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Ricky Valdez was leaning on his
desk, drinking an acidic cup of black coffee. The office was quiet
except for Georgia’s low voice answering the phone and the boss
poking at a computer keyboard. That’s when she walked in--“she”
being Mrs. Pendergast, a four-foot-five retiree with close-cropped,
artificially dark hair and a nose for trouble.

“I’d like to report a crime,” she
announced unceremoniously to the office at large. Ricky pulled his
hat down over his brow and settled behind his desk, refusing to
make eye contact.

“Christ, Marjorie, what this
time?” grumbled Sheriff McDonald, Ricky’s boss.

Ricky didn’t need to look up to
know Mrs. Pendergast was bristling with outrage--he’s witnessed
variations on this scene since he joined the Sheriff’s office.
“Young man, I am trying to help you protect the citizens of this
town from being taken over by common criminals! I can only imagine
what the voters will think of your refusal to listen to the
concerns of a resident when you’re up for reelection.”

The sheriff, a man in his late
forties, heaved a resigned sigh. “All right, all right. What’s
happened?”

“Someone has been
murdered!”

Ricky looked up in shock. Mrs.
Pendergast had imagined some fairly outrageous crimes, but murder
was a first.

She was standing in front of the
sheriff, holding something out to him, straight-armed.

“What’s. That.” McDonald grated
out. Judging by his expression, Ricky guessed it was a bag of
poo.

“It’s an iPhone,” Mrs. Pendergast
announced. “My sweet granddaughter bought it for me for Christmas.
And look--this morning someone tweeted they’d been
murdered!”

Overcome by curiosity, Ricky
tentatively approached. Georgia, the sheriff’s pleasantly round and
brightly made-up wife, also came over. McDonald was still eying the
phone suspiciously.

“Do you mind?” Ricky asked, and
took the iPhone out of Mrs. Pendergast’s hand. One tweet was up on
the screen: “@Gr8tState He’s killing me.”

Mrs. Pendergast took her phone
back. “That was at nine-forty-eight last night,” she said. “Then at
ten twelve, they tweeted this.” She held her phone out to Ricky. On
the screen were the words, “I’m dead.”

Sheriff McDonald rubbed the center
of his unibrow. “Even assuming that actually happened and isn’t
just a sick joke,” he growled out, “I don’t see how it can possibly
be in our jurisdiction.”

“The tweets have locations,” Ricky
explained. “This one was made in Ultima, but it doesn’t say where
specifically.” He scrolled through the replies, which consisted
mainly of frowny faces and “Are you all right?” The last reply was
by @CohenCoat, twenty minutes ago: “I’m going to the police!” Ricky
eyed Mrs. Pendergast’s famous blue raincoat, which she wore even in
one hundred degree heat.

“I think it has to be by the San
Juan River. Someone could dump a body down there and no one would
know,” Mrs. Pendergast declared. This being summer, and a dry one,
the San Juan wasn’t so much a river as an arroyo, filled with
cottonwoods, trash, and brush. A body at the bottom would indeed be
hidden from the average passerby.

“Do you know anything about this
person, Margie?” the sheriff asked, crossing his arms and glowering
at her.
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