argument, but I was still convinced that he would divorce
his wife and marry me. And in fact, he had moved out of his
house and into an apartment.

He and Michael had known each other since their under-
grad days, and they were regulars at Java Junction. They were an
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interesting duo. Based on appearances, you would have thought
Roy was the MBA candidate—all tweedy and preppy—and Mi-
chael the anthropologist. Michael’s good looks had a more exotic
cast—thick dark hair and olive skin, but startlingly blue eyes and
a smile that flashed like lightning. I was too absorbed in my soap
opera romance with Roy to pay much attention to him, but Betsy
got all sparkly and animated whenever the two came around.

When Roy informed me that he was going back to his wife,
things got ugly. We had the nasty breakup scene, complete with
door slamming, broken pots, and neighbors calling the police.
Betsy nursed me with wine, chocolate, and a sympathetic ear,
and I finally started sleeping through the night. Three weeks
later I was leaving Java Junction at one thirty on a Saturday af-
ternoon, just starting out the door, when Michael started in and
we nearly collided.

“Sunny, hi.” He stepped back out and held the door for me,
aiming his wonderful smile at me. “Where are you headed?”

“Home. I just finished my shift.”

In our brief mutual hesitation, I wondered how much he
knew about Roy. Two women approached the door, waiting for
us to move out of the way. “Well . . . Nice to see you.” I moved
past him, but he touched my elbow.

“Can I buy you a coffee?”

I floundered for a minute. I was hot and sweaty and I knew
my hair smelled liked burnt toast.

“Oh, for God’s sake, have coffee with him,” one of the
women said. “Just get out of the doorway.”

Instead of coffee, we ended up drinking margaritas on the
shady patio of a small café off Romero Street.

“So you and Addison broke up.”

I studied the menu. “You knew that.”



The LAWS of HARMONY 33

“Yeah. I helped him move back in with Claire.”

I slid the knife and fork off the napkin and placed it on my
lap. “That’s what married men do, isn’t it? Just pick right up
where they left off—" I stopped.

He ordered guacamole and chips and more margaritas. The
waiter brought a pitcher and two icy glasses with salt on the
rims.

“I shouldn’t be doing this,” I said.

“Why not?”

“It’s the middle of the afternoon.”

“The only difference between a margarita at night and one in
the afternoon is the ambient lighting.” He smiled. “Besides, I've
always thought that if everybody did something they shouldn’t at
least once a month, the world would be a better place.” He filled
our glasses. “Don’t worry, they’re ninety percent ice.”

I took a sip, sloshing some on my nose, and we both
laughed. He reached over to dab the tip of my nose with a nap-
kin, and I set down my drink. “Why are you doing this?”

“Doing what?”

“Look, I'm sure Addison told you all about how I broke the
pottery and the neighbor called the police—"

“He didn’t tell me anything.”

“But it’s okay. I'm fine. In fact, the whole thing was getting
pretty boring—"

“Is that what you think this is about? Believe me, I'm not
that nice.”

I drank a big gulp of the margarita. It was icy cold, but it
made my stomach feel warm. “I'm not sure what this is about. I
just don’t want to be your good deed for the week.”

“Sunny, cut it out. Or I'll get pissed off. And you know
what happens when a Cheyenne gets pissed off . . .”
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I shook my head.

“The Little Bighorn.”

[t was the tequila that was making me laugh. “You can’t be
a Cheyenne. You have blue eyes.”

“Actually I'm a ’breed. My mother was an Indian maiden
and my father was a fast-talking son of a bitch from Chicago.”

“Where are they now?”

“My mother? Inside a whiskey bottle. If she’s alive. My
father—1I don’t know. He left before I was born. I grew up on
my grandparents’ farm in Illinois.”

“What was that like?”

“It was okay.” He shrugged. “They did their best to make a
good little white boy out of me.”

“And did they succeed?”

“More than I wouldve liked. Less than they would’ve
liked.”

I used a tortilla chip to shovel up a chunk of guacamole,
chased it with another gulp of margarita, and then frowned as
the cold twinged between my eyes.

“Where are you from?” he asked.

“Arroyo Embuste. It’s sort of near Taos.”

“I know exactly where it is. My undergrad roommate was

from Taos. I used to go home with him for the holidays. You go
back much?”

I shook my head.

“Where exactly did you live? I know that area pretty well.”
“At Armonia.”

“The commune?” Now I had his undivided attention.
“Yes. I was born there.”

The waiter brought my chicken with dark mole bubbling at
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the edges of the plate. I cut a big piece and put it on Michael’s
plate.

“I'm not hungry,” he said, but I knew he’d eat it.

We floated down the afternoon on a slow river of margaritas
and conversation. He told me matter-of-factly about helping his
mother up the stairs to their front door when she was too drunk
to walk. About coming home from school when he was in first
grade to find her giving some guy a blow job on the living room
couch. He told me how, when he was eight, she drove him in
a borrowed car to a farmhouse in a small town far from their
home and told him to stay with the two white people who lived
there while she went to the grocery store.

He sat on a swing that hung from a big tree, watching the
cars go by in the warm afternoon. The white people came and
told him to come inside for dinner, but he stayed on the swing
while the shadows grew longer and darker and the sun disap-
peared and the first stars came out. By then he knew. So instead
of waiting for the white people to come outside and tell him, he
got off the swing and went into the house.

I told him about growing up on the mesa, always knowing
I didn’t belong there, always feeling alone in the middle of a
constantly changing crowd. I told him about my father leaving
when I was ten, how my mother taught me to cook, how Hart
and I picked apples in the early fall. I actually started to tell him
about Mari—which should have been my first clue that I was
drinking too much—but at the last minute I changed the sub-
ject. I think he knew there was more to the story, but he didn’t
push.

I didn’t realize just how drunk I was till he asked for the
check and I got up to go to the bathroom and knocked my
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chair over. The noise startled me, and I laughed. The two other
couples on the patio politely ignored me.

Stepping into the street from the shade of the patio, we
slammed into a wall of late afternoon heat. I stopped. “Ohmi-
god. It’s so hot out here.”

“Yeah, it is. Are you okay?”

“No, I feel like . . . 'm in a tunnel. You know?”

He guided me past a fountain where a little cement boy
peed water into a turquoise pool.

“Im so sorry. This is terrible.”

“It’s not like you were dancing naked on the table.” He
paused to light a cigarette and for the first time in my life, I
liked the smell of tobacco. “Can you make it to the car?”

“I think so.”

The last thing I remembered was him fastening my seat
belt.

A wedge of light split my head open. I moaned, covering
my eyes with my forearm.

“Are you okay?”

I tried to push myself into a sitting position, but the room
rushed away from me and I lay down again. The floor moved.
Not a floor, a bed. Not my bed.

“Where am I? And why is the bed moving?”

He laughed. “At my place. And it’s a water bed.”

“What am I doing at your place?”

“Well, I don’t know where you live, and you were in no con-
dition to give directions.”

“Michael, I'm so embarrassed. What time is it?”

“About ten.”

Panic seized me. “In the morning? Oh God. I have to go to

work.”
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“Saturday night.”

I removed my arm from my face and peered out from the
slits of my eyes. He was sitting next to me, propped up against
a pillow, a book in his lap. My hand went automatically to my
shirt, which was untucked and twisted around. I sat up slowly.
“I should go home.”

“Why? It’s late, we're comfortable. You can just spend the
night, and I'll take you home in the morning.”

“I can’t. Betsy—she’ll be worried.”

“So call her.”

I got up unsteadily, the water bed heaving under me, and
walked into the bathroom. I took a healthy swig from a bottle
of Scope sitting on the counter, splashed some water on my face,
tried to rub out the creases made by the pillowcase.

When I came out, he was gone. I sat down on the bed. I
had absolutely no recollection of how I got here. Did he have to
carry me or did I walk? How long was I passed out? I remem-
bered it was four o'clock right before we left the café, but surely
I wasn’t unconscious for five hours. I was hoping we hadn’t had
sex, because I liked him, and I didn’t want to end up breaking
his dishes some night.

I looked around. The room was a typical apartment bed-
room. Beige carpet, white walls. The only art was a framed map
of New Mexico when it was still a territory. The closet door
was open, and I could see boots: cowboy boots, hiking boots. A
dusty backpack leaned against the wall.

A movement in the doorway, and he was back, a plate in
one hand and two glasses in the other. “I didn’t think you’d
want wine, so | opened a bottle of my finest Albuquerque tap
water.”

I took a glass and drank half of it at once, then looked over
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at the plate bearing cheddar cheese, bologna, and white sand-
wich bread. My stomach rumbled ominously.

“I don’t keep a lot of gourmet stuff around.” His tone was
apologetic.

“That’s okay, 'm really not hungry.”

“You should eat something. Even if it’s only bread.”

I dutifully took a white spongy square, ripped it in half,
pinched off one small bite.

“I like that,” I said, nodding at the map.

He laughed. “I bought it in La Mesilla right after I gradu-
ated. The guy in the shop told me it was very old—1879, he
said. I can’t remember how much I paid for it, but it seemed like
a lot at the time. I was so proud of that thing.” He took a drink
of water and set the glass on his night table. “When I took it to
be framed, I told the woman that I'd gotten it from a collector,
and that it was very old and valuable, and she laughed. She said
it was a reproduction. She told me how these guys use tea to
simulate aging, how they make the wrinkles with a steam iron
and sell them to suckers like me.”

“Did you ever go back and confront the guy?”

“No. I was too embarrassed. And I just figured it was a les-
son. The lesson was that I didn’t buy a map; I bought a feeling.
That’s why I keep it around.”

“I have to ask you something.” I was still rolling the bread
between my thumb and index finger. “I don’t remember if . . .
did anything . . .”

He took the tiny cylinder of mashed bread out of my hand
and put it on the plate. “No. You're still a virgin.”

I set the glass down on the bedside table and slipped my feet

into my shoes. “I've got to go.”
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“Sunny, it was a joke. I didn’t—"

“No, really.” I spotted my purse on a chair draped with T-
shirts and jeans. “You're a nice guy and I like you. I don’t want
to get involved with you.”

“That’s a very interesting philosophy. You prefer to get in-
volved with guys you don’t like?”

“Apparently.”

He stepped in front of me just as I reached the door. “T’ll
drive you.”

“I can get a bus.”

“Not many buses running on Saturday night.” He took my
arm gently. “Come on. I'll drive you home, and that'll be it. I
promise.”

He called me about a week later and left a message on the
machine—did I want to go for a hike up at the Pecos National
Monument. I debated whether to call him back. I didn’t know
how to tell him the truth. That it had become too easy for me
lately to invest everything in somebody else’s world. That Roy
was the fourth one in just over two years, and I was tired of
ending up in Betsy’s intensive care unit for the lovelorn. Guys
didn’t want to hear stuff like that. They thought you were being
coy. So I didn’t return his call, and he didn’t call again.



Chapter 3
L

I spend the next three days sitting on the couch with the televi-
sion on. I watch Katie Couric and Matt Lauer. I watch Martha
Stewart and Oprah. I watch All My Children and Geraldo. At
night I watch the cop dramas—ZLaw and Order and CSI. 1 like
their compactness, their symmetry. I like the fact that even
when the good guys don’t win, at least they know what hap-
pened, who's to blame. Evil may not always be punished, but at
least it’s identified.

The phone rings and I listen to the messages, but I don’t
pick up. Betsy returns my call, her voice unsteady. She’ll be
home the day after tomorrow. Artie wants to know if I'm all
right. Can we reschedule the session I no-showed yesterday?
A woman from the Weavers Guild wants to know if I can do
“light refreshments” for a gallery opening. Bobbi Hazeltine says
Smedley the poodle misses me. I delete them all.

Except Sergeant Bagley. I call him back right away. Because
some part of me still believes he’s going to say, we've made a
mistake. It wasn’t Michael in the truck. It was just some name-
less car thief. Instead, Sergeant Bagley asks if he can stop by

again.
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He fills the doorway—not as tall as Michael, but square and
muscular—saying, “Hello, Ms. Cooper,” in his polite southern
voice. “How are you getting along?”

I mumble something unintelligible.

“I wonder if I could ask you a few questions.”

This time we sit in the kitchen at the table and drink lime
iced tea from my blue Fiestaware pitcher.

“I just want you to know this is all strictly routine,” he says.
He’s not wearing a wedding ring. He looks younger than me,
but acts older. I wonder if there’s anyone who loves him, who
would stomp on the floor and scream at an elderly neighbor if
he happened to get killed.

“Can you tell me about Mr. Graham’s medical history? Was
he generally in good health?”

“I guess so. I don’t remember him ever going to a doctor.”

“Did he ever have any kind of seizures?”

“No.”

He scribbles in his notebook. “Did he ever have any psy-
chotic episodes?”

I frown. “Like what?”

“Acting irrational. Seeing or hearing things that weren’t
real.”

Only money, 1 think, but I say, “No, nothing like that.”

“Any history of depression?”

“No.” I wonder abstractly how many times he’s had to do
this. Dissect some dead person’s life.

“What did he do for a living?”

“He started companies.”

“Beg your pardon?”

“I know.” I rest my chin in my hands. “It sounded strange
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to me, too. When he first told me. He liked to call himself a se-
rial entrepreneur. Basically he would start companies and then
when they were going well, he’d sell them.”

“That’s a new one on me.” The sergeant shakes his head.
“Everything going okay with his . . . companies?”

“Fine. I guess. It was kind of hard to keep up with.”

“Did he have any hobbies?”

“We used to go hiking. Baseball. He loved the Cubs. And
poker.”

He writes this down and underlines it, and suddenly I feel
disloyal, talking about Michael to this stranger.

“You mean like Texas Hold’em? Did he play at the casi-
nos?”

“No, no. I mean, I don’t know what they actually played,
but it was just a bunch of guys getting together on Monday
nights.”

“You know any of these guys?”

“Roy Addison. He’s a professor at UNM. He’s about the
only one I know.”

“They never played over here?”

“Well . . . no. Michael said they played at somebody’s house
who wasn’t married.”

“Makes sense.” He flips a few pages in the notebook. “Did
he use any type of drugs or alcohol?”

“Beer. Wine.”

“Did Mr. Graham have life insurance?”

“I don’t know.”

“How long were you and Mr. Graham married?”

“We aren’t—weren’t married. We lived together almost

three years.”
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Sergeant Bagley drains his glass. “Is there any other fam-
ily?”

“I don’t think so. He wasn’t in touch with anybody.” I reach
for the pitcher behind me on the counter and realize that he’s
staring at my arm.

“That’s a pretty mean-looking scar.”

Patches of heat erupt on my face. “I had an accident. A long
time ago.”

He looks at me steadily. “And your relationship with Mr.
Graham, how was that?”

I’'m too exhausted to lie. “Not as good as it used to be.”

“In what way?”

I stir the ice around in my glass with my index finger. “I
don’t know. First he wanted to get married and I didn’t. Then I
sort of wanted to and . . . We stopped talking. I don’t know—
the usual stuff, I guess.”

“Did he ever cheat on you?”

“No.” I hesitate. “I mean . ..

“You mean, if he did, you didn’t know about it?” The ser-
geant is very good at interpretation. “He ever hit you?”

“Never. Why do you need to know all this?”

He taps the top of his pen on the table. “We talked to the
folks at the Sagebrush Inn. Mr. Graham checked in late. Just
after eleven. He paid in advance, so they don’t know what time
he left. The maid did say that the bed was wrinkled, like he’d
laid down on top of it. But it wasn’t really slept in.”

I stir my ice some more while I digest this.

“How did Mr. Graham sound when you talked to him
Wednesday night?”

“Tired.”
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“Anything else?”

“Reception was terrible. I couldn’t hear him very well. He
seemed stressed, but there was a lot of that lately.” My chin
trembles. “Somebody broke into the apartment that afternoon
and stole some CDs. I was afraid they might come back. I was
pissed off that Michael wasn’t coming home. That he didn’t
seem very . . . concerned. I hung up on him.”

He waits a moment. Then, “Can you think of any reason
why Mr. Graham would want to take his own life?”

I look at him, startled. “Is that what you think?”

“Not necessarily. He probably just fell asleep.”

“I don’t have to . . . see him. Do I2”

“Make an identification? No maam.” He finishes his sec-
ond glass and stands up. “If you can give me the name of his
dentist . . .V

The memory of Michael’s smile brings me up short, em-
barrassed. “I don’t think he ever saw a dentist. Since we were
together.”

“Then maybe I could take something of his . . . a hairbrush
or a hat, maybe. For a DNA analysis. It’s just routine. I think
we can be reasonably certain the driver was Mr. Graham, so

we’re going to release the remains to you for burial.”

In our bedroom I pull out the top drawer on Michael’s side of
the dresser. I haven’t looked at his things in ages. He always
put his own clothes away. Socks in a jumble—he never tried
to match them up till he needed to wear them—his nail clip-
pers, an old wallet full of sample business cards from all his
companies, a small pueblo pottery dish of pennies. God, there’s
the birthday card I gave him last year. I never imagined he kept
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things like that. A travel dispenser of dental floss, the faded blue
bandana he used to tie around his neck when we went hiking.

What am [ supposed to do with all this? The clothes, shoes.
The Chicago Cubs hat, his hiking boots. The silver ring with
the nugget of green turquoise that he bought in Cerrillos but
rarely wore.

My head feels like an echo chamber. I keep hearing Ser-
geant Bagley say, Can you think of any reason why Mr. Graham
would want to take his own life?

No. Michael wouldn’t.

But then, I can’t think of any reason why he would have
been driving north on I-25 at three in the morning, either. Why
don’t I know what was wrong? Because something was defi-
nitely wrong.

I lie back across the bed, propping a pillow under my head
and letting my eyelids fall shut of their own weight.

I dream that we’re at a motel, a roadside tourist cabin.
Michael loved those relics of pre—interstate highway days, and
whenever we discovered a new one, he had to spend the night
there. He never minded the smell of ancient cigarettes and
moldy mattresses, the banging of the metal wall heaters and the
squealing pipes. Mornings would find him in the office, drink-
ing horrible coffee and pumping the desk clerk for local history.
In the dream I’'m sitting on the bed watching TV, and he goes
outside to get something from the car. Then he’s knocking on
the door. The knocking gets mixed up with something on the
television, and I can’t tell where the sound is coming from. I
hear him calling me. He keeps saying, Sunny, are you there?

And then I realize that I'm not asleep anymore and some-

one really is calling me.
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“Sunny! Are you there? It’'s Betsy.” Her voice sounds far
away, muffled by the door.

I roll off the bed, fuzzy-mouthed, in a haze of sleep, and
stumble out to let her in. Her face registers alarm. “Oh God,
Sunny. You look like hell’s blue plate special. Did I wake you
up?” She hugs me hard, and I feel her tremble a little.

Her leather shoulder bag slips off her arm and onto the back
of a chair. “This weather sucks.” She brushes at the damp wisps
of hair plastered to her forehead. “All my good blouses are get-
ting rotten under the arms.”

She follows me into the kitchen. “Have you got any tea?
No, forget that, I need a beer.” She opens the fridge and pulls
out a Dos Equis. “Want one?”

“Not now.”

We retreat to the couch, and I sink back down into the spot
that still holds the imprint of my butt. Betsy sits sideways at the
opposite end, regarding me anxiously. “Are you eating?”

“Corn flakes.”

“Sleeping?”

“Not much.”

“I've got some pills the doctor gave me last year when my
dad died and I couldn’t sleep. They put me out like a light. I
know you don’t like drugs, but why don’t I bring you a few to-
morrow?”

“I figure when I get tired enough, I'll sleep.”

“What have you been doing?”

“Watching TV mostly.”

“Speaking of drugs.” She shakes her head.

I run a hand through the greasy strings of my hair, realizing
only now that it hasn’t been washed in five days. My head feels
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like it’s on somebody else’s body. “God, if I could just make my-
self believe it . . . maybe I could function. I keep expecting him
to walk in the door.” I look at her, my eyes filling up. “I was
making dinner when the cop came.”

She scoots down next to me and puts her arm around me,
resting her head on my shoulder. “I know, honey. I'm so sorry.
This is such a terrible shock. I'm so, so sorry.” Suddenly she’s
crying, and 'm comforting her.

She pulls a tissue from her pocket and blows her nose.
“What can I do?”

“I'm having a hard time . . . with this funeral thing.”

She jams the crumpled tissue back in her pocket. “What do
we have to do?” This is so Betsy. Give her a task to accomplish,
a problem to solve, and then get out of her way.

“Choose a funeral home. Give them Michael’s name and
tell them to contact the Medical Investigator’s office.”

“Where’s your laptop?”

We sit, side by side on the couch while Betsy scrolls through
pages of funeral consumer websites, FAQs about funerals, and
an incredible number of options for disposing of the Loved
One. I had no idea. Besides the traditional burial and cremation
choices, you can have your loved one launched into space, have
his ashes sent off in a helium balloon, or have them mixed with
cement to create a “living reef” in the ocean. There’s a process
called plastination, which sounds almost like taxidermy. I guess
that’s if you want to keep him around, maybe seated in his fa-
vorite chair.

“My God.” Betsy shakes her head in disbelief. “You can
have his carbon remains compressed into a diamond, so you can

wear him on your finger!”
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When I start laughing, she puts her arms around me and

lets me sob.

The second time I met Michael was almost four years ago, when
Betsy had her catering company, Savoir Fare. She was doing the
grand opening for some new luxury condos in the Sawmill
District and she asked me to work for her as a bartender that
Sunday afternoon.

“I don’t know anything about mixing drinks,” I said.

She said, “You don’t have to mix. All they’re having is wine,
beer, and soft drinks. I just need you to pour and look cute.”

So there I was in the penthouse, wearing a white pin-tucked
shirt with the sleeves rolled up, black pants, and black bow tie,
my hair pulled back severely, asking, merlot or chardonnay? And
reciting the three different beers and two mineral waters they
had on ice.

During a brief lull, I looked over at the French doors that
opened out onto the terrace, and this great-looking guy stepped
inside. He was wearing faded jeans, a white shirt, and a navy
blue blazer and looking completely out of place. Most of the
men were dressed in suits, as if they’d come directly from
church and brunch; a few others sported Italian designer slacks
with sweaters tied around their shoulders, and two, who were
obviously there just for free refreshments, wore grubby jeans
with the knees ripped out.

The guy stood there studying the brochure with the floor
plans, and I kept thinking, 7 #now him. And then he looked up,
right at me, and I saw recognition flicker in his indelibly blue
eyes, and | remembered. I'd seen Michael Graham only once
since the long night of margaritas—it was right after I gradu-
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ated from UNM. He was in the Satellite on Central Avenue
having coffee with a very pretty blond woman, and he didn’t see
me. | was too shy to walk up and say hi. And probably afraid he
wouldn’t know who I was.

At that point, a very wide guy in a Western suit stepped up
to the bar and ordered a bunch of drinks, which he kept turn-
ing around and passing back to his friends, effectively blocking
my line of sight to the door. When he and his posse finally wan-
dered off, Michael was gone.

Later, when we were cleaning up and loading boxes of sup-
plies into Betsy’s van, I said, “Did you see Michael Graham?”

She heaved a carton of plastic wineglasses into the back and
turned her head to me. “No. Was he here?”

“Im pretty sure it was him. Those killer blue eyes.”

She sighed. “I didn’t see him. Actually all I saw was my-
self, coming and going. This is the second time that little twit
Caroline has no-showed me. It'll be a cold day in hell before I
ever—

“There you are.”

We both looked in the direction of the voice.

Michael Graham said, “Betsy and Sunny. The dynamic
duo. You two have more staying power than most marriages I
know.”

We both laughed.

“So you're caterers?” he asked.

“Yes,” Betsy said.

I said, “It’s her company. I'm just the hired help.”

“You did a great job. Great food.”

She said, “Thanks. Too bad we didn’t get to eat any of it.”

“That doesn’t seem fair. Why don’t you stash all this stuff
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and come to Hank’s for a burger with me?” His cobalt eyes
rested on each of us in turn.

[ was starving, but Betsy shook her head. “I'd love to, but I've
got to get all this stuff back to the kitchen and cleaned up, and
then I have to do the final accounting and put the bill together.”

“Tll help you, and then we can go,” I said quickly.

“No, you don’t know the system. It’s easier to do it myself
than try to explain it. You guys go ahead. If I get through in
time, I'll come over and meet you.”

“Okay,” I said, and I felt the tiniest jab of guilt for being
glad she wasn’t coming,.

“You up for walking?” Michael asked when we came
around the corner of the high-rise and onto Grand Avenue. It
was a mild spring evening, with only a slight breeze to stir the
blossoms on the redbud and crabapple trees.

“Sure.” We stood at the corner, not talking, and when the
light changed and we stepped off the curb, the touch of his
hand at my elbow gave my heart a little jump-start.

We found a corner booth at Hank’s, ordered burgers and
their special batter-dipped fries.

“And to drink?” the waiter said.

Michael shot me a wicked grin. “Margarita?”

[ felt the heat rise in my face. “I think I'll have a Tecate with
lime.”

“Make it two,” he said and the waiter left.

“So will I ever live that down?”

“Probably not.” He slouched down in the booth. “It’s re-
ally funny running into you like this. I was just at Miguel’s the
other day—1I hadn’t been there in probably a year—and I won-

dered what you were up to.”
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“Ive got this little business going: home security, personal
assistant stuff. A few commercial voiceovers.”

“Did you by any chance do the Garson’s Flowers spots?”

“How did you know?”

“I never forgot your voice.”

I looked down at the silverware, rearranging it. “What are
you doing now?”

“I'm a serial entrepreneur.”

“You mean like corn flakes?”

He laughed. “No, not that kind of cereal. Like one after the
other.”

A different waiter came and set down two cold glasses and
two bottles with lime wedges sticking out of the tops. “So what
does that mean exactly?”

“I start a business, then sell it, then start another one.”

“Really?” I looked at him curiously. “What kind of compa-
nies?”

“Oh, let’s see. First I had an art importing business, then
a sportswear imprinting company. I sold both of them and
started a long-distance reseller company—that’s the most re-
cent one. I haven’t sold it yet, but 'm working on a software
company—"

“I didn’t know you were a computer geek.”

“m not. Kirby Dolen is.”

“Kirby Dolen . . . Isn’t he the guy who got kicked out of
school for hacking into the admin computers?”

“That’s him. He’s brilliant.”

I sat back and looked at him. “That’s pretty interesting. But
why don’t you just start a business and run it?”

“Because I'm not good at management. I like the ideas. I



52 JUDITH RYAN HENDRICKS

like getting something off the ground. I'm good at beginnings
and endings and not so good at middles.”

The food arrived then, and for a minute we busied ourselves
with ketchup and mustard, salt and pepper. He asked where I
was living.

“I have an apartment on Tillman. Where are you?”

He looked sheepish, almost uncomfortable. “Actually 'm
still in that same crummy place.”

“Why haven’t you moved?”

“Too busy.”

“Think you might buy one of those condos?”

“Nah. They’re overpriced. Maybe in a year or so, when half
of them are still vacant, you'll be able to get a deal.”

“They don’t give you a feeling?”

He looked puzzled, and I felt foolish. Why did I imagine
he’d remember what we talked about one night five years ago?
For that matter, why did 7 remember it?

“Tjust . .. I remembered your map of the territory of New
Mexico. How you said you didn’t buy a map, you bought a feel-
ing.”

“What I remember about that night is that you left too
soon.”

In the moment before I looked away, we had a whole silent
conversation.

When we came out of the restaurant, it was dark and cool. I
rolled my shirt-sleeves down.

He said, “Can I give you a ride home?”

“Thanks, but my car’s in the parking garage.”

We walked slowly down the Sunday night vacant street
watching the traffic signals change from red to green and back
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again. A blue band of twilight lingered on the horizon and stars
were beginning to pop out. The sky was perfectly clear, but I
could feel the electric charge building, like a coming storm. The
garage elevator wasn’t responding, so we walked up three flights
of stairs to find my car the only one on the floor.

By the time we got to it I was breathless, but not from stair
climbing. I was already pawing nervously through my bag in
search of the silver concha that anchored my key chain when
he took my arm, turned me around, and kissed me. It surprised
me—the way I wanted to slide my hands inside the back pock-
ets of his jeans and hold him against me—but then I hadn’t
been with anyone in a while. I probably would have gone home
with him that night if he’d asked me. Instead, he let me go. He
took the keys out of my hand and opened the car door.

“Ill call you,” he said.

In the end, it’s a very small funeral—a graveside service.

Me and Betsy. A tall no-neck guy wearing a pinstripe suit
who introduces himself as Matthew Herzog, Michael’s attor-
ney. My old flame Roy Addison. He’s got the beginnings of a
paunch, a seriously receding hairline, and a new, young wife.

He hugs me for a second too long and says, “I'm so sorry,
Sunny.” New Young Wife gives him a warning look.

There’s a spray of flowers from Brookfield/Remington, one
of his companies, and one from somebody named Milton Kap-
lan. The name is vaguely familiar.

After the generic minister gives his final New Age, nonde-
nominational blessing, Betsy and I each throw a handful of dirt
on the plain wooden box and watch as the cemetery workers

lower it the rest of the way into the ground. We hug and cry.
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When I look up, the others are already milling around. They
walk past us, directing their murmured condolences somewhere
between me and Betsy.

Addison says, “Is there anything I can do?”

“Could you just let everybody know? The poker group.”

He frowns. “I will if I can find them. It’s been a while since
we've gotten together.”

I look at him. “You guys haven’t been playing on Monday
nights?”

“Not lately. It’s probably six months or so since . . .” His
voice trails off.

“It’s okay,” I say quickly. “Just if you happen to talk to any-
body.”

We're still looking at each other when New Young Wife
tugs at his hand and they turn and walk toward their car.

Betsy takes me to Graze, and we sit by the windows, nib-
bling on artisan cheeses and chickpea fries, watching the parade
of people on Central Avenue.

“Are you surprised no one else came?” she asks me.

“Actually P'm surprised it wasn’t just you and me. Did you
call Addison?”

She flushes slightly. “I thought he’d want to know. They
were pretty tight in school.”

[ twirl my wineglass on the cocktail napkin. “I thought
about calling some of the people we used to hang out with, but
we haven’t seen any of them in over a year. I never met any of
his business partners. And Michael just didn’t have any real
friends. That I know of.” A little nubbin of a thought sticks
in my mind. About the poker group. I start to say something
about it, but Betsy gives my hand a quick squeeze.
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“He was lucky to have you.”

I look at her. “What did I do for him that was so wonder-
ful?”

“You loved him,” she says.

Water brims in my eyes. “Did I2”

She looks disconcerted. “Didn’t you?”

I spread some goat cheese on a piece of bread. “Something
was wrong. | know it. But he kept saying things were great. I
don’t know . . . You couldn’t tell?”

She chews a garbanzo carefully. “It’s hard to tell what goes
on inside somebody else’s relationship. Shit, sometimes it hard
enough to tell what's going on in your own. Whenever I was
around you guys, he seemed happy.”

“How did I seem?”

“Well, girlfriend, you've never exactly been Little Mary
Sunshine.”

“What?”

“Here, drink some more of this.” She edges my glass toward
me and rests her elbows on the table. “You've got this melan-
choly streak as wide as the Rio Grande. I always figured it had
something to do with growing up on the mesa.”

“But you never asked me.”

“I don’t poke around in my friends’ past lives. If you wanted
me to know, you would’ve told me.”

[ stare at her, astounded at how nonchalantly she’s zeroed in
on the central fact of my life and never questioned me about it.”

“Anyway, I still think he was lucky to have you. You guys
had a couple of great years together. Which is more than a lot of
people ever get.” She picks up her glass and her eyes fill again.
“To Michael. God bless him.”
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I probably should have let Betsy give me some sleeping pills, but
I hate them. The state they induce seems more like a coma than
sleep, and I always feel hung over the next day.

So now I'm lying here, wondering why the room is so
light, picking out the familiar shapes of furniture: The hulk-
ing dresser we stripped and refinished. The chair in the corner,
draped with my clothes. The red lacquered night table I found
in a junk shop . . . Oh, right. It’s the ghostly green of the illumi-
nated clock radio. Michael slept on his side, his shoulder block-
ing the light from me. Solving this puzzle satisfies me on some
basic level. It means I haven’t totally lost my ability to observe,
to reason.

But I have lost my ability to sleep through the night. I stay
up late, watching old movies till I can hardly hold my head up,
then I go to bed, sleep for about an hour, and wake up on my
back, eyes wide open, ears attuned to the dripping faucet in the
bathroom, the occasional car whizzing past, dogs knocking off
a garbage can in the alley.

It’s only 5:30 a.m., but I know I'm not going back to sleep,
so I pull on a sweatshirt, pad out to the kitchen, and start the
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coffee. I open my Day-timer. Today: blank. Except for my usual
afternoon date with Smedley the poodle.

I flip through the week, all the little blocks of time, sub-
divided into a.m. and p.m., then further, into a grid of hours.
That keeps it manageable. Dealing with a whole Tuesday is too
much, but I can do Southwest Women’s Empowerment group
coffee 10:00 a.m. In the afternoon, record public service an-
nouncements for the Mother’s March Against Birth Defects.

Wednesday I've got a training tape booked for a small soft-
ware company in Rio Rancho. I haven’t given much time to
the script; I was planning to delve into it over the weekend, but
somehow I didn’t get to it. The Warrens are still out of town,
but Joan Ruiz is back, and the Cosgroves are gone for two
weeks. I close the Day-timer and set it back on the counter with
my sunglasses and keys.

It’s 6:30 now and the paper will be here. I open the front
door, intending to swoop down and grab it, but the sight of a
man leaning against the railing directly across from my door
stops me in mid-swoop. His dark hair is receding a little on top,
short over the ears and disheveled, as if he’s been driving with
the car window open. Fatigue scrims his blue eyes. He’s wearing
faded jeans, a Colorado State T-shirt, a blue windbreaker, and
jogging shoes.

His smile is tentative. “You must be Sunny.”

It takes me a minute to recall that I'm wearing only a long
sweatshirt over my nightshirt, and I edge slightly behind the
door.

“Sorry,” he says. “I guess I'm catching you at a bad time.
I drove all night, and I've been sitting out here waiting till I
thought you’d be awake.”
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“m sorry, too, because I don’t have the faintest idea who
you are.”

He pushes himself off the railing and holds out his hand.
“Pm Frank Graham,” he says. “Mike’s brother.”

[ straighten up slowly and lay my hand in his, but I can’t
feel it. I'm at a total loss for words.

“I was up in Montana fishing when he called. I didn’t get
his message till day before yesterday, when I got back into cell
phone range. I came as quick as I could. Is he awake yet?”

I detach my hand, reach down to pick up the newspaper in
its thin plastic bag. I hug it to my chest and push the door open
with one foot.

“You'd better come in.”

[ leave him in the kitchen with a cup of coffee and the news
that his brother was killed in a car accident ten days ago and I
go off to the bedroom to find my jeans.

When I come back, the coffee is sitting on the table exactly
where I left it and he’s standing at the sink, apparently fasci-
nated by my windowsill herb pots with their pale, spindly arms
reaching for the light that never quite makes it around to this
side of the building.

“Those need more sun,” he says.

It pisses me off. “There’s no balcony. I wish I had another
place to put them, but I don’t.”

“Sorry,” he says, hearing my tone. “I think I'm in shock.”

“Sit down and drink the coffee.” I refill my own cup and
boost myself up to sit on the counter by the sink. “So, where do
you live?”

He rubs his eyes. “Manitou Springs.”

I wonder, but not out loud, if that’s where Michael was

headed that night. “You said he called you. When?”
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“I'm not sure what day. I've been gone three weeks. There
were a ton of messages.”

“What did he say?”

“Just that there was some kind of problem. He needed my
help. I figured it must be pretty bad for him to call. We haven’t
talked in a long time.”

“He didn’t say what kind of problem?”

He raises his eyes to mine. “So you didn’t know?”

“No. He wasn’t talking much lately. When was the last time
you spoke to him?”

Frank Graham shrugs. “About a year ago, I guess.”

“I don’t understand. Why did you know about me, but I
never knew about you? Is there any other family?”

“Not anymore. Our father died about fifteen years ago.
Mom passed away last year.”

“Was she . .. um . .. Native American?”

He looks at me blankly. “You mean like Indian?”

“Yes. Cheyenne.”

He shakes his head. “What did he tell you?”

“That his mother was a Cheyenne, and he never knew his
father. That his mother was an alcoholic and he was raised by
his father’s parents. On their farm in Oak Park, Illinois.”

“Well, he got the town right.”

We both fall silent.

“Pm sorry I didn’t . . . I'm sorry you weren’t at the funeral.”

“Oh, hey. There’s no way you could have known.” He slaps
the tabletop lightly with his open hand. “Well. T've taken up
enough of your time. I should hit the road.”

“Don’t you want something to eat first? I could fix you
some eggs.”

“I guess I am pretty hungry. But I don’t want you to
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cook. Why don’t I buy you breakfast? Is there someplace we
can go?”

At Flying Star he plows through a full stack of blueberry
pancakes and a side order of bacon and talks about his brother,
while I listen, nibbling halfheartedly on a bran muffin and sip-
ping lemon rose tea.

“Dad was a contractor. My mom stayed home. They weren’t
a good match. It wasn’t that they argued or anything. They just
didn’t seem to like each other much. Michael and I both spent a
lot of time at our grandparents’.”

“On the farm?”

He grins ruefully. “It wasn’t exactly a farm. Oak Park is offi-
cially a village, but it’s really just a suburb of Chicago. Anyway,
from the time Michael was about ten, they practically raised
him. I guess he was closer to our grandmother than to anyone
else. She died when he was in high school, and after that, he just
couldn’t wait to get out of there. He left right after graduation.”

“And you never saw him after that?”

“Oh, he’d turn up every once in awhile. Sometimes he
needed money. Or he wanted me to invest in some business
deal. Sometimes he just wanted to talk.” He loads the last fork-
ful of pancakes into his mouth. When a server comes to clear
his plate and refill his coffee, Frank looks at his watch.

“I should hit the road. I've got a lot to do.” He hesitates. “I
was wondering if you might give me directions to Mike’s . . . to
the cemetery.”

“I could take you by there.”

He mulls it over. “I think I'd rather go alone.”

“Of course,” I say quickly. “I’s Fairview Memorial Park.

Not far from here.”
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I drive us back to my apartment building and let him out at
his car, a dirty blue Jeep Cherokee with Colorado plates.

“What happened to your Jeep? God, it looks like you had a
run-in with an immovable object.”

His eyes darken. “I hit a deer. Driving back last night.
That’s never happened to me before. I felt awful.”

“Oh, I'm sorry.”

“I was thinking about Mike. Wondering why he called. I
probably wasn’t paying attention.” He shakes his head. “Well,
thanks, Sunny. I'm glad I got to meet you. I feel so bad about
all this . . .” The card he hands me says only FRANK GRAHAM
and a phone number. “It’s my direct line. If you need any-
thing or . . . if you just feel like talking. Anytime. I hope you’ll

call me.”

The phone’s ringing when I step out of the shower. 'm tempted
to let the machine pick up, but then I think it might be Jill
Bloomberg, my agent, calling with some work, which I could
certainly use, especially after I blew off my last session. Artie
said the client was very understanding once they found out
why, but it’s not something you can get away with too many
times if you want to keep working.

“Mrs. Graham?” The guy sounds like he has sandpaper in
his throat. “Milton Kaplan.” An awkward pause, then, “Do you
know who I am? Milton Kaplan. From Denver?”

“Oh, right. Youre—were Michael’s partner. Thank you for
the flowers.”

“I'm just sorry I couldn’t be here for the service. But I'm
in town today, and I was hoping I might stop by for a few mo-

ments and pay my respects . . .”
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I bend to dry my legs. “That’s very kind, but this is sort of a
bad time for me.”

“I do apologize, but I need to talk to you about some-
thing.”

“Can’t you tell me now? Or I could come to the office.
Maybe tomorrow . . .”

“The . . . no, things are fairly disorganized around here at
the moment. And I have to fly out to New York tonight. Tell
you what. I have an appointment over on your side of town this
afternoon. Is there someplace we could meet for coffee?”

“I have to go to work, Mr. Kaplan. If you could just tell me
whatever it is you want to tell me . . .”

He clears his throat. “Of course. The reason I came down—
it’s a bit complicated, but as you may know, in the last several
months we've been working with a software designer from Taos
on some new accounting security software. I don’t know about
you, but I don’t really understand all that stuff. And I don’t
want to. I mean, as long as it works, right?” His laugh sounds
like it hasn’t been used in a while.

“The . . . the situation is that I believe Michael had the pro-
gram loaded on his laptop, along with a lot of other proprietary
information. Apparently the computer wasn’t in the truck, so I
was just wondering . . . do you know where it is?”

“No idea.”

“It’s not at your home?”

“I haven’t seen it.” I glance down the hall at the closed door
to Michael’s office. After Sergeant Bagley left that first time I
just closed the door on the chaos and I haven’t set foot in there
since. Theoretically, anything could be in there under all the
mess.

Big pause. “Well. I'm certain he would have made backup



The LAWS of HARMONY 63

CDs. Michael was very careful about things like that. Do you
think the software might be in his office there at home? It
would be on a CD. The label would say ‘Dolen Consulting’ or
‘DolenWare.” It might have Michael’s name on it, to0o.”

“I haven’t seen any CDs.” I shift my weight and adjust my
grip on the towel. “But when I get it all sorted out, I'll drop off
everything that’s work-related at the office. It shouldn’t take me
more than a day or two.”

“You know, 'm in a bit of a time crunch here. Is there any
way I could come over and maybe look through Michael’s of-
fice myself? I could tell very quickly if what 'm looking for is
there.”

This strikes me as a very odd request.

When I don’t respond, he presses on. “It would only take a
few minutes; in fact”—he stops, as if the thought has just oc-
curred to him—“I'm not that far away. I could be there in, say
fifteen minutes?”

It’s obvious that unless I suddenly become less polite, he’ll
be knocking at my door momentarily.

“I don’t mean to be difficult, but I have to go to work and
I’'m not really comfortable with this.”

“I understand completely.” Now the voice is subdued. “Per-
haps I could call you next week, when I get back from New
York?”

“'m happy to take everything over to the Brookfield
office—"

“I'd rather you didn’t,” he says quickly. “Things are a bit—
everyone’s upset about Michael’s death, and I'd prefer that
nobody here know the CDs are missing. No point in worrying
them. I'll call you when I'm back.”

By the time I hang up I feel heavy in every limb, and the
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shower’s dampness has evaporated, replaced by a film of new
perspiration. Back in the bathroom, I blot myself with my towel
and finish dressing. I'm pulling a T-shirt over my wet hair when
I get a singing telegram from the left side of my brain.

How did Milton Kaplan know the laptop wasnt in the
truck?

I finish dressing, then pull one of the Brookfield Investment
Technologies business cards out of Michael’s top drawer. I sit
on the edge of the bed, pick up the phone, and dial. Two rings,
then a click and a mechanically cheerful voice announces, “The
number you have reached is not in service. If you feel you have
reached this recording in error, please check the number and try
again.

Since I have no one to see today except Smedley the poodle, 1
make a pot of coffee and spend what’s left of the morning clean-
ing the apartment. It’s dirty and cluttered, but it’s so small, that
it doesn’t take long to put things in order. I collect all the dishes,
cups, and glasses, load them into the ancient dishwasher, and
crank it up. I push the vacuum around, give the furniture a half-
assed swipe with my microfiber Miracle Dust cloth, and gather
all the dirty clothes in the plastic laundry basket. The two wash-
ers in the little laundry room downstairs have been out of order
for almost a week, so I'll stop by the coin laundry while I'm out.

When I first see my car, [ stop in the middle of the street. It
looks like it hosted a crow convention during the night. Closer
inspection reveals that it’s not bird shit; it’s eggs. Somebody has
egged 