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  Foreword



Author’s Note

Coyote the trickster is a well-loved character of Native American folklore. Coyote was Chief animal before the age of humans. Known as a creator, lover, magician, glutton, and trickster, Coyote was always up for fun and games, often at someone else’s expense. Most of the tales of Coyote have been passed down through oral storytelling, though in this day and age you can find them written down and accessible. Coyote was often known to push the boundaries of social norms, which more times than not, resulted in chaos and trouble. Crow was often part of Coyotes escapades.




On a more serious note, there is an epidemic of missing and murdered Indigenous women in North America. In 2021 alone over 5,000 Indigenous girls and women went missing. They disappear at a rate of two and a half times their estimated share of the U.S. population. This has reached crisis status and should be blasted on every media outlet out there.
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“Jane Coyoteee!!! Jane Coyoteee!!!” The cry echoed throughout the DMV along with the sound of the gum-smacking and loud sighing of the caller after each yell.

“It’s Coyote. Hard T, not eeeeee.”

The woman behind the counter jumped. It seemed as though the tall Native American woman had just appeared in front of her. Coyote smiled, trying to soothe the woman’s nerves, but in reality, the smile just made the woman jumpier. Coyote was not meant to be soothing, she was more likely to put you on edge. Coyote thrust the money to pay for the driving citations she had earned while having way too much fun on her motorcycle at the woman, “That should cover the tickets, will this reinstate my license right away?” Coyote opened her eyes wide and did her best to look innocent and earnest.

The woman scanned Coyote up and down, taking in her V-neck white t-shirt, the blue jeans, and Ariat cowboy boots. Her eyes narrowed at the belt buckle, won at a barrel race during a rodeo somewhere and sometime. Coyote could not remember details, just that she liked the way this one shined and that she had won it fairly, no cheating involved on this one. Her black leather jacket did not quite fit the rest of the clothes, but it was well worn and her favorite, so she wore it as much as possible. She liked how soft the leather was, each crack in it reminded her of an adventure. Her hair flowed down the back of the jacket, touching the tops of her thighs. It seemed to move of its own volition, smooth and shiny. Finally, the woman’s eyes got to Coyote’s face, with her high cheekbones, chocolate brown almond-shaped eyes, and full lips. She had been told on more than one occasion that she was beautiful, but what is beauty to a God? Nothing. At least not to Coyote, she would rather be remembered for her wit or her humor.

“How did you get here doll?”

“Excuse me,” Coyote said knocked out of her daydream by the woman’s voice.

“Did you drive here? Cause if you did you can’t have your license back. That would have been breaking the law and would earn you yet another citation.”

“Oh, no ma’am. I did not drive my car here today.”

“So, you’re saying if I check the video, I will see you climbing out of an uber and not your own car or truck?”

“You will not see me climbing out of my car or truck, cross my heart and hope to die.” She smiled in a way she hoped the woman would think of as sweetly.

“Okay, doll, then yes your license is all set and ready, just let me click a few more keys here……” The woman did this with the erasure side of her pencil as her nails were much too long to actually do any typing. Coyote looked on trying to seem intent and happy on the way things were progressing, but in her head, she sighed at how slow this woman was. No wonder the DMV was always so backed up!

Click, click, click….one click at a time… Coyote smiled and lightly touched the woman on the shoulder, which startled her. “I just wanted to say thank you for all you do.”

“Oh doll, that’s not necessary but I really appreciate it, not many people thank us here. You’re all set. Have a good one, hope I don’t see you anytime soon.” Her laugh at her own joke sounded like a goose honking, it set Coyote’s nerves on edge as she turned to exit. She had almost felt bad for the joke she had played, but now did not.

Just as she was about to open the door the woman let out a big echoing belch. It seemed to shake the walls with the reverberation. Everyone waiting for their turn started to snicker and giggle. The woman turned red as a beet and scurried off somewhere behind the counter. Coyote should have felt bad for those poor souls that were still waiting, but she was laughing way too hard to even consider it.

Coyote was still chuckling as she headed out to the parking lot, technically she had not lied to the woman. If she had checked the cameras, she would not have seen Coyote getting out of a car or truck but getting off her Harley. Her 2018 Iron 883 all black with mat pipes and wheels, nothing shiny to attract too much attention. The bike was clean and sleek, much like its rider.

As she approached, she was concerned to see a woman with black shiny hair almost as long as her own, all black clothes with the exception of one shiny bauble on a chain around her neck. She was leaning over Coyote’s bike mumbling to herself and tapping the seat with the tips of her very long, very sharp nails.

“Not shiny, not shiny at all. How can she stand it! Nothing to shine or glare, nothing to catch the eye.” The woman continued to mumble as Coyote got right up next to her.

“You are correct, Crow, nothing shiny on here. Nothing to pique your interest. Now move along unless you are here for something other than to insult my baby.” Coyote rubbed her hand lovingly over the leather seat, crooning to the bike that the nasty woman would not touch it again.

Crow tilted just her head toward Coyote and eyed her suspiciously. “Your children are wreaking havoc, have you no control? I know you like to make messes, messes with lots of shiny things left behind, but this is too much. Too much I say. Nothing shiny, just blood. More blood than should be, can’t see if there is shiny.”

Coyote wrinkled her brow, “My children are all doing fine. They would do nothing like that. There are only three on this plane right now. One is a politician, lots of messes there. Ahhh, he makes me proud! One is a mom, single. She struggles, I don’t ask too much of her. The last has no mind left, he lives on the street and talks to the rats.” She spat on the ground as she said this. Not all who carry the essence of Coyote can handle the implications. For some it is too much of a burden, they slowly lose their minds. There was a time in history when they would have been taken in by others and given a life, but these times are much different. If you don’t fit, you are left to suffer. Coyote made a mental note to find him and check on him.

“Well then old friend, someone is using you, and me, but mostly you. It’s something you should go see. In the skin of the coyote, the feathers of the crow, they are looking through the glass to get to the know. Ha, ha, ha, that rhymed.” Crow looked pleased with herself, though Coyote just scowled at her.

“What does that even mean, Crow. Can’t you speak plainly for once?”

“For once, for once, for once. Ha, ha, ha, no, no, no.” Then the woman scurried away as something shiny caught her attention.

Coyote sighed and threw her leg over her bike, kicked it into gear, and took off for her home of the moment. She had lived in many places; houses made from stone and rock, teepees of the temporary sort, cabins with no water or electricity, a few times she had just wandered the woods even, but this house was her favorite by far. It looked out over the empty plains; the big window encompassed the never-ending blue sky. When the storms rolled in, she could sit and watch the lightning flash.

Oh yes, this was her favorite living space. She often still spent nights in the woods, her otherness craved the freedom of the run. She was thought of as a nuisance animal, so she tried to stay away from the suburbs and definitely tried not to get too close to the ranches and farms. She had pulled enough buck shot out of her ass to not want to do that again, but the trees sang to her, the wind carried her on adventures, the small animals spoke their language of friendship in her ear. She would always feel most at home running on all fours in the wide wild world.

She smiled as she pulled into the long curving drive. The lights were on, making the home look cozy. Just what every wanderer craved, at least for a bit. She pulled in and parked the bike in the large garage. She toed her shoes off before she entered the house so as not to track dirt onto her spotless floors.

The kitchen was well stocked with all sorts of foods
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