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For ewor d

During the last Ice Age (the Pl eistocene epoch), the Pacific coast,
from Vancouver to Southern California, was a very different place than
it is today.

The Sierra Nevada nmountain range in California underwent extensive
glaciation. 1In the region between Lake Tahoe and Yosemite, an ice cap
three thousand feet deep stretched eighty nmiles long and forty niles
wi de. The Merced drai nage, the San Joaquin River drainage and the

Ki ngs and Kaweah basins, as well as Kern Canyon, were scul pted by ice
fields and glaciers. A coniferous forest of Douglas fir, cypress,

gi ant redwoods and pines thrived along the coast--where now there is
only chaparr al

East of the Sierras, the glacial climte spawned enornous inland | akes.
Honey Lake in California and Pyranid Lake in Nevada are tiny remants
of Lake Lahontan, which covered forty-three thousand square mles and
was five hundred feet deep. Lake Bonneville, of which the Geat Salt
Lake is a vestige, was twi ce the size of Lake Lahontan

Because so nuch of the earth's water was tied up in glaciers and | akes,
the world's sea |l evels dropped approxi mately two hundred and ei ghty
feet. The Pacific shoreline extended ten to thirty niles farther west
than at present. Faniliar places such as San Franci sco Bay did not

exi st. The Channel Islands, off the coast of Santa Barbara, were one

I ong island, seventy-eight niles long by twenty mles w de, that
stretched to within seven nmiles of the mainland.

The great North Anerican gl aciers--the Cordilleran and Laurentide ice
sheets, which covered nost of Canada and



scooped out the Great Lakes--began rapid nelting about eighteen

t housand years ago. But between ten and twelve thousand years ago, the
Si erra Nevada mountains were | ocked in a glacial advance. Called the
Tioga glaciation, it depressed sea surface tenperatures, cooled the air
and caused increases in precipitation. July probably felt I|ike March
Cool er tenperatures decreased the amount of summer evaporation and
significantly affected the current desert regions of central and
southern California, Arizona and Nevada. Trenmendous rains created and
sustai ned over a hundred pluvial |akes that covered the San Joaquin
Val | ey, the Myjave Desert and the Great Basin regions," turning them

i nto marshl ands.

Human hunters entered California during this period and found an Ice
Age | andscape popul ated by canels, inperial manmoths, dire wol ves,
horses, giant sloths and saber-toothed cats, anmpbng other now extinct
animals. The California lion, the largest cat on record, was
approximately twenty-five percent larger than the nodern African |ion
The nost terrifying predator of all was the giant short-faced bear, the
bi ggest carnivore to ever inhabit North America; it weighed nore than a
ton and had long | egs designed for great speed and agility.

The question that has plagued scientists for generations is whether the
manmot hs, nmast odons and ot her "megafauna" were killed off by human
hunters or succunbed to the dramatic environnmental changes that altered
the face of the continent.

We know from pal eont ol ogi cal di scoveries that before humans arrived,
the | ate-gl aci al negafauna popul ati ons were declining and struggling
for survival. The body size and stature of namot hs decreased,
probably in response to the capricious weather, which resulted in

habi tat deterioration. W have a nodern analogy to this in severa
speci es of caribou in Canada. |In order to conserve energy during

peri ods of cold and scarce grazing resources, the basal netabolic rates
of these caribou drop by about twenty-five percent and the aninmals
undergo a period-of no body growh. But we al so know t hat negaf auna
popul ati ons had survived at |east four



Xiv Foreword earlier periods of equally severe environmental stress
during the Pl eistocene.

So why did they di sappear ten to twel ve thousand years ago--at exactly
the tinme when human hunters were spreadi ng rapidly throughout the
Anericas?

The extinctions could have been the consequence of the environnental
changes at the close of the Pleistocene. W cannot rule out the
possibility that for some unknown reason, the megafauna sinply could
not counter these changes as they had countered simlar changes in the
past. There nay have been climatic stresses that we do not, at
present, understand. But the fact renains that they should have been
able to survive

We do know for certain that humans hunted these nassive aninmals and
killed themwith extraordinary skill. W find archaeol ogi cal sites
cont ai ni ng dart points enbedded in the bones of manmot hs and surrounded
by butchering tools. But we also find sites where nmammot hs appear
nmerely to have died in |arge nunbers--sites where there is no evidence
of hunting or butchering.

It is likely that a conbination of factors led to the extinctions. The
struggli ng nmegafauna had undoubtedly been weakened by the dramatic

envi ronnent al changes and were dying of natural causes; diseases may
have attacked them but their weakened state al so nmade them easy prey
for human hunters. Megafauna popul ati ons woul d have sought out and
congregated in areas with reduced environnental stress; certainly the
coast of California would have been one of these places. The Tioga

gl aci ation of the Sierras would have provided the negafauna with a

wel cone refuge, a place where the plants they favored and the animals
they ate still lived.

Human hunters woul d have foll owed. Al though various species of
nmegaf auna had lived in North Arerica for a nmillion years and had
certainly devel oped skills for conbating environnental changes, they
had no skills with which to face such a ruthless and relentless
predator. Wile humans were probably not the exclusive cause of the



extinctions they did not "kill off" all the megafauna--they
undoubtedly contributed to their denise and may well have been "the
straw that broke the canel's back."

And, as al ways--wi tness the Paiute prophet, Wwvoka, and the

establi shnment of the Ghost Dance in the 1870s, or the nobdern

envi ronnent al nmovenent - - when hunman bei ngs begin to notice the dw ndling
nunbers of animals and inexplicable changes in the world, they becone

confused and worried. In the times under discussion here, they would
probably have prayed for a return to the old days, to the "gol den age"
of a paradise now lost. W call these "nativistic" nmovenents. 1In this

book, Sunchaser's Mammoth Spirit Dance is such a novenent.

The nmyths and rituals you will find in the follow ng narration are
taken froma nunber of California and Arizona tribes. The M wok
bel i eved there was an opening on the horizon that led souls to the
Skyl and. The "Dying God" theme is based upon the stories of the

Lui seno, who lived in Orange, Riverside and San Di ego counti es.
Sunchaser's nmaze cones fromthe Pina and Papago peoples. The Talth
Lodge exi sted anong the Yurok tribe of northern California until the
1940s.

Many plants were utilized for their medicinal properties, particularly
plants in the willow fam |y such as cottonwood, poplar and aspen, which
contain the aspirin-like compound salicin--an anal gesic and
anti-inflammatory. Finally, the Ant Ordeal and the visionary uses of
Dat ura, ni ghtshade, norning glory and tobacco--were practiced by tribes
t hroughout California, Nevada and Arizona, but specifically by the

Ki t anenmuk, Lui seno, Tubatul abal, Chumash and Gabri el i nos.

Peopl e of the Sea takes place at the end of the Tioga gl aciation, when
the rapidly changing climte generated unstable and unpredictable

weat her patterns. The great animals that prehistoric peopl es had
relied upon for food and shelter were swiftly di sappearing. The
grasses, the trees, even the very ground beneath their feet, were
changi ng.

They must have been deeply frightened.



Pr ol ogue

Not much had changed in the | ast century, Mary Crow Dog deci ded as she
studi ed the bland conference roomin the Bureau of Land Managemnent
district office. Just like all the others she'd been in, it had a

twel ve-foot-long table with twenty chairs arranged neatly around the
sides, big windows on the northern wall and a coffeepot that snelled as
if it had been sitting on the burner for three days straight. A large
map representing southern California hung on the wall. \Wite parts
were private |land, yellow were BLM admi ni stered public |and and green
showed the national forests.

A century ago they would have had a map, too, hand drawn and snudged
with dirt and grease. But the faces of the government officials would

have | ooked a great deal |ike the ones she now saw. snugly superior
thinly masked by a professionally artificial pleasantness. Instead of
t he noonday sun, fluorescent light illum nated the neeting, and instead

of a fire ring, the |l ong, wood-grain veneer table separated them

As Mary opened her file, still nore BLM personnel filtered into the
room coffee cups in hand, note pads or nanila fol ders under arns as
they tal ked softly anpbng thensel ves-office small talk, to ease the
com ng tension. Each studiously ignored her

Fromthe way they acted, their eyes darting uneasily, she had the
feeling that the decision had al ready been made, as it had been in the
old days. This neeting, like so many others, was for formonly.

Patience, Mary. Endure. Maybe you're w ong.

She reached down, smoothing the brown twill skirt she'd



chosen to wear. A beaded buckl e snugged the tool ed-1eather belt and
enphasi zed her slimwaist. She struggled to keep that waist, as snall
now as it had been when she danced conpetition in the powwows. Her
straight black hair was tightly braided, with two Shoshoni rose berets
holding it in place.

Thr oughout her life, she'd been driven, possessed by her passions of
t he nonent, whether dancing, protesting or, as now, nonitoring Native
American cultural resources and religious sites. Though only
twenty-ni ne, she had already started to experience enotiona
exhausti on.

Keep your cool. Professional, all the way. She steeled herself,
drawi ng from Power--fromthe strength that ran in her blood and the
bl ood of her people. It wasn't sonething that could be explained to a

white guy. Power lived in everything, but its roots lay in the past,
in that ability to endure despite conquest and reservation, disease,
mal nutrition, ignorance, alcohol, drugs and homi ci de.

Maybe that was why the site they'd recently di scovered was sp
inmportant. |Its remains were a link to the past, to a tine when the
Power carried in Indian DNA had been strong and had pervaded everything
inthe world. Mary's grandnother was a revered nedici ne woman, a

Heal er, but the thread that had passed to Mary was faint. She prayed
it would carry her through this governnent neeting.

She knew nost of the BLMers who had conme. Wesley Keene, the district
manager, had settled across from her and dropped a stack of papers
before himlike a synbol of state. He wore synthetic stretch pants, a
white dress shirt with a bland tie and had a pocket full of pens. She'd
cone to understand Keene. Like nmost district managers within the BLM
he'd been pronoted because he was a nice guy-"a team pl ayer"- - not
because he was particularly bright or efficient.

The district archaeol ogist, Jack R ddler, sat at Keene's right and
avoi ded Mary's eyes. She'd been told that eighty five percent of the



people in the BLMwere grossly inconpetent and that the fifteen

percent who really cared actually made the Bureau function--such as it
did. If so, R ddler headed the class of the eighty-five percent.

Ri ddl er had taken a federal job back in the |late 1970s, when rea
archaeol ogi sts were still out in the field doing archaeol ogy. He had
witten an MA. thesis on Mnoan ceranmics and then hired on with BLM
when no one el se wanted him Scuttlebutt had it that one Resource Area
even abolished its archaeologist's position in an effort to get rid of
hi m

One of the realities of |life was that once a person received a
government job, no anount of ineptitude could get himfired.

Mel Adans, the engineer, and a couple of the others filled in the
flanking chairs. Mel Adans carried a quick-draw cal culator on his belt
and wore a yellow polo shirt, brown duck pants with slit pockets and
scuffed brown | oafers. He deposited a pile of rolled-up maps,

bl ue-lines and surveyors' plats on the table before him

The rest of the participants | ooked the way BLM enpl oyees generally
did--attired in basic Banana Republic. Wy the wildlife biologist, the
hydr ol ogi st and the | andscape architect were attending the neeting
woul d remain to be seen; Keene no doubt saw this as an opportunity to
keep them from shooti ng rubber bands at one another in the main office
whil e the neeting was taking place.

Al'l seemed normal --except for the two nmen who seated thenselves to
Keene's left. The look of themstirred Mary's prenonition of trouble.
Keene's unease was reflected in the way he noved his hands |ike nervous
spi ders across the tabletop, continually restraightening the papers
before him H's posture indicated conplete deference to the

whi t e- hai red, nedi umfraned man who | ounged in the plastic chair to his
left, and to the dandy sitting to that man's left.

Mary studied White Hair, aware that he was vaguely famliar. She had
seen him before. And not just around a government office sonepl ace.
Sonething in the newconer's slouch, in the too-easy snile, bespoke
authority. He wore a tweed



j acket --unusual for California in m dsumer--but his collar was open
He appeared fiftyish, health-spa fit and suitably at ease on this trip
to "the field." Capable blue eyes dom nated his face. She pegged him
i medi ately: career bureaucrat. This man carried clout within the

Bur eau; undoubtedly he was one of the shrewder talents who'd risen
above the sea of mdlevel nanagerial inconpetence.

Washi ngt on bi gwi g!

And to his left sat the Dandy, the nattily dressed | apdog. Mary

i medi ately catal oged the nan's primnmannerisns as a cl assic case of
East Coast Urban Wiss. Although he was no nore than thirty, his
hairline had receded over half of his scalp; the remaining strands had
been carefully arranged in an attenpt to disguise the bald spot. He
wore a three-piece silk suit worth at |east a thousand dollars and a
snow white, button-down shirt; a conservative red-and-gray-striped tie
pi nched his soft white throat.

The Dandy opened an expansi ve-|ooking | eather briefcase and extracted
several sheafs of papers, all of them paper clipped and clotted with
yel l ow sticky notes that bore clear script. He wore a bul bous silver
ring wwth a yellow stone. The word "Harvard" reflected fromthe

net al

H s fingernails look |like they've never even seen real dirt, Mary noted
dryly, but he was the danger. She could sense it, |ike Power
whi spering to her soul

The Dandy woul dn't | ook up, but studied his papers through horn-rinmed
gl asses before pulling a fancy pen from his inside pocket and jotting
nore notations on his yellow sticky notes.

".. . think the Raiders will come back this year," Keene's nmld voice

dr oned.

That was the district nanager's main job, Mary knew. to keep the staff
thi nking that everything was all right, no matter that Iraq had maybe

just bonbed the Department of Interior's headquarters in D.C. and none
of them had jobs anynore.

"They're burns," the man to Keene's left said. "They'll have to go a
ways to whip the Redskins,"



Mary's eyes narrowed as she exami ned the white-haired bigwig. He
appeared conpletely oblivious to his mld words. She used every bit of
her control, but asked, "Are the Pal e Faces going to nake the

pl ay-offs, too?"

Careful. Don't antagonize them or you're going to lose this one. And
t hi nki ng of Pal e Faces, she gave the sil k-suited Dandy further
scrutiny. He didn't even deign to neet her eyes. He remmined
engrossed by his papers.

Lawyer? She ground her teeth uneasily, understanding his threat now.

"Do you pay nuch attention to football, Mary?" Keene asked, aware of
her rigid posture in the hard plastic chair. He tried to snile
pl easantly.

"That's my busy season, Ws."

"Hunti ng season, | suppose?" Bigw g asked, his placid governnent
expression carefully in place.

Mary al nost snapped a reply, but she was saved when Jess Davis, the
contract archaeol ogi st on the project, burst through the door with his
usual lack of aplonb. Jess had the kind of absentm nded personality
that made Mary wonder if a whirlw nd hadn't been passing by at the
nmonent of his birth--so that part of its scattered, hither-and-yon soul
had merged with Jess's soul. Her only ally for the com ng ordeal, he
wore blue jeans faded al nost white, scuffed Vibram sol ed hi king boots
that puffed dust with each step and a T-shirt enbl azoned with the

sl ogan: "Eat Mre Buffalo! 50,000 Indians Can't Be Wong!"

He dropped a pack on the floor as he nodded around the room that

i nnocent smle on his blond-bearded face. He pulled off his Australian
bush hat, ruffled his dusty blond hair, and, already bent over and
rummagi ng in his pack, settled into the seat beside Mary.

"Sorry I'"'ma little late.”" H's words were nmuted as he stuck his head
hal fway into his field pack. "Just got these fromthe photo center
Thought we m ght need them™

At that, Jess placed a couple of folders and a thick envel ope --the
ki nd phot ographs cone in--on the table.



Keene frowned expectantly.

Mary coul dn't suppress a slight smle as tan grains of sand trickled
out of the field notebook Jess sl apped down next to his other displays.
Finally he pulled out a |long, square box. It said "N kon" on the side,
but sand, sun and riding over sagebrush in one too nany

four-wheel -drive vehicles had | ong since worn nost of a marketing
director's masterpi ece awnay.

Mary's gaze lingered on the box for a | ong noment, knowi ng what it
contai ned. Perhaps their nost conpelling argument. Wen she gl anced
up, she noticed that the Dandy's concentration had been jolted by
Jess's arrival. He studied Jess with the same distasteful fascination
he m ght have |l eveled at a scorpion crawing across the toe of one of
his highly polished, four-hundred-dollar oxfords.

Keene continued smling nervously, his fingers dancing like ants on his
papers as he said, "Wll, we're all here. | suppose nost of us are old
friends, but 1'd like to introduce Hal Jacobs on ny left, here." He
gestured to the white-haired bignig. "Hal is one of the first-Ievel
assistants to the Secretary of the Department of the Interior in
Washington. We're fortunate that the Bureau sent himout to check on
the project at just this tinme."

Mary studi ed Jacobs anew. The man | eaned back in his chair, eyes
downcast as he smiled. H's hair had a thick coating of hair spray to
keep it perfectly "puffed.” "Just Ws's bad luck that | showed up."

Everyone but Mary and the Dandy | aughed.

"And to Hal's left," Ws continued, "we have Peter Preston. Hal needed
a solicitor to check sone of the papers, and Pres happened to draw the
short stick."

They | aughed at the right tine again, and, this time, Preston joined
in.

"Hal, Pres, this is Jess Davis, Principal Investigator for Sayatasha
Ar chaeol ogi cal Services, the contractor conducting the 'mitigation of
cultural resources' for us on the Col Pac Water Project."



Jacobs nodded, gl ancing evenly at Mary.

Keene stumbl ed slightly, enbarrassed that he hadn't introduced Mary
first. "Unh, sorry. This is Mary Crow Dog. She's the Native Anerican
nmoni tor who works with Jess to make sure that Native concerns are given
proper attention and respect. Mary is with the California InterTribal
Heritage Coalition."

"So, you're Indian?" Jacobs asked in his pleasant voice, as if it were
a delightful new topic of conversation

Mary just stared at him He wasn't going to turn patronizing, was he?
But then, few of the BLM buddi es in Washi ngton had ever even seen an

I ndi an, nmuch |l ess set foot on a reservation. "lI'msorry, | guess |
forgot to wear nmy "Free Leonard Peltier' button today."

"Your what?" Jacobs asked with a blank | ook. He glanced at Keene, as
though in reprimand that Keene hadn't kept himinforned on the Peltier
proj ect .

Mary smiled. "Nothing. Inside joke. It's a pleasure to neet you
both." Suddenly she remenbered where she'd seen Jacobs before. On TV.
He was the smart-assed bureaucrat who had advised the Secretary of the
Interior to return--at a noment's notice--all Native Anerican skel etal
material and burial goods. Some overzeal ous enpl oyees had taken
Jacobs' recommendation to heart--prior to the secretary's fina

deci si on- - boxed every burial they knew of and begun dunpi ng them on the
doorsteps of the nearest Indians they could find.

Unfortunately, that had included an aged Navaj o Hosteen-a holy
man- -j ust outside of Mesa Verde National Park. He'd barely spoken
English. The truck had arrived one afternoon as the old nman was
stepping out of his sweat |odge. Despite his confusion, the DO people
had unl oaded forty-seven boxes of human bones in his front yard,

sm |l ed, made him sign a voucher with his mark and driven off into the
sunset. Only when the old man opened the first of the boxes did he
realize what had happened.



By then, it was too |ate.

Hs horrified fam ly had found the old man spraw ed facedown on the
ground, stone dead, his chindi--his ghost-nixed wathfully with
forty-seven others. The entire Four Corners area was in an uproar
Charges of witchcraft were being | evel ed agai nst the governnment, the
Hopi and ot her Navaj os.

Yes, that was where she'd seen Jacobs. He had been on the evening
news, standing in front of the Capitol Building in Washi ngton. One of
the maj or news networ ks had been interview ng himabout the witchcraft
accusations resulting fromthe Navaj o Hosteen's death and the return of
t he skel et ons.

"Wtchcraft?" Jacobs had asked jovially. "Look, these people want the
bones of their ancestors back! W' ve been inundated by their denands.
So we gave them back. That's the problemw th this job. Damed if you
do, damed if you don't. But witchcraft? Conme on! This is the
twentieth century. Wen are these people going to get with it?"

Mary forced her jaws to relax. It didn't |ook professional to grind
nmol ars. She needed to protect this site, needed the information that
it mght yield about her people.

"Well, let's get down to business, shall we?" Keene glanced around
before snmiling at Davis. "Wat have you found, Jess? And what does it
mean? It nust be pretty serious for you to shut down the dirt
contractors. W weren't .. . well, expecting it. W thought the
archaeol ogy was all tied up."

Jess was noddi ng eagerly, that "excited archaeol ogi st" gl ow brightening
in his eyes. "I think we've got a Paleo village site. Possibly
intact, but at least in a state of good preservation. | was follow ng
the Cat as it cut along the bottom of the slope in section twenty-four
The right-of-way clips the point of one of the hills before dropping
off to the Los Angel es basin."

"Right here," Mel Adams, the project engineer, spoke matter-of-factly
as he rolled out a U S.G S. topographic map



and pointed with a pen. A thin red line had been drawn di agonal Iy
across one section. "That's all sloughed-off hillside there. \Wat
ki nd of Indian would live on a slope like that?"

Jess rubbed his hands together, oblivious to the fact that everybody
was staring at himthrough slitted eyes. "That's just it. They didn't
live on the slope. They lived on the hilltop."

"So, this is trash they threw over the side?" Jack Riddler asked. The
BLM ar chaeol ogi st had watery blue eyes, a grizzled gray beard and hair,
and wore a Western-cut red shirt with pearl-button snaps. He |eaned
forward, bracing his el bows on the table.

Mary stared at him How could R ddler have failed to read the report
she had hand-delivered to himyesterday afternoon? She'd witten it
especially for this neeting, so he would have all the latest facts.

But then, to nost of the archaeol ogical community. Jack Riddler was
known as "Jack the Ripper"” fromhis days in the Southwest. His

ni ckname had conme from his belief-unfounded in fact--that he coul d
excavate fragile archaeol ogi cal sites as effectively with a backhoe as
an experienced field crew could with shovels, trowels and dental

pi cks.

Jess continued to grin, his eyes focused el sewhere, obviously seeing

t he archaeol ogical site with his mnd' s eye. "I think it's the whole
village that slid down, Jack. Earthquake, I'd say. | had Roy Fiel der
out two days ago--you know, the geonorphol ogist. He agreed that the
eart hquake had probably happened just after they'd abandoned the
village. The whole top of the ridge broke | oose and slid down. After
the slump, colluviumcontinued to erode down the sl ope, slowy covering
the site. That's why we've got it. Just an accident of nature."

"Excuse me." Jacobs resettled hinmself. The air-conditioning had
ki cked on and whirred to life with a gush of air. but it wasn't
affecting his hairstyle in the |least. "How do you know all this?"

Jess shrugged. "Geonorphol ogy, like | said. Here, look."



He pull ed the photo envel ope open, distributed the black and-white
prints to Keene and kept a set for hinself. Mry glanced over Jess's
shoul der. "Hot off the presses. You can keep that set. Anyway,
notice where the Caterpillar is sitting? That's the pipeline
right-of-way. We first cut charcoal and FCR at that--"

"FCR?" Jacobs asked, peering at the first photo.

"Fire-cracked rock." Jess glanced up, slightly off balance. "Rocks
devel op a hackling fracture when they've been heated in fire pits or
used for boiling stones."

"Boiling stones?" Jacobs lifted an eyebrow

"The native peopl es heated rocks and dropped themin water to boi
stews, soups, teas, what have you."

"Sounds i npractical."

Jess blinked owishly. "Mster Jacobs, if you drop a three pound rock
heated to one thousand degrees into a hide bag filled with ten pounds
of water, it's pretty dammed efficient. You see, the calories are

rel eased i medi ately and--"

"Jess," Mary interrupted, seeing Jacobs' eyes beginning to glaze, "I
t hi nk he gets the picture.”

"Ch. kay." Jess sat back

Keene smiled his plastic smle. "W were a little dismyed to hear
that the project had been shut down. |Is this site really that

i mportant, Jess?" "Absolutely.” Jess pointed to the next photograph
"This is the clincher. See the charcoal level they cut in the trench?
W' ve got FCR and lithic debit age running--"

"Debby who?" Jacobs demanded.

"Debitage," Mary supplied, cutting Jess off before he bored the man to
death with a bl ow by-bl ow account of howto turn a -chert nodule into a
Covis point. "The chips left over fromstone-tool manufacture. Uh
maki ng arrowheads. "

"Right. Sure."

"So, you've got a cultural level?" Jack R ddler asked, staring down
his long, thin nose. H's pearl buttons caught the Iight as he shifted
in his chair. "You've already clainmed that it slid down the nountain.
You' re tal king about a | ot of



di sturbance, aren't you? Wat nakes you think any of this is in
situl™”

"In context," Mary interpreted for Jacobs. He nodded as though he knew
that. She went on, "The site's value isn't based only on the artifacts
within it, but on the way the artifacts are related to each other. The
nost val uabl e archaeol ogical site is one where they are left exactly
the way they were when the peopl e abandoned the area."

Jess' s enthusiasm had cool ed as he studied Jack Ri ddl er through sober
eyes. The governnent archaeol ogi st had adopted a "let's get this over
wi th" expression. "Look at this next photo, Jack."

Mary wat ched as Jess pulled out the picture. There, the nan's bones
lay partially exposed. The Caterpillar had ripped away the left arm
splintered the ribs and torn away the |left innom nate, but quick trowel
wor k had uncovered the side of the skull, still intact.

Mary supplied, "Geologically speaking, a human skeleton is a fairly
fragile thing. Fromthe prelimnary data recovered so far, it |ooks
like we're not dealing with a great deal of turbation--disturbance--of
the soil. Again, another freak of preservation."”

Jacobs delicately snoothed his white hair and | eaned back in his chair.
Mary al nost | aughed al oud. Jus! like a Washington politician under
fire. Tense, he extended one hand and nade circul ar notions as he
interjected, "Let ne get this straight. An Indian village slid down
the side of the mountain and you think it's in good enough shape to
dig, right?" "Right!" Jess cried, the gleamback in his eyes.

Jacobs gl anced down the table at Mel Adans, who had taken to tapping a
pen on the tabletop as he stared at his yellow note pad. "Ml ? Wat's
our situation?"

The engineer tipped his head to the side, scratching at his

cl ose-shaven scalp. "W've got to pour concrete on Val dez Point by
next Friday. W're doing this with a '"just in time' TQM approach--to
cut governnent waste. You know what



the directives are on this project. Break a single link in the chain
and you've got a logistical disaster on your hands."

Jess hastily dug out the next photograph and laid it on the table.
"This is the infant. Neonatal, we think."

Jack Riddler frowned. "Two burials?"
"So far," Mary said quietly. "W could have a whole cenetery there."

"What about the date?" Riddler asked, but his tone didn't convey any
real interest. "Jess, you said sonething about Pal eo?"

At Jacobs' glance, Mary stated, "Paleo refers to Pal eol ndi an, people
whom we know i nhabited North Anerica fromfifteen thousand to about
ei ght thousand years ago. They were big-game hunters--nmamot h,

mast odon, California lion--"

"California |ion?"

Mary nodded. "Ever hear of the La Brea tar pits? Wen humans arrived
in California, it was a very different place. W think that people

m ght have hunted out the |arge animals such as mammot hs, giant sl oths,
cheet ahs. "

"Yeah." Keene | aughed. "They used to surf on mamoth tusks."

Only the BLMregul ars | aughed. Mary's eyes narrowed, and Jess just
si ghed.

Ri ddl er scratched his gray beard and pressed, "How do you know it's

Pal eo? Did you get a diagnostic? A Paleo point? Faunal association?"
Jess pointed at the picture. "The baby is nostly intact. Look, see
the brown thing on its chest?" He carefully opened the canera | ens
box, gently pulling back the tissue to expose a carved, brown figurine
that lay in the padding. Bits of dirt still clung to the side of the
pi ece. "lvory," he asserted. "Mammoth ivory. This was with the
infant. Grave goods. What better Pal eo association do you want ?"

Jack Riddl er |eaned back, well aware that Jacobs' and Keene's eyes were
on him "Could be intrusive."

Jess sputtered, "Wh--what?" and began to redden. "Are you crazy? Even
if it is, the figurine alone is reason enough--"



"Davis! Be real!" Riddler challenged. "So you' ve got a couple of
burials in a site that slid down a nountain? That's why we let the
nmonitoring stipulation ride on the testing and mtigation
recomendations. Just in case we mssed sonething like this. Now,
let's get the exposed materials recorded and be on our way."

Jess sat stiffly, his back slightly arched, his fingers hanging in

m dair over the ivory figurine. "Hang on, Jack. | think you' ve m ssed
something in the translation. W may have a whole village here--a
Paleo village. And you know that Coastal Paleo is damm near gone!
Covered by two hundred feet of Pacific Ccean!”

"Sea | evel rose over two hundred and eighty feet in the last fifteen
t housand years,"” Mary interpreted for Jacobs when he shot her an
inquiring look. "W suspect that many of the npst ancient sites in
California are subnerged .. . gone, for all practical purposes.”

"You' ve got FCR, charcoal, debit age and bones, | admt," Riddler

agreed with that "who cares?" smile. Then: "In a site that slid down
a mountainside. | don't think that's worth holding up a
four-billion-dollar water-diversion project."” At that, he crossed his

arnms and lifted his chin.
Keene and Jacobs seened relieved. Their smles had returned.

The veins stood out in Jess's neck. He threw Mary a desperate gl ance

and wet his lips. "Look, R ddler, we've got to test the sitel You

can't just let this one go. Testing will determ ne whether the strata
are intact or not. |'ve looked at the Cat cut. |[|'ve got a prelimnary
profile drawn of the soil levels. They're intact! | swear to God! The

data are there for any--"

Ri ddl er waved a hand. "The site fell down a goddammed nountai n,
Jess!™
Jess sat barely breathing. "The Paleo surface is intact. Damm it,

Jack, you can't skid out fromunder this one. W've got to test!"”

"We've tested sites like this already, Jess," R ddler replied



bluffly. "Three of them On this sane project. W've net our |ega
obligations."

"Legal!" Jess seened to run out of breath. He swallowed hard and

i nhal ed, apparently to calmhinmself, and pointed a finger. "According
to 36 CFR 800, this site neets the criteria for nomination to the

Nati onal Register of Historic Places! You can't blowit. off

The | awer was | eafing through his papers, the white fingers as neat as
the pages they turned. To date, he'd paid little attention to the
debate other than to glance curiously at the ivory figurine before
returning to his docunents

Jacobs had listened, no expression crossing his face, his nild eyes on
Mary. To break the sudden silence, he asked, "Wat's our bottomli ne,
Mel 2"

The engi neer continued to doodle with his pen, unconfortable with

Jess's enotion but not getting too upset by it. "If | don't have
concrete poured at Val dez Point by Friday, you' re going to see a cost
overrun that will make the B-Two bonber | ook like child s play."

A din of objecting voices rose.

"Why?" Mary asked, silencing the debate. "Wy not just nove farther
east on the right-of-way and work there for a while? W can at | east
sal vage sonme data in the meantine."

Mel gave her a sidelong glance. "I wish | had that kind of
flexibility, Mss Crow Dog, but I'mnot budgeted for it. Building a
pipeline's like building a house. Let's say you have a problemw th
the electrical wiring. They sent you the wong gauge of wire, so you
can't put it in when you' ve scheduled it. You can't Sheetrock the
wall's until all the wires are in, right? You can't finish the trim
until the walls are Sheetrocked. You can't lay the carpet until the
trims in. And you can't nmove in furniture until the carpet's |aid.

"My problemis that |'ve got to move the furniture in--or, nore
accurately, turn on the water--by Decenber fifteenth. | have a
presidential pronise hanging in the balance, not to nmention two irate
senators and a truckl oad of congressnen |landing on ny butt. That's ny
problem [|'ve got to pour



concrete or ny pipe can't be placed, and the President's promse is
horses he .. . uh, broken."

Jacobs sighed loudly. "He's right. This is a political skyrocket.
The Adm nistration has billed this as a jobs project for L.A More
water, |ess social tension, nore incentive for business to cone into
the city. Jobs and bucks, folks. That's the bottomline."

Jess was glaring at Jack Riddler, and his callused hands were
wor ki ng--as if he were strangling the BLM archaeol ogist in his
i magi nation

Mary steepled her fingers. "As a representative for the Native
American conmunity in California, let ne clarify that we want this site
tested. This is a burial ground. W know that rmuch. |1'mforced to
agree with Jess. This site is very inportant. It contains at |east
two burials and is probably a pal eol ndi an canpsite--one of the few we
have this close to the coast. If we don't dig it, the bulldozers are
going to go through and not only destroy what we can |earn, but
desecrate those graves."

"M ss Crow Dog, we can synpathize," Jacobs told her with his rayon
government smle, "but we've got a great deal invested in this
project."

Mary nodded her agreenent. "Yes, a great deal. But then, it's always

been that way, hasn't it? Econonic opportunity for the people--so |ong
as they aren't Native people. M ster Jacobs, you' ve got to understand,
| was present when the Bureau rerouted a power line around a white

i mm grant burial ground. It took a nonth! | watched a fortune spent
to maintain a seventeenth-century historic trail where Spanish priests
wal ked. | do not begrudge this noney being spent. But the Val dez

Point site is far nore inportant than either of those. This site is
al nost too rare to believe. Just because pal eol ndi an peoples didn't
fight in the revolution against George the Third doesn't nean that
their legacy isn't part of our national heritage as Americans."

"You don't know that the site is intact," Riddler insisted



smugly. "Look, we've already spent three hundred and fifty thousand
dol l ars on archaeol ogi cal work for this project.”

"And you can't find another three grand so we could at |east test the
site?" Jess barked angrily.

Mary glanced at him His skin had flushed so red that it nmade his
bl ond hair | ook platinum He'd started raking his fingers in the sand
that had fallen out of his field notebook onto the table.

"W don't have to test it!"™ Riddler grow ed back. "W've nmet our

| egal obligations! According to our solicitor's interpretation of the
Archeol ogi cal Resources Protection Act, the intent of Executive O der
11593 and the 1980 anendnents to the National Hi storic Preservation
Act, as well as our Programmatic Menorandum of Agreenent--"

"The hell you have!" Jess had half-started out of his chair. "I can
repeat chapter and verse of the preservation |aws, too! You can't bl ow
this off, Jack. |It's against the [aw"

"Pres?" Jacobs | ooked at the Dandy.

Mary felt what Jess remained oblivious to. Power was shifting in the
room

For the first tine the silk-suited Dandy spoke, clearing his throat. He

had an appropriately serious expression. "The Bureau of Land
Managenent is within its rights to ternminate further work on this
archaeol ogi cal project, Mster Davis." He pushed a paper across the

table. Jess picked it up, scowing.
Mary glanced at it, noting the title. Her nouth tightened.

Preston said, "As you can see, that's a copy of the Programmatic

Mermor andum of Agreenent signed by authorized representatives of the
Bureau of Land Managenent, the relevant State Historic Preservation

of ficers and the Advisory Council on Historic Preservation, to the

ef fect that repeated archaeol ogical testing is not necessary on sites
considered to share simlar values. Since the pipeline crosses severa
states, Arizona, Utah and Nevada



as well as California, have signed off on the docunent."

"How can we determne if sites share 'simlar val ues' unless we test
themto find out? What idiot would negotiate such a PMOA?" Mary
asked.

Ri ddl er answered stiffly, "If there had been problens with ny
district's forrmulation of the docunent, |'msure that Arizona, Utah or
Nevada woul d have said sonething about it.".

Jess's mouth gaped. He |ooked al nost as though he had gone into shock
Mary grimaced at the way his pupils had dilated. |1n a choking voice,
Jess said, "But we're tal king about a Pal eolndian village! W've
identified nothing simlar in the course of this project."

"Come on, Jess," Riddler said with sickening famliarity. "W found
Pal eo sites in sections six, thirty-four--"

"They weren't village sites! There were no burials! They were broken
Pal eo points surrounded by a few flakes. On deflated ridge tops. Wth
no deposition!"

Ri ddl er, reeking of superiority, had begun grinding his nolars. "Jess,
we tested sites at the bottom of slopes, too."

"Yeah, late-prehistoric sites dating back five hundred years. You're
dunpi ng appl es and oranges into the same trash can, Jack. That's bad
sci ence. "

Riddl er bristled, as Jess had known he would. "Science isn't the

i ssue, Jess. Conpliance with the lawis. And that's what our
Programmati ¢ Menorandumis designed to see to -efficiently, with no
tine wasted."

Pres irritably peered over his horn-rinmed gl asses and extended anot her
sheet of paper. "This is a copy of the Scope of Wrk for the fina
phase of the project, Mster Davis--the phase you are currently
conducting. It states, and | quote: "Al ground-disturbing activities
will be nonitored by a qualified archaeol ogist. Specifically: the
excavation of the pipeline trench, right-of-way, and construction of
associ ated punping stations. Such nonitoring is to identify and record
any cul tural resources which nmay have



escaped detection during the initial Cultural Resources Inventory for
the project. Any such cultural resources |located will be recorded
prior to inpact from pipeline construction. But no further work wll
be required on sites which are expected to yield redundant infornmation
about prehistoric or historic life ways "

Pres added, "I have signatures fromthe SHPGs and the Advi sory Counci
agreeing to that stipulation.”

Jess shook his head in slow agony. "This isn't redundant infornmation
This is a Paleo village sitel W can't--"

"You' ve uncovered no evidence to suggest that it's a village site,
Jess," Riddler pointed out. "So you've got a couple of burials. Record
the data, return the bodies to whoever requests themand close up this
phase of the project.” Riddler gave Jess an exaggerated w nk, |ike
they both knew what all this was really about. "Don't worry, Jess,
you're going to be on the Federal payroll for at |east another nonth.
Like we said, this is a jobs project. Your field crew-"

Jess shoved his chair back and slammed his fists on the table. "Listen
Pot Hunter, my people can find work anywhere, any day! | don't
need--"

Mary put a hand on Jess's forearmand softly said, "Let's get back to
busi ness, Jess. Sit down. Sit"

Rel uctantly, Jess slunped back into his chair, but he continued to
glare at Riddler with his teeth cl enched.

Preston, appearing indifferent now that he'd passed judgnent, |ooked at
the next of his docunents, one of the mitigation reports prepared by
Jess's firm A rendering of the Pima tribe's sacred maze, depicting
the twists and turns of life, had been used to ornanment the title page.
As if bored, Pres began working through the route with his expensive
pen.

Mary sighed wearily, feeling the inevitability crashing down on her. A
century later, and nothing had changed. Nobody cared about protecting
her people's heritage. But, boy-oh-boy, if this had been ten feet of
the Oregon Trail, the bureaucrats woul d have been hustling to protect
it, rerouting



t he pipeline, dunping new nmoney into the project. What did you
expect, Jess? You've been in this business |ong enough to know how it
works. The governnment isn't interested in "the resource.” They just
go through the notions. Paperwork conpliance is the end now, not the
means. Only the process matters to them-junping through the hoops in
the right order. That's all.

Mary turned to Keene and asked, "Have you discussed this specific site
with the SHPGs or the Advisory Council, Ws?"

Keene gestured to Riddler. "I don't know. Have we--"

"Such measures are not necessary," Riddler said through an irritated
exhal ati on. "The PMOA acknow edges that this district has the | ead on
the project and gives us the authority, based upon the PMOA gui deli nes,
to determ ne when consultation is necessary. | say it isn't. Don't
you agree, Ws?"

"Well, | don't know. Maybe we ought to--"

"My recommendation,” Riddler interrupted forcefully, "is to get on with
this project!”

"Hey, you're the expert,"” Keene said with a nervous |augh and threw up

his hands as if in surrender. "If you don't think we need to
consult--"
"There's another thing too, Ws. | didn't want to bring it up because

we're not certain yet, but--"
"What ?" Keene asked.

Ri ddl er sighed plaintively. "Wll, fromthe map that Mss Crow Dog
delivered to us yesterday, it appears that Jess's site nmay be on
private land," he said as he |aced his fingers together. "Just this
morning | received a letter fromthe | andowner, M ster Bl ack, stating
that he wai ves any need to do further work on archaeol ogi cal sites on
his lands. So you see, no matter how you |look at it, no further work
is necessary. We've net our obligations under the [aw "

Pres | ooked up fromhis doodling and sniled at Mary. "Wuld you like a
copy of the 'l andowner waiver'?"

"Yes, | would."



Whil e Preston shuffled through his papers to find a copy, Mary watched
Mel frown in confusion at his map, as if puzzled by the controversy
over land status, too.

Preston handed Mary a"'copy of the |landowner's letter. "You' re welcone
to take this to litigation, of course."

"What for?"v Mary asked. "By the time | can talk to a |l awer, let
al one find one who knows anything about cultural resources |egislation
the site will be gone."

Preston shrugged and used his pen to angrily scribble out the lines in
the maze.

Mary flinched as if struck, her heart skipping at the desecration of
the sacred synbol. Get out, Mary! You' ve |ost.

"I"'msorry it didn't work out this time," Hal Jacobs said. "W're a
mul ti pl e-use agency. W have to bal ance the needs of many different
interest groups. W can't show a preference for Native American

per spectives over those of industry or of the people waiting for that
water in the L. A basin."”

A preference for--Mary sat stunned. Ninety-nine percent of the
archaeol ogi sts in the country were Anglos! Preston continued to bl ot
out the Pima maze in a wash of blue ink. Damm him He'd probably been
behi nd Jacobs' decision to send skeletons to that poor old Navajo

Host een.

Jess reached out, slowy running a finger down the mamoth ivory
artifact, as though trying to inagi ne who had | oved that tiny baby so
much that they'd placed the figurine on its chest. "If | had any
sense, |'d get out of this business." He |ooked up. "Most of the good
ar chaeol ogi sts have, you know. They saw the witing on the wall back
in eighty-four, when Operating Order Number One was inplenmented.”

"Pl ease, Jess." Mary glanced at Jacobs, trying to keep the pleading
fromher eyes. "W need data recovery fromthis site. Ws? Jack? At
| east let us take you out on the ground and show you the burials up

cl ose.”

Keene lifted his hands defensively. "I'msorry, Mary. | really w sh
could help. I'msure you understand the position I'"'min. Hal's right.
W can't give preference to Native



Anerican concerns here. Gven the tine crunch and the | andowner's
wai ver, there's nothing nore | can do."

The hot California sun burned out of a snog-ridden sky as Mary Crow Dog
st epped through the double glass doors and placed her sungl asses on her
nose. The skyscrapers downtown wavered eerily in the brown haze. Cars
honked as they sped by, but the people hurrying along the street barely
noticed. A line of BLM vehicles parked at the curb shielded them from
a direct assault by the traffic.

Jess | ooked as if he could chew cactus when he paused beside Mary, his
pack over his shoulder. "Lost again," he muttered disnally.

"Yes, lost again." The heavy sense of depression ate at her gut. "Do
you think they ever felt like this? The Pal eolndians? Did they know
this futility, the despair and constant failure?"

"Yeah." Jess fished his Copenhagen can out of the back pocket of his
faded Levi's. "They were folks, Mary. Just |like us. Mist have been
tough on 'em when the | ast mammoth died. Sone of them probably worked
like hell to save their world. Probably had all kinds of nativistic
noverments afoot to return things to normal. They'd have been desperate
trying to understand what was happening. And, God forbid, they nust
have had spinel ess winps |ike Keene, too. Plus a few conniving
bastards |ike Riddler, Jacobs and Preston." Jess shook his head.
"People stink."

Mary stared up at the sky. "First they took our lives, then our I|and,
then our culture and finally our dignity. Now, when sone of us are
trying desperately to get a piece of ourselves back by saving and
studyi ng our own prehistory, they're taking that fromus, too."

"Not all of us," Jess rem nded her

"Yeah, Pale Face. You going to wite all this up for American
Antiquity! More archaeol ogy for the benefit of



ot her archaeol ogi sts? None of ny people read that gibberish. What's
the difference? It's all a white man's gane. Just |ike the | andowner
wai ver. How nmuch you think they paid old man Black to get himto sign
that letter? Mybe they agreed to that |and exchange he's been beggi ng
for."

"it's on private land"--Jess spat a brown streak of tobacco juice on

the side of a BLM Bronco--"I need your grandnother to come down from
Reddi ng. "

Mary shot him a sideways gl ance. "What for?"

"Maybe |'ve been hangi ng around you for too long." He glanced up as a
taxi swerved around the corner, horn blaring, and shrugged. "I stayed

at the site late enough last night to pedestal that infant burial. |
wrapped it in a burlap sack and toted it off to the |l ab. Yeah, yeah
okay--1 stole Federal property, or maybe private property. Let 'em

cone get nme. Wien we finish with the studies, will your grandnother

Sing the kid' s soul back to wherever it goes?"

Mary's face sl ackened with wonder. "What made you do that?" Jess spat
nore brown insult onto the door handl e of another BLMtruck. "Just a
feeling, Mary. The adult skeleton, well, | guess he could take care of

hinself--as if he could stop a D9 Cat. Hell, maybe he can. How do
know? Maybe he'll gumup the injectors or sonething. The infant,
though ... | don't know | felt like I could hear it calling to ne.
Asking for help." He shrugged again. "Just a feeling."

Mary patted himon the back. "Next thing, you'll be like the Navaj o,
tal ki ng about witchcraft. They think you archaeol ogi sts are nuts
anyway, purposely nucking around with corpse powder. But then, what
cHi ndi would touch a white guy? Even a Skinwal ker won't sink that

l ow. "

Jess lifted his blond-bearded face and grinned broadly. "Maybe | ought
to go hunt up a good Navajs witch. |If | had a stash of corpse powder

| know just the guy 1'd sprinkle it on. Jack the R pper would wish to
hell he'd never witten that stupid PMOA." He shook his head. "I
can't understand the SHPOs agreeing to give the Ripper sole discretion
over



det erm ni ng when consultation is necessary on this project. Just
doesn't figure. That's why they're there---to watchdog Federa
bl undering."

Mary let out a breath. "Cone on. |[I'll buy you a beer. Then, | think
"Il call the SHPGCs and the Advisory Council. Maybe even Jonas Bl ack
Just to check, you know?"

"Yeah, and after that, you can try the Sierra Cub, Friends of Brown
Dogs and Gray Cats, and the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to
Dead People. 1t won't make any difference, Mary. Nobody cares what
happens to" a couple of dead Indians |lying out in the desert."

Mary gestured for himto take a right at the intersection of streets.
They wal ked in silence through a seedy section of nightclubs, strip
joints and bars. She was |leading himto the Broken Arrow Sal oon on the
next corner. Even at one o'clock in the afternoon, twanging country
nmusi ¢ blared fromthe bar's open wi ndows. The scent of food cooking in
hot grease hung heavy in the air.

"Cheer up," Mary said and smiled. "If we can just get enough brown
dogs on our side, we can violate every BLMtire in L. A"



The Search

Al one she cane

To beg for pardon

Enmptyi ng her breath

Into cracks on the desert floor

She listened for hours To the Cheshire sage That evaded her
guesti ons.

She stood tall by the cactus Denandi ng the afternoon sun But coul dn't
get warm

She called up to Raven, Tiny onyx set deep in blue, And his gaze fel
beyond her.

She cried for the loss of her art Tore red welts at her throat But
not hi ng carme.

The skull of the coyote, Bleached holl ow white, Warned her agai nst The
sound of her sobbing But she coul dn't hear

Until darkness
Ate into the azure sky
And she sat al one

Inits star-spotted belly.



Then she coul d feel herself

Agai nst the wi nd,

Hear Raven | augh

And Coyot e sing,

Her shadow consuned

In the art of night

But tangible in the dark.

It foll owed When she ran away, Her pockets Full of Silence.

Kristin Krebs Collier



e

The | odge had grown unbearably hot, stifling. Sunchaser shoved weakly
at the nound of hides that covered him Sweat drenched his naked body,
matting his long black hair to his tenples and stinging his deep-set
eyes. Cold trickles ran down his sides. He was so tall--twelve
hands--that his feet rested unconfortably against the opposite wall.
The fire in the center of the dirt floor had been built up high enough
that the flanmes | eaped and crackled. Golden reflections danced across
the shiny coating of creosote on the hide ceiling. He studied them
through fever-brilliant eyes, and the i mages wavered like a silvery
mrage on the desert.

"CGood Pl une? Aunt?"

He managed to Iift his head enough to | ook around. The |odge consi sted
of a pine-pole frane covered with hides. It spread in a rectangle,

four body lengths |Iong and one wide. Good Plune was gone, but fromthe
dimy lit corners of the |odge, tiny eyes gleamed as field nmice froze
at the sound of his voice. For |ong nonents he watched the snall
creatures before they began to scurry about in search of food. One
mouse junped |ike a grasshopper onto the |log that held down the
southern wall. Long whiskers shivered in glints of silver as he
sniffed his way around the bases of two soapstone bowl s, hopped over a
curved throwi ng stick used for hunting rabbits and stopped beside a

wi nnowi ng basket. He chewed a bit of wheat-grass chaff while he stared
unbl i nki ng at Sunchaser, his gl ossy sides pulsing with his rapid

br eat hi ng.

Then the nouse zi pped behind the w nnowi ng basket as Sunchaser sighed
and settled into the robes. A nightnare



sensation of hel pl essness possessed him H's nouth had gone as dry as
the autum grasses. Was it the fever, or did he hear voices .. . soft,
muted words interm xed with the sputters of the fire?

He et his head fall to the left. Sweat slipped over the skin of his
face. Along the northern wall stood a row of thirteen baked-cl ay
figurines. They peered at Sunchaser through sparkling dove snail-shel
eyes. The Steals Light People. |In their hands they held the tinel ess
ebb and flow of divine Power. Above-d d-Man stood at the far end of

t he | odge, |ooking down upon the Steals Light People. Like Mther
Ccean, he was not one of the Steals Light People, but was greater than
all of them Because of that, his figurine was twi ce the height of the
others, four hands tall. His entire body had been painted pure white,
but he wore a bl ack weasel -fur headdress sprinkled with quartz crystals
t hat had been glued on with pine pitch.

Sunchaser blinked wearily at the figurine. It seened to be watching
himintently. "Above-Od-Man .. ." he nurnured reverently. "Your
death ... gave life to the world." Sunchaser sml ed.

In the Begi nni ng, Above-d d-Man was all that existed. He was soft and
shapel ess like the clouds. He knewthat to create the world, he would
have to use part of hinmself. It took a great act of courage for himto
open his veins and all ow the blue blood to fl ow unheeded, but it poured
out and turned into the blue waters of Mther Ccean, from which every
other life formenerged. The froth on the Mdther's surface gave birth
to the Steal s Light People: Father Sun, Dawn Child, Wnter Boy, the Ice
Ghosts, the Thunderbeings, Great White Gant and all the others. Even
Sister Earth and Brother Sky were born fromthe vast bl ue wonb.

First Condor, the biggest bird in the world, sprang to life soon
thereafter, created froma ball of Sister Earth's clay. As

Above- A d- Man' s bl ood drai ned away, he called to Condor. Wen Condor
cane, Above-d d-Man said, "Please, Condor, | amtoo weak. Let ne give
you the Power to breathe Life



into the things I have created. You nust hurry, before the magic of
Creation dies. Oherwi se, everything will just be bone and stone and
water. It will never feel or think."

Condor had to fly very fast to cover the whole world before the magic
was gone

Whi |l e Condor did his duty, Above-d d-Man grew weaker and weaker, unti
he shrank to not hingness and died. The world |ived because of H m and
Condor, but Above-d d-Man becane cold and white and hard. Mdther Ccean
wept. She begged the other Steals Light People to help her, and they
made a net of seaweed and put Above-A d-Man in it. First Condor
carried the net high into the sky, where Above-O d Man was reborn as

t he noon.

Sunchaser could feel the Power of the Steals Light People; it radiated
fromthemlike heat fromflanes. They nade the rains come and wi nter
go. As the children of Above-A d Man, their prayers gave their Father
the strength to rise and cross the belly of Brother Sky every night. If
the Steals Light People ever failed to pray, the noon would rise no

nor e.

Pi nches of sacred acorn neal lay sprinkled at the feet of the clay
figurines, just as it was sprinkled on the living Dancers who
represented them at the annual cerenopnials. Good Plune had | aboriously
pai nted these Steal s Light People, crushing the colors from plant

roots, flowers, berries and clays, working for long hands of time with
a frayed willowtwi g brush to get the details right. Then she had
dressed themin special, ritually blessed clothing---as befitted

gods.

Sunchaser's voice rasped as he asked, "Were is Good Plume, Steals
Li ght People? Do you know?"

They seermed to be whispering; the Thunderbeing' s voice was especially

[ oud. Thunderbeings | ooked |ike young children, but they had the
shi ni ng, nenbranous wi ngs of dragonflies. And talons grew where a
human child woul d have had feet. As they soared through the cl ouds,
their wi ngs caused thunder to runble across the sky. He couldn't nake
out the Thunderbeing's words. O were those sounds only the passing of
the mice? Sunchaser blinked to steady the



wavering focus of his eyes and fought the drifting sensation that
possessed him

Bright paintings |ived over the heads of the figurines. On the |ong
north wall, two zigzags of yellow lightning sliced a path through
silver moons and blue stars and |l odged in the heart of a crinson sun.
The southern wall flamed with orange trees whose branches curled in and
around to formthe interl ocking pathways of a |labyrinth. Near the
edges of the branches, dark swirls spiraled out, |ike tongues of black
flame.. .. The Darkness that roasts the soul when it attenpts to find
the twisting road that |eads to the Land of the Dead.

Wth all of his strength, Sunchaser rolled to his right side so he
could extend a trenbling hand and pull the door flap back. His clamy
fingers could barely keep their grip on the |eather, but he nmanaged to
hang the flap on its peg. As he did so, the hides slipped off his
chest, exposing it to the cold wind that swept Brushnut Village. He
relished the shiver that shook him The crisp scent of pine flooded
his hot nostrils and he inhal ed deeply, seeking to fill his soul with
the essence of the trees.

Qut side the | odge, the green pines gradually darkened into charcoa
spears. They stood |ike dark sentinels against the translucent rays of
pal e pink light that shot across the sky. Sunchaser could see no

cl ouds, but flakes of snow pirouetted through the trees and | anded on
the frozen ground.

How | ong had he been ill? He couldn't even recall when he had
retreated to his aunt's lodge to lie down. Wiere was ' she? Was the
sickness still ravaging the vill age?

"They need you, you fool," he murnmured feebly. "Good Plume is old . ,.
ei ghty sumers. She can't work all the Healings by herself. It wll
kill her. Get up. Get up before it's too |ate and everyone that you

care about is dead."

He tried to sit up, but fell back to his hides, panting and trenbling
fromthe effort. The interior of the | odge swam around himin a bl ur
of color. He felt sick to his stomach.



Sunchaser had been born here in the nountains at Brushnut Village
twenty-five sunmrers ago. He knew and | oved each person in the village.
How many of them had died since he'd fallen ill? Good Plune's | odge
nestled on the western side of the village, down the slope fromthe
others. But he could hear the npans and cries of the sick

"Bl essed Spirits, what's happeni ng? How ..

Foot steps crunched on the frozen ground above the | odge, slow,
nmethodic, as if each step required great care.

"Good Plunme?" he called again.
"Yes, it's nme."

She pushed her wal ki ng stick through the doorway before she ducked

t hrough herself. Snow frosted the fur of her heavy buffal o coat and
glistened in the gray straggles of hair that had come undone from her
short braid. Her face had a skeletal angularity; her saggi ng, winkled
skin was the color of walnut oil.

Sunchaser cl osed his eyes for a nonent.

Good Pl ume | eaned her wal king stick by the door and unhooked the door
flap, letting it fall closed again. "Are you trying to kill yourself?
Wnter Boy is still out and about, |ooking for souls to eat."

She bent down and covered Sunchaser with hides again, then went to the
m ddl e of the | odge, where she renoved her coat and laid it by the fire
to dry. Her thin arms stuck out fromthe sleeves of her doeskin dress.
She kicked a stunp of wood closer to the fire and sat down on it, the
beaded hem of her skirt fanning around her feet. Her hands shook as
she held themout to the flanmes. "When | get warm 1'll heat up that
raccoon soup we had for breakfast."

Sunchaser wet his chapped lips. "Tell ne ... | have to know. \What's
happeni ng?"

"It will just worry you. You'll use up your strength--"

"Tell me!"

Good Pl ume exhal ed a heavy breath. "Flint Pond died today. Everyone
inthe village is going mad trying to figure out who should be the next
chief."”



"What about Flint Pond's son?"

Good Plune's voice broke when she said, "Little Elk died this
nor ni ng. "

Faint, wavering imges of Little Elk's face noved through Sunchaser's
t houghts, each like a knife in his heart. They'd |aughed and pl ayed
together as children. "And Little Elk's wife?"

"She's fine. So far. And we had better pray that Above O d- Man keeps
her that way. She's gone all over the village cooking, cleaning,
caring for the grieving."

"Standing Moon is a good wonman. "

Good Pl ume nodded and | owered her hands to her |lap. She rubbed her
joints as though the old bones ached mi serably. Wen she scrutinized
Sunchaser, firelight flowed into her winkles, making her | ook a

t housand sumers old. "People nmiss you," she said gently. "Everyone
has been aski ng about you. Singing day and night, praying for the Evi
Spirits to let you go. People need you. They think you're a better
Healer than | am"

He smiled feebly. "Then they are all fools."

"You are much | oved, Sunchaser. |If you up and die on them they'l
never forgive you."

"I"mbetter, Good Plune. Stronger. Really--"

"Your fever is very high, and the Evil Spirits have held you now for

three days. |If we can't pray the fever away tonight, | fear for
you. "
"No, no," he reassured her. "It's not that bad. | just.. . I'mso

c-cold, Good Plume." A shudder went through himthat made his teeth
chatter. He tugged weakly at his hides, pulling themup around his
throat. "Aren't there any mnore hides?"

Good Plume rose and went to a pile of folded skins in the rear of the
| odge. She carried them back and spread them out over Sunchaser, then
tenderly tucked the edges in around him

Still, he could not stop shivering.

Good Plume's ancient face darkened. "I must pour some hot soup into
you. Stay awake for ne."



She crossed to the cooking tripod where the hide bag of soup hung and
nmoved it closer to the hearth. Using two sticks, she picked up four of
the small rocks that sat on the coals at the fire's edge and dropped
theminto the bag. Steam expl oded upward. A silver weath encircled
her face: Wiile she searched for wooden bow s, Sunchaser said, "I ...
must get well, Good Plume. The Manmmoth Spirit Dance will start at
Oter Cdan Village in five days."

The Dance was hel d every noon at one of three villages: Brushnut,

Whal ebeard or Gtter Clan. That way, people fromup and down the coast
as well as fromthe nountain villages wouldn't have far to go if they
wanted to attend three or four Dances a cycle. The Dances brought
great numbers of people together. Many of them wal ked for days to
reach the village where the Dance was being held. And Sunchaser tried
very hard to attend each Dance. But sonetines, |like this noon, he just
couldn't do it. Perhaps Oxbalm |eader of the Gtter C an, would del ay
the Dance? Wiiting for Sunchaser? GCccasionally it happened that way.
But not often. And Oxbal mcouldn't delay the Dance for nore than a
week, because people woul d begin | eaving. Oxbal mcouldn't nmake them
wait just to see if Sunchaser m ght cone.

"Yes," Good Plune said, "that's right. And if you are not there, old
Catchstraw will | ead the Dance."

"He's led it mmany times before, Aunt. He's not as bad as you think
But I... I've nissed so many Dances. | should be there. Though
Catchstraw tries very hard, he is just not--"

"Do you really believe he tries hard?" Good Plume grunted and wal ked
back to the fire with two bow s and a wooden cup. Scow ing, she di pped
the cup and filled the bowls. "Have the namoths grown nore nunerous
with himleading the Dances? Hm? No. None of themwant to come back
fromthe Land of the Dead if they think he'll be the Dreaner to greet
them People wouldn't attend the Dance either if they knew in advance
t hat Cat chstraw woul d be Dancing."

Sunchaser's stonmach cranped. @Qiilt weighted himdown |ike a black wall
of earth. "That's my fault. | should be



out walking the t-trails, telling people that it's the Dance that is
i nportant. They think they need me there, but that is not--"
"Sunchaser," Good Plune said as she set a bow of soup on the floor
beside him "you try to help too many at once. No matter who asks you
to come to their village, you go. You use every shred of your Power

for others and save none for yourself." Spirals of steamrose fromthe
bow .

"I can't tell people that | won't cone... not when they are frightened
or ill. Someone rust give them hope."

Good Pl ume renoved one of the deer hides from Sun chaser's chest,
folded it and tucked it beneath his head to prop himup. As she tipped
the bow of warm soup to his lips, she said, "It's all right to care
about peopl e, Sunchaser, but you nmust not |et your concern disrupt your
Dreaming. |If you do, in the end even the people you have cared for the
nost deeply will hate you for it. Dreanming is the only way you can
really help them and they knowit."

He took a sip of the warm delicately flavored soup and sank back
against the hide pillow His teeth had begun to chatter so violently
that he barely managed to keep his mouth on the bow |ong enough to get
anot her swallow. "Perhaps." "You doubt nme? Don't. | tell you the
truth. You nust stop giving so much of yourself to people. Pretty
soon there won't be enough of you left to Dream™

He started to respond ... but he heard voices again, faint, riding the
wind like lost souls, calling to him He closed his eyes to listen
better.

"Sunchaser? .. . Sunchaser? Hurry! \Were are you? Can you hear ne?
Cone and | ook! There are nmammoths coni ng!"

A brilliant glow suffused the world around him filled with the
desperate cries of a baby. He floated on that tornented sound with the
freedomof a curl of snoke on a still day, rising higher and higher

freed fromthe cage of his sick body.



The Dream lifted his soul and carried it away on w ngs of gold .

He found hinself crouching in a condor trap high on a nountain. Rocky
cliffs jutted into the sky around him He huddl ed down into a ball

but cold seeped fromthe frozen soil, penetrating his heavily fringed
hide shirt and pants. Puffs of clouds were visible through the dense
weave of brush. They drifted westward, toward the sea. All day |ong,
snow flurries had intermttently frosted the peak. Above-Ad Man nust
have been | ooking out for him The thin, white coating would help

di sgui se his trap.

The trap was a circle of rocks placed around a pit and covered with
brush. Forty hands fromthe trap lay a dead bi ghorn, its magnificent
horns catching the afternoon sunlight. Sunchaser had killed the sheep
at dawn, dragged it down the mountain's rocky slope and slit its belly
open so that the internal organs lay in full sight and created a range
of smells, fromthe sweet richness of blood to the stench of torn

i ntestines. G andnother Condor hunted warily. But only the downy
under feathers of Condor's w ngs could conplete Sunchaser's ritua
attire.

He spied two tiny black dots gliding agai nst the background of clouds,
and he held his breath. He could just nmake out the white |inings of
t hei r enor nbus wi ngs.

The condors descended slowy, cautiously, circling each other, cocking
their red-bald heads as their sharp eyes surveyed the conifer forest
for danger. A breeding pair. Sunchaser had | ocated their nest a noon
ago. It filled a rocky niche two hundred hands down the slope fromhis
trap.

The huge female let out a glorious cry, tucked her wi ngs and sailed as
straight as a well-cast dart to the dead sheep. The male alighted
besi de her and together they hesitantly approached the exposed guts.
The fenmale tore into the liver, while the mal e pecked at the bl oody

l ungs. Sunchaser pulled his bone dagger fromhis belt and readied
hinself. He waited patiently, twisting the fringe on his pant |leg as
he repeated a nmental chant, a prayer of offering:



| see you. Condor. Hear ny prayers. |In clasping one another tight,
Hol di ng one another fast, May we finish our roads together, keeping
Beauty before us al ways.

The condors' eighteen-hand wi ng span nmade taking off difficult, and
when condors ate, especially in cold weather, they gorged thensel ves.
Fl ight would be even harder on a full stonach.

The gigantic birds ate in silence, occasionally flapping their

bl ack-and-white wi ngs as they tugged at a stubborn gobbet of neat.
After two fingers of time, both birds had slowed their consunption
stopping nore often now to stare. about and strut through the gutted
mess they' d created. The nmale lifted his head and bent his neck back
perhaps to resettle his stomach. They seened to have eaten their fill.
The female ruffled her feathers and plucked at sone annoyance beneath
her right wing. The nale hopped up on top of the sheep and scanned the
open meadow. Soon they would fly away.

Sunchaser burst fromhis hiding place and raced toward the birds. The
male et out a cry of shock and flapped hard, trying to lift his heavy
body. The fenale broke in the opposite direction. Sunchaser ran with
all his might. Snow squeal ed beneath his nobccasins, as he | eaped for
the fenmale's legs. He managed to latch on to the right one. The
condor squawked in fear, and the frozen puffs of her breath tw sted
away in the wind. The talons on her left foot ripped at his arns while
she attacked the top of his head with her beak. Hot bl ood streaned
down his face and dripped from his chin.

"Pl ease, G andnother," he Sang as he struck out with his dagger. "G ve
yourself to me so that mammoths may continue to live in our world." He
struck again and again, feeling the sharp point rip through the
feathers and puncture the condor's black breast and throat. Warm

sti cki ness



coated his hand, and offal |eaked fromthe bird s punctured gut.

The condor shrieked and fl ogged himw th huge, bl oody wings. Her nmate
circled away on the updraft, watching and calling out in terror

When the femal e at |ast toppled onto her back with her wi ngs spread,
she stared up with frightened eyes that blinked in the winkled redness
of her round head. Her |arge, hooked beak was streaked with gore and
bits of tissue. Sunchaser reverently stroked her |egs as her neck
ceased to withe. Rasping breaths tore from her |ungs.

Fromtail to head, she stood as tall as many human woren, and her w ngs

stretched one third | onger than Sunchaser's height. "Thank you,
Grandmother. | promise to use your feathers well and to bury your body
with many rare seashells and finely crafted dart points.” Hi s people

had al ways revered the great birds, and they buried condors with solem
ritual dignity. Born fromthe blue bl ood of Above-d d-Man, condors
carried the essence of all Life in their bodies.

Deat h always gives birth to Life. Even Above-d d-Man was willing to
die so that the world mght exist.

The fenal e gasped suddenly, and a breath condensed into a white cl oud
around her open beak. She blinked at Sunchaser, her eyes drowsy with
death. Blood spattered her entire body, but the thick coating of red
on her white under w ngs had cone also from Sunchaser's torn flesh. A
m xi ng of his blood and hers. He gently traced the forward edge of her
right wwing with his fingertips. "Forgive me, G andnother."

He straightened and stood shivering in the glacial air. A dark cloud
had blotted the face of Father Sun and left the nountaintop in freezing
shadow. The pal e dove color of the rock outcrops had turned a deep
dark gray. The male condor still circled above, his head cocked.

Al one. Watching his mate's final noments in silence.

Sunchaser's soul ached. His eyes net and held the male's, and they
shared their grief. Both understood that death was a



fundanmental part of their relationship. Condors survived on carrion
much of it either left by human hunters or the humans thensel ves.
Humans had to kill condors to obtain the sacred feathers they used for
renewi ng and sanctifying the world. Human and Condor constantly faced
each other asking for life--and knowing that it cane only through

deat h.

Sunchaser whi spered, "I'll take good care of her, G andfather. |
prom se you. She will fly to the Land of the Dead with ny people
Si ngi ng her praises.”

Sunchaser gazed down at the fermale. Her beak rested on the Curved edge
of her wing. She had stopped breathing.

"Come, First Condor," Sunchaser Sang softly. "Come and guard your
child's soul until we Sing her to the Land of the Dead."

He knelt and carefully fol ded G andnot her Condor's wi ngs. The feathers
felt soft and warm He |ashed her wings to her body with a thin yucca
cord so she would be easier to carry, then braced hinself and lifted
the heavy bird into his arms. Her head hung linply, the eyes half open
as he started down the nountain.

That night he canped in the lee of a thick stand of fir, sheltered from
the worst of the storm In the flickering firelight, she watched him
her bl oody head slightly canted where he had carefully propped it.

Exhausted to the point of collapse, Sunchaser said, "Your body wll
hel p the mammot hs to |ive, G andnother."

As he watched with half-1idded eyes, the condor stirred. A fiery
burning traced its way through the wounds she had inflicted on his head
and arms. He blinked, sure that he'd seen a shifting of firelight, a
trick of the popping enbers playing in the breeze. Power noved, |oose
in the darkness. Desperately, he fought sleep, drifting am dst the
sounds of wind, fire and night, hovering in that half-reality of... A
breath expanded the condor's lungs, and she lifted her head to stare at
Sunchaser. A pale, silver light burned in her eyes. "Ww | understand
your need for ny body, Human. You hunted nme with honor. | wll take
you on a journey. A Spirit



Journey far away. You shall see why you nust pray day and night to
keep the manmot hs alive."

G andnmot her Condor shook off the frail bonds he had w apped her in and
| eaped from her resting place. She flapped | ow over the ground, her

wi ng tips brushing the snow, then gained enough altitude to lift into
the sky. She circled and swung back around over the jagged rocks and
the swaying trees, her talons outstretched. Sunchaser screaned, unable
to flee. She sank those curved, bloody talons into the shoul ders of
his hide shirt and bore hi mupward t hrough gl eam ng | ayers of clouds.
Wth every beat of her wi ngs, thunder cracked and runbl ed over the
nount ai ns.

Bright fear punped in tine with Sunchaser's heart. She needed but to
relax her grip and he would fall .. . and fal

"Look down, Sunchaser. What do you see?"

Terror strangled the screamin his throat. Muntains gave way to
green, rolling plains where huge piles of carcasses lay rotting in the
sun. \Wite bones gl eaned, picked clean by predators. Not just
manmot hs |ay there, but four-horned pronghorns, several Kkinds of
horses, ground sloths, dire wolves, giant beavers, shrub oxen

saber-toothed cats, short-faced bears, lions ... so nmany beauti ful
lions. They lay touching paws in a field of tall, w ndblown grass,
their gol den manes shimering in the sun. Horror tightened Sunchaser's
chest. "l don't understand, G andnother. What is this? Wat am!]

seei ng?"

"This is what the world will be |ike w thout mammot hs, Sunchaser."

"Filled with the dead and dyi ng? Why?"

Condor tipped her wi ngs, and they soared northward, toward the | and of
the G eat Wiite G ant, where the Ice CGhosts creaked and groaned as they
stretched their glacial bodies. Mgnificent deserts passed bel ow hi m
Red ridges snaked across the |and, cut and honed by deeply eroded
canyons. Enornous stone towers stood |ike |ances, poking their heads
up above the ridge tops to | ook around.



"Because everything is connected to everything el se, Sunchaser."

He heard the baby crying again, crying, and crying, and calling his
nane. ... Good Pl unme awakened when Sunchaser sobbed. She sat up in her
robes and rubbed the sleep fromher eyes. Wnd buffeted the | odge,
roaring with the strength of the Thunderbeings. The door hangi ng had
cone untied, and it napped |like wi ngs over Sunchaser's head. His hair
bore a thick coating of pure white snow. He tossed and turned,
writhing as though trying to escape a pursuing nonster. His hides had
sl i pped down around his wai st, baring his broad chest to the bitter

wi nd.

Good Plume rose and tiptoed over to him Tears beaded on his |ashes.
When she put her hand on his brow, relief made her sigh out loud. His
fever had broken. But he felt cold, as cold as ice.

"You're going to be all right, Sunchaser," she whispered affectionately
as she rearranged the hides to cover himagain. "Above-d d-Mn nust
have heard all those prayers your hundreds of foll owers have been
sending up ... and mne, too." Before she relied the door flap, she
stuck her head outside. Snow fell heavily, sheathing the forest in a
thick, wintry blanket. On the wind's chilling breath, cries and groans
wavered fromthe village. Some man coughed and coughed. An infant
sobbed.

Good Pl ume squi nted when she caught novenment in front of the lodge. A
dog sat ten hands away, covered with snow. He wagged his tail when she
| ooked at him "Wo are you?" she whispered. "I know every dog in
this village, and you're not one of them"

The dog rose and trotted forward, whinpering softly.



"Are you cold? Well, no creature ought to be out on a night Iike
this."

Good Plume held the flap back, and the dog ran inside. She secured the
flap. Wen she turned, the dog lay curled at Sunchaser's side, his

bl ack muzzl e propped on his paws. He was a pretty animal, all black
except for the tan fur that encircled each of his eyes. The dog lifted
his head and peered at Good Plume, and a tingle went up her spine.

"You're not just a dog |ooking for shelter fromthe storm are you?
Hm? No ... | don't think so. Did sonebody send you here? Maybe one
of the Steals Light People?"

The dog put his head down again, but the feel of Power that clung to
himintensified. A Spirit Hel per? Maybe.

Sunchaser had qui eted, though |lines pinched around his deep-set eyes,
and he'd clanped his teeth, setting his square jaw at an angl e that
made hi s handsone oval face | ook |onger, his fine cheekbones higher. In
the scarlet glow of the dying fire, he | ooked old beyond his
twenty-five sumers.

"But Dream ng does that to a person,” Good Plunme said softly to
herself. "Never known a Dreaner to stay young ... in either body or
soul. Spirits won't allowit."

Good Pl ume massaged her aching hip bones and hitched her way back to
her robes. Having lain down again, she stared at the wall

pai ntings--and then her eyes sought the Steals Light People. They were
wat ching her with a concentration that sent a shiver down her

backbone.

"I know you were worried, but | told you he was going to get well," she
whi spered. "It's all those prayers fromhis followers. Takes that
kind of Power to drive out Evil Spirits."

She coul d hear the figurines speaking softly to each other, their

voi ces like murrmurs of wind. The Thunderbeing figurine stared at Good
Plunme with unnerving intensity. Her wi ngs had started to | ook ragged.
Good Pl unme woul d have to see to that.

"Are you trying to speak to nme?"

Legend said that it took thousands of cycles for a Thunderbeing' s w ngs
to mature. Before that, Thunderbeings



lived in the cocoons of clouds and fed upon the rain. Some versions

of the story even said that Thunderbei ngs could becone real children if
they wanted to. They could send their souls down to earth in the form
of a bolt of lightning; when the bolt struck near a worman's wonb, the
soul could crawl inside the wonb and grow i nto a human.

The Thunderbei ng' s obsi di an bead nouth seened to nove in the wavering
firelight.

Good Pl ume cupped a hand to her ear. The Thunderbei ng whi spered so | ow
that she could barely hear the words. "Speak up! Wat wonman? What
does she have to do with Sunchaser?"

The Thunderbeing fell silent.

Good Plume frowned. "What's the matter? Are you afraid of somnething?”
She shook her head, slightly disgusted. "Well, when you're ready to
tell me, 1'll be eager to hear. Now go to sleep. Al of you. W'l

have a lot of work to do tomorrow, Healing, and Singing for the sick
and the dying."

She pul | ed her hides up over her cold ears and cl osed her eyes. The
Steal s Light People started tal king again, muttering anongst

t hensel ves. She fell asleep to the sound of their soft murnurs
drifting in and out of the storm s roar

"The woman's coming .. . alnost on her way .. ."
"Whatif..."

"WI!| she catch his soul ?"

"Pray ..



we

Rain fell, msty and cold, fromthe sodden gray sky. The chilling
drops had soaked through Kestrel's antel ope-hide dress as she scranbl ed
up the steep sl ope through the turquoi se sage. Heavy steps pounded
behi nd her. She gl anced over her shoulder. |In the soft, pearlescent
gleam of twilight, she could see the two men, coming fast--both of them
tall and nuscular, with danmp bl ack hair that whipped around their
expressionl ess faces. They ascended the slope in quick, neasured
steps, as though loping on dry ground rather than clinbing through
clay-slick mud. The warriors of her clan the Bear-Looks-Back O an--had
| egendary abilities as runners. Fromtine beyond nmenory, they had
spent half of every day racing the trails to build their endurance.

Kestrel hugged the bul k of her pregnant belly and desperately ran
toward the red caprock ahead. The hoarse hunting cries of
saber-toothed cats echoed through the rocky hills as she crawl ed on
hands and knees to clear the gritty lip of stone--hurrying, driven by
her pursuers.

In the distance, silver |light penetrated the clouds, shot |eaden
streaks off the w nd-painted | akes and coated the gray hills that
runpled the vista. Canmp fires gleaned here and there anong the

vill ages of mound-shaped | odges. Mre fires flickered to life as the
dar kness increased, their tw nkles twining through the hills Iike a
neckl ace of anber beads. Around the villages, hundreds of ponds
reflected the orange firelight.

Kestrel could snell the danp reeds and grasses of the marshy | ow ands
as she staggered along the ridge top. Juniper



and pi nyon pine speckled the rocky hilltops and slopes in dark green
clusters.

"Cone on, run!" Tannin, her brother-in-law, shouted as he cleared the
caprock behind her. H's black eyes, unblinking but wild, were fixed on
her like the eyes of a cougar stalking a rabbit. The tension in his
thin face had incised deep lines across his forehead and drawn a web
around his wide mouth. Soot and grease spotted the chest of his
buckskin shirt, and mud matted the fringes on his pant legs. 1In the
dimhal f-1ight, the snears | ooked |like clots of dried blood. Tannin
sprinted up behind Kestrel and used the stone point on his dart to prod
her in the shoulder. "Run!"

"Pl ease!" she shouted. "Please, Tannin--"
"I'f you don't nove faster, 1'll kill you here and now "

Kestrel dashed between two junipers, heedless of the |inbs that
scratched her face and arns. Locks of long black hair netted her oval
face and tangled in her eyel ashes. She hadn't the strength to brush
themaway. Small, frailly built, Kestrel knew that her strength had
vani shed | ong ago. Her chest burned as though a fire raged in her
lungs. Tannin had kept her running for two days, so long that her feet
had swol | en hi deously.

Cottontail, the young warrior, trotted silently behind Tannin, his
si xt een-sumer s-ol d body bare to the waist and painted with blue, red
and white colors. In the rain, the designs had dissolved into a great

purpl e smear.

"Tannin," Kestrel panted, "please, let ne rest. Just for a nonment. |
can't keep this up."

"Do you think I could show you nercy after the way you' ve shaned ny
brother?" Tannin's deep voice wavered in a gust of sage-scented w nd
that swept the land. "Hurry!" He jabbed her shoul der harder, and the
sharp point of his dart bit into her flesh

Kestrel cried out and turned pl eadi ngly, wal ki ng backward. Her
noccasi ns slipped perilously on the nud. "Tannin, listen to ne. |If
you let ne go, you know |--"



"Let you go?" He threw back his head and | aughed. Rain beaded on his
cheeks.

"Tannin, | beg you! Don't make me go back to him" She extended her
hands. Tannin had been her friend in the past. Wen her husband,
Lambki I |, beat her particularly badly, Tannin always sheltered her in

his own lodge. His wife, Calling Crane, tended Kestrel's wounds,
speaking gently to her as she washed the bl oody fist cuts that covered
Kestrel's face and chest.

"He'll kill me, Tannin. You know he will! You've seen--"

Tanni n sl apped her hard across the jaw. She stunbl ed backward. He

| oomed over her, his nostrils flaring with anger. "You deserve to die
for what you've done. You and your filthy cousin."”™ He grabbed her by
the fringed sleeve of her dress and flung her into a shanmbling trot
across the wet sandstone. Juniper trees and brush clung to the patches
of soil that had filled the hollows in the stone. She stunbled through
them "l said, run!”

Kestrel staggered forward as fast as she could, trying not to trip in
the scattered sage that snagged the hem of her dress.

She started down the other side of the ridge toward the village, where
sevent een grass | odges were arranged in an irregular senmicircle,
covering the top of the hill and flowi ng down over the side; each |odge
faced east to receive the early norning bl essings of Father Sun. Her
own | odge, on the eastern side of the village, sat a little apart,
surrounded by a thick grove of junipers that shook berry-heavy linbs in
the cold w nd.

Her people noved three tines a cycle, packing their |odges and

bel ongi ngs and traveling to the shores of the Great Northern Lake in
the autum for the waterfow mgrations, and in the sumrer making a ten
days' walk to the east, to be in the nmidst of the nmarshes when the
grasses seeded out. This village, Juniper Village, served as both a

wi nter and a spring canp, and her clan spent nmost of its tine here.

Cycl es ago, before her nmarriage, she had chosen the location of this
| odge for its privacy. Later, she had regretted the



deci sion. Her husband was a great Trader. He spent half of the cycle
of seasons away from hone, poling his raft around the huge | akes,
traveling all the way to the rainy seacoast far to the north. She
didn't know how she'd survived for so long al one, watching the trails,
wai ting, huddling in her robes at night with only the wind to talk to.
Lonel i ness had nearly driven her nad.

Until Iceplant canme .

At |east Iceplant had escaped. They had split their trails to confuse
their trackers, but Kestrel knew that |ceplant was runni ng westward. He
was a fast runner, the fastest in the village. He m ght even now be
sitting on the shores of the distant ocean with his nother's peopl e,
the Oter d an.

Thankyou, Above-d d-Man. | know I'munworthy to receive such a gift,
but thank you for keeping himsafe.

Kestrel placed a hand on their baby and thought she could feel the
child's heartbeat, pounding out of rhythmw th her own as Iceplant's
had done when they'd | ain together beneath a nound of furs last autum.
She had known the terrible chance she was taking, but she had taken it
willingly, gratefully. Iceplant's warnth had driven the cold from her
soul .

Al winter she had nanaged to hide her condition under thick |layers of
clothing. Not even Lanbkill had suspected. She'd spent her time in
the nmenstrual hut with the other wonen, pretending. But when Spring
Grl began to breathe warmh over the frost-laden | and, people had

gl anced suspiciously at Kestrel's heavy clothing. Just after Lanbkil
had headed north to trade with the Lake People, the rumors had broken
| oose.

"Ah!" Kestrel cried at the edge of the village when she slipped on a
wet rock and twi sted her ankle. Her steps faltered. Tannin shouted,
"Do you want to die here in the nud?"

"I--1"m going, Tannin."

Kestrel |inmped past the first |odge. Made of a frame of willow poles
covered with grass thatch, it resenbled a shaggy bear hunched over a
kill. The scents of fires snol dering, nmeat cooking and danp furs

drifted to her.



Peopl e had gathered before a bonfire in the plaza, where flames were

| eapi ng twel ve hands high. It |looked like the entire village--mybe
thirty adults and two dozen children-were there. Sparks, w nking and
sizzling as they rose into the dreary sky, whirled over their heads.
When Tannin shrieked a war cry, people turned; nen shook war cl ubs,
roaring, while old wonen wept and tore at their hair. Young wonen
covered their children's eyes to protect themfromthe w cked sight of
Kestr el

Tri bal el ders hunched in several |odge doorways, sheltering fromthe
rain, their faces twisted. Kestrel tried not to | ook at the beautiful
geonetric designs decorating their shirts. She had dyed the porcupine
quills and sewn themonto the garments herself. Each color came froma
Spirit Plant that cured different illnesses of the body or soul

Prickly pear cactus fruit produced the rich purple color, juniper
berries the tan, rabbit brush the pale gold, sumac bark the beautiful

br own.

She stunbl ed past A d Buffal o Wnman, her eyes lingering on the
orange-pi nk color that she'd created fromnixing lichen and holly
berries. Wen brewed as a strong tea, the sane nixture cured

i ndi gestion and eased the trenors of the |inb-shaking di sease. Even as
a child, the need to dye and paint had tornented her, as though
Above- A d- Man had buried | ove for the bright pigments deep in her
bones. She could not live without her art. And her creations could
not live without her, for Kestrel added drops of her own blood to each
color. It awakened the sleeping Spirits in the dead plants and gave
the designs the ability to come to life. Not every design did. But
many of these had. And now, as she went forward, she could hear their
voi ces, soft and pitiful, wondering at her fate, telling her to flee
before it was too late. "Run .. . run . , .I"

Each el der bowed his or her head as Kestrel went by. D d none of them
doubt her guilt? Had she already been judged and sentenced wi thout so
much as a chance to defend herself? She'd grown up in their mdst,
loved them relied on them



for guidance. Wuld they stand by and quietly watch her nurdered?

As Kestrel neared the fire, she saw her grandnother, WII|owstem and

t hen her nother, OM wonan, standing hal f-hidden on the outskirts of the
crowmd. Though neither of them | ooked Kestrel's way, she could see that
tears traced |lines down her nother's | owered face.

"Mt her?" Kestrel called as Tannin forced her along. "Mther
pl ease?"

OuM woman pressed a hand to her lips to keep themfromtrenbling, but
she sai d not hi ng.

"Bring her here!" Lanbkill commanded. He paced near the flanes, his
arnms crossed over his bony chest. Short gray braids hung to either
side of his head, framing his flat nose and heavy jowls. He had passed
forty-five sutmmers. The orange light that danced across his lined face
accentuated his age and flickered unnaturally in the quartz-crysta

neckl ace that hung over his heart. He'd woven the crystal's chain from
strips of mammoth tendon--it was strong enough to pull a buffalo, he
clainmed. His triunphant black eyes sparkled darkly as Kestrel cane

f orwar d.

Her heart pounded so hard that she thought it would burst the cage of
her ribs. Wen she was twenty hands from Lanbkill, a cruel smile bent
his lips. He extended an armnorthward. "Look! |[|'ve ended it!"

Kestrel turned, then stunbled when she saw I cepl ant kneeling by the
fire. He rocked back and forth, his handsone face in his hands. A

| ong bl ack braid hung over his right shoulder. She thought she could
hear him Singing his Deathsong. The notes lilted like a horrifying

[ ul | aby.

No. Ch, no ..
"Face your husband!" Tannin took Kestrel's armin a hurtful grip and
forced her to |l ook at Lanbkill, who had dressed in his finest

cerenonial shirt, made of snoked el k hide and tanned to a deep gol den
color. Red and yell ow porcupine quills decorated the breast and

sl eeves, while rain-soaked feathers drooped nournfully around his
ears.



"So, you thought you coul d escape ne," Lanbkill whispered savagely as
he moved to only a handbreadth from Kestrel. H's skin had bronzed so
deeply fromlong days on the trading trails that it resenbl ed
desiccated leather. Thick winkles hung in folds down his neck and
made bul ges beneath his eyes.

Kestrel glared at himand braced her shaki ng knees.

Peopl e closed the circle around them their eyes alert, |istening,
anxious for the final judgnent to be rendered. A few of the young
worren whi spered behind their hands and pointed to Kestrel's belly. She
heard soneone say, " at | east eight noons along."

The words enraged Lanbkill. He let out a shrill cry and noved so fast
that Kestrel didn't have time to dodge. H's blow struck her in the
tenmpl e and knocked her, staggering, to one side. Wen she didn't fall
he ruthl essly kicked her |legs out fromunder her. She |anded hard on
t he wet ground.

| cepl ant shot to his feet, shouting, "No!"™ Tall and slender, he had
soft brown eyes. Hi s nedicine pouch hung froma thong around his neck
Covered with Kestrel's own red, black and white designs, it splashed
the center of his wolf hide shirt with color. The long fringes on his
pants swayed as he tentatively stepped forward. "Lanbkill, you .

you said you wouldn't hurt her. You told nme you'd just banish her!"

Horror pierced Kestrel's heart. She stared dunbly at him like an
ani mal bashed in the head by a hunter's club. Iceplant's eyes

ti ght ened when he nmet Kestrel's gaze, and bl ood began to surge
sickeningly in her ears.

Feebly, she called, "Iceplant?"

"Kestrel, I--1 didn't know he'd do this to you. When he caught ne, |
swear, he told ne--"

Lambki Il swung around to Iceplant. "Stay out of this vqu coward.
You're as nmuch to blame as she is."

| cepl ant stepped back. Kestrel stared blindly at him an3 a dark abyss
opened in her soul. No. Her lips formed the wr soundlessly. It
can't be. He would never betray ne .



"Lambkill," Iceplant called in a trenbling voice. "Sunchaser says we
shoul dn't beat our wives. He says that Wl fdreamer watches and
listens. W nust all--"

"Sunchaser!" Lanbkill yelled. H's winkled cheeks flushed with rage.
"That young fool fromthe seacoast! He's deranged! You haven't
started believing his del usions, have you?"-He glared out at the crowd,
taki ng note of each expression, identifying the believers and the
doubters. "What's happened since |'ve been gone? Have you all been
sucked into this nadness about your ancestors com ng back fromthe Land
of the Dead? | just returned fromthe great northern | akes. The
peopl e there have heard of Sunchaser, but they don't believe in his New
Way! How can you? Do you really think that all the manmot hs will
return if you Sing the idiotic songs Sunchaser teaches? The Mamoth
Spirit Dance is nonsense!™

Sunchaser .. . Kestrel exhaled a halting breath. How many ni ghts had
she lain awake listening to Iceplant repeat the stories he'd heard from
the Traders who routinely stopped at Juni per Village? Sunchaser had
barely passed twenty-five sumers, yet people spoke his name with
hushed awe, as though he were a legend, not a living, breathing nan.
Stories said he'd died and been carried to the Land of the Dead on the
shi ni ng wi ngs of the Thunderbeings. There, he'd net and talked to the
Ancestor Spirits. They'd taught hima Dance that Sunchaser proclained
would return the world to its former purity. He said that if people
woul d foll ow his New Way, the nmamoths would return--they'd cone
tranpi ng back fromthe Land of the Dead with all of the ancestors who
had gone before.

Wl fdreamer hinself, the great hero who had led the first clans up from
t he underworl d of Darkness to this world of Light, had prom sed to
return to guide the people. But he would no | onger be human. He would
return as a dust spiral that bobbed and whirled around the manmot hs.
Sunchaser carried a square of deer hide with him on which he had drawn
a maze. It showed the Way, he said, to enter the Land of the Dead. He
asserted that anyone could go and verify his



clains. His new teaching had spread like wildfire in parched prairie
grass.

"I't's not nonsense," lceplant said in a shaking voice. He straightened
.0 his full height, eyes aflame. "Sunchaser has been to the Land of
the Dead. He's talked with the great |eaders of our people.

Vol fdreanmer told him--"

"Shut up, filth! Do | have to kill you to silence you? |s that what
you want?" Lanbkill asked. "I could change ny m nd about your
fate!™

I ceplant hesitated. Hi s chin quivered before he clamped his jawto
steady it. "Don't you understand? W have to change, have to return
to the old ways of purity and truth."

"You dare to talk to nme-about purity!"™ Lanbkill shrilled.

Kestrel's baby shifted so suddenly that she grunted in pain. Al eyes
turned toward her expectantly, as though she m ght speak. She | owered
a hand to rub her belly. "Shh," she whispered in a choking voi ce.
"Shh, ny baby, don't cry."

"What did you say?" Lanbkill demanded. When Kestrel didn't repeat the
words, he slammed a fist into her back and sent her toppling into the
mud. "Stand up. Stand up! Do you hear ne?"

"I hear you, husband."

Kestrel got on her knees, then unsteadily rose to her feet. Mid coated
her dress. She felt no indignhation, no hatred, only a terror that
gnawed at the pit of her stomach. Near the fire, Iceplant had fol ded
his arms tightly across his chest, as if to ease a pain in his heart.

"I ama Trader!" Lanbkill yelled to the crowd as he circled Kestrel
Those standing in the wet plaza watched himthrough frozen eyes, their
faces rigid. The elders who had sheltered in the | odge doorways drew
their painted hides up over their heads. "You all know that. As you
know that | was gone .. . gone .. . fromthe Mon-of Turning-Leaves

t hrough the Mon-of Flying-Snow. "

The raindrops grew | arger, splat ting on Lanmbkill's hide shirt and
sparkling in his gray braids. H's voice had deepened as his novenents
became nore precise. Kestrel's stonmach



knotted. She had seen himperforma thousand tines. He boasted that
he cal cul ated each wave of his hand and tilt of his head to affect the
cromd in just the way he wanted. Hi s snug voice whi spered from her
menories: "That's why I'ma great Trader, worman. No one can deny ne

what | want once they' ve heard nme speak. |It's Trader Power." To the
out side world, he seenmed strong and affable, always in control. Only
she knew the real Lanbkill, the nonster who was born with the

dar kness.

He had such nightmares. Every night. And they had been getting worse
over the past cycle: dreanms that woke him from sound sl eep and brought
hi m awake gaspi ng. That was usually when he beat her. She never knew
why.

Lambki Il worked the crowd, wal king the circle, placing his clenched
fists on the shoulders of the nost powerful people while he stared into
their eyes. Can |leaders nodded in agreenent, and Kestrel's great-aunt
wept openly. Wen Lanbkill whirled and strode back. Kestrel took a
breath, watching nunbly as he pulled a hafted obsidian knife fromhis
belt and lunged at her. Twi sting a handful of her waterl ogged dress,
he slit the soft leather fromhide collar to fringed hemand jerked it
wi de, revealing her huge belly. She staggered to keep standing.
Strands of waist-length black hair stuck wetly to her chest, partially
covering her mlk-heavy breasts; the rest of her seventeen-summers-old
body lay bare to the gusting wind. Firelight coated her skin like a
sheat h of golden pine sap. Kestrel saw her nother close her eyes in
shane.

"So, my wife ... if I was gone all autumm, who fathered this child?"
Lambki I | thunped her belly with the blade of his knife.

Kestrel forced strength into her voice. "You did, ny husband. 1In the
first few days after you returned. | amnot as far along as | |ook. |
think I amcarrying twins." And sonetinmes she did think so. Late at

ni ght when the world went quiet, she swore she could feel two
heartbeats in her wonb.



"Liar!" Lanbkill shouted, but he appeared to be off balance. He
stood stiffly with his hands at his sides, his curled brown fingers
tensed like talons while he searched her face. For cycles he had told
her of how much he I onged for a son. After a few nonments, he spun and

gl owered questioningly at Iceplant. 1ceplant shook his head.

Specul ative nurnurs filtered through the village. Kestrel caught parts
of the conversations and knew what was bei ng di scussed. Lanbkill had
been married four tinmes and had never fathered a child. Perhaps,
finally, his seed had taken root. It would be a great boon to his

reputation.

A flicker of hope animated Kestrel. He might claimthe child even if
he knew it were not his. She concentrated on breathing deeply, evenly.
"Your two sisters and your aunt gave birth to twins, Lanbkill. Your

own nother had twins that died just after birth. Twins run in your
bl oodl i ne. "

Lambki I | wal ked around her; his eyes glowed, lit by an inner rage.
Under his breath, he hissed, "Shall | cut the forsaken brat from your
wonb to see, Kestrel ?"

"You woul d kill your own sons, ny husband? Wit until they are born
Then you will know | amtelling the truth." And | will have tine to
find an escape ..

OM woman |ifted her head to peer at Kestrel with desperate hope in her
eyes. The other wonen in the crowd burst into conversation. Men stood
listening intently.

Lambkill's nouth tightened unpleasantly. "The truth?" he hissed. "I
al ready know the truth!"

He stal ked across the wet ground, twisted a fist in Iceplant's hair and
shoved himtoward Kestrel. Iceplant did not resist. He cane to stand
so close that she could count each tiny spiral that encircled the
edge's of his medicine pouch. She had used al der bark to produce the
reddi sh-brown color. For noons she'd been nixing the powdered bark
with Iceplant's food to relieve the stomach pains that so often
troubled him Kestrel was good at taking care of people. She had just
started to develop a reputation as a Healer. Easing another's pain

hel ped to ease her own.



In the subdued light, Iceplant's handsonme face had a sickly pallor
Kestrel saw hurt in his eyes and fear for her. But nore fear for
hi nmsel f.

No, she nouthed the words to him please.
"Tell everyone!" Lanbkill ordered. "Go on, lIceplant. Tell them
you' ve been bedding my wife for two cycles. Every tinme | went away,

you sneaked into ny | odge and drove your penis into her."

Iceplant's |ips parted, but no words came. Finally he nurnmnured,
"Yes."

Sobs constricted Kestrel's throat. She bowed her head.

"What ?" Lanbkill shouted. "Speak up, Iceplant. No one can hear you.
Say it again!"

The crowd had hushed, as the buffalo fall silent before the herd
stanpedes and tranples the plains into dust. No one moved. Only the
i ncessant rain and the sizzling fire gave voice to the world.

| cepl ant sucked in a breath. Mre strongly, he said, "Yes. The child
is mne."

Sharp wails erupted fromthe wonmen in the crowd.

Lambki Il slamed a fist into Iceplant's stonach, and when |ceplant bent
doubl e, Lanbkill kneed himbrutally in the groin. Iceplant sank to the
ground, gaspi ng.

Lambki Il taunted, "Didn't you think 1'd ever find out? Do you think

|"mstupid? Fool! |If you hadn't agreed to tell ne the truth, you'd
al ready be dead. | shoul d never have consented to |l et Kestrel stay
here, in the village of her birth. By rights, we should have gone to
live in ny father's village. It was a kindness | did for her--know ng
that I would be gone for half of the cycle or nore. | let her stay

here, near her famly, and | ook what canme of ny generosity!"

"Don't hurt Kestrel." lceplant tipped his tortured face to the m sty
rain. "You prom sed. You said you wouldn't--"

"It is ny right!" Lanbkill yelled. He spread his arns and spun around
slowy, meeting every eye in the crowd. "It is nmy right as her husband
to decide her fate. 1Isn't that so, A d Porcupine?"



"You prom sed," Ilceplant repeated. "You prom sed you'd bani sh both of

us.

| cepl ant | ooked up at Kestrel with his whole tormented soul in his
eyes, and she suddenly understood what he'd been planning. He thought
it was a way for us to be together .. . Like a wldflower beneath hot
sunmer wi nds, Kestrel's soul twi sted and shrivel ed.

Lambki Il smiled. "Your confession has decided your fate, lceplant." He
spun to A d Porcupine again. "lsn't that so, elder? | have the right
to choose Iceplant's punishment as well as hers!™

Porcupine's ancient face fell into sorrowladen lines. He adjusted the
deer hide over his head, perhaps to better block the chill wind. "It
is your right."

"And you, OM wonman?" Lanbkill said to Kestrel's nmother. "Wat do you
t hi nk? Your daughter is guilty of incest! She bedded your own dead
husband' s nephew \What do you think her fate should be?"

Kestrel gazed for a long nmonent into her nmother's eyes, and a pain
began in her chest, like a wenching screamworking its way up from her
soul to her lips. It came out a npan as OM wonan pl aced a quaki ng hand
on WIlowstem s shoul der and turned her back

A chant rose on the wings of the darkness, rising and falling in

mour nful tones as OM worman Sang Kestrel's Deathsong. Soneone el se
joined in, a man, deep in the cromd. NMore and nore people lifted their
voi ces and tipped their faces to the rain to Sing.

Heya hey a a yo ho yo ho yaha. Hear us, Thunderbeings! In beauty, it
is finished. 1In beauty, it is finished.

Qur bel oved daughter is done.
Heya heya a yo ho yo ho yaha.
Wth your headdresses of lightning flamng, fly to us!

Wth your bellies full of rain, cone to us!



W beg you to take this bel oved daughter away. Hey a hey a a yo ho yo
ho yaha. Take her away to the Land of the Dead, Bear her upon your
Wi ngs.

Heya heya a yo ho yo ho yaha. Qur bel oved daughter is done. In beauty
it is finished. |In beauty it is finished.... Lightning crackled

t hrough the clouds, and thunder rolled over the hills. People blinked
away the rain, searching for the shining wi ngs of the Thunderbei ngs,
expecting to see them plunge fromthe heavens.

Kestrel whispered, "No, Gandnother.. .. Mther? Please?"
Lambki Il gestured shortly to Tannin and Cottontail. "Get |ceplant out
of nmy way."

Kestrel tugged at her ripped dress, trying to shield herself fromthe
peopl e's eyes and the rain. She watched blindly as Cottontail and
Tanni n dragged | cepl ant back and shoved hi m down by the hissing fire.
Around him puddl es shimered radiantly in the firelight. Overhead,
flashes of lightning slashed the gl oony skies and thunder rolled

sol emmly fromthe bl ackness.

Lambkill lifted both hands and began a speech about his love for clan
| aw, about Kestrel's sacrilege, and of how hard he found it to murder
his own wife.

But her eyes stayed on Iceplant, and her ears heard a different voice,
three days old, soft, pleading ... "Kestrel, please, | beg you. | want
to be with you. Cone with ne to the sea. M nother's people will take
us in. The Oter Cdan traces its famly line through the wonen--not
through the men. You're ny father's brother's daughter. You're not ny
cousin to them ™"

"We'd never be safe, lceplant. Lanbkill would search the world to find
us and then he would nurder all three of us.



He knows every chief and every trail. W'd never escape.”

"I"lIl"protect you fromhim Kestrel, listen to nme. | |love you so
much. Cone with nme!"

The abyss in Kestrel's soul yawned wi der, threatening to swall ow her
Barely audi bl e above the wind and pattering rain, she said, "Forgive
me, lceplant. Forgive ne."

| cepl ant seemed to hear. He |ooked up at her through tear-filled eyes,
t hen doubl ed over as his broad shoul ders shook with sobs. The |ast of
Kestrel's soul drained away into the slate-gray echoes of twlight. She

felt enpty. So enpty.

Anot her paean of thunder shuddered the heavens.

Lambki || strode back to stand nose to nose with her, blocking her view
of lceplant. "The laws of our people say | may do with you as | wish,
woman." He smiled and lifted his fist. The force of the bl ow sent

Kestrel reeling backward. Her arns flailed wildly as her noccasins
ski dded in the nud.

Lambki I | danced around her with his knife drawn, bouncing fromfoot to
foot, screami ng, "lncest! Incest!" The obsidian blade glinted as he
st abbed her bare shoul der, then slashed across her forehead. Hot bl ood
ran into her eyes, and Kestrel let out a cry of shock. She heard

| cepl ant moan. Through blurry eyes, she saw him He was kneeling
before the fire, holding his stomach while he vonited.

"I"'mgoing to kill you, wifel™ Lanbkill yelled and |lunged at her, his
knife ained at her heart.

Peopl e gasped, rushing forward to witness her death, and a narrow slit
opened in the crowd. Kestrel sidestepped and wildly sprinted through
the gap and across the plaza, her child-heavy belly bouncing. Cries of
outrage laced the msty air.

Lambki Il shouted, "Come on!" and an angry nob coal esced fromthe crowd
of her family and friends and followed in pursuit. Wen she reached
the edge of the plaza and could see the slash of wet trail heading
downhil |, she heard the swift



steps behind her. Frantic, she threw herself headl ong down the sl ope,
slipping and sliding, alnmost falling, but when she braced a hand on a
boul der to steady hersel f, Lanbkill caught her by the hair and snapped
her head back to glare into her eyes.

"You'll never escape ne, woman! Never."

"Lambkill, please ... just let us go. W'IIl never conme back. You'l
never have to worry that--"

"Not after what you've done to ne!" He wenched her hair violently,
and she kicked and clawed at him but he used her awkward bal ance

agai nst her. As she swung at himfuriously, he slamed his left fist
into her face, then grabbed her and spun her around so he could tighten
his arm around her throat. He forced her back uphill, into the wet

pl aza, where her nother still stood, her back turned. But OM wonan's
soft cries pierced the sounds of the storm

Lambki Il pressed his nmouth to Kestrel's ear and whi spered, "You haven't
asked yet what | plan to do with Iceplant.”

The touch of his withered |ips nmade her flesh crawl. She stammrered,
"He hel ped you to f-find me, didn't he? If he ... he hel ped you, you
should I et himgo."

"Ch, yes, he helped ne. He told me what tinme you' d left and which
trail you' d taken. He even told ne where the two of you had planned to
meet. And | will let himgo ... just so | can hunt himdown!"

"You woul d break a promise that the entire village heard you make? The
el ders won't let you do that. The clans will force you--"

"And after | hunt Iceplant down," he continued as though she hadn't

spoken, "I'mgoing to drag hi mback here and slit himopen before your
eyes. "
"Clan law wi Il forbid it."

He | aughed. "Not when | explain to the village that |'ve changed ny
mnd, that | no | onger want your death, but lceplant's. Oh, his fanily
will be upset. ['Il probably have



to give thema few buffal o hides, maybe sone rare sharks' teeth from
the southern ocean. But eventually they'|ll agree. Everyone knows it's
my right to decide your fates. Yes, Kestrel, I'mgoing to let you
live. | want you to suffer for what you've done. The village will

di sown you. You'll have only me to shield you fromtheir taunts, only
me to feed you, only ne to keep you conpany."

Lanmbkill stroked her bared breast with a callused hand. "But hear ne.
If | ever find you with another man, | will kill you. You can never
run away fromme. No one can protect you. | wll find you vul nerable
someday, and | will kill you then. Do you understand ne?"

Lambki Il tightened his arm over her throat.

Kestrel gasped, "Help .. . someone, help nel Mther ... Mther!" A

gray haze formed at the edges of her vision and Stealthily began to
bl ot out the world.

"No! In the nane of Above-d d-Man," Iceplant screamed. "Lanbkill,
stop! Stop it!"™ Through the crowd, Kestrel glinpsed Iceplant running
toward her. "Don't hurt her. It was ny fault. | forced her. |'mthe
one to blame! Punish nme. Punish nme!"

"CGet back!" Lanmbkill snarl ed

Heedl essly, lceplant let out a roar and used his fists to beat a way

t hrough the crowd, then threw hinself at Lanbkill, breaking the
Trader's hold on Kestrel and toppling himto the ground. They rolled
and kicked in the nud as Kestrel staggered away. The crowd surged
forward |like a pack of hungry wolves closing in on a wounded doe. The
peopl e stared at her without pity.

| cepl ant, much younger and stronger, slamed a fist into Lanbkill's
stomach, then straddled himand sank his fingers into his throat.

Lambkill's eyes widened in terror. He struggled vainly against those
granite hands, and Tannin and Cottontail pulled their war clubs and
waded into the fight. They jerked Iceplant off of Lanbkill and started
kicking himin the sides and in the face until blood ran down his
cheeks. He tried to rise, but



they hamrered himw th their clubs, striking his spine, |egs and head
and keepi ng hi mdown. He huddled, covering his head with his arns.

Lanmbkill craw ed to his feet and drew his own war cl ub.

"Kestrel!" Iceplant's panicked voice inpaled her. "Run! Save our
baby! Run!" Insanely, Iceplant threw hinself sideways, knocking
Tannin's feet out fromunder him Then he dove for Lanmbkill's | egs,

tackling himand westling himto the ground again.

As though in a nightmare, Kestrel shoved her way through a group of old
worren who screaned and cl awed at her. Shouts went up as she dashed
down the nuddy slope. Purple threads of l|ightning wove an eerie web

t hrough the bl anket of clouds, partially illumnating her way.

At the base of the hill, she stunbled into a thicket of head high sage
and stood panting. N ght had swall owed the | and, but she knew the worn
paths by heart. Through the bl acker patches of juniper that created
weavi ng, serpentine lines across the hills, she could picture the
tangle of trails. \Which way should she go? Were could she hide?
Lambki Il would track her. In the nmud, it would be easy. How could she
From out of nowhere, a hoarse screamtore the darkness. It pulsed anid
the roars of the Thunderbeings, rising and falling, the wail of a | ost
soul .

Kestrel's heart al nost stopped beating. She spun around.
On top of the hill, Iceplant stood sil houetted against the blazing

background of the bonfire. Tannin and Cottontail held his arns apart
whil e Lanbkill brutally beat himover the head with a war club. As

Kestrel watched, Iceplant's knees buckled. Lanbkill took the knife
fromhis belt and thrust it into Iceplant's stomach, then sawed upward,
into the chest cavity. A small, wetched cry escaped Iceplant's |ips
as Tannin and Cottontail let himdrop to his knees. The crowd backed

away. Dark bl ood gushed fromlceplant's wound. As though fighting to
stay alive, he braced a hand on the ground and dug his fingers into the
mud. He coughed. Red foam bubbled at his lips. Wth great effort, he
l[ifted his head and



stared out beyond the village toward her. "Run!" he choked out.
"Run, Kestrel..."

She thrashed away through the sage, whispering to herself in terror
"Run uphill, uphill." Wunded ani mal s al ways run downhill. Lanbkil
will expect it. He thinks that |I'm beaten, that he won't have any
trouble finding me. That's why he's not chasing nme yet.

She circled the village and forced her exhausted | egs up the sl ope
until she could | ook down on the bonfire fromthe red ridge west of the
village. When she saw I ceplant, Kestrel started to shake so badly that
she coul d barely keep standing. He lay on his back, peaceful now, rain
glistening in his dark hair. Firelight coated his wi de, dead eyes with
a patina of pure gold, turning them|um nous. When the w nd gusted,
the light flitted through the crowd Iike a homel ess ghost. It
fluttered over the face of each person who had w tnessed the crine.

Lambki Il stood tal king to Tannin before the | odge of O d Porcupine. He
was smling, and then he | aughed. A harsh, deep | augh that cane from

his belly. Hatred rose in Kestrel! a hatred so violent, so terrifying
inits strength, that it blurred the rest of the world. "I'mgoing to
kill you, ny husband," she swore. "Someday | will find you vul nerable

Li ghtning split the darkness, but the Thunderbei ngs kept silent as

t hough they, too, feared the dagger of flame that had crept into
Kestrel's soul and begun consuming it alive. In the lightning' s eerie
afterglow, the Mammoth Muntains in the west stood sil houetted |ike
huge beasts shocked abruptly into stillness. One peak |ooked as though
it had its trunk up and was beckoning, saying, "This is the way. Cone
this way ..."

Kestrel clutched her belly and gazed back at the village, lceplant's
body wavered in the w ndbl own shreds of firelight, sometines there,
soneti mes not.

Tenderly, she whispered, "I'mgoing to the sea, lceplant... as you
wanted ... to your nother's people. | pray they take us in."



Thr ee

VWhite hair fell over Oxbalms eyes as a gust of night wi nd swept the
beach, bringing the pungent odor of salt and sand to his nostrils. The
fringes on his buckskin jacket flapped. He drew his knees closer to
his chest and peered at the old woman beside him Sunmac sat |ike a
stone sentinel, her winkled face gleaming with spray, and she watched
t he beach through eyes even nore ancient than his own. He gently
patted her knee, and she twi ned her fingers with his.

Snores and the coughs of children echoed fromQter Can Village in the
fir forest behind them Everyone else slept. Only Oxbal mand Sumac
had been up all night. They had sat together watching the Star People
sail their canoes through the dark seas in the Land of the Dead,
listening to the night birds, watching the fluorescence of the surf...
rememnberi ng.

Through the eyes of their souls, they could penetrate the veil of the
present and peer into the past. Only there could Oxbal mstill see huge
herds of mammot hs roam ng the coast. .

He could snell dust. Hear pounding feet. Dust and pounding feet and
the voices of mammoths calling. Were the sea breeze parted the haze,
trunks lifted, trunpeting in fury. Hunters appeared and di sappeared in
the dust. Youth punped in Oxbalms veins as he ran, his dart nocked in
his atlatl, chasing a straggling calf. Wth his Spirit Song on his
lips, he sprinted forward, unafraid of the bulls that watched him

their tusks gleaming in the brilliant sunlight. Oher hunters Sang.
They all ran to encircle the herd.

Oxbal m shouted "Cast!" and a hail of darts pierced the



warm sumer air. They arced up and fell in a shower of glinting chert
poi nts. Woops of joy mxed with the screans of wounded ani mal s.
Oxbal m cast again, and again. Painted hunters wove around him racing
t hrough the scattering herd, shouting, killing enough mammoths to feed
their people for the entire winter

Such a good dream It swelled within Oxbalmlike a bl ossoning flower,
rem ndi ng himof the days when he had been one of the greatest of his
peopl e's hunters, of the days when there had been too many manmoths to
count. No one had starved back then. There had been no sicknesses
that lasted for nmoons at a time and ran through the villages like a
ranpaging dire wolf. For too many winters to count, Oxbal mhad watched
t he nunber of mamoths dwi ndle, until now only a few |l unbering ani mals
wi th haunted eyes remmined. He hadn't had a mammmoth steak in six |ong
cycles, and he yearned for one desperately.

Oxbal m shivered and rubbed his left knee. It ached all the tine.
"Mt her Ccean," he called. He had no teeth left, and his voice al ways
sounded a little slurred. "I felt you tugging at my soul. | got up

out of ny warm hides and came. Tell ne what you need. Send ne a
sign."

Sumac said nothing, letting himtalk to the Mther alone. But she
squeezed his fingers nore tightly and cast a brief glance over her
shoul der toward their lodge in the village. She was worried about
their three grandchildren, the two boys and the little girl.
Saber-toothed cats had been prowling close to the village in the past
cold moon, hoping to catch a child to eat. Muntain Lake, Bal sam and
Hor seweed had been living with them since the death of their nother in
the fever two cycles ago. Singing Mss had been Oxbal m and Sumac's
last living child, and grief over her had al nost killed Sumac.

Oxbal m squeezed Sunmac's hand in return and focused his faded eyes on

t he bl ack expanse of water. He knew the Mdther. He'd canoed out into
her far reaches, Singing to her, studying her many colors. She
resenbl ed a patched ol d hide,



rubbed thin and transparent in places; in other places, darkened

al nost black fromlying close to the bodies of the Earth Spirits on
cold, storny nights. When Oxbal m had been filled with the brashness of
yout h, he'd canoed out so far that he couldn't see land at all. The
Mot her played tricks on nea so bold. Sunlight rippled off the surface
of the water and forned islands that didn't exist, or spun gol den
whirlwi nds fromthe fog. She spoke to such nmen, her voice soft and
muted. And if it pleased her, she guided themback to land. Oten it
did not please her, Oxbal mhad | ost many friends to Mdther Ocean

But a man never forgot the sound of her voice once he had heard it. And
the Mother had started speaking to himat sunset yesterday, calling to
hi m demandi ng that he conme sit beside her

The fermenting scents of kelp and fish grew stronger as norning neared.
Oxbal mfilled his lungs and sighed, "I"'mtired, Sunmac."

"Just a little longer," she responded. "If the Mdther hasn't sent you
a sign by dawn, we'll go back." She hesitated, then asked, "Do you
think it has to do with Sunchaser?"

"l don't know. "

Oxbal m put an arm around her shoul ders and pulled her close. Long
tresses of her gray hair tunbled down the front of his hide jacket.
She'd turned fifty-five last cycle, but she wore the bitter winters
better than Oxbal mdid. Though wrinkles incised her high forehead, her
| ong, straight nose and pointed chin | ooked as perfect as they had on

the day he'd nmet her. Her full lips had sunken, l|ike his had, as her
teeth had fallen out. But he didn't nmind. She was still beautiful to
hi m

Sumac's gray brows drew together. "The Manmoth Spirit Dance starts day
after tomorrow and Sunchaser isn't here yet. This will be the fourth
Dance he's nmissed this cycle. Wy has he stopped com ng? Al the
surrounding villages will be here. Hi s absence will frighten people

It's as though he's lost faith in the Dance hinself. He started it.
How coul d that happen?"



"I don't think he's lost faith, Sumac. He still Sings for the
manmot hs. Five noons ago he told ne he'd been Dreaning every day. You
know how hard that is. Keep your faith in him He's the |ast great
Dreamer left to the sea peoples.™

The breeze stung Oxbalm s tired eyes. He rubbed them hard.

Legend spoke of a time when canels and nmastodons had covered the hills
as thickly as the spring grasses. But now a nman consi dered hinsel f
lucky if he saw a fewtens of tens in his entire lifetinme. The

cheet ahs had becone so rare that Oxbal mcould barely renenber what they
| ooked like. And the giant short-faced bears had al npost

vani shed-t hough, Oxbal mhad to adnmit, he wasn't sorry to see them go.
Terrifying animals, they ran with the fleetness and speed of Horse,
possessed the ferociousness of an enraged lion and stood as tall as a
man at the shoul der.

Sunchaser said that all of the big animals, from mastodons to cheetahs,
had heard their deaths Sung on the wind and had clinbed onto the w ngs
of the Thunderbeings to fly across the sea to the Land of the Dead--to
puni sh humans for over hunting them The dw ndling supply of big meat
ani mal s had turned the four-1legged hunters bold. Oten they sneaked
close to the village to grab a child, or a doddering elder. Wat kind
of sign was it when hunter turned on hunter?

Sumac shifted to resettle herself on the sand so as to face him "But
we have other Dreanmers. Not as great as Sunchaser, it's true.
Catchstraw-"

"Isn"t nuch of a Dreanmer.. ." Oxbalmfinished ".. . for all that he
| ounges around his | odge day in and day out clainmng to be Dreamning. He
never hel ps around the village. Have you ever seen himhunt? No.
Fish? On rare occasions, when he can't pay sonebody else to fish for
him Has he ever gone on a war raid? | renmenber one raid | |ed when
Cat chstraw was seventeen sumers. All the other young nen had readi ed
t hensel ves, but Catchstraw ran and hid in his nother's | odge,
shrieking." Oxbalmgrunted. "He's not much of a man."



"You' ve never liked Catchstraw, even when he was a boy."

"It's irritating,-Sumac, when a five-sumers-old child tries to tel
you he knows nore than you do."

"Well, he's a Dreaner now. Mybe Mt her Ccean never intended himto be
a hunter or a warrior."

"If Catchstraw s such a fine Dreamer, why did he start having Dreans
only five winters ago?"

"That's when Running Sal non died. You know that. W needed a new
Dr eaner. "

"Runni ng Sal non was smart. Before she went, she told us that Sunchaser
woul d be the next great Dreamer for the people. | guess Catchstraw

t hought differently. But Running Sal non was right. Only Sunchaser
could bring all of the nobuntain and sea villages together, and keep
them together, to work for a single purpose--keeping the nmammoths alive
in our world. Catchstraw would have driven everybody away with his
whi ni ng and--"

"You think he's a fal se Dreaner?"

"I didn't say that. | wonder, that's all. He was always a strange
child. Kept to hinself a lot. And then, ruining not one but two
marriages that his nmother worked so hard to negotiate. Some of his kin
are still struggling to pay back the wedding gifts."

"He was so spoiled that he forgot he had clan obligations.”

"Yes. Al of his life he's refused to do anything that didn't please
him"

"You're being too hard on him Oxbalm | think he tries to help
people.” Sumac blinked contenplatively. "Sone of Catchstraw s Dreans
have cone true."

"And just as nmany haven't."

"Well, at least Catchstraw is close at hand. Does anyone know where
Sunchaser is? He flits around as wildly as the west wind."

Oxbal m used a knobby finger to draw irregular designs in the sand. The
grains felt cool and moist. "The last | heard, he was up in the
nmount ai ns at Brushnut Village. The illness



had struck and they begged himto conme honme and Heal. He couldn't
refuse to help his relatives. Before that, he was noving through the
ot her mountain villages, Singing and Dancing for people, performng
Healings. | don't know why he hasn't been back to see us. His |ast
trip to the sea was when he cane to the Mammoth Spirit Dance hel d at
VWhal ebeard Vill age four nmoons ago. But he has so many villages that he
visits, it's no wonder "

Oxbal m coul d feel the change, the shift of Power. He shivered and
cocked his head to listen to the Mother. Her voice had grown | ow and
hoar se.

Sumac asked, "Wat are you--"

"Shh!" Oxbal mraised a hand, aware of the sudden stillness that even
hushed the regul ar boom ng of the surf. Power spun eddies in the air,
a heavi ness grow ng.

The vill age dogs started barking, and they both turned. A pack of four
dogs raced out toward the beach, peering at something down the
shoreline that Oxbal mcouldn't see. After a few nonments, they began
howl i ng and prancing, creating such a conmotion that people in the
village came crawling out of their |odges, nuttering, their hair wild
with sleep.

"What is it?" Sumac asked. "Wat's wrong?"

Oxbal m braced a hand on her shoul der for support while he got to his
feet. Dawn Child had touched the horizon with an el usive gl ow of

| avender, and the beach where the dogs stood glistened and sparkl ed. He
took a step forward. For a long time he saw only the surge of the
waves and the brightening shape of the big island off the coast. Flocks
of sea birds dotted the skies above the dark sil houettes of the
island's three maj or peaks.

"Oxbal n?" Sumac said as she stood.

"Shh. Listen."

A deep-throated groan arose, the sound like the |ast desperate gasps of
dr owni ng nen.

Agai nst the dark ocean, sonething noved.

Oxbal mhad to squint his old eyes to see the sinuous trunk



that lifted and weakly splashed the water. The mammoth lay on its
side, dying. And there lay another. And another. And ... The village
dogs yi pped and how ed, boundi ng back and forth, afraid to get too
close, terrified by the huge ani nal s.

"Ch, no. Wat--"
"Look!" Sumac pointed. "There's another one... and another."

Up and down the beach, dark forms appeared, dozens of them Twenty?
No, thirty or nore. Their earthy nusk carried on the salty wind. They
wal ked out of the trees nmaking soft sounds to one another, their shaggy
coats shining, and waded into the sea, the trunk of one holding tight
to the tail of another. The little calves squeal ed as they fought the
current to stay beside their mothers. One of the cows lifted her trunk
and sprayed water into the air. The droplets spiraled up, capturing

t he gl eam of dawn before they showered down into the ocean. The
manmot hs wal ked out as far as they could, then started sw mi ng.

"What are they doing?" Oxbalmblurted in terror and awe.

The dones of the nmamoths' heads vani shed, and Oxbalmwent rigid with
fear. Huge bodies began to bob to the surface. "Oh, no, Blessed
Mot her Ccean ..."

Tusks gl eamed, sone jagged and broken, spearing the sand as the dead
ani mal s near shore rocked with the force of the water. Somewhere out
in the blackness, a calf baw ed. Oxbalmcould see it struggling,
trying to swimalongside a dead cow, its |long auburn hair sparkling in
the starlight. It went down, came up, and went down again. Farther
out, two old bulls swamw th all their mght, heading westward, due
west. Three younger bulls followed behind them their trunks up, their
massi ve heads tipped back so far that their tusks thrust straight up at
Brother Sky. The lead bull let out a deep, anguished roar when the
waves began to drag himunder. The other bulls floundered and cried
when the | ead



bull sank. They swamin circles, bellow ng, whinpering, then tried to
turn back toward the shore, but they'd swm out so far.

Sumac pressed a hand to her throat, clutching it as if in pain. Sone
of the villagers gathered around them Silent. Wary. No one had seen
a herd so large in cycles. Reverential murmurs eddi ed through the
crowmd. The dogs had gone slinking back into the village, their tails
between their 1egs, and now they stood close by their masters, watching
with their ears pricked.

"I ... 1 don't understand." Oxbalm strained to get the words through
his constricted throat. Tears stung his eyes. Wy would rmammmot hs,
their nunmbers already so deci mated by human hunters, drown thensel ves?
He shook his head. Then awe sl ackened his face as conprehension
dawned. "It's the sign, Sumac! This is why Mther Ccean called nme out
toni ght!"

"Sign of what?"

He started forward, but Sumac's hand closed on his wist, halting him
Her fingers trenbled. "Don't go," she whispered. "I'mfrightened."

"So am . Sonething' s happened. "Sonething terrible. Mmoth Above is
trying to warn us." He renmpoved her hand, patted it gently and hobbl ed
across the sand on his rickety |egs.

Sumac hurried after him calling, "Wait! Oxbalm-"

"Fi nd young Horseweed!" he shouted over his shoulder. "Send himto
Brushnut Village. Tell himto bring Sunchaser back, at the point of a
dart if necessary! Sunchaser is the only one who will know how to make

sense of this."

Kestrel clenched her teeth as another contraction |eft her gasping. The
pain seened to twist her inside out. Her water had broken just before
dawn, warm fluid draining down the insides of her thighs, and the
contractions had started coning



cl oser together. Breathlessly, she whispered, "A noon early. No,
Above- A d- Man, please. How can | run with a newborn baby? Lanbkil
will find us both!"

She braced her hands agai nst the yell owbrown |inestone and bit back
her cries. She stood in a narrow cleft, rock-filled, clotted with duff
and weat hered sticks that had been deposited by the rain runoff. The
cleft sliced a Vinto the bluff that overl ooked the Big Spoonwood
River. Two hundred hands bel ow, nmuddy water rushed al ong, whole trees
tumbling in the swift current. Across the vast expanse of water, she
could make out the caves that pocked the bluff on the opposite side.
Did this side have simlar caves? Should she chance finding shelter in
one of then?

Kestrel wung sone of the water fromher long hair, and as she | ooked
down, she saw a white chert flake reflecting beneath the shallow fl ow
of water. She bent to pick it up. As big as the pal mof her hand and
very sharp, it mght come in useful--perhaps to cut reeds with to build
araft--but the rain was falling nore heavily, too heavily to think of
trying to cross the river today.

Though dozens of crevices cracked the bluff, only this narrow cut had
appeared to | ead down to the water, and it was becomi ng steeper as she
progressed. On either side of her, weathered walls rose |like dark
uplifted wi ngs, reaching so high that they brushed the om nous cl ouds
packi ng the norning sky.

A series of jagged knobs jutted fromthe rimof the cleft, rem nding
her of the ragged wing tips of Crow. Her chest ached with longing. |If
only she could clinb onto Crow s back and sail high above the world.
Here, in this crack in the ground leading to the river, she could fee
the footfalls of her husband in her heart. Fear took every bit of her
strengt h.

The pain built again. A npan escaped her |ips and she gasped, "Stay
quiet! Keep noving. You nust.. . keep nmoving."

When the agony eased, Kestrel inched her hands forward over the wet
stone, descending the cleft slowly. The shower



soaked her to the bone. Ankle-deep trickles of water drenched her
noccasi ns and froze her swollen feet. She'd haphazardly tied the torn
front of her dress together, but it provided scant protection fromthe
bitter gusts of wind. Like icicles, they penetrated the soaked
ant el ope hide and stabbed at her breasts and belly.

"And it's going to get nuch col der," she said, bolstering her courage
as she studied the wide, silt-laden river that rushed and foaned where
the cleft joined the sandy shore below. Runoff fromthe heavy rains
had caused the water to overflow its banks. Along the shore, a thick

| ayer of dirty froth had accunul ated. Reeds, which usually stood at
the edge of the water, were visible twenty hands into the current; they
poked ragged tips through the surface as if desperate for the sun's
war m t ouch.

"Go on. Hurry, Kestrel. Mve .. . novel"

She had to force her exhausted legs to carry her the rest of the way
down the narrow defile. Lightning flashed through the clouds, followed
by bell ows of thunder. Beyond the bluff on the opposite shore, the
broken | and began its rise toward the Manmot h Mount ai ns, whose
deep- bl ue peaks raked the bellies of the distant clouds. Kestrel gazed
at the white nmist of snow that shrouded the foothills and wanted to
weep. She would be safe there. But she couldn't go. Not yet. Not
until the baby cane.

She had to find shelter

That truth terrified her. How long would the baby take to arrive? In
the nmenstrual hut, she'd listened intently when the old wonmen had
recounted stories of births that lasted for days and nearly drove the
pregnant wormen mad from pain. She renenbered one tale about a woman
who gave birth to triplets. The children had been born dead but the
worman' s screanms had gone on for four days.

Days!

And every nmoment that Kestrel delayed, Lanbkill would be closing in.
She'd tried to stay on the rocks, where her noccasins would | eave no



prints, but she'd had al nbst no sleep in three days and a foggy
euphori a had begun to possess her. Sonetines she forgot where she was,
why she was running. She kept making mi stakes--1eaving a heel print
here, a snapped twig there. Once, when she'd been hiking uphill, she'd
had to grab onto a sagebrush to keep fromtoppling into the nud. She'd
stripped the | eaves fromthe branches .

Her trail would be clear to him

Anot her contraction bent her double, and she couldn't suppress the
sharp cry that tore fromher throat. "No! GCh, no, not now"

She squatted on the bank and propped her hands on the ground between
her spread knees, letting the pain have its way. Wen it ended, she
couldn't stop trenbling.

Kestrel rose and pl odded northward al ong the Big Spoonwood River. She'd
been here as a child, and she renenbered that the people had built
rafts and gathered near a fist-shaped boul der that narked the narrowest
stretch of the river. Were was the boulder? She squinted, but she
couldn't see it. Around the southern bend in the shoreline? Even at
the age of six sunmers, the raft trip had seemed to take forever.

The river isn't as wide as it |looks. Renenber? It took no nore than
two hands of tine to cross. But that was in late sunmer. The water
was warm No, Kestrel, don't think about that! You .. . you nust put
the river between yourself and Lanbkill.

Scents of fish and rain-soaked earth filled the air as Kestrel waded
into the frigid water. Her teeth started to chatter imrediately. She
took two steps and staggered when she saw her shattered reflection
staring back at her. Her body felt suddenly too tired, too wounded, to
continue. Massive bruises covered her face, rising to frane the knife
gash that slanted across her forehead. Her |left eye had swollen al nost
shut .

"Someday |'Il find himvul nerable," she whispered. "I swear it."

She cl anped her jaw and sl ogged downstream doubling back to the south,
passing the opening to the stone cleft that



she had descended earlier. The swirling current would wash away nost
of her tracks. Perhaps the rain would cover the rest of them The
Thunder bei ngs had slit open the bellies of the clouds with their w ngs,

and rain now poured down on Sister Earth. |f she could get to the
rocky terrace that jutted into the river in the distance, she would
| eave no tracks. She might be able to confuse Lanmbkill for a short

time and stall his progress. As she rounded the curve in the shore,
the fist-shaped boul der | oonmed into view

Kestrel started to run, splashing through the water, panting. Were
the river curved back to the west ahead, the shore vanished. The water
had risen so nuch that it crashed into the bluff and threw foamy |ances
twenty hands high. Dozens of the tiny round caves that speckled the

i mestone had been sloshed full of water. Like huge tear-filled eyes,
they seemed to watch her as she ran toward the fist-shaped boul der

When the first squeezing of the next contraction began, Kestrel veered
out of the river and headed straight toward one of the caves that
gouged the bluff above the waterline. She followed a slender |edge, a
deer trail, that ran in front of the caves and eventually led to the
crest of the bluff. Along the way, she pulled two handfuls of fresh
grass and picked up a small dry stick of choke cherry. The | edge
dropped away to a bastion of rocks where water roared as it attacked
the stones. Perhaps its fury would cover the sound of her cries. \When
she reached the entry, she fell to her knees and craw ed inside.

Dar kness blinded her. Wth it cane the overpowering odor of pack rat
dung and the faint sweetness of nmbss. As her eyes adjusted, she could
make out the green-velvet tufts that veined the cracks in the rock
Kestrel blinked. Strange paintings covered the walls, faded, old. Six
squar e-bodi ed red figures curved upward fromthe floor, follow ng the
arc of the cave so that their eyes peered down at Kestrel fromthe
center of the ceiling. Zigzagging lines of Power issued fromtheir
open mout hs, shooting toward the floor. Though they bore



human bodi es, their faces resenbled bears, or maybe lions, with their
teeth bared. They seened to be crowdi ng around her, watching,
wai ting.

"Bl essed Star People, what is this place?"

Frightened, Kestrel traced a magical sign in the air to protect her
fromany Evil Spirits who mght be lurking close by. She kept her eyes
on the figures as she stooped to arrange the things she had gathered so
they'd be close at hand. Softly, she began the Birthsong: "W crouch
bef ore you, Above-d d-Man, tossing in pain, tossing .. ."

A faint growl rose. It seened to be conming fromthe Lion nmen. Their
red eyes glistened, as though alive and angry that she had invaded
their sanctuary.

It's the river, or the thunder. The roar of distant thunder echoing
through the cave. That's all it is! But sobs choked her. Had she
been in her own village, her nother would have Sung the Birthsong while
her grandnot her painted wavy |ines of black and red from her navel to
her breasts. Kestrel kept Singing the Song to bol ster her courage: "W
crouch before you, Above-d d-Man. Tossing in pain, tossing. Qur blood
flows, as yours once did. Bringing Life to the world. Tossing in
pain, tossing. Above-Od-Man. Hear us. Lead this child through the
dark tunnel. Lead it into the Light born fromyour blood. W crouch
bef ore you, tossing in pain...."

Kestrel wept. The Birthsong cerenony reenacted the primeval journey of
the First People through the Wrld Navel, where they had energed from
the underworld and traveled to the two sacred nountains that marked the
boundari es of the Bear-Looks-Back Clan's territory. The world had been
perfect then, pristine and beautiful. Had any of those first wonen
felt the fear Kestrel did now? Wth every nmonment that the birthing
went on, she could sense her husband, com ng cl oser, closer

Li ght ning fl ashed blindingly, and Kestrel heard it strike the bl uff
above her. Chunks of sandstone were blasted fromthe cliff and flew
outward, tunmbling as they hurtled toward



the river. Dozens of white splashes pocked the roiling gray water.

As the pain intensified, Kestrel w shed desperately for her nother
"You're alone. You have to ... to do this by yourself."

She slipped her torn dress off over her head and threw it down by the
sharp chert flake and handfuls of grass. Then she squatted in the
openi ng of the cave and cl enched the choke cherry stick between her
teeth. The opening spanned barely half of her body I ength, making it
easy for her to brace her back against the dry stone on one side and
her hands against the other side. Her |egs shook so violently that she
feared they nmight not hold her through the com ng ordeal

It took only nmonments before sweat ran hotly from Kestrel's naked body.
She pushed with all of the strength left to her, mpaning at first, then
weepi ng and prayi ng, and when the pain grew unbearabl e, she screaned.
And then, at l|last, the baby energed, headfirst.

"It's agirl, lceplant! [|'ve given you a daughter."” She broke into
m ser abl e sobs.

Wth shaking hands, Kestrel lifted the chert flake and sliced one of
the fringes fromher dress, then knotted it around the girl's unbilica
cord and cut it. Kestrel's arnms trenbled as she lifted her daughter by
her feet and shook her until the baby gave her first cry. Then
Kestrel's groping fingers |located the handfuls of fragrant grass with
which to wipe the little girl clean of the smeared bl ood, tissue and
fluid.

The infant's wailing terrified Kestrel. Lanbkill had ears like a |ynx.
Assum ng she could cross the river, it would take another ten or twelve
days of steady walking to reach Oter Can Village. Hiding her trai
woul d be hard enough. How could she hope to | ose Lanbkill while
carrying a crying baby? Tenderly, she placed her daughter am dst the
soft folds of her antel ope hide dress.

Pain twi sted inside her again. Sucking in a deep breath, she braced
her- hands against the wall and pushed. Was it a



second child? O just the afterbirth? She dug her fingernails into
the Iinestone and wept as the agony swelled. "Help ... help nme ..
Above- A d-Man!  Help!" She cried out sharply and pushed. And pushed
again. Panting for breath, she shifted to spread her legs a little

wi der. One of her |egs buckled, and her knee crashed to the stone
floor. Kestrel sobbed brokenly as she struggled to resume the birthing
crouch.. She braced her hands on the opposite wall again and held her
breath and pushed and prayed .. . until the second child enmerged. A
boy. Tiny. Beautiful

She knotted a fringe as she had done before and cut his cord, then
weakly gripped his armand jerked on it. He cried. She did not clean
him A short while later, the afterbirth fl ooded out onto the fl oor
For another two fingers of time, Kestrel had to sit slunped in the

bl ood, breathing deeply, before she could marshal enough energy to
rise. Leaves of fall grass mght have had nore strength than her
quaki ng 1 egs. She |ocked her knees, aware of the watery droplets of
her blood that fell to splat on the stone in starburst patterns.

Al the while, her daughter shrieked urgently and waved tiny fists. The
boy mewed softly where he lay on his back in the pool of blood.

Kestrel picked up the boy and cradled his head to her breast. "Shh.
Shh, baby," she whispered as he nursed. The feel of that soft mouth
agai nst her flesh stabbed her to the soul. She whinpered and patted
his back gently. When the infant had finished and lay quietly sl eeping
in her arnms, Kestrel rose, hips aching, and carried himto the entry of
the cave.

The wi nd had picked up. It whipped her drenched hair into a black web
t hat obscured her face. Naked and cold, she stood watching the
whi t ecaps that undul ated across the Big Spoonwood River. She tried to
cl ose her ears to the wails of her daughter, alone in the cave.

Do it, Kestrel. You nust.

The stormhad let up slightly. Wvering gray veils of rain swept the
vista, but here on the river, only a bare mist fell



Kestrel could nake out the hazy shapes of the nobuntains that lay a six
or seven days' wal k fromthe opposite side of the river--their inmages
only a dimblue band at the base of a rolling sea of gray cl ouds.

The boy squirmed and shivered. He began to cry again. Kestrel's heart
ached. She turned to peer back at the cleft in the bluff fromwhere
she'd descended to the river. The trough shone wetly. Nearby, a gul
wheel ed and dove into the water, then flapped upward with a nussel in
its mouth. Spinning around, it hovered over the slick rocks along the
shore and dropped the nussel, cracking it open so as to eat it.

No man stood anywhere in view
But Lanbkill was com ng, she knew.

Sonehow, some way, he would find her--despite the wind and the rain
t hat obscured her trail, and no matter how far or how | ong she ran. He
woul d find her.

Two crying babies would make it certain.

"The Oter Can ... they ... trace their lineage through the wonen,"
she said as she cradled her son in her arns and stepped out onto the
| edge in front of the cave.

Her arnms trenbled so violently that she al nost couldn't keep hol d of

t he baby as she wal ked flown the deer trail. Mddy brown water runbled
by bel ow, speckled with juniper needles, twigs and bits of spinning
grass.

Kestrel knelt on the sandy shore at the base of the bluff and laid her
son down in front of her. Rain beaded on his bloody face. H s blue
eyes seenmed to be searching for her, noving back and forth frantically.
He cried and kicked his |egs.

"Ch, Spirits, please ... |I... | can't do this!"

Sobs shook Kestrel. Desperately, she lifted the baby into her arms
again and held himtightly, rocking himback and forth to confort his
fears. "Shh, it's all right. It's all right, ny son. Try to
understand. | love you ..." Tears constricted her throat. For
several moments, she couldn't speak. |Iceplant, you understand, don't
you? Finally she whispered, "My son, your death may keep your sister
alive. And nme. Forgive



me .. ." She sobbed the words in bitter gasps. "I love you so
nmuch. "

Kestrel tipped her face up to the cloudy sky and Sang, "Hear ne, Star

People. | pray for you to conme, to neet this little boy when he gets
to the Land of the Dead. Hear me, Star People, | pray for you to cone.
Pl ease .. . take good care of him™"

She laid the boy on the sand again, then turned and wal ked weakly up

the trail toward the cave. Her son's cries grew shrill, panicked.
Kestrel broke into a run that nade her exhausted, wounded body scream
in pain. "Onh, Spirits, help ne!l Mke himstop crying. 1--1 won't be

able to stand it!"
@l I's squeal ed.

Kestrel glanced up at themthrough tear-filled eyes. They swooped over
her head angrily.

She ducked back into the cave and sank down atop her antel ope hide
dress next to her daughter. She could still hear the faint wails of
her son. Beside her, the little girl lay as still as a corpse. For a
monent, Kestrel didn't breathe. Then her daughter blinked and | ooked
up at the Lion-men who hovered over them Tine seened to whirl and
spin in the wells of those blurry newborn eyes. The grow began again,
like animals calling warnings in the night. Deep, barely audible, the
sound sent a chill up Kestrel's spine.

"Bl essed .. . Mammoth Above .. ."

Her daughter's eyes sought hers, and the girl frowned, as though in
answer. The | onger Kestrel gazed into those eyes, the brighter they
grew, until they were so brilliant and beautiful that it hurt to | ook
at them Her soul seenmed to tw st and detach from her body to go
flying, up, up--as if it had clinbed onto the wi ngs of soaring
Thunder bei ngs.

The baby coughed, and the sound snapped Kestrel from her euphori a.

Trenbl i ng, she brought up the edges of her hide dress and tucked them

around her daughter's body, then noved the baby to her breast to nurse.
"Twisting Cloud Grl... that will be your nane, my daughter. For your

eyes. "



"Mbt hers: .. Mot her ?"

The Unnamed Boy called forlornly into the black, glittering wonb that
encased him But no one answered. . No one.

Not a breath stirred the dark haze, and loneliness ate at his soul |ike
a starving beast.

"Mother? | want to live! Let ne live. | can help you!"

The ebony weave of the wonb unraveled into strands that swirled and
changed their shades, reweaving into stunning patterns, like the face
of Brother Rainbow twi sted into multiple, interlacing spirals that spun
outward into infinity ..

Beauti ful .

The Boy sucked his thunb as the colorful threads began to sway gently,
rocki ng himback and forth |ike an invisible hand pushing the side of a

cradl e board suspended between two trees. He fell into terrible

tears.

"Mt her? Why can't you hear me? 1've been calling and calling to you!
I'"mnot dead, Mother. |'mhere. Up here. Alive in the Stars. Let ne
cone down. Let me be with you. Please, Mther. | need to be with
you. | won't be any trouble. | promise. | just want to be close to
you.

"Mother!" he shouted. "Let ne be close to you!"

The rainbow fires turned into a Song .. faint at first, hard for himto

hear, and then the crystalline notes rose |like the wails of a thousand
manmot hs trunpeting in unison. They forned such a magnificent |ullaby
that it soothed his fears |like cool salve on a hot wound.

He sucked his thunb nore contentedly--though the nmusic was not like his
nmot her's soft brown nipple. Not at all. The Rainbow fires could never
take" that menmory fromhim Not ever

He dreaned about it as he fell asleep, and he whi spered



mournful ly, "Wy can't you hear ne. Mther? .. . | need you. | need
you to hear me. | want to live."

Four

Oxbal m grunted as he stretched to reach the meat that clung to the
interior of the manmoth's rib cage. The entire village had dedi cated
the norning to skinning the carcass and then to slitting the belly open
and hauling out the heavy mass of intestines. The liver had been cut
up into slabs and imedi ately carried away by the children, who giggled
and | aughed as the red-black bl ood coated their skin.

The lungs, |ogged with saltwater, had been hacked away and thrown into
the surf for the sea gulls to screamand fight over, and the villagers
had noved on to other carcasses. Later, after dark, the crabs would
swarm over the lungs as the tide came in. Oxbal msucked at his lips as
he stared at the thick yellow artery that hung linmply 'fromthe
backbone. Soneone had al ready been tired when he'd cut the giant heart
out, for the artery had been hacked raggedly.

This old cow had al nbst no fat around her ribs--she was little nore
than skin and bones--but Oxbalms mouth watered just the same. Tough

manmot h tasted better than no manmoth at all. The thick quartzite
fl ake had gone slippery fromblood, and the joint fever that plagued
hi s hands nade holding the flat tool painful. The villagers' bloody

feet had tracked in sand, but the footing in the coagul ated goo on the
ri bs bel ow remai ned precari ous.

Pulling on a flap of meat with one hand, Oxbal mused his serrated
quartzite to strip the flesh fromthe Heavy bone, trinmmng |iganents
and tendons as he went.



This was the easy work, suitable to an old man, and--he shot a gl ance
fromthe corner of his eye--to lazy Dreaners who thought thensel ves
superior to the hard work of cutting heavy muscl es and using choppers
to sever the tendons and |ligaments in order to disarticulate the thick
| egs.

Oxbal m swal | owed hi s di sgust and continued to cut the strip of neat
| oose, sawing along the rib on one side and then the other, exposing a
shaft of daylight as he peeled the nmeat down.

Cat chstraw worked silently beside him his obsidian knife glinting in
the light that filtered through the | ayer of clouds. Tall and skinny,
he resenbl ed a big-headed bird. The salty air had turned his
gray-streaked black hair into a danp mass. Hi s hooked nose protruded
fromthe mddle of his face |ike a beak. Forty-nine sunmers old, he

| ooked much older.. . as though the |abor of ruining two marriages and
alienating half of his relatives had worn on him

Oxbal m coul dn't see very nuch of Catchstraw s face, but what he could
see didn't look to be especially happy. The Dreaner had been runbling
unpl easantly to hinself all afternoon. Oxbalmhad tried talking to him
for the first few hands of time but had given up when Catchstraw
started using that authoritative tone of voice that nade his words
sound as though they cane from Above-d d- Man hi nsel f.

Since then, Oxbal mhad turned his attention to nore pleasing things.
Children's voices rose and fell against the rhythm c nurnmur of the
surf. The gulls continued to shriek and brawl over the feast. His
peopl e | aughed contentedly, and the wind had turned warm Such
serenity came along rarely; he wanted to enjoy the day.

Sumac and their little granddaughter, Mountain Lake, sat cross-|egged
in the bottomof the nmamoth, covered with blood. They | aughed
joyously while they sliced the tenderloin into strips. Muntain Lake
had gobbl ed down so rmuch raw neat that her pretty little face bore a
crust that |looked like thick red paint. This was the first such feast
in her six summers.



Up and down the beach, people Sang as they butchered and skinned. Dogs
lay happily in the sun, their bellies bloated. Above themall, insects
hovered in clouds of glittering nenmbranous w ngs.

A ring of guards stood al ong the perinmeter of the butchering ground,
their sharp eyes alert for the big cats. Sunlight glinted on polished
dart shafts where they rested ready in the hooked atlatls. Beyond the
guards, hidden in the screen of forest, saber-toothed cats watched from
t he shadows, wary of the humans and their deadly darts. Wen the
deep-throated grow s carried agai nst the wind, the guards would
brandi sh their darts and the cats would hiss and paw the air

t hr eat eni ngl y.

"Gow," Oxbal mmurmured softly. "One day your voices will be
stilled." Even these cats, now so wary, would be dead wi thin the week.
Drawn to the carcasses, they would remain to prow for other prey.
Despite precautions, good dogs woul d begin to di sappear, and a child,
lost in play, would step too close to the trees, or an old nman |ike
Oxbal m woul dn't run fast enough in the twlight.

"What do you mean, 'stilled ?" Catchstraw asked, his eyes narrow ng.

"The cats have Power. Al silent killers do. But not even that wll
save them" Oxbal m nodded, renenbering a dream he'd once had as a boy.
Init, a cat had wal ked into the canp, crossed the plaza and stood over
his bed. Petrified, Oxbalmhad stared into those gol den eyes,
wonderi ng what the silent stalker wished to tell him |If only his ears
had been open instead of closed. O had the great cat judged hi mand
found hi mwanting? "Qur young nmen have atlatls and finely crafted

darts. | have heard of Blow ng Seed, a hunter in the Seal Fat C an
north of here. 1In his |lodge, the walls are covered with skulls of the
saber-toothed cat. Over ten-tens of them Filling an entire wall."

"I'"ve heard of him He clainms to have great Power because he has
killed so many of the big cats. The fool."

Oxbal m gl anced si deways at Catchstraw and cut the strip of nmeat totally
| oose fromthe ribs, grunting as he caught



the weight. He staggered to the gaping opening behind the floating
ri bs and handed the strip to three young boys who fought for the honor

of carrying it. "Be careful! Don't drop that in the sand--or everyone
will yell at you for getting grit in their teeth." He grinned,
exposi ng his toothless guns. "Everyone but ne!"

Oxbal m went back into the manmmoth, using a bl ood encrusted thunb to rub

some of the gore fromhis big quartzite flake. "Those cats out there
in the trees, they're hungry. Their stonmachs will overcome their
caution, and young Two Toes, or one of the others, will drive a dart

through them Men are smarter hunters than cats."

Cat chstraw hal fheartedly pressed his thunb agai nst his obsidian bl ade.
"Time to resharpen this," he nmuttered unpl easantly and then raised
snoky eyes to Oxbalm "Do not underestimate Power, Oxbalm It is
greater than any hunter, no matter how skilled he is in the ways of

ani mal s. Soneday Power may come hunting you, and no dart of yours wll
kill it."

Oxbal mM's bushy gray brows lifted. "You don't know what you're talking
about . "

"I know a great deal, old man."

Oxbal m hel d his tongue and went back to his work, forcing hinmself to

t hi nk about the big cats. Yes, now they kept to the shadows, unwilling
to show t hensel ves. But Oxbal m knew t hat when darkness fell, they
woul d fight all night over the butchered carcasses. Ws that the image
Catchstraw wanted to conjure with his talk of Power? That of a cat
hiding in the shadows by day, prowing ferociously at night? He'd
better be careful not to say that aloud to nmany people. Sonebody m ght
suspect him of being a witch and sneak up and bash his brains out. The
idea tickled a chuckle from Oxbalmis breast. Catchstraw, a w tch!

Ha!

Cat chstraw gave hima sideways glance. "Wat's funny?"

"The very idea of it. You don't act |ike a Dreamer, Catchstraw. Power,
Dream ng--they | eave tracks on a man



the way a deer |eaves tracks on a danp forest trail. And | can't see
you with saber-toothed Power, or lion Power. No, yours would be badger
Power, very loud and vicious-sounding, but if your victimdidn't bolt
at the noise, you'd stop hal fway and run back for your hole." Oxbalm

| aughed again. "Yes, badger! That's what your Power would be!"

Cat chstraw grunbl ed somet hi ng.

"What did you say?" Oxbal m asked.

"I said that nobody shoul d be |aughing out here!l"™ Catchstraw threw his
weight into the slicing off of a strip of rib neat and irreverently
tossed it down near Sumac. "This is a very solem occasion.”

"Yes." xbal m nodded agreeably. "W are all worried about the neaning
of the drownings, but this is also a wonderful time. W'Ill have new

| odges fromthe hides and nore nmeat than we can eat. Listen to the
peopl e. They sound so happy."

"Yes, they do. You ought to be out there telling themto be quiet.
They' ve probably already offended the Spirits of the manmot hs. But
then, you don't mnd of fendi ng anything, do you? Not even Power."

Oxbal msliced through the last bit of liganent holding this strip of
meat to the rib and eased the heavy slab down to the floor. He patted
the neat gently and silently thanked the cow for feeding his fanily.

He had never liked Catchstraw, and now even | ess than before. Mostly,
he disliked the cool distance of the Dreaner's manner, but the surly
tone didn't help matters. \When Oxbal m strai ghtened up, he said, "W
did not hunt these mammot hs, Catchstraw. They gave thenselves to us.
don't know why, but we certainly can't spurn their gift by |eaving them
to rot on the shore. And accepting their gift nmakes peopl e happy."

Cat chstraw grunted. Then he said, "Don't blame me for what's going to
happen. |'ve been spending every spare nonment in the sweat | odge,
purifying nyself and praying."

"Good. I'mglad. Sone of us need nore of that than others--"



"What does that mean?" Catchstraw s eyes narrowed to slits.

"I wi sh Sunchaser were here, that's what. He could tell us what this
nmeans." The wish was futile, Oxbalmknew [If Horseweed and Bal sam had
needed to go all the way to Brushnut Village to find Sunchaser they
woul dn't be honme for another week at the earliest. Oxbal mhad just
been hopi ng they had net Sunchaser on the trail somewhere cl ose by.
Clearly, that had not happened.

"Meaning | can't?" Catchstraw asked indignantly. "Haven't | been
doi ng a good job | eading the Manmpth Spirit Dance?"

"Yes. You have."

"But not good enough? 1Is that it? That's why you deci ded to postpone
the latest Mamrmoth Spirit Dance for a week, isn't it? Hoping that
Sunchaser would arrive to lead it."

"I't's not nmeant to shame you, Catchstraw. Sunchaser is the founder of
the Dance. He is the one that Wl fdreaner reveal ed the Dance to. And
now, " Oxbal m said diplomatically, "I'd better go check on the fat
rendering. | promised Fernleaf 1'd be by long ago." He turned,

snoot hed his hand over Sunmac's gray head and stepped out of the mammoth
carcass onto the sand. Sumac gave hima know ng | ook and si ghed
softly. She had nanaged to slice up one of the mel on-shaped ki dneys.

Little Mountain Lake crawled to her feet and yelled, "G andfather, can
I come? Sonetinmes Fernleaf gives nme a piece of fried fat."

"Sure. Cone on. Maybe she'll give us both a piece."

"WIl you tell ne a story while we eat thenP"

"Of course."” He smled.

Mount ai n Lake awkwardly clinbed over the upward curve of the rib cage,
junped down and ran to hug Oxbal maround the leg. Such a pretty child.
Her bl ooded face glowed with childish delight.

"Oxbal m?" Catchstraw called. "Are you really |leaving? Before we've
fini shed our discussion?"



"It is finished, Catchstraw. "

Oxbal m hel d Mbuntain Lake's sticky hand as they started down the beach
for the bonfire where Fernl eaf and several other wonmen knelt, chopping
sun-dried meat and nelting fat in soapstone bow s. Waves crashed

near by and water flooded toward them kelp and small creatures washed
onto the shore. A hermit crab scranbled to dig a hol e before anything
bi gger than hinmself saw him As they wal ked, Mountain Lake collected
whol e horn shells and purple fragnents of nussel shells. She kept al
of themin her left hand, where their edges poked out between her small
fingers.

"Look, Grandfather!" NMountain Lake pointed up at the gulls that
circled above the villagers. The birds screaned at them angry that
they couldn't get to the juicy piles of nmeat, begging for a tidbit
anyway. Muntain Lake shrieked and fl apped her arns, frightening the
birds into higher flight, then laughed. "I told themthey'd have to
wait until we'd finished our share.” Her face radi ated happi ness.
Oxbal m coul d barely nake out her features through the dried blood. He
ran his thunmb over her cheek and chuckl ed.

"You | ook like you were killed by a short-faced bear and dragged around
by the cats,” he told her

"Yes," she agreed. "G andnother and ne got a lot of work done. D d
you see that big pile of kidney slices we cut up?"

"It was huge. We'll throwthemall into the fat and fry themcrisp for
supper tonight."

Mountai n Lake smiled. "I |ove nammoth."

"This is the first tinme you' ve had it, how would you know?"

"We've eaten it for supper three nights in a row That's enough to
know." She wat ched her npbccasins as she wal ked, kicking up sand,

gi ggli ng when the grains showered Oxbalm He tried to sound stern
"Quit that."

"You like it, Gandfather. You know you do."

She gave himthe winning snmle that always nelted his soul and he
sighed, "You're right. Go ahead."



Mount ai n Lake ki cked up a haze of sand and gi ggl ed when Oxbal m
squeezed his eyes half-closed to fend off the onslaught. Dragging her
by the hand, he hiked up to the rocky terrace where the bonfire burned.
The delicious aroma of fat hung heavy in the air. On the north side of
the fire, two girls used black chert flakes to cut up dried neat and
handed full baskets of it to three wonen who mixed the nmeat with | ast
autumm's dried berries. The wonen, in turn, gave the baskets to

anot her woman, who stuffed the m xture into a | ength of manmoth
intestine, tied at one end with yucca twine. Finally, Big Striped Bee
hel d the tube open for her nother, Fernleaf, who poured cupfuls of hot
fat over the nmeat and berries. Big Striped Bee then tied off the open
end of the intestine and draped the tube over one of the neat poles.
Hundr eds of such tubes had al ready been stuffed.

"The penmi can ropes | ook like bent |ogs," Muntain Lake observed as
they neared the bonfire. She hesitated for a nmoment, then tw sted her
head and frowned over her shoul der. "Uh-oh, G andfather. Here cones
Cat chstraw, and he | ooks ned."

"He al ways | ooks mad," Oxbal msaid as he turned. Catchstraw strode
across the sand purposefully, his gaze riveted on Oxbal m "Nbuntain
Lake, why don't you go ask Fernleaf for a piece of fried fat? 1'Il be
there shortly."

She craned her neck to | ook up, then squinted one eye agai nst the sun
"Grandfather, why isn't Catchstraw happy that the nammoths gave

themselves to us to eat? Doesn't he |like manmot hs?" "I'mnot sure
that he likes nuch of anything,"” Oxbal manswered. "Now go. Run

al ong. "

"Yes, Grandfather." Reluctantly, she released his hand and raced away.

Fermal e | aughter rose as Muntain Lake stopped to greet the wonen in the
penmi can | i ne.

Cat chstraw | ooked determ ned. Oxbalmhad the distinct urge to run in
the opposite direction--as if his ancient |egs would allow himthat
[ uxury. But he folded his arms and



stood his ground. The afternoon was wearing on, and m st curled from
t he deep-blue surface of Mdther Ocean. Coyote is snoking his pipe in
the Land of the Dead.

When. Catchstraw was twenty hands away, Oxbal mcalled, "Wat is it,
Dreamer?" "W have to finish our discussion, Oxbalm"

"I didn't think there was anything left to say."

Cat chstraw propped bl oody hands on his hips and expelled a breath. "I'm
growing tired of you, elder. | have been | eading the Mammoth Spirit
Dance, Oxbalm Not Sunchaser. Doesn't that tell you somnething?"
"What ?"

"That | amthe new spiritual |eader here! | should have sone right to
talk to you about the matters of the clan.”

"Catchstraw V Oxbal m said, "you know as well as | that you'll never be
the spiritual |eader here until nore of your Dreans start coming true.
But you do have rights as a menber of this clan. Talk. 1'm
listening."”

"No one's Dreans are always accurate, Oxbalm Not even the great
Sunchaser' s!"

He' d said Sunchaser's nane in a nocking, belittling fashion that grated

on Oxbal mlike sandstone on a raw wound. "Wen has Sunchaser ever been
wr ong?"

Catchstraw i gnored the question. "Sonetimes Evil Spirits tell Dreaners
things that aren't true. That's not nmy fault. It wouldn't happen to

me so often if | weren't always Dreaming, trying to see the Way for our
peopl e. "

"Nanme one tine that Sunchaser's Dreans have been wong."

Catchstraw wet his |ips and brushed danp, gray-streaked hair away from
his narrow face. "Oxbalm | know that you like Sunchaser. | didn't
cone to fight with you about him | had a Dream and | wanted to tel
you about it. | know too that you sent for Sunchaser to ask hi m what

t he drowni ngs nean, but | already know | was sleeping under that fir
tree over there--"

"What Dreanf"



Dramatically, Catchstraw spread his arns. "It canme upon ne in a roar
like the wings of the greatest Thunderbeings!"

"The Dream Catchstraw. What did you see?"

"Listen for once and you'll find out!™ he cried indignantly. "Manmoth
Above cane to me. She said that her children killed thensel ves out of
anger. Anger at Sunchaser... because he refuses to talk to them
anynore." Catchstraw lifted his chin snugly. "She said the nmammmot hs
need a new Dreaner to talk to."

"I see. And you think you're the one?"
"Who else is there?"

OxbalmMs lips pressed into a thin white Iine. For cycles, Catchstraw
had been struggling to conpete with Sunchaser for the spiritual

| eadership of the sea clans. Oxbal mhad never taken himseriously. He
suspected that if it ever did come to a contest, it would end like the
cat fights--with Catchstraw spraw ed across the sands in the norning.
But Catchstraw did have a point. Sunchaser's constant absences had

di m ni shed his status in the eyes of the people. If Sunchaser didn't

t ake some action soon to repair the damage, Catchstraw might wn

wi thout any battle at all. There were no other Dreaners for the people
to choose from Good Plune kept to herself, Dreaming only for her
famly in Brushnut Village. That left Catchstraw and Sunchaser to vie
for people's souls.

"What is it you want from ne, Catchstraw?"

The Dreamer crossed his arms, his back stiff. "I want you to call a
council session so | can tell everyone about nmy Dream That's the only
way they' Il believe ne."

Oxbal mshifted his weight to his other foot. Howtrue. Wthout a
council session, Catchstraw could recount his Dreamall he wanted to,
but he'd been wong so often in the past that few people would pay
attention.

"If I amthe one to call the council for you, it will appear that I
bel i eve your Dream " Oxbal msaid. "That's what you want, isn't it?"

"I just need a short session, Oxbalm" Catchstraw said,



si destepping the question. "I won't take long. And in the end, ny
Power will win out."

Oxbal m ground his guns in irritation. The request put himin an odd
position. Sone people actually believed in Catchstraw s Power. Not
many, but enough that if Oxbal m denied the request, it would make

Catchstraw s fol |l owers suspicious and cause a rift in the clan. It
m ght be safer to give Catchstraw the chance to nake a fool of hinself
publicly. It would be even better if he could arrange it so that

Sunchaser were present to defend hinself at the session. Yes,
i ndeed.

"It is ny right... as a menber of this clan," Catchstraw said
Oxbal m nodded obligingly. "Yes, it is your clan right. Very well.
But | can't give you a day yet. There are things | nust tend to,
people | must consult with, before | can tell you when. And it wll
certainly have to be after the Marmoth Spirit Dance."

Cat chstraw stood as though stunned by the news. "But you will call the
sessi on?"

"As soon as | can," Oxbal m answer ed.

"Perhaps | have judged you wongly, elder." But the voice didn't sound
convinced. Catchstraw turned and pl odded away across the rocky
terrace.

Prenonition slipping through himlike an eel in a net, Oxbal m studied
the man's narrow back as he wal ked away. Then he sighed and conti nued
toward the knot of women and the crackling bonfire.

Mount ai n Lake saw hi m com ng and shouted, "G andfather! | got us two
pi eces each!" She held up four long strips of fried fat and charged
toward him

Cat chstraw sat cross-legged on a thick pile of hides in his |odge. The
structure stretched twenty hands long and fifteen hands wide. He'd
constructed it by sinking ten whale-rib *



bones, five on each side, into holes he'd excavated with an oak
digging stick. Then he'd lashed the ribs to a central ridgepole of fir
with strips of raw wet |eather that had shrunk as they dried. After
that, he'd cajol ed and bargai ned and bought twelve finely tanned
short-faced bear hides to cover the frane with. These he had sewn
together with tendons stripped fromthe bones of elk and deer

The whol e was | arge enough to house a wealthy man, his w ves and
fam |l y--had Catchstraw ever cared for such trivialities. He'd been
married twice, each tinme as a result of his nother's efforts to arrange
a good alignnent with another coastal clan. 1In both instances, the
worren had left himafter several days because he had pointedly ignored
them Each marriage had cost his clan dearly. Wdding gifts, so
careful ly negotiated, had had to be returned, along with additiona

weal th to assuage any injured feelings.

Whi |l e many nenbers of the clan, especially those whose fortunes had
suffered, stared at himwi th resentful eyes, Catchstraw didn't nind.
Such actions set himapart, distinct fromthe rest of his society.
Dreamers were always different fromordinary people. H s |odge was
arranged exactly to his liking. Brightly painted parfleches filled
with exotic stones, carved ivory effigies and sacred plants sat atop
the two I ogs that held down either side of the hide | odge cover. Eight
baskets of nuts hung fromthe ridgepole at evenly spaced intervals.
Both the whale-rib frane and the baskets had a single purpose: to
prevent rot. The wet air on the coast encouraged decay. Seeds and
nuts m | dewed quickly in hide sacks, and sapling | odge frames | asted no
nore than a few cycles before they had to be repl aced.

Catchstraw angrily jerked a piece of pine fromthe woodpile to his left
and threw it on the fire in the mddle of the floor. Flames |eaped and
danced. Hi s rage with Oxbal mhad yet to fade. "Mre of nmy Dreans w |
have to cone true, eh, Oxbaln? dd fool. Wat do you know? 1t's not
my fault that Dreaming is so hard."



For over a hand of time, Catchstraw had been staring at the irregular
pi ece of deer hide spread across his lap. The supple hide had been
tanned to a pal e eggshell color, which nade the black |ines of
Sunchaser's nmaze stand out; they neandered across the surface, weaving
drunkenly in and around the center

Cat chstraw had drawn the maze hinmself, had copied it exactly from
Sunchaser's own. In the flickering light, the lines seened to nove,
eddyi ng back and forth in the manner of a den of newborn snakes.

Cat chstraw struggled to concentrate on them but his attention wandered
like the flight of a bee through a field of wildflowers. Everything
di stracted him the blue and red designs on the parfl eches, the sound
of the wind fluttering his door flap, the curls of snoke that drifted
toward the snmoke hole in the roof. Over the long cycles, a thick
pati na of soot had coated the hide walls and the ribs of the frane,
turning them as black and as shining as obsidian. The rich scent of
creosote and burning pine surrounded him

"This maze is meaningl ess, Sunchaser!" Roughly, he flipped the hide
onto the hard-packed dirt floor and rubbed his eyes. "The only thing
it's done for my Dreaming is to give ne headaches."

For two cycles now, he had been trying to use the maze but had not been
able to. Sunchaser claimed that the maze described the tw sts and
turns of the road that led to the Land of the Dead. Catchstraw had
never even been able to glinpse the road, |let alone worry about its

twi sts and turns.

Besi des, his Dream ng had been deepening wi thout the maze. |In the past
five nmoons, he'd nade nonumental strides. Odd that the Dreans began
only after Sunchaser started m ssing Dances and staying away fromthe
seacoast. Perhaps Sunchaser had been doi ng something to hinder
Catchstraw s progress? Anger seethed in his breast. Regardless,
Catchstraw had | earned to quiet his talkative soul, to relax his taut
body.

But he still felt confused and angry nost of the time. He



had never come close to understanding the things the G eat Dreaners
proclainmed to be true. Sunchaser, for exanple, said that Father Sun's
Li ght penetrated all things, even the darkest |ava tubes that wound
through the belly of Sister Earth .. . and that anyone could learn to
close his eyes and see it. Like the wind, Sunchaser said, the Light
noved through every grain of sand on the beach, through every speck of
dirt, every rock in the mountains, through humans, and through ani nal s.
He said that strands of that Light connected humans to all things so
that every thought, every act, affected the whole. "Pure gibberish.
Sunchaser just says those things to drive people crazy." Catchstraw s
bushy gray brows drew down over his hooked nose. He renmenbered one

bri ght day when the Steals Light People had been playing, acting
fickle. Spring Grl would breathe warnth, then the Thunderbei ngs woul d
gat her and rmake it rain while they runbled their anusenment. Showers
had come on after another throughout the norning, and by noon, runoff
wat er had inundated the village. He'd kicked one of the niserable dogs
that had decided to dig a hole beneath the wall of his | odge and | et
the water flood in. He'd |launched the beast twelve hands hi gh and

cl apped in delight when the dog yel ped and | anded rolling and
scranbl i ng. Sunchaser had been standing a few hands away, talking with
Oxbal m and had turned and frowned.

"Ah, Catchstraw," he'd said in that curiously deep, soft voice of his,
"by that act, you just weakened the stitching in the hides of your

lodge. | pity you the next time it rains. |If | were you, I'd rub
those | odge seanms with a thick coating of fat." "Wat are you talking
about? | didn't touch ny lodge." "No," Sunchaser said, "but the dog's
cry did." The news had spread like wildfire, and, the next tinme it

rai ned, people gathered around Catchstraw s | odge and poi nted and

| aughed as they watched it leak Iike a |oosely woven net. The village
children had run circles around his | odge, scream ng and chanting

of fensi ve songs, while their despicable dogs barked in gl ee.



Sunchaser had been gone by that tinme. But it was small confort that
he hadn't been around to gl oat.

Cat chstraw had never lived down that day. People still joked about it,
and anyone who openly scorned himand his Dreaning nmentioned the event
to justify their disbelief. He was still convinced that Sunchaser had

done sonething, cut the stitching or slipped a blade into the hide, but
he'd been unable to find the proof.

Cat chstraw bl i nked when an idea suddenly occurred to him For noons,
he'd been trying to figure a way of getting back at Sunchaser. "So
everything is connected to everything? Maybe you' re right, great
Sunchaser . "

Catchstraw | eaned forward and brushed dirt fromthe nmaze inscribed
hide, then flattened it out on the floor to scrutinize it. Shadows
cast by the fire dappled the design. He pulled a stick fromhis
woodpi |l e and thrust the point into the flames to char. Wen it had a
good coating of black, Catchstraw withdrew the stick and | owered the
tip to the hide. He chanted the Mammoth Spirit Dance Song as he
worked. Wth the patience of Lion stalking Tapir, he drew new |i nes,
bl ocki ng ol d pat hways, creating new twi sts. An elated chortle escaped
his 1ips.

"Ch, this is amusing."

H s actions took on an unreal quality, as if the sinple novenents of
his hand threw himback and forth in time and carried hi mdays, even
cycles, fromthis place and then returned himin an instant.

"I"ve never felt so nuch like |'mDreaning. Really Dreaming." His
voi ce sounded far away and unfamliar. Not his at all. It sent a
frightened thrill through him

He took lines and turned theminto spirals, or drew them strai ght out
away fromthe center of the maze, where they dangled in enptiness.

At tinmes during the long night, he heard the coughs and garbl ed words
of the people sleeping in the | odges nearest him and the sounds jarred
himfromhis task. He would halt |ong enough to massage his cranpi ng
hand before he bent forward to his work again.



Euphoria possessed him Hi s body seenmed to float on a warm cl oud. The
| odge grew crystal-clear, the colors brightening until they dazzl ed,

t he designs on the baskets and parfl eches junping out at him When he

t hought he heard voices in the crackling and hissing of the fire, fear
flushed his veins, and he forced hinmself to stop. He fell back agai nst
hi s hi des, panting.

"Bl essed Mot her COcean," he whi spered hoarsely, "what happened to ne?
felt as if--for the first tinme--1 touched the Dreamworld."

He peered nervously around his lodge. "Ch, Spirits, let it happen
again. Please!l"

The bl ack wonb jostled violently around him and the Unnaned Boy went
silent in fear.

Stars shot back and forth across the sky, leaving glowing silver trails
in their wakes. He could hear their voices, soft and muted, discussing
hi m and the bl ue-green world bel ow

The Boy shi vered.

"It's all right," a Man said.

The Boy searched the bl ackness, trying to see who had spoken to him

But he saw only the flying stars. "No," he answered, "it's not al
right. M nmother is in very bad trouble. If | could just find a body
tolive in again, | could help her.. .. And Sunchaser. He needs ne,

too. Neither of themwould have to hurt so nuch if they had nme there
to help them"

The Man's voice swirled around himas though coning fromall directions
at once, like an echo in a deep canyon. "Suffering .. . yes, painis
al ways the problem.. . it waxes and wanes |ike the face of

Above- A d- Man beneath the touch of Sister Earth. But the changes are
not part of Above-d d-Man. They are only shadows that nmomentarily dim
his brightness. Above-Qd d-Man's heart doesn't change



at all. You must | ook deeper, Boy. nuch deeper, before you will be
ready to be born again. This is the very reason you have been deni ed
life so many times."

Stars gathered around the Boy. their light hurt fully brilliant, but
their warnth built a cocoon around him Soft voices whispered in his
ears, so mxed-up that he couldn't rmake out anything, they were trying
totell him

The Boy bit his Up and thought about the heart of Above O d- Man .
the heart beneath the shadows ..

"But Sunchaser. What of Sunchaser, Man? WII| the shadows catch
hi n?"

In a forlorn voice, the Man replied, "It's difficult to know, Boy.
Soneti mes humans beg for battles to be taken away fromthem not
realizing that only in struggling with shadows is the Light nmade
mani fest. "

Sunchaser wal ked t hrough Brushnut Village with weary determ nation
headi ng for Standing Moon's | odge, nestled between the trunks of two
giant firs. Fifteen | odges were spread anongst the trees, arranged
around a central plaza where a huge comunal bonfire burned. Exhaustion
snol dered within his tall body Iike enbers hidden in the ash of an
abandoned hearth. Hi s deep-set eyes had sunk so much in the past two
weeks that they resenbled black holes cut into the tan oval of his
face. The buckskin of his |long beaded shirt had grown stiff with dirt
and sweat. Around him sobs and fevered nobans echoed through the
village. The illness had been raging for half a nobon, with no sign of
letting up. He hesitated before Standing Moon's door. The |ast snow



had vani shed with the conming of the warm breeze off the ocean, and the
weal th of water that had nelted into the soil had transforned the
surroundi ng country. W1 dfl owerscented wi nd whispered in the thick
needl es of the firs and ruffled the extravagantly painted hide walls of
the lodge. It was |like a Song, that breeze, lilting and beautiful as
it played over the black, yellow, red and white designs. He granted
hinself a noment to drown in the beauty of the painted yellow hills
covered by red star bursts where men with atlatls hunted mammoths. He'd
been nmanagi ng scarcely two hands of sleep a night, and he feared his

I egs m ght buckle if he didn't sit down soon. | just need to rest for
a nonent. Only for a nmoment. He set his Healer's pack on the ground
and braced a hand on the | odge's ridgepole.

Wren noved silently through the bright sunlight. Hunters had conme in
yesterday, bringing nmeat, and, in the central plaza, three kneeling
girls used flakes struck froma |large obsidian core to strip nmeat from
t he haunches of a Ilama. Despite the sorrowin the village, every so
often one of the girls would smle and |ift a slice of neat, conparing
it with her friends' to see whose was the thinnest and | ongest.

Dryi ng-racks stood here and there. dd wonen nonitored them shooing
flies, magpies and small aninals fromthe red meat while it browned in
t he sunli ght.

Good Pl ume, who never seened to feel sick, stood a short distance away
from Sunchaser. She'd pegged out a fresh pronghorn hide and fleshed it
with a hafted chert tool. The chert stone had been fl aked al ong one
surface to create a scraping edge. The reddi sh-brown stone had then
been inset into the angle of a branch handl e, making a tool that when
used with a chopping notion would renove the last bits of tissue and
nmeat by peeling them back fromthe hide. Tonorrow, when Good Pl une
finished scraping the hide, she would roll it up with ashes fromthe
fire and soak the whole mxture. The ashes would | oosen the hair so
that it would slip away under her blade. Wen she'd shaved away the

| ast of the slipped hair, she would use a rounded river



cobble to rub a mixture of brains, white clay and urine into the skin.
Again she would roll it tightly and allow it to soak.. For severa
days she woul d repeat the process. Then, when the tissues had taken
the curing, she would pull the hide over a graining post to turn it
soft. Finally she would sew it into a fine shirt of the purest
cloud-white color. He'd seen her do it a hundred tinmes and had never
lost his awe of her skill. No one made nore beautiful clothing than
Good Pl une did.

Sunchaser snmiled. Wthout her, he would have died | ong ago. His
parents' |odge had caught fire in his seventh sunmer. They had been

sl eeping closest to the flames and had perished quickly, but
Sunchaser's robes had lain along the back wall. He remenbered waki ng
up, coughing and choking on the snoke. He had tried to call for help,
but couldn't. Frantic voices had yelled outside. Just when he'd

t hought he would die, too, Good Plune had rushed into the bl azing | odge
and dragged himout onto the dew soaked sunmer grass. She had covered
his nose and nouth with her nmouth and forced air into his spasning
lungs. Days later, she had told him "My breath is in you now W
have shared souls. You will carry on ny work--becone a nole." She
often spoke like that, in riddl es he did not understand. Sonetines she
drove himcrazy with her curious words. A nmole? Wat do you nean,

"Il becone a nole, ny aunt?

But he'd cone to understand. Over the cycles when he had lived with
her, she had taught himthe solitary ways of the Talth Lodge, the
secret society of the Steals Light People. Good Plune had shown him
how to see without eyes in the darkness. And many other things. She
had taught himhow to call animals by their secret nanes, the nanes

t hey knew t hensel ves by--and to hear themcall himby the nane they
knew himby. Aninmals thought of humans in very different ways. The
el k called Sunchaser "W I dflower Killer," because he collected so nany
Power plants in the early spring. The ravens called him

"That - How i ng- Scavenger, " because he Sang over dying people. Sunchaser
smled to hinmself. Yes,



Good Pl ume had taught himmany inportant secrets about the world.

She seened to sense his gaze, for she straightened her hunped ol d back
and stared at him No expression crossed her age-seamed face, but her
eyes had a glint like that of Wasel with a cornered nmouse. G abbing
her wal ki ng stick, Good Plunme started toward him each step an effort.
Her thin neck stuck out of her doeskin dress, and her |ong hair,

yel lowi sh in the glow of sunlight, hung like old straw over the red and
bl ue quilled chevrons on her collar

Sunchaser net her hal fway. "Good afternoon, ny nother's sister," he
said. He towered over her like a giant.

Good Plume had to tilt her head far back to | ook up at him her
sun- bl ackened face lifting to the light. She had no nore room for
wrinkles. Her head tottered on her frail old neck. Three white eyes
wi th zigzags of lightning for pupils adorned Good Plune's chin, a sign
of her |eadership of the Talth. Like real lightning, the yell ow

sl ashes seened to nmove as she worked her |ips over her toothless guns.
She remained silent for a tine, studying his face. Finally she said,
"Go and get sone sleep before you fall over dead. You're not fully
well yet."

"I'"'mwell enough."

"You'll be of no use to anyone but the coyotes, ravens and maggots as a
corpse," Good Pl ume noted.

" St andi ng Mbon begged me to conme and Heal her sister. | nust go."
"How | ong has her sister been ill?"
"For three days."

Good Plume's withered face pulled taut. "Three. That's when nost die.
Her fever is bad?"

"Very bad. Standing Moon cane to ne a hand of time ago to say that
Woden Cup had stopped nmoving | ast night. She'd been thrashing around,
shifting fromburning hot to freezing cold, like the others. Until she
went still."

"You must hurry, then. But first, tell me quickly about Cedar Branch's
three little boys. Al night long, you--"



"They died. Good Plume. 1... | couldn't do anything for them?"

Good Plume's ol d" face pinched with grief. She put a gnarled hand in
the mddl e of Sunchaser's chest and weakly shoved hi mtoward Standing

Moon's | odge. "Come back to me when you've finished. |'mnot done
talking to you yet. Something is happening to. Power. Something is
fooling with it, allowing the Evil Spirits who cause this illness to

stalk the land and find homes in people's bodies and souls."
"Il return as soon as | can."

Good Pl ume | eaned on her wal king stick and sighed deeply, as though she
pl anned on waiting patiently right there.

He wal ked back and picked up his Healer's pack. Cutching it to his
chest, he returned to Standing Moon's | odge, bent to the door flap and
announced hinmsel f. "Standi ng Moon?"

"Sunchaser? Cone. Please."”

He lifted the flap and ducked inside. It took his eyes a nonment to
adjust to the dimess. The powerful odors of sweat, urine and sickness
encircled him He draped the flap up on its hook to open the | odge to
the cool breeze. On the |ow benches that lined the walls, four sick
peopl e | ay beneath heaps of furs. Mdans laced the air. The fire in
the mddle of the floor had died to gray ashes, but a slight warnth
still radiated fromit.

"Thank you for com ng, Sunchaser," Standing Moon said. She was
kneeling on the far side of the lodge. Her hair had been cut short in
nmour ni ng, accentuating the grief that strained her round face. She
hel d her three-year-old son's hand while he cried. H's fever-brilliant
eyes darted about in the di nmess.

"How i s he?" Sunchaser asked.

"He fell ill last night. He won't eat. | went to find the spring
tubers he likes so much, |I wal ked very far fromthe village, Sunchaser
but | couldn't find any. And he won't eat anything else. He shoved
away the deer soup | nade for him"



St andi ng Mbon ki ssed her son's forehead, then rose to her feet and

wi ped sweaty palns on her cat hide dress. Long fringes hung from her
sl eeves; each fringe had a lion's claw knotted at the end. Wen she
noved, the claws clicked together |like dry bones rattling in the w nd.
Bravely, she said, "But it's nmy sister |I'mnost worried about."

The eyes of the sick followed Sunchaser as he wal ked behi nd St andi ng
Moon to the south side of the | odge. She pulled the hides away from
Woden Cup's face and her mouth trenbled. "She's been like this since
mdnight. 1... | think her soul has separated from her body. Can you
tie it back?"

"I'f it hasn't traveled too far."

Sunchaser unl aced his Heal er's pack and crouched besi de the bench
Woden Cup didn't seemto notice, but stared blankly at the soot-coated
ceiling. Sweat-drenched hair framed her slack face. Only twenty
sumers ol d, she | ooked rmuch ol der. Her skin had gone sallow Saliva
dribbled fromthe corners of her mouth. Gently, Sunchaser used the

edge of a hide to wipe it away. "Could you bring ne a bow of water
and a red enber fromthe fire, Standing Moon? Then build up the fire.
Make it hot." "Yes." She hurried to fill an abal one-shell bow froma

bl adder bag and knelt to dig through the ashes until she found an
enber. She scooped it out and tucked it into a winkle on the top of
the shell. Careful not to spill the water, she wal ked back and handed
the bow to himbefore placing kindling on the tiny eyes of enbers and
bl owi ng a crackling nicker alight.

He set the bow on the bench above Woden Cup's head. The shell's
shiny interior glistened |like a rainbowin the nurky light. Opening
hi s pack, he renoved a white pebble and a green soapstone pipe. The
face of Oter peered up at himfromthe pipe, as if probing his soul
He had carved the inage |ong ago, on his first vision quest.

Very softly, so as not to awaken those sl eeping, he began to sing.



Pl ease hear nme, Above-d d- Man.

A sacred call | am making.

A sacred call | am making.

My peopl e, behold themin kindness.

The day of Father Sun has been ny strength.

The flight of the Thunderbeings shall be ny road of death. Please wake
the Great Wite Gant fromhis slunmber in the north. A sacred call |
am maki ng. A sacred call | am naking. Asking for your Breath to cone
into ny warm body, | add my own to yours .

Sunchaser continued to repeat the |ast phrase as he tanped tobacco into
his pipe and used a dried | eaf to shove the enber into the bowl. He
puffed four times to get the smoke going, then lifted the pipe to the
west, where the Thunderbeings lived. Their color was black, like the
storm cl ouds they rode. They had the Power to destroy life.

Quietly, he prayed, "Leave this one al one, Thunderbeings. Woden Cup
is not ready to go with you yet. Her fanmly needs her too nuch.”
Sunchaser sucked on his pipe and blew a cl oud of snpke westward.
Cosing his eyes, he turned to the north. For a long while, he faced
the Iand of the snows, where Great White G ant lived. Healing Power
cane fromhim The white pebble had been chipped fromGant's icy foot
by a brash young Trader. Sunchaser had bought it at great cost. He'd
gi ven four precious noose hides for it and had prom sed to visit the
Trader's village to teach the people the Marmmoth Spirit Dance. He'd
kept his prom se and had nmade the journey |ast summer.

Reverently, he took the white pebble and dropped it into the water.



Silver rings rippled outward across the abal one shell bow . Standing
Moon bowed her head when he lifted his pipe again and silently begged
White Gant's help in healing Woden Cup. He blew four breaths of
snoke to the north.

Next, he faced east. Dawn Child lived there, wapped in the red cl oak
of sunrise. She had the Power to nake peopl e see and understand the
ways of Above-d d-Man. Al the days of nen were born of by her. "I
beg you to give Woden Cup a few nore days on earth, Dawn Child. She's
been a good wonan. "

He turned to face south, where Summer G rl hid in a blaze of yellow

light. Her warnmth caused things to grow and flourish. "Summer Grl,
cast your light on Woden Cup's soul so that it can find its way back
to her body and flourish again." Sunchaser lifted his pipe to Brother

Sky, then at last lowered it to Sister Earth. He took several nore
puffs while he waited for his prayers to reach their destination. Like
calls shouted fromfar away, they took tinme. The sweet fragrance of
tobacco encircled him cleansing and purifying, alnmost blotting out the
reek of sickness. One of the children lying on the bench near the door
shouted angrily, as though in fevered dreanms. Standing Mon went to
kneel beside her and smooth the girl's brow. Her soft voice cane to
Sunchaser |ike a nourning dove's, cooing over the crackling snap of the
| eaping fire.

He took from his pack his sucking bone, a long, hollow tube crafted
fromthe tibia of a condor. The ends had been polished and the snmooth
sides carefully engraved with the synbols of Power: the spiral, the
sunburst, the zigzag of lightning, the shapes of clouds. Chanting, he
pul | ed Woden Cup's covers aside, lifting her dress so he could place
t he bone agai nst her navel and suck with all his mght to draw the

mal i gnancy fromwi thin her.

Woden Cup npaned slightly, and Sunchaser turned to spit a nmouthful of
saliva into the fire, where it hissed and



vani shed in the |l eaping flanes. He repeated the process at the holl ow
of her throat, leaving a red bruise where he had drawn out the
sickness. This, too, he spat into the fire. It would be destroyed and
carried away in the snoke

Layi ng the sucki ng bone down, Sunchaser puffed on his pipe, gently
bl owi ng sacred snoke over the woman and chanting the ancient Healing
Songs. Wuld they work this tine? What nore could he do?

Rising on tired |l egs, he rested his pipe near the abal one shell and

pl ucked the white pebble fromthe water. He Sang as he sprinkl ed
Woden Cup's face and clothing with the drips that fell fromthe stone.
The water had absorbed the Heal i ng Power contained in the-pebble and
woul d transfer it to Woden Cup's body.

He heard Standing Moon's quiet steps as she cane to stand behind him
While he enptied his pipe and tucked the sacred stone back into his
Heal er' s pack, he said, "You nust give Woden Cup a drink fromthe

abal one shell every norning, at midday and at night. It will help her
to get well."
"Yes. | will do that."

She pointed to a beautiful |eather bag, its sides glittering with
dentaliumand olivella shells. "Take that, Sunchaser, for your
efforts.”

He gave her a weary smile. "It's very beautiful, Standing Mon. |
appreci ate the generosity of your famly and clan for offering it to
me. For the tinme being, | have enough things to nmeet my requirenents.
Gve it to someone who needs it. Gve it in nmy nane. The pouch's
beauty will Heal sonmeone's grief." He picked up his pack and started
to | eave, but Standing Moon gripped his sleeve tightly. "Sunchaser?
W1l you conme back tomorrow? To Sing for ny little son? He's so

young.

"Il try, Standing Mbon. But there are many others sick in the
village. Sicker than your son.. .. You understand, don't you?"



She nodded, but grief glittered in her eyes. "Yes. I... |
understand."” In a bare whisper, she added, "Thank you, Sunchaser."

She gazed up at himas though she thought he could call the Star People
fromthe sky.

He patted her arm "I want you to do sonething for me. WII vyou,
St andi ng Moon?"

"What is it?"

"You' ve been washi ng, cooking and tending the sick for half a noon. You
| ook like you' re about to fall down every time you take a step. |If |
send Good Plunme in to watch over your famly, will you try to sleep for
a few hands of tinme? This sickness searches for the weak and the
tired. W need you to stay strong."

Her chin trenbled and tears traced |ines down her cheeks. "Yes. Thank
you agai n, Sunchaser."

He stepped over a tunmbled pile of hides that had slipped fromthe bench
to the floor, then ducked outside. Sunlight struck his eyes painfully.
He paused in the shadow of the |odge to take a deep breath of the fresh
air. Good Plume stood where he'd left her, |eaning on her wal ki ng
stick. The vines that curled up the tree trunks and hung |i ke ropes
fromthe branches had begun to sprout |eaves. Against that new green
background, Good Pl une | ooked brown and withered. She watched him

t hr ough narrowed eyes.

He crossed the plaza with his pack clutched to his chest. "You wanted
to speak to ne, Aunt."

Good Pl ume nodded once, but said nothing.

He waited for a nonent, then said, "I told Standing Mon that you woul d
cone to watch over her family while she slept. 1Is that all right?"
"Of course.”

"Good." He shifted unconfortably. "About this sickness, this
lingering evil. It's in the very--"

Good Pl ume banged her wal king stick on the ground four times and cocked
her head in a birdlike fashion. "Do you know, " she said, "that there
is atribe of invisible people? They' ve been in this world since

bef ore Wl fdreanmer was



born. They nove around humans |ike shadows. ©Onh, they have bodies
like ours, and they use the same tools we do, but they're not hunan.
VWhere we're always laboring to see the world, they |abor not to see
it--but to feel it. They beconme visible only when they die."

"I"ve never heard that story before. And | don't understand it. \What
does it nean?"

Good Pl ume pointed a crooked finger at him "Once, a long tine ago, a
human woman married one of the invisible men. He was a good husband.
He | oved her very much, went hunting every day, and they spent |ong
hours | aughi ng together at night. But this woman, she could not stand
t he thought that she didn't know what her husband | ooked like. So one
day. when he went to sleep, she felt for his chest, took her atlatl
and drove a dart into his lungs. She got to see himall right. A
handsome young man appeared. She realized too |ate what she had done
and sobbed her heart out. |In desperation, she called out to Mt her
Ccean for help. The Mother killed the woman. Then the Mot her took her
soul and tied it to the dead man's soul before she brought the wonan to
life again. So, you see, to this day, human souls are part male and
part female. But the other half becones visible only at death." Good
Pl une poked her knobby finger into Sunchaser's chest. "How many people
have died in this village?"

"Six today. I... | don't know how many in the past tw weeks."

"Al'l wonen today, yes?"

"Yes "
Good Plume's winkled lips pursed. "I knewit. |[|'ve seen strange nen
wandering around all afternoon. They're lost without their fenale

hal ves. Soon you nust conme with me and we'll Sing themto the Land of

the Dead. Only you and | can do it. Nobody el se has the Power."

Sunchaser nodded, a little lost hinself. The older Good Plune becane,
the nore difficult it was to fathom her strange stories. "Wat would
happen, ny aunt, if we didn't Sing for then"



"Why, they'd becone witches and go searching for living wonen to kil

so they could be whole again. | have been Dreani ng about w tches a | ot
lately. Maybe that's all this illness is--male witches killing wonen,
femal e witches killing men. Nobody's happy with only half a soul."

Good Pl ume pinned himwi th a hawki sh eye. "You should know t hat.
Where's that square of deer hide you always carry around? The one with
the maze on it. Haven't you Dreaned your way through the maze to find
out what's causing this sickness?"

Sunchaser folded his arns and hugged hinself. A Power |ike the
crushing fingers of Above-d d-Man tightened around his heart. "I
wanted to talk with you about that, Aunt. [I... |'m having sone
trouble. Wth the maze. Day after tonorrow, | want to go to the Dream
Cave near the coast."

"Troubl e? Since when?"

"Just since yesterday. | tried to Dream|last night, when | went out
into the forest. But |... couldn't. | discovered a new.. . turn. A
path |'ve never been on before. | keep getting lost."

"Ah." She shook a finger. "That's a good sign. At |east you haven't

lost the ability to recognize that you're lost. Because if you did,
you really would be lost."

He | ooked at her through the corner of his eye. "But | end up going in
circles that | ead nowhere, Aunt. | fall into Darkness. | think | need
to be alone. So | can rest and think about it."

"So what's the problemw th Darkness? What happened to your eyes,
Mol e?"

He smiled faintly. "Maybe I'mjust tired."

"And," she said with a quaver in her old voice, "maybe you've finished
with the work of the eyes. Maybe it's tinme for you to do another kind
of work."

"What ot her work?"

"You' ve been | aboring for cycles to see a way out for the mammoths so

they can stay here with us. Maybe it's time you gave up your eyes. You
must now work on not seeing. Learn to feel your way around.”



Wearily, he exam ned her. "You nmean like the tribe of invisible
peopl e?"

"Yes."

"And what am | supposed to strive not to see?"

"Your lover's face." He laughed and dug his fingers into the |eather
of his pack. "Once I've figured out what that neans, | promise to work

on it. Then you don't mind if | go and Dream before the sickness
ends?" "Of course | mnd, but | can do the Healings that need be done.

And | think | understand what's wong with you," she replied. "I had a
Dream | just didn't know what it neant at the tine."
"A Drean®?"

"I saw you wal king. You were on the hard, black road of difficulties
that begins in Dawn Child' s belly and arcs across the roof of the world
to the hone of the Thunderbeings. Al humans wal k this road while
they're alive, of course. But you were very fortunate. You had
stunbl ed onto the crossing that leads to the heart of the naze. Monster
Rock Eagl e perches in the rocks at that crossing. Very few Dreaners
ever see him He frightened you. You didn't know which direction to

take. So you sat right down in the path and cried. It nmade ne
ashaned. | thought you were wi ser than that."

Sunchaser's brows lowered. "You think the crossing is the newturn in
the maze?"

"More likely it's the heart. Only you can figure that out."™ "But |

want you to help ne."

"I can"t."

"Why not ?"

Good Pl ume grinned, showi ng toothless guns. "Because | don't know what
it means .. . except that you're in trouble. Don't you think that if |
knew, 1'd tell you?"

"Not necessarily."

She chuckl ed. "Cone on. W'd better Sing for those half souls right
now, before the entire village has been witched



and there's nobody left to Sing any of us to the Land of the Dead."

She |inked her armthrough his and headed himtoward the sweat |odge in
the forest outside the village.

"You know, Sunchaser," she said as they wal ked, "I remenber when you
used to be happy. It wasn't that |long ago, either. Renmenber how you
used to let out those bloodcurdling shrieks when Power swelled your
chest? Ah, those screans warned ny heart."

"I"1l be happy again soneday."

"OfF course you will, once you've Heal ed everybody in the world who's
sick, saved manmot hs, dire wolves, canels and all the other aninmals who
| ook like they're dying out--and, nost inportant of all, gone back to

Dream ng seriously."

Sunchaser shook his head. "Blessed Spirits, | need to sit down. Even
if only for fifty heartbeats."

"Well, we're heading in that direction," she said and squeezed his arm
affectionately. "Come on."
The sound of cautious feet grating against stone startled Kestrel. She

braced her toes on the ledge and lifted herself to peer through the
pil e of dead branches she had erected to block the gane trail here at
the edge of the cliff. She stood on a narrow | edge that stuck out |ike
a pouting lip eight hands bel ow the crest of the bluff. doud Grl, in
her rabbit-fur sack, slept next to her nother's feet.

Kestrel squinted at the trail, seeing nothing, but the sound of
approachi ng footsteps grew stronger as each nonment passed. Anxiously,
her eyes roved the juniper-dotted uplands. Deep



dr ai nages cut meandering swat hes down the bluff, creating a series of
paral l el finger ridges. The bellies of the drai nages were so choked
with willows and cattails that they resenbl ed green snakes slithering
down the bluff toward the river. To the east, a gray haze of rain had
devoured the horizon. She could vaguely hear the runbling voices of

t he Thunderbei ngs as they carried the storm northward.

Kestrel sucked in a breath of the pungent juniper-sharp wind and
wai t ed.

Her trap had been built in two sections. The first blocked this main
gane trail that canme down fromthe breaks and followed the canyon rim
The second section lay to the south, where two drainages collided. Her
wi ng wall s of brush should force her quarries into that bottleneck. If
they didn't balk, if they stayed between the wing walls, they would be
funneled to the edge of the sandstone cliff.

Kestrel froze with excitement. Mrning sunlight burned al ong the edges
of the bluff and shimrered in the bristly fur of two tapirs--a cow and
a yearling calf--trotting toward her on the trail

Legend clained that tapirs were the cousins of horses, but they |ooked
much di fferent than horses, with long, winkled snouts that curved
downward over their |ower jaws, and squat, heavy bodi es whose | egs were
much shorter than those of horses. They also had four toes on their
front feet and three on their hind feet. Adult tapirs stood maybe six
hands tall at the shoul der, but they were powerfully built and

danger ous when threatened. Kestrel studied the cow and her calf. Qdd,
to see tapirs in broad daylight. They clung to the night |ike bats and
vol es. Had sonething, or someone, spooked them fromtheir beds and
sent them fl eeing? Cautiously, she searched the top of the bluff for
any sign of nen. The only novenent cane from hi gh above, where two
buzzards soared on the air currents, their w ngs spread in such freedom
that it nmade Kestrel's soul ache.

Al night long, a cold wind had bl own down fromthe north, and this
nor ni ng, ash-colored fluffs of cloud filled



the skies. Could another stormbe comng in? So soon?

The cow lifted her head and sniffed the wi nd when she saw t he
barricade. Both animals stopped. Kestrel barely breathed. The cow
shi ed, pranced nervously and stopped again. The calf, curious, stepped

forward. It cocked its head and tw sted one ear, wondering at the new
sight on the famliar trail. Gusts of wind ruffled the tapirs' bristly
bl ack hair.

Pl ease, Above-d d-Man, let them veer southward to take the trail where
| have my trap set.

After a few nonents, the calf snorted and trotted of f down the
southward trail. Kestrel's heart |eaped. The cowlifted a front foot,
peered intently at Kestrel's hiding place, then hesitantly foll owed her
calf. But she kept |ooking back, forcing Kestrel to stay hidden unti

t hey had noved out of sight over the rounded crest of the bluff.

Kestrel picked up the small pack she'd woven out of strips of juniper
bark and yucca fibers and tied it around her waist; it carried the few
necessities she'd been able to find along the riverbank. Then she

| ooked at doud Grl. Gay tufts of fur framed her beautiful
four-day-old face. The pacifier that Kestrel had nade fromthe soft
underbelly of a field mouse lay hal fway out of Cloud Grl's nouth.

Kestrel had found a flat piece of pine driftwood at the river's edge
and turned it into a cradle board. After that, she had killed four
cottontails with a throwing stick nade froman angled juniper linb. The
sweet neat had given her sustenance, and she'd used her chert flake to
cut the hides to shape. Then she'd sharpened a choke cherry stick to a
fine point on a piece of sandstone and punched out holes in the hides,

t hrough whi ch she'd | aced rabbit tendons to sew the hides closed; two
of the hides covered the cradle board for warnth. Coud Grl wore the
other two hides as a shirt and pants.

Kestrel quickly slung the sack's hide carrying-thong around her neck
and scranbled over the Iip of stone to follow the tapirs. As she ran
her heavy breasts cushioned Coud Grl's head.



Magni ficent vistas stretched before her. To the east and south,

beyond the juniper-sprinkled uplands, chunky red buttes nelted into the
scuddi ng cl ouds, while westward, the tortured, nuddy swath of the Big
Spoonwood Ri ver gave way to the slopes of the Mammoth Mount ai ns.
Sonmewhere in the foothills beneath those jagged peaks lay the {rai

that |l ed across the divide and down to Gtter Clan Village

"Iceplant's face flitted through her mnd, and Kestrel had to shove the
i mage away to keep her feet noving. Thoughts of himleft her
trenbling. Despite her exhaustion, nightnmares had tormented her sleep
She dreamed that she'd net Iceplant at the Pinyon Bark Trails
crossing--just as they'd planned-and that he'd played his flute for her
while she'd given birth to their children. The sweet, lilting notes
had conforted her pain. Afterward, he had smiled and curled his body
around hers, keeping her warmthrough the darkness and the cold. Wen
t he gol den rays of sunrise had struck their brush shelter the next
norni ng, they'd taken the babies and headed for the sea, |aughing,
tal ki ng about their future .

The dream had | eft her weeping with despair. She couldn't afford to
renenber such hopes. Soneday, she prom sed herself, she would find a
safe hole, cover it with brush and spend tinme sorting through the wld
expectations and the terrors of recent days. She desperately needed to
lick her wounds, to cry until her tears dried up. Mre than that, she
needed time to shout at herself in rage. Rage for all the nistakes
she'd nade. Rage for causing lceplant's death .. . and the death of

| ceplant's son.

Yest erday she'd searched for the baby boy but had found no remains. The
hungry ani mal s who roanmed the shore nust have Not now. Don't think
about it now.

When Kestrel crested the bluff, darting fromscrubby tree to scrubby
tree, she could see the tapirs trotting along the next rise. She
hastily crouched behind- a juniper, peering through the scaly needl ed
branches, and waited until the pair had gone down the other side. The
pungent sweetness of the tree



lingered in her nostrils, fresh and vigorous. |f she spooked the
tapirs now, they might break to the right, or worse, to the left, and
doubl e back to escape.

"Let's give thema little nore tinme, Coud Grl," she whispered. "W
want themto feel safe when they cone to the brush wing walls."

Kestrel had spent an entire day building her trap. She'd tw sted sage
out of the ground and gathered dead juniper |linbs so she could pile
theminto a long V that progressively narrowed as it neared the face of
the cliff--a place where the hard sandstone had been undercut by the

wi nd and weather. The drop was short, barely twenty hands, but it
shoul d do the job. She would have to frighten the ani mals enough to
get themrunning and then force theminto a desperate |eap over the
edge. |If she could do that, she would have what she needed for
crossing the swollen river

"Enough, " she whispered to Cloud Grl. "Let's go."

She sprinted down the ganme trail behind the tapirs. Her insides stil
ached, and every tinme her foot |anded, a sharp pain | anced her abdomnen.
But she had to keep running; she had to kill at |east one of the
tapirs. Too rmuch tinme had passed while she had been trapped by the
river's swirling fl oodwaters. \Whenever the w nd npaned, she swore that
she heard Lanbkill's voice saying, "You can never run away from mne.
Never ..."

Despite the pain, she clutched her daughter agai nst her chest and ran
harder, down the dip, up the rise. Gavel bit into her nobccasins, and
she al nost slipped on the wet clay beneath. Before she reached the
summit, she slowed and crept up the slope to peer over the crest. The
tapirs had unwittingly trotted down the trail between the wing walls.
But if she didn't do sonething fast, they would come to the Place where
the trail vanished, veering southward. There, the brush walls funnel ed
t hem over unmarked stone toward the cliff. Unlike the nountain sheep
who woul d panic at the obstruction, the tapirs would | ower their heads
and bull their way through the walls to stay on the trail



Kestrel picked up her pace and charged over the top of the bluff. Wen
she reached the wing walls, she swerved and sprinted down the trai
behind the tapirs. The cow heard her com ng and bell owed a warni ng as
it wheeled to face her. The calf danced sideways to see the problem
When it spied Kestrel, it let out a shrill cry and gall oped headl ong
down the brush walls, not stopping until it reached the cliff. Kestrel
lifted her arns and hollered as she dashed headl ong down the sl ope.
The cow | owered her head and stood pawi ng the stone with gl ean ng
eyes.

"Run!  Run, Mdther!" Kestrel shouted. "Hurry! FRun!"

The cow stood her ground and began to snort dangerously. A single butt
fromthat thick skull would send Kestrel sprawing to the ground, where
she woul d be tranpl ed.

She kept running.

The cow laid her ears back and took a few threatening steps. Kestre
pull ed a juniper branch fromthe wing walls and sl apped the brush as
she continued forward, roaring "H yay! Hiyay!"

Cloud Grl broke into sobs

The cow si destepped uncertainly, her coarse hair standing on end; then
she took a step backward, and finally she whirled to trot after her
cal f.

Kestrel ran with all her might, dashing down the narrow ng walls behind
the cow, shrieking and beating the brush with her branch. The cow
reached the cliff, where the calf had stopped to peer over the edge.
Frightened, the cow bawl ed and tried to slow her headl ong rush, but her
feet skidded on the I oose gray dirt. She struck her calf in the
haunches, spinning it sideways ... and toppled over the cliff. The
force of the blow sent the calf reeling. It cried out in stark terror
fear bright in its dark eyes as it slid off behind the cow

Two satisfying thuds canme fromthe stone | edge bel ow.
Kestrel unslung the rabbit-fur sack from around her neck and hung it on

one of the branches protruding fromthe wing wall. Cdoud Grl began to
screamloudly. On the balls of her



feet, Kestrel inched forward to peer down, careful of the slick
sur f ace.

The calf had died instantly, its neck broken in the fall. But the cow
still lived. She pawed pathetically at the stone | edge with her front
feet, trying to force her two broken hind legs to work. When she saw
Kestrel, she let out a desperate groan and hoisted herself up on three
| egs but quickly toppled backward.

"Forgive ne, Mother," Kestrel said as she pulled the stout oak branch
fromthe pile of brush where she'd hidden it at dawn. She backtracked
to a |l ow pl ace where the descent was | ess treacherous, noved a juni per
stunp and eased her way over the cliff. A cascade of sand showered her
when she junped down to the | edge. The coppery scent of bl ood bl ended
with the nmusk of tapir to fill the air.

The cow screanmed and struggl ed as Kestrel stepped over the dead calf.
Singing the Hunter's Song, Kestrel lifted her club. It took twelve
smacki ng head bl ows before the cow fl opped onto her side and her eyes
roll ed back. She spasnmed, and bl ood sprayed from her nostrils. Wth a
hoar se gasp, she went linp. Tiny red bubbles foamed around her
nostrils and nouth.

Kestrel sank down by that big bl oody head and gently patted the bl ack
hair, so stiff and warmto the touch. A last breath escaped fromthe
cow s lungs and raised a spurt of dust by her curved snout. "Il--1 had
no choice, Mother. Bless your hide to nmy use. You will give life to
my baby. And to nme. We will never stop Singing your praises to
Above-d d- Man. "

Kestrel crouched and | eaned her shoul der agai nst the bluff while she
untied the pack fromaround her waist. Through a narrow cut in the
rock bel ow, she could see part of the turbulent river. Pinyon jays
cackl ed and shrilled with their usual good hunmor as they flocked from
tree to tree in search of last year's pinyon nuts, or ripening juniper
berries. Because it took juniper berries three cycles to ripen, sone
of the trees could al nbost always be counted on to provide food. The



cold wind rustled branches and rasped on the worn beds of sandstone.
The rabbit brush had begun to turn green. Soon the chi msa would | eaf
out .

Here in the sun, it was pleasant to clear her nmind of any sensation but
t he warm hi de under her callused fingers. |If only she could stay I|ike
this forever, with the warnth of the sun beating down on her and the
sati sfaction of fresh meat for her hungry belly.

But a chill like Wnter Boy's shadow stole into her heart. She could
feel Lambkill's presence, sense himstaring at one of her tracks,
reaching down to press the rain-spattered soil with a finger to test
its age.

There is no rest for you, Kestrel. Not until you find sanctuary --and
per haps not even then

Coud Grl had settled down. Her crying had subsided to an al nost

i naudi bl e whi nper. Kestrel clinmbed back up over the | edge and pull ed
her daughter's sack fromthe wing wall where she had left it. Then she
edged her way down to the tapirs again.

"Sit here in the sun beside ne, my daughter. Snell the rich sweetness
of tapir blood. Tonight we will both be full and happy."

Kestrel leaned Cloud Grl's cradle board up agai nst the rocks and
opened her pack to pull out the quartzite cobble she had taken fromthe
riverbed, a black-and-white gneiss hamerstone, a flat piece of red
sandstone and two yel |l ow bl ossons she'd picked froman early-bl oom ng
desert prinrose.

A flock of cranes passed over the bluff, calling to each other in

war bling notes as they sailed toward the river. Against the azure
background of sky, they | ooked like tunmbling flakes of snow. Kestre
wat ched them flap down and alight in the reeds that had been reveal ed
at the edge of the river as the "water |evel receded. She rose.
Carefully she plucked the petals fromthe bl ossonms and pl aced them over
the cow s and the calf's eyes. It would have been cruel to let them
wat ch each other's di snenberment. Now they would see only a glorious



yellow, as if Father Sun hinself had descended fromthe sky to take
their souls to the Land of the Dead.

Kestrel gripped her hanmerstone and steadied the quartzite cobble so
that the bl ows would drive off the correctly shaped fl akes. Under the
sharp bl ows, the stone made hol | ow cracki ng sounds as she drove off
several large, flat gray flakes of quartzite. Wen she had a pile of
ten flakes, she began the | aborious process of skinning the tapirs.

She had to skin the animal "in the round” or it wouldn't be suitable
for inflating and floating in the river. That neant that she had to
keep any long cuts to a minimum since every cut would have to be sewn
cl osed again, and each puncture she made with her bone awl woul d be
anot her opening that water mght seep through. The inflated hide had
to be perfect, or both she and Coud Grl would drown.

Kestrel ran her thunb along the cows front leg to find the notch just
bel ow the knee. Then she bent the knee and sawed with her flake unti
she'd sliced the liganments. Cear, slick fluid | eaked fromthe joint.
Strai ghtening the leg, Kestrel cracked the joint in tw and twisted it
apart. Gently she laid the lower leg aside with the four toes pointing
westward, toward the Land of the Dead. The tapirs would have to clinb
onto the wings of the Thunderbeings to journey there tonight. Already
their Spirits would be eager to go. Kestrel used the |ongest and
narrowest of her flakes to trimaround the inside of the knee,
separating the hide fromthe nmuscle. As she went, she rolled the hide
back to the tapir's shoulder and cut off the upper leg. Then she
started on the next |eg.

When she'd finished all four |egs, Kestrel chose a fresh flake with
which to slice through the thick neck hide beneath the tapir's skull,
at the point where the spine connected to the skull, just back of the
ears. It took her a full finger of time to slice through the massive
tendons and liganments to remove the head. Blood, spinal fluid and
stiff black hair now stuck to her fingers. She took another |ong,
narrow flake and cut a line fromthe anus down the back of each Ieg.
She wi ped her sweating brow and began the delicate process of

ski nni ng



around the rear quarters, peeling back the skin until she could pul
it over the hips.

"It will go faster now, Mother," she said reverently as she stroked the
warm tw tching nuscles. |In the sun, the neat glistened a rich red,
traced by white lines of connective tissue and fat. "I will have to be

careful so | don't puncture your thin belly hide, Mther, but the rest
is easy."

Kestrel straddled the tapir's mdsection and | eaned forward. She
tugged the skin back with one hand and gripped the flake in the other
ski nning qui ckly, cleanly, although her fingers cranped fromthe
constant battle with the thick, clumsy hide. The linmp weight of the
ani mal worked agai nst her, too, making her pant, but finally she had
pulled the Iast bit of hide fromthe neck and the tapir |ay naked
before her.

Cloud Grl began to cry halfheartedly. Kestrel smiled wearily at her
"I"'mright here, Cloud Grl. Youre fine. W're safe ... for now"

She picked up the sack and draped the thong around her neck, tilting
the sack so that her daughter lay on her back. Kestrel untied the
front of her dress and drew out her breast. Cloud Grl nursed
greedily.

Standi ng there, holding Cloud Grl and |ooking at the tapirs, Kestrel's
relief was so great that she felt weak. But quick on its heels cane
the certain know edge that she had to hurry, hurry.

Dropping to her knees beside the forelegs of the tapir, she picked up a
fresh flake of quartzite. While Coud Grl fed, Kestrel stripped out
the I eg tendons. She laid the gleamng white strings of tissue on the
cow s side and then cut out the ulna, the narrow |l eg bone. It took a
finger of tinme to sharpen the point of the ulna by drawing it back and
forth on the piece of sandstone, but after that, the ulna had a good
sharp point. Kestrel turned the cow s hide inside out and dragged it
onto her lap. The ulna would al so make an effective stiletto if she
needed it, but for now she used it to punch a neat |ine of holes around
each of the openings. Wth the still-wet



tendons, she sewed up the anus and the back |egs, taking care to

doubl e the hide for strength and so that the stitches woul dn't

separate. That done, she turned her attention to the neck and one of
the forelegs. She closed themand tied strong knots to secure her
work. It would hold. She felt sure of it. Last, she cut fat fromthe
ani mal 's back and rubbed thick coatings into the stitches to help sea
them Happi ness buoyed her. A sound escaped her lips that was half

| augh, half sob. A desperate sound.

Coud Grl had fallen fast asleep in her rabbit-fur sack. Kestre
tucked her breast back into her dress and sat cross legged in the |ee
of the cliff.

Tan stone curved around and over her, like a butterfly's cocoon
shielding her fromthe bite of the wind that hurled itself at the
bluff. But her happiness faded. The mnmuddy river bel ow, although down
fromits highest level, was still swollen. Two juniper trees flowed in
tandem down the middle of the river, whirling and bobbing. Their heavy
trunks extended three times the width of Kestrel's shoul ders.

How woul d she and her daughter, clinging to a flinsy tapir hide, ever
make it across that water? The debris would surely crush them or drag
t hem under.

She clutched Coud Grl tightly and huddl ed back agai nst the stone. The
wi nd began to prick at her flesh with a wintry intensity. They
couldn't even attenpt crossing today. Mybe not tomorrow either. Not
until the weather turned warmer. No newborn baby could stand the
bitter cold of the water. "It will warmup. Please, Above-Qd d-Mn

let it warmup. It has to."

Kestrel closed her eyes for a nonent, trying to summon hatred or anger
to give herself strength. But exhaustion weighted her. She still had
to skin the calf, so she could nake a robe to cover Cloud Grl and
herself while they slept tonight. She would also have to slice and dry
the neat, at |east enough of it to last for several days. And she was
so tired. Her muscles ached deep down, all the way to the bone.

Despair crept through her on icy feet.



VWhere is Lanbkill? Were is he? Wy hasn't he already tracked nme to
the river?

Al'l norning she had expected to see himtrotting over the bluff or down
al ong the shoreline. Surely he would have left the village i medi ately
after she ran away. Wuldn't he? O would he have waited until the
storm broke before setting out on her trail? Ws he so confident that
he could find her?

Yes. O course he is. Because he will.

An image of his gloating face formed on her closed eyelids; it changed
as she watched, shifting to different times in their life together

One image lingered. Fromcycles ago. Lanbkill still had black in his
hair, and winkles hadn't cut such deep furrows across his forehead
yet. He stood before her, trimand athletic, with nuscular arns, and
dressed in a beautiful, golden elk hide shirt. Yes, five cycles ago.

| was thirteen sunmmers ol d.

It was during the Moon-of-New Horns at her best friend Waxw ng's
marriage. Kestrel had been Lanmbkill's wife for two moons. She had
still felt giddy with excitenent at being wanted by a man three tines
her age. A man whose reputation as a great Trader spanned the world.
He' d been kind to her, showering her with wondrous gifts the likes of
whi ch she'd never imagi ned.

Kestrel had made a beautiful dress for herself, of soft doeskin

bl eached pure white, with red and green star bursts of porcupine quills
on the chest. Her fringed |eggings matched. She had braided her |ong

hair and coiled the braids over her ears, then secured themwth

manmot h-ivory hairpins. Her nother had told her she | ooked as radi ant

as one of the Star People.

She' d hel ped Waxwi ng dress, then ducked out of her |odge and wal ked

into the plaza, toward Lanbkill. He'd stood near the central cook
fire, watching the hindquarter of a shrub ox roasting, suspended above
the flames. The rich scent had made Kestrel's nouth water. ' Lanbkil

| aughed and went on telling the tale of his |ast



trading journey to the People of the Masks, far to the north. He had
accidental ly wal ked between a short-faced bear and her new cub. The

sow had chased Lanbkill until he'd scranbled into a hole that |ed
underground into a honeyconb of lava tubes. He'd had to stay there for
three days, living off of nmpbss and bats, before the sow had left. The

young nmen who stood around |istening had rapt expressions. Pride
swel l ed Kestrel's chest.

When she joined Lanbkill, he smled and slipped his arm around her
wai st to hold her close. Hs hand on her hip felt so conforting. She
renmenbered gazing up at himas though he were Above-Q d- Man hi nsel f and
hopi ng that he would never tire of her. NMre than anything in the
worl d, she wanted to please him

As nore people arrived for the marriage and joined the circle around
the cook fire, cousins fromdistant villages cane over to greet

Kestrel. She sniled and | aughed a great deal as she related the news
and told stories about herself and Waxwi ng, pranks they had pull ed when
they'd been children. Waxwi ng ducked through her | odge door and began
the marriage wal k down the mddle of the village to neet her
husband-to-be, Antler Tine. Everyone foll owed.

The crowd stopped at the foot of the craggy red cliffs west of the
village and | ooked up as Waxwi ng and Antler Tine clinbed to neet A d
Por cupi ne, who draped the white marriage hide over their shoul ders.
Lambki I | had gi ven Waxwi ng t he gor geous abal one-shell pendants that
hung fromthe edges of the hide and glittered pink in the fading
afternoon sunlight. Kestrel smled and cl apped her hands when Waxw ng
knelt and began Singing the Link Hands Song. Antler Tine echoed each
of her verses:

Li nk hands, link hands, link hands with me now. Link hands, |ink
hands, link hands with me now. | have passed you on your roads.



Above-d d-Man's breath brought us together

together this day. His breath of waters. Hi s breath of seeds. H s
breath of strong spirit, H s breath of Power, H's breath of all good
fortune,

brought us together this day. Link hands, link hands, link hands with
me. | ask for your breath, | give you mne

Toget her our breaths rise to Above-A d-Man. He adds his breath to
ours. Link hands, |ink hands, link hands with me now

Breath was life. They could offer each other nothing nore precious.
Joy filled Kestrel

To get a better | ook, she stepped sideways several paces-away from
Lambkill. People filled in the opening she'd |l eft, and she lost sight
of him She raised herself on her tiptoes to watch Wax wi ng over the
shoul ders of two men. One of the nen, two or three sumers ol der than
she and very handsonme, turned to |l ook at her. He smiled. Kestrel
feeling joyous, returned the smle.

"You're Waxwi ng's best friend, aren't you?" he asked.

She nodded. "Yes, we've been friends since we were four summers
old."

"I thought so. |I'm Waxwi ng's cousin, Snow Wnd. Didn't you just get
married to the Trader, Lanbkill?"

"Ch, yes. He's ..." She tried to see himto point himout, but she
couldn't find himand shrugged. "He's over there sonmewhere."

Snow Wnd smiled. "He's a very great man. He used to run the trading
trails with ny grandfather, Looncry. |[|'ve heard stories of Lanbkil
all ny life. You' re very lucky to be his wife."

Kestrel |aughed at the conplinment. "Yes, thank you, | know. "



Waxwi ng stood up, and Kestrel shifted, trying to see better, and
tri pped over a stone. Snow Wnd politely grabbed her hand to steady
her .

That's when Lanbkill canme through the crowd, |ooking for her, snmiling
and talking to people on the way. Wen he saw her hol di ng Snow Wnd' s
hand, he halted abruptly.

Kestrel turned, smling as she reached out for her husband. But
Lambki Il stood as still as a carved soapstone statue. H's gaze went
fromher to Snow Wnd and back again. His expression had gone from
that of a |l oving husband to that of a dangerous eneny in |less than a
heartbeat. |In dismy, she jerked her hand from Snow Wnd's and st ood
rooted to the ground.

Lanbkill cane forward, stood between her and Snow Wnd and said, "Your
grandmot her, W/l owstem has been | ooking for you, Kestrel. Go find
her."

"Where--where is she? | haven't--"

"I said for you to go find her."

Hs icy tone made her flinch as if she'd been struck. "Yes. Yes,
will."” Kestrel ran through the crowd, shouting her grandnother's nane,
only to discover that WII|owstem had not been |ooking for her at all.
So confused that she didn't know what to do, she started to cry. Tears
ran down her cheeks as she shoul dered her way back, | ooking for
Lanbki I I .

By the time she found him darkness had grown up around the edges of
the village. A translucent blue |light suffused the sky. Lanbkill had
been standing with A d Porcupine, but when she got cl ose enough, he
roughly grabbed her hand, said "good night," and dragged her back
toward their | odge in the juniper grove.

"Lanmbkill? You're hurting ne. Please--"

"You' ve been my wife for two moons and al ready you're throwi ng yourself
at other nen."

"That's not true! | didn't! Snow Wnd--"

Lambki | turned and sl apped her so hard that she let out a sharp cry of



shock. He | eaned down, his nose only a handbreadth from hers, and
hi ssed, "Listen to me, woman. My last wife tried to run away from ne.
Do you know where she is now?"

"She's d-dead. She died froma fever."

"She's dead all right." He slowy straightened up, a triunphant,

gl oati ng expression on his face. "No woman betrays me and gets away
withit."

"But, Lambkill, 1've done nothing! | love you. | don't--"

"Move!" Lanbkill brutally shoved her along the path and into the deep
shadows of the juniper grove.

They reached their | odge, and Lanbkill pushed her through the hide door
curtain so hard that she toppled across their mamot h- hi de robes. The
| ong, silken fur cushioned her fall, but it still hurt. She stayed on
her stomach, afraid to nove. Parfleches lined the walls, filled with
dried meat, sunflower seeds, fragments of mammoth tusk and the speci al
exotic trade goods that only Lanbkill had the right to possess. The

| argest parfl eche contained the el aborately carved bones of a strange
fish that swamin the oceans far, far to the east. Painted hides
decorated every wall, depicting hunting scenes.

Kestrel shivered in fear. "Lanbkill? Please, | didn't nean to do
anyt hi ng wrong. "

Lambki || draped the door curtain carefully over its antler hook, naking
sure that nothing bl ocked the cold wind that swept up the slope. The
juniper linbs creaked as they swung back and forth. Lanbkill ordered,
"Rol | over."

Kestrel obediently responded to the sharp tone in his voice and rolled
to her back.

He fell on her, ripping at her sleeves, pulling themdown so that they
trapped her arns at her sides. Wen he funbled with one hand to unl ace
his pants, she said, "Lanbkill, you don't have to do this. | want
you!"

He forced her knees open. Bracing his hands by her hips, he entered
her and thrust violently, trying to hurt her.

Weepi ng, Kestrel cried, "Lanbkill! Please!™
" Shut up!"

As his frenzy built, he gripped Kestrel's shoul ders so hard



that his fingernails cut into her flesh. Finally he groaned and
rel axed. A few nonents later, he slid off her and | aced his pants
agai n.

In silence, he crawed to the opposite side of the | odge and sl unped
down on one of the cattail sleeping mats. Wthin a single finger of
time, he started snoring.

Kestrel lay unnoving. Dazed. Hurting inside. She felt as though her
soul had separated from her body and fl oated near the snmoke hole in the
ceiling.... She shook the nenory out of her head as she stared at the
tapir. The red flesh had begun to crinkle as it dried. Never again.
["11 kill himfirst.

She dragged herself to her feet and picked up a fresh flake. A
mount ai n of bl ack cl ouds bore down on her fromthe north, blotting out
the feeble rays of sunlight as it cane. Beneath it, cloud shadows
roamed the hills like slate-gray beasts stal king for prey. She thought
she coul d nake out the haze of rain.

Wearily, she knelt and slit the thin skin on the calf's belly. She had
to bury her armup to her shoulder to reach the heart. Cutting it

| oose fromits sac took al nost nore strength than she possessed, but
she drew out the organ and tipped it to her nouth. Hot blood coursed
down her chin and soaked the front of her dress. She drank greedily,
gratefully. Tapir's blood ran like fire through her veins, giving her
strengt h.

The Boy wept with joy! H's Mother would live now. And soon, very
soon, he would have the chance to be born again so that he could set
things right in the world of humans! Only he could do it. No one else
had the strength or the determ nation

"Yes, good Mdther. Drink as much as you can hold. Gow strong! Do
you hear me, Mdther? I1'mcalling to you. | have to be born soon
Hear - -"



From out of the siar-spotted bl ackness, the Man said, "Cone here, Boy.
I want to tell you a story."

"I need to watch ny Mdther! Wat do you want?" The Man's voice was as
soft and caressing as weasel fur against the face. Tenderly, he said,
"There was once a bad Forest Spirit who appeared to a very good Dreaner
in the guise of Wlf, and he said to the Dreaner, "I amyour Spirit

Hel per. Above-Ad d-Man sent me to you." But the Dreaner said: 7 don't
think so. You must have the wong woman. | haven't done anything to
deserve a Spirit Helper. Perhaps you were nmeant to appear to ny
brother Dreamer in the next lodge .. . Inmediately, the w cked Forest
Spirit vani shed."

Seven

Wat er pool ed, sparkling clear, in the small hollow ringed by
noss-covered logs. A mat of needl es and rosebush | eaves coated the
bottom of the catchment. Sunchaser dropped his pack to one side and
studied the little creek fed by runoff. Helper, under no such
conpul sion, stepped forward on hesitant feet, sinking into the npss
bef ore | appi ng eagerly at the water.

The trail crossed the creek here. A man traveling alone was fair gane.
Bears woul d be energing fromtheir winter's stupor, hungry for the |ush
spring grass and any other food they could find.. The roaring of the
lions had awakened Sunchaser that very norning, the sound nuted by the
trees but telling of enpty bellies. Dead branches feathered the
gray-brown boles of fir trees and pine, while thick stands of currant



and rosebushes clotted the slope to either side of the creek's
channel . Overhead, a thick mass of evergreen boughs whispered silently
in the mdday breeze. The glory of the valley brought peace, and
rest.

Fromthe tine Sunchaser had | eft Brushnut Village, his fear had been
i ncreasi ng. Wen he blanked his mnd, he could sense wongness, a
creepi ng bl ackness easing over the land |ike a perverted night fog.

Jumpy .. . I'mstill not well. That's all. A bit of leftover fever.
He sank down onto the chilly danmp soil. His tired |l egs trenbled, and
he cl osed his eyes, happy to rest for a nonment.

Everything was going wong. First his Dreans of the mamot hs dyi ng,
vani shing fromthe face of the earth. Then the way through the maze

had slipped fromhis clunsy fingers like a wet fish. |In the beginning,
he hadn't been worried. Power shifted and fluctuated throughout a
man's life. 1t should have been a sinple matter to refocus his efforts

and find the way. He'd left Brushnut Village three days ago and had
been Dreaning every night, but he hadn't been able to find the path

t hrough the maze. Sunchaser sighed and opened his eyes, aware that

Hel per had finished | apping up the cool water and conme to stand beside
him Absently, he reached out, rubbing the dog's black coat. H s hands
were imredi ately coated with coarse black hair.

"Ch, Helper ..." After his own illness, Helper's hair had started to
fall out in clunps.

Sunchaser net Hel per's concerned brown gaze. "Everything is going
wong, old friend. The mamoths are dying. Sickness stalks the
land. "

Hel per, his tail slipping back and forth in a | oose wag, |icked
Sunchaser's hand.

"And | can't even find the Power to tie your hair to your body."

Hel per whined softly, the sound punctuated by a series of snorts as he
pawed the ground with his front feet.



"Do you think so?" Sunchaser asked. "I wish | had your confidence in
ne."

Hel per' s hi gh-pitched whi ne echoed Sunchaser's distress.

"I know." Sunchaser gently ruffled the fur on Helper's side. "W'l
go to the Dream Cave, where we'll have the solitude we need to find the
Way. You'll help me, won't you?"

Hel per bounced on springy legs and tried to grab Sunchaser's hand in
hi s nout h.

"Yes, | knew you would. The cave isn't nore than a day's wal k from
here. We'Ill build a big fire. Then I'lIl sweat and pray."

Hel per made a hurrunph that was half exhal e and shook his head, an act
that haloed his face in floating hair.

Sunchaser | eaned forward, bending down to drink--and stopped short. His
i mage stared back at himfromthe calmwater. The interlacing branches
of the fir trees overhead nade a background for his face, aged now,
lined where it hadn't been lined only weeks before. But the greatest
shock was sonet hing el se

Fear punped through his nuscles as he jerked out a strand of his own
hair. The reflection in the pool hadn't lied--his hair was turning
snow whi t e!

Kestrel trotted through. the dirty froth that coated the shore of the
Bi g Spoonwood River. Brilliant sunshine warmed her face as she ran
but it didIlittle to ease the terror that stung her soul. Over the
past five days, her desperation had been grow ng, until now she could
barely sit still to feed Cloud Grl. Every fiber in her body screaned
for her to forget trying to cross the river, to run fast and hard, to
get away from here now

But she knew the only way to really | ose Lanbkill lay in obliterating
her trail by crossing the swollen river. Despite



the gentle rain that had pattered off and on all night |ong, the water
| evel had gone down further. Rocks of gulls hunted al ong the shore,
squawki ng and fl apping their wings over the small creatures trapped in
t he stagnant pools. They screaned at Kestrel when her rapid steps
frightened them away fromtheir precious finds.

Looki ng out over the frothing water frightened her. Whirlpools stil
sucked needl es, grass and small floating bits of bark down into their
swirling currents. Farther out in the flow, white water shot up in
jets as the relentl ess pounding of the river drove against the big
boul ders in mdstream The splintered remains of a giant cottonwod
pl unged and bucked like a rutting buffalo bull as it |anced the nurky
flow. No one can survive that! [|'Il drowmn. ['Il die out there with
ny daughter.

Kestrel veered wide around an old mammoth junp site. Dozens of
skeletons lay in a huge pile, their rib bones broken and interl aced
like long white fingers. She could still see the top of the cliff,
even the place where her ancestors had driven the herd over the edge.
When the mamot hs had realized their error, they nust have struggl ed
madly, trying not to fall. Chunks of protruding rock had cracked off
as the animals tunbled over the precipice. She'd seen several kil
sites in the past two days, but none with as many manmot h skel et ons as
this one had. As Kestrel trotted by, she aimessly tried to count
them Thirty or forty animals, she guessed.. It must have happened
when Wnter Boy had been clutching the land to his bosom that's when
t he ani mal s cane together in enornous herds.

The gapi ng skulls and inpact-split bones haunted her. This is a place
of death--and mine will be but one nore.

Cloud Grl bounced in the rabbit-fur sack on her back, quiet but awake.
Kestrel had tied the sack high so that when she turned her head, she
could see the baby. Two huge blue eyes stared back at her fromthe

m dst of a ring of gray fur. The nouse hide pacifier in her tiny mouth
moved rhythmcally. Usually Coud Grl went to sleep after she'd



been fed, but not this afternoon. Perhaps she could sense the fear

that clawed at her nother's heart. Kestrel couldn't keep her eyes from
straying to the top of the bluff. She half-expected to see nen with
atlatls ainmed down at them But only the condors perching on the
rugged cliffs met her gaze.

She had waited until early afternoon to test the temperature of the
water, and she'd found it barely tolerable. It would still be a
freezing trip. They wouldn't reach the opposite shore until just
before nightfall, but they could nmake it. Suddenly she felt sure of
it.

Ahead, the inflated tapir. hide rested at the base of the fist-shaped
boul der. "Are you ready, Coud Grl?"

Cloud Grl made a soft sound.

Kestrel slowed her pace, examining the famliar |ayers of rock and
earth along the eroded bluff for one final tinme, then knelt by the
tapir hide. Last night she had blown into the un sewn foreleg to
inflate it, twisted the leg closed and secured it with a |l ength of wet
sinew. Since that time, it had | ost sone air but not nuch.

"It's going to be all right, Cloud Grl. Look. The hide held air al
ni ght long."

She gazed out across the wide, violent water. Sunlight glittered from
the surface, a stunning patchwork of blue and gold. From around her
wai st, Kestrel renmpbved the pack that held her tools and the calf neat
that she'd snoked the night before. Quickly, she pulled out the ulna
and a long string of dried tendon. She dipped the tendon in the water

until it becane slippery. "The river is so wide this tine of season
that it will take us three hands of time to cross. Three hands of
time. That's all. Then we'll build a fire and get warm again. Don't
worry, baby. 1'Il be right here.”

But her heart pounded as she untied the sinew on the foreleg. She put
her mouth over the opening and slowy untwi sted the | eg so that she
could blow nore air intoit, filling it full. Then she tw sted the
forel eg again and propped



her knee on it while she punched holes with the ul na and sewed the
opening closed with the tendon

Bl ood surged in her ears. She slowy let the twist go. No hissing
cane fromthe seam To make certain it didn't |eak, Kestrel plunged
the I eg under the water and watched for bubbles. Only a fewrose to
the surface, and she knew that the bristly tapir hair held air
pocket s.

"It's going to be all right," she repeated tautly, nmore for herself
than for Cloud Grl. But her eyes narrowed as she studied the bl uff
for a final tine, searching the crest and down the trough that led to
the river.

At the bottom of the trough, a cornorant hunched on the linb of a dead
tree washed ashore in the storm The master fisher had its black w ngs
outspread, placidly drying themin the sun. A short distance away, two
raccoons waddl ed al ong the base of the cliffs. A fish flopped in the
big | eader's nouth. The snmaller raccoon kept snatching at it, trying
to take it away. Wen the |eader jerked his nose up and broke into a
frisky run, Kestrel's mouth tightened.

"The animals see nothing to alarmthem yet | can't even manage a deep
breath. "

Hastily, she shoved her awl back into her pack, which she tied around
Coud Grl's.rabbit-fur sack, high enough that it should stay above the
water. Wthout waiting any | onger, Kestrel took the inflated tapir

hi de and waded out into the river. Goose bunps popped out all over her
legs. A single finger of time later, the icy chill began to gnaw at
her fl esh.

"You can stand it,"
safe. Safel"

she assured herself. "By nightfall, you'll be

She positioned the hide so that the cow s | egs stuck out on either side
of her hips, to make for better balance. Being careful not to put too
much strain on the stitches, Kestrel gripped the hide and pulled
herself up until her breasts rested in the niddle of the cow s stomach.
The hide sank hal fway. Kestrel allowed herself to snile. Cdoud Grl
woul d be dry, and she herself would be subnmerged in the bitter water
only fromthe waist down.



As she kicked her legs to propel the hide out into the current, she
gl anced back at the bluff. She saw no one, but a holl ow ache
constricted her chest--she felt as though cold, inhuman eyes watched
her. Kestrel clanped her teeth to stifle the sudden terror that
knotted her belly.

She ki cked her feet harder

Then the current caught themand whirled themout into the mdst of the
rushing river.

Ei ght

Spring Grl, exhibiting her usual capriciousness, had sl apped the high
peaks like a bolt of lightning, splitting winter's dreary clouds and
letting in a blinding flood of sunshine. It m ght snow again tonorrow,
but for today, warnth suffused the world. On the distant Mammoth
Mount ai ns, glacier fields shimered whitely agai nst the snowclotted
gray background of the jagged rock that lined the ice-filled holl ows
and thrust toward the blue vastness of the sky. But here, days from
the coast, the enduring wintergreens, fir and spruce, that whiskered
the slopes had | ost their capes of snow, and the cold, vast, silent
body of the mountain had begun to groan and creak as it stretched in

t he warnt h, awakening at |ast.

Hor seweed i nhal ed deeply as he clinbed the nuddy path. The rich scents
of water, pungent soil and conifer belied the disconfort of soaked
noccasi ns chafing on his water softened feet. Sunset had taken hold of
the Iand, enlivening the snmells of nelting snow and newborn grass. They
filtered clear to his soul

H's brother, Balsam followed quietly behind him watching for aninmals
t hat m ght have been weakened by the | ong noons



of darkness and bitter cold. They hadn't eaten since early norning,
as the grows of their stomachs kept rem nding them Balsam only
twel ve sunmers old, had yet to fill out in the shoul ders, and now his
clothing hung fromhis skinny frame |like the hide on a wi nter-starved
buf f al o.

Hor seweed had two summers on his younger brother, and he stood a ful
hand taller. He had begun to devel op broad, heavily nuscled shoul ders
as a result of his constant training with atlatl and dart. But the
boys | ooked strikingly alike, with round faces, pug noses and ow i sh
eyes. FEach carried an atlatl and had a quiver of darts slung over his
ri ght shoulder. Small packs rode their backs.

When the trail turned to the right and they could see through the thick
bol es of the pine and fir, the blue body of Mdther Ccean spread in
silent glory out in the distance, only a few days' wal k from where they
stood now. The sparkling water touched and bl ended with the darkening
sky in the west.

Hor seweed pushed a pi ne branch out of his way and began clinbing a
series of switchbacks. He lost sight of the Mother. The bark of the
aspens had been gnawed by the el k's chisel-shaped [ ower teeth. A nman
could easily tell where the deepest snow |line had been by noting the
hi ghest patch of chewed bark and subtracting fromthat the hei ght of
the elk. The drifts here had stood twenty hands hi gh

Bal sam gl ancing around at the silent wall of green and shadow, asked
uncertainly, "Oxbalmtold you to bring Sun chaser back at the point of
a dart?"

"Yes. |If necessary."

"Don't you think .. . well, that that's a little risky? | mean,
Sunchaser is a great Dreaner.”

"G
"What i f Sunchaser doesn't want to conme back with us?"

"Then I'1l stick nmy dart in his back and force himto, just as
G andf ather said | should."

"If Sunchaser doesn't kill you before you have the chance. O turn you
into a rabbit | ouse or sonething."



Hor seweed turned to gl ower, and, when Bal sam sniled, he said, "You'd
better hope he doesn't. That would nmean you'd have to bring Sunchaser
back by yoursel f."

Bal sams smile faded. |In silence, they trudged the rest of the way to
the top of the switchbacks, where the trail |eveled off and neandered
due east through a neadow.

An enornous pink granite cliff loomed into the sky al ong the neadow s
northern edge. 1t blazed in the pastel light, contrasting with the
patches of dirty snow lying in the meadow s protected areas. Thousands
of cycles of violent wind and storm had weathered the rock until a
thick talus slope had forned at the base. Hi gh above, boul ders perched
precariously on the crest. The Dream Cave--about one hundred hands

hi gher than the neadow -nade a dark hole in the cliff's lower half. A
wi de | edge, like a tongue, stuck out fromthe nouth of the cave,
protrudi ng just above the talus. Across the |ledge, a deer trail cut a
swat h through the sprouts of grass, wound down over the talus slope and
wedded with another trail in the nmeadow.

Hor seweed's skin tingled just |ooking at the cave's enpty eye socket.
They couldn't avoid passing it. The trail to Brushnut Village narrowed
to not hi ngness here where it curved around the base of the cliff.
Catchstraw clained that Evil Spirits secreted thenselves in every
crevice here, waiting to pounce and eat the first warm body t hat
happened by.

Horseweed slid behind a towering fir tree to study the meadow. Crusted
snow clung stubbornly to the ground where the grass net the trees. Only
the dainty runs of mce and voles marked the fringes of the neadow
Still, Horseweed searched each tree for the flick of an ear, the sw sh
of atail. Wth the stealth of Wasel, he edged up to the next tree
and braced hinmself on the balls of his toes to exanine the berry brier
that skirted the cliff beneath the cave. A herd of four deer usually
grazed there, but no one could hunt them Catchstraw talked to themin
his Spirit Dreans. They gave hi m advi ce about the weather and
political matters.



Hor seweed frowned. There used to be a pile of wood at the base of the
cliff. He had gathered it hinself during the |ast

Moon- of - Losi ng- Antl ers. \What had happened to it? Catchstraw hadn't
been to the Dream Cave at all during Wnter Boy's reign

Bal sam gasped suddenly. "Look! Wwo is it?" H's armshot out toward
the granite cliff.

"Who?" Horseweed spun around. "Were?"
"Up there! In the Dream Cave."

Hor seweed squi nted agai nst the slanting rays of sunset. An old man
bal anced on the cave's ledge, his arns spread |ike Eagle's. White
brai ds franed his square-jawed face. "Can't be Catchstraw. W |eft
himin the village two days ago."

"Then who could it be? Sunchaser?" "No, don't you renmenber? W saw
himlast winter when he came to visit Gandfather. H's hair was as

bl ack as obsidian. And anyway, he's supposed to be at Brushnut
Village."

Bal sam suddenl y gasped and blurted, "What's that? Look at it!"

Hor seweed spun again and saw a nmottl ed pi nk-and-bl ack creature skul ki ng
t hrough the brush that ringed the base of the talus slope. Eyes
glittered. "Geat Mus! 1--1 don't know. \What kind of animal is pink
and bl ack?"

"Maybe it's a ... a ghost." Bal sam dropped his young voice to a hoarse
whi sper. "You know what old Catchstraw says about the Spirits that
live here around the Dream Cave. 1'Ill bet that's what it is, a

ghost!'"

"A pi nk ghost?"
"Why not? Ghosts can | ook |ike whatever they want to."

Hor seweed' s eyes narrowed as he gripped his atlatl nore tightly. Bal sam
grabbed his brother's armhard and let out a yip when the "ghost" | oped
out of the brush and peered curiously at them one paw lifted.

Hor seweed said, "Let go of ne. |It's a dog! A nostly hairless, ugly
dog. That's all!l™

Handful s of fur were mssing fromits sides and head. Horseweed
frowned back at the cave. "We'd better worry



about that man. | don't know who he is, but he shouldn't be up there.
Nobody' s allowed in the cave except a Dreaner. Mther Ocean could turn
agai nst us, cause a tidal wave, or.. " his eyes w dened or kil
all the manmot hs! Maybe he's the cause of the disaster. W'd
better--"

A rich, deep voice rose fromthe cave and echoed down through the
meadow. "Who are you, boys? Wy are you here?"

Bal sam bol dly strode by Horseweed and out into the center of the
meadow. The new spring grasses rose to his knees. He shouted, "Wo
are you? What are you doing up there? Get out. You' re not supposed
to be in there!"

The stranger |owered his outspread arns and gazed down at them Dressed
in a fine |eather shirt covered with seashells, he | ooked inportant,
like a visiting chief fromthe northern clans. "Really? Wo says?"

Hor seweed wet his |ips nervously and edged up beside Bal sam He
shouted, "Don't you know that's a Dream Cave? You'd better |eave ..
before old Catchstraw finds you and turns you into a liverwort, or a

| eech!™

"Catchstraw turn sonmeone into a |l eech? Now there is a frightening fate
i ndeed!" The stranger vented a |ow, closed nouth |augh

Hor seweed' s eyes narrowed. "What happened to the herd of deer that
used to graze here?"

"You mean the two does, the yearling fawn and that three point buck?"
"That's them \here are they?"
"A man gets hungry now and then!"

Bal samturned to I ook in horror at Horseweed. "He slaughtered sacred
deer? And ate then? He's the bravest man alive."

Hor seweed cupped a hand to his nmouth and yelled, "Were's the pile of
wood that used to be down here? It was a big pile. Took half a noon
to collect and stack."

"You didn't think | ate those deer raw, did you?"



"What a stinking skunk!"™ Balsamshrilled. Red splotched his cheeks.
"CGet down out of there before we come up after you!™"

"Come up after ne?" The stranger |aughed. "Are the two of you
pl anning to drag nme bodily fromthis cave? Wat if | don't want to
go?"

"We'll show you! Get out of that cave or... or we'll kill you!"

The man | aughed so hard that Bal sam groaned and stanped his feet in
anger .

"Yes! We will!", Horseweed yelled as he shook his darts in defiance.
"Go home, boys. | don't have the freedomto play today. |'m busy."

That made them both pause. Bal sam scratched behind his left ear and

| ooked uneasy, while Horseweed fiddled with his atlatl. He nocked and
unnocked a dart. He'd Belched the Iong, polished willow shaft with
beautiful, black nmagpie feathers that shone greeni sh when the sunlight
struck themjust right.

"You know," Bal sam said, "one of us could distract himwhile the other
ran up that deer trail and skewered himwth a dart."

The stranger apparently heard Bal samis conment. He calnmly unlaced his
new deer hide pants, thunped his nmale organ as if to get it going and
urinated off the lip of the Dream Cave. The stream broke into droplets
as it fell, shinrering, into the meadow below. It splashed only a
body's length from Horse weed's feet. He glared at the yell ow sparkles
on the grass.

I ndi gnant, Bal sam asked Horseweed, "Wat do you think that nangy dog
will do? Do you think he'll attack the man that tries to clinb the

deer trail?" |In unison, both boys turned to appraise the animal. The
dog had sat down on its haunches, one un furred ear pricked, eyes
steady upon them "M ght," Horseweed granted. "But I'll dart it in

the heart before it gets its jaws around your throat. Don't worry."



"My throat?"

The stranger let out a hoarse cry that froze themboth in their tracks.
He' d opened his arnms to the sky again, as though greeting a |ong-I ost

| oved one descending fromthe clouds.

Bal sam squinted. "What'd he do that for?"

"How woul d | know?"

The stranger let out another cry, long and breathless, like WIf on a
bl ood trail. Then he shouted, "Go away, boys! | don't want you here.
| don't want anybody here. Leave nme alone!"™ Turning on his heel, he

di sappeared into the cave.

Hor seweed swal lowed the lunmp in his throat. "He's one |oony old nan.
He's got to be the reason the mamot hs have gone crazy. No telling
what he's done to the Dream Cave. |'ll bet he's defiled every sacred

object in the place."
"Then we'd better get himout of there. Quick."

Movement caught Horseweed's eye, and he barely had time to scream
"Run!" before the darts started zizzing past his ears. The stranger
back at the nouth of the cave, cast another and another dart. Horseweed
raced for the trees, his pack flopping on his back, and dove headfirst
into a nmound of deadfall. Linbs cracked and showered himwith
splinters as he jostled to get behind a log fromwhich he could safely
peer back at the cave. Two nore darts struck, twanging in the deadfal
in front of his face.

Bal sam crawl ed up beside him eyes wide. "How can one man nock darts
so quickly and still keep his ain®"

"He's good, all right." Balsamnervously wet his lips. "Mybe ..
maybe he's not a man, Horseweed. Did you think of that? WMaybe he's
t he ghost. Do you renmenber how Catchstraw said that ghosts wait for
warm f | esh?"

"Well, | wish he'd come down here and try to' take mine. That way, |
could dart himup close. But he doesn't seem any too anxious to get
near us." Horseweed bent forward to peer through the weave of dead
linbs. The stranger had vani shed again. "I've got an idea."

n \Mat ?u



"See those big boulders on top of the pink cliff? The ones that hang
out over the Dream Cave? Cone on. W'Ill sleep on top of them tonight,
t hen t onorrow nor ni ng--"

"On top of the rocks?" Balsamobjected. "It'll be colder than an
el k's hoof in winter up there! Wy can't we sleep here in the
nmeadow?"

Hor seweed got on all fours and carefully began to crawl out of the
deadfall. Twi gs crackled with his every nmovenent. "Well, you go right
ahead. But in the dark, | won't be able to see well enough to dart
that dog before it sinks its teeth into you."

The crimson tw light of the Mon-of-Blossons had flushed the world with
color. Tannin wal ked across the top of the bluff in a halo of pink
light, heading toward the place where Lanbkill stood. Hi s ol der
brother had a foot propped on a rock while he gazed out at the swollen,
dirty river. The cool evening breeze flapped the fringes on his

sl eeves and pant |egs. Far below, flecks of scarlet tw nkled on the
surface of the nuddy water

Tanni n i nhal ed deeply, hoping that the strong scents of danp juniper
and sage woul d ease his anxiety. Lanbkill had grown progressively

wor se since Kestrel's escape. Tracking her through the rain had been
very difficult. The painstaking process had frustrated Tannin, but
Lambkill's rage seened to feed on it. Every time that Lanbkill had
found a fringe fromher dress hanging on a bush, or picked up a twig
she'd broken in her flight, he'd peered at Tannin with glassy eyes, his
face running with sweat.

Then this afternoon, when they'd di scovered the places where the sage
had been twi sted out of the ground, Lambkill had gone om nously silent.
He'd crisscrossed the area until he found the wing walls. Then he'd
stal ked down them and peered over the cliff at the tapir skel etons.
He'd stood for a



long while just staring, refusing to answer any questions that Tannin
had asked.

After a full finger of time, Lanmbkill had started shaking
uncontrollably. Frightened, Tannin had tried to help his brother, to
get himto sit down, but Lanbkill had roared and struck out with his
fists, beating Tannin away. Only then did Tannin realize the terrible
extent of his brother's fury.

"The quails are cooked," Tannin said.

Lambki Il didn't even nove. He kept his eyes focused on the churning
river.
"Come and eat, Lanbkill. W must eat and sleep. Tonorrow we'll get

started early."
In a bare whisper, Lanbkill said, "Do you see her?"

"Who?" Tannin frowned. He saw nothing but flocks of birds on the
shore. A flurry of wings noved on the beach, their feathers reddish in
the fading rays of dusk. Farther out in the water, fish junped,
hunting the insects that swarned over the glistening surface. "Who,
Lanbki 1 2"

"My wife. There she is.”
"Wher e?" Tanni n searched the riverbank bel ow

Lambkill lifted an armand pointed with a crooked finger. "Across the
river. She's standing on the other side." The translucent gl ow of
evening illum nated the distant bluffs, but Tannin could barely nake
out the major copses of juniper trees on the highlands. He gave
Lambki Il a sideways gl ance. "She couldn't have crossed, Lanbkill. The
wat er has been too rough. And too cold. She'd never have made it in
her condition."

"She's had the baby."

"She's had the-How do you know?"

Lambki Il flared his nostrils, scenting the breeze. "I can snell the

bl ood. She gave birth somewhere close by. W nust tell people. Every
village we cone to, we'll sit down with the elders and tell them about
Kestrel and her crine." He nodded vehenently. "Yes, and we'll offer

great wealth to the man who catches her and brings her to us. You know
how



fast Traders nove. Word will travel as though it were borne on the

wi ngs of Eagle. There will be so many eyes watching the trails that
she' Il never escape."
"Lanbkill, I don't think--"

"You don't believe nme about the baby? Come on. Come with me. Right
now Cone!" Lanbkill ordered. "I'Il show you!"™ He took off at a
dead run along the edge of the precipice. "This way!" he yelled when
he found a gane trail that |ed down to the river

"Wait, Lanbkill!" Tannin objected. "Qur canp is up here. W can
search tonorrow. " Their quails would be gone by the tine they
returned, eaten by the first hungry animal that passed by.

Heedl essly, Lanbkill sprinted down the steep path, |eaving a thick
cloud of dust in his wake. H's heavy jow s bounced with the jolt of
his stride. "Hurry! Cone on!"

Tanni n shook his head and slowy followed. The rainstornms had washed
stones into the trail, making the footing precarious at best. The dim
gl eam of evening did not help. As color drained fromthe | and, shapes
t hat had been distinct only nonents ago nelted into each other. More
than once, Tannin's noccasins slipped off an unseen stone and sent him
groping for the rocky cliff to keep fromtoppling over the edge.
Lambki I | ski dded and staggered but nmanaged to reach the bottom wi t hout
falling.

"Lanbkil | ?" Tannin called. "Wait! Wait for ne!"

But bel ow, Lanbkill trotted al ong the sandy shore at the base of the
bluff. Tufts of green grass sprouted in the crevices, while pockets of
reeds dotted the shore. Lanbkill crouched to exanine the needles of a
scrawny juniper, then hurried on. Suddenly he broke into a run and
vani shed around the curve of a towering wall.

Tannin trotted warily behind. Wen he rounded the corner, he saw his
brot her scranbling up a narrow | edge that led to a cave--a black hole
in the limestone that overl ooked the river. An eerie shiver stalked up
Tannin's spine. There was sonething about the place, about the roar of
the river,



whi ch seemed so nuch | ouder here .. . This was no place for him... no
pl ace for ordi nary nen.

Lambki Il shouted "Ha!" and fell to his knees beside a patch of grass.
"Cone see! 1've found her trail!"

A-flock of goldfinches that had been perching in a clunp of reeds burst
into a tumult of chirps and took wing. Tannin watched them soar
upward. The way they circled high overhead, they resenbled sunfl ower
petal s caught in a whirlw nd.

"See? What did | tell you?" Lanbkill said when Tannin knelt beside
him "See the way these bl ades are broken? She tore up two, naybe
three, handfuls."

Tanni n nodded. The bl ades of grass had clearly been ripped by a hand,
not chewed off by grazing animals. Animals would have ghawed t he

bl ades evenly. These had jagged edges. He straightened and squinted
up at the cave. Fromthis angle, shadows cloaked the interior. Goose

bunps i ke a thousand spiders' feet prickled across his skin. "Do you
think she's still there?"

Lambki Il snarled, "I already told you! She's on the other side of the
river." avel screeched beneath his noccasins as he trotted up the

incline toward the cave

Forcing hinmself to ignore his prenonition, Tannin ducked through the
entry behind Lanbkill--and gave a throttled cry. He stunbled over his
feet trying to get out.

"What's the matter with you?" Lanbkill snarled irritably.

"Don't you see then? Look!" Tannin pointed to the walls and roof,
where strange beings |ooned |ike overarching trees. The red paint had
fl aked and faded, but their long snouts remmined clear. Bolts of
lightning zigzagged fromtheir mouths, aimng straight down at Tannin
and Lanbkill as though to skewer themlike bugs. "This is a Power

pl ace, Lanbkill! W should |eave. These creatures--"

"Twi ns, " Lanbkill whispered huskily.
"What ?"

The silver gl eam of evening sheathed Lanbkill's hand as he reached down
to pick up two unbilical cords. Desiccated,



they barely | ooked human. Lanbkill clutched themtightly in his left
fist. "She had twins," he repeated and squeezed his eyes cl osed. "Just
like she said she would."” For a long tine, he didn't nove.

Hesitantly, Tannin knelt and touched the pool of dried blood that caked
the floor. Ridges of congealed tissue veined the mass. It felt icy
cold. He quickly drew back his hand and wiped it on his dirty pant

leg. Wiy had not hing disturbed the blood? Hungry animals should have
al ready | apped up every trace. He glanced up at the ceiling again and
a chill settled in his stomach. "Lanbkill, let's go. [I--"

"No. Not yet. Look."

Lambki || | eaned si deways and picked up a strip of antel ope hide dress.
He carefully plucked a length of Iong black hair fromthe |eather
"Yes," Lanbkill whispered. "Kestrel was here."

Tanni n | ooked around. Modre strands of hair were glued in the blood,
and on the far right-hand side of the cave, a calf tapir hide rested.
It had been rolled up and shoved agai nst the wall, as though for the
next person who ni ght happen by and need it as a shield against the
cold. The pack rats had already gnawed it. A scatter of bristly hair
surrounded the hide. Wy had the rats eaten the hide but stayed away
from Kestrel's bl ood?

Did they sense the taint.. . the odor of incest about it?

"Twins run in our famly, Tannin," Lanbkill nmurnured. H's eyes lifted
to neet Tannin's, and a curious fire shone in their depths. Funbling,

Lambki Il tucked the unbilicals into his shirt pocket, then craw ed past
Tannin to get outside.

Tannin foll owed himdown onto the sandy shore, past several clots of
reeds. Bats darted over their heads as they wal ked. To block the bite
of the night wind, Tannin folded his arns across his chest. He w shed
for the camp fire that he knew had burned down to red coals on the

bl uf f above. Wen would Lanbkill see fit to return? What could he be
thinking? Did he fear that the children were his after all? That

| cepl ant



had lied to hinf Tannin shook his head. Iceplant hadn't lied. He'd
had no reason to. Wy would Lanbkill stopped suddenly. A cry tore
fromhis throat as he sprinted toward a gnarled juniper tree, his gray
hair flying. The tree hugged the base of the bluff.

"What is it?" Tannin called after him "Were are you goi ng?"

Far to the west, the crescent noon poked through a thin |layer of

clouds, and its light cast a mlky veil over the beach. Tannin saw
Lambki Il put his foot on the lowest linb of the juniper and clinb up
into the branches to pull something down. It |ooked |like a small, dead
ani mal .

"Lanmbkil 1l ?" Tannin bit his lip, his | egs gone suddenly weak as he
stepped cautiously forward. "Lanbkill, what did you find?" Moonlight
coated Lanbkill's tormented face as he drew a deep breath, then let it
go. The winkles around his mouth pulled taut. He held the dead
animal to his chest and made a wrenching sound. Tears traced |lines
down his withered cheeks as he carried his bundle out to the water's
edge and knelt in the wet sand. Tannin foll owed, calling,

"Lanbki || ?"

"She killed ny son!" he wailed as he rocked back and forth. "M son
My little boy. She nurdered him"

Tanni n crouched and saw the tiny body that Lanbkill held to his breast.
Hi s knees buckled. He braced a hand and eased down to the sand. The
corpse had shriveled and turned browmn. Wrse, the birds had been at
it. The boy's eyes had beea pecked to enpty sockets. One foot had
been chewed off, |eaving a ragged stunp. So nmany raccoons hunted the
shore, or maybe a hungry cat had carried the child into the tree.

Gently, Tannin put a hand on Lanbkill's shoulder. "It wasn't your son,
Lambkill. It was lceplant's. It's better that the boy's dead. |If he
had |ived--"

Lanmbkill threw his head back and a horrible shriek tore fromhis

throat. Like a short-faced bear in rage, he dropped the baby on the
beach and dove for Tannin, knocking him



backward into the river. |Icy liquid flooded over Tannin's face and
into his lungs. Before he could rise, Lanbkill's fingers tightened
around his throat, holding himdown.

Pani cked, Tannin gripped his brother's wists and tried to break his
hold. He bucked and tw sted, but Lanbkill straddled himand threw al
of his weight into the effort, roaring like a madman.

Tannin didn't want to hurt his brother, but when Lanbkill bashed a knee
into Tannin's stomach, trying to force himto rel ease the breath he
held in his lungs, Tannin had no choice. Ruthlessly, he kicked out,
twisting onto his side so he could repeatedly slama knee into
Lambkil1's groin. \Wen Lanbkill gasped and | oosened his hold, Tannin
shoved hi m backward into the river

Panting for breath, Tannin staggered to his feet. He nanaged to wal k
three body lengths fromthe water before he slunped to the sand. His
t hroat burned and his lungs ached. The terror of the nmonment drained
himlike the grit-filled water that trickled down his chilled flesh.
Stunned, he couldn't speak. His eyes remained riveted on his brother
who was thrashing the water white like a crazy fish in the shall ows.

Wat er cascaded from Lanbkill's buckskin clothing as he reeled to his
feet in the river. Hi s eyes |ooked haunted, disoriented, as though he
were living a nightmare.

Wt hout giving Tannin a second | ook, he marched onto the shore and

pi cked up the dead baby. Cradling it to his breast, he slogged upriver
t hrough the shallows. Hi s steps sent silver-crested waves undul ati ng
outward. He began to sob, a soft, suffocating series of sounds.

"Bl essed Above-d d-Man," Tannin prayed as he brought up his knees and
braced his el bows on them Confusion and fear nmade a sour brewin his
belly. The chill of the water and the frigid air barely conpared to
the cold realization in his soul. "He's ny brother. But 1--1 don't
under stand what's happening to him It nust be the shock. The pain.
don't know what to do."



"Man? Man, where are you? Were are you! | need you! This is a
terrible thing. You know that one of nmy souls will be tied to that
body for four nore days! What will happen if that nean nman calls up ny
fleshly soul ?"

The Man answered, "Ah, then you will be very fortunate."

"Fortunate! How is that possible? | cannot be born again w thout both
of my souls intact. You know that. This will deny me a real lifel™
The Man | aughed in an affectionate way. "Just as bees are driven away

by smoke, an exi stence of ease drives fear fromthe soul and takes from
humans their ability to be kind. Pray, Boy, pray very hard that

Lambkill tries to sumron up your fleshly soul."
"But it will tear ne apart! It will kill ny greatest hope!"
"Yes," the Man responded softly. A faint sparkle, like a sprinkling of

Stardust, rained down through the blackness. Like glistening tears, it
coat ed the Boy.

The Man finished: "If that happens, you nust give thanks to
Above-d d-Man for such a great gift."

At dawn, Horseweed stepped through the boul ders hi gh above the Dream
Cave. Legend said that the Ice Grosts had once waged a terrible battle
here, throwi ng rocks and lightning bolts at one another until they had
killed half of their tribe.



The remmant had fled far to the north, where it still lived. As

Hor seweed | ooked around at the boul ders that ranged in size fromthe
hei ght of three nmen to head-sized rocks, he believed it. Gavel filled
in the spaces between the rocks, washed there by the spring nelt and
the sumrer rains. The view was spectacul ar; the distant peaks of the
Mamot h Mount ai ns thrust up in glacial splendor to catch the

pi nk-orange rays of nmorning light in granite and ice.

To the west, Mdther Ccean |ay obscured by a | ow white fog that covered
her shining face like snow. Patches of fog also drifted through the
dense fir and pine stands that weathed the meadow bel ow. Horseweed
stepped cautiously to the edge of the cliff, aware of the slick frost
that coated the rock, and gl anced down toward the Dream Cave. The

t wo- hundr ed- hand drop nade his heart flutter. A man could fall to his
death and have plenty of time to regret it before he hit bottom Puffs
of gol den clouds clustered around him w spy and ethereal, al nost close
enough that it seened he could reach out and grasp a handful

The stranger apparently hadn't awakened yet. At |east he hadn't cone
out to the ledge of the cave. Horseweed kept his atlatl clutched in

his fist just in case. After yesterday, he wasn't sure the stranger

couldn't cast straight up

Bal sam stood on a rock in the distance, next to a scraggly, half-dead
fir tree. He had his hands propped on his hips as he surveyed the
norni ng. Geat glaciers shimered between the purple peaks, reflecting
the dawn |ike the finest polished abal one shell. 1In the norning
sunlight, they seemed to burn. Around the fringes of the glaciers,
spring's firstborn wildflowers created weaths of blue and yell ow where
t hey had popped up in the winkled and hunped lines of ice-piled earth
and rock.

"It's about time you got here," Balsamcalled. Wnd flapped the two
| ong bl ack braids draping the skinny chest of his buckskin shirt.

"I was out hunting food. You should be glad!"



"W don't have time for food! Put your pack and atlatl down next to
m ne, over there by that snowberry bush. |[|'ve been watching the
stranger for a whole hand of tine."

"What ? Wiere is he?" Horseweed demanded. Sweat had gl ued his bl ack
bangs to his forehead. He shrugged out of his pack and went to drop it
atop Balsami's, then laid his quiver and atlatl down. He'd only managed
to dart a fat squirrel, but he'd been |ooking forward to roasting it.
He gl anced at his pack forlornly. "I |ooked dowmn. | didn't see anyone
in the cave."

"He thinks he's being clever." Balsam pointed down at the far western
side of the Dream Cave. "He's hiding just inside."

Hor seweed scranbl ed up the gritty side of the boul der and squi nted.
Just back fromthe nouth of the cave, a tiny fire lit the shadows. A

dar k shape hunched beside it. It did look like a nman sitting there.
Hor seweed sniffed the wind. The rich flavor of roasting neat caressed
his nostrils. "Snells like he's keeping hinself well-fed on those

sacred deer."

"Snells nmore |ike pack rat cooking to nme," Bal sam said and sniffed the

air. "Ho! Stranger!" Horseweed called. "You! |In the cave!™

Bal sam | eaned over the edge of the cliff and shouted, "It's us! W're
pl anning on getting you out of that cave... one way or another. Now,
be smart and | eave, before you force us to kill you!™"

A hoarse cry ripped through the norning stillness, causing the bird
songs to die. Balsams nmouth hung open, but his eyes noved, follow ng
the echo of the screamas it bounced around the nountains. "Blessed
Fat her Sun, there he goes again," Bal sam sai d.

Hor seweed ground his teeth as he watched the shadow by the fire. It
| ooked taller now, as though the stranger had stood up. But it m ght
just be the way the sun is hitting the cave. Horseweed junped down
fromthe boul der and began searching the rocks until he found a | og
about fifteen hands



long. "Balsam cone here. Help nme with this. W'Il get himout of
there."”

Bal sam frowned. "What are we going to do with that? Roll it off on
top of hinP"

"No. We're going to use it as a lever."
"Alever? What for?"

"To pry the rocks loose. Now, hurry it up. | want you to take the
smal |l end."” Wen Bal sam had grasped the | og, Horseweed continued, "Al
right, now wedge your end under that nedi um sized boul der at the very
edge of the cliff."

Bal sam shoved t he end beneath the rock and turned to squint at
Horseweed. Hi s young face had a quizzical expression. "Are you sure
this is a good idea? | nean--"

"We're trying to kill him aren't we?"
"Sure, but--"

"Then stop conpl ai ning and start pushing." Horseweed fl opped down on
the big end of the |log and pushed with all his mght. The pink tip of
his tongue stuck out of the right side of his mouth. The boul der
teetered. "Help ne, Balsaml W' |l show that stranger that he can't
just dance in here and take over one of our sacred places."” Balsam
scanpered up beside Horseweed and threw his weight into the effort,

t 0o.

"Push! "

They sweated and grunted until finally the boul der groaned and tunbl ed
over the precipice. Horseweed and Bal samran to the edge to watch.

Bal sam j er ked when the boul der crashed thunderously on the lip of the
cave, bashed its way down the talus slope and rolled out into the
center of the meadow. The mangy dog that had been lying at the base of
the cliff shot into the trees with its tail between its |egs, howing
like a lost soul. They heard a crash in the forest, followed by
snharling and yi ppi ng.

"Well, will you | ook at that," Horseweed said.

"What?" "The fire in the cave is still going." Oange flickers
glittered through the veil of dust that had risen



Bal sam crowded forward to peer over the edge. "That means he's
probably still alive. At least he's stopped that inhuman wailing. It
gives me a stomachache. Let's shove sone nore rocks over."

They hunkered down, wedged the | og again and heaved. This time five
boul ders broke | oose and fell at once. Staggering to their feet, they
wat ched them sail downward. The boul ders struck the lip of the cave
one after another and shook the mountain like the Quaking Earth Spirits
that lived under the ground. Dust belched upward in a blinding gray

cl oud, concealing the cave altogether

"Where is he?" Balsam asked. "Do you see hin? He ought to be coning
out after that one."

"I can't see anything."
The gl owi ng face of Father Sun rose higher above the eastern peaks, and

an orange gl eam possessed the dissipating dust. As it started to
clear, Horseweed frowned. Half of the |lip of the Dream Cave had broken

off and slid down the talus slope. It rested in great chunks at the
bot t om

"Fire's out," Balsamnoted. "You think he's dead?"

"I don't know, but he's sure deaf by now " Horseweed got down on al

fours and crawm ed to the very edge of the cliff to study the
devastation. An avalanche filled in half of the cave's entry. The
poundi ng of the boul ders nmust have | oosened the weat hered roof and
rattled it right off. Anyone inside would have been buried in the dirt
and debris, maybe splattered across the walls by flying stone. "Cone
here, Bal sam Look at this."

Bal samslid forward on his belly, and a slow snile crept over his face.
"He's got to be dead after that. Should we go scrape up what's left of
hi m and take hi m back to Catchstraw?"

Hor seweed t hought about that. M ght be a good thing to do. That way,
Catchstraw could Sing the stranger's foul soul into the rocks, where it
woul d stay | ocked forever. No telling what mayhem such an evil sou
could cause if it were left to wander the nountai ns.



Hor seweed nodded. "Let's do it." He rose, dusted hinself off and
headed for their packs and weapons. Sunlight glittered with blinding
intensity fromthe flecks of mca in the granite boul ders. Bal sam
followed at a trot, grinning.

"We'| | be heroes. Did you think of that? People will forever Sing
stories about Bal sam and Horseweed, the great--"

Before they could reach the snowberry bush where their atlatls lay, a
grow erupted and that nangy dog bounded from behind a boul der, its few
remai ning hairs sticking straight up on its back

"Look out!" Horseweed yelled. "Run for it!"

They took off like the wind, with the dog chasing them It snapped at
t heir hands and heel s while Horseweed and Bal sam | eaped deadfal |l and
shoved each ot her around boul ders.

"Head for that dead tree!" Horseweed shout ed.

The dead fir thrust black branches into the sky just beyond the slide
of boul ders. Horseweed managed to shinny up it first. He clinbed as
hi gh as he could and heard Bal sam breat hing hard behind him Horseweed
sank down atop a linmb. The dog stood on its hind legs with its
forepaws braced on the trunk of the tree. It had an odd how, like a
dire wolf with a fresh kill. Balsam had perched on the Iinb bel ow

Hor seweed, | ow enough that if the dog junped, it night be able to nip
off the toes of his nobccasins. A swallow went down Bal sami s throat,
and he |l et out a choked whi sper.

"What did you say?" Horseweed asked. "Have you got an idea?"

"I dea?" Balsam shouted. He craned his neck to | ook up. "No! |
haven't--"

"Well," a cool, deep voice said fromdown the trail. "If | were you

boys, 1'd get down fromthat tree pretty quick and start diggi ng out
t he Dream Cave before Catchstraw sees it."

"Who said that?" Horseweed hugged the trunk of the fir and hoisted
hinself up a little higher to see better. The linb on which he stood
creaked and cracked; bits of bark flitted



t hrough the sunlight as they plunged to the ground. "Answer nme! Wo
are you?"

The man came strolling up the trail, his long white hair bl owi ng about
his shoul ders. The seashells on his hide shirt glittered as he fol ded
his arms and | eaned agai nst one of the boulders. "You' re young

Hor seweed, aren't you? From Qter Can Village?"

Hor seweed shifted on the linmb. It took a noment before he could fit
those craggy features into his menory. When he did, sickness roiled in
his stomach. Wsat had they done ... al nost done? "S-Sunchaser, when
did ... did your hair turn white?"

"Sunchaser?" Bal sam squeaked, casting a quaking gl ance at the

stranger. "You nmean ..." He swallowed so hard that it sounded like a
tree frog's croak. "W're going to die ... be turned into liverworts
| eeches .. . toads."

"What are you doing up here, bothering nme?" Sunchaser asked.
"My grandfather sent us to find you."

"Oxbal m?"  Sunchaser straightened. "Wy? Wat's happened?" "The
manmot hs are running into the seal They're dying by the dozens," Bal sam
pi ped up. "G andfather thinks Mamoth Above is trying to warn us about
some terrible thing that's going to happen.™

Sunchaser's bl ack eyes took on a haunted gl eam

The dog backed down fromthe tree and silently padded past Sunchaser
When it hit the trail, it broke into a | ope and sent up a chilling
how . "Yes," Sunchaser nmurmured. "l know |I've no choice, Helper." As
t hough very tired, he shoved away fromthe boul der and turned to
follow Hs legs noved like an old man's, sluggish and reluctant.

"Hel per?" Bal sam asked when Sunchaser had di sappeared from sight.



"I's that dog his Spirit Helper?" He turned to peer incredul ously at
Horseweed. "He has a mangy Spirit Hel per?" "Wo cares? Cone on

Bal sam " Horseweed yelled. He junped down fromthe tree and charged
for the snowberry bush where his pack and atlatl |ay.

Kestrel crawl ed out of the bitterly cold river on her hands and knees,
weepi ng, shivering uncontrollably. No pain she had ever experienced,

i ncluding childbirth, equaled this. Her body had become the eneny, on
the verge of failing her. "J-just alittle ... farther."

She' d picked this place--had started aiming for it--a hand of tinme ago,
because a series of shallow rock shelters scalloped the face of the
first river terrace here. Coud Grl cried in hunger on Kestrel's
back, but Kestrel could do nothing about that now The brutal cold had
killed all sensation in her hands and legs. She could not find the
thong of the rabbit-fur sack, because she could not feel it.

She forced herself to stand up, and her | egs went out from under her as
t hough they were dead neat. Cdoud Grl shrieked, and Kestrel hung her
head and sobbed wearily.

"Pl ease, Spirits, help ne!"

Even i f her hands had frozen, she could still run. But her legs .

her legs! Panic held her riveted for a brief period before she

mar shal ed enough courage to get on her hands and knees again. She had
to reach the closest rock shelter. |If she didn't, she would die here.
The cold would I each into her soul, and her heart would stop

She crawl ed, shivering so violently that her teeth clattered |Iike gourd
rattles. Body length by body | ength, she made her



way across the rounded cobbles, strips of sand and thick mats of brown
grass.

The rock shelter wasn't much, only a place where the river had undercut
t he sandstone | edge. Eight hands high and ten hands across, it sank
about fifteen hands into the terrace. An old pack rat nest filled a

wi de crack on the southern wall. Firewod .. . if I can ever nake ny
hands wor k.

Kestrel slid as far back as she could to avoid the shrieking w nd that
raced down the river channel. Just being out of the gale relieved her
She braced her shivering shoul ders agai nst the rough rear wall and | et
her head fall forward. CQutside, a transparent, ash-col ored sheen
spread across the sky. The nost brilliant of the Star People already
sparkl ed on the eastern horizon. "Please .. . Above-Ad-Mn, let the
ni ght be warm"

Kestrel had to lift her knees with her hands and position them so that
she could hug themto her chest. Trenors shook her so violently that
she cried like a little girl. Wen had she been so hel pl ess and

| ost?

Long ago, when she'd been nine sumrers old, she'd seen a wonan naned
Yuccabud fall through the ice of a frozen pond. Before anyone could
reach Yuccabud, she'd gone under the water and stayed there for a
perilously long tine. After her husband had finally pulled her out and
started her breathing again, he'd thrown off his clothes--right there
inthe icy willows--and hugged his wife to his naked body to warm her
She' d been shivering Iike Kestrel was now. And Yuccabud had |ived.

The t hought encouraged Kestrel

She had regai ned sone sensation in her hands--they had begun to ache
dully. She used her right armlike a stick, slipping it through the

| eather thong of oud Grl's sack and tugging it around to her chest.
By hunching into a ball, she found that she could pull the sack over
her head. Her pack, with its supply of tools, fire sticks and dried
tapir neat, made a support for Cloud Grl's head, propping her up so
that she could see the river beyond the shelter. Her



daught er stopped crying to watch the birds swoopi ng and di vi ng over
the roiling brown water. Hoarse caws echoed through the evening.

Kestrel rubbed her cheek over the rabbit-fur sack, feeling for
danpness. The bottom of the sack was saturated, but nmpost of the upper
part felt dry. "Are you all right, baby?"

She put her cheek on top of Coud Grl's fuzzy head, noved it down the
side of her daughter's face. The baby's smooth skin radiated warnth
Bl essed warnth. Coud Grl had started chewing on her fist. Her eyes
were bright, despite the tears.

Fearing that her own condition mght worsen as ni ght deepened, Kestre
slipped her pack off of the rabbit-fur sack. She used her teeth to
work the | aces |oose, then sifted through the contents for her fire
sticks. When she found them soaked, her tears fled as though they'd
never been. Cold terror filled her. |If she couldn't start a fire
Kestrel scrambled around Cloud Grl and crawl ed to the huge pack rat
nest. Pack rats scoured the countryside for any kinds of sticks they
could carry to their nests, even paddles of spiny cactus. Then they
packed theminto crevices. This nest filled a floor-to-ceiling crack
in the rock, which spanned the width of Kestrel's shoulders. She
couldn't tell how deep the nest extended into the rock, but she guessed
that it went as far as ten hands. Her nunb fingers funbled aside

| esser woods until she found a good hard stick of choke cherry.
Above-Ad d Man nust have heard her prayers, for a beaver had chewed it
down to a point. Next, she selected an old, punky slab of pine.

Usi ng her hands |ike tongs, she picked up her pieces of wood and
hurried back to her pack. Shivers racked her again, and she blinked,
al ready having forgotten what she was supposed to be doing.

Body- nunbi ng cold did that--it made a person even forget who she was.

She nade another trip to the pack rat nest, this time finding a knot of
long, dry grass--just the sort she would need for under, assum ng that
she coul d keep her head | ong enough to produce an emnber.



Coud Grl had started crying again, loudly and breathl essly.

Kestrel chose a natural depression in the floor near the back wall.
Shifting so that her shoul ders bl ocked the wind that trickled into the
shelter, she shielded the kindling while she |laid out her newy found
fire sticks. She put her feet on either end of the cracked pine slab
then placed the point of the choke cherry stick in the niddle. She
used her chest-wincing at the pain it gave her sternum-to press a
dinmple into the pine. Not rmuch of a dinple, but enough to steady the
beaver - chewed choke cherry in place. She begin spinning the choke
cherry stick like a drill between her aching palnms. Spinning it as
fast as she coul d.

The notion was awkward. Several tines she funbled. But soon she had
bored a tiny hole, and frayed wood shavings had built up Iike fine dust
around it. She continued spinning. The stick dug deeper, and friction
began to heat the pine.

She' d reached the threshold of endurance when a thin trace of blue
snoke finally rose. Her fingers had gained sone flexibility. She
could touch her thunb to her index finger now, but the pain of it went
clear to her bones.

You don't have time to hurt, Kestrel. You' ve got to have fire. She
spun the stick faster. When the shavings in the hole began to gl ow,
she quickly dunped theminto the frayed grasses she'd retrieved from
the pack rat's nest and blew gently. She had to repeat the process
four times before the under caught. The grass curled blackly, and
flickers of flame crackled to life. Kestrel fed themtw gs and bit her
lip anxiously as the fire hovered at the edge of death. Wen one of
the I arger twi gs caught, she let out a nuted cry of joy. She gathered
nore wood fromthe nest and gradually added | arger and | arger pieces
until she had a good bl aze goi ng.

She longed to slunp right there in front of the fire and sleep. "Not
yet."

She conpl etely denolished the pack rat nest and used the sticks, dried
j uni per branches and small stones to make a wall



in front of the fire. It stretched only six hands |ong and four hands
high, but it shielded the blaze and created a tiny refuge for herself
and Cloud Grl.

She brought her daughter and her pack into the niche and sank back
agai nst the stone wall. The warnmth of the flames nade her shivering
worse, but this pain felt wonderful. Cloud Grl wailed and squeal ed
wavi ng her tiny fists urgently.

"Ch, baby, just let me sit for alittle while."

But Cloud Grl's insistent voice forced Kestrel to untie the front of
her drenched dress and lift her daughter to her breast. The baby nust
have been getting some m |k, because she quieted i mediately, or
perhaps it was just the confort of the nipple that soothed her

Kestrel reached into her pack and pulled out a |long piece of dried
tapir. The neat had gotten wet, but she ate and ate until her stonach
cranped. Food would hel p her body to heat itself.

As ni ght thickened beyond the shelter, the tawny light of the fire
seened a huge bl aze. None of the Star People could conpete with it.
They had vani shed. The wall of sticks and branches would diffuse the
light, but the gl ow would be evident fromacross the river. And
Kestrel couldn't afford to care about it. She had to get warm As she
had kicked her feet in the bitter water, she'd dreaned of building a
fire so huge that it roasted her bones. |If she could just sleep warm
for one night--just one night--mybe she would be all right.

She yawned and shivered. Wen the fire burned down, she pulled sticks
fromthe brush wall and added themto the blaze. doud Grl fel
asleep with Kestrel's nipple in her nouth.

Kestrel rearranged herself so she could lower the infant to her |ap
with the soaked foot of the rabbit-fur sack closest to the flanmes. It
woul d be dry by norning. ©Oh, what she would have given for a dry
dress. For anything dry to wap around her shoulders. A nusty old
buf fal o hi de woul d have been magnificent.

She stared at the flickers of flame, and her eyes closed. Racking
shivers had ceased to possess her and now cane at



only sporadic intervals. Her thoughts ranbled, their shapes and
colors softening like golden autum trees in the hazy veil of night.
Then menories crept up on her, stealing through her soul as subtly as

the foul scent of bear on a still, spring norning.

"LamhkilI!'" Kestrel spun around as he burst through the | odge door
like a warrior on a raid. He had his war club clutched in a tight
fist. H's chest rose and fell as though he were suffocating. "Wat..

what's wong?" Terrified, Kestrel backed up against the rear wall.

"Wong?" he replied in a frighteningly soft voice. He took a step
forward, shaking with rage. Sweat poured fromhis. heavy jow s.
"Where were you at noon today?"

"At noon?" Kestrel tried to renenber. She shook her head. "Il--1 was
at Desert Tortoise's |odge. She asked ne to cone and paint--"

He | eaped forward and brought his war club down on her shoul der. She
screamed. The force of the bl ow sent her toppling to the dirt floor

"I hate Desert Tortoise! You know | do. Wy did you go there? | hate
her whole fam|ly!"

Kestrel threw up her hands to fend off his repeated bl ows, and Lanbki l
changed his aim deliberately snmashing at her wist and fingers unti

she shrieked in agonized terror. "Lanmbkill, stop it! Please, sjop!"
"You like to paint, eh? 1'll make sure you never paint again!"
"No, Lanbkill! Please!"™ She hid her hands in her arnpits, and he

slamed his club into her chest and over the top of her head, trying to
force her to defend herself with her hands.

Kestrel fell forward onto the floor, hiding her hands beneath her, and
he took out his rage on her spine and | egs. She wailed shrilly.



In the village, people yelled, and she could hear their steps running
closer. Lanbkill shouted, "Stay back! Don't cone near! You hear ne?
She's my wife!"

Voi ces hushed. Steps retreated. But a few people continued to talk in
low tones. In rage and fury, Lanbkill roared, "Get away from ny
| odge!" The nurnuring went silent, too.

Kestrel scooted back, getting as far fromhimas she could. Her hands
burned. Dizziness made her unsteady, but she knew she had to stay

awake. |If she didn't, he would crush her fingers, one by one. A

pat hetic voice in her soul cried, But maybe he'll love you if you're a
cripple. Maybe it would be better .. . She wept silently. She wanted
himto |l ove her. But she needed to paint. What had she done to anger
hi m so? She had clan obligations to fulfill. Desert Tortoise was her
cousi n!

Lambki Il whirled and glared at her. "l don't ever want you to go to
Desert Tortoise's |lodge again. Never. |f you do--"

"Wy, Lambkill?" she sobbed. "She asked ne to cone. Wy can't |?"

Lambki I | lunged for her, dragged her to her feet and tw sted her arm
until she cried out. "Get out of ny |odge, woman. Get out and never
cone back!"

As fast as Antel ope, she'd crossed the crowded village, burst into
Tannin's | odge and thrown herself into Calling Crane's arns, baw ing
hysterically, "He hates nel He tried to break nmy hands! Wy woul d he
do that? Wy, Calling Crane? Al | did was go to nmy cousin's |odge to
pai nt her new baby's cradle board! Wy would that anger Lanbkill...
why ?"

Kestrel jerked awake, panting into the darkness. The nutterings of the
river kept her entranced for a nmoment. Voices? No, no. Wter. Just

t he sound of the river.

The fire had burned down. Coud Grl still slept in her lap



peaceful , oblivious. The baby's head had fallen sideways, and she had
sucked on the fur of her hood. Gay and brown hairs stuck to her
little nouth.

Shaki ng, Kestrel added sticks to the coals. Flames crackled and spat.
The rough walls of the shelter gl eanmed anber. She kept her gaze
focused on the darkness beyond. Her fingers crept spiderlike, reaching
into her pack for the tapir-bone stiletto. She brought it back and
rested it on her knee. '

OwM s hooted as they ghosted over the shore on silent wings in search of
m ce or pygny rabbits that had secreted thensel ves in patches of
willow The wind had died. Nothing noved except the perpetual rush of
the river. Yet the pounding of Kestrel's heart made the shelter seem
to quake.

At last, Dawn Child grayed the eastern horizon enough to illuminate the
shrubs and rocks. Kestrel fed Cloud Grl, gathered her things .. . and
ran.

El even

Oxbal m pul  ed Sumac's winkled hand into his lap and held it gently.
They huddl ed toget her beneath a mammot h-cal f hi de, watching the

begi nnings of the Mammoth Spirit Dance. They had waited a week, hoping
t hat Sunchaser would arrive, but when he hadn't, Oxbal mcould delay the
Dance no | onger. People had been filtering in fromall over the
countryside, fromvillages that sat several days' wal k away.

Thick fog billowed in off the ocean. |In the past hand of tine, it had
started to freeze on the trees, turning theminto glittering giants. It
was common for this tinme of cycle. One never knew what Spring Grl
would do to trick people into being | azy, thinking that warm weat her
had come at | ast.



Icicles hung like pointed claws fromthe ridgepol es of the | odges that
clustered in the trees and spread out across the beach.

The Manmoth Spirit Dance | odge, which they had constructed from ei ght
of the dead mammot hs' hi des, | ooked especially magnificent. It was

t hree body | engths wi de and seven | ong and painted with scenes of
manmot hs on every avail abl e space: manmot hs grazing placidly in
spring-green nmeadows; nmamoth cal ves |lying al nost hidden in a field of
wild roses; bull manmoths in rut, |ocking tusks and pushi ng each ot her
back and forth. On the door flap, the face of a cow marmoth with
fiery-red eyes stared at each passerby. Strings of shells scall oped
the roof line, and collections of mammoth vertebrae, |ike bizarre
one-eyed heads, draped the ends of the ridgepoles that stuck out from
the I odges. They rattled and clacked in time with the w nd.

Warnmth built in Oxbalmis bony old chest. On holy days, the world
al ways seened brighter, nore beautiful

"Look at all the people,"
out across the plaza.

Sumac said. Her eyes gl eaned as she gazed

"Yes, this is the biggest Dance we've ever had."

Villagers fromnearby settlenents had been arriving all day, formng a
noi sy throng in the plaza. They nmilled around, or sat down when they
could find a dry space beneath the towering fir trees. The light of

t he nmoon shone weakly through the fog, but it illum nated the joy on
peopl e's faces. A mixture of great hope and great fear animted the

| ow voi ces.

"I pray that Sunchaser gets here before the Dance is over," Oxbalm
said. "l overheard one of the wonen from Robi nwi ng Vill age say t hat
she and her famly had wal ked for four days straight to be at this
Dance. They expected Sunchaser to greet them when they entered the
village. Like he used to. Do you renenber? Wen he first started the
Dance? Those were great days, indeed."

"OfF course | renenber," Sumac replied. Her ears and nose glowed red in
the bitter cold. Her withered |ips had shrunk



over her toothless guns, and she spoke as though her cold nouth
woul dn't work quite right. "It's those nenories that have nade ne
start wondering about Sunchaser.™

"What do you nmean?" Sunac's brow furrowed. "Sunchaser used to feel it
when sonet hing was wong. Renmenber? He used to show up out of nowhere
to offer his help because he'd had a Dreamthat soneone in the village
needed him"

"Yes," Oxbal msighed. "I do renenber. Like the time Berryleaf canoed
too far out to sea and got lost. Sunchaser canme down fromthe high
mountains to tell us that Berryleaf had called to himfor help in a
Dream "

"Yes, he did. Sunchaser sat right out there on the beach and Dreaned
t he dol phins and whales in so he could ask themto go find Berryl eaf

and | ead himhone. Renenber? Berryleaf returned the next afternoon

He canme canoeing in amdst a school of cackling dol phins!"

"His wife and children were so happy." Oxbal m| aughed, renenbering.
Sumac stared unblinking toward Mother Ccean. |In the moonlit mist, the
Mot her's dark face glinmered. "I wonder why Sunchaser didn't Dream

about the mammoths running into the sea. Has he lost the ability to
Drean? Is that why he no |l onger cones to the Dances? He's afraid
to?"

Oxbal mtucked the hide nore securely beneath his chin. "I don't think
it's fear of the Dance, or of us. He knows, as we all do, that we nust
Dance to send prayers to Manmot h Above, asking her forgiveness for our
greed, begging her to stop taking her children fromthe world. These

| at est drowni ngs nmust have been gui ded by Mammot h Above. She's stil
puni shing us for over hunting her children. W nust Dance to appease
her wath, before all the mamot hs are gone. Sunchaser woul d be here
if he could come. He probably has felt the "wongness. But he's been
Healing in the nmountain villages. That's all."

Unconsci ously, his eyes strayed to the beach, where thirty four namoth
skel etons | ay, keeping silent watch on the



proceedi ngs. The whitened bones appeared and di sappeared as the m st
swirl ed.

Sumac's fingers dug into his pal msuddenly. "Look!"

Sounds of flute mnusic eddied through the fog, the notes clear and pure,
like the sweet chirps of chickadees on spring nornings.

A sharp yip.
The crowd hushed and turned.

At the edge of the forest, Humpbacked Wbman stood. She stanped forward
slowy, one step at a tinme, the trunk on her mask swaying fromside to
side, while she grunted in the deep, breathy way of Mammoth. A |ane
opened for her through the crowmd. She dipped her head toward the
children in the |l ane, |ooking hard at each one for a nonent before
continuing on. Gaggles and a few horrified cries rent the air. One
little girl shrieked and scranbled to hide behind her nother's |egs as
Hurmpbacked Wbrman near ed

Oxbal m smi | ed. Hunpbacked Wman wore a fragnent of mamot h hi de drawn
over a hoop on her back and adorned with white circlets of manmoth
ivory. His people believed that inside of the hunmp there were

bill owi ng bl ack rain clouds and all manner of seeds--the seeds of the
plants that had first grown across this | and when Wl fdreanmer brought
t he People up through the Wrld Navel. Hunpbacked Wman's Dance sowed
restl essness and the yearning for harnony in the human soul, just as
rain sowed seeds. She stanped into the center of the plaza, and the
clear notes of the flutes gave way to the deep, rhythnic beat of a
single pot drum Finally the nusic of bird-bone whistles, split-stick
clappers and turtle-shell and deer-hoof rattles joined in.

Oxbal m exhal ed, and his breath formed a white cloud before him He
watched it twinkle in the firelight until it nmelted into the body of
fog. Soon the other Dancers would rise and begin Singing the mamot hs
back into the world. Over the next four nights, the entire village
woul d participate, beggi ng Above-O d-Man to guide the people, to help
t hem



return the world to its former purity so that the mamot hs coul d cone
back and live in harmony with humans. Reverently, Oxbal m whi spered,
"W begin." As the beat of the pot drum boormed fromthe sea cliffs,

Hurmpbacked Wbman's voice lifted--clear and powerful calling the people
to join the Dance.

In beauty cone.

In beauty cone.

Cone to us trunpeting!

Wth the zigzag lightning shooting fromyour trunk

Cone to us trunpeting!

Wth your |eggings of dark cloud.

Wth your eyes on fire.

Wth the earth shaki ng beneath your feet, cone to us trunpeting!

In beauty cone.

In beauty cone.

Cone to us trunpeting.

At least fifty Dancers, maybe nore, ducked out through the doorway of
the sacred | odge and stretched their arns to the sky. The
seashel | -ti pped fringes on their |ong white buckskin shirts clicked as
t hey ghosted across the village in a shuffling gait to forma big
circle around the fire. When the circle filled up, Hunmpbacked Wman
trunpeted with all her heart and began a spin that took her out of the
circle. In her place, Catchstraw appeared, his gray-streaked bl ack
hair and narrow face shining, his white nammoth hide shirt pear |ed
over with the tiniest, nost colorful seashells.

"Clasp hands!"™ he called. "Enpty your hearts of anger. W're
preparing the way for Beauty to return to our world. Wth Spirit

Powers, | make you walk ... | nake you walk, with Spirit Powers!"

The soggy moccasins of the Dancers began to stanp the ground in unison
A dull roar rose on the shimering w ngs of fog.



"Who's that?" Sumac asked, jerking her chin toward a man approaching
them from the midst of the crowd.

"Isn't that the Trader fromBig Horn Village? What was his nanme? You
know, the new Trader who's been working the trading trails for the past
two cycles."”

"N ght hawk? |Is that hin? | never liked him"

"You' ve seen himonly three times in your whole Iife. How can you know
t hat ?"

Sumac sighed. "Once would have been enough. Wnen know peopl e better
than men do. That's why we |ead the clans, arrange narriages, decide
puni shrents for wrongdoers. People are our responsibility.”

Oxbal m scow ed at her, then lifted a hand as the youth approached. No
nmore than twenty summers, N ghthawk had al ready gained a reputation for
bringi ng exotic goods to trade. Mediumsized, he had a | ean face with
a hooked nose. His black braids stuck out frombeneath the furry brim
of his beaver hat. He carried a half-chewed piece of mammoth neat in
hi s hand.

"Oxbal m and Surmac!" N ght hawk strode up and cl asped each of their
hands in turn. "It gladdens ny soul to see you both. Sumac, Father

Sun has touched your face! You are as beautiful as--"

"As what? Sunburned hide? A dried-up carcass?" She gestured sternly

with her hand. "Sit down, boy, and tell us what news you've

br ought . "

Ni ght hawk chuckl ed and dropped to the ground beside Oxbalm Hi s eyes
surveyed the Dancers as they bobbed and Sang around the fire. "I've
never seen such a huge gathering," he said. "But then, everybody's

been scared by the manmot hs running into the sea." He shook his head
in dismy. "Nobody thought that Sunchaser would miss this Dance. Bad
luck, you know. Especially with this being the fourth Dance he's

m ssed.” N ghthawk rearranged hinself, crossing his | egs at the ankles
and | eaning back. "But it |ooks to be a very good Dance. 1Is that

Cat chstraw out there | eading the Dancers?"



Oxbal m si ghed glumy. "It is.

"What's wong? Look at himl Twisting and |eaping. |'ve never seen so
much enthusiasmin a Dancer."

Oxbal m narrowed his eyes at Catchstraw. The Dreaner had a knack for
drawi ng attention to hinself. Wo could avoid noticing his show? He
junped and squirnmed like a fish on a hook. |If a person's gaze roaned
anywhere near the Dance circle, it would have to | and on Catchstraw
The realization enbarrassed Oxbal m Sunchaser always conducted the
Dance with great dignity and reverence. But Catchstraw? What a foo
he was.

"So tell us the news." Sunmac shifted around to face Ni ghthawk. Her
short gray braid glistened in the red glare of the fire.

Ni ght hawk lifted his piece of mamoth neat and sank his teeth into it,
pul l ed off a hunk and chewed contentedly. "It's hard to know where to
begi n. Everybody's conpl ai ni ng about the scarcity of manmoth ivory.
But what can | do? | can't get it. On the other hand, |'ve been
trading much tar fromthe Bubbling Tar Pits south of here. Everybody's
using it underneath the sinew when they tie on their dart points. It

| asts much | onger than pine pitch. And ..." he paused to take anot her
bite of his meat, then gestured with the gnawed renmains " I'msure
you' ve heard about the Evil Spirits who have brought diseases to the
nount ai ns, but a new illness broke out |ast week. Terrible, too.
Peopl e are bl eeding fromthe nmouth, raving in delirium Lots of
deaths, | heard."

"Wher e?" Summc asked.

Ni ght hawk waved a hand. "It started at Sleeping Thunder Village, but I
think the Spirits have flown all the way to Daughter's Birth Village by
now. "

Sumac exchanged a horrified look with Oxbalm The illness was noving
very fast to have traveled through six villages in a week. It was
frightening. "Wre you there, N ghthawk? Did you see what was
happeni ng?"

"Not me." N ghthawk shook his head. "I never travel to



sick villages. | knew a Trader once who was killed, yes,

kill ed, because people believed he was possessed by the Evil Spirits of
t he di seases. You know, they thought he was carrying the Spirits from
one village to the next. |1'ma new Trader. | can't take such
chances. "

Oxbal m adj usted the calf hide over his shoulders, twining his fingers
inthe long hair and tugging it up to shield his right ear fromthe
cold bite of the fog. "That nust be why Sunchaser isn't here. Have
you heard anything about hin? 1Is he still in the nountains?"

"Still at Brushnut, | think."

"He's been there for a long time, then."

"Yes." N ghthawk nodded. H s beaked nose caught the gleamof the fire
when he peered directly at Oxbalm G ease snmeared his nmouth. "The

news, from Brushnut is very bad. Soneone told nme that dozens had
died."

"Dozens?" Sumac's shrunken old lips quivered. "Are you sure? So
many?" Ni ght hawk sank his teeth into the last of his meat and chewed
it noisily. "That's the story traveling the trading trails."

Oxbal m squeezed Sumac's hand. She had relatives in Brushnut Village.

Second cousi ns, whom she loved. "I'msure they're all right," he said
reassuringly. "Wen Horse weed and Bal samreturn, they' |l bring news.
Don't worry."

"Someone woul d have sent a runner if... if anything bad had happened to
my cousins."” As though in defense against the worry, Sumac shook her
head. "I can't stand to think about it. It hurts too nmuch. What

other news is there, N ghthawk?"

"Well, there's always raiding. The Ugly Sloth dan and the Red Dog
Moon Clan are still stealing each other's wonen and burni ng each
other's villages."

"That's not news. They never stop raiding each other. | think they do
it just for fun," Sumac said. "What else is happening?' N ght hawk
lifted his chin and peered sightlessly into the



fog, as though deciding which story to relate. "Here's sonething
interesting. The story cones fromthe far eastern villages out in the
marsh country. 1t's said that there's a very bad woman comi ng our way.
She commtted incest, and her husband is chasing her."

"How do you know she's comi ng our way?" "Her husband is the Trader
Lambki I | --have you ever net hin?" Wen Oxbal m and Sumac shook their
heads i n uni son, N ghthawk shrugged. "He's a very great Trader, but he
travels nostly to the north and east of here. Anyway, this Lanbkil

has been telling his story at every village he passes, hopi ng soneone

wll send word back to himthat his wicked wife has been seen. Her
trail |eads due west."

"So she may or may not be coming to the coast,"” Oxbalmsaid. "Who
knows?"

"She may not," Nighthawk agreed. "But if you see her, grab hold of her
and don't let go."

"Why? What would we want with a woman who conmitted incest?" That was
the last thing Oxbal mneeded in Oter Can Village. He already had
Catchstraw to draw the wath of every adjacent village; he didn't want
anot her nui sance.

"That husband of hers," N ghthawk said and sl apped a greasy hand on his
knee while he laughed, "he's as nad as a hornet. He's offering a
fortune in trade goods to the person who captures his wife and turns
her over to him"

"What' s her nanme?" Sunmc asked.

Ni ght hawk pondered, then shook his head. "I don't recall. She had a
bird name. You know, |ike Falcon, or Eagle or ... ah, wait. |
remenber. It was Kestrel. She's fromthe Bear-Looks-Back C an."
"Kestrel " Sumac repeated, as though nenorizing the nane.

"Well," Oxbalmsaid firmy, "she'll find no one to shield her here. The
Oter Can doesn't put up with such things. Incest is a grave crine."

Ni ght hawk chuckl ed. "Yes, she's going to have a hard



time finding a refuge. O course she'll probably change her nane."
"Then how wi || we know her?"

"She's supposed to be pregnant. But she may have had the baby by
now. "

"A newborn?' Sumac asked. The wrinkles of her face rearranged
themselves into tender lines. "Well, in that case, Oxbalmw Il offer
her shelter for a time. For the baby's sake. It's very cold still,
and hard to find food."

"I"ll offer her shelter?" Oxbal masked indignantly. "What will the
surrounding villages think? | can't.. "

H s voice faded as one of Sumac's, gray brows arched. She fixed him
with a | ook that woul d have sent G andfather Brown Bear fleeing for his
l[ife. "Sumac, | can't do that. You nust understand--"

A |l ow nmurmur of disapproving voices rose, and Oxbal m| ooked at the
Dance circle. Catchstraw had dropped out and | et sonmeone take his
pl ace. Several of the ol dest people, people who had taken part in
Dances that Sunchaser had | ed, made hissing noises and gl owered.

How we mi ss you, Sunchaser .. . Sunchaser never stopped Dancing. On
the | ast day, the fourth day, the people around himhad to support his
wei ght, practically hauling his body every step of the way, but he
remained in the circle. And when the Dance ended"”, he fell down nearly
dead, but still Singing. 1t made people proud. Nighthawk craned his
neck, trying to see what the ruckus was about. "Looks like
Catchstraw s age is catching up with him He's the first one down."

Oxbal m gl anced at Sunmac. She quirked her nmouth. She hadn't taken her
eyes from her husband. Flustered, he shouted, "All right, woman! [|'I|
grant this Kestrel a few days of rest. Are you satisfied?"

"You're a good and fair man." Sumac patted Oxbal mMs hand fondly. "W
can't condemm her until we speak with her. Mybe she didn't conmt

i ncest. Maybe her husband is just nmad at her and trying to hurt her
Wio knows?"



Oxbal mreplied, "You always give people too much of a chance.
Remenmber, | warn you about this. |If we shelter that woman, the
surrounding villages will shriek like a flock of frightened auks."

"Indeed they will." N ghthawk grinned broadly. Around the fire, the
Dance circle had split and re-formed into two circles, one inside the
other. Another two dozen people had joined in. "But keep in mnd what
Lambki I | has prom sed-that if you keep this Kestrel [ong enough for him
to arrive, you'll be rich!"

Sumac gave N ghthawk an unflattering | ook and tugged on Oxbal M s hand.
"Come along," she said. "It's time we did our own Dancing to pray the
manmot hs back into the world."

She pulled Oxbalmto his feet and I ed himthrough the wavering fog to
the circle around the fire.

Twel ve

Through the noisy trill of crickets, horses could be heard whi nnying.
Tannin could see themin the polished gl ow of evening, dark shapes
charging across the rolling hills at full speed, their tails flying.
The rhythm ¢ poundi ng of their hooves runbled into the heart of the
earth. Like waves, the herd flowed into a valley only to surge over
the crest of the next hill.

He smiled and swung the dead grouse in his hand as he nade his way up
the will ow choked draw toward the hollow in the bank where Lanbki l

wai ted. Foxes yipped in the distance, calling to one another now that
twilight was descending in a blue haze.



He had never been this far west, and the country--with its strange new
trees and plants--fascinated him He took his tine, studying
everything in his path. Especially after today, he needed tinme to wal k
and appreciate the beauty. They had searched and searched this side of
the river, trying to pick up Kestrel's trail. Wthout I uck

"She may have lost us this tinme," Tannin said to hinmself, hoping
fervently that she had. After his first wave of anger had passed, he'd
lost all desire to see her harmed. As long as she stayed gone, it
woul d be enough for him And he sincerely believed that Lanbkil

needed to go hone, to speak with his family and to consult a Dreaner.

A dull fear had begun to probe at Tannin's guts, fear that Evil Spirits
had entered his brother's body and gobbled up his soul

He had heard of such things happening. A very long tine ago, an

anci ent Dreaner naned Hol l owhair had told Tannin that a person could
al ways tell when evil had sneaked into a friend. The friend seened to
change suddenly ... to grow violent and do things he'd never done
before. And if the Evil Spirits stayed for any length of time, the
person's soul would sinmply die and only the body would be left: alive,
but not his own.

Lambki I | had changed. He'd becone soneone that Tannin did not know.
Thi s afternoon when Lanbkill had gone into a scream ng rage, Tannin had
wondered hel plessly if he shouldn't just tie Lanbkill up and haul him

hone on a travois.

He | oved his brother deeply, the affection going beyond sinple blood
bonds. Lanbkill had been the nost renarkable of brothers, a man to be
proud of, to emulate. And he'd never forgotten Tannin when he returned
fromdaring trips to the north. That magi cal pack al ways contai ned
somet hi ng speci al just for Tannin; Lanbkil Fs eyes would gleamwith
enjoynment as he told Tannin the story of the object and of how it
related to an adventure anong strange peopl es.



The t hought of dragging his brother honme frightened Tannin. The very
act would hum liate Lanbkill beyond speaking terns, beyond any repair
of their relationship. And Tannin had cone to believe that Lanbkill,
this magi cal brother he loved so nuch, would murder himif he so nuch
as raised a hand to interfere with the search for Kestrel

He shook his head. Bank swall ows swooped and fluttered above himas he
forded the trickle of water in the bottom of the draw and headed up the
slope. He followed the trickle until he reached the place where spring
fl oods had undercut the bank, creating a small shelter. Lanbkill had a
fire going. It lit the shelter with a warmglow. He could see his

br ot her novi ng, bent over to avoid the low ceiling. H's shadow roved
the back wall .

Tannin called, "Lanmbkill, |'m back," before he clinbed the trail and
ducked into the shelter

Lambki Il turned and peered at Tannin with unexpected calm His faded
eyes shimered golden in the firelight. He noved differently, the
stiffness of hard days on the trail gone. "I was alnost ready to | ook

for you. D d one neasly grouse take you so | ong?"

"She was a cl ever grouse. Kept ducking behind brush so | couldn't get

a good shot at her." Tannin knelt beside the fire and skewered the
bird on a long stick. He glanced at Lanbkill. Wat had happened to
bring about this odd serenity? Lanbkill acted as if a weight had been
lifted fromhis soul. Had he conme to sone decision? About Kestrel?

Tannin laid the skewered grouse across the two forked branches that
thrust up on either side of the fire pit. The feathers caught and

qui ckly burned off in a cloud of foul snelling snmoke. |I|f he'd been
hone, Calling Crane woul d have seal ed the grouse in a thick |layer of
clay and buried it deep in the coals, to cook slowy in its own juices.
Here, there wasn't time for such luxuries. But thinking about them
made Tannin miss his wfe.

She' s probably out |aughing and talking with the other



worren around the central fire in the plaza ... and thinking about ne.
Wrrying. Fearing for ny safety.

Before he'd left, she'd said: "My heart goes with you. Cone back to
me. And... and renenber that Kestrel is your sister-in-law. Don't
forget the times she cane to our | odge begging to be taken in because
of what your brother had done to her."

At the time, he had nmerely nodded and hugged her goodbye. Only now
coul d he hear the undercurrents in her voice-the resentnment of

Lambkill, the love for Kestrel. As always, she'd said nmore to himthan
her words conveyed.

He gl anced at Lanbkill, who had gone to the rear of the shelter. Shells
rattl ed, and sonething thudded when Lanbkill dropped it. Tannin
couldn't see what occupi ed him

Tannin stretched out on his side before the fire and sniffed the
heavenly scent of roasting grouse. Fat dripped onto the hearthstones,
where it sizzled and popped. Down the draw, the nobon peeked over the
hori zon as though hesitant, fearful of what it mght see. A corner of
silver glimered through the gnarled branches of a copse of juniper

Tannin snmiled. Wth the darkness, the wind had cool ed and di ed down to
a faint whisper. |1t fanned their fire gently, turning the coals
crimson. Bravely, he said, "Lanbkill, I've been thinking. Mybe we
shoul d just let Kestrel go. Her trail has vani shed and we--"

"We'll find it again."

"Well, maybe, but don't you think--"

"Ch, you can believe me. We will. Because | know where she's going."
"Wher e?"

"To the seacoast. Ilceplant's nother cane fromthere. | don't renmenber
her clan's nane, but their village was right on the water. | renenber

heari ng Wnd Shadow tal k about it twenty cycles ago. She'd been stolen
by her husband at a young age, ten sunmers | think, and in her
menories, that village was as glorious as the Land of the Dead."

Lambki Il sat down heavily across the fire from hi mand



opened the pack he propped in his lap. He drew out the dead baby.

Tanni n gasped. Lanbkill had di senbowel ed the child! A long slit ran
fromthe baby's throat all the way to its pubis. The internal organs
and wi ndpi pe had been renmoved. The flesh had shrivel ed and bl ackened
like a berry left in the sun too long. A prickle ran up Tannin's

spi ne.

Lambki Il stared down at the dead baby. "Did you know that | |oved
Kestrel, Tannin?"

"D-did you?"

"Ch, yes. Very much. Mre than | can tell you. | only beat her for

her own good. You know, when she did things that | knew were bad for
her. You understand."

"... | understand."

Lambkill lifted his head and smled. "We'Ill find Kestrel. | just have
to bring ny son to life again. That's all. Then he'll be able to see
her path."

"Bring your son .. . Wat are you tal king about?" A fist seened to

reach inside Tannin's chest to squeeze his heart.

"Far to the north ..." Lanbkill said, and as he turned, the snoky
shadows hi ghlighted the purple snmudges beneath his wary eyes. His lips
parted as if about to reveal sone sacred know edge whose Power coul d
stri ke dead the man who dared to speak of it. 1In a hushed, voice, he
continued, "The People of the Masks, who live with the |Ice Ghosts,

beli eve that the souls of dead children stay in the bodies for a | ong
time. And if you're fast and performthe proper rituals, you can tie
their souls there.”

Tanni n watched in horror as Lanbkill spread the boy's little ribs back
The stench of decomposition clotted in the overhang. He gagged and
turned his head away, struggling to control the nausea at the back of

his throat. |If he vomted, what woul d Lanbkill say?

Lambki Il | ooked up. "We must prop his body open to snmoke for seven
nights, until it dries conpletely.” An enotionless smle curled his
lips. "The People of the Masks' believe that dead babies can learn to

speak. On, it takes



time. Maybe years ... just like with a living child. But once they
learn, they can tell you many strange and wonderful things. The Mask
Peopl e carry dead babies before theminto battle .. . and they say that
no dart has ever struck the man with the child."

Tannin couldn't speak. He could only gape as a sense of uncl eanliness

and corruption | eached into his soul. The night air seemed heavy with
spiritual pollution. |[I'll never be clean again! He watched in
horrified silence as Lanbkill lifted the grouse, slid it off its stick
and propped it on one of the hearthstones to cool. Then Lanbki l

scrutini zed the stick and stabbed it through the m ddl e of the dead
baby. Bl ood dripped down onto the dirt.

"See," Lanbkill said. "Every night I'll prop nmy son up, away fromthe
flames of the fire, where he can dry out slowy. Then, in seven days,
"Il sew himup and dress him"

"Why?" Tannin asked in a choked whi sper

Lambkill tilted his head, and his eyes glowed eerily in the reflected
flames. "So nmy son can be with me al ways."

"Ch .. . Man .. . it's happening. Look. Look and see for yourself!
"Il never be able to be born again. [1'll never be a Dreamer! O have
nmy chance to save the world! Not as long as Lanmbkill tries to tie half
of my soul to that putrid body. | hate that old fool!"

The Man said, "Boy, do you know why the body exists?"

"No, of course not. You've never let nme live |long enough to find out
anyt hi ng about the world of nen!"

The Man sighed. "If you truly desire to be horn again, then w sh both
of your souls into that putrid body."

Boy gasped, "Wy? What for?"

"Because living in that body will teach you everything there is to know
about anger. Every day, all day long, you



will be sniffed by dogs that want to eat you, swarmed over by insects
that think your |eathery body would make a fine home. Flies will craw
all over you, searching for places to lay their eggs."

The Boy blinked. "I can see why such things would make me angry. But..
why is that good? |Is anger good?"

A magni ficent blue-violet fire glowed to Iife around at! of the Star
Peopl e who lived within Boy's sight. The fire encircled each one |ike
a protective vessel of Light. It flickered and blazed. Only Boy
didn't have such a beautiful vessel. He frowned.

The Man gently pointed out, "No, Boy. But- the worthiness of a Dreaner
is reveal ed by enduring unbearable irritations."

Thirteen

Tall reeds shielded Kestrel as she waded through the cool narsh

shal  ows. The sucking black nmud ate at her strength and nade her | egs
cranp, but travel here would | eave no trail for Lanbkill to follow.
Sunset had bl ushed color into the rocky lowl ands rising to the north,
and the rounded shapes of boulders glowed with a topaz fire. Southward,
two enormous | akes gl eanmed an unearthly blue, like eyes in a face
formed fromthe rich green marshes.

The air had turned cold with the waning |ight.

Spotted sandpi pers scurried through the water in front of her, hunting
i nsects. Wen she got too close, they trilled nervously and she sl owed
her pace to keep themcalm Fromlast year's tawny cattail stens,

yel | ow headed bl ackbirds watched with cocked heads. Water snakes

sli pped between



the stems, rustling the newWly greening grass. Mnnows darted away
from her nuddy, waterl ogged noccasins.

The puffs of clouds on the horizon had begun to bl aze orange in the
fires of sunset. Soon darkness woul d cover her novenents but unti

then, she had to be careful not to attract attention to herself. She
had been wal king fromdawn's first light to well past dusk, wal king as
fast as she could, feeding oud Grl on the nove by sw veling the hide
thong of the rabbit-fur sack around to her chest. The baby seened to
take the traveling well, but exhaustion weighted Kestrel's body like a
granite cape. The knife wounds on her forehead and shoul der had becone
infected. Wiile the Evil Spirits fed, the constant pain sapped her
strength even further.

Her eyes nmethodically searched the | ow sandst one outcrops on the
fringes of the marsh for a place to nake canp. Her hips ached

m serably. And, too often, her legs cranped so badly that she had to
rub the knots out of them before she could go on. Wen she thought
that she couldn't take another step, she filled her soul wi th thoughts
of Oter dan Village, nestled in a tall fir forest at the edge of the
ocean. She could snell the saltwater, hear the crashing waves.

| cepl ant had described it to her over and over on the |ong w nter

ni ghts when they'd held each other and watched the Star People travel

t hrough the Land of the Dead.

Now, those visions kept her sane.

On the opposite bank of the marsh, a small village hid in the shadows
cast by a grove of willows. The ten grass |odges, their dome-shaped
roofs made from woven cattail, |ooked new and well-kept. As dusk
settled in a blue veil over the land, cook fires glittered to life. The
sound of voices carried across the shallow water. A child |aughed, and
Kestrel glinpsed a boy racing through the village, a spotted dog

ni ppi ng playfully at his npbccasins.

She waded on, fixing her attention on the nminnows that shot |ike silver
daggers through the quiet pool. |If she'd had the strength, she would
have run to get away fromthose



happy sounds. They rem nded her of the cook fires--warm and
gol den--that shed known as a little girl.

Her not her had taken her by the hand every evening and gone outside to
join the other wonen in preparing supper. The grownups had stood
around | aughi ng and gossi pi ng about village events while the children
pl ayed. Kestrel and Waxwi ng had usually crouched at the border of the
fire's glow, discussing their little-girl dreans of their future
husbands, who woul d be good hunters and give them many sons. They'd
wi shed for rare seashells to decorate their dresses with, and had

hel ped each other nenorize the sacred stories so they could tell them
to their children.

Kestrel could not recall ever hearing--in all that time-any stories
about a man beating his wife or hurting his child. ©h, there had been
mur ders, and one or two rapes, but they had al ways happened at di stant
vi | | ages.

Kestrel's eyes involuntarily strayed across the water, and she caught
sight of a man ducking out of a |lodge. He was smiling. He wal ked
toward a woman who stood in the central plaza and softly stroked her
hai r.

Why coul dn't | have been born here, Above-A d-Man? |If 1'd been born
here, 1'd have a husband who |oved nme and Cloud Grl. [|'d be kneeling
before the fire, frying fish or roasting cattail root and

hal f-1istening to the ot her women whi sper about who was going to marry
who. Cloud Grl would be sleeping on a silky bed of fox hides in ny
lodge. 1'd snmile at ny husband when he cane to sit cross-|egged beside
me and finish knapping out his new dart point. W'd talk gently to
each other. He'd exami ne his point, studying the workmanship. Then
he'd lay it aside and tenderly squeeze ny hand.

Kestrel peered down at her reflection in the water. The dark- bl ue

brui ses had faded to purple and yellow Tenderness . Did such a thing
really exist anywhere, for anyone, now? Did some people's lives just
seem beauti ful because they kept all of the violence and pain hidden
behind the walls of their |odges?



Just as she had, for five long cycles.
"Somewhere, it nust exist," she whispered desperately. "Please,
Above-O d-Man, let it exist for soneone. It can't have all died with
| cepl ant."

Her right leg cranped again. She groaned softly.

There, that was the place she needed. Warily, cautiously, she sl ogged
toward a rock overhang that darkened the face of a red sandstone knol
barely visible through the screening narsh vegetation. The reeds and
mud ended, and noss created a velvet blanket on the rising ground
around the knoll, cushioning her steps as she bent lowto enter the
rock shelter.

Her eyes had deceived her. It was smaller than it had seemed froma

di stance--barely a body |l ength across and half a length wide. But it
woul d be big enough for a night's rest. Oher humans had taken refuge
here. Shreds of woven grass nmatting were |ying about, and soneone had
knapped out a stone tool here and |left brown chert flakes in a pile. A
fire pit filled with charcoal narked the niddle of the floor. Ash rose
when Kestrel slunped down beside it. The jolt brought Coud Grl

awake. She mewed softly.

"It's all right, baby. W're safe," Kestrel soothed. She untied the
sack and lifted it over her head, then carefully laid it in her lap
The baby yawned. She had one tiny fist twined in the rabbit fur and
the other stuffed in her nouth. She nmewed again. "Are you hungry,
Coud Grl? M, too. W had a long day, didn't we?"

Kestrel stretched. Taking the weight from her shoul ders had eased her
but her lower back still hurt. She twisted and sighed. "It won't be
long now, Coud Grl. Another seven or eight days and we shoul d reach
the sea. Then we just have to walk by the water's edge until we find
Oter Can Village. They'll let us rest. They'Il help us. You'l

see. lceplant told me they would.” She tipped Cloud Grl's sack on its
side to retrieve the small pack of tools and dried nmeat she had tied
behi nd the hood. She couldn't risk building a fire. |If the villagers
saw



the Iight, they would come to investigate, and no one nmust know she
had passed this way. The last few strips of jerked tapir would have to
do for supper.

Kestrel pulled the strips out and chewed them sl owy, savoring each
bite. She hadn't eaten since before dawn, and the sweet, snoky neat
tasted especially wonderful. Her stomach grow ed. The blue of d oud
Grl's eyes had begun to deepen. By the next noon, they would be a
deep, dark brown, like the winter hide of Brother Buffalo. She blinked
at Kestrel and began to cry in earnest.

"Ch, I'msorry, baby. Here."

Kestrel brought up her knees and propped the rabbit-fur sack on them
then | oosened her dress and drew out her left breast. Coud Grl took
the nipple and nursed contentedly while Kestrel finished the tapir

j erky.

She held the baby to her and sank back against the cool wall. Shadows
had devoured the reeds and cattails, nelting the individual stemns
together into a solid indigo wall around the marsh. Wstward, only a
thin, glow ng crescent renmai ned of Father Sun's face. It outlined the
distant foothills with gold. To the north, she could just glinpse a
slice of the Mammoth Mountains, their jagged peaks turning purple wth
ni ght .

"That's the way, Coud Grl. Your father's people are through there
Where the foothills start up toward the peaks, there's a pass. W nust
go through it, then walk as far west as we can. To the sea. W just
have to--"

A tiny whisper of sound nade her hush. Her gaze swiftly conbed the

mar sh, lingering on each man-si zed shadow. A swarm of gnats glittered
in the last rays of twilight, spiraling upward over the water. Anot her
sound. On the stone above her. A scratching, |ike nbccasins on
gravel. | Kestrel's fingers dinpled the hide that encased Cloud Grl.

Lambkil1? Ch, Blessed Spirits, how could | have been so carel ess? |
shoul d have kept running until after dark. Four rapid steps patted
across the stone of the overhang. She



started to shake violently. | have to run! Were .. . where can |
hi de?

She choked on a cry as a raven wal ked boldly to the edge of the
over hang, caught sight of her and sprang into the sky with a sharp
caw.

Kestrel sat back hard, panting, her heart racing. Cdoud Grl had not
even stopped nursing. She peered up at Kestrel placidly. Her tiny
hands kneaded the breast in slow, sleepy notions.

It took several nonents before Kestrel could get a deep breath into her
| ungs.

She stretched out on her side and watched the evening col ors vanish in
the enbrace of night. N ghthawks fluttered over the marsh, their w ngs
whi stling when they dove for prey. She clutched Coud Grl tightly
agai nst her and fell into an exhausted sl eep

Gray clouds scudded across the norning sky, sailing eastward.

Hor seweed gl anced at them as he | oped down the forest path. Wuld it
rain agai n? He hoped not. The nmud fromthe last stormhad yet to dry.
H s nmoccasins were so caked with it that they stuck to his feet like a
danp second skin.

"Sunchaser? Wait. Wit!" Horseweed call ed.

Dogwood trees thrust their branches, laden with white flowers, in his
way. Petals showered the path as he shoved the |inbs aside w thout
losing his pace. Squirrels chittered, chastising himand Bal sam for
maki ng so nuch noi se. Sunchaser rounded a bend in the trail ahead, and
Hor seweed | ost sight of him He slowed down. "W're never going to
catch him"

"It doesn't look Iike he wants us to," Bal sam not ed.

Hor seweed twi sted his face sourly. They had been tracking the Dreaner
for three days. Every tine that Horseweed thought they'd caught him
he seemed to vanish into thin air, along with that mangy dog of his.



"He's probably cast a spell on us," Balsamsaid, "so that we can't see
him | bet he's standing right there in front of us, |aughing."

"Dreamers don't cast spells. Only witches do that."

Bal sam came up al ongsi de Horseweed and cocked his head. His round face

and pug nose were greasy with sweat. "If witches can do it, why can't
Dr eaner s?"
"Well, maybe they can. | don't know. But |'ve never heard of a

Dr eamer using spells.™”

"Doesn't nmean they can't. Did you ever think that that's why we didn't
see the herd of sacred deer or the woodpile at the Dream Cave?"

Sarcastically, Horseweed said, "O maybe the deer had wandered into the
forest to bed down until dark, and Catchstraw used up all the wood | ast
autum. "

"You think Sunchaser |ied about eating the deer?"

"Sunchaser wouldn't eat sacred deer," he admitted sullenly. "He'd be
afraid to. Like everybody with sense. He probably said that just to
nock us."

The trail broke out into a meadow that sloped off down the side of the
nmount ai n. Horseweed stopped to scrutinize the maze of tracks
crisscrossing the grass. 1In the mud he saw el k, wolf, canel and rabbit
prints. Nothing that |ooked human. He shook his head. Maybe
Sunchaser had stayed in the trees? A bushy hedge of cypress created an
unbroken ring around the edges of the meadow. Horseweed wal ked next to
them listening to the wi nd whisper through the dark green foliage. He
noted the places where a giant sloth had stripped the branches of new
gromh and left piles of fresh dung. As he watched, bars of sunlight
shot across the meadow. The dewdrops clinging to the bl ades of grass
sparkl ed. Such a beautiful day. At this pace, they would be home by
nightfall. H s stomach grow ed for a good neal, but his soul cringed
at the thought of facing his grandfather.

"It's "going to be enbarrassing if Sunchaser gets home before we do,"
Hor seweed sai d



"Why? Who cares?" Balsam s young brow furrowed. "Anyway, there's
not much we can do about it. Whnder why he doesn't want to talk to
us."

"After what we did to the Dream Cave, | wouldn't want to talk to us
either." Horseweed had been feeling increasingly norose as they neared
the coast. How could | have been so stupid?

Bal sam gl anced sideways at him "Oh, that's why you're worried. You
think that Sunchaser will tell Catchstraw?"

"Why woul dn't he?"

"I don't know, but I'mnot going to tell anybody. Least of all,
Catchstraw." He grimced and kept on wal ki ng.

They reached the southern side of the nmeadow, where the trail entered
the trees again. A clear slash of brown covered with elk tracks wound
down the slope. Horseweed put his hands on his hips and gazed out
across the vista. Straight ahead, Mther Ocean spread vast and bl ue.
Her body wedded with Brother Sky's in the distance, marking the hazy
border to the Land of the Dead. At the point where Father Sun set,
there was an opening. That was where souls entered the Land of the
Dead.

To the south, Pygny Island broke the crystal surface of the water. The
big island had been nanmed for the stunted aninals that lived there. The
manmot hs grew to barely the height of a nman. Dwarf foxes roaned its
shores, and tiny skunks lived in the uplands. The westernnost peak was
call ed Sand Verbena Muntain; the peak in the center was Rush Rose
Mount ai n; and the big eastern peak, M| kwort Mbountain.

Legend said that many generations ago, the peaks had been three
separate islands. Horseweed could believe it. Just in his short
lifetime, he'd witnessed amazi ng changes. Mdther Ccean had been
steadily rising. He remenbered, as a little boy, his G andnother Sunac
telling himnot to play in the sand flats between M I kwort Muntain and
Rush Rose peak during high tide, because he m ght be drowned when the
water rushed in. Now those sane sand flats were always covered with
wat er, except during really low tides.



The clouds split for a nmonent and sunlight spilled around Horseweed.
Bal sam si ghed and tipped his face to the warnth.

"Well, come on," Horseweed said. "The sooner we get hone, the sooner
our humiliation will be over."

They broke into a trot, but when they rounded a bend in the trail,

t here was Sunchaser, standing with one shoul der against the trunk of a
fir tree, his arnms folded across his broad chest. The seashells tied
to the fringes of his heavy npose hide jacket clicked nmelodiously in
the breeze. Amazing. Mdose were so rare. The old people said that
the big animals were travel ers, just |ike hunmans were, and had cone to
this part of the world only a short time ago. Such a jacket mnust have
cost a fortune. Sunchaser had pulled his white hair away from his oval
face and plaited it into a long braid. The style accentuated his
deep-set black eyes and made his chin seem nore squared.

Hor seweed stopped before Sunchaser. "W've been trying to catch
you!"

A snmile warned the Dreaner's face. He stepped away fromthe tree and
put an arm around Horseweed's shoul der, as if they were old friends,
and headed himdown the trail again. They wal ked side by side, with
Bal sam fol | ow ng; the younger boy's steps had gone unnaturally quiet.

Hor seweed peered at the Dreamer's arm as he wal ked. "Wh-what did you
want, Sunchaser? Did you ... have something to say to me?" Sunchaser
squinted up at the sunlight glittering in the treetops. "I've been

t hi nki ng about that earthquake we had in the high nmountains.”
"Eart hquake?" Horseweed asked. "What earthquake?"

"The one that caused the roof of the Dream Cave to collapse. | think
it was a sign."

Hor seweed gave Sunchaser a curious glance. "A sign of what?
Stupidity?"

Sunchaser suppressed a smile. "Not at all. |I'msure that if you and
Bal sam had not come up and called nme out when you did, | would have

been in the Dream Cave when that



eart hquake struck." He heaved a deep sigh. "Yes, no doubt about it.
Oxbal m shoul d be very proud of you when he hearr of how you saved
ne."

"That's what you're going to tell hin®P"

"You did call to nme, didn't you?"

Horseweed blurted, "I didn't mean to call you those things, Sunchaser
| didn't recognize you. You look so rmuch older with your white hair.

If 1'd known--"

"You called ne out, and then the Quaking Earth Spirits poured their

wrath on the mountains. Isn't that right?"
Hor seweed swal | owed hard. "If you say so."
"Good." Sunchaser clapped his shoulder. "It's settled. Now, | need

some help fromyou."

Hor seweed squi nted skeptically, a sinking sensation in his heart. Here
it cones. What was it Balsamsaid? A liverwort? A |eech?

Behi nd him Bal samyipped excitedly. "We'Ill be heroes! \What did

tell you? They'll probably hold a Dance in our honor. For cycles to
cone, people will speak our names with pride!"

Sunchaser smiled, but he gazed steadily at Horseweed. "WII you help
ne?"

The sinking sensation yawned w der. "What do you need?"

"I need to know what Catchstraw has been saying about me. | nissed
anot her Mammoth Spirit Dance. Surely he noticed." Sunchaser gazed

seriously at Horseweed.
"Cat chstraw doesn't |ike you, Sunchaser."
"I"ve noticed that. Wat did he say when |I mssed the Dance?"

Hor seweed shrugged uncertainly. "W left the village the day before
the Dance started, but | did hear himtell Gandfather that if you
hadn't appeared by the end of the Dance, he was going to .. ."

Hor seweed paused. How had Catch straw put it? "I think he said he was
going to 'seek advice anong the clan elders.” "

Sunchaser's face darkened. He released his hold on Horse weed's
shoul der. "He has every right."



"You think he's trying to take your place?" Horseweed snorted
derisively. "Catchstraw s no Dreaner! He's a fake. Gandfather's
certain of it."

"Yes, but Oxbal m has seen enough Dreaners cone and go that he can tel
the difference. The other clan leaders .. . well, we'll see. | won't
judge them before I've had a chance to talk to them™

"Are you expecting themto condemn you for mi ssing the Dance agai n?
Sunchaser, you were in the mountains Healing. Everybody knows that.
How coul d they condemm you for saving lives?"

"Ch, they may not condemm ne." Sunchaser shoved his hands into his

j acket pockets. "But nost people think that their own needs are far
nore inmportant than the needs of others. And | suspect that the Oter
Can villagers thought they needed nme." He tilted his head

apol ogetically. "They didn't, of course. Manmoth Above hears the
Songs, feels the notions of the Dance, whether I'mthere or not."

Hor seweed frowned. "If they do condem you, they're fools! Those
peopl e at Brushnut Village are our relatives. Cousins. Even aunts and
uncles. How could you |l eave the sick and dying just to | ead the
Mamot h Spirit Dance for us?" He fiercely slapped a dogwood branch

and a cascade of white petals splashed, into the air around them
Sunchaser peered at Horseweed askance.

"Well, it makes me nmad," Horseweed said. "l see why you're worried. If
you had come to the Dance, sonmebody woul d have cursed you for |eaving
their relatives to die. Since you didn't cone, they'll curse you

because you didn't |ead the Dance for them You were cursed either
way, Sunchaser."

The Dreamer smiled and studied the deer tracks in the nud of the trai
for a few monents. "I hadn't realized that you'd grown up, Horseweed
It's good to have a man to talk to."

Hor seweed' s chest swelled. Though he tried to hide it by turning his
head to the side, a broad smile came over his face. A man! He was
fourteen sumrers old, true, but had yet to kill his first manmoth or go
on his first war raid. Technically, he



wasn't a man, although he certainly felt Iike one. It elated himthat
the great Dreaner thought he was.

Hesitantly, Horseweed asked, "Sunchaser? Wat's it like to visit the
Land of the Dead? |'ve always wanted to ask you, but I... I've been
too afraid before. G andfather says it's very dark."

"Ch, yes. At first the darkness is so deep and still that you fee

your soul will be crushed by it. But then you hear voices. They're
fam liar, though it takes a while to recognize them They call out to
you, and you cling to the sound of your own nane as though it were the
only thing saving you fromoblivion. You concentrate onit. The

dar kness changes, becones a great white light that swall ows you and
carries you up, up. Then you step out into an alien sky, and you fal
toward a newland .. . trees ... red ridges so jagged and w ndi ng they
rem nd you of the skeletons of |ong-dead nonsters ... a land terrifying
inits beauty."

"Sunchaser's voice faded, and his eyes took on a faraway gl eam as
t hough seeing that |andscape rising before himagain.

Wonder tingled in Horseweed's chest. He watched Sunchaser fromthe
corner of his eye but kept quiet, letting the Dreaner remenber.

When Sunchaser's steps sl owed, Horseweed took the | ead down the trail
Bal sam eased around Sunchaser very carefully before running to catch
up. H s face | ooked plaintive.

"What's wrong?" Horseweed asked softly.

Bal sam shook his head. "Dreamers. They're all scary. Sort of half
here and half sonmewhere el se.”

Hor seweed grinned. "That's why we call them Dreaners.”



Fourt een

Kestrel bounced doud Grl on her knees. Near panic, she coul dn't

thi nk of anything else to do. The baby had grown irritable after her
noon feeding. Then she'd started crying and had yet to stop. Kestre
had made canmp early, in an oak grove overl ooking a small |ake. The
new y budded |inmbs threw a bl ack weave of shadows over her hastily
constructed | odge. Made of dead branches propped agai nst each ot her
then covered with brush, it | ooked shabby and fragile, but it would
keep themdry if it rained tonight. That was all Kestrel cared about.
Tomor row norni ng they woul d be runni ng agai n.

On the lake, a flock of swans floated placidly. Their rich bugling
calls filled the valley, providing a beautiful background to C oud
Grl's wails. Everywhere in the grove, birds sang and hopped from
branch to branch, birds she had never seen before, with red, blue and
bri ght green feathers.

"Ch, mny daughter, please, what's wong?"

They had nade their way through a | ow, rocky pass at the southern tip
of the Mammoth Mountains and entered the foothills on the other side.
Nort hwar d, snowcapped peaks pierced the blue sky. But Kestrel's eyes
drifted to the west, where the |land flattened out and gradually sl oped
downward. Dark patches of nountain mahogany choked the drai nages that
flowed toward the sea. Between the drainages, a strewn handful of

smal | | akes was burni shed a greenish gold by the slanting rays of

light. "Try to eat, baby." Again Kestrel put her breast in the baby's
mout h, but again Cloud Grl twi sted away to shriek



and wave her tiny fists. "Baby, what do you need? What's w ong?"

The cries were driving Kestrel to distraction. Nothing stopped them
Frantic, she put Cloud Grl against her shoul der and got to her feet.
Sunlight fell through the trees, warm ng her face as she wal ked t he
trail toward the lake. Cloud Grl seened to |like the notion. Her
cries dropped to whinpers. Kestrel patted her bottom hoping to ease
her daughter. Probably doud Grl had colic.

"I could cure you easily if we were hone, baby. The entire country of
t he Bear-Looks-Back Clan is filled with bunchberry and nettle, but
where would | ook for themhere? The land and plants are so
different.”

Kestrel strode through a nmeadow of blue wildflowers, |ooking for the
wi nter dung of a buffalo, or maybe, if she were |lucky, a shrub ox She
found buffal o dung first.

"This won't take long, Coud Grl. Please, be good. Don't cry."

But as soon as Kestrel laid Cloud Grl on the soft green grass, the
baby erupted in shrieks again. At the age of three weeks, Cloud Grl
had devel oped the lungs of a two-nmoon old child. Kestrel hurried. She
lifted Cloud Grl's shirt, then unlaced and renoved her rabbit-fur
pants, seeing the soaked crushed bark within. The pants, nothing nore
than a square piece of hide folded over and stitched up al ong the
sides, with two leg holes in the bottom had a protective |ayer of
woven bark sewn into the crotch, which was filled with absorbent. The
| ayer rested against Coud Grl's body, keeping her dry. The wonen of
t he Bear-Looks-Back Clan used a variety of absorbents during different

times of the year. 1In the winter, they collected dead nobss or dry
dung; in the spring, fuzzy cottonwood seeds; and in the fall, cattai
down.

Kestrel turned the pants upside down and shook out the old absorbent,
letting it fall to the grass. Then she crunbled the buffal o dung and
tucked it between the woven bark | ayer and the hide. It would absorb
all the moisture that flowed through the bark layer. She did not
re-dress Cloud Grl; instead, she



pi cked up the pants and her scream ng daughter and headed strai ght for
the lake. Mxing crushed mint with water, she thoroughly washed the
baby. "There, Coud Grl. Feel better now?" she asked as she slipped
the pants over those fat little legs and re | aced them

Coud Grl fell into a suffocating fit of crying. Kestrel quickly rose
and began wal king with her again. "WIIl | have to walk all night to
keep you happy, ny daughter?" They circled the perinmeter of the |ake,
staying just beyond the thick ring of tules that flourished in the

shal  ows. Redwi ng bl ackbirds clung to the stal ks and cocked their
heads with suspicion as Kestrel marched by. Swanp smartweed grew in
clunps near the tules. Kestrel picked handfuls of the young shoots and
ate themravenously. They tasted bitter, but tender. To keep up her
strength, she'd been eating everything she could find, but her nmlk
supply had dwi ndl ed, and she'd never been this hungry in her life.

Cloud Grl stopped crying so suddenly that Kestrel cane to a dead halt
in the grass. "Goodness, ny daughter, did the colic vanish so
qui ckly?" Cdoud Grl stared at her fromw de eyes.

Kestrel kissed her daughter's forehead in relief. "Let us go and try
to sleep. The sky is clear and we'll have a full npon tonight. Maybe
we can start wal king again at m dni ght."

The oaks stretched their crooked branches toward her |ike beckoning
arms as she neared her canp. How beautiful the trees were. The
aft ernoon sun shimered off of their tiny green buds.

So relieved was she that she didn't notice that the birds had stopped
singing and that the crickets no |onger chirped in the grass. Kestre
got on her knees and craw ed into the dark interior of her |lodge with
Cloud Grl still pressed to her shoul der

She smelled his male scent before she saw himsitting on her bedding in
the rear. A ragged screamtore fromher throat as she threw herself
backward out on the ground and frantically stunbled to her feet.



He caught her by the armand whirled her around. Kestrel clutched
Cloud Grl tightly. A broad smile split his young face. He couldn't
have been nore than sixteen sumers, but he stood el even hands tall and
had broad, muscul ar shoulders. A long black braid hung over his left
shoul der.

"I heard your baby crying," he said. Then nore softly, as though

speaking to hinself, "A woman and a baby. Yes ... a woman who | ooks
beaten up ... and a newborn baby." He scrutinized Coud Grl. "On,
this is a great day. | think that maybe Buffalo Bird has just becone a
rich man."

"What are you tal king about?" He kept a firmhold on her arns, as

t hough afraid she might try to run. "I met a Trader. An ugly old man.
He of fered nmany wonderful trade goods to the man who could track down
his runaway wife." He chuckled. "You're her, aren't you?"

"Who?"

"Kestrel... fromthe Bear-Looks-Back Clan. Lanbkill's woman. You have
a funny accent. Like you're fromthe marsh country."

Her breathing went shallow as hope drained fromher soul |ike water
froma torn basket. Her knees wanted to shake, but she wouldn't |et
them She could see his indecision. He |ooked her up and down and
peered at her face, as though menorizing the bruises and the festered
gash across her forehead. Wth a violent wench, Kestrel tw sted | oose
fromhis grip.

"No. I'mnot!" she said. "My nane is Lane Antelope and |I'm from
Oter Can Village on the seal Wwo are you?"

He studi ed her through narrowed eyes. "You're two days from home, Lane
Ant el ope ... why?"
"That is ny business.” Only two days? Blessed Spirits, |'mcloser

than | thought. So cl ose!

The youth ground his teeth thoughtfully for a noment. As though
testing her, he said, "That Trader, he was as crazy as a foam ng-nmouth
dog. |If he'd been ny husband, | would have run away, too."



"Crazy?" she asked, unable to help herself. "Wat do you nmean? \at
did he do?"

Buffalo Bird laughed in disgust. "He carries a dried-out baby around
in his pack. Wenever he sees a canp fire, he and his brother--Tannin
is his name--wal k into the canp carrying that dead boy before them?"

Kestrel's heart lurched. She fought to keep her face bl ank while she
tried to figure out how it had happened. Had Lanbkill searched the
shoreline | ooking for her trail? And that's when he'd found the baby
boy? Her heart pounded nauseatingly. Had he also found the cave where
... Yes. He nust have. He knew she'd had twins. "A woman and a
newbor n baby. "

Panic gripped her like the fists of doom She |onged to ask when
Buffalo Bird had tal ked to Lanbkill, and where. Instead, she hoisted
Coud Grl up onto her shoul der again and patted her back furiously. A
| oud burp erupted fromCoud Grl's nmouth. Cdoud Grl seenmed surprised
by it; she turned to peer questioningly at Kestrel. "Good girl,"
Kestrel said. "Can you manage another one?" She patted Cloud Grl

even harder, and the baby burped again.

Buffalo Bird watched.in irritation. "So you're not this Kestrel, eh?
Wll, it doesn't matter." "Wat do you mean by that?"

"I mean that | have to take you to Lanbkill anyway. Just to be sure. |
woul dn't want to chance losing my fortune." He gripped her arm

tightly. "Come on. M lodge is nuch bigger than yours, and | killed a
deer this norning. You can cook it for nme and ny brothers for
di nner. "

"My clan will kill you for this!"™ she exclained. "You can't just
ki dnap me and my baby for no reason. M fanmily will come | ooking!"
"Let them | have many brothers with weapons. Four of themare at ny

canp right now.'

He roughly haul ed her up the slope by her sleeve. H s noccasins
shished lightly in the wet grass, a warrior's wary step. "Let go of
me!" Kestrel said. "You nust at least let ne



get ny pack fromny |lodge. There are things in it that my little girl
needs!"

Irritably, he stopped and let her loose. "Al right, but hurry! It
will be dark soon."

Dust swept the beach in glittering plunes and sizzl ed agai nst the hide
lodges in Oter Clan Village. Mst of the people still slept. Their
ears | aid back, only the dogs prow ed the plaza, slinking through the
cold wind that gusted down fromthe north. Wth it came a billow ng
swel | of blue-gray clouds and the fragrance of rain. Sunchaser braced
hi s shoul der against the trunk of a fir tree. Al around him the dawn
forest rustled with the wi nd.

He watched two rangy forns saunter fromthe trees. He had been waiting
for them For four nights straight, they'd arrived at the same tine.
The lions paid himno attention as they padded silently across the
sand, clinbed up on the wind snoothed rocks at the ocean's edge and
stood sil houetted agai nst the pal e-blue aura of the sky. The male
lifted his muzzle, scenting the sea breeze, and the predawn |ight
shimered in his golden fur. The female stretched out atop the rocks
wi th her huge head resting on her forepaws. They nmade small, intimate
sounds to each other, lovers' sounds, barely audi bl e above the roar of
the surf and the screeching of the gulls.

Sunchaser cocked his head to listen. The lions stood no nore than a
good stone's throw away. But he felt no fear. Lions had been in this
wor |l d much | onger than people had, and their faces reflected a
stillness, born of age and wi sdom that humans barely under st ood.
Soneti mes when Sunchaser | ooked into their eyes, he could see and hear
things that had | ong ago hi dden thensel ves from human senses. He'd sat
with the lions and heard the mountains Singing at sunset. He'd spoken
to the souls of the flakes of snow that fell from brooding w nter
skies. The lions had taught himthat



a Presence secreted herself in the dark veil of night, and, if he
turned qui ckly enough, he might glinpse her in the forest shadows.
Sunchaser called her Soot Grl, because she clung to the darkness the
way soot clung to the roof of a | odge.

"It is the sign," he whispered softly as he gazed out past the lions to
Mot her COcean, whose face had gone ashen with the com ng of norning.

In the surging waves, the thirty-four mamoth skel etons lay |ike huge,
white cages. Mre nmamoths than Sunchaser had seen at once in his
entire life. They usually traveled in small herds of no nore than ten
al t hough six winters ago, he had seen a herd of twenty-seven. Leg
bones littered the sand, torn off and scattered by dire wol ves and big
cats. But the ribs remained intact. Squealing flocks of gulls lit

i nperiously on themand fluttered through the stomach cavities. The
Oter dan villagers had butchered and snoked enough nmeat to | ast the
entire cycle. They'd also called in people fromnearby vill ages,
beggi ng themto take what they needed. Everyone had gone away wth
packs full of meat. Mst had been smling.

olivious. Like eyeless cave bats.

As Sunchaser | ooked upon the pathetic remains of those enornous
animals, his fear, the fear that had stal ked himfor noons,

nmet anmor phosed i nto despair. He shook his head, whispering, "Relics of
the | ast days."

"What does that mean?" Oxbal m asked from sonewhere behind him His
noccasi ns had not whi spered agai nst the sand. Sunchaser wondered how a

man Oxbal m s age could nmove with such stealth. "The 'last days'?"
Sunchaser shrugged, unwilling to elaborate, even for this old friend.
"Nothing. |'mjust tired, Oxbalm"

Oxbal m hobbl ed forward, touching a fir bough to keep hinsel f steady.
Li ke towering giants, the trees swayed back and forth, pushed by the
wi nd.

"I think it's nore than that," Oxbalmsaid. His [lam hide shirt and
pants had been snoked to a dark brown, a warm background for his gray
braids. As he neared, his elderly face became contenplative. He
braced a hand on another fir



branch and frowned out at the dead manmot hs. Hi's sunken |ips pursed.
"Were things bad at Brushnut Village?"

"So many died ... so quickly. | didn't have tine to count them"™

Oxbal mwet his lips, and his brows drew together. "I could feel your
ache. In your silence the past few days. That's why | waited to talk
with you.. .. You couldn't help the people in Brushnut?"

"I helped as many as | could. But half of the village is gone. Just..

gone." Hollow eyed children reached out to Sunchaser fromthe mrror
of his soul, and angui sh coiled around his heart. "Mst of themwere
children. Babies."

"I's that why you missed the Mamrmoth Spirit Dance? W waited and waited
for you."

Sunchaser peered out at the Mdther. Spume had collected in thick

foany drifts at the bases of the rocks where the lions lay. It

rem nded himof the high nmountains. Even with springtinme upon them
the granite peaks above the tree line stood wapped in a glinmering

cl oak of snow. He w shed desperately that he were there. Alone, so he
coul d think

Oxbal m studi ed hi mand nuttered, "Mamoths dying .. . villages dying
Mot her Ccean is always upset. This winter was colder than any |'ve

witnessed in all my fifty-three sumers. And our greatest Dreaner is

angry with the whole world.... Is that what you meant, Sunchaser? Wen

you said that the mammoths are relics of the last days? Did you nean

that our way of life is about to die? That we haven't nuch tine

left?"

When Sunchaser didn't answer, Oxbal m heaved a sigh and said, "Please
talk to me, Sunchaser. | must know what you see. WIIl you tell ne
what troubles your soul? | won't accuse. | won't condermm. | need to
under st and what's happening. You seemto hate everyone, but | can

t hi nk of nothing we've done to nadden you."

"I"'mnot angry with you, Oxbalm.. . and | don't hate anyone." He
turned to brace his back against the tree trunk--so that he could not
see the dead manmot hs, but instead, faced



t he southern shoreline and the village of new mammot h hi de | odges. A
few of the | odges had the door flaps pulled back, letting in the coo
nmorning air, and he could see the whal ebone frames. They gl eaned bl ack
with soot. People sat around the fires inside, talking quietly.
"Oxbalm I... |I've discovered something in the past cycle. Sonething
that frightens ne."

"What is that?"

Sunchaser folded his arns to barricade his heart. "I've discovered
that there is a Wlderness inside all of us. ©Ch, we've fought to tane
it, to silence its wild voices, but we never will. The WIderness
lives in the bones of our souls. |[|'ve been watching the people in the
villages |1've visited during the past few noons. Whal ebeard Vill age
and Brushnut Village are worse than here, but you' ve seen it, too.
Peopl e wal k the worn paths between the | odges with their eyes downcast
and their foreheads furrowed. Back and forth, day after day, noon
after moon. Even their children frown as they plod in their elders

f oot steps. "

"Yes," Oxbal m answered softly. "Il've seen it."

Sunchaser nmet and held Oxbalms worried gaze. "l've tried asking them
why they're unhappy, Oxbalm \What they want out of life. They say
they are angry, that Wnter Boy was hard on them and that they have to
travel great distances to dig the few tubers that are sprouting, or
they tell me they need nore neat. |In rage, they demand, "Were have
all the manmot hs and mast odons gone? What happened to the giant sloths
that used to skul k everywhere?" Sone whi sper that the end of the world
is near. Haven't | seen it? they ask. |1'ma great Dreamer. |If
they've seen it, surely | must have, too." His voice faded as sickness
welled in his stomach. Faintly, he repeated, "Surely | nust have,

too."

"And what do you tell them Sunchaser?"
"I tell themto wait. Don't give up, | say. Wit and see what the
Spirits have in store for us. But whether they understand it or not, |

know t he source of their pain."

Oxbal mtook a step closer. Hi s eyes narrowed as if in fear. "What is
the source of it? |'ve wondered for a long tine."



Sunchaser snmiled feebly. "It's so clear. Wy is it only I who seens
to understand? Humans killed all the nastodons and the sloths. W're
killing all the mammmoths." He shook a fist. "But we haven't silenced
their voices. The |onesone trunpeting and playful grunts--the voices
of all the animals we've kill ed--seeped into the WIderness in our
soul s, where we never stop hearing them After tens of tens of cycles,
the calls of all the dead have grown so |loud that they make a deep ache
in our souls. [It's alnost unbearable. And humans refuse to answer the
calls. Perhaps we're afraid. Perhaps we don't know how to answer
anynore."

Sunchaser stopped, trying to find the right words. H s eyes sought the
lions. The female licked her paws and purred to the nale. At |ast,
Sunchaser said, "Except at night."

“At ni ght ?"

"Yes. Last noon, a very old wonan, who had seen mastodons as a child,
told ne that in her dreans she becane Mastodon. She said it felt so
warm living inside that hairy hide. She said she could feel the w nd
ruffling her long hair as she roamed in search of twigs and shrubs. She
said that when she lifted her trunk and trunpeted, the whole world
trenbl ed.

"And 1'Il tell you sonmething. Oxbalm My own WI derness shook, as if
the Quaking Earth Spirits had possessed nmy soul. 1've been thinking
about that. Thinking that maybe if everyone trunpeted in their dreans,
t he mast odons woul d cone back. |'ve never seen one, yet | miss them |
mss their lunbering tread and the tender way they used to twine their
trunks when they mated.. |'ve heard the elders describe it."

The wrinkles in Oxbalmis face rearranged thenselves into synpathetic
lines. He reached up and touched a | ock of Sunchaser's hair. "Is that
what has turned your hair white? The dread?"

Qulls fluttered over the skeletal remains of the nmammoths, and a cold
wel | opened in the pit of Sunchaser's stomach. He couldn't tell Oxbalm
about the maze. Not yet. "Is a world without mastodons ... or
manmmoths .. . worth living in, Oxbaln? You tell me. | nust know "



Oxbal mtipped his face up. As the wall of blue-black clouds noved
closer, the first raindrops beaded on his cheeks. "Isn't that why we
Dance the Mammoth Spirit Dance? So we can save ourselves and the
manmot hs? | thought that was what Wl fdreaner told you when you
visited the Land of the Dead."

Sunchaser tightened his folded arnms, hugging hinself. "That's what he
told ne. Yes."

"But you've decided that the Dance isn't going to work. Is that it?"
"I didn't say that. | nmeant--"

"That we're going to die. Just like the marmoths on the shore.”

"No. No, Oxbalm [I--"

"You've |ost faith, Dreaner," Oxbal msaid, but his voice held no
reproach, only a deep sadness.

Sunchaser wanted to scream to deny it, but he nerely bowed his head.

Oxbal m whi spered, "How did that happen? When did it happen, Sunchaser?
It doesn't matter, really, but 1'd like to know. "

"I still have faith," Sunchaser replied, his voice alnpbst too |low to be
heard. "Maybe you have hope. Yes, maybe. But hope is not the sane as
faith. So, tell me, Dreaner, how does a man who has | ooked Wl fdreaner
straight in the face stop believing? Tonight, at the council session,

people will ask you that. Catchstraw will ask you. Prepare

yoursel f."

Sunchaser let out a taut breath. "Oh, |I'mprepared for nmany things.
|'ve heard the runors about Catchstraw s Dream \Wat frightens ne nost
is that sonewhere deep inside me, | fear that Catchstraw may be right.
|'ve been having ... trouble, Oxbalm Wth ny Dreamng."

"What do you nmean? Trouble? Just because you're having probl enms
Dreaming, it doesn't mean you' ve been abandoned by Mammot h Above, as
Catchstraw al |l eges. "

"No, but--"



Hel per barked sharply as he ducked out of the small |odge that Oxbal m
had set up for them The dog had one ear pricked, the un furred one,
and his dark eyes shone |ike obsidi an under water

Sunchaser frowned. "Wat is it, Hel per?”

The dog trotted by himand | oped out across the sand toward the |ions.
The big male got to its feet and growl ed, but not at Helper. At
sonmething it sensed in the forest. |Its breath condensed into a

shi mering gray haze. Wen Hel per began to run northward al ong the
beach, toward the nmamot hs' skel etons, both lions | eaped down fromthe
rocks and foll owed.

"What do they see?" Oxbal m asked.

"I don't know. | see nothing." But Sunchaser's heart began to hanmer
wildly. "Stay here, Oxbalm 1'll go find out." He had taken three
steps when soneone in the village screaned, and he whirl ed.

The first manmot h broke through the trees like a tidal wave, her head
swi ngi ng, her ears flapping back and forth. The reddi sh-brown hair on
her body hung | ong and shaggy and shook as she ran. She lifted her
trunk and trunpeted in fury, then charged out into the nidst of the
vill age, six other mamot hs cl ose on her heels.

The lions roared and fled into the forest, seeking the protection of
the trees, while the dogs scattered with their tails between their
| egs, yipping as they ran.

Sunchaser stood stunned as the mammoths thundered by him shaking the
ground with their massive feet, heading into the village. Oxbalmfel
back a step, his nouth open in shock. "Blessed Mother Ccean,"”
Sunchaser whispered to hinmself. "Wy is this happening?" An attack so
soon after the drownings? What was Manmoth Above trying to tel

humans? She nust have been desperate to have The vill age awke in a
shri eking, running horde. Wrnen grabbed their children and raced
toward the safety of the densest trees, while nmen struggled to nock
darts in their



atlatls. Three of the mammoths tranpl ed | odges while the other three
pursued the humans, trunpeting, twisting their thick trunks |ike
writhing serpents.

"Sunchaser, get your weapons!" Oxbal m shout ed.

"I... I can't kill a manmoth!" Sunchaser blurted. "They're sacred
animals tone. | can't doit!"

"You would let themkill us instead?" Oxbalmshouted in rage. "CGCet
out of our village and never cone back!"™ He ran on rickety legs for
his own | odge and his weapons.

Sunchaser stood rigid, watching the | ead cow bear down on a young
child. The girl ran shrieking before the cow, trying to reach her

| odge. But the cow reached out with her trunk and lifted the withing
child off the ground. The girl's nother screanmed and ran at the cow
with a fir branch. The cow dashed the girl into the nother before
tranpling them bot h.

"No!" Sunchaser yelled. He dodged into his own | odge and cane out
with his atlatl and quiver of darts slung over his shoul der.

The rage of the herd dazed him Everywhere, clouds of gray ash rose
fromthe fire pits in pulverized | odges. Two trees had been uprooted
and thrown down. How strange this was. Sonetines a bull would go
rogue and tranple a vill age--but a whole herd? And why this village?
Why now

Sunchaser sprinted out into the center of the chaos and sighted on a
big cow as she thundered past. Hi s dart took her squarely in the

l ungs. She swerved, spotted himand |l et out an earsplitting cry as she
charged fromnot nmore than forty hands away.

Sunchaser dove to the right. He rolled to his feet as the cow turned,
her trunk | ashing back and forth with deadly intent. "Mther, why are
you doing this?" he shouted. "What have we done to deserve this

puni shment? Are you angry with us? W didn't cause the drownings!"
The cow stopped and stared at him pain and disbelief in her eyes.

"... Dd we?"



Bl ood bl ew from her nmouth, showering himw th hot drops. He craw ed
behind a fir tree, pulled another dart fromhis quiver and nocked it in
the hook of his atlatl. "Mdther," he said, "please, tell ne--"

Before he could finish, Horseweed and Bal sam rushed out of the trees
and | aunched darts into the cow s |eft side.

"No, wait! Stop! She's not--" Sunchaser yell ed.

But the cow trunpeted in wild fury and ran at Horseweed and his
brother. Sunchaser rose and let fly with his dart, catching her lowin
the right side. Horseweed struck her with two nore darts before her

| egs went weak, and she stunbl ed sideways, crashing into Sunchaser's

| odge. She regai ned her bal ance, stood trenbling, then whined softly
and fell to her knees. Her huge head rocked on her shoulders as clots
of lung bl ood spewed from her nmouth and trunk

"Bal sami  Go hel p your grandfather. Horseweed, cone with ne!"

Hor seweed fol |l omed Sunchaser down toward the southern edge of the

vill age, where two namot hs, one of themthe |lead cow, had trapped a
hal f dozen peopl e against a rock outcrop. Don't think. Don't think
about it now. Just act! Shrill human cries mxed hauntingly with the
trunpeting of the gigantic beasts. He watched in horror as the |ead
cow braved a spray of darts to lunge forward and grab a boy around the
wai st with her trunk.

Sunchaser let out a hoarse scream of "Mther, no!" and ran forward,
pitching his. dart wildly. Horseweed did the same. The projectiles
flopped in the cow s sides as she hurled the boy to the ground and
wheel ed to face them

"Sunchaser, |ook out! To your left!" Horseweed shout ed.

An enorrnous bull broke fromthe trees, heading straight for him The
dawn seemed to die around Sunchaser. He stood rooted, the |ead cow
trunpeting her wath behind himwhile Horseweed shouted. The bull's
tusks gl eamed yellow in the early morning light. As the bull reached
out with his trunk, Sunchaser instinctively threw hinmself sideways, out
fromunder the tranpling feet.



Sonmewhere in the distance, a dire wolf how ed. The |ead cow, swaying
on her feet, blood dripping fromher sides, lifted her head to listen
Al the other manmmot hs stopped and stood quietly--as though entranced
by that call.

Villagers slipped away and ran for the forest.

But Sunchaser fell back at the base of the rock outcrop, breathing
hard, studying the animals. The |lead cow |let her huge head fall and
exhal ed a bl oody breath. Her whol e body shuddered. For the briefest
of instants, she |ooked into Sunchaser's eyes. The hatred there
changed to a pain so deep and profound that he could scarcely stand it.
H's soul felt stricken as a glimer of understanding flickered through
hi m

H s atlatl thudded softly against the sand, dropped by his nunb
fingers.

She nmade a small, pitiful sound, and the two surviving bulls fell in
i ne behind her as she linped away down the shore, toward the place
where Hel per stood, his pointed nuzzle up. The dog how ed w enchingly
as they passed by him

The gl owi ng face of Father Sun slipped over the western peaks of the
Mamot h Mount ai ns, and red ripples of |ight danced across the sea. They
gleaned with a translucent fire in the thick coats of the retreating
manmot hs.

"Sunchaser! Sunchaser, cone quickly!"

He spun and saw Oxbal m kneeling, holding a child in his arnms. He ran
t hrough the scattered bel ongi ngs, past denolished | odges and dead and
dyi ng mammot hs, to crouch down beside Oxbalm The old nman buried his
face in the bl ood soaked hem of his granddaughter's dress. Her
beautiful face was still. Long tresses of her black hair brushed the
sand by Oxbal m s noccasins.

"Ch, not ny granddaughter. Not Mountain Lake. What's happeni ng,
Sunchaser ?" Oxbal m pl eaded. "Wat are the mamoths trying to tell us?
First they kill thenselves, then they kill us. What's gone wong wth
the world? You walk the



path through the maze to the Land of the Dead. You should know why
this is happening!"

Cries for help rose all through the village, and people nmoved through
the mi sty nmorning calling nanes, searching. Sunchaser's throat ached.
He cl enched his fists and shook themw th weary futility.

"I don't know why!" he shouted, and the village went quiet. As though
frozen in time, people stopped to stare at him "I1've lost the way
t hrough the nmaze!"

Voi ces hissed around him repeating his words.

| ost the way?"
"Sunchaser has lost his way."
"He can't get to the Land of the Dead."

"Ch, Blessed Spirits. Wat does that mean? Sunchaser isn't a Dreaner
anynor e?"

From across the wecked village, Catchstraw let out a shrill,
triunphant cry and stared dunbstruck at Sunchaser-as though he'd heard
news too good to believe.

Hel per trotted back, his black eyes w de and unblinking. He took
Sunchaser's sleeve in his nputh and whi npered while he tugged him
nor t hwar d.

"No, Helper. | must stay. The council session is tonight. | have
to--"

The dog growl ed and tugged so hard that Sunchaser al nbst toppled to the
sand. "All right. I--1"mconing."

Hel per loped out in the | ead, keeping sight of the retreati ng mammot hs
as- they traveled through the forest. Sunchaser foll owed on weak
| egs.

*<’)

The Boy wat ched through wide, horrified eyes. He cried, "Wiy are you
tornmenti ng them so, Man? Wat have they done to deserve this? They
are good people! They obey your laws. They foll ow your cerenonials.
They give you every ounce of their souls .. . and you do this to

t hen®?"



No answer came. But the wealth of stars glittered nore brilliantly,
as though all the souls in the Land of the Dead were listening. The
heavens had qui et ed.

The Boy cursed and shouted, "Are you good, Man? O are you w cked?"

When still no response cane, the Boy yelled, "I accuse you of

wi ckedness! You are evil! That's why you won't let me live! That's
why you want nme to comrit nyself to that putrid dead body! .. . Wy do
you not defend yourself, Man? | amwaiting for your excuse. Speak to
ne!"

"Boy, boy ..." the Man replied wearily. "Go down to the earth and

find a rock to curse. | want you to curse it soundly."

"But why should I--"

"Just do it."

So t