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"Your Great White Father calls for you, Whitefeather."

"I will not go.

The Great White Father is a black raven, a thief who speaks from both sides of his face while his claws carry away our lives."
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Prologue
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For millennia, they rose from the ground. They stood tall and strong against the sky. Jagged cuts ran deep, each bearing a memory of time. Ancient gray-white rings near the peaks marked the waters where life once swam in the deep.

When the seas receded and were gone, remnants of what had lain on the floor gave way to new life.

Life that crawled, walked, and ran; life that was born and died.

The monuments—the Sangre de Cristo Mountains—were the protruding vertebrae of Mother Earth. They had never yielded as one until the White Man came and began to devour what was never his. He sought to own the life that gave him life, to claim his own mother through greed.

All for the mineral of—gold.
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Chapter 1
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At the base of the mountains where rock and sand meet sat two figures in the early dawn, where night loosened its grip.

A man, wrapped in a buffalo robe sat on the earth. His lungs moved as they have for a century, opening and taking in life, and collapsing... expelling it. His brown face, etched with wrinkles from life, of both joy and pain surround two eyes.

Eyes, dark, deep, and thoughtful...look forward. Their lids open and close briefly as a butterfly's wings.

The "Listen" it is called by his people, falls upon his ears. Patience, understanding, seeking...a lifetime of the weight of it settled into his shoulders as if it had always belonged there.

A worn bonnet of eagle feathers sat upon his long gray hair. It one placed with care, not for display, but for meaning. This was his crown, his glory, his life.

Beside him sat a thin, young boy. His skin was smooth and untarnished by scars. His long black hair flowed like uncontrolled streams of water. A handwoven blanket protected his skin from the chill.

“Na-tiee-yah,” the elder said softly, his voice rough with age and smoke. “What do you see?”

The boy squinted into the dark.

“Nothing,” he answered. “The sun has not awakened.”

The elder nodded.

“Close your eyes,” he said. “See beyond what waits for light.”

The boy did as he was told. He lifted his face toward the place where darkness and dawn became one. He breathed in slowly.

Pine filled his chest. Cold followed, sharp, and clean.

Moments passed. His shoulders loosened. His breath deepened.

“Tell me,” the elder said.

The boy listened.

“I hear birds,” he said. “Many of them. Talking in the tall green places.”

“Good. What else?”

The boy tilted his head.

“I hear weight moving. The elk. The buffalo. They are close.”

The elder waited.

“The ground is warm,” the boy said after a moment. “It hums for comfort and knows us."

The ancient one nodded.

"I hear a leaf letting free a drop of water to fall."

“Open your eyes,” the elder said. “What do you see now?”

Na-tiee-yah opened them.

“I see our people,” he said. “Some are hungry. Some are speaking softly. Some are crying.”

The elder placed his hand cracked and brown, shaped by sun and years, as much a part of the land as stone on the boy’s shoulder.

“You are walking a path I began many moons ago,” the elder said. “It will not always be easy to see.”

The boy stood.

He did not smile.

He understood.

They returned to camp as the light shifted, as it always did, without sound.

As it had been for so long, there would be time for songs to be sung.

Until...
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Chapter 2
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In Washington D.C., the nation's capital is running business as usual. Congress, a collection of professionals, haggle over issues at hand. 

While this is going on, a man walks alone in a tunnel deep underground below the White House.

His manicured fingertips slide along the gray concrete lining the walls. He hears a noise and stops. He looks around and the walk continues, step after step.

His pace is brisk. A military cadence...left, right, left... 

He talks as he walks each step a word:

"A yellow bird, with a yellow bill landed upon my windowsill. I lured him in with a piece of bread and then I smashed his fucking head."

This was the President of the United States. President Phinnias Knob.

He reached the end of the hall and placed his hand on the wall. This was not just any part of the wall, but one with a purposely placed scratch.

He removed a brick, which exposed an opening. In there he placed a white package. Inside that was a signed permit authorizing construction on a parcel of land which only he knew the history of.

The brick was replaced and he returned to the Oval Office.

He makes a call to extend an invitation to Victor Harlen the Chairman of the Board for Red Earth Construction to join him to a fundraiser luncheon.

As with all political affairs, small talk, rubbing of elbows to make deals, and laughter filled the air.

Four eyes meet from across a room. A silent glance of affirmation is made between the president and Harlen.

Harlen excuses himself for business matters. Hands are shook, and backs are slapped. He exits the building and backtracks to a door hidden behind greenery which allowed access to the forgotten hallway.

He knew the drill. This was a common occurrence of business between the two.

Harlen removed the envelope and took out the crisp, clean linen paper signed by the president.

"Sacred burial ground bullshit," he said while tucking the valuable permit inside his jacket. Thoughts of new money pouring into the offshore accounts were tantalizing.

This time though, this construction site will reap more than ever thought or dreamed of.
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Chapter 3
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The sounds of machinery and dust filled the stagnant air. The echoes reverberated through men's bodies as they commanded massive tools of destruction.

The metal beasts belched plumbs of white smoke and large lamps beamed through the dust like dragon's eyes.

With a pull of a lever, a long arm moved upward. Another lever opened the steel jaws with sharp teeth. The first lever moved the arm down toward the dirt. Its teeth rammed deep and its jaws closed—crushing its prey.

A hundred men worked the area—destroying and building.

Break time arrived and coffee cups passed from hand to hand. Someone bragged about a card game the night before. Another complained about the cold settling into his arthritic knees. A young man talked about his dating escapades. They all had one goal, and that was to make money. One man stood apart from the others—Daniel Whitebird—a proud fourth generation carrying the Whitebird name.

During his childhood he heard stories from his great-grandfather and grandfather of their people, a peaceful band of women, children, and men.

He was too young to remember hearing the crack in his great-grandfather's voice of the hardships they faced being torn from their home and forced to move even if a rumor of the U.S. Army soldiers were coming.

As he grew and attended school, he had a touch of sadness for lessons about American history were one-sided. 

He would ask his teacher privately about why they did not teach about his people?

The answer was always the same. The lessons were set by the school district, the state, and the federal government.

It was not until he left for college did he meet people from all parts of the globe.

"Hey Daniel, come sit with us poor workers," an older man said.

"Do you think he can teach us to read?"

"No Señor, he is a Gringo-rojo, he does not speak Spanish."

The small group of men laughed and punched each other on the shoulders.

Daniel looked at them and shrugged off their comments. His thoughts were with the land being torn apart.

The needle covered saguaros shaped like people with arms—stood strong in the heat and offered protection to the cacti wren for their nests, were run over and crushed.

For hours every day, this occurred and Daniel could do nothing about it.

He looked around and where nature was replaced by survey flags.

“Dead land,” someone said near the trailer. “Nothing grows here.”

Daniel remembered a childhood story about a land his people lived on. It was a tale of a battle of survival between people and an enemy. Brave men fought to protect women and children while invisible spirits of no color flew through the winds on winged beasts. White smoke blew and fire leapt upon the people leaving behind nothing but stillness.

“Let’s get moving," yelled the foreman, Mark Delaney. "We’re behind schedule."

The men grumbled and stood. Some gave a slight kick to those who laid on the ground with work helmets covering faces.

"Hey, it all pays the same whether fighting or marching," the old guy said to the kid.

Each man took their position. Some grabbed shovels or pick axes, others climbed back into their metal dinosaurs.

As one of the machines rolled over a group of cacti, Daniel felt something.

He was not sure what it was but looked down to see the ground below his work boot become unexpectedly soft and sunken down up to the ankle.

He took a step forward with his other boot and again, it gave way to his weight.

Accompanying this sudden giving of the soil was from deep below. A sound murmured. 

Was this a precursor to an earthquake?

Daniel looked at a bulldozer near him. The bounced in his seat like a toy doll as the heavy steel wheels turned the treads moving the iron blade forward.

Again, the sound came—low—and guttural. It vibrated through the soles of his boots into his feet.

This was not the machine.

The sound repeated.

Shorter this time.

Harder.

He took off his glove, crouched, and pressed his hand to the ground. He felt something unusual, like a heartbeat.

“Whitebird!” a man called. “You gonna be there all day?”

Daniel stood slowly. “Did you hear that?"

“Hear what?”

Daniel hesitated. He listened again.

The sound was gone and replaced by the engines and the crushing of rock and plant.

“Probably nothing," the man said.

Daniel nodded, "Yes, probably."

The bulldozer sputtered and stalled. The driver dished out a slew of profanity, and with a fist he hit the control board.

The machine shuddered, then roared back to life throwing black and white burnt diesel fuel smoke in the air.

“Old equipment,” Delaney said on his radio to the driver. “Keep going.”

The bucket plunged again.

A cry, sharp and brief caused Daniel to stagger back a step as if off balance.

He looked around and no one seemed to have heard it.

Again, he knelt and put his ear to the ground hearing the cry fade away to silence.

“What’s wrong with you?” Delaney asked, being irritated.

Daniel began to answer but stopped. “I’m fine."

"College punks," Delaney mumbled as he walked away. "Give them a piece of paper and they think they know everything."

Daniel stood staring at the ground, knowing he heard and felt something.

By afternoon, the men were ready to wrap up for the day. Tools were being cleaned and stored. A cheerful song filled the otherwise dreary day.

Delaney stuck his head out his air-conditioned sanctuary and with a bullhorn uttered, "Overtime" and went back into his office like turtle retreating into its shell.

Feet stopped walking. Heads turned and eyes burned. Delaney was the target.

"I'd like to take that horn of his and put it where the sun don't shine," a man said as he lobbed a glob of tobacco-stained spit to the ground and stomped on it.

Nevertheless, the workers returned to their never-ending tasks.

Red Earth Construction was never out of projects whether they were demolishing or building or both.

A person quitting Red Earth would be a black mark on them which reached far beyond a resume. Loans for a car, a home, or even dentistry were difficult to get if the loan officer saw that.

Daniel, being one of the longest employees with the company was the lead worker—and while expendable—his experience was needed. Delaney could complain and demand all he wanted but knew he needed every man and woman available.

Daniel jotted notes in his handbook:

10:30 a.m. ground actively became soft—reason unknown.

10:44 a.m. strange feelings in self—sounds.

10:58 a.m. touched ground—sound—vibration felt—unheard by others.

11:24 a.m. scream—loud— no injuries reported.

He watched as the earth was moved buckets full at a time like a hot spoon digging into ice-cream.

Men began to whistle. A woman, Elena Lopez, squatted behind a dozer to relieve herself.

"Come on guys—at least you can find a tree," she shot back.

"A tree out here? Maybe a cactus."

"You deserve to get a little too close and have a few needles put in you," she retorted.

This was a rough job to work, and you had better be able to put up with the verbal barrage. No matter what was said, life went on.

The evening hours began to show up. Dusk began to blanket the mountain tops and long shadows were cast across the range. Temperatures dropped and the generators kicked in to keep the lights on.

8 p.m. rolled around and Delaney made an appearance from his air-conditioned box.

He called Daniel and a few of the leading crew members to the steps to talk.

“Alright,” he said, tapping the clipboard. “We’re even with production but want to put in another 4 hours to get a jump on tomorrow."

Daniel looked at him. "Are you okay Delaney? These people are beat. You can't keep pushing them like..." he stopped himself—or did something stop him?

"Like what Whitefeather?"

"Like—" he looked around. Something was there he could not see. "Like—" he repeated seeing the others turn away from the confrontation leaving him abandoned.

Delaney laughed. "College punk."

The feeling began to enter Daniel's mind. He heard the low moan again. "You can't continue this."

"What the hell are you talking about Whitefeath..."

Delaney could not get the name out because of the shouting.

"Help him!" the voices yelled as they ran toward a bulldozer.

"Throw him a line!"

The ground below one of the machines opened like a mouth sucking in air. The driver, buckled into place for safety, had a look of horror in his eyes seeing the front tilt downward.

Dry sand grew in piles—as lips moving around the metal.

The worker unfastened himself and climbed to the outside to the treads. He frantically grabbed on the handle to steady himself as the machine was being swallowed slowly like quicksand. 

Ropes were thrown to him but fell short and within a minute—both man and machine were gone.

The ground then resealed itself as skin healing over a gaping wound.

"What the fuck just happened," Delaney demanded. He looked at Daniel.

The men became quiet.

"It's not dead," Daniel said.

"What are you talking about Whitefeather? What the hell are you talking about?"

"The earth. It's not dead."

"Is this your mumbo jumbo spirit Indian stuff?"

Daniel could not answer. He just looked at his notebook.

"Whitefeather, I'm telling you, I had better have an answer. You are the lead on this and if the ground was unsteady you should have known."

Daniel pushed back. "You had the papers on this didn't you Delaney. You had everything from Environmental signed off. Why would I question any more than what you gave me?"

The foreman stepped closer and pushed Daniel causing him to drop the notebook. He picked it up and read the notes. “You hearing things Whitefeather?”

Daniel didn’t answer.

“I have a piece of equipment missing and you want to write about hearing and feelings?"

"What about your man? What the fuck Delaney," Elena yelled. Her hands were balled fists and ready to clean his clock but was refrained by a co-worker.

“I can’t,” Daniel said.

The foreman stared. “You can’t what?”

“I can’t do this,” Daniel said.

A heartbeat—

A child sat.

The foreman’s face hardened. “This is your job.”

Daniel nodded. “I know.”

Another beat—

A story told.

“And you’re choosing to walk off?”

Daniel didn’t raise his voice. “Yes.”

The word did not sit well.

“You walk off this site,” the foreman said, “you don’t come back. You hear me?”

Daniel did hear but it was now the land speaking.

Another beat...stronger—

Screams released.

“I hear you,” Daniel said. “I won’t be back.”

He removed his gloves slowly and set them on the tailgate of a truck. The gesture was quiet, final.

Someone behind him shifted.

“I’m leaving too,” a woman said.

The beat continued—

Bodies crumpled.

Another man cleared his throat. “Me as well.”

No one spoke for a moment.

The foreman shook his head. “You’re all making a mistake.”

Daniel picked up his bag. He did not look back at the machines.

As he walked away, the sound returned—not sharp this time, not painful.

The pulse beat hard and steady—

The battle resumes.
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Chapter 4
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Daniel left the site and drove. He needed to collect his thoughts. The day was long and he was tired. It was not safe to drive back home and looked for a place to sleep. He saw an opening on the side of the road and entered.

He followed the winding path deep into the forest. As he drove the noise of man's machines and hatred dissipated and found freedom and peace.

It was as if the trees escorted him to the deepest part an area untouched by human hands. It was here he stopped and parked by a lake with the backdrop of mountains.

Daniel looked out the front window and listened.

As he drifted to sleep, the memories of the stories from his grandfather and great-grandfather offered comfort.

As Daniel slept, the earth did not.

While dwellers in the light slumbered in their spaces, the children of the nocturnal parent flourished.

On the ground, the laughter of the coyotes came at the cost of an innocent's life.

Sounds of guttural voices were thrust through the reeds along the water's shoreline.

In the air, sightless winged creatures dodged each other to feast upon the minuscule spots of life flying from there to there with no destination.

Below and out of sight beneath the countless pieces of the massive puzzle called Earth were those which never slept.

They were much like humans, which continued to move, remove, build, and tear down what was built.

Unlike humans, they did not waste
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