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  PROLOGUE


  The Worst Trick Ever


  In the beginning, The Great Spirit created the third planet from the sun and named it “Earth.” HE knew all of the other planets would eventually take on the names of false Greek and Roman gods and goddesses, but not the planet that was HIS special creation, not Earth. Later, scholars would contend that the third planet’s name was derived from various ancient languages. None would ever be able to prove the true origin of the Earth’s name though, but it was HE whom named it.


  The Great Spirit divided Earth’s many lands with giant bodies of water. Then, HE created human beings, whom HE placed on the many lands of Earth. In the beginning, one man and one woman were created for each land, each pair unique from the others. After HE created humans, HE created the animals that would fill the lands of Earth. Finally, HE created protectors, angels for the human beings, who were humanoid, except they had a large pair of white wings protruding out from their backs. HE created animal spirits for all other creatures. Whether it be a butterfly, dog, eagle, raven, or even a coyote, all species had an animal spirit assigned to them. They were the guardian angels over their own kind. Animal Spirits had their place in the home of the The Great Spirit, right next to the angels who protected the human beings of the many lands of Earth. They were considered equal to angels and, except for them having heads like those of the animals they were assigned to protect, even resembled them. They were also humanoid and blessed with a large pair of white wings protruding out from their backs, just like the angels. Everything was balanced, just as HE had intended.


  But then there came a great imbalance, right after the angels and animal spirits arrived on Earth to begin their duties. The Great Spirit’s greatest angel, known as “Son-of-the-Morning-Star,” felt it was beneath him to protect the human beings to whom he was assigned to protect. He felt it was a waste of time to protect such imperfect creatures that would eventually kill themselves off, and he couldn’t comprehend why his Creator would create such flawed beings. He began to think that maybe The Great Spirit wasn’t as perfect as HE portrayed himself to be. Son-of-the-Morning-Star was the greatest angel ever created, so after suspecting that his Creator might have made a mistake, he saw an opportunity to become even greater by exposing HIS imperfection. He caused an uproar among the angels spread across the lands of Earth. Half of them sided with him, while the other half continued their duties to their Creator.


  With half of the angels on his side, Son-of-the-Morning-Star left Earth and flew back to the home of The Great Spirit. Son-of-the-Morning-Star wanted HIS throne for his own and felt that taking it would be an easy victory since HE had sent nearly all of HIS angels to Earth. Since Son-of-the-Morning-Star had half of them following him, what few angels remained in the home of The Great Spirit would not be a threat.


  There was a great battle in the home of The Great Spirit between HIS forces and some of those that HE had created. Once HIS remaining angels had done all they could against Son-of-the-Morning-Star and the defiant angels, HE finally intervened, right away putting HIS greatest angel in his place. Though the battle turned quickly into what could have become a massacre, HE didn’t kill all who had defied HIM. Instead, The Great Spirit cast them from HIS home back unto Earth. There, the defiant ones would be forced to remain until they submitted to HIM and fulfilled the task for which HE intended for them: watching over the human beings they were assigned to protect.


  Son-of-the-Morning-Star and the rest of the defiant angels fell hard from the celestial home of The Great Spirit. Half of them did not survive the fall, leaving the land they fell upon littered with dead angels. Those who survived continued to follow Son-of-the-Morning-Star. They still saw greatness in him. Although their punishment was simple and forgiveness seemed possible, their leader still felt human beings were inferior beings not worthy of protection. So, Son-of-the-Morning-Star decided to show his Creator just how weak of creatures HIS human beings were. And sin was born.


  Sin first came about from fruit, but not just regular fruit, Sacred Fruit from Sacred Trees placed on each of the lands by The Great Spirit. Each land had one Sacred Tree with Sacred Fruit, of which the man and woman of that land were forbidden to eat. The Sacred Fruit had special Medicine not yet meant for human beings. After the fall of HIS greatest angel and the other defiant angels, HE ordered all of HIS remaining angels and animal spirits to protect the Sacred Trees of each land. But Son-of-the-Morning-Star was a powerful angel, very persuasive and cunning. One by one, he talked each man and woman of each land into eating the Sacred Fruit from each of the Sacred Trees placed on their lands. By doing so, he showed his Creator just how weak his new creations, the human beings, really were. But there was one land upon which Son-of-the-Morning-Star couldn’t prove his point, the land that would come to be known as “America” centuries later after Italian explorer Amerigo Vespucci reached America after Christopher Columbus. America was occupied by the human beings The Great Spirit created to protect and be one with the Earth and protect it. Their bloodline was crucial to the survival of human beings and Earth itself.


  The man and woman of America were not at first persuaded by Son-of-the-Morning-Star to eat the Sacred Fruit. His first attempt to tempt them into eating from their Sacred Tree was unsuccessful. They were content and happy with what they already had. The man and woman of America had no interest in taking any more than they needed. So, Son-of-the-Morning-Star had to come up with another plan. He was cunning, but not cunning enough for the human beings of America. And to make things worse, the protectors of America finally arrived, two of them.


  One angel and one animal spirit, Coyote, were assigned to protect the Sacred Tree of America. Before they even got settled, there came news from another animal spirit, Hawk, about a great battle in another land that Son-of-the-Morning-Star and the defiant angels were winning. The angel decided to leave to aid his fellow angels in the battle, leaving Coyote to protect America’s Sacred Tree by himself. The battle was a diversion and once the angel departed, Son-of-the-Morning-Star returned to America and took the form of a harmless snake. Then, he approached Coyote, who was resting near the Sacred Tree. Coyote paid the serpent no mind, until it spoke to him.


  “Coyote,” hissed the snake.


  “Who goes there?” asked Coyote.


  “Jussst a friend, a friend with a proposssition. A proposssition to make you and your kind the mossst powerful beingsss on Earth... if you ssseek sssuch a thing,” the reptilian answered.


  “Oh really?” asked Coyote, who was intrigued by the offer from the belly crawler. He knew the legless lizard was really Son-of-the-Morning-Star, but his offer was one that he had to consider. Coyote did not like the fact that his kind was the lowest of the canine family. The fox was even more highly ranked than him as far as The Great Spirit was concerned.


  “Ssso?” the cold-blooded being asked Coyote, who was in deep thought.


  “What do I have to do for you to make my kind the most powerful beings on Earth?” Coyote finally asked back, excited by the offer.


  “Sssimple, you trick the man and woman placed here into eating a fruit from thisss Sssacred Tree you’re protecting, and I’ll make sssure your kind are the top dogsss of all beingsss. Deal?” the slithering vertebrae asked Coyote, who only had to think about it for a few seconds.


  “Deal,” Coyote quickly answered. The serpent disappeared into thin air right in front of Coyote, only moments before the man and woman who were placed on the land of America approached.


  “Where did the angel go?” asked the man.


  Coyote told him about the battle going on in another land against Son-of-the-Morning-Star, who was out to destroy the men and women of Earth. The man became very concerned about the battle and asked Coyote if there was anything he could do to help. It was then that Coyote realized how he could trick the man and woman of America into eating the Sacred Fruit from the Sacred Tree of their land. Coyote lied for the first time, and it became the birth of lying, for it was the first lie that had ever been told.


  Coyote explained to the man and woman of America that the only reason The Great Spirit did not want them to eat the Sacred Fruit from the Sacred Tree was because it would cause them to grow wings, like his, like the angels’. Then, Coyote went on to tell the man of America that if he had wings, he could go join the battle taking place against Son-of-the-Morning-Star and the defiant angels.


  The man of America felt a need to do his part in any battle that was taking place against his kind to protect them. That need, the need to be a warrior, was enough to convince him to eat a Sacred Fruit from the Sacred Tree. The woman of America ate the Sacred Fruit with him, wanting to be by his side in the battle with wings of her own, as her primary need was to be of support to him, no matter the cost. So they shared a piece of Sacred Fruit, eating it with no guilt. Then they waited and waited, waiting for their new wings to grow out from their backs, but it never happened. No wings ever appeared. It was Coyote’s first trick, the first trick of all tricks forever.


  Though Coyote was successful with his first trick, the pleasure he got from it was immediately cut short by the sound of thunder from above him. Lightning crashed down, two lightning bolts to be exact. Both lightning bolts came down on his back, separating both of his wings from his back, leaving him wingless. He knew it was The Great Spirit’s doing, but he didn’t care because his kind would soon be the most powerful beings of all beings! Coyote accepted his punishment gladly because he felt it would only be temporary. He would soon take his throne as the being of all beings and get his wings back. But suddenly, Coyote heard a thunderous voice, a majestic voice. It was his Creator.


  “For your lack of loyalty to me and for being tricked by Son-of-the-Morning-Star, you will no longer be the animal spirit for your kind! From this time on, you will be known as ‘The Trickster’ since you like playing tricks so much! And you will remain on Earth, to roam it along with Son-of-the-Morning-Star and the defiant angels, not to be allowed back into my home, UNTIL...” The Great Spirit stopped short, not revealing the rest of HIS divine plan to Coyote.


  “Until what?” The Trickster yelled. But there came no answer. The Great Spirit apparently wanted him to figure it out for himself. And the word “until” coming from HIM meant it could take a very, very long time, even forever, to figure out. The Trickster didn’t want to spend his eternal life on Earth with Son-of-the-Morning-Star and his defiant angels, who had all begun to take gruesome forms, becoming demons. He had to figure out what HE wanted of him. Then, no matter what it was, what it would take, or how long it would take, he had to fulfill that “until.” He knew it would be the only way for him to get back home, back to the home of The Great Spirit, where he belonged, right next to the angels, in his seat as the animal spirit of coyotes.


  CHAPTER 1


  Butterfly Princess


  The beauty of a butterfly translated to many Native American tribes as a sign of love. The perfect blend of colors butterflies possessed, which were beautiful together, represented the perfect blend of traits two people in love with each other possessed and the beauty that came when those traits were together. Nature always found a way to balance itself, as did love.


  Butterflies were not only a sign of love for one particular young Native American girl named Polacca Nova, they were also a sign of death for her. She was born from both love and death, which together equaled tragedy. The night she came into the world, like a butterfly from its cocoon, her beauty met life alone.


  On the night she was born, her dad, a member of the Hopi tribe, was in a fatal car accident while backroading with two of his friends. A coyote crossed the path of her dad’s war pony and when he swerved to miss it, the car rolled and rolled. None of them believed in the medicine of a seatbelt, so once the car started to roll, they were all thrown from the vehicle into the air, flying into darkness like butterflies with nowhere to go. But they were drawn to the big sleep like moths drawn to flame, so it was there to which her dad and his friends migrated.


  Polacca’s parents lived in a small town. It didn’t take long for the news of her dad’s death to reach her cocoon, her mother’s womb. Eight months pregnant with Polacca, her Navajo mother was devastated by the news so much it sent her into premature labor. Her mother was rushed to the hospital although she fought the whole way, screaming and pleading to be taken to her dead husband’s body.


  The stress, the agony, the sorrow was too much for Polacca’s mother to handle while bringing her newborn into the world. Her heartache gave way to a heart attack, a heart attack she did not survive, a heart attack she did not want to survive. Polacca’s mother could not bear the idea of fulfilling the vow that she had made with the love of her life, until death do they part. So on the night of Polacca’s birth, both of her parents left their physical cocoons and became spirits together. Holding hands, they started their migration to the spirit world, leaving Polacca all alone.


  But Polacca didn’t emerge from her cocoon so easily. She fought not to come out, as the doctor delivering her later commented. Unbeknownst to the doctor, Polacca tried to follow her mother and father to the spirit world. She cried out to them, extending her hand out to them. They heard her and turned around, but just as her mother took her hand into hers and tried to pull her daughter to her, another force pulled her daughter in the opposite direction. The force pulled Polacca out of her cocoon, out from her mother’s lifeless body. It was from that tragic event that Polacca received her gift, just as butterflies received the gift of wings after emerging from their cocoons.


  It was a gift witnessed by everyone there in the emergency room where Polacca was born. As infants are conditioned to do once they are born, she cried to assure everyone she was alive. But there was something very peculiar about her cries. They were accompanied by something no one in the emergency room had ever seen in their lives. When Polacca let out her first cry, butterflies flew out from her mouth, dozens of them, each one more beautiful than the previous one, some with colors never seen together. The paired colors ranged from orchid and turquoise, crimson and cream, jade and indigo, to plum and cerise, and on to endless more paired colors. But if that wasn’t strange enough, the butterflies weren’t real butterflies, they were ghostly, almost like smoke, and disappeared shortly after emerging from Polacca’s mouth.


  It was the strangest thing, too strange to not investigate its cause. The doctor who delivered Polacca diagnosed her with a fake illness to try to keep her at the hospital so that tests and observations could be done. But Polacca’s mother’s mother would not have it, nor would she believe that there was something wrong with her granddaughter. She took Polacca away from the hospital, away from the technology and medicine of the blue-eyed tribe. It wasn’t the proper place for her diagnosis to be made. From what Polacca’s widowed grandma witnessed along with everyone else in that emergency room, her granddaughter had a gift only a medicine man could diagnose and treat.


  It wasn’t until Polacca was secure in a car seat and her grandma was driving them away from the hospital in Window Rock, Arizona, that Polacca finally stopped crying. She went quiet and stayed that way during the whole early morning trip to see the medicine man to whom her grandma was taking her. It was almost like Polacca knew she had to stop what was happening; even at a few hours old, she knew.


  The medicine man they went to still lived in a traditional Navajo hogan, an old and weathered hogan, but a hogan nonetheless. It wasn’t along a road like houses were normally located. Instead, it was hidden in a small, desolate canyon about ten miles north of Window Rock. After parking on a barely-traveled desert backroad, Polacca’s grandma carried Polacca to the medicine man’s hogan, wrapped in a beautiful Pendleton blanket that perfectly blended the colors Navajo white, salmon, aquamarine, and cardinal. Polacca remained quiet the whole way, comforted by the colors wrapped around her.


  Polacca’s grandma knew Red-Turtle-Man, a Navajo medicine man, through her mother, which would have been Polacca’s great grandma, so the relation was old and would seem almost ancient to one as young as Polacca. Red-Turtle-Man respected their longstanding relationship and invited them inside his hogan once they arrived. There was nothing fancy inside, just jars of medicine, minimal furnishings, cans of food, and a few romance novels, with a fire pit in the middle. He was nothing fancy as well, a skinny, elderly man in a flannel button shirt and blue jeans. His head was adorned with long, gray hair kept in place by a faded red bandana, and he had the brownest of skin, wrinkled to perfection. Red-Turtle-Man and Polacca’s grandma each took a seat around the fireless pit. Polacca’s grandma held Polacca tight, protecting her, for she was now her new cocoon.


  Before anything was said, Red-Turtle-Man lit a bundle of sage and smudged every inch of his hogan with the smoke, chasing out any evil trying to sit in on their conversation. He also prayed in the Navajo language. Polacca kept quiet the whole time, seeming to know she shouldn’t open her mouth and disturb a medicine man at work.


  After their visit was blessed, Polacca’s grandma filled Red-Turtle-Man in on the details of what had just happened, the two deaths, the birth, and the gift bestowed on the born. It was a lot to take in, even for a medicine man. It was unlike anything he had ever heard of. At first, he didn’t have an answer, not even a clue of what the gift meant. He asked Polacca’s grandma to see the gift, so she tried to get her granddaughter to cry, but after a few attempts, she was unable to make Polacca cry. She remained quiet, as if she knew better.


  Red-Turtle-Man grew impatient and stepped in. He pried open Polacca’s mouth using his fingers, and, right before his unbelieving eyes, the ghosts of the most beautiful colored butterflies fluttered out of her mouth. Polacca started to cry again, not liking the unfamiliar feeling of the medicine man’s fingers in her mouth. Swarms of butterfly ghosts again emerged from her mouth, a tornado of beautiful colors: burnt orange and black, deep sky blue and emerald, fuchsia and lilac, and so on. The medicine man was beside himself, and it dawned on him what the gift meant. He had heard of a prophecy that mentioned such a gift, but hearing and seeing were two different things. He could not believe the prophecy had come true, that it was happening now.


  The prophecy was ancient and known by all medicine men. There would come a time when the Beings of This World and the Beings Not of This World would go to war, good versus evil, and certain gifts would be given to each side. Polacca’s gift was a gift prophesied to be given to the Beings of This World, the good side. It was definitely a sign that the war was near. But Red-Turtle-Man did not want to worry Polacca’s grandma, so he kept the prophecy from her. It wasn’t that Polacca’s grandma couldn’t take the news, but that knowing what the gift meant would put her in great danger. Beings Not of This World would pick up on the scent of her knowledge, the knowledge of one of the weapons prophesized to be used against them. So no one could know about her gift until the time was right. Polacca was special, a savior, a secret to be kept safe until that time came.


  Red-Turtle-Man instructed Polacca’s grandma to keep her away from the public. In time, her gift would reveal its purpose. Her grandma agreed to do what he asked, and it was then that he gave her granddaughter her name, Polacca, which in Hopi meant “butterfly,” to honor her father’s people now that she would be kept safely hidden among her mother’s.


  For thirteen years, Polacca; who became beautiful, willowy, and winsome, was raised by her grandma. Her grandma was a white-haired, dark skinned Navajo woman, wearing dresses she had made for herself from fabrics she had owned for a very long time. Her grandma hid Polacca from society the whole first thirteen years of her life; home schooling her, teaching her addition, how to write in cursive, how to cook, and about the ways of the Navajo. Both grandmother and granddaughter alike followed the ceremonial path religiously, saying the Walks-In-Beauty Prayer every morning after they awoke. Polacca, like any thirteen-year-old girl would, grew tired of learning life from books and lessons and yearned to learn from experience. But they lived in the desert in the middle of nowhere, far from people, far from the rest of life. Polacca had no friends. She only read about what it was like to have friends in young adult novels, reading what is was like to share secrets or to talk about someone behind their back, things which most girls her age were all too familiar with. Polacca wanted to experience life so badly that she would have even settled for knowing what being bullied was like.


  Each of Polacca’s thirteen birthday parties had consisted of only two people, her grandma and herself. Every birthday wish she ever made after blowing the candles out on her birthday cakes were all the same: to go to town, a town filled with her people, the Navajos and Hopis. The town she dreamt of going to and which was the closest to them was Window Rock, the capital of the Navajo Nation. But each year, her wish was denied, so she would sit outside of her grandma’s house night after night and wonder which canyon Window Rock laid beyond. She hadn’t the slightest clue, though.


  Although Polacca despised her isolation, she knew it was necessary. She knew it was not normal for a person to talk with ghosts of butterflies shooting out from their mouths as she always did. She kept quiet most of the time. Even her grandma had a hard time getting her to talk. It was rare for Polacca to say a complete sentence. Her grandma still hadn’t a clue what her granddaughter’s gift meant, but assured Polacca it would reveal itself in due time. Her grandma was a patient woman, but Polacca was becoming less and less patient.


  Puberty began to change Polacca in more ways than just one. Other things began to emerge from Polacca’s mouth, other kinds of ghosts. It all started when Polacca was given her birthday presents during her thirteenth birthday party. She got her own small television, a DVD player, and some movies on DVD. Her grandma had never owned a television. She was against them, but thought the television might help ease her granddaughter’s curiosity about having friends and her yearning to experience life. Polacca’s grandma sensed the feelings she was having. Before their annual birthday party was even over, Polacca asked to take her presents to her room to enjoy them. They were the best birthday presents ever as far as she was concerned. She gleamed with happiness, so her grandma could not deny her request. Polacca’s grandmother allowed her to cut her birthday party short, even joining her in trying to set up the high tech gadgets.


  In about an hour, they had both figured out how to hook up everything and decided to watch the movie, Star Wars, which Polacca’s grandma had randomly picked out from a shelf of DVDs at a pawn shop. They laid on Polacca’s bed together and watched what her grandma still referred to as “talking pictures.”


  Immediately, they were both mesmerized by the storytelling capability of Polacca’s presents. The technology was like nothing either one of them had expected or experienced. They were both enthralled about being taken into space, something neither had previously dreamed possible. The main thing that caught Polacca’s attention right away was the way Princess Leia wore her hair, in two twisted buns on each side of her head. It was the traditional style Hopi women, her dad’s people, wore their hair. She decided that she would never wear her hair down again, or even braided, instead, she would wear it like the Hopi woman she was becoming, like Princess Leia’s hair. All was going good, and they were having the time of their lives, until one particular scene in the movie that they both found so funny it stopped being funny. It was when Princess Leia asked Han Solo, “Will somebody get this big walking carpet out of my way?” She was referring to Chewbacca. Polacca laughed hard, harder than her grandma had ever seen her laugh before, and where the ghosts of butterflies should have emerged, something else did.


  Polacca laughed loud and hard until her laughter was joined by other laughter, which came from inside of her mouth at first. Then, before her grandma’s eyes, the ghosts of a pack of hyenas emerged from Polacca’s mouth, menacing hyenas who bounced around in her bedroom, knocking things over, laughing the whole time. Immediately, Polacca became frightened, as did her grandma. The ghosts of the hyenas lingered longer than the ghosts of butterflies normally did, causing havoc inside her bedroom. One hyena even approached Polacca threateningly, causing her to yell to get it away from her. When she did, her grandma witnessed something even more frightening emerge from her granddaughter’s mouth, something she would had never guessed possible, the ghost of a giant grizzly bear. The ghost of the grizzly bear chased the hyena away, then went after all of the other hyenas, chasing them all away, until all of them disappeared into thin air, like smoke. Then, the grizzly bear faded into smoke after them.


  The event shocked and terrified both Polacca and her grandma. Polacca closed her mouth and placed her hand over it so nothing else would come out. Her grandma knew right away that the television and DVD player had been a bad idea.


  “That’s it! I'm unhooking it all and taking it back to where I got it!” her grandma proclaimed.


  “Please, grandma, don’t take my birthday gifts away from me!” Polacca pleaded, but as she did, more ghosts emerged from her mouth, this time the ghosts of a pack of wild wolves. The ghosts of the wolves were ferocious and blocked her grandma’s path to the television and DVD player. Her grandma stopped in her tracks, unsure if the ghosts of the wolves were able to harm her or not. They lingered even longer than the hyenas and the grizzly bear, growling and snarling, protecting Polacca’s television and DVD player. Her grandma gave up on the idea of taking Polacca’s birthday presents away from her and left her granddaughter’s bedroom, more angry than scared.


  For days after Polacca’s thirteenth birthday, she and her grandma didn’t speak. In fact, Polacca didn’t leave her bedroom much at all, so they hardly even saw each other. While Polacca practiced fixing her hair in the traditional style of Hopi women, like Princess Leia’s, she watched all of the movies her grandma had given her over and over. One movie made her happy, one made her scared, and one even made her cry. That became her favorite movie of all time, Titanic. The emotional rollercoaster the movies sent Polacca on also caused many different ghosts to emerge from her mouth, but she began to learn how to control what came from her mouth and how long each group of ghosts could stay before evaporating. Polacca began to home school herself on using her gift, the gift she had avoided trying to understand for thirteen years. Now, Polacca was embracing it.


  It wasn’t until almost a week later that Polacca emerged from her newest cocoon, her bedroom, but only because she felt she could now control her gift enough to know she would not harm or frighten her grandma with it. Her grandma was leery at first, unsure if she could trust a word coming from her granddaughter’s mouth. But the first words Polacca uttered were two words her grandma was defenseless against, two words any parent was defenseless against.


  “I’m sorry,” Polacca apologized, as the ghost of a white dove flew from her mouth. It was the universal sign of peace.


  Polacca’s grandma grabbed her and held her like it was the last time she might hold her granddaughter. They talked about what happened and what it could all mean. Neither one of them had any ideas, but they both knew they had to find some kind of answer because what happened was strange even for someone who spoke ghosts of butterflies. Polacca’s grandma decided that she would go back to Red-Turtle-Man and see what he thought.


  Polacca’s grandma went to Red-Turtle-Man’s hogan the next day only to learn from a sheepherder in the area that the medicine man had mysteriously disappeared recently. But the sheepherder gave her the address of a great medicine woman, the last medicine woman alive and keeper of the strongest medicine there ever was, is, and will be, who lived in Oklahoma. It was a long distance away, but Polacca’s grandma felt it would be worth the trip, and she had enough money saved up for it. So she returned back home to Polacca and gave her the news. They were going on a road trip. They packed, and, before long, they left their cocoon hidden deep in Navajo country and began their migration to Oklahoma.


  It was the first time Polacca had ever been away from home. She was more excited about the trip than she was about finding answers about her gift. They traveled through their home-state of Arizona, which was like a familiar butterfly to them, its colors the most comforting to Polacca; khaki, olive, and sienna. The next state they traveled through was New Mexico, a unique butterfly, its colors very nurturing; gold, spring green, and sarcoline. Then, they traveled through the butterfly known as Texas. It was deep in its shades of forest green, amber, and beige. Finally, they made it to their destination butterfly, Oklahoma, cut with designs of glowing red dirt, mixed with lively pastel greens, and the plush tint of saffron-colored buffalo grass. It was where Polacca hoped her answers might lie.


  The medicine woman they sought was Big-Sister, a legendary seer and healer, with powers most medicine men only wished they possessed. They found her in a small Native American town named Anadarko, which meant “home of the bumble-bees.” Actually, their destination was a little outside of the town, in the middle of nowhere, just like where Polacca lived with her grandma. Big-Sister’s house was modest, plain, nothing that called out a medicine woman might live there. They pulled up to her house and were met by a sixteen-year-old boy, who introduced himself as Little-Red-Man. He let them both know that Big-Sister had been expecting them.


  Little-Red-Man led them both inside of Big-Sister’s house. Once inside her modest home, they were greeted by their hostess, who was seated at a dining table with two chairs already pulled out for both of them. She was a large, almost ancient Native American woman, a definition of brown, her face sagging with the years. She wore pointy glasses. Her hair was the color of a harsh winter and pulled back into a messy pony tail. She greeted them both with a voice that sounded like it had withstood years and years of sitting in a bingo hall smoking cigarette after cigarette. It wasn’t as mystical as either one of them had expected.


  “So this thing you have, let me see it,” said Big-Sister, right to the point.


  Polacca and her grandma looked at each other, neither able to come up with something to say. So Polacca opened her mouth, but nothing came out. She even “awwwed” really hard, but still nothing. So she said the only thing she could think to say.


  “Testing, one, two, three. Testing, one, two, three,” Polacca said.


  And it happened like it always happened; the ghosts of butterflies emerged from Polacca’s mouth. It flabbergasted Big-Sister, making it obvious she hadn’t ever seen anything like it before. She even swatted at the butterfly ghosts.


  “Is this all? This all that can come out?” Big-Sister eagerly asked.


  “No, that’s why we came to you,” Polacca’s grandma answered.


  Polacca’s grandma explained Polacca’s life story to Big-Sister, all the way to her thirteenth birthday party and the events that took place. Big-Sister soaked it all in, remaining silent for a long period of time afterward. She even went to her medicine and asked it for an answer, but there was nothing, only silence. Big-Sister even ordered Little-Red-Man to go get her books, and once she received them, she started to read through them. But after a while, it was obvious that they supplied no answers. She wasn’t one to care much for prophecies, so she didn’t know about the prophecy Red-Turtle-Man and many other medicine men knew about. Big-Sister was baffled. She admitted it was an extraordinary gift, but the question of what it meant could only be answered by one person, one who had seen it all.


  Big-Sister explained to Polacca that the best person to ask what her gift meant was Tonto Wayne, who currently held the title as THE TOUGHEST NATIVE ALIVE. He had seen just about every kind of medicine there was that pertained to Native Americans. So it was probable that he had seen her gift before, and he would know what to make of it. She also explained that he was an MC for big pow-wows these days. Big-Sister let them both know that his next gig was being the MC for THE POW-WOW OF ALL POW-WOWS, which was being held in Mankato, Minnesota, in just a few weeks. Big-Sister also let them know that she would be there as well and could introduce them to him. With only that piece of advice, Polacca’s grandma and Polacca left Big-Sister’s house and started their migration back home.


  Polacca’s grandma was disappointed in the answer that she had spent all of her savings and driven ten hours to hear, but Polacca saw hope and a new destination. It wasn’t until they were safely home that her grandma broke the bad news to her that the journey for answers about her gift was over for the time being. She explained to her disappointed granddaughter that they should just wait until her gift’s purpose was ready to reveal itself to them, as advised by Red-Turtle-Man. Polacca argued with her grandma, begging her to take her to THE POW-WOW OF ALL POW-WOWS. Her grandma refused and explained to her that even if she wanted to take her to THE POW-WOW OF ALL POW-WOWS, she couldn’t because they were broke now. However, Polacca didn’t believe her grandma, and anger overcame her. She knew better to not speak another word though, so she went to her room and slammed the door shut.


  For a second time, for days on end, Polacca and her grandma didn’t speak to each other. For days, Polacca sat in her cocoon of a bedroom and thought and thought. Every thought on THE POW-WOW OF ALL POW-WOWS and its MC, Tonto. Her grandma was just feet away, in the next room, awaiting an apology, but as days passed, it became obvious an apology wouldn’t come anytime soon. Finally, one day, it became too much for her grandma to bear, so she went into Polacca’s bedroom to apologize to her and make peace. But to her surprise, her granddaughter’s bedroom was empty with her window wide open. Polacca was nowhere to be seen. Her grandma knew the place to where she had run away to, but didn’t have the money to go after her granddaughter. She really was broke, so all she could do was hope her butterfly would return home, as some butterflies do and some butterflies don’t.


  The day before, Polacca had emerged from her cocoon through a window with her hair styled in the traditional way of Hopi women. Princess Leia would have been envious of how well Polacca’s hair was styled. She felt like a princess too, but her own kind of princess, a Butterfly Princess. Once free from her cocoon, the gift of wings was bestowed upon her. Polacca spread her wings and behold, her colors presented themselves; wisteria, thistle, mauve, and lavender, all bordered by black. The wind smiled and approved of her colors, carrying her up to the awaiting sky above, where she flew. She followed her migration instincts that were taking her to THE POW-WOW OF ALL POW-WOWS, where the answers a Butterfly Princess sought awaited her beauty.


  CHAPTER TWO


  Chief


  Chief awoke at the crack of dawn, as he always did, another day added to his ancient dog life. Describing Chief as a dog was being nice. He was really a mutt. The blood of many breeds of dogs ran in his veins. He was many colors to prove his mixed heritage: white with patches of black and different shades of gray all over his body. He had a strong build for a three-legged dog; lean, muscular, and average-height. Chief awoke to a scent in the air his nose recognized. It was a scent that should not have been so close to the town of Mankato, Minnesota, where he had lived for well over a hundred years, a hundred human years that was. He was old, dirt old in dog years. He should have died long ago, but a curse had been put on him by an evil being he had chased away from Mankato sometime during his mortal life. But there had been many evil beings he had chased away, so he wasn’t sure which one put the curse on him. His memory wasn’t all that great at his age either. All he knew was that he had seen many generations of his kind come and go, but he always stayed, never joining them in the spirit world. He had a job though, so he couldn’t just die and leave. He was the protector of Mankato, the town’s fearless guardian, the town’s chief. So his name was fitting. His medicine was strong. He had the spirit of Crazy Horse in him, the fearless spirit of the greatest chief in history who had once been his keeper. Chief wasn’t just any dog, he was THE GREATEST REZ DOG OF ALL TIME. The word “rez” was a slang term used by Native Americans to describe the reservations they were forced to occupy after the blue-eyed tribe stole their lands through the written lies they called “treaties.”


  But it was deep in Indian country in a time before reservations were established where Chief’s story began. He was born as part of a large litter in a camp of Sioux Indians. Crazy Horse had taken him from his mother once he was too old to nurse from her. From that time on, he carried Crazy Horse’s belongings for him, kept evil away from his camps, and even fought side by side him in a few battles. Chief had the scars to prove it too. It was during one of the battles he fought beside Crazy Horse that he became separated from his keeper, never finding him again, but he kept his keeper’s spirit within him. He searched high and low for his keeper, but could never pick up on his warrior scent. Crazy Horse was like a ghost when on a warparty. He could even hide his scent trail. So for a long time, Chief wondered the northern plains, looking for his keeper, never finding him. Then one day, he came across a young Sioux brave named Red Otter who took him in as one of his own. Chief became a part of his family, and Red Otter became his new keeper.


  It was a bad time for the Sioux. They had surrendered to the blue-eyed tribe, who had defeated them, along with most tribes, by killing off almost all of their food supply, the great herds of buffalo. It was a dirty war tactic. The scent of buffalo on the Great Plains had almost completely vanished. The Sioux camps became pitiful, sad, even to a dog’s eyes. He was lucky to even get a bone back then. It was every being for themselves. It was how Chief lost his leg. His family hadn’t eaten any meat in weeks, and they were malnourished because of it. So Chief did what family does in times of need, he made a sacrifice. He placed his back left leg on the chopping stump and barked up a storm to his keeper. Red Otter understood him and took Chief’s offering, feeding his family the life-saving protein contained in his leg.


  Things didn’t get better. Instead, they grew worse. The Sioux didn’t know how to live without buffalo. It was the only way of life they knew. It was a bad time for all Native American tribes, though, all were starving. And it was starvation, in fact, that drove Red Otter to kill a family of the blue-eyed tribe for just a few eggs, less than a dozen. In that act, he went from a brave to a warrior, but because of that warparty, a war raged between the Sioux and the blue-eyed tribe, a war the Sioux did not win. Once it was over though, Red Otter was taken captive by the blue-eyed tribe. They took him to the town of Mankato, Minnesota. Chief followed, using Red Otter’s warrior scent as his guide.


  Once in Mankato, Chief sat outside the jail that housed Red Otter the entire time he was incarcerated, each and every second. It was what his original owner, Crazy Horse, would have done. Crazy Horse’s spirit was still strong within Chief. Chief wanted to be there when Red Otter was released. He would help guide him back home to his family. But that day never came. A different day arrived instead. Red Otter finally emerged from the jail, but still a captive, still in chains like an animal. Chief was there in the crowd of blue-eyed tribal members who all cheered as Red Otter was hung by his neck. Chief did not understand what had happened or why, all he knew was that he could no longer smell the warrior scent of his second keeper. It faded away as he dangled from a rope, lifeless. It wasn’t until the blue-eyed tribe buried Red Otter underneath the ground that Chief understood what had happened. His keeper, the closest friend a dog could have, had gone to the spirit world.


  But just as Red Otter’s scent had faded away, the scent of Chief’s people, the Sioux, was also fading from the land the blue-eyed tribe called Minnesota. Chief decided to stay in Mankato. The blue-eyed tribe were new to the land and knew nothing of the evil that lurked outside the city limits of Mankato. Chief took it upon himself as his duty to protect the townspeople as well as the grave of his keeper from evil. And somewhere between chasing Deer Lady and wolf people away from Mankato, Chief was cursed with immortality. He didn’t know why such a curse was bestowed on him, but he lived with it. He was a warrior, he was a chief, and as time passed, he became the oldest dog in the world.


  So on the morning when Chief picked up the scent of something that should not have been so close to Mankato, he went to investigate. But first things first, before he started his investigation, Chief had “ways.” There were rituals, routines, and traditions. First, he repositioned the fake warbonnet, which some kids had tied to his head one Halloween night years ago as a joke, on his head. Despite its origin as a prank, Chief was proud of the warbonnet and did everything in his power to keep it secured. The kids had tied it tightly, so it didn’t take much effort to keep it there. That warbonnet was how he got his name, Chief. When he was with his Sioux keepers, he was Tasheeka-Watanmee, which meant “Crazy Dog.” And before the warbonnet had been tied to his head, the citizens of Mankato had called him “Get” or “Shoo.”


  But now he was “Chief,” warrior dog of Mankato. So on that morning, Chief stood on all three of his legs and wobbled out of his tipi, which was merely a bush in Reconciliation Park. He made his usual stops before leaving city limits to investigate the scent. He drank his morning water from the Minnesota River first. Then, since a few restaurant owners were fond of him and always left leftovers for him in alleyways, he went and had his breakfast. Chief was a stray dog, but he had pride, and he’d be damned if he resulted to dumpster diving. His pride kept him from making friends with his own kind, but he didn’t care, far as he was concerned, they were all morons and beggars... cultureless imbeciles.


  Once Chief’s thirst was quenched and his belly was full, he made his way out of town toward the unwelcomed scent. It was a journey he had made many of times, and all for the same reason. But it was strange to Chief that the stench filled the morning air. Evil beings and evil spirits were nocturnal; sunlight weakened them. But Chief had a duty, a job, and he hadn’t kicked evil ass in a long time. He was well overdue for some action. Chief loved it. Maybe it was the Sioux in him, but he loved to fight. He welcomed it whenever he could. The spirit of Crazy Horse was strong in him, always.


  The origin of the scent was further outside of Mankato than Chief had thought. What he expected to be a short walk became a five mile journey. But once Chief arrived at the source, he was not surprised by the type of beings from which it emanated. Instead, Chief was flabbergasted to see what they were doing. The scent was coming from Chiye-tankas, known commonly as “Sasquatches.” A few dozen of them were gathered just five miles outside of Mankato, all in the middle of a large, open field. Chief watched them as they worked. They were building something. It was the biggest tipi Chief had ever seen. It looked like a circus tent, but the circus stopped coming to Mankato decades ago. The Chiye-tankas were raising the tallest tipi poles Chief had ever seen, two hundred feet high. How the citizens of Mankato could not see what was going on, Chief didn’t know. The tipi the Chiye-tankas were erecting was colossal. It had to be at least three miles in circumference.


  Then, Chief picked up on another scent, one that was ancient, the most ancient of any scent Chief had ever smelled. It was a scent that came from the beginning of time. It was either an angel or an animal spirit. Neither had he ever encountered before, but he knew they existed. The origin of the ancient scent revealed itself when it ordered the Chiye-tankas to work faster. It was The Trickster in his original form, with the body of a man, but the head of a coyote. He had no wings, though, which Chief found very peculiar because all animal spirits were said to have wings, just like angels. Something was afoot, something big was about to take place, something Chief might have to make war with to protect Mankato.


  Chief was fearless, so he approached the Chiye-tankas ready for war, ready for victory. “Get the hell out of here, you stinky, skunk-ape bastards!” Chief barked with all his might. Then, he let out his warcry. The spirit of Crazy Horse was strong in him. Every Chiye-tanka there stopped what they were doing and turned to Chief. There was silence and confusion among them, then they turned to The Trickster, who motioned one of his fingers over his throat, the universal sign for “kill.” They all became enraged, grunting and moaning. Then, they began to throw rocks at Chief. Chief had only three legs, but all he needed was three. His having four legs would have put anyone who fought him at a too much of an unfair disadvantage. A true warrior, Chief preferred the odds against him. Chief darted toward the Chiye-tankas, zig-zagging so none of their rocks hit him. Chief was
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