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My name, Cathy Smith. sounds like white bread, but I'm more like “scone.” An indigenous person who uses modern materials and tools to craft new traditions. For example, my people's traditional bread is corn bread, but now we have scones, biscuits made of white flour that have become a delicacy among my people.

I'm a Mohawk who lives on a Status Indian Reservation. I grew up with an awareness of my people and mainstream's cultures. My people have a tradition of storytelling though being a writer is a modern occupation and skillset.

I used “Kateri's Tales” for this collection since “Kateri” is the Mohawk version of Catherine my given name.

The Mohawks were one of the five nations that formed the Haudenosaunee (Iroquois) Confederacy.

I find my people's legends and folktales inspiring, and it's served as a basis for many of my short and long form stories.

Some of these tales won me publishing credits, others have come close to being published, or I thought were worthy of being published if I could find the right venue for them. Rather than wait for a suitable venue I am presenting them here.

Each story has introductory notes and publishing history if there is a publishing history to make note of. Since both corn bread and scones are available on the Rez it's inspired me to list the original sources for my stories, so readers can seek out and sample both traditional and modern fare if they so desire. You may not find a Haudenosaunee Elder to talk to where you are, but there are books you can refer to.

Cathy Smith 2016
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Introduction

This was my first semi–publishing credit. I submitted it to L. Ron Hubbard's Writers of the Future Contest in 2008 and won an Honorable Mention though this is its first publication. It's based on a historical fantasy series I've written based on my people's beliefs on witchcraft. The newest version has a different dynamic between Atotorah and Damien Rathschild, but Damien is still a black magician who learns his skills from a Haudenosaunee Medicine Man.

My knowledge of my people's traditional view of witchcraft is from Alma Greene's Forbidden Voice and Tales of the Mohawks books. Plus some scary stories my Immersion teachers told me.

Publishing History: Smith, Cathy “Bad Medicine”. L. Ron Hubbard’s Writers of the Future Contest Honorable Mention. August 1, 2008

Bad Medicine

ATOTORAH WAS OUT GATHERING medicine plants at the lake on a beautiful spring day. It was so warm that he took off his wolf–skin cloak. Since it was his most prized possession he placed it on a blanket and set it where he could see it. The sky was so clear he could see a bird coming towards him. At least that was what he told himself. He suspected that his eyes were keener than they should be because of all the shapeshifting. Ever since he practiced medicine, his dark brown eyes had lightened to a more golden hue that gave an unnerving yellow glow in some lights.

When the bird was almost overhead of him he saw it was some falcon. He placed a finger on his chin as he tried to figure out what type it could be. He frowned when he saw it circle around him. He took his finger off his chin and pointed at the bird. It floated lifeless to the ground.

When the bird landed at his feet Atotorah saw it had a finely tooled leather collar around its neck. He still could not recognize its breed but if he had, he would have known the falcon was a peregrine. All he knew was that the falcon was of a breed exotic to these woods. Atotorah’s eyes narrowed. “Someone owned you,” he said to himself.

He took a pinch of powder from the small leather pouch around his neck and threw it on the lake while muttering a rapid chant. Water rippled and swarmed, coalescing into a serpentine shape the color of dark, murky water. A horned serpent, larger than a man slithered unto the bank and waited for directions. It looked like it would protest at being so abruptly summoned but seeing the look on Atotorah’s face thought better of it.

Atotorah knew the creature had a healthy respect for his abilities, but it would be foolish to think he could ever fully control it. Atotorah laid the dead falcon in front of it “Is this food?” it hissed in confusion as it looked at the bird.

“Not yet. I shot this bird down. I believe it was sent by a wizard against me,” Atotorah said.

The Horned Serpent nodded. It darted out its tongue to taste the carcass. “It was carrying a spell. It would’ve been deadly if it was released.”

“Is the scent of the one who cast the spell on it?” Atotorah said.

The tongue darted out again. “Yes—but it tastes funny—strange medicine.”

“I want you to follow the scent and kill the one who tried to curse me,” Atotorah said.

“It will cost you,” the Horned Serpent said.

“Bad medicine always costs,” Atotorah said. “But the death of the magician should be payment enough. You can make it as bloody and painful as you want as long as he dies.”

“It shall be as you wish,” the Horned Serpent said. He sniffed the bird again “Sending back the curse should cause a painful death.” It opened its jaws and inhaled the spell into itself. Black smoke floated off the corpse into its mouth, and it swallowed it down. Then the Horned Serpent swallowed the carcass too for good measure.

The Horned Serpent rippled out of sight with strange distortions and bendings of light. Atotorah saw the ripples flow along the forest floor. When it was out of sight he followed it with his mind instead of his eyes. He sat down on the blanket and closed his eyes, so he could look through the Horned Serpent’s eyes. Though the Horn Serpent was skilled, it sometimes needed further instructions to carry out its duties.

Atotorah let the Horned Serpent follow its own instincts as it tracked its prey. When it found its way to a cabin on the edge of a frontier town Atotorah made it pause and study its surroundings.The Horned Serpent resented this but heeded his caution when it heard a loud shriek. Atotorah made the Horned Serpent peer into a window of the cabin. Atotorah noted that there were two white men in the cabin, one was middle-aged the other was young.

The Horned Serpent was more concerned about seeing if there were any Hadoui masks present. “A Hadoui mask wouldn’t serve a wizard,” Atotorah said. The Horned Serpent nodded. It had defeated other charms before but a Hadoui mask was another matter. A moment’s pause showed that the shrieks were merely annoying, they did not paralyze or repel him like a Hadoui mask would have. The Horned Serpent became emboldened when it knew it was dealing with a lesser charm.

The charm was not powerless, it kept the Horned Serpent from fully materializing, but this disturbed neither Atotorah nor the Horned Serpent. The Horned Serpent gravitated towards the cause of the racket, eager to bring about silence. It slithered close to the cabin and saw it could work its way in through a crack in a window, stopping when it saw the charm. It kind of looks like a Hadoui mask. The face is as ugly as one, yet nothing like I’ve seen before. It thought. It’s made of metal instead of basswood. Does the metal make it stronger? The  Horned Serpent came close, intent on pressing the power of its medicine against the charm.

When the Horned Serpent came within reach of the charm’s field of influence the connection between Atotorah and the serpent was cut off. This concerned neither of them. The Horned Serpent had battled and defeated other charms before and both were confident it could do so yet again.

***
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“THE SAVAGE IS TRYING to counter the hex I put on him,” the middle–aged man said.

“Atotorah must have some magical skill, Asa,” a young man in his late teens noted almost laconically. He would have been more concerned if he could see what they were facing. The two men could have been family and often claimed to be so. They had similar builds and coloring, both blue eyed and blonde though the older man was more grizzled while the younger man was an almost perfect specimen of young manhood.

“It’s true Atotorah has a formidable reputation, Damien, but one never knows if the reputation is earned or just hype in this wilderness,” Asa said with a shrug.

The same could be said for magic in civilized lands. Damien thought darkly as he glanced at his master, but he held his peace.

Both the master and apprentice’s composure was shattered when the ward’s tone changed.  Its screeches became cries of pain instead of warning. The ward shook and gave a final death cry as it broke into two pieces and fell to the floor.

The ripples in the air that had been around the mask leisurely fell onto the floor, the light became blocked and not merely rippling as a Horned Serpent appeared now that it had no restraints. It sniffed the air as if to follow a scent and slithered toward Asa, completely ignoring Damien. It must track the one who cast the hex, Damien thought. Thinking that perhaps it was just as well that Asa had not allowed him to take part in the hexing.

Asa aimed his wand at the creature, but the serpent contemptuously swatted it out of his hand with a heavy muscular coil. Asa could not retrieve his weapon as the serpent wound itself around his body. At first, it seemed the Horned Serpent meant to smother the magician, but instead it hissed one word, “Yours?” It opened its mouth and breathed a black, oily shadow onto Asa’s face. When Asa blanched and coughed it slid off of him and faded out of the sight. Asa fell to the floor bonelessly. He attempted to right himself but could not do so. Seeing he could not help himself he said, “Carry me to my bed, Damien.”
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ACCORDING TO THE RULE of Three any spell a magician cast against someone would come back on him threefold. Damien believed this rule was not so much a law of return as a testament to the vindictiveness of magicians. Should a
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