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1930 A.D.


Black Swan sat with several women from the Apache village and
husked corn for the in preparation of the feast that evening. She
looked at Sun Mountain and thought of the times she had gone there
as a child and of the Sun Bird that supposedly lived there, but no
one ever saw it move or talk or perform any of the miracles that
many legends told. She wiped her forehead with a towel and shifted
her back to loosen cramped muscles. She slipped her hand inside her
dress pocket momentarily and touched the leather pouch that held
her rosary.

“There’s a change coming,” Aponi said and it
brought a few grunts of agreement.

“Good or bad?” asked Black Swan. She loosened
the ribbon that held back her long black hair and shook her head.
She retied it as she listened.

“Both,” Aponi said. “I feel much evil is
about to be loosed in the world. And we’re stuck in the middle, as
usual.”

“Well, we can have problems and we can face
anything, if we maintain our faith in God, the Great Spirit and His
Son, Jesus Christ,” Black Swan said.

“You always say that with such assuredness,”
Aponi admonished. “What about the Sun Birds?”

“I don’t know where they fit in,” Black Swan
said. “In my mind and belief, they were probably angels, sent by
the Great Spirit to watch over us. But you know the tendency that
the Indians have to suddenly fall into worshiping what they don’t
understand or fear. They’re not to be worshiped as gods or saviors.
That’s why they’re inactive now. God stopped them so we would stop
worshiping them. They’re not the source of life or salvation for
the Indian nation. I’m very confident in that. Our salvation will
come through belief in Jesus, the Son of the Great Spirit. He came
and He died for us. And if we believe in Him, we will one day have
everlasting peace.”

“In this world?” Aponi asked.

“No. There will never be lasting peace for
us, for any nation in this world. But in the world to come, it will
last forever. No pain, no wars, no hunger, no disease, only love,
peace, and happiness,” Black Swan sighed.

Aponi squinted in the sun and studied Black
Swan’s face. “How many of you believe that?” she asked the women
gathered with them. Several hands went up.

“Still, I’d like to know where the Sun Birds
come in? Are they gods or angels, simply sleeping until the time is
right for them to help to us? Their many activities are recorded in
the story belts. That has to count for something,” Aponi
insisted.

“The only help you or I or anyone needs is
Jesus Christ,” Black Swan repeated. “If you would come to our Bible
classes and read with us, it might make a difference in your belief
and help you understand. If the Sun Birds were anything, or are
anything, they are angels and not to be worshiped as gods. I must
stress that again.”

She truly wished for that to happen. The
Christian Indian Circle was small and every time a new member
joined, it was cause for celebration. Her reading skills, taught at
night by a Christian school teacher set her apart from most women
and it constantly set her at odds with the braves and elders who
wanted to cling to the old ways. At times the loneliness bothered
her, but she would retreat to the mountain and through prayer
restore her spirit to overflowing.

Aponi returned to her task, not wishing to
carry the conversation in that direction. She knew that many of the
women around her did study the Bible and they prayed to Jesus, the
Son of the Great Spirit. But although there was an empty spot
inside of her, like many of the Indians, she could not bring
herself to study what the White Man had brought from foreign lands.
For them to do to the Indians as they had done and then to preach
the love of Jesus was too difficult to understand for many of her
people.

The conversation was ended with the rattle of
bear claws and the jingle of bells as Tanbark and ten of his
followers neared the circle of women. He looked menacing with his
face painted in red and black. The bear claw necklace was his proof
of hunting skills. The bells on his boots were to warn anyone to
clear the way for him and his men. He wore rawhide boots, leggings,
and short breeches made from tanned leather. A tomahawk and knife
hung from his broad belt that fastened in the front with eagle
talons.

His upper body was bare and scarred with
wounds from many fights, both men and animals. A sling of arrows
draped his chest and his bow was fastened to it as well. He always
carried a spear wherever he went. His very presence made many feel
uncomfortable.

“Afternoon, women,” he spoke and jammed the
bottom of his spear into the ground. He grinned broadly as heads
lowered and turned away from him, except for Black Swan. “What’s
the topic of discussion this afternoon?”

“We were discussing the Sun Birds and Jesus,”
Aponi said. “Which do you believe in?”

“Neither,” Tanbark said.

Aponi glanced to Black Swan. “Some of us
believe that the Sun Birds are of no importance in the world,” she
said.

“Neither are the Sun Bird priests,” Tanbark
said.

“And some of us fear the priests will bring
us to a terrible end,” Aponi said.

Tanbark nodded solemnly. “And I can tell you
this, I’ve eliminated many of them and their blight on this land.
And when I catch Aramati on Sun Mountain worshiping them, I will
let him join his fallen brothers. You will no longer have to fear
them or discuss them. They will be history on the story belts.”

“You should not be so proud of killing,”
Black Swan spoke up. “Vengeance is up to the Great Spirit and
Jesus, his son.”

“You should not be so proud of killing,”
Black Swan spoke up. “Vengeance is up to the Great Spirit and
Jesus, His Son.”

“Mind that kind of talk,” Tanbark snarled.
His voice caused most of the women to cringe. “If you and your
Christian brothers and sisters aren’t careful, you’ll feel my wrath
after I’ve leansed the land of the Sun Bird priests and their
nonsense. Don’t take my threats too lightly. You’re not that much
different than they.”

“The Great spirit will deal with you one
day,” Black Swan said evenly, not in the least frightened of
him.

For a brief moment she wondered what it would
be like to be a martyr, to have her head split with his tomahawk,
or to suffer a fatal piercing from his spear. She considered the
Bible she loved so much and the stories about the martyrs, and
thought that if her death happened because of her belief and
witness of Jesus Christ, then so be it.

“You’ll be gone and the Christians will
remain,” she spoke again.

“Then I hope you can remember all the hatred,
threats, and deaths you dish out now. All will be for nothing then.
I’ll mark your words; you can mark the words of Jesus Christ,
because his words will rule long after you’re dust.”

Tanbark snorted and clenched his fist. “Silly
woman! You’d be better off to forget this Jesus and get married.
You brave would teach you when and where to talk.”

Black Swan was undaunted by his insinuation
and insult. “You know, you can kill all the Sun Bird priests and
nothing will happen, but if you martyr a Christian, you can never
silence the voice that will remain and grow stronger with time.
Now, is that silly or what? The Jewish people killed Christ over
nineteen hundred years ago. Today His word grows stronger with each
passing day. Sort of shows you what the word of the Great Spirit is
all about. Right, Tanbark?”

“Enough!” he shouted and he strode noisily
away from the women with his men in hasty pursuit.

 


 


The night was mediocre, lit by the moon but
being covered frequently by dark foreboding clouds. Aramati ran and
stumbled up the mountain path, pursued by Tanbark, the Death
Walker, and his gang. He paused briefly to wipe sweat from his brow
and contemplate fate. Doom for the Indians began when Columbus set
foot on the continent. A silent killer, the white man, more deadly
than the fever viruses that plagued many tribes. The virus would
make you sick and sometimes you could win. The white man killed for
sport, for fun, would pretend to be your friend and kill you when
your back was turned for his own gain.

Death Walker on the other hand was blunt
about his mission; to eradicate the last of the Sun Bird priests
from the face of the earth. He made no attempt to hide it and he
boasted of fifty-seven personal kills. Aramati was to be the
fifty-eighth and last.

“Not if I can help it, Aramati breathed
harshly and the resolve gave him a welcome renewal of strength. He
clambered up the final two hundred yards and stood before the
entrance of the cave where he stopped again. He turned his face to
the sky and spoke, “Great Spirit, I have tried my best to serve you
and the Sun Bird you gave to my ancestors. I beg you, do not let
Death Walker overtake me and stop what I must do. If you don’t help
me, I fear I will meet you face-to-face tonight, in a different
world. And if I do, who will follow in my place?”

Below him, and how far he could not tell, he
heard the noisy chase and Death Walker yipping insanely. He shook
his head, burdened with sorrow because of the hatred Tanbark
carried in his heart, and entered the tunnel in the pitch-black
darkness.

Few warriors, other than the priests, ever
dared to enter through that 400' long corridor, which in places
required one to turn and inch forward sideways. He had done it
numerous times as part of his sabbaticals and few of his
predecessors had done it as often as he. He assumed a small amount
of pride in his lack of fear as he moved forward that night. It
gave him a vast sense of relief and determination that he could not
get other people to understand or feel. To place oneself in a
situation and position where escape and/or rescue was impossible
took courage, the courage afforded to Sun Bird priests by the Great
Spirit.

He gained the end of the corridor and jumped
from the ledge at the end to the floor, four feet below. With
practiced efficiency, he took a match from his pouch and lit a
torch resting in the right hand wall of the cavern where he now
stood. The light bathed the interior with dim and flickering light
but every detail of the altar and the mysterious sundial type of
pattern in the floor were more than familiar to him.

Kneeling before the circle on the floor, he
set the torch to the right in the holding notch of stone. He took
the orange stone Sun Bird from his pouch, the reason for his
pursuit, and set its legs into the two holes in the center of the
sundial apparatus. He whispered a hasty prayer of greetings and
then began to speak in earnest.

“Oh, Great Sun Bird, I am the last of the
priests who believed in you. You were passed to us from many, many
moons ago to today. My people are dying. The disease and starvation
are more than I can bear sometimes. The white man, with his lying
heart, forked tongue, and disregard for anything sacred is
slaughtering my brothers all across this great continent, which has
more than enough room for both of our people.

“Death Walker hunts me, wishing to take my
life as he has many before me. He does not respect the Life
Principle. He does not wish to live and let live. He does not
believe in you or in the Great Spirit. He has gone wholeheartedly
to the white way. He wants to see all the poor Indians die. He
reveres the white man and betrays the red man in his own
environment.

“I feel for the whites who journeyed from
their home because of persecution. We do not wish that on anyone.
Why must they in turn persecute us? It makes no sense. My people
are dying. They either succumb to disease, brought by the whites,
or through attacks on our villages, or die of starvation, or of
treachery at the hands of our enemy. They subvert and turn my
people from the path of the spirits to their god who obviously
supports slavery and slaughter of any people who differ from them
in any way. The youth of our villages are led to disbelieve in you,
or any traditional sacred way of life. Even the reading of the
Bible and worshiping Jesus is spreading through our villages. Not a
lot, but enough to be noticed.

“Only the white way is the right way, but he
doesn’t realize that his way is not ours. I beg you, Sun Bird, who
I believe holds the promise of the future of our great nation
through the Great Spirit and Jesus, please do not let this happen.
Come back to us. Break the thousand year silence you vowed. Must
the end of the Indian nation start here? Today?

“I have remained faithful in my beliefs. I
have carried the dream that my forefathers passed on to me, that
this nation belongs to the Indian, not the invading white man.
Never have I released my grip on that dream, that promise that I’ve
been told you made to us.

“I beg you, speak to your last priest and
believer. Show me that I have not erred and practiced the rituals
in vain. You are the last hope for us.”

He fell silent then, praying for and hoping
for an answer. In the twenty years of making this journey, as a
matter of respect, hope, faith, and honor, he had never received
one sign from the Sun Bird. Doubts raged through his mind. Fears
chipped away at his solidarity and resolve. Behind him he imagined
he heard Tanbark and his followers debating who would enter the
shrine and solve their problem.

The air was thick with tension and he did not
realize when the Sun Bird began to glow, but it did. In twenty
years of visits, and many prayers, nothing had physically happened
to show him that the Sun Bird was real.

“What!” he whispered when he realized that
something was happening in the cave. The Sun Bird began to hum a
sweet melody that increased with the light. The circle on the stone
floor began to slowly rotate and the shadow of the Sun Bird stopped
at different points on the outer ring and rotate the opposite
direction. It paused when the statue faced Aramati.

“Greetings, Aramati,” it sang in a melodic
voice. “Your prayers, your fears, your hopes, your dreams, have not
fallen on deaf ears. It is known that you are the most recent and
the most faithful, and the most hopeful of priests. And your
prayers have been received by the Great Spirit with the greatest of
love and concern.

“True, most have been prayers that have been
passed from generation to generation, but the last one has been the
most heartfelt and now is the moment that we have chosen to
respond.”

“Then I have not hoped in vain?”

“Never in vain,” was the reply

“Death Walker is near,” Aramati said
worriedly.

“Fear not. Worry not. Tonight is the first
night of his loss. He will suffer many more before his is fully and
finally disgraced.”

“I will trust in you,” he answered.

The circles began to turn again, accompanied
by a deep humming sound and vibration in the ground. More circles
began to appear and rotate in concentric directions and Aramati
backed away from them. Holes opened in the circles, casting red
beams of light that shifted around the cavern.

Behind him he heard the sounds of Tanbark and
his followers in the tunnel. The ground trembled and the Sun Bird
left its position in the center of the circles and flew toward the
tunnel. Shortly there were screams and shouts and he felt the earth
shake again and turned to see the tunnel close.

“Fear not,” its dainty voice filled the
cavern. “Your services will still be required.”

Aramati moved farther back from the rings
where he sat on the ledge of the tunnel and watched them with great
awe and fascination. It soon appeared that the cavern was growing
in size and warmth, and all of it because of the red beams of
light. He yawned and stretched, suddenly feeling weary. “This is
not me,” he whispered.

“Sleep, Aramati,” said the voice. “Sleep long
and sleep well. We will meet again.”

“Okay,” he yawned and his eyes drifted
closed.

Outside the Sun Bird flew through the quiet
night air and surveyed the landscape. The Sun Mountain was the most
perfect spot for her mission. She looked to the stars above her and
landed on a huge rock on the side facing Aramati’s village. She
calmed herself, stretched her talons, and they began to become one
with the rock. She began singing a repetitive song without
ceasing.

“Come to me, weary brethren. Come to me. Join
yourselves and face your destiny. The birthright was guaranteed by
the Great Spirit. He will provide for you. He will nourish you and
vanquish your enemies if you abide by His words. Come to me, weary
brethren. Experience everlasting peace through Jesus Christ.”

 


 


In the village below, Oshan, Aramati’s loyal
friend and secret understudy woke from a deep sleep, alarmed by his
impatience and sudden dread. In a dream he saw the Sun Bird and it
was full of orange light. Three times it landed on his chest and
bid him waken. He gasped and shivered although the night was not
cold. He rose from his slumber and went straight to Aramati’s tent,
preoccupied on telling his friend and teacher about the dream. To
his dismay, he found the tent empty.

“This is not good,” he said. “Not with the
Death Walker talking so boldly and loudly against Aramati’s faith
in the Sun Bird.” He considered what to do and exited his tent to
stare at the sky and Sun Mountain. It surprised him to see the peak
glowing in the same orange light of his dream.

“He’s there,” he whispered dejectedly. “He
went without me?”

He broke into a trot and stopped only when he
reached the Chieftain Gray Owl’s tent. “He’s not going to like
this, but I feel compelled beyond all reason to do it.”

He pulled back the tent flap and tied it back
loosely with rawhide strips. He entered the dwelling and paused
long enough to let his eyes adjust to the dim interior. He went
straight to the softly snoring form of Gray Owl and knelt beside
him. He put a hand across the Chief’s mouth and the man woke
instantly.

“Sorry, Gray Owl, sir,” he whispered.
“Something is dreadfully wrong. Aramati is missing and I woke from
a nightmare three times. The Sun Mountain peak is glowing orange
and I feel certain that Aramati’s there, probably in the temple. I
also feel that Death Walker will seize this fortune to stop him.
One small accident and we would never see him again.”

“Are you that convinced?” Gray Owl asked.

“Yes, but I don’t want to check on Death
Walker. I’ll let you handle that, if you’ll grant me leave to go to
Sun Mountain. The urge to go is extremely compelling. Please say
yes.”

“Tanbark is a pain to many people,” sighed
Gray Owl. “Go. If you’re certain enough to enter the Chief’s tent
and wake him in the middle of the night, who am I to argue with
spiritual matters? Go. I’ll check on Death Walker and his stooges
and wait for your return.”

 


Oshan left quickly, elated by his discovery
and his new mission. At least it was a purpose and mission that
could be fulfilled. Not like the intangible faith and belief in the
Sun Bird.

The night was good for running and he wasted
no time to start. Within a half-hour he was at the base of the
mountain. He started up the path and found immediate resistance. He
passed through an area where he was surrounded by a purple
haze.

“Something is dreadfully wrong here,” he
said. He felt weightless and realized that he was floating toward
the mountain peak. “Do not panic,” he pleaded to himself.

The Sun Bird’s voice entered his mind.
Fear not, Oshan. No harm will come to you.

“You know my name?” he responded, shocked by
the clear voice.

I do. Silence please. Wait.

The feeling of drifting ended and he stood
before the rock where the Sun Bird rested.

“Where is Aramati?” he asked straightway. “I
seek him. I fear for his life.”

He’s in a safe place. When you are quite
old, he will return to you.

“That makes no sense,” he said.

Faith requires no sense. It requires only
belief in what you want to happen and what you know will happen.
You regard the Sun Bird as an intangible; something you can’t hold
in your hands, study, and record. However, you are standing before
me. Do I look real? Do you wish to touch me? Would that help?

Oshan considered the hours of whispered
talks with Aramati. “No. I don’t wish to touch you. I will believe
and have the same faith as Aramati.”

‘Well spoken,’ she replied.

“I will go now,” he said. “I will wait for
Aramati’s return. How long will that be?”

You will never leave this protected area
before Aramati returns, she said. Your people, the whole
Indian Nation need a chieftain to lead them to a final victory.
Aramati may have been the last known priest, but no one knows that
the Death Walker was wrong. You are here. You will remain here on
this mountain and its vicinity while Aramati sleeps. And you will
live to witness Death Walker’s bitter defeat.

“I will do all that?” he asked. The few words
she spoke filled him with trepidation.

Fear not, my friend. You are the Sun Bird’s
final spiritual link with your people. You will do that and more.
Relax. Fear nothing. You will be the leader of all the Indian
Tribes who exist now or will exist in the final great conflict that
is the Indian’s destiny.

“What shall I do?” he asked.

Lead when they start to arrive. Then follow
what I will communicate to you. It’s really simple. Relax now and
let me return to my Gathering Song.

Oshan nodded and turned toward the village
below. “I feel strange, but I’m glad that it’s I who will be the
leader.” He sat on a rock before the Sun Bird and listened to the
silent message that thrilled him at the core of his being.

Come to me, weary brethren. Come to me. Join
yourselves and face your destiny. The birthright was guaranteed by
the Great Spirit. He will provide for you. He will nourish you and
vanquish your enemies if you abide by His words. Come to me, weary
brethren. Experience everlasting life through the Great Spirit and
His Son, Jesus Christ.’

 


Inside the cavern the light was still bright
and Aramati woke with a start. Before him stood an old man with
white beard and hair and a long white robe that covered him from
shoulder to foot.

“Who are you?” Aramati asked.

“My name is Shilron,” the man said. “I’m
commander of the Shilron Warriors.”

“An angel? I’ve heard the Christians talk of
them and you look like they relate.”

“Yes, and who are you?” Shilron asked.

“I’m Aramati, the last, well supposedly the
last Sun Bird Priest,” he said proudly.

“Have you not heard of Jesus?” Shilron
asked.

“In passing, but that is something from the
white man and his Bible.”

Shilron nodded. “From the white man’s Bible?
That part is true, however, the name of Jesus is never in passing
in any nation or people.”

“I believe in the Great Spirit.”

“Not enough,” said Shilron. “If only you
would listen to what Black Swan and other Christian people in your
village and in your nation say and believe. There are evil white
men who would destroy their own country. There are evil Indians who
would do the same to themselves. And on both sides, the Christians
who can carry on the work of Jesus are ignored, harassed, hated,
slandered, and slaughtered daily by the ones who would destroy
everything for the riches of the world.

“The problem with the Indians is that they
have turned away from the Great spirit and His Son, Jesus. They
have run like whore mongers to the white way and to the old ways
that were twisted by the evil spirits in the past.

They seek help from statues, from rocks, from
trees, from birds, and not the Great Spirit. Therefore, they were
given up to the white man. They were overcome with the white man
and his need to have a place where he could freely worship God and
Jesus whom the Indians have long ignored. You were meant to die.
You were meant to be destroyed to the last living Indian.

Aramati hung his head. “We weren’t meant to
live like this?”

“No. You were created to worship the Great
Spirit and His Son, who died for you. But you never want to hear
that. In the past, you were given opportunities beyond belief and
you followed the ones who twisted those words. You cling to the
past and refuse to budge from the way you live to join the calling
voice inside your mind and hearts, the voice of the Great Spirit
and Jesus. It is noble and honorable to respect the earth, but
foolish to ignore the Great Spirit and his plans.”

“And the Sun Birds?” Aramati asked.

“The Sun Birds were angels, sent to help you,
to guide you, but your ancestors chose to make them gods. That’s
why they chose to remain silent for a thousand years, in hopes that
your worshiping them would cease. Sadly that has not happened.”

“But tonight they spoke; at least one did,”
Aramati said.

Shilron nodded gravely. “One did. That is
truth. Tonight is the time for the last chance to be given. Your
people can follow the old ways into total destruction, or they can
follow Jesus, the Great Spirit’s Son into the abundant and
prosperous future He wants you to have.”

A chilling thought hit Aramati just then “Am
I dead? Is that why I can commune with you?”

“No. You will soon sleep again. And while you
sleep, you will be visited by many angels and teachers. You will
one day be reunited with your people and you must give the final
testimony that will sway them to life or to death. From this day
on, until the final battle is fought, you and the Daughter of
Light, who is yet to be born, will be the last-chance decision
makers and leaders. Listen to what you’re told and listen well.
There will be no more reprieves given when you once again set foot
on the outside of this cavern.

Rest in peace, Aramati. Listen to the Song of
Love that will fill your heart, mind and soul. And be assured it is
but a trifling of the love you will feel if you ever make the right
decision and stand in the presence of the Great Spirt or His
Son.”

 



1979 A.D.

 The
Indian nation grew as the tribes and individuals responded to the
silent call of the Sun Bird. From all points of both Americas,
Mexico, and Canada they journeyed to find the source of the
promised salvation. When they arrived inside the shield around Sun
Mountain, they never desired to leave.

And the majority of them were willing and
yearning candidates for Black Swan and her Christian Indian Circle.
They poured themselves into Christianity with rejuvenating
gusto.

 


In the year 1979, Oshan was 63 and his wife
Chenoa was 60, when he made an announcement that sent laughter,
awe, disbelief, and ridicule throughout the nearly 2,500,000 strong
tribe. He told them that Chenoa was with child and would soon
deliver. The ones who followed the old way dismissed the idea as
absurd. The Christians understood it as a miracle and believed it
was true.

On July 4, 1979 the morning began as many
mornings, sunny and bright. The midwives in Oshan’s tent no longer
disbelieved when Chenoa went into labor. They tended her as Oshan
paced from tent to campfire outside and back. The local tribal
families began to gather and wait with anticipation and
entertainment. Shortly before 9:00 a.m., an earthquake struck the
area and when it ceased, nearly everyone lay trembling on the
ground.

“What’s going on? This hasn’t happened in
years. Why now?” Oshan asked, standing and dusting himself.

“An omen!” said one. “It’s an omen of
approaching evil!”

Oshan snorted. “Nonsense! Stop that silly
talk right now!”

“Look at that!” shouted one person and
pointed.

They turned nearly as one to view Sun
Mountain. An orange beam of light left the peak of the mountain and
moved to the prairie to the left of the village. It paused a moment
over a herd of buffalo grazing there and they stampeded. Then the
beam moved onward to the village to stop on Oshan’s

tent.

At that moment Chenoa screamed and the baby
was born.

“Evil Omen?” Oshan asked jovially. “I think
not. More like a blessing.” He turned excitedly and entered his
tent.

“Well, what is it” he demanded.

“It’s a girl,” Black Swan said. “A beautiful
princess if I ever saw one. God is great in His creation.”

Oshan stood beside her and looked at the
bright unfocused eyes in his daughter’s face and smiled. “I agree
with you. She’s beautiful.”

“We did it,” sighed Chenoa and ended in
tears. “After so many barren years, I’m so happy. Can you
tell?”

“Everyone in the whole nation can tell,
woman,” he laughed. “So am I.”

Outside a ruckus started and it broke the
spell inside the tent from gazing at the newborn child.

“What now?” Oshan muttered. He left the women
to their tasks and went outside.

“What’s the matter?” he demanded. “This is my
daughter’s birthday. What’s the ruckus out here?”

“You won’t believe it,” said Running Bear
breathlessly as two braves helped him to sit. “Just moments ago,
when that orange light passed over the herd, it paused over a cow
in labor. When it moved on, a white buffalo was born. I mean
totally white! Not a dark spot on it except for hooves, muzzle and
eyes! Talk about prophecy being fulfilled? Today the Indian nation
is very blessed!”

Black Swan exited the tent and listened to
the chatter.

“I tell you, the prophecy of the Lakota
Buffalo Woman is being fulfilled, Running Bear decreed again. “This
is a cause for a great celebration!”

“And I say the power of the Lord is
fulfilled!” Black Swan said loudly. “Today, Chenoa gave birth to a
daughter, named Shanoway. For a barren woman to give birth has to
be attributed to a miracle performed by God.”

“Then explain the white buffalo!” Running
Bear demanded hotly. “I’ve had my fill with your Christian faith
and philosophy which produces nothing but emptiness!

In the prairie over there is a white buffalo,
which everyone, whites, many Indians, and Christians alike said was
impossible. It’s there! Go and see it! Touch it. It’s real. Where
is your God? Where is your Jesus? Hiding in heaven while the
buffalo prophecy comes into being? Giving life to a doting
squaw?”

“Wrong! He’s standing beside you, shaking His
head sadly because you believe in the old ways, even though they
will lead to your everlasting death and punishment,” she
replied.

“Silence, silly unmarried squaw!” he said. “I
feel the end is near. The final judgment you speak of is going to
happen, but it will happen because of the white buffalo and the Sun
Bird, not your God in Heaven!”

“I feel sorry for you,” Black Swan said.

“And I look forward to more of your sorrow
when you’re proven wrong!” he retorted!

“ENOUGH!” shouted Oshan and broke both the
spell and the argument. “We seem to be forgetting the fact that
Chenoa and I, at our elderly age, have given birth to a daughter.
Does anyone care to tell me when that’s happened before? Do any of
you old timers care to match or beat that accomplishment?”

The crowd roared with laughter and Black Swan
returned to the tent with the women.

Running Bear gave the tent an obscene gesture
and launched into a description of the white buffalo’s birth and
the ancient predictions about it.

 


 


When Shanoway was four months old, she lay in
a woven grass basket, cooing and gurgling by the tent. The tribe
members had made greeting her a standard practice and she seemed to
acknowledge a fair amount of them, even though they did not
understand what she said. On that day, she slept in the shade of
Oshan’s tent and seemed at peace with the world. Oshan sat a good
distance away from her, nodding in the heat. Chenoa was with
several women grinding corn into powder for baking bread. A
commotion disturbed the camp and when it finally rippled to where
Oshan sat, it was too late for anything to be done.

The white buffalo strayed from the herd and
wandered into the Indian camp and began a systematic search of
tents, much to the distress and fear of the occupants. It tarried
not in any of them, bothered no one, and went onward, as if
searching for something in particular.

The news did not reach Oshan’s tent before
the white buffalo cub stood beside Shanoway’s basket and Chenoa
squealed.

The buffalo sniffed the child and Shanoway’s
tiny hands reached up to bat the damp nose that invaded her space.
The buffalo snorted and lay beside the basket to sleep, much to
Chenoa’s distress.

“Leave it be,” Oshan warned. “This is not a
normal thing. Maybe it’s a sign from the Sun Bird. Maybe they’re
destined to be this close. Wait with patience, wife. You might
learn something yet.”

 


So the relationship continued. Three times a
week the white buffalo would enter the camp, sniff Shanoway and lie
by her side for several hours.

It was soon learned that it always was close
enough for Shanoway to touch its curly hair. By the time Shanoway
was two, she learned to clutch the mane on the buffalo’s neck and
be hoisted to get a ride on the huge strong back which seemed to
please the buffalo, Shanoway, and the tribe immensely.

Only Chenoa and Oshan were worried about the
unnatural bond that was being created, but they could do nothing to
stop it.

 


In the year 1991 Shanoway rode on the White
Buffalo and this time he carried her through the prairie lands and
to the mountains far west of the tribe. He ambled upward on a
little used trail along a river and stopped near the top of a 20
foot waterfall. He lay down, letting her know that she should get
off for a while.

She laughed with delight at the spectacular
view and then closed her eyes and inhaled deeply as she turned in
circles. “This is a most wonderful spot, my friend. How do you know
this? Have you been here before?” Not expecting an answer, she got
as close as she dared to the edge of the rock ledge overlooking the
waterfall and peered down to where it crashed to the rocks below.
She followed the water upward to where it seemed to flow from the
mountain. And for the first time she noticed what looked like a
cave behind the falling water. She shivered as she saw something
moving in the mouth of the cave.

“Whitey, do you see that? Do you fear it as I
do?” she whispered.

The buffalo appeared to be napping and paid
no attention to her or anything else.

The something stepped from behind the water
and raised a wrinkled face to view Shanoway.

She stood still and considered the deeply
furrowed and darkened face that she could estimate to be 200 years
old or better. No one in her tribe or the other tribes she visited
with her parents could compare with the figure before her. So bent
and boney it was that it could not stand erect. It held a wooden
stick as a staff in its right hand and the left was out of sight,
under a tattered garment that was threads in most places.

It, she had to assign it because she could
not tell if it was man or woman at the moment, moved completely
into the open, gazed momentarily at the buffalo, then returned the
attention to Shanoway.

“What are you doing in my home?” it croaked
hoarsely.

“I didn’t know it was your home,” Shanoway
replied discretely. “Whitey brought me here. He hasn’t done that
before. He never takes me beyond the herd’s grazing ground. Not
until today.”

“You rode him? The buffalo? He brought you
here?”

“Yes,” she said with a tenderness she could
not mask. “He’s been my friend from birth. We were born seconds
apart, or so I’m told. I don’t know why we love each other the way
we do, but we do. No one cares or worries except for my father and
mother.”

“And your father is who?” it asked.

“Oshan, the Chief of All Gathered Tribes in
the Nation,” she answered.

“Then you must be Shanoway, Daughter of Light
and soul mate of the white buffalo.”

“Daughter of Light? What’s that?” Shanoway
asked.

“Never mind for the moment. How old are
you?”

“Twelve,” she answered, still wondering if
she should say or flee.

“Then you must be here for a purpose. You’re
old enough to learn and see what is to come.”

“Who are you?” Shanoway asked. “Are you man
or woman? Why do you seem to know so much about me when I’ve not
met you before? You’ve not been to our village. I’m certain of
that.”

The voice cackled heartily and ended in a dry
hacking cough. “You may call me Watambi. I’m a woman, but I guess
no one could tell without disrobing me and I don’t think anyone
would bother with that now.”

“How old are you? If I’m not being
impolite.”

“I don’t know for sure, but I’m around 225. I
was born around the time that the white-eyes first won their
independence from the English. My home was in the Mohawk Tribe and
when the war was over and the white-eyes began to organize a
country for themselves, my mother and father moved quickly. They
brought me here where they died in the valley below and I stayed.
Seemed like I was here for a purpose because I had no desire to
leave. I grew old, but I never died. I dreamed. I dreamed a lot. I
knew that someday a white buffalo would be born. One or two have
been born and died without notice, but the special one would be
born on the same morning as the Daughter of Light. That must be
you, my dear.”

“But why Daughter of Light? What does that
mean? No one has mentioned that in the tribes below.”

“I figured as much,” Watambi said. “I’ve kept
my distance from the tribes. My parents told me to do so. I guess
they figured that you would be soon to arrive and had no clue that
I’d have to wait so long. Still, I obeyed them.”

“And my name?” Shanoway asked again. “That
did not explain anything at all.”

Watambi laughed. “You’re correct, child. I
was told that when the Daughter of Light appeared and came to me, I
would be able to do what I’ve not been able to do yet. That is to
set the lake on fire. For 200 years I’ve tried and for 200 years
I’ve failed. I think today will turn that around.”

“You must enjoy mystery, Shanoway sighed.
“I’m only twelve and I’m nearly bursting with excitement, but you
want to crawl along like a snail.”

“You’re right and I’m sorry,” Watambi said.
She turned and whacked the buffalo with her staff. “Get up, lazy
bones. You may eat to your heart’s content, but be alert. If
anything wicked comes this way, bellow it out for me to hear.
Okay?”

Whitey snorted and nodded its bushy head. It
stood, nuzzled Shanoway’s stomach, and then began to graze
contentedly.

Watambi led Shanoway behind the water fall
and up a series of natural rock stairways and through a narrow
passage to a huge valley surrounded by mountains. The center of
attraction, around 10 feet below them was a lake, a lake so calm
that it appeared to be a mirror. They moved in a counterclockwise
direction for nearly a half mile before they stopped. Watambi
started a fire near a pile of torches and Shanoway inspected the
rock that jutted out over the lake where they stopped.

“Is it always this calm?” Shanoway asked.

“Nearly always. It does act up on occasion
when there’s a storm front passing. It rises and it has waves that
crash and break over the rock where you stand, but it’s a truly
rare happening,” Watambi said.

“It’s so peaceful here,” Shanoway sighed.
“You can’t hear the waterfall from here. This lake, it’s the source
of the waterfall, isn’t it?”

“Yes. Its outlet is the south end, nearly 100
feet below the surface. You could tell it from here, but that’s
what happens. It’s fed from the mountains in the north, but you
could never tell it’s replenished. It’s such an intense marvel of
give-and-take that it stupefies me when I try to figure it out. I
quit long ago.”

“And you try to set it on fire? How? Shanoway
asked. The concept intrigued her to confusion.

“With these torches,” Watambi replied. “It’s
called the Lake of Truth. When the Daughter of Light stands here
before it, it will become ablaze with truth and let you see some
things that will be. Question? Do you follow the Sun Bird ways or
do you follow Jesus, the Son of the Great Spirit?”

“Often my heart is heavy strained over that,”
Shanoway sighed. “I’m the daughter of the Sun Bird Priest, Oshan.
However, I spend most of my time in the Christian Indian Circle,
reading and studying the Bible. I realize it’s a difficult position
for me, but I respect my father. However, I cannot believe that the
Sun Birds are gods. They did not create the universe, the world, or
us. The Great Spirit did. And the people he created, us, made many
terrible mistakes. He sent his son to the earth, in the form of a
man, and He named him Jesus, the Name above all Names. The Sun
Birds didn’t die for us. Jesus died for us. He died to bring us to
everlasting salvation, IF we believe in Him.”

“Amen to that,” Watambi said.

“That’s why my heart is troubled sometimes. I
respect my father; I must. But I fear he’ll miss out on everlasting
life if he doesn’t change,” Shanoway said.

“And that’s why you are the Daughter of
Light. Jesus is the Light and you are His daughter. Keep the
respect for your earthly father and don’t give up hope, because the
Son of the Great Spirit knows what we don’t. Pray for him, obey him
and trust the Lord.”

“Good advice. Now, what do we do here?”

Watambi chuckled again and lit a torch in the
fire. “We do this,” she said and stood beside Shanoway. “God of the
Universe, God who has kept me alive for so many years, the Daughter
of Light is here, or so I strongly believe. I implore you to light
the Lake of Truth and reveal to her what she must know.” With a
sudden burst of energy that seemed impossible, she flung the torch
and it sailed and tumbled until it hit the calm surface of the
lake.

It seemed to extinguish and Shanoway felt
disappointed when there came a roaring sound and flames leapt into
the air, engulfing the whole lake.

“Mercy!” gasped Shanoway, feeling the
heat.

“Beautiful,” sighed Watambi, feeling real
relief within her being.

The flames died and left the water a
brilliant orange color. From the center a white disc started and
replaced the orange and then it turned to silver. In the water
below them, they saw a finely engraved marble table.

“Marvelous,” Shanoway said. “I’ve not seen
the table before, but the location’s on Sun Mountain in the
clearing where the Sun Bird rests.”

Behind the table lay the white buffalo, much
older and larger and many people from the village were behind
him.

“That’s a strange event. Usually only my
parents and I go there. The Sun Bird has some followers, but not
many. Why the table, though?”

A much older girl moved from behind the table
and lay on it. Oshan fastened her hands and feet with leather
straps.

“Is that me?” Shanoway asked. “It looks like
an older me, doesn’t it?”

It is,” said Watambi.

“Why’s he doing that? Wait! That’s not a
table. It’s an altar! It’s an altar for sacrifices!”

“I don’t know, but it will be in the future.
When it happens, do as you see now. Fear not. Obey your father,”
Watambi said.

The scene cleared and a wolf walked across
the water. An eagle dropped from the sky and landed on the wolf’s
back. The wolf never flinched but continued his path with the eagle
preening its feathers on his back.

“Strange,” Shanoway said.

The scene cleared again and the adult
Shanoway stood on a stage, dressed in a too large blue shirt and
denim jeans. She talked passionately to thousands of people
gathered in a field, sitting on the ground, on chairs, on cars,
trucks and many other vehicles. Behind her were mountains and
desert. Before and between her and the crowd stood many uniformed
and wary soldiers all carrying guns.

“Wow!” she gasped as the scene faded and the
lake returned to its normal calm surface. “All that will
happen?”

“As much as is necessary. And you’ll probably
forget enough of it before it happens. But when it happens, you’ll
perceive that something important is about to occur, and that
you’ve seen it before. It will simply make you cautious and make
you more aware of what’s going on around you.”

“As I watched, I sensed many flashes of
light,” Shanoway said. What am I? Why am I? Or do you know?”

“You’re called Shanoway, and you were the
Daughter of Light in every dream that I’ve had of you for 200 plus
years. Jesus is the Light and Light is Truth, and the Truth will
always communicate Truth and Reality, regardless of the senses of
the earth, the environment, and the body. Respect them when they
touch you and teach you and your body and your mind reacts. It’s
for your benefit and survival that they will happen.”

“Okay,” whispered Shanoway, suddenly
overwhelmed with the information. “What happens now?”

“I can finally go and meet my Maker,” Watambi
said. “His message is delivered to the receiver. It’s time for this
tired woman to sleep the sleep of my ancestors. It’s long overdue
and welcomed. Bless you, my child. You’ll do well in all your
adventures. Farewell my lovely Shanoway.”

 



CHAPTER ONE

 June
1999

Sue Ellen Chambers glanced around the
virtually quiet National Solar Observatory near Alamogordo, New
Mexico. Located in the Lincoln Mountain range on top of Sacramento
Peak, the observatory was isolated and tranquil and she savored it
for that feature alone. She sipped some coffee and returned the cup
to the coaster beside her keyboard. It had required a two-year
struggle and numerous setbacks before she received generous funding
from Street-Rand, the federal, and New Mexico state governments. It
also took a bill from the state congress to secure her right to
access the satellite control center to study the effects of
roadways on the environment and update the highway mapping of the
United States for both Street-Rand and the federal government.

A secondary reason for this special mapping
was also to determine effects of highways and cities on the
environment. Access was finally but grudgingly granted. And the
security guards monitored her phone calls, her e-mails, and, she
was quite certain her trips to the restroom , what she did there,
and how many squares of paper she used.

For the moment she controlled over 100
various satellites that circled in the heavens above her. The
software programs for her mission were loaded and running.
Communications with them were established and she prepared for her
four-hour shift from 1:00 AM to 5:00
AM. Being alone did not bother her; it was
what she preferred most of the time. She had been a loner from the
age of nineteen when both her
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