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Challenged…

“Damn you, Hawk!” She swore at him to mask her disappointment and snatched the bra from the hook of his finger. He laughed, a throaty sound rich with amusement. She struck at him, but he caught her hand before it reached his face and pulled her against him. “Brute!” she hissed.

“And you are a tease,” he accused softly and silenced any reply with his mouth. Instantly there was a wild, hungry response to the domination of his kiss. The stiffness fled from her body; every curve welded itself to him.

Passion flamed hot and unchecked in both of them. Hawk let it burn, the heat flowing through his sensitized flesh. Yet there was no haste, no urgency in him. He would take her in his own good time and not be hurried by Carol as she was prone to do if he let her set the pace.

His mind knew no guilt in taking her. In this, there was no confusion. For once, the practices of the Navaho and the white were in accord. Sex and the desire for it were natural things, as inevitable as life and death.
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Author’s Note


Navaho healing ceremonials, commonly known as “sings,” are properly called “Ways,” because of the precise manner in which they must be conducted. In these ceremonies, or ways, myth-dramas are acted out.

One of the more popular rites is Night Way. In it, Changing Woman (comparable to Mother Nature), who gave birth to the Navaho race, tried to create light in a world of darkness. On the floor of the hogan, she made a dry-painting: white first for dawn; on it, blue for morning; on the blue, yellow for sunset; and, finally, black for night on the yellow. She prayed but no light came.

She added turquoise and white shell beads. After her prayers, a faint light appeared. The twelve Holy People came to help, bringing more turquoise and shell beads to make a magic circle. Changing Woman held a crystal above it. A bright blaze appeared, but it was so hot and bright, they had to keep raising it and moving it to keep it at a safe distance.

In this way, light was created.

There are some 570 “songs” in Night Way. The verses quoted from selected “songs,” beginning each part of this book, are from translations by Washington Matthews, a noted authority on the Navahos.



PART
I


“… With your moccasins of dark cloud, come to us!
With your leggings of dark cloud, come to us!
With your shirt of dark cloud, come to us!
With your headdress of dark cloud, come to us!

… Today take out your spell for me.”



Chapter I


The land stretched out as far as the imagination, laced with arroyos and crowned with mesas and buttes. Cedar and pinon darkened the slopes while sage and grass tumbled across the floor of the empty plateau. Overhead, the dissolving vapor of a jet trail left a long, white streak in the bright blue sky above the Navaho Indian Reservation. Its boundaries spanned four states—Arizona, New Mexico, Utah, and Colorado—comprising an area larger than the combined size of Connecticut, Massachusetts, and New Hampshire.

On the southern edge of its border in Arizona, a canyon was gouged out of a carmine-red sandstone mass. A giant cottonwood stood tall, its top branches straining to reach the rim. The thickness of its leaves hid the opening of a cave hollowed into the rock face of the wall. It was empty now, long ago abandoned by the ancient ones who had once found it a sanctuary, and had left behind footholds chiseled in the wall. The cave overlooked the entire canyon, which contained only a speck of habitation, a one-room, six-sided log structure with its door facing the sacred east. Near it, the non-walled, crudely constructed “ramada” offered shade from the hot sun. Beyond it was a stick corral, a weathered buckboard outside it. The horse inside stood three-legged, its head hanging low, its scrub brush of a tail swishing at the buzzing flies. A mangy, rib-thin dog slept in a cool hollow, shaded by the hogan.

A boy, no older than nine, raced from the hogan in a skipping run. Clad in blue denim pants and a colorful clay-red shirt whose tail flapped free of the waistband, he wore soft leather moccasins on his feet. A yellow headband was tied around his unruly mop of hair, black and shiny as the crow’s wing. His skin was a copperish-brown, but his eyes were blue like the sky after it had been washed clean by a spring storm.

The bent figure of a young woman planting hills of corn straightened at the sound of running feet. She watched the boy approach, a smile of pride and deep affection lifting the corners of her mouth. Her eyes glowed like dark coals, radiating warmth and love. Straight and sleek black hair was smoothed away from her face and tied with a white string into a chignon at the nape of her neck, a style that emphasized her cheekbones and angling jawline. A silver concho belt circled the waistline of her blouse of green velveteen. Many petticoats billowed the long calico skirt, its hem touching the ankle-high moccasins of fawn-brown with their gleaming concho buttons. Her slender figure looked like that of a young maiden, high-breasted and with hips that hadn’t widened.

“Chizh kin góne yah ‘íínil.” The boy stopped beside her, barely winded by his run from the hogan to the cornfield.

“No.” She corrected the One-Who-Must-Walk-Two-Paths with a shake of her head. “You must say it in English. He thinks you don’t speak it well. You must learn it because it, too, is your language.”

A look of calm acceptance stole over the boy’s face. “I carried the wood into the house in one trip.” He repeated his previous statement, choosing his words with care. “Will he come today?”

Her gaze lifted from his upturned face to scan the land to the south. There was no road, only traces here and there on the hard ground to show a vehicle had found its way to this place. The Arizona wind was quick to erase any tracks. Some seventy miles to the east was the Arizona city of Flagstaff. Gallup, New Mexico, was one hundred twenty miles to the west. To the north, there was only Navaho land interlaced with rough trails, questionable roads, and rare highways. But to the south the ranch of her husband was located.

“Perhaps,” she hoped along with her son. The planting stick was in her hand, a reminder of the work to be finished. “Now that you have gotten the wood for our fire, you can help me plant the corn.” She handed him the pouch of seed kernels.

The corn was not planted in rows, which was the white man’s way, but in hills. The planting stick was the tool that poked many kernels nearly a foot into the ground where the Indian corn sent its long roots deep into the subsoil for moisture. “Four kernels for the cutworm, four for the crow, four for the beetle, and four to grow” advised an ancient proverb. Corn was the staple of their diet. Every bit of the plant would be eaten. The young sprouts would be boiled as greens; young, tender stalks would be roasted in ashes; undeveloped ears of corn would be made into soup; the first milk ears were to be used for mush and bread; and mature ears were ground into meal.

Corn was a sacred plant, not simply because of its value as a foodstuff. According to Navaho myth, the forerunners of man were made from two ears of corn, and it was only when four seeds of white, blue, yellow, and all colors were planted that the earth spread out.

White Sage knew this was not the way the white man believed the earth was formed. On the Reservation, there were many missions operated by members of the white man’s religions. The churches of the Franciscan Fathers, Methodist, Baptist, Mormons, and Episcopal, all claimed that their religion was the right one. This confusion among the whites enforced her belief in the centuries-old way of The People.

Besides, these Christians spoke of a far-off land called Palestine and a place named Bethlehem which White Sage could not visualize. The People told stories about the four sacred mountains, and White Sage, herself, had seen the San Francisco peaks outside Flagstaff which was the Mountain of the West. The white man’s Holy Book talked only about a male God and leaders who were men. White Sage missed Changing Woman, the principal figure in so many of their stories, and others like Spider Woman and Salt Woman. The white man believed their God was all-good, yet she knew that in all things there was evil, as well as good. The beliefs of the white man did not make sense.

The boy crouched low to the ground to drop the seed kernels in a thick cluster. While she poked them into the hill, he straightened to watch. A thoughtful frown creased his forehead.

“Are we poor?” he asked finally.

“No, we are not poor. Don’t we always have plenty of food to eat and warm clothes to wear? Your father provides us with everything we need and more. He is ‘rico.’”

Mary White Sage knew this because only a man who was very rich could afford to keep two houses and two families. The white teachers at the Reservation school had always insisted it was wrong for a man to have two wives. Yet Laughing Eyes had told her that white men did it all the time. They had often laughed at the foolishness of the white men’s ways, which dictated one thing while another was actually done.

She had understood when Laughing Eyes explained that his first wife would not like it if they all lived in the same house. His first wife’s ways were different from Mary’s. It had happened to a friend of Mary’s who had married a man who already had a wife. Her friend had constantly quarreled with the first wife because the woman was lazy. Finally, to ensure harmony, her friend’s husband had built a second hogan a mile away from the first and, thus, separated his two wives.

“Does he have a lot of sheep?” the boy asked. A Navaho’s worth was generally measured by the number of sheep he owned.

With the exception of those who lived outside the Reservation, land is not owned by an individual; rather, there is an “inherited use-ownership” which is possessed by the family as a whole. The man who is head of the household has control over it, but he may not give away or remove it from his family. Essentially, he holds it in trust for the real “owners”—his wife and children. Every member of the family inherits the right to graze livestock within a fairly well-defined area, the size of which is determined by the amount of land required to support the stock. The hogan that White Sage lived in was built on land that “belonged” to her mother’s family. Less than two miles away was the hogan of her uncle, Crooked Leg.

“He has many, many cattle,” she answered, which was more impressive, because cattle needed more land on which to feed. “And he has many, many people working for him—like that man Rawlins who has been here with him.”

“We should have sheep,” the boy announced firmly. “I am old enough to look after them. Crooked Leg lets me watch his sheep when we go there.”

“You cannot watch sheep when you are in school,” she reasoned.

The blue of his eyes that had been so sparkling and clear before darkened with resentment and suppressed rebellion. “I don’t need to go to school. You can teach me, and he can teach me all that I need to know.”

These words seemed strange coming from her son’s lips. He had always been so eager and quick to learn, so curious about everything, more inquisitive than the coyote. She paused to study him closely.

“Why don’t you want to go to school?”

He was slow in answering. “Because they say I’m not one of The People.” Navahos referred to themselves as dine’é, “The People.” Navaho was derived from the name the Tewa Pueblo Indians gave them, Apaches of Navahu, which means “enemies from the planted fields.”

“Who says that?”

“Everybody.” He shrugged aside a specific answer. “It’s because my hair isn’t straight like theirs, and my eyes are blue, not brown.”

As Mary White Sage hesitated, a sound alien to any that belonged to the land entered the range of her hearing. She turned to gaze at the dust cloud fast approaching their dwelling. Her large eyes became soft and luminous as she recognized the pickup truck.

“He comes,” she told her son.

The bag of seed corn was thrust into her hands. His vaguely sullen expression was replaced by one of boundless joy. He raced with the fleetness of the antelope to be at the hogan before the truck stopped. No more planting would be done while he was here, so White Sage carried the corn and planting stick as she followed her son. Although she didn’t run, her steps were no less eager than his, her petticoats swishing with each long, graceful stride.

When the truck stopped, the boy was there, ready to leap into the arms of the tall man who stepped from the cab, and swept him into the air. The ritual of their greeting was always the same. The boy laughed with delight when he was lifted above the man’s head, then brought down to be held in the hook of one powerful arm.

“How can a man’s son grow in just two days?” The man playfully rubbed the top of the boy’s head, rumpling black hair that was determined to escape the yellow headband that tried to straighten the front into bangs.

“I am like the corn. I’m always growing. I knew you would come today.”

Held at eye level, it was easy for the boy to see why his mother called his father Laughing Eyes. A thousand tiny lines crinkled the corners of his eyes, making them appear to laugh—eyes that were a lighter shade of blue, as his skin was a shade of brown lighter than the boy’s copper hue. Where the sun didn’t strike it, it was white.

“I brought you something.” The man reached inside the right pocket of his white shirt and pulled out a pack of chewing gum, the boy’s favorite treat. J. B. Faulkner gave the pack to the eager fingers reaching for it and set the boy on the ground.

The pack was ripped open and the first stick of gum was unwrapped and he jammed into his mouth. Before it was chewed soft, the second stick was being uncovered. The whole pack of gum inevitably wound up in the boy’s mouth to be chewed all at once.

“It would last longer if you chewed one stick at a time,” his father pointed out with wry indulgence, but the One-Who-Must-Walk-Two-Paths couldn’t reply because his mouth was full of gum.

White Sage watched the greeting between father and son, slowing her pace to give them these few moments alone. Her gaze ran proudly over the man who was her husband, a tall, broad-shouldered figure in his white shirt and brown corded pants. A tan high-crowned Stetson hat covered most of his brown hair.

He looked the same as he had the first time she saw him. It had been the night of the Enemy Way ceremonial when The Girl’s Dance, the only part of the ceremony those foreign to The People were permitted to attend and participate in. The whites called it the Squaw Dance, few ever realizing that it was a War Dance. Those girls of marriageable age danced and sought partners from the audience of men. It had been the first that White Sage had taken part in. She had been dressed in her finest, even wearing her mother’s heavy squash blossom necklace of silver and turquoise.

At some point in the dance, she had noticed him sitting cross-legged and became aware that he was watching her and none of the other girls. Something had prompted her to ask him to be her next partner, and he had accepted. She didn’t remember how many times they had circled the scalp pole until others began to notice. She became worried that perhaps he didn’t know that he had to pay her before she could stop dancing with him. Usually the ignorance of the foreigners was regarded with amusement, but White Sage hadn’t wanted The People laughing at this man with the smiling eyes. So she had whispered it to him in her best school English.

“But I don’t want to stop dancing with you,” he had said. When she looked into his eyes, she had seen that he wanted to mate with her. She had felt the faint stirrings of a similar desire, even though she was non-sunlight-struck, a virgin. Finally, he had paid her ten times what anyone else had and returned to the circle of men so she could choose someone else.

But he found out the name of her clan and where her parents lived. He visited her several times, always bringing presents for her and her family. J. B. Faulkner was one of the few whites The People respected. White Sage learned he owned a big ranch south of the Reservation and often hired members of The People to work for him. A month after their first meeting, he went to her maternal uncle and arranged their marriage in a ceremony of The People.

On their wedding night, White Sage discovered his strange habit of sleeping without clothes. The People always slept in the same clothes they wore during the daytime, although White Sage recalled the white teacher explaining that white people wore a different kind of clothing to bed. But Laughing Eyes didn’t wear any, and he insisted that she should do the same. Gradually, she had become used to this peculiar trait of his.

But all that was in the past. Now he was here, smiling at her. She went eagerly to meet him and be gathered into his strong arms. His embrace crushed her while he bent his head to press his cheek hard against hers.

“I’ve missed you.” The gruffness of the voice whispering in her ear reminded White Sage of the wind rasping through the cedars. “I think I live only to be with you.” She could feel the hunger in his hands moving over her and knew the nighttime would not come soon enough to suit him. With an effort, he lifted his head and smoothed a hand over her cheek. “I worry about you when I’m away. Have you been all right?”

“Yes,” she assured him and glanced at the young boy, now devouring the last stick of gum. There was a lump the size of a wren’s egg in his cheek. “This one helps me all the time.”

“I’m glad to hear that.” The intensity of feeling left his voice and his tight embrace relaxed somewhat as he gazed at their son. “Because I brought him something besides a pack of gum. You’d better look in the back end of the truck, boy.”

With his jaw working vigorously to chew the massive wad of gum, the young boy raced to the lowered tailgate of the truck. His deep blue eyes rounded in surprise. “A saddle!” Hoisting himself onto the bed of the truck, he hurried to the front, where he lifted a handsome, leather-tooled saddle to show his mother. Its weight and bulk were unwieldy, almost more than he could handle, but he didn’t ask for help.

The present had to be immediately tried out, which meant catching the horse in the corral and putting the new saddle on it. After the stirrups were adjusted to the right length, The-One-Who-Must-Walk-Two-Paths had to take a short ride. He rode the horse in a large circle in front of the hogan so White Sage and J. B. Faulkner could watch him.

“I wish Chad rode that well,” J. B. murmured, then appeared to immediately regret mentioning his other family.

“He has been riding since he was smaller than a yucca stalk.” White Sage referred to their son, avoiding his name, since to speak it too often would wear it out. It was common among The People to have several names. Besides his secret name, he had a nickname of the Blue-Eyed-One, and the school had given him the name Jimmy White Sage. “Today he told me we should have sheep for him to watch. He doesn’t want to go back to school because they say he isn’t one of The People.”

“He isn’t an Indian.” The pronouncement came in a quick, forceful retort, which J. B. tempered with a calmer explanation. “I know children from mixed marriages often consider themselves to be one of The People, but I won’t have him deny that he is half-white. And he’s going to finish school and go on to college. He is going to have the finest education I can give him. We’ve talked about this.”

She nodded, but she remembered how painful it had been for her at school, where her way of life had been ridiculed and the beliefs of The People scornfully denounced. It had been the same that one time her family had journeyed to Flagstaff, where they had been looked on with contempt. White Sage had been frightened by the things the white men said to her on the street. She had been glad to escape back to the land and all the things that were familiar to her. She was content to make regular visits to the nearby trading post, where she could gossip with other customers. It was run by a Mormon man who had no hair on top of his head; it all grew on his face. His wife was a nice woman with iron-colored hair. White Sage had no desire to venture off the Reservation again. She worried about her son leaving it to get this education, but perhaps Laughing Eyes knew what was best.

“You must talk to him,” she said. “He doesn’t like being different from the others.”

“He is different—and it’s only beginning,” he announced grimly. When he glanced at her, he smiled, but it was not a genuine smile. White Sage saw its falseness and was troubled. “I will talk to him.”

Moving away from her, he signaled to the boy to come to him. The boy reluctantly reined the chestnut horse to the corral, where his father waited. White Sage watched Laughing Eyes take hold of the horse’s bridle so their son could jump to the ground. Then she turned to enter the hogan and begin the preparations for their meal.

J. B. led the horse into the corral and tied the reins to a cross-pole. “What’s this I hear about you wanting to quit school?” he questioned with seeming nonchalance as the boy stretched on tiptoes to loosen the cinch.

“They say we are poor because we don’t have sheep. We are not poor, so we should have sheep to prove that we are not. When you bring them, I will stay home to watch them. I am old enough.” Not once did he meet his father’s inspecting glance.

“Is that the only reason you don’t want to go to school?” He was met with silence. “Do they make fun of you at school because you are different?”

“I am not different. I am the same as they are.” The boy tugged at the saddle skirt to pull the saddle from the horse’s back. J. B. stepped forward to lift it to the ground.

“That isn’t true. You are different.”

“No,” the boy insisted.

“It’s false to pretend you are an Indian. You are neither Indian nor white. You are both. There is nothing wrong with being different.” When the boy still wouldn’t look at him, J. B. picked him up and set him on the top rail of the corral, so he could see his son’s face while he talked. “Be proud of it. You can never be only one or the other. All your life the Indians will expect you to be more Indian than an Indian, and the whites will expect you to be more white than they are.”

Blue eyes frowned into his face, skeptical and wary. “How do I be both?”

“Learn everything you can about The People and learn everything you can about the whites. Take what is best and wisest from each of them and make it yours. Do you understand?”

There was a hesitant nod before he asked, “How will I know what to choose?”

“That’s something you have to decide.” J. B.’s smile was grimly sad. “I can’t help you and your mother can’t help you. You are alone in this. And it will get harder as you grow older.” J. B. was just beginning to realize how hard it would be when the child became a man. His gaze turned skyward to see a solitary hawk soaring on the air currents. “You have to become like that hawk—alone—dependent on no one but yourself, and flying above it all.”

Tipping his head back, the boy stared at the hawk, its wings spread in effortless flight. There was not a cloud in the sky, the hawk slicing alone across the great expanse of blue.

“This day I am new,” the boy announced in an oddly mature voice. “From now on, I will be called Jim Blue Hawk.” He turned to his father. “Do you like it?”

Pride shimmered liquid-soft in the lighter blue eyes. “Yes, I like it,” J. B. Faulkner replied.



Chapter II


That summer a life began to grow in his mother’s belly. Hawk, as he had come to think of himself, found many things to think about and began looking around himself with new eyes: keen eyes like those of his namesake. When the time came to return to the Reservation school in the fall, he listened to the white teacher, no longer resisting the things that were said which conflicted with what The People believed. Others still mentioned his blue eyes and the waves in his black hair, waves that were more predominant because Hawk had stopped wearing a headband in an effort to straighten the unruly mop. Hawk knew he was different, and because he was different, he was going to be better.

Before spring arrived, he had a sister. Hawk noticed, with interest, that she was different, but not in the same way he was. Her eyes were large and brown like his mother’s, but her hair was brown like the trunk of a cedar tree—not the glistening black of the crow. She was given the name Cedar Girl.

Hawk began to call his sister The-One-Who-Cries-at-Everything. She cried when she was hungry, when she was sleepy, when she heard a loud noise, when his mother picked her up, or when she laid her down. Nothing and no one pleased her except Laughing Eyes. Initially, he suffered the pangs of rejection at the fuss his parents made over his new sister. His needs were of secondary importance to the demands of the baby. He was truly alone like the hawk, pushed out of the nest to fend for himself. But he could. Was he not nearly grown? Hadn’t he begun to wear a breech-cloth? Hadn’t he been initiated into the tribe? Hawk began to pity his sister because she was dependent on others.

Because his baby sister demanded so much of his mother’s time, Hawk had to assume more responsibility. His father still came two or three times a week, bringing presents and food, staying a few hours or for part of the night, but always leaving before dawn. So it fell on Hawk’s shoulders to take over the duties that would have belonged to his father if he lived with them all the time.

Thus, when his mother’s uncle became ill and it was divined that a Mountain Top Way had to be held to cure him, all relatives were required to contribute to the cost of the ceremony. While others agreed to furnish sheep to feed the hundreds—perhaps as many as a thousand—of guests who would come to witness the nine-night ceremony, Hawk agreed to provide the wood for the fires as his mother’s contribution, even though she was at his uncle’s hogan every day to help with the preparations.

When school was dismissed early, his first thought was how much wood he would be able to chop before dark. A little snow would not stop him. But it was more than a little snow that fell from the flint-gray clouds that darkened the sky. Two inches were on the ground and more flakes were falling when the school bus let him out more than two miles from his home. Hawk mentally filed away the information that the white teachers had correctly predicted this storm.

The flakes fell heavily and straight down. Before he reached the hogan, the wind caught up with the storm to blow the snow around. Visibility was reduced, but Hawk didn’t have to enter the hogan to know there was no fire warming the inside. No smoke curled from the chimney hole. Hawk trudged through the snow toward the door, assured that his mother and little sister had stayed at his uncle’s because of the storm.

As he passed the corral, the horse whickered. Hawk stopped still, staring through the screen of white at the sound. Inside the corral stood the chestnut horse, wearing its harness and collar. He searched again, but the buckboard wasn’t in the yard.

Turning to look in the direction that led to his uncle’s house, he was enveloped in a swirling storm of snow. He could see nothing, no movement except the falling snow. Turning again, Hawk ran to the corral. He didn’t bother to unharness the horse and put on the saddle. Hopping on bareback, he gathered the long reins and tied them short.

The chestnut horse did not want to go out in the storm. It took repeated proddings and a slap of the reins to make it leave the corral. Hawk pointed the horse in the direction of his uncle’s hogan, a route that the horse knew well.

Into the face of the howling wind, the horse plodded through the snow, which had begun to accumulate into drifts. Almost to his uncle’s hogan, Hawk found the buckboard in a dry wash with a broken axle. Taking the chance that he hadn’t passed his mother and sister, he rode on to his uncle’s hogan. Since she had been closer to it, it was logical to assume she had returned there.

But she hadn’t. Hawk stayed long enough to warm the numbness from his bones. His relatives tried to convince him that he didn’t have a hope of finding his mother and sister in this storm, but Hawk wouldn’t be dissuaded from going out to search for them. In the absence of his father, he was responsible. And Hawk knew he was doing what his father would do in his place.

With a warm Pendleton blanket of his cousin’s, Hawk set out again. The storm was worse, the temperatures dropping, and the wind whipping it still lower. Pain lay like a cold bar across his forehead. Snow was drifting over the buckboard. Hawk almost didn’t see it.

The snow was deeper and the wind blew it into high drifts. The horse began to labor, plunging through belly-high snows. More than halfway home, the horse staggered to its knees. Hawk finally recognized the futility of going farther. Dismounting, he tied the reins to the harness with numbed fingers and turned the horse loose. Snow and ice were encrusted on its shaggy coat. On its own, the horse would turn its tail to the wind and gradually drift toward its home corral.

Seeking the shelter of a windbreak, Hawk found a tumble of snow-covered boulders and crouched behind it. He wrapped the blanket around him like a tent. It accomplished nothing to rail against the conditions imposed upon him. Indian-like, Hawk practiced the blind acceptance of the circumstances. This was a time to renew his strength from within, to ignore the cold, the wind, and snow raging around him. Surrendering his mind and body, he relaxed into a self-induced torpor where nothing existed but what was within.

Time passed without thoughts. Hawk didn’t change his huddling, yoga-like position inside the walls of his blanket-tent. The accumulation of snow on the blanket acted as insulation to keep out the freezing temperature.

An inner sense told him when the storm was over. Straightening, he shook off the weight of the snow on his blanket and drew it around his shoulders, crossing it in front of him. The world was white and still, newborn and strange, the familiar landmarks hidden by a concealing mantle of snow. Gradually, his eyes unmasked the disguises the landmarks wore. Hawk started out unerringly in the direction of his home.

If he had survived the storm, then his mother and little sister could have, too. They might already be at the hogan, waiting and worrying about him. If they weren’t, he would have to resume his search.

Hawk had traveled no more than a hundred yards when he saw a patch of bright green against the snow. It was the same shade of bright green as the velveteen blouse that was his mother’s favorite. In a stumbling run, he plowed through the snow to reach the spot. When he stopped, he could see the outline of a human figure in the snow mound. The extra hump would be the cradleboard and his sister. There was no movement. Hawk stared for a long, silent moment, then hesitantly reached down and brushed aside the snow on the cradle. Tears were frozen on Cedar Girl’s cheeks.

He took one step backward, then a second. Quickly, he turned and ran, putting distance between himself and the bodies of his mother and sister. The cold tore at his lungs, forcing him to slow down. Without looking back, he trudged on toward the hogan.

Across the silence of the white world came the muffled thud of hoofbeats and the creak of saddle leather. Hawk lifted his gaze. He stopped at the sight of the horse and rider approaching at a lunging canter, puffs of white vapor coming from the nostrils of the horse. The rider was leading a second horse, the chestnut, still wearing its harness.

“Hawk!” His father’s shout prompted the boy to wave.

The horse grunted and snorted as it was reined to a stop, and the rider slipped out of the saddle to rush forward and grasp the boy’s shoulders. Relief briefly overrode the concern in his expression.

“I found the horse. … Where is your mother? The baby?” Large, gloved hands dug through the blanket into his shoulders.

“They are gone.” It was a flat, unemotional statement.

“Gone? What do you mean—gone?” J. B. Faulkner demanded in a desperate kind of anger.

“They are gone—on the path that goes only one way.” Hawk returned the piercing gaze with a stoic acceptance of the fact.

“No! Dammit! I won’t let them be dead!” His voice was a raging cry. “You are going to take me to them!”

“No!” The boy recoiled in fear, trying to pull free of the powerful hands that held him.

“You are going to take me to them! Do you hear?” The command was reinforced by a brutal shake that snapped the boy’s head back.

He didn’t give Hawk a chance to refuse as he spun him around and dragged him along by the arm. Following the tracks in the snow, J. B. Faulkner began retracing the boy’s route. Frantically, he scanned the snow-covered ground ahead of them. There was an audible breath when he saw the footprints leading to a patch of green where the snow was disturbed to reveal the white-frosted face of the baby girl. He started running, pulling the boy along with him. Hawk lost his balance in the deep snow and fell. He was dragged a few feet on his knees before J. B. released the dead weight to go on alone.

The thick cushion of snow broke his fall. The blanket was forgotten and abandoned as Hawk pushed onto his knees. He was shivering, more from fear than from the cold. The terror built as he saw Laughing Eyes heaving the snow away from the bodies with mighty sweeps of his gloved hands. Terrible sounds were coming from him—sounds of a crazed man.

“No!” Hawk screamed in panic when he saw Laughing Eyes lifting his mother’s body from its deathbed of snow.

Ice crystals of blood were frozen to her forehead. Hawk looked quickly away, avoiding the sight of her white-frosted face. His fear increased when his father began rubbing the rigid limbs. In a wretched and tortured voice, Laughing Eyes beseeched her to speak to him, calling her name over and over. When he pressed his mouth to the blue lips and tried to force his life into her empty shell, Hawk’s fear for his father was greater than his own.

“No!” He ran to his father’s kneeling figure and pulled frantically at his arm. “You must leave them! You must not look upon them! Please! Please!” He was almost sobbing. “Terrible things happen if you look upon the dead! Their ghosts will possess you! Come away from them!”

Some of his warning penetrated because his father turned to look at him. Stark horror held the boy in a paralyzing grip. His father’s face was contorted into a mask as frightening as the ones the kachinas wore.

“Let go of me!” The snarling voice came from his father’s mouth, but it didn’t belong to him.

Too stunned by the frightening face before him, Hawk never saw the arcing, backhanded swing until the very last second when it was too late to avoid it. Pain exploded in his right jaw and cheek. The force of the blow sent him reeling backward, but Hawk was unconscious before he crumpled to the snow.

He wasn’t aware of the arms that so gently picked him up, or of the gloved fingers that trembled over the vivid red mark covering almost half of his face; nor did he hear the begging to be forgiven. He floated in a black void that nothing penetrated.

When his conscious mind finally surfaced, he was alone in the hogan. A fire was burning, radiating its heat to every corner. Pain throbbed in the right side of his face. Gingerly, he cupped his hand to the swollen flesh running from cheekbone to jaw. It hurt!

As he propped himself up on his elbows, the door opened. Hawk cringed instinctively from the tall, hulking frame. The action was not dictated by a fear of his father, but a fear of the ghosts that had possessed him. As he came closer to the light, Hawk saw that the furious look had gone from his eyes. But so had the laughter. Now his eyes were filled with a tortured sadness, and they avoided looking directly at Hawk.

“Are you hungry?” His father stood in front of the fire and warmed his hands, keeping his back to the boy. “Your cousin fixed some soup.”

The gruff voice was abrupt, carrying a hint of self-consciousness. But the announcement awakened Hawk’s senses to the aroma of food and the gnawing emptiness of his stomach. In a laborious movement, he rolled to his feet and walked to the kettle of soup. The right side of his face felt peculiarly heavy. With a tin mug drawn from the shelf wall of the hogan, he dipped out a cup of soup and carried it to the fire to drink.

His father was uneasy with him. Hawk could tell by the way his eyes kept sliding away without making contact with his. He tried sipping at the hot soup, but when he opened his mouth, the swollen skin on his cheek stretched and sent fiery splinters of pain through him. He winced, unable to conceal it.

“I never meant to hurt you, boy.” The husky voice was bitter with regret and remorse.

“You should not have looked on them. Bad things happen,” Hawk repeated. “If the right things are not done, their ghosts will come.”

“I don’t believe in ghosts. There are no such things,” his father insisted with fierce determination. “How can you believe your mother would come back to harm you? You know how much she loved you.”

“A ghost is the bad part.” As he carefully took another sip of his soup, his downcast eyes watched his father’s hands clench into fists, a sign of anger and struggle for control.

“What do you … what do The People believe happens to a person when he dies?” His father rephrased the terse question.

“They go to a place in the black north.” Hawk didn’t like talking about the dead or what happened to them. Speaking about it was inviting ghosts to return. “To reach the place, the dead person must travel four days, and he is guided by a relative who died before. At the bottom of a tall cliff, there is an entrance that leads below the surface to the place. Before the dead can enter this place, those who guard the entrance will test him to be certain he is dead.”

His father’s eyes were tightly shut and his mouth clenched hard, the point of his chin trembling. When Hawk had finished his explanation, he heard the whispered words of pain his father unconsciously uttered.

“My God, what a terrible place!” His big chest heaved as he took a deep breath and slowly released it. His eyes opened to stare blankly at the fire. “That isn’t what the white man believes,” he said. “He believes that when a person like your mother dies, she goes to heaven. It’s a place in the sky where there is only beauty and happiness—no hunger, no cold, no pain. There, she will know a peace and contentment she could never find on this earth.”

Hawk digested this information with a thoughtful frown. A teacher at the school had spoken of such a place, but he had not believed it existed. If his father believed it, perhaps…

“If this … heaven is so wonderful, why did you not want her to go there? Why did you want her to come back from it?” he questioned.

“Because I was selfish. I didn’t want to stay here on earth alone and never again see her warm smile or feel the gentle touch of her hand. I—” The words appeared to choke him. He moved away from the fire and Hawk’s watching eyes. “It’s late. It will be dark soon.” He changed the subject, speaking briskly. “We’ll stay here tonight and leave in the morning.”

“Leave?” Hawk repeated. “But there are things that must be done. We have to gather the items she wanted buried with her. And there’s the four days of mourning and the sacrifices that have to be made on her grave to appease her ghost. We—” He would have continued the list, but his father spun around, interrupting him.

“I told you there are no ghosts!” he declared impatiently. Hawk eyed him warily to see if he was possessed again. With an effort, his father unclenched his fists and rubbed a hand across his forehead. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have shouted at you. I’m … upset because I … can’t take the bodies of … your mother and sister back with me to bury. I have to leave them here—” A brutal look of grief swept over his face before his mouth closed on the unfinished sentence. “Your cousin has already collected the personal things your mother wished to have with her. I have agreed to let them bury her according to their belief.” The emphasis repeated that it wasn’t his belief, and that he wasn’t going to let it be Hawk’s.

“Are you taking me to your other hogan to live with you?”

Again, his father was uneasy. “I’m taking you with me, but … you won’t be able to live with me.”

“Why?” Hawk didn’t understand. “Will not your other wife want me? I am strong. I can do much work, many things to help her.”

“Dammit, Hawk! If I explained, you wouldn’t understand!” he declared in a burst of impatience, then released a long, weary sigh. “When you’re old enough to understand, you’ll have discovered the answer for yourself and I won’t have to explain. In the meantime, there’s a couple I know. I think they will take you in. You know him—Tom Rawlins. He works for me and lives on my ranch.”

Some of his father’s uncertainty transferred itself to Hawk. The situation didn’t please his father; therefore, it didn’t please him. He had seen this man, Rawlins, half a dozen times that he could remember. Like The People, he viewed anyone not of his clan with distrust.

“I can live with Crooked Leg. He needs help to watch his sheep.” He offered an alternative to his father’s suggestion, not wanting to be uprooted from all that was familiar to him.

“No.” The denial was quick and decisive. “When your mother was alive, you lived with her people. Now you will live with mine. It’s a white world. It’s time you began walking its path, learning its values and beliefs. You are going to have to make your own place in it—all by yourself. I would help you if I could, but I’m tied … tied by a system you don’t understand yet.” He sounded tired, beaten. “Once I thought only of myself and what it would take to make me happy. I tried to hold onto too much. I’ve lost what I cared about the most. Now there are too many others who would be hurt. I didn’t think about them before, but I have to now.” He glanced at Hawk and saw the bewilderment in his narrowed blue eyes. His mouth twisted in a wry grimace. “You don’t know what I’m talking about, do you?”

With a confused shake of his head, Hawk mutely admitted that he didn’t—not the last part. Walking the second path of the white world made sense, because he obviously needed to learn more. But the other part about hurting people was something he didn’t understand.

“Let me explain it this way,” his father murmured. “If you had a flock of sheep and a lamb was separated from them and being attacked by wolves, you would want to save it—protect it. Yet, if you did, you knew the wolves would attack the whole flock and harm them. Would you save the lamb and lose the whole flock? Or would you stay with the flock and hope the lamb might somehow survive?”

“I would stay with the flock,” Hawk stated.

“That’s what I’m doing. You are my lamb,” he explained. “There are some things I can do for you, but I can’t stand beside you.” Even as he made the statement, he looked away, unconsciously re-enforcing his words by his action. “I’m going to check on my horse, get it bedded down for the night. We’ll have to sleep here. I wish we didn’t, but—”

“You do not believe in ghosts,” Hawk reminded him, since it was the obvious reason for not wanting to sleep in the hogan.

“Not ghosts, no,” he agreed. “The only thing haunting me will be my memories.”

He walked out the door that traditionally faced east and Hawk was left inside—alone.

With the first streak of dawn, two horses and riders trotted away from the hogan into the immense rumpled blanket of snow. The thin, wavering line of smoke from a dying fire drifted out of the chimney of the abandoned hogan. The pink dawn colored the gray smoke with a lilac flush.

In the bitter cold of morning, the two rode silently away from the canyon. The man had the collar of his heavy parka turned up to keep out the invading chill. His Stetson was pulled low on his head. The boy was bareheaded, his disheveled black hair gleaming in the first rays of sunlight. While the man’s shoulders were slumped, the boy sat erect, a natural wild nobility in his bearing.

Traveling ever south, they entered land Hawk had never seen before. Its strangeness heightened his senses. His gaze moved restlessly, always looking, searching, identifying, noting any and all movement within the realm of his vision.

His first sight of a cattle herd came near mid-morning. He had seen cattle before, but never in such numbers. And they hadn’t been as fat as these red-coated animals with curly white faces. His nose wrinkled at the smell that came from the warm bodies of the cattle. He glanced at his father, but he didn’t seem to notice.

Hawk studied the man’s profile. Those lines that had once curved upward to make his eyes laugh were now straight, robbing the blue eyes of their happiness and vitality. They looked in his direction rarely, then held the contact only for mere seconds.

Alone. Unconsciously Hawk had been conditioned to accept the fact. Just as his Indian way of life had conditioned him to accept the death of his mother and sister. He wasn’t without regret. He missed her. The hogan had seemed strangely silent without the crying of his temperamental sister. Yet it could not be changed; therefore, it must be accepted.

Ride on and forget. The sun is shining on a new day.



Chapter III


When Hawk first saw the cluster of large buildings, he thought they were entering a town. Dirt roads linked each wood building to the next, brown lines crisscrossing the white snow. Yet his searching eyes could find no trading post. There were many corrals, made from smooth boards that were white. Sometimes there was only one or two horses inside them, although one held more. The horses were big, muscled animals like the one his father rode.

Near the corrals, there were three buildings. It was toward one of these that his father was riding. Hawk guessed these buildings were the barns his father had once described to him, where animals were kept, sheltered from the winter storms. Hawk had never been off the Reservation until this day. All of his previous contact with whites had been through the strict teachers at the Reservation school, the Mormons who operated the trading post, and the man, Rawlins, on those few occasions he had come to the hogan with Hawk’s father. Hawk didn’t include his father in the list of white men he’d met. Yet he had learned much about the world of the whites from all these sources, especially his father. Now he was seeing things that had previously only been described to him, and he was all eyes.

A man was standing on a flat wagon with no sides, pulled by a big machine with three wheels and stopped beside a corral. Hawk identified the big machine as a tractor from a picture he had seen in a schoolbook and felt proud that he knew of such things. With a long fork, the man was throwing dry, yellow grass—hay—into the corral for the horses to eat.

When they rode by him toward the middle building, the man glanced up and waved to his father. He looked at Hawk, then looked again, and stopped his work to stare. Being watched so closely by a stranger made Hawk uneasy. He urged his horse closer to his father’s.

The funny-looking, long building called a barn had a tall door at the end, tall enough to permit a horse and rider to enter it without the rider dismounting. His horse shied once at the opening, then nervously followed the horse his father rode inside.

After being outside with the brilliance of the sun reflecting off the snow, it was dark inside. Hawk’s eyes quickly sought the darkest corner to make a swift adjustment to the absence of light. His nose was assailed by a dry, irritating dust and the smells of horses and leather and dung. There was a warmth inside the building despite the absence of the sun.

A few yards inside the building, his father stopped his horse. Hawk followed his lead. Saddle leather creaked, a stirrup taking all his father’s weight as he dismounted. Hawk hesitated, then kicked his feet out of the stirrup and slipped soundlessly to the hard floor.

Uncertain what to do next, he waited until he saw his father begin unsaddling his horse. Hawk untied the rolled blanket that contained his belongings from behind his saddle and set it on the floor. Laying the stirrup over the saddle seat, Hawk tugged at the cinch strap. He had grown taller in the year and a half since the saddle had been given to him and no longer needed to stand on his toes to reach any part of the saddle.

The strangeness of his surroundings had all of his senses honed to sharpness. His acute hearing picked up the sound of human footsteps approaching before there was an audible crunch of snow outside the opening.

“Someone comes,” he warned his father in a very low voice.

The footsteps were close enough for a white man to hear when his father looked up. The smaller-built chestnut horse was on the other side of his father’s. The two animals effectively offered concealment to the wary boy, while permitting him to observe the man who entered through the tall door. Of average height and build, the man wore stiff blue Levi’s and a heavy jacket lined with sheepskin, buttoned to his throat, and the collar turned up to brush the brim of his hat. Hawk recognized the man, Rawlins, with his muddy-brown eyes and quiet face, a face that always reminded Hawk of a calm stretch of river where the strength and swiftness of the current was hidden from looking eyes.

There was the briefest hesitation in the man’s stride as he entered. “You finally made it back. I was beginning to worry about you, J. B.”

The man’s eyes, unadjusted to the dimness, did not immediately see the second, smaller horse. His father didn’t respond as he dragged the saddle off the horse’s back and carried it around the animal to set it upright next to an inner wall. When he straightened, Rawlins had stopped only a few feet away and was watching him closely.

“How was … everything?” Rawlins hesitated in the phrasing of his question.

A long silence followed in which his father stood motionless, looking at the man. Then Hawk saw the great shudder that vibrated through his father.

“She’s dead, Tom. The little one, too. She’d been to her uncle’s and left just before the storm hit.” The words spilled from him in a soft, swift rush, like the force of running water that backs up behind a dam, then finally breaks free. “The buckboard broke an axle. She unhitched the horse and must have decided to ride it home. Evidently, she was thrown. There was blood … a gash on her forehead. Tom … they froze to death—her and the baby. I—” Something choked off the rest, because Hawk saw his father swallow and turn to his horse, lowering his head and spreading his hand across his eyes.

The man, Rawlins, leaned toward his father, then shoved his hands in the pockets of his jacket and looked away. “I … I’m sorry.”

“Yeah.” It was a rasped word that didn’t mean anything. His father brought his hand down, roughly wiping something from his cheek, then breathed through his nose. It made a noisy sound, the way it does when the cold makes the water run inside it.

“What about the boy?”

Halting in the act of pulling the saddle pad and blanket off the horse, his father glanced over his shoulder at Rawlins in faint surprise, then looked across his horse’s back at Hawk, and quickly bounced away.

“I brought him back with me,” he stated gruffly and took the saddle blanket and pad, draping them over the saddle on the floor. He must have seen Rawlins’ head jerk, because he added a terse, “I couldn’t leave him there.”

Taking his horse’s reins, his father led it to the opposite side of the wide, long room, thereby exposing the chestnut horse Hawk was unsaddling. The instant Rawlins’ eyes focused on him, Hawk quickly bent his head to the task, staying behind the shield of his horse and keeping to the shadows. His father led his horse to a place on the other wall where there was half a door. Opening it, he unbridled his horse and slapped it on the rump to send it through the opening.

“J. B.—” Rawlins’ voice sounded urgent, yet hesitant.

“Dammit, I couldn’t leave him there, I tell you. He needs an education, more of a chance at life than he’d get on the Reservation. And … I want him near me.” The last declaration was tempered to a taut softness.

“But—” Rawlins was frowning, troubled by his father’s words.

“I know.” His father issued a long sigh and glanced at Hawk when he pulled the saddle from his chestnut and set it against the wall, staying behind the horse. “I can’t take him to the house. Katheryn would…” He appeared uncomfortable and didn’t finish that sentence. “I thought—that is, I hoped—you and Vera would take him in.” Rawlins said nothing, but his eyes widened. His father looked grim. “I’m sorry, but there isn’t anybody else I can trust.”

It was so silent that Hawk heard the whisper of a piece of straw as it floated down to the iron-hard floor. His father broke it by half-turning.

“Hawk, come here,” he ordered.

Bending to pick up his bundle of clothes, Hawk ducked under his horse’s neck and stepped noiselessly to his father’s side. He returned Rawlins’ gaze, his dark blue eyes impassively inspecting the man his father wanted him to live with. There was no welcome in the man’s look, no warm smile that Hawk usually received from him. Therefore, despite his several brief associations with the man in the past, Hawk would not make the first move to renew the acquaintance.

“He’s an intelligent boy, quick to learn. He won’t give you any trouble, Tom, I promise,” his father said.

“What happened to his face?” After narrowing in on Hawk’s right cheek, his gaze had darted in sharp question to his father.

“God forgive me,” was the barely audible murmur before he added, “I hit him.”

“Why?” The question was filled with shock.

“I don’t know.” His father tiredly shook his head, as if he didn’t want to remember. “There was White Sage, all stiff and cold. You know how Navahos are about the dead, Tom. He started spouting all that superstitious nonsense about ghosts. He was trying to pull me away from her. All I wanted to do was shake him off my arm. I never meant to hit him.” There was a great sadness in the look he gave Rawlins. “In his way, he was just trying to protect me. It was a brave thing … and I hit him.” He paused. “Will you take him?”

In a slow, affirmative nod, Rawlins agreed. “Some will guess who he is. Others will ask. What do you want us to say?”

A muscle was jumping in his father’s jaw. “Wouldn’t it be natural for a Christian couple to offer a home to an orphaned half-breed?”

Rawlins considered the question for a moment, then nodded slowly again. “Yes. Yes, I guess it would.”
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