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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.









Pamela Sargent, Writer


Writer: it can mean so many things—wordsmith, reporter, story-teller, illusionist, artist, visionary. Most professional writers are fortunate if they can combine two of those elements on a regular basis. Pamela Sargent is one of the rare ones who combines them all. She gives herself over to her story, and that enables the reader to succumb to it, too. In the best sense of the word, she seduces you into her conception and reveals it to you with concision.


She has been doing this consistently for more than thirty years, and at a level of quality that most writers are happy to achieve a quarter of the time. Her meticulous sense of place, her ability to create real, tangible, convincing environments for her stories shines out in “The Broken Hoop” and in “Outside the Windows,” both of which bring you into the story so effortlessly that the reader is immersed on the strength of the quality of the place of the story. This is very hard to do, even harder to do well. Pamela Sargent makes it look easy.


Another example of her literary dressage is found in the way in which she focuses attention without obviously pointing a crucial story element out. She uses theme-and-variations on images to mark the events that shape her stories. Consider the recurring telephone images in “Ringer” and the way they culminate in the last four paragraphs of the story. Hers is a very deft touch, the sure sign of the mastery of the craft of story-telling. Do not think slightingly of craft: in writing, as in any art, the craft comes first, providing solid support for the art, so that it all hangs together and works with the unity of horse and rider in passage and piaffe.


She handles first person narration very well—and that’s a lot trickier to do than it looks. “Big Roots” and “Bond and Free” show off her first-person characterizations in all their strength. She is able to see through the eyes and the lives of her characters in a way that dazzles. Plus she tells you bang-up stories in the process.


Another of Pamela Sargent’s gifts is the wonderful ability to imply, to bring a sense of more beyond the story than is presently apparent on the page. This is most effectively displayed in the two shorter works in this collection, “The Shrine” and “The Leash.” In very different ways, each story contrasts the perception of the characters with the larger implications of what she is telling in the immediate instances. This is another form of the on-the-page seduction at which she excels, and it makes these two fairly short tales particularly affecting, so that the possibilities of the stories linger in the mind, evocative as perfume.


“Eye of Flame,” taking place in the long-vanished Mongolian culture, manages to bridge that formidable gap in time and locale, making that society accessible and genuinely comprehensible to the reader, so that the behavior of the fascinating people in the story makes contextual sense. This, believe me, is very difficult to pull off—anachronisms and current social issues have an unnerving tendency to try to creep into the tale. Pamela Sargent is able to take the time on its own terms, and to accept the characters as part of their time and culture, without apology or softening the rough parts.


To top it all off, she slings the language around acrobatically but not interferingly, letting her style serve the story instead of the other way around. She has a fine sense of internal rhythm, particularly in characterization. Her writing is vivid and generous but not intrusive—and although I don’t want to contribute to any confusion between writer and work, in this vivid, generous, non-intrusive way, her work is very much like Pam herself.


Read and enjoy. But take a little advice from me: don’t wolf all of the stories down at once. Savor each one. You’re not likely to find better literary nourishment anywhere.


Chelsea Quinn Yarbro


June, 2003









The Broken Hoop


There are other worlds. Perhaps there is one in which my people rule the forests of the northeast, and there may even be one in which white men and red men walk together as friends.


I am too old now to make my way to the hill. When I was younger and stronger, I would walk there often and strain my ears trying to hear the sounds of warriors on the plains or the stomping of buffalo herds. But last night, as I slept, I saw Little Deer, a cloak of buffalo hide over his shoulders, his hair white; he did not speak. It was then that I knew his spirit had left his body.


Once, I believed that it was God’s will that we remain in our own worlds in order to atone for the consequences of our actions. Now I know that He can show some of us His mercy.


I am a Mohawk, but I never knew my parents. Perhaps I would have died if the Lemaîtres had not taken me into their home.


I learned most of what I knew about my people from two women. One was Sister Jeanne at school, who taught me shame. From her I learned that my tribe had been murderers, pagans, eaters of human flesh. One of the tales she told was of Father Isaac Jogues, tortured to death by my people when he tried to tell them of Christ’s teachings. The other woman was an old servant in the Lemaîtres’ kitchen; Nawisga told me legends of a proud people who ruled the forests and called me little Manaho, after a princess who died for her lover. From her I learned something quite different.


Even as a child, I had visions. As I gazed out my window, the houses of Montreal would vanish, melting into the trees; a glowing hoop would beckon. I might have stepped through it then, but already I had learned to doubt. Such visions were delusions; to accept them meant losing reality. Maman and Père Lemaître had shown me that. Soon, I no longer saw the woodlands, and felt no loss. I was content to become what the Lemaîtres wanted me to be.


When I was eighteen, Père Lemaître died. Maman Lemaître had always been gentle; when her brother Henri arrived to manage her affairs, I saw that her gentleness was only passivity. There would no longer be a place for me; Henri had made that clear. She did not fight him.


I could stay in that house no longer. Late one night, I left, taking a few coins and small pieces of jewelry Père Lemaître had given me, and shed my last tears for the Lemaîtres and the life I had known during that journey.


I stayed in a small rooming house in Buffalo throughout the winter of 1889, trying to decide what to do. As the snow swirled outside, I heard voices in the wind, and imagined that they were calling to me. But I clung to my sanity; illusions could not help me.


In the early spring, a man named Gus Yeager came to the boarding house and took a room down the hall. He was in his forties and had a thick, gray-streaked beard. I suspected that he had things to hide; he was a yarnspinner who could talk for hours and yet say little. He took a liking to me and finally confided that he was going west to sell patent medicines. He needed a partner. I was almost out of money by then and welcomed the chance he offered me.


I became Manaho, the Indian princess, whose arcane arts had supposedly created the medicine, a harmless mixture of alcohol and herbs. I wore a costume Gus had purchased from an old Seneca, and stood on the back of our wagon while Gus sold his bottles: “Look at Princess Manaho here, and what this miracle medicine has done for her—almost forty, but she drinks a bottle every day and looks like a girl, never been sick a day in her life.” There were enough foolish people who believed him for us to make a little money.


We stopped in small towns, dusty places that had narrow roads covered with horse manure and wooden buildings that creaked as the wind whistled by. I remember only browns and grays in those towns; we had left the green trees and red brick of Pennsylvania and northern Ohio behind us. Occasionally we stopped at a farm; I remember men with hatchet faces, women with stooped shoulders and hands as gnarled and twisted as the leafless limbs of trees, children with eyes as empty and gray as the sky.


Sometimes, as we rode in our wagon, Gus would take out a bottle of Princess Manaho’s Miracle Medicine and begin to sing songs between swallows. He would get drunk quickly. He was happy only then; often, he was silent and morose. We slept in old rooming houses infested with insects, in barns, often under trees. Some towns would welcome us as a diversion; we would leave others hastily, knowing we were targets of suspicion.


Occasionally, as we went farther west, I would see other Indians. I had little to do with them, but would watch them from a distance, noting their shabby clothes and weatherworn faces. I had little in common with such people; I could read and speak both French and English. I could have been a lady. At times, the townsfolk would look from one of them to me, as if making a comparison of some sort, and I would feel uncomfortable, almost affronted.


We came to a town in Dakota. But instead of moving on, we stayed for several days. Gus began to change, and spent more time in saloons.


One night, he came to my room and pounded on the door. I let him in quickly, afraid he would wake everyone else in the boarding house. He closed the door, then threw himself at me, pushing me against the wall as he fumbled at my nightdress. I was repelled by the smell of sweat and whiskey, his harsh beard and warm breath. I struggled with him as quietly as I could, and at last pushed him away. Weakened by drink and the struggle, he collapsed across my bed; soon he was snoring. I sat with him all night, afraid to move.


Gus said nothing next morning as we prepared to leave. We rode for most of the day while he drank; this time, he did not sing. That afternoon, he threw me off the wagon. By the time I was able to get to my feet, Gus was riding off; dust billowed from the wheels. I ran after him, screaming; he did not stop.


I was alone on the plain. I had no money, no food and water. I could walk back to the town, but what would become of me there? My mind was slipping; as the sky darkened, I thought I saw a ring glow near me.


The wind died; the world became silent. In the distance, someone was walking along the road toward me. As the figure drew nearer, I saw that it was a woman. Her face was coppery, and her hair black; she wore a long yellow robe and a necklace of small blue feathers.


Approaching, she took my hand, but did not speak. Somehow I sensed that I was safe with her. We walked together for a while; the moon rose and lighted our way. “What shall I do?” I said at last. “Where is the nearest town? Can you help me?”


She did not answer, but instead held my arm more tightly; her eyes pleaded with me. I said, “I have no money, no place to go.” She shook her head slowly, then released me and stepped back.


The sudden light almost blinded me. The sun was high overhead, but the woman’s face was shadowed. She held out her hand, beckoning to me. A ring shone around her, and then she was gone.


I turned, trembling with fear. I was standing outside another drab, clapboard town; my clothes were covered with dust. I had imagined it all as I walked through the night; somehow my mind had conjured up a comforting vision. I had dreamed as I walked; that was the only possible explanation. I refused to believe that I was mad. In that way, I denied the woman.


I walked into the town and saw a man riding toward the stable in a wagon. He was dressed in a long black robe—a priest. I ran to him; he stopped and waited for me to speak.


“Father,” I cried out. “Let me speak to you.”


His kind brown eyes gazed down at me. He was a short, stocky man whose face had been darkened by the sun and lined by prairie winds.


“What is it, my child?” He peered at me more closely. “Are you from the reservation here?”


“No. My name is Catherine Lemaître, I come from the east. My companion abandoned me, and I have no money.”


“I cannot help you, then. I have little money to give you.”


“I do not ask for charity.” I had sold enough worthless medicine with Gus to know what to say to this priest. I kept my hands on his seat so that he could not move without pushing me away. “I was sent to school, I can read and write and do figures. I want work, a place to stay. I am a Catholic, Father.” I reached into my pocket and removed the rosary I had kept, but rarely used. “Surely there is something I can do.”


He was silent for a few moments. “Get in, child,” he said at last. I climbed up next to him.


His name was Father Morel and he had been sent by his superiors to help the Indians living in the area, most of whom were Sioux. He had a mission near the reservation and often traveled to the homes of the Indians to tell them about Christ. He had been promised an assistant who had never arrived. He could offer me little, but he needed a teacher, someone who could teach children to read and write.


I had arrived at Father Morel’s mission in the autumn. My duties, besides teaching, were cooking meals and keeping the small wooden house next to the chapel clean. Father Morel taught catechism, but I was responsible for the other subjects. Winter arrived, a harsh, cold winter with winds that bit at my face. As the drifts grew higher, fewer of the Sioux children came to school. The ones who did sat silently on the benches, huddling in their heavy coverings, while I built a fire in the woodburner.


The children irritated me with their passivity, their lack of interest. They sat, uncomplaining, while I wrote words or figures on my slate board or read to them from one of Father Morel’s books. A little girl named White Cow Sees, baptized Joan, was the only one who showed interest. She would ask to hear stories about the saints, and the other children, mostly boys, would nod mutely in agreement.


I was never sure how much any of them understood. Few of them spoke much English, although White Cow Sees and a little boy named Whirlwind Chaser, baptized Joseph, managed to become fairly fluent in it. Whirlwind Chaser was particularly fond of hearing about Saint Sebastian. At last I discovered that he saw Saint Sebastian as a great warrior, shot with arrows by an enemy tribe; he insisted on thinking that Sebastian had returned from the other world to avenge himself.


I lost most of them in the spring to the warmer days. White Cow Sees still came, and a few of the boys, but the rest had vanished. There was little food that spring and the Indians seemed to be waiting for something.


I went into town as often as possible to get supplies, and avoided the Indians on the reservation. They were silent people, never showing emotion; they seemed both hostile and indifferent. I was irritated by their mixture of pride and despair, saw them as unkempt and dirty, and did not understand why they refused to do anything that might better their lot.


I began to view the children in the same way. There was always an unpleasant odor about them, and their quiet refusal to learn was more irritating to me than pranks and childish foolishness would have been. I became less patient with them, subjecting them to spelling drills, to long columns of addition, to lectures on their ignorance. When they looked away from me in humiliation, I refused to see.


I met Little Deer at the beginning of summer. He had come to see Father Morel, arriving while the children and I were at Mass. He looked at me with suspicion as we left the chapel.


I let the children go early that day, watching as they walked toward their homes. White Cow Sees trailed behind the boys, trying to get their attention.


“You.” I turned and saw the Indian who had come to see Father Morel. He was a tall man, somewhat paler than the Sioux I had seen. He wore a necklace of deer bones around his neck; his hair was in long, dark braids. His nose, instead of being large and prominent, was small and straight. “You are the teacher.”


“Yes, I am Catherine Lemaître.” I said it coldly.


“Some call me John Wells, some call me Little Deer. My mother’s cousin has come here, a boy named Whirlwind Chaser.”


“He stays away now. I have not seen him since winter.”


“What can you teach him?”


“More than you can.”


“You teach him Wasichu foolishness,” he said. “I have heard of you and have seen you in the town talking to white men. You think you will make them forget who you are, but you are wrong.”


“You have no right to speak to me that way.” I began to walk away, but he followed me.


“My father was a Wasichu, a trader,” Little Deer went on. “My mother is a Minneconjou. I lived with the Wasichu, I learned their speech and I can write my name and read some words. My mother returned here to her people when I was small. You wear the clothes of a Wasichu woman and stay with the Black Robe, but he tells me you are not his woman.”


“Priests have no women. And you should tell Whirlwind Chaser to return to school. White men rule here now. Learning their ways is all that can help you.”


“I have seen their ways. The Wasichus are mad. They hate the earth. A man cannot live that way.”


I said, “They are stronger than you.”


“You are only a foolish woman and know nothing. You teach our children to forget their fathers. You think you are a Wasichu, but to them you are only a silly woman they have deceived.”


“Why do you come here and speak to Father Morel?”


“He is foolish, but a good man. I tell him of troubles, of those who wish to see him. It is too bad he is not a braver man. He would beat your madness out of you.”


I strode away from Little Deer, refusing to look back, sure that I would see only scorn on his face. But when I glanced out my window, I saw that he was smiling as he rode away.


The children stayed away from school in the autumn. There were more soldiers in town and around the reservation and I discovered that few Indians had been seen at trading posts. I refused to worry. A young corporal I had met in town had visited me a few times, telling me of his home in Minnesota. Soon, I prayed, he would speak to me, and I could leave with him and forget the reservation.


Then Little Deer returned. I was sweeping dust from the porch, and directed him to the small room where Father Morel was reading. He shook his head. “It is you I wish to see.”


“About what? Are you people planning another uprising? You will die for it—there are many soldiers here.”


“The Christ has returned to us.”


I clutched my broom. “You are mad.”


“Two of our men have seen him. They traveled west to where the Fish Eaters—the Paiutes—live. The Christ appeared to them there. He is named Wovoka and he is not a white man as I have thought. He was killed by the Wasichus on the cross long ago, but now he has returned to save us.”


“That is blasphemy.”


“I hear it is true. He will give us back our land, he will raise all our dead and return our land to us. The Wasichus will be swept away.”


“No!” I shouted.


Little Deer was looking past me, as if seeing something else beyond. “I have heard,” he went on, “that Wovoka bears the scars of crucifixion. He has told us we must dance so that we are not forgotten when the resurrection takes place and the Wasichus disappear.”


“If you believe that, Little Deer, you will believe anything.”


“Listen to me!” Frightened, I stepped back. “A man named Eagle Wing Stretches told me he saw his dead father when he danced. I was dancing with him and in my mind I saw the sacred tree flower, I saw the hoop joined once again. I understood again nature’s circle in which we are the earth’s children, and are nourished by her until as old men we become like children again and return to the earth. Yet I knew that all I saw was in my thoughts, that my mind spoke to me, but I did not truly see. I danced until my feet were light, but I could not see. Eagle Wing Stretches was at my side and he gave a great cry and then fell to the ground as if dead. Later, he told me he had seen his father in the other world, and that his father had said they would soon be together.”


“But you saw nothing yourself.”


“But I have. I saw the other world when I was a boy.”


I leaned against my broom, looking away from his wild eyes.


“I saw it long ago, in the Moon of Falling Leaves. My friends were talking of the Wasichus and how we would drive them off when we were men. I grew sad and climbed up a mountain near our camp to be alone. In my heart, I believed that we would never drive off the Wasichus, for they were many and I knew their madness well—I learned it from my father and his friends. It was that mountain there I climbed.”


He pointed and I saw a small mountain on the horizon. “I was alone,” Little Deer continued. “Then I heard the sound of buffalo hooves and I looked down the mountain, but I saw no buffalo there. Above me, a great circle glowed, brighter than the yellow metal called gold.”


“No,” I said softly.


He looked at me and read my face. “You have seen it, too.”


“No,” I said after a few moments.


“You have. I see that you have. You can step through the circle, and yet you deny it. I looked through the circle, and saw the buffalo, and warriors riding at their side. I wanted to step through and join them, but fear held me back. Then the vision vanished.” He leaned forward and clutched my shoulders. “I will tell you what I think. There is another world near ours, where there are no Wasichus and my people are free. On that mountain, there is a pathway that leads to it. I will dance there, and I will find it again. I told my story to a medicine man named High Shirt and he says that we must dance on the mountain—he believes that I saw Wovoka’s vision.”


“You will find nothing.” But I remembered the circle, and the robed woman, and the woods that had replaced Montreal. I wanted to believe Little Deer.


“Come with me, Catherine. I have been sick since I first saw you—my mind cannot leave you even when I dance. Your heart is bitter and you bear the seeds of the Wasichu madness and I know that I should choose another, but it is you I want.”


I shrank from him, seeing myself in dirty hides inside a tepee as we pretended that our delusions were real. I would not tie my life to that of an ignorant half-breed. But before I could speak, he had left the porch, muttering, “I will wait,” and was on his horse.


On a cold night in December, I stared at Little Deer’s mountain from my window.


I was alone. Father Morel was with the Indians, trying again to tell them that their visions were false. The ghost dancing had spread and the soldiers would act soon.


Horses whinnied outside. Buttoning my dress, I hurried downstairs, wondering who could be visiting at this late hour. The door swung open; three dark shapes stood on the porch. I opened my mouth to scream and then saw that one of the men was Little Deer.


“Catherine, will you come with me now?” I managed to shake my head. “Then I must take you. I have little time.” Before I could move, he grabbed me; one of his companions bound my arms quickly and threw a buffalo robe over my shoulders. As I struggled, Little Deer dragged me outside.


He got on his horse behind me and we rode through the night. Snowflakes melted on my face. “You will be sorry for this,” I said. “Someone will come after me.”


“It will soon be snowing and there will be no tracks. And no one will follow an Indian woman who decided to run off and join her people.”


“You are not my people.” I pulled at my bonds. “Do you think this will make me care for you? I will only hate you more.”


“You will see the other world, and travel to it. There is little time left—I feel it.”


We rode on until we came to a small group of houses which were little more than tree branches slung together. We stopped and Little Deer murmured a few words to his companions before getting off his horse.


“High Shirt is here,” he said. “A little girl is sick. We will wait for him.” He helped me off the horse and I swung at him with my bound arms, striking him in the chest. He pulled out his knife and I thought he would kill me; instead, he cut the ropes, freeing my hands.


“You do not understand,” he said. “I wish only to have you with me when we pass into the next world. I thought if I came for you, you would understand. Sometimes one must show a woman these things or she will think you are only filled with words.” He sighed. “There is my horse. I will not force you to stay if your heart holds only hate for me.”


I was about to leave. But before I could act, a cry came from the house nearest to us. Little Deer went to the entrance and I followed him. An old man came out and said, “The child is dead.”


I looked inside the hovel. A fire was burning on the dirt floor and I saw a man and woman huddled over a small body. The light flickered over the child’s face. It was White Cow Sees.


The best one was gone, the cleverest. She might have found her way out of this place. I wept bitterly. I do not know how long I stood there, weeping, before Little Deer led me away.


A few days after the death of White Cow Sees, we learned that the great chief Sitting Bull had been shot by soldiers. Little Deer had placed me in the keeping of one of his companions, Rattling Hawk. He lived with his wife, Red Eagle Woman, in a hovel not far from Little Deer’s mountain. I spent most of my days helping their three children search for firewood; I was still mourning White Cow Sees and felt unable to act. Often Rattling Hawk and Red Eagle Woman would dance with others and I would watch them whirl through the snow.


After the death of Sitting Bull, I was afraid that there would be an uprising. Instead, the Indians only danced more, as if Wovoka’s promise would be fulfilled. Little Deer withdrew to a sweat lodge with Rattling Hawk, and I did not see him for three days.


During this time, I began to see colored lights shine from the mountain, each light a spear thrown at heaven; the air around me would feel electric. But when daylight came, the lights would disappear. I had heard of magnetism while with the Lemaîtres. Little Deer had only mistaken natural forces for a sign; now he sat with men in an enclosure, pouring water over hot stones. I promised myself that I would tell him I wanted to go back to the mission.


But when Little Deer and High Shirt emerged from the lodge, they walked past me without a word and headed for the mountain. Little Deer was in a trance, his face gaunt from the days without food and his eyes already filled with visions. I went back to Rattling Hawk’s home to wait. I had to leave soon; I had seen soldiers from a distance the day before, and did not want to die with these people.


Little Deer came to me that afternoon. Before I could speak, he motioned for silence. His eyes stared past me and I shivered in my blanket, waiting.


“High Shirt said that the spirits would be with us today. We climbed up and waited by the place where I saw the other world. High Shirt sang a song of the sacred tree and then the tree was before us and we both saw it.”


“You thought you saw it,” I said. “One would see anything after days without food in a sweat lodge.”


He held up his hand, palm toward me. “We saw it inside the yellow circle. The circle grew larger and we saw four maidens near it dressed in fine dresses with eagle feathers on their brows, and with them four horses, one black, one chestnut, one white, and one gray, and on the horses four warriors painted with yellow streaks like lightning. Their tepees were around them in a circle and we saw their people, fat with good living and smiling as the maidens danced. Their chief came forward and I saw a yellow circle painted on his forehead. He lifted his arms, and then he spoke: ‘Bring your people here, for I see you are lean and have sad faces. Bring them here, for I see your people traveling a black road of misery. Bring them here, and they will dance with us, but it must be soon, for our medicine men say the circle will soon be gone.’ He spoke with our speech. Then the circle vanished, and High Shirt leaped up and we saw that the snow where the circle had been was melted. He ran to tell our people. I came to you.”


“So you will go and dance,” I said, “and wait for the world which will never come. I have seen—” He took my arm, but I would say no more. He released me.


“It was a true vision,” he said quietly. “It was not Wovoka’s vision, but it was a true one. The Black Robe told me that God is merciful, but I thought He was merciful only to Wasichus. Now I think that He has given us a road to a good world and has smiled upon us at last.”


“I am leaving, Little Deer. I will not freeze on that mountain with you or wait for the soldiers to kill me.”


“No, Catherine—you will come. You will see this world with me.” He led me to Rattling Hawk’s home.


He climbed up that evening. Rattling Hawk and his family came, and High Shirt brought fifteen people. The rest had chosen to stay behind. “Your own people do not believe you,” I said scornfully to Little Deer as we climbed. “See how few there are. The others will dance down there and wait for Wovoka to sweep away the white men. They are too lazy to climb up here.”


He glanced at me; there was pain in his eyes. I regretted my harsh words. It came to me that out of all the men I had known, only Little Deer had looked into my mind and seen me as I was. At that moment, I knew that I could have been happy with him in a different world.


We climbed until High Shirt told us to stop. Two of the women built a fire and I sat near it as the others danced around us.


“Dance with us, Catherine,” said Little Deer. I shook my head and he danced near me, feet pounding the ground, arms churning at his sides. I wondered how long they would dance, waiting for the vision. Little Deer seemed transformed; he was a chief, leading his people. My foot tapped as he danced. He had seen me as I was, but I had not truly seen him; I had looked at him with the eyes of a white woman, and my mind had clothed him in white words—“half-breed,” “illiterate,” “Insane,” “sauvage.”


I fed some wood to the fire, then looked up at the sky. The forces of magnetism were at work again. A rainbow of lights flickered, while the stars shone on steadily in their places.


Suddenly the stars shifted.


I cried out. The stars moved again. New constellations appeared, a cluster of stars above me, a long loop on the horizon. Little Deer danced to me and I heard the voice of High Shirt chanting nearby.


I huddled closer to the fire. Little Deer pounded the ground, his arms cutting the air like scythes. He spun around and became an eagle, soaring over me, ready to seize me with his talons. The stars began to flash, disappearing and then reappearing. One of the women gave a cry. The dancers seemed to flicker.


I leaped up, terrified. Little Deer swirled around me, spinning faster and faster. Then he disappeared.


I spun around. He was on the other side of the fire, still dancing; then he was at my side again. I tried to run toward him; he was behind me. A group of dancers circled me, winking on and off.


“Catherine!” Little Deer’s voice surrounded me, thundering through the night. His voice blended with the chants of High Shirt until my ears throbbed with pain.


I fled from the circle of dancers and fell across a snow-covered rock. “Catherine!” the voice cried again. The dark shapes dancing around the fire grew dimmer. A wind swept past me, and the dancers vanished.


I stood up quickly. And then I saw the vision.


A golden circle glowed in front of me; I saw green grass and a circle of tepees. Children danced around a fire. Then I saw High Shirt and the others, dancing slowly with another group of Indians, weaving a pattern around a small tree. The circle grew larger; Little Deer stood inside it, holding his arms out to me.


I had only to step through the circle to be with him. My feet carried me forward; I held out my hand and whispered his name.


Then I hesitated. My mind chattered to me—I was sharing a delusion. The dancers would dance until they dropped, and then would freeze on the mountain, too exhausted to climb down. Their desperation had made them mad. If I stepped inside the circle, I would be lost to the irrationality that had always been dormant inside me. I had to save myself.


The circle wavered and dimmed. I saw the other world as if through water, and the circle vanished. I cried out in triumph; my reason had won. But as I looked around at the melted snow, I saw that I was alone.


I waited on the mountain until it grew too cold for me there, then climbed down to Rattling Hawk’s empty home before going back up the mountain next day. I do not know for how many days I did this. At last I realized that the yellow circle I had seen would not reappear. In my sorrow, I felt that part of me had vanished with the circle, and imagined that my soul had joined Little Deer. I never saw the glowing hoop again.


I rode back to the mission a few days after Christmas through a blizzard, uncaring about whether I lived or died. There, Father Morel told me that the soldiers had acted at last, killing a band of dancing Indians near Wounded Knee, and I knew that the dancing and any hope these people had were over.


I was back in the white man’s world, a prisoner of the world to come.









The Soul’s Shadow


The man had followed Jacqueline onto the pier. He stepped toward her, smiled, then walked back toward the steps leading down to the beach.


He had nodded at her when she passed him before; his grayish-green eyes seemed familiar. He might be a former student. Her memory for faces was poor, and often she forgot what even her best students looked like once they graduated. All she noticed about most of them now was their youth; they were currents in an ever-renewed stream while she aged on the shore, eroded by their movement through her life.


She leaned against the railing. He was below her on the sand, gazing out at the ocean; he glanced up as the wind ruffled his blond hair. She looked away. He couldn’t have been a student; even with her poor memory, Jacqueline was sure she would have remembered him. He had the tanned, handsome face of a television actor and the body of a man who frequented gyms; he was exactly the kind of man she would expect to see here on a California beach. He would not have been in her classes, which drew intense or slightly neurotic humanities majors; aggressive and grade-conscious pre-law students; or studious, asexual, aspiring scientists trying to fulfill a philosophy requirement. She would have noticed anyone so atypical.


She turned her head slightly and caught a glimpse of his light brown windbreaker. As she felt his eyes on her, she looked away again. Was he trying to pick her up? She was flattering herself by assuming that. She supposed that he was either wealthy or out of work; vacationers were not likely to come here in February. He might be one of those Californian psychopaths who her friends back East assumed haunted these shores.


From the pier, it seemed that a structure had been built on every available piece of land; houses, condominiums, and other buildings covered the hills overlooking the wide bay. The Strand was a wide sidewalk and bicycle path running north and south; beneath the low wall separating the Strand from the beach, the sand was white and clean. Everything seemed cleaner here; the beach was tended, the houses kept up, the cars unmarked by rust or mud. Jacqueline could not smell the sea; the odors of fish and salt water were absent. The past did not exist, only a continuous, ever-changing present.


She gazed south toward another, larger pier that held shops and restaurants; beyond, a green peninsula marked by sheer, precipitous cliffs jutted into the sea. She propped an elbow against the rail, then noticed that the blond man was gone. He had been there only a moment before; she turned toward the row of houses overlooking the beach. Two skaters, legs pumping, rolled along the Strand; three joggers were trotting south. The man had vanished.


Jacqueline opened the refrigerator door, took out a jug of wine, then leaned against the counter as her cousin and her old friend gossiped in the living room.


“You’ve got to come,” her cousin Patti had told her over the phone a month before. It had seemed a good idea then. Jacqueline was on sabbatical, while Patti and her husband were moving out of their condominium to a house nearby. The condo would be vacant for a couple of months until the new tenants moved in; she could stay there and have the place to herself. Jacqueline had been unable to refuse; the monograph she was working on was finished and needed only retyping. Patti had mentioned getting together with their old friends Dena and Louise only after Jacqueline already had her plane ticket.


She folded her arms, thinking of other times, twenty years before, when she had gone into her mother’s kitchen to fetch Cokes and potato chips while Patti, Louise, and Dena had gossiped about parties and boys. She had gradually become part of their group, hoping that some of their lofty social status in high school would rub off on her. By associating with them, she did not have to endure the slights and cruel comments many of the more studious students suffered.


She had escaped them with a scholarship to an eastern women’s college. She had found new friends among young women she would have avoided in high school, people with whom she could share her intellectual interests. She had occasionally reflected on the time she had wasted in her struggle to be liked and accepted by Patti’s circle, but she did not have the courage to group herself with the outcasts then, had preferred her place, however tenuous, with the clique of cheerleaders, jocks, and partygoers.


Jacqueline had nearly forgotten this aspect of the youthfulness she sometimes longed for—the fear of rejection, of being different, awkward, unliked. Her doctorate, the fellowship, the published papers and books would mean little to the other women, who led the kind of life others envied.


“There you are!” Dena was standing in the entrance to the kitchen; somehow Jacqueline had missed hearing her enter.


“Dena,” she said, trying to sound pleased. Dena’s body, like Patti’s and Louise’s, seemed shaped by aerobics and starvation.


“Funny, isn’t it? We kept saying we had to get together sometime, but you had to come three thousand miles just to get us all into the same room.” Dena shook back her long black hair. “Well, you finally got here.” Patti and Louise had said exactly the same thing. “It’ll be just like old times.”


They caught up with one another as they sat on the floor around a glass-topped coffee table. Louise had moved from Palos Verdes to a house a few miles away and was living on a generous divorce settlement, while Dena, who had recently bought a place in Manhattan Beach, sold real estate.


“I was out here for a year before I bought my old place,” Dena murmured in her husky voice as she poured more wine. “That was a mistake. I should have bought something—anything—the minute I stepped off the plane. Things are slower now.”


“Joe really lucked out on that piece of land he bought,” Patti said. “He wants me to stay home when we have our kid, and I guess we can afford it.”


Dena lifted a brow. “A kid, huh?”


“We’re trying. Deadline decade, you know.”


Louise shook her blonde head. “Stop with one. One’s enough, believe me.”


Dena turned toward Jacqueline. “Didn’t you say you were living with a guy?”


“Another professor,” Jacqueline replied. “He’s in the English department. We’ve been together for almost ten years.”


Dena sighed. “Long time. Is he cute?”


Jacqueline thought of Jerome’s long face, graying beard, and thinning hair. “He’s tall. He’s in pretty good shape. I don’t know if I’d call him cute.”


“Well, now that you’re here,” Louise said, “when are you going to move?” Jacqueline was silent. “Don’t tell me you want to stay back East now. You could teach out here, couldn’t you?”


“It’s not that easy. I’m lucky to have the position I’ve got. The world isn’t exactly short of Ph.D.’s in philosophy.”


Louise tapped one manicured finger against her cheek; she had a faint, golden tan, just enough to make her glow without turning her skin leathery. “Patti said you were writing a book.”


“A monograph on Plato’s Philebus. I figured I’d pick a dialogue people hadn’t written that much about. That’s hard to find when scholars have had over two thousand years to mess around with Plato.”


Louise stared at her blankly. “I saw Clint Eastwood in the airport last month,” Patti said, “just from a distance. He looked emaciated.”


“If they look thin on the screen,” Dena said, “they look absolutely anorexic in person.” She nibbled at a shrimp. “Didn’t David Lee Roth make a video around here?”


Jacqueline stood up. “I think we need some air.” The others didn’t seem to hear her. The topics of real estate and celebrity-spotting could probably keep them occupied for hours, and Louise had been married to a celebrity of sorts herself.


She crossed the room, opened the sliding glass door, and stepped out onto the terrace. The condo was on the second floor; the Strand and the beach beyond it were less than a block away. The wind had grown warmer. The sun was a bright red disk just above the gray water; she had watched it set last evening, surprised at how suddenly it dropped below the horizon. To the south, Catalina was a misty gray form, barely a suggestion of an island. Cyclers and runners moved along the Strand; other people were entering a restaurant across the street.
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