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Magpie’s Blanket is a story about the harrowing survival of a young Cheyenne woman, as well as the power of healing. Her fictional story is couched within the appalling historical facts of the massacre of a peaceful band of Cheyenne led by Mo’ohtavetoo’o, Black Kettle, a peacekeeper and diplomat of the highest order.


This is also a personal story because I am a direct descendant of a survivor Homa’oestaa’e, called White Buffalo Woman. She was my great-grandmother, the grandmother of my father, Mo’ehno’hamemeo’o, Horse Road, and the mother of his father, Vovo’hase’hame’e, Spotted Horse. Another survivor was my other great-grandmother, Vister, the grandmother of my mother, Day Woman, whose father was Deer. For me, any day is a good time to remember the past, to be thankful for today, and to create understanding for a better tomorrow.


There are many accounts of the massacres and atrocities committed against the Cheyenne at Sand Creek and at the Washita. These accounts are generally written by men and focus on failed treaties, military campaigns and skirmishes, and the men who waged them. Yet none tell the story from a young woman’s or child’s perspective, though it was primarily these individuals who were affected most by the attacks.


My great-grandmothers never forgot the horror of the slaughter of these murderous assaults. Cheyenne people remember and will always remember the Washita Massacre, just as they will never forget the massacre at Sand Creek. Those two events are real to us and are a part of our blood, just as they are close in memory. No one can change what happened at those places. History cannot be changed. However, we can learn lessons in promoting positive international treaty relations and interpersonal relations.


These two brave-hearted Cheyenne women lived in a tumultuous time fraught with peacekeeping intentions, which somehow resulted in an ever-shrinking land base. We think White Buffalo Woman was born in what was then Wyoming Territory. Her headstone in the Hammon Indian Mennonite Cemetery states she was born in 1853. She was a respected midwife who “caught many a baby” in her strong hands with long fingers. Much like the country doctor of the times, she made house calls in a wagon and horses driven by her son. She also had good horse medicine and was a recognized healer of horses, which were significant to “horse culture” people.


It is said White Buffalo Woman was born two years after the great Horse Creek Treaty to a Cheyenne father, Eagle Mann, and part-Sioux mother by the name of Red Bead. The family belonged to the Wotapio band, which the older people called the Cheyenne-Sioux Band. The band name was actually a Sioux word that meant “eaters,” or some say “those who eat with the Sioux.” The Wotapio were known for their exceptional tipis, equally first-rate possessions, and fine horse herds.


They moved with the buffalo on lands guaranteed by the Horse Creek Treaty, which straddled parts of Wyoming, Nebraska, Colorado, and Kansas. A flood of emigrants was flowing across their hunting territories. The Cheyenne called them ve’ho’e, which ironically is the same word for spider.


In the meantime Black Kettle, a So’taa’e man and member of the Elk Horn Scrapers warrior society, married Medicine Woman Later, a woman from the Wotapio band. As was customary, he joined her people. Following the death of Bear Feather in 1854, Black Kettle became his successor as chief of the Wotapio band, thus becoming a member of the Council of Forty-Four chiefs, established by the Cheyenne prophet Motse’eoeve, Sweet Medicine.


Vister was a contemporary of White Buffalo Woman, and they were born at a challenging time in tribal history. Vister was a teenager when the massacre at Sand Creek took place. My mother would recount her story, and she said when Vister recalled the Sand Creek attack she would talk of the immense sense of security and safety she felt as they settled in that night before the onslaught. However, the dawn brought terror when they were surprised by the vicious attack by Colonel Chivington, in which he ordered his men to take no prisoners.


Vister told of her uncle coming to her with a pony and placing her on it; he told her to flee and smacked the hindquarters of the horse. Instead, she looked for her younger brother. She located him and dashed toward him, and pulled him up behind her as bullets were flying all around them. As they raced away, one bullet found its mark and lodged in her calf.


As the children fled from the surrounded camp, Black Kettle congregated some members of his band around his lodge, from which a large American flag and a smaller white flag fluttered from a tall lodgepole; nevertheless, the bloodbath continued unabated, with no sign of mercy or compassion. When the firing ceased, more than 137 lay dead, of whom only twenty-eight were men; the remainder was helpless women and children.


Vister and her brother escaped on horseback, yet my great-grandmother White Buffalo Woman most likely survived by running with her family to the sandy banks above the river, and along with others digging, with her bare hands, a makeshift bunker. A few of the Cheyenne men had weapons and defended the women and children in this bunker. A member of Black Kettle’s band, White Buffalo Woman was but a child of eleven on that fateful morning of November 29, 1864. After Sand Creek, until the day she died, she always slept with her moccasins on.


John Smith, an interpreter, described the atrocities in his testimony before a US congressional committee: “All manner of depredations were inflicted on their persons; they were scalped, their brains knocked out; the men used their knives, ripped open women, clubbed little children, knocked them in the head with their guns, beat their brains out, mutilated their bodies in every sense of the word.” To escape this violence, Black Kettle fled south from Sand Creek in Colorado to what is now Oklahoma. Black Kettle’s peaceful efforts proved futile.


Four years later, White Buffalo Woman’s village was again brutally massacred, this time on the banks of the Washita River. As she had previously, White Buffalo Woman ran and once again she survived. Just as they had at Sand Creek, some of her tribe perished on the banks of the river, including Black Kettle and his wife.


One hundred years later, during a reenactment of the Washita Massacre, an impromptu reconciliation took place. This rarely reported reconciliation resulted in the repatriation of a Washita Massacre victim’s bones and helped lay to rest animosities between the Southern Cheyenne and the Grandsons of the Seventh Cavalry—the descendants of those who had killed Black Kettle and his people. Gifts were exchanged. In Cheyenne tradition, a blanket was given.


As Cheyenne people, we can rejoice over the fact that the Cheyenne way of life was not extinguished in 1864, 1868, or since ve’ho’e contact. We continue to maintain our annual traditional ceremonies, and the Council of Forty-Four still functions as the traditional government. Reconciliation and the concepts of restorative justice and peacemaking are key components of the Cheyenne cultural belief system. We remember the teachings of Sweet Medicine, and even though the bison have disappeared as he said they would, we are resilient, we adapt and carry on.


Henrietta Mann, PhD
President, Cheyenne & Arapaho Tribal College
Weatherford, Oklahoma





Introduction
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A peace chief stands on a knoll overlooking a gentle river. The waters stream around the base of low hills covered with early grass, and through large stands of cottonwood trees greening with growth. The wind blows fiercely as it often does in Oklahoma.


The peace chief turns and sings to the four sacred directions. His words lift high into the air and then, floating back down, settle into his heart. He pauses. Then he speaks. His voice is quiet, but it carries power, and the small gathering of people leaning against the wind listen intently. Each recognizes the eloquence of the storyteller, the significance of the story.


This is not our story to tell. It belongs to the Southern Cheyenne and the Grandsons of the Seventh Cavalry, those whose ancestors were involved in the historical events depicted in these pages.


This is our story to tell. Unlike so many stories about the Plains Indians and the white invasion, this story ends not only in bloodshed and violence. Ultimately, it ends in a difficult and lasting healing ceremony. This story speaks of a deliberate creation of peace between two people who had long been enemies.


This story has circled through the generations. It is a story retold from oral accounts passed from grandparents to children. As with all stories for the ages, each generation must discover for themselves the narrative’s power and relevance.


This story is for all of us to tell and tell it we should.





PART ONE



1868 and 1864
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Chapter One
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Washita, 1868


THE SKY SWALLOWED the sun, wrapping the yellow orb’s brilliance in moody, slate-colored tones, pressing it down close to the earth and preventing it from arching high into the sky. Gradually the sun tired, faded, and the sky and earth became one color—the color of snow, the color of storms on the horizon. Magpie shivered in the icy cold as she petted the muzzle of her small cream-colored pony that was standing quietly near her tipi. “You’re looking a little thin. Were you warm last night? How’s the winter grass? We’re both foragers now, aren’t we?” Her pony nickered and shook her mane, as if responding to Magpie’s questions.


A group of young men had gathered across the circle from Magpie’s tipi. Big Hawk stood in the center of the group. A head taller than most of his companions, he was easy to spot. Magpie found herself watching him. He stood close to the others and they spoke in low tones. Some carried guns; others had bows strung across their backs. Behind them their fastest ponies stood untethered, saddled and ready. Magpie couldn’t hear them but she knew they were planning a hunt. She saw a few gestures and nods of approval. A decision had been made and the hunters quickly and silently left the circle. As Big Hawk mounted his pony, he saw Magpie. He raised his free hand in a friendly acknowledgment. Their eyes met and his glance shifted from friendship to something deeper and questioning. Suddenly self-conscious, Magpie lowered her gaze. When she looked up again all she saw was his long straight back as he led his companions, all on horseback, away from the camp. Magpie shook her head and muttered to her pony in frustration. “If he’s interested in courting me, why doesn’t he speak up? He doesn’t speak. He just looks.”


Magpie’s little sister, Cricket, poked her head through the door flap and grinned. “Does your pony speak Cheyenne or are you talking to yourself again?” she teased. Magpie smiled at her sister. “Always. It helps me think. Come on. Let’s go to the river. Our nahaa’e needs wood.” In response to Magpie’s voice, the pony twitched her ears in agreement and shook her mane as if to say, Yes, I’m ready. Let’s go. Cricket laughed at the pony. “You’re lucky your pony talks to you and the cold air doesn’t bother her. Can I ride her, please?”


“Sure. We’ll all go together. Toss out that dead water from our nahaa’e’s kettle. We’ll get fresh living water for the day.”


Cricket fetched the gleaming kettle and jumped bareback onto the pony, as graceful as a leaf floating onto a lazy stream. Magpie admired her little sister’s movements. Where Magpie was quick and decisive, Cricket was elegant and always took her time. Magpie often wished she had her little sister’s grace.


The pony, well trained and sensing adventure, waited attentively for Magpie’s direction. Her winter coat was rough and long and the breath from her nostrils hung in the cold air before fading away in soft wisps. Magpie thought about the cozy nest she had made during the night, deep within her buffalo robes, next to her sister. It had not been easy uncurling from those thick robes and crawling out into weather so frigid even the hard-packed bare earth inside the tipi crunched under her feet.


An empty cooking pot over dead coals had provoked Magpie out of the tipi and into the gray dawn. Her band needed firewood. Magpie’s band was made up of a small group of families. Together they followed the game trails during the summer and camped near rivers during the winter. Troubles with whites—the ve’ho’e, or Spider People—meant that hunters and warriors were few, almost as scarce on the plains as the game the men in Magpie’s band sought. Many of the older men had gone with Big Hawk’s uncle, Black Kettle, to talk to the ve’ho’e army men.


Magpie turned her pony toward her favorite foraging grounds, the grove of trees near the Washita River. The pony snorted and trotted through the snow. She knew where she was going. As Magpie led the pony with Cricket astride she found herself thinking once again about Big Hawk. He was of the same band, though not related. They were almost as close as kin. Now that he was a young man, it seemed Big Hawk no longer had time for her. Big Hawk was earning a reputation as a good hunter. Magpie anticipated that one day he would drop off meat, perhaps a buffalo head, by a young woman’s tipi, signaling that he was skilled enough to support a family and indicating his intention to marry. Magpie found herself thinking about him more than she wanted to. That look—what did it mean? Even though he was not related and could court her should he choose to, he was too close to her family. He was almost like a brother. She deliberately turned her thoughts to Black Kettle.


Black Kettle was like a grandfather to her. Magpie thought about how brave Black Kettle was and how honorable. Against the wishes of many Cheyennes, Black Kettle had signed treaties promising not to make trouble with the ve’ho’e. On how many treaties had he made his mark? Magpie wondered. “Perhaps now those Spider People will leave us alone. Perhaps now it will be safe to sleep without my moccasins on,” muttered Magpie to herself. At the sound of Magpie’s voice Cricket smiled and the pony snorted and twitched her ears.


Magpie led the pony down the slow rises of the Horseshoe Hills to the Washita River. The hills reminded Magpie of her camp’s traditional winter encampment along the Antelope Hills. The Antelope Hills were named for the graceful and quickly darting animals Magpie remembered as having been abundant when her band first came to the Washita to camp. Then, the animals had run freely on these hills and in great numbers. Once when walking on the hills, Magpie had stumbled upon two baby antelope, twins nestled side by side, not making a move in the protective grass cover. She had quickly apologized and excused herself, not wanting to harm the little ones. Now, just a few years later, the only things found on the Antelope Hills were bones. Dry, white bones. Ve’ho’e fur traders, who took only hides, and hunters, those who killed for pleasure, left the animals on the plains to rot. I wonder what I’ll find on these hills today, Magpie thought.


As she walked in front of the pony, the sun made one last stand, peeking out from behind heavy, dense clouds and ever so briefly transforming the softly sculpted, snow-covered gray hills to crystalline white. Magpie squinted against the shining snow. Then she slowed to a standstill, not quite believing her eyes. “Look.” She dropped the reins and pointed. There over the next ridge, on the opposite side of the river, was a trail. From where Magpie stood it looked like a path deeply rutted in the snow, possibly a trail made by wagons and horses. Were ve’ho’e around? What were they doing here? This could only mean one thing. If ve’ho’e were here, Magpie’s band would need to move closer to the other tribes. Alone along the Washita River the small band of families to which Magpie belonged were unprotected and vulnerable to attack. Magpie shivered again, this time from fear.


Now that she had spotted the trail, she walked faster and with determination. She grabbed the pony’s reins and, urging the animal along, plowed through the snow, her legs churning. Cricket rode mutely. She did not need Magpie to explain her motives. Both girls knew they would have to quickly gather wood and water and make it back to the protection of the camp. On this dull wintry day, as Magpie strode toward the tracks she remembered her name and drew strength from her naming story.
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Minutes after Magpie was born a bird walked boldly into her mother’s isolated birthing hut on the edges of the camp. Magpie’s mother giggled. Sage Woman was usually quiet and reticent, the kind of woman who fades into the background. But the bird’s antics were a relief after hours of labor and Sage Woman welcomed the unusual feathered visitor. At Sage Woman’s laughter Medicine Woman Later looked at her in surprise then straightened from her work where she had been tending a cooking pot over the fire.


At first Medicine Woman Later tried to gently encourage the bird out of the hut. “Shoo, shoo, Brother Magpie,” Medicine Woman Later gently coaxed. “There’s nothing for you here.” The bird seemed reluctant and kept looking at the new baby lying on Sage Woman’s slack belly. Finally, Medicine Woman Later, usually a patient woman, said pointedly, “Go away. What do you know about little babies?” She grabbed a blanket she had brought with her and swiped at the bird. The bird hopped forward. He seemed bold and unconvinced by Medicine Woman Later’s scolding. He pecked at a basketful of brightly colored beads that had been placed near Sage Woman’s feet. Sage Woman grinned at the bird.


“I mean it. Go away.” Medicine Woman Later swiped at him once again forcing him out of the hut but not before he had two beads firmly in his beak.


“What a pretty blanket. I like the bold colors.” Sage Woman reached for the blanket. She unfolded it and watched its stripes dance in the dim light of the hut. The vivid swathes of yellow and red were bisected by a bold black center stripe. Sage Woman ran her hand over the blanket and smiled. Medicine Woman Later was surprised at Sage Woman’s reaction. Sage Woman usually preferred muted colors and earth tones. Perhaps the new baby girl was speaking through her mother.


“You may have it,” Medicine Woman Later said. “Keep it as a gift from me for your new daughter. When she is a year old, we’ll honor her birth with a giveaway. After that she’ll have many blankets. Keep this one as her ‘first-year blanket,’ something to keep her warm until then.


“Let me see the child.” Medicine Woman Later fussed over and cuddled the baby. Then she began washing the infant. She had warmed water in her large copper kettle. She took a soft deerskin cloth and dipped it in the water. Sponging the baby with the wet cloth, she admired the newborn’s thick black hair and perfect tiny body. After she bathed the baby Medicine Woman Later massaged the baby’s skin with grease made of boiled-down buffalo fat. The grease protected the newborn’s skin. When the baby was covered head to toe in grease, Medicine Woman Later powdered the baby with a dusting of the prairie puffball, a mushroom commonly found on hillsides nearby. It had been dried and pounded into the finest flour. Finally, she swaddled the baby in an absorbent rabbit-fur diaper before tightly wrapping her, head to toe, in the colorful blanket. Then she gently placed the baby snuggly into a decorated cradleboard. Medicine Woman Later brought the infant to her mother, smiling in anticipation of being the young one’s nahaa’e, of helping her closest friend raise the girl-child in traditional Cheyenne ways.


“She is a healthy girl. Her umbilical cord will soon fall off. Have you finished beading her medicine pouch?” Medicine Woman Later asked Sage Woman.


Sage Woman smiled. “It is almost ready. That crazy bird stole some of the beads I wanted for it.” Sage Woman was proud of her new daughter but was reluctant to show it. She paused then noted, “She is such a good baby. She has yet to cry,”


“She is a true Cheyenne baby,” agreed Medicine Woman Later, glancing up from her work. “She does not whimper and we will never need to leave her in the bushes away from the camp until she learns to stop crying.”


The next day the magpie came back. The sun’s rays warmed the ground in a reverse weave pattern of the hut’s loosely constructed reed walls. Once again the bird hopped boldly inside, ruffling his black and brilliant blue wing feathers, his long dark iridescent tail bobbing up and down. He looked around, his sharp eyes seeming to take in everything in the dim light, like a ve’ho’e trader fingering buffalo robes for sale. What might he steal and fly away with today? Perhaps some porcupine quills? “Shoo, you crazy bird.” Medicine Woman Later picked up the blanket again. “You think you are the midwife? I am the midwife. You are a great helper but I know about babies. When you help birth babies, then you can come and visit. And when you come, make sure you bring an honor gift for the little one.” Medicine Woman Later scolded him, “No more stealing either.” The bird cocked his head at Medicine Woman Later and considered her speech. Then he hopped even closer to the baby, craning his head back and forth and looking inquisitively at her before nabbing a crumb of skillet bread in his beak and flying away. Sage Woman erupted in laughter at Medicine Woman Later. “He doesn’t listen to you,” she practically cawed at her friend. As Chief Black Kettle’s wife and a highly respected woman in her own right, Medicine Woman Later was used to having a voice in the camp and getting her way.


“Brother Magpie is like a Cheyenne Dog Soldier. He does what he wants,” the new mother observed.


The next day the bird came back again, but this time he was not alone. He brought his mate. The two birds cavorted in the hut, fanning their brilliant tail feathers, cooing and chortling. Sage Woman was ready to welcome the birds. She had put a few kernels of corn out for them. As she lay on layers of buffalo robes with the baby snuggled against the small of her back, the birds hopped nearer. She sat up and told the birds, “I know you keep visiting to make sure our little daughter will be well loved. Believe me, I will be a very good mother to your little Magpie. See, her eyes are dark and fierce, just like yours. She is intelligent and quick. She will be a helper to the Tsitsistas—the People—just like you are, Magpie Bird. The People are grateful for your help. Because of you, the Tsitsistas eat meat and not grass. I am a quiet woman, but I will raise her to be bold, just like you. I will ask Medicine Woman Later to whisper a name in her ear during her naming ceremony. For you she will be named.” The birds cocked their heads. It seemed they were listening to Magpie’s mother, as if they understood her words. Then bobbing the corn down into their gullets, they flew away. The next day they did not come back and Sage Woman knew she had made peace with the birds.
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Over the years, Magpie grew into her name. She often visited the birds’ winter nesting site in the hackberry shrub trees and high in the cottonwoods along the creek beds. There she sat and watched patiently. She watched them gather for winters of visiting, just like her people. When the magpies were agitated, she thought of them as dancing and singing their old songs, flapping their wings and hopping from branch to branch. Magpie liked to mimic their sounds and motions and often entertained her family with her imitations. Sometimes Magpie thought, with all their yakking and screeching, they even told stories, just like her elders, only a lot louder. The bird, Cheyennes knew, was intelligent, curious, and fearless. When the pony reached the top of the ridge Magpie turned to look back to where she had started. In this part of the country the hills rolled evenly, small and gentle against the gray sky. Magpie again was struck at how the sky and earth were the same color, blending together as one. Finding the horizon was difficult.


“The same color, a warning for more snow, for heavy storms,” said Magpie. She knelt down in the snow and studied the tracks. There were wagon wheels, horseshoes, and army boots. The sight transported her back to another river, another open prairie, and another wintry day when the earth and sky were one. As she studied the tracks, she shuddered. She looked into her sister’s eyes and saw her own fear reflected in her sister’s dark eyes. Then she reassured herself, I need to be bold. I need to be a magpie. I am a magpie. I am Magpie.





Chapter Two
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Sand Creek, 1864


MAGPIE REMEMBERED THE sun had been setting low along Sand Creek. Below the clouds, the sun cast clear and deep colors onto the tipis and across the grasses. During the evening hours she liked to walk to the embankments of the creek, situated high above the camp. There she would sit and watch as the band’s tipis, lit from fires within, began to glow like pale lanterns against a darkening night sky. Only after the sun had completely set would she return to camp.


Cheyenne women were proud of their tipi-making skills. The bleached, brilliantly white hides stretched taut over large lodgepole pine trunks made from the trees named for their principal use in daily life. Some of the lodgepoles had been in the band for generations. Carefully cured and carved, they were handed down from mother to daughter. The poles were thick and heavy. Many of them had been harvested from the mountains to the north and west of the band’s roaming lands. It took a number of men several weeks to travel to the pine groves, identify the best trees, cut them down, and drag them home behind the sturdy pack ponies. Some of the tipis were decorated, and others were stark white, but each one reflected their maker’s pride in craftsmanship.


Magpie could always spot her tipi. White Antelope, her father, was an artist and liked to paint. Sage Woman’s bleached-white tipi was one of the most decorated in the camp. Magpie had many memories of him carefully decorating her mother’s tipi where the family lived. First, he traced the figures on the tipi with charcoal. Then, carefully dipping his handmade brushes into paint, he filled in the figures with color. His victories in battle and on the hunt circled the sides of her mother’s tipi. It embarrassed Sage Woman to live in such a colorful home, but White Antelope insisted. Sage Woman was proud of his artistry even though she was uncomfortable with her husband’s need for display. White Antelope had asked Medicine Woman Later to add sacred symbols to his artwork. Whenever Sage Woman lit the fire, buffalo, medicine wheels, animals, arrows, and stars seemed to dance across the stretched canvas in response to the flickering flames. Walls of woven reeds and rushes acted as windbreaks in the winter and surrounded the tipis on their north and west sides. Even these windbreaks were carefully constructed and decorated. Ornamental talismans, small calico bundles filled with tobacco, were hung to protect the inhabitants of the tipi.


That evening on the northern plains it was cold. Magpie had decided not to trudge up the hill to watch the sun set over dancing stars and circling medicine wheels. Magpie remembered she had been a child, carefree and at play, in spite of the cold.
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Magpie shifted her stance and placed her little sister on the ground. “Run, Cricket, run and hide.” She helped her little sister learn the game. “You have to run as fast as you can and find a good hiding place.” Cricket ran a few paces. “I hid. I here. Come and find me.” Cricket had placed her blanket on the ground in the middle of the camp. Her body formed a small lump under the blanket she dragged everywhere with her. One of the camp dogs started to sniff at the blanket. Magpie ran to Cricket and scooped her up in her arms and tickled her.


“Cricket, you need to find a place to hide. A better place. A place that is not in the way of everything and everybody.” Magpie laughed as she spoke. “Big Hawk and the other young men will stumble over you when they come home from their hunt. If they bring home big game, they’ll be so happy they won’t notice you. If you stay here, the old women who can’t see or walk so good will trip over you.” Cricket nodded solemnly, her eyes big and round. Magpie continued her instruction. “When you find that place be quiet. Not a sound. Don’t let anyone know you are there.” Placing her sister back on the ground she said seriously, “This game is important, Cricket.”


Cricket toddled off, dragging her blanket behind her. Magpie watched her sister, noting her little legs and rounded body. Cricket’s gait was that of the very young—more of a waddle than a walk. Cricket dropped to the ground and slid under a wagon, then placed her blanket carefully near a wheel and crawled beside it. Magpie grinned. Now we are getting somewhere, she thought. The child is catching on. No sooner had the thought entered her head when Cricket called out as loud as she could.


“Here I am, Magpie. Come find me. I hid.” Magpie smiled and, shaking her head, ran to Cricket. Once she reached Cricket she cuddled the child in her arms and whispered. “Oh, what a wonderful hiding place, Cricket, but don’t tell anyone where you are. In this game we don’t let anybody know where we are. We stay hidden. We stay quiet. Try again.”


“Okay, Magpie,” Cricket whispered back. She was quiet for just a bit. She shifted under her blanket and then she called out, “I hid now. Come and find me.”


“I’ve got you. I’ve got you, got you, got you!” Magpie laughed as she tussled and tickled her little sister. “You are such a funny little girl. Try one more time. This time, go hide, but don’t tell me where you are! You must not tell me where you are hidden. This is important, Cricket. This is a game all Cheyenne children must learn. Listen, Cricket, you must learn this, do you hear?”


Medicine Woman Later, who had been working around her tipi, straightened up and observed, “Our little Cricket always needs to chirp. Magpie, you are more like your mother, you observe and listen. You learned as a small child how to speak with your eyes. We don’t need to talk much, do we?”

OEBPS/images/common1.jpg





OEBPS/images/common2.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0001-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f00ii-01.jpg







OEBPS/images/9780826356338.jpg
Magpie’s Blanket anowl

S

Kimberly D. Schmidt with Jennifer A. Whiteman
Foreword by Henrietta Mann







OEBPS/images/common.jpg






OEBPS/images/pub.jpg
University of New Mexico Press « Albuquerque





