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​​The Mind of the Cat
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Sitsi d’Mosi sat silently in the back of the train trying to look inconspicuous.  She wanted nothing more than to blend into the pseudo-wood paneling; escaping the stares and glares of the other passengers.

Sitsi d’Mosi meant Daughter of the Cat, at least that’s what the tribal elders told her, but what would they know?  Even they admitted that much of her people’s heritage and language had been lost during the second American Civil War and the Forced Relocation.  Lost and forgotten forever.

Now she sat on a train crossing Syria Planum on Mars, home of the Native Americans...as if they were all one people.  The Dineh′ knew they were related to the others, but they weren’t the same, as the white and black men of the worlds would have everyone believe.  To say they were the same would be like saying... Damn reds need to stay where they belong.  Sitsi d’Mosi turned to glare at the man sitting across the aisle.  How could he say something like that?  Most of the white, black, and yellow folk kept their opinions to themselves; only showing them on their faces, but this bastard had come right out and said what was on his mind.

The man sat reading the latest edition of the Martian Times from his palm-pad, seemingly oblivious to her existence.  Maybe she’d imagined it, but it no longer mattered, her stop was less than a kilometer away.  She stood up and began to move towards the door, facing the ground the whole way, as she had been trained.

*
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“Each color of sand has a significance,” the Elder had said to her as he worked on the sand painting.  “This one,” he said, “represents hozhoni...harmony, and this one represents the strength of our people.”

Sitsi d’Mosi remembered the words, but she couldn’t remember what colors were what.  The only thing she was really sure of was the fact that she had scoffed at a color of sand representing the strength of her people.  She hadn’t said anything aloud.  Blasphemous thoughts had to stay in the mind, but she had definitely thought of the absurdity of her people having strength.

The Elder had frowned at her, seemingly reading her mind.  “The Dineh′ are a strong people.  We were few, and the unity our people had developed with the other Native nations towards the end of the twentieth century fell apart when the majority races decided they needed our land...”

Sitsi d’Mosi tuned the old man out.  She’d heard the lectures about how the greed of the whites, yellows, and blacks for the resources on Indian lands had led to the wars.  She didn’t want to hear it again.  Now, walking across the plaza, she didn’t want to think about it.  Instead, she looked up to the giant dome, barely visible, above her.  What a wonder was the technology on Mars.  In time...It’s one of those Reds.  The words came from behind her, and Sitsi d’Mosi turned to glare at the speaker.  She was quickly losing her fear and respect for outsiders.

Two young boys were staring at her.  “Did you say that?” she asked the boys.

They both stared at her.  “Did you call me a Red?” she practically shouted.

Yei.  The word came from behind her.  She turned suddenly, but there was no one there...at least no one close.  Her eyes raced through the crowd until they fell upon the eyes of another Dineh′.  He was staring right at her.  Somehow, she knew he had been the one to say it, but he was too far away for her to have heard.  She took a quick step towards him, but he turned and fled into the crowd, seemingly afraid.

Sitsi d’Mosi turned to finish her interrogation of the boys.  They were gone.  Shopping was now out of the question.  She had to return to the Rez and swallow her pride like she never had in the past

*
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“Elder, I wish to speak to you,” she said from outside the door of the medicine leader of her people.

“Who are you?” the old man creaked from behind the still closed door.

“Sitsi d’Mosi,” she said.

Laughter erupted from the other side of the door, sounding something like crumbling paper.  There were other laughs as well.  The Elder was not alone.

She started to turn, but the door slid open.  “Please, enter young one.”

Sitsi d’Mosi stepped through the door slowly, barely getting through before the door slid shut behind her.  She stepped to the center of the room and looked towards the Elder before lowering her head.  She then offered up the tobacco she had purchased from the Black Market.  Tobacco offerings were one of the things the elders said probably didn’t belong to the Dineh′, but they did it anyway...just in case.

The Elder’s snickering suddenly stopped.  “Please be seated, Sitsi d’Mosi.  It has been many years since you have visited me.  If I remember right, the last time you were brought kicking and screaming by your father.”

While she decided how to answer the old man, she allowed her eyes to examine the others in the small room.  Four other men sat in a circle around her.  Each of them small in stature as was normal for the Dineh′.  She recognized all of them, but she knew none of their names.  There was a strange smell in the room.  It smelled of decay and smoke.  It made her think of a death pyre, even though she’d never actually seen one.

“Yes, sir,” she said.  “I know I’ve been negligent in my pursuit of our beliefs, and I know that this kind of negligence will only help to destroy us.”  The words she had heard a thousand times before; she’d even said them several times, but for some reason, this time was the first time in her life that the words actually had any meaning to her.  “Something is happening to me, Elder.”

The Elder waited, but when it became obvious that Sitsi d’Mosi wasn’t going to continue, he said, “Many things happen to young people as they mature.”

She scoffed at him, before lowering her head again.  “I’m sorry, elder.  I meant no disrespect, but I’m 16 Earth years...I’ve seen most of those kinds of changes.”  She paused, knowing she had to continue, but not wanting to.  “Sir, I hear voices.”

A crazy one.

She turned to where she’d heard the words.  “I’m not crazy.”

The man, a short man, even by Dineh′ standards fell out of his chair.  He reached for the back of the chair from the floor, his pudgy hands trying desperately for a grasp they couldn’t obtain.  His hands shook like they never had in the past.

“Obat, what is it?”

“She...she...she heard my thoughts.”

A few of the elders in the room snickered, but the Elder himself grew deathly silent.  Sitsi d’Mosi looked him straight in the eyes.  Yei.

“Yei,” Sitsi d’Mosi said.  “That was the word I heard when I was in the plaza today in the Other’s city.”

“I did not say Yei, my child,” the Elder said, “but I did think it.”

“She is, isn’t she?” Obat said, finally finding his perch again.

“I believe so,” the Elder said, stroking his chin in deep thought.  His eyes examined her more thoroughly than any other man’s eyes ever had, but this wasn’t erotic.  This was something different; something much more frightening. 

“I’m what?” Sitsi d’Mosi demanded.  “What am I?”  She raised her voice, momentarily forgetting where she was.  She felt her heart racing.  What did these people know that she didn’t?  What did these people know about her that they weren’t telling her?

“You are a spirit, little one,” the Elder said.

Sitsi d’Mosi laughed, holding on to her stomach trying not to pee her pants.  The elders must have gotten hold of some peyote or something.

If you are not a spirit, then how do you hear my thoughts, little one?

“Why do you call me little one?” she demanded of the Elder before she suddenly realized what had happened.  “You didn’t say those words, but I heard them.  My god, I can read minds.”  It was more of a question than a statement.

“It would appear so.  You are a very special child, li...” the Elder stopped himself.  “You are very special.”

*
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The next few days were a blur to Sitsi d’Mosi.  The other Dineh′ began staring at her as word of her newly found power spread through her people.  Worse than the stares, however, were the thoughts of the others.  Everywhere she went, she heard people calling her possessed, blessed, and crazy.  She’d never asked for the power, and now that she had it, she’d do anything to get rid of it, but that wasn’t going to happen, so she did the only logical thing she could think of.  She fled.

Hiding among the Others was impossible.  Everywhere she went, it was the same thing...hatred, bigotry, and hostility.

There seemed to be only one thing for her to do.  Suicide wasn’t accepted among her people, but she didn’t care...she was no longer accepted by her people, and she’d never be accepted by the Others.  She hadn’t cried when her father died six years earlier, but now she cried.  She felt for the wall of the building she was standing next to, needing something to keep her on her feet.  She failed.  Her back slid down the wall as the hard plasti-concrete came up to meet her butt.  Tears were not something she liked in others, but she hated them in herself even more, hated herself even more.  What kind of a yei would cry?

“Are you okay?” the voice came from above her.  She looked up into the concerned face of a white man.  He was tall and kind of homely with curly hair that looked like even a comb couldn’t rescue it.  She’s beautiful.  She heard the voice in her head, and suddenly realized what her power could do for her.

“I’ve been better,” she said with a coy grin, trying to look vulnerable and sexy at the same time.  The thoughts that went through the man’s head told her that she’d succeeded.  “This is the first time I’ve been away from my people, and I’m finding the stories about your people to be very true.”  She knew she was lying, but what did it matter.  He couldn’t read minds.

“We’re not all bad,” he said with a smile.  It wasn’t a lie either.  She could see in his mind that he actually had a concern for what happened to her people...not only that, but he was a politician as well.  He offered his hand to her, and she allowed him to help her up.  “Some of us would like to see things made right with your people, or I guess I should say something like your peoples.  You’re not all the same, right?”

These weren’t the words of a white man, but there he was standing and saying the things her people always wanted to hear.  Unfortunately, there was another thought on his mind that seemed more important to him.  If she wanted to use this man the way she needed to, she’d have to make a sacrifice.  Maybe use was the wrong word, especially when they were both going to get something they wanted.

*
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The man’s face contorted into a pained expression of ecstasy as an overwhelming surge of emotion and imagery flashed in Sitsi d’Mosi’s mind.  She’d been with men before, but it had never been like this.  She found her power gave her the ability to know what the man wanted, and also gave her the power to figure out how to get him to give her what she wanted.  Sex had always been mechanical before, something she had to do to keep her men interested in her, but not this time.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
A Taste of the Madness
Vol. 2

by J Alan Erwine





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





