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ABSTRACT 

The last in a long line of Mesoamerlcan cultures, the Aztecs 

massed In the metropolis of Tenochtitlan-Tlatelolco and neighboring 

cities in the Valley of Mexico, with bureaucracies and royal houses as 

cosmopolitan as those of their eventual conquerors, the Spaniards. In 

North America, however, tribal cultures developed organizations based 

not on the state, but on kin and family relations. 

The basis of this paper is a comparison of the values fostered by 

tribalism and those propounded by bureaucracy, whether Mexican or 

European or even Ming Chinese. The method employed is that of a 

series of six short pieces of original fiction (one for each of the 

cardinal points, one for Father Sky, and one for Mother Earth), based 

on research into the world-views of North American Indian cultures and 

tribal experiences, and which may be construed as a critique of the 

notion of the universality of human values. 
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Introduction 

Readers of this manuscript might possibly remark that something 

strange seems to be going on here. Fiction is under the jurisdiction 

of the English department, so what is a group of short stories doing 

coming out of the social sciences? 

The truth is truth comes in many packages, and truth, whatever 

its guise, is what science is all about. The fiction writer's vision 

of the world Is as correct as the physicist's—only the presentation 

is different. 

Other problems, though, suggest themselves. Oscar Wilde wrote 

in prelude to The Picture of Dorian Gray that an "ethical sympathy in 

an artist is an unpardonable mannerism of style." (1926:vii) If that 

is true, the stories which make up the body of this paper are mannered 

beyond salvation because their origin is in an unrepented sympathy for 

the ethics of the subjects. 

Scientists, too, might disagree, protesting that science should 

be objective and verifiable. Richard B. Brandt in Ilopi Ethics holds 

that 

The scientist, as scientist, is not concerned with the practical 
or normative problem of ethics. His problem is one of describ
ing the observable facts and accounting for them by laws or 
theories. (1953:4) 
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From that point of view, this paper fails because art is subjective 

and non-reproducible, violating two tenets of the scientific method. 

It would seem, therefore, that the standards of both art and 

science are compromised. So what is the justification for presenting 

these pieces of fiction as being of academic importance? 

The value of a collection of this sort lies in the fact that 

whereas science can make observations about ethical standards and 

moral judgments, it can say nothing about what ought to be done in a 

moral sense. Art, though, can and should invite the viewer to make 

his or her own ethical choice. And whereas art is poorly equipped to 

make rational decisions, that is the very reason for the existence of 

science. The marriage of art and science, in fiction, is, then, a 

partnership where the strength of each can be used to bolster the 

weakness of the other. 

The best defense of the style of this paper's presentation is In 

its attempt to be as true as possible to its subject. Native peoples 

have used storytelling for tens of thousands of years as a means of 

transmitting cultural values from one generation to the next. Accord

ing to N. Scott Momaday's Foreword to Michael J. Caduto and Joseph 

Bruchac's Keepers of the Earth, 

In general, stories are true to human experience. Indeed, 
the truth of human experience is their principal information. 
This is to say that stories tend to support and confirm our 
perceptions of the world and of the creatures within it. 
(1988:xvii) 

An analytic approach to phenomena compels the viewer to stand 
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outside the subject and watch with dispassionate interest; a fictional 

portrayal invites the outsider inside, and makes integration as well 

as criticism possible. Truth is a matter of what is said; utility, of 

how it is said. 

One of the technical problems In preparing this manuscript was 

how to present citations. The usual method of footnoting was felt to 

be too distracting from what John Gardner in his The Art of Fiction 

characterized as a vivid and continuous dream. (1985:31) 

That problem was addressed by placing a bibliographic essay at 

the end of the collection, with detailed references to sources of 

information about the lifestyles and values of the different tribes 

used in the stories. After that, a regular bibliography appears. It 

is hoped that this compromise between art and scholarship establishes 

the credentials of the stories without too much damage to either their 

educational or entertainment value. 

Another point of structure is the grouping of the stories. A 

definite thematic sequence underlies the presentation: stories are 

paired according to distinct motifs. The first piece is about leaving 

home; the second, returning home. A theme of the fourth story is the 

destructive nature of the legendary monsters of the Navaho; the tale 

preceding it uses the image of prehistoric creatures and the magic of 

fossils. The penultimate tale focuses on the trial of a dancer; the 

last, the dance of a lawyer. All tell of tribal individuals and their 

responses to the pressures of Euro-society. 
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The aim of this paper is to show different aspects of tribal 

life. Stories about several tribes were used instead of concentrating 

on one tribe alone in order to maximize the range of characteristics. 

Tribes are as diverse as the nations of Europe and to try to represent 

the whole by examples from one group would have been to warrant severe 

criticism. 

In the Introduction to his archeology thesis, A Survey of the 

Papago People, Stanley H. Boggs defined a survey as "nothing more than 

an attempt to briefly and accurately describe the more salient 

features of the subject at hand." (1936:1) In that the writer of this 

paper has the same goal in mind, it too is a survey. However, since 

it deals with several tribes instead of only one, it is a study in the 

similarities and differences among tribes, and between the values of 

Native- and Euro-Americans. It is, therefore, not merely descriptive, 

but comparative as well. 

A truism of fiction is to write what you know, and so most of 

the narratives deal with Native peoples of the desert Southwest. The 

lone exception, which is by far the longest piece, takes place in the 

woods and fields of the author's childhood. 

These stories make no pretense of being the products of a Native 

mind: they are original, not aboriginal—written by a Euro-American 

male from a Euro-American point of view. No claim is made of knowing 

what "THE" Indian is all about, any more than "THE" American or "THE" 

European or "THE" Asian or "THE" African. My understanding of Native 
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Americans is used in these tales as a vehicle for presenting a moral 

agenda based on my view of the world. The validity of these stories 

stems from the tribal values which influenced them and pervade them, 

filtered through the perceptions of a white middle-class graduate 

student. They are my portraits of specific situations created out of 

my library research. Their worth lies in how well they succeed in 

transmitting a set of indigenous values which I feel have universal 

application. I maintain, as does John Gardner in his essay, "Moral 

Fiction" (1977:52), that (Oscar Wilde notwithstanding) "True fiction— 

life-sustaining myth—is moral." 

One final thought: this collection was written in 1991, the eve 

of the half-millennium anniversary of the Columbian voyage which 

opened the New World to the Old. With the significance our culture 

attaches to dates, this might be the most ironic aspect of the paper. 
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"What Do We Leave When We Leave Things Behind?" 

The rain was still at least ninety miles away, down below the 

Mexican border, but Ernie knew the storm was coming. He could smell 

it and see it in the gusts of wind that blew through the neighborhood, 

raising clouds of dust that whirled around the corners of the brick 

houses and along the narrow alleyways. 

His pick-up truck jostled along, and Ernie leaned toward the 

windshield, trying to see the street through all the dirt and 

scratches. Even as he watched, the wind was picking away at what 

little paint was left on the hood. The transmission squealed as if it 

were about to seize up, the brakes felt like sponge, and Ernie 

wondered how much longer he could keep the old girl running. 

As he passed the neighborhood center, he smiled and nodded at a 

group of girls ambling across the road in front of him, heading back 

from the Sonic drive-in across the street. He turned south, passed 

the newly-whitewashed church, the elementary school, and the tiny park 

where a woman sat on the end of the slide, watching her children on 

the round-about. 
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To his right, the domes of the new movie theater rose where the 

screens of the drive-in used to be. He could remember years ago being 

hoisted onto the roof of the family's three-room house by his brothers 

and sitting there, watching the actors stride like giants across the 

screens while the boys made up stories and put words in their mouths. 

How many Anglos sat there now, watching movies in air-conditioned 

comfort, not realizing the Yaqui village was right nekt to them? 

After a hundred years, the city of Tucson had grown completely around 

the village—the interstate highway, the vehicles-emissions station, 

the Sonic—but the People were still here. 

A couple of blocks more, and he pulled alongside Addie's yard, 

her house almost hidden by the balls of still-green Russian thistle 

that choked her chain-link fence. 

He mashed on the brake, and the motor died, but the truck kept 

rolling. Kind of like a snake with its head chopped off, Ernie 

thought. Pulling back on the emergency brake, he slowed the truck to 

a standstill. He pushed open his door, and it screeched like a cat 

with a stepped-on tail. 

He lifted the latch on the gate and walked into Addie's yard. 

Drawn by the sound of the truck, Sandy Guy came stumbling around the 

corner of the house. He was a mangy old dog with clumps of yellow fur 

wafting away on any strong breeze, and one eye rolling around in its 

socket with a mind of its own. All the kids at Old Pascua were scared 

of the dog—positive that no demon could look as horrible; most of the 
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adults were leery of him, too, though no one would admit they were 

afraid of such an ancient mongrel with only one eye and no teeth. 

Sandy Guy stood a moment watching Ernie, then plopped down, 

boneless as a bag of beans, grunting as he hit the dust. 

"Good dog," said Ernie, though he wasn't sure that Sandy Guy had 

really done anything praiseworthy. 

Ernie stood beside the cross wreathed in plastic flowers that 

Addie kept in front of her house. All of the newer homes were brick, 

but he stood watching slivers of clay flake off Addie's adobe. He was 

looking for any signs of human life. "Addie!" he yelled. "Addie? 

You ready yet?" He called in Yaqui, knowing the old woman wouldn't 

pay any attention to English or Spanish. 

He limped up the two steps of the porch and paused in the shade. 

Taking off his baseball cap, he dragged out of his hip pocket a bright 

red bandanna that his ahijado—his godson—had given him, and wiped 

the perspiration off his face. 

Inside the house, two suitcases, each tied shut with rope, sat on 

the bare floor of the front room. They both bulged dangerously, as if 

they might burst at any moment from being stuffed so full. That was 

the way Addie usually packed, though, and now, even though she didn't 

have that much left, she was making sure it all went with her. 

The way his footsteps echoed in the empty room made Ernie 

nervous. The sofa and chairs and tables were gone, leaving hollow 

spots on the floor and against the walls where they had sat for longer 
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than Ernie had been alive. Dark squares and crosses showed on the 

faded wallpaper where pictures and crucifixes had hung. The snippets 

and clutter that had piled high over Addle's long life had either been 

moved to Ernie's apartment in South Tucson, sold to second-hand 

stores, or given away to relatives, friends, and neighbors. 

He stood staring at one of the dark squares on the wall. The 

picture that used to hang there had been one of the icons of his 

childhood. It had been a pencil drawing of Jesus Ernesto, his 

grandfather—the man he was named after. 

Addie had walked with a lot of men after Jesus Ernesto had gone 

back to Mexico. He went to fight in the Yaqui uprisings against 

Adolfo de la Huerta, but he only managed to disappear completely. 

Addie eventually married again, but Jesus had always been the only one 

she ever respected. They had gone to the Stockton fair one year when 

they were still young and foolish enough to want to do something they 

could brag about. And brag they did. Year after year. Child after 

child. Grandchild after grandchild. Everyone in the whole family 

knew the details of that trip by heart. That was where Jesus had sat 

for the drawing. It cost almost a dollar, and Addie had been the one 

to suggest it. Jesus wanted to spend the money on rides on the ferris 

wheel, but Addie insisted. She wanted more to remember the trip by 

than just memories. Whatever that meant. 

At any rate, maybe Ernie could talk her into giving the picture 

to him. He like the idea of having something to remind him of his 
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grandfather. Then again, since Addie would be living with him, he 

would have it anyway. There was no need to say anything to her about 

it. No telling what might upset her if he wasn't careful. 

Ernie picked up one of the suitcases and started out the door. 

"I'm taking your bags to the truck," he called. He had to carry the 

suitcase in his left hand because his right leg jerked so badly when 

he walked. Ernie weighed more than he should—but not so much as most 

of the men he knew—and If anyone were to say that he had a game leg, 

that person would be right. 

Outside, Sandy Guy followed Ernie's movement with his eyes, never 

lifting his head from between his outstretched paws. Ernie slung the 

suitcase into the bed of the pick-up, then went back in for the second 

bag. It was bigger, weighed more, and took longer to lug out. The 

wind blew through the yard, and was filled with the powerful smell of 

rain. 

After heaving the second suitcase in beside the first, Ernie 

leaned against the fender and peered to the south, checking on the 

progress of the storm. It was still on the other side of the 

mountains, so maybe it would dry out before it got this far north. 

Still—no need to push their luck. 

He clumped back Into the living room, yelling, "Addie! You coming 

or not?" There was no answer, so he walked to the back of the house. 

The kitchen was as bare as the front room. Even the table was 

gone. Next to the sink sat a cardboard box filled with mismatched 
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plates, butcher and paring knives, and spoons of all kinds of patterns 

and metals. Where the front room smelled like the desert, the kitchen 

was full of hints of coffee and honey and lye. 

"Addie!" There was still no answer. Ernie looked around the 

jamb of the door, and there Addie stood in the hallway, staring into 

her empty bedroom. 

She had never been as big as the other women from Ernie's 

childhood, and the older she got, the more weight she lost, till now 

she was nothing but wrinkles and grit. Her thin dress hung like veils 

from her shoulders, the midnight-purple it had once been was faded to 

a blue as light as the sky at high noon, after so many washings with 

such strong soap. Her shoes were still shiny, though, the scuff marks 

and gouges hidden under layers of polish, with buckles bright and 

gleaming. 

Those buckles were Addie's pride. Jesus Ernesto had given her a 

pair of new shoes for their wedding, and even though the shoes had 

disintegrated long ago, she had saved the buckles and kept switching 

them to new pairs of shoes every few years. 

She sighed. It was a low sound, as if from deeper inside her 

than just her lungs. "Addie?" Ernie stood looking over the top of 

her head into the room. Her sparse hair had the hazy color and sharp 

smell of wood smoke, and a few willful wisps curled up from her skull. 

"You said no crying." His tone of voice wasn't disrespectful, just 

curt. 
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"No," she said in a creaky voice so close to tears it scared him. 

It was the same voice that used to tell him stories about the family's 

flight out of Mexico. Her father had fought against the Yori—the 

Mexican usurpers—and torocoyorl—Yaqui traitors—alongside Jose Maria 

Leyva, nicknamed Cajeme, the "sober one." After Cajeme was killed by 

government troops, Juan Maldonado took control of the bands of outcast 

Yaquis hiding in the Bacatete Mountains. Fourteen years later, Mal

donado also was killed, and Rafael Izabal, the "evil spirit," became 

governor of Sonora. Yaquis by the hundreds were rounded up and 

deported to haciendas in Yucatan or Oaxaca, or scattered from los ocho 

pueblos—the eight towns of the Yaquis—through Hermosilla, where 

Annie was born, on through Nogales to Tucson. 

Nov; her rich voice was as dry and cracked as kindling, filled 

with the same melancholy that came with the cooling of the stars, and 

the leaving of the rain. "I said I wouldn't cry," she admitted. "So 

I won't." 

However, she did step into the empty bedroom one last time. 

Without the thin curtain that had hung over the window, sunlight 

fell onto the floor, glowing like a fire. Addie hiked her long skirt 

above her ankles and crouched, tracing the pattern of wood that her 

father and her grandfather had laid down almost a century ago. Theirs 

had been one of the first houses in Pascua not dirt-floored. The 

house was built soon after the family had come from Mexico, and Addie 

loved it more than it maybe deserved. 
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"Why can't y'all leave me alone?" she said in a meek voice. Her 

eyes flitted around the room like a bat caught inside by some grave 

mistake. "Why can't you let me die in my own house?" 

The texture of her voice surprised Ernie. It scared him. There 

was a strained quality in the bedrock of it that he couldn't remember 

hearing since the telegram had come, telling about the mass of rebel 

bodies that the Mexicans had left at a small Yaqui outpost on' the Rio 

Yaqui. Words seemed to be called for—not specific words, just talk. 

Something to fill up the space between them. Something to get her 

mind off the future. "You're not going to die, Addle." It was what 

he thought she wanted to hear, and it was what he believed: there 

would never be a time without her. The world would end before Addie 

died. 

"Of course, I'm going to," she said, so angrily it caught him off 

guard. "We're all going to die—everybody dies—but I don't want to 

give up my house." Addie was a hard woman: she had always been hard 

with the men in her life, with her children, with herself. Now 

though, her tough voice broke, scattering up the range to higher 

octaves. "I don't want to go," she cried in a voice sharp as a whip. 

"Only a Fariseo would make me go!" 

The barb struck Ernie squarely. The Fariseos, based on the 

Jewish Pharisees, were part of the tribe's days-long Easter 

celebration, and along with the Judases and soldiers, stood for the 

evil that had to be overcome by the power of the risen Christ with the 
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help of the deer dancer and flower girls. Ernie had played a Farlseo 

role In the ceremony for years now and was respected for the zeal 

which he brought to the part. 

"Addie," he wheedled. 

She scuffed her toe and didn't look at him. "What?" she asked, 

resorting to her little-girl pout. 

Hearing that inflection, Ernie realized he had to try another 

route; he became gruff and businesslike. "If you don't want to come 

home with me, fine. Stay here alone. Fall again. Fall and lie 

there again. Lie there for a long, long time, because this time no 

one will be coming to see about you." He knew that this was what held 

the greatest terror for her. "This time I won't be checking up on you 

when you're late for church. And you know no one else will. And this 

time, you'll lie there for days, and never get up again." He was 

troweling it on thickly, he knew, but she never paid attention to any 

blows but the hardest. 

Still crouched on the floor, running the tips of her fingers over 

the boards, she looked around the room. 

Ernie squatted close behind her. He could smell the burnt-wood 

smell of her clothes, and every scrape of her shoe, every tap of her 

fingernail on the floorboards, released echoes of the life which had 

filled the house for most of a century. 

"What're you doing?" he asked softly. 

"Listening to ghosts." 
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"Listening or saying good-bye?" 

She stood up and moved to the window. "You never say good-bye to 

ghosts. They follow you like memories. They're always with you. You 

take them wherever you go. The best that you can do is listen to what 

they want to tell you. Remember that, boy, so maybe you'll pay more 

attention to me after I'm gone." 

Addie leaned on the window sill, watching outside, and Ernie knew 

what made her shiver: the sunlight on the desert sand, the shriveled 

apple tree that had always been barren. These were familiar spirits 

that didn't want to be left behind. They were family that Addie 

couldn't abandon. 

"What are they saying?" he asked on impulse. 

"They're telling me to remember," she said without looking at 

him. "Not to forget them." 

"As if you could." He sighed and sat down, pulling his legs into 

a stiff, cross-legged position. His knees cracked and he groaned. He 

watched as Addie prowled the empty room. 

Her shapeless blue dress hung from her shoulders as if it were 

part of her long hair. She moved through the patch of late afternoon 

sunlight, and her thin skin seemed bright and glowing. She might have 

been a ghost herself; she might have been fading away even as he 

watched. He couldn't be sure. 

He pushed himself to his feet. "I'll be out in the truck," he 

said calmly. "Take your time." As if he knew he could trust her to 
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realize that she had to come with him. 

His movement and the sound of his voice distracted her, though, 

pulled her out of her past and back to his present. "No," she said. 

"If you're ready, I am, too." The light from the window glowed in her 

hair like the halos on all the saints he had ever seen. She slipped 

her arm through his, and they made their way down the hall into the 

kitchen, walking through corridors of time as well as space. He 

picked up the last box from the counter. 

At the front door, she paused and looked out. In the yard, Sandy 

Guy lay, contemplating them on the porch. To the south, dark storm 

clouds were stalking nearer. 

Ernie stepped off the porch, but as soon as Addie's foot touched 

the sand, she stopped again. 

This last hesitation, though, was one too many. "Addie." 

Ernie's voice wasn't stern, but it was insistent. 

She took a step forward. "What?" 

"Come on." He took another step, and, holding his arm, she had 

to take two more. 

"What's your hurry?" she asked. 

"Nothing," he said. "What's your problem? Why don't you come 

on?" 

"I'm coming," she answered. "It's just that I'd like to go a 

little more slowly." She turned to look at the house behind them. "I 

can't just leave it that easily." 
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"Sure you can," he insisted. "It's just a house." 

She frowned, puzzled. "It's not just a house. It's me." Her 

hand dropped away from his arm, and she wandered back toward the front 

door. "It's my life." She trailed her fingers over the cross, then 

caressed one of the posts of the porch. "I'm not just me." She shook 

her head. "I'm all I've ever done, all I've ever seen. I'm all the 

things I've ever learned from anyone, and all the things they learned 

from me. People aren't any one solid thing. We're all ripples 

spreading out on a pond. How can you separate one ripple from the 

next? How can you separate me from what I've done? From where I am?" 

He stared, not knowing how to answer. "Addie—" 

She walked back to him and took a butcher knife out of the box 

under his arm. "If this knife were sharp enough to cut blocks of 

air," she said, "it still couldn't separate me from this house. It 

would be like trying to cut away my past and that's impossible. I am 

my past. I am my house." 

She stopped and shook the knife at him. "Whatever happens in the 

world, affects the thing next to it, and that affects the thing next 

to it, and that comes round and affects us, too. We are everything." 

She touched the blade to her scrawny chest. "We are everything that 

has ever been, and everything that ever will be." 

Ernie stood holding the box, not knowing what to say or do. So 

he did what his father would have done, and his father before him. He 

turned and walked away. 
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He hefted the box into the back of the truck, and set it beside 

the suitcases. Sandy Guy finally managed to raise his head when Ernie 

walked toward him, but picking up the old dog was like trying to hold 

onto a cowskin full of water. With the dog grunting and himself 

groaning, Ernie staggered to the truck with his boneless burden and 

heaved the dog up onto the tailgate. When Sandy Guy was slung down on 

the metal, it knocked the breath out of him, and he snorted, but never 

complained otherwise. By pushing and pulling the dog, first by the 

shoulders, then by the rump, Ernie managed to work him back into the 

bed of the truck, like he would a sack of grain. 

He walked to the driver's side, jerked open the door, slid in 

under the wheel, and tried to ignore the oily smell of the truck. He 

started the motor, and sat staring down the street at the clouds a 

long way off and at three buzzards circling close by. 

After several minutes, he got back out of the truck, and stood 

facing Addie. He squared his fists on his hips, and said, "Do I have 

to load you in like I did the dog?" 

They stood staring at each other for more heartbeats than he 

cared to count. Finally, she said, "Two husbands I had. I don't know 

how many other men. Three sons of mine lived past a few days. And a 

dozen grandsons came from them. Not one blessed girl. Now they're 

all gone. They walked, they ran, they jumped, they flew—anything to 

get away from here. All except you. Only the cripple is left to talk 

to me any way he likes." 
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The heat on Ernie's face was sudden and fierce, like the desert 

sun after a cloud had rolled away. "Believe me, old woman, if I could 

have, I would have been gone long ago, too. I would have skipped out 

of here in a fancy, and then you wouldn't have had anybody to bother 

you. You could just rot in peace." His dad, he knew, would have 

kicked his teeth in for talking to Addie like that. His mom would 

have slapped him. 

Dad, thouglx, was gone, as Addie had said. Gone the way of 

brothers and uncles, nephews and cousins. Gone on legs that could 

walk and legs that could run; the only one still around was the one 

who couldn't leave. 

Mom was gone, too, but differently. Ernie remembered his mother, 

a raven-hair woman with short legs and a laugh as wide as the world. 

It had been many years since she had died, though, and those who were 

living had to go on. 

He knew his parents would have switched him good for talking to 

his grandmother the way he had. He had to, though. Whether he wanted 

it or not—even whether or not she wanted it—she was his charge, now. 

His duty. And it was the one task he could accomplish. He would love 

and care for the old woman even if she didn't want his love and care. 

At first, Addie matched Ernie's glare stubbornly, but finally, 

she muttered, "Jesus," and looked away. He couldn't tell if she were 

calling on the Son of God or her dead husband. 

In either case, she sidled to the truck, opened her door, and got 
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in, sitting on the edge of the tattered seat. She reached out, 

straining to pull closed the door; and when Ernie climbed into the 

cab, she laid the knife between them, planted her feet among the 

papers and candy wrappers and soda-pop bottles on the floor, and never 

looked back when he pulled away from the house and out onto the 

street. She looked ahead, peering through the grime and dirt of the 

windshield, out past the houses behind their fences, and the families 

sitting under their carports, and the children playing, out toward the 

bowl of the sky and the dark of the approaching storm. 

—The End— 
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"Rounding Third and Heading for Home" 

Some people talk in their sleep. Brock sings. 

Sometimes he wakes up singing songs of healing that Grandfather 

taught him. This morning, though, he is singing a war song he learned 

from his uncles while rounding up cattle in the mountains. 

It is the first time in weeks he has thought about home or horses 

or singing, and still half asleep, he grins. He yawns and stretches, 

then rolls over and looks at the clock he bought when he first got to 

the city, and can never remember to set the alarm on. 

A quarter till four. 

He jerks upright, throwing off the covers. He has to hurry or he 

will be late for work. Again. 

He snatches up his pants and pads through the living room, 

gliding past the couch where John sprawls, snoring his bull-moose 

snore, apparently too drunk to pull the sofa out into a bed. Again. 

John's feet dangle over one end of the couch, and his arms— 

always the butt of family jokes because they're so long—are flung 

wide at awkward angles. It's the first time in three days that Brock 

has seen his older brother. John still has on his pink chambray 

shirt, spotted and soiled now; his white pants are wrinkled and 

unkempt; his black hair is wild as a thunderstorm. 
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Must have been quite a party, Brock supposes. 

In the kitchen, he pours himself a bowl of cereal. He never 

bothers with milk, and the sweet flakes of corn crunch between his 

teeth as he leans back against the sink and gulps them down. 

It had been all John's idea. Let's go to the city, he said. 

Jobs. Cars. Women. Big houses. He promised. No more horses to 

groom, no more cattle to chase. And being that they were brothers, 

Brock agreed. Someone had to keep John safe; not out of trouble—that 

was impossible—but watch after him at least. 

Unfortunately, the only work John knows is riding and roping and 

branding. He knows how to handle a rifle and track deer. He can dig 

ditches, too, but in the city, nobody is hiring for anything like 

that. If John and Brock had thought about the time of year, they 

could have picked a better season than winter. 

It was Brock, not John, who finally landed a job. At minimum 

wage. At unmerciful hours. No cars. No women. And no big houses. 

A cousin agreed to let them stay in one of his apartments until 

they could afford their own place; the only thing he had available, 

though, was a studio that squeezes them together almost as much as the 

bunk house where they had lived on the ranch. Brock hates charity, 

and is beginning to feel the same way about the city. 

He pushes his arms into the mustard-colored uniform jacket he has 

to wear at work, and heads out the door. As he trudges down the side

walk in the steely cold of the early morning darkness, an ambulance 
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screams past, its lights flashing. Here in the city, sirens seem to 

go by every fifteen minutes, 3nd it's odd how a person can get used to 

so much noise. 

Back home, family takes care of family—maybe by helping out with 

food or medicine or shelter. In the city, though, few people are 

related to anyone: it is a world of strangers, where people have to be 

paid to look out for each other. 

Back home. Brock wonders what the family is doing back home 

right now. When John first gave in to his wanderlust, Brock followed. 

They both enjoyed being on horses, romping through brush and across 

meadows, rounding up strays, driving in cows and calves; but John was 

never satisfied—he was always looking for somewhere else to be, some 

place more exciting. 

From the ranch, the two boys meandered into the small towns off 

the reservation. After a while they moved on to bigger towns and 

larger cities, eventually ending up far away from the familiar sites 

of home. 

What, Brock wonders, is the family doing right now back home? 

As he pushes open the door of the Corner Mart, heated air rushes 

out. Ray looks up from restocking the dairy case and glances at the 

clock on the wall behind the cash register. "About time," he says in 

a whippish voice. He stacks the last carton of milk, snatches his 

coat and scarf from behind the front counter, and stalks out into the 
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morning darkness. Brock looks around the empty store. He sighs. He 

looks at the clock and sighs even deeper. 

From under the counter he pulls the feather duster and begins 

wandering around the store. He takes a few swipes at the canned corn, 

pushes a box of detergent back into line, and picks up a dime from the 

floor and sticks it in his pocket. He stands in the middle of the 

bread aisle, wondering if he should sweep. He decides against it. 

Headlights from a car pulling into the parking lot splash around 

the store, and Brock watches the driver as she comes in. Hair bright 

as an autumn sunrise billows around her head and shoulders and would 

drive his brother insane with lust. Beneath her black leather jacket, 

she has on the same type of calico blouse their sister likes to wear, 

only this woman wears hers a lot tighter. 

The way she moves down the aisle, swinging her ample hips, 

reminds Brock of Kelly, a girl he knew back home. Both he and Kelly 

are "dark rocks people," that is, they are of the teejine band of the 

dine; but Kelly's clan is tc'ilndl'yenda'dn"alye, the walnut trees 

people, while Brock is de'stcfdn, the red-streaked people, and 

because of clan restrictions, there can be no thought of him and Kelly 

marrying. 

Brock watches the woman as she sashays along, her tight jeans 

highlighting her long legs. In the liquor section, she. picks up a 

bottle of wine, and Brock turns away. If she has an interest in 

booze, he has no interest in her. 
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She brings the wine to the front of the store. Without even 

looking at Brock, she sets the bottle on the counter and opens her 

change purse. 

One small satisfaction Brock gets from his job is taking money. 

Most vihite people work so hard for it and love it so much, it almost 

makes him laugh out loud when they hand it over so willingly. 

Especially for something as worthless as booze. 

As the woman walks out, another customer comes in, and Brock 

jumps. The old man looks exactly like Grandfather. Well, except that 

he's white. And wears a jacket Grandfather could never have afforded. 

And has on hard-soled shoes. And is almost completely bald. Other 

than that, he looks exactly like Grandfather. 

The old man picks up a newspaper and begins reading. It makes 

Brock fidgety when customers do that. What if they don't pay? What 

if they read the whole paper and then just put it back? If he were to 

demand money, they could just sneer at him and say, "Why?" And then 

what would he do? 

This time, though, like every other time, the crisis is avoided. 

The old man plunks down his money, takes the change Brock hands him, 

and strolls out of the store, folding the paper under his arm. 

Grandmother—citco-san, his mother's mother—tried to warn Brock 

against coming to the city with John. White men are no better than 

animals, she told him over and over; pale things that prey off others 

and themselves worse than carrion eaters. At least vultures help keep 
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the world clean; white men mess it up, then act as if they never even 

notice. Nothing good can come from dealing with anyone as greedy as 

they. 

Greed, though, Brock realizes, can be a knife that cuts both 

ways: if he can figure out white men, he can use them to make life 

better for himself and his kin. Learning to live with the white man 

is like learning one of Grandfather's complicated doctoring rituals: 

if you keep at it long enough, you get to where, even if the 'why' 

escapes you, the 'what' expected of you is clear. 

If cltco-hasti-hn—his mother's father—had been alive and said 

Brock should stay with the family, Brock would never have moved to the 

city. Cltco-hastl-hn, a gaan dancer, was wise, full of the power of 

the natural world; he knew everything. A lot of Brock's free time had 

been spent with the old man, learning the ancient names of animals and 

plants and spirits and their relationships to the health of the Peo

ple. The old man had also been skillful with the bllgo'dzo' power, 

the making of love charms, and all the young men of the band were anx

ious for his favors. 

One summer night an owl flew into camp and circled citco-hasti-hn 

twice before flying out into the darkness again. Two days later, 

Grandfather was hit by an automobile. Brock misses the old man, but 

is glad that he died in his strength, that he had not lived so long as 

to become weak and lose the respect that people had for him. 
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After citco-hasti-hn was gone, John and Brock were sent to live 

on their father's father's ranch in the White Mountains, where they 

learned to ride and rope. Clnda-le is a wise man, too, but his wisdom 

is of the material world, the world that the white man holds in a grip 

as tight as death. 

The bell on the door dings as a big, pasty-faced fellow walks in. 

He seems jittery, his eyes darting to every corner of the store, peer

ing into every shadow. His nervousness makes Brock uneasy. What's 

wrong? 

The man sidles up to the counter and with a forced nonchalance 

says, "Hi." 

Brock watches the man closely, but says nothing. It's better to 

wait till he knows what's up. He hangs his thumbs on his jeans' 

pockets. 

The man rubs his scruffy jaw. "My wife's hungry. She wants 

something to eat." The sweat-stained t-shirt he wears sports the logo 

of a downtown gym and stretches taut over hulking muscles that look 

crude and uncouth to Brock. 

Back home, Brock had always been one of the first ones picked 

whenever baseball was played. He's small but wiry, and an agile 

runner. Huge weights he never could lift, but he can run forever 

without getting winded. This fellow probably plays football for fun. 

The man looks around. "Give me a burrito," he says, pointing to 

a display behind Brock. 
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The gaudy package Brock plunks on the counter is hard and 

unappetizing, but if it's what the man wants, who is Brock to 

criticize? 

The man picks up the burrito and sticks it in the left pocket of 

the army fatigues he has on. He licks his lips and looks around the 

store again. 

Brock's impatience with the fellow is growing. Why doesn't he 

just say what he wants and get out? 

The man tenses. It looks as if it has been a couple of days 

since he shaved. He clears his throat. In a hoarse voice, he says, 

"Give me the money." 

Brock frowns. Is he asking for his change already? But he 

hasn't given Brock anything. Maybe it's his dime that Brock found on 

the floor. "What money?" Brock asks. 

The man fumbles in his right pocket and pulls out an ancient Colt 

forty-five and points it at Brock. "Your money," the man says. 

"Now!" he shouts. 

Brock's eyes grow hard, and his heart beats faster. His breath 

comes quicker; his palms sweat. "My money?" 

The man nods. "Your money." 

Brock thinks about the five dollars in his billfold, and shakes 

his head. "I don't have any money. If I did, would I be working 

here?" 

The man purses his lips and rolls his eyes toward the ceiling. 
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Brock can't stall any longer. He punches a button on the cash 

register, and the drawer leaps open. "You know," he says as he digs 

out the twenties, "you're the second one this month." Normally, he 

wouldn't volunteer information, but he wants to make the man feel bad. 

"Oh. I didn't know." The voice is weak, like his eyes, like his 

trembling hand. 

Brock holds out the twenties. "It just gets tiresome, you know?" 

He wants to take away any sense of accomplishment the fellow might 

feel. 

The man jams the money into the pocket with the burrito. The 

violence of the act seems to bolster his nerve. "You Mexicans so used 

to having a gun in your face, you call it boring?" He waves the 

pistol again as if Brock might not have seen it. 

Brock starts taking out the tens. "The last guy didn't even have 

any bullets," he says off-handedly. "And I'm not Mexican." 

"Oh, I got bullets," the man assures him. "I got plenty of 

bullets." He snatches the bills. 

Brock hands over the fives. What does he care if the guy takes 

all of the money? It isn't Brock's. "I only have a couple of ones." 

It isn't even anything he particularly wants. "Need those, too?" 

"Naw," the man snarls. "Ain't worth shit." The way he says it 

makes Brock think the fellow is unused to such words. 

"Want the checks?" Brock hopes the sarcasm in his voice is thick 



36 

enough. 

"Now that would be stupid, wouldn't it?" Then, as if he just 

heard what Brock said a few minutes before, the man cocks his head and 

asks, "If you ain't Mexican, then what are you?" 

Brock's eyes are six-guns themselves, shooting holes in the man's 

skull. "Apache," he says. His lips narrow. "Like Geronimo." Which 

isn't exactly true. Brock is Western Apache; Geronimo was Chiricahua 

Apache. Still, this fellow probably didn't even know there was a 

difference. 

The man's sneer fades, and his eyes widen. "Geronimo?" he asks, 

his voice breaking again. "What do you mean?" He waves the gun. 

"What're you doing?" 

"Me?" Brock shrugs. "I'm not doing nothing. What do you think 

I'm going to do? You're the one with the gun." 

"You're standing too still." The fellow's eyes bulge, and he 

sounds as if his lungs were too full of air. 

Brock frowns. "I should be dancing?" One of the tales that his 

Grandfather had told him was how the Apache never had anything before 

the white man came. Then, because the People stole what they needed, 

they were happy, and they figured that stealing was a good way to 

live. 

The man motions with the gun. "Come out from behind the 

counter." His voice sounds normal again, as if he's regained control 

over himself. 
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Brock stands motionless. It occurs to him that the People were 

petty thieves at best, compared to whites. '"O-kahe-le." His grand

mother would be shocked to hear him use such a swear word, but he's 

finally gotten really mad. "Look. You got what you came for. Why 

don't you just go away?" 

A trickle of sweat crawls down the guy's neck. "You got a silent 

alarm, haven't you? Ain't you? You got cameras, too?" His eyes 

bounce around the ceiling. 

"Us?" Brock snorts. "Not likely." He still doesn't move* 

Apaches stole cattle and horses, but whites stole land and lives and 

pasts and futures. 

"Goddamn it! Get out from behind that counter!" 

The gun jerks again, and Brock begins to edge out. 

Whatever other whites are, though, this fellow is little more 

than a fool. If not for the pistol, Brock could easily take him 

apart. With a war whoop he could leap on the man and rip his scalp 

clean off his skull. 

"That silent alarm's how the other guy got caught, isn't it?" 

Understanding flares in the fellow's eyes. "And you had to catch him 

to know he didn't have any bullets. Put your hands up." His voice 

has gone shrill again. Brock, standing in the middle of the aisle, 

raises his arms. "That's better," the man says with a smirk. "Now we 

really have us a robbery in progress." 

"So take the money and go." Brock's tongue flickers, wetting his 
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lips. He is tired of this fool, and wishes he'd just go away. "The 

longer you stay, the more likely someone'll come in." 

The man nods, but apparently isn't ready to leave yet. Like a 

maestro's baton, he waves the gun. "You think I'm kidding, don't you, 

Geronimo? You think that even if I have any bullets, I'm too chicken 

...shit—too chickenshit to use them." 

"Not me," Brock says. "I know a lunatic when I see one." 

"Smart fellow." The man glances around the store. "Smart guy 

like you don't need these." With his foot, he pushes over a rack of 

comic books. The wire spindle falls with a crash, and gaudy pieces of 

colored paper spill out like a wave. 

A roaring fills Brock's mind, as if a huge wind were blowing 

though the store. His eyes narrow to slits. His nostrils expand as 

he sucks more air deep into his lungs. He's the one who's going to 

have to straighten up the mess. And more than anything, he hates—he 

hates—keeping things in neat little rows on tidy little shelves. "I 

have to clean that up, you know!" he shouts, wishing words could 

cleave as deeply as bullets. His fists clench into balls, and without 

even thinking, he gets ready to jump on the guy and beat the living 

tar out of him. 

"No," the gunman says. "I'll do you a favor. You won't have to 

worry about them." He points the pistol at Brock's head. "Better get 

the wagons in a circle, Tonto. There's going to be trouble tonight." 

"Hey!" Brock yells. He jerks to one side as the gun goes off 
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with the loudest noise he has ever heard. A hammer of fire slams into 

the side of his head, and he's knocked backwards, spun around, and 

crashes to the floor. 

A long time later, Brock sits up; and when he does, he does so 

very slowly. His vision swirls, and his head pounds. The store is 

empty again; he's alone. Outside, the feeble winter sun is rising. 

Brock touches the side of his forehead, and when he draws back his 

finger, it's red and sticky. The bullet grazed his head; it tore away 

a lot of skin and missed killing him just by the thickness of his 

skull. He's still alive. More or less. With a sigh, he slumps 

backwards again, and says out loud, "With or without John, I'm going 

back home." 

And singing a song of healing, he passes out. Again. 

—The End— 



40 

"What I Found While Looking For Rex" 

When I was a kid roaming the back woods of Arkansas, 1 once came 

upon the body of an Indian sprawled on the autumn leaves. As I 

squatted across the clearing from him, wondering who to call about a 

dead man, he moaned and stirred, and I shifted to where I could jump 

up and run if I needed to when he woke up. Just in case. 

I was pretty sure he was an Indian, even if I had never seen one 

up this close in real life before. His skin was darker than mine or 

even my dad's who worked outside a lot in our garden, only this man's 

was a different kind of dark than black people's—more like the color 

of thick apple cider—and his hair, though shorter and stubbier than I 

would have thought, was black and shiny like Tonto's in the Lone 

Ranger show I watched every Saturday morning. 

The problem was the clothes he was wearing. I had always thought 

that Indians wore...well...Indian clothes like buckskin pants and 

shirts with lots of fringe and beadwork. What this Indian had on, 

though, was the same type of clothes that my dad wore when he was 

bumming around the house: old army fatigues and a t-shirt. 
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Sometimes when dad had been drinking, he would get to talking 

about the war—the Korean war. The Indian didn't look as old as dad, 

though, so I figured that if he had been in the army, he had probably 

been In Vietnam not too long ago. Every day there was news on the 

television about the war in Vietnam, but I hardly ever paid any 

attention to it. 

The more I pondered the situation, the more I wondered why anyone 

—even an Indian—would be sleeping in the middle of the woods In the 

middle of the morning at the beginning of fall. It mystified me till 

the wind shifted and I could smell the whiskey. I knew how whiskey 

smelled because sometimes Uncle Bo would come over to our house on 

Saturday night, and he and dad and mom would sit around drinking. It 

was something Aunt Mary Jane never liked, but what could she do 

against the three of them? 

Another reason I felt pretty sure he must have been drunk was 

that I had actually found him. No Indian who was sober would have let 

himself be tripped over by a kid tramping through the woods on his way 

to dig for dinosaur bones. At least, no Indian I knew. (Not that I 

was personal friends with any, but I knew all about them from watching 

television and from reading James Fenimore Cooper's The Deerstalker 

and Leatherstocklng Tales.) 

Sunlight falling through the mostly-bare limbs above us speckled 

his face, and he groaned again and covered his eyes with his arm. I 

stood up and leaned against a tree. I knew better than to let him see 
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that I was afraid, but at the same time, I figured it was a good idea 

to be ready to run if running was called for. 

The woods were quiet: I could hear a tractor in somebody's field 

two or three miles away. A pair of ravens flew overhead, squawking at 

each other. Squirrels scrambled around tree trunks and bounced from 

limb to limb, shaking acorns loose that fell through the trees and hit 

the ground with thumping noises. 

I glanced around, making sure I had a clear path for running. 

The nice thing about these woods was that they didn't have too much 

undergrowth in them. I had visited one of my cousins the summer 

before, up north in Virginia. Up there, the woods had been choked 

with so many different kinds of vines and bushes that you could hardly 

get through. Here on Crawley's Ridge, though, practically all there 

was were trees, with a few scraggly vines clinging to them, and you 

could run down the hills forever. Till you came to a gully. 

Every Sunday morning and evening, mom and dad and I went to a 

little Baptist church called Petty's Chapel, not too far from our 

house, and what I hoped was Christian charity and not just devilish 

curiosity prompted me to ask the Indian, "Are you all right?" I tried 

to keep my voice steady. 

He stiffened and stopped groaning and didn't move for a minute, 

as if surprised to hear someone, but finally, without taking his arm 

away from his face, he said, "Yeah." His voice sounded deep like my 

dad's, only hoarse and sort of rusty. 
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Since nothing terrible had happened after my first question, my 

courage was bolstered enough to ask another one. "Need anything?" 

He didn't answer. He rubbed his face, then let his hands fall 

back to his sides, and just lay there, looking up at the leaves above 

him. I knew his eyes were opened because I could see his long lashes 

move. 

He was beefy like Uncle Bo, not thin like dad. On his right arm 

a puckered scar ran all the way up from his wrist, past his elbow, and 

under his short-sleeve t-shirt. The wound was white and looked old 

like the surgery scar that showed on dad's stomach whenever we all 

went swimming at Bear Creek Lake. Unlike dad, though, whose arms were 

covered with dark, curly hair, the Indian was smooth and hairless. 

A thought suddenly hit me, and I shrugged out of my denim jacket. 

"If you're cold, you can wear this." I held it out toward him. 

He finally raised his head and looked at me. He had a face that 

was rounder than Aunt Mary Jane's, and his eyes were dark little slits 

under eyebrows that jutted up and out away from his face. His lips 

were thin but his nose was broad. Leaves and twigs—maybe bugs, too— 

were caught in his hair, but either he didn't notice or it didn't 

matter to him. "No," he said with a wave of his hand. "You keep it. 

I'm not cold." 

Which was a good thing, since the jacket wouldn't have fit him 

anyway. 

He put his head back down and laid his hand over his eyes again. 
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Since leaves had been falling there for about a billion years, it must 

have been soft to lie on, but it was probably scratchy too. Stiff and 

pokey, and crawling with bugs. Still, if he felt comfortable, what 

could I say? 

"You want me to get somebody?" I asked, more out of politeness 

than concern. 

He didn't answer, though. His arm fell back down by his side, 

and he began to snore. My jacket was still dangling in my hand, and 

since I was doing okay without it, what with the flannel shirt I had 

on and the cotton t-shirt under that, I tip-toed up and spread the 

jacket over him. That close the smell of whiskey was like marmalade 

gone sour. 

I left him there, covered by my jacket and snoring loudly, and 

ambled on down the hill and up over a smaller one. At the bottom on 

the other side, my secret gully opened in front of me, and I clambered 

down the dirt walls, swinging on tree roots. From pictures I had seen 

of the Grand Canyon, I guessed it might have looked a lot like this 

when it first got started. 

The gully was more than twice as deep as I was tall, and at the 

bottom, I dusted myself off, looked back up toward the sky, then 

headed along the narrow defile to where my excavations were taking 

place. 

I was looking for dinosaur bones. Not that I had ever found any, 

but I never would unless I tried. 
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I stopped at the small cave that I had dug out of the wall of the 

gully right under a big tree that I figured dinosaurs might have eaten 

from. The tree roots made it hard to dig there, but it seemed to me 

the most likely place to find the kind of bones I was looking for. I 

imagined giant plant-eaters coming to browse, then looking up startled 

at the bellow of some huge hunter charging down on them. 

The dig was not nearly as big as I would have liked for it to be, 

but I was working on it. It was just large enough for me to squeeze 

mostly inside if I hunched over double. The spoon that I got out of 

its hidey-hole behind a clod of moss was a good digging tool. The 

handle was a little fancy for this kind of work, but the head of the 

spoon was wide and easy to dig with. This was the third one I had to 

bring from home because, good as they were to eat with, they were kind 

of flimsy when it came to such heavy use. I felt bad about not 

telling mom where her spoons were disappearing to, but I had the 

feeling that she would have had a hard time understanding the 

importance of this dig to science. 

I lost track of time while digging, but a drop of water hitting 

my shoe surprised me, and I looked up. All day it had been cloudy; It 

was that way most of the time, though, especially during fall and 

winter, but it looked particularly dark just then. Another drop 

plopped In the dust next to me, and I realized that I was probably in 

for a soaking. There was no way I could get home before it was going 

to start pouring, so I squeezed as far as I could into my cave and sat 
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listening to the rain falling harder and harder through the trees, 

making a patter that might have been nice to hear if I had been warm 

and dry at home. 

After a few minutes, the strain of squatting there began to get 

to me, and my back hurt and my legs started to go numb. I was mostly 

dry, but whenever the wind whipped around and blew into the cave, it 

was cold and the rain soaked me on that side. 1 thought about the 

Indian, and wondered if he even knew it was raining. 

Luckily, it was a short shower, not one of the downpours that 

could last for hours. I put the spoon back in its hole, climbed out 

of the cave, and ran through the dripping forest, jumping over rotten 

logs and skittering over slippery leaves. When I got back to the spot 

where I had left the Indian, he and my jacket were both gone. 

With school having started a few weeks before, the only time I 

could get to my dig—as we archaeologists called it—was in the after

noons. The next day, John Po from down the road and his friends made 

me play football with them. John's older brother had skipped out to 

Canada a couple of weeks before so he wouldn't have to go in the army, 

and John and his friends needed someone else to be on their team, so 

it was two days before I could get back to the important stuff. Then, 

when I scrambled down into the gully and got to the dinosaur cave, I 

found my jacket hanging over a big hunting knife stuck in the dirt 

wall beside the mouth of the cave. 
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I looked around, but no one was in sight. Looking down, I saw 

boot prints in front of the cave. They were the kind of waffle-soled 

combat boots I saw in the army surplus store downtown when dad took me 

along with him when he went to pick up a shovel or something, cheap. 

The denim of the jacket felt cold and stiff as I pulled it over 

my arms, while the knife was so large it took two hands to hold it 

comfortably. I knew what to do with it, though, and I got more 

digging done that day than I ever had at any one time before. 

All the time I was digging, though, I was thinking. And the more 

I thought about it, the more I figured I had to give the Indian his 

knife back. After all, I had no way of knowing for sure if he meant 

for me to keep it. I just assumed he did, but dad always told me 

never to assume anything. 

About the time I thought mom ought to be hollering for me soon to 

come and eat supper, I dug the hidey-hole deeper and stashed the knife 

alongside the spoon. It would keep safe enough there till tomorrow. 

There was a problem, though: how to find the Indian. At home 

that night, while we all sat eating pot roast and lima beans, I asked 

dad if any Indians lived around there that he knew of. 

As he sat hunched over, cutting up a chunk of meat, he pondered 

the question. He was a tall man—I towered over all the other kids in 

my fifth-grade class and mom said that I got my height from dad. And 

at the table or walking around in the garden or sitting in church, dad 

slumped. It was as if being as tall and skinny as he was made him 
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top-heavy, like an ice-covered tree. He got a kick out of telling me 

about all his adventures playing basketball in high school. "There 

used to be Indians all through these woods," he said slowly, raking 

his fingers through his thin hair. "Chickasaws. No. No, Chickasaws 

were farther east. Across the river. Quapaw I think they were around 

here. Why?" 

"Just wondering," I said around a mouthful of beans. "Are any 

here now?" 

"I don't know," he admitted. 

Dad was pretty old. I never really noticed it until a couple of 

weeks after we had moved out here to the country from the city. John 

Po had said something about how my dad was too old to do anything, and 

I had to try and beat John up for that. Of course, since he was two 

grades ahead of me in school, he whipped me right neatly, but we got 

along pretty well after that, especially since he never said anything 

else about my dad. When I asked mom about it later, she said I had 

been a late baby, surprising everyone. That made me feel kind of 

special for some reason. I liked having a dad old enough to answer 

all of my questions, and when, like with the Indians, he had told me 

more than I wanted to know, it made me feel good. I felt strange, 

though, when he admitted that there were things he didn't know; he was 

supposed to know everything. What good was being a grown-up if he 

didn't? 

"Is there anywhere one would live if he did live around here?" I 
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figured It might not be a good idea to tell mom and dad about having 

found the Indian, since they might be afraid for me to track him down 

and would try to stop me, even if I did have to return his knife. 

Besides, the idea of me with a hunting knife would make them nervous— 

they never liked me to have knives, anyway. Spoons were okay, but not 

knives. 

Dad thought about the question of where an Indian might live, and 

finally he said, "There are a few houses around here that might be for 

rent." 

I saw that dad was going to be little help—whoever heard of an 

Indian living in a house?—so I would have to go and find the Indian 

by myself. 

Which turned how to be easier than I thought. Apparently that 

part of the woods was the Indian's favorite place to be when he was 

drunk. Not that he was drinking whenever I found him, but he always 

had been. I never saw any liquor near him; he must have gotten drunk 

somewhere else, in town maybe, and then he would come out to the woods 

to sleep it off. 

The second time I stumbled on him, though, he was awake. Not the 

kind of wide awake my dad always said I should try to be, but awake 

enough to be sitting up against a tree, at least. 

He must have heard me coming because I wasn't trying to be quiet. 

I wasn't hunting or anything and it just didn't occur to me to try and 
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not be noisy. I clomped into a clearing on the way to the cave, and I 

was half way across before I saw him at the edge of the woods. He was 

sitting on the ground, leaning back against a tree, and his head was 

turning to follow me as I crossed the clearing. 

I stopped. 

We watched each other for a long time before I finally said, 

"Hi." 

He didn't say anything. The clothes he had on were pretty much 

the same he had been wearing the first time I saw him: dull green army 

fatigues and a white t-shirt, but now he had on a jacket made out of 

the same stuff as the pants, and this time I noticed his army boots 

with the waffle-type soles. 

He watched me closely, but kept quiet; I guessed I would have to 

do all the talking. "So," I asked, "you feeling better today?" The 

afternoon was cold and still, and it seemed as if people clear in the 

next county could have heard me, but the Indian gave no clue that he 

had. I began to wonder if he had something wrong with his ears. 

It seemed best to come straight to the point. That's what dad 

always told me: be direct—say what you mean and get it over with. 

"So," I said, "I have something to give to you. Something at the 

cave, I mean. Something to give back to you, I mean. It's not that I 

don't like the knife. I do. It's great. But I can't take it. I 

mean, dad would say that I shouldn't take it." 

The Indian didn't move. 
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"So, come on." I motioned with my arm. "I have to give the 

knife back to you." He still didn't move. "Come on." I waved my arm 

again as if talking to a stubborn dog. "Come on. Please." 

He took a deep breath and waited a long time before he said, "It 

looked like more rain, but it didn't." 

I glanced up through the bare branches above us, and thought that 

if I climbed to the top of the trees, I could reach out and touch the 

clouds. "Yep," I agreed. "It looked like it for a while." I looked 

back down at him. "You want to come get the knife now?" 

He pushed his broad fingers through his short hair as if he were 

used to it being longer. "Why don't you want the knife?" he asked. 

"I do," I said quickly to show him that I appreciated what a 

great knife it was. "I just can't keep it." 

He was sitting with his legs stretched straight out in front of 

him, and he leaned to one side and picked a brown blade of grass to 

twirl between his forefinger and thumb. "I had a commander who used 

to do that all the time. In the army." 

I thought at first he was talking about twirling the grass, but 

then I realized he meant something I had done. "What?" I asked. 

"What did he do?" 

"Confused me," he said. "He'd tell me one thing, then turn 

around a second later, and say the opposite." 

"What do you mean?" I fidgeted. "I don't do that." 

"You did just then. You said you like the knife, but that you 
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won't keep it. You say one thing and do the other." 

"No, it is not really confusing," I said. "It just seems to be 

because I haven't explained it all." 

"All right." He stuck the end of the blade of grass in his mouth 

and crossed his arms. "Explain it all." 

"Well." I edged closer to him slowly, figuring that if I took it 

easy, I might be able to get close enough to be friends. "Well, you 

see, I wasn't sure if you meant for me to have the knife or not. I 

never paid you for it or anything." 

He shrugged. "I didn't ask you to." 

"Right," I said. "Only I didn't know that. I didn't know why 

you would have done something like that." 

"First of all," he said as he looked off into the woods, "you're 

right. I didn't give the knife to you. You didn't give your jacket 

to me. You let me use it, though, so I'm letting you use the knife." 

"Oh," I said. It was a great knife, and it had made my work a 

lot easier, and if he would let me use it, there was no telling how 

much excavation I could get done. "Oh," I said again. "In that case, 

okay. How long can I keep it?" 

He shrugged again. "I don't know. However long you need to. 

But you got to share with me." 

I cocked my head to one side and looked at him. "What?" 

"Whatever you're so bent on digging up. Pirate's treasure. Lost 

gold mine. I don't care. Whatever it is." 
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"It's nothing like that." I scuffed at the leaves with my toe. 

It seemed foolish now that I was on the verge of telling someone about 

it again. "I'm looking for dinosaur bones." 

He didn't laugh. Dad would have. Mom would have snickered. 

Uncle Bo would have doubled over laughing. Aunt Mary Jane would have 

clucked her tongue and shaken her head. The Indian, though, didn't 

even smile. "What kind?" was what he asked. 

I had been down that road before, though. My teacher had tried 

to be helpful when I told her about my excavation. I had thought that 

I might be able to turn it into some kind of project for show and tell 

at school, and she had seemed enthusiastic. Gung-ho. That was mom's 

word for whenever dad got excited about some new project. Gung-ho. 

That was the way Miss Keller had seemed. Gung-ho. At first. 

Then one day I overheard her talking to Mrs. Hendrickson, the 

librarian. Her hands were fluttering around her hips like they always 

did when she talked too fast. "You wouldn't believe how cute he was 

with his little speech about everything that's involved and just what 

kind of fossils he's looking for and how he wishes he had the right 

tools for the job." She was telling my secrets and laughing. Miss 

Keller and Mrs. Hendrickson both were laughing! In the middle of the 

library when they thought no one was around, they laughed and laughed 

and laughed, and I made up my mind then never to tell anyone else ever 

again. 

I just had, though. 
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And he wasn't laughing. As easily as discussing nothing more 

incredible than the weather, he had said, "What kind?" 

"A rex," I answered. 

"What's that?" 

"A big one that eats all the others." 

He narrowed his eyes. "A tyrannosaurus rex?" 

"Yeah." I was surprised. Most people didn't know a tyrannosaur 

from a triceratops. "Rex. That's Latin," I explained. "It means the 

king. He was the king of all the dinosaurs; he could make them do 

whatever he wanted them to. He was mean and big and knew exactly what 

he was doing all of the time." 

I was close enough to him by this time that I could smell the 

whiskey again. I had thought that maybe he hadn't been drinking, but 

he had, and that disappointed me, but I was used to that. Being 

disappointed by grown-ups, I mean. 

"Why do you call it 'rex'?" he asked. "You make it sound like no 

more than your dog. It was better than that. Man, it could eat your 

dog in one snap. It could eat you in that and me in just a little bit 

more. Maybe a snap and a half. Calling it rex seems disrespectful." 

"No." I hate telling the truth sometimes. "It isn't that at 

all." Lying's bad, I know, but sometimes telling the truth is as bad 

in its own way. Sometimes it's better just not to say anything. I 

was caught, though. The only way to squirm out of it that I could see 

was not to say anything at all, and dad always said that was impolite. 
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So I went ahead and told him. "I can't say it." 

He just looked at me. 

"The big word," I went on. "That 't' word. I can think it; I 

can even read it; but I can't say it. It jumbles up my tongue." 

A breeze moved through the woods, bumping leaves, whispering 

around tree trunks. 

The Indian turned his head and nodded toward the side. "There's 

a squirrel," he said in a quiet voice. "Sitting on that limb." 

I looked off that way and saw the squirrel. "He's a big one." 

The Indian nodded. "Fat enough to make a meal for somebody with 

a bow and arrow." He paused. "Or a gun." He lifted his arms as if 

sighting along the barrel of a rifle. "An M-16," he said, and after 

squeezing the trigger slowly and carefully, made a popping sound with 

his lips. "Got him," he said, lowering his imaginary gun. 

The squirrel, though, just sat up on its haunches and looked 

around as bright-eyed as any squirrel I had ever seen. I glanced back 

at the Indian. 

"My name's Weimar," I suddenly said loudly. The Indian's head 

jerked away from the squirrel. 

He sat very still, his eyes hard on mine. Finally, he blinked 

and said, "Weimar, I'm David." 

David sounded like such a regular name that I asked, "What's your 

real name?" 

A frown creased his forehead as he nodded. "David is my real 
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name." 

When dad introduced himself to someone, they shook hands, so I 

held out mine to David. "David," I said, "I'm pleased to meet you." 

Uncle Bo liked to grab my hand and squeeze till I thought he 

would crush it, but when David took it, I could hardly tell he had 

hold of it at all. "Weimar," he responded, "same here." 

For a few minutes I stood there in the forest, looking at David, 

and he sat there looking at me. At last, he asked, "What did you do 

with the knife?" 

I pointed downhill. "I left it at the diggings." 

He frowned and struggled to stand up, weaving a little until he 

reached out and braced himself against a tree. He shook himself all 

over like a wet dog, then started striding off in the direction I had 

pointed. 

"Wait," I hollered and hurried to catch up with him. 

"You put the knife in anything?" he asked. There was just a hint 

of impatience in his voice now, like dad's when he asked me about 

something I did that he would explain to me later was stupid and what 

I should have done instead. 

"I put it in my hidey-hole," I told him. "Is that what you 

mean?" 

He said nothing, though, just kept up his long-legged striding 

through the woods. When we scrambled down the bank, he went straight 

to the diggings, and once there, straight to my hidey-hole. He pulled 
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out the moss plug and took out the knife. It was still caked with 

dirt from my excavating. 

David scraped the blade on the sole of his boot, loosening the 

dirt, then took a big red handkerchief out of his back pocket, spit on 

the blade of the knife, and cleaned it as best as he could. "My 

grandfather once told me," he said while he worked, "that a hunter 

never leaves his knife in this kind of shape. A real hunter always 

cleans his knife whenever he uses it." 

"But I'm not a hunter," I said with a touch of pride in my voice. 

David shrugged and said, "You're looking for dinosaur bones, 

aren't you?" 

I nodded. 

"And anyone who looks for something is hunting for it, isn't he?" 

I nodded again. 

"So, if you're looking for dinosaur bones, you're a dinosaur 

hunter, aren't you?" 

Calling myself a dinosaur hunter had never occurred to me before, 

but now that he brought it up, it sounded so good I nodded eagerly. 

Yes, I was a dinosaur hunter. 

"Well, then," he went on, "you've got to keep your weapons in 

good shape, and if this knife is going to be your weapon, you have to 

keep it cleaned up." He frowned again, but to himself this time, not 

at me. "I should have thought of it before, but I bet you don't have 

any oil around here, do you?" 
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"What kind of oil?" I was feeling as if I had done something 

stupid again, and I still had no idea what. 

"Cleaning oil." 

I looked about us as if I might find a bucket labeled cleaning 

oil just sitting around. 

"Never mind," David said. "I got some at home." 

So we traipsed off through the woods with me clambering over and 

around everything, trying to keep up with David. The thought that he 

was actually taking me home with him made me giddy; I had a hard time 

imagining what it would lock like. I was daydreaming about tepees and 

wigwams and igloos and huts and treehouses, and was shocked when David 

led me to a regular house-type house. 

Dad and mom and I lived in a two-bedroom trailer on top of the 

Ridge, but David lived in an A-frame log cabin a little ways back in 

the woods off the dirt road that ran up to Bear Creek Lake. As we 

walked past the rusty pick-up truck sitting in the ruts that were his 

driveway, I realized that the place had just been built. Maybe—no, 

probably—by David himself. All the ground around t!i.J cabin had been 

cleared of bushes and trees till it was as bare as if it had been 

stomped flat. A cord of firewood stood stacked against the southern 

wall, and there was no lock on the door; David pushed the latch up and 

went inside, and without any invitation, I followed him in. 

The house was full of the piny smell of new lumber. It was 

really a one-room cabin, but tall enough to be two stories. A loft 
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had been built over the back half of the room so that there were three 

rooms: the front one which was the kitchen and living room; the back, 

separated by a long, red curtain; and the loft where I could glimpse 

plies of bedding and blankets thrown around. The walls sloped in 

toward each other and met in a peak up above the loft. Next to the 

door stood an old, cast-iron stove for heating and cooking, with wood 

stacked near it. At a wooden-topped table sat a cane-backed chair, so 

old the caning was broken and falling out of place. Over every inch 

of the floor lay scattered different types of rugs; I imagined the 

planking under them got pretty cold in winter. One old kerosene lamp 

like I had seen in Uncle Bo's storage shed, sat on the table. 

"Wow," I said while David rummaged through the stuff stored in 

the room behind the curtain. "Did you build this yourself?" 

He was looking under paint-spotted tarps and old newspapers and 

behind cardboard boxes and rolls of roofing, until at last he found 

what he was looking for: a small can of machine oil. He also rooted 

out an oily cloth. 

"Here," he said, handing the can and rag to me. "Use this." 

I took the things. "Right now?" I asked. 

He nodded. 

Sitting down at the table, I began working on the blade, but 

after watching me a couple of minutes, David took the knife and oil 

and rag away from me, and began doing It himself. He held everything 

right out in front of me so I could see exactly what he was doing. 
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"Understand, now?" he asked after a few minutes. His eyes were big 

and dark, and it took a lot of doing to look deep enough into them to 

see anything, and when I did, I saw the whole room as well as my own 

reflection. 

I nodded. "Yeah," I said. "I understand now." 

As I sat cleaning the knife, David moved around his house, doing 

things like putting away dishes that had been left sitting out, 

picking up pieces of clothing that had been draped over things, and 

straightening up in general. It was so messy that it looked like this 

was the first time he had ever done that, and I supposed it was 

because he had a guest. It probably had been a long time since he had 

one of those, too. 

A couple of unframed pictures hung on the wall on the other side 

of the door from the window. By squinting, I could see what they were 

pictures of. The first showed a bunch of people with David standing 

in front. Two old men wearing jeans and vests and flannel shirts, and 

three old women with shawls over their heads and wearing full skirts 

and calico blouses, stood in a half circle around David in front of a 

battered old car with a dent in the front fender. In the other 

picture stood a group of men in uniforms with David's face circled in 

the second row. 

"So, David?" I ventured. 

He said nothing, but when I looked over at him, he had stopped 

what he was doing and was watching me. 
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"So, David," I said again. "Are you Quapaw? My dad says you're 

either Quapaw or Chickasaw, but he thinks you're Quapaw." 

For the first time, he scowled at me. "What're you doing talking 

about me," he asked, "when I'm not around?" His voice had taken on a 

kind of grinding quality, like rocks being pulled over rocks. 

I went back to polishing the knife blade. "We weren't. Not that 

much, anyway. Not you personally. I just asked dad what tribes were 

around here. Those were the two he told me." 

For a long time, David was quiet, but I figured I should keep 

from turning around since my looking at him had seemed to make him mad 

or uneasy. He finally said, "Ayu jijalagi. Nlhl hiyonega." 

The cloth in my hand make a soft scratchy sound as I drew it back 

and forth over the blade. I had no idea what he had said, but I 

didn't want to badger him by asking stupid questions. When dad was 

drunk and in a similar mood, usually I could just wait and he would 

eventually explain what he thought I should know. There was nothing 

else I could figure out to do with David but wait. So I waited. 

"Know what that means?" he asked at last. 

I shook my head, keeping my eyes on the knife. 

"Want to know?" 

I nodded and kept polishing. 

"Ayu jijalagi means 'I am Cherokee.' Nihi hiyonega means 'You 

are a white man.'" He walked around in front of me, and I looked up. 

He was smiling, his teeth white and shining. "And ginali'i 
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means 'you and I are friends.'" 

I grinned back at him, relieved. 

"Say it," he told me. 

"What?" I asked, surprised by the sternness of his voice. 

He seemed agitated, as if he were nervous about waiting for 

something to happen. "Ginali'i." 

"Ginall'i." I was afraid my pronunciation was so awful that he 

would be mad again, but he seemed to accept it. He nodded and went 

back to cleaning his house, and I bent over the knife again. 

"David?" I finally said. 

"Weimar?" 

I cleared my throat. "Are we going to smoke a peace pipe now?" 

He stroked his chin and looked up at the point of the ceiling. 

"You know, Weimar, I don't even have a pipe." He snapped his fingers 

and looked down at me again. "But I have cigarettes if you want a 

friendship smoke." 

Dad and mom and Uncle Bo smoked cigarettes. All of the grown-ups 

I had seen them talking to, smoked. At church, men stood around 

outside before services, smoking. I had seen some of the older kids 

at school, hiding out behind one of the buildings at recess, smoking. 

All that made me not want to have anything to do with cigarettes. 

"Isn't there some other way we can do it?" I asked, afraid that I 

might offend him by the question. 

He pondered a minute, then squatted on the other side of the 
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table from me. "Give me the knife," he said, and I did. He drew the 

cutting edge of the blade across the pad of his thumb and a red line 

of blood welled up. "Give me your hand." 

I knew what was coming, but, flinching, I held my thumb out to 

him anyway. I almost wished I had taken the cigarette instead. When 

he sliced the knife over my thumb, though, I didn't feel anything 

worse than what I had done to myself hundreds of time falling out of 

trees and down hills, and when we pressed our thumbs together so the 

warm blood could mingle, I felt an electric shock course up my arm and 

settle in my heart, like a bee buzzing in a jar. 

After that, I spent as much time as I could with David when he 

was sober enough to talk, or worked at the diggings when he was passed 

out drunk. Dad and mom asked me a couple of times where I was so 

much, but I just told them I was out in the woods. Which was the 

truth. 

It just wasn't the whole truth. 

A few weeks later, when I went up to David's, he was outside on 

his front door step. That he had been drinking was easy to see, but 

he looked able to keep himself upright, so I strolled on up and sat 

down on the step beneath the one he was sitting on. 

Usually, when I showed up, we sat for a few minutes without 

talking, but this time, he launched right in. "I'm thinking about 

getting me some chickens, Weimar. What do you think of that?" 
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I looked around the yard, considering all the places he could put 

a coop. "My aunt raised chickens for a while," I said. "She finally 

got tired of messing with them, though, and sold them all. While she 

had them, she'd give us all the fresh eggs we could eat, and sometimes 

she'd bring us a fryer for Sunday dinner. It was pretty nice." 

"Yeah," he agreed. "I thought it would be too. And maybe, if I 

got to feeling up to it after winter, maybe a few hogs." 

I wrinkled my nose. "Naw, a friend of dad's over in Moro had a 

whole lot full of hogs. They trampled down all the bushes and made 

big mud wallows that stunk. Plus he was always complaining about 

having to feed them, and doctor them, and then turn around and butcher 

them. He told dad it was more trouble than it was worth." 

David cracked his knuckles and said, "Maybe, I'll break down and 

get a dog." 

The woods were quiet with the stillness of a late autumn mid-

afternoon. No wind blew, no bird chirped, no squirrel moved. When I 

thought over what David had said, it occurred to me that I had never 

heard him talking about anything like that before. He had never said 

anything about the future or the past, and had never made any plans 

that I knew of. He had never talked about his family or where he was 

from, and I realized that he might be lonely there at the end of the 

ruts he called a driveway with no one to share the house he had built 

all by himself. Why he was living out here in the middle of nowhere 

with no one around had never bothered me before, but now I began to 
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think about it. Dad and mom and I had each other, and Uncle Bo and 

Aunt Mary Jane had each other, and we were all family, all there for 

the others if they needed someone, but no one had ever visited David 

that I knew of; he had no one at all. 

I nodded. "A dog would be nice." 

When I got home a couple of hours later, mom was standing at the 

sink in the kitchen, washing up tomatoes and carrots for supper. They 

were store-bought, I knew; there had been nothing from our little 

garden for a couple of weeks. Mom was a small woman, ten years 

younger than dad, with strands of gray mixed in with her full head of 

black hair, and the way she bent over her task, with her delicate 

hands moving with so much authority and purpose, made me understand 

why he had married her. I was proud to be the son of such a fine and 

industrious woman, as dad said so fondly of her. Where dad knew 

everything, mom could do anything. 

I leaned against the counter beside her. "Mom?" 

"Yes?" She answered without taking her eyes from the carrot she 

was scraping with the knife. 

"Can I ask a favor?" 

"I don't know," she said with her quirky smile. "Can you?" 

I rolled my eyes toward the ceiling. "I mean, may I ask a 

favor?" 

With the back of the hand that held the knife, she brushed a 
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stray lock of hair off her forehead. "You," she said, emphasizing the 

pronoun, "may ask anything you like. I might even agree." 

"I have a friend." I didn't know how to ask this; I didn't know 

where to begin; I felt I might be betraying a confidence. "I have a 

friend who lives in the woods. I have a friend who lives in the woods 

all by himself, and he doesn't have any family around, and I feel 

sorry for him, and I was wondering if I could ask him if he wanted to 

come and eat Christmas dinner with us." 

It surprised me how quickly the secret came out, almost as if it 

forced its way out of my mouth by itself. As if it wanted to be told. 

I had never had a secret like that before, and it felt good to let mom 

in on it. 

She held the carrot and knife under the running water, and said, 

"I don't see why not. I plan on having plenty for everyone, anyway. 

What's one more mouth? Especially if he's a friend of yours. Hand me 

a tomato, please." 

T picked up a tomato and passed to her. "Um..." I said. 

"Um?" she repeated. "That usually means you're about to tell me 

that you broke something. What is it this time?" 

"Nothing," 1 said quickly. "I didn't break anything. It's just 

that, um, David, that's my friend, well, David's an Indian. He's a 

Cherokee Indian. Will it still be all right to invite him? Can I 

still invite him?" Honesty, I had been taught, was always the best 

policy. Always. And I felt that I hadn't been honest enough with mom 
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and dad about David before now. Besides, it would be embarrassing if 

David showed up at the door on Christmas day, and mom turned him away, 

pointing out toward the woods, frowning, saying, "Not in my house, 

there'll be no Indian!" She would never do anything like that, of 

course, but the way I imagined it, if I weren't completely honest, 

anything was possible. 

She peeled the tomato with one smooth motion, turning it around 

in her hand, running the knife just under the skin so that the peel 

grew longer and longer in a curlicue. When it fell off into the sink, 

it left the tomato naked in her hand. "Of course it will be all 

right," she said, picking up the peeling and handing it to me. "Any 

friend of yours." She didn't finish the sentence. She knew she 

didn't have to. 

"Thanks, mom," I said with my widest grin, and began munching on 

the tomato skin. 

The next day I rushed back to David's house, and burst through 

his door with hardly a knock. "David!" I yelled. 

There was no answer. 

"David?" I called. 

Still nothing. As I turned to go look for him outside chopping 

wood or hunting squirrels or picking wild greens, a groan from the 

loft stopped me. I inched up the ladder, though I didn't want to 

because I knew what I would find. Some Saturday nights, I had seen my 



68 

parents and uncle so drunk they could barely stagger down the hallway 

past my bedroom In our trailer, bouncing off the thin walls, trying to 

get to the bathroom, and it was so hateful a sight that I could hardly 

bring myself to see David like that. He was my friend, though, and I 

thought he might need help, so I forced myself to go on. 

In the dim light, 1 saw that he lay tangled in the sheets and 

blankets on top of the old mattress that was his only bedding. 

"David?" I said softly. 

He jerked around toward me with a spastic motion. "What?" he 

screamed, his face twisted and his lips pulled back like a mad dog's. 

I was so startled, I could do nothing but clutch the ladder. 

His eyes bulged and he glared at me. "What do you want?" he 

yelled. 

X swallowed my fear as best I could and said, "I asked mom." 

"What?" His voice, usually so calm and quiet, echoed around the 

room like a ricocheting bullet. "What did you ask your mom?" His 

eyes, dark and deep, were lined in a murderous red. The stink of his 

breath choked me. 

I coughed and said, "If you could come eat dinner with us on 

Christmas." The words almost didn't make it out of my mouth. I was 

too afraid. 

"What the hell makes you think I even want to eat Christmas 

dinner with you?" he yelled. I had never seen him in a worse rage. 

Without thinking about what I was saying, I yelled back, 
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"Nothing! And don't worry. I'll never invite you again!" I climbed 

down the ladder so fast I lost my balance and had to jump the last 

couple of feet. "In fact," I shouted from the safety of the floor, 

"I'll never come back here again! You're nothing but a drunken 

Indian!" 

I ran across the floor and had my hand on the latch of the door 

when I heard a cry behind me. I glanced over my shoulder and saw 

David propped up on one arm, looking down at me. "Weimar," he yelled 

thickly. "Weimar, I'm sorry. I was having a bad dream. Don't go." 

But tears were welling up in my eyes—tears hotter than any fire, 

more scalding than steam. I jerked open the door and ran out and 

slammed it behind me. 

A few days after the Christmas and New Year's break ended and we 

started back to school, about half way through January, the weather 

suddenly turned cold and froze overnight. There had been a couple of 

freezes in December, but this was the king of cold, as dad said while 

we sat watching the news on tv. Every night, the main topic was 

Vietnam, and body counts were given with a casual air. After the 

news, though, came Lassie and My Favorite Martian, and we slipped back 

into our comfortable routine. 

Because of the cold, nothing was left in the garden but dry 

stalks the color of egg yolk, rattling in the wind; all the leaves in 

the woods had drifted to the ground months earlier; and everybody was 
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staying inside with the heat on and wearing two or three coats when 

they had to go out. It was winter in Arkansas. 

All of which meant that my excavating was put on hold. Not only 

was it too cold for me to grip the knife, but the ground was too hard 

to dig. It was just easier to sit at home with dad and mom. 

Besides, all the time I had been digging I still hadn't found my 

first fossil bone. I had to be satisfied with my collection of swirly 

little petrified sea-shells I had sorted out of the gravel of our 

driveway earlier in the summer. 

Then the first week in February it snowed, and that seemed to 

break the spell of the ice. Ice was hard and slippery and no one 

liked to get out on it. Snow was soft and fluffy and everyone liked 

to play in it. Even mom and Aunt Mary Jane. We all put on our thick 

winter coats and gloves and boots and mufflers and ventured outside. 

We made a snowman and threw snowballs and dad took pictures and we 

made snow ice cream and laughed and Uncle Bo stuffed snow down every

one's collar except mine because I ran too fast for him to catch me. 

Mom finally said, "Okay, that's enough for me," and stomped the snow 

off her boots and went in the house, and Aunt Mary Jane said, "Me 

too," and followed her, and dad and Uncle Bo went inside too. 

As Uncle Bo was going in, he turned back and said, "Come on, 

Weimar." 

I looked off into the woods and shook my head. "I'll be there in 

a little while. I've got something I have to go do first." 
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"Don't be out too long. We don't want you getting the flu, and 

missing any school." He winked at me and closed the door. 

I bolted for the woods. The snow was only up to my ankles, so I 

could run through it easily. Once something hidden under the snow— 

the twisted root of a tree or a fallen limb, I couldn't really tell 

what—something tripped me, and I sprawled full-length, face-first in 

the snow. I picked myself up, brushed myself off, and started running 

again. 

It was strange dashing through woods with the trees just gray 

sticks scratching the sky instead of being full of green leaves that 

could have hidden armies. For a second, I wondered how Robin Hood and 

all of the rest of the outlaws had hidden in Sherwood forest during 

the winter, but just then I caught sight of David's house. 

I stopped running. I stood and stared at the beat-up car that 

sat beside David's pick-up. The car had a dent in the front fender. 

It was the same car I had seen in the picture on David's wall. In the 

snow from the car to his door, footprints had been trampled, and smoke 

drifted up from the chimney of his house. 

He had company. Maybe it would be better for me not to bother 

him right then. No telling what I might be interrupting. 

I stood wondering if I should go back home, thinking about dad 

and mom and Uncle Bo and Aunt Mary Jane and the snow ice cream, and I 

was about to turn around when the cabin door opened. David stuck his 

head out and said, "Come on in. It's too cold for you to stand out 
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there gawking." 

It didn't even occur to me to wonder how he had known I was 

there; I just bounded across the yard and pounded up the steps. I 

ducked past him, catching a whiff of liquor, then was in the house 

before I even thought about who might be waiting there. 

Two old men sat cross-legged in the middle of the floor, watching 

me. 

I had never seen grown-ups sitting on the floor before, and it 

seemed strange. I recognized the two as being from the same picture 

on David's wall as the car out front was. One of the men wore a pair 

of jeans and a flannel shirt and had a bright red bandanna tied around 

his head. The braids of his black and silvery hair fell onto his 

chest. The other's white hair was cropped short like David's had been 

when I first saw him, and he had on overalls and a regular shirt with 

the sleeves rolled up, his long underwear showing beneath it. With a 

start, I realized that he was missing the ring finger on his left 

hand. I would not have been more surprised to find out he had a peg 

leg. He looked heavy-built, but the first man was even stouter—what 

mom would have called down-right chunky—with a round face and glaring 

black eyes. 

Both wore cowboy boots, and bracelets and wide chokers made of 

turquoise and beads. And both stared so hard at me that I felt like a 

mouse who knew a couple of hawks were watching, with all of them 

considering if he would make a big enough mouthful to worry about. 
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David closed the door behind me, and I heard the latch fall into 

place. The stove had been chocked full of wood and the fire was 

roaring. For me, having just come in from the snowy cold, the room 

seemed hotter than July. I felt as if I had been running through the 

woods full tilt and had suddenly come up to a steaming gully filled 

with lava, and had just barely managed to keep from plunging over the 

edge. 

"Grandfathers," David said from behind me, "this is a friend of 

mine, Weimar. Make him welcome." Even at David's words, though, the 

expression on their faces didn't change. "Weimar," he went on, "these 

are my grandfathers." 

My dad's father had died a long time before I was born, and the 

only thing about mom's father I remembered was being held in Uncle 

Bo's arms at his funeral, so the two old men were as exotic to me as 

grandfathers as they were as Indians. "Hi," I said in what I hoped 

sounded like a cheery voice. 

Neither moved, neither changed expression, though the one with 

short, white hair nodded. 

David sat down cross-legged on the rug in front of the old men. 

I took off my gloves and coat and muffler and sweater and threw them 

across the back of the chair at the table, and pulled off my galoshes 

and stood them by the door. With no more ceremony than that, David 

and I understood that our hostilities were over, and that there was no 

need to say anything else. Friends just know things like that, or 
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they were never really friends to begin with. 

I sat down to one side, away from David and his grandfathers. 

Somehow, I felt I would be intruding even more than I was if I sat 

closer to them. No one said anything for such a long time that I 

began to wonder if I should go home; obviously no one wanted me there. 

It came to me in a flash, though, that the problem wasn't that at all. 

No one was paying enough attention to me to worry if I left or stayed. 

As long as I made as little noise as possible, they didn't care one 

way or the other. 

David stirred and said to the old man with short hair, "Is that 

the only way I can come back?" He was obviously picking up the 

conversation where my entrance had interrupted it. 

Grandfather White Hair shook his head. "You're welcome any time 

you want to come." 

Grandfather Long Hair nodded in agreement. Since I hadn't been 

told their names, that's how I kept them separate. The strange thing 

was that it didn't bother me not being able to think of them as names. 

In fact, I didn't think of them as anything; I simply watched this one 

or that one, listened to one or the other. 

"So," David said, "it's just a matter of me wanting to come back 

home." 

Grandfather White Hair shrugged. "Everything is always a matter 

of a person wanting to." 

Silences between their talking weighed on my ear as heavily as 
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the talking itself. Words unsaid were as strong as words pronounced. 

For me, even if they had been speaking Cherokee, the silences would 

have meant as little as they did in English, but they understood; all 

three of them knew that keeping quiet was sometimes as important as 

talking. 

During one of the periods of silence, I noticed something that 

should have been apparent the moment I walked in the door: the smell 

of the house, the new-lumber smell that I liked so much, had changed. 

Another odor, like Aunt Mary Jane's cedar chest, filled the room, and 

I thought at first that it came from the wood piled up for the stove; 

but then, just as when my eyes would gradually get used to the dark at 

night and I could see more and more clearly, I slowly realized that 

the new smell had drifted in with the two grandfathers. It was a 

fragrance more than it was a smell, and it seemed to hover around them 

like smoke. 

"We only thought," Grandfather Long Hair said to the rug in front 

of him, " that you would appreciate some help with your burden. If we 

were wrong, we are sorry and will talk of other things now." 

Again silence fell among them. My own family never stopped 

talking, it seemed. There was always someone chattering: mom or dad 

or Uncle Bo or especially Aunt Mary Jane. With David and his family, 

though, it was as if they were living on a mountain where the least 

noise might start an avalanche. 

"Grandfathers," David said, "what I appreciate most is having 
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someone care enough about me to come all this way in this kind of 

weather to see me." 

The grandfathers nodded. 

"Kinfolks," Grandfather Long Hair said not much louder than 

falling snow, "always care about each other." His voice was vague, as 

if he were thinking about something that was happening somewhere else, 

or something that had already happened, or something that was going to 

happen. 

The way he said what he said sounded like Miss Keller when she 

led our class in the pledge of allegiance at school, or the way the 

preacher sounded at church when we all recited the Lord's prayer—as 

if, even though we knew the words so well we could say them without 

thinking, they were still important enough to be a whole way of life. 

Outside, icicles fell from the edge of the roof and shattered on 

the ground. Wood in the stove popped, and I jumped. 

David shifted and ran his hand through his hair. In the months I 

had known him, he had not cut it and it was almost to his shoulders. 

"Grandfathers," he said, then paused. "Grandfathers, I have to 

think about this. I've been living by myself for a long time now, and 

I still have nightmares. Poor Weimar here, had to bear the brunt of 

waking me up from the middle of a dream not too long ago. It almost 

killed our friendship, but I'm glad to see he has more sense than I 

do." 

Grandfather White Hair nodded. Grandfather Long Hair looked at 
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me in a way that seemed less stern than it had been before. 

David went on. "I want to come home. At least I think I want to 

come home. I know that I want to be rid of the memories and night

mares, and maybe being around family again would help." 

Grandfather White Hair shook his head. "We can't take away the 

memories," he said. "And you shouldn't forget anyway; everything has 

something to teach us. With the nightmares, though, we might be able 

to help." 

As he stretched out his legs, Grandfather Long Hair said, "In the 

history of the People, the White Path of peace has always been favored 

above the Red Path of war, but sometimes war cannot be avoided. When 

it cannot, there are three phases. First, the getting ready of 

equipment and provisions and the divinations and rites of the priests. 

Second, the stratagems and devices of the warriors: the outwitting of 

the enemy. Third is the purification of the warriors for return to 

the People, the putting aside of the Red Path and the taking up again 

of the White." 

Grandfather Long Hair fell silent, and Grandfather White Hair 

began speaking. "You've passed through the first two phases; you've 

spilled blood and gained honor in battle. Now, you have to put that 

behind you. The taint of blood must be cleaned." 

David dropped his gaze to the floor, not looking at either of the 

old men. "I'm sorry, grandfathers," he said, shaking his head, "but 

it's not true. I haven't gained honor in battle. There is no honor 
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in war nowadays." He stopped as if the words would not come to him of 

their own accord, as if he had to wrestle them out of the air. "We 

went into a ville—a village of the Vietnamese—one day after an air 

strike. The first body I saw in the Nam was a kid. He was on his 

back but his arms were curled up, sticking up in the air, stiff. It 

made me sick. No one is supposed to kill women and children. There's 

no honor in that. It's bad and doesn't prove that you're brave. It's 

just the opposite." 

Like a high-spirited horse leaping the corral fence, my mind went 

out of the room; it was intolerable staying there when David was 

feeling such pain and I couldn't help. I thought about the woods 

around the house; about the animals living out in the snow and cold; 

about my family so warm and close but so over there, separate and 

peaceful; I thought about anything except my friend. I turned my face 

toward the stove and listened to the fire crackle. 

David's voice was stronger now; he was speaking more easily. "We 

went into that country and killed them and took land that wasn't ours. 

Just like the whites did to us. I helped load up ville after ville 

and pack it off to a resettlement area. Just like when they moved us 

to the reservation. We shouldn't have done that. That...." He 

paused. "That screwed me up, you see." 

The fire crackled. I kept my face toward the stove. I knew that 

I was one of the white men he was talking about, but he had never said 

anything against me. He even liked me. When he was awake and sober, 
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at least. When he was himself. 

It was people like my dad and mom, like my uncle and aunt that he 

didn't like. He would have liked them, too, if he had met them. That 

was the problem. Once you meet people, you can't hate them just 

because you hate their government. After all, they didn't do it. 

They didn't do it themselves. We didn't do it. We didn't do it 

ourselves. 

We just let it be done. 

"And that's why," David said, "that's why it's so hard for me to 

go back home. I keep thinking about what I did to those people, and 

what was done to my people, and how can I live with myself after that? 

How can I face my mother and father and sisters and brothers, and not 

think about all the mothers and fathers and sisters and brothers I 

helped kill? That's my problem, grandfathers. How can I go home when 

home reminds me of all ray sins?" 

If our preacher had been there, he would have talked about Jesus 

and how David should trust in Him and let Him have the burden of 

David's sins. Mom would have, too, probably. She would have said 

that Jesus was the Way and the Truth. What dad would have said, I had 

no idea, but Uncle Bo would have told David, "Buck up, boy. You were 

just doing what they told you to do. It don't matter in war what you 

do as long as you follow orders. It's the big guys that got to worry 

about their eternal damnation. They're the ones giving the orders. 

It's all on their shoulders. You ain't got nothing to do with 
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it. You're no more to blame than the trigger of a gun." 

So I figured David's grandfathers would say something along those 

lines. Something about whatever religion they followed. Something 

about how the responsibility was someone else's, not David's. I 

figured they would say something. 

They didn't, though. Not one word. The silence was so deep it 

weighed as much as the air before a thunderstorm. They sat and looked 

at the rugs, at the walls, at the space in front of them. At anything 

but David. And David did the same thing. His eyes were glued to the 

wall in back of them; it was as if they had become clear as the air 

and he couldn't have seen them if he wanted to. I wanted to jump up 

and yell at them. I had no idea what I would said, but there should 

have been noise. There should have been some kind of words. Words 

can help. Words can show that other people care. Words can say so 

much more than what they mean. Words are important. 

I sat still, though. I kept from moving. Some weight held me in 

place as firmly as dad's hand on my shoulder would have. Some weight 

that may have been respect for David, or for his grandfathers, or for 

their culture which I didn't know anything about. Or it might have 

been just because I was scared. 

Scared of my best friend and his two old grandfathers. I was 

sure that my dad would not have been proud. 

David pulled himself upright. His eyes flashed more darkly. He 

sat more squarely on the rug. His square jaw jutted more firmly. 
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"Grandfathers," he said, his deep voice weighted with decision. "I've 

considered your suggestion. I appreciate your indulgence. I want to 

go home." His shoulders were square, his head erect. He looked 

better than T ever remembered seeing him before. 

Grandfather Long Hair stroked one of his braids and asked, 

"When?" 

David tilted his head to one side, considering. "After going to 

water." 

Grandfather White Hair nodded. He said, "Where?" 

David's eyes became unfocused, and he gazed beyond the walls of 

the cabin. "There's a lake near here. It has a beach for swimming." 

Grandfather White Hair cautioned, "The water will be cold this 

time of the year." 

Grandfather Long Hair coughed into his fist. "It has to be 

running water," he said sternly, as if reminding them both of some

thing they should have thought of themselves. 

No one said anything else. All three seemed to be far away in 

their own thoughts. If I understood what they were talking about, 

David had decided to go back home to the tribe, but he wanted to find 

some water first, and the water had to be running. 

I hesitated because I wanted David to stay. I had been lonely 

until he showed up, and I didn't want to go back to having just John 

Po for a friend. Finally, though, a small noise squirmed its way out 

of my throat. All three of them looked at me. They looked straight 
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at me as if I were somebody who had something important to say. I 

blurted, "There's a place near here, back behind the church, where we 

baptize people. It's a small pond." 

David shook his head. "Thanks, Weimar, but there has to be 

running water like Grandfather said." 

"There is," I told them. "A stream runs into it. At least it 

usually does. I don't know if it's frozen or not." 

"Can you show us where it is?" David asked me. 

"Of course, I can," I said. "I even will, if you want me to." 

David smiled, and the white of his teeth flared. He said, "I'd 

appreciate that very much, Weimar." 

So I reassembled my sweater, muffler, coat, galoshes, and gloves; 

Grandfather White Hair pulled on a black-and-red flannel hunting 

jacket; David slipped a thick ski sweater over his head; Grandfather 

Long Hair got his deerskin jacket; and we set out, tromping through 

the snow-heavy woods. Every so often we would cross a space that had 

been kept clear of falling snow by a tree or bush; and icy, brown 

leaves would crackle under our feet. 

I led them to our little church, Petty's Chapel. No one was 

around, of course, and we walked over the snow with gravel crunching 

beneath it in the parking lot, around back, through the vacant field 

where we had picnics in the spring and summer, and to the stream. We 

stood on the ice-crusted shoreline, watching closely as Grandfather 

Long Hair examined the water and stroked a braid of his hair. "A good 
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stream," he finally said, nodding. I breathed again, feeling as if 

Miss Keller had just handed back an arithmetic test that I had passed. 

"The preacher," I explained again, "usually does the baptizing 

here." 

"That's appropriate," David said. "In Cherokee, we use the same 

word for 'going to water' and 'baptism."' 

"Y'all know about getting baptized?" I asked, amazed. 

David nodded. "A lot of our people are Baptists. Some are other 

denominations, and a few follow the old ways, but even in the Baptist 

church, we do things the way we always did them. I think going to 

water is what makes the Baptist church so popular." 

He knelt in front of me. I hated it when grown-ups did that. It 

made me feel smaller than I knew I was. It was if they couldn't talk 

to me on their own level. 

"Weimar," David said. 

I looked away from him, over at the stained-glass windows and at 

the icicles hanging from the roof of the church. 

"Weimar," he said again. 

I glanced at him. His hair was black and shiny, but disheveled. 

Mom would have told him to comb it. 

"Weimar, I appreciate you being my friend and all you've done for 

me." 

I shrugged. "I haven't done anything for you." 

He shook his head. "You've done more than you know." He looked 
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around at the grandfathers, then back at me. "We'll be doing the 

ceremony tomorrow at dawn. After that, I'll be leaving." 

"Where will you go?" I asked, even though I knew where. As long 

as I kept him there talking, he would be with me. 

"Home," he said. "Oklahoma. Where my People are. Where my 

family is. I'm not leaving you. I'm going to them." 

I nodded. I knew what he meant; I understood what he was trying 

to say. "Take me with you." The words were out of my mouth before I 

could stop them, before I even knew that I was going to say anything. 

Only, once they were out there, hanging in the cold air, I didn't want 

to take them back. They were what I wanted to say; they were what I 

was thinking. 

David shook his head. "Your parents wouldn't like that too much. 

I tell you what, though, you can come visit me sometime. Would that 

be acceptable?" 

No one had ever said 'acceptable' to me before; it was always 

'okay' or 'all right' or something simply like that. How could I let 

go of David when he said things like that to me? But I nodded. If he 

wanted to go home, how could I try to stop him? How would I like it 

if someone kept me from dad and mom? Then I said another surprising 

thing. I looked him in the eyes and said, "May I see the ceremony?" 

He smiled as if I had done something that pleased him. "Sure. 

But we're going to do a sweat before. Want to do that too?" 

I had no idea what a sweat was, but I was game. "Sure," I said, 
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echoing his confidence. 

"Okay," he said with energy. "Be at my house an hour before dawn 

tomorrow." 

"Okay," I said. "No problem." 

I didn't know what ceremony he was talking about, and I had no 

idea what a sweat was, but I knew it was important for me to find out. 

Not for him, but for me. For what I was becoming. For what I would 

be when I finished growing up. 

Getting out of the house the next morning was easier than I 

thought. I woke up early because of a dream I was having. In the 

dream, I was standing in the middle of a river, and the muddy water 

was rushing around me, rising higher and higher. It covered my head, 

and I started fighting for air, but then a strong hand grabbed mine 

and lifted me up out of the water; it was David with his grandfathers 

standing behind him, the water only up to their knees. I woke up 

knowing there was something I had to do, but not remembering what. 

I lay there a few minutes until it came to me that I was supposed 

to be at David's. I had never dressed so quickly as I did that 

morning. The door to dad and mom's room was still closed, so I was 

able to get out without disturbing them. 

I shut the trailer door softly behind me, and looked around. The 

sky was lighter in the east than anywhere else, and no wind stirred; 

there was no motion, no noise, no sound. Snow still covered the 
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ground in a thin layer. 

As I came out of the woods at his home, David and his grand

fathers were going into a small dome house set between his regular 

house and the trees. It looked sort of like an igloo, but was covered 

with tarps and blankets. None of them were wearing any clothes, and 

everyone's breath came out in clouds. 

When he saw me, David grinned and waved his arm. "Hurry up," he 

said. "Everything's all ready." At the front of the lodge several 

large stones had been placed in a hole in the ground and a fire had 

been going under and around them for a long time. The rocks glowed 

red like the charcoal in dad's backyard barbecue on holidays. 

Before David would let me go in, he made me undress, too, and I 

ducked into the lodge in a hurry, cold and shivering. As soon as I 

got inside, though, I warmed up. In the center of the lodge, a pit 

was filled with other glowing rocks, and it was hotter than summer 

inside. David followed me in, but went the other way around the pit. 

Grandfather Long Hair was already sitting inside, against the far 

wall. Grandfather White Hair came last, using two poles to bring one 

of the heated rocks with him. He added it to the pile, then let the 

flap down over the door and sat down. 

Grandfather Long Hair tamped tobacco into the small bowl of a 

long-stemmed pipe. He lit it, drew a deep breath, let smoke slowly 

curl out of his nose and mouth, and fanned the smoke over his body. 

He then passed the pipe to David who also fanned himself with the 
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smoke, then handed it to Grandfather White Hair. After he had done 

the same thing, he actually presented it to me. 

I looked at the pipe in my hand as if it were something alive. 

The stem was painted in red and black geometic designs—squares and 

stripes and circles. It was a beautiful object, heavy and solid, and 

I sat staring at it, wondering what to do. My dad smoked. My mom 

smoked. My uncle smoked. But I was a kid. I was too young to smoke. 

David and both of his grandfathers were watching me, though. They 

were expecting me to smoke too. John Po probably did it all the time, 

I thought, and I put my lips around the tip of the stem and inhaled. 

The smoke filled my mouth. It felt like a cat curling up on my 

tongue and in my cheeks: it was warm and fuzzy and felt as if it were 

purring. I drew the smoke gently down into my lungs and let it leak 

out of my mouth and nose, fanning it with my hands, washing myself in 

it as David and the grandfathers had done. 

Across the glowing stones from me, David's smile was limned in 

red against the shadowy darkness of his face. I could tell, though, 

that the smile wasn't all for me; his thinking was far away from us, 

somewhere up ahead. 

Grandfather Long Hair sprinkled water on the coals and began 

speaking in Cherokee, and in the heat and the steam I sat trapped by 

the rhythm of his voice. I couldn't understand the words, but I felt 

as if I had heard the meaning in any number of dreams. Finally, he 

dipped a small fir branch into the bucket in front of him, and 
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sprinkled all of us. 

It was more like being in church than most services I had been 

to. 

More water was thrown on the stones, and billows of steam filled 

the little hut. A white haze stood up and spread itself between me 

and the men, hiding them behind its veil. It was as blinding as a 

snow storm; I could only see the hazy outlines of David and the 

others, wavering through the steam like an out-of-focus tv picture. 

If I reached out for them, there was no assurance I would have felt 

them; they might have been steam themselves. 

My concern for them soon changed to worry about myself, though. 

The air quickly turned scalding. The tops of my ears began to burn. 

The underpart of my upper arms felt as if someone held a match under 

each. Water began dripping from the ceiling, some of it splashing on 

the rocks, adding more steam. My nose felt as if a candle were burn

ing directly beneath it, and the more I tried to breathe, the hotter 

it became. I began to panic. I couldn't breathe; I was trapped in 

the lodge with three grown men who were invisible behind their shield 

of steam; I was being scalded alive like a lobster. 

I started to stand up. All I could think about was getting out 

of the sweat lodge. 

"Weimar!" David's strong voice cut through the steam. There was 

nothing to be seen but steam billowing in front of me, but somehow he 

knew what I was trying to do. "Weimar! Sit still. Once we start, no 
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one can leave." 

"You didn't tell me that," I accused. "You didn't tell me it 

would be like this. I can't take this. I'm just a little kid. I 

can't do it." 

Grandfather Long Hair said through the blankness, "You may leave 

if you wish, if you must, but it is a sign of great disrespect for the 

spirits." 

From the other side, Grandfather White Hair said, "If you leave 

now, if you run from this experience, will you ever be able to find 

the strength to stand the rest of life's tests?" 

"I'm just a kid!" I retorted again. 

Silence filled the hut as completely as the steam did. "Yes," 

David finally said. "Yes, you are. I guess I was wrong to have 

invited you in. Go on, if you have to." 

The way his voice drooped made me reconsider. If he had been 

sure enough that I could do it, maybe I really could. Maybe I was 

just being a baby. Would John Po have been able to take it? I sat 

down again. "I'll stay," I said. Nothing was visible but the steam, 

and I felt as if I were talking not to David and his grandfathers, but 

to something as old as the world. 

"Good," the steam answered with David's voice. 

Then with Grandfather Long Hair's voice, it said: "Good." 

A third time it said, "Good," this time sounding like Grandfather 

White Hair's murmur, and the three voices trapped me completely; I had 
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to stay. 

Just as I thought I was beginning to be able to see through the 

steam again, Grandfather Long Hair sprinkled more water over the 

rocks, and more clouds billowed up around us. My ears burned, but I 

found that by rubbing them, I could ease the pain. Under my armB, I 

rubbed, too. And I discovered that by breathing in through my mouth, 

and out very slowly through my nose, I could avoid the worst of the 

pain. 

And my nose began to run. As freely as if I had a cold, it drib

bled down my upper lip. I wiped it away with the back of my hand. I 

shut my eyes, and it seemed as if I could hear not only the breathing 

of the men, but their heartbeats also. 

And then it was over. Grandfather Long Hair said, "It is time," 

and we all scooted outside. As we dressed again, I realized that the 

heat of the lodge stayed with me. It had wrapped itself around my 

bones and burrowed deep into my muscles. We set out for Petty's 

Chapel and the stream, but by the time we got there, all the heat had 

leaked out of me, and the winter cold had seeped back in. 

On the bank of the stream, while Grandfather White Hair and I 

stood watching, Grandfather Long Hair faced east and began chanting in 

Cherokee again. David again took off his combat boots, pulled off his 

socks, shrugged out of his camouflaged jacket and his khaki shirt, 

pulled his t-shirt over his head, and stripped off his olive-drab 

pants. In the frozen light of a mid-winter's dawn, he stood there 
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wearing nothing but a beaded choker. My teeth were chattering even 

even though I had on three layers of winter clothes and a jacket. 

David never appeared the least bit uncomfortable. 

With the liquid sounds of Grandfather Long Hair's chanting in the 

background, David broke the night-ice over the stream with the heel of 

his foot, then walked out into the water till it swirled around his 

thighs. He leaned forward, ducking beneath the water, then raised up, 

water running down his hair, off his shoulders, and between his 

shoulder blades. 

I stared. How on earth could he do that? The blood would have 

been frozen to slush in my veins. 

Again he dipped forward. Again he rose up with water running off 

himself. I had watched our preacher laying people gently beneath the 

water so as not to alarm them, but David did it with zest, plunging 

again and again into water none of us would have wanted to get near, 

much less in. He reminded me of birds I had seen in mom's birdbath, 

twitching and splashing and shaking. Or of dogs romping in the water. 

Seven times he splashed beneath the water. Seven times he came 

up for air. On the bank, facing east, Grandfather Long Hair continued 

chanting. On the bank, facing the water, Grandfather White Hair and I 

watched David. The light was getting stronger, and each time David 

came up, it was as if I could see him a little more clearly, as if he 

were somehow becoming more and more solid. 

And then I noticed what was happening in the water. Each time 
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David dipped and rose, a sheet of red spread out through the water, 

floating downstream, away from him, as if he were washing blood off 

himself. There was nothing on him, though. Close as I looked, I 

could see no sign of a cut or tear in his skin, but drifting away with 

the stream were what seemed to me to be oceans of blood. 

When he came up out of the water for the seventh time, he looked 

around, beaming. The sunrise shone on him—through him, it seemed— 

and his wet skin glistened. His steps up out of the water were easy 

and confident. He knew where he had been; he knew where he was going. 

That made all the difference. 

Grandfather White Hair handed him a towel, and Grandfather Long 

Hair handed him his clothes, piece by piece, as he put them back on. 

The trek back to his cabin was a silent one. When we got there, 

I saw that the truck had already been loaded with the few possessions 

David had. Rugs and the table and sheets and things like that. 

The two grandfathers climbed into their car, and David and I 

stood beside his truck. I reached deep into my jacket and pulled out 

the knife he had let me borrow so long ago. As I held it out to him, 

I said, "Thanks," and dragged the back of my other hand under my nose. 

He shook his still-damp head. "You keep it. I won't be needing 

it. I don't know of any fossils where I'm going." 

I squinted up at him. "I don't think there are any here either." 

There seemed to be too much light falling through the trees, and I 

couldn't meet his eyes. 
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He shrugged. "How will you know if you don't keep digging?" 

As I slipped the knife back inside my shirt, the blade felt warm 

next to my skin. I looked out toward the woods, away from the house, 

away from him. There was no way I could stop the tears from leaking 

out of my eyes, and it made me feel stupid. 

He started to turn away, but then turned back and leaned toward 

me. "What?" he asked. "What did you say?" 

I rubbed my jacket sleeve under my nose, and said as quietly as I 

could, "Don't go. I don't want you to leave. Stay here." I grabbed 

him around the waist and held tightly. "Don't leave me here alone." 

With a strength in his hands I had never felt before, he peeled 

me loose and set me back away from him. "I'm going now, Weimar," he 

said, leaning down and looking in my eyes. "I'm going to go home to 

my own family, and I'll probably never see you again. You can cry if 

you want to, but it won't change a thing." His voice had always been 

deep, but now it sounded as dark as a well, too. "I like you a lot, 

Weimar. I've liked having you as a friend, but if you really are my 

friend, you'll want me to go because it's what I want. I need to go. 

Like you need to stay with your family. Your mother loves you. Your 

father loves you. I love my family and I want to go back to them. 

Don't try to hold me, Weimar. Friends don't do that. Friends know 

when to say good-bye." 

I sniffled. "Don't go, David." I couldn't say anything else. I 

couldn't even think about saying anything else. It hurt too much. 
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"You're the only friend I have. Don't go." 

But he turned and walked away from me, striding across the clear

ing on his long legs. He climbed into the cab of his truck, started 

the motor, paused, hung his elbow out the window, turned, and looked 

at me. "Ginall'l," he said clearly and distinctly. He took a deep 

breath, as if he were going to say something else, but then turned 

abruptly and drove off with a roar, following his grandfathers. 

I stared after him for a while, then pulled the knife out of my 

shirt and drew back to throw it as far away from me as I could, but 

stopped. What he had said—glnali'l—finally sunk in. Friends, he 

had said as if it were a promise. You and I are friends. 

I thought about David and his family, and then about my own, and 

I sat down in the middle of the driveway and cried. I might have sat 

there all the rest of the day, but somewhere between sobs, it came to 

me that I was hungry and that mom would be awake soon and fixing 

breakfast and that if I didn't want them to find out I had been out 

this early, I had better hurry and get home. 

I stood up and the knife felt heavy in my hand. I sighted along 

its sharp edge. As beautiful as it was, I still felt betrayed. He 

might have said 'friend,' but how could I know he meant it? Suffering 

betrayal was a feeling I had never had before, and I didn't like it. 

No dinosaur bones waited to be found here—everyone knew that—and the 

knife was just a token, a casual gesture that meant nothing to anyone. 

I had loved David and he had left me. 
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On my way home, the woods were filled with light, but no sound 

could be heard. Nothing stirred in the ice and snow, and the morning 

sun was clear and bright. The world was white and crystal and deep, 

deep black; no gray showed anywhere. 

At home, everyone still slept, and I took off my clothes again 

and crawled back into bed. The knife I slipped under my pillow and, 

despite my anger, I fell asleep until dad called me for breakfast. 

Later in the day, because I was moping around so, mom asked, "How 

would you like to have your Indian friend over for supper tonight?" 

That was years and years ago. I always thought grown-ups knew 

what they were doing, but now that I am one, I realize nobody is doing 

anything more than guessing. It's the best any of us can do. 

—The End— 
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"Fighting the Monsters" 

Bats thrashed against the sunrise as Dodge strode up the hill 

from his house to the stables. An owl glided overhead, close and 

silent, and something rustled in the bushes next to the path. Signs 

of life in the early morning pleased Dodge; sounds of living things 

invigorated him. 

In the stables, the three horses nickered at the crunch of boots 

on gravel. The two mares ambled out from under the shed. Mira Me 

hung back, but Arriba thrust her long head over the wooden rail of the 

fence and snorted, and Dodge rubbed her nose. 

Off to the south, a coyote yelped and yodeled. 

Dodge went into the tack room where the air smelled like grain 

and leather and motor oil: metal bins along the back wall were filled 

with oats; bridles hung from crossbeams in the ceiling; on the work

bench, a weed-eater lay in pieces, waiting for Dodge to come back and 

finish fixing it. 

Instead, though, he pushed the button of a tiny tape recorder 

sitting in the middle of the clutter of the work bench. The room 

filled with the queer tones of a woman speaking Japanese, and Dodge 

repeated each word after her. "Ichi. Ni. San." 
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One. Two. Three. 

Last week, when Nicholas had brought the tapes and player down to 

the stables, and explained what he wanted, Dodge shook his head. 

"But, Dodge," the boy wheedled. "I need someone to help me 

practice." 

"And you think I've got plenty of time?" Dodge asked softly. 

Shrugging, Nicholas said, "It's not that you're not busy, but 

that you have lots of time between chores. These are the same tapes I 

studied all semester, and this player fits on your belt so you can 

listen to it while you're riding the horses or mowing the lawn. Or 

working with your bees." 

"Why Japanese?" Dodge asked. "I thought you wanted to learn 

Navajo." 

"I do," Nicholas said eagerly, "but Japanese is the language of 

business, and I've got to be prepared to take over from dad one of 

these days." 

Still Dodge shook his head. "I'm too old to learn." 

Nicholas was adamant. "No one's ever too old. You're younger 

than dad, and he wants to learn everything he can." 

"Then why don't you ask him?" Dodge smiled at the thought of Bob 

learning to talk again like a child. 

Nicholas shook his head. "He's too busy. Even at dinner, you 

can see he's thinking about business, about how he could be increasing 

profits." 
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Skeptically, Dodge listened to the woman's voice. "I don't know. 

Are you sure?" he asked. 

"Sure, I'm sure," Nicholas had crowed. 

Dodge hauled Mlra Me's tack out to her stall and slung it 

astraddle the railing. He began brushing down the horse. "Ichi," he 

said. The horse snorted. "Ni," Dodge said. The sun rose over the 

hill. "San." 

Running footsteps came pounding down the hill from the big house, 

and in the next stall, Sandy Pete whinnied. Into the stables raced 

Nicholas, his vest flapping like stunted wings. He caught a roof post 

and whirled around it to a stop, collapsing against the pole and 

trying to catch his breath. He finally managed to wheeze out, 

"Ya'at'eeh." 

"Haagoosha diniya?" Dodge smiled, and his gold tooth glinted in 

the morning light. 

Nicholas pushed away from the pole and went to Sandy Pete. 

"Kodi." He tugged the stallion's ears and checked his eyes. "Is that 

right?" he asked, looking around at Dodge. "You asked where I was 

going, and I said here. That's right, isn't it?" 

"Aoo'," Dodge replied, nodding. In the warming air, he rolled up 

his sleeves, and tattoos glimmered on his skin, shimmering in the 

morning light. On his right arm, an eagle spread its wings; a snake 

coiled around his left bleep. 



99 

Nicholas wandered to the back of the stables and stood watching 

the mountains. Dodge glanced in the same direction. The Santa 

Catalinas—piles of stone and miles away—seemed soft and close in the 

morning light. 

Dodge cleared his throat. "Tomorrow you leave for school again?" 

he asked. 

Nicholas turned away from the mountains. "Aoo'." Where Dodge's 

words were soft and round, Nicholas's were as sharp and precise as 

peaks and crags that had not yet been weathered down. "So, come on," 

the boy said, resorting to English. "We have to get in enough riding 

to hold me through next semester." He saddled Sandy Pete, Dodge got 

Mira Me ready, and they rode out into the late-August sunrise. 

Winding among mesquite trees and saguaro cacti, they followed one 

of the paths that led down to the dry riverbed. Nicholas shifted in 

his saddle, turning every way possible, as if he couldn't fill himself 

full enough of the world around them. "What a great day," he 

exclaimed. 

A family of quail ran across the path in front of the horsemen. 

The two entered a clearing where three short, white towers stood. 

From the alighting board in front of the tiny entrance to each hive, 

hundreds of insects flowed in a mass of black dots. The glade 

vibrated with their humming; the air sparkled with tiny rainbow wings. 

Dodge reined in Mira Me and dismounted. Years ago he had asked 

Bob if it would be all right to set up the hives; Bob not only agreed, 
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but paid for all the equipment, including the swarm. Dodge had 

arranged the hives as his father had shown him; he collected the honey 

and set up new boxes when the bees were ready to swarm. Nowadays, 

Dodge never used netting to keep the bees off him; he and they knew 

each other too well. 

He pulled out a drawer and dipped a finger into the honeycomb. 

He licked off the honey, rich and thick and sweet, and a piece of the 

comb crunched between his teeth. 

Nicholas jumped down and dipped his finger too. 

"How can school compare with this?" Dodge asked, tilting his chin 

to sweep the valley. 

"It can't," Nicholas admitted as his gaze wandered the length of 

the mountains, "but there are things there that we don't have here." 

"Why do you need things you don't have?" Dodge asked, which was 

as close as he had ever come to putting his objection to Nicholas's 

leaving into words. 

Nicholas said nothing, just pulled himself back up into Sandy 

Pete's saddle. 

They left the hives, riding through thickets of scrawny mesquite 

and scraggily ocotilla for the rest of the morning. Along the dry 

riverbed and up sandy washes they ambled, once spooking a family of 

javalina. The boar bristled at the horsemen while the sow hurried the 

babies into the bush. 
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Nicholas laughed at Dodge's dirty jokes. Dodge listened while 

Nicholas told about life at college. 

"Did I mention my bicycle?" asked Nicholas. "Dad wanted to get 

me a car to use at school, but I told him I didn't want one. A bike 

would do me fine. All the other kids have cars and go zooming around 

town day and night, but not me. You won't catch me giving my money 

away to gas companies already bloated with profits." 

Dodge nodded. "That's a good sentiment," he agreed, "but you do 

anyway. That bicycle you're so proud of was probably shipped across 

the country. Just about everything you eat comes from somewhere else. 

The clothes you wear came from some factory a thousand miles away. 

And how does all that stuff get here? By truck or bus or plane. And 

who sells the gas that runs the trucks and buses and planes?" 

"At least," Nicholas said huffily, "I'm not directly to blame 

like a lot of people. At least I don't drive." 

The mood of the jaunt seemed to be foundering, so Dodge began to 

reminisce about the bike his own father had gotten him years ago in 

Chinle. 

"Where's that?" Nicholas asked, his interest piqued. 

Up on the reservation, Dodge told him. Near Canyon de Chelly. 

One of his mother's brothers had a large sheep herd up there, and 

Dodge remembered going to see his uncle many times. His father, 

though, instead of herding sheep or silversmithing or working at one 

of the tribal sawmills, raised bees. It didn't make nearly as much 
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money, but his father liked it better, and taught the ways of bees to 

Dodge. 

Nicholas leaned forward on Sandy Pete. "What was it like growing 

up there?" he asked. 

It was some time before Dodge answered. His mother's clan, he 

explained, was Ma'ii Deeshgilzhnil—the Coyote Pass People. His 

father was Blt'ahnii—Within-His-Cover Clan. 

Dodge remembered his mother's mother telling him about her mother 

being forced on the Long Walk from their homes in the west all the way 

to Hweeldl—Fort Sumner. There the Old Paper was signed, saying just 

which land was for the Navajos and which was for the Anglos. "As if," 

Dodge's Grandmother said, "paper and land were the same thing." She 

could make a sound with her lips like a sharp wind blowing in the 

trees. "How can you cut land when down deeper than any knife, both 

parts are still joined in First Mother? Does one of my children take 

my left hand and say this is for me; you can have the other? Of 

course not. And how can they say this water and that water when both 

run together like the blood in our bodies?" 

Mira Me paused to chew some mesquite leaves, and Dodge had to 

nudge her after Sandy Pete. 

Nicholas shifted. "So why are you here in Tucson?" 

Asking so many questions, Dodge supposed, was what made Nicholas 

such a good student. 

There was something about the reservation that made Dodge feel as 
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if he couldn't breathe. Up there, he felt as if he were under a stack 

of blankets in mid-summer, and to get away from the cramped feeling, 

he had left Dine Tah—Navajo Country between the four sacred 

mountains—and joined the Marines. When his time was up, he moved 

around, trying to find some place he liked, somewhere he could stay. 

He had happened to be in the right spot at the right moment for 

Nicholas's father to offer him the position of overseer for the small 

ranch. 

On their way back to the stables, the horsemen passed the hives 

again. 

"So," Nicholas asked, "how's your family doing these days?" 

Sandy Pete nickered and did a prancing sidestep. 

Dodge said, "Fine," in an off-handed way while searching the 

ground around them for the cause of Pete's agitation. He hoped it 

wasn't a snake. "What's the matter with Pete?" 

Nicholas frowned and pulled back on the reins. "I don't know." 

The horse suddenly screamed and reared. Nicholas tightened the 

reins even more and leaned into the horse's neck. "Whoa, Pete!" he 

yelled. 

The horse began bucking like a bronc. Nicholas was a good enough 

rider that he could have held on no matter what Pete did, but with a 

loud snap, the girth strap broke, and boy and saddle were flung 

through the air. 

Nicholas's arms pinwheeled in attempted flight, but he could not 
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stop his backward tumble, and Dodge could only watch him fall. It 

took several lifetimes before the boy's head hit the ground with a 

crack that shook the world. 

The funeral was two days later. The small chapel was filled with 

mourners and with flowers, cold and sweet. To Dodge, it smelled like 

decay. His eyes steely, he stood just behind Nicholas's mother and 

father. Nicholas lay in a casket on the catafalque, and Dodge 

wondered why coffins were lined with satin, as if those lying inside 

cared. 

After the services, Dodge stepped up to Bob who had his arm 

around Helen's quivering shoulders. They had befriended him years 

before when he had been a stranger to them, and he respected them 

both. He had to say something. 

"Nicholas once told me," he said, looking at Helen's shoes, "that 

scientists estimate human beings evolved about 40,000 years ago. That 

works out to about 1600 generations." He didn't know where this was 

leading, but he kept babbling. "World population today is over five 

billion." He felt as if he had been ordered by his old Marine 

sergeant to explain how nuclear fission worked, and he didn't have a 

clue. "Every person who ever lived has died. And everyone has lost 

someone they loved." He had to hurry and shut up and go away and 

leave these people alone. "So billions have felt the same way you do. 

And billions more will in the future." He couldn't stand next to them 
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any longer. "I'm sorry," he said. "I'm so sorry." He stepped back, 

turned away, went running out of the chapel. 

Dodge sped home as fast as his old rattling truck would go, and 

without taking off his suit, without loosening his tie, he went to the 

stables. He stood in the dimness of the tack room, running the 

splayed girth strap through his fingers, thinking that if only he had 

checked the equipment before they went out, it might not have happened 

the way it did. If he had just looked, he might have saved Nicholas's 

life. 

No. Even Bob had said there was nothing Dodge could have done. 

Not even Helen blamed him. 

But still. 

He wandered out into the dust of the hot afternoon and began 

brushing down the two mares and stallion. Pete nickered and shied 

away when the currycomb scraped across a knot on his back. 

Dodge looked at the swelling. In fact, there was a series of 

bumps. Like bee stings. As if a bee had gotten under the saddle 

blanket and had stung the horse repeatedly. As if a bee— 

The currycomb dropped from Dodge's fingers, and he left the 

stables. He stalked down the path, unbuttoning his jacket and letting 

it fall on the trail. Above him, Hawk looped through a sky the same 

blue as the edge of a fine-honed knife. Dodge loosened his tie and 

with one hand wadded it up and threw it away. Fox trotted across the 
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path with a sly, welcoming smile. Dodge crossed the clearing, and 

stopped in front of the towers. Buzzing filled all space and time. 

It had been a gift from his father to Dodge, this art of keeping 

a hive. Bees, his father had told him, will teach you thrift and 

value and freedom; but he was wrong. Bees can never be free. They 

are slaves, not just to their queens, not even to their keepers, but 

to themselves, to their own nature to build and collect and guard to 

their very deaths. It was not their way to share with anyone they did 

not recognize; their way was to hoard, to gather and accumulate till 

world's end, whether they needed it or not. 

And these traits, Dodge realized, were the same as those of Bob 

and Helen and even Nicholas. 

"No," Dodge said softly. "No!" he shouted. With a lunge, he 

shoved against the first hive, bellowing, "Ichi!" The hive snapped in 

two and toppled, and a dark cloud of bees expanded out away from the 

hive. 

Grandmother had told him stories about the Twins, Child-of-the-

water and Monster Slayer, who had killed all the ancient monsters 

which attacked the People and ate human flesh. 

The mass of bees spread out, billowing in the air like a storm 

coming over the horizon. 

Child-of-the-water was reserved, full of caution and thoughtful 

preparation, and knew many ceremonies of power. 

The air around Dodge grew thick with bees even as he yelled, 
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"Ni!" and slammed his shoulder against another hive. 

The other Twin, Monster Slayer, was impulsive and aggressive, 

quick to anger, relying on the power of his own arms and legs and 

fists, and the heat of his own righteousness. 

The second hive fell. More bees. More noise. Dodge stumbled. 

They were in his eyes, clogging his ears, stopping up his nose, and 

kissing his lips with piercing flame. They pelted against his face 

like sleet blown in a gale. 

The father of the Twins was Sun—bright, golden, burning Sun. 

Bees were on Dodge's hands, in his hair, under his clothes. His 

face and arms were on fire. He was fire. He flailed about, blindly 

stumbling against the last box. "San!" he screamed. 

When all the evil ones were dead and Monster Slayer's work had 

been finished, the Sun sent dark clouds to lift him up to his new home 

in the sky. 

The last hive toppled and fell. Roaring filled Dodge's ears; 

black clouds bore him away. 

—The End— 



108 

"Thieves" 

Allksa'l. 

This is the way Hopi Coyote stories always begin, but I have no 

idea what it means; it may even be untranslatable. 

The fellow who told me this also explained that the Hopi think of 

Coyote as a particularly stupid person. Most other American Indian 

tribes hold Coyote—or his alter egos Fox and Raven—to be a hero, a 

demigod almost: a Trickster who can pull some pretty dumb stunts at 

times, but who usually outwits everyone in the end. Maybe the Hopi 

developed this irreverence because they're farmers, not hunters, and 

Coyote isn't so much a competitor as a nuisance, someone who's always 

tipping their garbage cans over, so to speak. 

To the Hopi, Coyote is nothing but grade A, number one, flat-out 

stupid. Since Coyote stories are cautionary tales, I suppose there's 

no reason not to go to the extreme. If you want to teach kids what it 

means to be human, how not to be a fool is as good a lesson as how to 

be a hero. Maybe better. Even if heroes don't wind up getting them

selves killed, they usually don't get the crops taken care of either. 

Somehow, Henry Langston never learned that lesson; Henry had to 

go and try to be a hero. 
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Henry Langston and I met before he was a celebrity. In fact, it 

was our chance meeting—which he planned so well—that lifted him to 

the ranks of martyrdom. I was the one he let catch him pilfering the 

museum. 

The night I caught Henry really was a dark and stormy night— 

October 31, to be exact—the kind of Halloween you read about in 

novels or see in Hitchcock movies but don't believe because it's just 

too coincidental. Trees whipped in the wind; rain pelted the roof and 

slashed at the glass doors. That in itself was unusual—stormy nights 

in Tucson are rare. During the monsoon season, thunderstorms often 

rampage though the valley in the afternoons, but hardly ever at night; 

and anyway, by October, things have usually pretty much calmed down. 

Not this night, though. Thunder and lightning and hail and rain, 

it was a regular Donnerswetter kind of night, as my grandmama would 

have said. 

Working as a museum guard is actually a pretty light-weight kind 

of job. I have buddies who are security for Hughes and Burr-Brown and 

the airport; now those guys work for a living. Most of the time I 

feel like I need to justify my pay by playing janitor, cleaning up 

after the crowds are gone. Heck, I even pick up a broom and sweep 

some nights when I don't have a good book. 

But even if my job isn't that heavy-duty, I still take it pretty 

seriously. That particular night, it wasn't anything I heard that 
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made me put my book down and start poking around with my flashlight. 

It was more a feeling, like someone had left a window open and the air 

had a freshness to it that it wasn't supposed to have. 

My wife Sheila watches monster movies all the time. She'll 

scrunch up against me till the movie is over, then make me leave the 

lights on all night. Beats me why she does that to herself. Me, on 

the other hand, monster movies make braver. Ever since I was a kid, 

they've shown me that something's lurking out there, and whatever it 

is, either I got to be tougher than it is, or it's going to rip me to 

pieces and strew my body parts all over. 

So anyhow, I didn't hear anything, but I knew that something 

wasn't right, and off I went to see what I could find. Not so much 

'search and destroy' as 'search and satisfy my curiosity'. 

The museum is run by the University, and its glass showcases are 

full of pottery and clothes and beaver pelts and pieces of petrified 

trees, and guns and knives and bows and arrows, and the hides of 

animals that nobody has seen since the last ice age. During the day, 

when school kids are trooping through, hollering and laughing, and 

teachers are whispering hoarsely for them to use their inside voices, 

that's when the exhibits are solid and real and unable to move, but at 

night when the place is empty, ground-sloth dung, and Maricopa mortars 

and pestles, and mounted tarantulas, and stuffed eagles all weave and 

bob in the wavering light and generate a silence that swallows up 

noise and gives your footsteps a floating quality, like you were in 
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outer space with no gravity or sound waves and you were walking on a 

beam of light. 

I slunk around the display area lining the walls on the first 

floor, the exhibits of Indian tribes like the Apache and O'odham and 

Navaho lurking in their showcases on the east wall. In the south wall 

the theater alcove where the docents show movies and slides was empty; 

beyond that the wide stairs led up to the mezzanine that runs all 

around the room; and on the other side of the stairs, the recess that 

holds the diorama of an Arizona water hole 10,000 years ago: trees and 

wooly mammoths and camels, and a jaguar stalking deer, and one lone 

human being crouched behind some scraggly creosote bushes in the 

corner. 

All of those areas were empty and quiet, but I still had the 

feeling I wasn't alone. Maybe it was a sound of breathing that was 

just below my threshold of awareness; maybe it was a movement of air 

that should have been still; maybe I could feel the heat of another 

body in the building with me. Who knows? Almost crouching, I moved 

on. 

Along the west wall stretched a life-size display showing how one 

Stone Age family had furnished a natural cave so that it was a fairly 

comfortable home. The man of the house was putting the finishing 

touches on an adobe storage locker; the woman tended the fireplace; 

and around the room, basins had been hollowed into the rock itself to 

catch water dripping from the ceiling. But nothing showed any signs 
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of having been disturbed. And the door to the restoration room was 

8till locked, so I turned my attention to the Hopi kachinas. 

The stone-like, papier-mache walls of the Hopi display sprawled 

over the central space of the first floor like a maze. Above its 

arched entry, the legend "Hopi Kachinas/Hopi Dances—Spirits and 

Powers" stood in bold relief. Inside the maze, insets and nooks and 

shelves niched the walls and held examples of Hopi fetishes with 

hand-lettered placards explaining the history and use of the various 

pieces. Reproductions of paintings four hundred years old of 

kachinas, and reprints of turn-of-the-century photographs of groups of 

sullen-faced Indians lined the walls with the ubiquitous placards 

posted next to each. 

I had already been through the display enough times to know the 

layout by heart. It began with older kachinas, blockish, worn, and 

dispirited-looking. Behind their protective glass, the lumpish dolls 

seemed to glow dully, their once-blazing colors reduced by time to 

pastels. As the display wound its way on, it more or less traced the 

kachina's evolution into modern carvings, more articulated and grace

ful in their poses. 

In a snap of intuition, I suddenly knew there was someone in the 

center of the maze. I could feel an alien heartbeat. 

I turned my light off and waited until my eyes had become used to 

the dimness, then eased forward. A few displays on the mezzanine were 

lit and provided enough glow for me to maneuver without bumping into 
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anything. Through the rain-smeared glass of the front doors, sudden, 

jagged flashes of light showed that the storm outside was thundering 

on. 

At the archway to the central display area, I hesitated; someone 

was just around the corner—I felt him as surely as you can feel the 

dampness in a cellar. One deep breath I took, then stepped boldly 

through the entrance and snapped on my light and said, "Okay, hold it 

right there." 

It wouldn't have surprised me if an extra-terrestrial had been 

lurking there with eye-stalks bobbing and tentacles clutching ray 

guns. The fact that it was only a man, though, didn't disappoint me 

in the least. I didn't really want to have any of those kinds of 

stories to tell Sheila. 

A short, dark man, he raised his hands slowly, rather languidly. 

"Okay. You got me. I give up," he said unhurried and unexcited. The 

expression on his face, like his voice, was grave and calm, his 

gestures slow and moderate. He stood about five feet three or four 

inches in height, was muscular and stocky, with a wide face, slightly 

slanting eyes, and light brown skin. His thick black hair was cut in 

short bangs straight down over his forehead but long on the nape of 

his neck where it was gathered up in a heavy knot. Around his fore

head was bound a brightly colored band of cloth. His pants were the 

color of sand, his loose shirt gauzy and off-white. His white tennis 

shoes fairly glowed. As I make these mental notes for possible future 
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use (in case I had to testify in court), the thought flashed through 

my mind that they were odd clothes for a burglar to wear. 

He stood next to a special case which housed an exhibit of 

several of the oldest kachina dolls. In the glass a circular hole as 

big and as neat as a dinner plate had been cut; in his right hand was 

a glass cutter; and in his left was a kachina I recognized from having 

read all the placards so many times: Mumwar, the Great Horned Owl. 

"Who are you?" I asked in a voice heavy with authority, 

calculated to awe and humble. "What do you think you're doing?" 

"My name is Henry Langston, and I'm stealing kachinas." He spoke 

with his clear voice, poised and well-balanced, obviously not at all 

impressed with my uniform. With the back of the hand that held Mum-

war, he rubbed the bridge of his hooked nose as he explained, "Actual

ly, since I'm Hopi and these are Hopi kachinas, I'm not really steal

ing them. I'm just returning them to their rightful owners." 

The fact that he used the plural made me wonder if others were in 

the museum, and I glanced around, but the feeling that had led me to 

Henry had gone, and I was sure no one else prowled my building. "I 

don't know what you mean," I said. "The museum is the rightful 

owner." 

He shrugged and looked down at the figure in his hand. 

"Really," I said, as if trying to convince him that he had simply 

made a mistake. "We bought all these pieces from people who wanted to 

sell them to us. We didn't steal them." 
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He shook his head. "No," he agreed, "you didn't steal them like 

I was trying to. You stole them so subtly no one realized that was 

what you were doing." He lowered his hands back to his side again. 

I stood there nonplussed, staring at him. "What do you mean?" I 

asked, falling into his trap. 

The corners of his mouth quirked up as he said, "You made us 

think that you bartered something of value for them." 

"We didn't barter for them," I said without considering. "We 

bought them." 

"Exactly. You paid us with cash for them. You paid us with your 

money for them. Something that has value only because you say it 

does." 

I started to ask him what he was talking about, but decided that 

was exactly what he wanted: to draw me into a philosophical debate 

about obscure issues of who could really own anything and the real 

nature of money. So I said, "Come on to the office." 

He held out the kachina toward me. "Want this?" 

"Yeah." I took it carefully, holding it so as not to confuse my 

fingerprints with his. The figure felt warm and heavy. It was little 

more than a rough hewn block of wood with a few dabs of fading paint, 

and I thought it was one of the crudest carvings I had seen ever, but 

Henry stared at it as if its beauty transcended words. 

Still not moving, he said with a sigh, "Do you want to handcuff 

me?" 
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"No. If you had've thought you could get away, you'd have tried 

before now." 

In the office of the museum, I had him sit down, and I stood 

leaning against the desk as I phoned the city police. After I told 

the woman who answered that I had a suspect for them to pick up, she 

assured me a squad car would be by in a few minutes. 

Lightning flashed right outside the window and was immediately 

followed by a blast of thunder that shook the building; the lights 

flickered and went out; the phone squawked like a parrot, then went 

dead. I dropped the receiver and grabbed for the flashlight I had 

left on the desk, expecting any moment to be whacked upside the head 

with whatever blunt instrument the Indian could grab, and to be left 

sprawling with my brains dashed out. Sheila I could imagine crying at 

the funeral, sobbing into her handkerchief that she had told me and 

told me to be careful. 

Nothing happened, though, in the what-seemed-like-hours it took 

me to fumble with the flashlight and get it switched on. The spear of 

light was a shock in the dark of the windowless room. The first thing 

it lit up was an Apache gaan headdress hanging on the wall. I swung 

the beam around the room, figuring that I would never be able to catch 

the Indian now if he had bolted, but he still sat in the chair, look

ing as surprised as I was. 

He scrunched his eyes shut, and I lowered the light till it only 
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illuminated him from the neck down. I wanted to ask why he hadn't 

tried to get away, but instead, I just said, "Wow." To have given him 

the chance to explain would only have given him the opportunity to 

parade his moral superiority again, and I felt confused enough as it 

was. 

I leaned back against the desk, keeping the light on the lap of 

the prisoner. "Well," I said. "We won't have to wait long." I 

expected—I needed—to hear a siren any second, but the silence only 

grew deeper. Outside, rain pelted the roof as the wind slid around 

eaves and corners. Inside, all the little noises that skitter through 

any building at night, in the dark, in a storm, rustled and creaked. 

I concentrated on Henry. 

Finally, I had to ask; curiosity allowed me to keep quiet no 

longer. "I don't understand," I admitted. "What were you doing in 

here tonight? You obviously weren't stealing the kachinas. If you 

got in without me knowing, you could have gotten back out the same 

way. I only found you because you let me. What did you think you 

were doing?" 

The little man looked at the palms of his hands. 

"Come on," I coaxed. "Say something." It occurred to me that I 

might be treading on shaky legal ground by not telling him that he had 

the right to remain silent until he had a lawyer present, but my 

curiosity was too great. I couldn't understand what he had hoped to 

gain, and I wanted to know. I felt sure something huge and stupendous 
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hinged on bis actions. 

The lines in his face etched deeper as he smiled. He licked his 

lips like he was going to say something, but then he just sat there, 

grinning. 

I thought he was being quiet because my authority intimidated 

him. This, after he had shown such unconcern earlier. But what do 

you expect? I'm a security guard, not a psychiatrist. 

On top of the desk, I balanced the flashlight on its end so that 

it pointed up toward the low ceiling where the light splashed back 

down and covered us both in a dim glow, like being underwater; it 

freed my hands and put us on a more equal footing. I pulled up 

another chair, sat down, crossed my arms, and prepared to outwait him. 

It was like he had been waiting for an audience, someone to 

listen to him. After only a short pause, he said, "I come from the 

village of Shongopovi on Second Mesa where I am a kachina dancer. All 

Hopi are dancers, but only men dance as the kachina—spirits who bring 

rain from the other side of the world. Massau'u, the Great Spirit, 

ordained that the Hopi should live in the desert, because it keeps us 

pure enough to guard the world. Rain is important to us like nothing 

else. Our lives depend on what corn we manage to grow; the corn 

depends on rain; and the rain depends on the kachina. In February, 

the kachina return to us from the San Francisco Mountains during the 

Powamu celebration. When we dance as kachina, we are kachina. The 

spirit I become Is Mumwar, the Great Horned Owl, a role that came down 
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to me from my mother's brother. As Mumwar, it's my part to spy on the 

clown kachina." 

When he stopped speaking, the night filled up with the sound of 

thunder and rain. He wet his lips, a nervous gesture I figured, 

watching his struggle to find whichever words should come next. 

"I prayed about what to do," he said eventually. "Not like 

Christians pray to their god, or even Moslems to theirs, I suppose. 

More like the Chinese who pray to the gods that their ancestors have 

become. That's the idea behind Hopi religion: after we die, we have 

the chance to become kachina ourselves. Anyway, I prayed that I would 

know what to do, how I should act as a true guardian of my people. I 

sat for days in the kiva, praying, fasting, waiting, and finally I was 

rewarded. 

"It wasn't a vision. It wasn't voices or anything like that. I 

just suddenly knew what I had to do. Part of it was this. Getting 

back that kachina. The kachina of my spirit which we let Americans 

take from us." 

The eerie lighting made him seem taller than I knew he really 

was, taller and somehow more solid, more massive. More real. His 

eyes were in shadow, and they sparkled like tiny fires. "So why did 

you give it up so easily when I stumbled on you?" I asked. 

He shook his head sadly. "It wasn't easy," he said without 

looking at me. "Easy to give it up, I mean. To let go of it when I 

had it in my hand. But I knew I had to. That was part of the plan. 
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And you didn't stumble on me. You were led." 

My scalp prickled. How did he know how I had found him? "What 

plan?" I asked to cover my confusion. "Whose plan?" 

He looked over at the Apache mask. "Our plan," he said. "Our 

plan to teach you and your people a lesson." 

It was such a presumptuous thing to say, and that he would say 

something so bully-like in such a low voice made me wonder if I had 

heard him right. Or at least if I had understood him. 

"Several years ago," he said, "just after World War II, the Hopi 

elders decided that various prophecies had been fulfill and so were 

certain that the end of the world was at hand. Some of the Hopi 

wanted the prophecies published; some didn't. Unlike Westerners, we 

believe any prophecy can be avoided, and that's what we wanted to do. 

We wanted to avoid the end of the world. And so the prophecies were 

given out. We even addressed the United Nations. My father was one 

of those who stood up before the representatives of all the countries 

and said that the world teetered on the brink. 

"There was a polite ceremony, but nothing really happened. A few 

noticed, but when you think about how important what we had to say 

was, not that many people paid any attention. We broke customs and 

traditions that were older than your people on our land, and no one 

really noticed. Some did, but most either ignored us or never even 

heard us. We wanted to help, but you wouldn't listen. 

"So we came up with this one last scheme. This one final attempt 
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to get you to listen. If we couldn't get your attention by working 

from the top down, we would work from the bottom up. We would do it 

in a more subtle way; we would go gently, tread softly. Maybe if we 

worked insidiously instead of blatantly, we could get your attention 

better. My family and I prayed about it and sought advice from others 

and it was decided that this might be a good way—the only way—to get 

you people to listen finally. You seem to understand nothing but 

violence, so we would use violence to get you to understand." 

"Violence?" I said. "You call what you did 'violence'? Breaking 

and entering can be violent, all right, but you did it so stealthy 

nobody would hardly have noticed you at all. And stealing one kachina 

isn't violent." 

He shook his head. "Maybe not for you people, but for us, steal

ing is a breach of the very way we live. It is almost unthinkable. 

We are not doing violence to you, but to ourselves." 

I had no idea what to say to that. 

He sat looking at his hands lying so heavy in his lap. "About 

one thing the elders and T. disagree, though. They hold that the end 

of the world is coming. It may be a sudden thing, they say, with fire 

and death and the shaking of the earth, with a gourd of ashes falling 

from the sky, but I think they are wrong. The end of the world has 

already started; it started as quietly as day changing to night, and 

we didn't really notice it. The end of the world came like a thief in 

the night, and we were remiss for not recognizing it. It didn't begin 
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a few decades ago with the atomic bomb, but five hundred years ago 

with three boatloads of men." 

We sat together in the quiet of the dark office, listening to 

each other breathe. 

"But we have a plan," he assured me after a few minutes. "When 

your police come, they will take me away. There will be a hearing. 

If I refuse to plead guilty, there will be a trial, and during the 

trial there will be reporters, and people will listen to what the 

reporters say, and what the reporters say will be what I say, and what 

I say will be to tell how you people—the Spanish and the Mexicans and 

the Americans—have all stolen so much of our culture and how we have 

not fought it because we are the Peaceful Ones—the Hopituh, and then 

I will say that this world is out of balance—Koyaanlsqatsi—and that 

if we don't set it right ourselves, the consequences will be terrible, 

and maybe this time, after so many times, we will be heard." He drew 

a deep breath and sat looking at me in the thundering dark. 

From my own Christian background, visions of Apocalypse pounded 

through the booming of thunder. Was that what it was, I thought, just 

thunder? There seemed to be something about it that was almost alive, 

aware, something that wanted to get iji from the night. 

With a start, I realized that it wasn't just thunder; someone was 

banging on the front door. I jumped up and hurried into the foyer. 

Bright cones of light were flashing outside the glass doors, falling 

through the panes to dash themselves in circles on the floor. Dark 
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figures moved about on the other side, illuminated by the red and blue 

lights flaring rhythmically behind them. It was like a scene from 

Dante's Inferno. 

I unlocked the doors and let the officers in. There were only 

two of them: a burly man who towered over me; and a short, Hispanic 

woman, sinewy and tough as a bantam. The beams of their flashlights 

darted around the museum. 

"Where?" the woman asked curtly. 

In the office, Henry stood facing the doorway, his hands propped 

on either side of him as he leaned casually against the big desk. 

"Good evening, officers," he said pleasantly. 

The woman handcuffed him and took him by one arm, and the man 

grabbed his other, and they hustled him out the door and through the 

foyer and out the glass doors. I watched as they hurried him away 

through the rain; the thunder and lightning had stopped and only a 

steady drizzle was left. He seemed so small a figure between the two 

of them. I watched as they lugged him to the squad car with its 

dazzling lights, and tossed him inside, and roared away into the 

darkness. 

Later, Henry and I both made statements; he seemed anxious to co

operate with the Investigation and was extremely helpful, but, like he 

had told me, he refused to plead guilty at the preliminary hearing. 

With the courts as jammed as they were, it took several months for the 
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case to come to trial, and Henry made the most of his time. He was 

released on his own recognizance, of course, and he made sure that 

there were lots of newspaper articles about him, and he did interviews 

for the radio and tv, some as far away as Santa Fe, New Mexico. It 

seemed that everywhere I looked, I saw his broad face, at first beam

ing a bright smile, but, as time wore on, he seemed to be stretched 

thinner and thinner, and lines began to creep around the ends of his 

mouth and around his dark eyes, and it looked like gravity pulled more 

heavily on his skin and bones and muscles. It seemed to me he began 

to sag. 

I found out where he was living, and went by to see him. Sheila 

came with me, but as I made more and more visits to talk with him, she 

began to lose interest and stopped coming. When I showed her pictures 

of the kachina he had in his hand when I first saw him, she said she 

couldn't understand why someone would make so much fuss over something 

so ugly. 

In the paper and on tv, Henry was dynamic and articulate, with 

his long black bangs and hair framing his round face that looked as 

harmless as a beach ball. It always surprised me how cheerful he was. 

All of the few Indians I had ever met were dour, sullen, and quiet; 

but Henry was thoughtful and well-spoken, which probably had a lot to 

do with why he felt himself chosen for this particular job—only some

one bright and thoughtful and willing to stand up to the white man 

would put himself in such a position. 
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* * * 

One of the columnists for the local morning paper, a Communist-

hunting conservative, blasted Henry as an egotistic, manipulating 

racist, a view I'd never argue with, because, even as soft-spoken as 

he is, a racist Is what he is. Sometimes, though, being a racist 

isn't as bad as the label sounds. Henry's concern for his tribesmen 

had always been his prime motive. Everything Henry did, he did for 

his people. Of course, Hitler and Caesar would have said the same 

thing about themselves, but that's too trite an argument to push. 

My own theory is that Henry is doing all this for nothing. He's 

a flash in the pan; pretty soon white people won't even remember him, 

and the reason is this: the one thing that he and his Peaceful People 

didn't take Into account when they started this campaign, Is the fact 

that Anglos just don't care about the end of the world. The present 

is so much more important to them than the future ever will be, that 

we don't look past our next paycheck. 

The Hopis have had thousands of years of cultural stability, and 

so far they've managed to hang tough in the face of our cannibalistic 

society, but just you watch. One of these days, we'll gobble up even 

them. And then who'll be left for our terrible zeal? How far off 

will our own end be? 

The night of the first day of Henry's trial, I strolled through 

the exhibit, looking at the kachinas again. Some of them were smooth 

as if they had been die-cut, and were painted gaudy acrylic colors 
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that would have pleased any child. Others were rough and full of 

splinters and their garish paint had long ago faded to a mere tint. 

But in the darkness and shadows of the museum, the essense of their 

meaning began to change for me, and I began to look at them as symbols 

of magic and hope rather than nothing but chunks of wood, and I began 

to understand how someone who loved them, someone who prayed to them, 

could see a beauty that was the essence of the world. 

Pay yuk polo, the Hopi say at the end of a Coyote story. "And 

here the story ends." But Coyote stories never really end; there's 

always another one, always another lesson to be learned. That's what 

makes Coyote such a hopeful character—that no matter what happens, no 

matter how stupid he is, he always gets another chance. I only hope 

we're all so lucky. 

—The End— 
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"Xenophilia" 

With his wine glass in one hand, Gray leaned on the second story 

railing, watching the Black-and-White Ball below and around him. 

People on the ground floor laughed and chatted with people standing 

next to them. On the second floor, people talked and nodded together. 

People above leaned over the banister and called to people below; 

people below leaned back and shouted to people above. 

It was the first party in 3-D that Gray had ever seen. 

Along each of the three arms of the shopping mall, a river of 

people flowed and eddied, drifting along concourses or gliding on the 

escalator, trickling up and down stairways or riding the glass 

elevator. They swirled in small pools or clumped in quiet backwaters. 

All the shops were closed and dark, but the lamps on the arches 

and the lights in the ceiling gleamed brightly. In the open space of 

the central plaza, red and blue lights shown on three jets of frothy 

water bouncing in the air. A jazz band played beside the fountain, 

and laughing women in iridescent gowns swirled, their long, tan arms 

arching out, fingertips balanced on the fingers of men in bolo ties 

and cowboy boots, who pulled the women back and held them around the 

waist. 
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Matriarchs in satin, or lace and damask, sipped Margaretas or 

Bloody Marys as they glanced into the dark shops they were strolling 

past, then looked back to resume their conversations. Sons who were 

fathers and fathers who were grandfathers stood smoking cigars and 

clutching highballs. All the talk and whispers melted together into a 

humming roar, shouts and laughter rippled through the crush, and in 

spite of his mood Gray smiled. 

Beside him Tucker stood, watching the crowd below, his black 

iacket hanging open, the front of his white shirt spotted with tomato 

sauce from the pizza they had gulped down for supper. His bow tie was 

black, as were his shoes, and his blond hair was as unkempt as a wheat 

field after a tornado. 

Gray's own suit was white, his ruffled shirt charcoal. His 

cummerbund was black and so were the shoelaces in his white shoes. 

"Dad always told me," Tucker said as they watched the crowd 

below, "that the best piece of equipment a lawyer can have is a good 

memory for faces." 

Gray looked out of the corner of his eye and said, "But you don't 

want to be a lawyer." 

"True." Tucker winked. "But some sayings can have social appli

cations. It comes in handy, knowing who people are. Why, I bet you 

could point to any person here, and I could tell you their name and 

family." 

Gray smirked. "Anyone?" 
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"Anyone." Tucker propped his elbows on the railing, his jacket 

stretching tightly over his shoulders. 

"All right," Gray said, taking up the challenge. He scanned the 

crowd. 

Below, teen-age girls without dancing partners huddled together, 

eyeing boys who busied themselves ignoring the giggles and stares of 

the girls. A middle-aged couple stood arm in arm at the window of a 

jewelry store, pointing out wedding rings. Children, whooping like 

cranes, chased each other around slender, manicured trees. 

With the hand that held his wine, Gray pointed down to a young 

woman in a low-backed, sequin-studded ball dress of purest black. A 

loose, black net held her icy-blonde hair, and her shoes sparkled 

blue-white. "That one there. Who's she?" 

Without hesitation, Tucker said, "Amanda Fieldstone. Her daddy's 

a neurologist on the East Side. He's the one who dug the blood clot 

out of Jason Deber's brain after the kid's car wreck three years ago." 

"Umm." Gray frowned. 

Tucker waved his left hand over the heads of the people below. 

"What we have here is the top of the crop. If you're going to get 

anywhere, you have to know as many of these people as you can." He 

twisted the ring on his right hand. It was a family heirloom carved 

by hand, Tucker claimed, out of the backbone of a bear his grandfather 

had shot before Tucker's father was born. 

"Her." Gray pointed to a young woman standing beside the foot of 
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the staircase that curved up to the floor they were on. Her white 

dress was fringed with colored beads, with a belt of silver conchoes 

on her hips. Her black hair fell past her hips, and her boots were a 

velvet yellow. 

Tucker looked toward the crowd. "Which one?" 

"Tan. With squash blossoms." Gray pointed at her necklace. 

Tucker watched the girl a moment. "Huh. You have me there, but 

I'd guess she comes by that tan naturally. She's probably Navajo." 

"Navajo?" Gray felt a prickling of curiosity. "You mean an 

Indian?" 

"Yeah." 

The more Gray thought about it, the more curious he became. He 

had never met an Indian before. He peered at her again. "And you 

don't know her?" 

"Nope." Tucker shook his head. "I never saw her before." 

Gray stood up. "In that case, I definitely have to meet her." 

Leaving his empty glass on the railing, he moved toward the stairs, 

straightening his jacket. "I'll be back," he said over his shoulder 

to Tucker, and kept his eye on the girl. 

"Okay. I'll be waiting," Tucker assured him. "And watching." 

At the top of the stairs, Gray ran his hand over his chin. He 

purposefully hadn't shaved, to give himself more of a Western flair; 

but now the bristle embarrassed him. He ran the tip of his tongue 

along the bottom of his moustache. People going up and down the 
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staircase jostled past him. He pushed his hair off his forehead, and 

stood looking down. What would he say? What did anyone say to an 

Indian? Where there any subjects he should avoid? Water rights? 

Land disputes? He had no idea. 

Starting down toward the girl, he watched the top of her head. 

Her hair was so black it glistened, and it fell free and unrestrained 

down her back. Her arms were folded over her chest. She was short, 

and may have weighed a bit more than she should have, but her bearing 

was poised and alert. Like a deer eyeing shadows in a windy forest, 

she looked out at the crowd that swirled around her, and as if she had 

suddenly heard a twig snap under Gray's foot, she turned and looked up 

at him. 

He couldn't tell where the pupils of her eyes ended and the 

irises began. It was like looking up at the night sky or down into a 

well. Her dark lashes were long and sleek, her face ruddy. 

He stopped on the opposite side of the stairway, on the step 

above her, and leaned back against the railing. People flowed between 

them. "I like your necklace," he said over the noise. "Is it 

turquoise?" Somewhere in the back of his mind, for some reason he 

couldn't recall, he associated the words 'Navajo' and 'turquoise.' 

Her voice was unexpectedly low, and he missed what she said. 

Only the shaking of her head told him her answer. 

"No?" He stepped down beside her. 

She toyed with her necklace with fingers long and full, her 
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fingernails short and pale. Silver bracelets jangled on her wrists. 

"What?" he shouted over the roar of the party. He bent closer, 

his ear almost against her lips. 

"It's called malignium," she said, her breath warm on his ear. 

"It just looks like turquoise." 

"Oh," he said, and peered at the stones. "Yeah. I can see that 

now. Stupid of me." 

Her eyes flicked away from his face. The sleeves of her dress 

were pushed up to her elbows, exposing forearms covered with small, 

fine hairs. 

"I'll be right back," he said. "Don't go away," and he pushed 

off into the crowd, shouldering his way into the empty spaces between 

people. He bumped into people, apologized, back away, and collided 

with others. His motion across the floor was like a ball in a pinball 

machine, bouncing from post to bumper to post. 

He finally managed to get to the temporary bar where he had 

gotten his wine earlier. The man tending was splashing out drinks at 

a furious pace, setting up glasses with his left hand and pouring into 

them with his right. Gray pushed his way up to the bar and shouted, 

"Two Chablis." 

Gray caught himself, though. "No. Wait a minute." He looked 

back in the direction of the girl, but couldn't see her for the crowd. 

Could he offer her wine? Was it against the law? Or was that only on 

the reservation? Not knowing made him feel stupid. Did she even like 
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wine? Why hadn't he asked her if she wanted something instead of 

assuming she would take anything he brought her? He turned back to 

the bartender. "Do you have soft drinks?" 

"Sure," the man yelled. A frown skittered across his forehead 

for an instant, then vanished. It may have been only a sign of 

concentration, but Gray felt annoyed. 

"How about punch?" 

"Sure." The man's arms were windmills. 

"Two, please." 

Several minutes passed before the bartender was able to get to 

Gray's order. Gray paid for the drinks and, threading the tumblers 

through the maze of people, he made his way back toward the stairs. 

The girl still waited, watching his progress across the floor. As 

other women swept around her, he could see that she was not really 

beautiful or even very pretty, but there was something about her that 

was...interesting. Exotic, maybe. Fascinating, absolutely. The way 

the light on her face shaded into shadow. The rich color of her 

cheeks. She wasn't beautiful. She wasn't even pretty. What she was, 

was interesting. He thought he could look at her for a long time. 

He handed her a glass. 

"Thank you," she said, smiling. 

As he smiled in reply, he nodded and said, "Sure." 

They sipped their drinks. The band played. People danced. 

Gray blurted suddenly, "You seem to know a lot about turquoise. 
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Are you Navajo?" 

Her mouth puckered, and her thin eyebrows leaned together. She 

swirled the glass between her long fingers. "And you seem awfully 

pushy. You're Anglo, aren't you?" 

He blinked, and the noise of the party filled their silence. His 

left hand held his drink. His right played with the loose change in 

his pocket. He took a deep breath and said, "There sure are a lot of 

people here, aren't there?" It was a rhetorical question, but he was 

hurt when she didn't say something. "I've read," he went on, "that 

every year there are three and a half million unwanted babies born in 

the United States." 

She shook her arms, setting her bracelets to jangling again. Her 

lips moved, and he leaned closer. "Sorry," he shouted. "I couldn't 

understand you." 

Her frown relaxed a bit. "O'odham. I'm O'odham." 

"Autumn?" he asked. "Is that your name? Autumn what?" 

"Not Autumn," she said, impatience slipping dangerously near the 

surface of her tone. "O'odham." 

He stared at her. 

"Tohono O'odham." Her eyes sparkled and narrowed. "I'm not 

Navajo. I'm Tohono O'odham." 

He leaned away from her. 

"Papago," she finally said, making a face as if she had bitten 

something sour. 
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"Oh." He straightened up again. "Oh, yeah. Papago. From San 

Xavier, right?" 

She shook her head. "Komkc'ed e Wai'osidk." 

"What?" He peered at her as if trying to see through fog. 

Her eyes locked on her boots. "Our name for Sells." 

"Sells? That's off to the southeast, isn't it?" 

She shook her head. "Southwest." 

"Oh. Yeah. What does it mean, whatever you said?" 

"Komkc'ed e VJa:'osidk?" 

He nodded. 

She shrugged disinterestedly. "It means Komkc'ed e Wa:'osidk." 

"No," he said, wondering if she were making fun of him. "In 

English." 

"Turtle Got Stuck." 

"Really? Why would anyone call their town that?" 

"I imagine," she said as the fingers of her free hand played with 

the beadwork on her dress, "because at some time in the past, a turtle 

got stuck there. Wouldn't you think so? What does Chicago mean?" 

He blinked again. If she had asked about New York or Los Angeles 

he could have answered her. Her eyes flitted around the room once 

more, and he said in a voice that sounded hasty even to himself, 

"Well, what does Tucson mean?" 

She shrugged, but at least turned back to him. "It comes from 

the O'odham, S-chuk Shon." 
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"Do I have to guess what that is in English?" 

'"Black Foothills,"' she said. 

He rubbed his eyebrow. "What does that mean? Why call the place 

that?" 

"From Sentinel Peak—'A' Mountain." 

He nodded in what he hoped was a thoughtful way. "And what 

brings you to the Black Foothills?" 

"School." She swirled her punch. "The University." 

"You're a student? In what?" 

"Pre-law." 

"Really?" 

"You sound surprised." Her frown puckered as if she were used to 

skepticism. 

"I am," he said not at all apologetic. "It's a nice coincidence. 

I'm a lawyer." 

"You are?" 

"Now who's surprised?" 

She shrugged. "You just seem awfully young. All the lawyers I 

know are old men who sit around haggling with each other all day over 

points so obscure no one but they could possibly care." 

"Child prodigy is another of my many attributes." He dug out his 

wallet and handed her one of his cards. 

With one eyebrow cocked, she looked at him, then glanced at the 

card. "O'Ryon," she read aloud. 
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He nodded. "Grayson," he said, offering his hand. "I came to 

Tucson about a year and a half ago. I'm originally from a little town 

in southeast Arkansas." 

Her hand, when she shook his, was cool and limp. "I'm pleased to 

meet you, Mr. O'Ryon." 

"Friends call me Gray." 

"Grayson O'Ryon. Must be Gaelic." 

"Good deduction, counselor. So you see, like you're not Indian, 

I'm not Anglo like you accused me while ago. You're Native American; 

I'm Irish-American. Not that it makes any difference anyway." 

"Of course it makes a difference," she said. "Who you're from is 

as important as where you're from." 

"Yeah," he tentatively agreed. "That's right. I suppose." 

She glanced away. 

"So," he said. "What's your name?" 

"That depends." She answered without looking at him. 

"On what?" 

"On whether you speak English, Spanish, or O'odham." She let her 

eyes flicker over him again. 

His lips narrowed. "Why?" 

"Friends who speak English call me June. Those who speak Spanish 

call me Junia. To my family, I'm Ha:shani. Real friends don't call 

me anything." 

That set him aback. "Huh? What does that mean?" 
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She crossed her arras over her chest, hugging herself as if 

suddenly cold. "In as small and closely knit community as ours, we 

don't need personal names. If we're talking about someone, we use the 

nickname that everyone knows them by. If we're talking to someone, we 

say sister or brother or mother or father or aunt or uncle." 

"What if they aren't kin to you?" he asked. 

"Then we say, 'friend'." 

He felt rebuffed. Obviously, she was being careful to withhold 

permission for him to call her 'friend.' "Hahshani," he temporized. 

"All of your names mean like the month of June?" 

"Hasshani means saguaro. In O'odham, June corresponds to 

Ha:shani Baiithag Masath—the moon when saguaro fruit ripens. The 

beginning of our year." 

"Oh," he said weakly. The sound of that other language left him 

feeling as if he had been slammed into a wall. "Oh. I see. Well. 

It's a pleasure to meet you. June." 

"Thank you. Gray." Her pauses were just long enough to let him 

know she was making fun of him. "I'm sure it will be mutual." Her 

light tone of voice, though, let him know it was in an unserious way. 

He ran the tip of his tongue along the bottom of his mustache and 

looked down. "I have a question I hope isn't too forward." 

"Yes?" 

He looked back at her, watching her closely, paying particular 

attention to her eyes. "You lied, didn't you? When you said your 
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necklace wasn't turquoise. It really 1s, isn't it?" 

For the first time, her smile flashed. Her teeth were a little 

crooked but Incredibly white. She immediately covered her mouth with 

her hand. Her glance ricocheted off his, and went careening into the 

crowd. 

"So," he asked. "What is malignium really?" He felt more 

confident now, as if picking up the rules to a game he had never 

played before. 

She shook her head. "Nothing. I made it up." 

On the other side of the fountain, the song the band was playing 

ended. There was a scattering of applause, and the musicians struck 

up a disco beat. Most of the older couples drifted away, leaving the 

floor to those who danced with energy instead of skill. 

"Have you been to many of these affairs?" he asked. Tucker had 

told him that the Black and White Ball was an annual event. 

She shook her head. "This is my first time. Are they always 

held in shopping malls?" 

He shrugged. "I don't know. This is my first one, too. A 

friend had an extra invitation." He looked up at the railing above 

them, but Tucker was gone. Gray's exploits, it seemed, hadn't really 

been that interesting after all. Gray turned back to June. "Did you 

come alone?" 

She shook her head and looked around. "But I haven't seen him 

for a while. I guess he's off having fun." 
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"Not nice of him," Gray said with mock gravity, "to abandon his 

date." 

She shrugged. "We're not dating. He's my brother. He got the 

tickets thinking that he'd bring a girl he's trying to impress, but 

she suddenly came down with a headache at the last minute. He wasn't 

going to come at all after that, but I had never been and wanted to 

see what it was all about, so I talked him into bringing me. Knowing 

him, he's probably in some appliance store right now, in front of a 

tv, watching a football game." 

"There's a game on?" Gray slapped his forehead. "I didn't know 

that. Who's playing?" 

"I was just joking," she said. 

"Well, I wasn't. I was being facetious." 

Her lips quirked. "You've got to be a lawyer," she accused. 

"Using words like that. What's wrong with plain English?" 

"That is plain English." 

She shook her head, and light rippled down her hair. "It may be 

the queen's English, but it ain't how people talk." 

"Oh, it ain't? Well, just how do people talk?" 

"O'odham neok hab masma." She hid her mouth behind her hand 

again. 

As if all the air had been sucked out of his lungs, he couldn't 

speak. It was exactly the way he had felt when he had first looked 

out over the Grand Canyon. That same feeling of alien vistas, of 
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monumental discovery, swept over him again, leaving him reeling and 

dizzy. He leaned closer. "Is that Papago? What does it mean? In 

English?" 

"'The People talk like this.'" 

"The People?" he asked. "O'odham means people?" 

She nodded. "O'odham means People." She studied her boots 

again. "Tohono O'odham means People who live in the desert; the 

Akimel O'odham—the Pima—up by Phoenix are River People. 'Papago' is 

a corruption of a word that means bean-eater. It's what the Akimel 

O'odham called us when the Spaniards first asked them who we were. 

'Oh, they're just the ones who eat beans,' they said, and the name 

stuck." 

He rocked back and forth on his feet. "I can see why you'd 

rather be called the Desert People. The Bean-Eaters just doesn't 

sound...." He hesitated. 

"Noble?" Her lip twisted in a half-smile. 

He shook his head. "Dignified is closer to what I was thinking." 

The lights above them were caught by her eyes and refracted into 

shards of rainbows. "Of course," she drawled, "we did a little name-

calling ourselves. To us, the Pima are Chu:wi Ko'atham. Jack-rabbit 

eaters. That's the only kind of animal they can catch when they go 

hunting." 

She was smiling more easily now, and that put him more at ease. 

"So," he took a guess, "the Pima are hunters and y'all are farmers?" 
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"No." She sipped her drink. "Actually, it's more or less the 

opposite. The Akirael O'odham are farmers, and we were much more 

nomadic, moving to the lowlands during the rainy season to grow crops, 

then back to the springs in the mountains during the winter, hunting 

deer. So, we're both farmers who hunt to round out our food supply. 

We've been farming since...well, forever. And it's really not 'us' 

and 'them.' We were both originally the same tribe, but we split up a 

long time before the white man ever came." 

"The word 'tribe'," he said, "makes me think of tipis in a 

circle. That stopped some time ago, didn't it?" 

She shook her head. "The tipi was used by the Plains Indians. 

We used to live in huts made out of ocotilla ribs and plaster. Now

adays, though, we have brick houses just like real people." Her smile 

blunted the sarcasm of her tone. 

"So, what's it like living in a tribe?" He wanted to keep the 

conversation alive and had no idea why he asked that particular 

question, but she smiled as if she were pleased that he had. 

"It's like," she explained, "a big family. Everyone's related in 

some way or the other, either by blood or marriage. Where Whites live 

in cities full of strangers, everyone in a tribe is kin; everybody is 

related to everybody else. Everyone helps everyone else. We hunt 

together; we raise crops together; we do everything together. The 

basis of a tribe is cooperation, not competition." 

The openness with which she was talking now, pleased him, and he 
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felt bold enough to try a little joke. "Sounds like godless Communism 

to me," he said with a grin. 

Unfortunately, she failed to recognize his attempt at humor. 

"Tribalism is closer to communism than it is to capitalism," she 

agreed with a hostile tinge to her voice, "but it's a better system 

than either. Communism doesn't work because people are too different 

—we have different skills, different wants, different minds. On the 

other hand, capitalism makes monsters of us all." 

Her venom surprised him. "Monsters?" he asked. 

"The ideal behind communism is social equality. The motivation 

behind capitalism is the individual's greed." 

"Hey, now." He felt as if he had been put in the position of 

defending a system he had never really thought about before, something 

which he had just accepted as a given fact of life. "Capitalism isn't 

that bad. We have the highest standard of living in the world. And 

communism is collapsing. Capitalism has beaten it just about every

where now." 

She sneered. "Our highest standard of living has also brought 

about the greatest level of pollution and trash. Private ownership 

and Instant gratification make us all eager to snatch and clutch at 

whatever catches our whim at the moment. We don't think about the 

future or about anyone other than ourselves." 

He was becoming annoyed and it showed in his retort. "Science 

and technology have made our lives immeasurably better than they were. 
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We don't have to spend all our time in the garden or on the hunt 

anymore." 

"We never really did," she answered. "And what do we do with all 

of our free time now? We have so much of it, we're unable to figure 

out what to do to keep ourselves occupied. We've gone to the moon a 

few times, and now we're even bored with that." 

He took a moment too long to catch his breath; she charged ahead 

before he could formulate a reply. 

"Like a virus," she accused, "consumerism has spread over the 

globe till not even the communists are safe—they're crying capital

ism as loudly as anyone these days. Even they have become infected. 

And does a virus care if it kills its host and in the long run itself? 

Does cancer consider the end results of its own deadliness?" 

"But there's just communism and capitalism," he argued. "You've 

got to choose between them. There's nothing else. There are only two 

ways to go." 

She shook her head. "There is always—in every case—one more 

alternative than there are choices. In every case. Whether or not we 

recognize that other option, it's always there." She bit off the ends 

of her sentences in her impatience. 

"So," he asked in a meeker tone of voice than he had been using. 

"What's the third choice?" 

She seemed to be winding down. Her cheeks weren't as flushed as 

before; her breath wasn't as rapid. "There are lots," she said. "One 
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of them Is tribalism. That's what I have been trying to tell you. 

Before we had European economics foisted on us, we spent tens of 

thousands of years comfortably, living in a tribal world. If White 

people could do that, we'd be pretty close to Paradise now." 

The silence that fell between them was deep and dark. That it 

was filled with music and laughter of the crowd, only served to make 

it more pointed. Gray felt as if he had started a long, downhill 

slide toward a pit out of which he had just been climbing. He had 

been in Tucson by himself for too long. He didn't want to go back to 

eating his meals surrounded by strangers in restaurants, or sitting in 

front of his tv playing video games alone. 

He cleared his throat. "I." He tried to talk above the roar of 

the crowd, but the noise swept over his voice like an ocean swell. 

"Was wondering if." He tugged at the ends of his bolo tie. "You 

would like to dance." There was a sudden lull in every conversation 

around them, and his words sounded as if he had shouted them into an 

empty auditorium. He blushed and glanced around. No one was looking 

at him, though he could have sworn everyone would have been. He 

ducked his chin and said quietly, "I really don't dance very well." 

It was a conviction of his that every person knew exactly what he was 

doing at all times. "Really." The only way a person could not know 

was not to let himself know. "But I'd like to." Which is what he was 

doing now. "With you." He had no idea why he was talking so 

stupidly. "If you wouldn't mind." He looked back up at her, deep 
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into the whirlpools of her eyes. "To be seen dancing with a white 

man." 

He could have recited the Gettysberg Address in the time it took 

her to agree, and even then she didn't say anything. She just nodded 

her head. 

The band was playing another slow song. Only two other couples 

were on the small dance floor as he led her onto it, placed his palm 

on her waist, and took her hand. He began slowly, not knowing how 

familiar she was with ballroom dancing, but she followed his steps 

easily enough. 

"Where did you learn to dance?" he asked cautiously. 

"Physical education elective last year." 

The tone of her voice had an impudent edge, but he couldn't tell 

if she were serious or simply pulling his leg. She seemed to be 

thinking more than she was saying. "Well," he said grinning, "I'm 

glad you learned something useful in school, anyway." 

She didn't smile. "Actually, dancing is very important to the 

People. For us, it's a way of communicating with the spirits as well 

as with one's own spirit. Even when it's only a social occasion, it 

should be done with the mind on higher things." 

"And what higher things are you thinking about right now?" He 

tried just to ask a simple question, but it still sounded as if he 

were cross-examining her. 

Her mouth quirked in the way she had, the left corner tweaking up 
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while the right side stayed level, and she said quietly, "The Yaqui." 

The tempo of the music stepped up a beat. 

"The Yaqui," she explained, "dance in order to save the world. 

If they don't perform their ritual every year at Easter, everything 

will come to an end." 

"Everything?" he asked. "Wall Street and the Kremlin and the 

Vatican?" 

She nodded. "Everything. The Earth, the stars, the animals, the 

spirits. Everything." 

"You know, if a skeptic were to hear that, he might say it was 

just superstition." 

"It's no more superstitious than is getting out of the way of an 

automobile that's going eighty miles an hour." 

"That's not being superstitious," he argued, keeping the tone of 

his voice even. "That's being practical." 

"Isn't it practical to stave off the end of the universe?" 

"It's superstitious to think it's done by dancing." 

"It's egomaniacal," she retorted, "to think you know enough about 

everything to be sure that it isn't." Some nuance of impatience 

settled into her lips, and the quirk he had thought only a moment ago 

to be cute, became somehow hostile, and he knew with absolute 

certainty that if he were to pursue the matter, she would drop his 

hand, walk away, and he would never see her again. So he said 

nothing. 
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However, she wasn't paying any attention to him anyway. She 

looked past his arm, away toward the crowd, and shook her head. 

"What?" He looked in the same direction. "What is it?" A tall 

fellow with hair as long as June's stood on the edge of the crowd, 

watching them. In jeans and denim vest and cowboy boots, he was dark 

and solid and scowling, and the Anglos around him leaned away from him 

a little. "Who's that?" Gray asked. 

"My brother," June said. "I guess he got tired of tv." 

"Why did you shake your head at him?" 

"He wanted to know if you were being a pest. If I needed him to 

get rid of you." 

Through the rest of the night, the band played jazz and pop and 

rag and more ballroom tunes, and Gray and June danced them all. He 

gave the lie to his having said that he didn't dance well, and with 

every new step, she was right there with him. Eventually, she even 

began to smile more often than she didn't. 

Just as Gray was beginning to catch his second wind, her brother 

came up to them. "I'm leaving now." His voice was rich and as full 

of sounds as an avalanche deep in a mountain rift. 

"If you want to stay," Gray told June, "I can take you home 

later." 

She shook her head. "Thanks," she said as she pulled her hand 

away from his, "but it's too far to ask you to go out of your way." 

"Oh," he said. "Okay." He figured that she had a good reason 
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for not wanting him to take her home. Maybe she didn't want her 

family to see him. Maybe she didn't want him to see her family. 

Maybe she didn't want to offend her brother. There were too many 

possible reasons for him to come up with answers to all of them. So 

he said, "Okay. Uh, listen. How about lunch on Monday? There's this 

great little restaurant. I eat there all the time. Well, a lot of 

the time. They're kind of expensive, but they're worth it. Usually." 

She was quiet a moment, and the noise of the crowd surged between 

them. "I think I'd like that," she finally said. "What time?" 

"I could pick you up at the school." 

"No," she said. "I'll meet you. What's the name?" 

"My name?" He had a sudden attack of panic that she had already 

forgotten his name. 

"The restaurant." Her frown said she was annoyed, but her tone 

said she was amused. "Where you want to eat." 

"Oh," he said, relieved but embarrassed. "Oh. Oh, that. You 

know? I can't for the life of me remember." 

"And you eat there all the time? Sure." 

"No, I do. I really do. I swear I do." He was desperate to 

prove he did. It had become an issue of his honesty—at least to 

him—but try as he might, he couldn't remember the name. 

"That's okay," she said as if she were a teacher consoling a 

child for forgetting his lines in the school play. "I can find it. 

Where?" 
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"Where?'.' He looked at her as if she had asked him the name of 

the landing site of the first Apollo mission on the moon. 

"Yes. Where's the restaurant?" 

"Oh. Where. Do you know where the Pioneer Plaza?" 

"Sure." She nodded. 

"It's downtown." 

"Yes," she said. "It is." 

"On Pennington." 

"Yes." Her tone of voice was strained. "I said I know where it 

is." 

"The restaurant is two doors north of there. North of the 

Pioneer Plaza." 

"On the same side of the street?" 

"Yeah." 

"Okay," she said, nodding again. "Okay, I'll see you there 

Monday at noon." She turned away and followed her brother into the 

turmoil of the crowd. 

It wasn't the best of starts, Gray realized, but at least he had 

the chance to work on it. "Monday!" he yelled after her. "Noon!" he 

whooped. 

—The End— 
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"Origins and Inspirations: A Bibliographic Essay" 

"What Do We Leave When We Leave Things Behind?" 

The overall character of the old woman Addie had been in place 

before research was begun, but it agreed closely with what the sources 

had to say anyway. Collaborating evidence was found in several texts, 

the main one being Edward Spicer's Pascua: A Yaqui Village in Arizona 

(1940). For example: 

With a few exceptions, persons in the village under the age 
of thirty are United States born. Those over thirty are 
almost all Sonora born. (1940:8) 

This was written in 1940, so a person thirty years old then would be 

81 at the time of the story. Since Addie is older than that, the 

figures are realistic. 

And again: 

No one is without a knowledge of Spanish, although the older 
women generally prefer not to use it except when there is no 
other course. (1940:10) 

It had been decided beforehand that such a curmudgeon of an old woman 

would not deign to speak the more widely-used language in order to 

keep from acknowledging the conquerors and butchers of her people. 

This quote was a vendication—a justification after the fact. 

Another quote of Spicer's concerning the Yaquis was that 

They are, nevertheless, subject to a new set of influences 
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which is certain to give a different direction to their 
cultural development. (1940:xvii) 

Response to cultural change can take different forms for 

different people. Addie's grandson, Ernie, has passed beyond the 

Mexican stage, to American acculturation, whereas Addie, as might be 

expected for someone of her advanced years, is still dreaming of tales 

she had been told as a child, of the pre-Spanish era. 

Yaqul history—both the conjectured pre-contact and the 

historically documented—was adapted from Spicer's The Yaquis: A 

Cultural History (1980) which explained the homeland in Mexico, the 

hardships suffered under the Spanish, and the disporia at the hands of 

the Mexicans. 

For a more personal feel, life stories of individual Yaquis were 

consulted in Jane Holden Kelley's Yaqui Women: Contemporary Life 

Histories (1978), and The Tall Candle: The Personal Chronicle of a 

Yaqui Indian (1971), by Kelley; her father, William Curry Holden; and 

Rosalio Moises, a Yaqui man who had lived in the villages in Mexico as 

well as Old Pasqua in Tucson. 

The description of Addie's home was obtained by a visit to Old 

Pasqua. Granted, a quick drive through the village in no way confers 

authenticity, any more than do home movies and endless snapshots taken 

by carloads of Easterners in Bermuda shorts with cameras dangling 

around their necks. The difference—and it is hoped that this is not 

simply a rationalization—the difference is the desire to learn; 
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tourists have little thought of learning from their exposure, and the 

quicker they can get out of the heat and dust and back into their 

automobiles and drive away, the better they feel. For someone 

interested in learning from the indigenous culture, however, even a 

quick drive through the neighborhood can help ground the sociology, 

history, and personal narratives in a context which is solid and 

authentic. 

* * it 
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"Rounding Third and Heading for Home" 

The most important source of information on the Apache tribe was 

Grenville Goodwin's massive The Social Organization of the Western 

Apache (1969), with data on the day-to-day life of the Apache in 

minute detail. Goodwin explains the divisions of the Western Apache 

and the land bases for the bands, as well as their social apparatus. 

Many of the other sources referred to Goodwin's work. 

Several aspects of Brock's personality were garnered from 

Goodwin. 

Tremendous physical power, bulging muscles, ability to lift 
heavy weights, and like feats, so often admired by whites, 
do not impress the Apache, to whom this sort of strength is 
slightly crude and uncouth. Wiriness, agility, speed, and 
endurance are the qualities most admired, and accordingly, 
today, boxing, basketball, and baseball are more popular 
sports than wrestling and football. (1969:567) 

All kinship terms such as cltco-san and cltco-hasti-hn were taken 

directly from Goodwin (1969:199), as were words such as bitgo'dzo' 

(love potions) and o-kahe-le (a meaningless expletive). The 

background on the gaan dancers came from the film, "The Origin of the 

Crown Dance: An Apache Narrative" (1978). 

Keith Basso in his essay "'To Give Up on Words': Silence in 

Western Apache Culture" (1971) made an objective study of a subjective 

cultural phenomenon: the stoic, unspeaking Indian. Basso went a long 

way in documenting the conditions under which silence was perceived by 
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members of the Apache tribe as being not only a viable response, but 

the best, such as that 

in all cases it is considered appropriate, when encountering 
[strangers] for the first time, to refrain from speaking. 
(1971:151) 

This was taken to mean especially at gunpoint. 

One of the best explanations of the difference between Apache 

clans and the tribes of other Native Americans came from Basso's short 

book, Western Apache Witchcraft (1969). 

Whereas bands, local groups, and family clusters were 
spatially localized, clans were not. Members of the same 
clan were scattered throughout Apache country, thus 
establishing a network of relationships which crosscut 
bands, local groups, and family clusters, but at the same 
time joined them together. (1969:13) 

The permutations [Basso goes on to say] of the clan 
terminology and behavior indicated the closest approach to 
"tribal" organization found among the Southern Athapaskans. 
(1969:34) 

Basso was co-editor of a book titled Apachean Culture History and 

Ethnology (1971). This collection of essays on Apache lifestyles 

Includes William Adams and Gordon Krutz' study of "Wage Labor and the 

San Carlos Apache," detailing some strategies developed by the Apache 

people for coping with the economic situation imposed upon them by 

Europeans. It was, in fact, Adams and Krutz' article that inspired 

the ending for this story. Referring to Apaches who go off the 

reservation looking for work, Adams and Krutz say that "Social and 

ritual necessities have acted to limit off-reservation wage work" 
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(1971:127) and that eventually Apache "get tired and come back to the 

reservation". (1971:119) 

* * * 
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"What I Found While Looking for Rex" 

This story, more than any other of the collection, was a writer's 

dream: it wrote itself as literally as that phrase may be taken. The 

setting came from childhood memories of growing up on Crowley's Ridge 

in Arkansas; technical aspects of Cherokee language and culture came 

from a good many sources which served as inspiration as well as 

education. 

The Kilpatrick's Notebook of a Cherokee Shaman (1970) offered 

examples of prayers from the notebook of the Cherokee healer 

Ade:lagh(a)dhi:ya Ga:n(i)sgawi. Unfortunately, it was felt that to 

include the transliteration of the prayers in the text of the story 

would have broken the fictive dream, and there was no way to justify 

translating them because the boy who reports the action of the story 

does not speak Cherokee. Therefore, although two prayers are given by 

the Kilpatricks for going to the water, neither is used in the story. 

More easily worked-in pieces of information were those which were 

presented in Robert Thomas' master's thesis, The Origin and Develop

ment of the Redbird Smith Movement (1953). Though Redbird Smith 

himself does not play a role in the story, Dr. Thomas provided, among 

other things, an example of the hunting style of the Cherokee. 

Hunting of deer and small game was done with the use of 
guns. Squirrels were hunted with a bow and very long, 
blunt-pointed arrows. Birds were hunted with the blow gun. 
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(1953:80) 

Weimar's fears of having to smoke a peace pipe were well 

founded— 

This smoking of the pipe is supposed to work for peace and 
to make the atmosphere peaceful, as well as sending prayers 
in the form of smoke to God. (1953:122) 

Dr. Thomas' account of going to the water was this writer's first 

encounter with the mechanics of the act. 

[The ceremony of 'going to the water'] consists of the populace 
facing the river while the priest says an appropriate ritualized 
prayer and then everyone plunging into the water seven times. 
(1953:16) 

Another source for 'going to the water' was an article in the 

1855-86 Annual Report of the Bureau of Ethnology of the Smithsonian 

Institute, under the direction of J. W. Powell. James Mooney's Sacred 

Formulas of the Cherokees (1891) gives a more detailed account of the 

ritual. 

Bathing in the running stream, or 'going to water,' as it is 
called, is one of their most frequent medico-religious ceremonies 
and is performed on a great variety of occasions, such as at each 
new moon, before eating the new food at the green corn dance, 
before the medicine dance and other ceremonial dances before and 
after the ball play, in connection with the prayers for long 
life, to counteract the effects of bad dreams or the evil spells 
of an enemy, and as a part of the regular treatment in various 
diseases. The details of the ceremony are very elaborate and 
vary according to the purpose for which it is performed, but in 
all cases both shaman and client are fasting from the previous 
evening, the ceremony being generally performed just at daybreak. 
The bather usually dips completely under the water four or seven 
times, but in some cases it is sufficient to pour the water from 
the hand upon the head and breast. In the ball play the ball 
sticks are dipped into the water at the same time. While the 
bather is in the water the shaman is going through with his part 
of the performance on the bank and draws omens from the motion of 
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the beads between his thumb and finger, or of the fishes in the 
water. Although the old customs are fast dying out this ceremony 
is never neglected at the ball play, and is also strictly 
observed by many families on occasion of eating the new corn, at 
each new moon, and on other special occasions, even when it is 
necessary to break the ice in the stream for the purpose, and to 
the neglect of this rite the older people attribute many of the 
evils which have come upon the tribe in later days. (1891:335-
336) 

Details on the sweat lodge were gleaned from the section about 

"Sam Old Dog and Hector: Two Outsiders" in Dr. Carl A. Hammerschlag's 

book, The Dancing Healers (1988). 

[The] men sat close together in a small, canvas-covered igloo of 
willow branches. In the center was an earth pit in which hot 
stones were placed. The ceremonial leader lit a corn husk ciga
rette and passed it around and the men washed themselves in 
smoke.... The leader then dipped the sage wand into the bucket 
in front of him and sprinkled all the participants. (1988:104) 

Articles based on Tom Holm's extensive interviews with 35 

American Indian Vietnam veterans provided a composite picture of a 

Native American trying to readjust to a civilian way of life after the 

war. Some of David's quotes were taken verbatim from what Dr. Holm's 

interviewees said. In his "Intergenerational Rapprochement Among 

American Indians" (1984), some of the behavioral reactions Dr. Holm 

points out are that 

Often the repercussions of these problems are manifested in 
anti-social behavior, chemical abuse, chronic unemployment, 
or the inability to maintain close relationships with friends or 
family. (1984:165) 

David, having fled his family and living in the woods of Arkansas 

in an alcoholic stupor, has still managed to build a crude form of 

home. However, he is obviously unable to put thoughts of his family 
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out of his head altogether; his reaching out for the companionship of 

a young white boy tends to lead one to think he may be desperate for 

company. 

The belief in the efficacy of Cherokee medicine, especially 

'going to the water,' is attested to by the facts such as that 

One Cherokee veteran living in Oklahoma City traveled at 
the insistence of his wife to visit a Cherokee doctor over 
one hundred miles away. The Cherokee medicine man purified 
him in a ceremony called "going to the water." (1984:167) 

The respect which David has for his grandfathers is based on the 

fact that 

Tribal traditions offered personal identity, an organic 
affinity with a reservation homeland, and social controls 
not found in the often chaotic life-styles of a large urban 
area. (1984:164) 

And although, a "tribe, by definition, is a group whose social 

structure rests on kinship" (1984:162), 

Indian tribes are "traditional" societies in a classical 
sense. That is to say, when tribes are confronted with a 
problem, whether social, economic, or cultural, a search for 
solutions is always begun in oral history or custom. 
Authority ultimately rests in tradition, and the maintenance 
of order is the primary social concern. (1984:162) 

However, though David respects his grandfathers, he is the one 

who ultimately makes his own decision whether or not to return home, 

because 

The elderly do not necessarily hold authority; they 
interpret tradition (in which all authority lies), and if 
their interpretations seem radically different from custom, 
their observations have the possibility of being rejected. 
(1984:162) 
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Dr. Holm's "Culture, Ceremonialism, and Stress" (1986) is one of 

the sources which emphasizes that 

The Creeks and Cherokees determined clan identification 
along the lines of "white" (peace) and "red" (war) 
categories. (1986:245) 

The aspects of war which are familiar to David and which cause 

him so much consternation when faced with the white man's radically 

different way are described in Frank Speck and Leonard Broom's 

Cherokee Dance and Drama (1959). 

In summary, then, war can be said to have been a ritu
alized recurrent event of immense importance in Cherokee 
society. There were three main phases, the preparation, 
the actual campaign, and the return. The first phase 
consisted in actual practical preparations of equipment 
and provisions as well as the divinations and magical 
rites of the priests. The second phase consisted of a 
series of stratagems and devices whereby the warriors, 
under the guidance of the priests and their magic, en
deavored to outwit the enemy. The third phase consisted 
mainly in the ritual purification of the warriors for 
their return to the ranks of civilians. (1959:356) 

It is this third phase which is the main point of the story. It 

is this which allows David to free himself from the taint of blood and 

to rejoin his family. 

* * * 
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"Fighting the Monsters" 

The idea of raising bees came about as a result of wanting to 

give Dodge an occupation that would allow him more mobility than the 

usual sheep-herding or silversmithing. Jean-Claude Corbeil's The 

Facts on File Visual Dictionary (1986) provided detailed diagrams of 

bees and bee-hives. Navajo Made Easier (1967) by Irvy Goossen 

provided sentence structure and examples, with other words coming from 

the latest edition of Fr. Halle's classic two massive volumes (1975). 

The details of the stories of the Twins came from Gladys Reichard's 

Navaho Religion; A Study of Symbolism (1963). Sam and Janet 

Bingham's Between Sacred Mountains (1982) gave detailed accounts of 

Navaho ecological interdependence, satellite photos of Dine Tah, and 

detailed notes on clan names and meanings. 

* * * 



"Thieves" 

Gene Lisitzky's book, Four Ways of Being Human, explores a 

quartet of very different cultures: "the Semang on the hot equator, 

the Eskimos near the cold North Pole, the Maoris in the wet Pacific, 

and the Hopis in their sun-dried desert!" (1956:18) That the book 

does so for a young audience is no detriment to its use as a source of 

information. In fact, such a bias may make it more reliable because 

Lisitzky points out in his introduction that all of these "primitive" 

cultures have aspects that may teach our own, very important lessons 

in values and survival in a world rapidly overgrowing its physical 

boundaries. 

Lisitzky's admiration for the Hopi lends a strong bias in their 

favor to the whole section on their lifestyle. 

Of all the Indians who lived in what is now the United States, 
these desert-dwellers alone grew all their food and build homes 
so permanent that they are still standing after a thousand years. 
They grew and built so well that, without enslaving one another, 
without even raising up an aristocracy, they found ample leisure 
for developing the peaceful arts and crafts and for leading the 
richest possible social and ceremonial life. Though they had 
neither writing nor metals, they had the nearest thing to what 
can be called civilization among the hundreds of tribes that 
shared the continent north of Mexico. (1956:213) 

Lisitzky sets out the divisions of Hopi life, emphasizing the 

balance between women's roles and those of men. Clans, like the 

institutions of so many other tribal Americans, are matrilineal, with 
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ownership of homes and fields passing from mother to daughter. Secret 

societies, though, with their emphasis on the religious aspects of 

life—especially the all-important planting, raising, and harvesting 

of corn—are the domain of men. "Together, the clans and societies 

provide the framework in which every Hopi lives out everything impor

tant in his life." (1956:254) 

After the Soyala ceremony is celebrated in the fourth week of 

December at the winter solstice, the 

next important ceremony is the Powamu, the ceremony of germina
tion and early growth, which comes in February. The Powamu 
celebrates the return of the kachinas, the spirits of the rain 
clouds, from their winter home in the San Francisco Mountains, 
where they have spent the last six months. (1956:263) 

All the men in the village participate fully, from the many 
months they have spent on making their own masks and costumes to 
the four nights of dancing. (1956:262) 

The decision to have Langston come from the village of Shongopovi 

was based on Rudolf Kaiser's contention that only "on the Second Mesa 

are the traditional ceremonies still reasonably intact and well 

attended." (1991:14) The Voice of the Great Spirit is a translation 

of the 1989 German edition of Kaiser's book, and deals with Hopi 

prophecies, both oral and plctographic. Kaiser emphasizes that "the 

Hopis kept waiting for the predicted return of their redeemer, Pahana" 

(1991:74), and that the 

flame of hope for the return of Elder White Brother has been 
burning for several centuries. This clearly has reinforced a 
state of mind inclined toward expectations rather than self-help. 
(1991:60) 
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It was the prophesied return of Elder White Brother that so 

confused the Hopi when the Spanish appeared and began butchering and 

enslaving the Indians. That the Peaceful Ones might not always wait 

placidly is borne out by their participation in the 1680 uprising 

known as the Pueblo Revolt that drove the Spanish out of the Southwest 

for several years, and by the fact that, after the Spanish priests 

returned, 

in 1700 seventy-three Hopi were christened in Awatovi village. 
Over the preceding years, however, the Hopi's hatred of the 
Spaniards' "slave church" had become so widespread that a united 
fighting force, assembled from several Hopi villages, destroyed 
Awatovi village and most of its inhabitants. (1991:6) 

Like the Christian church with its tradition of Judgment, the 

Hopi prophecy emphasizes that "this world is coming to an end" and 

that the 

period preceding that end will be a time of disorder, confusion, 
fear, and suffering. The Hopi language describes this pre-
apocalyptic period with the word Koyaanisqatsl (literally, 
world out of balance). (1991:83) 

A feature of the Hopi prophecy is "a gourd of ashes: one of 

which, when [it] fallfs] upon the earth will boil everything within 

[a] great area of land where no grass will grow for many years" (1991: 

Kaiser goes on to explain that, according to the prophecy, the 

end may come soon, because the signs of disorder and confusion 
are already with us, such as the "gourd of ashes" identified with 
the two atom bombs dropped on Japan....There will then be a 
purification, a time of judgment, and for those who survive that 
judgment, salvation. (1991:84) 
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"Xenophllia" 

This story was originally conceived as the first chapter of a 

potential novel. It was adapted for this collection by strategic 

shortening and extensive rewriting. The title is a coined word, put 

together out of the Greek borrowings xeno, meaning "alien," "strange," 

or "guest"; and philo, "loving," hence: the love of strangers, as 

opposed to "xenophobia," the fear of strangers. 

One of the sources of information, Ruth Underhill, has long been 

recognized as a major contributor to the field of anthropology. Her 

1936 work, "The Autobiography of a Papago Woman," provided much of the 

understanding of the psychology of a Tohono O'odham tribal woman. 

Cultural and technological information, though, had to be updated; 

hopefully, the passage of fifty-five years has been compensated for in 

details of the story. 

Maria Chona, Underhill's informant, was in many respects similar 

to the character June, but June was drawn from more sources than one. 

Maria's history provided the background from which June might have 

come, but it was of a different era than the character's. However, if 

Maria were thought of as a model for June's grandmother instead of for 

June herself, then the time factor might be more easily assimilated. 

In that regard, June sets herself up for criticism from the older 

generation as a "wild girl." 
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When we went to the pond with jars on our heads to get water, we 
went in a group. Sometimes there would be boys there watering 
their horses. The wild girls would throw gravel at them, then 
laugh and run. (1936:29) 

In other words, a wild girl was a tease, a flirt. 

They told me that there were women who went alone to those 
dances, the wild women, who did not work and who went about 
painted every day. Corn ears they painted on their breasts and 
birds and butterflies, each breast different for the men to see. 
And a woman's breast, in that dance, comes just where a man's 
hand can reach it. (1936:30) 

Several times, Maria tells about hunting deer and gathering wild 

plants for materials and food. 

In those winter days my father went to hunt deer and sometimes we 
all went with him down over the Mexican border to pick the cen
tury plant and roast it or to get stalks for our basketry or clay 
for our pots. (1936:10) 

The Papagos' lesser emphasis on cultivation is also acknowledged 

by the Saxtons and Enos in their Dictionary. The 

names of months, which differ in different areas, reflect season
al features and activities (such as hunting and gathering for 
Papagos versus farming for Pimas)....(1983:120) 

In her autobiography, Maria also relates the planting of crops. 

In the summer everyone came home to our village and we planted 
corn.... We sang those songs as we put the corn into the earth, 
but it was the men who sang, for women do not do those things 
now. We stood ready with the corn kernels while the men sang, 
then we went down the field together, each woman behind a man. 
The man dropped his stick into the soft earth, thud! As deep as 
my hand is long. The woman dropped in four corn kernels and 
scraped her bare toes over that red earth to cover them. (1936: 
25) 

Unlike sources used for other tribes in this collection, much of 

the information in the library about the Tohono O'odham is to be found 
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in theses or dissertations. The proximity of the Desert People to the 

University is probably the reason that so much original research is 

available. Some of the texts date from several decades ago and, while 

interesting in the information they contain, seem somehow tainted with 

the ethnocentric bias found in so much early anthropological writing. 

While Stanley Boggs' A Survey of the Papago People (1936) con

tains what appears to be a fair report of the general prehistory of 

the Uto-Aztecan peoples as accepted today, it has several instances 

that reveal its Euro-American preconceptions. Consistently, Boggs 

refers to the Papagos in terms such as "a rather primitive people" 

(1936:18) and by conjectures such as "The Casa Grande dwellers were 

much more civilized than the early Papagos or Pimas" (1936:16). 

Whereas the Saxtons and Enos acknowledge that "the names of months... 

differ in different areas" (1983:120) and advise that the "specific 

calendar of an area may be determined by consulting dependable 

resource people of the area" (1983:121), Boggs states categorically 

that the "Papago native year is divided into thirteen months" (1936: 

23) and proceeds to list the English names of those months. All in 

all, as with Davis' earlier monograph "The Papago Ceremony of Vikita" 

(1919) and Gunst's Ceremonials (1930), Boggs' language tends to be 

condescending and patronizing. 

Other theses seemed more unbiased and are more helpful. Tooker 

reports that 

Papagos throughout the known history of Tucson and to the present 
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day have moved to Tucson, to remain a short or long time, but as 
a group they have not remained permanently. (1952:123) 

And that "Papagos in Tucson have certain ties with the San Xavier and 

Sells reservations." (1952:125) There is also a willingness to adopt 

Anglo traits "by the Papagos in the areas of food, clothing, housing, 

and in ways of obtaining a livelihood." (1952:126) 

One of the very real threats to a non-Anglo in the relatively new 

situation of competition in the wage-earning marketplace, is the 

replacement of family by the surrounding culture of strangers. 

Waddell notes the changing value-systems when he states that 

as individuals rise in social status and successfully perceive 
and- behave in terms of middle class Anglo values, the ethnic 
community proves to be an inadequate arrangement to support the 
aspiring individuals in the new cultural behaviors which will 
be demanded of them in order to maintain or to enhance their 
newly achieved statuses.... Vertical mobility seems to involve 
the necessity of abandoning, discontinuing, or modifying the 
relationships with people who belong to the stratum in which an 
individual has originated. Correspondingly, new social ties must 
be developed with people occupying the stratum toward which the 
individual is directing his behavior. (1966:180-181) 

This is the dilemma which underlies June's reactions to Gray's 

persistence. He is a potential role-model for her chosen avenue of 

advancement in the Anglo world; but as a new-comer to high-pressure 

academics, the values she must adopt, grind against those she has been 

taught since childhood; and the transition between the two worlds 

becomes doubly bard when she must move outside her familiar family 

roles and accept the attention of a stranger. The facade she adopts 

to deal with the demanding, pushy Anglo world appears to be heartless 
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and unfeeling, though at times a sunnier disposition manages to gleam 

through the shell. 

As regards the multiple versions of June's name, Fontana (1960) 

reports that 

When the Jesuit priest, Esebio Kino, first contacted the Piman-
speaking Indians of what is today northern Sonora and southern 
Arizona, they lacked a surname system. (1960:67) 

Instead, they used "particularizing names, names which refer to 

specific individuals and to no one else." (1960:68) Further, 

It is not known when given names in Spanish or English in 
addition to the names given in baptism began to be used among 
Papagos. The first Spanish and English given names, aside 
from nicknames, were Christian names conferred at baptism. 
Most, but not all of San Xavier's Papagos today have two 
given names and a surname.... Papagos did not adopt foreign 
naming systems bodily. Their own naming system: nicknames and a 
ceremonial name...was adequate within the context of their own 
culture. (1960:70-71) Thus surnames were added to the Papago 
inventory after fairly intensive contact with Anglos, contact of 
the kinds necessitating a two-name system from the point of view 
of non-Indians. (1960:72) So far as can be told, the aboriginal 
form of Papago names was simply a word or phrase taken from some 
natural object or from some characteristic of the individual to 
whom it pertained. (1960:75) 

June's assertion that "real friends don't call me anything," 

stems from the fact that 

Nicknames were, with a ceremonially received name, the only names 
in use among Papagos in pre-Spanish times. These then, as now, 
were used only in referring to a specific individual and never as 
terms of address. Papagos used kinship terms in addressing one 
another, or, in the absence of a kin tie, the Papago term for 
'friend.' Personal names are not required in a small, closely 
knit community to identify that community's members. Listeners 
almost always know who Is being discussed simply by paying 
attention to the context. (1960:77) 

•k "k ic 
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