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PROLOGUE
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The warrior's body woke one slow, gliding movement at a time. He became aware of sound, a distant, half remembered whisper of wind sliding over the land. He remembered closing himself in the cave's darkness beside his dying son, swallowing the shaman's secret potion, feeling strength flow out of his body, losing control of his thoughts. Losing the thoughts themselves.

How long ago had that been?

He lay on the bear pelt he'd spread on the ground for his forever sleep. The air on his naked body felt warm, yet not alive—ancient air. He was in Wa'hash, the most sacred of places.

As strength returned to his war-honed muscles, he thanked Eagle. Cho-ocks the shaman had been wrong. The mix of ground geese bone, bunchgrass, and things unknown hadn't ended him. He wouldn’t be able to stay in the underworld with his son because something—or was it someone?—had brought him back to life.

Back to empty bellied children, despairing women, and men ready for battle.

The anger that had ruled him, his chief, and others during the cruel, cold winter of 1873 returned. They were Maklaks—the Modocs—proud people living on land given to them by Kumookumts their creator. White skins had had no right to invade with cattle, horses, and fences. The army had had no right to force them to live on a reservation with their enemy the Klamath. But those things had happened.

Sitting, he tried to hold onto his anger, but his body tightened into a pain-filled knot. He breathed through it, kneaded his calves and thighs, then forced himself to stand. His belly felt utterly empty, his flesh unwashed, but those things didn't matter. Soon his eyes would make the most of the sliver of light coming through the small opening. 

Another kind of hunger distracted him from questions about what had brought him back to life. His manhood signaled a message he'd ignored during the long, cold months of hiding and fighting. Either he'd forgotten how to keep physical need reined in or something was—

Something or someone.

Like a wolf after a scent, he went in search of light, taking along the knife his grandfather's grandfather had created from the finest black rock. His legs took him through the narrow tunnel that led to the surface and, hopefully, understanding. When he reached where surface and tunnel met, he picked up the ladder that had always been there, but the rawhide that held the wood in place was brittle. It took many seasons for rawhide to become useless.   

Barely breathing, he lifted what remained of the ladder over his head and shoved aside the large rock over most of the hole. Then he sprang upward, hooked his hands over the ground and pull himself out.   

Sunlight assaulted his eyes. The wind brought the sweet, endless smell of sage, and for a moment he believed that nothing had changed. However, peace didn't last. 

The enemy

Nostrils flared, he rose to a low crouch. The Land Of Burned Out Fires was as it had always been, stark yet beautiful, home to the Maklaks, rightful place of things sacred and ancient. He could see nearly as far as he could run in a long day, the horizon a union of sky and earth. Knife gripped in fingers strong enough to build a tule canoe, he balanced his weight on his thighs and spun in a slow circle. Shock sliced into him.   

The mother lake that had always fed his people had shrunken! Shock turned into rage, then beat less fiercely as the emotion that had brought him out here reasserted itself.

The enemy

Only, if he could believe his senses, the unknown wasn't a soldier or settler. The knowledge tore at his belief in who and what he was. The morning the army had set fire to the tribe's winter village, he'd felt as if the energy of a thousand volcanoes had been unleashed inside him. 

Sucking in air, he forced himself to look for the heat’s source. For a few heartbeats he thought he'd spotted a deer or antelope, but his eyesight soon brought him the truth. 

A woman, so far away he could tell little except that she was unarmed, lean and long, graceful. She walked alone, stepping carefully yet effortlessly over lava rock and around brush sharp enough to tear flesh.

The enemy, this woman?

She stopped with her head turning one way and then another. Her arms remained at her side, yet there was a tension to them that struck a familiar chord in him. He viewed the world of his childhood and his ancestors' childhood through untrusting eyes. She was doing the same, trying to make sense of something that kept itself hidden from her.

Let her be afraid. 

He slipped around rocks and bunchbrush until he was close enough that if he had bow and arrow, he could bring her down. She was too skinny to survive a winter here, yet he found something to his liking about her body. He imagined her under him, arms and legs in constant motion. She would wrap her limbs around him and dig her nails into his back until he exploded. She'd absorb his energy, share hers with him, her cries echoing. 

Angry, he forced the dangerous thought away. This was no willing Maklaks maiden. The strange woman wore clothes he'd never seen, her sturdy shoes made from an unknown material. She didn't belong here, was so stupid she stood alone and vulnerable on land fought over by Indian and white. 

Didn't belong here? True, her bare arms didn't know what it meant to be assaulted by winter cold and summer heat, yet she studied the landscape with wanting and loneliness, revealing an inner turmoil he understood. Had her emotions reached him and pulled him from the place where he believed he would spend eternity? 

Why?
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CHAPTER ONE
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Six months later.

Home.

No, not home but understanding, maybe.

It was going to be a glorious day, hot but clean and clear, the kind of day that made a person glad to be alive and put life into perspective—at least it did if that person had a handle on herself. Sighing, Victoria—Tory Kent opened her car door and stepped out. Although night shadows still caressed the land, the birds had begun to welcome the promised light. Their songs filled the air with a message of renewal that stole her breath and brought tears to her eyes.

This land was desolate, miles and miles of blackened rock. When she'd first seen the Lava Beds National Monument of northern California, her impression had been that it was a harsh joke, a massive, lifeless testament to the power of volcanic eruption. Only, it wasn't lifeless. She’d have to share it with other visitors and park personnel. 

At least it was too early for anyone else to be at the parking lot near the site that had been named Captain Jack's Stronghold after the rebel Modoc chief who’d once lived here. For a while, her only companions would be the deer and birds and antelope and scurrying creatures that survived on the pungent brush and scraggly trees that found the lava strewn earth, if not rich, at least capable of sustaining life.

A distant glint of light caught her attention, pulling her from the persistent and uneasy question of what she was doing here when the opportunity of a lifetime waited on the Oregon coast. The rising sun had found distant Mt. Shasta. Although it was June, snow still blanketed the magnificent peak. This morning the snow had taken on a rosy cast which stood out in stark contrast to the still dark, still quieted world she'd entered.

What was it she'd read? That the Modocs who once roamed this land—and had killed her great, great grandfather—considered Shasta sacred. Looking at it now, she understood why.

"Are the spirits and gods still around?" she muttered, not surprised that she'd spoken aloud. Ever since her too-brief visit last fall, the isolated, history-filled area had remained on her mind, although haunted might be a more appropriate term. 

While at work, she managed to keep her reaction to herself, but no one was watching her today. In fact, even her boss, the eminent and famous anthropologist Dr. Richard Grossnickle didn't know what she was doing. She'd tell him once she joined him at the Alsea Indian village site, maybe.

After making sure she had her keys with her, she locked her car and started up the narrow path that would take her through the stronghold, one of the high points of the monument and where some 150 Modoc men, women, and children had spent the winter of 1873. She'd taken no more than a half dozen steps before turning to look back at her car. It was the only vehicle in the parking lot, the only hunk of metal, plastic, and rubber in miles of nothing. Behind the car lay a surprisingly smooth grassland and beyond that the faint haze that was Tule Lake. The grasses, she understood, existed because years ago much of the lake had been drained to create farmland from the lake bottom.

Ahead of her—

The land tumbled over itself, a jumble of hardened lava, hardy sagebrush, surprisingly fragrant bitterbrush, ice gray rabbitbrush. The plants' ability to find soil made her shake her head. She knew the vegetation provided shelter for all kinds of small animals and hoped her presence wouldn't disturb them.

It probably would. After all, this time of day belonged to those who lived and died here, not to intruders like herself. Intruder? Your ancestor fought and died here, his blood soaking into the earth. Did that give you claim to the land?

Was that why she hadn't been able to shake the area from her mind and had to return, because she had a genetic tie to it?

Yeah, right.

After a short climb, she found herself at the end of the paved area. Day was emerging in degrees as if one filmy veil after another was being lifted to reveal more detail. From the relative distance of the parking lot, the stronghold had looked like nothing more than a brush-covered rise but she'd reached the top and was learning that depth and distance here obeyed rules she'd never imagined. One minute she was walking on level ground with nothing except weeds to obscure her view. Then she dropped into a lava-defined gully. The rocky sides trapped her, held her apart from all signs and thoughts of civilization. 

There'd been a box filled with pamphlets at the beginning of the trail and after depositing her money, she'd taken one. A wooden post with a white number 1 on it corresponded to a paragraph in the pamphlet. She was standing at what had been a Modoc defense outpost. From strategic places like this one, the Indians had been able to keep an eye on the army. As a result, a fighting force of no more than sixty warriors had held off close to a thousand soldiers for five months.

A stronghold. It was aptly named.

As the day's warmth reached her, she held herself still, tried to become nothing so she could experience everything. In her mind, it was that fateful winter. Settlers had been living in the area for years, slowly, irrevocably encroaching on land that had once belonged to the Indians. 

A fort had been built some miles away from her and the Modocs and Klamaths had been forced onto an uneasily shared reservation. Some of the Modocs under the leadership of Captain Jack had fled and taken up residence on the far side of Tule Lake. When the army, charged with recapturing the rebels, attacked, the Modocs had jumped into their canoes and paddled across the lake to take refuge in what they'd called the Land Of Burned Out Fires. 

Peace talks had been tried, and tried. Thanks to indecision on the part of the government and opposition from the Modocs, it had taken months to decide who would try to reach a settlement. Her great, great grandfather, a distinguished veteran of the Civil War and commander of the troops stationed here, had been a member of that commission. On April 11, 1873 General Canby had been killed a few miles away, the only true general to die during the Indian/white wars.

Such a simple scenario. Wrongs committed on both sides. Forceful, clashing egos. An impenetrable hiding place. A hellish winter. Her ancestor's blood spilled on nearly useless land. 

The birds hadn't stopped their gentle songs. Occasionally, they were interrupted by a crow's strident call. The wind had barely been moving when she arrived, but it was increasing, an uneven push of air that sent the brush and grasses to murmuring. She wondered what it had been like to be surrounded by crows, other birds, and the wind for five months, to constantly listen for sounds of the enemy. Thanks to the correspondence between her ancestor and Washington officials, she had a fair idea of what that winter had been like for the army troops. Looking at the land, she understood why so many had deserted. 

It hadn't been that easy for the Modocs. They couldn't leave.

Something in the sky distracted her. Looking up, she spotted an eagle floating in great, free circles overhead. Not for the first time, she thought that birds had the perfect life. If it wasn't for mealtime, she wouldn't mind being an eagle. To spend one's days playing with the wind, drifting high above the earth. Her contemplation of the eagle became more intense when she realized it was coming closer. She was able to make out the details of its proud white head, imagine that its sharp eyes were focused on her. Were there such things as rabid eagles? Surely the creature hadn't mistaken her for breakfast, had it?

Its circles became tighter, more focused until she had no doubt that she had its attention. Those talons would make short work of her cotton shirt and the flesh beneath. Her car keys were no match against its killing weapons. To be attacked by a bird of prey—

With a scream that sent a bolt of fear through her, it wheeled away. Still shaken, she waited to see if it would return, but it must have decided a mouse or snake tasted better than a human. After longer than she cared to admit, she dismissed the bird and its unusual behavior and went back to her history lesson. 

Captain Jack, she thought with a grim smile. The Modoc chief had had an Indian name, but she couldn't remember it. From the pictures she'd seen of him, he looked like a peaceful enough man, but something had snapped inside him and his followers, and they'd gone to war against the United States army although she doubted he'd known the sum of what he'd been up against. Still, in 1873, after years of co-existence with whites, the Modocs of his time hadn't been primitive savages, nothing like the cultures she studied as an anthropologist.

What brought the eagle back to mind she couldn't say. Maybe because on a subconscious level she'd been asking herself how far the Modocs had come from their prehistoric beliefs. Surely they'd no longer perceived eagles and other creatures as gods.   

There was, she admitted, a fine line to be walked between giving primitive people's beliefs the respect they deserved and not laugh over the notion of coyotes who told tale tales, snakes that were thought to be immortal because they shed their skins, warning children not to harm a frog for fear of causing the closest stream to dry up. Despite six years of studying and working with Dr. Grossnickle, she'd been unable to determine to her satisfaction what had given birth to such legends. Certainly she understood early people's need to make order out of the uncertainties of their lives, but talking animals or the belief that the Modoc creator went around disguised as an old crone, well, to each their own. She'd talk the talk; she knew enough to do that if she intended to continue to be gainfully employed. But beyond that, well, let's get real here, all right.

Still, she admitted as she moved onto the next marker, there was something about standing on the actual land in question that made logic and professional dispassion a little hard to hold onto. Thinking of everything the Modocs had lost, she stared at the magnificent nothingness of land that stretched out around her. 

She sensed a certain wistfulness in the wind-song, hard ground that remembered a bare foot's impression, caves which still might hold obsidian arrowheads but more likely bullets since the Modocs had been trading with the settlers until they went to war against them. Except for the trail and occasional markings, the stronghold hadn't changed.

That's why she'd come out here before visitors started arriving, so she could more easily capture the essence of that earlier time. She began walking again, a slow gait which hopefully diminished the likelihood of losing her footing so she could concentrate on history. Although it took some doing, she managed to read a little more from the brochure. She was surprised to learn that the naturally fortified stronghold itself was little more than a half mile in diameter. The land for as far as she could see was so awesomely vast and rugged that where the Modocs had entrenched themselves seemed larger than it really was. Back then Tule Lake had dominated the area to the north while most of the south was barren volcanic rock. The chance of sneaking up on the Modocs—

A sound overhead caused her to again stare at the sky. She spotted what she thought must be the same eagle silhouetted against the sky, but this time it was far enough away  that she didn't feel uneasy. "What do you see up there?" she asked. "Are your eyes keen enough that you can spot the Golden Gate Bridge?"

Looking as if it weighed no more than a feather, the great bird dipped one wing. Sunlight caught the tip and gave her an impression of glistening black. "Forget the Golden Gate. You don't want to get any closer to civilization than this. And if you stay up there, the two of us are going to get along just fine."

As if taking her suggestion to heart, the bird floated away. When she looked around, thinking to re-orient herself, the stronghold seemed to have lost a little of its definition. It was she thought, as if night had decided to return. After blinking a few times, she dispelled that possibility, but the wind had picked up and the sound it made coated her thoughts, allowed her to dismiss everything she'd experienced in her life before this moment.

Not only that, she could almost swear she was no longer alone.

—      —-        —-
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There was such thing as too much solitude, Tory told herself a half hour later. You'd think that a person who could see so far that she was aware of the earth's curve wouldn't be looking over her shoulder.

Only it wasn't just the aloneness and she knew it, damn it. Something—someone—was watching her. It could be the eagle, a rabbit, maybe even one of the antelope she understood made their home in the park. Yeah, right.

"Say," she whispered because she didn't want to disturb the lizard that was staring at her from a rock. "Whoever you are, I don't suppose you brought coffee."

Silence, but then she didn't expect anything different.

According to the pamphlet, she should be approaching one of the dance rings the Modocs had used during their shamanistic rituals, but because she'd veered off the trail while seeking  the best vantage point to study Captain Jack's wide, shallow cave, it took her awhile to orient herself. She'd been right; it was going to be a clean day. Clean and clear and utterly beautiful in the way of a sky unspoiled by pollution. If she'd picked up a tail, she hoped that person/animal was taking the same note of his/her/its surroundings. After all, if a body was going to leave a bed or cave or nest while it was still dark, that body should milk the experience for all it was worth.

Grass grew between large rocks that had been placed in a crude circle over 120 years ago. She tried to imagine what the spot had looked and sounded like back when the shaman—Curly Headed Doctor, the pamphlet said—had strung red rope around the stronghold then had sung and danced through the night to ensure that his magic remained powerful.

A red rope to hold back an army. How simplistic. She'd seen a picture of the shaman and had been surprised by how young and untested he appeared but apparently most, if not all, of the tribe had believed in him—at least they had until the army trampled his rope.

Feeling like an intruder when she should be seeing this as a prime opportunity to do some field testing of anthropological theory, she sat on one of the rocks and faced into the center. If there'd been someone beside her, their shoulders would have touched, and she didn't see how there'd been enough room for dancing in the middle if every rock had had an occupant. An incredible bond must have been forged here. There'd been political squabbling, conflicts between Captain Jack and some of the more militant rebels, but on a cold yet peaceful night, surely the leaders had come here with a singleness of thought, a shared dream for freedom.

She rocked forward and rested her elbows on her knees, her eyes closed to slits that blurred her vision and freed her from the question of who or what shared this place with her. To belong, to be part of a clan, to put aside petty differences in order to survive, to have learned the necessity of depending on each other...

How long she'd been sitting here, she couldn't say. She didn't think it had been more than a couple of minutes, and yet she was surprised by how quickly she'd gone from wondering if she should have brought along a can of mace to losing herself in sensation.

She was restless, so uneasy with herself that she wasn't sure she'd be able to conquer the emotion. It came at her more and more often these days, quiet and yet rough questions about where her life was heading. She'd felt like that sometimes back in high school when warm spring nights and loud music and a grin from a boy had sent her heart to spinning out of control. She'd weathered those adolescent emotions, smothered them under work goals and ambition and the excitement of knowing that she, Dr. Grossnickle, and the university that employed them were on the brink of the anthropological find of the past thirty years. Colleagues, the press, even the bureaucrats and legal types she'd been butting heads with over excavation rights assumed that nothing except exploring a civilization held suspended for thousands of years under a coastal mud slide claimed her every waking moment.

What they didn't know about was the search, a goal—or something—she couldn't define.

She needed hard driving music, to be behind the wheel of a speeding convertible with the wind screaming through her hair. She needed—all right, she needed a man to quiet her body.

After sucking one lungful of air after another into her, she managed to conquer the worst of her energy, but she knew it would only erupt again unless she started moving. Standing, she reached for the brochure, thinking to continue the history lesson. Then she froze.

There was someone out there, a man. Naked but for a loincloth. He clutched a gleaming black knife in strong fingers, and yet she couldn't make herself concentrate on the weapon.

A savage. Savage.

The word slid inside her, solid and yet misty like a vivid dream that fades upon awakening. But if she was asleep, this was one dream she didn't want to leave.

She stepped over the rock, freeing herself from the dance ring's confinement, not so she could run but because—

Because her legs had decided to walk toward him.

He didn't move; she would swear to that. And yet he kept changing. It was, she finally decided, the way the sun greeted him, lent light to his dark flesh and made his ebony hair glisten. She couldn't say how old he was; he stood too far away for her to make out his features. Still, if the truth was in his broad shoulders, the flat plane of his belly, the proud way he held his head, he was a man in his prime.

Prime. Savage. Warrior.

There wasn't enough air at the Land Of Burned Out Fires. If he'd stolen it, she would soon have to demand he return it to her, but maybe—probably—the fault lay in her.

This wonderfully lonely land had remained locked in the past. She didn't care why that was, didn't care whether she ever left it. Somehow she'd found a primitive brave, and he was staring at her, and the space between them had become charged.   

She moved closer, a skill so complex that it should have been beyond her because her need to touch him, to look into his eyes, to feel his hands on her was like an explosion inside her. She should say something, ask him to explain the impossible, but if she spoke, he might evaporate, and she needed to stretch out this moment, enlarge it until it became enough to last a lifetime.

One step, two, three, and still he remained. She could now see that he had a small scar over his right shoulder blade and the fine hairs on his arms and legs were as dark as the back of Captain Jack's cave. His thighs—the loincloth left exposed every inch of them—looked as strong and durable as the lava that dominated the land. Those things could, she knew, lock a woman between them.

Take her places only imagined before, awaken a gnawing beast of hunger that could only be filled by sex—raw and unadorned sex.

The air was gone again. She had to fight to breathe. The effort did something to her, snapped something deep inside and reminded her of who and where she was.

This man couldn't be. He couldn't!

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER TWO
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Eyes narrowed against the sun, the warrior watched the woman race for her wagon, her car. The urge to bury his knife in her and avenge what she'd done to him was powerful. Yet now that he'd seen her up close, had looked into her eyes, anger and rage had to share space with another emotion.

She'd returned. He wanted to grab her and insist she tell him why. Most of all he'd demand to know whether her presence was what had awakened him.

His belly empty, he cast around for a rabbit or other small animal, but even as he thought he detected a furtive movement, his attention returned to the woman. She'd reached her car, and although she was too far away for him to make out her expression, her body language told him a great deal.

She was afraid of him. Even though he was no longer near her, she continued to carry herself as if fear rode deep and full and low inside her. She might call others of her kind to her. If she did, they'd hunt him with powerful weapons and his blood would join that of his ancestors who'd died here, but he didn't see that as something to avoid. Death, maybe, would bring him the peace he'd known as a child.

Once again he tried to put his thoughts to finding something to eat before the strangers started swarming over what had once had been his land, but she hadn't yet left in the fast, loud wagon he'd heard her kind call a car. Until she had, all he could do was watch. She'd stopped running, but probably only because she'd become winded. She now walked as fast as she could, an awkward and jerky movement that used more energy than it would have if she moved with her hips.

What did he care! Let her break her leg on the ungiving rocks. If she did, the green clad men and women who were today's soldiers would come and bear her away. Only, she'd tell them what had made her run, and his uneasy peace would be shattered.

She'd reached her car. It took her a long time to open the door, and he guessed her fingers shook so that the task was nearly impossible. It was too late to bury his knife in her back and silence her. She'd gotten away.

A sound like a bear's growl escaped his throat. Turning his back on her, he stepped around the dance ring and stood where she'd been before she’d run. What fools the strangers were! Those who didn't laugh and whoop like children, walked slowly, reverently around it. At first he'd been mystified by their actions but finally decided they must think this weed clogged circle of rocks was something to be revered. It had been, once. But the enemy had defiled it with their presence and Cho-ock's magic had long ago left.

Left like everything of his time except for him.

Another growl threatened to break free, but knowing it would tear through him like what he'd felt at his son's death, he stifled the sound. Looking down, he imagined the spot where the woman had placed her boots. 

She was responsible! She had brought him to this time he didn't want, where he didn't belong! Thinking to grind her prints into nothing, he lifted his foot, but before he could lower it, something on a nearby bush caught his attention. It was a single hair, long and rich, the dark color of a wolf in his prime. Freeing it from the bush, he held it between thumb and forefinger. Despite his roughened fingertips, what he felt reminded him of goose down. The hair belonged to the enemy-woman. In the hands of a powerful shaman, it could be used to bring sickness and maybe death to whoever it belonged to. 

He'd been wrong to do nothing but follow a warrior's way. Cho-ocks had been willing to teach him his shaman's magic. He should have stilled his impatience and anger against the enemy and listened and learned. If he had, he could...

Soft. Soft as the down on a newborn chick. Touched with light from the sun. He brought the hair close to his nose and inhaled but didn't smell anything. His need to understand what had happened to his world had brought him close to a number of women, always without their knowledge. He hated how they smelled, their scents so strong they even overpowered sage. But this woman hadn't covered her body with anything that assaulted his nostrils, and he liked that.

Enemy-woman.

She had a name. And she would tell him what spell she'd cast over him. Once he understood, he would...

Eyes big and dark. A soft and gentle mouth. Long, strong arms and legs. Slender waist and hips that flared to accommodate a child placed within her. Hips and breasts made to taunt a man. To remind him of how long he'd slept alone.

#
[image: ]


Breathing more rapidly than she should have a need to, Tory sped around another turn. The landscape whipped behind her on both sides, but although she'd come here for the expressed purpose of observing the land before she had to share it with other visitors, she couldn't put her mind to concentrating.

She'd seen a Modoc warrior? She'd been asking herself the same stupid question for the past fifteen minutes until she was sick to death of it. Unfortunately, she still hadn't come up with an answer. At least now that she was no longer staring into eyes as dark as night, the stark and unreasoning fear which had sent her running had begun to fade. 

It must be some kind of joke!

Yeah, right!

Slamming her fist into the steering wheel, she again ordered the stupid words to stop ramming around inside her. Hand stinging, she again tried to find a logical explanation. Unfortunately, as before, her mind didn't want anything to do with logic.

He'd looked so innately primitive, not at all like those so-called savages Hollywood slapped on makeup. She'd never been able to watch westerns because the Indians looked phony. Yes, she supposed that a lot of them actually were Native Americans, but they hadn't belonged in the wilderness they'd been thrust into for the sake of the movie. Despite war paint and bows and arrows and little more than loincloths, there'd been self-conscious about how they presented themselves—as if they were afraid their fellow actors would make fun of them.

This man, this warrior, was as natural a part of the environment as the eagle had been. That was what she couldn't forget. That and something in those ebony eyes which had found and ignited a part of her she hadn't known existed. 

A park service vehicle coming from the opposite direction shocked her back to the here and now and away from insane images of herself following the warrior back to wherever he'd come from. She thought about trying to flag down the park employee, but what would she say, that she'd had a hallucination about a nearly naked, absolute hunk of a savage and wanted to know if it was a common occurrence around here. Yeah, right.

There must be some kind of an explanation, logical and practical, so clear-cut she'd be embarrassed for not having thought of it before. Yeah, right.

After traveling another ten miles, she reached park headquarters, only then realizing what she'd done. She'd intended to spend the day poking around the lava beds. Instead, tail tucked between her legs, she'd hightailed it for civilization. Angry with herself and yet unable to come up with the fortitude necessary for turning around and going back the way she'd come, she eased her vehicle into one of the parking slots. The rustic cabin she'd rented was not quite a mile away, isolated but accessible via a well-maintained footpath. It came equipped with a two-way radio to be used in case of an emergency. Some of the park personnel lived here year around. While wandering around at dusk last night, she'd happened upon the paved road leading from headquarters to the small collection of houses within shouting distance of where she now sat. Although she hadn't stayed around the residential area because she didn't want to invade anyone's privacy, she remembered seeing a couple of satellite dishes. Two girls riding bikes had waved at her, and when she'd asked them, they explained that they went to school in the town of Tulelake which was 'only' thirty miles away. They were on their way to the nearby campground to see if there were any kids their age staying there tonight. The girls were friendly and eager to talk; they'd argued with each other over whether they'd want to stay at the campground or where she was. One had always wanted to spend a night at the cabin. The other wasn't interested because it didn't have a TV or electricity and what would she do once it got dark. She hadn't bothered to tell them that once she got to the Oregon coast, she expected to spend months camping out without electricity. Because it hadn't been  the first time, she hadn't had any trouble falling asleep last night with nothing except coyotes and owls to keep her company. Tonight however—

She deliberately hadn't told anyone of her ties to one of the central players during the Modoc War because she didn't want to risk someone deciding to exploit that. Still, in the back of her mind rode the question of whether she'd thought she'd seen a survivor of that time because her great, great grandfather had died here.

Like that makes any kind of sense.

"Will you stop it!" she muttered and got out of the car. A strong breeze brought with it a hint of the day's heat, the pungent scent of sage and lava, and an almost overwhelming desire to walk away from this spot of civilization and out into the wilderness where he might find her again. 

When she checked in yesterday, the parking lot had been filled with dusty, crammed vans, cars with out of state licenses, even a group of senior citizens on expensive motor cycles. This morning hers was the only vehicle not belonging to park employees. She was surprised to see them here. Shouldn't they be out doing whatever it was they did to maintain the lava beds?
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