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			Acclaim for I Should Be Extremely Happy in Your Company

			“Fills in the blank pages of the Lewis and Clark journals, offering marvelous character studies…Hall, a spellbinding prose stylist, writes with the kind of ethereal poetic sweep found in the historical novels of Michael Ondaatje and Wallace Stegner. With consummate skill he weaves the true 1804–06 journey with a deep psychological probe of his enigmatic characters’ mindsets…. A seamless narrative flow earmarks this hybrid book as approaching the status of classic American literature.”

			—Douglas Brinkley, Los Angeles Times

			“Magnificent…Hall has created a novel as full of surprises, wonders, and revelations as the journey itself…. No contemporary novelist I know of inhabits the minds and hearts of his characters more convincingly than Hall and, in a sense, we as readers live and die with them…. The finest novel I’ve ever read on the Lewis and Clark expedition and the best history-based fiction I’ve encountered since Cold Mountain.”

			—Howard Frank Mosher, The Denver Post

			“The relationship between Lewis and Clark, and…the way Hall depicts the volatile interactions of the white men and the Indians they meet during their journey, are like prisms with an infinite number of facets that you can turn over and over in your hand forever. Like real human relationships, they’re endlessly, inexhaustibly fascinating.”

			—Laura Miller, Salon.com

			“As a novelist, Hall is concerned with what cannot be explained: the blank pages in Lewis’ journal, the gnawing pathos of his death, the unresolved contradictions between official records…. The greatest pleasure of this novel stems from the way Hall portrays his principals, distinguishing not just their voices, but their startlingly different visions of a world in rapid flux…. Sacagawea’s surreal vision of a world blended with native myths and tribal history provides the novel’s most haunting moments, conveying a strikingly un-Western way of thinking about time and reality that can’t be captured in even the most sensitive museum diorama. Here’s literature that saves one of the greatest American moments from the pastel palette of mythology.”

			—Ron Charles, The Christian Science Monitor

			“[Hall] tells the tale from many points of view. This pass the talking stick strategy gives the book a delicious gossipy feel…. The great triumph of I Should Be Extremely Happy in Your Company lies in its fantastic reconstruction of the day-to-day logistics and life of the expedition…. Hall gives white–Indian relations the full complexity the subject deserves…. He has a keen eye for colorful historical detail.”

			—Bruce Barcott, The New York Times Book Review

			“With lyricism, humor, and psychological acuity, Hall envisions not only the 1804 expedition and its aftermath but the explorers’ response to a wilderness that defies description, let alone calculation…. Artful layering and flawless pacing transform a monolithic legend into a quixotic, heartbreaking story, one you enter rather than salute.”

			—Anna Mundow, The Boston Globe

			“Combining fine prose with a factual foundation, Hall produces a stunning tribute to the upcoming two hundredth anniversary of the Lewis and Clark expedition…. A tour de force…It deserves to be a hit.”

			—Ellen Emry Heltzel, Chicago Tribune

			“Breathtaking…An intimately compelling, and unraveling expedition in-and-of-itself, a revelatory narrative that juxtaposes the imaginations and inner dialogues of its characters against the wild exteriors of war, death, the onslaughts of nature, slavery. Above all, it is an exploration of the echoing, haunted interiors of loneliness, specifically the ghostlike loneliness of Lewis…. The agonizing emotional journey Hall details is matched by his brilliant description of the pair’s physical travels. This is not the exterior run-with-the-river-hounds so many historians give us.”

			—Nasdijj, The Raleigh News and Observer

			“A brilliant reconstruction of the expedition braced by some learned guesswork about the explorers’ various demons…In the way of the best historical fiction, the novel extends our understanding of the past while steering clear of the treacherous shoals of presentism…. His tale brims with imagination and intelligence.”

			—Gregory McNamee, The Washington Post

			“There are more than a million and a half words in the comprehensive journals of the Lewis and Clark expedition. Brian Hall sounds like he has read them all…. Hall’s magnum opus of a historical novel makes hugely enterprising use of firsthand accounts of the pioneering journey…. Fascinating, multifaceted…detailed, intense…Hall tries to penetrate and examine Lewis and Clark lore by creating strong narrative voices for the major players in this much-examined event. In the process, he is able to fill in the gaps.”

			—Janet Maslin, The New York Times

			“Packed with erudition and wit, the book feels like a cross between Son of the Morning Star and The Right Stuff.”

			—Carol Doup Muller, The Seattle Times

			“The gem of 2003’s Lewis and Clark bonanza…Hall swings for the fences here…. His round-robin approach to narrating gives us a truly panoramic view of the West as it was then, from both white and Indian perspectives…. Lewis has been alternately portrayed as a hero and a villain. Hall allows the great figure the imaginative space to be both: horrified by the indignities perpetuated in the name of expansion, and yet determined not to let anything stand in his way.”

			—John Freeman, Time Out New York

			“This is a dense, rich, impossible story, enhanced both by our knowledge that it is true and by our desire to know more about these two explorers than mere facts can ever tell us.”

			—Anne Stephenson, USA Today

			“Hall raises mere tragedy to a portrait of the human soul lost in an eternal wilderness that can never be explored, discovered, bought or sold: the very mystery of life.”

			—Bill Roorbach, Newsday

			“Delightful…Few larger-than-life heroes have ever been rendered more human and endearing than these two comrades.”

			—Tricia Springstubb, The Cleveland Plain Dealer

			“Audacious…Hall’s book is a close study of the truths most legends ignore.”

			—Sherryl Connelly, New York Daily News

			“Hall’s wonderfully written account is the best fictional treatment of the expedition we have. It represents the finest contemporary historical fiction.”

			—William H. Leckie, Jr., St. Louis Post-Dispatch

			“Takes the novelist’s license and goes where no historian can. It requires a leap of faith, a suspension of disbelief, as all fiction does, but it rewards it amply, filling the voids of character and experience as imaginatively and plausibly as they can be.”

			—John Gamino, The Dallas Morning News

			“Hall offers a more convincing view of the expedition and some tantalizing projections of what might have been…. He does not concentrate on a linear telling of the entire trip; instead, he examines key parts of the expedition from the imagined viewpoints of five members…. The effect is disconcerting to anyone used to narrative history, but ultimately a joy to read.”

			—Peter Sleeth, The Oregonian (Portland)

			Praise from historians of the Lewis and Clark expedition for I Should Be Extremely Happy in Your Company

			“Despite the power and attraction of the story, few novelists have managed to capture a deeper sense of the Lewis and Clark expedition’s life and times. Brian Hall is the great exception. Built on the best current exploration scholarship, I Should Be Extremely Happy in Your Company is an extraordinary evocation of a turning point in the life of the West and the nation. Historian Richard White once said that we need to make the familiar in our history become strange in order to more fully appreciate the past. Brian Hall has taken one of the most familiar of all American road stories and transformed it into a novel wondrously strange and immensely satisfying.”

			—James P. Ronda, Barnard Professor of western American history, University of Tulsa and author of Lewis and Clark Among the Indians

			“Using the historic journals of Lewis and Clark as the factual skeleton of his story, Brian Hall has now put meat on those bones and breathed fresh life into an American epic. This is a literary tour de force, a novel that simultaneously respects the factual record while enlarging the boundaries of our imagination and enhancing our understanding of one of the greatest adventures of all time. For those who thought nothing new remains to be written about the Lewis and Clark expedition, this will be a stunning—and pleasurable—surprise.”

			—Dayton Duncan, author of Out West: A Journey Through Lewis & Clark’s America and Lewis & Clark: The Journey of the Corps of Discovery

			“Those of us who teach Western history and historical geography don’t generally recommend novels for our classes—but Brian Hall’s I Should Be Extremely Happy In Your Company is an important exception. Hall has captured the characters of Jefferson, Lewis, Clark, and other key figures of the famous Corps of Discovery in ways that elude those who have written for university presses. The purposes and pursuit of the Lewis and Clark expedition come alive in the pages of this finely written and superbly researched novel in ways that they simply can’t in a book designed for the academic market.”

			—Dr. John L. Allen, professor and chair, department of geography, University of Wyoming and author of Lewis and Clark and the Image of the American Northwest

			“Although the journals of Lewis and Clark encompass more than one million words, the inner nature of the men and the single woman of the expedition remain strangely elusive. Brian Hall’s I Should Be Extremely Happy In Your Company closes that gap. For the first time we see Lewis and Clark rendered as fully rounded, recognizable personalities—earthy, fallible, credible, and altogether human. This is history made animate by imagination and made credible by documentation. It is a brilliant achievement.”

			—Landon Y. Jones, author of The Essential Lewis and Clark and William Clark and the Shaping of the West

			“In his seminal essay ‘False Documents,’ E. L. Doctorow cogently explained the advantage novelists have over historians. According to Doctorow, ‘history is a kind of fiction in which we live and hope to survive, and fiction is a kind of speculative history, perhaps a super history.’ I Should Be Extremely Happy in Your Company is a super history that conjures a countermyth to weigh against the official stories best told in Undaunted Courage. Hall should be commended for helping to create and recreate a transfixing moment in the onward march of America as a land from sea to shining sea.”

			—Douglas Brinkley, director of the Eisenhower Center and professor of history, University of New Orleans
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				I fear O! I fear the weight of his mind has overcome him, what will be the Consequence? What will become of my his papers?

				—Letter of William Clark, October 28, 1809

			

		

	
		
			Prologue

			Another night of sleep fleeing from him. Not one of his desolate nights, but too replete, anticipation and hope lifting him from his camp bed and carrying him into the adjoining chamber, where, with lamp lit and the open window breathing moist air and distant murmurs of first returning geese, he spread out the maps again, and opened the books, and he lowered himself into them, going away.

			

			•   •   •

			A drawing-room convention in Washington City’s nascent society was to describe, to feminine titters and barks, one’s first appalled sight of the national swamp, accompanied by an ironical phrase recalling some refinement of Philadelphia life. However, when Meriwether Lewis thought back to his own initial view, from the Georgetown heights—felled and stripped trees, acres of mud, log huts—what he principally remembered feeling was delight. It had been the 1st of April, and for a moment he had indulged the fancy that he was being played a fool by the men of his company; they had gulled him into believing he must give up his contented army life for that of a citizen, and then had led him, winking behind his back, to another encampment. Alas, the future had lain in the middle ground: the cluster of new brick townhouses, the buildings of War and State, and of course the President’s House—Washington’s Palace, Hoban’s Folly—larger, it was said, than any British governor’s mansion of the quondam colonies. A good Republican, Lewis had hated the House on the spot. But now that he had lived in it for two years, he must concede inwardly that he was rather fond of it. Why was this? It amused him, for one, that it was not finished, that the imposing exterior yielded on inspection (something the public could perform every day, as Mr. Jefferson kept the doors open) a cheerless accretion of half-empty and entirely empty rooms, many of them mere shells. The House was an allegorical monument to the vanity of pomp and royal pretension. Furthermore, Lewis liked his own quarters: two small enclosures framed in lumber and sailcloth, standing at the south end of the cavernous, unplastered East Room, where they recalled a tent raised in a grove of barkless trees.

			Lewis did not always enjoy society, and he had had to endure a good deal of it in his official capacity as the President’s private secretary. But the House was so large that, except at dinner, it was possible to feel isolated in it, even when citizens were somewhere off in an unused room, admiring or deploring the appointments, or the lack of them. Alone in his canvas cabinet, a painted chair and writing desk the only marks of civilized life, his guns in a corner, a view south down the tussocky slope to the wilds of the Potomac shore, Lewis felt uncrowded, and he valued that extremely. At the other end of the House, Mr. J was similarly sequestered in his library. Lewis knew that the President, like him, often wanted to be left alone, a mark of the sympathy that (Lewis flattered himself) had grown up between them. As the President had remarked to him one night as they perused maps on the long library table, the west wind rattling the windows and the servants, as usual, so invisible as to be sprites, they were like two mice in a church.

			Lewis’s habit was to rise at half past four and go hunting. One refinement of Philadelphia, to be sure, was the lack of tree stumps in the thoroughfares, a Washington phenomenon that made walking in the dark treacherous. But say what one might about Franklin’s city, Lewis doubted a man could get up at Front and Chestnut and within an hour bag a pheasant, a deer, or with luck, a bear. Only the wolves and the Indians were gone from the woods of Washington City. Lewis would bring the meat himself to the presidential kitchen by seven, secured to his back, Indian-fashion, by hoppas straps of sinew.

			He had unhesitatingly accepted Mr. J’s offer of the position of secretary, out of reverence for the man and a consciousness of his duty, but he had little savored the idea of being an amanuensis. To his surprise, he had discovered that the President had no need of one. Mr. J wrote all his own correspondence, copying the letters himself in a press. He kept his own weather diary, correspondence log, account books, and a variety of other vade mecums, such as his garden book, in which he had recorded the date of planting, budding, and fruiting of every tree, shrub, vegetable, grain, and flower on his farm since 1766. It would not be far from the mark to say that, other than his daily ride and twice-daily ingestion, Mr. J lived at his writing desk. As Lewis, therefore, was not really a secretary, he had spent a number of sleepless nights on his camp bed, by his open window, engaged in the tedious mental round with which he was tediously familiar, viz., asking himself, first, what he was; and second, why Mr. J might have chosen him.

			Was it possible that his mere presence was the thing desired? Did two mice in a church simply make better society than one? There had been a sentence in Mr. J’s letter offering him the position: You would of course save also the expense of subsistence & lodging as you would be one of my family. Lewis had begun to wonder if he was justified in seeing more in that than a reference to domestic economy. Mr. J had only his two daughters. Delightful and accomplished ladies they were, the jewels of any social setting; but surely all men longed for a son. Lewis shied away from the thought as presumptuous. Yet Mr. J had been so kind to him, so generous. In the past two years, they had seen more of each other than of anyone else. Lewis remembered how, as a boy, with his father dead, he would be lurking at the edge of some mysterious celebration involving Meriwethers, Lewises, and Jeffersons, and the great man of Monticello would engage him in conversation, pepper him with questions about his rambles and his woodcraft, or later about his schooling. Not a son, no; but perhaps the sort of youthful companion that Mr. J enjoyed, a bright and educable interlocutor. The thought made Lewis uneasy. Mr. J liked his young fellows lively, a touch irrepressible. He valued conversation above all, and Lewis lacked that sort of flair. What in a boy might seem forgivably tongue-tied, a fetching rose-cheeked incapacity, in a man was taken as arrogance. When Lewis had one of his black fogs upon him, he felt doubly oppressed that he was not being a serviceable protégé to his patient mentor.

			At times like those, the dinners were a torment. His presence was expected, and he could not flee to an obscure perch below the salt, as the President’s table had no such position. Rating both good food and good conversation extraordinarily high, Mr. J viewed dinner as an approximation of the perfect society, and thus he enforced at his famous oval table his republican ideals with especial vigor. The servants were even more than usually invisible. A rotating dumbwaiter set in the wall allowed Mr. J with a movement of his hand to conjure provisions as though directly from the Tree of Life. He had his host’s chair, but no others were assigned; following the pell-mell seating, as this minister and that diplomat clashed in quick mute fury over the right-hand place and the loser went awandering among the now-taken seats like the outcast Jew, Lewis not infrequently found himself between the highest-ranked guest (were rank in this paradise admitted) and some illustrious personage of an allied, or worse an opposing, faction. Thus he could never predict, as he approached the oval rack, whether his torture would be to act the shuttlecock, or the buffer nation, or the oily conduit of false compliments. But whatever his role, it was invariably a speaking one—this republic had universal suffrage—and as he dragged the words one by one out of the mud at the back of his throat, he seemed almost to see them land, filthy and malodorous, on the white linen before him. Across the crystal and the plate and the exquisite French wine, always, were Mr. J’s pale eyes.

			Lewis knew in his heart that he might learn to be as irreverent and gay as the President could desire. No one perceived that he often did laugh inwardly, because he had been habituated at an early age not to show it. Or nearly—his mother had once said, when he was in the throes of a secret hilarity, that when he pursed his lips like that he looked an intolerable prig. Alas, his amusement had been at her expense, so he could hardly have explained the expression. Habits were very devils, and he hacked at this one, this instinctive reserve, but it was like striking one’s image in the mirror, with blow returned for blow.

			In any case, although his renascence as a blithe spirit and jokesmith still lay off in the effortful future, Lewis’s fogs had lifted the previous summer, with the merciful appearance, as on angel wings, of Mackenzie’s account of his overland voyage from Hudson Bay to the Pacific Ocean. Mr. J had heard of the upstart Canadian’s feat in January; he’d ordered the man’s book at his first leisure in Monticello, in June; received and devoured it in July; had Lewis read it the same month; determined on an American expedition to head off British pretensions in August; and chosen Lewis for its leader in September. Those nine months had accomplished a different and better birth.

			Alone in his canvas cave in the cool late-winter night, he breathed down on the map spread open to him. A license, nay, a duty to run away. A miracle! The map was Arrowsmith’s latest projection of North America; Lewis and the President had been discussing the new information it contained on the trans-Mississippi west. But as Lewis sat uncrowded in the lamplight, what made his heart beat high was not what was on the map, but what wasn’t. His eye followed the line of his proposed route, the Missouri River, west and north, to where it stopped just above the 45th parallel and just beyond the 100th meridian. The most Northern Bend of the Missouri River, the map said. And: Villages of the Tall Indians and Manders. Beyond, to the west, was virgin linen, marred only by the dotted lines of conjectural river courses, looking like the footprints of a man lost in a vast field of snow. If the dinner table was Mr. J’s paradise, this blankness was Lewis’s. Five hundred thousand square miles, newly created, as it were, still awaiting the separation of its lands from its waters, still awaiting its Adam. Blue Mud Nation. Long Hair Nation. Stone Indians. Tall Indians. Blackfoot.

			Lewis’s eye wandered back east to the point at which the known Missouri stopped. That was where the true adventure would begin. And at that place, curving across the dotted footsteps, as though to block access to Paradise, was written the name of another nation: Snake. Lewis’s mouth twitched, tugging down at the corners. At this moment, doubtless, he looked an intolerable prig.

		

	
		
			water speaks

			Shouts.

			This one ducked, twisting away from maybe arrow or head crusher, touched earth and threw looks around. One thumb was galloping, pointing back to the turtle rock. The middle river there had become spitting whitewater and out of the spray were born horsemen, raging forward. They were not people.

			This one lunged into the redberry bush, away but the wrong way, slowed down by thicket. She thrashed through to the grass and ran. She was going to die. Where was camas flower, where was rides ahead?

			Climbs the hill thundered past. His horse fell bleeding. Cracks in the air like spring ice breaking. Black weapons. Climbs the hill got up and sat down again. Blood on her legs. She ran. This one was still a child.

			Horsemen were riding down the slope across the camp river. Were they dog-eaters? Hardskins? This one dodged, dropped, sprang. She reached the shed-fur trees and plunged in, snaking down between deadfall, falling on someone’s legs: small frog, who kicked. A lightning crash of horses, a war shriek. An arrow burrowed, white bits flew. This one was running again, crazy, out of the woods toward the river. Camas flower, save her. This one was going to die.

			A sandbar, a shoal. She jumped. She ran through the water. Behind her, water drummed. Water glittered, bright white. This one died.

			

			•   •   •

			—born again on a trotting horse, her cheek slapping the back of a strange-eater: blackshoe or hardskin, dog-eater or headcutter. If this was the end, it was only the beginning.

			This one died.

			The sound spoke in her head again, mouthed by spirit. Now maybe it would happen. Father’s sister, frog jumps in, had come back from the hardskins, but the other captives, never. They died even if they didn’t die, gone to a different place, renamed.

			Her neck burned and her scalp on one side felt torn. Her arms were cinched around the strange-eater’s waist. She could not feel her hands.

			This one died. Spirit had been saying it to her all her life, full of meat or starving, feeding fire, scraping a skin, or wondermaking with the sinew webbed between her hands, twitching her salmon fingers to make the pronghorn run and the small children gape. Her mother, camas flower, said this one smiled when she first heard thunder, and that meant she would live long, but she had never believed it.

			She smelled blood.

			Spearing salmon, or palming them out of the weir basket to shiver on the riverbank, it would sound in her ears. This one died. How died? Spirit never said. Speared like salmon or goodfish? Thrown high and left gasping in some other air she couldn’t breathe? Or when she was stripping the inner bark of a sticky-tree in the hunger moon when the yellowflower seeds and sharpberry cakes and roasted ants gave out, working the fibers in her teeth, keeping them long in the mouth so they would lie dreamless in the stomach. This one died. Of starvation? But she could not see that. Her band was weak, but only the old people, the stayers behind, had starved to death, and this one would not live to be old.

			Her neck hurt. She shifted upright. The strange-eater’s elbows accepted her as alive by lifting and falling, a bird settling its wings. The cords hurt her wrists, but she pushed that away. There was blood on her legs, not her blood. There was a woman’s scalp on the horse robe, not her scalp. Where was camas flower?

			When her father, two bears, was killed and they tied him in elk skin and took him into the hills and lowered him on the long thongs into the crack in the rocks, one thumb said people did this to their dead because those ones had to fly like arrows. You pulled the new arrow through a rock chink to smooth it straight, and the soul of two bears rising through the cleft would fly straight, he would not miss.

			But fly where? People talked about that place but said different things. Some said the spirit went straight up to Wolf’s house. But sees the morning said when he died his spirit only went up a little way, then stopped and looked back at his dead body lying on the ground, then went underground and visited Father before returning to his body so he could live again for a while. Wondering at these things, this one had looked down into the crack where her father had disappeared and heard floating up from the dark, this one died.

			It was straight-sun time. Half a morning had passed since the attack. Other horses in front and behind, other people. Two riderless horses. One of them was one thumb’s. Maybe that one was dead. The strange-eater behind her had a face painted pink like a snaproot flower. This one wondered how he mixed that color. She saw jumps once. And another boy, weir runner, tied to white eye’s second horse, not moving. A woman, too, farther back: cloud. That one was bloody on the head, slumped, eyes rolling.

			When she heard this one died, she felt no fear or sorrow. It was merely a thing that happened, as death happened, walking by, choosing, another story to pass on, and she was someone looking back, maybe she was her spirit looking down on her dead body. Maybe her spirit would be stuck when this one died, looking back at the body, not flying up to Wolf’s house or underground to Father, and she would become a ghost in the hills at night. She thought of what people sang to the dead, to keep them from becoming ghosts, what one thumb sang when her father was lowered into the crack in the rock.

			
				Reach a good land.

				Don’t come back.

				This is not a good land.

				It is old.

				It is good for you to go.

			

			The strange-eaters were crossing the hills toward sunbirth from the plain of three rivers. The buffalo hunt trail. This one scanned the lower hills behind, the far plain of shed-fur trees and berrying places. No sign of pursuit. She had counted fourteen strange-eaters, every one with a black weapon. If camas flower or white elk skin or rides ahead or small moon were alive, she hoped those ones were fleeing toward sun-entering, reaching blue crow’s camp, telling the others, mourning, those ones died.

			The strange-eaters were heading for the pass to the buffalo hunt river, which meant they were not hardskins or blackshoes, who would go coldward. They might be dog-eaters or headcutters, or even birds. These ones were tall, like the birds that people traded with on the black rock plain. The birds always had metal, and these ones wore ring metal, and their arrowheads were knife metal. The birds usually did not attack people, but they had black weapons and people did not, so sometimes a band attacked, she had heard. But these strange-eaters did not wear the white chalked skins of birds. The men clacked and warbled to each other. It sounded like the bird speech she had heard on the black rock plain.

			Her strange-eater had turned several times to look back. His face was charcoal with yellow-earth eyes. He pulled a brown mottled ball from his food bag and put it in his mouth. It looked like a grassbird’s egg.

			

			•   •   •

			They stopped in the dark over the pass where the buffalo hunt river came from warm country and turned toward sunbirth. The strange-eaters tied and picketed the people. They left a strange, good grease on the ground in reach of teeth. They had let these ones drink from the river and had not beaten any or forced open smells good or cloud, and they made a fire nearby and sat on the opposite side, ignoring them, letting them talk.

			—They are birds, this one offered to the others, mainly smells good. —This is bird country and they are not hiding their fire.

			Besides herself, there were two women and four boys. Smells good had become a woman in the grass moon past, cloud was two or three winters older. Cloud had been hit with a head crusher. She lay huddled on her side, not speaking. The four boys were young: jumps once, thorn, drops the robe, weir runner. No one had seen what had happened to weir runner, but that one had a welt on his crown, black blood in his ears, a smashed and leaking hand. His child eye was blood-red. He mumbled spirit words. He puked what this one chewed and tongued into his mouth.

			—They eat eggs whole like crows, this one said.

			—Those aren’t eggs, smells good said. —They’re bonegrease and yellowflower seeds. I ate one.

			You ate one. —They speak like birds.

			—They don’t look like birds, walks slow.

			Walks slow. This one’s name. But in her thinking, she was water speaks.

			She remembered one thumb saying they were called birds because they used to fly from people. But not anymore, not since the Small Man sickness, not since the black weapons came from the sun-men. Water speaks looked across the fire at the happy faces of the birds. No one in their party had been killed. And this one had counted twelve stolen horses. The birds would be big back at their camp, maybe speakers.

			And whose scalps were they bringing? —Climbs the hill is dead, water speaks said.

			That one sat down in front of her and the blood spraying from the back of his head got on her legs. Or was it the horse’s blood that flew? The horse fell one way, climbs the hill the other, and this one ran between. —And I think one thumb.

			—One thumb was galloping away, smells good said. —Up the slope above the camp river.

			—But the birds were coming down the slope.

			—No, they were coming across the middle river.

			—And also down the slope.

			Smells good said nothing.

			—I saw them, water speaks said.

			—I saw, too. They came across the river. One thumb went up the slope.

			—They have his horse.

			Thorn said stick jammer was killed on top of him. —I saw one thumb get into the shed-fur trees.

			Not up the slope. But water speaks only said,—I was in the shed-fur trees. With small frog.

			The arrow. —Small frog is dead.

			—That was the second attack, when they came into the trees, said smells good.

			—Second?

			—After they put more round arrowheads in the black weapons.

			—But I saw them crossing the middle river and then I ran to the shed-fur trees and they came in right after.

			Smells good laughed. —How do you think you reached them? Those trees are ten arrow shots from where we were picking berries.

			Water speaks did not answer. Smells good was right. But this one had run that distance like one arrow shot. She had flown somehow.

			—Camas flower? she asked.

			No one had seen. Jumps once thought she was across the camp river gathering wood when the birds came. He had seen four ways run down. That one was dead. Jumps once had been caught in the bushes with small wolf and root digger and the strange-eater had cut the throats of those-both.

			Drops the robe could tell them nothing. He only cried. He was young.

			

			•   •   •

			This one ran. The arrow popped in her ear, burrowing. Climbs the hill fell one way, the horse another, and she ran between. Smells good laughed. How do you think you reached them, walks slow?

			She woke, roused with the others by the birds at first light. Her hands were left free so she could drink from the river and shit. Finished, she signed to her strange-eater, How many scalps?

			Eleven.

			Her face showed nothing. Climbs the hill, stick jammer, maybe one thumb. Small frog, four ways. Small wolf, root digger. Three men, two women, two boys: seven. Four others.

			Before sunbirth they were mounting their horses. As her strange-eater turned to tie her hands, this one signed, Are you a bird?

			He said something to pink face. Those-both laughed. He mounted and hauled her up. He kicked; his horse bolted. Off balance, this one reached for him, but he threw his arms out and flapped, cawing like a crow. Clawing at him, like a crow, she fell.

			

			•   •   •

			Her strange-eater would not give her a knife to cut her hair for the dead, maybe not wanting her to chop off fingers—his own salmon finger was missing, for some brother or parent—because if he was planning to sell her that might lower her price. The second night, her hands tied behind her, she took pleasure in gouging her cheeks against a sharp rock, pleasure at honoring the dead and spoiling his goods. Smells good did not scar herself, and water speaks hated her for it. Weir runner’s arm swelled and the red people-eater fingers reached along it to catch his spirit, and on the third morning that one was dead. The birds took his skins and dragged his body away from the river. They left him unstraightened, to fly badly.

			Squatting unwatched for a few moments in the dim light, water speaks rubbed pellets of her shit in the cuts on her face. Those ones grew hot in the next days, curling yellow lips outward, her mourning mouths, reeking of dead teeth, speaking to the dead. Her strange-eater pushed her face in the river until she breathed water and he smeared grease and black weapon powder on the cuts, and this one wiped the grime off against his tunic as he rode and regouged herself against his raccoon-claw fringe until he stopped his horse and throttled her and tied her sideways across the horse he was leading, where her head smacked against the horse’s ribs until her skull felt small and the pain in her neck brought child’s tears to her eyes.

			On the fourth night, smells good was not picketed with the others but walked away from the fire with her strange-eater. For the first time water speaks cried, unseen in the night, the three boys huddled asleep and cloud in some other world, her eyes watching the movement of spirits, maybe Small Man, beyond sight in the dark, shooting his poisoned arrows into her. At first light the birds were laughing, all except smells good fucker. That one had waked at moonrise with a bloody lump on his head and found smells good gone. He and pink face rode off to search for her while the others went on. The searchers caught up that night. They had not found her.

			How do you think you reached them, walks slow?

			Water speaks had run, as smells good now was running. Water speaks could run as fast as smells good (ask others, faster) but smells good was smarter. That night water speaks did not cry, but urged on smells good, singing in her mouth, seeing her hiding in the sandbar arrow-trees during the day and running across the open in the dark, reaching the buffalo pass by lost moon time and crossing back to people country.

			The birds and their captives continued toward sunbirth down the river valley. On the warm side were bluffs and scattered sticky-tree. This one knew that people long ago used to come here to hunt, and farther to the big muddy river and coldward to where the headcutters ran from them, but never in her life had any of her band come farther than four or five days beyond the pass toward sunbirth from the three river plain, and then only with other bands of people, or with shaved heads for protection, or with birds, when they agreed. The birds who traded on the black rock plain called this elk river. In signing, it was yellow stone river.

			On the seventh day one of the outriders rode in fast, and the birds held their black weapons ready, but the band that came up the valley were not enemies. Her strange-eater signed to her that those ones were bellies and the bellies laughed. The belly sign might mean hardskins, or coldward headcutters, or undergrounders. Hardskins raided her band often. Undergrounders lived beyond the birds on the big muddy river. Coldward headcutters lived along the reed river beyond the hardskins. Crow flying said all of them were signed bellies because they used to pat their bellies, whining. Those ones were all starving beggars before they got black weapons.

			These bellies were not hardskins, this one thought. They dressed like birds, with red shields and white skins and hair to the ground. The two parties did not use signs, but clacked and warbled at each other. They made shade, and smoked and spoke while the sun moved two hands. When the bands remounted and parted, thorn and jumps once were carried away by those ones. Four of the belly horses came with the birds. Two belly mothers would have sons to replace lost ones. The boys stared back at this one as they were carried away. She was the only one who might tell them what to do, what to remember. —The salmon stream! Toward sun-entering! was all she could think of in the hard moment. They grew smaller, staring back. The horses turned warmward into the hills, and they were gone.

			Two days later her party left the river and struck straight toward sunbirth. They had passed beyond the edge of any world this one had heard of. Above the hills was a dry grassland, flat like a stretched skin. She did not like it. It was bigger than the black rock plain, like walking on the sky upside down. She saw a bush she didn’t understand. The land was beginning to speak a strange language. It was only her and cloud and drops the robe tied together in the night, and water speaks was surprised to see the same stars above this place, and cloud said ha’a low, over and over: yes, yes. A spirit was teaching her the long way.

			The band descended into more hills, their clay sides war-striped in blues and blacks and reds. There was power here. This would be something to tell people, if this one ever made it back. They climbed again to a plain. On the thirteenth day, they dropped into a broad suntrack valley, and that night one of the birds rode ahead. The next morning, the birds painted their faces black, and after straight-sun this one saw ahead a larger valley, with many trees in the bottom. She saw the haze of a big camp, then she heard the dogs, then runners came to meet them, grown men so poor they had no horses. They hopped and whooped. At last the throng came in view. Singing women raised the eleven scalps on poles and paraded, as people would have done (as water speaks had heard) back in the time when people were strong enough to take scalps. Birds pressed close, and this one stared through them, turning them to ghosts who could not reach her.

			Later, she would remember little except the noise. Her only clear memory was the moment she realized she had been wrong all along. When she saw the river: wide as five or six arrow shots, brown as skin. The big muddy river. So her captors were not birds. That was why her strange-eater had laughed, and also those ones who took the boys. Those others were the birds. These thronging ghosts, these were the bellies of the muddy river, undergrounders, who had sometimes raided other people bands (she had heard), but never hers, whose name was all she knew. They were mysteries like the sun-men. She didn’t know whether they forced open captured women like the shaved heads, or roasted them like the headcutters, or ate them like the red-haired people-eaters of the caves. Or—undergrounders—buried them alive.

			This one died. She pushed the thought away. That was shameful, like the tears.

			

			•   •   •

			Summer.

			This one sat under a skin awning on a sapling mat raised man-high above the cornfield and sang, they thought, for the corn. The corn liked company. In the next field an undergrounder girl sat on another scaffold, singing, half asleep in the heat, and water speaks, pausing, could hear some of her strange speaking: I see you…hidden path…your robe. A love-boy song. This one hit sticks together and threw stones at the blackbirds, so the undergrounders would see she understood that part of the task. Otherwise she ignored the corn, for which we-people had no word. She sang what spirit spoke, wrapping her old life around her like a robe in winter. No one could understand what she said. She sang her band, tall grass, and the cold streams, and the mountain winters that aged you. She saw her old life more brightly than when she had lived it, as dreams of meat were bloodiest in the hunger moon. She was hungry for her salmon stream.

			When all the tribes of the earth were born, only we-people were washed by Coyote. Other tribes hated we-people for this, but it made them tougher than their enemies. They would endure like thorn, crippling the feet of tribes that stepped on them.

			This one had waked once and been washed in a we-people’s birth hut, on the bank of the salmon stream flowing coldward between the mountains. Camas flower said that while she labored the spring thaw was on and as she crouched in the birth hut at the struggling point she heard the water outside speak encouragement in her mother’s voice. So the girl was water speaks, until once on a march to a snaproot slope she fell behind and turned the wrong way and red tongue came back looking for her. Then she was walks slow. She did not walk slow, but it was foolish to say that. She had walked slow once, and it was a part of her. But the water, too, had spoken, and spirit, when it spoke to her, felt like water, ungraspable and gone, not like the furred weight of wolf or hare the young men saw when they fasted.

			If this one got back to her salmon stream, they would give her a new name. Walks far, maybe. She pushed the thought away.

			—Face warmward and hold up your making hand, one thumb had told her. —You will see in your hand the land of we-people, the tall grass band of the buffalo-eaters. The thumb pointing toward sunbirth, low down, the humped one, is the buffalo on the plains. The first finger is the tall grass valley on the sunbirth side of the pass: grass finger. The finger in the middle, mountain finger, is the ridge dividing our land into sun-entering-flowing salmon rivers and sunbirth-flowing buffalo rivers. The third finger is root finger, for the camas and snaproot slopes below the ridge. And the smallest finger is salmon finger, for the stream below the slopes that keeps us alive.

			Spirit had spoken this to one thumb, because when he was a boy a horse bolted and pulled the thumb off his making hand, so he carried the mystery on his body, the bad times of we-people, of no buffalo. When this one’s father’s father hunted buffalo, the tall grass band spent part of summer and fall ranging far on the sunbirth side of the mountains, and their enemies ran from them, and they spent winters on the plain of three rivers, where many buffalo came. But then Small Man shot his sickness arrows, and his wounds festered, and skin came off in sheets, and children lay in piles, and bands rotted in their huts. Then their enemies got black weapons and the buffalo disappeared from the three rivers. Now the hunt did not begin until the frost moon, and as soon as the tall grass band had enough to survive the winter, it came back to hide in the mountains. That was why water speaks was born in a spring thaw by the salmon stream, instead of in buffalo country, and why she was born in a brush hut instead of a skin hut. The hardskins had stolen their skin huts. Unless it was the blackshoes that time.

			She remembered the raids in her own time, the one near beaver’s head on blue crow’s camp by the blackshoes when two bears’ older brother (this one’s bigfather), wolf tooth, was killed along with his son, chalk; and the raid at the pebble-root place three winters ago when two bears was killed and they lowered him wrapped in elk skin into the cleft in the rock. That was the hardskins.

			One thumb said,—If you put your making hand on your chest, salmon finger points to your heart. The buffalo may fail, but the salmon do not. We were salmon-eaters before we were buffalo-eaters. Some strange-eaters cut off that finger when they mourn for their dead, but we do not.

			Sitting behind her strange-eater on the horse that first day, this one saw him putting the egg in his mouth, she saw the stump of his salmon finger, and she thought of the women in the Coyote story who cracked the eggs with their toothed cunts. Coyote tricked them in the dark with an elk thighbone and they broke their teeth on it, and then he fucked them and that was how all the tribes were born. This one wondered, watching the egg go into her strange-eater’s mouth, if he would use her like a woman.

			And all the tribes were born from the broken cunts and the women washed all of them, except we-people. Coyote washed we-people. Small people, tough, running from their enemies, living in brush huts. This one saw the arrow burrowing. She felt herself running, crazy, to the river. In her birdwatching hut, she closed her eyes. She offered spirit her two blue beads.

			The salmon stream was the heart of the world and the people who lived there, her people, the tall grass band of the buffalo-eaters, were washed by Coyote. Nearby were other bands of buffalo-eaters: red shell band, thorn band, high-water band. Toward sun-entering from the salmon stream, in the high mountains, were the broken shoes, who were bow-horn-eaters, horse-eaters, bandless and dangerous. Warmward were the twoleaf people and the black rock plain and at the far edge of the plain was earth’s cunt, the bed of the great snake that woke and wrapped the mountain until it melted. Beyond were the dirt people: pinenut-eaters, hare-eaters. All these were we-people. Beyond them were the strange-speakers. Coldward two days and over the mountain were the shaved heads. Toward sun-entering from the shaved heads, through long mountains with little grass for horses, were the mealyroot-eaters, who had so many horses they would trade a good one for ten baskets of salmon. They lived on a river that flowed into a bigger river that flowed into a big bad-tasting water. Toward sunbirth was the buffalo country, now overrun with blackshoes and hardskins and headcutters and dog-eaters, all enemies, all with horses and skin huts, all with black weapons.

			And beyond them all, a summer’s journey, lived the sun-men. It was from the sun-men that the black weapons came. No one in the tall grass band had seen a sun-man. Now this one had seen five, ten. Something to tell if she returned. Her name, saw the sun-men, maybe.

			The sun-men’s father was Knife-Metal Man, who had only sons, so the sun-men traded their black weapons for women. The birds on the black rock plain had told two bears that the sun-men they traded with on the muddy river had skin as white as ashes, but the sun-men water speaks had seen were no lighter than mealyroot-eaters, or the undergrounders who honked like geese half a morning down the muddy river. She wondered at this.

			Birds—she threw a stone and a cloud of them rose briefly and settled. She threw more stones. Crazy. She climbed down from the scaffold and ran between the rows flapping her arms, yelling. The cloud rose higher and part of it sheered off to settle in another patch. She carried more stones up into the brush hut. She was glad when her stones hit the corn, glad when the birds settled again. They were Coyote’s birds, his own black weapons troubling the undergrounders’ Corn Mother, breaking her teeth and fucking her.

			No one in the tall grass band had ever seen a sun-man, but they had traded for his metal when they could.

			Pot.

			Knife.

			Ring.

			Sometimes a bird would trade a black weapon, or a person would steal it. The yampa-eaters traded horse bits they said came from the mountain sun-men, who lived far warmward. But the mountain sun-men would not trade black weapons. No one knew why not.

			Two bears had a black weapon, and water speaks remembered him and crow flying and climbs the hill and the older men sitting in the brush shade and talking about it. Knife-metal was stronger than pot-metal or ring-metal. It was so strong it could not be worked. Yet somehow the sun-men worked it. It had so much weapon power, it tasted like blood. But it was also weak, with its own Small Man sickness. Knife-Metal Man was strong, but he was also weak, and Wolf could outsmoke him. When Knife-Metal Man tried to smoke as much as Wolf did, he puked and died. Black weapons were strong, but they stopped smoking without the round arrowheads or the black powder. Two bears had his empty black weapon on his horse robe the day the round arrowhead went through his neck, and his weapon was taken along with his horse, and both were fed now by a richer tribe.

			Like spring ice breaking, the sound. It sizzled between the hills. And the back of climbs the hill’s head came off, like mystery, like a dream. Climbs the hill fell one way and his horse the other, and this one ran between. Or had she confused it with the horsemen coming across the river on one side and the other horsemen coming down the slope on the other, and she running between? And how had the shed-fur trees come to her so fast? She had run like a hare and was chased down a narrowing path, horsemen on the slope and horsemen crossing the river, forcing her toward the trap at the end, the shed-fur trees that came up so fast. And small frog, her older sister, between the deadfall, and water speaks falling on her legs, and the arrow.

			The horsemen had the black weapons, but an arrow was good enough for short range, into the face of an almost-woman with no shield. And the white bits that flew looked different in her different dreams. Sometimes eye matter, sometimes cheek bone, sometimes teeth.

			

			•   •   •

			This one had wondered, watching her strange-eater eat his egg, what would be done to her: knifed or burned or traded or forced open or adopted. Revenge was taken when called for, ghosts were comforted, enemies’ fear of you maintained. If it came to that, to beating to death or a knife in the throat or slow burning, this one had hoped, with a feeling of standing outside herself, that she would behave well, and that her spirit, when ascending and pausing to look back, would not be caught by her, called out to, distracted, but would be free to turn again and rise to Wolf’s house. If that was where spirits went.

			But no raiders had been killed, and the women that gathered around them as they came to the camps did not have cropped hair or bleeding legs. During the scalp dance, her strange-eater gave her to a woman who led her to one of the small hills and took her inside it through a hole. Bonegrease and crushed strange leaves were applied to her cheeks, and this one let the salve remain. Her cuts had opened wide, the pulsing hot flesh had crowded into the gap. She would have good, ugly scars.

			The woman who had taken her was her strange-eater’s sister. There was a younger sister, and the man they shared, and the sisters’ mother, and a young boy and a baby girl. They set her to work. They had metal knives and awls and axes, and metal pots, and their beds were raised off the ground and were warm with buffalo robes. Their lives were easy. The man did not come and fuck her during the nights. This one was a child.

			In the tall grass valley there were times of being alone, at a root place, or tending a weir, moments of her and spirit and no one to say her name so that, nameless, she floated. But not here. She felt lost in the crowded camp, legs and bellies pressing into her, hills almost touching, dogs underfoot. The undergrounders made the hills they lived in, like muskrats. Tree trunks held up the earth. Around the camp was a tree-trunk fence this one had first thought was a line of dead trees along an old streambed. The undergrounders could cut down such large trees because they had knife-metal axes.

			They had no salmon. Sometimes they ate wolves and foxes. Sometimes they ate coyotes. They had a feast of dog. They ate things she had never seen before. Corn was a stiff reed that grew toothed cocks. There were yellow and green berries as big as her head that grew on vines and tasted like sweet roots. There were fat soft seeds like grubs. When dog or wolf or coyote was in the stew this one would not eat it.

			It was a camp you could not pack up and move like skin huts, or leave and build again like brush huts, and that was crazy. Their enemies always knew where they were. They feared the headcutters that lived warmward. There was a dead headcutter set up in a corn patch and shot at for practice. They traded with the coldward headcutters. They called those ones yellowlegs. They were friends with other undergrounders living in two camps nearby who honked like geese. They fought with a tribe down the river they signed big earrings, for the big glass beads those ones knew how to make.

			Their sign for we-people was one she had seen before, a finger weaving forward. Crow flying had said it was for the grass we-people wove to make their huts (when their skin huts were stolen). One thumb had said it was for the salmon swimming up the salmon stream. The undergrounders thought the sign meant snake.

			In spring, the ice on the big muddy river broke with the sound of climbs the hill’s head coming apart. By then, this one could understand many undergrounder words, but her face showed nothing. She signed when necessary and did what she was told and did not speak. Old mother and two sisters did not beat her and the man did not fuck her and they let her eat from the stew pot when there wasn’t dog or wolf or coyote in it. They thought (she thought) she had a little crazy spirit in her. But not so crazy as crazy woman, who once had been cloud. Crazy woman had been given to a beggarly womanless man whom she yelled at in the narrow spaces between the huts with a white-eyed fury, foam spotting the chin of her fresh-bruised face.

			They lived underground, and buried their spare food underground, and the women spent the spring and summer digging in the ground. They did everything in the ground except bury their dead, which they raised up in the sky. It was strange to see, the ravens tearing at the wrapped bodies on the scaffolds, a fluttering away of a tatter in the wind, the cone-fall of a bone-heavy piece to the ground.

			Older sister spoke of Corn Mother, who must be an old one, or crazy herself, since she would not take care of her corn children but made the undergrounder women do it. What kind of spirit had no power?

			Crazy, not speaking, this one was put in the cornfields in the summer to watch for birds with the younger girls, away from the crowding bellies, where she could sing about their craziness under a skin maybe stolen from her people, and hear the watery sound of cornleaves rustling under the weight of Coyote’s blackbirds.

			Small frog had been seen because of this one. This one fell between the deadwood on small frog’s legs, and small frog kicked, and she rose from the waist as she kicked, and the arrow took her in the face as she rose.

			This one sang: —Die, corn.

			The undergrounders called her tsakakawia. It meant bird girl, bird woman. Maybe because as a crazy snake and a scarred mute she was only good for chasing away birds. Maybe. But the other bird girls who laughed at her maybe did not know why hanging branch came back from the fall raid with the name bird rider. Maybe they said he fell on we-people like a war eagle on a snake. They did not know that water speaks had named him, that the morning after the raid she had signed the question to him, Are you a bird, and he had imitated a crow on his horse and the other men had laughed. By the end of the trek, they were calling her bird woman, his woman, as she knew by a sign pink face made to her the last night, as he put his palm on her unready cunt. (She thought he would break her teeth then, but he didn’t.) This one had fought bird rider and been tied across a horse’s back for two days, like a man’s woman who had run away and had to be brought back bundled like a sack of dried fish.

			This one was no longer walks slow, because there was no one left to call her that. Crazy woman never spoke to her between the earth huts, turning away with a flash of white teeth grinding. And drops the robe, adopted by a changed-man, was too young, that one was forgetting the salmon stream, the tall grass valley, that one was becoming an undergrounder.

			This one might as well be tsakakawia.

			And she had, it might be said—a strange thought, but she was alone now, floating in strangeness—named herself.

		

	
		
			THE SECRETARY

			[ 1803 ]

			1

			Only diligence made order. Only vigilance maintained it. Every generation was tested. Meanwhile, the world waited, unwinking, for a moment’s chance to wreck and destroy.

			A river killed his father. The Meriwether house at Cloverfields was hushed, Lewis lurked, five years old. His mother and his aunts went into the room he was barred from, with linen, steaming decoctions. They came out with chamber pots that also steamed. “Rivanna,” they said. To Lewis, that was the long name for river. He had helped an older cousin fish from the Rivanna bank, he had thrown sticks far across its waters, he had learned to swim in it. The chamber pots reeked, like summer-cooked rivermud. “His horse was drowned,” the women said, hurrying through the rooms, stoking the fire. Sparks flew up the chimney. And now the river was drowning the rider. He had brought it into the house with him, he had swallowed river water that rose in his lungs. His lungs were in flood, and he was swept away.

			Lewis hardly knew the man. Like all the good men, he had been off fighting the British. Until he was seven, Lewis lived in a world of women and cowards, and the occasional British sons of bitches who raided them. He understood the redcoats’ own cowardice later, not then. At the time, colorful on their chargers, the officers had been fearful and large; burning crops and dispatching turkeys at a gallop had seemed impressive. What he also understood later was that the British had killed his father, not the river. William Lewis would not have attempted to cross the Rivanna in flood, in November, except that his family leave was over and the war called.

			Another thing a young boy could not understand: whence new fathers came, and why he had to pretend to know one when he had barely learned to recognize the other. John Marks wasn’t a bad man, he had fought the British, too. But Lewis’s mother soon gave him children of his own, and Lewis had a father of his own, somewhere down the river with his horse. Much later, during his schooling, Lewis read in a play about funeral baked meats coldly furnishing forth the marriage tables, and a flush of intimate distaste passed through him. The prince’s complaint was valid, even if his antics were childish. Lewis’s mother, Lucy, had waited all of six months. Her relatives, the Meriwethers, hastened to say that haste was both called for and customary, adducing the practical needs of the landowning widow. In other words: Thrift, thrift, Horatio! If marriage was thrift under another name, Lewis thought he could be thriftier on his own. Certainly the baser needs were more economical outside matrimony. The negro giantess into whose presence he’d been squired at the shrinking age of sixteen required only a quart of whiskey to make her glad. Lucy Meriwether Lewis Marks and her sisters always said afterward that William Lewis on his deathbed had made her promise to remarry. Perhaps that was true. Or perhaps the women had prognosticated it from the steam off the man’s sputum.

			Lucy Marks was a formidable woman, everyone agreed, and Lewis would be the last to argue. She shot as well as he did, was a better botanizer, and possessed more book learning. She could run a plantation at greater profit than any of her husbands or sons. When displeased, she had a way of looking through you that made you doubt your own existence. She could make you want to please her to a degree that made you displeased with yourself. Lewis from early on took the Indian’s way out, and went hunting. The Lewis plantation, Locust Hill, lay along Ivy Creek, seven miles west of Charlottesville, in the first abrupt hills of the Virginia piedmont, at the edge of arable land (Lewis’s uncle Nicholas held it lay just beyond it); within half an hour’s march were wooded slopes that ax and plow would never touch. By the age of nine, Lewis knew the ravines well enough to negotiate them by starlight, and if he had been permitted to do as he pleased, he would have lived as nocturnal as the owl, coming out of the woods only to drop game on his mother’s table. He had new terrain to learn when John Marks decided to try his hand at farming in Georgia, and brought along his family. A few
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