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PRAISE FOR MARGARET COEL’S THE EAGLE CATCHER

“The best parts of The Eagle Catcher are Coel’s portrayal of the dual cultures that exist uneasily on the reservation and an uncanny sense of dialogue that makes her characters ring true.”

—The Denver Post

 

“[The Eagle Catcher’s] native American theme will inspire comparisons to the work of Tony Hillerman, but its insights into the Arapaho way of life in our century are unique to this form.”

—LOREN D. ESTLEMAN, author of Edsel

 

“Insightful commentary about Arapaho culture ... Likable, well-drawn characters and a lively pace mark this novel—which seems poised for a sequel—for Hillerman fans.”

—Publishers Weekly

 

“The Eagle Catcher is a beautifully plotted novel with tension that builds with the speed of a stone rolling down a hill.”

—ANNE RIPLEY, author of Mulch

 

“One can only hope that this is the beginning of a long and shining career for both Margaret Coel and Father John.”

—I Love a Mystery

 

“Welcome Margaret Coel to the ranks of esteemed western mystery writers such as Hillerman, Hager, and Prowell. The Eagle Catcher... is not only an alluring fresh mystery told with the authoritative voice of a historian, it is also a thoughtful testimony to the clash of cultures that endures in the West. The second one won’t come too soon.”

—STEPHEN WHITE, author of  Higher Authority and Private Practices

 

“A first-rate mystery, played out against a background of Arapaho tradition and the vast reaches of Wyoming’s Wind River Reservation, and featuring two admirable sleuths, Father John O’Malley and Arapaho attorney Vicky Holden.”

—JEAN HAGER, author of the Mitch Bushyhead and Molly Bearpaw Cherokee Mysteries

 

“The story begins at once and drives straight through. The theme is handled with a wonderfully deft hand: The reader learns something without thinking about the process, which is what all good novels do.”

—JOHN DUNNING, author of Booked to Die

 

“The Eagle Catcher is an intense and fascinating story of avarice, tragic old wrongs, and ultimate justice. Margaret Coel has gifted us with a western mystery full of characters we long to know better and a Wyoming setting that takes our breath away.”

—EARLENE FOWLER, author of Fool’s Puzzle and Irish Chain
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AUTHOR’S NOTE

Except for the fact that Wind River Reservation in Central Wyoming sprawls across two-and-one-half million acres, an area larger than the states of Rhode Island and Delaware combined, and

 

except for the fact that the Arapaho and Shoshone people call the Wind River Reservation home, and

 

except for the fact that, for more than a century, Euro-Americans have continued to devise a host of ingenious methods to defraud American Indian tribes across the West,

 

except for all of this, The Eagle Catcher is not based on actual events or situations.

 

Nor are the characters based on real people of any time. The people who move through this story are, in the words of Henry James, my dream people.

 

Margaret Coel
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A COLD GUST of wind whipped across the Ethete powwow grounds and flapped at Father John Aloysius O’Malley’s windbreaker. He savored the warmth in the cloud of steam rising out of the foam cup a moment, then took another sip of coffee. His eyes searched the crowd of Arapahos: parents herding kids along, an occasional father with a child on his shoulders, grandmothers and grandfathers trailing behind, bands of teenagers—all headed toward the dance arbor. Father John recognized most of the faces. He didn’t see Harvey Castle anywhere.

The sky was as gray as granite. It might rain today, but Father John considered it unlikely. It hadn’t rained since June, the Moon When the Hot Weather Begins, by the Arapaho Way of marking time. Now it was the last Saturday in July, the Moon When the Chokecherries Ripen, and even the air felt cracked and brittle. The Arapahos kicked up little whirls of dust as they settled themselves into aluminum lawn chairs around the arbor. He had never figured out why they called it an arbor—therewasn’t a tree in sight. Just a patch of scraped earth where the dances would take place.

Father John wondered what was keeping Harvey. The  dancers were already lining up outside the three-foot-high log fence that marked off the arbor, feathered headdresses bobbing in the wind. The Grand Entry would start any minute. It wasn’t like the tribal chairman to be this late. He’d sounded worried yesterday when he’d called. “You goin’ to the powwow this weekend?” he’d asked. Of course Father John was going to the powwow. It was the biggest celebration of the year at Wind River Reservation—he wouldn’t miss it. And he intended to bring his new assistant at St. Francis Mission and introduce him around.

“Meet me at the brush shade at nine o’clock tomorrow. I got something important to talk over.” There was urgency in Harvey’s voice. Father John had almost asked what was going on. But he had shoved the impulse aside and muttered something like, “See you tomorrow.” He’d been pacing in front of the brush shade a good thirty minutes now. He was drowning in coffee, and Harvey was nowhere around.

“You lookin’ for somebody, Father?” It was a woman’s voice behind him, but Father John turned quickly, half expecting Harvey to be there, too. Alva White Bull was leaning over the metal table in the center of the brush shade, which he would have called a food booth back in Boston. She looked up, sent him a quick smile, then went back to flattening a wad of dough on the table with the palms of her hands.

“Now what makes you think so, Grandmother?” He used the Arapaho term of respect for the old woman, but he couldn’t resist teasing her a little.

“You pawin’ the ground like some bronco locked up in a chute.” Alva White Bull scooped up the dough and flopped it into a pan on the cookstove at the end of the table. Grease popped and spit in the air.

“Just waiting for you to pour me some more coffee,” Father John said. Pushing his cowboy hat back, he bent his  six-foot-three-and-one-haif-inch frame under the sloping roof of the brush shade and set the empty Styrofoam cup on the plank counter. He’d already had four or five cups of coffee this morning—he’d lost count—but coffee beat the vodka tonics he had once used to jump-start the day.

The old woman swung an aluminum coffee pot off the cookstove and refilled his cup. Then she pushed a paper plate stacked with fry bread toward him. Rivulets of grease ran from the plate, leaving wet tracks along the counter.

He wasn’t hungry; he’d had toast and a couple of eggs at the priests’ residence earlier, but he took a chunk of fry bread to be polite. It tasted crusty and warm.

“Have you seen Harvey Castle this morning?” he asked.

“No. You s’pose to meet the tribal chairman?” The old woman’s voice rose with expectancy as she cast out a line for some gossip.

“Supposed to,” he said.

“He must’ve forgot.”

Father John laughed, nearly choking on the fry bread. “Not likely, Grandmother. The Arapahos and the Irish are alike, you know. We never forget anything. It’s a blessing.”

“Yeah, yeah,” she said, flapping one hand as if to wave off a pesky mosquito.

Suddenly the loudspeaker began whistling back on itself, and the announcer’s voice boomed over the crowd. “Good morning, folks, and welcome to the Ethete powwow.” He was seated at the judges’ table inside the arbor.

“We got the best dancers on the Great Plains gonna dance for us this weekend.” The voice rose over the whistling sounds. “This weekend we’re gonna get in touch with the harmony and peace that us Arapahos know is important for a good life. That’s what the powwow’s all about. Dancers say they’re ready now, so we’re gonna start the Grand Entry.”

The drums started beating, and the loud thuds rolled through the air like thunder. Then the singers began chanting in high-pitched voices as the dancers flowed into the arbor, turning it into a sea of colors. The women were in dresses, blues and reds and purples and golds. Some wore buckskin dresses with long fringed sleeves and skirts. The men wore silk shirts and shorts topped with breastplates of polished bones and aprons covered with shimmering glass beads. All the dancers had on beaded moccasins and ankle cuffs of white angora. Some had wheels of red and orange feathers twirling on their arms and backs. Long yellow feathers, like stalks of prairie grass, sprouted from headdresses and bent in the wind.

Father John considered going back to his lawn chair to enjoy the dances. He was feeling a little guilty at leaving his new assistant alone for so long. Father Brad Jansen was easy to spot in the front row of spectators. His was the only blond head among the cowboy hats and baseball caps, and nobody else had on black clericals. But something held Father John in place. It wasn’t like the tribal chairman to schedule a meeting and not show up. Harvey had been worried. There had been something in his voice—unspoken, but unmistakably there. Father John was starting to feel uneasy.

Then it hit him. Harvey could be in his tipi. Maybe he didn’t feel well this morning and was taking his time getting ready for the powwow. Or maybe some tribal business had come up that demanded his attention.

“Thanks for the refills, Grandmother,” Father John said. Setting the half-empty cup on the counter, he started for the campground which abutted the western edge of the powwow grounds. In the distance, the brown humps of the Wind River Mountains rode against the sky like a herd of giant buffalo. Most of the Arapahos would stay here over the weekend. The campground was filled with pickups and  aluminum trailers parked next to white canvas tipis with lodgepoles jutting upright like bundles of kindling wood set on end. The tipis all looked alike, the flaps facing the east so that the first thing Arapahos saw each day would be the rising sun. He was pretty sure Harvey had pitched his tipi where he usually did, next to the access road.

“You goin’ the wrong way, Father. Dancin’s over that way.” Leon Wolf had just stepped out of a trailer and was adjusting a baseball cap on his head, grinning. A row of white teeth flashed in his brown face.

“Thanks a lot, Leon,” Father John hollered back. The simple, good-natured exchange made everything seem normal and in place, but the uneasy feeling still gnawed at him. The minute he spotted Harvey’s tipi, he knew something was wrong. The flaps on the other tipis were closed, tied securely in place, but the flap on Harvey’s hung loose, jumping sideways in the wind. Father John started running, the thud of the drums reverberating in his chest. He reached the tipi, threw the flap back against the canvas, and ducked inside. In the slim shaft of daylight, he saw the army-green sleeping bag on the dirt floor. Someone was in it.

“Harvey,” he called. “You okay?”

Then Father John saw the black stain on -the bag. He dropped down on one knee, wincing as the hard ground bit through his blue jeans and into his kneecap. He pulled back the top of the bag. Harvey’s eyes were open, staring up into nothingness. Father John laid a finger alongside the Indian’s neck. The skin felt stiff and cool. There was no pulse.

Suddenly Father John was aware that someone had come in behind him and was blocking the thin stream of daylight.
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“WHAT’S WRONG WITH Harvey?” Leon sounded scared.

Father John pivoted slightly, his kneecap burrowing farther into the earth. Glancing up, he said, “Get the medics, will you?”

“What happened?” Leon persisted.

“I don’t know,” Father John said. “Just get the medics.”

Leon backed out of the tipi, his boots making a slap-slap sound against the earth as he ran away. The noise of the powwow filtered through the canvas: pounding drums, high, scratchy singing, humming loudspeakers, a wailing child somewhere.

Father John looked down at the still figure in the sleeping bag. He felt a chill crawling over him like an army of ants. Based on the number of times he’d been called to emergency rooms, he could make an educated guess as to what had happened. The tribal chairman had been stabbed in the chest. A bullet would have produced a lot more blood than the tidy stain that had soaked through the sleeping bag. Leaning closer, Father John saw the small slit in the bag, neat, clean, and precise as a surgeon’s cut.

But where was the weapon? There was a suitcase pushed against the slanted tipi wall, and tossed on top a dark windbreaker, a shaving kit, and some keys splayed on a metal circle. Nothing that could have done this. The ground was churned into little mounds of dirt, and in the filtering daylight he thought he could make out a footprint. Perhaps a moccasin print. There, at the foot of the sleeping bag, was what looked like an eagle feather half hidden in the broken dirt. Father John couldn’t take his eyes off it. Harvey would never have allowed the sacred eagle feather to touch the ground.

Looking back at the still body, Father John began slowly tracing the sign of the cross on the Indian’s forehead, speaking the words of the ancient prayer: “May your soul rest in the mercy of God, and may the perpetual light shine upon you.” Then he added, “May you dwell with the Star Nations, my friend. May you walk in the Milky Way.”

Suddenly Leon burst into the tipi, two medics right behind. “Here he is, like I told you.” The Indian was breathing hard. Father John got to his feet as one of the medics leaned over the sleeping bag and placed his fingers below Harvey’s right ear. “Jesus,” the medic said.

“Is he dead?” Leon asked.

“Dead as he’s ever gonna be,” said the medic, pulling a radio out of the clip on his belt. “Get the Bureau of Indian Affairs police over to Chairman Castle’s tipi,” he barked into the radio. “We got ourselves one hell of a problem.”

A crowd of Indians had started to gather outside the tipi, their whispers like the soft swoosh of the wind in the cottonwoods. They began filing inside-three or four men, a couple of women, two little boys crowding into the small space. Father John kept expecting Harvey’s family to rush inside—his mother, Maria, or his sister, Rita. And where was Anthony, Harvey’s nephew? Surely they were at the powwow  somewhere. Then he remembered he hadn’t spotted them in the crowd when he was waiting for Harvey.

At that moment Charlie Taylor, one of the tribal councilmen, burst through the opening and shouldered his way to the sleeping bag. He looked down at Harvey’s body, not saying a word, then abruptly swung around and darted outside. Father John watched him through the opening. He was running.

 

“Jesus H. Christ. Never thought I’d see this,” said Art Banner, the Arapaho chief of the Bureau of Indian Affairs police force at Wind River Reservation. The armpits of his light-blue uniform shirt were rimmed in sweat. One hand rested on top of the holster attached to the wide black belt of his navy trousers. He glanced back at the policemen looping yellow tape around stakes driven into the ground outside of Harvey’s tipi.

The drums had stopped beating, and the air was heavy with silence. The sky had turned luminescent blue, as if the gray sky had rolled away to reveal another sky above. The sun was out in full force now, bathing the powwow grounds in golden light and burning through Father John’s plaid cotton shirt and blue jeans. He had taken off his windbreaker and swung it over one shoulder. Now he pulled his cowboy hat forward. What a curse on the Great Plains—red hair and pale, freckled skin. No one who looked like he did belonged here, he sometimes thought. His nose was permanently sunburned.

“Who the hell did this?” The BIA police chief looked off into the distance, his black eyes squinting in the sun. He seemed to be talking to himself. “It wasn’t robbery. Nothin’s been messed with.”.

Father John wished there was something he could say. Art Banner, he knew, had been a lifelong friend of Harvey’s. Words were so inadequate. Finally he mentioned the footprints. It was more comfortable to keep the conversation on facts.

“Yeah. I saw ’em. We’ll get casts,” said the chief.

“How about the eagle feather?”

Banner met Father John’s eyes. “You thinkin’ the murderer dropped that eagle feather? Nothin’s ever that easy, John. Most likely Harvey dropped it and didn’t know it. His dance regalia’s in the suitcase. We’ll look over the headdress for any missing feather.”

Father John let his eyes roam over the powwow grounds a moment. Less than an hour ago, the Grand Entry had started, and the rows of lawn chairs around the arbor had been filled with Arapaho families. Now the arbor was deserted, and dancers and spectators were lugging coolers and folded aluminum chairs toward the campground. The sound of metal clanging against metal filled the air as tipi stakes were hammered out of the ground. News of Harvey’s murder had spread like prairie fire, even before the announcers had officially declared the powwow canceled. In another hour, Father John knew, Arapaho families would be tearing down the highway in pickups and trailers piled high with camping gear, getting away from the Ethete powwow grounds as fast as possible. Evil seeped into a place, contaminated it, destroyed its spirit.

Father John drew in a long breath. “I haven’t seen Harvey’s family,” he said.

“A couple of my boys are on their way out to the ranch to tell ’em. God, it’s gonna be tough.” The chief lifted one arm and dipped his forehead into his shirtsleeve, leaving long, wet streaks on the blue cotton. “How come you happened to find him?”

Father John explained how he was supposed to meet Harvey this morning and went looking for him in his tipi. Banner seemed to listen with one ear while he watched his  men finish cordoning off the area. As soon as Father John mentioned Leon Wolf, the chief motioned to two policemen. “Get some boys talkin’ to everybody who was camping in the vicinity before they’re all out of here. And get a detail out searching every inch of the grounds,” he ordered.

“So you and Harvey s’pose to have some kind of meeting?” Banner turned back to Father John.

“He called yesterday and said he had something important to talk over.”

The police chiefs eyebrows shot up. “What d’ya think it was about?”

“I wish I knew.” Father John lifted his cowboy hat and ran his fingers through his hair. It was wet with perspiration. He could feel the guilt burning through him like the sun. Harvey hadn’t sounded like himself. Father John had sensed the different tone in his voice, but he had pushed it aside. What if Harvey had been killed to keep him from talking? Why hadn’t he driven out here last night? Found out what was bothering Harvey? If he had, maybe his friend would still be alive. Why hadn’t he? Because he’d wanted to watch the Red Sox, for God’s sake.

“Maybe that Arapaho history he was working on?”

Father John stared at the police chief in astonishment. He hadn’t even considered the possibility that Harvey had wanted to talk about Arapaho history.

“You was helpin’ him with it, ain’t that right?” the chief persisted.

It was true Harvey often dropped by St. Francis Mission to discuss the latest nuggets he’d dredged out of some archives. The warriors killed in a battle in the Old Time. The fine print in some treaty. The grand promises whites had made to get Arapahos to follow the White Man’s Road. History was Father John’s field. He had taught American history at Jesuit prep schools back east for six years before  what he called his Great Fall—whenhis alcoholism became common gossip in the hallways and cafeteria.

“It wasn’t history Harvey wanted to talk about,” Father John said after a moment. “He was worried about something. I think it was something going on now, not something that happened in the past.”

The chief nodded slowly, lost in thought, as a tan jeep wheeled across the grounds, threading its way among the Indians breaking camp. It stopped behind the white BIA patrol cars in the access road, and a man about six feet tall jumped out. He had on tan slacks and a navy blazer that swung open as he strode across the road. A red tie was knotted at the collar of his white shirt. Without missing a step, he hurdled the yellow plastic tape and ducked into Harvey’s tipi.

“There goes the Lone Ranger,” Banner said. “Jeff Miller, new FBI man in these parts. You met him yet?”

“Not yet.”

“He used to be down on the Big Reservation,” Banner went on. “Then last spring, some Navajo told him all about how he was gonna shoot some other Navajo. Miller said the guy was a blowhard, so he didn’t take it seriously. What d‘ya know, the guy went out and did just like he said. So the powers that be sent Miller up here to Central Wyoming. Exiled, he calls it. How d’ya like that? Exiled up here with us!”

Father John nodded. He’d felt exiled, too, six years ago.

Banner drew in a long breath, then said, “Well, this is gonna be fed business, that’s for sure. But Miller’s gonna have himself a partner whether he likes it or not. Harvey was my friend. Screw the rules.”

Father John understood the police chief was talking about the wavy line between tribal and federal jurisdictions on Indian reservations. The Bureau of Indian Affairs police  handled the everyday, run-of-the-mill stuff, but major crimes, like murder, went to the FBI. This was one murder case Banner was going to be involved in, probably up to his eyeballs.

“Better stick around,” the chief said. ‘The Lone Ranger’s gonna want to talk to you.”

 

“Murder happen around here very often?” Father Brad Jansen was sipping a Coke and leaning against the counter of the brush shade where Father John had waited to meet Harvey earlier.

“This isn’t Chicago,” Father John said, immediately regretting the edginess in his voice. He felt a full-blown headache coming on, and his heart was racing. That was no reason to take it out on this young priest.

“Want a Coke, Father?” Alva White Bull was still inside the shade, only now she was stacking plastic bags of hamburger buns into cardboard boxes scattered around the dirt floor.

“Sounds good, Grandmother.” He stopped himself from saying “Hurry” as the old woman stooped over, lifted up the lid on a cooler, and fished out a Coke from the cans wedged among melting cubes of ice.

Father John popped the tab and took a long gulp. The cold, syrupy liquid slid down his throat. He was thirsty, that was all. The shock of finding a friend murdered would make anyone thirsty. And it had gotten so damn hot all of a sudden. That was the whole of it, except he knew it was only a small part. The big part was that every day, no matter what happened, he wanted a drink.

“Well, maybe it’s not Chicago.” Father Brad’s voice droned on. “But it looks like you’ve got a professional hit here.”

“What are you talking about?” Father Brad had his full attention now.

The younger priest crossed one leg over the other and dug the toe of a wing tip into the ground. “People are saying the tipi looks like Harvey had just tucked himself in for the night. It’s not as if some thief came sneaking in to steal his wallet.”

“You’re saying somebody set this up? Planned to ...”

“Hit him,” Brad said.

“On the first night of the powwow weekend with a couple hundred people camped here, any one of whom could have seen him or her—whoever this professional murderer is? Why not plant a bomb in Harvey’s pickup or pick him off with a rifle out on his ranch? Isn’t that how it’s done on TV?

The young Jesuit slumped against the counter of the brush shade. “I watch the same TV as you.”

“I watch the Red Sox,” said Father John. He could feel his anger at full boil beneath the surface.

“Harvey was the tribal chairman, wasn’t he?” Father Brad went on, squaring his shoulders. “There’s oil here, right? I’d be willing to bet that Harvey isn’t the first tribal chairman murdered for oil.” The young priest held up his empty Coke can and sighted the trash barrel. Bull’s-eye.

It was hard to stomach, this new assistant’s confidence, the earnest confidence of the immature. He’d been on the reservation a total of two weeks, and he had everything figured out Just what we need, thought Father John. Somebody with all the answers.

Father John turned away. Harvey’s tipi was the only one still standing. The FBI agent had stationed himself just outside the yellow tape and was talking to Leon Wolf and a couple of other Arapaho men. Several BIA policemen were talking to the few other Indians still milling about.

“Does that mean Anthony’s not gonna get into trouble?” Alva White Bull asked.

Slowly Father John looked back toward the old woman. The idea that Anthony was somehow connected to his uncle’s murder was even more outrageous than Father Brad’s hit-man theory. “What are you getting at, Grandmother?”

The old woman looked as if she was biting back tears. “I been awful worried ever since I heard about poor Harvey ‘cause of that big fight him and Anthony got into last night,” she said. “But I been thinkin’, well ...”

She hesitated, and Father John waited for her to go on. It was polite to be patient until the elders felt like continuing their stories. That had been the hardest thing for him to learn in the six years he’d been at St. Francis Mission. Patience had never been one of his virtues.

Finally Alva White Bull said, “I been thinkin’ that it’s a good thing Vicky Holden’s come back. She’s one of them lawyers now, and she can help Anthony if he went and done anything crazy.”

Father John drew in a long breath. He hadn’t seen Vicky Holden this morning either, and now it struck him as odd she wasn’t here. He’d been so preoccupied looking for Harvey he hadn’t realized a lot of other people weren’t around, that this wasn’t the usual powwow weekend, not usual at all. Now this elderly Arapaho woman was suggesting that Anthony was going to need Vicky’s help.

Father Brad leaned on the counter, obviously intrigued by the old woman’s developing story. He plunged ahead. “So what about the fight last night?”

Alva White Bull hesitated, then lowered her voice and turned to Father John, as if to tell him alone. “Everybody was settin’ up camp, and Harvey was poundin’ in the stakes for his tipi,” she began. “All of a sudden, Anthony comes  speedin’ in the campground in that jeep of his. He jumps out and starts shoutin’ at Harvey. Well, Rita got real upset. Tried to calm him down, but Anthony don’t pay no attention to his mother or anybody else. He forgot all about respect since he went off to college, you ask me. Acts just like a white man. No offense, Father John,” she said, still ignoring the younger priest.

“Next thing you know, Anthony gets back into his jeep and takes off same way he drove in. Crazy, I call it.” The Indian woman made a little clicking noise with her tongue.

Father John felt as if he’d been hit with a bucket of cold water. He stepped back from the brush shade, instinctively wanting to put some space between himself and the old woman’s suspicions. Anthony Castle was one of the sharpest kids he had ever met, white or brown or any other color. He was set to start medical school in Denver in the fall, after he finished up at the University of Wyoming. All he talked about was becoming a pediatrician and helping his people on the reservation. But he was a hothead, Anthony. He was such a damn hothead.

After a moment Father John said, “Anthony didn’t have anything to do with his uncle’s murder, Grandmother. I’m sure of it.” He heard the hesitation in his own voice and wondered whom he was trying to convince.




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

 
	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	    		 
	   		 
	    		 
		
	



 
	 






OEBPS/coel_9781101127391_oeb_001_r1.jpg
st

MARGARET
COEL

14
RIME CRIME, NEW YORK





OEBPS/coel_9781101127391_oeb_002_r1.jpg





OEBPS/coel_9781101127391_oeb_003_r1.gif
 GET
CLUED IN

Ever wonder how to find out about

© Sec what's new
* Find author appearances
o Win fantastic prizes

* Gt reading recommendations

© Sign up for the mystery newsletter

* Chat with authors and other fans

* Read interviews with authors you love 7

MYSTERY SOLVED.

[T——





OEBPS/coel_9781101127391_msr_cvt_r1.jpg
-THE

:EAGLE
\TCHER






OEBPS/coel_9781101127391_msr_cvi_r1.jpg
JHE
GLE

JTCHER

MARGARET
COEL

BERKLEY PRIME CRIME, NEW YORK





OEBPS/coel_9781101127391_oeb_004_r1.gif
Penguin Group (USA) Online
What will you be reading tomorrow?

‘Tom Clancy, Patricia Comwell, W.E.B. Griffin,
Nora Roberts, William Gibson, Robin Cook,
Brian Jacques, Catherine Coulter, Stephen King,
Dean Koontz, Ken Follett, Clive Cussler,
Eric Jerome Dickey, John Sandford,

Terry McMillan, Sue Monk Kidd, Amy Tan,
John Berendt...

You'll find them all at
penguin.com

Read excerpts and newsletters,
find tour schedules and reading group guides,
and enter contests.

Subscribe to Penguin Group (USA) newsletters
and get an exclusive inside look

at exciting new titles and the authors you love
long before everyone else does.

PENGUIN GROUP (USA)
us.penguingroup.com






OEBPS/coel_9781101127391_msr_ppl_r1.jpg





