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Enter the SF Gateway …


In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:




‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’





Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


Welcome to the SF Gateway.









“The history of the United States would have been very different if there had been an Indian Genghis Khan.”


—Louis L’Amour









ONE


Five days ago, White Buffalo Woman’s husband had mounted his horse and gone east, telling her that he would return in two days. She did not begin to worry until the fourth day after he had left her. In the days when she was suckling her youngest child, and in the time before the visions had come to Touch-the-Clouds, she would not have worried at all when Soaring Eagle was often gone with the other men for many days, but she worried now.


Her husband had gone alone this time, and after a man had ridden here from the camp of Touch-the-Clouds. Soaring Eagle had gone east to be his chief’s eyes and ears. He had ridden east to be a spy for Touch-the-Clouds.


White Buffalo Woman scanned the horizon to the east. Outside the circle of tepees near her, other women tended their fires or scraped with their bone chisels at buffalo hides laced to wooden frames. The camp looked much as camps had when she was a girl, but her people were not the same.


Everything had changed for them after Touch-the-Clouds had seen his third vision. That vision had come to the chief during the great war among the Wasichu, when the white men in the north had been fighting the Wasichu to their south. The whites had already been growing more numerous on the plains, and the buffalo herds were thinning. The Tsistsistas—the Cheyenne—spoke bitterly whenever they camped near the Lakota of the way the Wasichu shot at the buffalo along the Iron Horse trail to the south, of how they left most of the animal to rot.


In his vision, Wakan Tanka and the spirits had told Touch-the-Clouds that he and his people would have to make peace with others, even with those who had been enemies of the Lakota for generations, if they were to keep the Wasichu from stealing all of their lands.


In only five years, Touch-the-Clouds had won treaties with the Shawnee, the Cherokee and the other red men who tilled the soil in the manner of Wasichu, and even with the Crow, who did not. White Buffalo Woman had hoped that securing promises of peace and friendship from the Comanche, a treaty even Soaring Eagle had not believed could be won, would be enough to keep the Wasichu from taking more of the land.


“To fight the Kiowa, to hate the Crow, only makes us weaker,” Touch-the-Clouds had said many times. “Together we can keep the Wasichu from this land.” White Buffalo Woman’s husband had agreed with him, as nearly all of the Lakota had. As for those who disagreed—she did not want to think of them. Touch-the-Clouds demanded loyalty. He had killed his own brother for raiding a Crow village, for forgetting that the Crow were now their brothers.


Still the whites came to the Plains, more of them now that their war among themselves was over. Even some of the allies of the Lakota had made their marks on the treaties offered to them by the Wasichu, only to find out later that they had promised to give up lands that were never mentioned in the treaties that had been read to them. The visions of Touch-the-Clouds, even the fear some of his allies had of him, would not be enough to hold their hunting grounds. For that, they would need more weapons, more guns, more bullets.


Touch-the-Clouds had a way to get such weapons. White Buffalo Woman’s own son was one of those who had gone northwest with other men, and with the yellow-haired Wasichu who called himself a friend of the Lakota, in order to secure more weapons. She did not want to think of the tales she had heard, of Lakota and Cheyenne who had begun to scar the land near the sacred Black Hills, the center of the world.


She looked to the north over the flat grassland and saw a rider. Her eyes were not as sharp as they had been in youth, but she saw that the rider was her husband, and knew that he had ridden north of here to the camp of Touch-the-Clouds before returning to her. Others in the camp, among them her son’s wife, also watched the approaching rider, obviously curious about what news he might bring.


By the time Soaring Eagle readied their camp and had entered their tent, White Buffalo Woman had a supper of dried meat mixed with wild cherries ready. He sat down in the back of the tepee, opposite the entrance, near their small stone altar.


“You went to Touch-the-Clouds,” she said as she set out her husband’s food.


“He heard that there were two red men journeying up the Missouri River, red men wearing the blue coats of the Wasichu soldiers but who call themselves our friends. I went to see if it was so and to tell him what I found.”


“So that was what he wanted.” She chewed her meat. “And did you find such men?”


“I did. They have Wasichu names, Parker and Rowland, and they live among the white men and are said to know their medicine. They even fought in the Wasichu war—Parker wears a blue coat with eagles on the shoulders, like one of the Wasichu war chiefs. Yet he calls himself a friend, and says that he wants to help us. That is what I was told—I saw him myself only from a distance.”


“And how will they help us?” White Buffalo Woman asked.


“By helping us to settle our differences. By finding out which of the agents on our lands are cheating us and seeing that they are stopped.”


“And how can they do that?”


“I do not know,” Soaring Eagle replied.


“Does Touch-the-Clouds think that he can help us?”


Her husband’s mouth twisted. “Touch-the-Clouds says that he already has a Wasichu who calls himself his brother and does not need red men who follow white ways. But I heard him speak to his yellow-haired Wasichu as I was leaving, and he spoke the name of Parker. I think that he was asking his Wasichu brother about this red man in a blue coat. He will also let the one called Rowland stay in a Lakota camp to learn some of our ways, but he does not want to see this Rowland himself. He doesn’t want him to find out too much.”


White Buffalo Woman shook herself. “You should not be thinking so much of this.”


“That is true. I shouldn’t be thinking of it at all, or speaking of it to you. Touch-the-Clouds will listen to the spirits, and to the other chiefs, and I don’t have to know what he is thinking.”


It was not wise to know or even to guess at what Touch-the-Clouds was thinking, White Buffalo Woman thought. The more allies and treaties he won, the less he wanted others to speak of what he had accomplished to any who might repeat it to the Wasichu. There was some wisdom in that. If the Wasichu felt that one chief was getting too strong, they might send more of their soldiers against the Lakota.


“Since the yellow-haired Wasichu was in the camp of Touch-the-Clouds, you might have asked him for news of our son.”


Soaring Eagle looked up, and she saw anger in his eyes. “I do not have to ask about our son,” he whispered, so softly that she could barely hear him, and then he suddenly got to his feet and went to the open tent flap, then stooped to peer outside. He turned back to her, letting the flap fall behind him.


He sat down next to her and his fingers closed around her wrist. “The yellow-hair saw our son not two moons ago,” he said, still in that same soft voice, “in the place where the sky weapons are made. And I should not be speaking of this to you.”


That was all he had to say. She knew enough not to ask any more questions. That the place of creating sky weapons was somewhere to the north and west, far from where the Wasichu had made trails for their Iron Horse or put up poles for their talking wires, hidden from any who might try to find it, and that sometimes those weapons were brought in secret to the Black Hills—that was all she had to know. Others knew even less, and everyone knew that to speak of it was dangerous. They would need more weapons, and more powerful ones, than what they had or could trade for or could steal to defend themselves.


It had come to that, she thought, some of her people keeping secrets from others. That was almost like the evil of telling a lie.


Soaring Eagle said no more until they were lying on their hides, ready for sleep. “Touch-the-Clouds has had another vision,” he said in a low voice. “He spoke of it after I told him of the red men who wear the white soldier’s coats. He sees another war coming, one in which we will drive the Wasichu from our hunting grounds for good.”


“And then perhaps we can have peace,” White Buffalo Woman said wearily.


“If the Wasichu keep to their promises, he won’t fight. But he does not expect them to keep those promises.”


It was none of her concern. The men decided on matters of war, and Touch-the-Clouds was making himself the head and putting himself in front of the men. He had grown greater than Crazy Horse, perhaps greater even than Sitting Bull, who turned more and more to Touch-the-Clouds for counsel and who called his vision a true one. The men would not come to her for advice on when and where to fight.


But she was not a foolish woman, and she saw what her husband refused ever to say openly, what others would not even whisper, although she could sense their thoughts. Touch-the-Clouds was thinking of more than simply holding the Wasichu to their promises, to keeping the hunting grounds of the Lakota. He wanted more than that. She wondered what his next vision would tell him.









TWO


Lemuel Rowland left Washington in the night. Grigor Rubalev would be waiting for him at the train. A spring rain fell, making the streets muddy and slippery. The clatter of horses’ hooves over what cobblestones were left in the torn-up streets and the creaking of buggies and wagons was a constant din, even at this late hour. The carriage in which Lemuel rode creaked and swayed from side to side, shook, and finally shuddered to a halt. He heard another carriage rattle past, and then the sound of boots squishing through mud.


The driver peered in at him and opened the door to Lemuel’s right. “Wheels are stuck,” the driver said. Water dripped from the brim of his hat. “Too many ruts in the road. You’ll have to walk the rest of the way, but it’s close by.”


Lemuel reached for his two carpetbags, handed one to the man, then climbed out of the carriage. The wheels had sunk into a rut in the road. Lemuel set the carpetbags down on the carriage’s step as he felt for his wallet.


“Going north or south?” the driver asked.


“West.”


The other man shook his head. “Heard tell it’s quiet for now, but that might not last long.” The new commissioner of Indian Affairs had said much the same to Lemuel in his office; it was one of the reasons he was returning to the West. “Good luck to you.”


Lemuel paid the man, picked up his bags, and continued down Second Street toward Pennsylvania Avenue and the Baltimore and Ohio station. He had thought, vaguely, of going home, but Ely Parker had suggested that he go west and Lemuel had readily agreed. Commissioner Ely Samuel Parker, apart from the bond they had in common, had been his comrade, his sponsor, and his commanding officer. But Lemuel had grasped at the notion of going to St. Louis because he would have work there and he did not know where else to go. He could not go home; the home he remembered no longer existed. The Rowlands would be relieved to get his most recent letter telling them that he was not coming home after all.


In front of the station, a few carriages waited. The trees that had been torn down from around the station during the war had still not been replaced. Lemuel made his way inside and threaded his way through the crowd to the doors on the other side of the station. Grigory Rubalev was supposed to meet him. Lemuel had seen him only once in Washington, but the Russian was an easy man to spot. He wondered again why Ely Parker had suggested that he travel with Rubalev, and what the commissioner wanted from him.


“I might need you out West, Poyeshao,” Ely Parker had told him during their last meeting in the commissioner’s office. “Poyeshao”—only Ely Parker called Lemuel by that childhood name, although he had abandoned his own childhood name, Hasanoanda, long ago. Poyeshao and Hasanoanda—they had done well for two Seneca boys, better than many whites would have expected them to do. Parker’s example had inspired Lemuel, who had admired the older man enough to follow him into the ranks of the army and onto the staff of General Ulysses S. Grant.


Now Grant was president, and Ely Parker had been appointed commissioner of Indian Affairs. The honor of that appointment had given him an office that oversaw some of the most corrupt men in Washington, as well as an opportunity to make more enemies among those who would resist Parker’s efforts to clean things up.


“I may not care to stay in St. Louis for too long,” Lemuel said.


“I’m not your commanding officer now,” Parker muttered. “If you don’t stay there, you’re free to go elsewhere. All I ask is that, if you see or hear anything that might be of interest to me, you pass it along.” Lemuel sensed what the commissioner had not said: Whatever happens, whatever you discover, I know that I can trust you.


Lemuel nodded. “I’ll probably stay for a year, at least.” He doubted that he would learn much in St. Louis, certainly nothing about any unrest among the Indians of the northern Plains. Even after a few months in one Sioux camp, he had picked up nothing except some knowledge of the Lakota language and customs and the distinct impression that he was being told as little as possible. He had finally left, writing a report of his observations for Parker before traveling east to his home, not knowing then how unwelcome he would be there.


“Grigory Rubalev is also traveling to St. Louis,” Parker continued. “I can arrange for you to travel together. It would ease the tedium of the trip.”


Lemuel, feeling that he had no reason to object to this, had agreed. But what did the commissioner want? Why was he to travel with Grigory Rubalev? An adventurer, some called Rubalev, while others murmured that he must be a spy for the tsar, sent to Washington on some secret mission. Lemuel had found out that the Russian had been seen often in Washington during the war to preserve the Union, appearing and then dropping from sight for months at a time, and suspected that he was a profiteer. He had seen Rubalev leave Parker’s office one time, in the midst of a small group of men; the Russian had towered over all of them.


He was to travel to Louisville in Kentucky, then go on to St. Louis from there. Rubalev was to meet someone in Louisville, where they would rest and recover from the first part of the journey. Lemuel thought of the hours and days ahead, sitting on a hard wooden seat as the train bumped and bounced him west. Maybe he should not have agreed so readily to travel with Rubalev.


Passengers were already boarding the Baltimore and Ohio; perhaps the train would leave on time after all. He walked under the overhang, looking for Rubalev. The Russian, Parker had told him, would have Lemuel’s ticket as well as his own. Lemuel had objected at that point. He was not so poor that he could not purchase his own passage, and did not like the notion of accepting a stranger’s largesse.


“Rubalev asked to make the arrangements,” Parker had replied. “He wants it to be easier for you to talk, and he also prefers to travel in as much comfort as possible with you.”


Comfort, on a train? The man had set himself a difficult task.


“Mr. Rowland?”


Lemuel looked up. Grigory Rubalev stood on a step leading into one car. A conductor was just below him. “Mr. Rowland?” Rubalev said again. The Russian wore no hat. His blond hair fell over his shoulders, and his eyes were as dark as Lemuel’s.


“Yes, I’m Rowland.”


“I thought that it was you. I saw you one time, from a distance.” Lemuel was surprised that the man remembered such a brief glimpse. “Please come inside.” The Russian’s English held only a trace of an accent.


Lemuel followed Rubalev into the car. The seats were upholstered and larger than he had expected, the car decorated with red curtains, brass fittings, and wood inlay, and he saw only three other passengers, all men, all at the other end of the car. “It is one of the new cars,” Rubalev said. “There are not many of them.” He glanced at Lemuel. “This Pullman car, I mean. We will be able to sleep without having to sit up.” He sat down on one of the seats near the front of the car.


Lemuel set down his bags and seated himself across from the other man. The Russian had two large leather valises stowed under his seat; a third, smaller leather bag sat next to him. “Perhaps you would like to go to the smoking car, have a drink,” Rubalev said.


“I don’t drink.” Lemuel thought of the father he barely remembered, who had tried to follow the ways of the Iroquois prophet Handsome Lake by giving up whiskey, and who had failed. Drink had ruined too many of his people.


“And I suppose that you do not play cards.”


“No, I do not.”


“It is nothing.” The Russian waved an arm. “It might have been more interesting if you played cards, but—” He shrugged.


“I am grateful for the chance to travel in some comfort,” Lemuel said.


“It was Donehogawa who made the request. He proposed that I travel with you. I was happy to oblige.”


Lemuel looked away for a moment. Donehogawa, the Russian had called Ely Parker—Donehogawa, the Keeper of the Western Door. Almost no one called the commissioner by the Seneca chief’s name given to him in adulthood; Lemuel was one of the few who did. The commissioner did not like to remind the whites around him of his origins.


“I tire of Washington,” Rubalev said. “I tire of the East. I have gone from New Archangel to San Francisco to the Plains and Missouri, and to Cincinnati and to Washington, and back and forth, and now—” He closed his eyes for a moment and rubbed his forehead. “Now it is time to go back again.”


“To Alaska?” Lemuel asked.


“Alaska is no longer a Russian colony, Mr. Rowland. It is an American colony now.” A distant look came into Rubalev’s dark eyes. “And you are going to St. Louis. Commissioner Parker says that you are to work there.”


“That is my hope. I have a letter of introduction from General—from President Grant. There’s work for engineers on the Mississippi levees. Much of the damage the war inflicted there still hasn’t been repaired.”


“I wish you well, then. If you seek something else, I am certain there will be other opportunities.”


Not as many, Lemuel thought, as there might have been had he been a white man. Donehogawa had found work on the levees, before the War Between the States, but only because engineers had been so badly needed along the capricious, everchanging river.


Rubalev’s eyes narrowed slightly. The Russian seemed to be studying him. What was Donehogawa’s interest in this man? Lemuel thought then of the times when he had seen a distant look in Ely Parker’s eyes, a keen and observant look, the look of a hunter stalking his game. Rubalev had the same look.


Other passengers passed them along the aisle, a gray-haired man in a black suit, a woman and child in matching pink ruffled dresses. “You have known Donehogawa for some time,” Rubalev murmured.


“Since the war,” Lemuel said. “He was an example to me, to several of us—the Seneca boy who worked in an army stable, who learned how to read and write and speak English as well as any white man.” He spoke carefully and precisely, as he had trained himself to do. White men could afford to be informal or careless in their speech; he could not. “He wanted to be a lawyer once—did he ever tell you about that?”


Rubalev shook his head.


“He worked in a law office for three years. Then he was told that no Indian could be admitted to the bar. So he became an engineer instead. I followed that path because Donehogawa showed that it was possible. He knew General Grant in Illinois, before the war. When he came back to New York, to Tonawanda, he was looking for Iroquois who would fight for the Union, and I volunteered.”


“I understand that the Union forces were not overly eager to enlist you. The commissioner did tell me that.”


Lemuel kept his face still. “The New York Volunteers had no place for us. General Grant had to go to some trouble to get us ordered to his staff. We joined him just before Vicksburg.”


“Fools.” The Russian shook his head. “Fools and idiots!” The vehemence with which he expressed his sympathy surprised Lemuel. Would a profiteer and a spy have such feelings? His suspicions that Rubalev might be just another of the corrupt vultures circling Ely Parker, hoping for some way to take advantage of the Indian Affairs commissioner, faded.


The train began to move. It creaked and shook as Lemuel rested against the back of his seat.


Soon after the conductor came through to check their tickets, a porter arrived to make up their beds. Their seats were transformed into berths to hold mattresses. Rubalev took the upper berth, groaning a bit as he settled his tall form onto the shorter bed. By the time Lemuel had stretched out on the lower berth, the Russian’s breathing was deep and even.


The porter had closed off their compartment from the aisle with a curtain. Lemuel lay in the stuffy, hot darkness, unable to sleep, then got up to make his way along the aisle to the washroom at the other end of the car. After relieving himself in the facility jutting from one wall, he washed his hands in the tin basin and went back to his compartment. Rubalev started from his sleep as Lemuel opened the curtain, stared at him for a moment, then stretched out again.


The man, he saw, could fall asleep quickly and yet be awake in an instant. Lemuel had been able to do that during the war, but had lost the skill during his civilian life. He lay down again, shifting himself on the hard bed. He had slept on rocky ground and in wet mud during the war; this bed signified ease and comfort in comparison.


“‘If you decide to come back East,” Ely Parker had told him in his office, “then let me know what you’ve heard and seen. Information is always useful.”


“You sound as though you want a spy,” Lemuel had replied. “But we’re no longer at war.” Ely Parker had smiled at that. “I’ll write to you as soon as I get to St. Louis.”


“There’s something else.” The commissioner frowned. “When you write to me, do it in our old cipher, and send the letters to this address.” Parker pushed a piece of paper with an unfamiliar name and a New York address across his desk. Lemuel managed to conceal his surprise at the request. They had used the cipher, based on their own Seneca tongue and in a script Parker had devised, to pass messages to each other during the war, knowing that any Confederate who might intercept them would not be able to read them. Perhaps Parker, surrounded by people who resented his efforts to put an end to the corruption in his office, was simply being cautious, but Lemuel had wondered. This seemed an excess of caution, the request of a man suspicious of everyone, or fearful of what others might uncover.


And Donehogawa had wanted him to travel with this Russian who was sleeping so soundly above him now. Did the commissioner want him to report on Rubalev, to spy on him?


The bed shuddered and bounced under him as the train moved along the tracks. This bed would not make for an easy rest, but it was better than trying to sleep upright. For a while after the war, he had feared sleep, but the dreams of war, the wails of the besieged in Vicksburg, the flames raging through Richmond, the screams of men torn apart by cannon, had not come to him in some time. Dreams were sent to men and women to guide them, so his people had always believed. Now he would welcome a dreamless sleep in which the spirits remained silent.


He and Donehogawa had served together on the staff of General Grant. Despite the need for engineers, Grant had fought hard to get them both orders to join him. But they had proven themselves, with Donehogawa becoming Colonel Ely S. Parker and Lemuel breveted to the rank of major. Lemuel had believed that the tolerance shown toward them by the whites among whom they served would last only as long as the war did, and he had not stayed in their society afterward in order to test his suspicions.


Now, as commissioner of the Bureau of Indian Affairs, Donehogawa was in a position to help other Indians; or so he still hoped. He had brought Lemuel to Washington, telling him of his plan to form a board to keep watch over the bureau, but his efforts to put Lemuel and other Indians on that board had failed. Lemuel had expected such a result, while still hoping that he might be wrong. He had not come to Washington with any faith that his old comrade could change things. He had come there knowing that he had made a mistake by going home earlier and thinking that he could pick up the threads of his old life.


His chest contracted as he remembered how the hills around Tonawanda had looked in autumn, the deep green of the pines amid the changing leaves of red, yellow, and orange. Sometimes the surface of a lake near those lands would grow so still that he could see the hills mirrored clearly in the water. He would imagine then that below the water, there was an upside-down land, where everything mirrored this world yet did not happen in quite the same way.


In the upside-down land that he envisioned, men would hunt by calling out to the deer instead of silently tracking them. There, the Three Sisters of corn, squash, and beans began as fully grown plants before shrinking into the ground. People grew younger as they aged, and died as babies in the arms of their mothers. When the people of the False Face Society donned their masks, instead of going to those who were ailing, they went instead to the houses of the hale and healthy to burn coals and to chant. The white people lived in longhouses, and followed his peoples’ ways.


Lemuel had not thought of his imagined upside-down land in years. He had been a boy when he first imagined the land under the lake. Not long after that, his mother had died and he had soon lost his father to drink. The Rowlands had taken him in and sent him to school with their youngest son. By then, he had learned of Donehogawa, the man the whites called Ely Parker, the Iroquois who could read and write in English and knew law and engineering, and he had decided that he wanted to be like him.


The Rowlands named him Lemuel, and he had tried to live in their world, but there were others who often reminded him that he was not really one of them. Even in the eyes of his foster family, he sometimes glimpsed doubts. In a bout of homesickness, torn by the realization that he would always be an outsider in their world, he ran away from the Rowland farm and made his way back to the lake he remembered, longing for his old home, but the longhouses were poorer and shabbier than he saw them in memory, food was hard to come by, and his people were still struggling to keep their land from being taken by the whites.


“There is no place for you here,” one of his cousins had told him, and Lemuel had returned to the Rowlands and their farm. Gideon Rowland had pleaded with his father to take Lemuel back.


Once, while he and Gideon were sitting by a pond, Lemuel had conjured up the upside-down land in words. The other boy had not laughed at him, and after that they had whiled away many pleasant hours in telling stories about the people who lived there. Gideon was his friend, and the Rowlands had finally come to care for him in their quiet way. They had done what they could for him even when others made their lives harder because of him. He could imagine himself, at times, to be their true son.


Gideon had left their home first, during the frenzy of volunteering at the war’s beginning. The two of them had been full of fighting words then, talking of courage and the Union and a quick end to the war. By the time Lemuel had won a place for himself in the Union forces, with the help of Ely Parker, richer men were paying for poorer men to take their places in the ranks. He did not have the money to pay for another to do his fighting, but would have enlisted even if he had. As a man who had fought to preserve the Union, he might finally win acceptance among the whites.


After the war, when he had feared sleep and the dreams it would bring, sleep would come upon him even against his will. Now he often could not sleep, however much he longed for rest. The elusive, dimly seen dreams that had vanished when he woke, trembling and damp with sweat and hearing still the cries of dying men, had been replaced with memories from which there was no escape.


Mary Rowland had stood in the doorway of her house, staring past him with her gray eyes, refusing to speak, to cry, to make any sign of welcome. Inside, Ezekiel Rowland sat with a younger man and woman Lemuel did not know.


“My brother Benjamin,” Ezekiel said. Lemuel had never heard Mr. Rowland speak of a brother. “And his wife, Polly.” The brother had thin red veins in his nose; his wife had reddish hair done up in sausage-like curls and a pregnant woman’s bulging belly. “Come back to help us on the farm.” The couple had been given the room he and Gideon once shared.


Lemuel had not stayed there long. He had seen the sharp look in Benjamin’s eyes that said, This farm will be mine some day, not yours.


Since then, he had received two letters from the Rowlands, brief ones scrawled in Ezekiel’s shaky hand. The letters had told him of a cow lost in a storm, a neighbor’s marriage, and the birth of Polly’s boy, but the letters had seemed empty to him. They had not wanted him back, he knew, because he would only remind them of Gideon, the son they had lost at Gettysburg. In their grief, perhaps they had even wished that Lemuel had died in their son’s place.


At last sleep came. Lemuel woke when he heard voices from the other end of the car. Soon the porter was coming through to put away the mattresses and adjust their seats.


He waited until the others in the car had used the washroom, then went there himself. Rubalev was outside the door when he left, looking as though he had slept soundly. “We must eat,” the Russian said without preamble. “I will see you in the dining car—there is one on this train. Tell the waiter I want eggs—ham, too.” He disappeared into the washroom before Lemuel could reply.


He managed to get to the dining car without getting dirt spattered in his face when between cars or being thrown against a wall by the train’s shaking. It would have been easier, he thought, simply to buy some food when the train stopped at the next station. He ordered some breakfast and wondered if Rubalev meant to pay for it. He was already in the man’s debt, and felt uneasy about being in the debt of someone he did not know.


Rubalev soon arrived, sat down, finished his ham and eggs, ordered another plate, drank more coffee, and gave the waiter a silver coin, enough for both their meals.


“Thank you for the breakfast,” Lemuel said.


“It is nothing,” Rubalev replied. “When I had little food, when I was close to starving, I told myself that when I had the means, I would eat as much as I liked. But I do not like to eat alone.”


“You’ve paid for my ticket. You’re under no obligation to feed me as well.”


“You make so much of money. It is of no use if it is not spent.” The Russian leaned back, resting his hands on the arms of his chair. He had been so long about his eating that the dining car was now half-empty. “I think we have something in common, Mr. Rowland,” Rubalev said in a softer voice. “We are both exiles of a sort, both men who must live in a world that is not ours. Perhaps you sometimes wonder, as I do, if there are ways in which we might make it ours.”


The man was probing at his mind; that made Lemuel wary. He said, “I would be content to live out my life without being seen as—as what you call an exile.”


“I wonder if that is possible,” Rubalev said.


“As it is,” Lemuel said, “you don’t have to live as an exile. Surely your money would go as far in Russia as it does here.”


“Russia!” Rubalev’s dark eyes narrowed. “What of Russia? I was born in New Archangel—Sitka, it is called now. People here think of me as Russian, but it is not so. I was a subject of the tsar, one of his subjects in his colony, but I was of Alaska, not Russia.” He paused. “One of my grandmothers was a native, an Aleut.” He raised his brows. “You see that we have more in common than you thought, Mr. Rowland.”


Lemuel felt no such kinship. Any natives that lived that far north were as strange to him as the Russians who had once shared their Alaskan land. Then he recalled how Donehogawa had said that this was a problem of all Indians, that they did not and could not think of themselves as one people, because of their tribal differences, and that the whites still used that against them.


“My home was Alaska,” Rubalev continued. “I thought Alaska would always be my home when I was young. And then, at the beginning of your war between the states, we learned that our Russian-American Company, which had the duty to preserve our colony, had tried to sell it to Washington.” He tapped his fingers against the tabletop. “There is that difference between us, Mr. Rowland. My land was sold. That of your people was stolen.”


“We have land still,” Lemuel said. “Not all of it was stolen. We were allowed to buy some of it back.” He looked away, poured some water from the pitcher on the table, and took a sip. The man’s frankness and open expression of feeling disturbed him. Lemuel had always taken much effort to control himself, to see that he betrayed none of his inner feelings to most of those around him. Practicing such restraint could make him forget, for a while, that there was anything for him to resent. Now this man seemed to be trying to provoke feelings that he had usually been able to put aside.


“That first effort to sell our colony failed,” Rubalev continued. “Many in New Archangel were reassured. Many of us, we were told, lived as well as minor court officials in Saint Petersburg—we would, it seemed, keep our gardens and our tea houses, our theater and our library. We had a gracious and beautiful life, Mr. Rowland, and it was a life led by people who in Russia would have been no more than the dirt under the tsar’s boots. So many of us wanted to believe that we would keep that life.”


He sighed. “I think that I knew even then that we would lose it all, that our colony would be taken from us in the end.” He was silent for a few moments, as if recalling that old life, and then his eyes were suddenly wary. Rubalev glanced quickly around the car, but no one was listening to them; the only diners left were five men a few tables away.


“I left New Archangel in 1860,” Rubalev went on, “and I went to California, to Fort Ross and San Francisco, and to other places, and eventually I found my way to Washington. During your war, you see, I knew that there would be opportunities, and I was looking for something to do.” He lowered his voice. “I will confess that even though my tsar and his Russia supported your Union, I do not know if I would have mourned its passing. If the South had won its independence, Alaska might not have been sold. I could have abandoned my enterprises here and returned to my home and left whatever I began in the hands of others.”


Lemuel was very still. Rubalev watched him with an unexpectedly mournful, almost gentle look in his dark eyes.


“You are wondering now if I worked against the Union somehow,” Rubalev said.


“No,” Lemuel said truthfully. “Ely Parker would never have trusted you or become your friend if you had.”


Rubalev sighed. “It does not matter now. In the beginning, I had enough to live on without exerting myself, so I waited and watched and met many people and learned what I could—perhaps it was then that people began to whisper that I was the tsar’s spy.” He smiled for a moment. “I believed that if the South was to win, such a victory would have to come early in the war. When the war did not end early, it became obvious to me that the Union would likely not lose unless it made tremendous mistakes. I had nothing to gain by aiding a Confederacy of rebels that would be vanquished. I also knew that if the Union was preserved, I would not see New Archangel again. I made my peace with what was and turned my thoughts to—”


Rubalev stopped talking and then smiled again. His smile made Lemuel uneasy. The man, he realized, might be dangerous; perhaps he should not have agreed to travel with him. He steadied himself. Donehogawa had put him at this man’s side; if he could not trust Rubalev, he would have to doubt his old comrade as well.


Rubalev poured himself a glass of water, pulled a flask from his jacket pocket, poured some amber liquid into the glass, and downed the drink in one gulp. “A friend wrote to me, toward the end of your war.” His voice was so low now that Lemuel had to strain over the creaking of the wooden car to hear him. “He told me that Dmitri Petrovich Maksutov was to be our colony’s governor. His letter told of Dmitri Petrovich’s reassurances to the people of New Archangel, his promise that the Russian-American Company would grant us a new twenty-year charter, that our colony would be preserved, that Dmitri Petrovich had spoken of this to the Grand Duke Constantine himself.”


He took a breath. Already, with only one drink, the man sounded a bit drunk. Lemuel waited for him to go on.


“Dmitri Petrovich was to be our governor,” Rubalev said, “a man with a noble wife, a man with the ear of the tsar. And I hoped, when I read this in the letter of my friend, that he was right. I hoped that those in Washington who thought of my home as a worthless wilderness would prevail, and put an end to talk of buying it, and leave our land to us.”


Lemuel sympathized with this strange man, while still embarrassed to be listening, to hear a stranger picking at his wounds so openly.


“And then, two years ago, my home—our colony, my people’s land, Russian America, was sold.” Rubalev reached for his flask again, then thrust it into his pocket. “Seward and others in Washington were happy, for they had rewarded Russia for supporting the Union by relieving the tsar of a large piece of worthless land and the expense of supporting a colony there. The tsar was free of a costly burden. And my friend wrote to me to say that New Archangel rejoiced, because the Americans had promised to treat us fairly, that they would leave us our colony.”


Lemuel knew little of this. During his time in Washington, he had heard that almost all of the Russians in Sitka—in New Archangel—had chosen to return to Russia. It had been one of those small facts of no great consequence to him or to those around him.


“And then my friend sent me his last letter.” Rubalev’s face sagged. “The Americans sent their soldiers. They sent men who wanted to get rich, to steal what they could for themselves. Shanties to house them went up, and more soldiers came, and before long they were looting our churches and taking our houses and using our women. They sold liquor to the Tlingit people, something we had always forbidden. And when the winter of 1867 came, those Russians who were left in New Archangel left with Dmitri Petrovich Matsukov.” He paused. “Only a few were left behind.”


Lemuel said, “I know of broken promises.”


The waiter was watching them. He would be waiting for them to leave so that he could clear the table and prepare for the next meal. Lemuel, unlike many of those he had met in Washington, had never been able to pretend that servants and porters and other help were invisible.


“My friend left for Russia with the rest,” Rubalev said. “They are now lost to me. When I was younger, while I still lived in New Archangel, I used to hear that those who left Alaska for our motherland, for Russian cities, did not live long.”


“I am sorry,” Lemuel said, feeling the inadequacy of those words.


“Being sorry is useless, Mr. Rowland. I am happy that I left when I did. I am relieved that I did not have to see it and that my time in this land has been profitable.” He rested his hands on the table. “And you, Mr. Rowland—what is it that you seek in the West?”


“I told you—there will be work for me there.”


“Or perhaps you are another like me who does not want to see what has become of his old home.” Lemuel heard the sadness in his voice. There was, he thought, a deep sorrow in the man, the kind of sorrow he had seen in others during the war, a sorrow that flowed from him like a dark current.


“And what is it you seek in the West, Mr. Rubalev?” Lemuel heard himself say.


Rubalev was silent for so long that Lemuel thought he might not answer him at all. “The fate of this land will be decided there, in the West, not in the triumphant North or the conquered lands of the South. I would prefer to be in a place where fate can make use of me. Perhaps you feel that, too, Mr. Rowland.” Rubalev stood up. “The train will stop soon. There should be time for a walk at the depot.”


In Cincinnati, a bearded middle-aged man boarded their train and came to the Pullman car. Lemuel saw the look of recognition that passed between the stranger and Rubalev, and then they left him to go to the smoking car. The stranger had muttered a greeting before going off with Rubalev, and Lemuel had heard the accent of a Southerner. He wondered about that after Rubalev returned to the car alone, and about why he had not been introduced to the man.


“An old friend?” Lemuel asked.


Rubalev nodded, but did not elaborate. The man, so voluble in the beginning, now fell into a somber silence. He reached toward a valise, extracted a small leather volume bearing gold letters in an unfamiliar alphabet, and began to read.


They passed the rest of that day that way, Rubalev intent on his book and Lemuel gazing out the window at the green, gently curving Kentucky hills, until the train came to a sudden stop at a small town station. After an hour, passengers left the train to stroll under the depot’s overhang. Lemuel got out to stretch his legs and heard someone mutter about a problem with the locomotive. Rubalev paced restlessly, clearly impatient to be on his way.


After they reboarded the train, the blond man fell into a brooding silence. During the few times Rubalev bothered to speak, it was to tell tales of his early life in New Archangel. He had, he said, been educated in one of the colony’s schools, where he had learned both French and Russian. He had also studied at the colony’s zoological institute, and might have continued his studies in Russia had he not chosen to leave Alaska for California. He claimed descent from a Russian noble as well as from an Aleut woman. He had made some of his money through various ventures in San Francisco, but did not offer any details about those pursuits.


Lemuel did not know how much of what Rubalev told him was true. The man seemed hesitant about answering any questions about exactly what he had studied at the zoological institute or what he had done between leaving California for the East and the end of the war. But in his voice, Lemuel heard him mourning for what was lost. The place he had known was gone; only the dream of memory was left.


When they had come to the outskirts of Louisville, Rubalev looked up from his book and said, “Mr. Rowland, what would you say if I told you that another war is coming, a war in the West?”


Lemuel looked up, startled. “Are you speaking of another war of secession? I have heard nothing—”


“That is not what I am asking.”


“If you are talking about Indians and settlers, I can only say that such a war would soon be over. It wouldn’t even be a war—only a few pitched battles,”


“That is what some think, but perhaps they are wrong. There is a chance that such a war may go on for some time, ten years, perhaps twenty.”


“Both the North and the South are drained by war,” Lemuel said, “and my hope is that Donehogawa can help to keep the peace in the West.” He kept his composure, even though the man’s talk was making him uneasy. He did not know why Rubalev had suddenly spoken of the West and of war.


“Let me know what you hear,” Donehogawa had asked him. Had the commissioner put him in the company of Rubalev in order to find out more about him? But the man would not reveal anything important, certainly not anything that he might want to hide, to a stranger.


“I have been through one war,” Lemuel continued. “I don’t have the stomach for another.”


“Even if you can find some—shall we say—purpose in the fight? Some worthy end?”


Lemuel leaned back. “I was full of noble thoughts eight years ago, all fired up to volunteer, going to Ely Parker to say that I would join his Iroquois volunteers if the Union would ever let us fight. Even when we were told that it was a white man’s war, that didn’t dampen my enthusiasm. Those were my ends—preserving the Union and proving myself to the whites around me. And if I sought an even nobler purpose than that, I could think of enslaved Negroes yearning for their freedom.” He glanced out the window at the darkening landscape. “That war is over. And if it didn’t quite turn out as some might have hoped, it’s over.”


Rubalev closed his book. “The war never ends, Mr. Rowland. It may stop for a while in one place before beginning again in another, but it does not end. A war is not ended merely by the signing of a surrender or victory in a few battles. It can end only when the enemy no longer has the will or the power to fight.”









THREE


She was a child, ten summers in age, when the dream came to her one night during the Leaf Moon. Men on horseback were riding down on her father’s camp, shouting war cries. The men were Wasichu, like the men in the fort near the agency.


When she woke, she told her dream to her mother. “You have been listening to stories,” her mother said. “The white men will not come here. We have a treaty with them, we’re at peace with them. Why should they ride against us now?”


“We should join Touch-the-Cloud’s band, Mother. There are too few of us in this camp to be safe if the whites come against us.”


“It is not up to a girl to tell the men when to move camp, and how to fight is for men to decide, not for you. They will join Touch-the-Clouds when it is time to hunt together.”


A few days later, a band of Wasichu came to the camp of her father, before most of the men were awake. She was about to go fetch water from a nearby stream when she spied the Blue Coats in the distance. Her father left their tent as the blue-coated men approached, and before he could call out a greeting, the men fanned out around the camp on their horses and took aim with their firesticks. There was a sharp sound, a sound like the crack of dead wood, only louder, and then her father fell, clutching at his chest.


She threw herself to the ground and crawled under a hide. Her gorge rose and filled her mouth with bitterness. Something fell across her, pinning her down. Even under the hide, she could hear screams. A woman cried out, begging for her child’s life, and then her voice was cut short.


She struggled for breath under the hide, then held the air inside herself, fearing that her lungs would burst. She kept expecting one of the Wasichu to find her, to pull her out from under the hide and the body lying over her, and then there was silence.


She waited for a long time after she heard the sound of the white men’s horses carrying them away from the encampment. She huddled under the hide until there was silence and she was certain that the Wasichu were gone.


Pushing against the weight that lay over her, she crawled out from under the hide and saw that night had already come. The moon was up, silvering the grassland. She shivered in the cold, then looked down at a body near the hide and saw that it was her mother. In her dream, she had seen her mother’s death, but had not told her that part of the vision, fearing that she might call her mother’s death to her if she spoke of it aloud.


Everyone had died in her dream, but at first, wandering past the torn and ripped tepees, the tools and clothing strewn about the land, she thought that some of her people might have fled into the hills and escaped. Then she saw the bodies, twisted shapes lying by tents and dead fires, some of them with black bloody scalps where their hair had once grown. Her brother was dead, and her cousin Fleet Foot, and her father’s younger brother along with his wife and infant son, and she thought of how her cousin would cry, waking them all in the night, always hungry, always crying for his mother, and she wondered that he had not cried at all while the whites were going about their killing and had not cried even when they were killing him. Soon she stopped counting the bodies.


All of the horses were gone. She wondered if the Wasichu had stolen them or had only driven them off. She sat down, wrapping herself in a blanket against the cold, and then saw the flap of a ruined tepee move. Someone crawled out of the tent and crept toward her. Old Black Cow, she thought, suddenly disappointed that of all those who were here, only that old woman still lived.


Black Cow sat next to her and wailed, chanting for the dead until the moon was higher in the sky, then got to her feet. “The camp of Touch-the-Clouds lies west,” the old woman said.


“We have no horses.”


“Then we must walk,” Black Cow replied.


“It is too far to walk.”


“We cannot stay here, little one. We must try to find other people. We cannot stay alive by ourselves.”


They took what food and water they could find and began to walk toward the west. By dawn, Black Cow had spied one of their horses in the distance, and so they were able to ride to the camp of Touch-the-Clouds. That was where she first saw Grisha, in the tent of the chief, sitting with Touch-the-Clouds and some of his warriors, his yellow hair falling over his shoulders.


She had somehow kept herself from screaming at the sight of a Wasichu inside the tent of Touch-the-Clouds, had stilled the spirit within her as Black Cow spoke of what had happened, and when the old woman was finished, she said, “I dreamed it before it happened. I dreamed that the Wasichu came to my father’s camp. The spirits were warning me. I spoke of my dream to my mother, but she would not listen to me.”


A couple of the men shook their heads, but Touch-the-Clouds said nothing, nor did the yellow-haired Wasichu. That night, another dream came to her, and she saw herself riding far from this land on a roan horse much like the one her father used to ride. A man sat behind her on the horse, but she could not turn around to see who he was.


In the morning, she found the yellow-haired Wasichu outside the tepee of Touch-the-Clouds. She came up to him, pulled at his sleeve, and said, “I had another dream. Someone is going to take me away from this place.”


The Wasichu made a sound in his throat. At first she thought that he might not understand her words. Then he said, “You are right, small one.” The Lakota words sounded strange in his mouth, as if he did not quite know how to say them. “Touch-the-Clouds has decided to send you away with me. Are you brave enough for that, to live among the Wasichu?”


“I do not know.”


“If you are not, I will send you back here. Touch-the-Clouds will see that you are cared for.”


“He would see me as a coward if I came back when he thinks I should leave,” she said. “Why does he want to send me away?”


“I did not understand everything he told me,” the Wasichu replied, “but it has something to do with your dream. You may have a gift for certain visions, for seeing what will come, and Touch-the-Clouds has to know what the Wasichu may bring to his people. You saw that some would break the treaty before they broke it. Touch-the-Clouds thinks that such a gift may be even more useful to his people and yours if you learn the Wasichu ways.”


She was silent.


“Not all of the Wasichu are like the ones who killed your father’s band. I am not like them—I am here, and call myself the friend and brother of Touch-the-Clouds.” He paused. “And now your dreams have shown you that you are to come away with me.”


But I do not want to leave my people, she longed to say, but kept silent. The spirits had already shown her what she would have to do.


“What are you called?” she asked him.


He made a sound that sounded like a laugh. “Yellow Hair. What else would your people call me?”


“What do your own people call you?”


“Grigory Sergeievich Rubalev.” The sounds were strange, and the name had no meaning. “But that is too much for you to learn all at once. Those close to me call me Grisha.”


He had taken her away from the camp of Touch-the-Clouds two days later, to a place of many wooden dwellings and what seemed to be a horde of whites. They left that place in a wagon with sides and openings to look out of after Grisha had given her other clothes, a garment with a wide skirt and leather boots that pinched her feet and made it hard for her to walk. They came to a place where there were even more whites, all of them crowded together in their high buildings with narrow dirt-and-stone-covered trails that wound among them, and she wondered how they could all bear to be so crowded together. She had not imagined that there could be so many Wasichu in the world.


By then, she had learned a few words in the Wasichu tongue, words of greeting and farewell, and how to ask for food or water. Their journey was still not over, even in this place by a great lake that held so many Wasichu. From there, they had climbed into one of many wagons pulled by an iron creature that made her think of a big black buffalo. This buffalo ran along a trail made for it, pulling the wagons and puffing loudly from its efforts as clouds poured from its top, and whenever it stopped, the buffalo still sighed and gasped as if struggling to catch its breath.


That was, Katia told herself, a long time ago. She waited under the overhang, looking down the tracks as another black iron buffalo moved toward her. She had lived in Grisha’s world for eight years now, and could no longer remember her old name, but had not much wanted to recall it after her old life was over. She might have forgotten her people’s speech by now if Grisha had not continued to use it whenever they spoke alone. The spirits had not spoken to her in all that time, and she often thought that they would never speak to her again, that they had forgotten her long ago.


Grisha had sent her to a school in New York, and then another in Boston. After the War Between the States was over, he had brought her to Washington; by then, she could read and write and sew and pour tea, as Wasichu women did, and knew how to say the Christian prayers, although she still thought of the Great Spirit and not of Christ whenever she said them.


She had also learned the truth of what Grisha had often told her:


“There are two kinds of Wasichu, Katia—those who will accept you and tolerate you as long as you act and think and believe exactly as they do, and then there are those who will hate you no matter what you do.”


But this was not true of Grisha. He spoke Lakota words to her and told her not to forget them. She discovered that he had brought two Lakota boys and a Cheyenne into the Wasichu world and had sent them West after the war. She did not know what his dealings were with the men who came to his house in Washington, or where he went during his months-long disappearances, but she knew that they had something to do with her people. Sometimes, when he spoke to her in Lakota, more fluently than he had when she had first seen him, he hardly seemed like a Wasichu at all.


He had sent her to Louisville a month ago with Denis Laforte, telling her that he would come for her soon and travel with her to St. Louis. She did not know what his purpose was, but she had never questioned Grisha about anything he did. A telegraph message from him had reached her five days ago, with information about the train he was to take.


The train was very late, but she had never known one to be on time. Denis Laforte craned his neck as the train puffed and shrieked and groaned to a stop. He was a tall man with pale brown skin and hair as dark and wooly as a buffalo’s. Denis, a freeman originally from New Orleans, had been with Grisha for three years now, obeying him as unthinkingly as she did.


The iron buffalo sighed to a halt. Katia moved toward the Pullman car, searching for Grisha. She might have waited for him at the hotel, and the prolonged waiting at the station had wearied her, but Katia had felt that he would want her to meet him here. He would not have sent a telegraph message to her otherwise, and often she felt that, no matter what she did, no matter how hard she tried not to disappoint him, she could never show him enough gratitude for what he had done. So she had waited, refusing to return to the hotel to rest even when it was clear that the train would be late. Grisha had been kind to her; she owed him everything.


A foolish thought, she told herself. He would not have schooled her and cared for her simply out of kindness. Grisha’s kindly gestures always had some purpose.


A woman passed them and glanced from her to Denis with a narrow-eyed expression that told Katia they did not belong there. She had seen the same look at the hotel, among the guests in the lobby and even on the faces of some of the staff. Only Grisha’s money could have bought them even that much forbearance. For days now, she had taken her meals in her room, afraid to leave it for the hotel dining room downstairs.


Two men left the train, and then she saw Grisha. A dark-haired man followed him out of the car and stood with him, looking awkward and out of place.


“Katia,” Grisha said, “how kind of you to meet me.” His face was drawn, and the skin under his eyes sagged. She had rarely seen him looking so tired. He gestured at the man next to him. “This is Mr. Lemuel Rowland. He is a friend of Ely Parker’s—of the commissioner of Indian Affairs.”


Katia nodded at the man, recalling that Ely Parker had occasionally come to Grisha’s house. She had not known that Parker was an Indian until Grisha had told her.


“Katerina Rubalev,” Grisha continued, waving a hand at Katia.


The man called Rowland looked puzzled for a moment. “Your wife?” he asked.


“My ward. And Denis Laforte, my valet.”


Denis signaled to a porter, then reached down to pick up the bags Rowland had set down on the walkway. “Come with me, sir,” Denis said to Rowland as the porter hefted Grisha’s bags.


The three men hurried on ahead. Katia felt Grisha’s hand on her arm. “Lemuel Rowland was an officer in the northern armies,” Grisha said in Lakota. His voice was so low that she could barely hear him above the noise of the station. “He also belongs to the same people as does Donehogawa—they are both Seneca.”


Katia lifted her brows. So he was one like her, another Indian who wandered in the Wasichu world like a ghost.


“Donehogawa wanted the man to come with me,” Grisha said. “I believe that he thinks this Rowland will be a spy for him.”


“And will he be?” she asked.


“I do not know. I have been talking to him. I would like to find out more about what kind of man he is.”


“He is going to St. Louis?”


“Yes.”


“And where are we to go, Grisha?” He had not told her yet, not in his letters, and not before sending her to Louisville.


“What would you say if I told you that we may go back to the camp of Touch-the-Clouds?”


She halted, not knowing what to say or how she felt. He stopped next to her. “Do you not want to return to your people?”


“I have forgotten too much,” she said softly. “I don’t belong here, but I will be out of place there.”


“I will not leave you there if you do not want to stay. And it will be Touch-the-Clouds who decides your fate. I think that he may decide that you will be more useful among the Wasichu in the end.”


They resumed their pace, keeping Denis and the man called Rowland in sight. Katia thought of what she had heard from a visitor to Grisha’s house, the night before she had left for Louisville. She had not seen who the visitor was, and had heard him only because the door to Grisha’s study was open.


“You cannot advise Touch-the-Clouds.” The man was speaking in English, but with an accent she did not recognize. “He allows others to speak to him, but hears only what he likes.”


“It does not matter.” That was Grisha’s voice. “He wants what we all want.”


“To defend his people, to protect them, to see that the whites live up to their treaties—I know that he wants all of that. But that isn’t all he wants.”


“He may have to—” Grisha began, and then the door was closed and she could hear no more.


“There is something I want you to do for me before we leave here,” Grisha said to her now. “Watch Lemuel Rowland, talk to him when you can and tell me what he says, and tell me what you think of him.”


“Yes, Grisha.” She had expected him to ask that. In Washington, he had occasionally asked her what she thought of a visitor to his house, what she might have seen that he had not. Sitting silently in a comer, moving only if a guest needed more tea or a stronger drink, she might notice that a man talked too much or too little, or that he seemed uncertain, or that his eyes shifted when he spoke of particular matters. Often she knew right away that a man was not to be trusted, but could not say how she knew that. She did not know whether Grisha ever made use of her observations.


“And another thing,” he said. “If he asks you how I found you and came to care for you, you may be honest with him. You do not have to dodge his questions—say what you please.”


He did not have to tell her that. She knew almost nothing of importance to reveal to anyone.


“Your mother had visions,” a dimly remembered voice whispered. Katia stopped walking, wondering why this voice had come to her now. She put out a hand and felt Grisha take it.


“Your mother saw visions, and spoke to the spirits.” The voice was Black Cow’s. She had spoken those words to Katia while they were riding to the camp of Touch-the-Clouds.


“I never heard of her speaking to spirits,” Katia had replied.


“It was when she was younger, before she became your father’s woman,” Black Cow said. “After that, she became as you knew her. After that, the only visions that mattered for our people were those of Touch-the-Clouds.”


Katia came to herself, saw the concern in Grisha’s face, then noticed that a few people were staring at them. “I was remembering,” she said. “It is nothing.” But she suddenly knew that the spirits must have carried that memory to her.


Grisha had their dinner brought to their suite, and Katia saw that Lemuel Rowland was not used to the rich food or to having a waiter hover over him to serve him. When she excused herself to go to her own room, she noted the surprised look in his eyes when Grisha told him that he had secured another room for himself and for Rowland. Clearly Rowland had expected her and her guardian to share the same room. Several of Grisha’s acquaintances had also assumed that she was his woman, but in fact he had never touched her except to take her hand or elbow. Once she had been grateful for that. Now she wondered at his restraint, at his lack of interest in her, and found herself disturbed by his indifference.


That night, she dreamed, and found herself in the midst of a great camp of tepees. It was time for the Sun Dance, and her people had gathered to renew their ties to the earth. In the center of the camp, she saw Touch-the-Clouds, and another man was with him, dressed in unfamiliar clothing—dark boots, and a long robe that was belted at the waist. He turned, and showed her a broad flat face with narrow dark eyes.


She walked among the men, the Crow Owners, the Owl Feathers, the Strong Hearts, the Foxes, the Dog Soldiers, the men of the Lakota and the Tsistsista who were gathered together in their warrior societies, and she wondered why she was there, what had brought her here. “My brother is here,” Touch-the-Clouds said, and she knew that he meant the man standing with him. “He has come to us from the lands across the water far to the west. The hoop was broken, and now it will be joined once more. Our brother has come here to lead us into battle. The circle will close at last.”


Waking, Katia knew that the spirits had spoken to her again, but she did not know what they were trying to tell her. She had once seen a picture of a man who had looked like the one standing with Touch-the-Clouds, a painting in a book of tales about faraway lands, but she recalled no more than that.


She slept again, but no more dreams came to her. In the morning, she dressed and left her room to find Lemuel Rowland sitting alone at a table set for breakfast.


He got to his feet as she approached, looking awkward. “Good morning, Miss Rubalev,” he said. He was courteous; she had met some who did not call her by name at all, who treated her as even less than a servant.


She went to the table and sat down. “Denis Laforte has gone to secure our passage to St. Louis,” he continued. “Mr. Rubalev wants to leave as soon as possible—he has gone to pay our bill and make arrangements.”


“We are leaving today?” she asked, surprised.


“Tomorrow or the day after.”


She poured herself a glass of water from the pitcher, then helped herself to some bread. “Mr. Rubalev has been generous to me,” the man continued, “paying for my travel, putting me up here. I don’t quite know why, unless as a favor to Commissioner Ely Parker. I served with Mr. Parker during the war, in the Union forces.”


“I have seen Mr. Parker,” she said. “Sometimes he came to see Grisha at his house.”


“Grisha?”


“It is what I call Mr. Rubalev.” She took another sip of water. “It is what he asked me to call him.”


“He’s told me something about himself without actually saying what he does. I suppose that he must be in some kind of business venture.”


She drank her water, saying nothing.


“And that he has been successful at it,” Lemuel Rowland went on.


She said, “If you have any questions, you should ask them of Grisha.”


“I have asked him a few. He’s talked about his past and how he came to Washington, but not much else. I suppose it’s none of my concern.” He paused. “Would it be unmannerly of me if I asked you how you came to be his ward?”


She lifted her head. He was gazing at her, looking as if he might actually be curious about her.


“You are a Seneca, an Iroquois,” she said. “Grisha told me that. I am Lakota—a Sioux, the whites would call me.”


“I know something of the Sioux,” he said. “I lived among them for a short time, when Ely Parker and I were on a mission to investigate complaints about the agencies on the reservations. It’s a hard life, it takes strength and courage to live it.”


He paused. “I was brought up by a white family,” he continued. “They were kind to me in their way. They were the people who gave me my name.” He sat back and she saw that he was still waiting for her to answer his question.


“My people are dead,” she said, “my father and my mother and uncle. We had a treaty with the whites, but a band of Blue Coats came to my father’s camp and killed everyone there except for me and one old woman. We were spared only because they didn’t find us, or else they would have killed us, too.”


She saw sorrow in his eyes and looked away. He would have seen a lot of death during his time as a soldier; she wondered that her story could move him. He had, after all, admitted to having worn the blue uniform of the men who had killed her father and mother. “We rode to another camp, and that was where I first saw Grisha. I have lived with him ever since. He has been kind.”


“It might have been kinder to leave you in the East instead of bringing you West again.”


She glanced at him. “I do not know why you say that.”


“It must remind you—” He fell silent.


“I do not have so many memories, Mr. Rowland. I recall only what I care to of my early life, and those things that I do remember do not cause me pain any more. And if I had not wanted to come, Grisha would not have forced me to go.” She said that without knowing if it was true. Grisha had never forced her to do anything. Her gratitude to him and her knowledge that, without him, she could neither live in the white world nor return to her own people had made it impossible for her to defy him, to do anything except what he wanted of her.


“How long are you to stay in St. Louis?” she continued. “Do you plan to settle there?”


“I don’t know. I’m already thinking that I should have stayed in the East and found work there, perhaps in New York. There will be more fighting in the West, fighting that’s futile. I would rather not be close to it.”


He had to mean that he was tired of fighting. She did not think that he was a coward.


The door opened, and Grisha entered from the hallway. “It is settled,” he said as he took off his hat. “We are leaving as soon as we can.” He came to the table and sat down, then glanced at Rowland. “I heard you speak to Katia of fighting.”


Rowland tensed. “I didn’t mean to say anything that might upset her. I was saying only that—”


“I understand, Mr. Rowland. And you cannot upset Katia with talk. And what fighting is it that you regard as futile?”


“That of the red men trying to hold on to their lands in the West. Please don’t misunderstand me.” Rowland looked at Katia for a moment. “My sympathies are with them, but they’ll be lucky if they can keep even some of their land.”


Grisha leaned back and folded his arms. “I would like to hear your reasons for believing that.”


“They are outnumbered, greatly outnumbered. Their weapons are no match for those of soldiers and settlers. They have no industry at all, no places to make the things they would need to fight people with many more resources. They would be even worse off than the Confederates were toward the end. The most that they can hope for is to hold off the settlers and miners and all the others after their land for a few more years, and then to be allowed to live on their reservations in peace.”


Rowland’s words were those of a man who was resigned, but there was still a hopeful sound in his voice. He does not want to believe his own words, Katia thought; he is fighting them even as he speaks them.


“Your comrade Donehogawa is their voice in Washington,” Grisha said. “He will try to hold the government to its treaties.”


“It won’t do any good,” Rowland said, “not in the long run. The best he can do is to keep the peace long enough for the Indians there to agree to stay on the lands allotted to them. If the commissioner stands in the way of too many men who covet the western lands, they’ll find the means to get him out of their way.”


Grisha rubbed his chin and was silent as Katia poured him some coffee. He sipped from his cup, then said, “I have a story to tell you, Lemuel Rowland, a story of what happened in a place far from here. Would you care to hear it?”


“Surely,” Rowland said, “if only to pass the time.”


“This is something that happened hundreds of years ago in the lands bordering the motherland of my ancestors.”


Rowland gazed steadily at Grisha.


“Far to the east,” Grisha began, “there was a rich empire inhabited by millions of people. To the west, outside the wall that bordered the empire, bands of horsemen roamed. The wealthy empire had great candles that could be fired into the air, siege engines, all manner of weaponry, and trained armies as well, while the horsemen, who were poor and lived in tents, had only their swords, bows, and lances. The empire’s soldiers were many, while the horsemen were few, and yet the horsemen conquered the empire and became its rulers.”


Rowland looked doubtful. Katia had heard the story once before, and knew that Grisha had told it to a few others.


“I see that you do not quite believe me,” Grisha said, “but it is the truth. These horsemen also conquered the lands that lay west of them. They took those of my own ancestors, as it happens. I have often thought that I am in part a descendant of those conquerors—my grandfather had claimed to be such.”


Some of the doubt left Rowland’s face. “You wouldn’t be telling me this tale,” he said, “unless you thought it had some bearing on what we said earlier.”


“That is perceptive, Mr. Rowland.”


“You say that this happened long ago.”


“Yes.”


“These horsemen didn’t have to face Springfields and Enfields and Spencer repeating rifles.”


“That is so, Mr. Rowland, but they were still greatly outnumbered and without weapons that were the equal of the eastern empire’s—yet they conquered it.”


Rowland looked thoughtful. “Then I must assume that this great empire, despite its wealth and its weapons, had weaknesses that allowed the horsemen to win—a lack of the will to fight, perhaps, or a loss of morale among their troops.”


“That is part of it,” Grisha said, “and also that the eastern empire was divided and had three rulers, and that some of their armies chose to go over to the invaders. And these horsemen were quick to learn.” He paused. “Before this time, the horsemen had fought among themselves, but one chief united them and led them to conquer much of the world. This chief was called Genghis Khan.”


“An inspiring story,” Lemuel Rowland murmured.


“And you are thinking that it is only something that happened long ago and far away.” Grisha finished his coffee and poured himself another cup. “I have another story for you, one about a people long ago who left one land for a new land—who settled in this land long ago.”


Rowland frowned. “I’ve heard enough stories about the early white settlers.”


“I am talking about something that happened long before that, Mr. Rowland. An old man who was one of my teachers told me this tale. He believed that, long before these horsemen I spoke of became conquerors, some of their ancestors had left their land for this one. It must have been a long and difficult journey—they would have had to go through Siberia and then find a way to cross over to Alaska.”


Katia tensed; she had not heard this story before. Siberia and Alaska—she had only the dimmest notion of where they were, although she had seen them marked on maps.


“They would have had to use boats,” Rowland said, “and the ice and cold surely would have made such a crossing difficult. Unless it was so cold, and the strait so frozen, that they could walk across it.”


“My old teacher had reason to think that Siberia and Alaska were not separated by water, that a land bridge once connected them. He believed that these people long ago crossed that bridge and came to this land. This should be of some interest to you.”


Rowland raised his brows, looking doubtful.


“How do you think the ancestors of your people came to be here?” Grisha glanced at Katia. “Or the Lakota, or the Cheyenne, or any of the tribes who were here before the white man came?”


“I’ve heard a number of stories,” Rowland replied. “All of them come down to this—the Creator, or Divine Providence, put us here, or perhaps we were always here, from the time God made the world.”


“Or you came from elsewhere,” Grisha said. “My teacher believed that the peoples here might have come from the same place where these horsemen I spoke of—the Tatars—lived later. He had reasons for believing this. One was the physical resemblance of the Aleuts we knew to Tatars, and another was tales that he heard from a few old natives. So there you have it—the red men here might be the brothers of men far to the west, across the Pacific. And the men of the Plains are horsemen, as were the Tatars.”


“There were no horses here before the white man came,” Lemuel said.


“But they are horsemen now. It is as if they recalled what their ancestors once knew, is it not?”


Katia gripped the arms of her chair. A sharp pain bloomed inside her head; she closed her eyes, afraid that she might faint.


“Miss Rubalev,” she heard Rowland say.


“I’m all right,” she whispered.


“Do you wish to rest?” That was Grisha’s voice.


“Yes. I shall be in my room.” She got to her feet and stumbled toward her room, waving Grisha away before he could help her.


She lay on her bed in the darkness, waiting for the pain to leave her. In a while, she heard a soft knock on the door and then it creaked open.


“Katia?” Grisha said. “Denis came back. I sent him out again with Rowland, to amuse him and show him the city.”


She opened her eyes. Grisha came inside and sat down in a chair near the bed. “Will you be well enough to travel?”


“Yes. Of course.” The pain was fading. “It is nothing.”


“What happened, Katia?”


“It was something you said.” She swallowed. “I had a dream last night. I thought that the spirits were trying to speak to me again.”


“What did you dream?”


“I saw Touch-the-Clouds, at the Sun Dance, but another man was with him. Touch-the-Clouds spoke of the circle closing and said that the man with him was his brother, come to him from far to the west, across the water.”


“Ah.”


“I didn’t know what this meant,” she went on. “Then you spoke of those—those horsemen, and how—” She rolled her head from side to side on the pillow. “It made me think of my dream.”


“You have not lost your gift, then. Touch-the-Clouds will be happy to hear that.” He was silent for a while. “Your vision was not unlike his own, the vision that showed him his purpose. Do you know what I was in the years before I found you?”


Why was he asking that question? she wondered. He never spoke of those years.


“I was an adventurer,” he continued, “my only skill that of thinking up ways to make the money of others my own, along with some small talents that could aid me in this business—a good memory, a strong body, an ear that helped me to master other tongues. I left San Francisco in the company of scouts and trappers, thinking that I might find ways to make more money in the East when the war came, as I was certain it would, and that along the way I would learn a few things from my companions. And then I met Touch-the-Clouds, and knew that he—”


Grisha cleared his throat. “There are times when one is seeking without knowing it, looking for what it is one must do without knowing what it is. One of the brothers of Touch-the-Clouds told me of his first vision, when he had gone out alone as a youth to seek it. He came back with his name and his vision of a brother far away, one who would come to him and fight at his side. And then Touch-the-Clouds told me himself of the hoop that would be mended, and of the brother who would aid him. He described his vision to me—the man on horseback with his tunic and belt and sword and bow and the shaven head and black braid coiled behind his ears—and I knew that he had seen a Tatar. And I knew what it meant. Now the same vision has come to you.”


“But I do not know what it means,” she murmured.


“Genghis Khan conquered China and Russia. Other khans followed him, his sons and grandsons, but he was the khan who ruled most of the world. And Touch-the-Clouds is his brother, the man who can be the American Khan.”


“What are you talking about?” Katia whispered.


“The American Khan, the ruler in these lands.”


She raised herself on one elbow, frightened by the tone in his voice. “Grisha, if he can keep the Lakota hunting grounds, that will be enough, and he will need the consent of the other chiefs for that.”


“Ah. Yes, perhaps.” He sat back in his chair, and she had the feeling that he regretted his words to her. “What do you think of Lemuel Rowland?”


“That he is unhappy. That he will soon forget us. If you were hoping that he would come west with us, I am sure that he will not.”


“Do you think he is trustworthy?”


“Yes. I don’t know how I know that, but I see it. Grisha—” She sat up. “Let me stay in St. Louis.” He gazed at her steadily. “Or send me back to Washington.”


“What is it, Katia? Are you afraid?”


“It isn’t that. I’m of no use to you here.”


“I will leave it to Touch-the-Clouds to decide that. You will come with me, Katia.”


Of course she would. She had nowhere else to go, no means of supporting herself. “I am of no importance to him,” she said, “but I will go.”


“Yes, you will. Do you think I took you in for nothing, for no reason? I think I know what Touch-the-Clouds intends for you. I think that he intends to make you his wife.”









FOUR


Caleb Tornor thought of Fort Riley as the ends of the earth. He had grown up amid Pennsylvania’s green hills, but even a boyhood passed in a desert might not have prepared him for this desolation. The wind blew so hard across the flat Kansas plateau that the blowing sand could scour pots. To the west was emptiness and Indians—Cheyenne, Sioux—not that it mattered much to him which particular tribe of redskins he encountered.


Now, riding out from the fort, he began to appreciate Fort Riley. There was something of civilization inside its walls. There was nothing civilized out here, on the empty flat land stretching to nowhere, nothing but Indians and the buffalo they hunted.


He could not for the life of him figure out why the Negro soldiers had deserted, but they had, and his orders were to bring them back, one way or another.


Buffalo soldiers, the Indians called them. The redskins were afraid of them, some said. Caleb had heard that they wouldn’t scalp a black man they had killed because they thought it was bad medicine, although maybe it was only because the hair wouldn’t make for an impressive scalp. Maybe the deserters thought that the redskins would be too afraid to come after them, but they wouldn’t be too fearful of ten men to kill them all, even if they did leave them their hair.


And if we find the niggers first, Caleb thought, they’re not much better off than they would be with the redskins. George Armstrong Custer wasn’t an officer to let men get away with desertion. Some had tried it a couple of years ago and been shot for their trouble, and they had been white men. “Bring them back dead or alive” was the colonel’s order, not that Caleb would have cared all that much about what happened to the black men.


Caleb had fought in the war, not to free darkies or to preserve the Union, but because he had lacked the money to buy himself out of the draft. As a soldier in the Army of the Potomac, he had expected to be afraid most of the time, terrified of dying and maybe even more afraid of losing a limb and having to drag through the rest of his life with a shattered body. He had seen men lying on the battlefield with their own bloody entrails clutched in their hands, had heard them scream in pain as their damaged legs and arms were cut away from the rest of them. He had known dark fear, but also the exhilaration of knowing that he was alive while others were dead, and that some of the dead had died at his hands. His comrades had longed for their homes, but Caleb soon realized that he was not like the other soldiers. The longer he was away from the farm where he had grown up, the more pallid and tiresome and tedious his past life became. He had not gone home when the war ended, but west.


He had been with Custer and the Seventh ever since the winter campaign against the Cheyenne, when they had been ordered to kill all the warriors in the camp of one of the chiefs. It had been easier simply to shoot at any Indian rather than to try to sort out women and children and old people from the fighting men. Custer had found himself a girl in that camp, although he had been quick to abandon her before rejoining his wife. Caleb still did not know how Custer could have wanted a redskin girl in his bed, however pretty she was. Some of the men might sink that low, but he never had, not yet.


Young Jebediah Kearns rode up ahead, peering at the ground. Most of their Indian scouts had run off long ago, disappearing into the Plains. Caleb cared for Indians considerably less than he cared for blacks, but a few of the Crows could be tolerated, and once they had been useful. Now they preferred even the company of their old enemies the Cheyenne and the Sioux to that of the United States Cavalry.


Caleb knew that the Indians could be beaten. Custer was itching to go after the Cheyenne for their raids; General Sheridan was ready to mount a campaign against their winter camping grounds. But Washington was holding them back. Some said that the expense of fighting Indians, especially in the wake of the War Between the States, was draining the Union treasury. Others claimed that the commissioner of Indian Affairs had talked the president into holding the troops back.


And while Washington dithered, the Indians grew more stubborn in their resistance, more bands disappeared from the reservations and the lands near the agencies, and it was rumored that more of the tribes were smoking the peace pipe with old enemies.


The men riding behind Caleb were quiet now, but he had heard their grumbling back at Fort Riley. The blacks were not the only soldiers capable of deserting. If they kept letting the redskins get away with more raids without striking back severely, other men would lose heart. Presumably any other deserters would have enough wit to flee east instead of west, to safety instead of into territory full of savages.


What bothered him about this bunch of deserters was that they hadn’t deserted all of a sudden, but with some forethought. They had to have been thinking about it, planning for it. Given that niggers did not, as far as he could tell, have much natural equipment to think with, he was struck by the care they had put into their desertion—the stolen food they had taken with them, the extra weapons and horses. The blacks who had come back to the fort, who had refused to run off with the deserters, were soon looking as if they regretted having made the choice to return.


The trail of the deserters was fairly easy to follow. They had not buried the evidence of their fires, or made much effort to hide their tracks as they rode west. He and his men kept on the trail until the sun had set and it was time to make camp.
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