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CHAPTER
ONE

The No Face Doll

A young woman tosses
and turns through the burnt-out end of night, struggling against a
day she dares not face.

From the twisted line of her lips, the tears
on her cheeks, it would seem that she sleeps more poorly than the
condemned in their narrow beds, but this is an expensive room and
her skin gleams against silky sheets. Her head tosses back and
forth, flouncing its halo of brown hair. Her mind seeks a final
gulp of illusion.

Ferns appear, waving in a familiar dreamy
haze. Among the fronds she sees a fissure. Deep inside there is
cozy fur.

Down she slides, toward what seems to be the
bottom of the hole. But it's an illusion made by shadows. They tear
like spiderwebs, and she falls through.

She hasn't bargained for this. She passes
down through her usual dreams, past her memories–the ghostly shape
of the house where she was raised, her adoptive mother's brittle
grin–into ancient dark.

The dreamer: she is lying beneath a blue
ceiling in a row house in an elegant corner of Georgetown. She is
within a mile of the Supreme Court where she practices an exotic
and valuable profession.

She falls past the last spark of her own
mind, into shattered forms that could be history itself, dropping
through the sooty skeleton of the industrial world, past the prior
earth of cottages and frontiers and ravaging disease, the long mud
and swirling togas of early law, and deeper yet, to the time of
roaring animals and open fires.

Drums drum, voices howl.

Her legal skills will not help her in the
court of nightmare, no matter that they are as potent as atomic
formulae.

The dreamer: she is breathing as if she was a
lover in receipt of flesh. Sweat ripples along her cheeks, her bud
of a mouth begins trembling, the delicate lips ready to part in a
scream.

There are Indians down below the rabbit hole.
But it is Indians and the affairs of Indians that she is trying to
escape, so this must be the wrong direction.

These Indians, though–they're different from
the ones she knows in life. They have eyes lit like the dawn of the
world, they are squatting around a small fire, they are calling
her.

Her dream tells her that it isn't only a
dream, but also a meeting.

–Who are you?

–Holy Magic.

–What do you want?

–Shadow at Dusk, we
want you to remember.

–My name is Mary Russell.

–You are one of
us.

–I was born on the Minimnee reservation, but
I'm not a Minimnee. So they tell me.

–You belong to us!
Remember!

Their voices sound like chipping flint, these
angry Indians of dream.

–I belong to myself.

–Help us, help your
father and your grandmother!

This is a crazy dream. She can hardly
remember her father.

–We are hidden from
the world, we are desperate.

She hears the throat-ripping urgency of their
chant.

–I am It Stirs the
Waters and I tell you there have been four ages.

–I am Crook in the
Branch, and I reveal that they had four names.

–I, Three Arrows
Flying, cry the names: The Age of Flowers, the Age of the Forest,
the Dark Age, the Age of Mysteries–

–What kind of mysteries?

Instantly she sees a huge serpent sailing
across the starry sky of her dream, sailing and striking toward an
eagle, but the eagle flies higher, farther. In the high first
light, the eagle becomes gold.

She feels that she is seeing the beginning of
time, the beginning of mankind, the beginning of herself.

The radio says, "it's July the twenty eighth,
you're listening to Morning Edition." As she awakens, she hears the
announcer reading her own name, and the bottomless dream becomes
this unwanted, avoided day.

Opinion: It is clear to this court, as it
should have been to others, that the Minimnee Settlement Treaty,
signed by George Washington in 1792 and duly affirmed by Congress,
was willfully and repeatedly violated by the most naked taking of
the land granted, and that the grant must and will be honored.

Souter–of all people–had written. He had
actually authored the opinion. His clerk, James Hyam, had convinced
him, she felt sure. Jim was an unusual young man.

Her father: "What'll happen to my farm,
Punkin?"

Her stepfather farms in Minimnee County.
Because of what she has done, he and the other landowners cannot
get a loan, cannot get insurance, cannot sell their land or renew
their mortgages.

She must go there tonight and speak before
them. "Daddies, the Minimnee own your land. This is justice.
Daddies, love me please."

The daddies will be stone.

One of the deep Indians appears again,
staring at her with fluid eyes that make her cringe.

He strides out of the shadows, right into the
voice of the radio, shattering the illusion that she is awake. He
is wide and brown and wears a magnificent jerkin beaded with a
coiled serpent swallowing an egg.

He carries the Three Sisters, beans, corn and
squash in his arms.

–You know the story
of the No-Face Doll?

–She wanders the world trying to find her
soul.

–It's time to come
home, Shadow at Dusk.

Deep down the rabbit hole, a bell note
echoes. Mary almost remembers being called that name, almost
remembers...another age, perhaps another time...

Mary age nine, running through the corn in
the high of sun, smelling the perfume of the tassels, hearing the
stalks rattle as she runs...

But she's not among ancient Indians. This
corn is familiar; it's her father's. She hears his voice as he
calls her from the porch.Their real little girl was called Betty
was killed by a horse.

"I love you, Punkin." (But I love Betty
first.)

"I love you, Daddy." (I wish I could be real
Betty, not just me.)

Teenage years, Mary on the porch at night.
With the summer wind blowing, it seems like the wide deck of a
ship. Here she kisses boys with names like Gene, sitting in the
shadows beyond the living room window.

Margot Adler says, "Minimnee tribal lands
once covered the entire hundred and six thousand acres of Minimnee
County, New York. This landmark decision will force a fundamental
redefinition of Federal Indian policy. The Indian is coming into
his own as a full participant in society."

The ancient Indians stand up from their
council fire and begin to dance, their thick shoulders undulating,
their hips gyrating. It's sinuous, it becomes the scaly retreat of
the sky snake.

The eagle of dawn is high now, burning in the
sunlight, crying in the ancient speech of eagles, all the secrets
of the world.

She doesn't want them to go, because they are
taking the dream with them. Surely another two minutes won't
matter. The phone rings. "Yes?"

"You watching Good Morning America?"

Heart beating. "No, I've got the radio
on."

"Mary, all I can say is congratulations."

Finally she realizes that she's awake and
this call is from the real world. "Thank you, Henry." Henry Wolcott
Trask, senior partner in Trask, Upchurch, Finch & Gerald.

"I'm awed, Mary."

She calculates, speaks: "Make me a partner."
Chuckles, to conceal the rawness of her ambition.

He chuckles, too, but in quite a different
way. "I don't think we have a title exalted enough for you."

"Add me to the names on the door. Trask,
Upchurch, Finch, Gerald & Russell."

"I think perhaps Russell, Trask has a better
sound." His tone is buttery. Almost, she replies, `I'm only
thirty-six' but she does not. The firm has paid for her home, her
car, her wonderful little plane, even her absurdly huge Spanish
Empire desk. Five hundred years ago, the King of Spain worked at
such a desk, scratching his signature with a quill across quaking
parchment.

"You've actually gotten the damn country back
for the Indians," Henry continued. "It was a brilliant, amazing
argument."

"The trend of the law has been in this
direction for fifty years."

"Heard from your clients?"

"Charlie got a bill yesterday. Probably still
gagging."

"The hell. Our entire annual billing with
them represents two days take from that casino of theirs. And
they're even richer, now."

"Yeah, Minimnee County owes the tribe about
four hundred million dollars." She hears herself chuckle again and
is struck by how ugly a sound laughter can be. She must be careful
here, because just a bit more ego and a bit less compassion, and
Henry is going to not like her very much. Men fear a powerful
hand...if the fingernails are polished.

It's not like that among northeastern Indians
like the Minimnee. The women of the Iroquois confederation are
equal. When you are with a Minimnee grandmother you feel the peace
of a calm soul. You are so glad to be around her, you want to be
like her. Minimnee women were never slaves, and so have nothing to
prove.

"Hello?"

"Sorry. I was thinking."

"About your folks?"

"Yes, Henry."

"I know."

The hell you do. "Henry, I've gotta put on my
face."

"One thing, doll."

–Don't call me that don't call me that!

"Doll?"

"Yes?"

"I thought you'd hung up."

"No."

"One thing, go light on the publicity. Keep a
low profile. Give your speech in Minimnee, then cut it off."

"Oh?"

"Let the client take the stage–and the heat,
of which there is going to be a hell of a lot. Important
appointments tend not to go to media lawyers."

"Do I want an important appointment?"

"You play your cards right, hon, you're going
to get it all."

She tried to put the Tundra in her voice:
"Okay, baby."

"Damn, I was honeying you again. But the
advice is good. Despite the sexist advisor."

"Go paw a date."

"That reminds me, we're getting lots of
requests for you. It seems you're a star. I thought we should do
lunch."

There was an alarming thought. Henry sort of
loved her, she supposed, but he wasn't going to plead that cause at
lunch. Lunch meant only one thing. "I'm not taking on more
cases."

"I'm not asking you to."

"But you're going to at lunch."

"Some of them look good."

"You mean lucrative."

"A Spanish grandee wants to assert a claim
over a Real Estate Investment Trust in California."

"Nah."

"It's a quitclaim issue, essentially."

"That's come this far? How?"

"Your client is the grandson ten times
removed of Hernando Cortez."

Which meant that his claim was very, very
special. Cortez was the only Spaniard ever granted full possession
by the crown. Spanish grants were usually much more equivocal. This
would be a fascinating case.

Her silence encouraged Henry, who correctly
interpreted its meaning. "Interesting, eh?"

"No, it isn't."

"With you aboard, the fee is fat. Without
you, we got no case."

"No."

"Then you're fired."

"Fine." She put down the phone, began
counting. It rang on two.

"I haven't finished congratulating you.
Congratulations. But all hell's going to break lose."

"Has broken, Henry. Has broken."

She'd thought about it, worried about it,
even written three law review articles about what would happen if
the Court went her way. No, four, counting the one she'd
co-authored with Bill Vollman. But now that it had happened and the
opinion lay on her desk and was final and the state could fight no
more, now she felt cut loose. A land grant case would mean...a lot
of money, a lot of fun.

"Henry, you do lunch with the client. You do
everything."

"A good lawyer's a social bee, doll."

"Then I'm a bad one, baby. You do all the
front-end work and cut me in for half the retainer. On that basis,
it's a maybe."

"If you could mix with clients, you'd be able
to name your price."

"I just did. And you'll pay it no matter who
I mix with. Anyway, I mix real well with Charlie Hay."

"That does count, you're an Indian lover. You
oughta see some of the letters we got from Minimee County after you
were ritually extolled in the Times. Them
folks is belching fire."

"What letters?"

"Requests for help from twenty-seven
tribes."

"No, I know about those. What about these
fire belchers from Minimnee County?"

"Most from the same guy—Anonymous, that
chatty fellow. Rather upset with you, shall we say, old girl."

"I've got to go up there and speak into a
hail of anonymous letters? I don't think that's quite fair, Henry.
What do they say?"

"Blank blank injun loving slut. Blank blank.
That gives you the gist, I think."

"Keep me posted on the Cortez case, son."

"Will do, doll. Love ya."

When he hung up, the click of the line
sounded like a prison door closing. Truth was, she'd like to skate
on over to the Cortez case and never even do this two-step at
home.

No, she loved her mom and dad and she had to,
she owed them this explanation, owed the people of the county, to
address their fear and their desperation.

Actually, the destruction of Minimnee County
hadn't even been very hard. "How long," Minimnee Chief Charlie Hay
had asked at their first conference.

"Five years."

"Make it two."

She'd gone from first client conference to
final order in twenty-one months. Considering that she had made the
Minimnee titular owners of nearly half a billion dollars' worth of
real estate, they'd gotten a pretty good deal.

What had changed, the radio asked, and she
could hear the plaintiveness in the tone. "Justice," she said. "And
money," she whispered. "They have serious money now."

Nothing could stop Indians who could throw
seven and eight figures at their cases. The Native Americans are
going to get the treaties fixed that they want fixed, and its going
to happen because old white eyes just loves to gamble.

When its allotted half hour elapsed, the
radio turned itself off in midsentence. The silence that followed
was the final, serious signal that the day had started. Time to get
up. Unavoidable now.

Minimnee, here I come. Daddy, punish me and
make it be over. Make us be friends again.

She threw off the covers–and looked toward
the telephone. There was some softening up to do before she
arrived, and now was the time to do it. She knew that Mom and Dad
had been awake for hours and they sure hadn't called her. She
dialed the phone and Dad answered on the first ring.

"It's me."

"Hi, Punkin. Congratulations. I'll get mom
on."

Mom's voice, then. "We're so proud of you."
The soft, broad accents of rural New York, the hurt.

"How are they taking it?"

"There's a lot of feeling, Punkin," her
father said.

"A lot," Mom added.

The people of Minimnee County saw the
reservation Indians as a bunch of stupid, dangerous drunks. When a
knife flashed in Minimnee County, it was almost always an Indian
knife. In the past ten years there had been five murders in the
county. All involved Indians.

"They figure there's gonna be casinos up and
down Main."

"No."

"The Indians powwowed like crazy out there
all night. Drinking."

"They're celebrating. But not getting
drunk."

"You know that? How?"

"Hope it."

"You were very pretty on television. They had
a shot of you coming down the steps in front of the Supreme Court
that was most attractive. Very graceful." Her mother was always
telling her that she was too muscular. She should never have let
her know that she cut her own firewood up at her cabin, with an axe
and a chainsaw.

"Mom?"

"Yes?"

"I love you."

It became obvious that Mom was crying. Of
course she was crying. Betty's substitute had entered history, but
she was there with people like Benedict Arnold.

"I'll see you both at four. I'm leaving right
after lunch."

Dad, talking quick, through the nose. "Mary,
honey, am I gonna lose my farm?"

There, that was it. "The short answer is no,
Dad."

"But I can't get a loan against the corn.
We're low, Mary, real low."

"I'll loan you on your corn."

A grunt, as if he'd been hit. Mom's
breathing.

She would fly up in her old Cessna 182, from
the big marina on the Potomac with its beautiful planes and
sailboats and yachts to the little operation on Lake Minimnee where
they would run down the dock in excitement as she skimmed across
the water.

American success meant that they smiled and
nodded to your face and gossiped and spat later. "Hi, Mary, you
looked great on TV! What a girl you are! Our Harvard lawyer!" Sharp
laughter, slow eyes.

"I'll explain everything at the town
meeting," she told her parents.

"People are awful stirred up, Mary. I've
never seen them like this. It's a caution."

"And you, mom? Are you mad at me, too?"
(Betty wouldn't have needed to ask.)

"No." A lie, chirped to make it quick. "We're
having a prayer meeting tonight. All the churches are. Except St.
Anne's, of course." Of course, St. Anne's was Injun territory.

"Mom's trying to say she won't be at the town
meeting, Punkin."

Mary wanted not to feel hurt, but she did,
and there was an edge in her tone when she spoke. "Look, if I'm
gonna make it on time, I have to get rolling."

Silence, and in it the whole gulf between the
parents and the child they never quite managed to love. Then Mom's
voice, slow lava: "We'll see you at four, darling."

"I'll be ready with a hug, Punkin."

She was eager to eat supper at the kitchen
table, to smell the sweet air of the summer farm pouring in the
windows.

But right now she must take a smaller trip,
the walk across the bedroom, into the bathroom, turn on the
lights–

Who is that in the mirror–Katisha, the dark
princess of the Mikado, or the sloppy
remains of Gloria Swanson?

Once, a splash of water would have brought
her face back to glowing life. But at thirty-six she also required
dabs and pats of this and that.

Only at her cabin, when she was working and
swimming in the cutting-cold lake did the fine old glow of girlhood
return. As soon as she was finished in Minimnee County, she would
go up, and there would finish logging out the dead tree she'd been
working on, and then she'd swim Beware Lake.

Would it be hard on her folks for her to
leave so fast?

She felt along her cheeks, touching the
smoothness of her skin. Still soft, still supple. But there were
ghostly lines along the edges of the eyes, an ashy portent in the
hair.

If you are forty and you are not married, and
if you can't find anybody, will you be afraid then?

There was love in her, damnit, maybe even
children love, she wasn't sure. She had a hard time seeing herself
going through a pregnancy, but she also wanted to hold a baby so
bad sometimes that she literally ached.

As so often before, she could feel herself
wanting to apologize to somebody. Why did being successful make a
woman feel so damn wrong?

She dressed in her Chanel suit, made to
measure in Paris for the small sum of five thousand eight hundred
dollars, six fittings slipped into thirty minute pockets of time by
the ever-efficient Sally, while Mary had been there last year
working on a case with Bill Vollman.

She smiled softly, as much to test her makeup
as to recall the charming, infinitely civilized seduction he had
undertaken one evening at the Restaurant Jules Vern, halfway up the
Eiffel Tower overlooking the Trocadero. She had rewarded his effort
with a lazy, delicious night together.

He had said, "I love you," with such gentle
frankness that she suspected he sort of meant it.

She was the kind of self-possessed,
attractive young woman who inspired in eldering, unattached lawyers
like Bill and Henry a sentimental and faintly perverse longing for
the rollicking beds of their youth.

She straightened her jacket, felt it caress
her shape. This was her day and time, her moment. Too bad the
damage was so intimate. The Oneida had almost as good a claim as
the Minimnee. She would have been better off with the Oneida.

It was now eight o'clock. At the office,
Sally would be turning on the coffee maker. All over town, the
industry of lawyers that surrounded the Supreme Court was waking
up, its Xerox machines warming, its computers logging on.

For their part, the justices were already
sailing toward other decisions. The victory of the dispossessed
Minimnee was part of the Court's past now. The case had entered
history.

She went out into the blasting summer
morning, to face the consequences of that.

 



CHAPTER
TWO

Injuns

She took the metro
three stops, sitting among the gray flutter of executives who twice
daily broke the monotony of poverty and tourism that normally
defined the ridership. Cellular phones don't work in the metro, so
telephone torture was at least left behind. She listened to the
jittering of a schoolkid's walkman, watched his jerking head. She
thought: if only I could walk into his body I'd be free.

Had Indians wished they could trade bodies
with the Europeans who were forcing them out of the forests? From
New France to New Spain, the natives had been familiar with each
individual tree. How had it felt to lose that?

Their lobby was quiet–unusually so, she
thought. "Hi, Larry."

"`Morning, Miss Russell.
Congratulations."

"Thanks, Larry."

Sign in, move to the elevators, go up to the
sixth floor. The door slices open on the familiar mahogany
paneling, the gold-lettered names on the opposite wall.

A crack, loud, she thinks gun–

"Hip hip, hooray!"

They come pouring out of doors at both ends
of the corridor, lawyers and paralegals and secretaries, even the
firm's economist and Shelly LoBianco, the p.r. person. Shelly
rushes up, grin of plastic: "It is so beautiful, you're an
international hero! I've got interview requests from all over the
place, Paris, Beijing, dear God save
us."

They are wearing feathers, they are doing
whoops. Atlanta Braves chants fill the room, Henry yodels behind
his hand like Tonto, drums bumble from a radio on the
receptionist's desk.

Indian victory party has Indian theme,
kemosabe. How, Big Chief Pie-In-Sky.

"Henry, Jesus!"

"Enthusiasm of the troops. Couldn't be
contained."

"Smoke-um peace pipe," Vince Rodriguez
cries.

"I wouldn't get near that," Henry says. He
has on what he doesn't know is a despicable imitation of a Sioux
Chief's eagle bonnet. Turkey feathers. Gobble bonnet. Whoop, whoop.
Hi, Awatha.

"We're looking at about a three hundred
percent bonus this year, Hunki-dori," old Mr. Wolcott says, his
nose bobbing. Hunki-dori?

"Is that my Indian name?"

"Gettum-Cash, babes, that's your Indian name!" Mr. Wolcott laughs, and Mary
laughs, too, but in agony. They will make her partner now, whether
she sucks their toes or not. Partner, full share. She will take
home sixteen percent of the net, oh, doctor.

Somehow, she got through it. Somehow, the
half hour of coffee and the big cake with a grinning Redskins
Indian on it (the only one the baker had in stock) ground down and
finally died. Ground down, died, and along with it every little
crumb of respect she thought she had for her colleagues.

In the debris of late morning, Sally said,
"It wasn't very p.c."

"It wasn't very nice, Sally." Then she sighed
and added the necessary qualifier, "but they tried."

"Do you say Native American or Indian?"

"Injun, actually. Injun will do."

"I'd've thought–is that p.c?"

"God, please, that's not the point.
I'm about as p.c. as Herbert Hoover.
Jacques Coup de Fusil in the Paris office kissed my hand and I
liked it."

"He's such a doll, that one."

"The point is, you don't mock people. The
Minimnee call themselves Indians. BIA types say native American.
Charlie Hay doesn't like the Bureau of Indian Affairs."

"He called, by the way."

"How many times?"

"Just to say congrats. The Indians are gonna
have a big hoedown tonight when you get there."

"Listen, you're not telling me about my
twenty-seven letters."

Sally raised her eyebrows, questioning.

"Henry told me earlier that I had a whole
stack of requests for service. I said I knew all about them, of
course."

"You have sixty. Plus eleven calls this
morning."

"Are they being evaluated?"

"By the firm–"

"By us. You."

Sally nodded. "I'll have the good ones on
your desk when you get back." She glanced at the clock. "You don't
want to be late."

"Is the plane ready?"

"The plane is ready. Do you want I should lay
on some bodyguards for the trip to the marina?"

It was a serious question, she knew. But she
didn't want it, couldn't bear the idea. "No," she said softly.

"Be careful, darling dear, because you are
loved." She put her hands on Mary's shoulders. Sal had husband
George and kids Caitlin and Bobby. Sal had parents in Knoxville and
even grandparents. Sal's Thanksgivings involved people numbers like
twenty-eight, and that was only the adults. Add kids and the clan
broke forty. Sal was used to love, good at love. Mary had trouble
looking into those family-clad eyes, and wished she found it
easier.

The car service driver had seen her on Good
Morning America. "I got my autograph book, Miss Russell, if you
don't mind."

"Sure."

She signed the same page that Sam Nunn and
Sir Malcom Beecher–whoever that was–had signed. As they passed it,
she wondered what it was like to wake up in the White House. Did
they cut the crusts off all the toast, or just the Presidents'?

On this pretty summer morning the Watergate
Marina was full of people, an elderly couple talking with a yacht
captain, three teenage boys loading coolers of food and drink
aboard a sailboat, a thirty-foot family cruiser motoring slowly
through the `no wake' zone near the docks.

Farther down, the seaplane dock contained the
usual array of floaters, the newest arrival being a Cessna Skywagon
conversion that Mary hadn't seen before. It was trimmed in
ultramarine blue and its cowling revealed that it had a
turbocharged engine.

When her engine was up for refit, she planned
to scrap it and install a turboed power plant. Her 182 was a lovely
airplane, but an extra twenty horsepower would certainly make her
less sluggish on takeoff, and provide the extra bit of power needed
to make landings safer. As it was, if things fell apart during the
last thirty seconds of approach she had no options, and you like
options in an airplane.

She got to the end of the dock and did her
checklist, reminding herself that Windsong wasn't as picture-clean
as she liked. She'd have to get her washed tonight in Minimnee.

She flew up the Potomac and into Maryland and
then Pennsylvania, keeping to five thousand feet, sailing smoothly
past the puffy clouds of high summer. Below her the land swam in
sunlight and humid translucent air.

A fair amount of her life was spent seeking
isolation, and this cockpit was one of her best places. Only Sally
knew how to get to her via the radio.

She'd soloed Dad's old Taylorcraft when she
was fourteen years old. Before he sold it a year later, she had
gained a believable competence. She kept up her skills through the
poor years of the seventies, when being a farmer was only slightly
dumber than being a dog, by renting a Cessna 152 for thirty dollars
an hour at the Minimnee airport. From two thousand feet the runway
looked like a trail in the woods.

The most enjoyable thing about flying was
that it took just enough concentration to get her mind off work. It
wasn't too demanding to be fun, though. In the nineteen years since
she'd been fully licensed, she'd had two slight scares and no major
accidents. Once she'd gotten lost for ten minutes in haze over the
Chesapeake bay, and once a defective carb heater had caused a fuel
spill that could have been explosive but wasn't. The rest had been
pleasure, and even greater pleasure since she'd added automatic
pilot to her old lady's repertoire of slight improvements.

She slipped a cassette into the player and
piped Bach through the earphones. Only a call from control would
interrupt Pablo Casals' magnificent rendering of the Suites for
Unaccompanied Violoncello.

It was wonderful how a little altitude could
smooth the land's scars. Even the surfaces of sewage treatment
facilities acquired a jewel-like glow–the green of emerald. Cars
covering mall parking lots became colorful blankets of beads.

Height also exposed the rich, true beauty of
the fields and towns of America, and she felt their spirit reach up
into her, and knew the same dear captivity that had entranced the
Indians when they first saw this land, and the Europeans the
same.

Even though we were invaders and spoilers, we
had nonetheless fashioned something fine in the fields of this
sweet continent. The towns with their white steeples revealed human
goodness...from up here at least.

She listened to her Bach, glanced at her
instruments, watched the puffs of cotton cloud for the speeding dot
of another aircraft, and worried about her speech. By the time she
spotted the smokestacks of the Niagara/Mohawk coal burner at
Clarewood, forty miles south of Minimnee, she was a sweating,
stomach-churning wreck.

Then she detected a sliver speck in the haze:
Lake Minimnee. Maybe she ought to just open the door and get
out.

Maybe she ought to keep flying and not stop
until her floats were cutting Beware Lake.

Maybe she ought to give the wings some flap,
she was on approach. The town seemed smaller than ever, just a
grove of trees, really, in the middle of a rolling ocean of farm
fields. Former capital of the world, at least as far as Betty's
substitute was concerned. There was Court Street where Betty's sub
had once fallen off her bike and skinned her knee, and at the end
of it the Town School where she'd made straight As in everything
except math, which had been a B course for her. And Searles'
Pharmacy, where she'd bought Hershey bar sodas.

Betty had never flown a plane, had never
graduated Harvard Law summa cum, had never had one of the most
powerful firms of lawyers in the capital city of the world asking
her–begging, pleading–to be of them and with them and in them as
their partner.

Once Betty had been killed, she'd never had
anything more to prove, so she'd never been found wanting. Was that
the definition of an angel? Saint Betty, Betty of the heavens? When
she was a girl, she'd asked once if she could pray to Betty, and
mother had replied, "I already do."

Mary resisted the temptation to circle
Minimnee in triumphant defiance. Instead, she banked. As she pulled
back the throttle, she felt Windsong shudder slightly as she
dropped in a little too fast. As usual she ended up fighting the
airspeed as she landed, contacting the water with a much larger
splash than she liked, and doing some embarrassing lurching and
roaring. But the old plane soon settled into a sedate taxi across
the glassy water.

Right away, the town started expressing
itself, and not very pleasantly.

Rather than come out himself as he usually
did, Pete sent old Willy to haul Windsong into her slip and see
Mary down from the cockpit. Willy, who was one-eyed and strange due
to a year as a captive during the Vietnam war, regarded her as he
might an escaped tiger.

She decided to ignore his off-center glare.
"Hi, Willy."

He lifted his face into a glacial smile, but
did not reply. She went down the floating dock, waving to Pete, who
hardly looked up from his desk. She leaned in his door. "You mad at
me, too, Pete?"

Suddenly he was all polite attention.
"`Course I am. But I'm on the phone now, I'll boo you later at Town
Hall." When he smiled he was the Pete she'd always known, the
richly humorous, wise man who could run a boat and fly a plane and
could tell–usually at a glance–just about anything that might
trouble a high performance engine.

She walked quickly up Lake Street in her
splendid suit, heading for Uppy's Taxi Service at the Gulf station.
Jay Uppy's oldest and dirtiest Lincoln was sitting in the sun, and
she hired it for the twenty minute trip out to the farm. Riding
beside him–for nobody ever sat in the back–she was annoyed to find
just how much she wanted to redeem herself in Minimnee.

As they proceeded slowly down Lake and turned
onto Main past Hap's Barber Shop and Ella's House of Beauty and
Searles' Pharmacy, she began to see that people were stopping on
the sidewalks, hesitating in doors, their faces going hard. She
felt the car slow down.

"Come on, Uppy, let's go."

Nervously squeezing his tobacco mass from
cheek to cheek, he went slower yet. His chewing nattered sloppily,
like a loose belt flopping on an old motor.

There wasn't a whisper outside, not a horn
honking, a child calling out, a dog barking. This was like a
homecoming parade in the world of the damned. She slid down in the
seat.

Usually the streets of Minimnee were full of
people from the reservation shopping and doing business. Not today.
The Indians were staying close to home. She wondered if the casino
was even open. But with a handle of eighty thousand dollars a day
and a twenty percent profit margin, she guessed that it was. Money
that serious tends to float to the top of even the worst
crisis.

There was a thud against the side of the car.
She cringed away. Uppy, smiling meanly, put on the brakes.

Gene Searles leaned in her window. "Hi,
lady."

She looked at him, for the moment too
surprised to speak.

"Want a Hershey bar soda?" He smiled, and it
was very real. "On the house?"

Obviously, this was all planned. But why? She
and Gene had hardly spoken since an incandescent ten days in the
eighth grade or something.

"Please, Mary, it's important." He grinned.
"I'll drive her home, Ups."

She got out, absently slipping a five into
Uppy's hand.

Gene had been a soft-faced, big-eyed boy
then, but now he was fat and hairy, smelling of tobacco and
chocolate and the hairspray/vitamin odor of drugstores. He wore a
white coat over his jeans and boots. In the eighth grade he'd been
a poet and furiously determined not to follow his father and
grandfather into the store.

"I love your sign," she said, referring to
the lovely old neon that hung above the door, which had been
recently returned to its nineteen fifties glory.

Only his eyes retained the magic of his
boyhood. "Turned out I was the third generation after all, I
guess."

He said it so softly that a response seemed
out of place, and she did not speak as they moved through the
store. A few people were there, Ellen Frowirth, wife of the mayor,
old Mrs. Eisenreich behind the counter, a couple of teenage girls
Mary didn't recognize. Gene went to the family door at the back of
the prescription department, a door Mary knew well. She followed
him up the narrow stairs to the living quarters. "You really
haven't changed a thing."

Gene glanced back at her. "Dropped the
ceiling."

How did it feel to have sunken back into the
town? She wondered if he remembered what had been. "Who hath seen
thee oft amid thy store," she said, quoting from a poem that had
been among his favorites.

He considered. "Is that a challenge?"

"Just a memory."

"'Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find
thee sitting careless on a granary floor, thy hair soft-lifted by
the winnowing wind.'" His voice rattled deep. He lowered his head,
twisted his hands together.

"God, Gene."

Theirs had been the first sex of either of
their lives. She recalled that he had fainted.

"Want coffee?"

"Gene, why am I here?" She stood in the
dining room, her hand touching the top of the table under which
they had hidden to share their first kiss.

He had been as narrow as a willow switch,
lithe and light. She remembered his moist lips and trembling hands,
the happy tears like diamonds set in the edges of those eyes.

"The Mafia," he said. "They're in this thing
with the Indians."

"The Mafia?"

"Charlie Hay is involved. Heavily."

Something like that would be a very valuable
chip. The BIA would impeach a Mafia-connected chief. She had a
feeling that the next few minutes were going to be far, far removed
from pubescence and John Keats.

He went to a sideboard cluttered with stacks
of papers, rummaged and came up with a soiled letter. Solemnly, he
held it out to her. She did no more than glance at it. "This is a
Xerox, Gene."

He shrugged. "You know who Artie Arcola
is?"

She didn't, but she also didn't need to. "Why
would Chief Hay order loaded dice from the Mafia with a purchase
requisition?"

"Special dice. Heavy. For crooked games.
That's why they're fifteen grand a pair. The price includes
protection from the Gaming Commission."

"You miss my point. Transactions like this
take place in the back seats of Cadillacs at thruway rest stops. I
mean, people don't order loaded dice from the Mafia like they
were–I don't know what–hamburger patties."

"They don't?"

"Gene, this is a clumsy forgery."

He took it back, caressing it with his
spotted hands. When she had kissed them in reverent gratitude, they
had been fine and pale, a boy's hands vibrant with coming strength.
When he had finally entered her, after all the fainting and
contortions, they had laid side by side crying. `God is in this,'
she'd whispered then, and told herself to remember it forever.

"We've got to get our own back, Mary. We need
a good lawyer." He took a step toward her, searched her with his
eyes. "Ever consider changing sides?"

"A lawyer can't."

"Why'd you do it, Mary?"

"They hired me."

He went as pale as if she'd struck him an
actual blow. "What're they gonna do to us, Mary? I need a loan on
my building and I can't get it. I've got a baby coming."

"That's what I'm going to talk about
tonight." She wanted to leave now. Coming had been a mistake. She
backed toward the door.

"Mary?"

There was the note of appeal in his voice
again, the one that had made her say `yes' in their childhood.

Turning, she dashed down stairs that were a
clattering blur. She was on the sidewalk when his car pulled up, as
big as Uppy's but new and clean. He smiled from within, leaned over
and threw the door open. She had forgotten that he was going to
drive her out to the farm, but there was nothing to do about it
now.

"I got us a new stove," he commented as they
gathered speed. He'd decided to overlook her obvious distaste for
him–but what else could he do?

She was embarrassed, and made an elaborate
show of relaxing back in her seat. "Nice."

"It is nice. Real advanced."

Who was the wife? A prom queen, she thought,
circa about 1990. She had a vague memory of high hair and a
clattering voice–a sweet woman, though. "She due soon?"

"She's as big as a house. You wouldn't
believe it."

"Yes, I would."

"Well, yes, you're a woman." He grinned.
"Sorry."

Home seemed so far from home.

For five minutes they drove in silence. When
he spoke again, his voice was almost a whisper. "What's it like,
Mary?"

"What?"

"Being you, I guess. Being out of here."

She laughed. "Noisy."

"I thought I'd be the one."

"So did I. With your writing."

He shook his head. "Hey," he said suddenly,
"have you got a bulletproof vest?"

"Good Lord, no."

Why wasn't he smiling? "You know, I'm not mad
at you. I could never be mad at my Mary. But some of the others.
Wow, this is serious, kid. You've got to realize that."

Minimnee was not the kind of place where
people shot at each other...or it hadn't been. "You think that I
should wear a bulletproof vest tonight?"

"I think you should call it off
altogether."

"The town needs me."

"What the town needs is about three hundred
thousand dollars a head."

"Where'd you get that figure?"

"Gil Howard."

"County treasurer?"

"Yep."

"Probably a fair estimate, then. The Feds are
looking at a total valuation right at four hundred million dollars
for the county."

"People like to shoot themselves, coming up
against numbers like that. A man around here ain't gonna get three
hundred grand together in a whole lifetime."

"The Minimnee love you too much to break your
backs."

"That's an amazing thing to hear, after what
we've put them through over the years. They ain't exactly been
appreciated."

It was true enough. Reservation life had
almost broken the Minimnee. For too many of them, the empty,
meaningless days were filled with drugs and booze, and in every
Indian soul there was a wound that could not be healed, where the
thread to the land had been snapped.

It was nearly six when he dropped her at the
farm. She went up the walk to the porch, where her teenage porch
swing now rusted in a corner, much in need of paint.

She paused before the screen door.
"Hello?"

Silence answered.

She tried the door, which was open, and
stepped inside. She went through the front hall, down the side of
the dining room that led to the swinging kitchen door. "Mom? Dad?"
Nobody there. She went out into the back dooryard.

A glance into the garage surprised her–Dad's
car was gone. She had expected them to feed her supper and drive
her to Town Hall. This was incredible, so much unlike them that she
contemplated calling the hospital. He'd had that heart attack in
'96. Sixty was hardly an impossible time to die.

She was dialing when she saw a message tacked
to the cork board that hung beside the kitchen phone. Stuck in by a
pushpin were Mother's car keys and a note. "We're doing errands.
See you tonight, Star."

She swung her head away because it felt
exactly like a slap.

The whine of the refrigerator, the distant
clanging of cowbells, the ticking of the kitchen clock–in the
absence of voices she noticed them all, and they all accused her.
Grabbing one of the white enameled chairs that had been there
always, she sat down. Despite her determination to remain in
control, sobs came rushing out in stormy gusts.

The sound of the clock chiming six times made
her quell the tears. She needed to eat, and there wasn't much
time.

She opened the refrigerator, and found that
mother had prepared a plate of meatloaf, peas and potatoes with her
usual meticulous care. There was even a sprig of parsley.

Three minutes in the microwave gave her a hot
dinner, which she ate with the same guilty speed with which she
consumed Lean Cuisine at home.

At six thirty she went out to the garage and
got in her mother's car, a middle-aged Buick that looked like it
had just been driven out of the showroom. But on the way into town
she noticed that the ashtray had a cigarette butt in it. In the old
days mother had smoked like she drank, with an odd precision of
gesture, declared moderation and visible distaste. She'd had a
habit of turning her face away from her own smoke, and she'd quit
at least twenty years ago.

Although Mary's partisanship of the Minimnee
had never been discussed directly between the two of them, Mary had
felt that mother had more-or-less approved–at least until she
understood the consequences.

Dad was more direct: "you don't stir up the
bottom mud if you expect the cows to drink." He had a way of
diluting complex arguments with annoyingly homespun statements that
were far more dangerous than they seemed.

Soon she was in town, driving along Main,
past the feed and seed store, the Ford and John Deere dealerships.
She turned onto Court, unaware that she had increased speed as she
passed Searles'.

Town Hall, a brick building of eighteenth
century construction, was formal in the mannered, colonial style.
It was the sort of place that called for men in powdered wigs, and
it certainly didn't fit the plain country folk who were the
great-great-great grandchildren of its aristocratic English
builders.

The mullioned windows blazed, and the parking
lot was jammed with pickups. She parked at the curb, got out and
began walking toward those bright doors.

Ten steps later she stopped. When Town Hall
was full of people, you could generally hear a buzz of talk from
out here, rolls of laughter, shuffling and coughing.

Although jammed, the place was absolutely
silent. That was a jury in there, not an audience. A few steps
farther on and she could see right into the old meeting room, down
the aisle to the stage where the town board usually had its table.
Instead the old oak podium was in place, as dark and formidable and
Victorian as it had been when she was a girl, up there squeaking
out her American Legion contest speeches.

There was no way she was going to walk
through that hostile sea of dear friends.

She entered the building by the back door.
For a moment she stood in the little back room where she'd waited
her turn to speak, trying to keep her spit up so her voice wouldn't
crack.

One deep breath, and she went out onto the
stage.

 



CHAPTER
THREE

The White Court

There was a sweeping
sense of size and hush, the sudden, gripping presence of the light,
and all those faces.

It was 1981 and she was peering down at the
five hostile Legionnaire judges who really didn't understand what
this little girl was doing here. What was Drew Russell thinking,
letting her enter a contest intended for young men?

She had shaken the rafters with her oratory,
done it to the applause of a single couple in the back.

She hadn't won, not ever.

It was hot and the fans were whining. The
upturned faces were sweaty, their eyes steady. She wanted their
consciences. The man who took, and knew that he took–she considered
his conscience to be Indian territory.

Reflected in their eyes she imagined that she
could see tiny images of the Indian, images that she also despised:
the drunk slumped under a threadbare reservation tree, the woman
bloated from eating starch, the arrogant young blood, political and
mean, the tribal chief in his glitzy car, a pair of plastic dice
dangling from the rearview mirror.

The air had a sour stink in it, circulated by
the fans. When she'd first begun to try cases, she'd learned that
fear had a very real odor.

She squared her shoulders, called for
silence.

A cough from the back, purposely too loud.
Some snickering, then the creak of chairs, a scattering of
whispers.

She looked for her father, saw him sitting in
the back.

There was a wave of restless movement. She
had to start. But her mouth was stuffed with sand, her heart was
about to go crashing out into the middle of the air.

She leaned down, blew into the mike. She
tried to swallow the sand.

If only she could make these people
understand how much the Minimnee wanted to do this without
destroying the town. For all the whooping imagery associated with
it in myth and movie, the real Indian world–the healthy part–was
friendly and full of fun. They had lost their wars with the whites
because they could not fight outside of their own rules. Fighting
to them was a test of spirit, not a way of getting land.

"Speech!"

She swallowed. "Yes." She shuffled her notes,
her brief and the neatly printed opinion that had resulted from it.
Look at Gene back there, his arms folded.

His presence reminded her of his warning, and
she scanned the crowd.

Mary Russell was no martyr and she certainly
didn't want to die for the cause of the Minimnee claim.
Well-intentioned though it undoubtedly was, Gene's warning had
turned a hostile jury of an audience into what looked to the poor
victim on the podium very much like a firing squad.

This lawyer who had argued the causes of the
damned before the Supreme Court of the United States now found
herself terrified of a hundred and fifty men in a stuffy town hall
in Nowhere, New York.

She felt a fingernail digging into her palm,
took a deep breath and willed herself to begin.

"The issue is not the taking of your land, or
property rights that have been established for generations. It is
not a matter of destroying your titles, but rather of clearing them
at last, of acknowledging the true original owners, and granting
them their rightful place at the beginning of the chain of
title."

"Go to hell!"

She looked in the direction of the cry. Faces
stared back, inscrutable–all except that of Eddie Tillotson, who
looked away. He used to let her ride his combine when she was a
girl. Eddie was probably pushing seventy, and he'd gotten fat. His
fingers looked like bread sticks rolling across his paunch.

"You're scared, and I can understand that.
Please believe me when I tell you that the last thing the Minimnee
Tribe wants to do is hurt this town. But the Supreme Court has made
its decision and you have to live with it. And if it's any comfort,
you're not alone. Indian land rights are going to be recognized in
hundreds of communities all over the country."

"Drop dead!"

From the other side of the hall, stronger
than the first cry, more menacing. She turned. Where were the
police?

"We made three hundred and seventy treaties
with you!"

"You're not an Indian, Mary." Ike Moltash,
Moltash Feed. He used to pay kids a quarter for every dead rat they
brought him out of his storage facility. Probably, he
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