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When man flourishes on the land and his greed begins to destroy the forests in which he lumbers to profit. When man becomes selfish and brings the animals that roam free to the brink of extinction because they only hunt them for their skin and not for survival. When man becomes ungrateful and the never-ending wheel of violence erupts. Creating war over power, religion, and natural resources, destroying the land, and taking the gifts she leaves for granted. When man becomes ignorant and the waters that once flowed clean and clear are polluted, becoming unsafe for others to drink and the creatures to live.

And once the powder from the sacred flower disappears from the air that is breathed and the ruthless Indian hunter’s tomb is unearthed. The hairy man will come out from the shadows to give warning. This is when man will realize money cannot buy everything. The Legend of the white woman will carry forward into what will become the new world.

Chief Hawk- Eye’s Last Prophecy






Present Day

A new world is born fifty years after a plague brought civilization to the brink of extinction. High Mountain (Zaltana) became a place of salvation in complete isolation. The sickness is now a distant memory; a tale in history, a story not to be forgotten. However, it was never to be spoken of.

Guardian of the people (Qaletaqa) the Chief of the reservation returns from his morning walk. Only a select few knew what the man was doing and where he went. The rest of the community didn’t question or ask about it. Hearing the high-pitched wails and chants far off in the distance while the sun rose over the mountains, they all knew his visit was a very private and intimate matter. The unmarked memorial is located where a flower that once flourished in abundance now can only be found; alongside a very old weeping willow. The tree is long dead, though it continues to stand firm. To the full-blooded residents that once inhabited the land, this old tree had deep meaning; it signified long-lasting life after death.

The forty-nine-year-old Chief wears the skin of a brown bear cloaked over his shoulders, keeping dry from the morning drizzle. The staff he carries was made by the hands of his father. It’s a fine piece of craftsmanship, the combined colors of wood and the carvings engraved, complement each other. The top portion is made from a giant redwood blending into a shiny, bone-white middle and finishing with a light brown. This relic is a constant reminder of what took place in the old world.

Just like any other day and this particular day being no exception, a group of children of all ages run up to the man begging for him to tell a story. On most days, the Chief shares a story with the children just before bedtime while huddled around a fire but today’s different.

Today’s not only the anniversary of his mother’s death or his birth but also the anniversary of the unnerving events that took place. Coincidence some may say, others believe everything happens for a reason.

The blonde pigtails of a running juvenile bounce up and down approaching the leader, a smile from ear to ear. Close behind a large crowd of children follow. “Chief, tell us a story?”

“Please!” The harmonization of the children’s voices plead to the elder; the crowd now hastening towards the man.

“Tell the Thunderbird story.” The voice of a very young boy calls out.

The children love this story. In all honesty, the legend of the Thunderbird was pretty dark. While searching for the origin of the thunder, a Passamaquoddy Indian’s bones are smashed to dust in a mortar before molding him a new body and wings becoming Thunderbird. While his friends are squashed between a moving cleft. However, the mythological bird symbolizes creation and that’s why it’s on top of many totem poles.

The children didn’t understand the legend, they just enjoyed physically calling upon Thunderbird. This was always a male community member, usually a teen or young adult wearing a beak crafted from paper and wings made from tree branches and leaves. The interaction and summoning of the mythical creature came from the spectators stomping their feet mimicking the sound of thunder. However, Large Teeth (Makkapitew) made it more comical when he was alive due to his appearance. Nevertheless, it’s still entertainment at its best.

The leader raises his hand while stroking his long greying beard, signifying silence.

Quickly, the indistinctive chatter of children’s voices turns silent, waiting for the man to respond. Looking amongst the crowd, he plants his staff firmly in front of him. Squatting down to a little girl’s eye level, he slides his hands down to the middle of the shaft replying to the little girl’s request.

“I will tell you a story. However, today isn’t the day for the Thunderbird and this will be more than just a story. My father had told me this many times when I was growing up. I was around your age when I first heard it. It’s considered to be a lesson of what happened in history and the reason why we live as we do today. Go collect everyone and bring them to the old willow my child. Everyone is expected to attend.” The children rejoice, before scattering in all directions to spread the word.

Two American men in their early sixties and late fifties approach the Chief after spotting the commotion.

“We can’t have the truth vanish into the darkness. It’s time we speak of what happened long ago.”

Frankie, the youngest of the two men; wears the outfit of a rancher. His hair was tied in a ponytail hidden under his weathered cowboy hat. The second man is Frankie’s older brother Trevor. He also has long hair but his beard is a lot less tamed than Frankie’s. Trevor is a spitting image of his father Drew Cunningham and dresses identically. Construction boots, jeans, and a plaid top. Just like all the community members, he too wears a vest over top of his clothing, stringed with beads made from an animal pelt. The vest that’s worn by all Zaltanians is a symbol of acceptance by the native bloodline.

Later that day, the large community convenes in front of the memorial grounds. Story time is and always has been an important part of the reservation’s lifestyle. It provided entertainment for people of all ages. Every member of the community was encouraged and invited to share a tale and most did. Anything from the history of the ancestors to folklore, myths, legends, teachings, fairy tales, and even stories others created themselves. The people of High Mountain came from many different ethnic backgrounds and the majority carry on the Zaltanian bloodline. Silence fills the air as the spectators part, creating an aisle and a way of passage for the council.

Frankie leads, pushing his frail mother Samantha in a wheelchair. Following close behind is Three Fingers (Nahiossi). He also transports a council member in a wheelchair, his name is Darius Stevenson; a man of African American descent. The next to follow are the children from that time who are now grown up alongside the adults who are now elders and were survivors from across the country. All of them are also from different ethnic backgrounds. Behind them is Trevor; carrying a box draped with a cloth; a mystery to all. Beside him is the Chief. Still wearing the bear skin and carrying his staff but now hiding his shoulder-length hair is the headdress worn and made by the hands of Chief Hawk-Eye. The man takes a seat on a log in front of the community, his staff planted firmly. The council stands by his side while he begins the story.

“For thousands of years, Chiefs and elders of Native American tribes have been sharing stories, just like we do with you today. Some are prophecies, while others are superstitions and folklore, and some of these are even legends. What I’m about to share with you has never been spoken of until now. However! This doesn’t mean we have forgotten about it.

“Fifty years ago, the white man, or any other race for that matter, didn’t live alongside tribal blood. Tribal blood didn’t bear children with the white man or other races. Outside Zaltana, there was racism, cultural seclusion, and isolation because of people’s skin color, gender, sexual preference, and career stature. In the old world, humanity was destroying itself from the very beginning of its existence. Conflict, hatred, war, deceit, bloodshed, corruption, selfishness, and greed separated our bloodlines for many centuries. When the white man flourished on the land, there was war. People called it Cowboys versus Indians for many years. The world after the wars became different. It grew in catastrophic proportions. In time, there was government, military, money, automobiles, shopping malls, television, and technology. Many people lived rich and others lived in poverty. Native blood became segregated to live on small pieces of land; to be forgotten. Many of these tribes were poor with minimal help from the people that sent them there. Children were taken from their families and were shipped away to residential schools to not only have their culture ripped away but also to have the Indian taken out of them. Many of these children would be murdered or go missing altogether; ultimately being covered up by the church. People who had sworn to protect the innocent took many men on”Starlight tours.” These men would meet their demise from the freezing temperatures. And who could forget about those gifts contaminated with disease? This is knowledge people didn’t know in history; unfortunately since the beginning of civilization, to the victor go the spoils. It’s ironic if you think about it. Next time you’re in class, ask an elder to give meaning to this phrase. Hatred boiled as selfishness and greed grew. During that time, we Zaltanians were no better than the others. We cursed the ancestors for not allowing the events to take place so long ago. And we held this secrecy praying to the Great Spirit that she would show her anger once again in the future. It wasn’t until a white woman named Violet came to live amongst us that everything changed. My mother, helped my father and the others open their eyes and put aside this hatred. Because of this, we are no longer a society that judges someone by the color of his or her skin; we are no longer divided by culture or religion. We are no longer a species that’s filled with hate, arrogance, selfishness, ignorance, or greed. Most importantly, we are no longer ungrateful to life itself and the gifts it has to offer. Every day is a gift.

“We must start the story in the past. We must leave no stone unturned in this allegory and how we all came to be. This is a prophecy that became a legend. This is the legend of the white woman and the sickness.”





Chapter 1 A New Life

There was a time when my mother thought nothing good could come from death. Living in a close and humble community as she did in Lewisburg, West Virginia she was close to most of the people there. Each person was a part of her life and every heirloom passed down was a constant reminder of how the memories of that specific person would soon become vague. Just another story of someone she once knew.

Long before the events took place and when my mother and father first got close, she mentioned that she sometimes wished that she had never gone to the lawyer’s office that day. In the end, looking at those letters that revealed Claire wasn’t her biological mother, led her here. My father always said everything in our lives happens for a reason and it wasn’t a coincidence that she had stumbled across our sacred land. The Great Spirit of the north, south, east, and west guided her here. To leave a long-lasting impression and make an imprint in our minds.

It’s said that objects and places can choose an individual to own or inhabit them, and my mother was a good example of that. It appears this place had found her.

It seems like yesterday Violet had taken that drive to clear her mind after reading the letters left in the hands of attorney Gregory Krall. To this day, there’s no recollection of where those forty-eight hours went before finding the reservation two years prior; they were just gone. She doesn’t know if she slept, went to the washroom, or even ate during that time frame.

It wasn’t by accident that four years after her mother’s death she was to receive those letters. Claire wanted the mourning to be over before she revealed the secret she kept from Violet for thirty years. Violet’s still trying to forgive Claire. Honestly, she doesn’t think about it much anymore. And rarely did she think about what took place before she read those letters. How they had to sell the family restaurant that’s been around for generations to pay for her mother’s breast cancer treatment or what was observed while she stood by Claire’s bedside helplessly watching the disease slowly take the life from her best friend.

Taking in the beautiful mountainscape and the variety of greens provided by the forest below, it was easy to forget about the world. There’s no other place like this; a place of complete peace and tranquility. Nevertheless, Violet had the right to know she was adopted, that wasn’t Claire’s secret to keep. It didn’t matter what those reasons were, her self-identity was taken from her. She didn’t know who she was anymore.

“Good morning, my love.” The smoky, calm voice of Eli Blackburn says.

Listening to the community beginning their day right outside the bedroom window she stretches; turning and smiling at the man that lies bedside her with admiration. He strokes her long, blonde hair behind her ear as she stares into the bright green eyes that look back at her.

“Morn’in.” Violet’s southern accent still gets Eli every time. The man always said she was naturally beautiful but when that accent came out, it enhanced that beauty.

She can recall so vividly the first time setting eyes on the handsome man who still looks at her with the same demeanor as he did when he first laid eyes on her. There was that weathered and decrepit totem pole that stood so tall outside the entrance. It had those strange and faded carvings of the mystery woman who desperately needed a fresh coat of white paint, the Cherokee Rose, the demon face, the ape-like man, and who could forget the man with a half-skeleton face. The withering wooden structure also had the Thunderbird with its wing spanning from side to side at the very top.

There were those large wooden gates at the entrance and high walls made from enormous tree logs; standing vertically. Driving past the people and watching them do what was required for that day, she remembers ‘Teeth’ running in circles trying to round up those loose chickens; the children and others stood by laughing and pointing. Some of the community liked to poke fun and taunt the man because of his appearance; they even nicknamed him “Teeth” for short which the rest of the community branded but it didn’t seem to bother him. The bucked-toothed man continues to wear those same greasy, bibbed style coveralls over top of his clothing and that same tattered, bucket hat on his head. In the end, all of Zaltana knew he was the most handy, intelligent, and most dangerous of them all.

Every building and structure on the land was built by the hands of the community and every piece of wood and rock used came from the forests and streams below. Nothing went to waste.

That same day of Violet’s arrival, Eli was putting a for sale sign outside of a small home when she drove up. The house was just perfect for her, from the exterior made of logs and cobblestone to the interior made of fine wood. Never mind the scenic view of the mountains that surrounded the reservation or the weeping willow in the distance that’s lived past its life expectancy. That old tree when you walked up to it creaked and cracked like it was talking to you. The elders went to it for guidance while the children climbed and played around it. This tree was very sacred to them and for that reason to this day is still unknown to her.

Upon her arrival, the community insisted that she stay and rest for the night. One day turned into a week, a week into a month and a month turned into the best two years of her life, regardless of if she was still a missing person back home. Her last known whereabouts to her friends was her visit to the lawyer’s office and from there; vanished without a trace.

On these grounds, Violet found the love of her life. Eli was heir to become Chief when his father (Gahege) passed on to the spirit world. It took a long time for the community to accept this relationship but most of them have.

Big Breasts (Makkatotosimew), the reservation’s veterinarian; a native name that has been long forgotten, and her followers—Big Eyes, Owl, Star Dancer, Coyote Man, Skunk, Fighter, Sparrow, Tall Bull and lastly Bear who comprised the only descendants and half-bloods left of the Passamaquoddy and Apache tribes, were unwilling to accept this addition. These particular tribes were not only hard-headed and savages but they were also enemies to many of the native clans for centuries.

Even if so, Chief Hawk-Eye wouldn’t ignore these tribes during his recruitment. The citizens from each tribe were selected and relocated for a reason. For that reason, all past differences were to be left behind before stepping on High Mountain’s grounds.

These particular individuals’ spitefulness toward Violet came from Big Breast’s jealousy. Her thoughts were she should be the one to fall in love with Eli. In her eyes, Violet had come to a place where she should’ve never been welcome to come. Her reaction, no non-Indian ever journeyed that far up to where they call home, let alone falling in love with someone in the bloodline. Especially the man who’ll one day become Chief. Even with the ancient prophecy that speaks of a white woman coming and saving their bloodline. Violet wasn’t the only one that Big Breasts was jealous of. There’s a four-year-old girl named Blue Bird Eye (Chosposi) who is said to be more intelligent than Big Breasts at that age. It’s believed the little girl will do great things for the reservation.

Violet wasn’t completely honest with Eli. She’s been hiding the fact that this group of people has been taunting her for a very long time now. At night when she was sleeping at home, she awoke to see people standing in the backyard and within the shadows staring. She figured it was just a phase; even an act of bullying she could even say. However, over time the stalking and tormenting got worse. Violet felt when she returned home after spending the night at Eli’s, that someone had been inside her home. Her personal belongings were moved or missing altogether; only later to be found in the location it was recently missing from. She even discovered small animals that went missing from the reservation later mutilated on her property. Not wanting to cause any trouble, she just buried them in her garden and went along with her day; hoping that the group would see this didn’t bother her and finally give up. But that wasn’t exactly working.

At the same time, Eli’s been hiding something from Violet. He’s wanted to show her something for a long time now, though he’s been hesitant. He doesn’t know how she’ll react when he reveals the secret of what’s believed to be a prophecy of her. Violet wasn’t stupid, she could tell Eli’s wanted to tell her something since the day they met. She figured in time and when ready, he would.

“I have something to show you,” he says in a nervous tone. “Get dressed and we’ll join the others and eat. Then, we’ll go down below.” Smiling, he kisses her before rolling out of bed.

The oversized log home is enormous compared to the hundreds of others built throughout the reservation. Built at the back of the community, it overlooks the endless forest down below. Helena’s skyline and the surrounding cities and towns look so tiny and the mountains are so close. There’s a large balcony that rests on two, long, stone pillars at the front entrance. It perches high overlooking the community, crop fields, and the variety of smokehouses they use for curing meats to get them through the winter months. There’s a beautiful view of the animal stables and horse paddocks where you can watch the animals graze and exercise daily. Behind that, you could watch the members of the community training for warfare. These people weren’t violent they just followed the ways of their ancestors, if they knew how to fight, they would know how to defend the land if necessary. Truly a magnificent view when standing up there.

Eli didn’t live alone in the home; he shared it with his frail father Gahege, who was nearly blind; with cataracts in both eyes—his birth mother Shima, and also his spiritual mother Anna.

These elders are the Chief’s wives and mother figures to everyone. Both are heavier-set women who walk with canes passed on by their ancestors. Their long, greying, and unkempt hair was always tied loosely in a ponytail. They spent most of their days at the school house or the residence of Stays at Home (Abeque) and her identical twin sister with the same name but spelled differently (Abequa). Gahege’s older sibling, Elder Sister (Kaya) taught the children the traditional ways of the native people, useful subjects that will help them through life, and most importantly the Zaltana language derived from all dialects of each tribe living in the community. It was a very complex language. Oddly enough, though these simple people despised the rest of the world and truthfully they had their reasons, the adults communicated mostly in English while the children and teens while still learning the language, spoke in their native tongue.

Eli’s fraternal twin half-brothers, Strong Man (Bidzil) and Brave One (Tika) also share the same home. These men are massive to say the least, both standing a towering mid-way through six foot tall. Strong Man’s all muscle while Brave One’s big-boned. They both wore their hair tied tight in a ponytail; one strand of bangs hung loosely to the left and the other man had his to the right.

The Zaltanians adapted to some modern ways of life while still practicing their traditions, never forgetting who they were and where they came from. However, not all of the bloodline wanted to live both modernly and traditionally as they did in Zaltana. These hundred or so men and women preferred to live more traditionally like their ancestors. They live in a village deep within the forest below and would come and visit from time to time. Their leader Lives in Woods (Adahy) also disagreed with a white person living on Zaltana land, even if the prophecy did speak of it. It went against Zaltana’s ideology. The native people have suffered too much pain and anguish at the hands of man over the centuries. Although this wasn’t their decision nor their concern to argue.

Finishing up breakfast, the time’s come for Eli to reveal what he’s been hesitant to show. The guilt of hiding this secret weighed heavily on his shoulders; now it was time for it to be lifted.

Violet is wary at first but Eli insists that this is something that’ll amaze her even more than when she first laid eyes on Zaltana. With those words, how could she resist?

Walking through a series of doors, the pair comes to a small set of stairs that leads them down into a storage room filled with glass jars preserving food on shelves. Opening one last door that’s made to look like the rest of the room to deceive intruders; concealing a set of stone stairs chiseled out of rock descending underground. The passageway in the rock face enclosure seems to go on forever as they descend upon the winding staircase before coming face to face with a reinforced steel door. Knocking in cryptic code, a small latch opens. A man’s eyes gaze through the hole, looking at Eli, the heavy door slowly opens. A young man with a large scar on his face named Three Fingers stands on the opposite side greeting the pair.





Chapter 2 Secrets Are Revealed

My father didn’t know how my mother would react when she was shown the inscription of the prophecy of the white woman. Would he scare her away when he explained that people were rising from the dead and attacking the living during one of the biggest American and native battles in history? Just hearing himself say those words made him sound like he was crazy. However, he knew it wasn’t right for him to continue to hide the depiction of the prophecy. It was time for the secrets to be revealed.

Revealing the passage, there’s a drastic temperature change. On the opposite side of the door, a dank and dingy cave with a series of tunnels is exposed. Strings of lights illuminate the space, they flicker while the electricity creates a constant buzzing sound that echoes through the space. The endless lighting goes as far as the eyes can see, descending further into the earth.

Three Fingers, the young man standing in front of them has a reason for his name. An unfortunate accident caused this man’s deformities and because of that reason, Nahiossi became a suitable. For Eli’s brother Brave One, the origin of his name wasn’t as obvious. When he was a little boy he wandered off into the woods alone. The community found him surrounded by a pack of wolves, he showed no fear as he stood surrounded by Mother Nature’s hounds. Violet, her name came within minutes of her arrival. Bystanders babbled Hurit meaning, beautiful, and that name stuck.

Turning, Eli takes Violet’s hand guiding her as they walk. “What I’m about to show you is a sacred place, hidden since the beginning of our ancestor’s existence, and dates back over a thousand years.”

The stalactites and stalagmites forming on the damp limestone ceiling and floor are a spectacular sight to see, revealing the age of this sacred place. The sound of dripping water echoes in between the buzzing and flickering of the stringed lighting. The further they’re led into the earth, the sound of rushing water begins to fill the space; the vibrations from the pressure felt underneath their feet.

“What’s that?” Violet raises her voice over the top of the loud and intense noise that keeps getting louder as they approach.

Eli smiles putting his finger up, signaling she’ll see soon enough. Turning another corner, Violet is silenced by a large underground waterfall. The long stalactite and stalagmites formed from the ceiling and ground produce the appearance of jaws with big, jagged teeth.

“Come on! It’s right back here.” He vanishes behind the roaring water. Eli lights a torch providing light as they walk through a narrow tunnel entering into a cavern that’s lit by several more torches. The walls from top to bottom are covered in pictographs and hieroglyphs.

“This room and these flames that burn, are ancient and it’s been hidden from outsiders all this time. You are the only person outside native blood to see this.”

“This is amazing.” Fixated, she examines a painting of a native woman standing beside corpses. Her mouths open wide with a dark, ghostly spirit with horns exiting. This is a depiction of demonic spirits possessing the soul. In their culture, the two wickedest entities they feared the most were the Wendigo and Omaha. These entities seek vulnerability in a person such as jealousy or rage and latch on to it.

Eli points to a series of ancient writings. “This is how Zaltana came to be. The Legend says Chief Hawk-Eye was a wise and highly respected man. During his time, Chiefs from various tribes would come to seek out knowledge and guidance from him. As a young child, he began to have visions and prophecies of the native bloodlines becoming extinct. Before he was Chief, young Hawk-Eye would sneak away from his village to come here and inscribe what he saw on these walls.

When he got older and knowing what he knew but not knowing how it would happen, he left his tribe and village behind. To roam the lands high and low and as far as Canada to recruit members of all the native tribes to the mountains. This was to keep away from the danger that lay ahead in the future. During this recruitment, he would speak of personal things about the Chief and the mother. This made them think that Chief Hawk-Eye was a chosen one from the Gods and it was considered a great honor to be the man and woman selected to go live with him. Chief Hawk-Eye named the land High Mountain or Zalatana because of its location.

Zaltana’s always been a very sacred place. Even during times of war over territory between tribal bloodlines, this place was off-limits. The Chiefs of all the tribes came to an agreement that Zaltana was never to be attacked nor a place to seek shelter from battles. It’s said, that Chief-Hawk-Eye possessed magical powers and whoever tried to take over his land would be cursed. There are old tales of a tribe early on that tried to take Zaltana. They experienced and endured great pain and death. This tribe and bloodline are now extinct. Chief Hawk-Eye later died on the grounds from old age. Right, where that old willow tree stands firm. Mind you the willow would sprout many centuries later. This is why people think that the old tree after all this time hasn’t fallen. They believe his spirit lives on through it and that’s why the people go to seek guidance and wisdom from it.

For centuries after his death, Zaltana’s Chiefs lived by Hawk Eye’s legacy. Recruiting tribe members to come live here. It became not just a place to keep native blood from going extinct but also a place to hide valuables during times of war. Chief Hawk-Eye’s visions can also be found carved on the totem pole just outside the gates. Other stories, encounters, and visions were later added to the walls by other leaders and warriors.

My father’s a very wise man. He believes there’s more to this room than we know. That everything prophesized and inscribed on these walls is one big story and we need to watch for the signs. And everything that has been added is another piece of the puzzle, creating one big legend.”

Violet walks up to the inscription, running her fingers over the curvatures of the carvings. Moving down, she rests her hand on the inscription of what looks to be a picture of the Cherokee rose.

“That’s the prophecy of the Trail of Tears and its message that remains a mystery to this day. The ancestors have guessed at what they think it means. No better symbol exists of pain and suffering than that of the Cherokee rose. It is said that the Cherokee rose first appeared on the Trail of Tears in 1838. War was raging among Americans and the Natives in Montana. The natives were pushed further and further off their land, resulting in them moving along the Bozeman Trail. Many women and children were forced to journey far away from their homes due to the Indian Removal Act. The mothers of the Cherokee tribe were spending so much time grieving and crying that they were unable to help their children survive the journey. Many lost their lives to starvation, harsh weather, and at the hands of the American soldiers. The elders prayed for a sign that would lift the mother’s spirits and give them strength. The next day a beautiful flower began to grow where each of the mother’s tears had fallen. Making a path of flourishing flowers trailing behind them as they journeyed. The rose is white for its tears, with a yellow-golden center representing the precious metal taken from the Cherokee lands, and seven leaves on each stem for the seven Cherokee clans. It’s been estimated that four thousand Native Americans died on the trail of tears due to the Removal Act. The story of the sightings of the Cherokee rose and the Trail of Tears happened a long time after Chief Hawk Eye’s prophecy. And that one right there is an unclear message left by Crazy Horse and Sitting Bull about the flower. Crazy Horse and Sitting Bull have left many inscriptions on these walls. They never did live here in Zaltana though.

However, they did visit here quite frequently. They were known as protectors of not only the land but also the native people and their rights to live freely.” It’s obvious to Violet there’s a lot of pain in Eli’s heart as he speaks.

Violet looks down from the hieroglyph and at a painted addition of a woman colored white, holding a baby with many people behind her. The addition to the pictograph also reveals people performing the act of cannibalism.

“What’s this?” She points at a painting. Eli’s heart begins to race, this is the moment of the truth.

“That is the prophecy of the white woman and the sickness. This was the very first vision shared by Chief Hawk-Eye. The prophecy speaks that a white woman comes and carries on the Chief’s bloodline after a sickness plagues the land. This one right here is also a part of that prophecy.” Eli points to a pictograph of tall squares resembling buildings or a city with clouds shooting lightning from above and a wave-like drawing coming from the side. There are many men with hairy faces resembling Sasquatch coming from in between the buildings.

“This here says, that after the storms and great flooding occur, the elder brother will frequently be spotted. When he’s spotted, it means the sickness is coming and then he’ll come again, giving a warning the sickness has arrived. We call him ‘Chiye-Tanka.’ In the native language of the Sioux nation, ‘Chiye’ means ‘elder brother’, and ‘Tanka’ means ‘great or big.’ Tribes for thousands of years have seen a large man roaming the banks of the rivers whose height is estimated to be eight to nine feet tall, weighing over three hundred pounds. When he’s spotted, an enormous whooping call and wood knocks can often be heard. The elders believe that the sighting of this sacred creature acts as a message or warning. Not only for the individuals or communities where he’s spotted but for all mankind. He’s a messenger who appears in times of evil, giving warning from the Great Spirit that mankind’s disrespect for her sacred instructions has upset the harmony and balance of existence. In other words, it’s a message for all of humanity to change their ways or face disaster.

Most of the drawings and inscriptions on these walls were hard for the ancestors to decipher, they’re too vague. There’s a lot of guessing in between the lines that needed to be done over the years.” Eli’s knees are becoming weak and his breathing has elevated, he can’t avoid the reason for this visit any longer. “My father strongly believes that the prophecy of the white woman is about you. You are the Onida; the one searched for.” He gives an awkward chuckle. “Please don’t be discouraged by this and change your opinion of Zaltana. I wanted to tell you about this long ago but I was afraid. There’s something about you Violet, I feel comfortable around you, as if I can tell you anything. But this was hard. I didn’t want to scare you away.”

“You couldn’t scare me away Huritt (handsome) with two t’s.” Violet implying the compliment. Even though the man for his reasons and is unknown to her, refused to go by his native name.

The man smiles gazing into her eyes, Eli’s tempted to kiss his love but he doesn’t want to lose sight of why they came down to this place, so he continues to speak.

“Do you remember when you first found Zaltana and how I told you my father had a vision of you coming?” Violet nods watching the man pace. “He didn’t only have a vision of you coming here, he knew exactly what day. We made sure you had the chance to find us through the secondary entrance hidden in the overgrowth. That’s why that for sale sign went up on that house and that’s why we plead for you to stay. Gahege saw the resemblance in the carving on the totem pole and the images of you in his vision. This is why he believes you are the prophecy that’s depicted.” Violet continues to look around at the cavern walls while listening to the man speak, she’s not discouraged but intrigued. Noticing some old and faded writing in the Zaltana dialect she asks about it.

“What does that say?”

“This was the very last thing that Chief Hawk-Eye ever wrote before his death. For centuries people didn’t take this seriously because the Great Chief was going senile at this stage of his life. The ancestors couldn’t make sense of it. It reads. ‘When man flourishes on the land and his greed begins to destroy the forests in which he lumbers to profit. When man becomes selfish and brings the animals that roam free to the brink of extinction because they only hunt them for their skin and not for survival. When man becomes ungrateful and the never-ending wheel of violence erupts. Creating war over power, religion, and natural resources, destroying the land, and taking the gifts she leaves for granted. When man becomes ignorant and the waters that once flowed clean and clear are polluted becoming unsafe for others to drink and the creatures to live. When the ruthless Indian hunter’s tomb is unearthed and the hairy man comes out from the shadows to give warning. And when the powder from the flower disappears from the air that’s breathed, that is when man will realize money cannot buy everything. The Legend of white woman will carry forward into what will become the new world.’

Did you know, that studies have proven for the third consecutive year that the country has extracted and consumed more resources than what is needed? It exceeds well past the limit that the planet can replenish and regenerate in each physical year. Air and water pollution have hit an all-time high, there’s an increase in war overseas over oil and precious metals. Scientists continue to tamper with nature by manipulating weather patterns and cloning experiments. There’s also an enormous amount of forestry being destroyed for different types of profitable investments; and sadly, there’s an increase in species that have become endangered and some have even become extinct. There will be consequences for these selfish and egotistical acts by humanity. The Great Spirit can only tolerate so much before she seeks retribution. These are the reasons why some of the others including myself think the sickness is coming and will have a different outcome than it did in the past. And with your arrival! People now believe the prophecy is starting to come true and they are becoming scared.”

“What exactly is the sickness? Is it a disease, like cancer?” Interested and scared to know the answer but she asks anyway.

“The sickness is a virus that will end all of humanity and it comes in two different forms. Until one hundred and fifty years ago, we didn’t know what these words meant on these walls. People thought the sickness was infertility but it was determined otherwise. Red Cloud and Crazy Horse were the first to see this; they added it on these walls to warn the future bloodlines of what was seen. It’s been said the sickness is contracted through bites or other bodily fluids. It doesn’t care about a person’s age or gender. They are slaves to the Great Spirit; they don’t know logic and they can’t be reasoned with. They come to rid the world of the species that endangers the land, which is humanity! Some tribes would say this is Wendigo, but they’re wrong. This is another type of entity. The Chinese call them ‘Jiang Shi’, Arabs call them ‘Ghouls’, Scandinavians refer to them as ‘Draugr’ the British ‘Revenant’, and to you ‘Zombies.’ To us, they are the Tadita and Manitou, this translates to ‘the ones who run’ and ‘spirit beings.’ We refer to these two beings as Netawa Mantiuw’s ‘Nature’s Creatures’.

We believe the sickness originated from the powder of the Cherokee rose’s pollen being inhaled in 1876 but Crazy Horse prevented it from spreading. We believe it was a defense mechanism or nature bringing balance back to the land. There are many different ways The Great Spirit has brought or will bring balance back to the world. Natural Disasters are one way. Plagues and diseases are another, however, science is quick to cure them. The Spanish flu for instance, that plague killed fifty million people in three years. Another example is the black plague. The disease killed a third of the population in Asia and Europe during the fourteenth century. These occurred when humanity’s greed and selfishness were at their peak, this is why it happened one hundred and fifty years ago. The sickness will end humanity’s existence, the Great Spirit toys with us, and she can end mankind whenever she pleases. This sickness I speak of travels through the bloodstream and then reacts with the brain. If a person inhales the pollen or is attacked and survives their wound; usually a single bite on the leg or arm, the person will transform into Tadita (one who runs). This creature is fast and has some intellectual
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The White Woman and the Sickness






