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  Publisher’s Note

  The White Indian begins the Rusty Sabin saga. The second book of the trilogy, Brother of the Cheyennes, will be published by Skyhorse Publishing in the fall of 2013, and the third installment, The Sacred Valley, will be published in 2014.


  Chapter One

  In weather like this, when the heat pressed like two thumbs against the temples and the song of the locusts entered the brain with a dangerously rapid pulsation, Marshall Sabin insisted that his wife should wear a hat whenever she went out into the sun. But this day he was off hunting fresh meat, and she could overlook his wishes. She disliked the wavering of the soft straw brim up and down across her eyes. He insisted that she wear moccasins, also, when she left the house, but her feet were as tough as an Indian’s, and she decided that she would go as she was.

  Still, she was a little uneasy, for even when her husband was far away, she felt the sternness of his eye upon her. That was why, when she picked up the bucket and climbed the eight steps from the floor of the dug-out house to the ground level, she paused at the top of them and ran her eye over the horizon with a thrill of childish fear and pleasure. Between the homestead and the edge of the world there was only the flat of the plain, with the shimmer and mist of heat waves rising up from it. It was not often that she let her eye run out to the horizon in this way, because the immensity of it shrank their domain of plowed land to a handful, so she turned her eye quickly to the cornfield, probing through the aisles and the dim shadows of it.

  She was tall, but some of the lofty heads she could not touch. Many of the big leaves were broken down, sun-yellowed, and they added a crisp note to the rustling, whenever the wind moved among the stalks. To her ear it was a sound richer than the noise of sweeping silks.

  Her three-year-old son, christened Lawrence, but forever to be called Rusty by his father because he had her own red hair, was out in the fenced pasture making friends with the calf, while the cow very wisely paid no heed to the child, but stood guard between her offspring and the big wolfish dog that sat at the bars. They had picked up the dog more than a year before, expressly as a playmate for Rusty, and they thought it amusing to name him Dusty.

  She smiled as she thought of the coupled names, but the smile went out when she considered what labor it had been to haul the wood for that fence from far, far down the creek, and then to dig in the summer-hardened ground. However, if one is to have corn land, the animals must be fenced away from it. Sometimes she yearned for the green Berkshire hills—yearned more than a sailor for the sea—but usually she felt in her body an excess of power that should be lavished on this hard land like water on the desert, until it bloomed and gave them wealth and ease.

  She went on down the path that her feet, chiefly, had worn toward the creek. A puff of wind blew a strand of her red hair loose and across her eyes, so she slid the bail of the bucket up to her elbow in order that she might put that lock in place under the thong that she wore, Indian-wise, around her head. Above the knot of her hair the thong was joined at the ends by a green scarab pin that was her only bit of jewelry. Her uncle, that man of wisdom and wide travels, had sent the pin to her from Egypt. Her husband so loved the green stone against the color of her hair that she had formed the habit of wearing it constantly.

  When she came to the bank of the creek, she looked down with a sigh at the shapeless flight of steps that had been cut into the ground, for it was a full thirty feet to the bottom, where the water was so thin a stream that it seemed barely sufficient to keep the pools full and fresh. The descent now was into the heat of an oven; the heat thrown back from the hard earth burned her skin so that she was glad, at last, to stand more than ankle deep in the water as she filled the bucket. There she remained for a moment, enjoying a breeze that somehow came wandering down between the sides of the ravine, carrying the song of a dove, monotonously contented.

  At the top she paused once more, but without putting down the pail. Even the touch of the hot wind was cool to her as it dried the sweat on her face, on her throat, on her body.

  She saw Rusty wandering toward the cornfield—forbidden ground—with the dog beside him. Moccasins and a pair of trousers were Rusty’s outfit, and she smiled at the sleek, sun-blackened little body. She would have been happier if he had been heavier of bone and jaw and brow, like his father, yet she rejoiced because he was so wholly her child. His eyes were her eyes—deep blue—and one day the sun-faded brows would be dark like hers. She knew that she was beautiful, and she knew that if God gave her son strength, he would be glorious, too.

  She went up the path toward the house. “Don’t go into the corn, Rusty!” she called.

  He turned to her, gloomily, his right hand gripping the fur on the back of the dog’s neck. Silently he watched her out of sight, and she was smiling as she entered the house, for she knew that in two minutes he would be twisting through the narrow corridors among the stalks. However, the dog always barked to give her warning, whenever Rusty went beyond the appointed bounds. Oh, let him forever pass the bounds. Let him leave this great, flat land and one day triumph in the cities of men.

  She had hardly put down the bucket of water when Dusty began to bark. And with the barking merged the scream of her son, wildly raised, continuing, pulsing, though not broken by the beat of his running feet. Is it a snake? Is it that other danger of which Marshall Sabin had dared to speak to me only once?

  On the table lay the revolver that he had freshly loaded before he left. She caught it up as she leaped through the doorway and up the steps. It was the end. It was that second danger which, as Marshall Sabin had carefully explained, must be death for her.

  Here, and there, and there, they broke out from the tall ranks of the corn. The sun burned hot on the red bronze of their bodies; the war paint had turned their faces into goblin masks; their yelling ran needle-wise through her brain.

  Behind Rusty sprang a feathered chief. She could see the anticipation in his grin as his left hand reached for the boy and his right hand raised his rifle as a club. Rusty, seeing her, screamed more loudly still, and threw out his arms.

  She was perfectly calm; she was as steady of hand and mind as if these had been figures in a book, figures invented by the loose imagination of some writer. As she steadied the revolver with both hands, she heard a frantic outburst of yelling, but that was no matter. Rusty was right in the line of her fire, but that was no matter either. She had to strike her target, and so she struck it. The feathered chief behind Rusty, as she pulled the trigger, leaped into the air with a hand clapped to his wounded face. Then he dropped to one knee and leveled his rifle.

  Little Rusty, at the same instant, tumbled headlong. She got to him, somehow, scooped him up. To her, just then, he seemed to weigh nothing. She could have carried him in the grip of one hand, by the hair of the head, and with the other hand she could have fought her way.

  She was at the head of the steps when the bullet struck her, but she would not fall. She got safely down into the house, before she collapsed in a corner. Dusty stood over her, trying to lick her face, and the boy was screaming again.

  “Mommy, I’m hurt! Mommy, I’m hurt! Look, Mommy! Mommy, I’m bleeding! I’m bleeding!”

  On the sod of the steps outside she heard two muffled footfalls, like the steps of a heavy cart, so she stretched out the right arm, with the gun gripped hard, aiming at the door of buffalo hide. When it opened, she fired at the sun flash on the naked copper of the Indian’s body. He lurched on in, falling. He fell all the way across the room, dropping his rifle and striking his head and shoulders with frightful force against the opposite side wall. Then he slumped sidelong on his face.

  No more Indians tried to break through the open door, but she could hear the beat of their feet on the top of the house. The solid little mud building shuddered under the impacts.

  She sat up, making three distinct efforts.

  “Poor little Rusty,” she said, when she saw that the bullet that had driven through her own body had also scratched his shoulder. She wanted to take him in her arms, but she could not endure the thought of pressing him into the blood that streamed from her breast. It ran down into her lap so fast that it made a pool there.

  “Poor Rusty . . . poor darling lamb,” she said.

  The dog began to howl like a wolf.

  “Mommy! Mommy! Look, look!” screamed Rusty, pointing, dancing with ecstatic terror.

  She looked with dull eyes in the direction he indicated and saw the wounded Indian rising from the floor to one hand and one knee. He was naked, except for moccasins and breechclout, and she knew by the shaking of his muscles and the glare of his eye that the last of his life went into the effort of drawing back his knife to throw.

  The mother in her saw that he was only a boy, smooth-bodied, supple. Looking down the sights of the revolver, she saw the poising of the knife, but she could not fire. She could only watch the pumping of the blood from his breast, and how it foamed on the floor. She thought vaguely that that was how this great, burning land was enriched for habitation—by the rubbing out of life in labor, and by the pouring forth of life and blood.

  Then the knife struck the floor with a shivering note of music, as though a gong had been struck at almost infinite distance. The Indian boy slumped to the earth. Yet he continued to reach for the knife, a tremor running through his body, and he put his face against the ground and was still.

  Dusty sat down beside the dead Indian boy, pointed his nose rigidly at the unseen sky, and began to howl. It seemed to Kate Sabin that all the rest could be endured except the outcry of the dog.

  She was in a stupor, from which a sense of unfulfilled duty pulled her back toward consciousness. She looked dully around her at the table that Marshall Sabin had made with so much care, at the broad-bladed hoes that had flashed and chimed so many hours in the cornfield, at the little hanging shelf on which stood copies of the Bible, Uncle Tom’s Cabin, and Robinson Crusoe. She had hardly opened the Bible, except to record in the flyleaf the day and the hour when she, unaided, and with her own body and hands alone, had brought forth to life a man-child. This present pain of her dying, she realized, was far less than that agony had been.

  There was a faint hope that this sun-blackened mite of a child would be spared, since the tribesmen sometimes adopted male children. If only she could dress him in his suit of clothes, crowd his feet into the shoes, brush his hair. Knowing that she had no strength for this, she pulled the thong from about her head and hung around his neck the green scarab. She prayed that in the eyes of the Indians the little green scarab might be a token of a great chief.

  If only the howling of the dog could be hushed.

  Rusty’s eyes were as round and white in his brown face as the eyes of a Negro baby, and he had stopped crying. From outside, she heard the voice of a man, running toward the house and crying out in the Indian tongue some name or question, in a frantic note of grief. She could understand that, also, for there are not many sons in the teepee of a brave—and the dead boy was lying yonder.

  She was seeing all this so dimly that she knew death was close. In her right hand was the revolver, with the muzzle pressed under her left breast.

  “Rusty,” she said, taking him in her arms, “they are coming . . . lots of Indians. But they won’t hurt you if you’re brave, and stand straight. Darling, kiss me . . . love me.”

  He flung his arms around her neck and strained at her with all his might. If those had been the mighty hands of Marshall Sabin, it seemed to her that even now the outflow of her life might be stopped. But there was only the howling, the dreadful howling of the dog—the outcry of the Indian who was running swiftly toward the house—the voice of her son moaning at her ear.

  “Mommy, Mommy, don’t go away from me. . . .”

  What instinct told the boy that she was going away beyond call—forever? It seemed to her then that she wanted only one thing, and that was to see the face of the first Indian who entered the house, so that she could offer the boy to him with a gesture of supplication. But she dared not wait, because Marshall Sabin had told her that, even though a woman was near death, she was not safe from these Indians. So she pressed her face between Rusty’s neck and shoulder, kissed his soft flesh, and then pulled the trigger of the revolver as Marshall Sabin had taught her to pull it, with the squeeze of the entire hand.


  Chapter Two

  Rusty Sabin, at eighteen, rode his horse behind Spotted Antelope up a ravine in the Black Hills. Although it was late summer, the water still ran strongly down the gorge, sometimes roaring like a wind, sometimes echoing from the walls like human voices. To Rusty Sabin, who knew himself only as Red Hawk, those voices rang with anger and reproaches, for there was wrath, he knew, in the heart of the Cheyenne who had adopted him. He had known it for years, and when he had asked Bitter Root, his foster mother, what could be in the mind of the brave, she would answer: “A wise man speaks only once, and not to a child.”

  However, he was about to pass from boyhood to manhood, since he must endure the torment and make the sacrifice of blood tomorrow. Therefore he knew that Spotted Antelope was about to speak, at last, and in respectful fear he had been riding ten strides behind the Indian.

  When they came to a place where the ravine made an elbow turn, Spotted Antelope dismounted and hobbled his horse, and Red Hawk immediately did the same. It was nearing sunset, but the midsummer day was close and hot, so that when the gray old Indian gathered his buffalo robe close about him it was plainly no more than a gesture of ceremonial dignity. He pointed a shrouded arm toward a place where the current whirled in a deep pool, making itself smooth with speed.

  “Purify yourself with water,” said Spotted Antelope, “and afterward I shall purify you with smoke. My son, you have made me unhappy, and now we are about to pray before the entrance to the Sacred Valley.”

  For some ordeal, Red Hawk had been nerving himself, but his breast grew hollow when he heard this name, for it was at the entrance to the Sacred Valley that Sweet Medicine, the hero who brought the buffalo to the Cheyennes, had last been seen by men. The foolish tribe had driven him out and had hunted him far away until, as he came to this gorge, before their eyes he had grown as tall as the clouds. His laughter had rolled from the sky, over the heads of his pursuers, and with one gesture of his hand he had broken from the rocky wall a vast pillar and left it leaning, ready to fall on any who ventured near. Now, at last, the warriors understood what manner of man he was. And stretching out their hands, they called to him like children to a father.

  The boy was full of awe of that legend as he pulled off his leggings, his moccasins, his breechclout, until there remained on him only a green scarab that was fastened about his neck by a leather thong. Part of his name had come from it, from that talisman, for among the mysterious figures inscribed on the underside of the beetle there was a clearly drawn hawk. The other half of his name he took from his dark red hair, the long braids of which he now wound tightly around his head, and fastened.

  He tried the cold of the water and its force with his foot. Physically he was not true to the brawny Cheyenne type, who is the giant of the plains, although he was perfectly made for speed of hand and foot. Strength had been given him where it would best serve, and about ankle, knee, and wrist the tendons were fitted close and neatly rounded off.

  He looked at the obscure and shimmering bronze of his image as he leaned over the pool, his arms extended, his palms turned down, while he prayed: “Underwater People, be good to me . . . and remember that I have sacrificed two good knives and an eagle feather to you.” Then he dived in, shooting himself out from the verge with a strong thrust of his legs. The currents were serpents that coiled on his body and caught at his hands, his knees, his feet. He went blind with effort before his hand touched a rock and he could draw himself, shining and panting, from the stream.

  His father, in the meantime, had raised from a bit of tinder a small welter of flame. When Red Hawk had whipped most of the water from his body, he stood near the fire into which Spotted Antelope was sprinkling sweet grass. Of the smoke he took imaginary handfuls and passed them slowly over his naked son, while the fragrance entered the nostrils of Red Hawk. It made him feel much better, and his heart grew lighter. He seemed to cast off evil and become a truer Cheyenne upon whom perhaps the eye of the mystical Sweet Medicine might fall with pleasure.

  When this ceremony ended, Spotted Antelope led the way onward, very slowly, for that is the way a man should walk when he wants the spirits to see his whole heart laid bare.

  Thrice he paused, and at the fourth halt Red Hawk dropped without command to his knees, for they had passed the elbow turn of the ravine and he saw before him the entrance gate of the Sacred Valley. Red Hawk’s mind conceived a form that extended to the sky and rested one hand on the leaning stone. He fell on his face, groaning.

  After that, he dared not move. He had bruised his knees and elbows; the rock was cold against his belly, but he only ventured to open his eyes slowly, in order to see that his father—be his name praised!—had not left him alone in this dreadful place. Spotted Antelope now sat cross-legged, tamping the tobacco into his pipe with four ceremonial pressures of his thumb. With four gestures he stroked the stem of the pipe, fitted it to the bowl, and lighted the tobacco with a coal that he had brought from the fire of purification. Therefore it was sacred smoke he drew at, his withered cheeks pulling into great hollows as he puffed. Now he blew a breath to the ground, a breath to the sky, four breaths to the four corners of the world, and a last cloud of smoke toward the gate of the Sacred Valley.

  The old man prayed: “Underground Listeners, be quiet long enough to hear me. Listeners Above, take pity on me. Sweet Medicine, I am asking not for horses or buffalo or scalps, but only honor for my son. If I have done bad things, I have already been punished. You know that Short Lance was my son, and that a woman killed him . . . but, after she died, I would not take her scalp because I saw a male child. He stood straight . . . he was not afraid . . . I took him home and gave him to my squaw. I knew that the spirits had taken away one son to punish me, but they had given me another because they did not wish to break my heart.

  “I began to be glad. Red Hawk was both bold and happy. Soon he was the swiftest runner among the boys, and he could live in the water like a fish. The wild horses could not fling him from their backs. But I grew unhappy, for he left my teepee too often and sat beside the white man, Lazy Wolf, the interpreter and hunter, learning the tongue of the white man until he had two speeches . . . and is it not hard enough to make one tongue talk straight? Also, from Lazy Wolf he learned the same evil laziness of lying for hours looking at the fire as though it were herds of buffalo in a time of famine.

  “In our proper ways, in practicing the scalp dance and in the sham battles he took no delight, and at the fighting with wooden knives among the boys, he smiled. Still, he laughed much, and talked much among the women and with the white man, and for three seasons he has shrunk from the initiation and the sacrifice of blood without which he can never go on the warpath or be a man.

  “For these reasons I am sad, and I bring him here to your feet, Sweet Medicine, asking you why my own son was taken from me, when he had become a man, and why this son was given to me, who seems to be a woman? His foot is swift and his hand is sure. In wrestling he throws all the young men by the force of many cunning devices, but let him now hunger for glory and a good name, and for the shedding of blood.

  “Have pity on me, Sweet Medicine. I have tried to be a good man. I have taken scalps and sacrificed some of them. I have made a scalp shirt . . . there are ceremonial paintings on my lodge. And now that I am old and my horse herd shrinks and my hands weaken, let Red Hawk bring riches and triumph back to my teepee again.”

  With this the old man ended by pressing his hands to the ground, raising them to the sky, and extending them finally to the entrance gate of the Sacred Valley.

  “Stand!” his father suddenly commanded Red Hawk, and the young man rose slowly to his feet. “Pray,” said Spotted Antelope.

  Before the eyes of Red Hawk there was no longer the glimmering vision of the giant between earth and sky. He wanted to pray that he should be given victory in war, many scalps, and, above all, the counting of coups. But all he could find to say was: “Sweet Medicine, give me whatever is in your heart to give to a Cheyenne.”

  He had barely finished speaking, his hands were still outstretched when Spotted Antelope fell to the earth with a great cry.

  Red Hawk saw a miracle performed before his eyes. A great night owl sailed out past the leaning pillar. The boy fell flat beside his foster father, and close above him he heard the pinions in the air like the whisper of an unknown word.

  Afterward, with the cold of his dread still working in his spinal marrow like worms of ice, he heard the broken, gasping voice of his father muttering: “Give thanks, my son. For this give thanks. Your prayer has been heard. Oh, son of my lodge, Sweet Medicine has heard your prayer and come forth to you.”


  Chapter Three

  The darkness was coming down when they returned to their horses, and the voices from the distant cataract in the Sacred Valley followed them down the lower canon. Red Hawk had not been allowed to dress. He had to keep his clothes in a bundle, all the way back through the hills until they came to the ring of plain in which the camp was pitched.

  The moon was up now, silvering the white new teepees. Through the entrances the rosy firelight made a step or two into the night.

  Spotted Antelope, swathed to the ears in his robe, went on slowly, while the boy followed at a little distance. He knew that for his foster father the world had been new-made, and in himself he seemed to feel the working of a new spirit, a transfiguring glory that could not be far away.

  They went not to their own lodge, but to that of Running Elk, the great medicine man. Mysterious fumes of sweetness were rising from the fire in his teepee; the two squaws were at some bead-work in the firelight, and Running Elk rose on the farther side of the lodge to greet his guests. He was a tall, bent man, his long face placidly cruel and smiling with age. When he heard the story of the apparition of the owl, he made them sit down and smoke a ceremonial pipe with him, his low-lidded eyes constantly fixed on the boy. At last he spoke these words: “It was truly Sweet Medicine. If he came out in kindness, then Red Hawk shall be so great that he can pull the rain down out of the sky and raise the buffalo from the ground for the Cheyennes. If he came in anger, then all the tribe will be shamed by Red Hawk and every father will give thanks that he has not such a son.”

  After that they walked to their own lodge, Red Hawk still naked. But no one looked at him, because it was clear, from the swathed form of the father and the bare skin of the son, that a ceremony was going forward or a vow being performed. Not until they had come into their own teepee, not until Spotted Antelope with trembling hands and a cloud of smoke from sweet grass had purified his scalp shirt, his shield of painted bull’s hide, Bitter Root, his squaw, his own person, and the clothes of Red Hawk, did he permit his son to dress again.

  The big face of the squaw, sodden, wrinkled, loosened by time, turned slowly from one of them to the other, as she sat cross-legged; she knew better than to ask a question. Red Hawk went to the great pot where buffalo meat simmered over the fire night and day, and would have helped himself, but his father forbade him.

  Then, in phrases that were separated by moments of hard breathing, Spotted Antelope told his squaw what had happened, and what interpretation had been placed upon it by Running Elk. She, when she had heard, covered her face with a robe, as a decent woman should do when she hears of a mystery.

  After a time, Spotted Antelope left the teepee. Bitter Root came to the seated boy and put her hands on his head, while her guttural voice prayed: “Let the scalps of the Pawnees, oh, Underground Listeners, oh, Listeners Above . . . let the scalps of Pawnees hang from the center pole and dry above our fire.” She had not turned her thoughts to glory or riches, for Bitter Root was a practical woman.

  When she in turn was gone, Red Hawk leaned against a feathered backrest for a time, gloomily. His stomach raged for the food that had been forbidden. He thought of unrolling his bed and lying down to sleep. Instead, he suddenly found himself on the way to the teepee of Lazy Wolf.

  At this season of the year, Lazy Wolf’s teepee was different from the others. In the winter the white man might use a regular lodge of the skins of buffalo cows, unless he left the tribe and went to live alone in a forest cabin through the cold season. But in the summer he used a strong, light canvas that was but a tenth of the weight of the hides, and therefore wonderfully portable.

  The firelight glimmered through its frailer texture as Red Hawk stopped outside the entrance flap. The cheerful voice of Lazy Wolf called him in at once.

  “Hau,” said Red Hawk as he stood on the threshold with raised hand.

  “Hau,” said Lazy Wolf.

  As usual, he reclined on a heap of buffalo robes, with a book resting on his stomach. A lantern gave him light. It was fed with a strange, treble-refined fat that was odorless, and the flame was protected by a stretched, transparent membrane. Red Hawk had seen the contrivance many times before, but it remained a great marvel, and a strong evidence of medicine.

  Blue Bird, the daughter of the white man, merely turned and smiled at the visitor. She had hair and eyes as dark as those of her Cheyenne mother, but the hair was like wavering silk, and she had that olive complexion that is easily illumined. To Red Hawk, she was the chief miracle to be found in the teepee of Lazy Wolf, and, because he feared her, he always joked a good deal when she was near.

  She was stirring the meat pot over the central fire. It was not such a huge affair as that which appeared in the lodges of the Cheyennes, and in this summer weather merely a handful of flames was maintained beneath it, but out of that smaller cauldron there came savors more varied and pleasant than the greasy, eternal smell of stewing back-fat and dried buffalo meat. Unless the sensitive nostrils of Red Hawk betrayed him, the flesh of small birds was seasoning and softening in that pot. He turned, half faint with hunger.

  “Sit down by me,” said Lazy Wolf, turning on one elbow, but not enough to disturb the comfort of his fat paunch on which he laid his open book, face down. “Sit down here and tell me the news of your ride.” He pushed a pair of spectacles up on his forehead and looked at Red Hawk with his misty blue eyes. He began to comb his beard. He never shaved himself clean; he merely shaped, from time to time, the hair that grew on his face, trimming it to a point below the chin. All day long his fat fingers would be curling and uncurling it. Truly he had earned his name of Lazy Wolf, for he never bestirred himself except to hunt a little, now and then. He rarely went to the feasts, took small part in the ceremonies, and, above all, would never go on the warpath.

  He was valued by the Cheyennes, however, for three important reasons. One was that he was a perfect interpreter and a shrewd trader in their behalf. Another was that in time of winter famines his accuracy at long range made his rifle worth more in getting meat than all the guns and arrows of the tribe. Finally, when on two occasions the Pawnees had found the camp stripped of its young warriors and had tried to rush it, the guns of the white man had seemed to be everywhere. That was why they dealt out to him his full name of Lazy Wolf. He was prized, revered, and at the same time despised by all the Cheyennes.

  Red Hawk sat down against a backrest and lounged. He pulled out a long, heavy knife and began to spin it in the air, so that it came down on its point, almost always with the first try. No man among the Cheyennes could rival him in that clever trick. He did it with an air of indifference, but, when his eyes rose following the flash and spin of the blade, they always flicked aside a trifle in the hope of finding admiration or wonder in the eyes of the girl. However, as usual, she was a disappointment; she seemed to regard his knife work as no more than so many conventional gestures of the hand.

  “There is not a great deal for me to tell, Lazy Wolf,” said Red Hawk. “What has happened in the camp?”

  “There is not a great deal for me to tell, either,” said Lazy Wolf, smiling a little. “But the three braves who went toward the western mountains still have not come back, and people are saying that Wind Walker may have met them.”

  “Could Wind Walker kill three Cheyenne braves?” asked the boy, staring.

  “He’s done it before,” answered Lazy Wolf. “He has twenty-five scalps to his credit, people say.”

  “You, Lazy Wolf, are a white man,” said Red Hawk angrily.

  “So are you.” The other smiled.

  “But my heart is all red!” exclaimed the boy.

  “Good!” cried Blue Bird, and he thought that the fire could not light her eyes as much as they shone now with her smiling.

  “Besides,” said Lazy Wolf, “I have seen the scalps and have talked to Wind Walker.”

  “Without aiming your rifle at his heart?” cried Red Hawk.

  “You have to understand what I’ve told you before,” said Lazy Wolf. “I am only a Cheyenne while I’m in their camp. But if it makes you any happier, I’ll tell you that Wind Walker hates me because I stay with the tribe, and therefore I can’t like him very well. As a matter of fact, I went to see him in the hope that I could find out why he spends his life hunting down the tribe.”

  “And why?” demanded the boy.

  “Because he happened to have a wife who was murdered by the Cheyennes . . . there’s the only reason. Some white men put a value on women. Not I . . . but some white men like their wives and daughters better than herds of horses and hundreds of scalps.” He laughed and looked at the girl. “Give Red Hawk some food,” said Lazy Wolf to her.

  “My father says that I should fast,” answered the boy.

  “In your father’s lodge, therefore, you ought not to eat. But this is a different teepee, and I can see by the way your nostrils tremble when the steam of the pot blows to them that you’re starving. Blue Bird, give him some of that stew.”

  Her lips and her eyes parted for a moment before she could cry out: “No! Spotted Antelope has given commands.”

  “In his own lodge. But this lodge is mine,” said Lazy Wolf. “Bring him some food!”

  She brought two bowls, one filled with a stiff mash of cold boiled corn and the other with the stew, then she retreated, walking backward, her eyes fixed on Red Hawk so that he actually seemed to feel them, like the touch of a hand.

  Suppose he should so much as look at the food, how would he sink in her esteem to the level of a blasphemous character, a disobedient son? So he turned his head toward Lazy Wolf, saying: “What is the white name of Wind Walker?”

  “Marshall Sabin,” said the other. “He is a big man, my lad. Not young, now . . . a good forty-five years old, I should say. But he is as tough as ash and oak. By his hands and his jaw and his eyes you can see that he’s a man-killer. Some of your warrior Cheyennes are bigger men, and younger . . . but I wouldn’t gamble on their chances if he managed to get a grip on them. Are you wasting that good food, you hungry coyote?” Lazy Wolf smiled. He was always smiling, making light of the most sacred of the Cheyenne customs, which was the reason that old Running Elk and some of the other famous makers of medicine hated him with a special fervor.

  “I think of my father,” said the boy uneasily.

  “Then I shall take the food away,” broke in the girl, hurrying across the lodge.

  “No, let it alone,” commanded Lazy Wolf. “Perhaps he’ll change his mind. And now that he’s about to become a man, it’s good for him to endure temptation.” The father began to badger her, saying: “If she obeys her husband as well as she wants you to obey your father, she’ll make a fine squaw for one of the bucks. And she’s fifteen, Red Hawk. High time that she should marry and let me make a little profit on her. There was Crazy Bull, only this morning, who tied eight horses outside my lodge.

  “But I had to let him take them away again. And yet there were eight of those horses against the girl . . . and they were good ponies, too, the pick of his herd. Crazy Bull spread out enough bright beads to cover three suits of clothes. But I had to let those go, too, because when I looked at Blue Bird, she was making faces.”

  “Crazy Bull is a very strong brave,” said Red Hawk. “True, he has a broken nose . . . but he is a great hunter. He has a good many children in his lodge, but he has three old squaws to take care of them. You should marry Crazy Bull, Blue Bird.”

  “I would,” answered the girl, “but I can’t leave my father with no woman to take care of him.”

  “Tut, tut,” said Lazy Wolf. “I would have a good handy squaw in the lodge in no time . . . a thorough worker, and one who never tires of dressing hides, carrying water, cooking, sewing on beads, making arrows, molding bullets. One with hands that are busy all day long. There’s Grass Woman, for instance, who has gone back to her father since Wind Walker met her husband, one bright day. For one horse . . . for a colt, even . . . I think I could buy her. And she’s the proper type . . . built close to the ground, and able to bear burdens. She would never waste her time making dresses of white doeskin that fit her body to the hips as though she had dipped herself in water . . . and all for the sake of honoring the initiation day of a boy . . . a mere long-legged, time-wasting boy named Red Hawk.”

  Red Hawk sat up and looked at the girl, at the white doeskin dress that held the roundness of her body as the skin holds a fruit, and then flared out in a wide skirt of many folds. It was true, he suddenly realized, that she was fifteen and marriageable, according to the Cheyenne custom. She was looking at her father with a quiet eye, darkened by anger, but the flush began to run up her throat and over her face.

  “Lazy Wolf will still be talking,” she said, “but talking won’t raise the sun.”

  “Look Red Hawk in the eye, if you dare,” said Lazy Wolf. “Look him in the eye if you can, and tell him that the dress was not made in honor of his day.”

  She turned her head toward the boy, but, before their eyes met, she gave up with a faint cry and ran out of the lodge.

  Red Hawk sprang to his feet, remembered himself, and sat down, trembling.

  Lazy Wolf continued to stare, rather gloomily, toward the entrance flap, but he said: “Now eat, my son . . . and tell me what is in your mind.”

  Red Hawk hesitated. He wanted very much to follow the wishes of his father, but the advice of Lazy Wolf swayed him like a wind, and just now a special fragrance rose to him from the delicious stew. Instantly his grasp was on the bowl.


  Chapter Four

  Much contentment in his belly. He washed his hands, filled a pipe, without ceremony, and smoked it in long, slow puffs. He told his friend the story of the day. When he had finished with the prophecy of Running Elk, such an awe came over him that he shuddered, unable to lift his eyes from the ground. Then he heard the careless voice of Lazy Wolf.

  “The twilight, of course, is the proper time for an owl to go out hunting . . . and you were in front of the valley gates just at sunset. That owl was not the spirit of Sweet Medicine. He was just a big hungry stomach that was thinking neither of Red Hawk nor of Spotted Antelope, but of field mice and rabbits or anything else he could get into his maw.”

  The heart of Red Hawk fell. “I was brave because the owl flew over me, but now I’m afraid again,” he said. “Yet there was a spirit in the bird. His wings stretched farther than across the floor of this lodge. His eyes were golden balls of fire. His wings whispered as he slid over my head and said a word.”

  “Well,” said Lazy Wolf, “if the flying of that owl gives you any comfort for tomorrow, keep on believing in it. Are you afraid of the blood sacrifice, my lad?”

  Red Hawk half closed his eyes. He realized that the answer was a thing that he could never endure to speak to any Cheyenne, but it was easy to confess even shameful truths to this man. Therefore he gasped: “I am afraid. I think I could stand the cutting of my flesh, even with the notched knives, and the tying of the ropes into my body. But when I think of how they must be torn out again, I am sick.”

  “I would be, too,” said this surprising hero and vagabond.

  “You? Even you?” exclaimed Red Hawk. “But you are a white man! Only your name is Indian.”

  “At least,” said Lazy Wolf, “there are a few brave men among the whites . . . like Wind Walker. He is brave exactly as the Cheyennes are. You remember when he was captured once and tortured, they could not make him stop cursing them and daring them. Yet before the soldiers broke through the camp and saved him, he had been hanging on the pole for two hours. He is brave like the Indians . . . he takes scalps like them . . . and he loves blood as they do. But there are no white men who have ever gone through the blood sacrifice that you’re going to make in order to prove that you’re able to be a man and a warrior. Every white man in the world would have disgust up his nostrils and in his bowels at the mere thought of giving his body to be tormented.”

  The flame of the fire leaped for the last time. Red Hawk, puzzled, merely said: “For the white face and the white mind there is one world . . . but when the heart is red, there is another.” He stood up, for suddenly he wanted to be away from this lodge before he had to endure again the quizzical smile of Lazy Wolf.
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