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Author’s Note

 

Several times I have read books that have changed my
life.  One of those was Book
of the
Hopi by Frank Waters, nominated five times
for the Nobel Prize in Literature.  I stumbled across this
little know book in research for an earlier novel, The Indian Affairs.  What appeared to be a dry documentation
about the Hopi, masters of desert survival, turned out to be an
enthralling and tantalizing desert DaVinci
Code.  Two other books, The
Hopi Survival
Kit by Lutheran Pastor and Thomas E.
Mails, and Hopi by Susanne and Jake Page,
fired my imagination, and I gratefully acknowledge their use.

On four occasions, I have visited the Hopi
Reservation for research purposes.  Nevertheless, as a
bahana, I will never be able to capture with total accuracy
the complexity of Hopi culture.  I have tried to use those
details that seemed most consistent with my research.  Leaning
on literary license, I have altered only a very few facts;
otherwise, I apologize to the hospitable Hopi people for errors I
may have committed.


 

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 

 

 

I make baskets.  Mrs. Two Goats says they are .
. . well, she says my baskets are different.  Because I’m
different, I suppose.  Even though I am almost as tall as the
grownups here.  So, while I wait for my mother to come and
take me home, I tell stories on my baskets.  This story is
about the Two-Hearts.


Chapter One

 

Tottering on spiked heels through
shifting sand, Miriam Pulaski almost purred.  She, who had
never been the object of desire, now knew what it was like to feel
desirable.

Ahead, beyond her new red Maxima, the deepening dusk
of summer blurred the dark silhouette of Arizona’s Black
Mesa.  She loved the high desert.  Pristine, vibrant,
savage, and sensual.  Since high school, she had known that
destiny called her to live in the Southwest.  Here she had
found her mojo.

In Chicago, her life had been constipated. 
Short, plump, and pale to the point of being almost invisible, she
had grown up in its Polish neighborhood with a mission to make the
world take note of Miriam Polaski.

After graduation from Illinois State, she had
naturally opted for the proffered job at Grand Canyon Trust. 
The environmental group was on the move against Peabody Energy’s
new pipeline on the Hopi/Navajo Reservations.  So the position
she had landed with GTC as head research assistant keeping tabs on
the world’s largest private coal company placed her at the hub of a
geographical color chart.  Among the olive-toned Hispanics and
coppery Indians of the Southwest, Miriam Pulaski could no longer go
unnoticed.  Never again need she fear being invisible.

Nor, need she fear being undesirable.  Tonight
had far exceeded any of her fantasies.  She had been ravished
past the point of propriety, her lover’s words whispered in both
English and his native language.  He was everything she
craved.  Excitement and restraint.  Formality and raw
sex.  Intelligence and obliqueness.  It was difficult to
read him, so she couldn’t lead him.  She liked that.  She
loved that.  Not having always to be in control.  She had
come to realize he didn’t like to be pushed into a deeper
relationship; but she could nudge, couldn’t she?

She paused, slid her hand between her thighs,
brought her sticky fingertips to nostrils, and inhaled
deeply.  Her fingertips exuded the earthy smell of both him
and her.  Her woman’s smell was a deep river, carrying life to
her vagina.  Not a sour smell, but an arousing incense. 
Often she wondered if possibly perfume was just another tool to
disguise that provocative part of a woman.  Like her own
tailored business suit of professionalism, ripped here and there in
his urgency to explore her femininity.

Yes, she thought, ravished was the perfect word for
what had happened to her tonight.  She knew what it felt like
now, and, oh God, his sexual prowess had brought her to explosive
climaxes that shattered those times she had self-induced libidinal
pleasure.

She had never imagined that love might come out of
lust.  But she was falling in love, after all.  Falling
in love with him and with his ancient patterns of life that had
vanished elsewhere with modern industrialization.  When with
her, he was never in a rush; only taking his sweet, tender time,
which later would be fierce and demanding.

Maybe he was coming to love the pale, plump Jewish
girl, as well.

At last, she found herself highly in demand.

When from behind a hand closed on her arm once
again, she could only smile with the inner knowledge she was still
“in demand.”

The first blow dropped her to the ground and
shattered her cheekbone.  Her glazed eyes caught a glimpse of
a Neanderthal Man of mammoth proportions, his tar-black hair
straggling around powerful shoulders and thick-set arms. 
Bulging black eyes and razor-looking teeth protruding from his
snout reflected like mirrors on her now opaque retinas.

Even as Black Ogre Kachina’s foot slammed down on
her neck, her skull had already begun to swell to the size of a
jack-o-lantern.

Her cheek pressed into the sand, Miriam was inhaling
its granules.  Breathing became more difficult.  Her
torso convulsed with the effort.  She almost didn’t feel the
blade at her throat.

Almost.

Mere seconds later, the sand in her windpipe was
replaced by the gurgle of blood.


Chapter Two

 

“Drinking on the job isn’t the
best – “

“Don’t go holier than thou on me, Chavez. 
You’ve popped enough beer cans on the job to make a life raft for
all of Titanic’s passengers.”

“Okay, I’ll admit you’ve covered for me when I was
too drunk to track a camel,” Chavez conceded, “and I’m damned
grateful for all those times.  My wife is damned
grateful.  We owe you a damned lot.  But I never missed
an office briefing, Janet Lomayestewa!”

Janet swiped her fur ball of a tongue against the
back of her teeth.  Last night must have been a wing
dinger.  If only she could remember how much fun she had with
what’s his name.

“Admit it,” Chavez pushed, “you’re an
alcoholic.”

She rubbed her throbbing temple.  “I am merely
a creature of excess.”  Her gray-billed Dallas Cowboys cap did
little to filter the sun’s laser rays.  She felt fried.

Yesiree, she had become her mother, after all. 
The image carved on Janet’s brain like a petroglyph was of her
mother, a bottle of Thunderbird wine waving in one hand like a
flag.  “Don’t lecture me.  I can and will save the
world.”

Even then a six-year-old, Janet had known this to be
the ramblings of a woman who often hopscotched across the chalk
lines of everyday life.

Janet paused, squinted, then squatted. 
“Chavez, it’s a ‘running w’.”  Her fingers traced in the
sizzling sand the undulating pattern of a shoe print with two ovals
at the heel.  The smell of crushed sage still lingered in the
imprint.

Carefully, he stepped next to her.  Forty
pounds ago, he probably would have knelt to check the print
himself.  His rapidly evaporating sweat, intensified by
August’s mid-morning heat, mingled with other odors Janet had been
trained to pick up since childhood.

No, not trained.  Just that something extra
born within her.  Like the second sight her Hopi grandmother
had possessed.  And her mother’s healing hand.  When she
hadn’t been drinking.  “Why do you think they call alcohol
‘spirits’?” her mother would justify with a snicker.  “It’s
the spirits that tell me where the person is sickening.”

What would Chavez and the other Shadow Wolves say if
Janet told them she sometimes heard a voice telling her where to
look for a spore, what direction to go next?  They’d have her
locked up in a loony bin like her daughter.

He dropped his hand to his holstered sidearm. 
“Got us a mule?”

She shook her head, and her long hair caught at her
nape swished against the nylon fabric of her flak jacket, the only
sound in the desert’s oppressive silence.  Again, she shook
her head, trying to clear her brain, fuzzy as her tongue. 
They had been on the trail almost nine hours.  The Shadow
Wolves code demanded one stick to any fresh trail for as long as it
took.  But after a while the details a tracker looked for
would start to blur.  It wasn’t unusual to see footprints
behind the eyelids.

“Naw,” she murmured, “you’re not going to need your
Glock.  “Prints are too small.  Too closely spaced. 
Got us a kid.  Not likely packing dope.  An illegal’s my
bet.  Probably heading for the Ho Chi Minh.”

The footpath, so traveled by drug smugglers and
illegal entrants that customs officers dubbed it the Hootchie Man,
cut through ridges and deep washes of an Arizona desert lush from
good winter rains.  Ironically, every so often an illegal
drowned in the desert instead of broiled or froze to death.

Her fingers crushed the tiny leaves knocked from the
rabbit brush.  “Pulp’s still moist.  The kid can’t be too
far ahead.  If we hump it, we can rescue instead of bury the
kid.”

With the back of his hand, Chavez wiped the sweat
from his sun-leathered face, then tugged his flak jacket
looser.  “A sweat lodge can’t be hotter than this tux.”

The deadly heat played havoc with things like
infrared sensors and clever-nosed dogs, so human trackers were
always in demand, but Janet would just about rather take a bullet
than wear the flak jacket.  Especially today.  “What d’ya
say we call Budweiser for an ice-cold delivery?”

Groaning, he pushed his Shrek’s body upright. 
Alongside her five-foot frame, Chavez and she were the Mutt and
Jeff of the Shadow Wolves.  “What do you say we call in our
GPS coordinates?”

A new recruit, he’d been with the unit a little over
six months and usually deferred to her, his senior Shadow
Wolf.  From beneath her cap’s billed brim, she fired him a
blistering glance.  “I might have been out drinking last
night, but I can still track a spider across lava rock.  When
you can do that, you can call the shots.”

She rose and began to weave through a dense brush of
cat’s claw and shade-providing Palo Verde.  Chavez fell in
behind her, his taciturn silence making an obvious statement.

She pointed to where someone had used a leafy branch
to brush out footprints.  “Our illegals would have been better
off using a pogo stick.”  Which had happened in her four years
on the job, as well as a pole-vault episode.

Chavez shook his head and wrinkled his broad
nose.  “I swear, you Coyote Clan people – or what’s left of
you -- are something else.”

“I‘m the Last of the Mohicans, Chavez, but it’s a
hell of a lot better than a Hopi without a clan.”

Chavez, the only other Hopi among the all-Indian
Shadow Wolves trackers, had a maternal Navajo grandmother. 
One might be seven-eighths Hopi, but since lineage was traced
through the female, Chavez would never be considered anything other
than kahopi:  not Hopi, and that pejorative said it
all.  He was a mere Navajo.

Beyond him, a spiral of dust caught her eye. 
“We’ve got company.” 

His hand jumping back to his Glock, he spun to peer
at the expanding ball of dust.

She sighed.  “It can only be Reeder.”

The Special Agent in charge of the Sells, Arizona
office made sure his regular agents took the glory for any drug
haul by the 18 men and one-woman Shadow Wolves, a patrol unit
affiliated with ICE, Immigration and Customs Enforcement.

The white and green SUV with its U.S. Custom Service
logo veered off the dirt byway toward them.  A stout,
ruddy-faced man in camouflage khaki climbed down from the
vehicle.  Alkaline dust from the oversized, all-terrain tires
eddied around Reeder in mirage-like swirls.  Whatever was
going on behind his wraparound Ray-Bans could be counted on to be
unpleasant.

Hands on hips, he faced her.  “Got a late start
today, didn’t you Loma?”  In an Alabama drawl, he abbreviated
her full Hopi name to one of two-syllable disrespect.

“I rolled out with the rest of our unit.”  A
light wind, too hot to be called a breeze, plastered a
sweat-dampened tumble of hair to her scarred cheek.

“You missed the briefing.”

“I filled her in,” Chavez interjected.

“You’re one among countless many who have done
that,” Reeder said with a smirk.

Chavez missed the innuendo.  She was tired of
them.  Rebuffing Reeder’s degrading remarks, usually of a
sexual nature, was not helping her status at ICE’s office in Sells,
Arizona.

“This infraction could be as good as any excuse to
can your Indian red ass, Loma.  Next time, you can bank on –
”

“Look on the positive side.  It’s a red ass,
not a red neck.”  She could only attribute this act of
insanity to her Morning After, but she figured she might as well
take a scalp before she quit.  “Since I won’t be dropping by
the office anymore, you can drop my final paycheck in the mail,
dipshit.”

* * * * *

Janet shoved sand-gritted hair from her face so that
she could peer into the washing machine’s porcelain tub.  Yep,
three Buds still there.  Leftover when the fridge had rattled
its last breath and she had dumped a plastic bag of ice into the
tub to save the beer.  She grabbed her faded blue plastic
laundry basket and tossed in the three cans.

Where else?

Two more Buds hid on the pantry shelf behind a
couple of cans of chicken noodle soup and chopped green
chilies.  She added those to her hoard.

Still another one she found snuggled in one of her
insulated boots on her picture-frame-size closet floor.  In
her other boot was her old Afghanistan M9 pistol.  She pitched
it into the laundry basket.  Too bad she hadn’t used it or her
Glock this morning on the asshole Reeder.

Then she remembered a stash of Buds she had stored
last week behind the trailer house skirting, on the east side where
it was usually cooler.  Toting her laundry basket of the gods’
nectar, she headed toward the front door.  On her way, she
eyed the thermostat.  She couldn’t remember if she had paid
her utility bill, but the a/c wasn’t working, so probably
not.  The closed-up place reeked of rotting trash, overheated
plastic, and vomit.

Next to the thermostat, the cheap, wavy mirror
halted her mid-step.  Ahh, yes, the All American Girl. Two
days without sleep or a bath didn’t exactly enhance her better
features.  Staring at the boxy face with its harsh angle of
bones, she wasn’t sure if she had any redeeming features. 
Then there was the scar.  It slashed along the underside of
her left cheekbone, tugging ever so slightly at her lower lid.

Such a long time since she had last felt
pretty.  That was a day she wouldn’t forget.  The day at
twenty-six she had returned to the rez to give the Hopi Way another
try.  Ram had been home for semester break and had stopped by
to visit.  She could see herself clearly that afternoon. 
Freshly washed, inky-black hair falling heavily against the small
of her back.  Dusky skin buffed to a sweet-smelling
burnish.  Her dark eyes still aglow with first love after all
that time.  A dumb-struck Ram had even called her
beautiful.

There had been another day she had felt pretty, in a
different way.  Pretty all the way to the core.  The
first time she had stared into the swollen, unblinking eyes of her
new born daughter, she had felt such overwhelming love . . . and
had felt pretty then, too.  No, more than mere pretty.  A
voluptuous Mother Earth goddess-woman coming into her own
power.

As she swung open the trailer house’s faux wooden
door, Tucson’s blinding sunlight and furnace-like heat blasted her,
and her right arm shot up to shield her face.  Her underarm
smell twitched her nostrils.  She was trying to remember when
last the showerhead had worked.  Oh, for an oil scented bath
in a garden tub, surrounded by lit candles.  That occasional
perk had come and gone along with a couple of global jobs. 
For some time now, she had been forced to boil water in a large,
heavy duty stock pot and bathe from it, much as she had when a
child.

Her bare feet sidestepping the trailer’s broken deck
slat, she picked her way down the three splintery steps and
circumvented the yucca-banked dumpster to head around back of her
trailer.

“Hey, gal, where you been?”

She groaned and squinted over her shoulder at old
Nate.  He had rolled his wheelchair out onto his trailer
house’s postage stamp porch.  “Been staging a war dance,
Nate.”

The Viet vet, living off his disability checks, knew
everything that went on in the trailer park.  Nate called out
at her back, “Noticed your Civic early this morning but haven’t
seen hide nor hair of you.  Feared you might have died and
gone to heaven.”

“Not to fear.  Heaven wouldn’t have me.” 
The sand was broiling her bare feet.

“Uhh, Gal.”

Slowly, painfully, she swiveled her blistering
eyeballs in Nate’s direction.  “Yeah?”

The old gray goat waved his hand vaguely. 
“Uhh, you might want to put your clothes on ‘fore you come back out
again.  Just a suggestion, ya know.”

She glanced down and noticed she was bare-ass
naked.  “You got a point there, Nate.”  She shrugged and
set off hip-hopping over the hot sand around the back of her
trailer house.  Hell, firewalking was easy peasy compared to
this.

On burning knees, she pried loose a sheet of
stove-hot vinyl.  “Ouch!”  But four more Buds! 
Perfect, that made ten.

With precision, she lined them up like ten
pins.  She drew her M9 from the laundry basket.  As
she took aim, the sun’s glare was striking lightning bolts on her
brain.  Her eyeballs were seared raisins.

Oh, no, here it came.  Another message. 
She’d ignore it.

She fired off the first shot.  Keyholed the
lead pin.  One by one she obliterated the next five beer
cans.  The retorts deafened The Voice.

Heat shimmered in distorting waves ahead of
her.  Drums pounded in her ears.  The whole world was
ablaze.  Disoriented, she paused, blinked, felt the earth
roar.  Quickly, she reloaded the mag and finished off the last
of the cans.

She was finished with her drinking.

But The Voice wasn’t finished with her.

Her vision went blank.  Her ears went
silent.  The earth spun out of control off its axis. 
Then, she heard The Voice that every so often nudged her
insistently.

“Go home!”

Go home?  Do I look like Forest Gump? 
Never!

Inside the trailer house, the Medusa with the scar
on her cheek and tiny tah-tahs for tits slumped down the paneled
wall onto the chipped laminate floor.  Self-disgust curled up
there with her.  But not fear.  Unless one counted the
emotional fear of tearing the scab off the wounded heart. 
Arms wrapped around her bent legs, her head dropped atop her knees,
and she began to softly chuckle.

Lomayestewa, here you are, back at the
beginning.  Years and years, trying to outrun what you are.
Never on top of your game.  You wanted to be different. 
Instead you’re a nothing. A nothing who has failed when it most
counted.  You’ve screwed up your life and those of the ones
you love, drinking it away.

“Okay, God,” she ordered, not even sure whether she
was addressing the missionaries’ god or her people’s god. 
“Prove yourself.  Send me an angel.  I need a
miracle.  I need to be fixed.  Inside and out.”

From outside drifted the music of Nate’s
country-western radio station.  John Denver was wailing to
take him home to the place where he belonged, to his home far away;
that he should have been home yesterday, yesterday.

Sonofabitch! I ask for Divine Intervention and I get
John Denver.


Chapter Three

 

Jack Ripley swerved the pickup
into the large circular drive in front of the Los Alamos elementary
school.  Late, as usual.  Late picking up Charley. 
Late for his wedding day.  Late crossing the Iraqi
border.  Even late in murdering Lt. James Dickerson.

Gum smacking, Charley ran from the red-brick
building to greet him.  For almost four years, this was the
routine.  Drop Charley off, go to work at the lab, pick him up
afterschool, throw together a dinner, help with his homework, then
tuck him into bed.

After that, more often than not into the early hours
of the morning Jack researched, devised, and built.  Then
hopes dashed and more research, more rebuilding.  Always
fighting for a way to beat back the beast.

Tonight was going to be another late nighter for
Jack.  He was bushed.  Now that Charley had started
baseball practice, dinner and homework were knocked an hour and a
half back.  Thank God for crock pots.  He might be a
reluctant national celebrity in the field of electromagnetic
bio-scalar dynamics, but a Wolfgang Puck in the culinary art of the
crock pot he was not.

“Chili-Chickenshit again?” Charley ventured
cautiously, as Jack ladled the questionable concoction into
Charley’s bowl.  The three-day-old opened can of tomato sauce
smelled rank.  Charley’s bony shoulder blades rolled up to his
neck in disgust, and his twelve-year-old’s narrow face, with its
peppering of freckles, squinched in resignation.

“Beats that Crock Pot Coq-au-vin dish I served up
last week,” Jack said, filling his own bowl.

“I think Tricia called it Crack Pot Coq-au-vin when
she left.”

“And in such a hurry, too.  Must have been sick
to her stomach.”

“I don’t think it was the dish that turned her off,
Dad.  I think it was your charm.”

“She’ll be back.  I’m an extraordinary
cook.”  After two years of dating, Jack had trouble getting
past the third let’s-see-if-there’s-something-here beyond-sex,
because for him there had never been.  But he had learned a
lot about women.  How to pleasure them.  How to keep them
coming back for more.  How to keep them at bay.  Which
all amounted to how to manipulate the female sex.  One of his
lower points in perfecting relationships thus far.

At last, he had surrendered to Charley’s pleas and
had agreed to bring a date home for his son to meet.  After
all, Jack has been sporadically seeing Tricia almost five
months.

While eating the Coq au Vin, Charley had observed
her closely but behaved as cordially as a twelve-year-old kid
could.  On the other hand, Jack had behaved abominably. 
From the moment Tricia had walked in, all smiles and sweetness and
suggestions, he had begun feeling that old coffin-lid closing in on
him.

She hadn’t stood a chance.  His feeble attempt
at wit had leapt from his wayward tongue as sarcasm.  When
Tricia had gathered her coat and purse to leave, she had returned
the sarcasm with her own.

Crack pot, crock pot, didn’t matter what she had
said.  She deserved someone who could muster up the
care-factor.  For his part, he had learned that he and Charley
didn’t need anyone coming in and changing their lives, thank
you.  Yep, being a single parent was putting him in touch with
his inner-son-of-a-bitch.

As a father, he wanted to give Charley the warmth
and caring he had missed out on.  So many of his preteen
years, spent faking a swaggering confidence to counteract the
goofball his old man had bullied and intimidated.  Burying
himself in books.  Avoiding sports and dances.  Then, to
his amazement, somewhere along the line, he found he was
confident.  Now, if only he could slam dunk or dance the
Watusi.

“Hey, Dad,” Charley said, pushing aside his empty
bowl to open his U.S. History text book, “don’t you think it’s time
for a haircut?  You know, I couldn’t get in school if my hair
was as long as yours.”

Jack set their bowls in the sink.  “When you
graduate from high school, you, too, can have long hair.”  But
his son was right.  Jack had been so busy, he hadn’t had time
to grocery shop much less get a haircut . . . much less bother to
date seriously.  Being an army brat hopscotching across the
world’s army posts had made him more a reclusive, pubescent nerd
than an extroverted Lothario.  Socially and physically awkward
with a gangling body and four-eyes, he had tripped somewhere along
the way into imposing height and corrected vision.

“Let’s get on your homework, pal.  You’re
forty-five minutes past bedtime as it is.”

Sometime, a little after Charley wrote the answer to
where the last battle of the Civil War was fought, Jack drifted
off, and, when his jaw slipped off the heel of his palm, he jerked
awake.

Charley tugged on the rolled cuff of his denim
shirt.  “Come on up to bed, Dad.  You don’t have to hit
the Puttering House every night.”

Oh, but he did.  Working late kept the
nightmares at bay.

With Charley in bed at last and prayers said –
Charley did the praying, Jack couldn’t bring himself to – he headed
downstairs to the backyard, still fragrant with the yellow-flowered
acacia bush Linda had planted.  He had built a cedar potting
house for her to putter around.  Now he used the potting house
to work on his prototype of a power grid receptor every spare
moment.

Jack saw the dim light seaming beneath the potting
house’s door and sighed.  Last night, or rather early this
morning, he must have forgotten to turn off the desk lamp
again.  He was getting sloppy.  He could only hope he
wasn’t getting sloppy in his plethora of calculations.  Time
wasn’t on his side.  Or Charley’s.  Jack had to complete
the power-grid receptor prototype by this summer in order to
qualify for the Los Alamos grant.  Scientists didn’t make that
much, and the grant would enable him to continue his research on a
full-scale basis.

When he opened the door, he saw first the creature
out of all nightmares, a snouted monster with bulging black eyes
and teeth that could rip his throat out.  At first, he thought
he was being punked.  But then the thing came at him with an
unearthly growl, and Jack didn’t wait for the thing to rip off its
mask and reveal Ashton Kutcher.

Jack swooped up the first thing his hand
encountered, the microscope on his workbench, and swung it like
Charley would a baseball bat.  The Thing stumbled
backwards.  Meters, hotplates, pipettes, and flasks went
flying.

So did Jack, leaping on The Thing with a knee to its
crotch and a fist to its windpipe. The snarling intake of a pained
gasp, gave Jack hope.  His two-year stint with the Army’s
2nd Brigade had provided him with college tuition but
not much in the art of combat.  At least, not without a .50
Action Express in hand.

He went rolling across the concrete floor, entangled
with The Thing and fighting for supremacy on top.  He might
have won, but both he and his opponent saw the blowtorch tank at
the same time, and The Thing was closer.


Chapter Four

 

At the 6,000 foot altitude
Janet’s battered gray Civic wheezed.  Through its cracked
windshield, her vista extended to forever, interrupted only by
eerie silhouettes of balanced rocks, fortress-like spires, and
massive stone columns that dominated Hopiland.

According to legend, Hopiland was the vibrational
center of the planet.  Over the last few centuries, the
Navajo had encroached on the Hopi, and now the Navajo Reservation
completely surrounded the diminished Hopiland.

Its twelve villages, perched on the three jutting
fingers of Black Mesa’s southern edge, were tiered clusters of
spooky, stone buildings.  They blended imperceptibly with the
boulders scattered down the mesas’ sides.

The mesas’ eight-hundred-foot, blood-red cliffs,
part of the Painted Desert, came into view on Highway 87, a little
more than an hour’s drive north of I-40 and the off-reservation
railroad town of Winslow.  Directly ahead, on Second Mesa,
early morning smoke helixed up from the village of Shungopavi’s
flat roofs.

Half an hour and twenty-seven miles east of Second
Mesa, Janet veered off Highway 264 onto a canyon byroad.  She
slowed the Civic alongside a tree-shaded wash spanned by a
footbridge.  On the byroad’s other side a forest green sign
stood at parade rest.

Welcome

Hopi Indian Agency

Keams Canyon, Arizona

Sighing, she rolled the car to a stop on the
blacktop shoulder.  Squashed plastic water jugs, rusty cans,
and broken beer bottles snaked alongside the road.  Where
was a frosty Bud when you needed it? She rolled her window down
and listened to the unnatural silence.  Her keen sense of
smell picked up the roadside tar, just beginning to heat beneath
the high desert’s intense sunlight.

This easternmost community on the Hopi Reservation
was not a Hopi village at all but an U.S. administrative town with
various government agencies.  In her humble opinion, her
people and their goddamned peaceful vibrations went out of balance
way back in 1936.  That was when they let their
kikmongwi village leaders be superimposed by the U.S.
political system designated as the Hopi Tribal Council.

But what did she know?  Or care?

At the other end of the eight-mile-long scenic,
wooded canyon loomed what had been the B.I.A. boarding
school.  She refused to let the memories of her school days
impede her and edged her car back onto the road.  But the
Civic rolled on through the village slowly, as if even the old
clunker were reluctant to return.

Several hundred yards wide, Keams Canyon consisted
primarily of Bureau of Indian Affairs department buildings
interspersed by the Fire Department’s Quonset huts, a few corporate
offices, and a pink sandstone post office.  The residential
area, contained by 15 mph signs, was little more than a scattering
of mobile homes and stucco cinderblock houses.

Of course, St. Joseph Catholic Church made its
intrusive presence felt.  The Franciscan Fathers had ordered
it built on a hill below the canyon’s cliffs.

Atop the cliffs rising steeply behind the Church,
she noted that the water tank with its flat, metallic Christmas
tree still stood watch over the village below.  The water tank
was new.  The old, flat Christmas tree stood even rustier than
before.

New steps and a retaining wall around the BIA’s aged
sandstone school dormitory didn’t relieve the dingy curtains that
discouraged visitors.  Several years before, the abandoned
dorm had been converted to one of the two Hopi Community Services
facilities.  The forlorn one-story building now provided
special education and care for the severely mentally handicapped
individuals on the reservation.

Despite her best efforts to shut down the film of
her memory’s projector, her last day at the Hopi boarding school
twenty-five years before returned in Technicolor vibrancy. 
That morning, a bunch of white shirts from some other place were
passing out papers as she took the usual abuse from the
teacher.  She didn't care.  Her heart and soul were
already worn down by the Hopi communal and conformity
demands.  Follow the herd, don’t question authority, support
your community.

Well, her community was a dump compared to the ones
in the glossy magazines in the library.  In a culture where
individualism was underplayed, she knew she had to head for the
hills.  Find her own path.  Test herself in the wider
world.

Or suffocate.

The University of Chicago’s Research Committee of
psychologists had been stunned by the results of the battery of
tests they had administered that morning:  the Hopi
intelligence was by far the highest among all Indian tribes studied
and also surprisingly higher than those of non-Indian school
children.

Late that afternoon, the principal had entered the
class room, and the single sheet of paper he held with Janet’s name
on it had abruptly changed her life forever.  The exclusive
Oram School in central Arizona had selected fourteen-year-old Janet
as its scholarship recipient in order to facilitate cultural
diversity.

Within weeks she had found herself at an isolated
ranch where some of the world’s wealthiest offspring were
boarded.  She had arrived in her brother’s ’52 pickup. 
Phillips and DuPonts and Rothchilds had arrived in
limousines.  She had brought her clothes in a trash bag. 
They had theirs packed in Gucci luggage.  The kids had stared
at her with condescending fascination.  She had treated them
as she had any rude, rubber tomahawk tourist.  She had simply
ignored them.

The word koyanisqatsi expressed the way the
Hopi felt about today’s world, which translated as “a world out of
balance.”  For Janet, her world became koyanisqatsi,
spun out of balance from that day forward.

It still hadn’t stopped.

The Civic’s clock showed it was 7:49 a.m.  She
propped her forearms on the steering wheel and leaned her forehead
on them.  It was probably too early for the interview with the
Community Services facility director.  Yet she knew she was
putting off what had to be faced.

Mouth dry, her stomach knotted, she turned her Civic
into the Community Services Center’s asphalt parking lot. 
Concealing her old M9 beneath her windbreaker, she climbed the
steps to the main building’s entrance, and rang the bell.

Automatically, her palm rested at the waist band of
her khaki trousers, where the throwing knife was sheathed
inside.  Light weight and a great deal smaller than a
traditional knife, it had been used for training purposes in the
military.  With the knife, her playing field was leveled out,
but at that moment she felt the foe of fear creeping upon her,
giving no quarter.

After a moment, a giantess of a middle-aged Hopi
woman in jeans stretched tight across wide hips admitted her. 
Like all the personnel there, she wore casual clothing, with only a
nametag to distinguish her from the residents.

“Lolami, Hilda,” Janet said, using the Hopi
formal greeting:  Everything is beautiful.

Hilda Two Goats didn’t even blink, showed no
astonishment at seeing her high school friend after a four-year
absence; indicated no curiosity at the disfiguring scar that now
crescented Janet’s cheekbone.

Janet hoped that she was presentable after the two
day war whoop.  Her trouser creases were starched and her
camouflage t-shirt free of wrinkles.  A home-made sweat lodge
behind the trailer house had cleaned out her pores. 
Regrettably, sleep deprivation had been part of her vision
quest. 

“Hello, Janet.”  Hilda, towering over Janet’s
five feet, had won the Miss Hopi pageant just out of high
school.  Like most desert people, Hilda’s beauty had been
withered early by boiling summer suns and harsh winter winds. 
Time had added weight.  Janet had been luckier.  Her
globetrotting had occasionally deposited her in other less taxing
environments and her physically demanding job had bucked her
DNA.

Janet had intended to go directly to the office of
the Center’s director.  Instead, her tongue and lips took on a
free will of their own.  She found herself blurting, “Molly .
. . she’s okay?”

“She’s fine."

The news evoked a relieved sigh, and Janet’s knotted
muscles at her nape eased somewhat.  “Hilda, can I see
her?”

Hilda only nodded and led her past the worn
naugahyde-upholstered furniture in the lobby to the vacant check-in
counter, where visitors registered.

Janet scribbled her name and the time on the
fly-speckled sheet, then noticed the signature of Dr. Ramson
Namotewya several lines above.  Her heart did a somersault as
if she were sixteen again.  She had known this barrage of
bullet-wounding memories happened each time she returned to the
Rez.

Resolutely, she pivoted to follow Hilda.  The
woman’s braids swung against her back as she padded on rubber-quiet
Reeboks down a hallway towards the South Wing’s Isolation
Ward.  The place had the musty smell of a tomb.

“How’s your husband?” Janet asked.  Just words
to back off memories.

Visions of bringing, nudging, a frightened Molly
into the building and signing the admissions papers threatened her
eyes with stale tears once again.  Memories of defeat, utter
soul ripping defeat, still making her throat dry so many years
later.  All those years that she had walled off herself from
her daughter.

Molly, the baby she had cradled in her arms on her
twentieth day of life for the Giving of the Name Ceremony. 
She had tenderly cleansed Molly’s little face with sacred corn meal
and then presented her to the rising sun for blessing.  Molly,
the precious child of God from whom she had turned away when her
daughter had most needed her mother.

And I, I have damned my soul forever.

“Burt’s moved out,” Hilda replied.

Hilda’s much shorter husband was a Navajo, a mean
Navajo, who had been fired from the Peabody mines for drinking on
the job and had been out of work when Janet was last home four
years ago.  Whenever she had been around him, he had smelled
like a Winslow bar at 2:00 a.m.  She knew better than to
pry.  If Hilda wanted her to know anything else, she’d have
shared it.

It took only seconds for Hilda to insert a keycard
into the locked door’s panel, but it was enough time for Janet’s
heartbeat to accelerate to Code Blue.

The Isolation Ward housed the few Hopi and Navajo
who were mentally handicapped, including any who were prone to
abusive and violent outbursts.  Molly wasn’t one of those
violent souls.

“Do you want to wake Molly yourself?”  Hilda
asked.

“No.  No, she might not remember me.  I
don’t want to scare her.  I’ll wait for her in the therapy
room.”

The therapy room looked like a kindergarten
class.  A long table was littered with crayons in coffee
canisters, stacks of Manila paper, puppets, and various
puzzle-assembly tasks.  The room smelled of chalk, Elmer’s
glue, and grimy sneakers.  A social worker came three times a
week and played interactive games with both the children and
adults.  A wall calendar announced the day and date – the
reality check for time-lost patients.

Janet whirled around when the door opened.  Her
twelve-year-old daughter stood there, sleepy-eyed and raven hair
tousled.  Although she could have passed for thirteen or
fourteen with her maturing figure, she wore the Little Mermaid
pajamas Janet had mailed her last Christmas.  Molly darted a
confused look from Janet back to Hilda.

“That’s your mother,” Hilda prompted.

“Hello, Molly,” Janet said, the upper tone of her
voice a bronze metallic.  She felt a tight smile stretch her
lips, felt her hands transform into granite knobs at the end of
stiff arms.  “You like your pj’s?”

A gap-toothed grin slowly emerged.  She nodded
bashfully, lowered butterfly-winged lashes over black-pooled eyes,
and stuck her finger in her mouth.

At a loss for words, Janet said, “What you need now
are some house slippers.  Maybe furry Simba ones.  Would
you like that?”

Drool ran down Molly’s finger.  “I want a
Popsicle,” she mumbled.  “A red Popsicle.”

Janet had to recollect herself, remind herself that
Molly would never be more than seven-years-old mentally.  “Of
course.”

She wanted to enfold her daughter in arms of love,
to rain kisses on that sweet, innocent face.  But fear, her
own damning version of the King Midas touch, held Janet back. 
She rose to her feet.  “I’ll bring a box of Popsicles on my
next visit, Molly.  Red Popsicles.”

Molly’s dark eyes followed her as she stood. 
“You’ve come to take me back with you?”

She could only manage to shake her head, then
blurted, “Not this time.  But I’ll be back to get you.  I
promise.”

Hilda gently turned the girl back toward the
hallway.  To Janet, she said, “Imogene should be in her office
by now.  I believe she is expecting you.”

Imogene Pawminnea was a retired Hopi High School
schoolteacher.  After her husband contracted arthritis and was
no longer able to work as a cook in a day school in the Third Mesa
village of Kykotsmovi, Imogene had accepted the Director’s position
at the Community Services facility.

She was also the Bear Clan matriarch of Hotevilla
village.  No one crossed the Bear Clan matriarch of a Hopi
village.  That made Imogene even more powerful than
Hotevilla’s leader or kikmongwi.

Right now, Imogene held the power over Janet. 
As she sauntered into the small office, her desperate need had
morphed to a mutinous attitude that was corroding her effort at
nonchalance.  From childhood, she had fought so bitterly for
her independence.  Now she was surrendering to the conformity
that would be demanded by the Hopi community.  She could do
this Two Heart thing.  She, who had deemed the greatest sin
was imitation.  Now was the time.  Her soul in exchange
for work – and a chance to regain her daughter.  Live the
lie.  Maybe the gods could forgive her for this.  More
importantly, maybe she one day could forgive herself.

From behind the rickety, Formica-topped desk, the
white-haired woman settled on her swivel chair like Queen Victoria
on her throne.  She wrapped her maroon knitted shawl around
her ample body, then peered over the rim of her lopsided
glasses.  “Whacha been doing, Janet?”

She dropped in the wooden chair opposite the desk,
the only other chair in the minuscule office.  “Kicking around
here and there.”

“You been doing that since I had you in the third
grade.  Looks like you got kicked around since you were last
here,” she said, eyeing Janet’s facial engraving.

She shifted in her chair.  This was going to be
harder than she thought.  But she had to have a job if she
hoped to get Molly back.  “How’s your husband?”

The woman tossed her head, and her double chin
wobbled like a turkey’s.  “The old goat insisted on
participating in the Bean Dance.  Wouldn’t wear the overcoat I
gave him and came down with a cold that even Grace Coochvella
wouldn’t be able to cure.”

Janet cleared her throat.  No use beating
around the bush.  “Imogene, I chunked my career with the
Customs Service.  I need a job.”

Imogene’s wrinkle-lidded eyes narrowed. 
“Here?  On the Rez?  If I remember, last time you were
here you swore you’d never come back to live.”

Coming back here was like dying.  She rubbed
the bridge of her nose.  It’s only temporary, she reminded
herself.  “Look, I’ve really botched my life.  I need to
make changes if I am to  – ”

“You know, you were the pupil I had the highest
hopes for.  I was always on the bleachers, thrilled with your
every success, reading to my students articles that occasionally
featured you and your talents.  I figured if you could make
it, then maybe you could open the door for others here on the
Rez.  If you’re sincere, Janet, if you really are determined
to give up drinking and settle down here, then I’ll see what I can
do.”

“Listen, I still have my house on the plaza. 
I’m sure my brother won’t mind me moving in with him.  
Imogene, I got my Associates in the military.  I thought you
might have a position here that I could – “

The old woman shook her head, and the lopsided
glasses tilted off center another notch.  Her stubby
forefinger nudged the glass rim in the opposite direction. 
“Nothing, Janet.  Nothing here at the Community Services
Center.  And the job pickings are slim on the rest of the
rez.”

Inside, Janet’s shoulder bones felt as if they had
unhinged.  She bent to tie the laces of one boot.  When
she straightened, her face was composed.  “Yeah, so what else
is new?”

“Peabody’s scaling up its operations over at Kachina
Point.  I’m thinking you might find work there.”

“I’m thinking that’s like scab work.  Like
selling out.”

“Beggars can’t be choosers.”

“I can choose if I am going to be a One Heart or Two
Heart.”  She rose to her feet.  “I can do that, at
least.”

Imogene rose quicker and more agilely than her
body’s substantial girth would have indicated possible.  She
waddled between Janet and a metal bookshelf.  “Been wanting to
get this to you.”  She thrust the yucca-woven basket at
her.

With a questioning look, she accepted the
basket.  It was woven with four colors, yellow, red, green,
and blue.  Four.  The number sacred to Hopi. 
Collected pottery shards and small rocks pretty enough to catch a
child’s eye filled the basket.

“Molly made the basket as a Christmas present for
you,” Imogene said.  “Took her most of December.”

“Thanks.”  She accepted the basket as if it
were a Trojan gift horse.

“Knowing you like I do, I suppose you’re thinking of
getting your daughter back?”

“Thinking?  I’ve come home to do just
that.”

“As always, you’ve set your site too high.  You
signed away all rights, remember?”

She flinched.  “Too clearly.” 
What a weekend bender that had been.  Revving up the engine
for the heart to do the inexcusable.

“Maybe, just maybe, you’ll give up trying to prove
to us Elders that the Hopi Way of Life isn’t always the right
way.  “Lolami, Janet.”
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