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This book is dedicated to all those organizations and individuals who work so unceasingly and unselfishly to protect, defend, and enhance the lives of animals.




A dog starved at his master’s gate


Predicts the ruin of the state.


—WILLIAM BLAKE





PROLOGUE



The girl’s hair was white below the scarf, now a scarf of snow, and there was a fine rime of ice on her eyebrows. Her mouth was so numb she couldn’t have spoken even if there had been someone to speak to. She wore the snowshoes she had found back in the cabin and had brought the supplies, painkiller and bandages, whatever she might need to dress a wound.


She wondered if trappers wore snowshoes. Probably not. Anyway, a trapper wouldn’t put himself through the unpleasantness of coming out in a heavy snow like this to check his traps. In New Mexico, the law was you had to check the traps every thirty-six hours, but who paid any attention? An animal trapped stayed trapped.


The snow was falling slowly in big flakes. The air was thick with snow, and gray, which made it hard to see the distant peaks of the Jemez Mountains. She never went too far from the cabin, no more than a quarter mile, because in these mountains tracks and trails could be obliterated in an instant by a blizzard. And it was difficult to see the traps set out for coyotes.


This time, she sensed it before she saw it. She stopped to listen, but all she heard was the soughing sound of snow and then, when she moved, the slight hiss of her snowshoes sliding across a crust of snow at the edge of the trees, big-branched ponderosa pines that locked out the sun.


If the last trap she’d come across was any indication, there should be one nearby and in this approximate position, a dozen or so feet from it. She found it. From the churned-up earth around the trap, she could tell how hard the coyote had worked to free himself, and in what anguish. The lower part of the leg was nearly gnawed off. As she wrenched off her backpack, she found a pressure point in the leg, which she pressed to stop the bleeding. With her other hand and with her teeth, she managed to tear off a length of white bandage. She wrapped this around the leg. She carried nylon cord with her, which she sometimes used as a kind of muzzle, tying the animal’s mouth shut with it. But looking at this coyote, she decided it hardly needed more restraint. She tried to be quick; given another hour of exposure, the coyote would be dead.


He looked at her. The green eyes were like a banked fire, smoldering. She brushed away some of the snow from his coat, but the snow still falling made another layer almost at once. She quickly brushed that off and then unrolled the blanket and put that over him. From the pack she drew out the hypodermic syringe and the weak codeine mixture. She put this liquid in the syringe, pushed the plunger up to release trapped air, and stuck the needle into the coyote’s flank.


Andi watched its eyes. She could see a slow-blinking relief there, the drowsiness coming on. The painkiller would make it easier to get the coyote on the sled.


The first time she’d come across one of these leghold traps, she’d got down on her knees next to the coyote, tried hard to winch the trap off its leg, and couldn’t do it. That coyote had been, like this one, quiet and submissive; it had tried to shove the trapped paw toward her, as if asking her to do something about it. She tried again to pull the trap apart, weeping with frustration as the tears nearly froze on her face. Then she commanded herself to stop. If she couldn’t get the coyote out of the trap, she knew she would have to shoot him. She had pulled the semiautomatic from the canvas roll and gone to stand behind the coyote, who tried to turn its head enough to see her. She didn’t want him to see the gun that she shakily lifted. Her arms and hands felt like wax, as if they were melting, then stiffening, then melting again. She tried to pull the trigger but shook as if she were in the throes of a fever. One more try at the trap. She set the gun down. It could be done; the trapper opened them. If he could do it, so could she. For her, it would have to be the kind of strength one could summon up only by putting the entire self into the task. She closed her eyes to concentrate all of her strength into one spot. This time when she tried to force it, the trap yielded.


As she had done with that one, she washed off the leg of this coyote with snow, which would also help to numb it. She wondered about infection. On one of her infrequent journeys into town, she had looked up a veterinarian and asked him if wild animals didn’t get infections from these steel-jaw traps. And what you could put on an animal wound.


“Ice cubes, that’s the best thing.”


Ice cubes. “That’s good to know next time a coyote turns up in my kitchen.” Then she’d walked out.


The coyote was compliant, drugged and frozen as it was. It felt hard as a slab of ice when she pulled it from the bloody ground onto the sled. She checked her compass first, saw she should correct the direction in which she was headed, and started pulling. It wasn’t that hard, though the sled was smaller than the coyote. As she pulled the sled, she tried to put herself in the animal’s place, being caught in one of those infernal traps. Fingers caught in a car door, that would be like it. Your fingers in a car door and not being able to get them out. And with all that pain, then seeing someone come toward you with a gun raised. She started to shiver again with that cold fever.


She was not all that good at determining age, but this coyote looked young. Pups got big fast, so this one might have been only a year old, possibly two. Only two years on this earth and you already know life is a living hell.


It had stopped snowing; the sun came out again, turning the snow pink and casting long shadows between trees. A shadow forest. She liked to think there was a shadow world running parallel to this one, ruled by some holy coyote or wolf, its gates guarded by dire wolves. She’d read about them, the huge wolves. If such a parallel world existed, maybe it was coyote heaven. It was pretty obvious where coyote hell was.


At the mouth of the cave she was using, she left the coyote in order to fan up the small fire that she’d left smoldering before going out. It was amazing how well a cave could store heat. It must have something to do with the shape. And there was always a cave.


After she got a low fire going, she took the blanket off and spread it on the ground near enough to the coals so that the coyote would warm up but not so close as to get him burned in case he shoved out a leg. She pulled the coyote from the sled. Then she lay down on her bedroll. She would have to go into town in the next few weeks for more supplies. Food. Medicine. The food was easy, the painkiller wasn’t. One of these days, they’d catch her; it had to happen. She hated going into the city, small city as it was. It was difficult to breathe, oppressive. She might as well have been asthmatic, the way her chest seemed to buckle, to strain inward. There were too many people; still, it wasn’t as bad as other places she’d been.


She could not fall asleep because it might be dangerous; she didn’t imagine she’d be all that popular with coyotes, being human, and this one could wake up at any time. She told herself not to go to sleep. She went to sleep.


When she woke, it was in her usual state of confusion. Where was she? And then what had woken her came back, a howling that came from what sounded like a pack of ten or twenty but was probably only three; coyotes and wolves were amazing in their ability to make a few voices sound like a chorus. Their voices were like ladders of sound—up several notches, down a few, up and up again, and in that queer syncopated rhythm that might have sounded cacophonous to somebody else but sounded to her like harmony.


Quickly, she looked at the blanket on the ground. The fire was almost gone, and so was the coyote. Perhaps the damage hadn’t been too bad, then. She rolled over on her stomach and saw the trail of blood droplets on the floor of the cave. Bending, because the roof of the cave was too low for her to stand erect, she scuffled over to the mouth. It was still light, but blue light getting on for dark. She knelt at the mouth of the cave and saw, some hundred feet or so, not far off and with the faintly risen moon at their backs, a line of coyotes, strung out across the ridge, standing, sitting, even lying, and all howling. She would like to think they were serenading her, but she wasn’t a sentimental girl. The sound made her happy, and she wished she could pick out her coyote (see how easily humans came to think they owned things?) but of course she couldn’t. Hers looked like the others. Their coats were beautiful in this dusky light, fine and gray as ashes.


She had to bend over to get through the cave’s opening, and saw at her feet the disturbance of the dusty earth. Coyote prints. And more than one, certainly; more than her single coyote would have made in leaving the cave. How many had been here and had left her sleep undisturbed?


What people there were seldom came up here in winter except to ski, and they used the tram that could take them to Sandia Crest. In spring and summer it would be different; they’d be hiking on the trail—La Luz and the Embudo. She had found the cabin that way, off an unmaintained trail that few saw and outside the boundary of the wildlife refuge. The cabin, clearly lived in but temporarily unoccupied, had been a godsend. Where she would go when the owners returned she didn’t know. Tucked into these mountains, but farther down and outside of the wilderness preserve, were a few bungalows and cabins: set in little copses, hidden from view, easily avoided. She had not met another person up here in the mountains in the four months she’d been here. And that was fine with her; she had no interest in other people.


The pull of the mountains in a twilight snow. She liked to breathe in the rarefied air and think of going even farther up, higher. The air was so cold and pure it seemed to explode into her lungs. There was even, at this altitude, a greater clarity of thought. At night she lay in bed, wondering about herself and how she was able to feel such a kinship with this cabin, living alone and never seeing another soul. Much of the time she was lonely. But even the loneliness was different; it was as clean and shear as a cliff side, and she knew just where to put her feet for purchase.


She was only into her teens, sixteen or maybe seventeen. At least that was the age she’d assumed for herself when she’d looked in the cabin’s single mirror, the one over the washbasin. Age was one of the things about herself that she couldn’t pin down. Vanity didn’t lure her to the mirror; memory did.


Every day she checked the traps—which was certainly oftener than the trapper did. She had never seen him, or them; it might have been one man or many. It was illegal, of course, as most of this mountainous area was a wildlife preserve. No hunting, no shooting, no trapping. “Illegal” was never enough to stop some people.


Eighteen at most. That’s what she’d decided. More likely, younger. There’d been no driver’s license among her things . . . well, of course there hadn’t, or she’d know something about herself: her name, her age, where she came from. All she had were a questionable reference to Idaho and the initials on her backpack: A.O.


She lay in bed at night with her hands behind her head, watching intricately winding branch shadows cast by the leafless Russian olive tree beyond the window.


She felt free to think all thoughts; it made no difference whether they were sensible or not. As she had done so often before, she ran through the A names she could remember. Agnes. That was one she’d forgotten. Arabella. That was another but was unlikely. More likely was Ann or Alice. And then, resting by the side of the road that fatal and late afternoon, she’d been reading her guidebook. In a slope of sunlight that cut the rock in two, she had seen it. Not “seen” exactly, for it was hidden in the text of the travel guide; it had leapt at her like none of the Anns and Alices had done:


S*A*N*D*I*A*


Sandia Crest. It was hidden in the text of the mountains. She really liked that; it seemed true when she thought about it: A*N*D*I. Andi. That was the name she had given herself.


She went out at dawn to check the traps again. There were three of them, spaced at some twenty-foot intervals in a jagged line across a ridge, northwest of the cabin. It had stopped snowing, at least; the red sled loaded down with the blankets and backpack left a clean, deep trail in the soft snow behind her. The backpack was full of medical supplies, her sandwiches, and a thermos of tea. She always took food with her, for there was no telling when a storm would come up and make things impassable even with her snowshoes. Or she’d get lost. She wasn’t really troubled about that, not since she had been taking the same route for three months. But she still took the map she had drawn the first time she had gone out. That had been a smart thing to do, drawing in trees, rock formations—anything that would serve as a landmark, a series of landmarks, to follow back. For in the snow, everything was of an illusory sameness that could keep her from distinguishing one stand of pines from another.


She visited the cave first (“her” cave, she liked to think of it) to build a fire. This done and the flames fanned, she went on inspection. Nothing in the first two traps (she had to sweep the fresh layers of snow away), but drawing near the third, she heard some sound, a muffled yip, repeated several times. Snow-mounded, the swift fox cub was trying to keep its head aboveground. There were tracks and a small tumult of snow around the cub and the trap. The mother was probably close by.


She dug the snow out of the way and fastened her hands on both sides of the trap where the young fox’s front leg was clamped, and she wondered if the cub or its mother had been biting at the leg, trying to free it. She still saw no sign of the vixen.


It was concentration more than strength that allowed her to pull the trap apart and free the cub, who shook himself in a baffled way but did not try to run. She wrapped it in the blanket and put it on the sled but did not give it a shot of codeine, for she was concerned about the right dose for such a young animal.


The sun was rising as she pulled the sled along. The wind dropped, and all she heard was the rasp of its gliders through the russet stillness and her own steps as her feet cracked the crust of snow, glazed by the sun like pink cellophane. She thought she saw a moving shadow to her right, and looked that way through the trees, but saw nothing. The shadow followed her, she was sure.


In the cave, she looked at the cub’s damaged front leg. When she’d cleaned the blood and dirt away she saw that it was not as bad as it had looked. The snow might have helped there. She cut a length of bandage and wrapped it around the leg while the cub just looked at her. It yawned. Every so often, she’d look beyond the cave’s mouth to see if the vixen was there. She knew it was around.


After wrapping the blanket around the cub again and settling it by the fire, she unrolled the sleeping bag (which she brought along to sit or lie on in the event she spent some time in the cave) and, with it, the gun. She always brought that along too, always hoping she wouldn’t need to use it.


She had found the gun just before she’d left the bed-and-breakfast place, found it buried in some rags back in the trunk of the Camaro: the gun, the clips, the ammunition, even a holster of black webbing. She couldn’t imagine anyone but a lawman needing a holster. She knew—had known—nothing about guns then; this one she had always handled with respect, not respect for its purpose—which was to kill—but for its power. She’d had the gun and the ammunition but no knowledge of how it worked until she’d come across an old gun manual in the cabin. And after the time when she thought someone had been in the cabin when she’d gone to check the traps—the displacement of small objects, a faint, musky scent that might have been cologne, overlaid with the smell of tobacco—it was then she told herself she’d have to know how to shoot.


She had no idea how he could have found her, how he could have tracked her down to the cabin. It might have been only her imagination, but it had worried her to death, and all that night she hadn’t been able to sleep.


In the morning, she’d taken the gun from between some linen towels for drying dishes and set it carefully on the table. Then she’d removed the two clips that she’d slotted into the CD holder. Finally, she’d taken the box of ammunition from a cereal box. All of these she spaced carefully on the table and looked at them.


The gun was a Smith & Wesson; it was printed on the stock. The ammunition was nine millimeter, the size she would expect a cartridge to be, although she didn’t know why. The clips were full of a staggered line of these cartridges. She leafed through the book and couldn’t find the exact model she had before her, but she found a couple of others that were very nearly like it. Looking from book to gun (a semiautomatic, she discovered), touching each part more than once to make sure she knew them: barrel, slide, safety, hammer. Trigger, of course. Then the ammunition, the cartridge: primer, casing, bullet. Since there was no clip inside, it wasn’t loaded, but all the same she picked it up and carefully pulled the trigger a couple of times. It felt as if the trigger resisted; she had to pull hard.


The book of course assumed you knew something about firearms, and there were no directions as such, only what she could infer from the text. It told her there were twelve cartridges in a semiautomatic, fourteen if the cartridges were “staggered.” She looked at the bottom of one of the clips and assumed this positioning of the cartridges was staggering. So in one round, you could fire fourteen times. Fourteen without reloading. Then you could eject the first clip and slam home another one in seconds, probably a second if your life depended on it. Hers didn’t, so she did not fit the clip in the magazine by giving it a “smart slap.” She shoved it in, slowly. In the time it took her to get the clip in, she could see herself fall on the bloodied ground several times over, in front of her assailant.


Well, she would have to practice. She could make a target out of something, paint a bull’s-eye on something, and practice shooting.


She had done this several times, careful not to waste ammunition—her supply was, after all, limited. She put cotton in her ears and wound a scarf around her head like a wide ribbon to hold the cotton in place. She held her arms straight out and tried to position her hands as she remembered seeing cops do it on television (but why she should remember this and not her own name, she couldn’t imagine). The first time she’d thumbed the safety down, aimed, and fired, the discharge toppled her onto the ground.


Over several weeks, she’d improved; she was steadier and actually managed to get several shots inside the bull’s-eye. But it was the feel of shooting she was after; she wanted the physical act of it to be less foreign to her. Not that she would ever get comfortable with it, just more familiar.


Familiarity, though, did not lessen her fear of the Smith & Wesson. She would look at it often, almost as if it were some kind of icon, lying before her on the white porcelain table: hard as a trapper’s heart, cold as death, black as sin.





• THE GIRL •
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Along the highway, a few miles from the city and a short distance from the general store where she went to get her supplies, Andi got a ride from a woman with pearl-gray hair and rings on nearly all her fingers. As Andi was counting the rings, the woman was lecturing her about the dangers of hitchhiking, telling her she should feel lucky that she herself had come along; there was all kinds of trouble a girl might meet up with.


Andi counted nine rings, mostly silver and turquoise, but she thought she saw a ruby and an emerald winking on the far side of the steering wheel. The woman went on talking about the awful things that could happen to a young girl—well, to anybody, really, if one weren’t careful. It sounded to Andi as if the driver enjoyed exploring the menu of crimes against one’s person that could result from getting in cars with strangers. Did her parents know she was hitchhiking? Her parents, said the woman, would be pretty upset.


Politely, Andi agreed. “Yes, ma’am.” Then she thought she really should contribute to the conversation beyond no, ma’am, and yes, ma’am, so she told the woman about an imaginary aunt and how she was the only one in the entire family that the aunt liked, and why not? for she was the only person who ever bothered to visit her. This aunt had told Andi that when she passed on (Andi was careful not to refer to “death”) she was going to leave Andi all her jewelry. Her aunt loved rings.


Andi had found that the solace of remembering nothing was the freedom to invent everything. She peopled her life with aunts, uncles, parents, dogs, and cats. “Olivier” was her family name. The O on her backpack had decided that, after she’d run down a list of possible O-names. Every day, she added a little bit to her Olivier history. There was a black cat named Ink and a dog named Jules. There had been no sick aunt; she had just at that moment invented her.


But while she was free to improvise this history, she knew it was an awful freedom, for nothing, no one, was anchored. They had slipped the reins. They could be anywhere. They could be nowhere. She bent her head.


The driver, whose own name was Foster, Mrs. Foster, clucked approval every so often at Andi’s attentions to the bedridden aunt. Mrs. Foster then turned the conversation to herself as she made a right onto Santa Fe’s Paseo de Peralta, chatting about her social standing, until they came to the cross street where Andi had asked to be deposited. Mrs. Foster told her that she had enjoyed their talk. “It’s not often one meets up with a teenager who has such a sense of family and family responsibility.”


It was a quarter to six. The pharmacy closed at six, which was why she wanted to come at this time. It had happened purely by accident one day weeks ago, just before closing then, too. She was in line before two other customers and had paid for a tube of toothpaste. Afterward, she had stopped in front of the magazine display, which she hadn’t seen before, hidden as it was by tall shelves of soaps and shampoos. The flickering of the fluorescent lights had registered dimly in her mind as she stood reading a magazine. At the rear of the store, the lights had blinked off. And then the center rows did the same. Someone had been closing up.


On that first visit she had observed the pharmacist in his white jacket at work in a very small room, a cubicle on a raised platform from which he could look out over the drugstore much like a lighthouse keeper. It was he who had been locking up; he must have assumed she was among those customers who had gone out. Through the rows of shelves, she remembered seeing him walking through the store up to the front, where he must have flicked another set of switches, for the fluorescent lights in the front part of the room had flickered off. All except for the small lights that illuminated the big plate-glass window and its displays.


When he had started walking again toward the back, she had hunkered down so he wouldn’t see her. A door opened and thudded shut. All was quiet. He must have left through a rear door, perhaps to get in a car parked in back. She waited awhile, wondering why she was doing this. After she heard a car engine engage, she still waited, sitting on the cold floor, listening for the sound of the engine to die out in the distance.


Finally, she had risen, acutely and uncomfortably aware of herself and the fact that she was alone here and doing something surely illegal by remaining. She stepped carefully away from the magazines and made her way past the shelves of Neutrogena and Clairol, past the film and flashlights, where she disengaged a palm-sized disposable flashlight.


She walked up the three steps to the pharmacist’s cubicle, his glass-bound perch. It struck her as awfully exposed, perhaps to reassure customers that he was doing nothing at all that wouldn’t bear public scrutiny. The narrow beam of the flashlight played over the shelves. What she then realized she was after—it came to her in a flash—was a painkiller, liquid so that it could be injected. And a hypodermic needle. That, she thought, would probably be easy, but the drug would be difficult. She knew the names of one or two; beyond that, she knew nothing. In front of her was a cabinet with a metal clasp and a lock. On the glass shelves of the cabinet were several bottles, capped and stoppered. She ran the flashlight up under the shelf below the cabinet, thinking the key might have been secreted there. But the pharmacist would probably have all of these keys on a ring together and would keep the ring by him. She went on around the small room, playing the flashlight on copper-colored vials and white jars. Lord, there was enough Percodan and Valium to keep all of Santa Fe happy.


Beside the jar of Percodan was a bottle of viscous fluid that had on its label MORPHINE. It was small enough to shove into a back pocket of her jeans, but big enough to make the pocket bulge. Another brief search of a few drawers exposed some disposable hypodermic needles, and she took several of these.


That first visit had been three months ago. She’d been back once since, but had first made a visit to a veterinary office to get information. What she’d told him was that she had an old dog (named Jules, Jules invented on the spot for this purpose) who’d got arthritis in his hip and it probably needed some kind of operation. She was afraid of this (she’d told the vet), afraid it would be horribly painful.


The vet told her they had pills to take care of that.


But Jules won’t take pills. I’ve—we’ve (better make it look like a whole houseful of adults was solidly behind her and Jules in this venture) tried giving him pills and it’s just impossible. Don’t you have some liquid stuff? Stuff you can inject?


You mean subcutaneously?


She had said yes, wondering what it meant.


But that’s not for amateurs.


Well, you’ve got a lot of amateurs out there doing it.


We’re not talking druggies here. Raised his eyebrow. Are we?


Her sigh, being honest, was extravagant. No, I’m just saying there’s an awful high incidence of success for untrained hypodermic users.


The vet’s mouth had twitched as if he was trying to keep from laughing and didn’t seem to realize they’d drifted away from the subject of Jules.


My mother’s a nurse. She can do a proper injection.


If she’s a nurse, she can administer pills too.


No, she can’t because she’s got arthritis. It’s in her hands and she can’t hold Jules’s mouth open the way you have to like—this. Here she twisted her hand around, showing how much strength it would take to hold open Jules’s mouth.


Just what kind of dog is this?


In the waiting room she’d seen small dogs and large, one that looked as big as a panther. It’s like that big one out there.


The Rottweiler?


Yes. Look, I’m not asking you to give me anything; I’m only asking for information. How could I go out and shoot up on information?


Since that was true enough, the veterinarian showed her what he used to anesthetize and what he might use to keep the pain down during recovery.


She had thanked him profusely. By the time she left the vet’s office, she was so convinced of Jules’s existence he became part of her Olivier family. Often, she had to shake herself out of whatever dream she’d fabricated.


The second visit to the pharmacy had been far more productive. It had taken some time searching with her flashlight—she brought along her own, which was a halogen one and stronger; at the same time, it didn’t diffuse the light but concentrated its thin beam on what she was looking at.


Fortunately, the codeine was not locked up. It was in tiny premeasured bottles of the sort she thought you’d stick a hypodermic into and draw the fluid out with. She debated how many of these she could safely take—none, probably, since the pharmacist would have his supply carefully recorded. Still, if she took three or four, it wouldn’t be enough to arouse suspicion right away (for there were at least thirty or forty of the little bottles). It might be a while before he realized they were missing.


Thus, here she was for the third time. It amazed her how easy it was to “break in.” If she’d been a thief, a real one, she could probably work this trick in half the stores in town.


He must’ve got in a new supply, for now there were perhaps twice as many bottles of the drug. She had found that a quarter of a bottle was really enough to stop the pain so that the animal could relax and even sleep. She was, of course, afraid of a lethal dose, so she had tested varying strengths on herself (hoping she wouldn’t become addicted) and had taken the dose down from there. She supposed an animal would need less than a human. Anyway, she told herself that such a death would at least be preferable to the slow and agonizing one of dying in a leg-hold trap.


She put three more bottles in the outside pocket of her backpack and was about to leave the cubicle when its fluorescent ceiling light, directly above her, flickered on. Oh, God, she thought. He’s come back. She shaded her eyes with her hand and squinted at the glass, but with the light on directly above her, the pharmacy was simply thrown into greater darkness. The only things she could make out were humps of shelving and the area around the front window, which had its own lights. She could see nothing else; she could see no one.
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The girl inside the pharmacist’s cubicle could have been on a stage lit by footlights, trying to look out over a dark theater into an audience she couldn’t see. This image was enhanced by the little dispensary’s being raised on a platform. There was a set of switches inside the front door that operated all the lights, and it was one of these that Mary had flicked to flood the cubicle with light.


Mary stood near the pharmacy’s soda fountain, wondering who this blond girl was. A druggie, probably. Why else would anyone break in and head for the small room where the pills and bromides were shuttled into little amber tubes and dark bottles? There was plenty of stuff back there, lots of codeine-laced painkillers. Valium, Demerol, Percodan. Heaven for an addict.


But what had really stopped Mary dead in her tracks, had shut down that shout in her throat—Who are you? What’re you doing?—was that the girl made Mary think she was seeing things, for she looked like Mary’s dead sister. She looked so much like her that for a second Mary had grown giddy with the hope that Angela’s death had been a terrible mistake, that the body had been misidentified, that it wasn’t Angie they’d buried, and by some miracle she was back.


Mary shook her head to clear it. Of course, as she looked at this person who could not see her (and that was an unaccountable pleasure, Mary thought), it had taken but a moment to show Mary she was wrong; the differences between the two were many, too many to comprehend, really, and the reason for confusing Angie and this girl was wishful thinking on Mary’s part. That and the long pale hair, the fragile look of the cheekbones.


She flicked on the overhead lights in the rest of the pharmacy and started walking toward the back at the same time that the girl walked out of the cubicle. Mary saw she was much fairer than Angie had been and much younger. And Angie would never dress in jeans and an old shirt. She’d always worn loose dresses. Mary tried to sound authoritative. “What’re you doing? Were you after the tranks, the Valium and stuff?”


The girl shook her head slowly. “I’m not an addict.”


The girl didn’t follow this up with what she was, though. Apparently, she didn’t feel much need to explain herself. Mary rather liked that, but she wasn’t going to let on that she did. “Then what were you after?”


“Painkiller.” She held up a small bottle. “This.”


Mary frowned. “For what? If you’re not an addict, like you say.”


The girl looked down and then (as Mary saw it) “adjusted” her expression. Or “arranged” it, to back up whatever lie she was going to tell. Mary knew this because she did it herself quite often. She waited, her own face expressionless.


“I have this really sick aunt—”


“Oh, please.”


“Who are you, anyway?”


“My name’s Mary Dark Hope. I work here. My cousin used to own it, her name’s Schell. It’s still called Schell’s Pharmacy. Now it belongs to Dr. Rodriguez.” Wait a minute! Why was she answering questions? “So what’s your name?”


“Andi.” She seemed to be thinking again, her eyes moving over the room, raking the air, as if she were trying to turn up something. She added, “Olivier.”


“Well, glad to meet you. But what do you want painkiller for so much you’d break in and steal it? And not for your sick aunt.”


“Coyotes, foxes, bobcats—anything that gets stuck in one of those leghold traps.” She blinked several times, her lashes fine as dandelion filaments. She gestured with her head. “Out there.”


Mary was stunned. This had to be the truth because it was simply too outlandish for a lie. But she didn’t know what to say. She looked back toward the soda fountain. “You want an ice-cream soda? Or a milkshake? That’s what I came in for. Dr. Rodriguez lets me come in any time I want to.”


With a great deal of relief and a brilliant smile, Andi said, “I haven’t had one in a long time.”


“Come on; it’s over there.”


Andi followed her down the aisle to the soda fountain and sat up on one of the tall stools. “Chocolate,” she said, pushing a strand of her silvery-blond hair back over her ear.


Mary set out two ribbed glasses and started digging into the container of hard ice cream. Her head was into it so far that her voice, when she asked the question, echoed. “Do you live in town or outside of it?” Mary stood up straight. “This ice cream’s like concrete; I’ll have to wait a minute.”


Andi had been leaning over the counter, watching the progress or lack of it. She looked disappointed. Actually, Mary thought, she looked as if she might be hungry. Pinched, a little. “Anyway, I feel like maybe I’d like a sandwich. We could have the sodas for dessert.” She wasn’t hungry; she’d just eaten what felt like a tubful of polenta with chicken and pozole, one of those heavy meals Rosella liked to cook. But now she opened the refrigerator under the counter and took out some cheese. “You want cheese or ham or—chicken, there’s some chicken slices?”


“Cheese would be great, thank you.”


Mary set about making the sandwiches—she guessed she could eat a little so that Andi wouldn’t think she was a charity case—mayonnaise and some wonderful nut bread. She repeated her question. “Do you live in Santa Fe or outside of it?”


“Outside, I guess you’d say.”


Mary glanced up, thinking that sounded kind of vague. “Like in Tesuque or someplace?”


“Well, no, I really mean outside.”


“Camping?” Mary finished constructing one of the sandwiches and cut it in half.


“Kind of. Thanks!” Andi looked at the sandwich as if it were spread with pearls instead of mayonnaise.


“So you only kind of camp?” Mary put a slice of cheese on a slice of bread and folded it over. She took a small bite. Andi was eating her sandwich very carefully, as if she didn’t want it to be gone too soon. “And that’s how you see these coyotes?”


Andi was silent, thinking and chewing. She said nothing more until she’d eaten the sandwich half. “Actually, it’s a kind of camping trip through the mountains and so forth. It’s more to study . . . trapping.”


Mary knew this wasn’t true from the way she ended up so weakly on that word. But she didn’t contradict her. She hated it when people stepped on her own evasive answers to things. She went back to digging at the hard ice cream, and said, “I hate those traps. I saw some pictures once of a gray wolf with its leg caught in one.” She had actually only glimpsed the picture and looked quickly away. She thought of Sunny. How she’d feel—rather, how Sunny would feel—if he got his leg caught in one. “It’s like torture chambers that they used to have in castle dungeons. That’s just what it looks like. Iron jaws.” And then Mary realized that Andi had been trying to rescue animals. Not just one she’d stumbled on, but many. That she went looking for animals in trouble. She stared at Andi, who was eating the crust of her sandwich and who said nothing, only nodded.


Mary stepped back, feeling shy, almost dumbstruck. This girl had thought these rescues so important she had been willing to commit a crime to get medicine. Who was she? Where had she come from?


“I loved this bread. Could I have another piece?”


“Sure. There’s butter, if you want it.” When Andi nodded, Mary got out butter and cut off a thick wedge of bread. “It’s from Cloud Cliff.”


“Cloud Cliff?” Andi smiled. “Yes, it should come from somewhere with that sort of name.”


“It’s a bakery.” She slid the bread onto a plate and put it on the counter. “Did you drive into town?”


Andi chewed the bread, shook her head. “I don’t have a car.”


“How old are you? You look seventeen, at least.”


Andi hesitated, then said, “Seventeen, yes.”


“I’m—fourteen,” said Mary. Well, she would be in a couple of weeks.


“Good. Then we’re practically the same age.”


Mary thought that was one of the most generous things she could imagine, to be granted another year or two by an older girl. She was a little stunned. No older girl she had ever known would have given her a three-year gift of age. To the contrary, the sixteen-year-olds loved to lord it over anyone a day younger. She said, “I was thinking: when you’re young, being older is so great; when you’re older, being taken for young is. It’s weird, age.”


“Then it must not be very important; it must not really mean anything. Fudge sauce!”


“Hot fudge sauce!” Mary ladled the sauce onto the ice cream. “I thought maybe we could have sundaes instead of sodas.” She set one dish in front of Andi.


Andi smoothed the fudge sauce over the ice cream. “I haven’t had a hot fudge sundae since—I can’t remember.”


Mary wondered why Andi’s skin, light to the point of luminescence anyway, went so much paler when she said this. It couldn’t be the hot fudge sundae that upset her. Mary said nothing, and they ate in silence.


Then Mary asked, “Where’d you start your camping trip? Where’re you going after here? I mean, I guess you’re going different places. Who’s with you?”


Andi appeared to be thinking. “I’m mostly on my own, you could say. It’s just sort of something I wanted to do. Every once in a while I find an empty cabin. You wouldn’t believe how many empty cabins there are!” As if this were the most surprising thing about her appearance here. “Or”—she shrugged—“caves.”


Mary didn’t say it, but such a trip sounded like sheer heaven to her. Imagine being allowed to do it on your own. But the flush that spread over her neck and face made Mary think that Andi seemed ashamed of it—that it was her fault she had to sleep in caves or empty cabins. Mary knew the feeling. It was that if you didn’t have what most people took for granted—the material things—there was something wrong with you: you were lazy, a bum or a tramp. You weren’t even an object of sympathy, but of scorn. There had to be something shameful about a person who lacked even the most rudimentary necessities. A home. Parents.


“Did you get them out, these coyotes?”


Andi nodded. “The first one I nearly didn’t, and I was afraid I’d have to shoot it.”


Mary’s spoon stopped, suspended in air. “Shoot it? Are you saying you’ve got a gun?”


Andi flushed again, nodded. “I . . . uh . . . found it.”


“Where?”


“It was left behind by somebody. Left in an empty cabin.”


She said it too smoothly, so it had to be a lie. She wondered if Andi told more lies than she herself did. Hard to believe. But she would not intrude upon the lie—lies were too close to the bone—as much as she’d like to know the real source of the gun. Instead, she asked, “Did you really come into town to get this medicine?”


Andi licked fudge from the back of her spoon and nodded. Then she turned to look anxiously at Mary. “Do I have to put it back? I’ll pay you for it—pay the drugstore, I mean. The pharmacist.”


Quickly, Mary reassured her. “No. You can have it. If he says anything I’ll make up some story.”


“But I don’t want to get you in trouble.”


“You won’t. What I’d like to know is, how do you get the medicine into the coyote?”


“With a hypodermic.”


“You poke one with a needle? But . . . don’t they go for you? I mean snarl and lunge and so forth?”


Andi was silent for some moments. Then she let her spoon clatter into her empty dish and said, “No.”


Again, she got that queer look on her face, as if she were ashamed of something. After some careful thought, Mary said, “Listen, if you don’t have to go back right away tonight, maybe you could come home with me. Sleep over. Rosella wouldn’t mind. She’s the housekeeper. There’s only the two of us.”


Andi turned to look at her; it was as if she was searching Mary’s face for the joke in all this. “Really?”


“Sure. I live outside of Tesuque, it’s maybe eight miles, and Rosella’s going to pick me up as soon as I call her.”


Andi looked incredibly relieved, as if Mary had just lifted a weight from her shoulders. She said she would, she certainly would like to stay in a real house for the night.


•   •   •


Rosella was Rosella Koya, a Zuni Indian who had taken care of Mary ever since they’d been in New Mexico, and even more so after her sister, Angela, had died. Mary’s parents were dead too; the Hopes had been killed when their Cessna went down over the Rockies. Rosella, of course, asked Andi a lot of questions, though not unfriendly ones. The questions were not really answered and yet gave the impression of having been. Mary saw that Andi was even more adept at this than she herself. At any rate, Rosella was happy that Mary had found herself “a little friend.”


“Good. It’s good you have a little friend.”


When Rosella turned away, Mary and Andi exchanged a look. A little friend.


In her bedroom, Mary shook her head. “Can you believe it? You’d think we were dolls, or maybe kittens. Here’s some pj’s. The bathroom’s right down there.” Mary pointed down the hall.


Andi went to the bathroom; Mary got undressed and stood looking out of the window. She had turned off the light because she wanted to see as far as she could out there. She was looking for Sunny. He’d gone off before, sometimes for weeks, but he always came back, so she wasn’t terribly worried. The moonlight was a bright lake across the desert. She was glad they lived in Tesuque instead of in the city. Out here she felt less crowded by the unreasonable demands of adults.


She thought about Andi. She had decided that Andi had run away from home; she was pretty sure of it. Of course, she was curious, but she would not ask.


As she was standing before the window, thinking about this, Andi came back from the bathroom. She kept smoothing down the pajamas, looking at herself, as delighted as if she were wearing coronation robes. “I haven’t had pajamas on in such a long time. Or it seems like a long time.”


Mary didn’t ask her what she’d been sleeping in. Probably her underwear.


They got into the queen-sized bed, big enough for both of them without crowding. Contentedly, Mary sighed. The room was faintly lighted by the moon.


Andi said, “It never really gets dark. It’s amazing. Dead of night sometimes is almost like dusk. It’s sure not like that in . . .” She frowned into the dusky light. In where? She cleared her throat. What license plate was on that Camaro? Idaho. “. . . in Boise.”


Oh, sure, thought Mary, Boise. That sure rang no bells. “I’ve never been in any states between here and New York.”


“You’re not missing anything.” Andi yawned.


“Do you know where you’re going after you leave here? I don’t mean you’ve got to leave, but you do seem to be traveling.” Mary tried to state this in a way that wouldn’t seem pushy, pressing for an explanation.


For some time there was a silence, heavy, as if weighted with unspoken conflicts. Andi said, “I am. I’m looking for someone.”


Mary’s head turned on the pillow. That surprised her. “You are? Who?”


Again, there was silence, into which Andi dropped the answer. “I don’t know his name.”


Mary waited for more. But there wasn’t any more. She rolled over on her side but didn’t close her eyes.


Andi lay on her back, staring at the pattern of leaves the moon had printed on the ceiling. After a long silence, she said, “You know that question you asked about the coyotes snarling and lunging?” When Mary nodded, she went on: “That’s what’s really terrible. They’re in this terrible pain, agonizing, but they just . . . well . . . look at you, sort of hopeful that maybe you’ll help them. They hardly make a sound. It’s as if they know they’re going to die. They just accept it.”


Both of them were silent for a few moments, both looking up at the ceiling.


“I’ve got a kind of mixed-breed dog and coyote. Sunny. But he’s off somewhere. Actually, to tell the truth . . . well, he’s really more coyote than dog.” Mary frowned, turned her head to look at Andi, to see how she’d take it. “Gospel truth is, he’s really a coyote. I don’t tell people that, though. You know the way people are about coyotes. Think they’re trash.”


“Somewhere I read how ranchers call them cowards, yellow-belly cowards. Because they’re submissive when they’re trapped.”


“You sound like you’ve been around them a lot.”


In the dark, Andi nodded. “I’ve found maybe two dozen in the last three months.”


Mary sat up, leaning on her elbow to peer down at Andi’s face. “Are you saying you’ve been traveling around for three months on your own?” She felt a surge of envy. Mary prized independence above all else, except, perhaps, loyalty.


But Andi didn’t appear to find her adventure so unusual. “Four months, actually. I started the end of January. Not exactly traveling, though. More staying in one place. So I got to know where the traps were. Other things get caught in them too, you know.” She said it as if this last bit were the only part of her story that needed explaining.


“But where’d you live all by yourself for four months?”


“In a cabin in the mountains. The Sandias.”


Mary was even more dazzled by this than she’d been about the traveling. “Is it your family’s cabin?”


Andi was silent for a moment. “No.” She grew thoughtful. “I could tell you what happened, only it’s such a long story.”


Mary could think of nothing she’d rather hear. She nodded and rolled on her side to listen to Andi’s long story.





• DADDY •
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What she remembered—and it was all she remembered—was waking up on top of a bed in a house she didn’t know, in a room she couldn’t recall entering. And she remembered lying there with the sweat pearling on her skin in icy beads.


The room was empty now, except for her. But she knew someone must have been here—a man, to judge from the jacket draped over the back of a turquoise-painted chair, a watch with a thick strap, and a silver bracelet with heavy links, a man’s bracelet. These were lying on the bedside table, together with some coins. She observed what she could without moving her body, only her head. She was afraid to move her body, for she felt as if she were made of glass, brittle and transparent. She held her palm out toward the window light to see if it was solid, then brought it back to rest atop the other one on her stomach.


She thought if she could keep her movements even and measured she might be able to rise from the bed. Nothing felt broken but everything ached, as if she’d been farming, plowing a field from sunup to sundown, guiding an old plow pulled by a horse.


She rose from the bed, slowly. At least she was dressed; that gave her some comfort. She started moving about the room, looking for clues. The room was attractive—warm and homelike. Whoever owned this place took good care of it. In the corner was an adobe fireplace and there were several wall hangings, brightly colored scenes taken, it looked, from the land out there. On the pine dresser she saw a little card that read WE WOULD BE GRATEFUL IF YOU COULD VACATE YOUR ROOM BY 11 A.M., AS WE NEED TO GET IT READY FOR THE NEXT GUEST.


She was a “guest,” then. For some reason, that suited her. She did not belong here as anyone other than a guest. But then, she did not belong anywhere that she could remember. She could not remember anything before this morning. She could not remember her name. For a moment, she stared out of the window at the distant dark mountains. She felt an affinity with the empty land, the far mountains.


She looked the room over carefully: its pale adobe walls, its old black bureau, its baskets of potpourri, and, in the gaudily tiled bathroom, its tiny soaps and miniature bottles of shampoo and bath oil. She picked up two that had been used and sniffed, hoping a fragrance would ambush her memory.


What she saved for last was the item that might give out the most information: a backpack that was probably hers, since it had an embroidery of flowers in one corner. Initials on the flap: A.O. She shut her eyes and ran A-names through her mind, thinking it would snag on one of them as the right one: Alice, Ann, Angela, Amy, Alison. Nothing registered. The O of course was hopeless; there were too many possibilities for a last name.


What was inside the backpack was reassuring: jeans, a couple of white T-shirts, socks, panties, bra. Some toiletries: sunscreen, lipstick, shampoo, Band-Aids. A pair of sandals. Her feet were bare; she must have had other shoes. She poked under the bed and found the sneakers.


Anita, Annette, Alexis, Abigail. Her legs drawn up, she rested her chin on her knees and tried not to cry. If she was a “guest” there would have to be a “host.” She would have to go in search of him or her.


•   •   •


“Good morning! Did you get enough sleep? Are you hungry? You must be if you didn’t even eat dinner last night. Your daddy had to go into town on business and said he’d be back in a couple of hours, and I was to see that you ate something.”


There was so much information to process from this morning greeting that she had played for time by rubbing at her forehead. Daddy? She doubted that. A couple of hours? From when? “Sorry. I have kind of a headache.” They were standing outside of the kitchen and the owner-cook was wearing one of those mitts for taking pans out of the oven. She was plump and probably in her forties, and rather pretty.


“Would you like some aspirin, dear? Oh, I’m Mrs. Orr, Patsy Orr. My husband and I own the place. This is our first real season.”


She smiled. It was good that this woman was both motherly and the sort who talked a lot. Yes, Mrs. Orr had not spoken her name, but why would any name given this woman when she and “Daddy” had arrived be authentic anyway? “Thanks.” She followed Patsy Orr into the kitchen. The breakfast smells were tantalizing. And it was true that she was hungry. Famished was a better word. Patsy Orr handed her a glass of juice and two aspirins, which she downed gratefully, wondering where the guest book was. There must be a registration book of some kind.


She drank the orange juice slowly, eyes closed, thinking hard. How much was left of that “couple of hours” before he’d be back? Whoever “Daddy” was, he would have told this pleasant lady a pack of lies, possibly interwoven with a few innocent truths, but hard to separate one from the other. That delicious smell was coming from the oven when Mrs. Orr opened the oven door and peered in. . . .


“What time did he leave? Uh, my dad, I mean.” It astonished her that she could say it so easily, could dissemble so well. How was she so sure that, whoever this man was, he wasn’t her father? It was simple: had he been, she doubted she would have amnesia. Had he been, she would have woken in a hospital bed.


“Oh, not long ago. Nine-thirty, about.”


Andi looked at her watch, glad she had one. “It’s after ten now . . . and he said two hours?”


Patsy Orr had pulled out a pan of corn bread and was testing its doneness by pressing in the center with her finger. “That’s right. Had appointments, he said, at ten and eleven. This is done now. It’s blue-corn bread and I have my special recipe. My guests do seem to like my breakfasts; well, I say if you’re running a B-and-B that’s the least you can do, isn’t it? Wouldn’t you like some? And I’ve still got some of the frijatas and the huevos rancheros, if you’d rather. Or both.” Patsy Orr smiled broadly, a picture of welcome.


She returned the smile, wondering, Why didn’t she simply tell this nice woman . . . but tell her what, exactly? Well, why didn’t she go to the police? Even if her story sounded too queer to believe, they would at least put out some kind of tracer on her. There must be parents or relatives she was gone from.


She didn’t because something told her he would talk his way out of it. Even though she couldn’t remember what he looked like, who he was, she knew this. Look at how he’d convinced Mrs. Orr that for him to share a room with his daughter (a daughter in her teens?) was perfectly all right. Yes, she would like to know just what lies he’d told Mrs. Orr.


“—don’t look like him. You’re so blond, your coloring is so light.” Patsy Orr was talkative. “Well, maybe you take after your mother.”


“People are always saying that. People think Dad”—she cleared her throat—“is sort of handsome.”


“Sort of? Well, I’m sure I’d grant him more than that.” Patsy Orr laughed and blushed. “Mind if I sit and have a cup of coffee with you while you’re eating?”


“Please do.” She wanted to find out whatever she could. However, she was careful to keep an eye on the clock: ten-twelve. “Did he say what his appointment was for?”


“No. Just that he’d be back before noon. Checkout time’s eleven, but don’t you worry about that.”


“Breakfast really smells good.” She breathed in, appreciatively. “Did he take the car?” she asked.


Patsy Orr was cutting the bread into squares. “No, I don’t think he did. It needed some part or other that he said he could get from one of the garages in town. I told him it was easy walking distance to the center of town. He’d got a street map.”


Center of what town? She didn’t remember having seen an address on anything. “I’d like to eat, yes.” As Patsy Orr got out plates and uncovered pans, she said, “It’s so beautiful around here. Even though I didn’t see much. But I looked out of the window at sunrise. Those mountains—” She waited.


“The Sandias? Yes. That’s only one of the mountain ranges. The country around here is beautiful, all right. I guess it’s why it’s such a tourist draw. That’s why we—my husband and I—moved from Los Angeles. Getting old, but took a chance.” She smiled again, that broad, flat smile. She slid eggs onto the plate with the corn bread.


She took a chance too. “It’s certainly much more beautiful than where we come from.” Please tell me.


At this the woman looked astonished. “Do you really think so? That’s a surprise. You can’t beat Idaho—or did he say Colorado?—for natural beauty.” Mrs. Orr smiled, awaiting confirmation.


“Yes, they’re both beautiful, aren’t they?”


“But which one are you—? Oh, now I remember. You’re from Idaho, but you’ve just come from Colorado. That was it. You’ve been traveling around. Well, breakfast is ready. So come on.” Patsy Orr led the way into the dining room.


She sighed as she took her place in front of spotless crystal and cut flowers. If it was Idaho, probably it was some little town. “Maybe some people like it, but it’s pretty dull for me.”


“Well, but there’s all of that gorgeous skiing and beautiful rivers and mountains.” Patsy Orr shrugged. “I’d think a young person might like that.”


Picking up her fork, she smiled a thankful, heartfelt smile. “I don’t ski.”
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Maybe she’d been interesting. She was trying to recollect the kind of girl she was, or had been. Yet she knew she was wasting precious moments by sitting on the bed in this casita, looking at the mountains. The mountains pulled at her; she did not know why.


It wasn’t yet eleven o’clock, and if he’d told Patsy Orr the truth about the appointments, he’d be back in another hour or so. But, dear God, why was he taking such a chance? While he was gone she could so easily have told someone, asked for help from Patsy Orr, gone to the police, asked for a doctor, a hospital—someone. Why did he think she’d stay? Why wouldn’t she run? Why hadn’t she?


She tried to think about what she’d been like in Idaho, if Idaho really was home. She might have been interesting, an interesting person. Then she wondered why she would have wanted to be that instead of popular or beautiful or plain smart. Annette. Arleen. Why couldn’t she remember? After putting on her down jacket, she positioned the backpack so that it was more comfortable. The lightweight thermal blanket wouldn’t go in the backpack; she’d rolled it into the sleeping bag. She picked that up now and stood looking around the room. Anything else? She’d already taken the soap and small bottles from the bathroom, together with a washcloth and towel.


Over the back of the straight chair hung his jacket. It made her shiver, but she picked it up. At some point, the police, whoever, might be able to trace him from one of his belongings. She might need something else, another coat. (It had been very cold on the short walk from the casita to the main house.) If worse came to worst, she could wear it underneath the parka.


It would have to be “worst,” wouldn’t it? The idea of putting on something that belonged to him. . . . She’d get over it; she’d already got over a lot of it, the part she could do nothing about. If he’d kidnapped her, he’d kidnapped her. If he’d raped her, he’d raped her. It made that icy sweat stand out on her forehead, and she wiped it away. There’s nothing you can do about that part was what she’d told herself.


Yes, she could certainly ask Mrs. Orr to get her a doctor. But why? It would keep her here until he came back and then he would probably lie his way—their way—out of it. Out of whatever had happened. She had a feeling, just a feeling, that this man could talk his way out of anything.


The backpack, loaded down with the blanket and the bedroll, would be a lot to carry, but if she changed her mind about where she was going, she could always dispose of some stuff. She was glad she had eaten; it might have to last her for a time. She had found a crumpled ten-dollar bill in her backpack. That wouldn’t go far.


As she folded the jacket, she felt something in an inside pocket, a pocket sewn into the silk lining. She reached in and pulled out several bills. At first she thought they were one-dollar bills, and then she looked again. A one-dollar bill on top, but underneath, there were one hundreds. Six of them. Six hundred-dollar bills! She could not remember ever having seen a hundred-dollar bill—but then, she couldn’t remember much else, could she? She laughed and clasped the money to her chest.
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