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They had reached the road. 

The horses followed him. The path widened, and it seemed that the gorge to their left was getting shallower.

Trees partly covered it.

The path widened still further, forming a kind of platform, with the wall leaning over it in a kind of visor.

And there, in the grass, was a body.

He was stretched out on the ground, on his side. 

She wore a fringed-edged suede skirt high above tan legs.

Two turned arms, the same hazel color, covered the head.

The Navajo Woman is a story belonging to the Far West Collection, a collection of novels developed in the American Wild West.
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The road steepened in the last few meters and soon after disappeared. To the right, a rocky wall. To the left, a cliff.

“Are you sure you haven't taken the wrong turn, Mac?

Mac shook his head. He was a man in his forties, with red hair and beard. He was wearing very worn clothes.

“No, what happens is that there was a landslide. You have to skip that and the path continues further. Clay ...

"What happen?

“Gold is close.

"Well.

Mac looked at him from under the brim of his hat.

“You don't seem very enthusiastic. Well, the truth is, you hardly get excited about anything.

Clay didn't reply. He was probably ten years younger than his partner and clean-shaven. His black hair fell in a peak over his forehead. He had removed his hat and was letting the mountain air dry his sweat.

"Okay, shall we?

"Yes," Clay said.

His clothes, though dusty, looked in better shape than Mac's. His hands were gloved.

They spurred the horses and they rushed to the assault of the mound. Their horseshoes slipped on the hard earth, but they finally managed to crown him. From above, the cliff looked terrifying. In the distance, clouds were gathering, blocking out the setting sun.

"Do you see the way? Down there.

"I see.

“We will make the night a little further. There is a cave. I remember perfectly, although it was two years since I was here, the last time.

He turned to his partner.

"Listen, friend. When we have the gold ...

“We will talk when we have the gold.

"Okay, okay. I just wanted to tell you that we will part ways in town. We agreed to that, right?

"If we are already at that, why talk more?

Then suddenly Clay slapped his partner on the shoulder.

“Mac, if I don't speak, it's because I don't feel like talking. But it's nothing personal against you.

"I know. But sometimes I think that a man is relieved if a weight is lifted off his shoulders. I've spent a lot of time alone and I know it.

“Well, in that case, with a devil, shut up and let's follow the path. We'll part ways or not, anyone knows, but I'll tell you one thing, Mac: I couldn't have chosen a better partner.

“I suppose I should feel very happy about those words and dance a jig, but damn, even though you are the closest thing to a dead man, it seems to me that I could not have found a better travel companion either. And here we are talking nonsense, when the night is creeping up on us.

They had reached the road. The horses followed him. The path widened, and it seemed that the gorge to their left was getting shallower. Trees partly covered it.

The wall, to the right, formed a promontory. Mac folded it first. When Clay caught up with him, he heard his partner exclaim and saw him standing.

"What the hell is going on?

"Look at that, Clay" said the other, in a low voice.

The path widened still further, forming a kind of platform, with the wall leaning over it in a kind of visor.

And there, in the grass, was a body.

He was stretched out on the ground, on his side. Clay saw a suede skirt, fringed at the edge, high above tan legs. Two turned arms, the same hazel color, covered the head.

"A woman," Clay said, dismounting.

"It must have fallen from up there," Mac replied.

They were already next to the body. Clay shook it and a face, framed by two black braids, came into view.

"An Indian," Mac said, frowning.

Clay lowered his eyes to his legs. Then, with a brusque movement, he put his hand on the woman's chest.

"She's alive," he said after a moment. Come on, help me.

He took the body in his arms and stood up. The woman had her eyes closed. He was young and his face had a strange, whitish hue.

"Hell," said Mac. Hell, I think ...

"Shut up and help me.

He placed it on the horse's neck. Carefully, as I could with a creature.

“How far away is that cave you told me about?

“Oh hell, less than five hundred yards.

"Is there water there?

“Yes, by the way there is. Clay, that woman ...

"Shut up. Go.

Leading the horse by the reins, he began to walk. Mac mounted and herded the mules.

The Indian woman stirred. Clay put his hand on her bare shoulder. The soft leather blouse, dyed in colors, was torn.

They did not speak until they reached the cave. It was big and spacious; it showed its mouth adorned with bulrush.

“Bring water and light the fire.

"Clay ...

“I said do it, damn it. Wait, I'll light the fire while you bring the water.

He carefully laid the Indian woman's body on the dry sand of the cave. She opened her eyes and a look of horror appeared in them. He made a move to sit up.

"Hold it, little girl," said Clay. Quiet. Be still.

She didn't seem to hear him. He rolled his eyes and his body stiffened.

Clay held her gently, but firmly.

"Quiet, come on, little one, quiet.

Mac returned with the water in the skins. He gave them a curious look and poured the water into the kettle.

"Quick," Clay said. Fast. And you, be still. Mac, you know a lot about Indians. Do you know which tribe this may be from?

He held her by both shoulders. She had closed her eyes and her body relaxed. He seemed to have lost consciousness again.

“She is a Navajo. Look at those pictures on the skirt.

"Can you speak to him in his language?

"I can, if she's not dead or ...

"It is not. Come on, let's light the fire.

Ten minutes later, the water was almost boiling. Clay walked to his mule and took out a leather saddlebag.

"What the hell are you going to do? Asked Mac.

Clay straightened up.

“Mac, you've seen the same thing as me, right?

"Yes I think so.

“Something has happened to that woman, and I imagine what it is.

His teeth were clenched. His face was pale.

“But you, what the hell can you do?

Clay had opened the saddlebag. From it he took out a wallet.

Mac leaned over him.

“But that... is that yours?

"It's mine. Put some water in a clean pot.

"But...

Clay faced him.

"You have not understood me? Will I have to do it all?

“No, Clay, hell. I like it as little as you do, but I will help you.

Clay returned to the young woman. The sun had set behind a dense mass of clouds.

"There will be a storm soon," Mac said.

"I'm going to heal her," Clay said.

Mac looked away.

"Damn" he said. Curse. I have seen many things, but "that" has always ...

"Have you also seen women raped? Clay asked dryly.

His hands maneuvered deftly and safely.

“He's coming to, Mac. Hold his arms.

The Indian woman opened her mouth, but no sound came from her lips. However, his entire shocked face was that of a person who "is screaming."

"With a devil ...

Mac held her arms. The body writhed.

Speak to him on his tongue or punch him on the jaw.

Mac began to speak. The Indian woman turned her face toward him, her expression strange. Mac continued to speak to her slowly, while holding her arms. Then she suddenly stopped resisting, but her mouth remained open.

Clay finished. He took a blanket and spread it over the girl's body. Then he rummaged through his suitcase and turned to Mac.

Tell him I'm going to give him medicine. That will take away the pain.

Mac spoke. She seemed to listen to him. He shook his head and opened his mouth. Then, Clay spilled a few drops on his tongue. He took the head in his hands and examined the back of her neck. I was there. A wound with dried blood. He washed it and examined it.

"It doesn't seem too bad," he said. This is what caused him to lose consciousness.

"I'd like," said Mac, slowly, chewing on the words, "take the scoundrel who did this and chat with him for half an hour. Chat and do some things to him that I know too.

Clay was on his feet. He washed his hands in the hot water. He turned to his partner.

"And I would like to witness it" he said.

The Indian woman had closed her eyes. It seemed to sleep.

"What have you given him?

"Opium.

Mac pulled out the rubber bag where he kept his tobacco. He began to roll a cigarette with shaking hands.

“Clay, you... all those tools... and you have opium. Your...

“I am, Mac, don't worry. I am a doctor.

“Yes, you are, hell. You are. One
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