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			“QUITE POSSIBLY MY FAVORITE BOOK OF ALL TIME … 

			
				A story about the Lewis and Clark Expedition from the Indian point of view is a very significant addition to Lewis and Clark lore.”

				—SAMMYE MEADOWS, Executive Director
    Lewis and Clark Trail Heritage Foundation, Inc.

			

			
				“The majesty of the scenery, the wonder of the stately tribes who greet, and menace, the expedition and the expedition’s mix of soldiers, ne’er-do-wells and French traders all combine to produce a strong novel about the days when Missouri was at the edge of the map.”

				—Kansas City Star

			

			
				“This rich and meaningful story offers a new look at the innocence of the Native Americans who welcomed the explorers, provided them with supplies, and never guessed the hospitality would lead to their demise. Based on historical fact, Sign-Talker will doubtless leave the reader wishing to read more of Thom’s work.”

				—St. Augustine Record

			

			
				“The narrative ripples with a luminous fascination for nature, both human and spiritual, as it rains down so much sorrow and wonder.”

				—Kirkus Reviews

			

		

	
		
			



			“A FRESH AND VIBRANT NOVEL.

			
				Kenneth Roberts believed that historical fiction could be more ‘true’ than non-fictional narrative. Thom’s mastery of both the material and human emotions proves the point, and his new book belongs on your ‘best historical novels’ shelf.… First-rate work.”

				—Southbridge Evening News (Massachusetts)

			

			
				“This great journey halfway across a wilderness continent and back has never been told so compellingly, with so much dignity and wisdom, as in Sign-Talker.”

				—SCOTT RUSSELL SANDERS
      Author of Hunting for Hope

			

			
				“Authentically detailed and populated with a cast of celebrated real-life characters, this stirring tale of tragedy and triumph will captivate fans of epic historical fiction.”

				—Booklist

			

		

	
		
			



			“SURELY THE BEST LEWIS AND CLARK NOVEL YET … 

			
				This is a compelling narrative, one grounded in the best scholarship and given life by Thom’s powerful imagination. Sign-Talker is an evocation of the American West at a crucial moment in time. Thom has given voice and spirit to that moment, and in the process written a memorable book that is both good history and a good read.”

				—JAMES P. RONDA
    H. G. Barnard Professor of Western
    American History
    The University of Tulsa

			

			
				“Wryly observing the bumbling efforts of arrogant whites to win the trust and loyalty of bellicose Indians, George Drouillard follows along as captains Meriwether Lewis and William Clark and thirty-odd white explorers journey up the Missouri River.… He is a formidable character, and … he emerges as genuine and credible. Thom’s portraits of Lewis, Clark, the much celebrated Sacagawea and other principal characters are also nicely fleshed out.”

				—Publishers Weekly
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			One of the two or three most valuable members of the expedition … a man of much merit; he has been peculiarly useful from his knowledge of the common language of gesticulation, and his uncommon skill as a hunter and woodsman.… It was his fate also to have encountered on various occasions, with either Captain Clark or myself, all the most dangerous and trying scenes of the voyage, in which he uniformly acquitted himself with honor.

			—MERIWETHER LEWIS, on George Drouillard
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			PART ONE
November, 1803–October, 1804

			11th November—
Arived at Massac engaged George Drewyer in the public service as an Indian Interpretter contracted to pay him 25 dollars pr. month for his services.—Mr Swan assistant Millitary agent at that place advanced him thirty dollars on account of his pay.—

			Meriwether Lewis, Journals

			







		

	
		Chapter 1

		Fort Massac, Lower Ohio Valley
November 11, 1803

		An eagle soared westward above the river bluff against a gray overcast, as if leading the lean hunter toward the fort, though the fort was where he was going anyway. He would see the big mysterious boat moored below the fort, he thought. It should be there by now.

		Eagles often seemed to lead the hunter, even though his personal Shawnee name was Nah S’gawateah Kindiwa, meaning Without Eagle Feathers. The name by which he was known was George Pierre Drouillard.

		The tawny skin of his face was taut over jutting bone, his mouth wide, thin-lipped. His hazel eyes were paler than his skin, which gave a strange brightness to his gaze that sometimes made people uneasy, as he knew it did. It was not good for a métis—a half-breed—to make white people uneasy, so hunting and trapping alone was suitable work for him, away from the towns.

		Drouillard rode a bay horse, and led an army mule that carried the boneless venison of three deer and the meat and fat of a bear, all bundled neatly in their own hides and hung on a packsaddle. He watched the silhouette of the eagle as he rode. Already he smelled wood smoke from the fort: hickory, oak. And he smelled latrine.

		He sent a thought up: Without Eagle Feathers follows you, kindiwa. There was a reason why that was his name, and it was a sad and sorry reason, no fault of his. Still, eagles often led him.

		Led by Eagles, that would have been a better name. If only there remained a shaman to do a new name ceremony for him, that could be his personal name. One could change to a truer name, with shaman help.

		Then another name came into his memory and made him laugh. Once when he was drunk a whiteman had asked him his Indian name and he said, “Followed by Buzzards.” The fool had believed him, though that would be a true name for him too, appropriate for a hunter. He was a good hunter. Not just a tracker and stalker and sharpshooter. In boyhood he had learned the voices and sounds of all the animals and birds, and could call and decoy them in their own languages. He was such a good hunter that Captain Bissell, commander of Fort Massac, employed him to bring game to the fort to feed its soldiers. He was paid for the meat by the hundredweight. He took his pay in gunpowder, lead, soap, and the printed paper that the américains called money. The army provided the pack mule. Followed by Buzzards. He rode along laughing. It was a laugh just slightly bitter, the taste of much Shawnee people’s laughter these days.

		He rode the curving path through leafless woods, and the river below was green and wide. The woods opened ahead onto a stump-studded clearing, in which the fort stood massive on its earthworks, log and stone. Originally it had been a French fort, now garrisoned by soldiers of the United States, who had rebuilt it from ruins. From its promontory on the north bank of the Ohio, one commanded a view of some thirty miles of the river, from the mouth of the Tennessee almost down to the Mississippi. It was almost like seeing as an eagle sees. There was a spirit in the place that was much older than the age of the fort. Drouillard knew this would have been a lookout place of the Ancients, those who had built the great, silent hill-mounds everywhere along these rivers, then had died or gone away before whitemen came.

		But of course the eagle could look down with scorn even at this high, proud place, and see farther horizons.

		Out of the woods now, he looked down to see if the big mystery boat was moored below the bluff, and it was. He had seen it yesterday while hunting opposite the mouth of the Cumberland, had stood watching it pass below with four soldiers rowing and one on the tiller and another on the bow. It was a long, black-hulled galley keelboat with a sail mast forward and a cabin in the stern. This was not quite a real ship, he thought, such as the seagoing ships he had seen down at New Orleans, but it was much more like a ship than the usual flatboats and barges that brought whitemen and their goods down the Ohio to the Mississippi. Days before he had seen it, he heard the rumors and the mysteries about it. People all down the Ohio were talking about the coming of this boat. Rumors moved much faster than boats, and made mysteries that had to be figured out.

		A rumor said this boat had been sent by the President of the United States, and that its commander was a friend of President Jefferson. Another rumor said that President Jefferson was going to take control of the Mississippi country from the Spaniards. Another rumor, or maybe a part of the same one, was that the américains coming on this boat intended to go all the way west to the ocean on the far side, and make a trading route all the way to the farthest place, called China.

		To a solitary woodsman like Drouillard, such rumors were merely curiosities, and he could see no way they would be important to him, any more than the rumors three years ago when all the whitemen had expected strange happenings just because their calendar turned to 1800 and a new century. Whitemen presumed that their ways of counting time had power.

		But there were two things about these rumors that made his instincts tingle, like the sound of a growl in the underbrush:

		One of the soldier officers on this boat was said to be called Clark, a war name from his childhood memory: memories of shooting, houses burning, women dragging their children into the woods to hide from the Town-Burner soldiers whose leader was the dreaded Clark. The name was still a curse in the house of Drouillard’s uncle, Louis Lorimier, for Clark had destroyed Lorimier’s great trading post in Ohio and ruined him. Was this officer the same Clark, now coming again?

		The other thing that gave Drouillard a frisson was that word had come that Captain Bissell at the fort wanted him to come and talk to the américain soldier officers when they arrived at Massac. Why would they want to talk to him?

		Drouillard rode through the open gate into the fort. A sentry above the gate nodded to him, which was about as much greeting as an Indian could expect to get from a white soldier. Drouillard knew that particular soldier and sensed that if he weren’t employed in bringing meat, the man would be happy to shoot him, just to be shooting an Indian. Drouillard had hunted, interpreted and guided for the fort officers for years, but many of the soldiers just hated Indians.

		The quartermaster, on the other hand, was always glad to see him because the meat he brought was always fresh and well-butchered. They worked together unloading and weighing the venison and bear, and the quartermaster wrote the weights on a slip of paper for Drouillard to give to the paymaster. “Thankee, Drouillard. And by the way, Cap’n Bissell wants to see you. Got some important gents in there he wants ye to meet.”

		“So I hear.” Drouillard finished rolling and tying the deer and bear skins, which he would flense and cure to sell at his uncle’s trading post over at Cape Girardeau. He left the horse and mule hitched and took his long rifle off its saddle sling and walked across the parade ground toward Captain Bissell’s quarters. Soldiers were lined up outside the paymaster’s door. Soldiers were always lined up. There seemed to be something in soldier law that everybody had to do the same thing at the same time, which meant that they always had to line up and wait. Apparently, soldiers weren’t allowed to have a notion to go and do something alone and get it done while nobody was in the way. Instead they had to wait until they were all told to go to the same place at the same time so that they were all in each other’s way and had to wait. To Drouillard it seemed like a poor way of doing things, but it did make it possible for soldiers to stand around together complaining to each other, which seemed to be a favorite pastime of the whitemen.

		Most of the fort soldiers knew Drouillard by sight as the Indian who brought in meat, and they didn’t pay much attention to him. But today there were new soldiers here, the ones off the keelboat, and they watched him as he passed, and he could feel them watching him. Young men coming down the Ohio from Kentucky and Pennsylvania usually were from families that had been in the Indian troubles, and according to the rumors, the captains of this boat had been recruiting their men from those places.

		The flag was stirring in the breeze at the top of its pole. One blue corner contained fifteen little pointed white designs which were said to be stars, and he understood that each star stood for a whiteman’s land called a state, and that as the whitemen kept coming on into the Indian country, they kept making more states. He had heard that the old homeland of his Shawnee people north of the Ohio River was now becoming a state, and he could scarcely imagine what that meant, except that all the woods and fields and hunting grounds were being marked with lines into squares, which whitemen bought for money, putting the Indians off into tight little places and making them live there. It was a faraway and ominous thing going on back there, and he always felt it like the coming of weather.

		Most of his understanding of it came from his uncle, Lorimier, who as a trader heard news from everywhere and sometimes told him about it. Lorimier would shake his head with a sad smile and say that it was something that had been going on for many generations, and that many peoples were no longer where the Master of Life had put them. Lorimier, with Chief Kishkalwa’s Shawnees, had been given lands by the Spanish at Cape Girardeau near the mouth of the Ohio, many years ago, so they could stand as a buffer between the old river communities and the américains who kept coming down the Ohio and moving into land where they weren’t welcome. But they kept coming, and were now a large part of the population, and they had army bases on the Illinois side of the Mississippi: here at Massac, and at Cahokia, across the river from St. Louis. When the américain officers of those posts inquired after hunters to bring meat to their garrisons, Louis Lorimier had encouraged his nephew George Drouillard to apply. By passing in and out of the américain forts and getting to know their officers, Drouillard might now and then hear or see things that would be useful to Lorimier and, through him, useful to the Spanish authorities. For a while Drouillard had, in a very minor way, been a spy.

		But then just a few weeks ago there had come news that would affect this part of the country in ways that Drouillard, and even his uncle, could hardly comprehend yet: the United States had made a treaty by which all the lands west of the Mississippi would be under its control and governance. The treaty had been made with the ruler of France, whose name rolled like a legend up and down the rivers: Napoleon.

		Drouillard, occupied with traces and tracks and streams, and the movements and seasons of game animals, with his gun and his traps, thought little of the doings of men. But there were names that came in news and rumors by the long river courses, a few names, that engaged his thought and made him wonder. Two of those names were Napoleon and Jefferson. They were in every newspaper and every rumor that came from afar. Drouillard had no image of either man, no face or figure to see in his mind when he heard their names. He could no more easily envision them than he could Nanabusho the Trickster Helper, or Kohkumthena the Grandmother Spirit. When he thought of Napoleon, what came to his mind was the French flag of red and blue separated by white; when he thought of Jefferson he thought of this more intricate flag on its pole in the center of the fort: the blue corner with fifteen white star-shapes, and its fifteen stripes, alternately red and white. Often in the last few months, while waiting to see Captain Bissell or to collect his hunter’s pay, he had stood musing on the design and the meaning of the rippling, flapping flag of these américains. As far as he could understand it, it was the dodam, or totem, of their nation, as the redtail hawk was the totem of his people’s nation, the Shawnee.

		Now as he glanced up at their fluttering flag, he saw that the eagle that had led him along the bluff had not gone on westward, but was spiraling on the air above the fort. He stood outside the door of Captain Bissell’s house for a moment and gazed beyond the flag to watch the eagle moving upward into the low, gray clouds. Sometimes Drouillard’s spirit could reach that high and bring the eagle’s spirit into a sameness with his own, and see as far as it could see from up there. He had done that sometimes in his life, or had dreamed that he had done it, which was the same.

		Through the door he could hear the two officers who were talking with Captain Bissell. One had a hard-edged voice, one of those voices that seem to come from a place in the speaker’s head right behind the nose, like the bugle horn the fort soldiers blew at certain times of day. The other was a deep-drum voice without edges, a rumble like summer thunder. Drouillard wondered which voice belonged to the officer Clark, and he was reluctant to go in and meet face-to-face an old enemy of his people, if indeed this was that same Clark. Yet he was curious to see him too. He hesitated, and watched the eagle soar higher above the flag, and heard the officers’ voices.

		He felt that their coming here had very much to do with Napoleon and Jefferson and the américains’ new power over this country. When Lorimier first heard of that treaty, he had gone red in the face and clenched his teeth and fists, and cried angrily that he had grown too old to move out of the way of américains again, but that he probably would have to, one more time. Lorimier loved this place where all the rivers of the Middle Ground flowed together: the Missouri, the Mississippi, the Ohio, and all their tributaries; because where rivers flowed together, all their peoples came together to trade. For a trader, where could there be a better place than this? The Spaniards had given Lorimier many exclusive privileges and advantages, and he had rebuilt his fortune, and was once again a great man among the tribes. Lorimier knew about the treaty with Napoleon and the coming of the power of the United States, but surely he did not know that his old enemy Clark had arrived here in person. If it was so, he would let his uncle know it. That was the kind of spying his uncle would have hoped for.

		In dreams, or in waking dreams, Drouillard had seen down from that eagle’s height the coming-together place of these rivers, and all the lands around. He knew it all close down too; he had walked, ridden, run, and paddled over all of it as a hunter and a trapper, a trader and messenger, for Lorimier. He knew all its creatures and plants, and the animal paths, and where lead and salt could be found, where the medicine herbs grew. His mother, Asoondequis, Straight Head, had taught him how to use the plants of the earth to heal his wounds and cure his illnesses, and she had told him: “I am only your walking mother. You only came through me, from your true mother, who is Earth.” She had been called Straight Head because, in the old Shawnee way, she had been kept as a baby in a flat-backed cradleboard which shaped her with an erect posture and the back of her head flat. She had raised her son likewise, so that he stood straighter, even when relaxed, than soldiers stood in rigid attention. Some whitemen resented the sight of an Indian half-breed standing so proud, and so it had become his habit to stand back and attract as little attention as possible.

		Drouillard imagined the vastness of the horizons the eagle could see as it rose higher, above the clouds. From up there now it surely could see most of the great hill-mounds built by the Ancient People, far up the Mississippi near Cahokia, and far up the Ohio above the Wabash. The river valleys were full of them, square ones, cone-shaped ones, circular walls, all made of earth and vibrant with old spirits. In his hunting he had come upon hundreds of them, some huge, some smaller than cabins, overgrown with grass and brush and old trees, silent to the ear but haunted with spirit music that his heart could hear. The names of the people who had built them were long forgotten, but his mother had told him they were built by peoples who were ancestors of the Shawnees. He had seen those men in dreams and once in a vision: not clearly, but well enough to know that upon the middle of their foreheads they wore something round and polished. Even in his boyhood homeland, the place called Ohio, there had been many of those hill-mounds. In those ancient times there must have been so many more Indian people than remained now, because those mounds would have required hundreds or thousands of people to build. Whitemen believed the great mounds must have been built by other whitemen who had been here long ago and then vanished, because they believed that only whitemen could do big things.

		The Shawnee way was in the education his mother had given him. He had been given another education by Black Robes when he was a boy, but he had been glad to forget most of that. The Black Robes had taught him that there were many things to fear in the world, but his mother and her people had taught him that there was nothing to be feared. And in living to become thirty years old, the only fears he experienced were those that came in certain dark dreams, which returned now and then, and they were so unlike anything in his real world that he thought they were left over from the Black Robes. He had run away from them as soon as he could.

		Drouillard, looking up, now saw the eagle again, so high it was a speck, and then it disappeared as if it had been only a spirit of an eagle. He had watched it as long as he could and now it was time to go in and see what Captain Bissell and the boat officers wanted of him. He was not eager, but he was curious, and maybe he would learn something that would be useful to his uncle.

		As he reached up to knock on Captain Bissell’s door, the latch clicked and the hinges groaned. The door swung inward and a lean soldier stepped out, paused, and turned to speak into the room. “Man out here, sir.”

		“Who is it?” Captain Bissell’s voice asked.

		“Drouillard, Cap’n,” he called in.

		“Ah, come in, George.”

		The departing soldier, not one of the fort’s men, stepped out of his way, saying, “Going with us, chief?”

		“I haven’t been asked.” So. Another one of those who call you “chief” to show they’ve noticed you’re Indian, Drouillard thought, stepping inside. He shut the door and sidestepped to stand with his back to a wall, as he always did in a room full of whitemen.

		The familiar room was hot and close, rank with tobacco smoke, overboiled coffee, and body smells, and seemed smaller because of the several big men in it. What appeared to be a black bear rose from the floor under the room’s one window and came toward him. His hand tightened on his rifle in reflex, before his nose identified the animal as dog, not bear. It came with clicking toenails and sniffed his hand with a cold nose, plumed tail stirring the smoke. One of the voices, the one with a bugle edge to it, said, “Seaman, no,” and the huge dog went back under the window.

		The room was dim, lit from the right by gray daylight through waxed-paper window panes, from the left by burning logs in the stone fireplace, and by one candle in a glassed lantern on the plank table in the middle of the room. Much of the table was covered with sheets of paper, maps, and leather-covered books. What Drouillard noticed most keenly was not what he saw, but what he felt: the force of presences. It made his nape prickle. In the center of the force were the eyes of two big men, looking at him.

		Captain Bissell sat near the fireplace. Another huge, thick-bodied man, in a pale cloth shirt, was by the back wall, hands and face as black as charcoal: a Negro. But the force was all coming from the two whitemen standing by the table in the center of the room. Both were tall, erect, broad-shouldered, and looked solid as oak trees. Their hands and faces were weathered and ruddy, their foreheads white from always wearing hats, as soldiers do.

		It was in their eyes that the power was centered. These were scout eyes, hungry eyes looking for the best way through. He felt that they were seeing right through his own eyes into his spirit, though theirs was not the arrogant staring-down look that he as a half-breed got from most young whitemen.

		Both of them looked to be about his own age, around thirty, so neither of them could be Clark the Town Burner, his uncle’s old enemy. That was a relief.

		“Gentlemen, this is George Drouillard, our hunter I spoke of,” Captain Bissell said.

		One of the officers, the one with short-cropped, dark auburn hair and a small, delicately shaped mouth, said, “So you’re Drouillard? I wasn’t expec—” His was the hard, bugle-edged voice.

		Captain Bissell should have warned them to expect an Indian, Drouillard thought. “I’m Captain Meriwether Lewis,” the man said. “Thank you for coming.” Drouillard felt a buzzing, humming sensation such as he had felt once just before lightning killed a horse nearby. This man contained some troubling sort of medicine power.

		Then the other officer, who was slightly taller and wore his thick, long, copper-colored hair pulled back in a queue, came around the table and put forth a huge, long-fingered hand, hard and rough as tree bark. Drouillard took it and felt strength come through him. This man’s face was longer, more craggy, but his mouth was wider and less severe, and his eyes, deep blue, twinkled with unguarded kindness. “I’m William Clark,” he said in that rumbling, soft-edged voice. “Come sit, Mr. Drouillard. Would y’ take a coffee or a toddy?” Having smelled the coffee already, Drouillard chose toddy. Clark said over his shoulder, “York, would y’ kindly scorch our guest some whiskey.” The servant nodded, looked at Drouillard through yellow-tinged eyes and winked at him, then busied himself with mug, spoon, little cloth bags and a brown, corked jug, all at a little table by the back wall. “He’ll make you what’s a favorite of mine for raw days like this,” Clark said. Drouillard sat on the puncheon bench in front of the table with his long rifle across his thighs, seeing no place else to put it. The officers pretended to be settling themselves and moving paper on the desk, but he knew they were studying him with so much care that it made him edgy.

		Captain Clark said, “I know the name Drouillard. There was an interpreter, a Captain Drouillard, around Detroit, I recollect.… Saved a scout, Kenton, from the stake? …”

		“Pierre Drouillard, sir. My father.” He remembered the man Kenton from childhood, and the famous story of how his father had rescued him from burning.

		“So! You’re his son! And does he live in these parts now?”

		“No, sir. He passed over last spring. In Ontario. He never lived out here.” After having one son by a Shawnee woman, Pierre Drouillard had left to marry a respectable French Catholic woman and father a large brood of white children. Drouillard saw no reason to tell these strangers any of that sorry story.

		“My condolences. I didn’t know,” Clark said. If this captain knew of Pierre Drouillard, perhaps he was a son, or a younger brother, of the Town Burner Clark.

		Then the other captain, Lewis, who was pensively rolling a writing quill between his fingers, said, “Captain Bissell says you’re from Lorimier’s post, at Cape Girardeau, and related to him.”

		The question put Drouillard on his guard. Perhaps these officers were trying to scout out the presence of old enemies in this territory where their government’s mission had brought them.

		The black man had brought a pewter mug and set it on the end of the table close to the hearth, and now he bent to lay the end of an iron poker in the bright center of the coals. He straightened up, palms on the small of his back, pursing and unpursing his lips, watching the fire.

		“Monsieur Lorimier is my uncle.” Lorimier, like Drouillard père, had been one of their enemies, so he said nothing more about him.

		Then Captain Clark said, “Cap’n Bissell tells us that you’re an interpreter yourself. What languages?”

		Cap’n Bissell sure tells them a lot about me, Drouillard thought. He glanced at Bissell, who was reaming out his pipe bowl with his penknife. Drouillard had never thought of himself as an interpreter. He was a hunter, a scout, a trapper. True, he oftentimes helped travelers and soldiers and Indians understand each other, at Lorimier’s store, at the fort. He replied, “Speaking languages? Of the whites, English, French, Spanish.”

		“And the Indian tongues. Which of those?”

		“Ah, Shawanese, Delaware. Kaskaskias and Wea of the Miamis. Ahm, Potawatomi, a little. Kickapoo, o’ course; it’s almost just like Shawanese …”

		Lewis waved a hand toward the northwest. “What ones up the Mississippi? Any up the Missouri?”

		This was a different matter. Drouillard tilted his head, gazed toward the wall. “I’ve traded with Osage, with Kansa, Kiowa, Oto, Missouria …” He paused, remembering peoples who had come to the confluence of rivers with furs and hides. “ … Ojibway, Menominee, Arikara … Dakota Sioux, but only a little …” He looked at Lewis, needing to explain something here. The black man stooped and picked up the iron poker, which now was glowing yellow and red at its tip, and thrust it into the pewter mug. The liquid hissed, sending up a cloud of steam smelling of spice, whiskey, and hot iron, which for a moment overrode all the other odors of the room. He set the mug on the bench beside Drouillard with another nod and wink, put the poker back on the hearth and returned to the back of the room. In the steam were familiar scents: nutmeg, cinnamon, clove, rare things that Lorimier sometimes got into his store by way of New Orleans.

		“Cap’n, I don’t know many speaking words of those people. But with hand talk, I can talk with about any Indian I meet. That’s what I mean, sir. Don’t want to make too much of it.” He picked up the mug by its hot handle, inhaled the steam, blew over the top and sipped carefully at the rim. It was strong and sweet, more whiskey than anything else. The heat and fumes riled his tongue and seemed to billow through his head. Maybe he should have asked for mere coffee after all. This stuff could make one drunk even quicker than cold whiskey, and whenever he had gotten drunk, he had been sorry long afterward. “With respect, Cap’n, may I ask what you want of me? All I’ve ever done for your army here is bring it meat.”

		“And translate, and courier work,” Captain Bissell reminded him.

		Captain Lewis leaned forward with his hands folded on the table. “I don’t know yet what we want of you, or even if we want anything of you, or whether you’ll be interested in us. From what Cap’n Bissell said, you can be counted on. You might serve us well in various ways. Can you read and write?”

		That was a matter of which Drouillard was ashamed. The Black Robes had taught him a little of it before he fled them. He had never used it, had turned his mind away from it, perhaps even had deliberately wiped it out with his other Black Robe memories in turning back to the ways of his mother’s people. He shook his head. “No, hardly. I can sign my name so you can tell what it is, but no curlicues or feathers on it.”

		“Hm. All right. Would you … would you soldier? Join the army? I’m allowed to pay my soldiers in a land bounty, as well as wages.”

		That was easy to answer. Soldiers were like slaves. He had seen that at this fort. No freedom to do or say anything or go where they pleased. “No, sir. Don’t look to me for a soldier.”

		“He’s an Indian,” Clark said to Lewis.

		“War Department doesn’t need to know that,” Lewis replied over his shoulder. “He has a Christian name.”

		“What I mean is, he knows he’s Indian.”

		Drouillard glanced over at Captain Clark and almost allowed himself to smile. Here was a man who seemed to understand that an Indian might well not want to soldier. Not to presume too much from a single remark, but here was something that set the one captain apart from the other.

		Now Captain Lewis went on. “Then I could hire you as a civilian in the public service. Twenty-five dollars a month.”

		Twenty-five dollars a month! Drouillard had never needed money, or thought much about it. But it so happened that he needed money now. Since his father’s death in Ontario, his stepmother Angelique had been left without means. She had been good to him, and his dear friend and oldest half sister Marie Louise kept up a correspondence. They were his family. He had been trying to earn enough to help them by hunting for the fort, and twenty-five dollars a month sounded like a fortune. With that kind of pay, he could provide enough to keep Angelique and her large brood comfortable. Suddenly he was very interested in what these officers were saying. But he was cautious. He said, “Hire me for what, Cap’n?”

		“Do you know what we’re about, Mr. Drouillard?” Captain Clark asked.

		Drouillard crushed a tiny fragment of ground clove between his front teeth and relished the flavor of it while thinking how to answer. “Like everyone, sir, I’ve heard rumors.”

		“The rumors being …”

		“That you mean to take that big boat up the Missouri, pass over mountains, and go down to the sea in the West, sir.”

		Clark laughed, a big laugh. “Sure a lot more accurate than rumors usually are! In fact, yes, Mr. Drouillard, that’s largely just what we’re about. And you, what d’you think of us doing that? Think we can?”

		Drouillard lifted the hot mug and took a sip to hide his smile. He thought about what name to use for God. Then he swallowed and said, “Cap’n, that’s a long, long way upstream. But if the Creator, and all the Indians out there, allow it, I would say the rest of it will depend on how hard you can push on.”

		The two officers glanced at each other with raised eyebrows, and all was still in the room. The big black dog rose, stretched, and padded with scraping toenails to the side of Captain Lewis. He fondled its ears without looking down, and finally said, “Indeed an interesting opinion. And how do you think God and the Indians will favor us?” There was a little antagonism or mockery in his tone, but he seemed earnest for a real answer, so Drouillard gave it.

		“What you tell the Indians, about why you’re in their country, they will have to judge whether to believe you. But the Creator will know.”

		Captain Clark opened his mouth and pulled at his chin with one hand as if to make his face longer. Captain Lewis’s eyes sparked, his eyelids narrowed slightly, and he gave off a surge of intensity that Drouillard could feel. “Would you mean to imply that, well, that we would … mislead them?”

		Drouillard thought that perhaps he should not have spoken that way to a white army officer who was thinking of hiring him. But if he was going to get involved with these people and go into other Indians’ land with them, they needed to talk straight with each other. “Cap’n, sir, I am what you call Shawanoe. My people lived by the Ohio and along the Miami. Now your people have our country. In losing it we learned that when some whitemen talk, what they say changes between their heart and their tongue.”

		Captain Lewis clenched his thick jaw muscles. He glanced down for an instant, then back up. “Interesting how you see that, Mr. Drouillard. I wonder how you know that? Captain Clark and I were at Greenville when the Indians willingly signed the treaty that turned those very lands over to the United States. We saw Little Turtle and Blue Jacket and the others sign it, and they signed it of their free will because they trusted what General Wayne told them. I don’t remember seeing you there, do I? Were you a witness to some deception that we missed?”

		It was true that he had not been there, but Drouillard had heard that the chiefs were held hostage and bribed and made drunk until they signed, and that they were never told they would have to leave the lands. He had heard all that bitter, sad story from Shawnees who came to Lorimier’s. But to argue the point with these men who had been there was pointless.

		Captain Lewis continued, “I assure you that what is in my heart is what will come from my tongue.” He paused, and added, “And God will know it’s true.”

		“Then, sir, who am I to doubt it?”

		After a long moment, in which Drouillard could feel Captain Lewis’s heat simmering down like a boiling pan lifted off the fire, the captain went on. “If you go with us as an interpreter, Mr. Drouillard, you should have a full understanding of our journey. You might not have heard the news yet, that the government of the United States has bought the country west of the Mississippi, up to the western mountains, from the government of France.”

		Drouillard felt a chill run from his jaws over his shoulders and down. So that was the truth about that treaty! Bought it! An angry heat flushed his face. This was talk too big for the mouths of mere human beings, who were just one of the animal families. This rigid soldier, a mere Two-Legged in a blue coat, was speaking of a portion of Mother Earth far bigger than an eagle’s horizons, and he was saying it was bought, which was the word meaning traded for money, as when one goes to a store in St. Louis and counts out rag-money for a keg of gunpowder or a wool blanket, or perfume for a French tart.

		Land belonged only to the Creator. His people did not believe that even a handful of it could be sold, though they had learned that whitemen believed they could buy it from Indians and sell it to each other and make the Indians get off it. That was the reason why his mother’s Shawnee people had no homeland anymore and were scattered about in little square tracts where whitemen told them they could live. It was a reason why there was no war chief anymore who could decorate him with an eagle feather even if he earned one. It was a reason why his name was Without Eagle Feathers.

		Drouillard picked up the toddy mug again and occupied himself with a long, careful sip until he felt calmed and balanced enough to think or speak. Then he mentioned something else that had sounded wrong since he first started hearing about it:

		“From France? Sir, how does France sell a country ruled by Spain?”

		Captain Clark, who was now half standing, half sitting against the edge of the table with his arms crossed on his chest, gave a booming laugh. “Napoleon,” he said, as if the name explained everything. There again was the name of that soldier-king in France who was always making war over there. Drouillard looked from one captain to the other.

		“Here it is about that,” Captain Lewis said, fondling the ears and scalp of his big dog, which sat by him grinning and half asleep with its tongue hanging out. “Napoleon made a treaty with Spain two years ago, recovering the territory from Spain. France is strong, Spain’s very weak, y’ see.…” He paused, looking at Drouillard as if gauging how much of this a half-breed woodsman could understand or care to know. “Understand, Mr. Drouillard, before I came on this mission, I lived in the President’s house. I was Mr. Jefferson’s secretary, if you know what a secretary is? Aye? So I know a great deal about such things as happen in Europe … y’ know where Europe is? And I knew how the President thought about such things …” Drouillard sensed that he was supposed to be awed by this information. “Mr. Jefferson,” the captain went on, “didn’t like France owning the territory, because Napoleon is strong and ambitious. The President is much relieved that Napoleon sold it to him. It changes everything in this country. In our particular case, it changes the way we shall make our voyage.”

		Sold it to him. Captain Lewis had indeed actually said that! Again Drouillard felt that shiver and flush. One man, this Jefferson, believed he could buy a country too big for even ten eagles to see over. Even though it was full of the peoples that the Master of Life put upon it to live.

		And Drouillard was beginning to deduce that he himself, as interpreter, was to be the one who would have to tell that to all those peoples. He could feel his spirit beginning to lose its balance, swayed by the powerful toddy and the outrageous story this whiteman in a blue coat was telling.

		“Napoleon could never have kept Americans out of this Mississippi country, and he knew that,” Lewis went on. “And he needs money to support his wars in Europe. So he agreed to sell it. He knew the sale would spite England, which no doubt tickled him good. Heh heh. Now the United States will have free navigation of the whole Mississippi, and the port of New Orleans to the seas, without a by-your-leave from France, Spain, England, or anybody. Now all Americans this side of the mountains have a seaport for their goods, at last!” Captain Lewis was obviously very pleased with what his president had done, and enjoyed telling about it, even to a half-breed hunter out of the woods.

		Drouillard’s head was beginning to whirl with thoughts that were half new, half familiar. He had several times floated down the Mississippi to New Orleans with his uncle’s cargoes of furs and hides from the Missouri country, or with lead from the mines of St. Genevieve, and had come back up in cargo boats rowed by chanting voyageurs, carrying brandies, chocolate, silks, and silver back up to the gay-hearted, luxury-loving French townfolk of St. Louis and Cahokia, Kaskaskia and St. Charles. On those journeys he had met Kentuckians and Pennsylvanians drifting in their huge, crude flatboats carrying corn and whiskey, salt pork, flax, hemp, cowhides, hardwood barrels, and sawn lumber down the river, where they would be at the mercy of greedy and hostile Spanish port officials. Of course this new control of the waterways and seaport must be important to the Americans west of the mountains.

		Now Captain Clark leaned toward Drouillard, eager to say something about all this. “About ten years ago, my brother George got so damn mad he was ready to go to war to make the Spaniards open up New Orleans for Kentucky trade. He was actually raising an army, till President Washington stopped him, from fear o’ diplomats. Washington all but called him a traitor over that, never mind it was George won the whole war this side o’ the mountains! Well, I say, good riddance to Spaniards.”

		So! Then this captain is the Town Burner’s brother! Drouillard thought. He vaguely remembered all the alarm that General Clark’s invasion threat had stirred up in the Mississippi Valley: the frightened Spanish officials in St. Louis, his uncle’s seething rage toward his old enemy. Drouillard recalled he had almost had his chance to become a warrior back then, as militias were formed to repel Long Knife Clark’s Kentuckians. He looked anew at Captain Clark now, having momentarily almost liked him.

		Captain Lewis uttered a hard chuckle, grinning, chin jutting, the first indication that he was capable of smiling. “You must admit, my friend, that things make better sense with Mr. Jefferson as our president.”

		“Not that you’re partial, Mr. President’s own boy.”

		They both laughed, and so did Bissell, their laughter seeping into Drouillard’s fuddled perceptions of these vast, grave matters. For a moment he tensed, thinking they might be laughing at him as a gullible Indian, to get drunk on toddy and believe fantastic jokes about the buying and selling of countries; whitemen had done that to him before. But no, they were joking with each other. He realized that these might be not just two officers thrown together on the same mission, but old familiars. Indeed, they did have a way of shifting their talk from one to the other and not losing the direction of it, as members of families can do. And both had the same accent, that of Virginians.

		“The fact is, Mr. Drouillard,” Lewis said, “President Jefferson in his wisdom is changing this part of the world, and everyone in this part of the world will have to understand the change. As this country is a Babel—you know what Babel is?—making them all understand will be one of our hardest tasks. If you can, as Captain Bissell tells us, talk to any Indian you meet, and to Spaniards and Frenchmen as well, you will be most valuable to us. And thus, well-treated and well-compensated. But of course, you’ll have to prove out. Fortunately, there’s time for that.”

		They were staring into him again. In their minds they were making him into something they could use. Only this morning he had awakened in the woods a lone hunter with no purpose more complex than the ancient one of providing meat. Now, a few hours later, he was becoming burdened by a great piling-up of words, and he was off balance with whiskey in his head. This must have been how it was for the old chiefs when they were brought into treaty councils and persuaded to do things they never would have thought of doing.

		But he was a free man, Drouillard thought. They couldn’t make him into something unless he agreed, and he very well might not agree. “What is it you want me to make them understand?” he asked. If nothing came of this interview, at least he would be able to tell Lorimier what their plans were.

		Captain Lewis began: “The tribes along the Missouri have to understand they have a New Father. That their earlier Father, the King of Spain, has gone. That they live on United States land now, and that they will trade with only Americans, or agents of America. That their New Father means to make a road of peace and prosperity all the way to the West. The red children can choose to participate with their New Father and enjoy his benevolence, or they can do without. Henceforth, only American goods will be traded on American soil.”

		It was obvious that Captain Lewis had made these statements often, because he breezed through them without pause, and apparently with no comprehension of how foolish and proud they were.

		Trade with the Indians was a very complicated matter. It was interwoven with tribal enmities and alliances. Certain dominant tribes had established themselves as controllers of trade routes. Such tribes as the Osage would trade only with Spaniards. The Sioux, far up the Missouri, preferred goods of English manufacture, and any less powerful tribes who wanted English goods had to obtain them through the Sioux. French and Spanish traders and trappers going up the Missouri were stopped by the Sioux and made to pay tribute, or were robbed, sometimes killed. Farther up was another trade bottleneck, the Knife River Mandans, eternal enemies of the Sioux and their competitors for the favors of English traders in Canada. Some tribes were bitter enemies, but for the duration of the great harvest trade fairs they would ritually adopt each other so that commerce could be done. Among the Omahas lived French traders in their third generation, their loyalty strengthened by intermarriage. In some tribes trade was entrusted to the women because they were considered smarter at such work, in others because the traders were afraid of the warriors. Captain Lewis was going to go through and tell them all to do it one way and to obey a new White Father they had never even heard of. If this was the President’s idea, the President must know nothing about Indians.

		Drouillard wanted to talk to his uncle. He wanted to hear him laugh over the plans of these naifs. Lorimier knew more about the maze of complexities in Indian trade than just about anyone, with the exception perhaps of the Spaniard Manuel Lisa. What Lorimier could teach these américains, they desperately needed to know. But he hated them, so why should he teach them?

		Drouillard wanted to ask his uncle’s opinion about accepting the officers’ invitation to go as interpreter. Lorimier might be furious with him for even considering it. Or he might encourage him to go along as a spy. Or even as a saboteur, to assure that their mission would fail.

		The captains were waiting for him to say something, but he was not ready to say anything. He could feel them staring at him. Finally, Lewis said, “You seem to be what we need, Mr. Drouillard. Captain Bissell says you can be counted on. Twenty-five dollars a month, and a grant of land if you stay with us the whole way. Would you consider coming with us on those terms, I mean, if we decide we want you enough?”

		“How long?”

		“Two years at the least. More likely, three.”

		“How big an army?”

		“Of soldiers, maybe twenty or thirty. Some voyageurs who know the river. Perhaps forty or fifty select men, all told.”

		Drouillard had to put his face in the mug again to hide his mirth. Fifty men to make half a continent obey their president! He swallowed the last of the toddy, which had gone lukewarm. “I am not decided. I must …” He started to say pray over it, but most whitemen were dubious about Indian prayers, so he said, “I should council before going away so long. With my relations.”

		“Captain Bissell says you’re not married?”

		“Not married.”

		“Betrothed?”

		“No.”

		“Good. We don’t want married men along, or those with their hearts left behind ’em.”

		“Whoa!” exclaimed Captain Clark. “That’d leave me out!”

		“Hah!” Lewis smirked and tossed his head. “Cap’n Clark’s got a pretty nymphet back in Virginia he thinks will marry him if he lives long enough for her to come of age.”

		“Mwahaha!” Captain Bissell guffawed, and Clark blushed and grinned. Drouillard had never heard of a nymphet, but obviously it meant a girl.

		Lewis said, “As for your relative Mr. Lorimier: I’d indeed like to stop and speak to him about the President’s Indian trade policy. Perhaps you could subscribe for us a letter of introduction to him.”

		“I could do better. I could take you to him. It would be very interesting to me.” He could have said amusing.

		“That would be kind of you,” Lewis said, “but I sh’d rather have you do us a more important service, if you’d agree to. I presume you know where South West Post is, in the Tennessee country?”

		“I know the Old Trace goes to it. I’ve never been all the way there.”

		“Eight soldiers from the outpost there were volunteers for our party. I expected them to be here to meet us, but they aren’t, and not a word’s been heard of ’em. So I presume their commander misunderstood the orders and is keeping them in wait there. Or they’ve got lost or had trouble on their way here. Or, they may have got their travel pay and deserted, God forbid. So, Mr. Drouillard, if I gave you a letter to Captain Purdy at South West Post, and a month’s pay and some expense money, would you undertake to go down there and find those eight fellows, and bring them up so we can see if they’re good enough for us?”

		Drouillard, astonished, stole a glance at Captain Bissell, who gave him a nod and a wink. “I told ’em I hate to let you go, George. We’ll hate eatin’ beans and keg meat while you’re gone. But, hell, these’re the President’s own boys!”

		Drouillard thought these must be naifs indeed. These captains, who had met him less than an hour ago, would give a half-breed more money than he had ever had at one time, trust him not to run away with it or drink it up, and send him some three hundred miles through woodlands to a place where he had never been, to find eight men whom he didn’t know, who might already be lost, dead, or deserters?

		There was only one explanation for such rashness, he realized: This was to test him. And talking to his uncle might be part of the test too. Maybe they weren’t such naifs at that. Well, he would show them that he could be counted on. He might be Without Eagle Feathers, but he was not without honor, and he always did what he said he could do.

		Maybe the toddy had something to do with it. Despite his mixed feelings about these powerful fools, he stood up and extended his hand.

		“Write our letters, then, Cap’n,” he said. “I can fetch your Tennessee soldiers for you. As for your long trip, I can’t say yet.”

		His answer to that would have to come from all around and from deep inside.

		
			Novr. 23rd 1803
landed at the Cape and called on the Commndt. [Lorimier] and delivered the letters of introduction which I had for him, from Capt. Danl Biselle, and a Mr. Drewyer a nephew of the Commandt’s … this settlement was commenced by the present Comdt. eight years since, it has now increased to the number of 1,111 persons … he is a man about 5F 8I high, dark skin hair and eyes, a remarkable suit of hair which reaches now when cewed nearly as low as his knees. He is about 60 years of age and yet scarcely a gray hair; he appears yet quite active … His wife is a Shawnee woman, she is a very desent woman and if we may judge from her present appearance very handsome when young … by this woman Lorimier has a large family of very handsome Children three of which have attained the age of puberty; the daughter is remarkably handsome & much the most descent looking feemale I have seen since Kentuckey The Comdt. pressed me to stay to supper, the lady of the family presided; supper being over which was really a comfortable and desent one I bid the family an affectionate adieeu—

			Meriwether Lewis, Journals

		

	
		Chapter 2

		Cumberland River Valley
December 1803

		Drouillard sat in deep silence on the roots of a sycamore tree, suspended over the river’s edge, his back against the immense trunk, waiting for deer to come down to the beach in the bend to drink. His long rifle, the finest thing he owned, lay across his thighs. His breath clouded in the dank air. The winter sun was low, screened through leafless treetops. From upriver he could hear the soldiers’ voices. They were no hunters. They stepped heavy, and sniffled and spat, and talked all the time. The captains would be disappointed by this bunch from the Tennessee fort.

		All seven of them and their corporal were sitting useless by a fire, up there where their rowboat was moored, brewing coffee, leaving the hunting as usual to him. They were typical of what he had seen of soldiers, never doing anything but what they were ordered to do. Their two main reasons for volunteering for the expedition were the land bounty they would be paid, and their hope of sporting with Indian women along the way. They didn’t talk of that hope knowingly in his presence, they just didn’t understand how well he could hear. Often they didn’t even know when he was around.

		Now and then Drouillard sniffed the wind. He had set himself downwind from the hoof-tracked watering place inside the river bend. Soon the sun would be down, the winter dusk deep. If no deer came because of the soldiers’ noises, they would blame him, the half-breed.

		He flexed his fingers and wrists in the cold to keep them supple for shooting.

		He kept thinking about whether to go with the captains on their voyage. Every day he had decided several times to go, then not to go. He needed to talk with his uncle.

		The expedition would surely cause the red peoples out there all sorts of trouble. It would be the beginning for them of what had finally happened to his people.

		But the captains would be going whether he went or not, so it wouldn’t do any good for him not to go. And he had calculated over and over the money he could earn for his father’s widow and children during such a voyage: eight or nine hundred dollars, if it took three years. Unfortunately, he wouldn’t get paid that money until the journey was over. They could suffer much want until the time he returned. If he ever returned. It might be better if he stayed and hunted for Bissell’s fort and trapped and sold furs and sent them a little money at a time. Maybe go to Ontario to see them. They were all very dear to him, especially Marie Louise.

		Don’t think of elsewhere when you’re hunting, he reminded himself.

		When he put those thoughts out, his senses rushed in. He heard the scurry of small animals and the flutter of wings in the woods down to his left. A crow might warn a deer that a hunter sat here. But no crow called. Drouillard heard delicate hoofsteps and cocked his flintlock slowly, with his palm over it to muffle the click.

		A doe emerged onto the beach, a stately silhouette against the shimmering river, ears an erect V, attention upwind, away from him.

		His lips moved silently in the prayer that thanked the deer for her life, for the flesh that feeds the Two-Leggeds, and promised to feed her descendants when his own carcass would decay in the earth to nourish plants that deer eat. She was only about fifty paces away, so he aimed just below the top of her shoulder.

		When the shot’s echo had rolled away along the river and the powder smoke drifted off, she was on her knees and beginning to topple sideways, her life spirit already going out.

		Megweshe, he thanked the Keeper of the Game. He heard the soldiers whoop. They knew by now he never wasted a shot, and they expected meat. They had no suspicion that the meat they ate had been sanctified by the prayer of a man they probably considered a savage heathen.

		Drouillard reloaded his rifle, then went down the riverbank to butcher the doe. He slit open the abdomen and pulled out the guts. Reaching in and forward, he closed his hand around the hot heart and pulled it out. He sheathed his steel knife and took from his pouch a flint blade with no handle. It was sharp as a razor, and with it he sliced out a strip of heart muscle. He chewed it well.

		Akowa, the Doe, carried in her heart the spirit of health and the wisdom to perceive the coming of evil, whatever its disguise. He ate of her heart to receive these gifts, which he would need.

		In the flickering light of the dying campfire, a soldier named Potts was sitting up in his blanket, filling a clay pipe. His bedroll was closest to Drouillard’s. The other soldiers, except the sentry down by the rowboat, were asleep, or seemed to be, their feet toward the fire. The Cumberland’s swift water burbled and trickled, silvered by a half moon. The tethered boat rubbed and bumped woodenly against the tree roots on the riverbank, and the treetops were full of moonlight and intense star points. Drouillard was ready for sleep, his head on his knapsack, but he could feel Potts wanting to talk. Most of the soldiers said hardly anything to Drouillard, even though he was feeding and leading them. They were uneasy with an Indian in their midst, so uneasy that they never suggested he stand guard, which was fine with him.

		Drouillard tried to ignore Potts, but the soldier cleared his throat softly, once, then again, so Drouillard sighed, sat up in his blanket and looked at him. Potts was round-faced, fair-haired, with a Dutchy sort of accent. He leaned toward the fire, breath clouding in the cold. He put some sticks on the fire.

		Then he offered his pipe to Drouillard. That was a surprise. Drouillard took it with a nod, picked a twig out of the fire and lit the tobacco. It was harsh, dry army tobacco, but he blew a plume of smoke toward the sky to invite the Creator to hear whatever they were going to talk about. Then he turned the stem toward the four winds one by one, acknowledging all the Old Spirits. Then he touched the pipe stem to the earth and gave the pipe back to Potts with a nod. Potts had watched the ritual with interest. He took two puffs, gazed at the campfire a moment, and said, “You going west wit’ us, scout?”

		“Still thinking.”

		“Yah? Hope you come.”

		“Why’s that?”

		“Mmm. Good man. And, I like having an Indian wit’ us.”

		“Why so?”

		They were both speaking in murmurs. Potts shrugged and tilted his head, as if to think better. “Well … lots of Indians out t’ere, I s’pose? They might, mmm, trust us better, you along?”

		“Could make ’em more sly. Most Indians only trust their own.”

		“Huh!” Potts was quiet, then said, “Wonder how many tribes there are out t’ere.”

		“Scared?”

		Potts leaned closer and whispered. “Nah. Reed is, though. He frets so much about it, he’s causing me nightmares.”

		“God damn you, Potts.” The voice came from beyond the fire. “I ain’t scared. Just curious about Indians. Damned if I ever talk t’ you about anything again!” Reed was up on an elbow, glaring. “Just you shut up, or—”

		Potts stiffened and scowled in that direction. “Don’ tell me to shut up, you damnt scaredy carbuncle.”

		A deeper voice spoke from beyond the fire. “Reed, shut up and get up. Time you relieve Howard on watch.” It was the corporal, Warfington.

		Reed sighed and grunted and began to stir. Soon he had his coat and hat and shoes on, and with an ugly glare at Potts he trudged out of the fireglow toward the sentry post with his firearm in the crook of his arm and his blanket over his shoulder. Drouillard heard him stop and piss on the ground, farting defiance at the corporal’s authority. After a while the other sentry, Private Howard, shambled in and got down into his bedroll without even warming himself at the fire or saying a word.

		Drouillard had been thinking of what Potts said about his nightmares. Dreams were messages, and he had been having one himself since the day he met Captain Lewis. It was of a flint blade slicing flesh, and blood flowing down bare arms.

		When everybody seemed settled and sleep-breathing again, he leaned toward Potts and murmured: “What were your bad dreams? Remember?”

		Potts’s eyes widened and he blew out through his lips and passed the pipe back to Drouillard, nodding. “Of me getting shot and cut up by Indians. Lot of ’em
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		Riviere à Dubois
December 22, 1803

		
		
		
			
			
			
		

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
			
			
		

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
			
			
		

	
		
			In memory of
Chief George “Buck” Captain

		

	
		
			By James Alexander Thom

			FOLLOW THE RIVER
FROM SEA TO SHINING SEA
LONG KNIFE
PANTHER IN THE SKY
THE CHILDREN OF FIRST MAN
THE RED HEART
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