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This book is dedicated to Nonhelema, known as the  Grenadier Squaw or Katy; and the Shawnee women,  who have carried their People through good times and  ordeals with their courage, strength, prayers, toil, dignity, sacrifices, and spiritual strength. They continue  even now.

 
 
“Vibrantly enriche[s] the chief’s story, keeping  alive a remarkable figure.”
—Booklist
“Beautiful and rich descriptions of Native  life . . . heartrending.”
—Historical Novels Review
“Fascinating.”
—Times Record News

 
 
We were their ruination, in ways I fear History will not forget, nor God forgive.
—DR. JUSTIN I. CASE,
Memoirs & Reflections on the War in the West
REINCARNATION
Long time ago it was, an Indian listened to a missionary.  He got sprinkled and became a Christian and learned  about heaven and hell. He was very good. He didn’t drink  or smoke.
When he died, he went to the Happy Hunting Ground,  but they wouldn’t let him in there because   he was a Christian.
So he went to heaven, but they wouldn’t let him in there  because he was an Indian.
So he went down to hell, but they wouldn’t let him in  there because he was too good.
There was no place for him dead, so he came back to life  as one of those heathen Indians who drink and smoke and  won’t listen to missionaries.
—VARIATION ON AN OLD INDIAN FOLK STORY
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BOOK ONE  1774–1776

1
Nonhelema’s Town, Scioto Valley  Hunter’s Moon 1774
At this time of year, the first sunlight to come over the horizon  shone through the one little window in the eastern wall of her  house and illuminated the mirror on the western wall. Its reflection went back to the eastern wall, where it lit up two crosses  that were her most cherished gifts.
One cross was a carved wooden crucifix hung on the log wall,  with the suffering bleeding Jesus carved from cherry wood, Jesus with the long-muscled physique of a warrior, a body just  like that of her first husband, who had died in one of the smallpox plagues brought by the whitemen. The crucifix had been a  gift to her from Brother Schmick, a Moravian missionary whose  family had been adopted by Chief Cornstalk, her brother.
The other gift glowing in the reflected sunlight, under the crucifix, was the pair of silver-trimmed pistols that the trader  George Morgan had given to her when she was his guide and interpreter among the Shawnees, all along the Spaylaywesipe, or  Ohio River, from Fort Pitt to as far as the Mississippi. In those  years, she had lived with him and borne him a son whom she  had named after him. The pistols were propped inside the open  lid of their felt-lined case with their barrels crossed, and the  sunlight on the red felt gave off a bloodred glow in that part of  the dim room.
Another light, at the end of the room, was the cooking fire on the hearth, where her daughter, Fani, was boiling tea water and   cooking griddle cakes. Fani was slender, pretty, and reticent; a  widow already at less than twenty years of age. Fani had been  born white. Nonhelema had adopted her when she was an orphaned child, carried in by a war party during the war between  the English and French. She had no memory of being anything  but Shawnee. She looked and thought Shawnee and was devoted to the people but especially so to her mother.
Many women were here from the other Shawnee towns to  attend the Women’s Council and vote on the war, and they had  to be fed. Fani was dutifully preparing to feed many of them.  The morning air outside Nonhelema’s house was full of  voices. In the sleeping loft upstairs, waking women were talking low. All night, the men’s war drum had been like a heartbeat outside her town, in the camp of Pucsinwah, the principal  war chief.
This morning before sunrise, Nonhelema had washed herself  in the creek and had smoked a prayer pipe at the water’s edge,  blowing toward heaven the smoke carrying her prayer that she  could persuade the women to vote for peace. Then she had  come back to her house and made the same prayer to the God  who was the father of Jesus.
The missionary Zeisberger had often scolded her that she  should pray only to his God and quit praying to her people’s  Great Good Spirit Weshemonetoo, but this was too important to  her people for her not to pray to their own god. Two Virginian  armies were coming to attack this place where most of the  Shawnee main towns lay within a day’s walk of each other. The  armies were coming by two routes, and when they joined together they would make one army of three or four thousand  men. All the Shawnees and their allies together had been able to  gather only about a thousand warriors.
Nonhelema and her brother Cornstalk believed it would be  useless to fight such an army, and had been arguing so. They  wanted to meet with the army leader, the governor of Virginia  Colony, to plead for peace, to define boundaries. More than any  of their people, Nonhelema and Cornstalk had traveled in the  whiteman’s cities in the East, and knew that whitemen were too  numerous to count, and had horses and wagons and cannon and   muskets without limit, and would always be able to send five or  more armies if they lost one battle.
That was her argument, and it had been Cornstalk’s argument  also in the war council.
But Pucsinwah of the Kispoko warrior sept believed that if  either half of the Virginia army could be ambushed and defeated before the halves could join together, the Virginians  would flee with their tails between their legs and never dare  come into the Kentucke or Ohio country again. Pucsinwah was  a fiery talker and a greathearted chief who had never lost a battle, a man said to be impossible to kill, and he had convinced  the Tribal Council that if the Shawnees begged for peace now,  the Virginians would lose the respect and fear they had of the  Shawnee nation, and then would never stop coming. Nonhelema remembered what he had said in council: “Their fear of  us is a part of our strength. The other part of our strength is that the Master-of-Life knows we are right. Weshe catweloo k’weshe   lawehpah! The Creator put us here, not the Long Knives! He  knows we are right and will not let us be defeated in our own  country!”
Upon those words the warriors had all howled, and when the  hands were counted, those wanting to go and attack the Virginians  had prevailed.
But now the war chief had to persuade the Women’s Council  to support the war. If the Women’s Council said no, it would be  useless to try to make a tribal war. The women had concerns  that were beyond the understanding of the men, and the men  had to heed the decision of Women’s Council.
Nonhelema moved the mirror and set it up on the table in the  middle of the room. She sat down, the sunlight on her face, and  looked at herself in the mirror.
Nonhelema’s name meant “not a man.” She was taller and  stronger than most men. British officers called her the Grenadier  Squaw because her stature and bearing were like those of their  giant grenadier soldiers, who marched at the right of the ranks.
The face in the mirror had always been one of her advantages. She knew that, of course, but she was not vain of it. Men  had made fools of themselves upon being struck by the sight of   her. But no man had been more foolish, or more often foolish,  than she had been in response to their foolishness. They had  given her as much as men, with their understanding, could give,  and she had given back more. It had gained her and cost her equally.
George Morgan used to tell her that she was as handsome as  beautiful, and as beautiful as handsome, and both within. That  was a man who could make love with words.
Brother David Zeisberger had never said a word about her appearance, but she knew that, as a missionary, he saw trouble in it.
Old Colonel Croghan, at Fort Pitt, for all his power, doted and  drooled and leered.
Women, even beautiful women, envied and resented her, unless they knew her well. Her daughter, who knew her best, was  devoted to her, even though their beliefs were different on most  important matters.
Nonhelema’s face was built of strong planes, not coy curves,  and her eyes were full of level, direct power. Her brother Cornstalk could humble men with a straight gaze, and she was almost  his twin, though years older.
She herself had lived nearly fifty years, but no frailty showed  in her face or body. One had to be this close to a mirror to see the  white hairs in her black mane, or the tiny wrinkles around her  mouth and the corners of her eyes. She had lived large, and that  had sustained her. She had known as much joy as tribulation.
And in her spirit she saw two gods—her own and the Jesus God. And though they sometimes vied within her, and perhaps  were just two names for the same one, together they gave her a  greater soul than most people, who had only one god or another.
She folded back the flaps of a deerskin bag, took out a silver jar the size of a walnut, and pried off its lid. Inside was caked  vermillion. She licked and dabbed the tip of her little finger and  made a dot on her left cheekbone, then another on her right, and  with another touch laid a line of red in the part of her hair. The  red was the heart of Creator, Weshemonetoo, who had instructed Shawnee women to wear this heart-color so that he  would recognize them as his People when the time came to die  and there would be all that rush and confusion.
Now Nonhelema was ready, and it was time to call the women  together for the council that would decide for war or peace.
Like her sisters the Shawnee women, who were strong and  smart, she would listen to Pucsinwah’s arguments for going to  fight.
Unlike her Shawnee sisters, she knew in her heart, as Brother  David Zeisberger had told her, that “The peacemakers are  blessed, for the peacemakers will be called the children of God,  Matthew five three eleven.”
Now she was ready to persuade those people, whom she  loved more than she loved her own life, to do what was for their  own good: to make peace.
It was midday when the war chief came up the hill and made his  formal request to speak to the great circle of women who sat on  logs and blankets in the shade of the towering trees. The leaves  were yellow and red, and some were already dropping off and  tumbling through the air. The ground in the council circle was  carpeted with their colors. This Council Hill and Burning  Ground of Nonhelema’s Town was the grandest place in the  valley of the Scioto-sipe, a lookout from which the whole Pickaway Plains could be seen in every direction, flanked by  wooded ridges so distant that they looked blue in the autumn haze. Any army that marched toward this place could be seen  from here half a day before it arrived.
Nonhelema brought Pucsinwah into the center of the circle,  where a fragrant fire of red cedar burned within a ring of stones.  This chief of the Kispoko warrior sept was a tall man, and of a  stature that made him seem still taller, but the crown of his head  was level with her jaw. There was no man of greater courage  and honor in the Shawnee nation and she admired him, even  though he was here to speak as her adversary. Pucsinwah’s wife,  Methotase, A-Turtle-Laying-Her-Eggs-in-the-Sand, was already  seated here in the circle. She was a beautiful Shawnee woman  from their Creek community in the south. She was famous in  her own right as a giver of extraordinary births. Six years before, a great, green shooting star had crossed the sky at the moment she gave birth to a son, who had been named Tecumseh,   Panther-Crossing-the-Sky. Three years later, she had been the  first woman ever known to have borne three boys at once, all  three alive and healthy. Methotase was a wise and strong woman,  and likely Pucksinwah himself did not know whether she would  vote with her husband for war, or against him for peace. Her oldest son, Chiksika, was of warrior age and would be in battle beside his father if the women approved of the war plan.
Nonhelema knelt at the fire and with a burning stick she lit the  ceremonial pipe, turned to the Four Winds, and exhaled the aromatic kinnikinnick smoke toward the earth and heaven. Then  she passed the pipe to Pucsinwah, who repeated the process.  Then the pipe was given to Methotase, who drew on it and  handed it to the woman on her left, starting it on its way around  the circle.
Nonhelema began her prayer: “Kijilamuhka-ong, He-Who-Creates-by-Thinking, Master-of-Life: This smoke comes to  you bearing our prayers. We promise to speak true in this council. We ask you to see us doing right by your intentions, as we  deliberate on the blood and the honor of your People of the  Southwind. Have pity on us. Help us use all the wisdom that you  gave us, for we know there is no matter more important than this  one now before us. It will fall upon our children, and their children. As we begin, open our ears to the words of our esteemed  wapacoli oukimeh, the war chief Pucsinwah who stands among  us. When he has spoken out, he will retire away and wait for us  to council. Each woman here who wishes will speak to all of us,  for war or for peace. Listen to us, Kijilamuhka-ong, and give your  blessing to the answer we will collect from our wise women.”
And God of Jesus, likewise, she thought, remembering the  missionary. “All my sisters,” she said, “listen well now to the  wapicoli oukimeh.”
As much of Pucsinwah’s greatness as a war chief lay in his  good judgment as in his skill and courage. He was not reckless,  and all his strategies minimized the risks to his warriors’ lives.  Nonhelema admired him as a man who defended his people but  held their lives precious. Now Pucksinwah stood in the center  of the circle of women and turned all the way around, with one   hand outstretched as if to include all of them in a salute. Hundreds of women were gathered on this hill, and he had to speak  in full voice to be heard by them all.
“Ketawpi, women of the council. Listen:
“You, the mothers and wives and sisters and daughters, it is  you who carry the Southwind People from generation to generation. It is you who give birth to the people, and feed and heal  them, and who bury them. You have put more into the lives of  the warriors than the warriors themselves have done, and you  dread most and suffer most the loss of their lives in battle.  Knowing that, I come to you with grave respect and ask for your ears and your hearts. Ketawpi:
“War is the last thing to do, when there is nothing else that  can be done. The Southwind People, and this land where Creator put us to live, are being attacked by an army of the Long  Knives from Virginia. Their headman, called Governor Dunmore, leads them. He declares that he is coming to punish the  Shawnee people. But the Shawnee people have done nothing to  his people. In truth, he wants to put us out of our hunting  grounds. He pretends!”
The women were listening intently, but showed nothing yet in  their faces. Pucsinwah looked now at Nonhelema, and said:  “Your peace chief knows well that the Long Knives strike out at  the innocent, pretending they have cause to do so. You remember not long ago when she was trying to help whitemen and was  attacked for it? Remember that she and her brothers escorted the  traders, Richard Butler and his comrades, to safety in Fort Pitt,  to keep the Mingoes of Chief Tahgahyuteh from killing them?  Remember, it was Nonhelema and her brothers Cornstalk,  Nimwha, and Silverheels who saved those whitemen. But then  they were attacked by militiamen who stabbed Silverheels in  the chest! This strong and good woman Nonhelema fought them  and carried her brother to safety, or he would be dead now.
“And you remember, before that, the reason why Tahgahyuteh was on the warpath? Remember that it was because  whitemen tricked and massacred his family at Yellow Creek,  even though Tahgahyuteh had always helped the whitemen!”
The women were murmuring now, glowering. They remembered that one of the murdered women, Tahgahyuteh’s own  pregnant sister, had been hung up, stripped, and cut open so that  her unborn baby hung out of her corpse; the Mingo chief had  found her that way.
“And you remember,” Pucsinwah went on, “that Colonel  McDonald from Fort Pitt crossed the Great River and burned  our Wakatomica Town, along with the Mingo towns!
“And all the while, the Virginia men with measuring sticks  and chains are drawing lines on our hunting grounds in Kentucke, dividing them up to sell to each other!”
Nonhelema kept watching the faces of the gathered women,  to see how much they were being swayed by Pucsinwah’s accounts. Many of them were nodding at every statement he  made. Her own daughter, Fani, sat with jaw clenched and eyes  cold. Her young husband had been found murdered and scalped  in his hunting camp more than a year ago, and footprints around  his body had been of whitemen’s boots.
Pucsinwah went on: “Some of us are old enough to remember  when the People of the Southwind lived far to the east. Our sister Nonhelema herself was born in Old Town, in a land they  now call Maryland, that has all been divided and sold by whitemen. Now if she tried to go back to her birthplace, they would  surely kill her for trespassing! Women of this council, those  Virginia whitemen are now trying to make their lines on Kentucke, our hunting ground. They say it was sold to them by the  Iroquois. But it was not land for the Iroquois to sell. It is our  hunting ground!
“Listen! A Long Knife man you have heard of, called Washington. You remember him from the last war. He has been drawing lines on the ground at the mouth of the Kanawha-sipe, so he  can sell that land in pieces. That is our hunting ground! How  does a man who lives far to the east in Virginia come to believe  he can sell our land? Because his home in the East used to belong to our ancestors, who were cheated and killed by his fathers! And so he believes he can do the same to us in Kentucke!
“Sisters, listen! We, the Shawnees, the People of the  Southwind, stand on land that the Long Knives want to divide   and sell for money. And although we have tried to be peaceful  these last recent years, they blame us for everything that happens, and they bribe the other tribes to denounce us. Everywhere they see a place to drive a wedge between us and our old  allies, they do it. They try to draw lines between our peoples just  as they draw lines upon our land. They lie to our brothers the  Delawares about us, and set them against us. We know that our  sister Nonhelema has Delaware blood, and loves them. Many of  our people live still with the Delawares, in the land of Penn.  Many of us in our lifetimes came from there to live here, where  there were fewer whitemen. Many of you women have relatives there. But the whitemen’s agents are there among your relatives,  telling them that you are the enemies of the Delawares. Why are  they doing this?
“Sisters, they are doing this because they need a pretense to  attack us and get our hunting grounds from us, to sell to each  other for money. They have been doing that since they arrived,  six generations ago.
“They will keep doing this, sisters, until we have no place left  to fall back. That is why I ask you to approve of this attempt we  make now: to stop their armies before they march into our home  country. This is fine and rich land, and they want it. To get it,  they will burn our towns, ravage our people, and make us give it  to them if they can. That is their whole story since they came to  this land from across the sea. They have defeated us and made  us go to their treaty councils, and each time they take more land  and say, No more, we are satisfied, we will never bother you  again as long as the sun shines and the grass grows, but then  they come on farther. I have put in my memory every word of  those treaties and those promises, and if you want to listen, I  will tell you how each was betrayed.
“Sisters, kulesta! This is our last chance to stop the Long  Knife land stealers, our last chance to discourage them from  plowing up the bones of our ancestors!
“While their army is still in two parts, before they join to  march three thousand men to this place, I will catch them and  thrash them, and prove to them that the People of the Southwind  are not fools or cowards, as they think we are. If we do not now   make them fear us, they will never stop coming and killing and  cheating us. This land we live in is sacred with the blood and  bones of our Ancient Ones, those who built the mound-hills we  can see from this very place. The Long Knives from Virginia  have no right to march here and threaten us. With full respect, I  ask the mothers and sisters of the Southwind People to approve  and help your warriors to turn the invaders back. I leave you  now to the workings of your own wisdom, which men honor.”  He looked at Nonhelema. “Megweshe, Coitcheleh,” he concluded, calling her by the name that meant “Teacher-of-the-Life-Rules.” “Now I withdraw to pray that you shall decide in  support of fighting for the honor of our people, and for the land  where the Master-of-Life put us to live.”
Nonhelema said nothing. It was the custom to let a speaker reflect and add any thoughts he might have forgotten. He reached  to her with both hands, and she took his hands in both of hers  for a moment before he left.
“A-ho, Wapicoli Oukimeh,” the women said as he went out of  the circle and down the hill.
After he had gone, the women remained silent, deep in their  thoughts. Whenever Nonhelema felt eyes upon her and looked  over to meet the gaze, someone would just be glancing down.  This was not good. It had been this way for about three years,  since she had been going to listen to the missionaries. Nonhelema’s mother lived at the mission town and had become so  serene with the Jesus teachings that Nonhelema had gone there  to visit and learn. She had left her young son, Morgan, there to  learn reading and writing. She had come back and put the crucifix on her wall and had begun talking to some of these women  about the Jesus story, hoping it would make the same rich feeling of pity rise in their hearts as it had in hers. But with that,  some of the women had drawn a little off from her, as if to  guard themselves.
She had continued with all her responsibilities as chief of  her town and women’s peace chief, and had always overseen  the community’s  Coitchelekwa ceremonies and feasts. But it  was a little different now. She sensed that some of her women   trusted her a little less. Even before, some of them had resented,  or envied, her close association with the whitemen, the officers  and traders. Years ago it had been George Morgan. Then old  Croghan had come slobbering over her, and although she had  never been intimate with him, she had used his dotage to her  advantage. More recently, she had been consorting with the commissary officer at Fort Pitt, Alexander McKee, a strong, handsome, yellow-haired half-breed with a spirit power around him,  one that calmed animals and excited women. It had drawn Nonhelema in a way that complicated her life even more, because it was not the kind of attraction that the missionary would condone. She tried hard to be the kind of good Praying Indian that  Brother David Zeisberger insisted she be, but between her traditional ceremonial responsibilities to her “heathen” people, as  Zeisberger called them, and her natural inclination to give good  men their due, she was usually out of favor with the missionary  and waiting for his forgiveness.
But whether in or out of favor with the missionary, she was  constant in her belief that peacemaking was her role. She was  women’s peace chief; her Mekoche sept was the Shawnees’  peace and healing division; and Jesus had said plainly that the  peacemakers are true children of God.
Besides that, she had seen too much bloodshed in her long  years.
And in general, it wasn’t in her nature to hate whitemen; she  had been raised by her parents and grandparents to like and  trust whitemen, and she enjoyed very much the company of the  good ones.
Her grandfather Paxinosa had been a good friend of William  Penn, known to the Indians as Brother Onas, whom Paxinosa  had said was as good and honest as the very best of the Indians.  Nonhelema was aware of all the murderous and deceitful whitemen’s deeds that the war chief had just related, but she still believed that there were good and honorable whitemen who would  be fair with her people if good agreement could be made. She  believed that if the Shawnees would meet the whitemen and talk  peace instead of attacking them, a good and fair agreement  could be made. Even when the whiteman mob had surrounded   her and her brothers and tried to kill them, she had known that  not all whitemen were like that mob. In fact, one of the better  ones, Colonel Croghan, had come out and fired his pistol to  drive the mob away. Just as there were good Indian men and bad  ones, there were some good whitemen. Surely, the governor of  the Virginians must be the best of the Virginians, and therefore  honorable. And if indeed, as they said, he was leading the army  himself, this would be an opportunity to make terms with the  one most honorable Virginian.
She hoped to have a chance to make that point. It was time  now to begin.
“Our eldest may speak first,” she said, and looked at a tiny  humpbacked woman, silver-haired, brown as jerky, her eyes invisibly recessed in wrinkles. This was a cousin of Nonhelema’s  own mother, and she used the name Anne, which had been  given to her when she was a mission Indian. Recently, she had  quit the mission because rum and whiskey were forbidden  there, and Anne was more compelled by liquid spirits than by  the Jesus spirit.
“I shall speak sitting here,” the old woman stated in a voice  that seemed too big and strong for the little creature, “because it  would take me longer to get up than to say what I have to say.”  The women laughed. The old woman raised a knobby, crooked  hand toward Nonhelema and said, “We are fortunate to be  Shawnee women. I tell you why: Our men ask us, and we tell  them. The women of the whitemen cannot speak in council.  They do not own their homes. It does not matter what a white  woman believes, for the men do not let them say anything, or  vote. I do not want men like that in our country. They would  give our men bad notions. So I say: Go catch them and kill them  on the other side of the river, before they come and say anything! That is all I have to say now, but watch out; I might have  something else to say later.”
“A-ho!” many of the women cried, laughing. This war council was the most serious of business, but the women were  pleased to laugh while they might.
“Wait!” Anne’s voice rose again. “I forgot to say this: It is another good reason not to make a peace treaty with the Long   Knives. Our war chief did not mention it. I know this from the  other wars: If you do not agree with what the white soldier officers say, they hold you hostage until you do. They call you their  ‘guest.’ One of my husbands went to a treaty and I never saw  him again. He was their ‘guest’ so long, he died of their hospitality. Remember that if you think of talking peace with them.  That is all. But watch out; I might say more if I think of something . . . Wait, I thought of something: They try to make you  drunk at a treaty so you will be easy to fool. That’s the only reason I would go!”
Again the whole circle erupted in laughter, and the old  woman sat smiling at herself.
“That is all,” she said. “But watch out. I—”
“You might think of something else later!” a voice called in  back, and they all laughed and hooted.
As it died down, Nonhelema spoke in a clear voice that everyone could hear, despite the strong breeze rustling the yellow  leaves overhead. “Our chiefs and warriors waiting down there  for our answer on their life or death will be annoyed that we are  having too good a time up here.”
“No,” cried that voice from the rear again. “They will know  that our elder has spoken!” The laughter was halfhearted this  time.
“You keep speaking up, Blue Goose,” Nonhelema said.  “While you are in such voice, what have you to say about the  wapicoli oukimeh’s words?”
Blue Goose, a bony-faced, sinewy woman with a single  queue of hair long enough to sit on, rose up. Her expression  made it clear she was no longer in a joking mood. She said:  “Pucsinwah spoke truth. The whites want us dead so they can  take our lands. But also they come to attack us because most of  their soldier pay is in looting or in the pleasure of raping our  daughters. We all know this from the earlier wars. I believe with  Pucsinwah: We should kill them before they can cross the  river.”
“A-ho!” many women murmured as she sat down.
Then a quavery voice came from the other side of the circle:  “No! We cannot condone more killing in battle! Already our village is nearly all women, because our warriors were killed. We  have too few fighters to send to a battle!” The speaker was High  Swallow, a young woman whose husband had been brought  back severely wounded after going to help the Mingoes avenge  the massacre of Tahgahyuteh’s family. She was trying to feed  her family and heal her husband so that he might someday be  able to hunt again. All the families in her village shared with  her, but there were few hunters.
“Ketawpi!” an old, harsh voice called. The women looked toward a stout old woman struggling to her feet. Once up, she  passed her gaze over the whole circle and said, “In your hearts  you know Pucsinwah speaks the truth. I am old. I have seen our  people shoved from place to place for generations. This time the  Long Knives come, it is no different from the other times they  came. They promise sweet harmony, but give us the smoke of  our burning homes, the stink of corpses, the weeping of bruised  and shamed women they have raped. Ketawpi! We will all die  someday anyway. Will we watch ourselves be duped and disgraced just to stay alive a little longer?  Ketawpi, meh shemas:
“I would rather risk dying now in a fight to make them go  back where they came from! Go talk peace again? We might as  well walk out to the edge of our villages with our daughters and  make them lie down at the soldiers’ feet and then walk to the  river and drown ourselves. Listen, my sisters. I am old and tired.  I am equally tired of war and of peace treaties; the results of  both are the same, except we die with honor if we die fighting  them! So let us make this a true war, the last one we have to  fight, the one our grandchildren’s grandchildren will tell of in  stories: the war that stopped the whitemen and saved the  Shawnee people and their land! I say we support Pucsinwah and  his thousand warriors in every way! I will sharpen their tomahawks myself!”
Instead of sitting back down, she crossed her arms and glowered all around. The muttering and murmuring of the women  rose to an intensity that sounded like a growl. After a while,  Nonhelema said, “Thank you for your words, meh shemah.  They were well said. You may sit now and someone else may  speak.”
“One cannot fight sitting down,” the old woman said. “Another may speak while I am standing.”
Nonhelema wanted someone else to get up and make a good  argument for pursuing peace, but this threat of the oncoming  army had arisen so quickly that she had not learned how many  of the women felt about it.
Her eyes met those of a woman whom she thought she knew  well enough, and she called out, “Straight Head? What do you  think? You had a white husband, and you have much experience  trading with whitemen, and friendships with some of them. Do  you think we should listen to the Long Knives about peace?”
Straight Head was never eager to speak. She was a strong,  quiet, comely woman, related to the Shawnee mixed-blood wife  of the trader Lorimier, and had a baby boy by a French Canadian interpreter from Detroit named Pierre Drouillard. Straight  Head gracefully rose from her place on the ground near the  front, her face full of thoughts, and began in a voice so soft it  was barely audible.
“Yes, Coitcheleh Oukimakwa, I am used to whitemen. I do  not hate whitemen. Some of them are good, and many are interesting. My own husband, Pierre, was interesting. And he was  good to me, when he was sober. Lorimier, too, is a good friend  of our people. He has his trading store among us and helps in  every way we need.”
Her voice grew stronger as she let her passions flow. “But  these are Frenchmen that I speak of. They come to be with us  and they become part of us. They don’t try to take our land, or  change the way we are.” She paused, frowning now.
“Those Shemanese, the Long Knives, though, they are not  like the French. They hate and disdain the Indian people because  we are in their way. We have been here forever, but they had a  king across the eastern ocean who got rid of them because they  were too troublesome, and that king told them he was giving  them all the land of our people. And they believed him, that king  who sent them away! And they seemed to believe that he could  do that, and that has been their excuse ever since they came.
“Now,” Straight Head said, looking up into the wind-stirred  leaves of the great trees overhead as if searching for the decisive part of her reply; then she turned all the way around, looking at all the hundreds of women sitting as colorful as flowers in  the sun-dappled circle. “Now our beloved chief Nonhelema  hopes that I will tell you that whitemen can be talked to and will  open their ears and be reasonable. I must answer from my true  belief, from what I have seen and learned:
“Yes, we could go and talk peace with them, and maybe get  some good from it—if they were Frenchmen. But they are not  Frenchmen, they are Virginians. They don’t want to live in  peace among us. They want us to be dead and out of their way,  or so far toward the going-down sun that they never see us. Listen: My husband was an interpreter, not a killing soldier. He believed in different people talking to each other, not in fighting.  But he said, ‘Talking does no good if the other one will not listen.’ The Long Knives do not want to listen or to be among us.  And so all we can do is try to keep them back as far away from  us as they want us to be from them. I pray that our warriors will  stop the Long Knives on the other side of the river and discourage them from ever coming closer. That is all.” She looked once  at Nonhelema with a wistful expression, knowing that she had  disappointed her, and sat down. For moments, the only sounds  were the wind in the trees, a woman’s cough, the brief cry of a  baby somewhere in the great circle of women, a cry stopped at  once by a nipple.
Into that quiet came a lilting, small voice, almost like a bird’s  call, a voice familiar to the Mekoches of Nonhelema’s Town. It  was Qui-eteh, gatherer of medicine plants for the shaman, and  his helper in the seasonal ceremonies. She was asking to speak,  and Nonhelema summoned her to the center. She came forward,  wending her way gracefully among the sitting women. She was  a mature woman with two grandchildren, but she was as small  and delicate as a girl.
As Qui-eteh came, Nonhelema spoke from deep in her chest,  to be heard by all: “You have been speaking your hearts. Of  anger, and vengeance, and fear. And of what the Long Knives  are in your imaginings. Now we must ask about our own ability  to fight. What is our health? What of our food? What of medicine? Qui-eteh, I hope you will speak on such things, which   men never think about when they are whipping themselves into  the war spirit.”
“I can speak of that. And other truths.” Qui-eteh faced out,  and tried so hard to be heard that her voice almost shrieked. She  had to stop often to fill her lungs. “I will begin. First, there is  this: We are much fewer than their race. They have more and  better weapons. They get guns and powder and lead from their  government, as much as they need. We do not. Fighting is not  equal, as it was in the old times, when warriors fought at arm’s  length with the strength of their bodies. Many of our beloved  men will fall if we agree to go to war. That will cause great grief  among us all. None of our families will be spared sorrow. In deciding, we have a responsibility to Creator. Or if you are one of  our Christian Indians, to  their god.
“When I am confused as to what I should do, like now, I remember our oldest teachings, the guidance our ancestors left us.  They said our first duty was to Creator, to respect and protect  life of all kinds; then our duties are to ourselves, our families,  our tribe, to Turtle Island, the graves of our ancestors, to  Mother Earth. Only then are we to reach out further, toward  others. We are to be hospitable to strangers, to be generous to  them and share all the blessings Creator has given us in such  bounty, expecting that if we are ever in need, they will return  generosity.
“My sisters, we have done all those things. We have done them over and over and over. But I believe the laws we live by  are strange to those aliens, the Long Knives. Some of the words  they speak, words that they say came from their god, sound like  the ways we were taught, but they don’t live as if they ever  heard their own god.
“I have thought and prayed about this, what I am about to say.  I have used my prayer tobacco, my pipe from my ancient ancestors. I have fasted and prayed for a vision to tell me. I believe the  ancestors spoke to me in the wind, and they said:
“There is a different Creator for the whitemen. Their Creator  is young and petulant. He teaches them behavior that creates  death and destruction. He promises them things that he has no  right to give them, because they are what our Creator gave to us.   He tells them that it is all right to kill and to take what they want  since he let them find Turtle Island, and we should be pushed  out of the way. Their god has not taught them to respect anything but him, and also that stuff in their pockets they call  money. You will remember, our clothes had no pockets.”
Qui-eteh had to pause and ask a water girl to bring her a drink  from the exertion of talking so loudly and long. She drank from  the gourd twice, her face still full of concentration, then went on.
“Their god has not taught them of the long-times. Their sense  of the world is short, only days and moons. They do not see  ahead to the lives and needs of their grandchildren’s grandchildren; they see only their wants of today. So they come and they  kill and they take, and they waste. They must be an inferior  kind, to be that way. We must accept that Creator allowed them  to be, but we must stop them wiping us out by their ways.
“The voices of the ancestors said to me: It is our duty to see  that all goes on in the way Creator set it going in the beginning  when he rolled the Sacred Hoop along. It rolls in balance. If it  stops, it falls over and the Sacred power revolves no more. We  should pray for the spirit of those white aliens who have no understanding. It might be that we should teach them about the  long balance, if they will listen. But they are not good listeners.  They are tellers! They send us Black Coats to tell us what we  must believe and Red Coats to tell us what we must do.”
Nonhelema remembered teaching her own daughter about the  balance of the rolling. She glanced and saw Fani smiling at her.  But she knew that Qui-eteh’s argument was going more to  Fani’s liking than to her own.
“I, Qui-eteh, have sons who will probably be killed by Red  Coats in battle. I have daughters whose hearts will break. I have  grandchildren who will die at the hands of those strange people  of that strange god. My husband and I may die at their hand.  Surely our homes will be destroyed, as they destroyed all the  Shawnee houses at Wakatomica not two moons since. And  surely our crops will be trampled and burned. If we survive, we  will start again, for Creator has taught us the cycle of returning.
“But since they do not listen, we must try to preserve what we   have left of Creator’s gifts. That is what the Old Voices in the  wind told me: that we must hold those wretched beings back off  our sacred land.
“Creator needs the Southwind People to be stronger of heart,  closer together in purpose, than at any time since he put us here.  If we do not hold those people away from here, they will break  the Sacred Hoop that has been turning here since the beginning.  I heard this in the wind when I asked for wisdom. They said that  one side of the balance is life and the other is death. If there is to  remain balance, there must be sacrifice for it. I am ready for  that. Though it crushes my heart, I know we must go and fight.”  Tears shone in her eyes. The women knew that Qui-eteh was  one of those who heard the truth most clearly. They realized the  warpath was opening up, and they probably would have to take  it. Some women were beginning to weep for the pain and sorrow that must lie ahead down that path.
Qui-eteh went on: “Now I am to tell you of our people’s  condition for war. These are the matters our women know of,  and the men have to learn from us, to know whether we are able  to make and bear a war:
“Our people are healthy now. We have not had much sickness.  Our crops are good this season, but we must finish the harvest  and hide it before the soldiers come.
“There will be little meat, if our men have to go to war instead  of to the hunting camps. You know the whitemen want to keep  us from crossing the river to hunt in Kentucke, which is our best  hunting ground. They say it is theirs now. Already they shoot  our hunters they see there. This is the Hunter’s Moon and our  men would be bringing game by now, but they have to gather  here in case of war. So our warriors might have to go to war  with cow meat in their stomachs, and cow meat has no spirit  power.
“Even so, our warriors are strong right now. My gatherer helpers have put by plenty of the medicines, of most kinds.  They have helped me preserve and store the medicines in all the  towns, in case some are burned. Also, Change-of-Feathers, as  head shaman and medicine man for our entire nation, has asked   us village healers to collect medicines and wound dressings to  take to the battlefield, and that we have done, all that a packhorse can carry.
“Most of you are skillful with the bow. Some of us women have guns and can fight if our villages come under attack while  the warriors are gone. Most of our old men could fight, too.  Only a few are too sick or feeble. My sisters in the medicine society tell me the same is true in their communities. Also, this has  been a healthy year for horses.
“Meh shemas, this is the strongest we have been in years. If  we are ever to stand before the Long Knives and keep them out of our lands, this is when we could with the least suffering and  least loss of lives.”
Qui-eteh’s report was not coming to the conclusion that Nonhelema had hoped it would. War instead of peace, and the sacrifice of her own wealth in cattle, as well? If no one else rose soon  to argue for peace, she herself would have to do it.
Qui-eteh continued. “Now I should tell you of our young  women’s conditions. Right now only two of our women are  pregnant. That is very uncommon, and may not last. If there is  war, those two are barely along and might safely choose to abort  rather than bear orphans. Knowing this council would take  place, I discussed these things with the two young women and  they understand what they could lose.
“I am a healer. I stand for peace and life. If we choose war, I  shall go to the battlefield to help our warriors. I am ready for  that. If we rely on whitemen’s promises and paper treaties, I believe our people will cease to be. O-ho!”
A loud and busy murmur arose as the beloved little medicine  woman prepared to yield the center of the circle. Nonhelema  was alarmed that even this most kindly woman had nothing favorable to say about whites. Almost every family here had some  white blood that had entered in recent generations—through  adoption of captives, like Fani, or through early marriages to  whites, or children of women raped by soldiers. In this crowd  sat women with blue eyes, auburn hair, freckles. But inside,  they were Shawnees, and their white blood was never mentioned. It was an argument for tolerance that had to stay unsaid.
Qui-eteh’s argument had been too strong and practical in favor of fighting, and the whole crowd of women seemed to be  stirring toward an accord. Nonhelema feared that her own  peacemaker argument, based on the Bible, would be resented  and rejected because of the women’s frame of mind; perhaps its  proper time had passed and would never come back around. She  tried to think of some other way to argue for peace now, but she  had been building her own speech so much on the missionary  precepts that her mind seemed empty of alternatives.
And now she saw that Pucsinwah’s own wife had risen to  speak. The war chief’s wife was so loved and admired throughout the whole nation that if she spoke her husband’s argument,  it would sway the whole council to demand a war vote this soon.
Methotase gave Nonhelema an unreadable glance and stood  beside her to speak.
“Meh shemas! Listen to me! I live in a house where the war  spirit is always strong, and there is the confidence that comes of  being right. Weshe catweloo k’weshe lawehpah, my husband  and son always repeat. We are stronger because we are right.  This they believe, never doubting. And I, too, believe that being  right makes us stronger.
“But does it make us strong enough? For a long time, I  thought, yes, the Master-of-Life would not let us be defeated if  we were right. And we are right. This land is made of the flesh  and the bone dust of our ancestors.” She stooped and poked her  fingers into the trampled dirt beside the fire pit and held up a  pinch of it. “In this dirt is the essence of our ancient ancestors,  we have been here so long! The Long Knives have no sense of  the holiness that has gone into this earth, first by Creator’s making of it, then by our countless generations living on it and being buried in it. I am as angry at Long Knives as my husband  and my son are. But listen:
“Two nights ago in a dream, I saw my husband all covered with his own blood and making the yellow leaves red with it as  he died in my son’s arms.” She stopped, choking, her hand on  her bosom, face contorted and suddenly gleaming with tears.  The women gasped and moaned. Nonhelema herself saw the  whole image as clearly as if it had been her own dream. She   reached toward the stricken woman, as if to ease her down, but  Methotase shook her head and blurted, “I have not finished . . . ”  She fought to brace herself and get her voice back.
“No!” she said. “I do not want him killed on a battlefield! It is  true, he has never lost a battle. But if he dies, could our warriors  keep fighting the Long Knives and win? I don’t want to give my  husband up to a whiteman’s bullet! If I had not had that dream I  could stand here and say, Yes, war! But now I say, No! No war!  I am too selfish. I go against my husband’s wishes. I want him to  be alive as his sons grow up, so they can see in him the kind of  man they should be. I beg you, meh shemas, send peace, not permission for war, to my husband!”
Nonhelema stood, shaken, feeling hollow, but beginning to  hope that this powerful vision and plea by Methotase could turn  the vote. Few could argue with dreams.
Methotase was wiping her cheeks with both palms and moving back to her seating place when Blue Goose called out: “Sister! Let me ask: Did you tell your husband of that dream?”
Methotase, blinking, swallowing, said, “All one day I tried  not to. But then I told him.”
“And,” Blue Goose said, “it did not scare  him from asking us  for battle, did it?”
“No, meh shemah, it did not.”
“Therefore, sisters,” Blue Goose cried in her strongest voice,  “that dream tells us that we must vote for battle! If the  wapicoli  oukimeh was seen dying in a dream, it will happen! We cannot  change what has been dreamed by making a vote otherwise! It  is to be! And did anyone dream that the battle was lost? Eh?  Anyone?”
Here Nonhelema could have said she had. But that would  have been a lie. She had had no such dream. Even if Pucsinwah  were killed, the battle still might not be lost.
Then there followed long arguments about the ways the dream  should be considered, and soon the dream had been absorbed  into all the other considerations, both emotional and practical,  until, as always in long councils, nothing new was being said,   and everything was being repeated, and only the interpretation  or emphasis varied. Girls with water pails and drinking gourds  weaved among the women as the discussion resounded in the  glade, sometimes in shouts, sometimes in sobs, sometimes in  laughter. The central fire was fed with red cedar, and its aromatic smoke mixed in the slanting sunbeams with smoke from  the women’s personal smoking pipes, and if, as they believed,  words and prayers were carried to the Great Good Spirit by  smoke, much would reach Weshemonetoo this day. Nonhelema  once found herself musing that Creator was getting so much  smoke from this war council that he might think it was the gunsmoke of a battle already being fought, not just debated.
It was going too strongly in favor of the war vote, though.  Much as she dreaded to do it, she was going to have to bring in  the one new perspective, and hope that she could do it so eloquently that these women would consider it with open hearts  and open minds. She was smoking her own white clay tavern  pipe with its curved, long stem, and she took one last draw then  blew it toward heaven with a prayer that the right words, the  words for peace, would come down through her. One’s head  could shape arguments all day, but strong truths had to come  down and through the speaker. She had always had faith in that,  and always, words had come down that were better than anything she had known to say, and by that means she had won as  many of her debates as Pucsinwah had his battles.
Just now, a hard little widow from the Kispoko sept was  winding down from a spittle-spraying harangue about the cruelty, deviousness, greed, and godlessness of all the whitemen  who had ever crawled to the shore of this land out of their sea of  slime, and it was so excessive that Nonhelema could see even  some of the war advocates frowning at the ranting woman, and  she thought: Now.
It was as if Jesus had called down to her and said, Now.
When the little woman wiped the froth off her mouth and sat  down, Nonhelema straightened to her full height and drew the  back of her hand across her forehead, then raised it and pointed  toward the west where the afternoon sun was declining, mottling the tree limbs with golden flecks of light. That gesture  drew the attention of the wearying, restless crowd, and the circle of Shawnee women went almost completely silent.
“Sisters! I have heard the very music of your hearts. I know  each of you has spoken your true belief. What is in your heart is  true to you, but there might be a fuller truth beyond your own  knowledge. Only a fool would claim to know everything.
“Our Kispoko sister who just spoke is a widow because into  her husband’s life came some whitemen who were the evil monsters she described. There are some whitemen like that; you  have seen some, and I have seen some. But it is not true that they  are all like that. When you speak that way, you are just like the  murderers of Logan’s family, those who say,  All Indians are  vermin without souls—kill them all! Sisters, it is never true to  say one thing about any race or nation of people! Listen:
“We said here today that our ancestors of this land are speaking through us. You remember, don’t you, that our Ancient  Ones taught us to seek peace if we can. And they taught us to  welcome newcomers. If we are here really listening to the  voices of our ancestors, then we should be hearing them cry for  peace.
“White people are like us—human souls, some good, some  bad. They love, they marry. They cherish their children. They  need food and shelter and a place to be. There are so many of  them over the mountains in the East that they run out of ground  to grow food and build lodges. They are like us. They love their  Creator, whom they call God, and his son, Jesus Christ.”
She was on delicate ground, mentioning the whites’ religion.  Only Nonhelema’s family and a few friends among the  Shawnees had ever converted to Christianity. Her mother had  become a mission Indian called Elizabeth, taking in with her  one of her daughters, who was now called Christiana, and no  one in the village ever saw them anymore unless the missionary  gave special permission for them to enter his compound where  they lived.
In the council circle, Nonhelema had seen some faces harden  when she mentioned the whiteman’s God. It was risky. But she   remembered the missionaries’ admonition to trust Jesus, and  she trusted Jesus to open their ears and soften their hearts, as he  had hers. “They have the love of God who sacrificed his own  son, Jesus,” she said in her most passionate voice, “so they  would not perish from their sins and go to hell, but could go to  heaven instead and be with him. The missionaries came to our  country and made their peace towns over on the Muskingumsipe, to share that with us! They know that God loves us, too,  only we did not know about his son, Jesus. We have been proud  and stiff-necked, and refuse to acknowledge our sins. Our ignorance and our sins make God very sad and hurt his heart. We are  guilty of making God cry.” The notion of God crying touched  her powerfully; it was a notion that she had not heard from the  missionaries, but it had come to her now to say it, and she was  sure it would move them. But the Shawnee women around her  were only glancing aside to each other, raising their eyebrows,  puckering their mouths. It had been a mistake, perhaps, to try to  make them feel sorry for God. Maybe it would be better to make  them feel sorry for the missionaries.
“The Black Coats sacrifice much comfort to leave their fine  homes far away in their own homelands, and live in a place that  is hard for them, in order to share their knowledge of the way to  heaven. They love us even when we are cruel or drunk or foolish  and fail to understand.
“You know it is one of our twelve rules of living to share  what we have with newcomers—especially newcomers who  come to bring us their greatest gift: the gift of eternal life, the  knowledge that God sacrificed his son for all of us, that we can  go to heaven. We had not known the way. We were doomed and  did not know it. It is only the bad people who God says shall really die. Once we believe in Jesus and are baptized, we are no  longer bad people, but saved!”
With the most fervid sincerity she was trying to tell her  women the sweet, sad story as the Moravians had told it to her  over and over, in their mission house over by the Muskingumsipe, the missionaries with their white faces and shy smiles and  shining eyes, the holiness exuding from them so strongly that   one could feel it. And they served incredibly delicious sweet  pastry cakes, and tea with cow-milk cream, as they told the Indian women about the loving Jesus. It was their way to enchant  the women, and then—through them—draw in their husbands.  Nonhelema had not yet been formally converted or baptized,  because she had not quite achieved the piety or humility that  Brother David Zeisberger demanded of her. But she was confident that her efforts as a peacemaker would before long make  her a child of God in Jesus’ eyes, and eventually even in Brother  David’s. She believed she would be received within a year or so.  It was her faith in this that inspired her to keep talking this way  to these women until their ears and hearts might open to the  message of peace.
“It was God who sent those pure-hearted missionaries to our  land,” she went on. “It is his intention that we welcome all his  children to come live here. They will share with us, as we did  with the whitemen when they first came in their boats. We must  not hate them. I am ashamed that we have not always been kind  to them, and we have earned some of their disrespect and distrust. They try to make good treaties with us, but there are so  many of them wandering about that not all of them know just  what those agreements are, and so they act on their own, just  like our own renegades. They want to be our friends. They are  trying to come to an agreement that is good for everyone and  will last from now on, for all our grandchildren and theirs.
“True, we were here before them. But many of the whites  now have been here on Turtle Island long enough that the land  now contains the bones of their ancestors, as it does ours. Truly,  they love this land, as we do. They know we must share it.”
At those words, several women snorted and muttered—a very  rude act when someone was speaking in council. She tried to ignore that. Jesus would not want her to become angry while  pleading for peace. She closed her eyes and envisioned him as  he looked on the wall in her house in the sunglow, his muscular  warrior body whose strength he had never used in violence  against anyone, never, and of his sweet face cast down in pain  and sadness because of the cruelty of sinners and mockers.   These women who had snorted at her words, they were mockers, like those who had tormented him. Nonhelema loved these  women, they were her people, but they were like the ignorant  sinners who had mocked the suffering bleeding Jesus.
“My family and our sept,” she said, “have the duty to be sure  all roads to peace have been tried before we turn to war. We  have paths still open. We can still speak to our white brethren  sensibly and with kindness. If we sue for peace, they will listen.  But if we go to war and kill some of them, and then lose the battle, we will lose forever their goodwill and forbearance.
“You, my sisters, who have never lived anywhere but here in  the Middle Ground, have no understanding of the size of their  cities. I have been there and seen them. The numbers of their  people and their armies are like an anthill, always more ready to  swarm and take the places of any who fall. All their soldiers have  better guns than ours—even cannon, guns that shoot a ball as big  as a gourd and can shatter a tree! One shot from a cannon burns  more powder than one of our hunters has all year to hunt with!
“In the city of Philadelphia, they make barrels of gunpowder  every day! The whites have so many people, they can replace  every fallen soldier with two. No, with ten! But there have never  been many Shawnees—not since the sicknesses started coming.  Each one of our men lost will cause a hardship on his whole village, not just his family. We have no men to spare.
“Now, meh shemas, I ask you to confess that the whitemen  have brought many good things to us. They brought horses to  Turtle Island, here where everybody always walked before.  They brought cattle that give milk and butter and cheese. You  like those things. You come to my house and borrow some.  They brought pigs, which are like fat bear, but can be raised so  they are available at any time. We have been using their wonderful metal needles and awls, and knives and pots and pans.  And glassware. And the mirrors that we love.
“Who remembers how hard it was to kill game for food and skins before they brought us guns and steel traps? And look at  you, half of you are wearing calico clothing of cloth, so colorful, so much more comfortable than deerskin, so much easier to   prepare and sew. They have brought things that have made our  lives more pleasant, easier. Are not the glass beads brighter, and  less trouble, than the quills we color and use with such labor?”
She watched their faces as she talked, and grew a bit hopeful. If Jesus had not made them open their ears, the trade goods had.  That was a way the whitemen had already won them more than  they would care to admit, a way so familiar they seldom gave it  a thought. And they had seen hardly any of the finest whitemen  things. They had not been to the cities, as she had, to hear violins or trombones, or ridden in carriages between rows of tall  houses made of brick, or seen harbors full of giant ships with  their poles and ropes high as forest trees, ships bringing spices  and coffee and tea, and fine scissors, folding fans, the cloth  called lace that one could see through, window glass that one  could see through but rain could not penetrate . . .
If they could see all that, how they would want it! And the  whitemen could teach them the wonder of writing and reading,  which skills set Nonhelema apart a little even from her own  beloved women. She was teaching her daughter to read; the missionaries had taught her son, Morgan, how to read; she herself  could teach some of her own women to read, if there was peace,  and books could be had. But if war started, all that her people  would get from the whitemen would be smoke and fire and lead  and death.
“Meh shemas! There is only good in choosing peace instead  of war against the whitemen! War will shut us away from good  things! It will separate us from our friends the Delawares, who  want to be at peace. It will stir the Iroquois against us, who have  left us undisturbed for generations.  Ketawpi! I have heard some  of you say all whitemen are demons, but not all of any people  are of a kind! Most of any people are good! Most whitemen are  of good and generous spirit and are humble under their God!  Sisters, think of the sunlight of peace, not the smoke-clouds of  war. Permit me then, your peace chief, to go down and tell our  war chief that we are still on a path of peace, and want to go talk  to the governor of Virginia. I believe that when the governor understands the truth, he will turn his army back, and we can live  in peace.”
Nonhelema had spoken truth. She had told them things they  wanted to ignore. She had been a good Christian and told them  of the suffering Jesus. She had spoken as a peacemaker
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