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In the four directions from her house she undergoes a change. She comes out of her house an old woman with a white bead walking stick. She walks towards the East and returns middle aged; and she carries no walking stick. To the South she walks and returns a young woman. She walks to the West and comes back a maiden. She goes North and returns a young girl. She is called the White Bead Woman, Yolgai esdzan. She has three names, and the second is Changeable Woman, Atsan alayee. The third is Yolgai atate, the White Bead girl. She has these three names, that is her power. Only one person knows the origin of her power, he is the Most High Power Whose Ways Are Beautiful.



Above as told to Aileen OBryan by the first of four chiefs of the Navajo people, Sandoval, Hastin Tlotsi hee (Old Man Buffalo Grass) in November 1928: You look at me, he said, and you see only an ugly old man, but within I am filled with great beauty.
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The baby was the White Bead Babyand her cradle is called natsilid eta cote, the rainbow cut short.


Sandoval, Hastin Tlotsi hee







THE TWINS


THE UTE HORSEMAN had seen their stern faces in all seasons. Whether bathed in blazing sunshine or veiled in a lace of softly falling snow, they were always the same. Massive. Silent. Awaiting the End of Days.


On this day, Julius Santos had taken no notice of the towering sandstone monoliths. The rider was blissfully beguiled by those sweet things a spring morning brings. On the mossy stream bank, startled willows trembling with excitement at the arrival of an unexpected breeze. A flood of melted snow crystals rippling over an avenue strewn with slippery cobblestones. The crisp whisper of a magpies wing, a startled darting of rainbow-dappled fishes. He was distracted by these pleasures. Any thought of trouble was far from him.


But the giants were infinitely patient. Relentlessly, they pulled at the corner of his eye.



Finallyunable to resistJulius Santos turned his face toward Companion and Chimney Rocks. Separated by a three-hundred-yard gap, the towering brothers seemed isolated in stony loneliness. But it was all a matter of how one looked at them. The Ute knew of a special placea unique, elevated point of view. From the Crag, it was possible to see the Twin War Gods as the ancients had seen themstanding near enough to exchange whispers.


On horseback, the sacred overlook was barely an hour away. It would be necessary to cross Ghost Wolf Mesa, a knobby formation dotted with kiva and pit-house ruins. A dozen winters had passed since he had ventured near that silent, sinister place where old bones moldered under lichen-encrusted rubble. But there was no other way to approach the Crag. A narrow, precipitous causeway of crumbling sandstone connected the mesa rim to that upraised, wedge-shaped platform where the Old Ones had built a splendid temple to honor the Goddess of the Moon.


During his last visit, Santos had stood on the very tip of the stone triangle, contemplating the gigantic sons of White Shell Woman. While hed stared at the Twins, something outlandish had happened. He had found himself leaning heavily on one legthen the otheras if a trillion tons of sandstone pitched and swayed under his feet. The startled pilgrim had been overwhelmed by the illusion that he was on the deck of an enormous, storm-tossed ship. It seemed the illusory vessel was under full sail, toward some dark, alien harbor.


But that had been years ago. He sat in the saddle, squinting at the distant mesathat dark, haunted space that must be crossed to approach the sacred platform. In the Utes lurid imagination, the lumpy sandstone formation was a massive hand reaching up from Lower Worldwith all fingers folded except one. That long, crooked digit pointed suggestively toward the Twins. And on this morning, it beckoned to the lone horseman.


To ward off this enticement, Santos closed his eyes. In doing so, he encountered the inner darkness. And looked too deeply. The old vision enveloped him.




He is on the Crag, standing on the very tip of the soaring bow. Santos gazes over interlocked waves of space and time. A splendid illusion grips his mind. Just aheadseparated by the merest slice of skythe towering giants stand shoulder to shoulder, knee-deep in petrified talus dunes. They are anchored to the depths of a ghostly sea, waiting for their mothers pale face to appear between them. These are the slayers of monsters. Ready to take on sinew and muscle over bones of stone. Andas in the Beginning of Daysslay those unspeakable monsters that feed on human flesh.




Santoss peculiar fantasy was interrupted by a sudden stamping of the horses hoof; a heavy shudder rippled through the animals frame. The rider took a deep breath, and turned his face away from the Twins. He assured himself that the vision was nothing to be concerned about. It was a mental deceptiona mystical mirage. The Ute turned his mount south. Toward home. This was a sensible decision. But


The giants whispered their urgent summons.


You are needed.


Today you are needed.


The long finger beckoned.


Come.


Come quickly.


Santos pretended not to hear the call. But he turned his horse toward the mesa.


THE ENCOUNTER


Though he was not a traditional Ute, Julius Santos did accept those particular elements of his culture that he considered helpful. This included sage advice on maintaining mental balance. And soto the extent that he was ablehe did not think bad thoughts. Not that a healthy man could possibly submerge his soul in gloom on such a fine day as this. The breeze was crisp as a new dollar bill and refreshingly cool against his face, the morning sun a warm smile on his back. He had a good horse between his knees. Moreover, he was feeling uncommonly young for his years. The moderately vain fellow considered himself a fine figure of a man. And believing so, he was. Santos was long and lean; his spine straight as a young aspen. He sat easily in the saddlea fluid, graceful rider who seemed grafted to his mount.


Having ascended to the crest of the mesa, his spirit was likewise lifted. This was not really a bad place. There were purple and yellow blossoms blooming in splashes of sunlight; patches of melting snow hiding in the shadows of fragrant juniper. The rider directed his mount to the rim of the sandstone cliff. Snuffy was a steady beast who would step over a prairie rattler without so much as a shudder. She approached the edge of the precipice.


Santos inhaled a deep breath of sage-tinted sweetness.


It seemed that a man could see to the very edges of the earth. The Ute slitted his eyes, so the grand vision would not be absorbed too quickly. The endless space and deep silence engulfed and nourished his soul.


Precious moments passed away, but eternity was not diminished.


Santos was well short of the sacred overview, but even from the rim of Ghost Wolf Mesa the towers of Companion and Chimney Rocks seemed to stand near enough to touch elbows. According to the Zuni and Hopi, these were the Twin War Gods, sons of White Shell Woman. She was the moon, her muscular children the monster-slayers. The Twins had destroyed those mythical beasts who gorged themselves on human flesh. By this heroic act, the sons of the moon had made the world safe for human beings. It was a fine story, but Santos had watched the flickering television screen while men walked on the moons dusty-gray surface. He knew for certain that the pockmarked sphere was nothing whatever like a woman. And to this modern Ute, the War Gods were the stuff of fanciful Zuni myth. Moreover, he did not believe in monsters.


Any child knows better.


Julius Santos was summoned back to earth by the shrill call of a falcon. The dreamer wondered how much time had passed. And wisely decided that it did not matter.


He made a clicking sound with his tongue. Lets head up toward the sacred place, Snuffy. The Ute was content to let the mare proceed at a slow pace. When they got to the narrow neck of land that connected the mesa to the lofty Crag, he would get off and lead his mount. It was a narrow, twisting path, with steep talus slopes on each side.


Had the Ute kept to his plan, the future would have been quite different. But history is forever altered by the most casual decision, the seemingly irrelevant event.


The rider experienced a sudden desire to avoid the slightest evidence of modern humans. He would shun the carefully laid-out trails prepared for the summer visitors to Chimney Rock Archaeological Site. For him, no signs with printed words about an excavated pit-house ruin or the great kiva or the mysterious stone basin or what the Anasazi probably used this or that plant for. At a nudge of his knee, the mare abandoned the graveled road that led to the U.S. Forest Service parking lotthe jumping-off place for sightseers from Tokyo and Chicago and Berlin, who plodded along carefully kept pathways behind uniformed guides. Not that there were any tourists or guides around today. The archaeological site would be closed until mid-May, when the last of the snows had melted. Santos urged his mount across a shallow arroyo, into a thick grove of pion. He was approaching a lonely region where the pit-house ruins had not been excavated. In this twilight place, the bones of ancients remained undisturbed. And at peace, he hoped. But upon the earth or beneath it, peace is a scarce commodity.


As he ducked to miss an encounter with a juniper branch, the Ute smiled at the memory of what his mother had told him countless times. He could almost see her wagging a finger at him, hear her voice: Juliusyou stay away from the places where them Mukui-ci used to live. Them crumbly old ruins are bad places. Some of them Mukui-ci ghosts are still there. Just waiting for a foolish person to come too close.


Santos assured himself that he cared nothing for the old superstitions. The Anasazi were long gone, and best forgotten. Not that he laughed at the notion of ghosts. He had seen his father sitting on the porch steps one Tuesday afternoon last autumn, hands resting on his knees. The old man had leaned forward, as if ready to arise and greet his son. And then he simply wasnt there. This had happened three days after his father was buried in the Indian cemetery at Ignacio. Julius Santos had seen the proof with his own eyes; something did remain of those who had passed over to the other side.


But what harm could a spirit do? Even if there were Anasazi ghosts lingering about these old ruins, they must be tired of nothing but each others company. Santos forced himself to smile. They would be happy to see a man ride by on a fine horse.


Snuffy raised her black nose in the air. Sniffed.


He spoke softly. What is it, old swayback?


Her eyes bulged with fear. The animal tossed her head, snorted.


The skin on his neck was prickling. Maybe she smells a mountain lion. There were rumors of a big she-cougar slinking around Chimney Rock. Santos had a long-barreled .357-Magnum revolver stashed in the saddlebag. That should be moren enough to scare off a big cat. Good thing Snuffy dont mind gunfire. He had shot elk from her saddle without as much as a flinch from his mount. He patted the horses muscular shoulder. Move along, old girl. I intend to go amongst the old ruinsto where the ghosts are. A joke was the best way to dispel fear.





A few yards away, a pair of eyes watched.






The horsewho had begun moving forward cautiouslybalked so suddenly that the rider was pitched up against her neck.


He shouted, What the hell is the matter with


And then it was upon them with a wild, furious shriek.


Santos did not give a thought to the revolver in his saddlebag. Terror sets its own agenda.





Consciousness returned very gradually, as if he were awakening from a long, deep sleep. For a confusing moment, Julius Santos could not remember where he was. With a concentrated effort of will, he began to put the day together. One small piece at a time.


I got outta bed right after the seven oclock news was on the radio. Took a shower. Had breakfastham and eggs. Then I saddled up Snuffy. Was going to take an easy ride along the creek, but I changed my mind. Headed over toward the big mesa. Where the ruins are. Oh yeah. Now I remember. Stupid horse was spooked by something. I mustve got thrown. He had no doubt his mount was long gone. And it was a six-mile walk home. Dammit anyway! Hope I dont have no broken bones.


Santos squinted as the bright world above his face gradually came into focus. A gnarled pion, bent like an old mans spine against the prevailing westerlies. A perfectly painted cloud slipping across a pale blue canvas. The Ute was surprised that he felt no pain. But except for the earthy pillow under his head, the fallen man feltnothing at all. He tried to move, but could not. What does it mean? Am I dead? Strangely, this possibility did not frighten him. All things of this earth must come to an end. As Julius Santos pondered his situation, a shadowy form moved over him, blocking out the sky.


This frightened him.


What in hell are you?


And then he knew.



Santos heard his voice. Nonodont


A searing, white-hot pain splashed across his face. Then cool, soothing darkness.


It was finished.


Santos went away. To where the ghosts are.
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All of a sudden she heard something behind her. Looking around she saw a great white horse with black eyes. He had a long white mane, and he pranced above the groundnot on the earth itself. And there was a young man sitting on the horse. The young mans moccasins and leggings and clothing were all white. All was as for a bride.
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THE SHAMAN


AN EXCELLENT BREAKFAST of refried beans, pork sausage, and eggs (fried in the popping sausage grease) was finished. When the sun got a smidgen higher, Daisy Perikas nephew would drive her to Ignacio for Sunday-morning mass at St. Ignatius Catholic Church. The Ute elder stood at the window, her thin forearms folded over a purple woolen shawl. Squinting at the gaping mouth of Caon del Espritu, she licked her lips in preparation for what must be said. And said it. I wont be in Middle World much longer. The grim pronouncement was directed at the visitor in her trailer home.


Charlie Moon, his seven-foot frame folded over the small kitchen table, was engrossed in a copy of the Southern Ute Drum.


She waited.


Nothing.


Did you hear what I said? Big jughead.


The former tribal policemannow a cattle rancherdid not look up from the article about falling beef prices. Yeah. Aunt Daisy had been predicting her imminent death for two decades. Shell likely live to bury me.


She knew what he was thinking. Wont be long till youll be at my funeral.


He looked up to smile affectionately at the aged womans bowed form. You not feeling well?


Daisy put a hand to the small of her back and groaned. Havent had a good day since that peanut farmer was president.


Charlie Moon folded the tribal newspaper, downed the last dregs of an extraordinarily strong cup of coffee. So whats the matter? He knew the answer. Too many years.


Too many years, she said.


Itll take more than old age to do you in.


He always says that. The tribal elder shook her head and sighed. Charlie was too young to understand. When you get really old, things start to stop workin. Thats when you know the end isnt far off. And, she added with a knowing wag of her head, the signs are plain enough.


He was obligated to ask. What signs? Itll be pains in her chest.


Toenails, she muttered.


He wondered whether hed heard her correctly.


The aged woman looked down, wiggled her toes. I generally have to clip em at least once a month. So they wont poke holes in my stockings.


Charlie Moon wondered where this was going.


So that gaunt Rider on the Pale Horse would not hear the grim news and come a-galloping her way, Daisy whispered. My toenailstheyve stopped growing.



He stared at her feet. Thats bad?


She gave him the pitying look reserved for the terminally ignorant.


Moon, who had never really understood his aunt, thought she wanted reassurance. Its probably just some kind of dietary problem. A little more calcium, youll be right as rain.


This uncalled-for optimism earned him a venomous stare.


He understood his error, and added in a conciliatory tone: Or maybe you are about to fall off the saddle.


Pleased to have browbeaten her nephew into submission, Daisy treated herself to a deeply melancholy sigh. It wont be long now. Some dark night, that snow-white owl will swoop down. Hell perch on that old pion snag by my bedroom windowand call my name.


He looked at the pot on the stove. You got any more coffee?


ST. IGNATIUS CATHOLIC CHURCH


Daisy Perika was mildly annoyed that Charlie Moon was not sitting beside her. Her nephew had been lured away by April Tavishuts, who was sitting across the aisle. Moon was smiling at something the young woman had whispered in his ear. Daisy scowled. Hah. I bet youd wipe that silly grin off your face if your yella-haired matukach sweetheart was to walk into church right now. But the old woman was pleased that her nephew was paying some attention to a nice Ute girl. As far as Daisy knew, April didnt have herself a man. Or anything you could call a real family. Her father had died during the flu epidemic. And not long after marrying a Navajo last year, Aprils mother had left Middle World. Daisy said a brief prayer for the unfortunate soul. But Misfortune visits those who are foolish. She shouldve known better than to get into bed with one of them Navajos. But I guess she mustve been awfully lonely. Daisy Perika closed her eyes. And wished that someone would come and sit beside her.






As he delivered his carefully crafted sermon on those twin sins of Pride and Envy, Father Raes Delfino tried not to notice the elderly woman in a pew near the rear of the church. But her formhunched forward in an odd, froggish mannertugged at his gaze as the gravity of a black hole bends a beam of rainbow light. The Ute elder was an enigma to the scholarly little Jesuit. He had no doubt that Daisy Perikas faith was firmly anchored in Christ. But like other traditional Utes, she was the creature of a complex culture shaped in darkest prehistory. He knew from several unsettling experiences that Daisy was haunted by it. As he was.





Daisy was, in fact, dozing. This was primarily because she was old and tired to the marrow. Only partly because in the back of the church she could not quite make out the priests words. The syllables fluttered softly about her ears like little yucca moths. Lulling her sweetly to sleep.


But presently, something disturbed her nap. An urgent tugging at her sleeve.


Believing another member of the flock was awakening her for Holy Communion, she cleared her throat and whispered hoarsely: S all rightI was just resting my eyes.


Daisy glanced across her shoulder. There was no one there.


Almost.


Another tugging at her sleeve. Must be a child. She looked down. And almost swallowed her tongue. I must be dreaming. She closed her eyes ever so tightly. Counted toward ten. At seven, she cracked the lid on one eye. The little man was still beside her. Right here in church, like a regular Sunday-go-to-meeting Christian. This was outrageous. What are you doing here? she rasped.


He scratched his belly and yawned.


She tried to speak without moving her lips. Go waybefore somebody sees you!


No response from the dwarf.


Daisy stared in horror at the priest. Though he had not missed a beat in his sermon, Father Raes seemed to be looking in her directionas if she were the chief of all sinners. But the Ute shaman rememberedto her enormous reliefthat only a Ute could see the pitukupf. Well, that wasnt necessarily always the case. There were occasional exceptions. That matukach chief of police up in Granite Creek had seen the dwarf. But Scott ParrisCharlie Moons best friendwas a very special white man. With gifts not unlike her own. Father Raes was of another sort entirely. She was certain the priest could not see the tiny fellow who sat by her side. And so she stared boldly at the man of the cloth.


Without turning her head, Daisy Perika spoke from the corner of her mouth. Take off your hat. Still unnerved by his unexpected appearance, she had spoken in English.


The pitukupf did not respond.


She repeated the command in the Ute tongue.


The dwarf ignored her.


Daisy snatched the floppy green hat from his head, slammed it down on the pew between them.


The little man aimed an outraged look at the shaman. And muttered something best not heard by an old womans ears. Especially not in church.


In the choppy Ute dialect, Daisy tersely inquired what the pitukupf was doing here. He knew very well that his sort had no business in Gods house. He belonged in Caon del Espritu. Under the ground. In his badger hole.


Apparently unmoved, the pitukupf said not a word. But he did reach out to touch the Ute elders wrist. And point upward with a crooked little finger.


Following his gesture, the shaman tilted her head. She was astonished to see flames, the church roof melting away like wax. And far abovein a sky that was unnaturally dark for late on a Sunday morningDaisy Perika saw something like stars. Falling from the heavens.





At the door, Farther Raes had already exchanged pleasantries with April Tavishuts and Charlie Moon, who were waiting a few paces ahead of the old woman. The priest took Daisy Perikas wrinkled hand in his. The tribal elder had a peculiar look in her eye. And how are you this morning?


She responded with a shrug, punctuated with a grunt.


During the sermon, he said with a wry grin, you seemed somewhat distracted.


Confident that the matukach priest could not have seen her diminutive visitor, the shaman returned the crooked smile in kind. Well, if I told you what I saw, you wouldnt believe me. Or maybe you would. But Father Raes strongly disapproved of her association with the pitukupf. He had told her so on several occasions.


Try me.


To Daisy, a half-truth was quite as good as the whole thing. While you was talking, I had this vision. It was very strange. She squinted up at a pale turquoise heaven. There was something like little specks of fire, and they was falling down from the sky likeshe wriggled her fingers to illustrate the poetry of motionlikelike The aged woman seemed unable to find the word.


The kindly priest tried to help. You saw something fallinglike rain?


She shook her head. It was likemaana.


He did not respond to this nonsensical statement. Poor old soul must still be half asleep.


Daisy Perika waved her hand impatiently. You knowthat food that fell from heaven.


The Jesuit scholar smiled. I believe you mean manna.


She nodded. Thats what I saidthat stuff God fed to Moses. And them Philippines.


Philistines, he said automatically.


She stared at the priest as if hed lost his mind. So youre sayin it was the Philistines that Moses led outta slavery in Egypt?


Well, of course not. I was merely


The Ute elder cackled a raspy laugh. Right in his face.


It was hardly the first time Father Raes had been taken in by the sly old creature. This troublesome woman delighted in teasing him. But he could play the game as well. How fascinating that youve had this revelation. And such a remarkable coincidence. The cleric clasped his hands and raised his gaze to the heavens. On this very morning, I also had a strange vision.


Daisys dark eyes were still sparkling with the flame of her small victory.


Father Raes wondered what the vision should be. During my sermon, I noticed that you were talking. Though at first, I could not see with whom you were conversing. This much was true enough. And thenfor just a momentI thought I saw someone sitting beside you. He was about to suggest that it must have been her guardian angel when he noticed an expression of alarm pass over Daisys face. The priestwho suspected that the elder still occasionally talked to the dwarfseized the opportunity. Someone small it wasa most peculiar-looking little creature. His brow furrowed in feigned puzzlement. I only saw it for a moment, and thenwhatever it wasit was gone. He flicked his fingers. Poof! Father Raes smiled. Now what do you think of that?


Daisy Perika met the priests penetrating gaze with the most brazen expression she could muster. I think it must be something you ate. But her old legs were trembling as she hurried away.


For once, the long-suffering priest had the last laugh.
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First Man said: I do not believe this thing. We are very poor. Why should we be visited by a Holy Being? I cannot believe what you tell me.
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CHIMNEY ROCK ARCHAEOLOGICAL SITE


AS CHARLIE MOON gripped her arm, Daisy Perika grunted her way out of the pickup. Once her feet were firmly planted on the earth, the tribal elder leaned on an oak walking stick and glared up at the dark face shaded by the brim of a black Stetson. I dont know why we had to come to this place.


A glint of amusement sparkled in Charlie Moons eye. Because the forest service opened up the archaeological site early. He patted his aunts stooped shoulder. Especially for us Indians.


Hmmpf. I can see the top of Chimney Rock from where I live.


But you cant see this. Moon waved his arm in an expansive gesture. Pit houses all over the mesa. He pointed to the northeast. And up there on the Crag, theres a great view of the stone towers.


She kicked at a bluetail lizard that skittered safely out of range. Its a bunch of foolishness. Nothing up here but rocks and sand. And old ghosts.


These haunts must be starved for news, he said. Been waiting a thousand years for some talkative old lady to come and tell em the latest gossip. Aunt Daisy claimed she often chatted with ghosts who wandered out of Caon del Espritu.


Her dark eyes snapped at his teasing. If the spirits want to come to my place to exchange a few words, thats one thing. But those who stay away from the living want to be left alone. Just like I do.


Her nephew, who could think of no useful reply, was saved when Daisy Perika saw someone she knew. Look. Over there. She pointed her chin at two people emerging from an ancient pickup.


Charlie Moon turned to look. The 1957 Chevrolet had been brush-painted a pale shade of blue that matched the sky. The bed was covered with a homemade plywood camper shell. April Tavishuts was brushing something off her black skirt. Aprils stepfathera rail-thin old manslammed the door on the drivers side. He muttered something unintelligible, spat on the ground. Moon was surprised to see Alvah Yazzi at the ruins. The Navajo elders attitude about avoiding such places wasif possiblemore strongly held than Aunt Daisys.


As if her nephew could not see past the end of his nose, Daisy said: Its that Tavishuts girl you sat with in church last Sunday. And her stepfather. Alvah Yazzi had married Aprils Ute mother just over a year ago. A shrewish woman with a tongue sharp as a sliver of broken glass, she had not been that good a catch. But if Alvahs burden had been heavy, he had not been destined to carry it long. A few weeks after the marriage, his bride had died in an automobile accident west of Bayfield. The woman had not been wearing her seat belt. Her husband had. The Navajo had walked away from the overturned sedan with nothing more than scratches. Alvah was a prudent man. And though the Navajo was two decades older than Aprils mother, he carried his years well. Daisy Perika found herself smiling. Hes closer to my age than his dead wifes. And now he needs looking after. She waved at the pair.


April had already seen the towering form of Charlie Moon and his aged aunt. The young woman was approaching, her Navajo stepfather following several paces behind with short, hesitant steps. Appropriate greetings and pleasantries were exchanged. Obligatory observations were made about the weather. All were in agreement that rain was needed. April looked up at Moon. Last Sunday, they hadnt exchanged more than a dozen words. Since you took up ranching, I dont see you very much. Except at church.


I keep fairly busy. Moon looked longingly to the north. Toward the Columbine.


April took a calculated risk. I hear you got yourself a pretty girlfriend.


Charlie Moon didnt know what to say to this. He squinted at the sky.


Daisy seized the opportunity. Hes been nuzzling up to a yella-haired matukach woman. The old woman rolled her eyes. She lives in California. Probly rubs elbows with them movie stars.


April looked shyly at his polished boots. Californias a long way off.


Moons reply was touched by melancholy. That it is.


You must get lonesome.


That I do.


There was a brief silence while April Tavishuts and Charlie Moon both wished shed kept her mouth shut.


Aprils got herself a job, Alvah Yazzi snapped.


Moon was relieved at this change of subject. What kind of job?


The young woman shrugged modestly. Nothing much.



Her Navajo stepfather snorted. You said that right.


April shot the old man a warning glance, then turned to face Moon. Im a graduate student in the department of anthropology and archaeology at Rocky Mountain Polytechnic. Professor Axton is department chairman. She glanced toward the Crag. Were conducting a survey here at the site.


Alvah spat the words through thin lips. Ive told herdont disturb the places where the Old Ones lived.


Daisy nodded her approval of this sage advice, but held her tongue. Maybe that Navajo is smarter than he looks.


April Tavishuts looked her stepfather straight in the eye. Im not going to disturb anything. Well be taking measurementsand making photographs. Thats all.


Bullshit, Alvah said. This was always an effective conversation stopper.


An uneasy silence was relieved by the approach of a tall, tanned white woman in her middle fifties. She moved with easy familiarity along a winding pathway that meandered among the pit-house ruins. Outfitted in khaki slacks and a spotless, white two-pocket shirt, she exhibited perfect posture and an almost military bearing. The newcomer directed her gaze at the young Ute woman. Excuse me, April, but the tour is scheduled to begin inshe paused to glance at a wristwatchabout seven minutes.


Moon smiled at April. You going to have a look at the ruins?


Me and Dr. Silk are the tour guides. April said this with a hint of pride.


Token redskin, Alvah Yazzi observed with an ugly curl of his lip.


Nonsense, the khakied woman said. April is far more familiar with the site than Professor Axtons other students. Shes a natural to act as my associate.


Leezh bee hahalkaad asdz, Yazzi muttered.


Moon knew enough Navajo to understand. Shovel-woman.


Pointedly ignoring her stepfather, the young woman introduced the archaeologist to Daisy Perika and Charlie Moon. Dr. Silk knows more about the Chimney Rock ruins than anyone.


Daisy responded with a polite nod.


The scientist reached out to shake Moons extended hand. Forget the doctor stuff. Im just plain Amanda Silk.


There was nothing plain about the woman. Moon found her hand hard and callused. You do a lot of work at Chimney Rock?


She smiled to display a prominent but attractive set of teeth. Just the dirty work. Salvage archaeology. Cleaning up after the occasional pothunter.


Someone has been digging in the pit houses, April said with a grave expression. Dr. Silk works for the NAGPRA committee.


Alvah frowned suspiciously at his stepdaughter. Whatn hells that?


Native American Graves Protection and Repatriation Act, April responded in a patronizing tone. As if he should have known.


Amanda Silk glanced at a nearby pit-house ruin. The vandals came during the winter months, while the site was closed. Ive been awarded a contract to survey the area for illegal excavations. Evaluate the damage. Repair whatever harm theyve done.


Moon thought there must be lots of places where a pothunter would have a better chance to dig up a salable artifact. And less chance of getting caught in the act. The diggers do any serious damage?


Amanda Silk shook her head. Doesnt look like the work of professionals. Some teenagers, most likelyhoping to unearth something for their artifact collections. The archaeologist beamed upon April. Well, young ladywe must not keep our special guests waiting.


April looked up hopefully at Charlie Moon. You want to come along?


He did. Moon invited his aunt to come with him and have a look at the site.



Her feet hurt, Daisy said. She would wait for his return. Which she hoped would not be too long.


Alvah Yazzi did not receive an invitation from his Ute stepdaughter.




The tour started on the Great Kiva Trail Loop, a path winding along the developed section of Ghost Wolf Mesa. The first group of Indian tourists represented several generations. An aged Paiute leaned heavily on two canes; he was so thin that it seemed a breeze might topple him. On the small end of the age scale, there were a dozen children. These ranged from babes in arms to a sullen teenager who had a Walkman earphone plugged into his ear. While more than half the participants were Utes who lived within a few miles of the stone towers, other tribes were also represented. Among those Moon recognized were an Apache family from Dulce, a Navajo hand-trembler from Teec Nos Pos, his brother who ran sheep at Naschitti. There was a famous potter from San Juan Pueblo, a Hopi elder from Shungopavi. And a Zuni woman pretty enough to turn a mans head.


Charlie Moonunconsciously governed by his ingrained policemans instinctstayed near the rear of the group where he could see everyone. As the gathering was led to a sandstone shelf near the north edge of the mesa, the more senior of the tour guides paused and waited for silence. Amanda Silk pointed to a bowl-shaped depression in the stone at her feet. This is the Stone Basinthe only one at Chimney Rock. There are several at the Chaco Canyon ruins. Like this one, the Chaco basins are all near a Great Kiva. But we dont know what purpose they served. She looked expectantly at the group of dark faces. Any of you care to comment?


This invitation was met by a stony silence. The guide sighed. A typical group of tourists would have had all sorts of suggestions. It was a place for sacrificial blood to be spilled. One imaginative visitor had suggested that the depression had been filled with water and used as a mystical mirror for peering into dark places. A slack-jawed youth from St. Louis had snickered to his peers that maybe it was a toilet for coyotes. Not that his language had been so polite. But these Indians were a quiet lot. No speculation from their lips. Amanda wondered whether one of the elderly Native Americans present might actually know something useful about the basinbut did not intend to discuss such mysteries with a white woman.


At an encouraging look from her mentor, April Tavishuts found her voice and addressed the gathering of Indian tourists. When we get up to the Crag, theres a wonderful view of Companion and Chimney Rocks. And youll see the ruins of the Great Pueblo. It was constructed between A.D. 1076 and 1093. Uneasy with this first experience in public speaking, her voice quavered. She cleared her throat and began again. The structure appears to be perfectly rectangular. But actually, the stone walls are not quite parallel. If you project lines along the walls, they converge right hereat the Stone Basin. April waited for some expression of appreciation for this curious little gem of information. She got none from the Indian spectators.


Dr. Silk made a slight nod to her subordinate.


Okay, April said quickly, lets go up to the Crag.


Charlie Moon, who was enjoying the slow pace of the day, moved along behind the small crowd. As he walked, he thought a ranchers thoughts. Maybe some rain would fall on the Columbines vast acreage within the next few days. What would beef cattle be selling for this time next year. Would the two hundred acres along the river produce enough hay to see him through the winter. Was there any way to raise enough cash to buy that magnificent Hereford bull from the senators ranch next door. Sure. Rob a bank.


THE TALE


Daisy Perika and Alvah Yazzi sat on the rusted tailgate of Charlie Moons F150. It was blissfully peaceful. Butter-colored butterflies fluttered by. A mountain bluebird fussed among the branches of a juniper, cocking an inquisitive head at the biped intruders.


The elders of their respective tribes were content to merely sit and look. There was much that was pleasing to the eye, and restful to the weary soul. Below the pleated skirt of the mesa was a broad valley, where a copper-hued stream slithered along like a glittering serpent, shifting ripples imitating the facets of reptilian scales. On the near side of the creek stretched a thousand acres of tender new grasses, born emerald green. In this vast pasture were sleek, white-faced cowsfrisky calves cutting frolicky bovine capers.


The Ute woman and Navajo man enjoyed those things below. But up there, the faceless twins relentlessly drew their gaze. Crowned with swirling wisps of downy cloud-feathers, the sandstone monoliths looked down upon the mortals. And waited.


Daisys eyes fairly ached from what they had seen. She closed them for a brief rest. Then made a sideways appraisal of her male companionstarting at the forked end. Alvahs feet were shod in canvas sandals. The thin man wore faded denim jeans, a checkered cotton shirt under his Albuquerque Dukes jacket. A massive silver-veined turquoise nugget was suspended from his neck on a leather cord. A sweat-stained red bandanna was fixed tightly around his head; long steel-gray braids hung between his shoulder blades.


Daisy supposed that April had done a good thing bringing her stepfather to this place amongst the Anasazi ghosts. Alvah Yazzi hated being here. He would complain about it all winter. And having something to grouch about would make him happy. Daisy thanked God that she had not become a grumpy old woman who made her nephew miserable. She was startled when the Navajo spoke.


So howve you been?


The Ute woman shrugged.


Me too, he said in a voice that crackled with age. Alvah Yazzi stuffed a brier pipe with tobacco from a yellowed cotton pouch. He struck a phosphorus match across his belt buckle. After the curly-leaf was ignited, he took a long draw and fell into his customary silence.


Daisy Perika assumed that the Navajo had said his piece for the afternoon. She didnt mind. Being with a man who knew how to keep his mouth shut was fine with her.


But once again, his voice pierced the silence. Must get lonesome for you. Living out there by the Canyon of the Spirits.


So you know where my home is. Its not so bad. I see my nephew more often now than when he lived over by Ignacio.


He nodded to express his appreciation of this blessing.


She continued. Charlie Moon drives down from his ranch every Sunday morning, takes me to church. After mass, we go to a restaurant.


Thats good.


Hes a nice young man. She would never have admitted this in front of her nephew. But today, she grumped, I havent had my lunch yet. We passed right by that Mexican restaurant at Arboles. The thought of cheese and onion enchiladas made her mouth water. Charlie said wed get some eats later. He was in a big hurry to bring me up here. Like a half-starved old woman with a brain in her head would want to hobble around and look at ugly piles of rock. Where dead people used to live.


Alvah squinted into the sun. Down at Window Rock, we hear some big talk about Chala Tlhonaai.


About what?


Charlie Moon. He took a pull on the pipe.


She snorted. Just like an uppity Navajo. Cant talk plain American. Got to throw his jibber-jabber around. Oh, you mean Charlie Mu-tag-ci. But it pleased the Ute elder to realize that even these Navajo people had heard about her nephew.


Alvah exhaled a cloud of gray smoke, and coughed. There was lots of talk about him being a very clever policeman.



He did pretty good for himself. Daisy said this with a proud tilt of her chin. And now Charlies got himself a big ranch to run.


April tells me you make medicines.


Pleased at his interest in her work, the Ute shaman explained about how from time to time she did gather special plants. Lechuguilla. Thorn apple. Toad flax. Deers ears. Some were available within walking distance of her home, others required an automobile trip. A few she purchased mail order. But, she explained, you had to know just how to prepare the roots or leaves or blossoms. Mess up and somebody could get very sick. Maybe even die. The preparation and dispensing of medicines was not to be taken lightly.


You ever use Hisiiyaanii oil?


Sure. For treating cold sores. And skin cancer.


The Navajo puffed on his pipe, but seemed to be getting little pleasure from it. Aprilshe says you can cure most anything.


The Ute pharmacist modestly admitted that this was true. If someone needed a special medication for bleeding, or eye-popping headaches, or stomach cramps that bent you doubleshe could mix up just the thing. For a price.


The pipe was spent. Alvah Yazzi tapped the bowl on the edge of the tailgate, emptying the warm ashes onto the sand. He looked to the sky, where a hawk circled with sinister grace. They say you talk to that Ute dwarf.


Daisy put on a puzzled expression. Dwarf?


The one who lives in Caon del Espritu. In a badger hole.


Hmmpf, she said. Aprils been telling this Navajo snoop too much.


And they say you talk to spirits. He turned to stare at her. Is this true?


She looked straight ahead, saying nothing.


I know an old man down by Lukachukaithey say he talks to the chindii. I dont know if it is true. But my people consider this a very dangerous thing to do.



You got no business telling me whats dangerous. Us Utes do what we please. If one of the spirits was to drop by and visit my placeand was inclined to talk to meI might talk back. If I wanted to.


The Navajo seemed almost to shudder. But what if you dont want them coming around. What if you want these chindii to go away?


Now that he was seeking her advice, the old shaman felt like boasting. If I didnt want em around, Id send em packing.


The old man looked doubtful. You could do that?


After the barest hesitation, she replied, Sure.


Alvah Yazzi frowned at the stem of the cold pipe. As if it were a snake that might bite him on the lip. Maybe sometime His voice trailed off.


She leaned closer. Whatd you say?


Maybe sometime Ill come and see you.


I guess thatd be okay.


While the sun moved three diameters along its arc, they sat quietly.


Gradually, Alvahs head slumped. His chin rested on his chest. The pipe slipped from his grasp and fell to the earth.


Daisy sighed. When I was young and pretty, they didnt go to sleep on me.


With a suddenness that startled her, the Navajos head jerked erect. He turned to look at the old woman. As if hed never seen her before.


She thought Alvahs face looked peculiar. Almost wild. Like he was still half asleep.


His voice was raspy. You know what those are?


What what are? she snapped, annoyed at this old mans strange behavior.


Alvah pointed two knobby fingers at the stone monoliths. Those are the Twin War Gods. He paused to allow the significance of this statement to sink in. My people know all about them.



You Navajo are a clever bunch. The Ute elder adjusted her cotton scarf to conceal a smirk.


The Twins father is the sun, Alvah whispered. Their mother is Yolka EstsnWhite Shell Woman.


Daisy was familiar with the myths. The tales varied, depending on whether a Zuni, Hopi, Apache, or Navajo was doing the telling. The situation was further complicated by the fact that various clans within these tribes had their particular version of the story. But in most accounts, White Shell Womanalso known as White Bead Girlwas the moon. From where they were sitting on the pickup tailgate, she would rise almost behind her twin sons and look over their shoulders. It was a fairly good story as stories go, Daisy thought. But the Utes had their own tales to tell. So she pitched her two cents into the bucket. That tall one the matukach named Chimney Rockmy grandmother called it Yucca Flower Spike. She pronounced the Ute phrase for the Navajos benefit. Now theres an interesting story about how it got that name. A long time ago, there was this young Ute woman called Stone Calf. She didnt have a husband, but she had herself an ugly baby that had long black hair all over its body. That was because it was fathered by a black bear and


The words from Alvahs mouth cut her off. When the world was young, there were terrible monsters. They killed human beingsand fed on their flesh. These beasts were slain by the Twin War Gods so people could live on the earth without being molested. The Navajos dark eyes stared into empty space, as if he could see that which had long since passed away. There was once a glorious timeand not so long agowhen the Twins received the honor due them. Father Sun and Mother Moon were worshiped. In return, they did many good things for the People.


Daisy groaned inwardly. Like most old men, this one liked to tell stories she had no particular interest in hearing.


The Navajos voice droned on, like a dry wind in the pines. Long before the horses came, some farmers had moved up thereonto this mesa. There were tall trees here in those times, not just the puny little pion and juniper you see now. The farmers grew food down in the valley, by the river. Squash. Corn. Beans.


She felt a hunger pang. Maybe Charlie Moon will take me into Pagosa for some eats.


These farmers lived in houses that were halfway under the ground. They kept warm in winter. No matter how cold it gotor how hard the winds blew. Unconsciously, Alvah Yazzi began to button his jacket against the light breeze slipping over the edge of the mesa. Later on, those desert people who had come up from Mexicothey came to this place to worshipher. He jutted his chin to indicate where the unseen moon would rise. They came up here because the sky had stopped giving water. The corn and beans shriveled up in the fields down by the creek. The squash were smallwith black spots on them. It was very bad. We thought: If we can make White Shell Woman cry from hearing about our troubles, her tears will water the earth. So we prayed to her.


We? The truck bed was a hard place to sit. Daisy shifted uneasily, but found no comfort.


Alvah Yazzis voice took on a bitter tone that disturbed the Ute elder. We prayed and prayed. But White Shell Woman shed no tears upon our land.


Droughts can be very bad, the Ute woman said. I remember one back when my second husband was growing pinto beans down by the Piedra. It got so dry that parts of the riverbed turned to dust. My man said it was so dry even the fish had ticks. He was a big joker. Kept me laughing all the time. She smiled at her Navajo companion.


Alvah continued with a stony face, We knew that sacrifices were necessary. We had the farmers bring fine cooking potsand throw them over the cliff, onto the rocks.


The practical Ute woman considered this an exceedingly wasteful practice.


They broke many pots. Still, our crops withered. He pointed to the distant Crag. The chief priest lived up there in the big white temple. To make the Moon Goddess weep, he pierced his tongue. His blood dripped onto the sandstone altar.


Daisys tongue responded with a sympathetic ache.


Still, there was no rain. So slaves were sacrificed. They were bound with rawhide and thrown into the fire. The old man directed a peculiar look at his companion. The Old Onesthey prefer to kill with flames.


This had gone far enough. Look, she said, I dont like this story. Its no good dredging up all these bad thoughts. Why dont we talk about something cheerful. Like lunch.


It was as if the Navajo had not heard her protest. The bonfire was fueled by the bodies of slaves for many days. He turned his gaze to the arid sky. Even this did not make White Shell Woman weep.


Daisy craned her neck in an attempt to see the tour group. Whats keeping Charlie Moon?


When they ran out of slaves, they started sacrificing the farmers who lived in the round houses.


I figured theyd get around to that. She said this with cutting sarcasm.


Men, womeneven childrenthey put them all into the fire.


You shouldnt tell such awful tales. It could bring on sickness.


But the skies were hard, he said with a toothy grimace. Like copper.


This Alvah Yazzi was a strange one. Even for a Navajo.


So the chief priest, he knew things was finished here. He decided to leave the great white temple up there on the sandstone shelf. He had the temple kivas burnedand the other rooms. Then he ordered all the farmers round houses burned. It didnt matter much, most of the people were already gone. Many had been thrown into the fire. Others had slipped away at night.


Daisy wished she could slip away.



Before his job was finished, the chief priest had one thing left to do. He had something that belonged to White Shell Womansomething that must be left behind, where her sons could watch over it.


Daisy had heard at least a dozen tales of the treasure hidden by the Anasazi wizard. She yawned.


The Navajo paused, his lips curving into an unpleasant smile. When the precious object was hidden, he threw himself over the cliff.


Daisy nodded her approval. Well, Im glad to hear it. Relieved that the dreadful tale was finally at an end, she bent forward to stretch her stiff back.


The old man sat on the tailgate, shaking his head. Someday White Shell Woman will come back. He pointed at the stone towers. Shell stand up therebetween her sons. When she does, the Twins will become flesh again. And when they walk, the earth will tremble.


Well, when they do, she muttered, I hope Im a long ways off.


When they live again, he said, they will slay monsters.


Best to humor him. Ive got nothing against killing monsters.


But before this happens, there will be dark signs and terrible omens.


Being curious about such matters, Daisy perked up. What kind of omens?


Alvah raised his hands, as if in supplication before a dark altar. Bones burned to ashesthat will be the sign.


She nodded as if this made perfect sense.


The man at her side was rubbing his eyes.


Daisy squinted at the sun. Its getting late. And it was. The cosmic clock was ticking away their allotted time.


Her companion seemed drained of words.


Daisy was suddenly feeling very alone. Lonely enough to wish the old Navajo would talk some more. Even about crazy things. So she primed the pump. Alvah, how do you come to know these storiesabout the Old Ones who lived here?



As if he had been unaware of her presence, the old man turned slowly. He stared blankly at the Ute woman. What did you say?


How do you know all these things?


His face was without expression. What things?


She glared at him. Either the Navajo was weak in the head or he was playing a prank on her. Either way, Alvah Yazzi was a very annoying man.


His lower lip trembled. Have I beentalking?


No, she snapped. You never said a word.


He slid off the tailgate.


Nice visiting with you, Alvah. She watched the elderly Navajo walk stiffly back to his antique Chevrolet pickup. He moved around the vehicle, rapping his knuckles on the hood, kicking at a tire. He paused at the plywood shell to rub his palm across a dusty window. His lips were moving, but Daisy was too far away to make out his words. Pitiful old man is talking to himself, she muttered. I hope I never get like that.


THE DREAM


Daisy Perika seated herself inside Charlie Moons pickup. Aprils Navajo stepfather had not been particularly good company. But at least hes a man.


Her stomach growled. She searched the glove compartment and found a cellophane-wrapped package of yellow crackers that had some kind of peanut butter paste smashed between them. Daisy ate them all. This made her thirsty. She found a plastic bottle of Pepsi behind the seat, and drank it. Following this snack, she rested her head on a rolled-up shawl and entertained fantasies about a fine meal. Big, steaming bowl of red chili with lots of hamburger and fat pinto beans. A grilled cheese sandwich. Tall glass of iced tea. For dessert, banana cream pie.


Soon, the aged woman was asleep. Dreaming her strange dream.





The Ute shaman floats. Like a golden aspen leaf on still water. She looks beneath the surface, and sees themthose violent men with blood dripping from their pierced tongues.






The solemn priests of the Cloud Wolf Clan spend their seasons watching White Shell Woman float serenely across the heavens. When the signs are right, they lift up their arms and cry out to her, pleading for favors. They ask for the power to banish sickness. And foreknowledge of those perilous times when the
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