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Through the doorway which led from her receptionist-secretarys office into her own, Catherine Morris Perry instantly noticed the box on her desk. It was bulkyperhaps three feet long and almost as high. The legend printed on it said it had originally contained a microwave oven manufactured by General Electric. Strips of brown tape had been wrapped erratically around it. It was a crude box, incongruous amid the pale pastels and tasteful artifacts of Catherine Perrys stylish office.

How was the weekend? Markie said.

Catherine Morris Perry hung her raincoat on its peg, hung her rain hat over it, removed the transparent plastic from her shoes, and said, Hello, Markie.

How was Vermont? Markie asked. Wet up there, too?


Whered that come from? Catherine said, indicating the box.

Federal Express, Markie said. I signed for it.

Am I expecting anything?

Not that you told me about. How was Vermont?

Wet, Catherine said. She did not wish to discuss Vermont, or anything else involving life outside this office, with Markie Bailey. What she did wish to discuss with Markie was taste. Or lack of taste. Putting the big box, brown and ugly, on her antique desk, as Markie had done, was typical of the problem. It squatted there, ugly, obscenely out of place. As out of place as Mrs. Bailey was in this office. But getting rid of her would be almost impossible. Certainly a huge amount of trouble under federal civil service rules. Mrs. Perrys specialty in law was not personnel, but she had learned something from the efforts to get rid of Henry Highhawk, that troublemaking conservator in the Museum of Natural History. What an unending fiasco that had been.

You had a call, Markie said. The cultural attachs office at the Chilean embassy. He wanted an appointment.

Later, Catherine Morris Perry said. Ill return it later. She knew what that problem would be. Another Indian-giver problem. General Something-or-Other wanting artifacts returned. He claimed his great-grandfather had only loaned them to some big shot in United Fruit, and he had no right to give them to the Smithsonian, and they were national treasures and must be returned. Incan, as she remembered. Gold, of course. Gold masks, encrusted with jewels, and the general would probably decide they were the generals personal treasure, if he could get his hands on them. And seeing that he didnt meant a huge amount of work for her, research into documents and into international law, which she should get working on right away.

But there sat the box taking up desk space. It was addressed to her as Museum Spokesperson. Catherine Morris Perry didnt like being addressed as Spokesperson. That she was so addressed probably stemmed from the statement shed given the Washington Post on museum policy. It had been more or less an accident, the whole thing. The reporters call had been referred to her only because someone was sick in the public affairs office, and someone else was away from his desk, and whoever had handled the call had decided a lawyer should deal with it. It concerned Henry Highhawk again, obliquely at least. It concerned the trouble he was stirring up about returning aboriginal skeletal remains. And the Post had called and identified her incorrectly as spokesperson, and quoted her when they should have quoted the museum board of directors. The policy on skeletons was, after all, official policy of the board. And a sound policy.

The Federal Express shipping order attached to the box was correct except for the erroneous title. She was Temporary Assistant Counsel, Public Affairs on loan from the Department of the Interior. She sat and flipped quickly through the remainder of her mail. Nothing much. What was probably an invitation from the National Ballet Guild to an upcoming fund-raiser. Something from the American Civil Liberties Union. A memo from the museum maintenance director telling her why it was impossible for him to deal with a personnel complaint as the law required him to. Another letter concerning insurance for borrowed items going into an exhibit opening next month, and three letters which seemed to be from private outside sources, none familiar.

Catherine Morris Perry put all the envelopes aside unopened, looked at the box, and made a wry face. She opened her desk drawer and extracted her letter opener. Then she buzzed Mrs. Bailey.


Yesum.

Mrs. Bailey. When packages arrive like this, dont bring them in and put them on my desk. Open them and get the contents out.

Okay, Mrs. Bailey said. Ill open it now. Its a heavy thing. She paused. Mrs. Paterson always wanted all the mail put in on her desk.

Ill open it, Catherine said. I meant from now on. And Mrs. Paterson is on leave. She is not in charge now.

Okay, Mrs. Bailey said. Did you notice the telephone messages? Two of them? On your desk, there?

No, Catherine said. They were probably under the box.

Dr. Hebert called and just said he wanted to congratulate you on the way you handled the skeleton thing. On what you said in the Post.

With her free hand Catherine Perry was slicing the tape away with the letter opener. She thought that this box was probably a result of that story in the Washington Post. Any time the museum got into the news, it reminded a thousand old ladies of things in the attic that should be saved for posterity. Since she was quoted, one of them had sent this trash to her by name. What would it be? A dusty old butter churn? A set of family albums?

The other one was somebody in the anthropology division. I put her name on the slip. Wants you to call. Said it was about the Indians wanting their skeletons back.

Right, Catherine said. She pulled open the top flaps. Under them was a copy of the Washington Post, folded to expose the story that had quoted her. Part of it was circled in black.



MUSEUM OFFERS COMPROMISE

IN OLD BONE CONTROVERSY



The headline irritated Catherine. There had been no compromise. She had simply stated the museums policy. If an Indian tribe wanted ancestral bones returned, it had only to ask for them and provide some acceptable proof that the bones in question had indeed been taken from a burial ground of the tribe. The entire argument was ridiculous and demeaning. In fact, even dealing with that Highhawk man was demeaning. Him and his Paho Society. A museum underling and an organization which, as far as anybody knew, existed only in his imagination. And only to create trouble. She glanced at the circled paragraph.

Mrs. Catherine Perry, an attorney for the museum and its spokesperson on this issue, said the demand by the Paho Society for the reburial of the museums entire collection of more than 18,000 Native American skeletons was simply not possible in light of the museums purpose.

She said the museum is a research institution as well as a gallery for public display, and that the museums collection of ancient human bones is a potentially important source of anthropological information. She said that Mr. Highhawks suggestion that the museum make plaster casts of the skeletons and rebury the originals was not practical both because of research needs and because the public has the right to expect authenticity and not to be shown mere reproductions. 

The clause the right to expect authenticity was underlined. Catherine Morris Perry frowned at it, sensing criticism. She picked up the newspaper. Under it, atop a sheet of brown wrapping paper, lay an envelope. Her name had been written neatly on it. She opened it and pulled out a single sheet of typing paper. While she read, her idle hand was pulling away the layer of wrapping paper which had separated the envelope from the contents of the box.


Dear Mrs. Perry:

You wont bury the bones of our ancestors because you say the public has the right to expect authenticity in the museum when it comes to look at skeletons. Therefore I am sending you a couple of authentic skeletons of ancestors. I went to the cemetery in the woods behind the Episcopal Church of Saint Luke. I used authentic anthropological methods to locate the burials of authentic white Anglo types



Mrs. Morris Perrys fingers were under the wrapping paper now, feeling dirt, feeling smooth, cold surfaces.

Mrs. Bailey! she said. Mrs. Bailey! But her eyes moved to the end of the letter. It was signed Henry Highhawk of the Bitter Water People.

What? Mrs. Bailey shouted. What is it?


and to make sure they would be perfectly authentic, I chose two whose identities you can personally confirm yourself. I ask that you accept these two skeletons for authentic display to your clients and release the bones of two of my ancestors so that they may be returned to their rightful place in Mother Earth. The names of these two authentic



Mrs. Bailey was standing beside her now. Honey, she said. Whats wrong? Mrs. Bailey paused. Theres bones in that box, she said. All dirty, too.

Mrs. Morris Perry put the letter on the desk and looked into the box. From underneath a clutter of what seemed to be arm and leg bones a single empty eye socket stared back at her. She noticed that Mrs. Bailey had picked up the letter. She noticed dirt. Damp ugly little clods had scattered on the polished desk top.

My God, Mrs. Bailey said. John Neldine Burgoyne. Jane Burgoyne. Werent thoseArent these your grandparents?
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On the last Thursday in August, the doctor treating Agnes Tsosie in the Public Health Service hospital at Fort Defiance told her she was dying and there was nothing he could do about it.

I knew that, Agnes Tsosie said. And she smiled at him, and patted his hand, and asked him to call the chapter house at Lower Greasewood and leave word there for her family to come and get her.

I wont be able to release you, the doctor said. We have to keep you on medications to control the pain, and that has to be monitored. You wont be able to go home. Not yet.

Not ever, Agnes Tsosie said, still smiling. But you leave the message for me anyway. And dont you feel bad about it. Born for Water told Monster Slayer to leave Death alive to get rid of old people like me. You have to make some room for the new babies.

Agnes Tsosie came home from the hospital at Fort Defiance on the last Monday of Augustoverriding the objections of her doctor and the hospital establishment by force of the notorious Agnes Tsosie willpower.

In that part of the Navajo Reservation west of the Chuska mountain range and north of the Painted Desert, just about everybody knew about Agnes Tsosie. Old Woman Tsosie had twice served her Lower Greasewood Chapter on the Navajo Tribal Council. National Geographic had used her picture in an article about the Navajo Nation. Her iron will had a lot to do with starting tribal programs to get water wells drilled and water supplies available at every chapter house where hauling drinking water was a problem. Her stubborn wisdom had been important for years among her clansmen, the Bitter Water People. On the Bitter Water Dinee she imposed her rigid rules of peace. Once, she had kept a meeting of two Bitter Water families in session for eleven days untilout of hunger and exhaustionthey settled a grazing rights feud that had rankled for a hundred years.

Too many people come out of these belagaana hospitals dead, Agnes Tsosie had told her doctor. I want to come out alive. And no one was surprised that she did. She came out walking, helped by her daughter and her husband. She sat in the front seat of her daughters pickup, joking as she always did, full of teasing and funny stories about hospital behavior. But on the long drive through the sagebrush flats toward Lower Greasewood the laughter died away. She leaned heavily against the pickup door and her face was gray with sickness.

Her son-in-law was waiting at her hogan. His name was Rollie Yellow and Agnes Tsosie, who liked almost everyone, liked Yellow a lot. They had worked a way around the Navajo taboo that decreed sons-in-law must avoid mothers-in-law. Agnes Tsosie decided that role applied only to mean mothers-in-law with bad sons-in-law. In other words, it applied to people who couldnt get along. Agnes Tsosie and Yellow had gotten along wonderfully for thirty years and now it was Yellow who half carried her into her summer hogan. There she slept fitfully all afternoon and through the night.

The next morning, Rollie Yellow made the long bumpy drive around the mesa to the Lower Greasewood Chapter House and used the telephone. He called the chapter house at Many Farms and left word that Nancy Yabenny was needed.

Nancy Yabenny was a clerk-typist in the office of the Navajo Timber Industries and a crystal gazerone of the category of Navajo shamans who specialize in answering hard questions, in finding the lost, in identifying witches, and in diagnosing illnesses so that the proper curing ceremonial can be arranged.

Nancy Yabenny arrived Thursday afternoon, driving a blue Dodge Ram pickup. She was a plump, middle-aged woman wearing a yellow pantsuit which had fit her better when she was slimmer. She carried her crystal, her four-mountains bundle, and the other paraphernalia of her profession in a briefcase. She placed a kitchen chair in the shade beside Agnes Tsosies bed. Yellow had moved the bed out of the hogan into the brush arbor so that Agnes Tsosie could watch the thunderclouds form and blow away above the Hopi Buttes. Yabenny and Old Woman Tsosie talked for more than an hour. Then Nancy Yabenny arranged her slab of crystal on the earth, took her jish of sacred things out of her purse, and extracted from it a prescription bottle filled with corn pollen. She dusted the crystal with that, chanted the prescribed blessing song, held it so that the light from the sky illuminated it, and stared into it.

Ah, she said, and held the crystal so that Agnes Tsosie could see what she was seeing. Then she questioned Agnes Tsosie about what they had seen.

It was sundown when Nancy Yabenny emerged from the brush arbor. She talked to Tsosies husband and daughter and to Rollie Yellow. She told them Agnes Tsosie needed a Yeibichai to be restored to harmony and beauty.

Rollie Yellow had half expected that, but still it was a blow. White men call it the Night Chant, but the ceremonial was named for its principal participantYeibichai, the great Talking God of Navajo metaphysics. As the maternal grandfather of all the other gods, he often serves as their spokesman. It is an expensive ceremony, nine days and nights of feeding the audience of clansmen and friends, and providing for the medicine man, his helpers, and as many as three teams of yei dancers. But much worse than the expense, in the mind of Rollie Yellow, was that what Yabenny had told them meant the belagaana doctor was probably right. Agnes Tsosie was very, very sick. No matter the cost, he would have to find a singer who knew how to do the Night Chant. Not many did. But there was time. The Yeibichai can be performed only after the first frost, after snakes have hibernated, only in the Season When Thunder Sleeps.
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I heard you decided not to quit, Jay Kennedy said. That right?

More or less, Lieutenant Joe Leaphorn said.

Glad to hear it. How busy are you?

Leaphorn hesitated, his eyes flicking over the pile of paperwork on his desk, his mind analyzing the tone of Kennedys voice on the telephone.

Nothing unusual, he said.

You heard about this body out east of Gallup?

I heard a something-or-other, Leaphorn saidwhich meant a secondhand report of what had been overheard by the radio dispatcher downstairs. Just enough to know it wasnt a routine body find.

It may not be Bureau business, Kennedy said. Except technically. But its interesting.

Which was Kennedys way of saying he thought it soon would be his business. Kennedy was Gallup area Federal Bureau of Investigation, and had been a friend of Leaphorns long enough so that such things no longer had to be exactly said.

The way I heard it, they found him beside the railroad, Leaphorn said. That would be off the reservation. None of our business either.

No, but it might get to be, Kennedy said.

Leaphorn waited for an explanation. None came.

How? he asked. And is it a homicide?

Dont know the cause of death yet, Kennedy said. And we dont have an identification. But it looks like theres some sort of connection between this bird and a Navajo. He paused. There was a note. Well, not really a note.

Whats the interesting part? Is that it?

Well, thats peculiar. But what interests me is how the body got where it is.

Leaphorns face relaxed slightly into something like a smile. He looked over the work on the desk. Through the window of his second-floor office in the Navajo Tribal Police Building he could see puffy white autumn clouds over the sandstone formation which gave Window Rock, Arizona, its name. A beautiful morning. Beyond the desk, out through the glass, the world was cool, clear, pleasant.


Leaphorn. You still there?

You want me to look for tracks? Is that it?

Youre supposed to be good at it, Kennedy said. Thats what you always tell us.

All right, Leaphorn said. Show me where it is.

The body was under the sheltering limbs of a clump of chamisa, protected from the slanting morning sun by an adjoining bush. From where he stood on the gravel of the railroad embankment, Leaphorn could see the soles of two shoes, their pointed toes aimed upward, two dark gray pant legs, a white shirt, a necktie, a suit coat, still buttoned, and a grounds-eye view of a pale narrow face with oddly pouched cheeks. Under the circumstances, the corpse seemed remarkably tidy.

Nice and neat, Leaphorn said.

Undersheriff Delbert Baca thought he meant the scene of the crime. He nodded.

Just luck, he said. A fellow running a freight engine past here just happened to notice him. The train was rolling so he couldnt get down and stomp around over everything. Jackson here Baca nodded to a plump young man in a McKinley County deputy sheriffs uniform who was standing on the tracks he was driving by on the interstate. Baca gestured toward Interstate Highway 40, which was producing a faint rumble of truck traffic a quarter-mile to the west. He got out here before the state police could mess everything up.

Nobodys moved the body then? Leaphorn asked. What about this note you mentioned? How did you find that?

Baca here checked his pockets looking for identification, Kennedy said. Reached under him to check hip pockets. He didnt find a billfold or anything, but he found this in the handkerchief pocket of his coat. Kennedy held out a small folded square of yellow paper. Leaphorn took it.

You dont know who he is then?

Dont know, Kennedy said. The billfold is missing. There wasnt anything in his pockets except some change, a ballpoint pen, a couple of keys, and a handkerchief. And then there was this note in his coat pocket.

Leaphorn unfolded the note.

You wouldnt think to look in that coat pocket if you were stripping somebody of identification, Baca said. Anyway, thats what I think was happening.

The note was written with what might have been a ballpoint pen with a very fine point. It said:


Yeabechay? Yeibeshay? Agnes Tsosie (correct). Should be near Windowrock, Arizona.

Leaphorn turned the square over. Stic Up was printed across the top, the trade name of the maker of notepads which stick to bulletin boards.

Know her? Kennedy asked. Agnes Tsosie. It sounds familiar to me.

Tsosies like Kennedy in Boston, Leaphorn said. He frowned. He did know one Agnes Tsosie. Just a little and from way back. An old lady who used to serve on the tribal council a long time ago. Elected from the Lower Greasewood district, if he remembered it right. A good woman, but probably dead by now. And there must be other Agnes Tsosies here and there around the reservation. Agnes was a common name and there were a thousand Tsosies. Maybe we can find her, though. We can easy enough, if shes associated with a Yeibichai. Theyre not having many of those anymore.

Thats the ceremony they call the Night Chant, isnt it? Kennedy asked.

Or Nightway, Leaphorn said.

The one that lasts nine days, Kennedy said. And they have the masked dancers?

Thats it, Leaphorn said. But who was this man with the pointed shoes who seemed to know an Agnes Tsosie? Leaphorn moved past the chamisa limbs, placing his feet carefully to erase nothing not already erased in Bacas search of the victims pockets. He squatted, buttocks on heels, grunting at the pain in his knees. He should exercise more, he thought. It was a habit hed dropped since Emmas death. They had always walked togetheralmost every evening when he got home from the office. Walked and talked. But now

The victim had no teeth. His face, narrow as it was, had the caved-in, pointed-chin look of the toothless old. But this man wasnt particularly old. Sixty perhaps. And not the sort to be toothless. His suit, blue-black with an almost microscopic gray stripe, looked old-fashioned but expensive, the attire of that social class with the time and money to keep its teeth firmly in its jaws. At this close range, Leaphorn noticed that the suit coat had a tiny patch by the middle button and the narrow lapel looked threadbare. The shirt looked threadbare, too. But expensive. So did a simple broad gold ring on the third finger of his left hand. And the face itself was an expensive face. Leaphorn had worked around white men for almost forty years, and Leaphorn studied faces. This mans complexion was darkeven with the pallor of deathbut it was an aristocratic face. A narrow, arrogant nose, fine bones, high forehead.


Leaphorn shifted his position and examined the victims shoes. The leather was expensive, and under the days thin film of dust it glowed with a thousand polishings. Handmade shoes, Leaphorn guessed. But made a long time ago. And now the heels were worn, and one sole had been replaced by a shoemaker.

You noticed the teeth? Kennedy asked.

I noticed the lack of them, Leaphorn said. Did anyone find a set of false teeth?

No, Baca said. But nobody really looked. Not yet. It seemed to me that the first question to consider was how this guy got here.

Leaphorn found himself wondering why the sheriffs office had called the FBI. Had Baca sensed something about the death of this tidy man that suggested a federal crime? He looked around him. The track ran endlessly east, endlessly westthe Santa Fe main line from the Midwest to California. North, the red sandstone ramparts of Iyanbito Mesa; south, the pion hills which rose toward the Zuni Mesa and the Zuni Mountains. And just across the busy lanes of Interstate 40 stood Fort Wingate. Old Fort Wingate, where the U.S. Army had been storing ammunition since the Spanish-American War.

How did he get here? Thats the question, Kennedy said. He wasnt thrown off the Amtrak, thats obvious. He doesnt look the type to be riding a freight. So Id guess that probably somebody carried him here. But why the hell would anybody do that?

Could this have anything to do with Fort Wingate? Leaphorn asked. A half-mile or so up the main line he could see the siding that curved away toward the military base.

Baca laughed, shrugged.

Who knows? Kennedy said.

I heard they were going to shut the place down, Leaphorn said. Its obsolete.

I heard that too, Kennedy said. You think you can find any tracks?

Leaphorn tried. He walked down the railroad embankment some twenty paces and started a circle through the sage, snakeweed, and chamisa. The soil here was typical of a sagebrush flat: loose, light, and with enough fine caliche particles to form a crust. An early autumn shower had moved over this area about a week ago, making tracking easy. Leaphorn circled back to the embankment without finding anything except the marks left by rodents, lizards, and snakes and confident there had been nothing to find. He walked another dozen yards down the track and started another, wider circle. Again, he found nothing that wasnt far too old or caused by an animal. Then he crisscrossed the sagebrush around the body, slowly, eyes down.


Kennedy, Baca, and Jackson were waiting for him on the embankment above the body. Behind him, far down the track, an ambulance had parked with a white sedan behind itthe car used by the pathologist from the Public Health Service hospital in Gallup. Leaphorn made a wry face. He shook his head.

Nothing, he said. If someone carried him in from this side, they carried him up from way down the tracks.

Or down from way up the tracks, Baca said, grinning.

What were you looking for? Kennedy asked. Besides tracks.

Nothing in particular, Leaphorn said. Youre not really looking for anything in particular. If you do that, you dont see things youre not looking for.

So you think he got brought in from way down the track? Kennedy said.

I dont know, Leaphorn said. Why would anyone do that? Thats lots of hard work. And the risk of being seen while youre doing it. Why is this sagebrush better than any other sagebrush?

Maybe they hauled him in from the other side, Kennedy said.

Leaphorn stared across the tracks. There was no road over there either. How about lifting him off a train?

Amtrak is going about sixty-five miles an hour here, Kennedy said. Doesnt start slowing for Gallup for miles. I cant see that man on a freight, and they dont stop out here either. I checked with the railroad on all that.

They stood then on the embankment above the man with the pointed shoes, with nothing to say in the presence of death. The ambulance crew came down the track, carrying a stretcher, trailed by the pathologist carrying a satchel. He was a small young man with a blond mustache. Leaphorn didnt recognize him and he didnt introduce himself.

He squatted beside the body, tested the skin at the neck, tested the stiffness of the wrists, bent finger joints, looked into the toothless mouth.

He looked up at Kennedy. Howd he get here?

Kennedy shrugged.

The doctor unbuttoned the suit coat and the shirt, pulled up the undershirt, examined the chest and abdomen. Theres no blood anywhere. No nothin. He unbuckled the belt, unzipped the trouser fly, felt. You guys know what killed him? he asked nobody in particular.


What? Baca said. What killed him?

Hell, I dont know, the doctor said, still intent on the body. I just got here. I was asking you.

He rose, took a step back. Put him on the stretcher, he ordered. Face down.

Face down on the stretcher the man with the pointed shoes looked even smaller. The back of his dark suit was floured with gray dust, his dignity diminished. The doctor ran his hands over the body, up the spine, felt the back of the head, massaged the neck.

Ah, he said. Here we are.

The doctor parted the hair at the back of the mans head at the point where the spine joins the skull. The hair, Leaphorn noticed, was matted and stiff. The doctor leaned back, looking up at them, grinning happily. See?

Leaphorn could see very littleonly a small place where neck became skull and where there seemed to be the blackness of congealed blood.

What am I seeing? Kennedy asked, sounding irritated. I dont see a damned thing.

The pathologist stood, brushed off his hands, and looked down at the man in the pointed shoes.

What you see is where somebody who knows how to use a knife can kill somebody quick, he said. Like lightning. You stick it in that little gap between the first vertebra and the base of the skull. Cut the spinal cord. He chuckled. Zap.

That what happened? Kennedy asked. How long ago?

Looks like it, the doctor said. Id say it was probably yesterday. But well do an autopsy. Then youll have your answer.

One answer, Kennedy said. Or two. How and when. That leaves who.

And why, Leaphorn thought. Why was always the question that lay at the heart of things. It was the answer Joe Leaphorn always looked for. Why did this manobviously not a Navajohave the name of a Navajo woman written on a note in his pocket? And the misspelled name of a Navajo ceremonial? The Yeibichai. It was the ceremonial in which the great mystical, mythical, magical spirits who formed the culture of the Navajos and created their first four clans actually appeared, personified in masks worn by dancers. Was the murdered man headed for a Yeibichai? As a matter of fact, he couldnt have been. It was weeks too early. The Yeibichai was a winter ceremonial. It could be performed only after the snakes had hibernated, only in the Season When Thunder Sleeps. But why else would he have the note? Leaphorn pondered and found no possible answers. He would find Agnes Tsosie and ask her.

The Agnes Tsosie Leaphorn remembered proved to beapparentlythe right one. At least when Leaphorn inquired about her as the first step in what he feared would be a time-consuming hunt he learned the family was planning a Yeibichai ceremonial for her. He spent a few hours making telephone inquiries and decided he had struck it lucky. There seemed to be only three of the great Night Chant ceremonials scheduled so far. One would be held at the Navajo Nation Fair at Window Rock for a man named Roanhorse and another was planned in December over near Burnt Water for someone in the Gorman family. That left Agnes Tsosie of Lower Greasewood as the only possibility.

The drive from Leaphorns office in Window Rock to Lower Greasewood took him westward through the ponderosa forests of the Defiance Plateau, through the pion-juniper hills which surround Ganado, and then southeast into the sagebrush landscape that falls away into the Painted Desert. At the Lower Greasewood Boarding School those children who lived near enough to be day students were climbing aboard a bus for the trip home. Leaphorn asked the driver where to find the Agnes Tsosie place.

Twelve miles down to the junction north of Beta Hochee, the driver said. And then you turn back south toward White Cone about two miles and take the dirt road past the Na-Ah-Tee trading post, and about three-four miles past that, to your right, theres a road that leads off toward the backside of Tesihim Butte. Thats the road that leads up to Old Lady Tsosies outfit. About two miles, maybe.

Road? Leaphorn asked.

The driver was a trim young woman of perhaps thirty. She knew exactly what Leaphorn meant. She grinned.

Well, actually, its two tracks out through the sage. But its easy to find. Theres a big bunch of asters blooming along thereright at the top of a slope.

The junction of the track to the Tsosie place was easy to find. Asters were blooming everywhere along the dirt road past Na-Ah-Tee trading post, but the place where the track led off from the road was also marked by a post which the bus driver hadnt mentioned. An old boot was jammed atop the post, signaling that somebody would be at home. Leaphorn downshifted and turned down the track. He felt fine. Everything about this business of learning why a dead man had Agnes Tsosies name in his pocket was working well.

I dont have no idea who that could be, Agnes Tsosie said. She was reclining, thin, gray haired, propped up by pillows on a metal bed under a brush arbor beside her house, holding a Polaroid photograph of the man with the pointed shoes. She handed it to Jolene Yellow, who was standing beside the sofa. Daughter, you know this man?

Jolene Yellow examined the photograph, shook her head, handed the print back to Leaphorn. He had been in the business too long to show disappointment.

Any idea why some stranger might be coming out here to your Yeibichai?

No. She shook her head. Not this stranger.

Not this stranger. Leaphorn thought about that. Agnes Tsosie would explain in good time. Now she was looking away, out across the gentle slope that fell away from Tesihim Butte and then rose gradually toward the sharp dark outline of Nipple Butte to the west. The sage was gray and silver with autumn, the late afternoon sun laced it with slanting shadows, and everywhere there was the yellow of blooming snakeweed and the purple of the asters. Beauty before her, Leaphorn thought. Beauty all around her. But Agnes Tsosies face showed no sign she was enjoying the beauty. It looked strained and sick.

We have a letter, Agnes Tsosie said. Its in the hogan. She glanced at Jolene Yellow. My daughter will get it for you to look at.

The letter was typed on standard bond paper.


September 13.

Dear Mrs. Tsosie:

I read about you in an old issue of National Geographicthe one with the long story about the Navajo Nation. It said you were a member of the Bitter Water Clan, which was also the clan of my grandmother, and I noticed by the picture they had of you that you two look alike. I write to you because I want to ask a favor.

I am one-fourth Navajo by blood. My grandmother told me she was all Navajo, but she married a white man and so did my mother. But I feel I am a Navajo, and I would like to see what can be done about becoming officially a member of the tribe. I would also like to come out to Arizona and talk to you about my family. I remember that my grandmother told me that she herself was the granddaughter of Ganado Mucho and that she was born to the Bitter Water People and that her fathers clan had been the Streams Come Together People.

Please let me know if I can come and visit you and anything you can tell me about how I would become a Navajo.

Sincerely,
Henry Highhawk

I am enclosing a stamped, self-addressed envelope.



Leaphorn reread the letter, trying to connect these words, this odd plea, with the arrogant face of the man with the pointed shoes.

Did you answer it?

I told him to come, Agnes Tsosie said. She sighed, shifted her weight, grimaced.

Leaphorn waited.

I told him there would be a Yeibichai for me after the first frost. Probably late in November. That would be when to come. There would be other Bitter Water People there for him to talk to. I said he could talk to the hataalii who is doing the sing. Maybe it would be proper for him to look through the mask and be initiated like they do with boys on the last night of the sing. I said I didnt know about that. He would have to ask the hataalii about that. And then he could go to Window Rock and see about whether he could get on the tribal rolls. He could find out from the people there what proof he would need.

Leaphorn waited. But Agnes Tsosie had said what she had to say.

Did he answer your letter?

Not yet, she said. Or maybe he did and his letter is down at Beta Hochee. Thats where we pick up our mail.

Nobody has been by the trading post there for a while, Jolene Yellow said. Not since last week.

Do you think you know who this mans grandmother was? Leaphorn asked.

Maybe, Agnes Tsosie said. I remember they said my mother had an aunt who went away to boarding school and never did come back.

Anyway, Jolene Yellow said, hes not the same man.

Leaphorn looked at her, surprised.

He sent his picture, she said. Ill get it.

It was about two inches square, a color photograph of the sort taken by machine to be pasted in passports. It showed a long, slender face, large blue eyes, and long blond hair woven into two tight braids. It was a face that would always look boyish.


He certainly doesnt look like a Navajo, Leaphorn said. He was thinking that this Henry Highhawk looked even less like the man with the pointed shoes.
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