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to force us off the road. Leon kept driving with the two right wheels in ¢}
rut—bumping and scraping the trees. Leon never looked over at it so k
couldn't have known how the reflections kept moving across the '
lenses of the dark glasses. We were in the narrow canyon with pale
stone close on either side—the canyon that ended with a spring where
lows and grass and tiny blue flowers grow.
“We've got to kill it, Leon. We must burn the body to be sure.”
Leon didn't seem to be listening. [ kept wishing that old Teofilo coule
have been there to chant the proper words while we did it. Leon stopped
the truck and got out—he still didn't understand what it was. 1 sat in
pickup with the 30-30 across my lap, and my hands were slippery. _
The big cop was standing in front of the pickup, facing Leon. *You
made your mistake, Indian. I'm going to beat the shit out of you.” He raised
the billy club slowly. “I like to beat Indians with this.”
He moved toward Leon with the stick raised high, and it was like thy
long bone in my dream when he pointed it at me—a human bone painted
brown to look like wood, to hide what it really was; they'll do that, you
know—carve the bone into a spoon and use it around the house until the
victim comes within range.
The shot sounded far away and I couldn’t remember aiming. But he
was motionless on the ground and the bone wand lay near his feet. The um-
bleweeds and tall yellow grass were sprayed with glossy, bright blood. He
was on his back, and the sand between his legs and along his left side was
soaking up the dark, heavy blood—it had not rained for a long time, and
even the mmbleweeds were dying.
“Tony! You killed him—you killed the cop!”
“Help me! We'll set the car on fire "
Leon acted strange, and he kept locking at me like he wanted o run.
The head wobbled and swung back and forth, and the left hand and the legs
left individual trails in the sand. The face was the same. The dark glasses
hadn’t fallen off and they blinded me with their hot-sun reflections until [
pushed the body into the front seat.
The gas tank exploded and the flames spread along the underbelly of
the car. The tires filled the wide sky with spirals of thick black smoke.
“My God, Tony. What's wrong with you? Thar's a state cop you killed.”
Leon was pale and shaking.
I wiped my hands on my Levis, “Don't worry, everything is O.K. now,
Leon. Ir's killed. They sometimes take on strange forms.”
The mumbleweeds around the car caught fire, and little hearwaves shim-
mered up toward the sky; in the west, rain clouds were gathering.
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He laughed and knelt on the low, sandy bank, washing his
river. “Last night you guessed my name, and vou knew why [
I stared past him at the shallow moving water and tried to reg
the night, but I could only see the moon in the water and rememh
warmth around me. 1
“But I only said that you were him and that [ was Yellow Woy
not really her—I have my own name and 1 come from the pueblo
other side of the mesa. Your name is Silva and you are a stranger [
the river yesterday afiernoon.”

He laughed softly. *What happened vesterday has nothing to de
what you will do today, Yellow Woman.” ;

“l know—that's what I'm saying—the old stories about the ka't
spirit and Yellow Woman can’t mean us.” ;

My old grandpa liked 1o tell those stories best. There is one about B
ger and Covote who went hunting and were gone all day, and when the
was going down they found a house. There was a girl living there alg
and she had light hair and eyes and she told them that they could sleep »
her. Coyote wanted to be with her all night so he sent Badger into a prair
dog hole, telling him he thought he saw something in it. As soon as
crawled in, Coyote blocked up the entrance with rocks and hurried
Yellow Woman.

“Come here,” he said gently.

He touched my neck and 1 moved close to him to feel his breathing an
to hear his heart. I was wondering if Yellow Woman had known who
was—if she knew that she would become part of the stories. Maybe
had another name that her husband and relatives called her so that only th
ka'tsina from the north and the storytellers would know her as Yellow
Woman. But I didn’t go on; I felt him all around me, pushing me down inte
the white river sand.

Yellow Woman went away with the spirit from the north and lived wi
him and his relatives. She was gone for a long time, but then one day she
came back and she brought twin boys.

“Do yvou know the story?”

“What story?” He smiled and pulled me close to him as he said this. I
was afraid lying there on the red blanket. All I could know was the way he
felt, warm, damp, his body beside me. This is the way it happens in the sto-
ries, | was thinking, with no thought beyond the moment she meets the
ka'tsina spirit and they go.

“I don't have to go. What they tell in stories was real only then, back in '
time immemorial, like they say.”

He stood up and pointed at my clothes rangled in the blanket. “Let's
2o, he said.

I walked beside him, breathing hard because he walked fast, his hand
around my wrist. I had stopped trying to pull away from him, because his
hand felt cool and the sun was high, drying the river bed into alkali. T will
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He stood up and went out. I ate the rest of the potatoes and thought
about things—abour the noise the stove was making and the sound of the
mountain wind outside. 1 remembered yesterday and the day before, and
then 1 went outside,

I walked past the corral to the edge where the narow trail cut through
the black rim rock. | was standing in the sky with nothing around me bug
the wind that came down from the blue mountain peak behind me. I could
see faint mountain images in the distance miles across the vast spread of
mesas and valleys and plains. | wondered who was over there to feel the
mountain wind on those sheer blue edges—whao walks on the pine needles
in those blue mountains.

“Can you see the pueblo?” Silva was standing behind me.

I shook my head. “We're too far away.”

“From here 1 can see the world.” He siepped out on the edge. “The
MNavajo reservation begins over there." He pointed to the east. “The Puebla
boundaries are over here.” He looked below us to the south, where the nar-
row trail seemed to come from. “The Texans have their ranches over there,

starting with that valley, the Concho Valley. The Mexicans run some cattle
over there o.”

‘Do you ever work for them?”

“I steal from them,” Silva answered. The sun was dropping behind us
and shadows were filling the land below. T turned away from the edge that
dropped forever into the valleys below.

“I'm cold,” I said; “I'm going inside.” | started wondering about this man
who could speak the Pueblo language so well but who lived on a mountain

and rustled carttle. 1 decided that this man Silva must be Navajo, because
Puehlo men didn't do things like that.

“You must be a Navajo.”

Silva shook his head gently. “Little Yellow Woman," he said, *you never
give up, do you? I have told you who [ am. The Navajo people know me,
too.” He knelt down and unrolled the bedroll and spread the extra blankets
out on a piece of canvas. The sun was down, and the only light in the house
came from outside—the dim orange light from sundown.

I stood there and waited for him to crawl under the blankets.

“What are vou waiting for?” he said, and T lay down beside him. He un-
dressed me slowly like the night before beside the river—kissing my face

gently and running his hands up and down my belly and legs. He took off
my pants and then he laughed.

“Why are you laughing?”

*You are breathing so hard.”

I pulled away from him and turned my back to him.

He pulled me around and pinned me down with his arms and chest. “You
don’t understand, do you, little Yellow Woman? You will do what I want.”

And again he was all around me with his skin slippery against mine,
and I was afraid because 1 understood that his strength could hurt me. T lay
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“Where?" [ asked him.
"To sell the meat in Marquez.”
“If you're sure it's O.K."
“I wouldn't ask you if it wasn't,” he answered.
He sloshed the water around in the bucket before he dumped it ou
and set the bucket upside down near the door. I followed him to the corral
and watched him saddle the horses. Even beside the horses he looked all,
and I asked him again if he wasn't Navajo. He didn’t say anything; he just
shook his head and kept cinching up the saddle.
“But Navajos are tall.”
“Get on the horse,” he said, “and let’s go.”
The last thing he did before we started down the steep trail was to grab
the .30-30 from the corner. He slid the rifle into the scabbard that hung from
his saddle.
“Do they ever try to catch you?" I asked.
“They don't know who I am."
“Then why did you bring the rifle?”
“Because we are going to Marquez where the Mexicans live."

Three

The trail leveled out on a narrow ridge that was steep on both sides like an
animal spine. On one side I could see where the trail went around the rocky
gray hills and disappeared into the southeast where the pale sandrock mesas
stood in the distance near my home. On the other side was a trail that went
west, and as [ looked far into the distance I thought I saw the little town. But
Silva said no, that I was looking in the wrong place, that 1 just thought I saw
houses. After that [ quit looking off into the distance; it was hot and the wild-
flowers were closing up their deep-yellow petals. Only the waxy cactus flow-
ers bloomed in the bright sun, and I saw every color thar a cactus blossom
can be; the white ones and the red ones were still buds, but the purple and
the vellow were blossoms, open full and the most beautiful of all.
Silva saw him before 1 did. The white man was riding a big gray horse,
coming up the trail toward us. He was traveling fast and the gray horse's feet
sent rocks rolling off the trail into the dry tumbleweeds. Silva motioned for
me to stop and we watched the white man. He didn’t see us right away, but
finally his horse whinnied at our horses and he stopped. He locked at us
briefly before he loped the gray horse across the three hundred vards that
separated us. He stopped his horse in front of Silva, and his young fat face
wis shadowed by the brim of his hat. He didn't look mad, but his small,
pale eyes moved from the blood-soaked gunny sacks hanging from my sad-
dle to Silva's face and then back to my face.
“Where did vou get the fresh meat?” the white man asked.

“I've been hunting,” Silva said, and when he shifted his weight in the
saddle the leather creaked.
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Four

I wleilked toward the river on a wood-hauler's road that I knew would even-
}ua vy lead to the gaved road. I was thinking about waiting beside the road
Cu{; SE?TEDHE to dnvf: by, but by the time | got to the pavement I had de-
Ided it wasn't very far t i - 2 1 1 3t
by ry o walk if I followed the river back the way Silva and
A :Th{: I;'iver_w:uer tasted good, and [ sat in the shade under a cluster of
ery wi ;?wa. I thought about Silva, and I felt sad at leaving him; still, there
wias something strange about him . i igure i : I
o ng i ut him, and I tried to figure it our all the way back
b rl -?:a:.ne back to the place on the river bank where he had been sitting
thr:- |;m time [ saw .him'. The green willow leaves that he had trimmed from
rL ranch were still !yq:g there, wilted in the sand. [ saw the leaves and |
:Ianle::f to go back to him—to kiss him and to touch him—but the moun-
dins were oo far.away now. And I told myself, because I believe it he will
come back sometime and he waiting again by the river, J

] II followed the path up from the river into the village. The sun was get-
ing low, and I could smell supper cooking when I got to the screen doo
of my house. I could hear their voices inside—my mother was telling m I‘
grundmuthtl-r how to fix the Jell-o and my hushand, Al, was playing witi; Lhi;r
baby. 1 decided to tell them that some Navajo had kidnaped me, but | was
sorry that old Grandpa wasn't alive to heay my story because it w"  the Yol
low Woman stories he liked 1o tell best L s
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Mary TallMountain (Koyul(on Athabaskan)
The Dispmﬁa| of Mary Joe’s Children

Thou hast kept me to be head of the heathen; 2 people which 1 know not
shall serve me. Strangers shall submit themselves unto me; as soon as they
hear, they shall be obedient unto me.

—2 Samuel 22:44

Reverend Mother Anne Celesta closed the old hible on the page, softened
and curled with the innumerable fingerings. She performed this action each
morning. The passage seemed to embody a cryptic message which still baf-
fled her after five years of pondering it in an urgency to discover its rele-
vance to her vocation. “But the heathen are not obedient.” She was unsure
whether she spoke to herself or to a familiar presence. Again in bitterness
she tasted the words: “They are not obedient.”

The people had appeared docile. At first she considered them ignorant
and slow of intelligence. Gradually, she perceived that behind their appar-
ent taciturnity there lay an indecipherable and ancient essence of spirit. She
sensed it would remain an enigma. It was exasperating. “A people which I
know not shall serve me." She had chosen the boy Innokenty to “serve,” af-
ter long reflection and with subliminal purpose. His stolid, somehow vul-
nerable person had come to represent this multifaceted people whose
meaning was so elusive.

And still she knew them not.

Into this restive moment she permitted the disorder of her memories. She
had arrived at her first mission, far downriver at Holy Cross, wearing the im-
maculate, long, flowing garments, the white starched coif of the Rule of the
Sisters of Saint Anne, unsuited to the rude land where dust, mud, and mos-
quitoes beset the nuns in summer, paralyzing cold in winter. Her mien was
high and proud, befitting the Bride she had been chosen; she carried the ide-
alism of her twenty years like a pennon. She embraced missionary life with
ardor. The savage land and the Rule, like stern taskmasters, soon subordinated
her young zeal to grueling labor and the demands of hard-won convent rit-
ual. She learned the habit of discipline slowly, harshly, doing herself violence,
striving toward perfection. Custody of eyes and tongue—and more particu-
larly, of thoughts and senses. Almost twenty-five years ago, now . . .

Long before, the first nuns of Holy Cross had been hardy women. They
had wrested the mission out of the wild new country of Alaska. In a cluster
of brown tents they celebrated Mass with the pioneer priests and brothers,
said devotions, made their cells. They were forced to wrestle with the emer-
ald-green earth for their meagre garden harvest, The people observed, and
sent the children. Then commenced the work for which they had come. By



