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    About Two Spirits


    This novel is more than just an exciting story of Native Americans in the Civil War era. Drawing upon Diné philosophy, it presents a positive way to approach life. It calls for acknowledging and respecting the important role that eroticism plays in a person’s existence. It provides a sense of humanity in its recognition that people, who would today be identified as transgendered or gay, were always part of the Diné way of life. Above all, this book—I hope—will provide the means for Americans to look at, if not re-look at, the Native population which has been pushed into the cracks between the pages of American history textbooks.


    —Wesley K. Thomas, Ph.D. (Diné), Assistant Professor Anthropology and Gender Studies, Indiana University


    With its sweet and triumphal love story,Two Spiritsis a welcome addition to the literature of the real West and the hidden history of same-sex people. It gives a whole new meaning to “how the west was won.”


    —Bo Young, Editor,White Crane Journal


    Two Spiritsis a story of compassion, and of love between males—one of them a person of “two-spirits,” a berdache. It is a tale of spirituality, injustice, and courage set against the stark tragedy of the Navajo experience of the 1860’s.


    —Ruth Sims, author,The Phoenix


    Two Spiritsis a spectacular tale based on the 1860s eviction of the Navajo people from their sacred homelands. The reader is transported to an earlier era where little-known spiritual traditions were, until recently, unmentionable outside some Native American cultures. With an obvious love and deep respect for the Navajo, Williams and Johnson expose a clash of cultures that will stun many.Two Spirits, a treasure to read, is a rare combination of historical fiction and spiritual wisdom at its absolute finest.


    —W. Randy Haynes (Cherokee), author,Cajun Snuff
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      Sacred Time


      Sa’ah Naagháii Bik’eh Hózhó


      “Continuing, Re-occurring Long Life in

      an Environment of Beauty and Harmony.”


      DreamTime

    


    
      


      
        I dreamed in a dream of a city where all men were

        like brothers,

        O I saw them tenderly love each other—

        I often saw them, in numbers, walking hand in hand;

        I dreamed that was the city of robust friends—

        Nothing was greater there than manly love…

        The manly dear love of comrades.


      

    

  


  
    HistoricalTime


    While the protagonists of this novel and their personal adventures are woven out of the imaginations of the authors, this story is based on indigenous traditions of the Diné or Navajo people and on real historical events that happened to them at Fort Sumner, New Mexico Territory, in the 1860s.


    Though the complexity and timeframe of the events have been simplified and compressed, the suffering and the injustice—as well as the ultimate triumph—described in the plot was the actual experience of the Diné.


    After the story, the authors discuss the accuracy of this historical anthropological novel and their reasons for collaborating on this project. Following that, Diné anthropologist Wesley Thomas provides a commentary contrasting his culture’s ancient wisdom with changing concepts of gender among Diné people today.
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    Part I :Journey


    



    1


    New Mexico Territory


    “Fort Sumner comin’ up,” the driver called out, and banged his fist against the side of the stagecoach to make sure his sole passenger understood they’d arrived at their final destination.


    This is the most arid and desolate place I’ve ever seen, thought Will Lee, the bewildered and increasingly more disappointed young passenger. How could Indians live in this god-forsaken desert? This isn’t what I expected.


    The clay soil all around was red; what stunted crops or grass struggled to grow through the caked, cracked surface looked pale and desiccated. The sun was so hot ripples of heat radiated from the ground, and so bright just looking out dazzled the eye. As the coach passed by, Will had to squint to make out the series of low-slung buildings of the fort on his left. They appeared to be constructed of rough bricks made from that very red clay. Some of the buildings had overhanging roofs; most were square featureless blocks with few windows. There were trees growing here and there among the buildings, but the leaves were dry and dusty with the same red color.


    On the other side of the road, obscured by a screen of brush and sparse-leafed trees—all also dusted with the red clay—was a wide and deeply washed riverbed. Through the trees, Will could occasionally see into the eroded terrain. The land looked dry and hot. There was no river, only a sluggish, shallow creek that wound back and forth across the floor of the riverbed, with a band of pale shrubbery along the water’s edge. On the other side there were figures moving around what looked like primitive mud huts. The Navajo. Will’s heart pounded.


    He thought despondently about his dreams of escaping war-ravaged Virginia to find a heaven of peace and loving comradeship in the wide world out West.


    Today was May 4, 1867, just two days after Will’s twenty-first birthday. He still had the delicate features of an adolescent, his face thin with high cheekbones and naturally pale skin. He had black curly hair and deep emerald-green eyes. The color was said to have come from his father’s father whose portrait hung over the homestead hearth. The unusually vivid color of Will’s eyes sometimes caused passersby to do a double take. Will never knew how to understand the attention. He wanted to think he was comely. His father, stern and stiff-necked, had once scolded him mercilessly for looking too long at his own reflection in a mirror. “Vain and self-willed,” his father, the Reverend Joshua Lee, had called him.


    Though slender, Will’s physique was solid, his muscles well-defined, his shoulders square and strong from working the family farm. But his father, never satisfied, had always insisted that he slunk from the really hard work. He’d told him this every time he pulled out his whip and beat him on the backside. “To teach you the fear of God,” his father would say.


    The handsome, but shy and easily intimidated-looking, young man was happy to have escaped his father’s authority, though now as he looked out of the stagecoach his idea of starting a fresh new life here seemed to be evaporating in front of his eyes like a pail of water sitting in this blazing sun. This sure doesn’t look like the Promised Land. It’s more like the back wasteland of hell.


    He’d been remembering his preacher-father tell the story—with that grand oratorical pomposity Rev. Lee was famous for throughout Lynchburg and the surrounding counties—of Moses and the Israelites in the desert for forty years. Moses never found his own way into the Promised Land. I don’t guess I have any business comparing myself to Moses, but how am I ever going to make it to any promised land anywhere, much less lead anybody else to freedom?


    Will reminded himself he wasn’t going to think about his father’s religion anymore or judge his own life according to that man’s way of thinking. I burned those bridges behind me. Now he would see his life the way that poet described in the book Harry Burnside had given him to read on the train. Mr. Burnside had told him to go discover the “wide world out there.” He’d said it’d be an adventure. He’d said there’d be loving comrades out there for Will to meet. He’d made it sound so simple.


    “Wide world.” Those had been the same words his friend Michael used. “Let’s escape,” Michael had said. “There’s a wide world just a’waitin’ out there for us.” Will’s heart ached at the recollection of Michael.


    They were going to go on that adventure together. Now Will wondered where Michael was. Had he made it to Norfolk harbor? Was he a seaman now, out sailing the ocean blue, on his way to ports exotic and unknown with comrades by his side? Or had his journey taken as unexpected a turn as Will’s?


    Will felt as lonesome as he ever had in his life.


    This isn’t much of a wide world. Has there been a mistake? Mr. Burnside’s friend in Washington said Fort Sumner was built to protect the Navajos and give them a home. Who’d want to live in this desolation? What kind of protection could a place like this offer? And from what?


    As the stagecoach had approached Fort Sumner and the Bosque Redondo Reservation, in the distance Will had seen Indians tilling the desiccated soil under the supervision of armed soldiers. Closer by, he’d noticed another group making mud bricks, also under the close watch of blue uniforms. That’s what had got him thinking of the story of Moses. Moses freed slaves who were making mud bricks, hadn’t he? That’s what the blue uniforms are supposed to stand for: freeing slaves. Will thought contemptuously about the war that had dominated his life back home. Blue vs. Gray. What a hornswoggle! These Union bluebellies look just like slave overseers.


    The coach pulled up in front of a building that bore a sign in military stenciling: “Sutler’s Store.” Standing in the shade of the overhanging roof were blue-uniformed soldiers surrounded by a crowd of brown-skinned men and women dressed in rawhide or else in tattered cotton clothes that looked like white men’s hand-me-downs.


    The young Virginian had expected the Indians to appear fierce and threatening, but these poor wretches who toiled under the soldier’s watch or stood around the store looked beaten down and dispirited, less like recipients of the government’s altruism and largesse and more like its slaves—though brown-skinned now, not black. Could this be a prison and not the reservation, after all? Will had imagined lush mountains and babbling brooks with encampments of clean white tepees that glistened in the sun. That was how his childhood picture books had shown Indian villages. Maybe the reservation is somewhere else.


    The air was dry and dusty, full of gnats and insects that swarmed in his eyes and nose as he climbed down out of the stagecoach. He wondered where he was supposed to go. Is this the right place?


    Will’s confusion—and hope for some alternative—ended when a uniformed soldier approached. “You the new Injun Agent?”


    “Good afternoon. I’m William Lee. I’ve been appointed apprentice to the Agent at Fort Sumner.” He extended his hand. Though wind-beaten and sunburned, this soldier reminded him of the draft officer for the Virginia Militia whom he’d served under back in Lynchburg. That man had been a good soldier, a handsome gentleman and a kindly benefactor to Will. He hoped this fellow would prove to be of the same caliber.


    “Sergeant J.F. Peak, aide to General James Carleton.” The soldier looked at his hand with disdain and gave a cursory salute. “Welcome to Fort Sumner and the beautiful Bosque Redondo Reservation,” he added with obvious sarcasm.


    “Is this really the reservation?”


    “You got any complaints?”


    “I just meant I thought maybe there might be someplace else, well, more hospitable for the Indians.”


    “Jezzuz,” Peak sighed. “Look, Gen’rl Carleton wants to meet you right away. C’mon. Where’s your baggage?”


    “This is all I’ve got.” Will held out his single carpetbag.


    “I ain’t no bellboy,” Peak sneered. “You want a redskin to carry y’r damn bag?” He turned away without waiting for an answer and headed toward the main group of buildings which Will could see on the other side of a low wall.


    “By the way,” Peak called over his shoulder, “the last Agent’s gone, ain’t nobody here for you to apprentice to. You’re Agent now. I hope you’re gonna be a damn sight better than that last.” He said only partly to Will, “You Injun Agents’re just a nuisance ’round here,” as he walked on.


    Gone? What does that mean? Three days ago on the train Will would have imagined that meant the previous Agent had retired a successful man and gone into ranching on the verdant prairie. But as he looked around at the unwelcoming and uncompromising terrain he’d now arrived in, he began to worry that maybe that last Agent died of thirst out there in the desert or, worse, been scalped by Indians. This isn’t what I expected at all.


    On the other hand, of course, he’d just gotten a promotion!


    “Gone?” Will called out to Sgt. Peak, but the soldier had strode out of hearing range and did not answer.


    As Will hurried to catch up with him, the sergeant pointed out a solitary wooden structure far from the other buildings, “That’ll be your quarters out there.”


    “Want me to take my things over?”


    “You deef or somethin’? I said we was goin’ to go see Gen’rl Carleton. Ain’t you listenin’ to nothin’?”


    As they entered the compound formed by a short wall of adobe brick, they came upon a commotion. Chained to the wall were five Indians, three of them bare-chested, Will observed with a flutter in his belly. They looked strong, but starved. One of them, with his arms twisted in the chains, appeared to have just fallen or been knocked to the ground; he hung painfully from the shackles.


    “God damn it,” a soldier standing over the man shouted angrily. “You tryin’ to trip me or somethin’?” He punched the Indian in the midsection.


    Will felt called upon to exercise his office as Indian Agent. He wondered if this was a test to see how he’d acquit himself in this new job. “What’s happening here, soldier?”


    The uniformed man looked around, saw Will and flashed a smile, but addressed Sgt. Peak. “Oh, Sarge, it’s you. Why this damn Injun stuck his foot out as I was walkin’ by. I thought I’d better teach him a lesson.” He laughed.


    “That’s okay, Mac. As you were,” Peak said. “I thought you was on scout duty.”


    As the jaunty young man came toward them, Will spoke up, “I’m the new Indian Agent, soldier. Tell me, how come these Indians are in chains?”


    “Bein’ punished for tryin’ to escape,” Peak answered curtly. “This here’s Private Timothy McCarrie.” He seemed to resent having to make the introduction. “And this is William Lee. Like he said, he’s the new Agent.”


    “Everybody just calls me Mac.” Pvt. McCarrie was a rangy redhead. He had a tall feather stuck in the leather strap of his union kepi; he wore the blue wool military cap with black visor pushed back on his head so bright copper curls framed his face, accentuating a splash of freckles, wry grin and sparkling eyes. Though Will was put off by his treatment of the chained Indian, he couldn’t help finding the man’s features appealing.


    The soldier nodded to Will, then began to explain to Sgt. Peak why he wasn’t on scout duty. Will was left standing by himself. This is Army business, none of my concern.


    He noticed a young Indian woman had come over to attend to the men in chains. She wore a long dress woven with complex designs in rich earthen colors. A leather bucket hung from her shoulder. When McCarrie walked over to Peak, the woman rushed to the man who’d been kicked and punched to offer him a drink of water scooped from her bucket with a drinking gourd. She placed a hand tenderly on the back of his neck to comfort him.


    Will was entranced. Something about her was just immediately attractive to him. The Indian’s oval-shaped face with deep-set eyes was gaunt. She, too, appeared starved. But her complexion was clear, and her rich brown skin glowed. In her eyes Will imagined that untamed wildness he’d been expecting among the Indians. But her gesture seemed so sensitive and considerate. Her long black hair lay over her shoulders and hung, untied, to the middle of her back. She looked to Will to be about his own age, maybe a little older. For a woman, she seemed tall, her shoulders broad and square.


    Will stood watching. One of the men in chains, pointing at him, called out “Has-bah” to her.


    Alerted, she turned and looked straight at Will. For a moment, her dark brown eyes locked on his. He smiled and nodded, thinking—hoping—she’d return his sign of salutation. But instead a glare of hate struck back at him like a physical blow. He’d been excited that he’d seen the humanity in this Navajo woman. Her reaction made him quail.


    Pvt. McCarrie seemed to notice Will’s bewilderment. “The Navajos don’t much like to be looked at in the eye. They consider it disrespectful. Better watch yourself, sir—” He grinned at Will and winked, “—if you want to make friends with the lady.”


    “Thanks for the advice,” Will said, grateful McCarrie had sensed his hurt feelings and grateful for the knowing wink—whatever it meant. At least somebody saw I was trying to be friendly. Will felt a surge of pride that McCarrie thought he wanted to make friends with the lady.


    After Peak dismissed the private, Will followed obediently as they passed through the fort. He could see the strength of the Union Army—rifles and cannons and soldiers—all arrayed to control the Indians. That Indian woman Has-bah doesn’t realize I’m not like the rest of them. She doesn’t know what brought me out here.


    In the middle of Fort Sumner, framed by buildings on all four sides, was a rectangular parade grounds. At the near end, a flagpole flew the Stars and Stripes. At the far end a gallows stood. The three limp-hanging nooses reminded Will of the incident in front of his father’s churchhouse. He shuddered and forcefully pushed the memory away.
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    The Great Plains


    The first part of Will’s journey west, on the recently built Union-Pacific Railroad, had led him into a strange new world far from his Virginia home. This land was so different from where he had grown up near rural Lynchburg just east of the Blue Ridge. Crossing the Great Plains, he had seen the landscape stretch outward in magnificent emptiness as far as the eye could see. At times the only feature was the thin thread of the railroad track, both before and behind, bisecting the unending sea of grass. And stretching out above were skies bigger and bluer than any Will had ever known down-home in Virginia’s land of woodsy hills and low-lying mists.


    Lulled by the clacking of the wheels and the monotony, Will could not help but relive over and over again that awful week that led up to his fleeing Virginia. Then one afternoon, while caught up in an imagined argument with his father, he spied a dust cloud up ahead and to the left of the tracks. It was clearly moving toward the train.


    “Stampede,” several passengers gasped in agreement as they crowded to the near side of the coach to watch. The cloud loomed larger. As it neared, he could see at its base a huge herd of dark brown beasts that looked like overgrown and thick-furred bulls with monstrous humps. They were buffalo and there were thousands of them. And they were running right toward the train. The locomotive lurched to a halt; the engineer leaned on the whistle. A shrill scream split the air.


    Will turned to a soldier sitting across from him. “Why are they running toward us?”


    “The sound of the train prob’ly panicked ’em,” the soldier said. “Once they get to stampedin’, the stupid animals just run, even toward what’s scarin’ ’em.”


    As the herd thundered closer, Will was awestruck by the dusty beauty. For the first time, he felt he was actually in the fabled West.


    The soldiers and some of the passengers took up shooting positions at the windows and from the platforms between cars. Will hunkered down in the seat, deafened by the sound of the approaching hoofbeats, frightened that his whole adventure might end right here in the wreckage of the train car trampled by the mighty beasts. That would just confirm his father had been right about his sinfulness and even God was out to get him.


    “What’ll happen when they reach the train?” he yelled to the soldier who now aimed his rifle out the window.


    “Just watch. They’ll flow right around us… like water.”


    “Are we in danger?”


    “Oh, no.” The soldier looked around with a warm but half-sniggering smile. “Less’n you get a fancy to climb down from the train ’n take a walk through the herd, farmboy.” He added that last appellation in a tone both condescending and solicitous.


    “Guess that’s what I usta be,” Will said truthfully, glad, under the circumstances, to have the protection of the U.S. Cavalry. “Now I’m gonna be me an Indian Agent.”


    The soldier guffawed as he turned back to the window. The herd was just starting to swerve outward to part around the train. The soldier drew a bead on one of the lead animals. He fired. The report rang out inside the car, even above the pounding of the hooves. The huge beast fell. The onslaught parted around the body but kept coming.


    The buffalo streamed alongside the train now, their huge heads just outside the windows. More shots rang out.


    “Why are you shooting them?” Will hollered.


    “These devil cows are the Indians’ vittles, britches and tepees,” the soldier said. “Shootin’ buffalo is almost as good as shootin’ Injuns.”


    Will understood. To the settlers moving west and to the workers building the railroads, the Indians were a terrible threat. He wondered if they would be a threat to him personally. I am, after all, headed right into their world. Would I have the courage to shoot an Indian myself?


    Will hoped that would not be his job. He wasn’t going to be a soldier. He was only to be an apprentice to the Government Indian Agent and help the Indians find a place in the civilized world.


    The soldier fired his rifle at a buffalo outside the window. The animal turned its head and looked directly into Will’s eyes as it fell.


    Will knew he didn’t fit in the world of men like that soldier who only wanted to kill Indians. His soul trembled at the thought of the anger those men must hold in their hearts. He’d never felt he fit in any world.


    By the time the shooting was over, a hundred dead or wounded animals lay in pools of blood soaking the dry prairie sod. The herd moved off into the distance oblivious, the dust churning into the sky above. With one last shriek of the whistle, the train started rolling again—slowly so that the cowcatcher at the front could push aside the great bodies that had fallen on the tracks.
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    Fort Sumner


    As Sgt. Peak led Will through the fort, few of the soldiers seemed to take notice of him. Some nodded civilly, one or two actually smiled, but others scowled and turned away. It just occurred to him that the position of civilian Indian Agent might be hated by both sides, when Peak pointed out a door in a small adobe brick building.


    “Gen’rl Carleton’s office. You behave proper now, you hear!” Sgt. Peak knocked on the office door and announced, “New Agent’s here.”


    Will heard a stern voice inside. “Permission granted. Enter.”


    He had to stoop slightly to get through the doorway. Heavy burlap curtains hung closed over the window in the far wall, casting the office into tenebrous gloom. His eyes took a moment to adjust.


    Sitting formally behind the desk in the middle of the room was General James C. Carleton. He looked to be about fifty years old and all very spit-and-polish in his full dress uniform in spite of the heat. Will noticed how much cooler it felt inside the dark little office. I see why one might live in a man-made cave out here.


    The general had a dark beard, with a hint of gray shot through it, neatly trimmed away from his chin in the popular style that emphasized the sideburns. His forehead was high. His face was handsome. Will started to like him immediately. But when the general lifted his gaze, Will saw his dark eyes looked piercing and unforgiving. He wasn’t sure the general was going to like him in return.


    He’d actually known of Gen. James Carleton by reputation. News of the Indian Wars had reached home. He was proud to meet the man in person and wanted Gen. Carleton to like him. He handed over the sealed envelope that contained the documents of his appointment.


    The general motioned peremptorily for him to take a chair in front of the desk. He opened the envelope with a silver dagger and looked through the contents. As the general did so, Will noticed that another officer sat silently in a chair by an empty fireplace to the right of the desk. Even though Will’s eyes had adjusted, he still couldn’t see very well. He glanced back and saw that Sgt. Peak stood blocking the light from the doorway.


    “Mr. Lee,” the general began abruptly, “This is Lieutenant Bauer, my adjutant and secretary,” he indicated the man in the shadows. “You met Peak back there, I guess. Now I understand you were hired as an apprentice to the Indian Agent here at the Fort. Well, that man’s gone. And none too soon.


    “Given the ridiculous way our government is organized, the civilian Agent from the Indian Office and the military commander are both responsible for the reservation Indians. I hope yours and my relationship will be more successful than what happened with that last scoundrel.”


    Will could tell this was intended as a command. “I hope so, too, sir.”


    The general looked at him with an expression of annoyance, apparently perturbed that his patter had been interrupted.


    “He was one of the most uncooperative men I have ever had the misfortune to come across. No wonder he ran afoul of the Indians. He seemed to think that in spite of all my years of dealing with the Navajos, he should be collecting the rewards for protecting them here, just because he was a friend of the Territorial Superintendent in Santa Fe. My God, man, it was I who defeated the Indians in the first place, devised the whole strategy for their containment and protection, and brought them here to this reservation.” He sat back and straightened his uniform jacket.


    “Well, no more needs to be said of him. He is gone and I am still in command, and you, Mr. Lee, are the Agent now. I trust there will be no such problems between you and me.” Then a hint of a smile flickered across the general’s face. “Let’s work together to demonstrate the success of our little experiment here in Indian management.” He added with forced joviality, “Then we can both be proud.” Apparently satisfied with his speech, the general struck the top of the desk lightly with the heel of his fist like a gavel. “Now, you may speak.”


    Will marshaled his words. He wanted to know how come he’d gotten the promotion so easily. And he wanted to know what had happened to his predecessor. Had the last Agent been killed by the Indians? he’d been questioning. Now it sounds more like he was fired for embezzling—or competing with the General.


    Will sensed all this was a delicate subject. The general hadn’t volunteered that information. He knew his job would depend on Carleton’s good opinion of him. Now that he was thousands of miles from home, he felt at the mercy of the military officials. He had nowhere else to go, and he needed Carleton to approve of him.


    “General Carleton, this is my first trip west, as you may know, and the first time I’ve ever seen Indians. I’m grateful for the confidence you show in me in making me the Indian Agent. I intend to do a fine job here.”


    Will tried to sound earnest but to keep his emotions under strict control in what he understood to be military style. In his most deferential and diplomatic tone, he went on, “I hope you’ll give me the benefit of your experience. I want to learn from you, sir. I’ve read of your campaigns against the Apaches and the Navajos with Kit Carson…”


    The general interrupted, “You know Colonel Carson was under my command.” His tone suggested resentment that Kit Carson had become more famous back East than James Carleton.


    “That was my point, sir,” Will added. “Your success is, uh, illustrious…” He had learned tact around his father’s parish.


    “Well, thank you, but I do realize Colonel Carson has received much of the fame…” His voice trailed off. Then he quickly added with appropriate mock humility, “Rightly due him, of course, you understand. Colonel Carson is a brave man.”


    “Oh, I understand, sir,” Will replied. “But you were in charge of the Navajo War. General, if you can help me learn how to do my job well for the government, I’ll be much obliged.”


    Carleton leaned over his desk and cracked that hint of a smile again. “Well, son, I’ll be the first to offer my advice and help. Take your time, get used to things. It’s not a hard job. Just leave the problems to me, and everything will go smoothly. I promise.” He now seemed confiding, almost protecting.


    “Looks like there’s a lot that needs to be done.” Will sat up straight and spoke with enthusiasm. He wanted Gen. Carleton to see he wasn’t afraid of the job. “The Indians seem pretty miserable.”


    “Well, sir, no, there’s really not a lot to be done. You’ve got to understand savages. Once you’ve spent some time here, you’ll learn. Of course, the Navajos are having a bit of unhappiness as they adjust to the civilized way of doing things. They’ve been living like wild animals up in the hills, with no discipline. It’s inevitable that it’s going to take them some time. But we’ve got that time. This is the Lord’s work we’re doing here. We will do it in the Lord’s time. The Indians will learn to be civilized. That’s the responsibility incumbent on us by Christian love.


    “I notice in your file,” Carleton continued, “that your father’s a preacher. So I know you’ve had a fine religious upbringing.”


    Will winced. Fortunately, the general was looking at the papers on his desk and did not notice. “You’ll understand that saving the souls of these heathens requires us to deal firmly with them. It’s the only way civilization and Christianity can spread. You understand this is a job for the military. We know what we’re doing. Everything we do here, even when it sometimes doesn’t look like it, is for their own good. And for the glory of the Lord.”


    The religiosity vexed Will. He’d seen firsthand how hollow all his father’s pompous talk about the love of God had been.


    “Because I defeated the Navajos and removed them here to the reservation, the lands they’d threatened with their savage warparties are now safe.” Carleton gestured expansively. “A whole vast territory has been opened for settlement. You don’t hear those settlers and ranchers and silver miners complaining about General Carleton, no sir.”


    The general seemed to need to justify his campaign. Will reminded himself to show forbearance. Carleton is an officer and a gentleman, and deserves respect. Nonetheless, the territorial concerns sounded far afield from the concern about Christianizing the Indians, but apparently, at least in Carleton’s eyes, the two issues of providing benefits for white settlers and religion for the Indians were definitely connected. “All for the good of civilization and saving souls, of course,” Carleton concluded.


    “Well, sir, I really want to learn all about this. I’m eager to be of help in every way I can.”


    “Of course, of course. Now, you must be exhausted.” The general turned genteel. “I’m sorry to have wearied you further with all this talk of military strategies. You must be hungry. Supper will be served soon.” He looked up at Peak, “Sergeant, you’ll show Mr. Lee here to his quarters. And be sure to show him the mess hall and the latrines.”


    “I showed him his cabin already,” Peak said.


    “Oh, yes, I can find my own way.” Will didn’t want to cross Peak. “But I do need directions to the latrine…”


    “Excused, Mr. Lee.” The general nodded. “Make sure he knows where to go,” he said to the sergeant.


    Outside the door of the general’s office, Sgt. Peak took Will by the arm and half-pushed him around the corner. He pointed to a small shed about a hundred feet away. “Them’s the latrines.” Jerking Will around so he was facing the opposite direction, Peak pointed again. “The mess is in that building over yonder. And you can find your own way to your quarters, like I showed ya earlier.”


    “Thanks very much,” Will said. “I’ll be fine.”


    As Peak turned and headed back around the corner of the building, Will let out a sigh and, leaning against the adobe brick wall, reached into his jacket and pulled out a bright red bandana to mop his brow. It was hot. He took off the jacket and started to stuff it into his carpetbag, when he realized he could hear voices. He looked around and saw that he was standing right next to the heavily curtained window behind Gen. Carleton’s desk.


    “Well, Lieutenant,” he could hear Carleton’s distinctive voice only slightly muffled by the burlap, “what do you think of our new Agent?”


    “Well, sir, he seems a pretty fresh fish. I doubt he’ll be of much use round here.”


    Will sidled toward the window. He wanted to hear this. But he didn’t want to get caught eavesdropping.


    “Nothing would make me happier than for our little Rebel here to just settle back and enjoy doing nothing,” Carleton’s voice boomed. “That’s why McDonald sent him.”


    Will reacted to the word “Rebel,” and so he didn’t attend as closely as he should have to the rest of the sentence, especially the phrase “why McDonald sent him.” He had hoped the personnel file would have ignored his military service with the Confederacy—he knew it could make him enemies out here in the middle of this blue-uniformed army—and the documents shouldn’t have mentioned it. After all, his service with the Confederacy had never amounted to much of anything.


    Will had explained all that to Commissioner McDonald in the Office of Indian Affairs in Washington, D.C. McDonald had told him not to worry about it. He again wondered how he got the job so easily. The Commissioner had said his youthful good looks and sensitive demeanor would assure the military that he was no Rebel threat. McDonald had smiled slyly and said he certainly wasn’t threatened.


    Then why had he had to report this fact to General Carleton?


    “He could be unpredictable.” Lt. Bauer was speaking. “What if he finds out and wants to get cut in?”


    “We’ll deal with that if it happens. What he doesn’t know won’t hurt him,” Carlton replied. “I think I like the lad. Besides, our friend Peak can take care of matters if he has to.”


    Will heard Sgt. Peak guffaw.


    “That will be all,” Carleton said, apparently dismissing one or both of the men.


    I really am eavesdropping. And Sergeant Peak might be coming around the corner any second. Will’s heart started to pound. He grabbed up his carpetbag and started away swiftly. He didn’t care what direction he was going in.


    In fact, the way to the Indian Agency and Will’s quarters was away from the front gate back toward the vast area set aside for the Indians’ farms. But his quick exit from the officers’ quarters took him right back the way he and Peak had just come.


    And so in a moment he again came to the wall and the five chained Indians and the woman he thought must be named Has-bah. Since I’m returning without Peak, Will thought, maybe she’ll be more friendly.


    Will was still a good hundred feet away when Has-bah looked up. This time, she didn’t scowl, but looked intently. She looked surprised, as though she’d recognized someone long gone. But, of course, that couldn’t be.


    Once again, Will felt his eyes lock almost uncontrollably on hers. He remembered again what Pvt. McCarrie said. He tried to look away, but couldn’t. There was something about the Indian that arrested Will and tore through any volition he might have tried to muster. He felt disoriented. A swell of desire dazed him. A feeling of hollowness seized his midsection.


    Suddenly he felt himself sailing up into the air. Maybe I fainted ’n have fallen over backwards.


    But that’s not what happened, and Will knew instead, that the look in Has-bah’s eyes triggered something ageless and eternal in him. His soul resonated like a struck bell. It was as though he’d been here before or, perhaps, had seen this all in a dream.


    A vision surfaced in his mind. He found himself on the edge of a deep canyon. He was wearing a vest of Indian beadwork and could feel the sun shining warmly on his bare chest between the leather-bound edges of the vest.


    A huge hawk soared into his vision, and he was caught up in the bird’s flight. He seemed to be flying with the hawk. Below stretched a valley such as he had never seen. The walls, sheer cliffs hundreds of feet high, were of reddish-orange rock burnished smooth by the whistling wind. The canyon seemed to meander in a labyrinth of ravines off into the purplish distance. Through the floor of the canyon, a river formed a bright blue vein down the middle of a band of lush green vegetation.


    Then, just as fast as the vision had come, it was gone. Will was back standing a hundred feet or so from the wall. The mysterious and fascinating woman whose gaze sparked the vision had looked away and no longer seemed interested in the new American.


    What happened to me?


    He decided it had to be the heat. Or maybe it was his nervousness in meeting Gen. Carleton, then the surprise of finding that the man was hiding something from him. He could understand apprehensiveness at starting a new life and a new job. But not strange visions. Unless he had had some kind of real mystical experience, maybe a premonition of things to come…


    How long have I been standing here? Embarrassed, Will looked around, as if surveying the whole area. From where he was now, he could see off a ways the wood building Peak had told him was his quarters. He started in that direction.


    But he took one look back at Has-bah. And, as he did, to his amazement, a hawk just like the one in his vision rose up from behind the wall. The bird perched on the top of the wall, then spread its wings. They were almost five feet across. Then the bird took flight and soared up and away. Will’s eye followed its flight into the brightness of the sky.


    When he looked back down at the Indians, Has-bah was gone.


    



    


  


  
    


    4


    Lynchburg, Virginia


    Will was nearly sixteen in April 1861 when Virginia seceded from the Union. Though Rev. Lee was a strong supporter of the Confederate States, his sensitive wife became despondent when the fighting began in earnest. She came down with a strange illness, stopped eating, and remained in bed most of the time.


    “Son,” she said, “I need you here. You’re gonna have to nurse me. Now with the war goin’ on, I just can’t depend on Maudie. Why she might run off with the darkies any day now and leave me all alone, with just your father. I couldn’t bear it.” She repeated, “I need you here.”


    Will could not tell if his mother were sick with physical disease or with emotional melancholia because of the possibility of his being called to war. She’d already said many times that she didn’t want him joining in the battle.


    Her husband could not tell either. Sometimes he would accuse her of malingering, berate her for her sloth, and harangue her with Bible verses about the responsibility of wives to obey their husbands. This sometimes got her up out of bed and to the table for dinner. But it did not make her well.


    Reverend Lee was usually very persuasive. He was quite an accomplished orator. He had taken it upon himself to preach the Southerners’ insurrection as though it were a religious Crusade. Citing verse from Holy Writ, he proclaimed the God-given right of white men to own slaves and the Constitutional principle of states’ rights. He became an important raiser of moneys for the Army of Northern Virginia under the command of the distantly related war hero, Gen. Robert E. Lee. The Reverend traveled throughout the area calling for tithes for the war effort and for volunteers for the fighting.


    The draft officer for the Virginia Militia was a member of Reverend Lee’s congregation. He understood the importance of the preacher’s ministry, especially when it came to collecting funds for the Army. And so he appreciated the Reverend’s plight in having a sickly wife and allowed young Will to remain at home to care for her so her husband could be free to carry his message far and wide.


    As the bloodshed became ever more evident, Will was thankful that he did not have to join the carnage and that he could serve by helping out in the local draft office and caring for his invalid mother, but he rankled under these privileges because they kept him at home and subject to his father’s domination, always treated like a child. He’d always been close to his mother; he’d grown up helping her with her womanly tasks like gardening and knitting and needlepoint. She’d been his best friend. But by 1864, as Virginia’s Shenandoah Valley north of Lynchburg was totally ravaged by Union forces, she had become just an invalid.


    Then toward the middle of March 1865, the draft officer Will was assisting announced that the condition of the Confederate Army had grown critical. For nearly a year, the armies of Lee and Grant had been savagely dogging each other in upper Virginia north and east of Richmond. Lee’s rag-tag troops were being decimated in a series of bloody battles. Now with Sherman’s invasion of Georgia and South Carolina crippling the Confederacy to the south, Lee’s army had to be reinforced. All able-bodied men were called to join the fray.


    Will was frightened but, even though he had no taste for battle and didn’t believe in the cause, he just couldn’t stay a homebound child, terrorized by his father’s arbitrary rules, any longer. He was, after all, nearly nineteen. The neighbors must wonder why I haven’t enlisted.


    His military adventure was short-lived, however. Along with a small band of boys, most of them younger than himself, he marched off, under the direction of the draft officer, to join his distant cousin’s forces west of Petersburg, near the town of Appomattox.


    On the way they were caught up in one skirmish. Only a few shots were fired. They came from atop a ridge. The boys all fired back, with lots of noise and gunsmoke billowing about. They didn’t know whether they killed the Yankee sniper or if he just climbed back over the ridge and down the other side. When the smoke cleared and things settled down, they discovered one of their number had been shot in the head. It had reminded Will of learning to fire a musket shooting cantaloupes; they just blew apart into pieces. He hadn’t known the boy who’d been killed. But he took to heart the haphazardness and deadly seriousness of war. If that’s what growing up and becoming a man was about, he didn’t want any of it.


    The group of boys from the Virginia Militia arrived on April 8, most of them excited and anxious to avenge their compatriot’s death. They were shocked that the very next day Gen. Lee surrendered the Army of Northern Virginia to Ulysses S. Grant. The little band turned around and wandered home, a remnant of the devastated forces of the Confederacy.
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    Bosque Redondo


    A huge brass bell pealed at intervals throughout the day at Fort Sumner. Will was surprised the first time he heard it. It was so loud he thought it must mean an attack. He rushed to ask one of the soldiers, and was told it rang to tell the Indians the daily schedule: when to start work, when to eat, when to stop work and come in. Will couldn’t help noticing the similarity to plantation life in the South.


    The great bell had been cast in St. Louis and brought all the way out here by wagon. “The damn thing weighs a thousand pounds,” the soldier proudly informed him. “You can hear it for miles out in the desert.”


    During his first couple of weeks at Fort Sumner, Indian Agent Lee had little to do. The Indians wouldn’t talk to him. They looked down at the ground and shuffled off whenever he tried to approach one of them. A few of the soldiers were friendly, but most treated him practically the same way.


    He saw Gen. Carleton regularly in the mess hall. A couple of times, he tried to make an appointment to develop plans for how they were going to resolve the Indians’ difficulties. Carleton always either dismissed him abruptly or bantered jovially about the weather. The general never invited him to sit at his table.


    Will pondered over the eavesdropped comment from Lt. Bauer that first day: “What if he finds out and wants to get cut in?” Find out what? Cut into what? Will decided it’d be disrespectful and suspicious to think they were keeping a significant secret from him and that that comment had really been just more of the general’s annoyance at his predecessor who had apparently been involved in some kind of competition with Carleton. This is the military. Matters of protocol and hierarchy would likely be very important to these people.


    Will could see that the general and his officers were accorded better treatment and given better rations than the other men around the fort. From the outset, he had understood himself to be on the level of the enlistees. He simply didn’t know what the protocol was; he hadn’t had anybody to apprentice to to instruct him in what was proper. Perhaps all Bauer had meant was that he could have claimed some of the perquisites if he boldly pressed his way into the upper echelons, but where, as a civilian, he didn’t really belong. Well, I don’t want to get involved in any kind of competition with Gen. Carleton, especially over anything as unimportant as hierarchy or, even, the food served in the mess. There’s bound to be more than enough food.


    Carleton had answered Bauer, “I think I like the lad.” Will was pleased with that; it seemed to ameliorate whatever threat he’d imagined. He wanted the general to like him. So far as he could recall, he’d never heard his father say he liked him.


    Will told himself he should be much more concerned about the welfare of the Indians than of himself. That was his job. And he was concerned that Gen. Carleton didn’t seem to notice—or didn’t care about—the obvious hardships the Indians were suffering here in the desert.


    Now he needed to know more about conditions on the reservation. He told himself not to get unduly suspicious, but to keep his eyes and ears open.


    Will composed a list of questions. At the top of the list was “What happened to my predecessor?” He asked this of Sgt. Peak one day when he found the soldier out near his quarters watching the Indians as though keeping the nearby camp under surveillance.


    “None o’ your business, Mister Lee,” Peak said. “That was ’fore your time here. Don’t matter none.”


    “Oh,” Will said, “but if he made mistakes with the Indians, I ought to know.”


    “Well, then, sir, let’s just say he stuck his nose where he shouldn’t’ve.” He paused, then added mockingly, “…like into one of them Injun squaws, if you know what I mean.”


    “I don’t understand.”


    Sgt. Peak waved him away. “You go back to your report writin’, Mr. Lee. You write all the reports you want. But don’t go botherin’ us soldiers out here. We got soldierin’ to do.”


    “Sergeant…”


    “That’s enough,” Peak snapped. “I said that’s enough. You go back to your quarters. That’s an order.”


    “I don’t think you can order me.”


    “That’s an order,” Peak took a step toward Will, clenching his fists.


    Will turned and went back to his quarters.


    Indeed, he was writing reports, though so far he had little to report about. All he really had was his list of questions.


    When he’d asked Gen. Carleton what he was supposed to do about the Indians—they looked so listless, sickly and bedraggled—the general told him to stay away from them. “You’ll just get them riled up. And then we’ll have to settle things with military force. We’re not here for war, Mr. Lee. We’re here to protect the Indians and keep them safe and peaceful.”


    Another of his questions was “What are we protecting them from?”


    Will’s first report was about the makeup of the fort: number of buildings, number of soldiers, position of the fort in relation to the Indian camp, number of trees in the area—all things he could see and count with his own eyes or with the help of his field glasses.


    In the records he inherited from his predecessor, Will found a census of the Indians on the Bosque Redondo Reservation. According to this count made two years before, in January 1865, there were 8,577 Navajos, 465 Mescaleros, and 20 Gila Apaches living in 1,276 lodges, along with 3,038 horses, 6,962 sheep, 2,757 goats and an uncounted number of chicken and domestic pets. He hadn’t heard of Mescaleros before, and didn’t know the groupings of different kinds of Apaches, but he’d heard of Navajos. The whole country knew the Navajos were one of the most fierce of the Indian tribes. They hardly seem fierce, now that I’ve seen them face to face.


    The Indians lived in small settlements scattered over roughly ten square miles, though most of them were encamped close to Fort Sumner since they relied on the military for rations. The creek that ran alongside the Bosque Redondo provided water. Will described this as a small creek because that’s what it looked like to him in early summer. It was, in fact, the Pecos River.


    Where the river had cut a deep rut through the parched land, the Pecos was a wide dry wash almost a half-mile across. The course of the water wound back and forth across this wash and formed what Will called the creek. Close to Fort Sumner, this creek made a sharp bend that brought it right up to the closer bank.


    For a couple of miles stretching north of Fort Sumner, along the east bank of the wide riverbed, were the fields and farmlands of the reservation. The red clay dirt did not look like farmable soil. There was only stunted maize growing in the fields, along with struggling beans and squash vines planted at the base of each stalk.


    This was hardly a sufficient food source for the thousands of Indians living huddled along the creek. Will observed, however, that they did not actually depend on the produce of their garden. He kept writing the word “garden” in his report, each time wishing there were some more apt word to capture the desolation of what was supposed to be an agricultural area. The military supply convoy that had arrived a couple of days after he started his job at Fort Sumner, coming from Santa Fe with several wagonloads of goods and produce, had delivered bags and bags of flour and cornmeal, as well as meat and fresh vegetables. Little of the meat and vegetables ever made it to the Indians, only the cornmeal and flour. This was their major food source. But Will did not see how the Navajos could survive on grain alone. The Indians raised chickens, so he figured them to have eggs. But still that did not seem an adequate diet.


    At the north end of the reservation, a sluice gate directed some of the water of the Pecos down an irrigation ditch called the acequia madre to water the farms. Where does the water come from? Apparently at some time in the past there must have been much more water running through here. That would explain the wide deep wash.


    A group of Navajos had camped along the riverbank just above the bend in the creek. From his quarters, he could see into this camp. He learned from Mac McCarrie, that soldier who’d befriended him, that the Navajos ordinarily lived in conical-shaped lodges called hogans that were formed of mud and earth packed over an armature of limbs and branches above a shallow excavation. These might have what was called a brush arbor attached to provide shade outside the hogan. Such hogans could be built quite solidly and spaciously. But most of the Indian dwellings around the reservation looked like barely more than piles of brush or heaps of stone and earth. The dry, rocky-hard desert did not offer itself for construction of the Navajos’ native habitat.


    Ironically, the soldier who instructed Will about Navajo ways, Pvt. McCarrie, was the man who’d punched the shackled Indian the day Will first arrived. For all that Mac McCarrie was sometimes antagonistic toward the Indians, he knew a lot about them and proved a better source of information for Will than Gen. Carleton. Will enjoyed his conversations with the affable redhead.


    “We use their Mexican names for the warriors,” Mac explained. “That’s the influence of the Franciscan missionaries; they gave what the Spaniards thought were proper names to all the Indians. Their own language is so hard to pronounce. You know, in their language they call themselves ‘The People.’ It’s pronounced ‘Di-nay.’ ‘Navajo’ is a Spanish word that means ‘cultivated fields,’ I guess ’cause they were farmers.”


    “Farmers? I thought they were supposed to be fierce warriors…”


    “The Diné aren’t nearly as warlike as some other Indian tribes. The nearby Apaches and the Comanches from across the Texas border, for instance,” Mac said. “The Diné were mostly sheep and goat herders. They used to live up in the Chuska Mountains to the west and in the Canyon de Chelly at the base of the mountains.


    “You should see this canyon,” McCarrie said, getting noticeably excited. “The explorers called it ‘the Navajo fortress.’ It looks like the ruins of a European castle with rock walls and towers and spires, but all of it was carved out of the sandstone by the river. I was up there on a raiding party. Real beautiful scenery, but scary as hell. There are places where you can see ancient cities built into the sides of cliffs, but all mostly abandoned now.


    “Got a funny name! It’s a Spanish version of a Diné word, but it’s spelled like French—D-E-C-H-E-L-L-Y—and it’s pronounced ‘d’shay,’ like a horse-drawn buggy. That’s where the Navajos were ’fore General Carleton ran ’em out and made ’em come here.”


    Mac explained the Navajos lived in small settlements of one or two families rather than in large tribal groupings and seemed to prefer to stick to themselves. Why are we at war with the Navajo? Will added a question to his list.


    Mac also told him that among the members of this nearby camp were leaders who had power and influence over all the Navajos. How is the political authority of the Navajo structured? Who is in charge? Is anyone in charge? More questions for the list.


    Scraggly cottonwood trees and now yellow and dry grasses grew all along the riverbed. The name Bosque Redondo, he learned, referred to a grove of cottonwoods at the bend in the river. It was those trees growing on the high ground along the eroded wash that formed the natural screen that separated the Indian camp from the fort.


    One large hogan had been constructed on the high ground not far from the quarters for the Indian Agent. At first, Will assumed it must be the home of the chief or the wealthiest man in the camp. But watching the Indian settlement from the stoop of his cabin, he’d seen only ceremonial events, dancing and drumming, thereabouts.


    All these observations simply resulted in more questions for Will’s list. He hoped his careful accounting of conditions here would bring funding from Mr. McDonald back in Washington to build the Indians decent housing. Why couldn’t wooden cabins, like the one I’m quartered in, be built for them?


    By mid-May, the days were uniformly hot. There’d been no rain at all in the couple of weeks he had been there. Will considered with alarm what might happen if the creek dried up. He presumed Gen. Carleton and his staff had investigated such concerns before choosing this particular location. Though, as he saw the disregard with which the Indians were treated, Will had his doubts. Carleton seemed to ignore a lot of what was going on.
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    Bosque Redondo


    One afternoon, Will was drifting in and out of sleep in his quarters out back of Fort Sumner. The day was stifling, and there was nothing to do to escape the heat but sleep or daydream. He’d been thinking longingly about his friend Michael.


    Suddenly, Will was awakened by a loud explosion. Oh my God, it sounds like artillery bombardment.


    He jumped up from his cot and pulled on pants and boots. A flash of light erupted with another explosion. He flung open the wooden door of his cabin, expecting to see plumes of smoke. Instead, what he saw was a sky full of roiling clouds, and then lightning, followed by a clap of thunder. A furious storm was right overhead. He could see the Indians scurrying around in their camp seeking shelter.


    Will felt a thrill: relief from the heat, a blessing from the heavens.


    The wind was downright cold. The air smelled rich of impending rain. As the shower began, Will walked out and stood bare-chested in the coolness. He threw his head back, closed his eyes and opened his mouth to let the raindrops quench his thirst. He stretched his arms and laughed that he’d mistaken the storm for war.


    He swallowed the rainwater and bent over to shake his hair, like a dog shaking water out of its fur, when something hard hit him on the back of the head. He startled. Is somebody throwing rocks?


    A pellet hit the ground next to his feet, throwing up a splatter of red mud. Then another, and another. It’s hailing. Will darted back inside.


    From his cabin, Will could see the Indians huddling in their mud huts. The rain had become a full downpour. Will the huts just dissolve? The wind was whistling outside; the hail subsided, but the downpour went on harder than ever. He worried that his own cabin could not withstand the onslaught. Then the rain slowed, and then was gone.


    Will went back outside. To his amazement, the sky was clear overhead. The late afternoon sun hung brilliant red near the horizon, shooting out beams of orange-golden light. In the northern sky, the clouds towered high as the storm moved on. Rain showered out of them in sheets onto the parched desert. On the edges of the storm, great plumes of falling rain poured down but never reached ground, evaporating in the desert air and being churned back up into the tempest. Surrounding the blue-black heart of the storm, the clouds were white and billowy, kissed with orange from the setting sun.


    Out of the storm, lightning flashed, sometimes jumping from cloud to cloud, sometimes rocketing to earth. Thunder still echoed, though it no longer sounded like artillery. A breeze was blowing. And it was still cool. Will gave thanks. He wondered if the Indians worshipped storms.


    Concerned about the Indians, Will clomped his way through the brick red mud toward the camp. The ground had turned to a thick liquid, so it was difficult to keep his footing. He could see some of the soldiers watching the storm pass. A few of them were drenched. Others must have come out after the hail and rain had abated; their uniforms were dry. Along the creek, the Indians were moving around, inspecting for damage from the downpour. He hoped they’d be more friendly to him if they saw he was concerned about what had happened to them.


    At the edge of the wash, he could see that the creek had doubled in size. Just then, he heard a dull roar. The sound was increasing in volume. Suddenly, the Indians began screaming. Will saw that one of them just across the wash from him was shouting and gesturing, pointing up the creek bed. Will’s eye followed his hand. And his stomach sank.


    There were a couple of Indians quite close to him struggling to climb up the muddy side of the wash. He ran to help. He slid in the mud and by the time he got a hand down to help them up was covered in it. On the other side of the wash, more Indians were struggling to get to higher ground. The roar was getting louder.


    A wall of water eight feet high was rushing toward them. Will didn’t see any more people trying to climb out on his side, and he pulled at the two men he’d helped to get away from the edge. Together, the three of them ran as fast as they could from the oncoming torrent.


    Water splashed all around them. The crest of the flash flood was higher than the walls of the creek bed. As the water reached the bend in the creek, it flowed up over the sides and surged against the nearby bank of the wash. Will looked back in horror to see the spot where he’d been standing crumble into the flood.


    The two Indians he had helped ran back down to the edge of the swollen river. They pointed at a tree that thrust up from the bottom of the riverbed. An elderly man and an even more elderly looking woman were stranded up in the tree, while several more people were clinging to the trunk in the raging water.


    That tree must have survived floods like this in the past. It was such floods, obviously, that had cut the wide deep wash. But how long can it remain standing?


    Will noticed the young Indian woman, the one he thought was named Has-bah. He’d seen her from a distance during his observations of the camp, but she’d never paid him any attention. Now she was on the other side of the torrent. She came striding down to the water’s edge, obviously in command, with a rope wound round her forearm. The small crowd who were pointing at the tree and shouting quieted down and tried to help.


    Will wanted to help, too. The tree with the stranded Indians was much closer to him than to Has-bah. But he didn’t have a rope, either with him or in his cabin. It’d take much too long to run back to the fort. And, anyway, I’d probably have to fill out some damned requisition before they’d give me a rope. He looked back, hoping to see that the woman had gotten her line to the helpless victims of the flood, but she was nowhere in sight.


    Then, a moment later, Will was shocked to see that she stood practically right next to him. Has-bah’s woolen dress was drenched, and her long black hair streamed water. She’d swum across to this side to get a better throw. How had she done that?


    The Indian woman tried to get the rope out to the people in the tree, but to no avail. She could throw it out to them, but none was able to catch it. The people in the limbs were elderly and not spry enough to grab for it, and those in the water didn’t dare release their grip on the trunk.


    Will remembered something he’d seen done when there’d been a flood near his home in Virginia. He ran back up the slope to his cabin. The door was hinged with leather straps but had a steel doorknob bolted firmly to the wood. He felt in his pockets. Not finding his knife, he
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