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TWO NAMES—ONE MAN

His parents gave him the
name Jed Thompson. But the Comanches who killed his parents and
took him into their tribe as a boy gave him a different
name.

Trained by the fiercest of
Indian warriors to fight, and taught by the most passionate of
Indian women to love, Golden Hawk—now full-grown—was facing the
choice of which world to live in, which path to take.

Then his beautiful sister
Annabelle, raised by Indians as he had been, was sold
into cruel
sexual captivity—and Golden Hawk’s choice was made. He would let no
man, redskin or white, stand in his way as he used his strength and
savage killing skills to save her. But it was far from a lonesome
quest—and he managed to take more than comfort from the lusty
ladies he met on the trail …
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Prologue

 


It was the time of the
Comanche Moon.

Astride their ponies, the four
Comanches cantered along the ridge for a hundred yards or so, then
halted. Impassively the warriors watched the single covered wagon inch
across the grassland below. The long iron tips of their
fourteen-foot lances gleamed in the slanting rays of the setting
sun, the bright feathers woven into their ponies’ manes and tails
tugging in the light wind.

The chief of the
war party wore a
headdress fashioned from the head of a buffalo, the horns sweeping
up in a barbaric arc. His legs, clear to the tops of his thighs,
were encased in buckskin leggings. From their seams hung brass
beads and fringes. On his left arm was his sacred shield, and his
bow was strung across his broad chest. He was naked except for his
dark breechclout and the leggings, and his proud savage face was
framed by straight black hair, his forehead and cheeks slashed with
war paint.

The wagon’s
destination
was soon clear. It was heading for a narrow patch of oak lining a
river-bank at least two miles distant. With a barely discernible
nudge of his inner thigh, the war chief turned his pony and rode
back off the rise, his three companions following.

There was no need for discussion. Each
savage knew well enough how to proceed. After hobbling their ponies
in the thick brush along the river bottom, they would work their
way back up to the white eyes’ camp. Though it would be dark then,
the moon’s luminous disk would have lifted into the night sky,
casting a silvery sheen over the landscape, turning black night
into phantom day.

And by its light the
Comanches would have no difficulty launching their
attack.

Drawn by two mules and trailing
a single milch cow, the wagon halted under a towering oak beside the
Navasota River. Astride powerful Kentucky-bred horses, Amos
Thompson and his son, Jedidiah, pulled up and dismounted. The boy
was fourteen—four years older than his sister, Annabelle, who
clambered quickly down from the wagon with her mother. Their
mother’s name was Charity. She was a woman of thirty-five, still
pretty, with blond hair, dark-blue eyes, and a ready, mischievous
smile.

The family had journeyed across Ohio,
then through St. Louis, heading for this new republic of Texas.
Amos Thompson had fought with the Texans against the Mexicans. On
his return, he had told all who would listen of the lush, expansive
land of rolling prairies and river-watered woodlands he had found.
Now, at last, he had returned with his family to this lush,
bountiful land.

Working as rapidly as they
could in the growing dusk, the Thompsons set about making camp. A
distant wolf howled. The lonely sound caused the
boy Jed to glance
nervously over at his father, who was leading the mules to a
pasture behind the wagon. His father appeared to take no notice of
the howling wolf, so the boy continued on through the timber,
leading the two saddle horses to a lush pasture close along the
river- bank. Once Jed let them loose to graze, he glanced up at the
brilliant moon. It had made finding his way a simple matter. The
flood of moonlight pouring down through the leafy canopy was almost
bright enough to read by.

After supper
Amos Thompson
reminded Jed to hobble the horses, then set off to check on the
mules. Jed hurried down through the ghostly timber, hobbled the two
horses, then moved back up through the trees, heading toward the
sound of his sister’s singing. In the clear, windless night, her
song carried beautifully. She had a voice as clear and bright as
birdsong in the spring. Anna- belle was very proud of her voice; so
though the rest of the family loved to hear her sing, they were
careful not to praise her too highly. It would not do for Annabelle
to become too proud.

Pulling up suddenly, Jed
thought he glimpsed movement below him in the
trees—shadowy forms caught in the moonlight. It was deer, or
possibly game of some kind. From off to his left came what sounded
like the short, yipping bark of a wolf. He was certain he saw a
pair of eyes gleaming in the darkness. Wolves! His heart skipped a
beat, and a premonitory dread fell over him.

He looked more closely, but saw
no shadows, no gleaming eyes this time. Instead there came from above him in
the trees the echoing call of a meadowlark. Jed shrugged off his
uneasiness and headed for the comforting glow of the
campfire.

Near the wagon, his father and
mother were conversing softly. Unwilling to disturb them, Jed sat
cross-legged
in front of the fire’s crackling warmth. His parents were
discussing a home site. Jed could tell that from the way his father
waved his arm as he talked. He saw his mother lean close to her
husband and say something, her voice a soft, comforting drawl.
Jed’s father replied, and she laughed softly and poked him in a
playful way long familiar to Jed.

It was a moment Jed would
remember for the rest of his life.

Abruptly Jed’s father reached
into the wagon and took out the family Bible. Jed was not
surprised.
He’d been expecting his father to read to them from it from the
moment they first halted in this beautiful oak grove.

Jed glanced over as the cow
blatted. Tethered to the wagon’s tailgate, she was no longer
chewing her cud. She was holding up her head alertly, her tail drooping
straight down. It was those wolves he had seen out there, Jed
figured. The cow could smell them.

Annabelle stepped down from the
wagon to join her mother and father. She had been combing out her
hair while she sang, and now it hung down her back, gleaming in the bright
moon like a single fold of golden silk.

Jed’s father glanced over
at Jed and beckoned him closer. “Get over here, Jed.”

Jed got up and joined his
family.

“Guess what, Jed?” his mother
said, smiling warmly down at him. She reached over and tousled his sandy
hair. It was a caress, really, and warmed Jed. “We’re thinking of
settling right here.”

“I think that’d be fine,”
Jed said.

“We’ll build on that knoll over
there,” his father added, pointing eagerly at a slight
rise beyond
the oak grove. His voice was resonant with happiness. “It should
give us a real fine view of the river.”

“I suppose so,” said
Annabelle, “but it will sure be lonely until we get
neighbors.”

“That won’t take long,”
assured her mother.

“And now, children,” Amos Thompson told
them, “it seems to me that this would be a good time to hear the
word of God—and to give thanks to the Almighty for showing us
safely to this golden land.”

Their father led them over to
the fire. Jed sat down cross-legged in the grass next to Annabelle,
and the three of them waited for Amos Thompson to find an appropriate
passage. Flipping the pages swiftly, he held the Bible up so that
its pages could catch both the light from the fire and the
marvelous brightness of the moon. It had risen so high by this time
that it was well above the tallest of the oak trees.

“What’re you goin’ to
read, Pa?” Jed asked, pushing a shock of hair out of his
eyes.

“I’m looking,” his father said, his finger
running down one page.

“Proverbs,” said
Annabelle. “Try Proverbs, Pa.”

Frowning in concentration, Amos
Thompson leaned closer to the fire to read over silently what he
had selected. As he did so, a wolf howled from the timber
just behind the
wagon. He glanced up in some annoyance, then looked over at Jed.
“That wolf sounds pretty close, Jed.”

Jed nodded. “I think I saw
a few when I came up from the river.”

“Guess we’d better bring the
horses and mules in closer—and keep the fire blazing.”

Jed nodded.

As his father turned his
attention back to the Bible, an arrow thumped hollowly into his
back, slamming him forward into the fire. The sparks leapt up in a
sudden shower as the night came alive with the soul-chilling cries
of an Indian
war party.

Jed jumped up as a warrior, not
ten feet away, flung himself at him, knocking him backward. On his
back, Jed struggled with a sweaty, stinking aborigine made even
more fearsome by a buffalo-horn headdress. The Indian had a
tomahawk in
his right hand and was slashing down with it, trying to bash out
Jed’s brains. Twice the blade slammed off the side of Jed’s head.
Jed winced and snapped his head back and forth, desperately trying
to break free. But the Indian was powerful and stocky, his weight
effectively pinning Jed to the ground.

Jed spit in the Indian’s face.
Furious, the Indian dropped his tomahawk and reached back for the
knife in his belt. That was all the advantage Jed needed. As the
Indian shifted his weight, Jed heaved him off and
rolled away.
Snatching up the discarded tomahawk, Jed swung it wildly and caught
the Indian on the side of his head. Then Jed heaved himself
upright.

High, terrified screams riveted
him—his
mother’s voice!

Turning, he saw her down on the
ground, two Indians holding her while another dropped his breechclout. Jed
raced to his mother’s aid, flinging himself at the closest Indian.
Catching him in the small of his back, Jed bore him to the ground,
slashing clumsily at him with the tomahawk. He caught the Indian in
the shoulder, felt the impact as the blade sank deep. Blood spurted
from the wound. Leaping up, he flung himself at the other Indian
holding his mother. But suddenly a war club crashed down on his
head. Lights exploded deep within his skull. His knees sagged. He
dropped to the ground, barely conscious. When he tried to get up,
he couldn’t move. The earth spun sickeningly under him and he
drifted off into darkness. . ..

He didn’t know how long he lay
there, but gradually he became aware of someone kicking
him
repeatedly in the back and side. The punishment was insistent,
continuing until he was fully awake. He opened his eyes and saw
that his tormentor was the Indian with the bison headdress.
Reaching down, the Indian grabbed his hair and yanked him to a
sitting position, then bound his wrists and ankles with rawhide.
The narrow strips bit cruelly into his flesh. Then the Indian flung
him facedown onto the ground and rejoined his fellow
warriors.

Turning his head, Jed saw his
mother over near the wagon. The savages had stripped her and bound her
spread-eagled to stakes pounded into the soft ground. As one Indian
got down upon her, the remaining three squatted close, patiently
waiting their turn. This was why the Indian with the horned
headdress had worked so hard to arouse Jed.

He wanted Jed to
watch.

Tears of rage welled into his
eyes, and he turned his head and closed his eyes to block it out.
But he couldn’t stop his ears. For what seemed like an eternity, he
lay there listening, first to his mother’s shrill
screams, then to
her last awful, choking sobs. She sounded like a little girl whose
heart had been broken.

Sometime later another Indian walked
over and began kicking Jed methodically about the head and
shoulders. Jed turned himself over and flung up his bound hands to
ward off the blows.

Impatiently the Indian grabbed
his hair and yanked him up on his feet as the
other three
Indians started to walk over.

Looking beyond them, Jed saw
Annabelle bound hand and foot beside the lifeless, naked body of
their mother. There was a bloody smear in his sister’s golden hair
where one of the Indians had clubbed her unconscious.
Jed’s father
was still sprawled across the fire, most of his clothes burned off,
his chest and groin black and peeling from the flames that had
roasted him. An arrow protruded from his back and his skull had
been staved in from the blow of a Comanche tomahawk. His hair was
matted darkly where the blood had exploded from his
skull.

Both his parents had been
scalped.

Choking back a sob of rage, Jed
glared back at the four Indians. They had halted within a few feet
and were studying him speculatively. The Indian wearing the bison-horn
headdress was apparently their leader. All were dressed in
breechclouts and long deerskin moccasins that came up to their bare
thighs. Across their hairless faces and foreheads, they had daubed
broad black stripes. One brave had black rings around his eyes;
another had accented the hollows in his cheeks, giving him a
frightening, skull-like look. The brave next to that one had woven
a single yellow feather into his scalp lock. A long scar ran from
his left shoulder clear to his waist.

Jed knew they were going
to kill him. He waited grimly, hoping only that they do it
quickly.

The war chief took a step
closer to Jed, a long, gleaming knife in his hand. Abruptly he bent and
sliced through the rawhide binding Jed’s ankles and wrists. Then he
spoke to Jed in Comanche, indicating with a motion of his right
hand that Jed should attack him. The Comanche’s voice was
taunting.

With a sudden, despairing cry
of rage, Jed rushed at him, head down, slamming as hard as he could
into his waist. Jed heard the air explode from the startled Indian’s
mouth. Flailing wildly at him, Jed bore the Indian back. He felt
his knuckles cracking against the Indian’s bared ribs. He kept
punching, waiting for the Indian to slip a knife into his side or
for the sharp blade of tomahawk to come slicing down through his
skull.

Instead, the Indian broke back
and spun free of him, laughing. Confused, Jed saw the other Indians
poking one another in admiration. Jed lunged at the Indian with the
long scar. This one broke back also, laughing. The rest circled him
alertly, watching, noting with obvious approval Jed’s fierce
demeanor.

Abruptly the war chief
rushed close and tapped Jed on the shoulder.

“Ah-he!” the Comanche
cried, ducking nimbly away. “I claim him!”

Jed understood none of this and
again lashed out at the Indian. But, tired of the sport, the four
closed swiftly about him. In less than a few seconds, Jed’s bloody
wrists and ankles were once more bound tightly with rawhide, and he
was flung to the ground.

Jed watched helplessly as the
Indians looted the wagon. Their family trunks were hurled from the
wagon and axed open, their contents scattered over the ground.
Cooking utensils came clattering out, along with tools and other
goods, many to be snatched up eagerly by the Indians. A mirror was
grabbed by the brave with the black war paint around his eyes, and
he began dancing around, holding the mirror to his face.

A moment later the Indian in
the horned headdress clambered down from the wagon carrying his
father’s
most prized possession: the Hawken rifle he had purchased in St.
Louis. Uttering a triumphant cry, the war chief held up the rifle
for all to see. As the others crowded around jealously, the Indian
ran his fingers along the thirty-six-inch barrel, then caressed the
rifle’s slender, beautifully turned hardwood stock, his obsidian
eyes gleaming.

A final explosion of
destructive fury followed. Crowding about the milch cow, the
warriors killed her with their battle axes in a swift, bloody
assault. Next, they plucked burning brands from the fire and set the wagon
ablaze. Savagely resplendent in gingham and calico strips and the
colorful profusion of ribbons they had found in the trunks, the
Indians brought up their ponies.

Without ceremony, the war
chief grabbed Jed and flung him onto the pony’s back, across a
saddle blanket that stank of sweat and piss. A sharp dagger of pain
exploded in his chest. It felt as if he had crushed one of his
ribs. He was yanked brutally upright, and his ankles were lashed
together with a horsehair lariat passed under the pony’s belly. A
rawhide leash was snapped tightly about his neck. He couldn’t
breathe, and his vision blurred as he gasped for air. The Indian
loosened the noose roughly, just enough to let air pass through his
throat. The tether was fiendishly effective, Jed realized. If he
fell off the horse or tried to run away, he’d be throttled
instantly.

The Comanche chief mounted up
in front of Jed and proudly brandished the Hawken rifle, the leash
grasped firmly in his hand. Jed saw Annabelle, conscious now, flung
roughly onto another pony and tied to it just as securely. The war
party’s chief kicked his pony to a canter and in a moment the
blazing wagon and river were behind them as they rode through the
moonlit night, the Indians driving the two fine Kentucky-bred
horses ahead of them.

As they pounded on over the
prairie, Jed glanced up at the full moon. It was climbing still
higher into the sky, sending a bright, shimmering light over the
vast, undulating grasslands that extended clear to the horizon. Across this
fabulous landscape they swept, the sea of grass leaving not a trace
as it closed in behind them.

Jed’s heart sank. He and his
sister were the helpless captives of murderous Indians. From the
time he was able to sit at his elders’ knees and listen to stories of
such captures, Jed had dreaded such a fate. Only this wasn’t a
story told by an old man smoking a clay pipe.

This was real, and it was
happening to him and Annabelle.

 



 


 


One


Alonzo Gonzales, the
one they called
Saddle Maker, had only one eye. His missing right eye had been
gouged out by a blazing stick wielded by a Comanche woman moments
after he was dragged into the village. In addition, his right arm
was withered and crooked. He’d been dragged for two miles behind a
racing war pony ridden by a young Comanche anxious to show his
contempt for all Mexicans. The arm had been nearly torn from its
socket and had snapped in three places. Almost as an afterthought,
the Comanches crowding around had castrated him. Not one of the
fractures in his arm had healed properly.

Yet Alonzo was tolerated now,
even honored, for despite his crippled arm and the loss of one eye,
his fine workmanship and skill in fashioning saddles for his
Comanche masters was unrivaled by any other saddle maker in the Kwahadi
band.

It was ten years after Jed and
Annabelle had been abducted that the crippled and half-blind Alonzo
left the Comanche village to bring Jed the news of his sister’s
plight. He found Jed on an oak-studded knoll just above the horse
herds, practicing with his throwing knife, sending the blade with
remarkable accuracy at a tree twenty feet away. Six-foot-two now—a
blond giant of a Comanche—Jed slipped his knife into his sheath at
the back of his neck and turned to greet Alonzo.

Alonzo spoke rapidly in
Spanish, for Jed was now as fluent in that tongue as he was in
Comanche. Jed listened with growing fury. Annabelle had been
shamefully rejected by the famed war chief Wolf Stalker, and had
been left with contemptuous cruelty in front of Buffalo Hump’s lodge. The news
of her return was spreading now through the village with the speed
and virulence of a smallpox epidemic.

When Alonzo had finished,
Jed’s lean, bronzed face was dark with suppressed fury.

“Are you sure Wolf Tracker
threw
her from his pony?”
he asked, his quiet voice vibrant. “Perhaps that part of it was
just gossip.”

Alonzo shook his head sadly.
“It was not gossip, amigo. Many saw the Comanche pig do this. Wolf Tracker made sure
of that. He was very angry.”

Jed swore then, bitterly, and
turned to look in the direction of the village, a cluster of tepees
along the river a mile or so below him. In his mind’s eye he
visualized the scene as Alonzo had related it to him: Wolf Tracker
wheeling his pony and riding haughtily away, proclaiming loudly to all
within earshot that he had had enough of Sky Woman. Her tongue was
sharp, her body cold. With an eloquence that every Comanche would
recall from this day forward, he had insisted that the icy wind
from the north was warmer than her arms, that she was no comfort to
a warrior and would bring him only crazed or bent
children.

“Buffalo Hump is in disgrace,”
Alonzo went on. “It is said he has
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