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Aut hor' s Not e

This story takes place in an Arerica whose history is often simlar to, but often quite
different fromour own. You should not assune that the portrayal in this book of a person who
shares a nane with a figure from Anerican history is an accurate portrayal of that historica
figure. In particular, you should be aware that WIliam Henry Harrison, famed in our own history
for having the briefest presidency and for his unforgettable election slogan "Ti ppecanoe and Tyl er
too," was a sonewhat nicer person than his counterpart in this book

My thanks to Carol Breakstone for American Indian lore; to Beth Meacham for COctagon Mound and
Flint Ridge; to Wayne Wl lians for heroic patience; and to nmy great-great-grandfather Joseph for
the stories behind the story in this book

As always with nmy work, Kristine A Card has influenced and i nproved every page in this book

Chapter 1 -- Hooch

Not many flatboats were getting down the Hi o these days, not with pioneers aboard, anyway, not
with famlies and tools and furniture and seed and a few shoats to start a pig herd. It took only
a couple of fire arrows and pretty soon sone tribe of Reds would have thenselves a string of half-
charred scalps to sell to the French in Detroit.

But Hooch Pal ner had no such trouble. The Reds all knew the | ook of his flatboat, stacked high
with kegs. Mdst of those kegs sloshed w th whisky, which was about the only mnusical sound them
Reds understood. But in the niddle of the vast heap of cooperage there was one keg that didn't
slosh. It was filled with gunpowder, and it had a fuse attached.

How di d he use that gunpowder? They'd be floating along with the current, poling on round a
bend, and all of a sudden there'd be a half-dozen canoes filled with painted-up Reds of the Kicky-
Poo persuasion. O they' d see a fire burning near shore, and sonme Shaw Nee devils danci ng around
with arrows ready to set alight.

For nmost folks that nmeant it was time to pray, fight, and die. Not Hooch, though. He'd stand
right up in the mddle of that flatboat, a torch in one hand and the fuse in the other, and shout,
"Bl ow up whi sky! Bl ow up whi sky!"

Well, nost Reds didn't talk nuch English, but they sure knew what "bl ow up"” and "whi sky" neant.
And | instead of arrows flying or canoes overtaking them pretty soon them canoes passed by himon
the far side of the river. Some Red yelled, "Carthage City!" and Hooch holl ered back, "That's
right!" and the canoes just zipped on down the H o, heading for where that |ikker would soon be
sol d.

The pol eboys, of course, it was their first trip downriver, and they, didn't know all that Hooch
Pal ner knew, so they about filled their trousers first time they saw them Reds with fire arrows.
And when they saw Hooch holding his torch by that fuse, they like to junped right in the river
Hooch just | aughed and | aughed. "You boys don't know about Reds and likker," he said. "They won't
do nothing that night cause a single drop fromthese kegs to spill into the Ho. They'd kill their
own nother and not think twice, if she stood between them and a keg, but they won't touch us as
long as | got the gunpowder ready to blowif they |lay one hand on ne."

Privately the pol eboys night wonder if Hooch really would blow the whole raft, crew and all, but
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the fact is Hooch woul d. He wasn't much of a thinker, nor did he spend nmuch tine broodi ng about
death and the hereafter or such phil osophical questions, but this much he had deci ded: when he

di ed, he supposed he wouldn't die alone. He al so supposed that if somebody killed him they'd get
no profit fromthe deed, none at all. Specially not sone hal f-drunk weak-sister cowardly Red with
a scal pi ng knife.

The best secret of all was, Hooch wouldn't need no torch and he wouldn't need no fuse, neither.
Why, that fuse didn't even go right into the gunpowder keg, if the truth be known-- Hooch didn't
want a chance of that powder going off by accident. No, if Hooch ever needed to blow up his
flatboat, he could just set down and think about it for a while. And pretty soon that powder woul d
start to hotten up right smart, and nmaybe a little snoke would cone off it, and then pow it goes
of f.

That's right. A d Hooch was a spark. Ch, there's sone fol ks says there's no such thing as a
spark, and for proof they say, "Have you ever net a spark, or knowed anybody who di d?" but that's
no proof at all. Cause if you happen to be a spark, you don't go around telling everybody, do you?
It's not as if anybody's hoping to hire your services-- it's too easy to use flint and steel, or
even them al chem cal nmatches. No, the only value there is to being a spark is if you want to start
a fire froma distance, and the only time you want to do that is if it's a bad fire, nmeant to hurt
sonmebody, burn down a building, blow sonmething up. And if you hire out that kind of service, you
don't exactly put up a sign that says Spark For Hire.

Wrst of it is that if word once gets around that you're a spark, every little fire gets bl aned
on you. Sonebody's boy lights up a pipe out in the bam and the barn burns down-- does that boy
ever say, "Yep, Pa, it was nme all right." No sir, that boy says, "Mist've been sone spark set that
fire, Pal" and then they go |ooking for you, the nei ghborhood scapegoat. No, Hooch was no fool. He
didn't ever tell nobody about how he could get things het up and flam ng

There was anot her reason Hooch didn't use his sparking ability too nuch. It was a reason so
secret that Hooch didn't rightly know it hinmself. Thing was, fire scared him Scared hi mdeep. The
way sone folks is scared of water, and so they go to sea; and sone folks is scared of death, and
so they take up gravedi gging; and sonme folks is scared of God, and so they set to preaching. Well
Hooch feared the fire |like he feared no other thing, and so he was always drawn to it, with that
sick feeling in his stomach; but when it was tinme for himto lay a fire hinself, why, he'd back
of f, he'd delay, he'd think of reasons why he shouldn't do it at all. Hooch had a knack, but he
was powerful reluctant to make nuch use of it.

But he woul d have done it. He would have bl own up that powder and hinmsel f and his pol eboys, and
all his likker, before he'd let a Red take it by murder. Hooch m ght have his bad fear of fire,
but he'd overcome it right quick if he got mad enough

Good thing, then, that the Reds | oved |ikker so nuch they didn't want to risk spilling a drop
No canoe cane too close, no arrow whizzed in to thud and twang agai nst a keg, and Hooch and his
kegs and casks and firkins and barrels all slipped along the top of the water peaceful as you
pl ease, clear to Carthage City, which was CGovernor Harrison's high-falutin nane for a stockade
with a hundred soldiers right snmack where the Little My-Amy River net the Ho. But Bill Harrison
was the kind of man who gave the name first, then worked hard to nmake the place live up to the
nane. And sure enough, there was about fifty chimey fires outside the stockade this tine, which
meant Carthage City was alnost up to being a village.

He could hear themyelling before he hove into view of the wharf-- there nust be Reds who spent
half their life just setting on the riverbank waiting for the |ikker boat to cone in. And Hooch
knew t hey were specially eager this tine, seeing as how sonme noney changed hands back in Fort
Dekane, so the other likker dealers got held up this way and that until old Carthage Gty nust be
dry as the inside of a bull's tit. Now here cones Hooch with his flatboat |oaded up heavier than
they ever saw, and he'd get a price this time, that's for sure.

Bill Harrison nmight be vain as a partridge, taking on airs and calling hinmself governor when
nobody el ected hi m and nobody appoi nted himbut his own self, but he knew his business. He had
those boys of his in smart-1ooking uniforms, lined up at the wharf just as neat as you pl ease,

their nuskets | oaded and ready to shoot down the first Red who so rmuch as took a step toward the
shore. It was no formality, neither-- them Reds | ooked mi ghty eager, Hooch could see. Not junping
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up and down |ike children, of course, but just standing there, just standing and watching, right
out in the open, not caring who saw them half-naked the way they nostly were in sumertine.

Standing there all hunble, all ready to bow and scrape, to beg and plead, to say, Please M.
Hooch one keg for thirty deerskins, oh that would sound sweet, oh indeed it would; Please M.
Hooch one tin cup of likker for these ten nmuskrat hides. "Wee-haw" cried Hooch. The pol eboys
| ooked at himlike he was crazy, cause they didn't know, they never saw how t hese Reds used to
| ook, back before Governor Harrison set up shop here, the way they never deigned to | ook at a
White nan, the way you had to crawl into their w cky-ups and choke half to death on snoke and
steam and sit there making signs and talking their jub-jub until you got pernission to wade. Used
to be the Reds woul d be standing there with bows and spears, and you'd be scared to death they'd
deci de your scalp was worth nmore than your trade goods.

Not anynore. Now they didn't have a single weapon anong them Now their tongues just hung out
wai ting for likker. And they'd drink and drink and drink and drink and drink and whee-hawl They'd
drop down dead before they'd ever stop drinking, which was the best thing of all, best thing of
all. Only good Red's a dead Red, Hooch always said, and the way he and Bill Harrison had things
goi ng now, they had them Reds dying of Iikker at a good clip, and paying for the privilege al ong
t he way.

So Hooch was about as happy a man as you ever saw when they tied up at the Carthage City Warf.
The sergeant even saluted him if you could believe it! Afar cry fromthe way the U S. Marshalls
treated himback in Suskwahenny, acting |like he was scumthey just scraped off the privy seat. Qut
here in this new country, free-spirited men |ike Hooch were treated nost |ike gentlenmen, and that
sui ted Hooch just fine. Let them pioneers with their tough ugly wives and wiry little brats go
hack down trees and cut up the dirt and raise corn and hogs just to live. Not Hooch. He'd conme in
after, after the fields were all nice and neat |ooking and the houses were all in fine rows on
squared-off streets, and then he'd take his nmoney and buy himthe biggest house in town, and the
banker would step off the sidewalk into the nmud to nake way for him and the mayor would call him
sir-- if he didn't decide to be nayor hinself by then

This was the nessage of the sergeant's salute, telling his future for him when he stepped
ashor e.

"We' |l unload here, M. Hooch," said the sergeant.

"I've got a bill of lading," said Hooch, "so let's have no privateering by your boys. Though I'd
all ow as how there's probably one keg of good rye whisky that sonehow didn't exactly get counted
on here. |I'd bet that one keg wouldn't be nissed.”

"We' || be as careful as you please, sir," said the sergeant, but he had a grin so wide it showed
his hind teeth, and Hooch knew he'd find a way to keep a good half of that extra keg for hinself.
If he was stupid, he'd sell his half-keg bit by bit to the Reds. You don't get rich off a half keg
of whisky. No, if that sergeant was snmart, he'd share that half keg, shot by shot, with the
officers that seened nost likely to give himadvancenent, and if he kept that up, someday that
sergeant wouldn't be out greeting flathoats, no Sir, he'd be sitting in officers' quarters with a
pretty wife in his bedroomand a good steel sword at his hip

Not that Hooch would ever tell this to the sergeant. The way Hooch figured, if a man had to be
told, he didn't have brains enough to do the job anyway. And if he had the brains to bring it off,
he didn't need no flatboat |ikker dealer telling himwhat to do.

"Governor Harrison wants to see you," said the sergeant.
"And | want to see him" said Hooch. "But | need a bath and a shave and clean clothes first."
"Governor says for you to stay in the old mansion."

"dd one?" said Hooch. Harrison had built the official mansion only four years before. Hooch
could think of only one reason why Bill m ght have upped and built another so soon. "Well, now,
has Governor Bill gone and got hisself a new w fe?"

"He has," said the sergeant. "Pretty as you please, and only fifteen years old, if you like
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that! She's from Manhattan, though, so she don't tal k much English or anyway it don't sound I|ike
Engl i sh when she does."

That was all right with Hooch. He tal ked Dutch real good, al nost as good as he tal ked English
and a lot better than he tal ked Shaw Nee. He'd nmake friends with Bill Harrison's wife in no tine.
He even toyed with the idea of-- but no, no, it wasn't no good to ness with another man's woman.
Hooch had the desire often enough, but he knew things got way too conplicated once you set foot on
that road. Besides, he didn't really need no Wiite wonan, not with all these thirsty squaws
around.

Wwuld Bill Harrison bring his children out here, now he had a second wi fe? Hooch wasn't too sure
how ol d them boys woul d be now, but old enough they mght relish the frontier life. Still, Hooch
had a vague feeling that the boys'd be a ot better off staying in Philadel phia with their aunt.
Not because they shouldn't be out in wild country, but because they shouldn't be near their
father. Hooch liked Bill Harrison just fine, but he wouldn't pick himas the ideal guardian for
children-- even for Bill's own.

Hooch stopped at the gate of the stockade. Now, there was a nice touch. Right along with the
standard hexes and tokens that were supposed to ward off enemies and fire and other such things,
Governor Bill had put up a sign, the width of the gate. In big letters it said

CARTHAGE CI TY
and in smaller letters it said
CAPI TAL OF THE STATE OF \WOBBI SH

whi ch was just the sort of thing old Bill would think of. In a way, he expected that sign was
nmore powerful than any of the hexes. As a spark, for instance, Hooch knew t hat the hex agai nst
fire wouldn't stop him it'd just nake it harder to start a fire up right near the hex. If he got
a good bl aze going somewhere el se, that hex would burn up just Iike anything else. But that sign
nam ng Whbbi sh a state and Carthage its capital, why, that mght actually have some power in it,
power over the way fol ks thought. If you say a thing often enough, people cone to expect it to be
true, and pretty soon it becones true. Ch, not sornething like "The noon is going to stop inits
tracks and go backward tonight," cause for that to work the noon'd have to hear your words. But if
you say things like "That girl's easy" or "That man's a thief," it doesn't nuch natter whether the
person you're tal ki ng about believes you or not-- everybody el se conmes to believe it, and treats
themlike it was true. So Hooch figured that if Harrison got enough people to see a sign that
named Carthage as the capital of the state of Wbbish, soneday it'd plunb conme to be

Fact is, though, Hooch didn't nuch care whether it was Harrison who got to be governor and put
his capital in Carthage City, or whether it was that teetotaling self-righteous prig Arnor-of-God
Weaver up north, where Tippy-Canoe Creek flowed into the Wbbi sh R ver, who got to be governor and
make Vi gor Church the capital. Let those two fight it out; whoever won, Hooch intended to be a
rich nman and do as he liked. Either that or see the whole place go up in flanes. |If Hooch ever got
conpl etely beat down and broken, he'd make sure nobody el se profited. Wen a spark had no hope

left, he could still get even, which is about all the good Hooch figured he got out of being a
sparKk.
Well, of course, as a spark he nade sure his bathwater was always hot, so it wasn't a tota

| 0ss. Sure was a nice change, getting off the river and back into civilized life. The clothes laid
out for himwere clean, and it felt good to get that prickly beard off his face. Not to nmention
the fact that the squaw who bat hed himwas real eager to get an extra dose of |ikker, and if
Harrison hadn't sent a soldier knocking on his door telling himto hurry it up, Hooch m ght have
collected the first installnment of her trade goods. I|Instead, though, he dried and dressed.

She | ooked real, concerned when he started for the door. "You be back?" she asked.
"Look here, of course | will," he said. "And I'I|l have a keg with ne."
"Before dark though," she said.

"Wl |l maybe yes and maybe no," he answered. "Wo cares?"
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"After dark, all Reds |like ne, outside fort."

"I's that so,"” murmured Hooch. "Well, I'Il try to be back before dark. And if | don't, I'll
renmenber you. May forget your face, but I won't forget your hands, hey? That was a real nice
bat h. "

She smiled, but it was a grotesque imtation of a real smle. Hooch just couldn't figure out why
the Reds didn't die out years ago, their women were so ugly. But if you kind of closed your eyes,
a squaw woul d do well enough until you could get back to real wonen.

It wasn't just a new mansion Harrison had built-- he had added a whol e new section of stockade,
so the fort was about twice the size it used to be. And a good solid parapet ran the whole length
of the stockade. Harrison was ready for war. That made Hooch pretty uneasy. The |ikker trade
didn't thrive too good in wartinme. The kind of Reds who fought battles weren't the kind of Reds
who drank |ikker. Hooch saw so nuch of the latter kind that he pretty much forgot the forner kind
exi sted. There was even a cannon. No, two cannons. This didn't | ook good at all

Harrison's office wasn't in the mansion, though. It was in another building entirely, a new
headquarters building, and Harrison's office was in the southwest corner, with lots of |ight.
Hooch noticed that besides the normal conpl enent of soldiers on guard and officers doing
paperwork, there were several Reds sprawing or sitting in the headquarters building. Harrison's
tame Reds, of course-- he always kept a few around.

But there were nore tane Reds than usual, and the only one Hooch recogni zed was Lol | a-Wssiky, a
one-eyed Shaw Nee who was al ways about the drunkest Red who wasn't dead yet. Even the ot her Reds
made fun of him he was so bad, a real lickspittle.

What made it even funnier was the fact that Harrison hinmself was the man who shot Loll a-
Wissi ky's father, sone fifteen years ago, when Lolla-Wssiky was just a little tyke, standing
right there watching. Harrison even told the story sonetinmes right in front of Lolla-Wssiky, and
t he one-eyed drunk just nodded and | aughed and grinned and acted |ike he had no brains at all, no
human di gnity, just about the | owest, crawliest Red that Hooch ever seen. He didn't even care
about revenge for his dead papa, just so long as he got his |likker. No, Hooch wasn't a bit
surprised to see that Lolla-Wssiky was |ying right on the floor outside Harrison's office, so
every time the door opened, it bunped himright in the butt. Incredibly, even now, when there
hadn't been new likker in Carthage City in four nonths, Lolla-Wssiky was pickled. He saw Hooch
come in, sat up on one el bow, waved an armin greeting, and then rocked back onto the fl oor
wi thout a sound. The handkerchi ef he kept tied over his m ssing eye was out of place, so the enpty
socket with the sucked-in eyelids was plainly visible. Hooch felt like that enpty eye was | ooking
at him He didn't like that feeling. He didn't |ike Lolla-Wssiky. Harrison was the kind of man
who | i ked having such squalid creatures around-- nade himfeel real good about hinself, by
contrast, Hooch figured, but Hooch didn't Iike seeing such m serable specinens of hunmanity. Wy
hadn't Lol |l a-Wssi ky died yet?

Just as he was about to open Harrison's door, Hooch | ooked up fromthe drunken one-eyed Red into
the eyes of another nman, and here's the funny thing: He thought for a second it was Lolla-Wssiky
again, they | ooked so nmuch alike. Only it was Lolla-Wssiky with both eyes, and not drunk at all
no sir. This Red nust be six feet fromsole to scalp, |eaning against the wall, his head shaved
except his scal plock, his clothing clean. He stood straight, |ike a soldier at attention, and he
didn't so nuch as | ook at Hooch. Hs eyes stared straight into space. Yet Hooch knew that this boy
saw everything, even though he focused on nothing. It had been a long tine since Hooch saw a Red
who | ooked like that, all cold and in control of things.

Danger ous, dangerous, is Harrison getting careless, to let a Red into his own headquarters with
eyes like those? Wth a bearing like a king, and arns so strong he |ooks |ike he could pull a bow
made fromthe trunk of a six-year-old oak? Loll a-Wssiky was so contenptible it made Hooch sick
But this Red who | ooked |ike Lolla-Wssiky, he was the opposite. And instead of making Hooch sick
he made Hooch mad, to be so proud and defiant as if he thought he was as good a man as any Wite.
No, better. That's how he | ooked-- |ike he thought he was better

Then he realized he was just standing there, his hand on the latch pull, staring at the Red.
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Hadn't noved in how | ong? That was no good, to let folks see how this Red made hi m unconfortabl e.
He pull ed the door open and stepped inside.

But he didn't talk about that Red, no sir, that wouldn't do at all. It wouldn't do to |let
Harri son know how rmuch that one proud Shaw Nee bot hered him nade hi mangry. Because there sat
Governor Bill behind a big old table, Iike God on his throne, and Hooch realized things had

changed around here. It wasn't just the fort that had got bigger-- so had Bill Harrison's vanity.
And if Hooch was going to nmake the profit he expected to on this trip, he'd have to nmake sure
Governor Bill cane down a peg or two, so they could deal as equals instead of dealing as a

tradesnman and a governor

"Noticed your cannon," said Hooch, not bothering even to say howdy. "Wat's the artillery for
French from Detroit, Spanish fromFlorida, or Reds?"

"No matter who's buying the scalps, it's always Reds, one way or another," said Harrison. "Now
sit down, relax, Hooch. When ny door is closed there's no cerenony between us."” Ch, yes, Governor
Bill liked to play his ganes, just like a politician. Make a nan feel like you're doing hima
favor just to let himsit in your presence, flatter himby making himfeel like a real chum before
you pick his pocket. Well, thought Hooch, | have sonme ganes of nmy own to play, and we'll see who
cones out on top.

Hooch sat down and put his feet up on Governor Bill's desk. He took out a pinch of tobacco and
tucked it into his cheek. He could see Bill flinch a little. It was a sure sign that his w fe had
broke himof some manly habits. "Care for a pinch?" asked Hooch

It took a minute before Harrison allowed as how he wouldn't mind a bit of it. "I nostly swore
off this stuff," he said ruefully.

So Harrison still mssed his bachel or ways. Wll, that was good news to Hooch. Gave hima handle
to get the Gov off bal ance. "Hear you got yourself a white bedwarnmer from Manhattan," said Hooch

It worked: Harrison's face flushed. "I nmarried a lady from New Ansterdam " he said. H s voice
was quiet and cold. Didn't bother Hooch a bit-- that's just what he wanted.

"Awifel" said Hooch. "Well, 1'lIl be! | beg your pardon, Governor, that wasn't what | heard
you'll have to forgive ne, | was only going by what the-- what the runors said."

"Runprs?" asked Harrison

"Ch, no, you just never mnd. You know how soldiers talk. I"mashanmed | listened to themin the
first place. Wiy, you've kept the nenory of your first wife sacred all these years, and if | was
any kind of friend of yours, | would ve known any wonman you took into your house would be a | ady,

and a properly married wife."

"What | want to know," said Harrison, "is who told you she was anything el se?"
"Now, Bill, it was just loose soldiers' talk; | don't want any man to get in troubl e because he
can't keep his tongue. A |likker shipnment just canme in, for heaven's sake, Bill! You won't hold it

agai nst them what they said with their nminds on whisky. No, you just take a pinch of this tobacky
and renmenber that your boys all |ike you fine."

Harrison took a good-sized chaw fromthe offered tobacco pouch and tucked it into his cheek
"Ch, | know, Hooch, they don't bother nme." But Hooch knew thatit did bother him that Harrison was
so angry he couldn't spit straight, which he proved by missing the spittoon. A spittoon, Hooch
noti ced, which had been sparkling clean. Didn't anybody spit around here anynore, except Hooch?

"You' re getting civilized," said Hooch. "Next thing you know you'll have |ace curtains."
"Ch, | do," said Harrison. "In ny house."
"And little china chanber pots?"

"Hooch, you got a mind |ike a snake and a nmouth |ike a hog."
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"That's why you love me, Bill-- cause you got a nind like a hog and a nouth |ike a snake."

"Keep that in mind," said Harrison. "You just keep that in mnd, how!| mght bite, and bite
deep, and bite with poison in it. You keep that in nmind before you try to play your diddly ganes
with me."

"Diddly ganes!" cried Hooch. "Wat do you nmean, Bill Harrison! Wat do you accuse ne of!"

"I accuse you of arranging for us to have no likker at all for four |ong nonths of springtinmne,
Il I had to hang three Reds for breaking into mlitary stores, and even ny soldiers ran out!"”

t
"Me! | brought this load here as fast as | could!"
Harrison just smled.

Hooch kept his | ook of pained outrage-- it was one of his best expressions, and besides it was
even partly true. If even one of the other whisky traders had half a head on him he'd have found
a way downriver despite Hooch's efforts. It wasn't Hooch's fault if he just happened to be the
sneaki est, nost malicious, |owdown, conpetent skunk in a business that wasn't none too clean and
none too bright to start wth.

Hooch's | ook of injured innocence |asted |onger than Harrison's smle, which was about what
Hooch figured woul d happen

"Look here, Hooch," said Harrison

"Maybe you better start calling nme M. U ysses Palnmer," said Hooch. "Only my friends call ne
Hooch. "

But Harrison did not take the bait. He did not start to make protests of his undying friendship.
"Look here, M. Palnmer," said Harrison, "you know and | know that this hasn't got a thing to do
with friendship. You want to be rich, and | want to be governor of a real state. | need your
li kker to be governor, and you need my protection to be rich. But this tinme you pushed too far
You understand ne? You can have a nonopoly for all | care, but if | don't get a steady supply of
whi sky fromyou, I'lIl get it from soneone el se."

"Now Governor Harrison, | can understand you might've started fretting along in there soneti e,
and | can make it right with you. What if you had six kegs of the best whisky all on your own--"

But Harrison wasn't in the nood to be bribed, either. "Wat you forget, M. Palmer, is that |
can have all this whisky, if | want it."

Well, if Harrison could be blunt, so could Hooch, though he nade it a practice to say things
like this with a smile. "M. CGovernor, you can take all ny whisky once. But then what trader wll
want to deal with you?"

Harri son | aughed and | aughed. "Any trader at all, Hooch Pal mer, and you know it!"
Hooch knew when he'd been beat. He joined right in with the | aughing.

Sonebody knocked on the door. "Cone in," said Harrison. At the same tinme he waved Hooch to stay
in his chair. A soldier stepped in, saluted, and said, "M. Andrew Jackson here to see you, sir
From the Tenni zy country, he says."

"Days before | |looked for him" said Harrison. "But |I'mdelighted, couldn't be nore pleased,
show himin, show himin. "

Andrew Jackson. Had to be that |awer fellow they called M. Hickory. Back in the days when
Hooch was working the Tennizy country, Hickory Jackson was a real country boy-- killed a man in a
duel, put his fists into a few faces now and then, had a nane for keeping his word, and the story
was that he wasn't exactly conpletely married to his wife, who mght well have another husband in
her past who wasn't even dead. That was the difference between Hi ckory and Hooch-- Hooch woul d' ve
made sure the husband was dead and buried |long since. So Hooch was a little surprised that this
Jackson was bi g enough now to have business that would take himclear from Tennizy up to Carthage
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But that was nothing to his surprise when Jackson stepped through the door, ranrod straight with
eyes like fire. He strode across the roomand offered his hand to Governor Harrison. Called him
M. Harrison, though. VWich nmeant he was either a fool, or he didn't figure he needed Harrison as
much as Harrison needed him

"You got too nmany Reds around here," said Jackson. "That one-eyed drunk by the door is enough to
make a body puke."

"Well," said Harrison, "I think of himas kind of a pet. My own pet Red."

"Lol | a- Wbssi ky," said Hooch hel pfully. Well, not really helpfully. He just didn't Iike how
Jackson hadn't noticed him and Harrison hadn't bothered to i ntroduce him Jackson turned to | ook
at him "What did you say?"

"Loi | a- Wssi ky," sai d Hooch.
"The one-eyed Red's nanme," said Harrison

Jackson eyed Hooch coldly. "The only time | need to know the nanme of a horse,” he said, "is when
| plan toride it."

"My nanme's Hooch Pal mer," said Hooch. He offered his hand.

Jackson didn't take it. "Your nane is U ysses Brock," said Jackson, "and you owe nmore than ten
pounds in unpaid debts back in Nashville. Now that Appal achee has adopted U.S. currency, that
means you owe two hundred and twenty dollars in gold. |I bought those debts and it happens that |
have the papers with ne, since | heard you were tradi ng whisky up in these parts, and so | think
I'"lI'l place you under arrest. "

It never occurred to Hooch that Jackson woul d have that kind of nenory, or be such a skunk as to
buy a man's paper, especially seven-year-old paper, which by now should be pretty much forgot. But
sure enough, Jackson took a warrant out of his coat pocket and laid it on Governor Harrison's
desk.

"Since | appreciate your already having this man in custody when | arrived," said Jackson, "I am
glad to tell you that under Appal achee | aw the apprehending officer is entitled to ten percent of
the funds collected. "

Harri son | eaned back in his chair and grinned at Hooch. "Wll, Hooch, maybe you better set down
and let's all get better acquainted. O | guess maybe we don't have to, since M. Jackson here
seens to know you better than | did. "

"Ch, | know U ysses Brock all right," said Jackson. "He's just the sort of skunk we had to get
rid of in Tennizy before we could lay claimto being civilized. And | expect you'll be rid of his
sort soon enough here, too, as you get the Wbbish country ready to apply for admi ssion to the
United States."

"You take a lot for granted," said Harrison. "W night try to go it alone out here, you know. "

"I f Appal achee couldn't nmake a go of it alone, with Tom Jefferson as President, you won't do any
better here, | reckon."

"Wl |l maybe," said Harrison, "just naybe we've got to do sonething that Tom Jefferson didn't
have the guts to do. And maybe we've got a need for nen |ike Hooch here."

"What you have need for is soldiers,"” said Jackson. "Not rumers."

Harri son shook his head. "You're a man who forces ne to cone to the point, M. Jackson, and
can cal cul ate right enough why the folks in Tennizy sent you on up here to neet with ne. So |'|
conme to the point. W' ve got the same trouble up here that you've got down there, and that trouble
can be sumed up in one word: Reds."
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"Which is why |'m perplexed that you |l et drunken Reds sit around here in your own headquarters.
They all belong west of the Mzzipy, and that's as plain as day. W won't have peace and we won't
have civilization until that's done. And since Appal achee and the U. S. alike are convinced that
Reds can be treated |i ke human beings, we've got to solve our Red problembefore we join the
Union. It's as sinple as that."

"Well, you see?" said Harrison. "W al ready agree conpletely.”

"Then why is it that you keep your headquarters as full of Reds as |Independence Street in
Washi ngton City? They have Cherriky nmen acting as clerks and even hol di ng government offices in
Appal achee, right in the capital, jobs that White nen ought to have, and then | conme here and find
you keep Reds around you, too."

"Cool down, M. Jackson, cool right down. Don't the King keep his Blacks there in his palace in
Vi rgi ni a?"

"Hi s Bl acks are slaves. Everybody knows you can't make slaves out of Reds. They aren't
intelligent enough to be properly trained.

"Well, you just set yourself there in that chair, M. Jackson, and I'l|l make nmy point the best
way | know how, by showi ng you two prine Shaw Nee specinmens. Just set down."

Jackson picked up the chair and noved it to the opposite side of the roomfrom Hooch. It nade
sonet hi ng gnaw in Hooch's gut, the way Jackson acted. Men |ike Jackson were so upright and honest-
seem ng, but Hooch knew that there wasn't no such thing as a good nman, just a man who wasn't
bought yet, or wasn't in deep enough trouble, or didri't have the guts to reach out and take what
he wanted. That's all that virtue ever boiled down to, so far as Hooch ever sawin his life. But
here was Jackson, putting on airs and calling for Bill Harrison to arrest him Think of that, a
stranger from Tennizy country com ng up here and waving around a warrant from an Appal achee j udge,
of all things, which didn't have no nore force, in Wbbish country than if it was witten by the
King of Ethiopia. Wll, M. Jackson, it's, a long way home fromhere, and we'll just see if you
don't have sone kind of accident along the way.

No, no, no, Hooch told hinself silently. Getting even don't anpbunt to nothing in this world.
Getting even only gets you behind. The best revenge is to get rich enough to nake themall cal
you sir, that's how you get evpn with these boys. No bushwhacking. If you ever get a nane for
bushwhacki ng, that's the end of you, Hooch Pal ner.

So Hooch sat there and sniled, as Harrison called for his aide. "Wy don't you invite Lolla-
Wissi ky in here? And while you're at it, tell his brother he can cone in, too."

Lol  a-Wbssi ky's brother-- had to be the defiant Red who was standi ng up against the wall. Funny,
how two peas fromthe sane pod could grow up so different.

Lol I a- Wbssi ky cane in fawning, smling, |ooking quickly fromone Wite face to the next,
wonderi ng what they wanted, how he coul d make them happy enough to reward himw th whisky. It was
witten all over him how thirsty he was, even though he was already so drunk he didn't walk
straight. O had he already drunk so nuch Iikker that he couldn't wal k straight even when he was
sober? Hooch wondered-- but soon enough he knew the answer. Harrison reached into the bureau
behi nd himand took out a jug and a cup. Lolla-Wssiky watched the brown liquid splash into the
cup, his one eye so intense it was |like he could taste the |ikker by vision alone. But he didn't
take even a single step toward the cup. Harrison reached out and set the cup on the table near the
Red, but still the man stood there, snmiling, |ooking now at the cup, now at Harrison, waiting,
wai ting.

Harrison turned to Jackson and sniled. "Lolla-Wssiky is just about the nost civilized Red in
t he whol e Wobbi sh country, M. Jackson. He never takes things that don't belong to him He never
speaks except when spoken to. He obeys and does whatever | tell him And all he ever asks in
return is just a cup of liquid. Doesn't even have to be good |ikker. Corn whisky or bad Spanish
rumare just fine with him isn't that right, Lolla-Wssiky?"

"Very so right, M. Excellency," said Lolla-Wssiky. H s speech was surprisingly clear, for a
Red. Especially a drunken Red.
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Hooch saw Jackson study the one-eyed Red with disgust. Then the Tennizy |awer's gaze shifted to
the door, where the tall, strong, defiant Red was standi ng. Hooch enjoyed watchi ng Jackson's face.
From di sgust, his expression plainly changed to anger. Anger and, yes, fear. Ch, yes, you aren't
fearl ess, M. Jackson. You know what Lolla-Wssiky's brother is. He's your eneny, and ny eneny,
the enemy of every White man who ever wants to have this |and, because sonetime this uppity Red is
going to put his tonmmy-hawk in your head and peel off your scalp real slow, and he won't sell it
to no Frenchman, neither, M. Jackson, he'll keep it and give it to his children, and say to them
"This is the only good Wiite nan. This is the only Wite man who doesn't break his word. This is
what you do to White nmen." Hooch knew it, Harrison knew it, and Jackson knew it. That young buck
by the door was death. That young buck was Wite nen forced to Iive east of the nmountains, al
crammed into the old towns with all their |awers and professors and hi ghtoned peopl e who never
gave you roomto breathe. People |like Jackson hinself, in fact. Hooch gave one snort of |aughter
at that idea. Jackson was exactly the sort of man that fol ks noved west to get away from How far
west will | have to go before the lawers lose the trail and get |eft behind?

"I see you've noticed Ta-Kunsaw. Lolla-Wssiky's older brother, and ny very, very dear friend.
Way, 1've known that |ad since before his father died. Look what a strong buck he's grown into!"

| f Ta- Kunsaw noticed how he was being ridiculed, he showed no sign of it. He | ooked at no person
in the room Instead he | ooked out the wi ndow on the wall behind the governor. Didn't fool Hooch
t hough. Hooch knew what he was wat ching, and had a pretty good i dea what TaKunsaw was feeli ng,
too. These Reds, they took famly real serious. Ta-Kunsaw was secretly watching his brother, and
if Lolla-Wssiky was too |ikkered up to feel any shane, that just nmeant Ta-Kunsaw would feel it
all the nore.

"Ta- Kumsaw, " said Harrison. "You see |'ve poured a drink for you. Come, sit down and drink, and
we can talk."

At Harrison's words, Lolla-Wssiky went rigid. Was it possible that the drink wasn't for him
after all? But Ta-Kumsaw did not twitch, did not show any sign that he heard.

"You see?" said Harrison to Jackson. "Ta-Kunsaw isn't even civilized enough to sit down and have
a convivial drink with friends. But his younger brother is civilized, isn't he? Aren't you, Lolly?
I"msorry | don't have a chair for you, ny friend, but you can sit on the floor under ny table
here, sit right at ny feet, and drink this rum™

"You are remarkabl e kind," said Lolla-Wssiky in that clear, precise speech of his. To Hooch's
surprise, the one-eyed Red did not scranble for the cup. Instead he wal ked carefully, each step a
| abor of precision, and took the cup between only slightly trenbling hands. Then he knelt down

before Harrison's table and, still balancing the cup, sank into a seated position, his |egs
crossed.

But he was still out in front of the table, not under it, and Harrison pointed this out to him
"I"'d like you to sit under ny table," said the governor. "lI'd regard it as a great courtesy to ne

if you would."

So Lol l a-Wbssi ky bent his head al nbst down into his lap and waddl ed on his buttocks until he was
under the table. It was very hard for himto drink in that position, since he couldn't lift his
head straight up, let alone tip it back to drain the cup. But he nanaged anyway, drinking
carefully, rocking fromone side to the other

All this tinme, Ta-Kunsaw said nary a word. Didn't even show that he saw how his brother was
being hum liated. Oh, thought Hooch, oh, the fire that burns in that boy's heart. Harrison's
taking a real risk here. Besides, if he's Lolla-Wssiky's brother, he must know Harrison shot his
daddy during the Red uprisings back in the nineties sonetime, when General \Wayne was fighting the
French. A man doesn't forget that kind of thing, especially a Red nan, and here Harrison was
testing him testing himright to the linmt.

"Now t hat everybody's confortable," said Harrison, "why don't you set down and tell us what you
came for, Ta-Kunsaw. "

Ta- Kunmsaw didn't sit. Didn't close the door, didn't take a step farther into the room "I
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speaki ng for Shaw Nee, Caska- Skeeaw, Pee-O awa, W nny-Baygo."

"Now, Ta-Kunsaw, you know that you don't even speak for all the Shaw Nee, and you sure don't
speak for the others."

"All tribes who sip Ceneral Wayne's treaty." TaKunsaw went on as if Harrison hadn't said a
thing. "Treaty says Wites don't sell whisky to Reds."

"That's right," said Harrison. "And we're keeping that treaty."

Ta- Kunsaw didn't | ook at Hooch, but he lifted his hand and pointed at him Hooch felt the
gesture as if TaKunsaw had actually touched himwi th that finger. It didn't nake himmad this
time, it plain scared him He heard that some Reds had a come-hither so strong that didn't no hex
protect you, so they could lure you off into the woods alone and slice you to bits with their
knives, just to hear you scream That's what Hooch thought of, when he felt Ta-Kunsaw point to him
with hatred

"Why are you pointing at ny old friend Hooch Pal ner?" asked Harrison

"Ch, | reckon nobody likes nme today," Hooch said. He |aughed, but it didn't dispel his fear
after all.

"He bring his flatboat of whisky," said Ta-Kunsaw.

"Well, he brought a lot of things,"” said Harrison. "But if he brought whisky, it'Il be delivered
to the sutler here in the fort and not a drop of it will be sold to the Reds, you can be sure. W
uphol d that treaty, Ta-Kunsaw, even though you Reds aren't keeping it too good lately. It's got so
flatboats can't travel alone down the H o no nore, ny friend, and if things don't let up, | reckon
the arny's going to have to take sone action.”

"Burn a village?" asked Ta- Kunsaw. "Shoot down our babies? Qur old people? Qur wonen?"

"Where do you get these ideas?" said Harrison. He sounded downright offended, even though Hooch
knew right well that Ta-Kumsaw was descri bing the typical arny operation.

Hooch spoke right up, in fact. "You Reds burn out helpless farnmers in their cabins and pioneers
on their flatboats, don't you? So why do you figure your villages should be any safer, you tell me
that!"

Ta- Kunsaw still didn't ook at him "English | aw says, Kill the man who steals your |and, you
are not bad. Kill a man to steal his land, and you are very bad. Wen we kill White farners, we
are not bad. Wen you kill Red people who live here a thousand years, you are very bad. Treaty

says, stay all east of My-Amy River, but they don't stay, and you help them"™

"M . Pal mer here spoke out of turn," said Harrison. "No matter what you savages do to our peopl e-
- torturing the nmen, raping the wonen, carrying off the children to be slaves-- we don't make war
on the helpless. W are civilized, and so we behave in a civilized manner."

"This man will sell his whisky to Red nen. Make themlie in dirt like worns. He will give his
whi sky to Red wonen. Make them weak |i ke bl eeding deer, do all things he says."

"I'f he does, we will arrest him" said Harrison. "W will try himand punish himfor breaking
the law "

"I'f he does, you not will arrest him" said Ta-Kunsaw. "You will share pelts with him You wll
keep himsafe. "

"Don't call nme a liar," said Harrison
"Don't lie," said Ta- Kunsaw.

"I'f you go around talking to White nmen like this, TaKunsaw, old boy, one of them s going to get
real nmad at you and bl ast your head off."
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"Then | know you will arrest him | know you will try himand punish himfor breaking the |aw "
Ta- Kunmsaw said it without cracking a snmile, but Hooch had traded with the Reds enough to know
their kind of joke.

Harrison nodded gravely. It occurred to Hooch that Harrison might not realize it was a joke. He
m ght think Ta-Kunmsaw actually believed it. But no, Harrison knew he and Ta- Kumsaw was |lying to
each other; and it cane into Hooch's nmind that when both parties are Iying and they both know t he
other party's lying, it cones powerful close to being the sane as telling the truth.

What was really hilarious was that Jackson actually did believe all this stuff. "That's right,"”
said the Tennizy lawer. "Rule of law is what separates civilized men from savages. Red nen j ust
aren't advanced enough yet, and if you aren't willing to be subject to Wite man's | aw, you'l
just have to nake way."

For the first tinme, Ta-Kunsaw | ooked one of themin the eye. He stared coldly at Jackson and
said, "These nen are liars. They know what is true, but they say it is not true. You are not a
liar. You believe what you say."

Jackson nodded gravely. He | ooked so vain and upright and godly that Hooch couldn't resist it,
he hottened up the chair under Jackson just a little, just enough that Jackson had to wiggle his
butt. That took off a few layers of dignity. But Jackson still kept his airs. "I believe what |
say because | tell the truth."

"You say what you believe. But still it is not true. Wat is your name?"
" Andr ew Jackson. "
Ta- Kunmsaw nodded. "Hi ckory."

Jackson | ooked downright surprised and pl eased that Ta-Kunmsaw had heard of him "Sone fol ks cal
me that." Hooch hottened up his chair a little nore.

"Bl ue Jacket says, Hickory is a good nman."

Jackson still had no idea why his chair was so unconfortable, but it was too much for him He
popped right up, stepped away fromthe chair, kind of shaking his legs with each step to coo
hinsel f off. But still he kept talking with all the dignity in the world. "I'mglad Bl ue Jacket

feels that way. He's chief of the Shaw Nee down in Tennizy country, isn't he?"
"Sonetinmes," said Ta- Kunmsaw.
"What do you nean sonetinmes?" said Harrison. "Either he's a chief or he isn't."
"When he tal ks straight, he is chief,"” said Ta-Kunmsaw.

"Well, I"'mglad to know he trusts ne," said Jackson. But his snile was a little wan, because
Hooch was busy hotting up the floor under his feet, and unless old Hi ckory could fly, he wasn't
going to be able to get away fromthat. Hooch didn't plan to torment himlong. Just until he saw
Jackson take a couple of little hops, and then try to explain why he was dancing right there in
front of a young Shaw Nee warrior and Governor WIIliam Henry Harrison

Hooch's little gane got spoiled, though, cause at that very nmonment, Lolla-Wssiky toppled
forward and rolled out fromunder the table. He had an idiotic grin on his face, and his eyes were
cl osed. "Blue Jacket!" he cried. Hooch took note that drink had finally slurred his speech
"Hi ckory!" shouted the one-eyed Red.

"You are ny eneny," said Ta-Kunmsaw, ignoring his brother

"You're wwong," said Harrison. "I'myour friend. Your eneny is up north of here, in the town of
Vi gor Church. Your eneny is that renegade Arnor-of-God Waver."

"Arnor - of - God Weaver sells no whisky to Reds."

"Neither do I," said Harrison. "But he's the one maki ng maps of all the country west of the
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Wobbi sh. So he can parcel it up and sell it after he's killed all the Reds. "

Ta- Kunsaw paid no attention to Harrison's attenpt to turn himagainst his rival to the north. "I
come to warn you," said Ta-Kunsaw.

"Warn nme?" said Harrison. "You, a Shaw Nee who doesn't speak for anybody, you warn ne, right
here in ny stockade, with a hundred soldiers ready to shoot you down if | say the word?"

"Keep the treaty," said Ta- Kunsaw.

"We do keep the treaty! It's you who al ways break the treaties!"

"Keep the treaty," said Ta- Kunsaw.

"Or what ?" asked Jackson

"Or every Red west of the nountains will cone together and cut you to pieces."
Harrison | eaned back his head and | aughed and | aughed. Ta- Kunsaw showed no expressi on

"Every Red, Ta-Kumsaw?" asked Harrison. "You nean, even Lolly here? Even ny pet Shaw Nee, ny
tane Red, even hinP"

For the first time Ta-Kumsaw | ooked at his brother, who I ay snonng on the floor. "The sun cones
up every day, Wiite man. But is it tame? Rain falls down every tine. But is it tame?"

"Excuse nme, Ta-Kumsaw, but this one-eyed drunk here is as tanme as ny horse."

"Ch yes," said Ta-Kumsaw. "Put on the on the bridle. Get on and ride. See where this tane Red
goes. Not where you want."

"Exactly where | want," said Harrison. "Keep that in mind. Your brother is always w thin ny

reach. And if you ever get out of line, boy, I'll arrest himas your conspirator and hang him
hi gh. "
Ta- Kunsaw sniled thinly. "You think so. Lolla-Wssiky thinks so. But he will learn to see with

his other eye before you ever lay a hand on him"

Then Ta-Kunsaw turned around and |left the room Quietly, smoothly, not stalking, not angry, not
even cl osing the door behind him He noved with grace, like an animal, |ike a very dangerous
ani mal . Hooch saw a cougar ofice, years ago, when he was alone in the nountains. That's what Ta-
Kumsaw was. A killer cat.

Harrison's aide closed the door

Harrison turned to.Jackson and smled. "You see?" he said.
"What am | supposed to see, M. Harrison?"

"Do | have to spell it out for you, M. Jackson?"

"I"'ma lawyer. | like things spelled out. If you can spell."
"I can't even read," said Hooch cheerfully.

"You al so can't keep your nouth shut," said Harrison. "I'll spell it out for you, Jackson. You
and your Tennizy boys, you tal k about noving the Reds west of the Mzzipy. Now let's say we do
that. What are you going to do, keep soldiers all the way up and down the river, watching all day
and all night? They'll be back across this river whenever they want, raiding, robbing, torturing,
killing--"

"I"'mnot a fool," said Jackson. "It will take a great bl oody war, but when we get them across
the river, they'll be broken. And nen like that Ta-Kunsaw - they'll be dead or discredited.”

"You think so? Well, during that great bloody war you talk about, a |ot of Wite boys will die,
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and White wonen and children, too. But | have a better idea. These Reds suck down |ikker like a
calf sucks down milk fromhis mama's tit. Two years ago there was a thousand Pee- Ankashaw | ivi ng
east of the My-Amy River. Then they started getting |ikkered up. They stopped working, they
stopped eating, they got so weak that the first little sickness cane through here, it w ped them
out. Just wiped themout. If there's a Pee-Ankashaw | eft alive here, | don't know about it. Sane
t hi ng happened up north, to the Chippy-Wa, only it was French traders done it to them And the
best thing about likker is, it kills off the Reds and not a Wiite nan dies."

Jackson rose slowy to his feet. "I reckon |I'll have to take three baths when | get hone," he
said, "and even then | still won't feel clean."

Hooch was delighted to see that Harrison was really nad. He rose to his feet and shouted at
Jackson so | oud that Hooch could feel his chair shake. "Don't get high and m ghty with nme, you
hypocrite! You want themall dead, just like | do! There's no difference between us."

Jackson stopped at the door and eyed the governor with disgust. "The assassin, M. Harrison, the
poi soner, he can't see the difference between hinself and a soldier. But the soldier can."

Unl i ke Ta- Kumsaw, Jackson was not above sl anmm ng the door
Harri son sank back down onto his chair. "Hooch, I've got to say, | don't much like that fellow"
"Never mind," said Hooch. "He's with you."

Harrison smiled slowy. "I know Wen it cornes to war, we'll all be together. Except for maybe
that Redki sser up in Vigor Church."

"Even him" said Hooch. "Once a war starts, the Reds won't be able to tell one Wite nan from
anot her. Then his people will start dying just like ours. Then Arnor-of-God Waver will fight."

"Yeah, well, if Jackson and Waver would |ikker up their Reds the way we're doing ours, there
woul dn't have to be a war."

Hooch ainmed a nouthful at the spittoon and didn't niss by nuch. "That Red, that Ta-Kunsaw. "
"What about hinP?" asked Harrison

"He worries ne."

"Not ne," said Harrison. "lI've got his brother here passed out on ny floor. Ta-Kunsaw won't do
not hi ng. "

"When he pointed at nme, | felt his finger touch ne fromacross the room | think he's maybe got
a come-hither. O a far-touch. | think he's dangerous."

"You don't believe in all that hexery, do you, Hooch? You're such an educated man, | thought you

wer e above that kind of superstition.”

"I'"'mnot and neither are you, Bill Harrison. You had a doodl ebug tell you where firm ground was
so you could build this stockade, and when your first wi fe had her babies, you had a torch in to
see how the baby was laying in the wonb."

"I warn you," said Harrison, "to nake no nore comrent about nmy wfe."
"Wich one, now, Bill? The hot or the col d?"

Harri son swore a good long string of oaths at that. Ch, Hooch was delighted, Hooch was pl eased.
He had such knack for hotting things up, yes sir, and it was nore fun hotting up a man's tenper,
because there wasn't no flane then, just a lot of steam a lot of hot air.

Well, Hooch let old Bill Harrison jaw on for a while. Then he sniled and raised his hands |ike
he was surrenderng. "Now, you know | didn't nean no harm Bill. | just didn't know as how you got
so prissy these days. | figured we both know where babies grow, how they got in there, and how

they come out, and your wonen don't do it any different than mne. And when she's lying there
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screammg you know you've got a midwi fe there who knows how to cast a sleep on her, or do a pain-
away, and when the baby's slow to conme you' ve got a torch telling where it lays. And so you listen
to me, Bill Harrison. That Ta-Kunsaw, he's got sonme kind of knack in him sone kind of power. He's
nore than he seens."

"I's he now, Hooch? Well maybe he is and naybe he ain't. But he said Lolla-Wssiky would see with
his other eye before | laid a hand on him and it won't be |ong before | prove that he's no
prophet. "

" Speaki ng of old one-eye, here, he's starting to fart sonething dreadful."
Harrison called for his aide. "Send in Corporal Wthers and four soldiers, at once."

Hooch adnmired the way Harrison kept military discipline. It wasn't thirty seconds before the
soldiers were there, Corporal Wthers saluting and saying, "Yes, sir, General Harrison."

"Have three of your nmen carry this animal out to the stable for ne.
Corporal Wthers obeyed instantly, pausing only to say, "Yes sir, General Harrison."

Ceneral Harrison. Hooch sniled. He knew that Harrison's only conm ssion was as a col onel under
General Wayne during the last French war, and he didn't anpbunt to nmuch even then. General
Governor. \Wat a ponpous--

But Harrison was talking to Wthers again, and | ooking at Hooch as he did so. "And now you and
Private Dickey will kindly arrest M. Palner here and | ock himup."

"Arrest me!" shouted Hooch. "Wat are you talking about!"

"He carries several weapons, so you'll have to search himthoroughly," said Harrison. "l suggest
stripping himhere before you take himto the |ock-up, and |eave himstripped. Don't want this
slippery old boy to get away."

"What are you arresting ne for!"

"Why, we have a warrant for your arrest for unpaid debts,” said Harrison. "And you' ve al so been
accused of selling whisky to Reds. We'll naturally have to seize an your assets-- those suspicious-
| ooki ng kegs ny boys've been hauling into the stockade all day-- and sell themto nake good the
debt. If we can sell them for enough, and we can clear you of those ugly charges of |ikkering up
the Reds, why, we'll let you go."

Then Harrison wal ked on out of his office. Hooch cussed and spit and made remar ks about
Harrison's wife and nother, but Private Dickey was holding real tight to a musket, and that nusket
had a bayonet attached to the business end; so Hooch subnitted to the stripping and the search. It
got worse, though, and he cussed again when Wthers marched himright across the stockade, stark
naked, and didn't give himso much as a bl anket when he | ocked himinto a storage room A storage
roomfilled with enpty kegs fromthe |ast shipnent of I|ikker

He sat in that |ock-up roomfor two days before his trial, and for the first while there was
murder in his heart. He had a | ot of ideas for revenge, you can bet. He thought of settin

ag fire to the lace curtains in Harrison's house, or burning the shed where the whi sky was kept,
starting all kinds of fire. Cause what good is it to be a spark if you can't use it to get even
with fol ks who pretend to be your friends and then lock you into jail?

But he didn't start no fires, because Hooch was no fool. Partly, he knew that if a fire once got
started anywhere in the stockade, there was a good chance it'd spread fromone end to the other
inside half an hour. And there was a good chance that while everybody's rushing around to save
their wives and children and gunpowder and |ikker, they m ght not remenber about one whisky trader
| ocked up in a storage room Hooch didn't hanker to die in a fire of his own setting-- that wasn't
no ki nd of vengeance. Tine enough to start fires when he had a noose around his neck soneday, but
he wasn't going to risk burning to death just to get even over sonething |ike this.

But the main reason he didn't start a fire wasn't fear, it was plain business sense. Harrison
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was doing this to show Hooch that he didn't |ike the way Hooch del ayed shipnents of |ikker to jack
up the price. Harrison was showing himthat he had real power, and all Hooch had was noney. Well

l et Harrison play at being a powerful man. Hooch knew some things, too. He knew that soneday the
Wobbi sh country would petition the U S. Congress in Philadel phia to becone a state. And when it
did, a certain WIlliamHenry Harrison would have his little heart set on being governor. And Hooch
had seen enough el ections back in Suskwahenny and Pennsyl vani a and Appal achee to know that you
can't get votes without silver dollars to pass around. Hooch would have those silver dollars. And
when the tinme canme, he night pass around those silver dollars to Harrison voters; and then again
he m ght not. He just might not. He might help another man sit in the governor's mansi on, soneday
when Carthage was a real city and Wbbi sh was a real state, and then Harrison would have to sit
there the rest of his life and renenber what it was like to be able to | ock people up, and he
would grind his teeth in anger at how nen |i ke Hooch took all that away from him

That's how Hooch kept hinself entertained, sitting in that |ock-up roomfor two | ong days and
ni ghts.

Then they haul ed hi mout and brought himinto court-- unshaven, dirty, his hair wild, and his
clothes all winkled up. General Harrison was the judge, the jury was all in uniform and the
defense attorney was-- Andrew Jackson! It was plain Governor Bill was trying to nake Hooch get nad
and start in ranting, but Hooch wasn't born yesterday. He knew that whatever Harrison had in mnd
it wouldn't do no good to yell about it. Just sit tight and put up with it.

It took only a few m nutes.

Hooch listened with a straight face as a young lieutenant testified that all Hooch's whi sky had
been sold to the sutler at exactly the price it sold for last tinme. According to the | egal papers,
Hooch didn't make a penny nore from having kept themwaiting four nonths between shipnments. Wl
t hought Hooch, that's fair enough, Harrison's letting nme know how he wants things run. So he
didn't say a word. Harrison | ooked as nmerry as you pl ease, behind his nmagisterial solemity. Enjoy
yoursel f, thought Hooch. You can't make nme mad.

But he could, after all. They took 220 dollars right off the top and handed it over to Andrew
Jackson right there in court. Counted out eleven gold twenty-dollar coins. That caused Hooch
physical pain, to see that fiery metal dropping into Jackson's hands. He couldn't keep his silence
then. But he did nanage to keep his voice low and mi|d-sounding. "It don't seemregular to ne," he
said, "to have the plaintiff acting as defense attorney."

"Ch, he's not your defense attorney on the debt charges," said H s Honor Judge Harrison. "He's
just your defense attorney on the likker charges." Then Harrison grinned and gavel ed that natter
cl osed.

The |ikker business didn't take much | onger. Jackson carefully presented all the same invoices
and receipts to prove that every keg of whisky was sold to the sutler of Carthage Fort, and not a
speck of it to any Reds. "Though | will say," said Jackson, "that the amount of whisky represented
by these receipts seens |ike enough for three years for an arny ten times this size."

"We've got a bunch of hard-drinking soldiers," said Judge Harrison. "And |I reckon that I|ikker
won't last six months. But not a drop to the Reds, M. Jackson, you may be sure!"

Then he dismissed all charges agai nst Hooch Pal ner, alias U ysses Brock. "But let this be a
| esson to you, M. Palnmer," said Harrison in his best judicial voice. "Justice on the frontier is
swift and sure. See to it you pay your debts. And avoid even the appearance of evil."

"Sure enough," said Hooch cheerfully. Harrison had rolled himover good, but everything had
wor ked out fine. Ch, the 220 dollars bothered him and so did the two days in jail, but Harrison
didn't nean for Hooch to suffer nuch. Because what Jackson didn't know, and no one else saw fit to
mention, was that Hooch Pal ner happened to have the contract as sutler for the U S. Arny in
Wbbbi sh Territory. Al those docunments that proved he hadn't sold the likker to the Reds really
showed that he sold the likker to hinself-- and at a profit, too. Now Jackson woul d head on hone
and Hooch woul d settle down in the sutler's store, selling likker to the Reds at extortionate
prices, splitting the profits with Governor Bill and watching the Reds die like flies. Harrison
had played his little joke on Hooch, right enough, but he'd played an even bigger one on old
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Hi ckory.

Hooch nade sure to be at the wharf when they ferried Jackson back across the H o. Jackson had
brought along two big old nmountain boys with rifles, no |l ess. Hooch took note that one of them
| ooked to be half Red hinself, probably a Cherriky half-breed-- there was I ots of that kind of
thing in Appal achee, Wiite nmen actually marrying squaws like as if they was real wonmen. And both
those rifles had "Eli Witney" stanped on the barrel, which neant they was made in the state of
I rrakwa, where this Witney fell ow set up shop naking guns so fast he nmade the price drop; and the
story was that all his workmen was wonen, |rrakwa squaws, if you can believe it. Jackson could
talk all he wanted about pushing the Reds west of the Mzzipy, but it was already too |ate. Ben
Franklin did it, by letting the Irrakwa have their own state up north, and Tom Jefferson made it
worse by letting the Cherriky be full voting citizens in Appal achee when they fought their
revol uti on against the King. Treat them Reds like citizens and they start to figure they got the
sanme rights as a Wiite man. There was no way to have an orderly society if that sort of thing
caught on. Wy, next thing you know them Bl acks' d start trying to get out of being slaves, and
first thing you know you'd sit down at the bar in a saloon and you'd |l ook to your left and there'd
be a Red, and you'd |look to your right and there'd be a Black, and that was just plain against
nat ur e.

There went Jackson, thinking he was going to save the Wite man fromthe Red, when he was
traveling with a half-breed and toting Red-nmade rifles. Wrst of all, Jackson had el even gold
coins in his saddl e pouch, coins that properly belonged to Hooch Pal ner. It nade Hooch so nad he
couldn't think straight.

So Hooch hotted up that saddl e pouch, right where the netal pin held it onto the saddle. He
could feel it fromhere, the I eather charring, turning ash-black and stiff around that pin. Pretty
soon, as the horse wal ked al ong, that bag would drop right off. But since they was likely to
notice it, Hooch figured he wouldn't stop with the pouch. He hotted up a whole | ot of other places
on that saddle, and on the other nen's saddles, too. Wien they reached the other shore they
mount ed up and rode of f, but Hooch knew they'd be riding bareback before they got back to
Nashville. He nost sincerely hoped that Jackson's saddle would break in such a way and at such a
time that old Hi ckory would | and on his butt or nmaybe even break his arm Just thinking about the
prospect made Hooch pretty cheerful. Every now and then it was kind of fun to be a spark. Take
some ponpous holy-faced | awer down a peg.

Truth is, an honest nman |ike Andrew Jackson just wasn't no match for a couple of scoundrels |ike
Bill Harrison and Hooch Palner. It was just a crying shame that the army didn't give no nedals to
sol diers who likkered their enemies to death instead of shooting them Cause if they did, Harrison
and Pal ner woul d both be heroes, Hooch knew that for sure.

As it was, Hooch reckoned Harrison would find a way to make hinself a hero out of all this
anyway, while Hooch would end up with nothing but noney. Well, that's how it goes, thought Hooch
Sone people get the fame, and some people get the noney. But | don't mnd, as long as |I'mnot one
of the people who end up with nothing at all. | sure never want to be one of them And if | am
they're sure going to be sorry.

Chapter 2 -- Ta-Kunsaw

Wi | e Hooch was wat ching Jackson cross the river, Ta-Kumsaw watched the Wite whisky trader and
knew what he did. So did any other Red man who cared to watch-- sober Red man, anyway. White nan
does a lot of things Red man don't understand, but when he fiddle with fire, water, earth, and
air, he can't hide it froma Red man.

Ta- Kunsaw didn't see the saddl e | eather burn on Jackson's horse. He didn't feel the heat. Wat
he saw was like a stirring, a tiny whirlwi nd, sucking his attention out across the water. A
twisting in the snoot hness of the land. Most Red nen couldn't feel such things as keen as Ta-
Kunsaw. Ta-Kunmsaw s little brother, Lolla-Wssiky, was the only one Ta-Kunsaw ever knew who felt
it nore. Very nmuch nore. He knew all those whirlpools, those eddies in the stream Ta-Kurnsaw
renenbered their father, Pucky-Shinwa, he spoke of Lolla-Wssiky, that he would be shaman, and Ta-
Kumsaw woul d be war -1 eader.
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That was before Lying-Muth Harrison shot Pucky-Shinwa right before Lolla-Wssiky's eyes. Ta-
Kunmsaw was of f hunting that day, four-hands walk to the north, but he felt the nmurder Iike a gun
fired right behind him Wen a Wite man laid a hex or a curse or cast a doodl ebug, it felt to Ta-
Kumsaw |i ke an itch under his skin, but when a White man killed, it was like a knife stabbing.

He was with another brother, Methowa-Tasky, and he called to him "D d you feel it?"

Met howa- Tasky' s eyes went wi de. He had not. But even then, even at that age-- not yet thirteen--
Ta- Kumsaw had no doubt of hinself. He felt it. It was true. A nurder had been done, and he must go
to the dying nan.

He I ed the way, running through the forest. Like all Red men in the old days, his harnony with
the woodl and was conplete. He did not have to think about where he placed his feet; he knew that
the twi gs under his feet would soften and bend, the | eaves woul d noisten and not rustle, the
branches he brushed asi de woul d go back quick to their right place and | eave no sign he passed.
Sone White men prided thenmsel ves that they could nobve as quiet as a Red, and in truth sone of them
could-- but they did it by noving slow, careful, watching the ground, stepping around bushes. They
never knew how little thought a Red man took for naking no sound, for |eaving no trace.

What Ta- Kunsaw t hought of was not his steps, not hinmself at all. It was the green life of the
woodl and all around him and in the heart of it, before his face, the black whirlpool sucking him
downward, stronger, faster, toward the place where the living green was torn open |like a wound to
Il et a murder through. Long before they got there, even Methowa-Tasky could feel it. There on the
ground lies their father, a bullet through his face. And by him silent and unseeing, stands Loll a-
Wissi ky, ten years ol d.

Ta- Kunsaw carried his father's body honme across his shoulders, like a deer. Methowa-Tasky | ed
Lol | a- Wssi ky by the hand, for otherw se the boy would not nove. Mdther greeted themw th great
wail s of grief, for she also felt the death, but did not know it was her own husband until her
sons brought him back. Mther tied her husband's corpse to Ta-Kumsaw s back; then Ta- Kunsaw
clinmbed the tallest tree, untied his father's corpse fromhis back, and bound it to the highest
branch he coul d reach

It woul d have been very bad if he had clinbed beyond his strength, and his father's body had
fallen fromhis grasp. But Ta-Kunsaw did not clinb beyond his strength. He tied his father to a
branch so high the sun touched his father's face all day. The birds and insects would eat of him
the sun and air would dry him the rain would wash the |last of himdowward to the earth. This was
how TaKunmsaw gave his father back to the | and.

But what could they do with Lolla-Wssiky? He said nothing, he wouldn't eat unless soneone fed
him and if you didn't take his hand and I ead him he would stay in one place forever. Mbther was
frightened at what had happened to her son. Mdther | oved Ta-Kunsaw very nuch, nore than any other
nother in the tribe |oved any other son; but even so, she |oved Lolla-Wssiky nore. Many tinmes she
told themall how baby Lolla-Wssiky cried the first time the air grew bitter cold each wi nter
She coul d never get himto stop, no matter how she covered himw th bearskins and buffal o robes.
Then one winter he was old enough to talk, and he told her why he cried. "All the bees are dying,"
he said. That was Loll a-Wssiky, the only Shaw Nee who ever felt the death of bees.

That was the boy standing beside his father when Colonel Bill Harrison shot himdead. H Ta-
Kumsaw felt that nurder like a knife wound, half a day's journey away, what did Lol a-Wssiky
feel, standing so close, and already so sensitive? If he cried for the death of bees in winter
what did he feel when a Wiite man nurdered his father before his eyes?

After a few years, Lolla-Wssiky finally began to speak again, but the fire was gone fromhis
eyes, and he was careless. He put his own eye out by accident, because he tripped and fell on the
short jagged stunmp of a broken bush. Tripped and fell! Wiat Red man ever did that? It was |ike
Lol l a-Wbssi ky lost all feeling for the land; he was dull as a Wite nan

O maybe, Ta- Kunsaw t hought, nmaybe the sound of that ancient gunshot still rings in his head so
I oud he can't hear anything el se now, naybe that old pain is still so sharp that he can't feel the
tickling of the living world. Pain all the time till the first taste of whi sky showed Lol | aWssi ky

how to take away the sharp edge of it.
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That was why Ta- Kumsaw never beat Loll a-Wssiky for likkering, though he woul d beat any ot her
Shaw Nee, even his brothers, even an old man, if he found himwith the Wiite nan's poison in his
hand.

But the White nan never guessed at what the Red man saw and heard and felt. The Wite man
brought death and enptiness to this place. The Wite man cut down wise old trees with much to
tell; young saplings with many lifetimes of |ife ahead; and the Wiite man never asked, WII| you be
glad to nmake a | odgehouse for ne and ny tribe? Hack and cut and chop and burn, that was the Wite
man's way. Take fromthe forest, take fromthe |and, take fromthe river, but put nothing back
The White man killed aninmals he didn't need, ammals that did himno harm yet if a bear woke
hungry in the winter and took so much as a single young pig, the Wiite nan hunted hi m down and
killed himin revenge. He never felt the balance of the land at all.

No wonder the land hated the Wiite nan! No wonder all the natural things of the |Iand rebelled
agai nst his step: crackling underfoot, bending the wong way, shouting out to the Red man, Here
was where the eneny stood! Here cane the intruder, through these bushes, up this hill! The Wite
man j oked that Reds could even track a man on water, then laughed as if it wasn't true. But it was
true, for when a Wiite nman passed along a river or a lake, it bubbled and foaned and rippled | oud
for hours after he had passed.

Now Hooch Pal mer, poison-seller, sly killer, now he stands making his silly fire on another
White man's saddl es, thinking no one knows. These White nen with their weak little knacks. These
White nen with their hexes and their wardings. Didn't they know their hexes only fended off
unnatural things? If a thief comes, know ng he does wong, then a good strong fending hex makes
his fear growtill he cries out and runs away. But the Red nan never is a thief. The Red nman
bel ongs wherever he is in this land. To himthe hex is just a cold place, a stirring in the air
and nothing nore. To hima knack is like a fly, buzz buzz buzz. Far above this fly, the power of
the living land is a hundred hawks, watching, circling.

Ta- Kunmsaw wat ched Hooch turn away, return to the fort. Soon Hooch sells his poison in earnest.
Most of the Red nen gathered here will be drunk. Ta-Kunmsaw will stay, keeping watch. He does not
have to speak to anyone. They only see him and those with any pride left will turn away w t hout
i kkering. Ta-Kurnsaw is not a chief yet. But Ta-Kumsaw is not to be ignored. Ta-Kunsaw is the
pride of the Shaw Nee. Al other Red nmen of every tribe nust neasure thensel ves agai nst him
Whi sky- Reds are very snall inside when they see this tall strong Red man.

He wal ked to the place where Hooch had stood, and let his calmreplace the tw sting Hooch put
there. Soon the buzzing, furious insects quieted. The smell of the Iikkery man settled. Again the
wat er | apped the shore with accidental song.

How easy to heal the land after the Wiite man passes. If all the Wite nen left today, by
tonorrow the land woul d be at rest, and in a year it would not show any sign the Wite man ever
came. Even the ruins of the White nman's buildings would be part of the |and again, maki ng hones
for small animals, crunmbling in the grip of the hungering vines. Wite nan's netal would be rust;
White man's stone work would be low hills and small caves; Wite man's nmurders woul d be wi stful
beautiful notes in the song of the redbird-- for the redbird renenbered everything, turning it
i nto goodness when it coul d.

Al'l day Ta-Kunmsaw stood outside the fort, watching Red men go in to buy their poison. Men and
worren from every tribe-- We-Aw and Ki cky- Poo, Potty-Wttanmee and Chi ppy-Wa, Wnny-Baygo and Pee-
Orawa-- they went in carrying pelts or baskets and canme out with no nore than cups or jugs of
i kker, and sonetinmes with nothing nore than what they already had in their bellies. Ta-Kunsaw
said nothing, but he could feel how the Reds who drank this poison were cut off fromthe |and.
They did not twist the green of Iife the way the Wiite man did; rather it was as if they did not
exist at all. The Red man who drank whi sky was al ready dead, as far as the |land knew. No, not even
dead, for they give nothing back to the land at all. | stand here to watch them be ghosts, thought
Ta- Kunmsaw, not dead and not alive. He said this only inside his head, but the land felt his grief,
and the breeze answered hi m by weepi ng through the | eaves.

Cone dusk, a redbird walks on the dirt in front of Ta-Kunsaw.
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Tell me a story, says the redbird in its silent way, its eyes cocked upward at the silent Red
nan.

You know ny story before | tell it, says Ta-Kunsaw silently. You feel ny tears before | shed
them You taste nmy bl ood before it is spilled.

Why do you grieve for Red nen who are not of the Shaw Nee?

Before the Wiite man came, says Ta-Kunmsaw silently, we did not see that all Red nen were alike,
brothers of the | and, because we thought all creatures were this way; so we quarreled with other
Red nen the way the bear quarrels with the cougar, the way the nuskrat scolds the beaver. Then the
Wiite nman canme, and | saw that all Red men are like twins conpared to the Wiite nan.

VWhat is the Wite man? What does he do?
The White man is |ike a human bei ng, but he crushes all other living things under his feet.

Then why, O Ta-Kunsaw, when | | ook into your heart, why is it that you do not wish to hurt the
White nman, that you do not wish to kill the Wiite nman?

The White man doesn't know the evil that he does. The White man doesn't feel the peace of the
| and, so how can he tell the little deaths he makes? | can't blane the Wite nan. But | can't |et
himstay. So when | nake himleave this land, | won't hate him

If you are free of hate, O Ta-Kunsaw, you will surely drive the Wite nan out.
"Il cause himno nore pain than it takes to nmake hi mgo away.

The redbird nods. Once, twice, three tines, four. It flutters up to a branch as high as Ta-
Kumsaw s head. It sings a new song. In this song Ta-Kumsaw hears no words; but he hears his own
story being told. Fromnow on, his story is in the song of every redbird in the land, for what one
redbird knows, all renenber.

Wioever watched Ta-Kunsaw all that time had no idea of what he said and saw and heard. Ta-
Kumsaw s face showed not hing. He stood where he had been standing; a redbird | anded near him
stayed awhil e, sang, and went away.

Yet this nmonent turned Ta-Kunmsaw s life; he knewit right away. Until this day he had been a
young man. His strength and cal m and courage were admired, but he spoke only as any Shaw Nee coul d
speak, and having spoken, he then kept still and ol der nmen deci ded. Now he woul d decide for
hinmself, like a true chief, like a war chief. Not a chief of the Shaw Nee, or even a chief of the
Red nen of this north country, but rather the chief of all Red tribes in the war against the Wite
man. He knew for nmany years that such a war nust cone; but until this nmonment he had thought that
it would be another man, a chief |ike Constal k, Blackfish, or even a Cree-Ek or Chok-Taw fromthe
south. But the redbird canme to him Ta-Kunsaw, and put himin the song. Now wherever Ta-Kunsaw
went throughout the |and that knew the redbird song, his name would be well known to the wi sest
Red nen. He was war chief of all Red nmen who |loved the land; the land had chosen him

As he stood there near the bank of the Hio, he felt like he was the face of the land. The fire
of the sun, the breath of the air, the strength of the earth, the speed of the water, all reached
into himand | ooked out on the world through his eyes. | amthe land; | amthe hands and feet and
mout h and voice of the land as it struggles to rid itself of the Wiite man.

These were his thoughts.

He stood there until it was fully dark. The other Red men had returned to their |odges or their
cabins to sleep-- or to lie drunken and as good as dead till norning. Ta-Kunsaw came out of his
redbird trance and heard | aughter fromthe Red village, laughter and singing fromthe Wite
soldiers inside the fort.

Ta- Kunsaw wal ked away fromthe place where he had stood so nany hours. H's |legs were stiff, but
he did not stagger; he forced his legs to nove snoothly, and the ground yiel ded gently under his
feet. The Wiite man had to wear rough heavy boots to walk far in this | and, because the dirt
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scuffed and tore at his feet; the Red man could wear the sane noccasins for years, because the

| and was gentle and wel comed his step. As he noved, Ta-Kunsaw felt soil, wind, river, and
lightning all nmoving with him the land within him all things living, and he the hands and feet
and face of the Iand.

There was a shout inside the fort. And npre shouts:
"Thief! Thief! Stop him"
"He's got a keg!"

Curses, how s. Then the worst sound: a gunshot. Ta-Kunmsaw waited for the sting of death. It
didn't cone.

A shadowy man rose above the parapet. Wiatever man it was, he bal anced a keg on his shoul ders.
For a nonent he teetered on the very peak of the stockade poles, then junped down. Ta-Kunsaw knew
it was a Red nan because he could junmp fromthree man-hei ghts, holding a heavy keg, and nake
al rost no sound upon | andi ng.

On purpose nmaybe, or nmaybe not, the fleeing thief ran straight to Ta-Kunsaw and stopped before
him Ta-Kunsaw | ooked down. By starlight he knew the man

"Lol | a- Wbssi ky, " he said.
"Cot a keg," said Lolla-Wssiky.
"I should break that keg," said Ta- Kunsaw.

Lol I a- Wossi ky cocked his head |ike the redbird and regarded his brother. "Then |'d have to take
anot her . "

The White nen chasing Loll a-Wssiky cane to the gate, clamoring for the guard to open it. | have
to remenber this, thought Ta-Kunsaw. This is a way to get themto open the gate for nme. Even as he
t hought that, however, he also put his armaround his brother, keg and all. Ta-Kunsaw felt the

green land like a second heartbeat, strong within him and as he held his brother, the same power
of the land flowed into Lolla-Wssiky. Ta-Kunmsaw heard hi m gasp

The Wiites ran out of the fort. Even though Ta-Kunsaw and Lol | a-Wbssi ky stood in the open, in
plain sight, the Wite soldiers did not see them O no, they saw, they sinply did not notice the
two Shaw Nee. They ran past, shouting and firing randomy into the woods. They gathered near the
brothers, so close they could have |lifted an arm and touched them But they did not lift their
arms; they did not touch the Red nen

After a while the Wites gave up the search and returned to the fort, cursing and nuttering.
"I't was that one-eye Red."

"The Shaw Nee drunk."

"Lol | a- Wbssi ky. "

"If I find him 1'Il kill him"

"Hang the thieving devil."

They said these things, and there was Lol |l a-Wssiky, not a stone's throw fromthem holding the
keg on his shoul der

When the last White nman was inside the fort, Lolla-Wssiky giggled.

"You | augh with the White nan's poi son on your shoul ders," said Ta- Kunmsaw.
"I laugh with my brother's arm across ny back," answered Lol | a-Wssi ky.

"Leave that whisky, Brother, and conme with ne," said Ta-Kunsaw. "The redbird heard ny story, and
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renenbers ne in her song."
"Then | will listen to that song and be glad all ny life," said Lolla-Wssiky.
"The land is with ne, Brother. I'mthe face of the land, the land is my breath and bl ood."
"Then | will hear your heartbeat in the pulse of the wind," said Lolla-Wssiky.
"I will drive the Wiite man back into the sea," said Ta- Kunsaw.

In answer, Lolla-Wssiky began to weep; not drunken weeping, but the dry, heavy sobs of a man
burdened down with grief. Ta-Kunmsaw tried to tighten his enbrace, but his brother pushed hi m away
and staggered off, still carrying the keg, into the darkness and the trees.

Ta- Kunsaw did not follow him He knew why his brother was grieving: because the land had filled
Ta- Kumsaw wi t h power, power enough to stand anong the drunken Whites and seemas invisible as a
tree. And Lolla-Wssiky knew that by rights whatever power Ta-Kunsaw had, Lolla-Wssiky should
have had ten tinmes that power.

But the Wiite nman had stolen it from Lolla-Wssiky with murders and |ikker, until Lolla-Wssiky
wasn't man enough to have the redbird learn his song or the land fill up his heart.

Never m nd, never m nd, never m nd

The | and has chosen ne to be its voice, and so | nust begin to speak. | will no |onger stay
here, trying to shane the wetched drunks who have al ready been killed by their thirst for the
White nman's poison. | will give no nore warnings to Wiite liars. | will go to the Reds who are
still alive, still men, and gather themtogether. As one great people we will drive the Wite man
back across the sea.

Chapter 3 -- De Maureas

Frederic, the young Conte de Maurepas, and G lbert, the aging Marquis de La Fayette, stood
together at the railing of the canal barge, |ooking out across Lake Irrakwa. The sail of the Marie-
Phi | i ppe was plainly visible now, they had been watching for hours as it cane closer across this
| east and | owest of the Great Lakes.

Frederic could not rermenber when he had | ast been so humiliated on behalf of his nation. Perhaps
the tine when Cardi nal Wat's-his-name had tried to bribe Queen MariemAntoi nette. Ch but of course
Frederic had only been a boy, then, a nere twenty-five years old, callow and young, wi thout
experience of the world. He had thought that no greater hunmiliation could cone to France than to
have it known that a cardinal would actually believe that the Queen could be bribed with a di anond
necklace. O bribed at all, for that matter. Now, of course, he understood that the rea
humi | iation was that a French cardinal would be so stupid as to suppose that bribing the Queen was
worth doing; the nost she could do was influence the King, and since old King Louis never
i nfl uenced anybody, there you were.

Personal humliation was painful. Humiliation of one's famly was much worse. Humiliation of
one's social standing was agony to bear. But humliation of one's nation was the npbst excruciating
of human mi seri es.

Now here he stood on a m serabl e canal barge, an Anerican canal barge, tied at the verge of an
American canal, waiting to greet a French general. Wiy wasn't it a French canal ? Why hadn't the
French been the first to engineer those clever locks and build a canal around the Canadi an si de of
the falls?

"Don't funme, ny dear Frederic," murnured La Fayette.
"I'"'mnot funming, nmy dear Glbert."

"Snorting, then. You keep snorting."
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"Sniffing. | have a cold." Canada certainly was a repository for the dregs of French society,
Frederic thought for the thousandth tine. Even the nobility that ended up here was enbarrassing.
This Marquis de La Fayette, a nenber of the-- no, a founder of the Club of the Feuillants, which
was al nost the sane as saying he was a declared traitor to King Charles. Denocratic twaddle. M ght
as well be a Jacobin like that terrorist Robespierre. O course they exiled La Fayette to Canada,
where he could do little harm Little harm that is, except to hunmiliate France in this unseemy
nanner - -

"Qur new general has brought several staff officers with him" said La Fayette, "and all their
I uggage. It makes no sense to disenbark and nmake the mniserable portage in wagons and carri ages,
when it can all be carried by water. It will give us a chance to becone acquainted."

Since La Fayette, in his norinal crude way (disgrace to the aristocracy!), insisted on being
bl unt about the natter at hand, Frederic would have to stoop to his |level and speak just as
plainly. "A French general should not have to travel on foreign soil to reach his posting!"

"But nmy dear Frederic, he'll never set foot on Anerican soil, now, will he! Just boat to boat,
on water all the way."

La Fayette's sinmper was naddeni ng. To nake light of this snudge on the honor of France. Wy, oh,
why couldn't Frederic's father have renmined in favor with the king just a little |Ionger, so
Frederic could have stayed in France | ong enough to win pronotion to sone el egant posting, |ike
Lord of the Italian March or sonething-- did they have such a posting? --anyway, sonewhere with
decent food and music and dancing and theatre-- ah, Mliere! In Europe, where he could face a
civilized eneny like the Austrians or the Prussians or even-- though it stretched the meani ng of
the word civilized-- the English. Instead here he was, trapped forever-- unless Father worned his
way back into the King's favor-- facing a constant ragtag i nvasi on of m serabl e uneducated
Engl i shnmen, the worst, the utter dregs of English society, not to nention the Dutch and Swedes and
Germans-- oh, it did not bear thinking about. And even worse were the allies! Tribes of Reds who
weren't even heretics, let alone Christians-- they were heathen, and half the mlitary operation
in Detroit consisted of buying those hideous bl oody trophies--

"Way, ny dear Frederic, you really are taking a chill," said La Fayette.
"Not a bit."

"You shi vered.

"l shuddered."

"You nust stop pouting and nake the best of this. The Irrakwa have been very cooperative. They
provided us with the governor's own barge, free of charge, as a gesture of goodw l|."

"The governor! The governor? You mean that fat hideous red-skinned heat hen woman?"

"She can't help her red skin, and she isn't heathen. In fact she's a Baptist, which is al nost
i ke being Christian, only |ouder."

"Who can keep track of these English heresies?"

"I think there's something quite el egant about it. A woman as governor of the state of Irrakwa,
and a Red at that, accepted as the equal of the governors of Suskwahenny, Pennsylvania, New
Anst erdam New Sweden, New Orange, New Hol | and--"

"I think sonmetines you prefer those nasty little United States to your own native land."

"I ama Frenchman to the heart," said La Fayette mildly. "But | adnmire the Anerican spirit of
egalitarianism"

Egal i tarianismagain. The Marquis de La Fayette was |like a pianoforte that had but a single key.
"You forget that our enemy in Detroit is Anmerican.”

"You forget that our eneny is the horde of illegal squatters, no natter what nation they cone
from who have settled in the Red Reserve."
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"That's a quibble. They're all Anericans. They all pass through New Anst erdam or Phil adel phia on
their way west. So you encourage themhere in the east-- they all know how rmuch you adnire their
anti-nonarchi st phil osophy-- and then | have to pay for their scal ps when the Reds massacre them
out west."

"Now, now, Frederic. Even in hunmor, you nustn't accuse me of being anti-nonarchist. M
Quillotin's clever neat-slicing machi ne awaits anyone convicted of that."

"Ch, do be serious, Glbert. They'd never use it against a marquis. They don't cut off the heads
of aristocrats who propound these insane denocratic ideas. They just send themto Quebec."
Frederic snmiled-- he couldn't resist driving home the nail. "The ones they really despise, they
send to N agara.”

"Then what in the world did you do-- to get sent to Detroit?" nurnured La Fayette.
More huniliation. Wuld it never end?

The Marie-Philippe was near enough for themto see individual sailors and hear them shouting as
the ship nade its final tack into Port Irrakwa. The | owest of the Great Lakes, Irrakwa was the
only one that could be visited by oceangoi ng vessels-- the Niagara Falls sawto that. In the |ast
three years, since the Irrakwa finished their canal, alnmost all the shipping that needed to be
transported past the falls into Lake Canada came to the American shore and was taken up the
Ni agara Canal. The French portage towns were dying; an enbarrassi ng nunber of Frenchmen had noved
across the lake to live on the American side, where the Irrakwa were only too happy to put themto
work. And the Marquis de La Fayette, supposedly the suprene governor of all Canada south and west
of Quebec, didn't seemto mnd at all. If Frederic's father ever got back into King Charles's good
graces, Frederic would see to it that La Fayette was the first aristocrat to feel the Guillotin
kni fe. What he had done here in Canada was plain treason

As if he could read Frederic's mnd, La Fayette patted his shoul der and said, "Very soon, now,
just be patient." For a nmonment Frederic thought, insanely, that La Fayette was calny prophesying
his own execution for treason

But La Fayette was nerely tal king about the fact that at |ast the Marie-Philippe was near enough
to heave a line to the wharf. The Irrakwa stevedores caught the line and affixed it to the
wi ndl ass, and then chanted in their unspeakabl e | anguage as they towed the ship close in. As soon
as it was in place, they began unl oading cargo on the one side, and passengers on the other.

"I'sn't that ingenious, how they speed the transfer of cargo," said La Fayette. "Unload it on
those heavy cars, which sit on rails-- rails, just like nmining carts!-- and then the horses tow it
right up here, snoboth and easy as you please. On rails you can carry a nuch heavier |oad than on
regul ar wagons, you know. Stephenson explained it to me the last time | was here. It's because you
don't have to steer."” On and on he bl athered. Sure enough, within noments he was tal king again
about Stephenson's steam engi ne, which La Fayette was convinced woul d replace the horse. He had
built sone in England or Scotland or sonmewhere, but now he was in America, and do you think La
Fayette would invite Stephenson to build his steam wagons in Canada? Ch, no-- La Fayette was quite
content to let himbuild themfor the Irrakwa, rmunbling some idiotic excuse like: The Irrakwa are
al ready using steam engines for their spinning wheels, and all the coal is on the American side--
but Frederic de Maurepas knew the truth. La Fayette believed that the steamengine, pulling cars
on railed roads, would nmake conmerce and travel infinitely faster and cheaper-- and he thought it
woul d be better for the world if it were built within the borders of a denocracy! O course
Frederic did not believe the engines would ever be as fast as horses, but that didn't matter-- La
Fayette did believe in them and so the fact that he didn't bring themto Canada was pure treason.

He nust have been forming the word with his lips. Either that or La Fayette could hear other
nmen's thoughts-- Frederic had heard runors that La Fayette had a knack for that. O perhaps La
Fayette nerely guessed. O perhaps the devil told him- there's a thought! Anyway, La Fayette
| aughed al oud and said, "Frederic, if | had Stephenson build his railroad in Canada, you'd have ne
cashiered for wasting noney on nonsense. As it is, if you made a report accusing ne of treason for
encour agi ng Stephenson to remain in Irrakwa, they'd call you home and | ock you up in a padded
room "
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"Treason? | accuse you?" said Frederic. "It's the farthest thought fromny mnd. " Still, he
crossed hinself, on the off-chance that it was the devil who had told La Fayette. "Now, haven't we
had enough of watching the stevedores |oading cargo? | believe we have an officer to greet."

"Why are you so eager to neet himnow?" asked La Fayette. "Yesterday you kept rem nding ne that
he is a comoner. He even entered the service as a corporal, | think you said."

"He's a general now, and His Mjesty has seen fit to send himto us." Frederic spoke with stiff
propriety. Still La Fayette insisted on smling with amusenent. Soneday, G | bert, someday.

Several officers in full army dress uniformwere milling about on the wharf, but none was of
general rank. The hero of the battle of Madrid was obviously waiting to make a grand entrance. O
did he expect a Marquis and the son of a Conte to conme and neet himin his cabin? Unthinkable.

And, in fact, he did not think it. The officers stepped back, and fromtheir position by the
railing of the canal barge de Maurepas and La Fayette could see himstep off the Marie-Philippe
onto the wharf.

"Way, he's not a very large man, is he," said Frederic.
"They aren't very tall in the south of France."

"South of France!" said Frederic scornfully. "He's from Corsica, ny dear Glbert. That's hardly
even French at all. Mre like Italian.”

"He defeated the Spanish arnmy in three weeks, while his superior officer was indisposed with
dysentery," La Fayette reni nded him

"An act of subordination for which he shoul d have been cashiered," said Frederic.

"Ch, | quite agree with you," said La Fayette. "Only, you see, he did win the war, and as |ong
as King Charles was adding the crown of Spain to his collection of headgear, he thought it would
be churlish to court-martial the soldier who won it for him™"

"Di scipline above all. Everybody nust know his place and stay in it, or there will be chaos."”

"No doubt. Well, they did punish him They nade hima general, but they sent himhere. Didn't
want himinvolved with the Italian canpaign. His Majesty wouldn't mnd bei ng Doge of Venice, but
this CGeneral Bonaparte mght get carried away, capture the College of Cardinals, and make King
Charl es pope."

"Your sense of hunmpor is a crine."
"Frederic, |look at the man."
"I amlooking at him™"

"Then don't ook at him Look at everyone el se. Look at his officers. Have you ever seen
sol di ers show so nmuch | ove for their commander?"

Frederic reluctantly tore his gaze fromthe Corsican general and | ooked at the underlings who
wal ked quietly behind. Not |ike courtiers-- there was no sense of jockeying for position. It was
like-- it was like-- Frederic couldn't find words for it--

"It's as if each man knows that Bonaparte |loves him and values him™"

"Aridiculous system if that's what his systemis,"” said Frederic. "You cannot control your
underlings if you don't keep themin constant fear of losing their position."

"Let's go neet him"
"Absurd! He nust cone to us!"

But La Fayette, as usual, did not hesitate between the word and the deed-- he was already on the
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wharf, striding the last few yards to stand before Bonaparte and receive his salute. Frederic,
however, knew his station in |life, and knew Bonaparte's as well, and Bonaparte woul d have to cone
to him They might nake Bonaparte a general, but they could never nake him a gentlenman.

La Fayette was fawning, of course. "General Bonaparte, we're honored to have you here. | only
regret that we cannot offer you the anenities of Paris--"

"My lord Governor," said Bonaparte-- naturally getting the formof address all wong, "I have
never known the anenities of Paris. Al ny happi est nonents have been in the field."

"And the happi est nonments, too, for France, are when you are in the field. Come, nmeet CGeneral de
Maurepas. He will be your superior officer in Detroit."

Frederic heard the slight pause before La Fayette said the word superior. Frederic knew when he
was being ridiculed. I will remenber every slight, Glbert, and I will repay.

The Irrakwa were very efficient at transferring cargo; it wasn't an hour before the canal barge
was under way. Naturally, La Fayette spent the first afternoon telling Bonaparte all about
St ephenson' s st eam engi ne. Bonaparte made a show of being interested, asking all about the
possibilities of troop transport, and how qui ckly track could be |aid behind an advanci ng arny,
and how easily these railed roads m ght be disrupted by eneny action-- but it was all so tedious
and boring that Frederic could not inagi ne how Bonaparte kept it up. O course an officer had to
pretend to be interested in everything a Governor said, but Bonaparte was taking it to extrenes.

Before too long the conversation obviously excluded Frederic, but he didn't mind. He let his
t hought s wander, renenbering that actress, Wuat's-her-nane, who did such an exquisite job of that
part, whatever it was, or was she a ballerina? He renenbered her |egs, anyway, such graceful |egs,
but she refused to cone to Canada with him even though he assured her he | oved her and promn sed
to set her up in a house even nicer than the one he would build for his wife. If only she had
come. OF course, she nmight have died of fever, the way his wife did. So perhaps it was all for the
best. Was she still on the stage in Paris? Bonaparte woul d not know, of course, but one of his
junior officers nmight have seen her. He would have to inquire.

They supped at Governor Rai nbow s table, of course, since that was the only table on the cana
boat. The governor had sent her regrets that she could not visit the distinguished French
travel ers, but she hoped her staff would make them confortable. Frederic, supposing this neant an
I rrakwa chef, had braced hinself for another tedious Red neal of tough deer gristle-- one could
hardly call such fare venison-- but instead the chef was, of all things, a Frenchman! A Huguenot,
or rather the grandson of Huguenots, but he didn't hold grudges, so the food was superb. \Who woul d
have i magi ned good French food in a place like this-- and not the spicy Acadian style, either

Frederic did try to take a nore active part in the conversation at supper, once he had finished
of f every scrap of food on the table. He tried his best to explain to Bonaparte the al nost
impossible mlitary situation in the southwest. He counted off the problems one by one-- the
undi sciplined Red allies, the unending flow of immgrants. "Wbrst of all is our own soldiers,
though. They are a determ nedly superstitious lot, as the | ower classes always are. They see onens
in everything. Sone Dutch or German settler puts a hex on his door and you practically have to
beat our soldiers to get themto go in."

Bonaparte sipped his coffee (barbaric fluid! but he seemed to relish it exactly as the Irrakwa
did), then |l eaned back in his chair, regarding Frederic with his steady, piercing eyes. "Do you
mean to say that you acconpany foot soldiers in house-to-house searches?"

Bonaparte' s condescendi ng attitude was outrageous, but before Frederic could utter the wthering
retort that was just on the tip of his tongue, La Fayette | aughed al oud. "Napol eon,"” he said, "ny
dear friend, that is the nature of our supposed eneny in this war. Wen the largest city in fifty
m | es consists of four houses and a smithy, you don't conduct house-to-house searches. Each house
is the eneny fortress."

Napol eon's forehead winkled. "They don't concentrate their forces into arniies?"

"They have never fielded an army, not since General Wayne put down Chief Pontiac years ago, and
that was an English arny. The U S. has a few forts, but they're all along the Ho."
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"Then why are those forts still standing?"

La Fayette chuckl ed again. "Haven't you read reports of how the English king fared in his war
agai nst the Appal achee rebel s?"

"I was otherw se engaged," said Bonaparte.

"You needn't rem nd us you were fighting in Spain," said Frederic. "W would all have gladly
been there, too."

"Woul d you?" rmurnured Bonaparte.

"Let me sunmarize," said La Fayette, "what happened to Lord Cornwallis's army when he led it
fromVirginia to try to reach the Appal achee capital of Franklin, on the upper Tennizy River."

"Let ne," said Frederic. "Your sunmaries are usually longer than the original, Glbert."

La Fayette | ooked annoyed at Frederic's interruption, but after all, La Fayette was the one who
had i nsisted they address each other as brother generals, by first names. If La Fayette wanted to
be treated like a marquis, he should insist on protocol. "Go ahead," said La Fayette.

"Cornwal lis went out in search of the Appal achee arny. He never found it. Lots of enpty cabins,
whi ch he burned-- but they can build new ones in a day. And every day a hal f-dozen of his soldiers
woul d be killed or wounded by nusketry.™

"Rifle fire," corrected La Fayette.

"Yes, well, these Anericans prefer the rifled barrel," said Frederic.

"They can't volley properly, rifles are so slowto |oad," said Bonaparte.
"They don't volley at all, unless they outnunber you," said La Fayette.

"I"'mtelling it," said Frederic. "Cornwallis got to Franklin and realized that half his arnmy was
dead, injured, or protecting his supply fines. Benedict Arnold-- the Appal achee general -- had
fortified the city. Earthworks, balustrades, trenches all up and down the hillsides. Lord
Cornwal lis tried to lay a siege, but the Cherriky noved so silently that the Cavalier pickets
never heard them bringing in supplies during the night. Fiendish, the way those Appal achee Wites
worked so closely with the Reds-- nade themcitizens, right fromthe start, if you can inmagi ne,
and it certainly paid off for themthis tinme. Appal achee troops also raided Cornwallis's supply
lines so often that after less than a nonth it becanme quite clear that Cornwallis was the
besi eged, not the besieger. He ended up surrendering his entire army, and the English King had to
grant Appal achee its independence."

Bonaparte nodded gravely.

"Here's the cleverest thing," said La Fayette. "After he surrendered, Cornwallis was brought
into Franklin City and discovered that all the fam |lies had been noved out |ong before he arrived.
That's the thing about these Americans on the frontier. They can pick up and nove anywhere. You
can't pin them down."

"But you can kill them" said Bonaparte
"You have to catch them" said La Fayette.
"They have fields and farns," said Bonaparte.

"Well, yes, you could try to find every farm" said La Fayette. "But when you get there, if
anyone's at honme you'll find it's a sinple farmfamly. Not a soldier anong them There's no arnmy.
But the mnute you | eave, soneone is shooting at you fromthe forest. It might be the sane hunble
farmer, and it might not."

"An interesting problem" said Bonaparte. "You never know your enemry. He never concentrates his
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forces."

"Which is why we deal with the Reds," said Frederic. "W can't very well go about nurdering
i nnocent farmfanilies ourselves, can we?"

"So you pay the Reds to kill themfor you."

"Yes. It works rather well," said Frederic, "and we have no plans to do anything different."

"Well? 1t works wel |l ?" said Bonaparte scornfully. "Ten years ago there weren't five hundred
Aneri can househol ds west of the Appal achee Mountains. Now there's ten thousand househol ds bet ween
t he Appal achees and the My-Amry, and nore noving farther west all the tine."

La Fayette winked at Frederic. Frederic hated himwhen he did that. "Napol eon read our
di spatches," La Fayette said cheerfully. "Menorized our estinmates of Anerican settlenents in the
Red Reserve."

"The King wants this Anerican intrusion into French territory stopped, and stopped at once,"
sai d Bonaparte.

"Ch he does?" asked La Fayette. "Wat an odd way he has of showing it."

"Odd? He sent ne," said Bonaparte. "That neans he expects victory.

"But you're a general," said La Fayette. "W already have generals."

"Besides," said Frederic, "you're not in command. |'min conmand."

"The Marquis has the suprene mlitary authority here," said Bonaparte.

Frederic understood conpletely: La Fayette also had the authority to put Bonaparte in command
over Frederic, if he desired. He cast an anxious | ook toward La Fayette, who was conpl acently
spreadi ng goose-liver paste on his bread. La Fayette sniled benignly. "Ceneral Bonaparte is under
your command, Frederic. That will not change. Ever. | hope that's clear, ny dear Napol eon."

"Of course," said Napoleon. "I would not dream of changing that. You should know that the King
is sending nore than generals to Canada. Another thousand soldiers will be here in the spring.”

"Yes, well, I"'minpressed to learn that he's prom sed to send nore troops agai n-- haven't we
heard a dozen such prom ses before, Frederic? |'m always reassured to hear another pronise from
the King." La Fayette took the last sip fromhis wi neglass. "But the fact is, ny dear Napol eon, we
al ready have soldiers, too, who do nothing but sit in garrison at Fort Detroit and Fort Chicago,
payi ng for scal ps with bourbon. Such a waste of bourbon. The Reds drink it like water and it kills
them"

"I'f we don't need generals and we don't need sol diers,
do you think we need to win this war?"

asked Bonaparte condescendi ngly, "what

Frederic couldn't decide if he hated Bonaparte for speaking so rudely to an aristocrat, or |oved
himfor speaking so rudely to the detestable Marquis de La Fayette.

"To wi n? Ten thousand French settlers,"” said La Fayette. "Match the Anericans man for nman, wfe
for wife, child for child. Make it inpossible to do business in that part of the country w thout
speaki ng French. Overwhel mthem wi th nunmbers."

"No one would come to live in such wild country,"” said Frederic, as he had said so nmany tines
bef ore.

"Ofer themfree land and they'd cone," said La Fayette.
"Riff-raff," said Frederic. "W hardly need nore riff-raff."

Bonapa rte studied La Fayette's face a nonent in silence. "The commercial value of these | ands
is the fur trade," said Bonaparte quietly. "The King was very clear on that point. He wants no
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European settlenment at all outside the forts."

"Then the King will lose this war," said La Fayette cheerfully, "no natter how nany generals he
sends. And with that, gentlenen, | think we have done with supper."

La Fayette arose and left the table i medi ately.

Bonaparte turned to face Frederic, who was already standing up to | eave. He reached out his hand
and touched Frederic's wist. "Stay, please," he said. O no, actually he nmerely said, "Stay," but
it felt to Frederic that he was saying please, that he really wanted Frederic to remain with him
that he | oved and honored Frederic--

But he couldn't, no, he couldn't, he was a comoner, and Frederic had nothing to say to him-

"My lord de Maurepas," murmured the Corsican corporal. O did he say nmerely "Maurepas," while
Frederic sinply inmagined the rest? Whatever his words, his voice was rich with respect, with
trust, with hope--

So Frederic stayed.

Bonaparte said al nost nothing. Just normal pleasantries. W should work well together. W can
serve the King properly. | will help you all | can

But to Frederic, there was so nuch nore than words. A prom se of future honor, of returning to
Paris covered with glory. Victory over the Americans, and above all putting La Fayette in his
pl ace, triunphing over the denocratic traitorous nmarquis. He and this Bonaparte could do it,
together. Patience for a few years, building up an arny of Reds so large that it provokes the
Anericans to raise an arny, too; then we can defeat that Anerican arnmy and go hone. That's all it
will take. It was alnmost a fever of hope and trust that filled Frederic's heart, until--

Until Bonaparte took his hand away from Frederic's wist.

It was as if Bonaparte's hand had been his connection to a great source of life and warmh; wth
the touch renoved, he grew cold, weary. But still there was Bonaparte's smle, and Frederic | ooked
at himand renmenbered the feeling of pronmise he had had a nonent before. How coul d he have ever
t hought working wi th Bonaparte woul d be anything but rewardi ng? The man knew his place, that was
certain. Frederic would nerely use Bonaparte's undeniable nmilitary talents, and together they
woul d triunmph and return to France in glory--

Bonaparte's smile faded, and again Frederic felt a vague sense of | oss.

"Good evening," said Bonaparte. "I will see you in the norning, sir.
The Corsican left the room

If Frederic could have seen his face, he m ght have recogni zed his own expression: it was
identical to the ook of |ove and devotion that all Bonaparte's junior officers had worn. But he
could not see his face. That night he went to bed feeling nore at peace, nore confident, nore
hopeful and excited than he had felt in all his years in Canada. He even felt-- nwhat, what is
this feeling, he wondered-- ah yes. Intelligent. He even felt intelligent.

* k%

It was deep night, but the canal nen were hard at work, using their noisy steamengine to punp
water into the lock. It was an engineering marvel, the steepest system of |ocks on any canal in
the world. The rest of the world did not know it. Europe still thought of Anerica as a | and of
savages. But the enterprising United States of America, inspired by the exanple of that old w zard
Ben Franklin, was encouraging invention and industry. Runmor had it that a man naned Fulton had a
wor ki ng st eam powered boat plying up and down the Hudson-- a steanboat that King Charles had been
of fered, and refused to fund! Coal nmines were plunging into the earth in Suskwahenny and
Appal achee. And here in the state of Irrakwa, the Reds were outdoing the Wites at their own gane,
buil di ng canal s, steam powered cars to run on railed roads, steam powered spinning wheel s that
spat out the cotton of the Crown Colonies and turned it into fine yarns that rivaled anything in
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Europe-- at half the cost. It was just beginning, just starting out, but already nore than half
the boats that cane up the St. Lawence River were bound for Irrakwa, and not for Canada at all

La Fayette stood at the rail until the lock was filled and the fires of the steam engi ne were
allowed to die. Then the clop, clop, clop of the canal horses and the boat slid forward again
through the water. La Fayette left the rail and wal ked quietly up the stairs to his room By dawn,
they would be at Port Buffalo. De Maurepas and Bonaparte would go west to Detroit. La Fayette
woul d return to the Governor's nansion in Niagara. There he would sit, issuing orders and watching
Parisian policies kill any future for the French in Canada. There was nothing La Fayette could do
to keep the Anericans, Red and Wiite together, from surpassing Canada and | eaving it behind. But
he could do a few things to hel p change France into the kind of nation that could reach out to the
future as boldly as America was doi ng.

In his own quarters, La Fayette lay on his bed, sniling. He could imagi ne what Bonaparte had
done tonight, alone in the roomw th poor enpty-headed Freddi e. The young Conte de Maurepas was
doubt | ess conpletely charmed. The sanme thing m ght well have happened to La Fayette, but he had
been warned about what Bonaparte coul d do, about his knack for making people trust their lives to
him It was a good knack for a general to have, as long as he only used it on his soldiers, so
they'd be willing to die for him But Bonaparte used it on everybody, if he thought he could get
away with it. So La Fayette's good friend Robespierre had sent hima certain jewel ed anmulet. The
antidote to Bonaparte's charm And a vial of powder, too-- the final antidote to Bonaparte, if he
could be controlled no other way.

Don't worry, Robespierre, ny dear fellow, thought La Fayette. Bonaparte will live. He thinks he
i s mani pul ati ng Canada to serve his ends, but | will manipulate himto serve the ends of
denocracy. Bonaparte does not suspect it now, but when he returns to France he will be ready to
take command of a revolutionary arny, and use his knack to end the tyranny of the ruling class
instead of using it to add neaningless crowns to King Charles's nost unworthy head.

For La Fayette's knack was not to read other men's thoughts, as de Maurepas suspected, but it
was nearly that. La Fayette knew upon neeting them what other men and wonen wanted nost. And
knowi ng that, everything el se could be guessed at. La Fayette already knew Napol eon better than
Napol eon knew hi nsel f. He knew t hat Napol eon Bonaparte wanted to rule the world. And maybe he'd
achieve it. But for now, here in Canada, La Fayette would rul e Napol eon Bonaparte. He fell asleep
clutching the anul et that kept him safe.

Chapter 4 -- Loll a-Wssi ky

Wien Lol | a- Wbssi ky | eft Ta-Kumsaw standing by the gate of Fort Carthage, he knew what his
brot her thought. Ta-Kunsaw t hought he was going off with his keg to drink and drink and drink

But Ta- Kunsaw di dn't know. Wite Miurderer Harrison didn't know. Nobody knew about Lol | a-Wssiky.
This keg would last himtwo nonths maybe. Alittle bit now, a little bit then. Careful, careful
never spill a drop, drink just this much, close it tight, make it last. Maybe even three nonths.

Al ways before he had to stay close to Wiite Murderer Harrison's fort, to get the cups of
dribbling Iikker fromthe dark brown jug. Now, though, he had plenty to nake his journey, his
great north journey to neet his dream beast.

Nobody knew that Loll a-Wssiky had a dream beast. Wiite man didn't know cause Wiite nman had no
dream beast, Wiite man slept all the tinme and never woke up. Red nan didn't know cause Red man saw
Lol I a- Wbssi ky and thought he was a |ikker Red, going to die, had no dream beast, never wake up

Lol I a- Wossi ky knew t hough. Lol | a-Wssi ky knew that light up north, he sawit conme five years
back. He knew it was his dream beast calling, but he never could go. He started five, six, twelve
times north, but then the likker would seep out of his blood and then the noise would cone back
terrible black noise that hurt himso bad all the tine. Wen the black noise cane it was like a
hundred tiny knives in his head, twisting, twisting, so he couldn't feel the |and no nore,
couldn't even see his dreambeast light, had to go back, find the |likker, still the noise so he
coul d think
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This last was the very worst tine. No |likker came for a long, long time, and for two nonths at
the end even Wiite Murderer Harrison didn't have nmuch for him maybe one cup in a week, never
enough to last nore than a few hours, maybe a day. Two | ong nonths of black noise all the tine.

Bl ack noi se made it so Lolla-Wssiky couldn't wal k right. Everything wi ggles, ground bunps up
and down, how can you wal k when the |and | ooks |ike water? So everybody thought Lolla-Wssiky was
drunk, stagger |ike a whisky-Red, fall down all the time. Where does he get the likker? they al
ask. Nobody has |ikker but Lolla Wssiky still gets drunk, how does he do it? Not one person has
eyes to see that Lolla-Wssiky isn't drunk at all. Don't they hear how he tal ks, clear talking,
not drunktal k? Don't they snell he got no likker-stink? Nobody guesses, nobody reckons, nobody
cal cal ates, nobody figures. They know Lol | a-Wssi ky al ways needs |ikker. Never nobody thinks maybe
Lol I a- Wssi ky has pain so bad he hopes to die.

And when he closes his eye to stop the world fromrippling like the river, they all think he's
asl eep and they say things. Ch, they say things they don't want no Red to hear. Lolla-Wssiky
figured that out very quick and so when the black noise got so bad he wanted to go |ie down on the
bottom of the river to shut out the noise forever, instead he staggered to Wiite Mirderer
Harrison's office and fell down on the floor by his door and listened. Black noise was very | oud,
but it wasn't ear noise, so he could still hear voices even with the roaring of the black noise in
his head. He thought very hard to hear every word under the door. He knew all that Wite Mirderer
Harrison said to everybody.

Lol I a- Wossi ky never told anybody what he heard.

Lol I a- Wssi ky never told anybody anything true. They never believed hi manyway. You're drunk
Lol | a- Wbssi ky. Shane on you, Lolla-Wssiky. Even when he wasn't drunk, even when he hurt so bad he
wanted to kill everything alive to nake it go away, even then they said, Too bad to see even a Red
get so awful drunk. And Ta-Kunsa, standing there never saying anything or when he did, being so
strong and right, when Lol la-Wssiky was so weak and w ong.

North north north went Lolla-Wssiky, chanting to hinself. North a thousand steps before | take
alittle drink. North with the black noise so loud | don't know where north is, but still north
because | don't dare to stop

Very dark night. Black noise so bad the | and says nothing to Loll a-Wssiky. Even the white |ight
of the dream beast is far off and seens to cone fromeverywhere at the sane tine. One eye sees
ni ght, other eye sees black noise. Have to stop. Have to stop

Very carefully Loll a-Wssiky found a tree, put down the keg, sat down and | eaned agai nst the
tree, keg between his legs. Very slowy because he couldn't see, he felt the keg all over to nmmke
sure of the bung. Tap tap tap with the tommy-hawk, tap, tap, tap till the bung was | oose. Slowy
he wiggled it out with his fingers. Then he | eaned over and put his nouth over the bunghol e, tight
as a kiss, tight as a baby on the nipple, that's how tight; then up with the keg, very slow, very
slow, not very high, there's the taste, there's the |likker, one swallow, two swallows, three
swal | ows, four.

Four is all. Four is the end. Four is the true nunber, the whol e nunber, the square nunber. Four
swal | ows.

He put the bung back into the keg and tapped it into place, tight. Already the likker is getting
to his head. Already the black noise is fading, fading.

Into silence. Into beautiful green silence.

But the green al so goes away, fading with the black. Every tine it goes this way. The | and
sense, the green vision that every Red has, nobody ever saw it clearer than Lolla-Wssiky. But now
when it cones, right behind it cones the black noise every tine. And when the bl ack noi se goes,
when the |ikker chases it off, right behind it goes away the green living silence every tine.

Lol la-Wbssiky is left like a Wiite man then. Cut off fromthe |and. G ound crunchi ng underfoot.
Br anches snaggi ng. Roots tripping. Aninmals running away.

Lol I a- Wssi ky hoped, hoped for years to find just the right anpunt of likker to drink, to stil
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the bl ack noise and still |eave the green vision. Four swallows, that was as close as he ever
came. It left the black noise just out of reach, just behind the nearest tree. But it also left
the green where he could just touch it. Just reach it. So he could pretend to be a true Red

i nstead of a whi sky-Red, which was really a Wite.

Toni ght, though, he had been wi thout |ikker so long, two nmonths except for a cup now and then,
that four swallows was too strong for him The green was gone with the black. But he didn't care,
not today. Didn't care, had to sleep

* k%

Wien he woke up in the norning, the black noise was just conming back. He wasn't sure whether the
sun or the noise woke him and he didn't care. Tap on the bung, four swallows, tap it closed. This
time the | and sensed stayed close by, he could feel it alittle. Enough to find the rabbit in the
hol e.

Thick old stick. Cut it here, slice it, sliceit, so splintery burrs of wood stuck out in every
direction.

Lol I a- Wossi ky knelt down in front of the rabbit hole.

"I amvery hungry," he whispered. "And | amnot very strong. WIIl you give ne neat?"

He strained to hear the answer, strained to knowif it was right. But it was too far off, and
rabbits were very quiet in their |and-voice. Once, he remenbered, he could hear all the voices,
and frommles and mles away. Maybe if the black noi se ever went away, he coul d hear again. But
for now, he had no way of knowing if the rabbits gave consent or not.

So he didn't know if he had the right or not. Didn't know if he was taking |like a Red man, just

what the land offered, or stealing like a Wite man, nurdering whatever it pleased himto kill. He
had no choice. He thrust the stick into the burrow, twisting it. He felt it quiver, heard the
squeal, and pulled it out, still twisting. Little rabbit, not a big one, just a little rabbit

squirmng to get away fromthe splinters, but Lolla-Wssiky was quick, just at the noment the
rabbit was at the burrow nmouth, ready to get free and run, Lolla-Wssiky had his hand there, held
the rabbit by the head, lifted it quickly into the air and gave it a snap and a shake. It cane
down dead, little rabbit, and Lolla-Wssiky carried it away fromthe burrow, back to the keg,
because it is very bad, it nakes an enpty place in the land, if you skin a baby animal where its
kin can see or hear you

He did not nake a fire. Too dangerous, and there was no tine to snoke the neat, not this close
to Wiite Murderer Harrison's fort. There wasn't nuch neat anyway; he ate it all, raw so it took
chewi ng but the flavor was very strong and good. If you can't snoke neat, Red man knows, carry al
you can in your belly. He tucked the hide into the waist of his l|oincloth, hoisted the keg over
his shoul der, and started north. The white |ight was on ahead of him dream beast calling, dream
beast urging himon. | will wake you up, said the dreambeast. | will end your dream

White man heard about dream beasts. White nman thought the Red nan went out into the forest and
had dreans. Stupid Wite man, never understood. Al of life at first is a long sleep, a long
dream You fall asleep at the nmoment you are born, and never wake up, never wake up until finally
one day the dream beast calls you. You go then, into the forest, sonetinmes only a few steps,
sonmetimes to the edge of the world. You go until you neet the beast who calls you. The beast is
not in a dream The beast wakes you up fromthe dream The beast shows you who you are, teaches
you your place in the land. Then you go hone awake, awake at |ast, and tell the shaman and your
not her and your sisters who the dream beast was. A bear? A badger? A bird? A fish? A hawk or an
eagl e? A bee or a wasp? The shaman will tell you stories and help you choose your woke-up nane.
Your nother and sisters will name all your children, whether they have been born yet or not.

Al'l of Lolla-Wssiky's brothers nmet their dream beasts |ong ago. Now his nother was dead, his
two sisters were gone to live with another tribe. Wio woul d name his children?

I know, said Lolla-Wssiky. | know Lolla-Wssiky will never have children, this old one-eyed
whi sky-Red. But Lolla-Wssiky will find his dream beast. Lolla-Wssiky will wake up. Lolla-Wssiky
wi Il have his woke-up nane.
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Then Lol l a-Wssiky will see if he should live or die. If the black noi se goes on, and waking up
teaches himnothing nore than he knows now, Lolla-Wssiky will go sleep in the river and let it
roll himto the sea, far away fromthe |Iand and the black noise. But if waking up teaches himsone
reason to live on, black noise or not, then Lolla-Wssiky will five, many |long years of drink and
pai n, pain and drink.

Lol | a- Wossi ky drank four swallows every norning, four swallows every night, and then went to
sl eep hoping that when the dream beast woke hi mup, he then could die.

* % %

One day he stood on the banks of a clearwater stream wi th the black noise thick in his vision
and loud in his ears. A great brown bear stood in the water. It slapped the face of the water and
a fish flewinto the air. The bear caught it in his teeth, chonped twi ce, and swallowed. It was
not the eating that Lolla-Wssiky cared about. It was the bear's eyes.

The bear had one eye missing, just like Lolla-Wssiky. This nade Loll a-Wssi ky wonder if the
bear could be his dream beast. But that could not be. The white light that called himwas stil
north and somewhat west of this place. So this bear was not the dream beast, it was part of the
dream

Still, it mght have a nessage for Lolla-Wssiky. This bear m ght be here because the |and
wanted to tell Lolla-Wssiky a story.

This is the first thing Lolla-Wssiky noticed: Wien the bear caught the fish in his jaws, he was
|l ooking with his single eye, seeing the glinmer of sunlight shining on the fish. Lolla-Wssiky
knew about this, cause Lolla-Wssiky tilted his head to one side just |like the bear

This is the second thing Loll a-Wssiky noticed: Wen the bear | ooked into the water to see the
fish swimmng, so he could slap at it, he |ooked with the other eye, with the eye that wasn't
there. Lolla-Wssiky didn't understand this. It was very strange,

This is the last thing Lolla-Wssiky noticed: As he watched the bear, his own good eye was
cl osed. And when he opened his eye, the river was still there, the sunlight was still there, the
fishes still danced into the air and then di sappeared, but the bear was gone. Loll a-Wssiky coul d
see the bear only if he closed his good eye.

Lol I a- Wbssi ky drank two swal l ows, fromthe keg, and the bear went away.

* k%

One day Lolla-Wssiky crossed a Wiite man's road, and felt it like a river nmoving under his
feet. The current of the road swept himalong. He staggered with it, then caught the stride and
j ogged al ong, the keg on his shoulder. A Red man never wal ked on the Wiite man's road-- the dirt
was packed too hard in dry weather, nud too deep in rain, and the wagon wheel ruts reached out
like White man's hands to turn the Red man's ankle, trip himup, break himdown. This tine,

t hough, the ground was soft |ike spring grass on a riverbank, as long as Loll a-Wssiky ran al ong
the road the right direction. Not toward the |ight anynore, cause the Iight was soft around him
and he knew the dream beast was very very cl ose.

The road three tinmes went over water-- two little streans and a big one-- and each tinme there
was a bridge, made of great heavy logs and sturdy planks, with a roof like a Wiite man's house.
Lol | a- Wssi ky stood on the first bridge a long tinme. He never heard of such a thing. Here he was
standing in the place where water was supposed to be, and yet the bridge was so heavy and strong,
the walls so thick, that he couldn't see or hear the water at all

And the river hated it. Lolla-Wssiky could hear how angry it was, how it wanted to reach up and
tear the bridge away. Wiite nan's ways, thought Lolla-Wssiky, White nman has to conquer, tear
t hi ngs away from the | and.

Yet standing on the bridge, he noticed sonething else. Even though the Iikker was nostly gone
fromhis body, the black noise was quieter on the bridge. He could hear nore of the green silence
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than he had in a long tinme. As if the black noise came partly fromthe river. How can that be?

Ri ver got no anger against Red man. And no White-built thing can bring the Red man closer to the

|l and. Yet that was what happened in this place. Lolla-Wssiky hurried on down the road; maybe when
his dream beast woke hi mup, he'd understand this thing.

Road poured out into a place of nmeadows and a few Wite man's buil dings. Lots of wagons. Horses
posted and tied, grazing on the nmeadow grass. Sound of netal hamrers ringing, chopping of axes in
the wood, screech of saws going back and forth, all kinds of Wiite-nan forest-killing sounds. A
Wiite man's town.

But not a Wiite man's town. Loll a-Wssi ky stopped at the edge of the open land. Wiy is this
VWiite man's town different, what's mssing that | expect to see?

The stockade. There was no stockade.

Where did the Wiite nen go to hide? Wiere did they | ock up drunken Reds and White nman thieves?
Wiere did they hide their guns?

"Lift! Lift! Lift!"™ White man's voice ringing out loud as a bell in the thick air of a sumer
af t er noon.

Up a grassy hill, maybe half a mle off, a strange wooden thing was rising up. Lolla-Wssiky
couldn't see the nen raising it cause the angle was wong; they were all hid up behind the brow of
the hill. But he could see a newwood frame go up, poles at the high end to raise it into place.

"Side wall now Lift! Lift! Lift!"

Now anot her frame rose up, slowy, slowy, sideways to the first. Wen both frames were standi ng
strai ght, they net just so along one edge. For the first tine Lolla-Wssiky saw nen. Vhite boys
scranbl ed up the franmes and raised their hanmmers and brought them down |ike tomry-hawks to beat
the wood into subm ssion. After they pounded for a while, they stood up, three of them standing
on the very top of the wall franes, their hamers raised up high Iike spears just pulled fromthe
body of the wild buffalo. The poles that had pushed the walls in place were pulled away. The walls
stood, holding each other in place. Lolla-Wssiky heard a cheer

Then suddenly the Wiite nen all appeared on the brow of the hill. Did they see ne? WIIl they
come to nake me go away or | ock ne up? No, they were just going down the hill to where their
horses and their wagons stood. Lolla-Wssiky nelted into the woods.

He drank four swallows fromthe keg, then clinbed into a tree and settled the keg into a pl ace
where three thick branches split apart. N ce and tight, nice and safe. Leaves nice and thick;
nobody see it fromthe ground, not even Red man

Lol | a- Wbssi ky took the |long way round, but pretty soon there he was on the hill where the new
wal | s stood. Lolla-Wssiky |ooked a long tinme, but he couldn't understand what this building was
going to be. It was the new way of building, those frane walls, |like Wite Mirderer Harrison's new

mansion, but it was very big. Bigger than anything Lolla-Wssiky ever saw Wite nmen build, taller
than the stockade

First the strange bridges, tight as houses. Now this strange building, tall as trees. Lolla-
Wissi ky wal ked out fromthe shelter of the forest onto the open neadow, rocking back and forth
because the ground never stayed | evel when he had likker in him Wen he reached the building, he
stepped up onto the wooden floor. White nman's floor, White man's walls, but it didn't feel like
any White man building Loll a-Wssiky ever saw. Big open space inside. Walls very high. First tine
ever he saw Wiite nan build sonething that wasn't closed in and dark. In this place a Red nan
still maybe glad to be here.

"Who's that? Who are you?"

Lol | a-Wossi ky turned around so fast he alnmost fell. Atall Wite nan stood at the edge of the
buil ding. The floor was up so high it net this man at the waist. He wasn't in buckskin like a
hunter, or in uniformlike a soldier. He was dressed like a farnmer maybe, only he was clean. In
fact Lolia-Wssiky never saw such a man in Carthage Gty.
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"Who are you?" demanded the man agai n.
"Red man," said Lolla-Wssiky.

"It's getting on dusk, but it sure ain't night yet. |1'd have to be blind not to know you're Red.
But | know the Reds close by and you ain't from around here."

Lol | y-Wossi ky | aughed. What White nman ever knew one Red from anot her so well he could say who
was from close by and who was from far away?

"You got a nane, Red nan?"

"Lol | a- Wbssi ky. "

"You're likkered, ain't you. | can snell it, and you don't wal k too good."
"Very likkered. Wi sky-Red."

"Who gave you that likker! You tell Me! Were'd you get that Iikker?"

Lona-wossi ky was confused. White man never asked hi mwhere he got his |ikker before. Wiite nan
al ways knew. "From Wiite Murderer Harrison," he said.

"Harrison's two hundred mles southeast of here. Wat did you call hin®"
"Covernor Bill Harrison."

"You called himWite Murderer Harrison."

"This Red very drunk."

"I can see that. But you sure didn't get drunk at Fort Carthage and then walk all this way
wi t hout sobering up. Now where'd you get that Iikker?"

"You going to |l ock nme up?"

"Lock you-- now where would | |ock you up, tell ne that? You really are from Fort Carthage,
aren't you. Well, I'Il tell you, M. Lolla-Wssiky, we got no place to | ock up drunk Reds around
here, cause around here Reds don't get drunk. And if they do, we find the Wite man who gave him
i kker and that White man gets a flogging. So you tell ne right now where you got that Iikker."

"My whisky," said Lolla-Wssiky.

"Maybe you better cone with nme."

"Lock nme up."

"I told you, we don't-- listen, you hungry?"
"Reckon so," said Lolla-Wssiky.

"You got a place to eat?"

"Eat wherever | am"

"Well, tonight you cone on down and eat at ny house."

Lol | a- Wbssi ky didn't know what to say. Was this a Wiite nan joke? Wite nan jokes were very hard
t o under st and.

"Aren't you hungry?"
"Reckon so," said Lolla-Wssiky again.

"Well, conme on, then!"
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Anot her White man cane up the hill. "Annor-of-God!" he called. "Your good wife wondered where
you were."
"Just a minute, Reverend Thrower. | think nmaybe we got us company for supper."”

"Who is that? Wiy, Arnor-of-God, | daresay that's a Red.
"He says his nane's Loll a-Wssiky. He's a Shaw Nee. He's also drunk as a skunk."

Lol I a- Wssi ky was very surprised. This Wiite man knew he was a Shaw Nee wi t hout asking. From his
hai r, plucked out except the tall strip down the niddle? Gther Reds did this. The fringe on his
| oi ncl oth? White man never saw these things.

"A Shaw Nee," said the newcone Wite nman. "Aren't they a particularly savage tribe?"

"Well, now, | don't know, Reverend Thrower," said Arnor-of-God. "What they are is a particularly
sober tribe. By which | nmean they don't get so |likkered as sone of these others. Sonme fol ks think
that the only safe Red is a whisky-Red, so they see all these sober Shaw Nee and they think that
makes them dangerous. "

"This one seens not to have that problem™

"I know. | tried to find out who gave himhis whisky, and he won't tell ne.

Rever end Thrower addressed Loll a-Wssiky. "Don't you know that whisky is the devil's tool and
the downfall of the Red man?"

"I don't think he tal ks English enough to know what you're tal king about, Reverend."
"Li kker very bad for Red man," said Loll a-Wssiky.

"Well, maybe he does understand,” said Arnor-of-God, chuckling. "Lolla-Wssiky, if you know how
bad Iikker is, how cone you stink of cheap whisky like an Irish barroon"

"Li kker very bad for Red man," said Lolla-Wssiky, "but Red man thirsty all the time."

"There's a sinple scientific explanation for that," said Reverend Thrower. "Europeans have had
al cohol i c beverages for so long that they've built up a tol erance. Europeans who desperately
hunger for alcohol tend to die younger, have fewer children, provide | ess wen for those children
they do have. The result is that nmpbst Europeans have a resistance to alcohol built into them But
you Reds have never built up that tol erance.”

"Very damm ri ght,
not kill you yet?"

said Lolla-Wssiky. "True-tal king Wiite nan, how cone White Murderer Harrison

"Well, now, will you listen to that,"” said Arnor-of-CGod. "That's the second tinme he called
Harrison a nurderer."

"He al so swore, which | do not appreciate.”

"I'f he's from Carthage, he learned to talk English froma class of Wite nan that thinks words
like 'damm' are punctuation, if you catch ny drift, Reverend. But listen, Lolla-Wssiky. This nman
here, he's Reverend Phil adel phia Thrower, and he's a minister of the Lord Jesus Christ, so mnind
you don't use no bad | anguage around him™

Lol I a-Wbssi ky hadn't the faintest idea what a minister was-- there was no such thing in Carthage
City. The best he could think of was that a mnister was |i ke a governor, only nicer

"WIIl you live in this very big house?"
"Live here?" asked Thrower. "Ch, no. This is the Lord' s house.

" \Mo?ll
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"The Lord Jesus Christ."

Lona- Wssi ky had heard of Jesus Christ. Wiite man called out that name all the time, nostly when
they were angry or lying. "Very angry man," said Lofla-Wssiky. "He |ive here?”

"Jesus Christ is a loving and forgiving Lord," said Reverend Thrower. "He won't live here the
way a Wiite man lives in a house. But when good Christians want to worship-- to sing hyms and
pray and hear the word of the Lord-- we'll conme together in this place. It's a church, or it wll
be. "

"Jesus Christ tal ks here?" Lolla-Wssiky thought it might be interesting to neet this very
i mportant White nan face to face.

"Ch, no, not in person. | speak for him"
From below the hill canme a woman's voice. "Arnor! Arnor Weaver!"

Arnor - of -God cane alert. "Supper's ready, and there she is calling out, she hates when she has
to do that. Cone on, Lolla-Wssiky. Drunk or not, if you want supper you can come, and get it."

"I hope you will," said Reverend Thrower. "And when supper is done, | hope to be able to teach
you the words of the Lord Jesus."

"Very nmost first thing," said Lolla-Wssiky. "You promise not to lock nme up. | don't want | ock-
up, | got to find dream beast."

"W won't lock you up. You can wal k out of ny house any tine." Arnor-of-God turned to Reverend
Thrower. "You can see what these Reds |earn about White nen fromWIIiam Henry Harrison. Likker
and | ock-ups."

"l am nore noved by his pagan beliefs. A dream beast! Is this their idea of gods?"

"The dream beast isn't God, it's an animal they dream about that teaches themthings," explained
Arnmor. "They always take a long journey till they have the dream and come home. That expl ai ns what
he's doing two hundred mles fromthe mai n Shaw Nee settlements on the | ower My-Ammy."

"Dream beast real," said Lolla-Wssiky.

"Right," said Arnor-of-God. Lolla-Wssiky knew he was saying that only to avoid of fending him

"This poor creature is obviously in dire need of the gospel of Jesus," said Thrower.

"Looks to ne like he's in nore need of supper at the nmoment. CGospel is |earned best on a ful
belly, wouldn't you say?"

Thrower chuckled. "I don't think it says that anywhere in the Bible, Arnor-of-God, but | dare
say you're correct."

Arnor-of -God put his hands on his hips and asked Lol | a-Wssi ky again. "You com ng or not?"

"Reckon so," said Lolla-Wssiky.

* k% %

Lol l a-Wbssi ky's belly was full, but it was White man's food, soft and snoooth and overcooked,
and it grunbled inside him Thrower went on and on with very strange words. The stones were good,
but Thrower kept going on about original sin and redenption. One tinme when Lolla-Wssiky thought
he understood, he said, "Wat a silly god, he nakes everybody born bad to go to bunung hell. Wy
so mad? All his fault!" But this nade Thrower get very upset and talk |onger and faster, so after
that Loll a-Wssiky did not offer any of his thoughts.

The bl ack noi se cane back | ouder and | ouder the nmore Thrower tal ked. Wi sky wearing off? It was
very quick for the Iikker to go out of him And when Thrower |left one time to go enpty hinself,
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the bl ack noise got quieter. Very strange-- Lolla-Wssiky never before noticed anybody making the
bl ack noi se | ouder or softer by com ng or going.

But maybe that was because he was here in the dream beast place. He knew this was the place
because the white |light was all around hi mwhen he | ooked, and he couldn't see where to go. Don't
be surprised at bridges that make bl ack noise soft and Wiite minister who nakes bl ack noi se | oud.
Don't be surprised at Annor-of-God with his | and-face picture who feeds Red nan and doesn't sel
i kker or even give likker

Whi |l e Thrower was outside, Arnor-of-God showed Lol l a-Whssi ky the map. "This is a picture of the
whol e | and around hem Up to the northwest, there's the big | ake-- the Kicky-Poo call it Fat
Water. Right there, Fort Chicago-- it's a French outpost."”

"French. One cup of whisky for a White man scalp.”

"That's the going rate, all right," said Arnor-of-CGod. "But the Reds around here don't take
scal ps. They trade fair with ne, and | trade fair with them and we don't go shooting down Reds
and they don't go killing Wiite fol ks for the bounty. You understand me? You start getting
thirsty, you think about this: There was a whisky-Red fromthe We-Aw tribe here sone four year
back, he killed hima little Danish boy out in the woods. Do you think it was Wiite nmen tracked
hi m down? Reckon not; you know a Wiite man's got no hope to find no Red in these woods, specially
not farners and such like us. No, it was Shaw Nee and OQtty-Wa who found himtwo hours after the
boy turned up missing. And do you think it was Wite nmen puni shed that whi sky- Red? Reckon not;
they set that We-Aw down and said, 'You want to show brave?' and when he said yes, they took six
hours killing him"

"Very kind," said Lolla-Wssiky.
"Kind? | reckon not," said Arnor-of-Cod

"Red man kills White boy for whisky, |I never |let himshow brave, he die-- uh! Like that, quick
like rattl esnake, no man him"

"I got to say you Reds think real strange," said Arnor. "You nean it's a favor when you torture
sonebody to deat h?"

"Not sonebody. Eneny. Catch eneny, he shows brave before he die so then his spirit flies back to
hone. Tell his nmother and sisters he died brave, they sing songs and screamfor him He doesn't
show brave, then his spirit falls flat on the dirt and you step on him grind himin, he never
goes hone, nobody renenbers his nane."

"I't's a good thing Thrower's out at the privy right now, or | reckon he'd wet his pants over
that doctrine." Thrower squinted at Lolla-Wssiky. "You nean they honored that Wee-Aw who kill ed
that little boy?"

"Very bad thing, killing little boy. But naybe Red man knows about whi sky-Red, very thirsty,

maki ng crazy. Not like killing man to take his house or his woman or his land, |like Wite man al
the tine."
"I got to say, the nore | |earn about you Reds, the nore it kind of starts to make sense.

better read the Bible nore every night before I turn Red nyself."
Lol I a- Wossi ky | aughed and | aughed.
"What's so funny?"

"Many Red nen turn Wiite and then die. But never does a Wiite nan turn Red. | have to tell this
story, everybody | augh.”

"You Reds have a sense of hunmor like |I just don't understand." Arnor patted the map. "Here's us,
right here just downriver fromwhere the Tippy-Canoe flows into the Wbbish. Al these dots,
they're White man's farns. And these circles, they're Red villages. This one's Shaw Nee, this
one's W nny-Baygo, see how it goes?"
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"White Murderer Harrison tells Reds that you nmake this |and-face picture so you can find Red
villages. Killing everybody, he says."

"Well, that's just the kind of lie |I'd expect himto tell. So you heard about nme afore you cane
up here, did you? Well, | hope you don't believe his lies."

"Ch, no. Nobody believes Wiite Murderer Harrison. "

"CGood thing."
"Nobody believes any Wiite man. Al lies.™
"Well, not ne, you understand that? Not nme. Harrison wants to be governor so bad that he'll tel

any lie he can to get power and keep it."
"He says you want to be governor, too."

Arnor paused at that. Looked at the map. Looked at the door to the kitchen, where his wife was
washing up. "Well, | reckon he didn't lie about that. But ny idea of what it means to be governor
and his are two different things. | want to be governor so Red nen and Wihite nmen can |live together
in peace here, farmng the land side by side, going to the same schools so soneday there ain't no
di fference between Red and White. But Harrison, he wants to get rid of the Red man altogether."

If you make the Red man just like the Wiite nan, then he won't be Red no nore. Harrison's way or
Arnor's way, you end up with no Red nen at the end. Lolla-Wssiky thought of this, but he didn't
say it. He knew that even though turning all the Red men Wiite would be very bad, killing them al
with likker the way Harrison planned, or killing themand driving themoff the | and the way
Jackson pl anned, those were even worse. Harrison was a very bad man. Arnor wanted to be a good
man, he just didn't know how. Lolla-Wssiky understood this, so he didn't argue w th Annor-of - God.

Arnmor went on showi ng himthe map. "Down here's Fort Carthage, it's got a square, cause it's a
town. | put a square for us, too, even though we're not rightly a town yet. W're calling it Vigor
Church, on account of that church we're building."

"Church for building. Wy Vigor?"

"Ch, the first folks settled here, the ones who cut the road and nade the bridges, the Mller
famly. They live on up behind the church, way along the road there. My wife is their oldest girl,
in fact. They naned this place Vigor on account of their ol dest son was naned Vigor. He drowned in
the Hatrack River clear back near Suskwahenny, on their way conming here. So they naned the place
after him™

"Your wife, very pretty," said Lolla-Wssiky.

It took Arnor just a few seconds to answer that, he | ooked so surprised. And in the shop in
back, where they ate the neal, his wife El eanor nmust have been |istening, cause she was suddenly
standing there in the doorway.

"Nobody ever called ne pretty,” she said softly.

Lol I a- Wssi ky was baffled. Mst Wiite women had narrow faces, no cheekbones, sick-1ooking skin.
El eanor was darker, w de-faced, high cheekbones.

"I think you're pretty,” said Arnor. "I really do."

Lol  a-Wbssi ky didn't believe him and neither did El eanor, though she smiled and went away from
the door. He never had thought she was pretty, that was plain. And after a nonent, Loll a-Wssiky
under st ood why. She was pretty like a Red woman. So naturally White nen who never saw straight
t hought her pretty was very ugly.

This al so neant that Arnor-of-CGod was nmarried to a wonan he thought was ugly. But he didn't

shout at her or hit her, like a Red man with an ugly squaw. This was a good thing, Lolla-Wssiky
deci ded.
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"You very happy," said Lolla-WssiKky.

"That's because we're Christians," said Arnor-of God. "You' d be happy, too, if you was
Christian."

"I won't never be happy, said Lolla-Wssiky.. He neant to say, "Till | hear green silence
again, till black noise goes away." But no use saying that to a White nman, they didn't know that
hal f the things going on in the world were plain invisible to them

"Yes, you will," said Thrower. He strode into the roomwth all kinds of energy, ready to tackle
this heathen all over again. "You accept Jesus Christ as your savior, and you will have true
happi ness. "

Now, that was a prom se worth |ooking into. That was a good reason to tal k about this Jesus
Christ. Maybe Jesus Christ was Lolla-Wssiky's dream beast. Maybe he woul d nmake the bl ack noi se go
away and make Lol | a- Wssi ky happy again |ike he was before Wiite Miurderer Harrison blew up the
world with black noise fromhis gun.

"Jesus Christ makes ne wake up?" asked Lol | a-Wssi ky.
"Conme follow nme, he said, and | will nake you fishers of nen," answered Thrower.

"He waking nme up? He nmaki ng me happy?"

"Eternal joy, in the bosomof the Heavenly Father," said Thrower.

None of this made any sense, but Loll a-Wssiky decided to go ahead anyway on the chance that it
woul d wake hi mup and then he'd understand what Thrower was tal ki ng about. Even though Thrower
made t he bl ack noi se | ouder, maybe he al so had the cure for it.

So that night Lolla-Wssiky slept out in the woods, took his four swallows of whisky in the
nmor ni ng, and staggered on up to the church. Thrower was annoyed that Loll a-Wssi ky was drunk, and
Arnor once again insisted on knowi ng who gave himlikker. Since all the other nen who were doing
the church-raising were gathered around, Arnor nade a speech, with a whole bunch of threats init.
“I'f I find out who's likkering up these Reds, | swear 1'll burn his house down and rmake hi m go
live with Harrison down on the Ho. Up here we're Christian folk. Now | can't stop you from
putting those hexes on your houses and naki ng those spells and conjures, even though they show
lack of faith in the Lord, but | sure can stop you from poisoning the folk that the Lord saw fit
to put on this land. Do you understand ne?"

Al the Wite folk nodded and said yes and that's right and reckon so.
"Nobody here gave ne whisky," said Loll a-Wssiky.

"Maybe he carried it with himin a cup!" said one of the nen.

"Maybe he's got hima still in the woods!" said anot her

They all | aughed.

"Pl ease be reverent," said Thrower. "This heathen is accepting the Lord Jesus Christ. He shal
be covered with the water of baptismas was Jesus hinself. Let this mark the begi nning of a great
m ssionary | abor anmong the Red nmen of the Anerican forest!"

Amen, nmurnured the nen.

Well, the water was cold, and that's about all Loll a-Wssiky noticed, except that when Thrower
sprinkled it on himthe black noise just got |ouder. Jesus Christ didn't show up, so he wasn't the
dream beast after all. Lolla-Wssiky was di sappoi nt ed.

But Reverend Thrower wasn't. That was the strange thing about Wiite men. They just seened not to
noti ce what went on around them Here Thrower perfornmed a baptismthat didn't do a |lick of good,
and he went strutting around the rest of the day like he had just called a buffalo into a starving
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village in the dead of wi nter.

Arnor-of -God was just as blind. At noon, when El eanor brought dinner up the hill to the worknen,
they let Lolla-Wssiky eat with them "Can't turn away a Christian, can we?" said one. But none of
them was too happy about sitting next to Lolla-Wssiky, probably because he stank of |iquor and
sweat and he staggered when he wal ked. It ended up that Arnor-of-God sat with Loll a-Wssiky off a
ways fromthe others, and they tal ked about this and that.

Till Lolla-Wssiky asked him "Jesus Christ, he don't |ike hexes?"

"That's right. He is the way, and all this beseeching and suchlike is blaspheny."
Lol I a- Wssi ky nodded gravely. "Painted hex no good. Paint never was alive."

"Pai nted, carved, sane thing."

"Woden hex, a little strong. Tree used to be alive."

"Doesn't matter to me, wooden or painted, | won't have no hexes in ny house. No conjures, no
come- hithers, no fendings, no wardings, none of that stuff. A good Christian relies on prayer, and
that's that. The Lord is ny shepherd, | shall not want."

Lol I a- Wossi ky knew then that Arnor-of-Cod was just as blind as Thrower. Because Arnor-of-God's
house was the strongest-hexed house Lolla-Wssiky ever saw. That was part of the reason Loll a-
Wossi ky was inpressed with Arnor, that his house was actually well protected, because he
under st ood enough to nmake his hexes out of living things. Arrangenents of living plants hanging on
the porch, seeds with the Iife in themsitting in carefully placed jars, garlics, stains of berry
juices, all so strongly placed that even with the likker in himto dull the black noise, Lolla-
Wissi ky coul d feel the pushing and pulling of the fendi ngs and wardi ngs and hexes.

Yet Annor-of-God didn't have the faintest idea that his house had any hexes at all. "My wife
El eanor, her fol ks always had hexes. Her little brother Al Junior, he's that six-year-old
wrassling with the bl ond-headed Swedi sh boy there-- see hin? He's a real hex-carver, they say."

Lol | a- Wossi ky | ooked at the boy, but couldn't exactly see him He saw the yell ow hair boy he was
tussling with, but the other boy just couldn't cone clear for him he didn't know why.

Arnor was still talking. "Don't that make you sick? That young, and already he's being turned
away from Jesus. Anyway, it was real hard for Eleanor to give up those hexes and such. But she did
it. Gave me her solem oath, or we never woul d' ve got married."”

At that nonent El eanor, the pretty wife that Wiite nmen thought was ugly, canme up to take away
the di nner basket. She heard the |ast words that her husband said, but she gave no sign that it
meant anything to her. Except that when she took Lolla-Wssiky's bowl fromhim and | ooked himin
the eye, he felt |like she was asking him D d you see those hexes?

Lol I a-Wbssi ky smiled at her, his biggest smle, so she'd know he didn't have any plan to tel
her husband.

She sniled back, hesitantly, untrustingly. "Did you like the food?" she asked him
"Everyt hing cooked too nuch," said Lolla-Wssiky. "Blood taste all gone."

Her eyes went wi de. Arnor only | aughed and cl apped Lol | a-Wssi ky on the shoulder. "Well, that's
what it means to be civilized. You give up drinking blood, and that's a fact. | hope your baptism
sets you on the right road-- it's plain you' ve been a long tinme on the wong one."

"I wondered," said El eanor-- and she stopped, glanced down at Lolla-Wssiky's |oincloth, and
then | ooked at her husband.

"Ch, yes, we tal ked about that last night. |1've got some old trousers and a shirt | don't use
anynore, and El eanor's nmaking nme new ones anyway, so | thought, now that you're baptized, you
really ought to start dressing like a Christian."
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"Very hot day," said Lolla-Wssiky.

"Yes, well, Christians believe in nodesty of dress, Lolla-Wssiky." Arnor |aughed and hit himon
t he shoul der agai n.

"l can bring the clothes up this afternoon,” said El eanor

Lol I a- Wssi ky thought this was a very stupid idea. Red nen al ways | ooked stupid dressed in Wite
man's clothes. But he didn't want to argue with them because they were trying to be very friendly.
And maybe the baptismwould work after all, if he put on Wiite man's cl ot hes. Maybe then the bl ack
noi se woul d go away.

So he didn't answer. He just |ooked at where the yell ow hair boy yvas running around in circles,
shouting, "Alvin! Ally!" Lolla-Wssiky tried very hard to see the boy that he was chasing. He saw
a foot touching the ground and raising dust, a hand noving through the air, but never quite saw
the boy hinself. Very strange thing.

El eanor was waiting for himto answer. Lolla-Wssiky said nothing, since he was now wat ching the
boy who wasn't there. Finally Arnor-of-God | aughed and said, "Bring the clothes up, Eleanor. W'l
dress himlike a Christian, all right, and naybe tonorrow he can I end a hand on building the
church, start learning a Christian trade. Get a saw into his hand."

Lol l a-Wbssi ky didn't actually hear that |ast, or he night have taken off into the woods right
away. He had seen what happened to Red nmen who started using Wiite man's tools. The way they got
cut off fromthe land, bit by bit, every tine they hefted that nmetal. Even guns. A Red nan starts
usi ng guns for hunting, he's half Wiite the first tine he pulls the trigger; only thing a Red man
can use a gun for is killing Wite nmen, that's what Ta-Kunsaw al ways sai d, and he was right. But
Lol a-Wbssi ky didn't hear Arnor tal k about wanting Lolla-Wssiky to use a saw because he had j ust
made the nost remarkabl e di scovery. Wien he closed his good eye, he could see that boy. Just |ike
the one-eyed bear in the river. Qpen his eye, and there was the yell ow head boy chasing and
shouting, but no Alvin MIler Junior. Close his eye, and there was nothing but the black noise and
the traces of the green-- and then, right in the niddle, there was the boy, bright and shining
with light as if he had the sun in his back pocket, laughing and playing with a voice |ike nusic.

And then he didn't see himat all.

Lol I a- Wbssi ky opened his eye. There was Reverend Thrower. Arnor and El eanor were gone-- all the
men were back to work on the church. It was Thrower who made the boy di sappear, that was plain
enough. O naybe not-- because now, with Thrower standing by him Lolla-Wssiky could see the boy
with his good eye. Just |like any other child.

"Loll a-Wbssiky, it occurs to ne that you really ought to have a Christian nane. |'ve never
baptized a Red before, and so | just thoughtlessly used your uncivilized nonenclature. You're
supposed to take a new nane, a Christian nane. Not necessarily a saint's name-- we're not Papists--
but somet hing to suggest your new commitment to Christ. "

Lol I a- Wbssi ky nodded. He knew he would need a new nane, if the baptismturned out to work after
all. Once he nmet his dream beast and went back home, he would get a nane. He tried to explain this
to Thrower, but the Wiite nminister didn't really understand. Finally, though, he grasped the idea
that Lol |l a-Wssi ky wanted a new nane and neant to get one soon, so he was nollified.

"While we're both right here, by the way," said, Thrower, "I wondered if | might exam ne your
head. | am worki ng on devel opi ng sonme orderly categorizations for the infant science of
phrenology. It is the idea that particular talents and propensities in the human soul are
reflected in or perhaps even caused by protuberances and depressions in the shape of the skull."

Lol I a- Wbssi ky didn't have any idea what Thrower was tal king about, so he nodded silently. This
usual Iy worked with Wiite men who were tal ki ng nonsense, and Thrower was no exception. The end of
it was that Thrower felt all over Lolla-Wssiky's head, stopping now and then to make sketches and
notes on a piece of paper, nuttering things like "lInteresting... Hal" and "So rmuch for that
theory." Wen it was over, Thrower thanked him "You've contributed greatly to the cause of
science, M. Wssiky. You are living proof that a Red nan does not necessarily have the bunps of
savagery and canni balism Instead you have the nornmal array of knacks and | acks that any human
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has. Red men are not intrinsically different fromWite nen, at least not in any sinple, easily
categorized way. In fact, you have every sign of being quite a renmarkabl e speaker, with a

prof oundl y devel oped sense of religion. It is no accident that you are the first Red nan to accept
the gospel in ny mnistry here in Anmerica. | nust say that your phrenol ogical pattern has nmany
great simlarities to my own. In short, ny dear new baptized Christian, | would not be surprised
if you ended up being a mssionary of the gospel yourself. Preaching to great multitudes of Red
men and wonen and bringing themto an understandi ng of heaven. Contenplate that vision, M.

Wissi ky. If | amnot mistaken, it is your future."

Lol I a- Wssi ky barely caught the gist of what Thrower said. Sonething about himbeing a preacher
Sonet hi ng about telling the future. Lolla-Wssiky tried to make sense of this, but it didn't work.

By nightfall, Lolla-Wssiky was dressed in Wiite man's clothes, looking like a fool. H s |ikker
had worn of f and he hadn't had a chance to dodge back into the woods and get his four swallows, so
the bl ack noise was getting very bad. Wrse yet, it |ooked to be a rainy night, so he couldn't see
with his eye, and with the black noise as bad as it was, his |and sense couldn't lead himto his
keg, either.

The result was that he was staggering worse than when he had likker in him the ground heaved
and tossed so rmuch under his feet. He fell over trying to get out of his chair at Arnor's supper
tabl e. El eanor insisted that he had to spend the night there. "W can't have himsleep in the
woods, not when it rains,” she said, and as if to buttress her point there was a clap of thunder
and rain started pelting the roof and walls. Eleanor made up a bed on the floor of the kitchen
whil e Thrower and Arnor went around the house closing shutters. Gatefully Lolla-Wssiky craw ed
to the bed, not even renoving the stiff unconfortable trousers and shirt, and |ay down, his eye
closed, tying to endure the stabbing in his head, the pain of the black noise |like knives cutting
out his brain slice by slice.

As usual, they thought he was asl eep.
"He seens drunker than he did this norning," said Thrower.
"I know he never left the hill," said Arnor. "There's not a chance he got a drink anywhere."

"I've heard it said that when a drunk becones sober," said Thrower, "at first he acts nore drunk

than when he has al cohol in him"
"I hope that's all it is," said Arnor.

"I daresay he was somewhat di sappointed at the baptismtoday,"” said Thrower. "Of course it's
i npossi bl e to understand what a savage is feeling, but--"

"I wouldn't call hima savage, Reverend Thrower," said Eleanor. "I think in his own way he's
civilized."
"You mght as well call a badger civilized, then," said Thrower. "In his own way, anyway."

"l nean to say," Eleanor said, her voice even quieter and neeker-sounding, but therefore
carrying all the nore weight, "that | saw hi mreading."

"Turni ng pages you mean," said Thrower. "He couldn't be reading."

"No. He read, and his lips formed the words," she said. "The signs on the wall in the front
room where we serve custoners. He read the words."

"It's possible, you know," said Arnor. "I know for a fact that the Irrakwa read just as good as
any White nen. | been there to do business often enough, and you can bet you have to read the fine
print on the contracts they wite up. Red nmen can learn to read, and that's a fact."

"But this one, this drunk--"
"Who knows what he can becone, when the likker ain't in hin?" said El eanor.

Then they went away to the other room and left the house for a while, walking Thrower home to
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the cabin he was staying in before the rain got so bad he had to stay the night.

Al one in the house, Lolla-Wssiky tried to make sense of things. Baptismalone hadn't wakened
himfromhis dream Nor had Wite man's clothes. Maybe going w thout |ikker for a night would do
it, Iike Eleanor suggested, though it nade himcrazy with pain so he couldn't sleep

What ever happened, though, he knew that the dream beast was waiting somewhere near here. The
white |ight was suffused all around himnow, this was the waking place for Lolla-Wssiky. Maybe if
he stayed away fromthe church hill today, maybe if he wandered in the woods around Vi gor Church
then the dream beast could find him

One thing was sure. He wasn't going to spend another night w thout whisky. Not when he had a keg
out in a crotch of a tree that could take away the black noise and | et himsleep

* % %

Lol | a- Wssi ky wal ked everywhere in the woods. He saw many animals, but they all ran fromhin he
was so drunk or so bound up in the black noise that he never was part of the land, and they ran
fromhimjust as if he were Wite.

Di scouraged, he began to drink nore than four swallows, even though he knew he would run out of
whi sky too fast. He wal ked less and less in the forest, nore and nore along the Wiite nan's paths
and roads, showing up at farmhouses in the mddle of the day. The wonen sonetinmes screanmed and ran
away, carrying a baby and | eading children off into the woods. O her wonmen poi nted guns at hi m and
made him | eave. Some of themfed himand tal ked about Jesus Christ. Finally Arnor-of-God told him
not to visit the farnms when the nmen were away, working on the church

So there was nothing left for Lolla-Wssiky to do. He knew he was close to the dream beast, but
he couldn't find it. He couldn't walk in the forest because the animals ran from him and he
stunbled and fell all the tine, nore and nore, until he feared he might break a bone and die of
starvation because he couldn't even call small animals to feed him He couldn't visit the farns
because the nmen were angry. So he lay on the comons, sleeping fromdrunkenness or trying to
endure the pain of the black noise, one or the other

Soneti mes he worked up the energy to go up the hill and see the nmen working on the church
Whenever he got there, sone nan would call out, "Here cones the Red Christian!" and Lol | a-Wssiky
knew that there was malice and ridicule in the voices that said it and the voices that | aughed.

He was not at the church the day the roof-beamfell. He was sleeping on the grass of the
comons, near the porch of Arnor's house, when he heard the crash. It startled hi mawake, and the
bl ack noi se canme back harsher than ever, even though he had drunk ei ght swall ows that norning and
ought to be drunk till noon. He lay there holding his head until nen started com ng down fromthe
hill, cursing and nuttering about the strange thing that happened.

"What happened?" Lol |l a-Wssi ky asked. He had to know, because whatever it was, it had nmade the
bl ack noi se worse than it had been in years. "Was a man killed?" He knew that a gunshot made the
bl ack noise in the first place. "Did White Mirderer Harrison shoot sonebody?"

At first they paid himno attention, because they thought he was drunk, of course. But finally
soneone told hi mwhat happened.

They had been laying the first ridgebeamin place, high on top of the building, when the centra
ri dgepol e shivered and tossed the ridgebeamup in the air. "Cane down flat, just like God' s own
foot stepping on the earth, and wouldn't you know, there was that little Alvin Junior, Al Mller's
boy, right under the beam WelIl, we thought he was dead. The boy just stood there, the beam | anded
smack-- you nust have heard the noise, that's why it sounded like a gun to you-- but you won't
believe this. That ridgebeamsplit right in half, right in the very place where Al vin was
standing, split right in two and |anded on this side and that side of him didn't touch a hair on
his head."

"Sonet hi ng strange about that boy," said a nan

"He's got a guardian angel, that's what he's got," said anot her
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Al vin Junior. The boy he couldn't see with his eye open.

There was no one at the church when Lol l a-Wssi ky got there. The ridgebeam was al so gone,
everything swept out, no sign of the accident. But Lolla-Wssiky was not |ooking with his eye. He
could feel it, alnpbst as soon as he got within sight of the church. A whirlpool, not fast at the
edges, but stronger and stronger the closer he canme. A whirlwind of light, and the cl oser he got,
t he weaker the black noise becane. Until he stood on the church floor, in the spot that he knew
was where the boy was standing. How did he know? The bl ack noi se was quieter. Not gone, the pain
not heal ed, but Lolla-Wssiky could feel the green land again, just a little, not like it used to
be, but he could feel the small life under the floor, a squirrel in the meadow not far off, things
he hadn't felt, drunk or sober, in all the years since the gun blew the bl ack noise into his head.

Lol I a- Wossi ky turned around and around, seeing nothing but the walls of the church. Until he
cl osed his eye. Then he saw the whirlw nd, yes, white Iight spinning and spinning around him and
the black noise retreating. He was in the end of his own dream now, and he could see with his eye
cl osed, see clearly. There was a shining path ahead of him a road as bright as the noonday sky,
dazzling |li ke nmeadow snow on a clear day. He knew al ready, wi thout opening his eye to see, where
the path would lead. Up the hill, down the other side, up a higher hill, to a house not far froma
strewn, a house where lived a Wite boy who was only visible to Lolla-Wssiky with his eye cl osed.

H's silent step had returned to him now that the black noise had backed off a bit. He wal ked
around the house, around and around. No one heard him Inside |aughter, shouting, scream ng. Happy
children, quarreling children. Stern voices of parents. Except for the |anguage, it could be his
village. H's own sisters and brothers in the happy days before White Murderer Harrison took his
father's life.

The White father, Alvin MIler, cane out to the privy. Not long after, the boy hinself cane,
running, as if he was afraid. He shouted at the privy door. Wth his eye open, Lolla-Wssiky only
knew t hat sonmeone was standing there, shouting. Wth his eye closed, he saw the boy clearly,
radi ant, and heard his voice |ike birdsong across a river, all nusic, even though what he said was
silly, foolish, Iike a child.

"I'f you don't come out I'Il do it right in front of the door so you'll step in it when you cone
out!"

Then silence, as the boy grew nore worried, hitting hinmself on the top of his head with his own
fist, as if to say, Stupid, stupid, stupid. Something changed in Al Junior's expression; Lolla-
Wbssi ky opened his eye to see that the father had cone out, was sayi ng sonet hi ng.

The boy answered him ashaned. The father corrected him Lolla-Wssiky closed his eye.

"Yes sir," said the boy.

Again the father nust be speaking, but with his eye closed Lolla-Wssiky did not hear the
fat her.

"Sorry, Papa."

Then the father nmust have wal ked away, because little Alvin went into the privy. Mittering, so
soft no one could hear. But Lolla-Wssiky heard. "Well, if you'd just build another outhouse |'d
be fine."

Lol I a- Wossi ky | aughed. Foolish boy, foolish father, like all boys, like all fathers.

The boy finished and went into the house.

Here | am said Lolla-Wssiky silently. | followed the shining path, | cane to this place, | saw
silly Waite family things; now where is ny dream beast?

And again he saw the white |ight gather, inside the house, following the boy up the stairs. For
Lol I a- Wssi ky there were no walls. He saw the boy being very careful, as if he were watching for
an eneny, for sone attack. When he reached the bedroom he ducked inside, closed his door quickly
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behind him Lolla-Wssiky saw himso clearly that he thought he could al nost hear his thoughts;
and then, because he thought it, and because this was near the end of his dream alnost to the
time of waking, he did hear the boy's thoughts, or at least felt his feelings. It was his sisters
he was afraid of. A silly quarrel, begun with teasing, but malicious now- he was afraid of their
vengeance.

It came as he stripped off his clothes and pulled his nightshirt over his head. Stinging!
I nsects, thought the boy. Spiders, scorpions, tiny snakes! He pulled the nightshirt off, slapped
hinself, cried out fromthe pain, the surprise, the fear

But Lol la-Wssiky could feel the | and well enough to know there were no insects. Not on his
body, not in the shirt. Though there were many living creatures there. Small life, little aninals.
Roaches, hundreds of themliving in the walls and fl oors.

Not in all the walls and floors, though. Just in Alvin Junior's room All gathered to his room

Was it enmty? Roaches were too small for hate. They knew only three feelings, those little
creatures. Fear, hunger, and the third sense, the |and sense. The trust in how things ought to be.
Did the boy feed then? No. They came to himfor the other thing. Lolla-Wssiky could hardly
believe it, but he felt it in the roaches and coul dn't doubt. The boy had called them sonmehow. The
boy had the | and sense, at |east enough to call these snall creatures.

Call them why? Who wanted roaches? But he was only a boy. There didn't have to be sense in it.
Just the discovery that the little life would cone when you called it. Red boys |earned this, but
always with their father or a brother, always out on the first hunt. Kneel and speak silently to
the Iife you need to take, and ask it if this is a good tine, and if it is willing to die to nmake
your life strong. Is it your tine to die? asks the Red boy. And if the life consents, it wll
cone.

This is what the boy did. Except it wasn't so sinple. He didn't call the roaches to die for his
need, because he had no need. No, he called them and kept them safe. He protected them It was
like a treaty. There were certain places the roaches didn't go. Into Alvin's bed. Into his little
brother Calvin's cradle. Into Alvin's clothing, folded on the stool. And in return Al vin nevcr
killed them They were safe in his room It was a sanctuary, a reserve. Avery silly thing, a
child playing with things he didn't understand.

But the marvel of it was-- this was a Wiite boy, doing something beyond even a Red nan's reach
When did the Red nan ever say to the bear, cone and live with me and | will keep you safe? When
did the bear ever believe such a thing? No wonder the |light was centered on this boy. This wasn't
the foolish knack of the Wite nan Hooch, or even the strong |iving hexes of the woman El eanor
This wasn't the Red man's power to fit hinself into the pattern of the land. No, Alvin didn't fit
himsel f into anything. The land fit itself to him If he wanted the roaches to live a certain way,
to make a bargain, then that was how the land ordered itself. In this small place, for this tinme,
with these tiny lives, Alvin Junior had conmanded and the | and obeyed.

D d the boy understand how miracul ous this was?
No, no, he had no idea. How coul d he know? What White man coul d even understand it?

And now, because he didn't understand, Al vin Junior was destroying the delicate thing that he
had done. The insects that had bitten himwere metal pins that his sisters had poked into his
ni ghtshirt. Now he could hear them | aughi ng behind their wall. Because he had been very
frightened, now he was very angry. Get even, get back at them Lolla-Wssiky could feel his
childish rage. He only did one little thing to tease them and they pay hi mback by scaring him
poki ng hima hundred tinmes and making him bl eed. Get even, give themsuch a scare-- A vin Junior
sat on the edge of the bed, angrily taking the pins out of his nightshirt, saving them- VWhite men
were so careful with all their useless netal tools, even such tiny ones as those. As he sat there
he saw the roaches scurrying along the walls, running in and out of cracks in the floor, and he
saw hi s vengeance

Lol a-Wbssiky felt himmaking the plan in his mnd. Then Alvin knelt on the floor and expl ai ned
it soffly to the roaches. Because he was a child, and a Wiite boy with no one to teach him Alvin
t hought he had to say the words al oud, that the roaches sonehow understood his | anguage. But no--
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it was the order of things, the way he arranged the world in his mnd

And in his mind he lied to them Hunger, he told them And in the other room food. He showed
themfood if they went under the wall into the sisters' roomand clinbed on the beds and the
bodi es there. Food if they hurried, food for all of them It was a lie, and Loll a-Wssi ky want ed
to shout at himnot to do this.

If a Red man knelt and called to prey that he didn't need, the prey would know his lie and
woul dn't come. The lie itself would cut the Red man fromthe | and, nake hi mwal k al one awhile. But
this Wiite boy could lie with such force and strength that the tiny nminds of the roaches believed
him They scurried, a hundred, a thousand of themunder the walls, into the other room

Al vin Junior heard sonmething, and he was delighted. But Lolla-Wssiky was angry. He opened his
eye, so he didn't have to see Alvin Junior's glee at his revenge. |Instead now he heard the sisters
screaning as the roaches clinbed all over them And then the parents and brothers rushing into
their room And the stonping. The stonping, the smashing, the nurders of the roaches. Lolla-
Wissi ky closed his eye and felt the deaths, each one a pinprick. It had been so long with the
bl ack noi se masking all the deaths behind one vast nenory of nurder that Loll a-Wssiky had
forgotten what the snall pains felt |ike

Li ke the death of bees.

Roaches, usel ess aninmals, eating up garbage, making filthy rustling noises in their dens,
| oat hsone when they crawl ed on the skin; but part of the land, part of the life, part of the green
silence, and their death was an evil noise, their useless nmurder because they believed in a lie.

This is why | cane, Lolla-Wssiky realized. The | and brought ne here, knowing that this boy had
such power, knowi ng that there was no one to teach himhowto use it, no one to teach himto wait
to feel the need of the Iand before changing it. No one to teach himhow to be Red instead of
VWi te.

| didn't conme for ny own dream beast, but to be the dream beast for this boy.

The noi se settled. The sisters, the brothers, the parents went back to sleep. Lolla-Wssiky
pressed his fingers into the cracks between the logs, clinbed carefully, his eye closed so that
the land woul d guide himinstead of trusting in hinself, The boy's shutters were open, and Loll a-
Wssi ky thrust his el bows over the sill and hung there, |ooking in.

First with his eye open. He saw a bed, a stool with clothes neatly folded, and at the foot of
the bed, a cradle. The w ndow opened onto the space between the bed and the cradle. In the bed, a
shape, boy-sized, unidentifiable.

Lol I a- Wossi ky cl osed his eye again. Alvin lay in the bed. Lolla-Wssiky felt the heat of the
boy's excitenent |ike a fever. He had been so afraid of being caught, so exhilarated at his
victory, and now lay trenbling, trying to breathe calmy, trying to stifle |aughter

H s eye open again, Lolla-Wssiky scranbled up onto the sill and swng onto the fl oor. He
expected Alvin to notice him to cry out; but the shape of the boy lay still in the bed; there was
no sound.

The boy couldn't see himwhen his eye was open, any nore than he coul d see the boy. This was the
end of the dream after all, and Lolla-Wssiky was dream beast for the boy. It was Lolla-Wssiky's
duty to give visions to the boy, not to be seen as hinself, a whisky-Red with one eye nissing.

What vision will | show hinf

Lol I a- Wssi ky reached inside his Wite nman's trousers to where tie still wore his |oincloth, and
pulled his knife fromits sheath. He held both his hands high, the one holding the knife. Then he
closed his eye.

The boy still didn't see him his eyes were closed. So Loll a-Wssiky gathered the white |ight he

could feel around him gathered it close to hinmself, so that he could feel hinself shining
brighter and brighter. The light canme fromhis skin, so he tore open the breast of the Wite man's
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shirt he wore, then raised his hands again. Now, even through cl osed eyelids, the boy could see
the brightness, and he opened his eyes.

Lol l a-Wbssi ky felt the boy's terror at the sight of the apparition he had beconme: a bright and
shining Red man, one-eyed, with a sharp knife in his hand. But it wasn't fear Lolla-Wssiky
want ed. No one should fear his own dream beast. So he sent the light outward to the boy, to
include him and with the light he sent calm calm don't be scared.

The boy relaxed a little, but still wiggled up in his bed, so he was sitting up, |eaning
agai nst the wall.

It was tine to begin to wake the boy fromhis life of sleep. How did Lol la-Wssiky know what to
do? No nman, Red or Wite, had ever been another man's dream beast. Yet he knew wi t hout thinking
what he ought to do. What the boy needed to see and feel. Watever canme to Lolla-Wssiky's mnd
that felt right to do, that was what he did.

Lol I a- Wssi ky took his shining knife and brought the blade against his other palm- and cut.
Sharp, hard, deep, so blood |l eapt fromthe wound, rushed down his forearmto gather and pool in
his sleeve. Quickly it began to drip on the floor.

The pain cane suddenly, a nonent later; Lolla-Wssiky knew at once how to take the pain and nake
it into a picture and put it into the boy's mnd. The picture of his sisters' roomas a small weak
creature saw it. Rushing in, hungering, hungering, |ooking for the food, certain that the food was
there; on the soft body was the prom se, clinb the body, find the food. But great hands sl apped
and brushed, and the small creature was thrown onto the floor. The fl oor shook w th giant
footfalls, a sudden shadow, the agony of death.

Agai n and again, each small life, hungering, trusting, and then betrayed, crushed, battered.

Many |ived, but they cowered, they scurried, they fled. The sisters' room the room of death,
yes, they fled fromthere. But better to stay there and die than run into the other room the room
of lies. Not words, there were no words in the small creature's life, there were no thoughts that
could be naned as thoughts. But the fear of death in the one place was not as strong as anot her
kind of fear, the fear of a world gone crazy, a place where anything coul d happen, where nothing
coul d be trusted, where nothing was certain. A terrible place.

Lol i a- Wssi ky ended the vision. The boy was pressing his hands agai nst his eyes, sobbing
desperately. Lolla-Wssiky had never seen anyone so tortured by renorse; the vision Lolla-Wssiky
had gi ven hi mwas stronger than any dreama man could imagine for hinself. | ama terrible dream
beast, thought Lolla-Wssiky. He will wish I hadn't wakened him In dread of his own strength,

Lol I a- Wssi ky opened his eye.

At once the boy disappeared, and Lol l a-Wssi ky knew that the boy woul d think that Lolla-Wssiky
had al so di sappeared. Wat now? he thought. Am| here to make this boy crazy? To give hima
terrible thing, as bad as the bl ack noise was to ne?

He could see fromthe shaking of the bed, the novenent of the bedcl othes, that the boy was stil
crying passionately. Lolla-Wssiky closed his eye, and again sent the light to the boy. Calm
calm

The boy's weepi ng becane a whi nper, and he | ooked again at Lolla-Wssiky, who was still shining
with a dazzling |ight.

Lol I a- Wbssi ky didn't know what to do. Wile he was silent and uncertain, Al vin began to speak
to plead. "I"'msorry, I'lIl never do it again, I'Il--"

Babbl i ng on and on. Lolla-Wssiky pushed nore light at him to help himsee better. It came to
the boy al nost as a question. What will you never do again?

Alvin couldn't answer, didn't know. What was it he actually did? Was it because he sent the
roaches to die?

He | ooked at the Shining Man and saw an i mage of a Red kneeling before a deer, calling it to
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cone and die; the deer came, trenbling, afraid; the Red | oosed his arrow and it stood quivering on
the deer's flank; the deer's |l egs wobbled, and it fell. It wasn't the dying or the killing that
was his sin, because dying and killing were a part of life.

Was it the power he had? The knack he had for making things go just where he wanted, to break
just at the right place, or fit together so tight that they joined forever w thout any gluing or
hameri ng. The knack he had for making things do what he wanted, arrange thenselves in the right
order. Was it that?

Agai n he | ooked at the Shining Man, and now he saw a vision of hinmself pressing his hands
agai nst a stone, and the stone nelted |ike butter under his hands, came out in just the shape he
want ed, smooth and whole, fell fromthe side of the nountain and rolled away, a perfect ball, a
perfect sphere, growing and growing until it was a whole world, shaped just the way his hands had
made it, with trees and grass springing up in its face, and aninmals running and | eaping and flying
and swi nming and crawl ing and burrowi ng on and above and beneath the ball of stone that he had
made. No, it wasn't a terrible power, it was a glorious one, if he only knew how to use it.

If it isn'"t the dying and it isn't the power, what did | do wong?

This time the Shining Man didn't show himanything. This time Alvin didn't have the answer comne
to himin a vision. This tine he studied it out in his mnd. He felt |like he couldn't understand,
he was too stupid to understand, and then suddenly he knew.

It was because he did it for himself. It was because the roaches thought he was doing it for
them and really he was doing it for hinself. Hurting the roaches, his sisters, everyone, naking
everyone suffer and all for what? Because Alvin MIler Junior was angry and wanted to get even--

Now he | ooked at the Shining Man and saw a fire leap fromhis single eye and strike himin the
heart. "1'Il never use it for nyself again,” murmured Al vin Junior, and when he said the words he
felt as though his heart were on fire, it burned so hot inside. And then the Shining Man
di sappear ed agai n.

Lol | a- Wbssi ky stood panting, his head spinning. He felt weak, weary. He had no idea what the boy
had been thinking. He only knew what visions to send him and then at the end, no vision at all
just to stand there, that's all he was to do, stand there and stand there until, suddenly, he sent
a strong pulse of fire at the boy and buried it in his heart.

And now what? Twi ce now he had cl osed his eye and appeared to the boy. Was he through? He knew
that he was not.

For the third tine Lolla-Wssiky closed his eye. Now he could see that the boy was nuch brighter
than he was; that the light had passed fromhiminto the child. And then he understood-- he was
the boy's dream beast, yes, but the boy was also his. Nowit was tine for himto wake up fromhis
dreamlife.

He took three steps and knelt beside the bed, his face only a little way fromthe boy's smal
and frightened face, which now shone so brightly that Lolla-Wssiky could hardly see that it was a
child and not a man who | ooked at him What do | want from hin? Wiy am | here? What can he give
me, this powerful child?

"Make all things whole," Lolla-Wssiky whi spered. He spoke, not in English, but in Shaw Nee.

Did the boy understand? Alvin raised his small hand, reached out gently and touched Loll a-
Wossi ky' s cheek, under the broken eye. Then he raised his finger until it touched the slack
eyel i d.

There was a cracking sound in the air, and a spark of light. The boy gasped and drew back his
hand. Loll a-Wssiky didn't see him though, because suddenly the boy was invisible. But Lolla-
Wbssi ky had no care for what he saw, for what he felt was the nost inpossible thing of all

Silence. Green silence. The black noise was utterly, conmpletely gone. Hi s | and-sense had
returned, and the ancient injury was heal ed.
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Lol I a- Wssi ky knelt there, gasping for breath, as the land returned to himthe way that it had
been before. Al these years had passed; he had forgotten how strong it was, to see in al
directions, hear the breath of every animal, snell the scent of every plant. A nman who has been
dry and thirsty until he was at the point of death, and suddenly cold water pours down his throat
so fast he can't swallow, can't breathe; it's what he longed for, but nuch too strong, nuch too
sudden, can't contain it, can't endure it--

"It didn't work," the boy whispered. "I'msorry."

Lol I a- Wssi ky opened his good eye, and now for the first time saw the boy as a natural man
Alvin was staring at his bad eye. Lolla-Wssi ky wondered why; he reached up, touched his m ssing
eye. The lid still hung over an enpty socket. Then he understood. The boy thought that was what he
was supposed to heal. No, no, don't be disappointed, child, you healed ne fromthe deep injury;
what do | care about this tiny wound? | never lost nmy sight; it was nmy | and-sense that was gone,
and you gave it back to ne.

He neant to shout all this to the boy, cry out and sing for the joy of it. But it was all too
strong for him The words never came to his lips. He couldn't even send hi mvisions now because
both of them were now awake. The dream was over. They had each been dream beast for the other

Lol | a- Wossi ky seized the boy with both hands, pulled himclose, kissed himon the forehead, hard
and strong, like a father to a son, like brothers, like true friends the day before they die. Then
he ran to the wi ndow, swung out and dropped to the ground. The earth yielded to his feet as it did
to other Red nmen, as it hadn't done for himin so many years; the grass rose up stronger where he
st epped; the bushes parted for him the | eaves softened and yi el ded as he ran anong the trees; and
now he did cry out, shouted, sang, caring not at all who heard him Animals didn't run fromhim
as they used to; now they came to hear his song; songbirds awoke to sing with him a deer |eapt
fromthe wood and ran beside himthrough a nmeadow, and he rested his hand upon her flank

He ran until he had no breath, and in all that tinme he net no eneny, he felt no pain; he was
whol e again, in every way that mattered. He stood on the bank of the Wbbish R ver, across from
the nmouth of the Tippy-Canoe, panting, |aughing, gasping for air.

Only then did he realize that his hand was still dripping blood fromwhere he had cut hinmself to
give pain to the Wite boy. His pants and shirt were thick with it. Wiite man's clothing! | never
needed it. He stripped it off and flung it into the river

A funny thing happened. The clothing didn't nove. It sat on the surface of the water, not
sinking, not sliding leftward with the current.

How coul d this be? Wasn't the dream over? Wasn't he fully awake yet?
Lol I a- Wossi ky cl osed his eye.

I mredi ately he saw a terrible thing and shouted in fear. As soon as he closed his eye, he saw
the bl ack noi se again, a great sheet of it, hard and frozen. It was the river. It was the water
It was nmade of death.

He opened his eye, and it was water again, but still his clothing didn't nove.

He cl osed his eye, and saw that where the clothing was, |ight sparkled on the surface of the
black. It pooled, it shone, it dazzled. It was his own bl ood shining.

Now he coul d see that the black noise wasn't a thing. It was nothing. Enptiness. The place where
the I and ended, and enptiness began; it was the edge of the world. But where his own bl ood
sparkled, it was like a bridge across nothi ngness. Lolla-Wssiky knelt, his eye still closed, and
reached out with his cut and still-bleeding hand, touched the water

It was solid, warmand solid. He snmeared his blood across the surface, and it nade a platform
He crawl ed out onto the platform It was snmooth and hard as ice, only warm wel comi ng.

He opened his eye. It was a river again, except that under himit was solid. Werever his blood
had touched, the water was hard and snoot h.
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He crawl ed out to where the clothing was, slid it ahead of him Al the way out to the niddle of
the river he crawl ed, and beyond the nmiddle, naking a thin, glowi ng bridge of blood to the other
si de.

What he was doi ng was i npossi ble. The boy had done much nore than heal him He had changed the
order of things. It was frightening and wonderful. Lolla-Wssiky | ooked down into the water
between his hands. Hi s own one-eyed reflection | ooked back up at him Then he closed his eye, and
a whol e new vision |eapt to view.

He saw hinself standing in a clearing, speaking to a hundred Red nmen, a thousand, from every
tribe. He saw thembuild a city of |odges, a thousand, five thousand, ten thousand Reds, all of
them strong and whole, free of the Wiite man's |ikker, the Wite man's hate. In his vision they
called himthe Prophet, but he insisted that he was not that at all. He was only the door, the
open door. Step through, he said, and be strong, one people, one |and.

The door. Tenskwa- Tawa.

In his vision, his nother's face appeared, and she said that word to him Tenskwa-Tawa. It is
your name now, for the dreaner is awake.

And nore, he saw much nore that night, staring downward into the solid water of the Wbbish
Ri ver, he saw so nuch that he could never tell it all; in that hour on the water he saw the whol e
history of the land, the life of every man and wonan, Wite or Red or Bl ack, who ever set foot on
it. He saw the begi nning and he saw the end. Great wars and petty cruelties, all the nurderings of
men, all the sins; but also all the goodness, all the beauty.

And above all, a vision of the Crystal Cty. The city nmade of water as solid and as clear as
gl ass, water that would never nelt, formed into crystal towers so high that they shoul d have cast
shadows seven miles across the |and. But because they were so pure and clear they cast no shadow
at all, the sunlight passed unbl ocked through every inch and yard and nmile of it. Werever a nan
or woman stood, they could | ook deep into the crystal and see all the visions that Lolla-Wssiky
saw now. Perfect understanding, that was what they had, seeing with eyes of pure sunlight and
speaking with the voice of |ightning.

Lol I a- Wssi ky, who from now on woul d be nanmed Tenskwa- Tawa, did not know if he would build the
Crystal City, or live init, or even see it before he died. It was enough to do the first things
that he sawin the solid water of the Wbbish R ver. He | ooked and | ooked until his mnd couldn't
see nmore. Then he crawl ed across to the far shore, clinbed onto the bank, and wal ked until he cane
to the neadow he had seen in the vision

This was where he would call the Reds together, teach them what he saw in his vision, and help
themto be, not the strongest, but strong; not the largest, but large; not the freest, but free.

* k k

A certain keg in the crotch of a certain tree. Al sumrer it was hidden fromview But the rain
still found it, and the heat of high sumrer, and the insects, and the teeth of salt-hungry
squirrels. Wetting, drying, heating, cooling; no keg can last forever in such conditions. It
split, just a little, but enough; the liquid inside seeped out, drop by drop; in a few hours the
keg was enpty.

It didn't matter. No one ever | ooked for it. No one ever mssed it. No one nourned when it broke
apart fromice in the winter, the fragnments tunbling down the tree into the snow

Chapter 5 -- A Sign

When word started spreadi ng about a one-eyed Red nman who was call ed the Prophet, Governor Bil
Harri son | aughed and said, "Wy, that ain't nobody but ny old friend Lol |l a-Wssiky. Wen he runs
out of that |ikker keg he stole fromne, he'll quit seeing visions."

After a little while, though, Governor Harrison took note of how nmuch store was set by the
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Prophet's words, and how t he Reds spoke his nanme as reverent as a true Christian says the name of
Jesus, and it got himsonewhat alarnmed. So he called together all the Reds around Carthage City--
it was nigh onto a whisky day, so there wasn't no shortage of audience for him- and he gave them
a speech. And in that speech he said one particul ar thing:

"If old Lolla-Wssiky is really a Prophet, then he ought to do us a niracle, to show he's got
more to himthan just talk. You ought to nake himcut off a hand or a foot and then put it back--
that'd prove he was a prophet now, wouldn't it? O better still, make him put out an eye and then
heal it back. Wiat's that you say? You nean he already had his eye put out? Well then he's ripe
for a mracle, wouldn't you say? | say that as long as he's only got one eye, he ain't no
prophet!™"

Wrd of that cane to the Prophet while he was teaching in a neadow t hat sl oped gently down to
the banks of the Ti ppy-Canoe, not a ml|e above where it poured into the waters of the Wbbish. It
was sone whi sky- Reds brought that challenge, and they wasn't above nocking the Prophet and saying,
"W canme to see you make your eye whole."

The Prophet | ooked at themwi th his one good eye, and he said, "Wth this eye | see two Red nen
weak and sick, slaves of l|ikker, the kind of nen who would nock ne with the words of the nman who
killed ny father."

Then he cl osed his good eye, and he said, "Wth this eye | see two children of the |and, whole
and strong and beautiful, who | ove wives and children, and do good to all creatures." Then he
opened his eye again and said, "Wich eye is sick, and which eye sees true?" And they said to him
"Tenskwa- Tawa, you are a true prophet, and both your eyes are whole."

"CGo tell White Murderer Harrison that | have perforned the sign he asked for. And tell him
anot her sign that he didn't ask for. Tell himthat one day a fire will start in his own house. No
man's hand will set this fire. Only rain will put out this fire, and before the fire dies, it wll
cut off sonmething he I oves nore than a hand or a foot or an eye, and he will not have the power to
restore it, either."

Chapter 6 -- Powder Keg
Hooch was astounded. "You mean you don't want the whol e shipnent?"

"W ain't used up what you sold us last time, Hooch," said the quartermaster. "Four barrels,
that's all we want. Mre than we need, to tell the truth."

"I come down the river from Dekane, |oaded up with |ikker, not stopping to sell any at the towns

al ong the way, | make that sacrifice and you tell ne--"
"Now, Hooch, | reckon we all know what kind of sacrifice that, was." The quarternmaster snirked a
little. "I think you'll still recover your costs, pretty nmuch, and if you don't, well, it just

means you ain't been careful with the profits you' ve made off us afore."
"Who else is selling to you?"
"Nobody, " said the quarternaster.

"I been coning to Carthage City for nigh on seven years now, and the last four years |'ve had a
nmonopol y--"

"And if you'll pay heed, you'll renenber that in the old days it used to be Reds what bought
nmost of your |ikker. "

Hooch | ooked around, wal ked away fromthe quartermaster, stood on the npist grassy ground of the
riverbank. His flatboat rocked lazily on the water. There wasn't a Red to be seen, not a one, and
that was a fact. But it wasn't no conspiracy, Hooch knew that. Reds had been slacking off the |ast
few tinmes he cane. Always there used to be a few drunks, though

He turned and shouted at the quarternmaster. "You telling nme there ain't no whi sky-Reds left!"
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"Sure there's whisky-Reds. But we ain't run out of whisky yet. So they're all off sonewhere
| yi ng around bei ng drunk."

Hooch cussed a little. "I'mgoing to see the Gov about this."

"Not today you ain't," said the quartermaster. "He's got hinself a right busy schedule."

Hooch grinned nastily. "Ch, his schedule ain't too busy for ne.
"It sure is, Hooch. He said it real specific."

"I reckon he nmight think his schedule is too busy, boy, but | reckon it just ain't so."

"Suit yourself," said the quartermaster. "Want nme to unload the four barrels | got here?"

"No | don't," he said. Then he shouted at his pol eboys, nobst specially at that M ke Fink, cause
he | ooked to be the nost likely to do nurder if need be. "Anybody tries to lay a hand on that
whi sky, | want to see four bullet holes in their body before we chuck himin the water!"

The pol eboys | aughed and waved, except M ke Fink, who just sort of screwed his face up a little
tighter. That was one nmean old boy. They said you could tell which nen had ever tried to wassle
M ke Fink, cause they got no ears. They said, if you want to get away from Fink with one ear stil
on your head, you got to wait till he's chewing on your first ear and then shoot himtwice to
distract himwhile you get away. A real good riverboy. But it made Hooch a little nervy to think
what Fink mght do if Hooch didn't have a payroll for him Bill Harrison was going to pay for this
whol e | oad of |ikker, or there'd be real trouble.

Wal king into the stockade, Hooch noticed a few things. The sign was the sanme one Harrison put up
four years ago; it was getting ratty-Iooki ng now, weathered up, but nobody changed it. Town wasn't
growi ng either. Everything had |ost that new | ook, and now it was plain shabby.

Not |ike the way things were going back in Ho Territory. What used to be little stockade towns
like this were turning into real towns, wi th painted houses, even a few cobbl ed streets. H o was
boomi ng, at least the eastern part of it, close on to Suskwahenny, and fol ks specul ated on how it
wasn't far from statehood

But there wasn't no boom going on in Cathage City.

Hooch wal ked al ong the main street inside the stockade. Still plenty of soldiers, and they stil
| ooked to have pretty good discipline, had to give Governor Bill credit for that. But where there
used to be whi sky-Reds sprawl ed all over the place, now there was river-rat types, uglier-Iooking
than M ke Fink, unshaved, with a whisky stink as bad as any |ikkered-up Red ever had. Four old
bui | di ngs had been turned into sal oons, too, and they were doi ng good business in the niddle of
t he afternoon.

That's why, thought Hooch. That's the trouble. Carthage City's gone and turned into a river
town, a sal oon town. Nobody wants to live around here, with all these river rats. It's a whisky
t own.

But if it's a whisky town, Governor Bill ought to be buying whisky fromne instead of this
busi ness about only wanting four barrels.

"You can wait if you want, M. Palner, but the Governor won't see you today."

Hooch sat on the bench outside Harrison's office. He noticed that Harrison had sw tched offices
with his adjutant. Gave up his nice big office in exchange for what? Snaller space, but-- al
interior walls. No wi ndows. Now, that neant sonething. That neant Harrison didn't |ike having
people look in on him Muybe he was even afraid of getting hinmself killed.

Hooch sat there for two hours, watching soldiers come in and out. He tried not to get nad.
Harrison did this now and then, making sonebody sit around and wait so by the tine they got in
they was so upset they couldn't think straight. And sonmetines he did it so a body'd get in a huff
and go away. O start to feeling small and uninportant, so Harrison could do sone bullying. Hooch
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knew all this, so he tried to stay calm But when it got on to evening, and the soldiers started
changi ng shifts and going off duty, it was nmore than he could stand.

"What do you think you' re doing?" he denanded of the corporal who sat at the front desk
"Going off duty," said the corporal

"But I'mstill here," said Hooch

"You can go off duty too, if you like," said the corporal

That snart-nmouthed answer was like a slap in the face. Tinme was these boys all tried to suck up
to Hooch Pal mer. Tines were changing too fast. Hooch didn't like it at all. "I could buy your old
nmot her and sell her at a profit,"” said Hooch

That got to him That corporal didn't | ook bored no nore. But he didn't let hinself haul off and
take a swing, neither. Just stood there, nore or less at attention, and said, "M. Palnmer, you can
wait here all night and wait here all day tonmorrow, and you ain't going to get into see H's
Excel l ency the Governor. And you just sitting here waiting all day is proof you're just too plain
dunb to catch on to how things are."

So it was Hooch lost his tenper and took a swing. Well, not a swing exactly. Mre |like a kick
cause Hooch never did learn no rules about fighting like a gentlenman. Hi s idea of a duel was to
wait behind a rock for his eneny to pass by, shoot himin the back, and run Iike hell. So that

corporal got Hooch's big old boot in his knee, which bent his | eg backward in a way it wasn't
meant to go. That corporal screaned bl oody nurder, which he had a right to, and not just fromthe
pain-= after a kick like that, his | eg would never be any good agai n. Hooch probably shouldn't've
ki cked himthere, he knew, but that boy was so snooty. Practically begged for it.

Troubl e was, the corporal wasn't exactly alone. First yelp he made, all of a sudden there was a
sergeant and four sol diers, bayonets at the ready, popping right out of the Governor's office and
| ooki ng mad as hornets. The sergeant ordered two of his boys to carry the corporal to the
infirmary. The others put Hooch under arrest. But it wasn't gentlemanly like that last tinme, four
years before. This time the butts of their muskets got bunped into Hooch's body in a few pl aces,
sort of accidentally, and Hooch had him sone boot prints in various places on his clothes, can't
say how they got there. He ended up locked in a jail cell no storage roomthis tine. They left him
with his clothes and a | ot of pain.

No doubt about it. Things had changed around here.

That night six other men were put in lock-up, three of themdrunks, three for brawling. Not one
was Red. Hooch listened to themtalking. It's not |ike any of themwas particularly bright, but
Hooch couldn't believe that they didn't tal k about beating up no Reds, or making fun with sonme of
them or sonething. It was |ike Reds had practically disappeared fromthe vicinity.

Wel |, maybe that was true. Maybe the Reds had all took off, but wasn't that what Governor
Harrison hoped for? Wth the Reds gone, why wasn't Carthage City prosperous, full of Wite
settlers?

The only inkling Hooch got was somnething one of the brawers said. "I reckon |'mbroke till tax
season." The others whooped and hollered a little. "I got to say |I don't m nd governnent service,
but it sure ain't steady work."

Hooch knew better than to ask them what they nmeant. No need to call attention to hinself. He
sure didn't want word getting around about how he | ooked all beat up the night he spent in jail.
That kind of idea starts spreading and pretty soon everybody thinks he can beat a body up, and
Hooch didn't reckon to start all over as a common street brawl er, not at his age.

In the nmorning the soldiers cane for him Different ones, and this time they wasn't so carel ess
with their feet and their nusket butts. They just marched Hooch on out of the jail and now,
finally, he got to see Bill Harrison

But not in his office. It was in his own Governor's mansion, in a cellar room And the way they
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got there was peculiar. The soldiers-- nmust have been a dozen of them- just narched al ong behind
the house, when all of a sudden one of them dashed over, flung up the cellar door, and two others
hal f dragged Hooch down the steps. Cellar door slammed shut al nost before their heads were clear
of it, and in all that tine the soldiers just kept right on marching, as if nothing was happeni ng.
Hooch didn't like that at all. It nmeant that Harrison didn't want anybody to see that Hooch was
with him Wich neant this neeting could get pretty ugly, cause Harrison could deny it ever
happened. Ch, the soldiers knew, of course, but they all knew about a certain corporal who got his
knee bent the wong way | ast night; they weren't about to testify on Hooch Pal mer's behal f.

Harrison was his old self, though, sniling and shaki ng Hooch by the hand and cl apping himon the
shoul der. "How are you, Hooch?"

"I been better, Gov. How s your wife? And that little boy of yours?"

"She's healthy as you could hope for, a refined | ady |ike her being out here on the frontier
And ny little boy, he's quite a soldier, we even stitched himup a little uniform you should see
himstrutting on parade."

"It's talk like that makes nme think | ought to take a w fe soneday.

"I heartily recomrend it. Ch, here, Hooch, what am | thinking of? You set down, set down right
t here.

Hooch sat. "Thanks, Bill."

Harri son nodded, satisfied. "lIt's good to see you, it's been so |ong.

"Wsht |1'd've seen you yesterday," said Hooch

Harrison smled ruefully. "Well, |I get busy. Didn't ny boys tell you | had a full-up schedul e?"
"Schedul e never used to be full for me, Bill."

"You know how it gets sonetinmes. Real busy, and what can | do about it?"

Hooch shook his head. "Now, Bill, we've lied to each other just about |ong enough, | think. Wat
happened was part of a plan, and it wasn't ny plan."

"\What are you tal king about, Hooch?"

"lI''m sayi ng maybe that corporal didn't want his |leg broke, but |I have a feeling his job was to
get me swinging at him"

"His job was to see that nobody disturbed me unless they were on ny schedul e, Hooch. That's the
only plan | know about." Harrison | ooked sad. "Hooch, |I got to tell you, this is real ugly.
Assaul ting an officer of the US. Arny."

"A corporal ain't no officer, Bill."

"I only wish | could ship you back to Suskwahenny for trial, Hooch. They got |awers there, and
juries, and so on. But the trial has to be here, and juries around here ain't too partial to fol ks
who go around breaking corporals' knees."

"Suppose you stop the threats and tell me what you really want?"

"Want? | ain't asking for favors, Hooch. Just concerned about a friend of mine who's got hinself
in trouble with the law"

"I't nust be sonething real sickening or you'd bribe me to do it instead of trying to strong-arm
me. It nust be sonething that you think | wouldn't be willing to do unless you scare ne to death,
and | keep trying to inmagine what you think is so bad that you think | wouldn't do it. It ain't
much of a list, Bill."

Harri son shook his head. "Hooch, you got me wong. Just plain wong."
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"This town is dying, Bill," said Hooch. "Things ain't working out like you planned. And | think
it's cause you done sonme real dunb things. | think the Reds started going away-- or maybe they al
died off-- and you nade the stupid nmistake of trying to make up for all that |ost |Iikker inconme by
bringing in the scumof the earth, the worst kind of Wiite nman, the river rats who spent the night
injail with ne. You ve used themto collect taxes, right? Farners don't |ike taxes. They
specially don't like taxes when they' re collected by scumlike this."

Harri son poured hinself three fingers of whisky in a tunbler and drank off half of it in a
singl e gul p.

"So you been | osing your whisky-Reds, and you been |osing your Wiite farners, and all you got
left is your soldiers, the river rats, and whatever noney you can steal fromthe United States
Arny appropriation for peace-keeping in the west."

Harri son drank the rest of the whisky and bel ched.

"What that neans is you' ve been unlucky and you've been stupid, and somehow you think you can
make ne get you out of it."

Harri son poured another three fingers into the gl ass.

But instead of drinking it, he hauled off and threw it into Hooch's face. The whi sky splashed in
his eyes, the tunbler bounced off his forehead, and Hooph found hinself rolling on the floor
trying to dig the al cohol out of his eyes.

A while later, with a wet cloth pressed agai nst his forehead, Hooch was sitting in the chair
again, acting a lot nore nmeek and reasonable. But that was because he knew Harrison had a flush
and his own hand was just two pair. Get out of here alive and then just see what comes next,
right?

"I wasn't stupid," Harrison said.

No, you're the smartest governor Carthage ever had, |I'msurprised you ain't King. That's what
Hooch woul d' ve said. But he was keeping his nouth shut.

"It was that Prophet. That Red up north. Building his Prophetstown right across the Wbbish from
Vigor Church-= you can't tell ne that's just a coincidence. It's Arnor-of-God, that's what it is,

trying to take the state of Wbbish away fromne. Using a Red to do it, too. | knew that a | ot of
Reds were going north, everybody knew that, but | still had ne ny whi sky-Reds, themas hadn't died
off. And with fewer Reds around here-- especially the Shaw Nee, when they left-- well, | thought

I'd get nore White settlers. And you' re wong about ny tax collectors. They didn't run the Wite
settlers off. It was Ta-Kunmsaw. "

"I thought it was the Prophet."
"Don't get smart with ne, Hooch, | don't have nmuch patience these days.

Why didn't you warn ne before you threw the glass? No, no, don't say nothing to make hi m nad.
"Sorry, Bill."

"Ta- Kumsaw s been real snmart. He doesn't kill Wiite folks. He just shows up at their farms with
fifty Shaw Nee. Doesn't shoot anybody, but when you got fifty painted-up warriors all around your
house, these Wiite folks didn't exactly figure it was smart to start shooting. So the Wite
farmers watched whil e the Shaw Nee opened every gate, every stable, every coop. Let them aninals
go on out. Horses, pigs, mlk cows, chickens. Just |ike Noah bringing beasts into the ark, the
Shaw Nee wal k into the woods and the animals trot on right behind. Just like that. Never see them
again."

"You can't tell me they never round up at |east some of their stock."

"Al'l gone. Never find even their tracks. Never even a feather froma chicken. That's what run
the Wiite farmers off, is knowing that any day, all their aninmals can di sappear.”
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"Shaw Nee eating themor sonmething? Ain't no chicken snmart enough to live long in the woods.

It's just Christmastime for foxes, that's all it is.”

"How should I know? White fol ks cone to ne, they say, Get our aninals back, or kill the Reds
what took them But ny soldiers, nmy scouts, nobody can find where Ta-Kunsaw s people are. No
villages at all! | tried raiding a Caska-Skeeaw village up the Little My-Amy, but all that did

was convince nore Reds to | eave, didn't even sl ow down what Ta- Kunsaw was doi ng."

Hooch coul d i nmagi ne what that raid on the Caska- Skeeaw village was |ike. Od nmen, wonen,
children, their corpses shot up and hal f-burnt-- Hooch knew how Harrison dealt w th Reds.

"And then last nonth, here cones the Prophet. | knew he was com ng-- even the whi sky- Reds
couldn't talk about nothing else. Prophet's coning. Got to go see the Prophet. Well, | tried to
find out where he was going to be, where he was going to give a speech, | even had sonme of ny tane

Reds try to find out for ne, but no dice, Hooch. Not a clue. Nobody knew. Just one day the word
went through the whol e town, Prophet's here. Were? Just come on, Prophet's here. No one ever said
where. | swear these Reds can talk without talking, if you know what | nean."

"Bill, tell ne you had spies there, or I'll start to thinking you |l ost your touch."

"Spies? | went nyself, hows that? And do you know how? Ta-Kumsaw sent me an invitation, if that
don't beat all. No soldiers, no guns, just me."

"And you went? He could've captured you and--"
"He gave ne his word. Ta-Kunmsaw may be a Red, but he keeps his word."

Hooch t hought that was kind of funny. Harrison, the nman who prided hinmself on never keeping a
pronmise to a Red man, but he still counted on Ta-Kunsaw keeping a pronmise to him WlIl, he got
back alive, didn't he? So Ta-Kunmsaw was as good as his word.

"I went there. Must've been every Red in the whole My-Amy country there. Mist've been ten
t housand. Squatting around in this old abandoned cornfield-- there's plenty of themin these
parts, you can bet, thanks to Ta-Kunsaw. If 1'd had ny two cannon there and a hundred soldiers, |
coul d' ve ended the whol e Red problem then and there.™

"Too bad you didn't," said Hooch

"Ta- Kumsaw wanted ne to sit right up front, but |I wouldn't. | hung back and | |istened. The
Prophet got up, stood on an old stunp in the field, and he tal ked and tal ked and tal ked. "

"You understand any of it? | nean, you don't talk Shaw Nee."

"He was tal king English, Hooch. Too many different tribes there, the only | anguage they all knew
was English. Oh, sometines he talked in that Red gibberish, but there was plenty of English
Tal ki ng about the destiny of the Red man. Stay pure from Wite contam nation. Live all together
and fill up a part of the land so the Wiite man will have his place and the Red man will have his.
Build a city-- a crystal city, he said, it sounded real pretty except these Reds can't even build
a proper shed, | hate to think how they'd do at building a city out of glass! But nost of all, he
said, Don't drink likker. Not a drop. Gve it up, stay away fromit. Likker is the chain of the
White man, the chain and the whip, the chain and the whip and the knife. First he'll catch you,

then he'll whip you, then he'll kill you, likker will, and when the Wite nan's killed you with
his whisky, he'll come in and steal your land, destroy it, make it unfit, dead, useless."
"Sounds |ike he made a real inpression on you, Bill," said Hooch. "Sounds |ike you nmenorized the

speech he gave."

"Menorized? He tal ked for three straight hours. Tal ked about visions of the past, visions of the
future. Tal ked about-- oh, Hooch, it was crazy stuff, but those Reds were drinking it up |ike,
like--"

"Whi sky. "

"Li ke whi sky except it was instead of whisky. They all went with him Pretty near all of them
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anyway. Only ones left are a few whisky-Reds that're bound to die soon. And of course ny tane
Reds, but that's different. And some wild Reds across the Hi o."

"Went with hi mwhere?"

"Prophetstown! That's what kills me, Hooch. They all go up to Prophetstown, or thereabouts,
right across the river fromVigor Church. And that's exactly where all the Wites are going! Well
not all to Vigor Church, but up into the | ands where Arnor-of-Hell Waver has his maps. They're in
cahoots, Hooch, | pronise you that. Ta-Kunsaw, Arnor-of-God Weaver, and the Prophet.

"Sounds |ike."

"The worst thing is | had that Prophet here in ny own office nust be a thousand tines, | could
have killed that boy and saved nyself nore trouble-- but you never know, do you?"

"You know t his Prophet?"

"You mean you don't know who it is?"

"I don't know that many Reds by nane, Bill."

"How about if | tell you that he's only got one eye?"
"You ain't saying it's Loll a-Wssiky!"

"Reckon so."

"That one-eyed drunk?"

"God's own truth, Hooch. Calls hinself Tenskwa-Tawa now. It means 'the open door' or sonething.
I'"d like to shut that door. | should ve killed himwhen | had the chance. But | figured when he
ran off-- he ran off, you know, stole a keg and took off into the woods--"

"I was here that night, |I hel ped chase him"

"Wel | when he didn't cone back, | figured he probably drank hinself to death off that keg. But
there he is telling Reds how he used to have to drink all the time, but God sent himvisions and
he's never had another drink."

"Send nme visions, 1'd give up drinking, too.

Harri son took anot her swallow of whisky. Fromthe jug, this tinme, since the tunbler was on the
floor in the corner of the room "You see ny problem Hooch."

"I see you got lots of problens, Bill, and | don't know how any of themhas a thing to do with
me, except you weren't joking when you had the quartermaster tell ne you only wanted four
barrels."

"Ch, it's got nore to do with you than that, count on it, Hooch. Mre than that. Because | ain't
beat. The Prophet's took away all mnmy whi sky-Reds, and Ta-Kumsaw s got ny Wite citizens scared,
but I ain't quitting.”
"No, you're no quitter," said Hooch. You're a slimnmy sneaky snake of a man, but you're no
quitter. Didn't say that, of course, cause Harrison was bound to take it wong-- but to Hooch, it
was all praise. Hi s kind of nan.

"I't's Ta-Kunsaw and the Prophet, sinple as that. | got to kill them No, no, | take it back. |
got to beat themand kill them | got to take them on and make them both | ook |ike fools and then
kill them"™

"CGood idea. I'lIl handle the betting onit."

"I bet you would. Stand there taking bets. Well, | can't just take nmy soldiers up north to Vigor

Church and wi pe out Prophetstown, cause Arnor-of-God would fight ne every step of the way,

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Ta...%20Alvin%20Maker%202%20-%20Red%20Prophet.txt (58 of 159) [1/14/03 10:16:57 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T al es%200f %20A | vin%%20M aker%2029620-%20Red%20Prophet.txt

probably get the arny detachnment at Fort Wayne to back himup. Probably get nmy comm ssion stripped
or sonmething. So I've got to arrange things so the people in Vigor Church, all along the Wbbi sh,
they all beg ne to come up and get rid of them Reds."

Now, at |ast, Hooch understood what this was all about. "You want a provocation."

"That's my boy, Hooch. That's nmy boy. | want sone Reds to go up north and nake sone rea
trouble, and tell everybody that Ta-Kunsaw and the Prophet told themto do it. Blane it all on
them"

Hooch nodded. "I see. It couldn't be just running off their cows or nothing like that. No, the
only thing that'll get those people up north screaming for Red blood is sonething real ugly. Like
capturing children and torturing themto death and then signing Ta-Kunmsaw s nane on them and
| eavi ng them where they' Il be found. Sonething |ike that."

"Well, | wouldn't go so far as to tell anybody to do sonething awful |ike that, Hooch. In fact |
don't reckon |I'd give themspecific instructions at all. Just tell themto do sonething that'd
rile up the Whites up north, and then spread the word that Ta-Kunsaw ordered it."

"But you wouldn't be surprised if it turned out to be rape and torture."
"I wouldn't want themto touch any Wite wonen, Hooch. That's out of line."

"Ch, that's right, pure truth," said Hooch. "So it's definitely torturing children. Boy
children.”

"Like | said, | wouldn't ever tell sonebody to do a thing like that."

Hooch nodded a little, his eyes closed. Harrison mght not tell sonebody to do it, but he sure
wasn't telling himnot to do it, either. "And of course it couldn't be any Reds from around here,
could it, Bill, cause they're all gone, and your tane Reds are the npbst worthl ess scumthat ever
lived on the face of the earth."

"Pretty nmuch, that's true."

"So you need Reds from south of the river. Reds who still haven't heard the Prophet's preaching,
so they still want |ikker. Reds who still have brains enough to do the job right. Reds who have
the blood thirst to kill children real slow. And you need ny cargo as a bribe."

"Reckon so, Hooch."

"You got it, Bill. Disniss charges against ne, and you got all ny likker free. Just give ne
enough noney to pay off my pol eboys so they don't knife ne on the way honme, | hope that ain't too
much to ask."

"Now, Hooch, you know that ain't all | need."

"But Bill, that's all 1'll do."

"I can't be the one to go ask them Hooch. | can't be the one to go tell them Cree-Eks or Choc-
Taws what | need done. It's got to be sonebody el se, somebody who if it gets found out | can say,
I never told himto do that. He used his own whisky to do it, | didn't have any idea.”

"Bill, | understand you, but you guessed right fromthe start. You actually found sonething so

lowthat | won't be part of it."

Harri son glowered at him "Assaulting an officer is a hanging offense in this fort, Hooch
Didn't | make that clear?"

"Bill, 1"ve lied, cheated, and sonetines killed to get ahead in the world. But one thing I've
never done is bribe somebody to go steal sone nother's children and torture themto death.
honestly never did that, and |I honestly never will."

Harri son studi ed Hooch's face and saw that it was true. "Well, don't that beat all. There's
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actually a sin so bad that Hooch Palnmer won't do it, even if he dies because of it."
"You won't kill me, Bill."

"Ch yes | will, Hooch. There's two reasons | will. First, you gave ne the wong answer to ny
request. And second, you heard ny request in the first place. You re a dead man, Hooch."

"Fine with nme," said Hooch. "Make it a real scratchy rope, too. A good and tall gallows, with a

twenty-foot drop. | want a hanging that folks'lIl remenber for a long tine.
"You'l | get a tree linb and we'll raise the rope up slow, so you strangle instead of breaking
your neck."

"Just so it's nenorable," said Hooch

Harrison called in some soldiers and had themtake Hooch back to jail. This tinme they did a
little kicking and poking, so Hooch had a whol e new batch of bruises, and naybe a broken rib.

He al so didn't have nuch tinme.

So he lay down real calmon the floor of the jail. The drunks were gone, but the three braw ers
were still there, using all the cots; the floor was all that was avail able. Hooch didn't nuch
care. He knew Harrison would give himan hour or two to think about it, then take himout and put
the rope around his neck and kill him He mght pretend to give himone | ast chance, of course,
but he wouldn't nean it, because now he woul dn't trust Hooch. Hooch had told himno, and so he'd
never trust himto carry out the assignnent if he let himgo

Wel |, Hooch planned to use the time wisely. He started out pretty sinmply. He closed his eyes and
|l et some heat build up inside him A spark. And then he sent that spark outside hinself. It was
|i ke what doodl ebugs said they did, sending out their bug to go searching underground and see what
it could see. He set his spark to searching and pretty soon he found what he was | ooking for
Governor Bill's own house. Hs spark was too far away by now for himto find sone particul ar spot
in the house. And his aimcouldn't be too tight. So instead he just punped all his hate and rage
and pain into the spark, built it hotter and hotter and hotter. He let hinself go Iike he never
done before in his Iife. And he kept pushing it and pushing it until he started hearing that npst
wel cone sound.

"Fire! Fire!" The shouts canme fromoutside, fromfar away, but nore and nore people took up the
cry. @nshots went off-- distress signals.

The three braw ers heard it, too. One of them stepped on Hooch where he was |ying on the fl oor
they were in such a hurry. Stood at the door, they did, rattling and shouting at the guard. "Let
us out! Don't go trying to fight that fire without letting us out first! Don't let us die in
here! ™"

Hooch hardly noticed the nan stepping on him he already hurt so bad. Instead he just lay there,
using his spark again, only this tine heating up the netal inside the lock of the jail door. Now
his aimwas tight and his spark could get much hotter

The guard cane in and put his key in the lock, turned it, opened the door. "You boys can come on
out," he said. "Sergeant said so, we need you to help with the fire brigade."

Hooch struggled to his feet, but the guard straight-arnmed himand shoved himback into the cell
Hooch wasn't surprised. But he nmade the spark go hotter yet, so hot that now the iron of the |ock
melted inside. It even glowed red a little. The guard sl anmed the door shut and went to turn the
key. By now it was so hot that it burned his hand. He cussed and went for his shirttail to try and
grab the key, but Hooch kicked the door open, knocking the guard down. He stonped the guard in the
face and ki cked his head, which probably broke his neck, but Hooch didn't think of that as murder
He t hought of it as justice, cause the guard had been all set to leave himlocked in his cell to
burn to death.

Hooch wal ked on out of the jail. Nobody paid himnuch attention. He couldn't see the nmansion
fromhere, but he could see the snoke rising. Sky was | ow and grey. Probably it'd rain before it
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burned the stockade. Hooch sure hoped not, though. Hoped the whole place burned to the ground. It
was one thing to want to kill off Reds, that was fine with Hooch, he and Harrison saw eye to eye
on that. Kill themwth likker if you can, bullets if you can't. But you don't go killing Wite
fol ks, you don't go hiring Reds to torture Wiite babies. Maybe to Harrison it was all part of the
sanme thing. Maybe to himit was Iike Wite soldiers having to die in a war with Reds, only the
soldiers'd just be a little younger. Al in a good cause, right? Maybe Harrison could think that
way, but Hooch couldn't. It actually took himby surprise, to tell the truth. He was nore |ike
Andr ew Jackson than he ever supposed. He had a line he wouldn't cross. He drew it in a different
pl ace than old Hickory did, but still, he had a line, and he'd die before he crossed it.

O course he didn't reckon to die if he could help it. He couldn't go out the stockade gate,
cause the bucket line to the river would go through there and he'd be seen. But it was easy enough
to clinb up to the parapet. The soldiers weren't exactly keeping a | ookout. He cl anbered over the
wal | and dropped down outside the fort. Nobody saw him He wal ked the ten yards into the woods,
then made his way-- slowy, cause his ribs hurt pretty bad and he was a little weak from so nuch
sparking, it took sonething out of him- through the woods to the riverbank

He canme out of the woods on the far side of the open area around the wharf. There was his
flatboat, still loaded up with all his kegs. And his pol eboys standi ng around, watching the bucket
brigade dipping into the river sone thirty yards farther upstream It didn't surprise Hooch a bit
that his pol eboys weren't over there helping with the buckets. They weren't exactly the public-
spirited type

Hooch wal ked out onto the wharf, beckoning for the poleboys to cone join him He junped down to
the flatboat; stunbled a little, from being weak and hurting. He turned around to tell his boys
what was happeni ng, why they had to push off, but they hadn't followed. They just stood there on
t he bank, | ooking at him He beckoned again, but they didn't nake a nove to cone.

Well, then, he'd go without them He was even noving toward the rope, to cast off and pole
hi nsel f away, when he realized that not all the pol eboys were on shore. No, there was one m ssing.
And he knew right where that m ssing boy would be. Right there on the flatboat, standing right
behind him reaching out his hands. Mke Fink wasn't the knifing kind. Ch, he'd knife you if he
had to, but he'd rather kill with his bare hands. He used to say sonething about killing with a
kni fe, sonme conparison with whores and a broonstick. Anyway, that's why Hooch knew that it
woul dn't be a knife. That it wouldn't be quick. Harrison nust've known Hooch m ght get away, so he
bought off M ke Fink, and now Fink would kill himsure.

Sure, but slow. And slow gave Hooch time. Tinme to make sure he didn't die al one.

So as the fingers closed around his throat and cinched tight, nuch tighter than Hooch ever
i magi ned, cl anping himso he thought his head would get wung right off, he forced hinself to make
his spark go, to find that keg, that one place, he knew right where the place was on the fl atboat,
to hot up that keg, as hot as he could, hotter, hotter-- And he waited for the explosion, waited
and waited, but it never came. It felt like Fink's fingers had pressed through the front of his
throat clear to the spine, and he felt all his nuscles just give way, he felt hinmself kicking, his
I ungs heaving to try to suck in air that just wouldn't cone, but he kept his spark going till the
| ast second, waiting for the gunpowder keg to bl ow

Then he di ed.

M ke Fink hung on to himfor another whole mnute after he was dead, naybe just cause he |iked
the feel of a dead man dangling fromhis hands. Hard to tell with Mke Fink. Sonme fol ks said he
was as nice a man as you could hope to find, when he was in the nood. Sure that's what M ke
t hought of hinself. He liked to be nice and hive friends and drink real sociable. But when it cane
to killing, well, he liked that too.

But you can't just hang on to a dead body forever. For one thing, sonebody's going to start
conpl ai ni ng about it or maybe puking. So he shoved Hooch's body off into the water.

"Snoke, " said one of the pol eboys, pointing.

Sure enough, there was snoke conming, out of the middle of the pile of kegs.
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"I't's the gunpowder keg!" shouted one of them

Wel |, the pol aboys took off running to get away fromthe explosion, but Mke Fink just |aughed
and | aughed. He wal ked over and started unl oadi ng kegs, hoisting themonto the wharf, unloading
themuntil he got to the nmiddle where there was a keg with a fuse coming out of it. He didn't pick
that one up with his hands, though. He tipped it over with, his heel, then kind of rolled it al ong
till it was on the open area around the edge of the boat.

By now t he pol eboys had conme back to see what was going on, since it |ooked pretty nuch |ike
M ke Fink wasn't going to blow up after all. "Hatchet," Mke called out, and one of the boys
tossed himthe one he kept in a sheath at his belt. It took a few good whacks, but the top finally
sprung off the keg, and a whole cloud of steam cane up. The water inside was so hot it was stil
boi i ng.

"You nmean it wasn't gunpowder after all?" asked of the boys. Not a bright one, but then not nany
rivermen was famous for brains.

"Ch, it was gunpowder when he set it down here," said Mke. "Back in Suskwahenny. "But you don't
think Mke Fink'd go all the way down the H o River on the sane flatboat with a keg of powder with
a fuse comng out of it, do you?"

Then M ke junped off the boat up onto the wharf and bellowed at the top of his voice, so |oud
that they heard himclear inside the fort, so |loud that the bucket brigade stopped | ong enough to
listen.

"My name is Mke Fink, boys, and |I'm the nmeanest | owdown son of an alligator that ever bit off
the head of a buffalo! | eat growed nen's ears for breakfast and bears' ears for supper, and when
I"mthirsty I can drink enough to stop Niagara fromfalling. Wen | piss folks get on flatboats
and float downstreamfor fifty mle, and when | fart the Frenchnen catch the air in bottles and
sell it for perfume. I"'mMke Fink, and this ny flatboat, and if you miserable little pukes ever
put that fire out, there's a free pint of whisky init for every one of you!"

Then M ke Fink | ed the pol eboys over and joi ned the bucket brigade, and they slowed the fire
down until the rain cane and put it out.

That night, with all the soldiers drinking and singing, Mke Fink was sitting up sober as you
pl ease, feeling pretty good about finally being in the |ikker business for hinself. Only one of
t he pol eboys was with himnow, the youngest fellow, who kind of |ooked up to Fink. The boy was
setting there playing with the fuse that used to go into a gunpowder keg.

"This fuse wasn't lit," said the pol eboy.
"No, | reckon not," said Mke Fink
"Well, howd the water get to boiling then?"

"Reckon Hooch had a few tricks up his sleeve. Reckon Hooch had sonething to do with the fire in
the fort."

"You knew that, didn't you?"

Fi nk shook his head. "Nope, just lucky. I'mjust plain lucky. | just get a feeling about things,
like |I had a feeling about that gunpowder keg, and | just do what | feel |ike doing. "

"You nean |ike a knack?"

In answer, Fink stood up and pulled down his trousers. There on his left buttock was a spraw of
a tattoo, six-sided and dangerous-|ooking. "My mama had that poked on when I wasn't a nonth ol d.

Said that'd keep ne safe so I'd live out ny whole natural life. " He turned and showed the boy the
other buttock. "And that one she said was to help me make nmy fortune. | didn't know how it'd work,
and she died without telling ne, but as near as | can tell it nakes nme |ucky. Makes it so | just

ki nd of know what | ought to do." He grinned. | "Got nme a flatboat now, and a cargo of whisky,
don't I?"
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"I's the Governor really going to give you a nedal for killing Hooch?"
"Well, for catching him anyhow, |ooks like."
"I don't guess the Gov | ooked too bothered that old Hooch was dead, though."

"Nope," said Fink. "No, | reckon not. No, nme and the Gov, we're good friends now. He says he's
got sone things need doing, that only a nman |like nme can do."

The pol eboy | ooked at himw th adoration in his eighteen-year-old eyes. "Can | hel p you? Can
come with you?"

"You ever been in a fight?"

"Alot of fights!"

"You ever bit off an ear?"

"No, but | gouged out a nan's eye once."

"Eyes are easy. Eyes are soft.”

"And | butted a man's head so he lost five teeth.”

Fi nk considered that for a few seconds. Then he grinned and nodded. "Sure, you conme along with
me, boy. By the tinme I'mthrough, there ain't a man woman or child within a hundred mile of this
river who won't know ny nanme. Do you doubt that, boy?"

The boy didn't doubt it.

In the norning, Mke Fink and his crew pushed off for the south bank of the H o, |loaded with a
wagon, sone nul es, and ei ght kegs of whisky. Bound to do a little trading with the Reds.

In the afternoon, Governor WIliam Harrison buried the charred remains of his second w fe and
their little boy, who had the mi sfortune of being in the nursery together, dressing the boy in his
little parade uniform when the roomburst into flanes.

A fire in his own house, set by no hand, which cut off what he |loved the nbst, and no power on
earth could bring them back.

Chapter 7 -- Captives

Al vin Junior never felt small except when he was setting on the back of a big old horse. Not to
say he wasn't a good rider-- he and horses got along pretty good, they never throw ng himand he
never whipping them It's just that his | egs stuck way out on both sides, and since he was riding
with a saddle on this trip, the stirrup had to be hiked up so far they punched new holes in the
| eather so he could ride. Al was |ooking forward to the day he growed up to be man-size. O her
folks might tell himhe was right big for his age, but that didn't anmount to nothing in Alvin's
opi ni on. When your age is ten, big for your age ain't nothing |like being big.

"I don't like it," said Faith MIler. "Don't like sendng ny boys off in the mddle of all these
Red troubles."

Mot her al ways worried, but she had good cause. Al his life Al was kind of clunsy, always having
accidents. Things turned out fine in the end, but it was nip and tuck a lot of the tinme. Wrst was
a few nmonths ago, when the new millstone fell on his leg and gave it a real ugly break. It | ooked
like he was going to die, and he pretty nuch expected to hinmself. Wuld have, too. Surely would
have. Even though he knew he had the power to heal hinself.

Ever since the Shining Man cane to himin his roomthat night when he was six, A had never used
his knack to help hinself. Cutting stone for his father, that he could do, cause it would help
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everybody. He'd run his fingers on the stone, get the feel of it, find the hidden places in the
stone where it could break, and then set it all in order, just nmake it go that way; and the stone
woul d cone out, just right, just the way he asked. But never for his own good.

Then with his | eg broke and the skin tore up, everybody knowed he was bound to die. And Al never
woul d' ve used his knack for fixing things to heal hinself, never would ve tried, except old
Tal eswapper was there. Tal eswapper asked him why don't you fix your |leg yourself? And so Al told
hi m what he never told a soul before, about the Shining Man. Tal eswapper believed him too, didn't
think he was crazy or dream ng. He nade Al think back, think real hard, and renenber what the
Shi ning Man said. And when Al renenbered, it cone to himthat it was Al himself who said that
about never doing it for himself. The Shining Man just said, "Mke all things whole."

Make all things whole. Well, wasn't his leg part of "all things"? So he fixed it, best he could.
There was a lot nore to it than that, but all in all he used his own power, with the help of his
famly, to heal hinself. That's why he was alive.

But during those days he | ooked death in the face-- and he wasn't as scared of it as he thought
he'd be. Lying there with death seeping through his bone, he began to feel |like his body was just

a kind of lean-to, a shelter he lived in during bad weather till his house was built. Like them
shanty cabins new folks built till they could get a | og house set up proper. And if he died, it
woul dn't be awful at all. Just different, and maybe better

So when his ma went on and on about the Reds and how dangerous it was and how they ought get
killed, he didn't give no heed. Not because he thought that she was wong, but because he didn't
much care whether he died or not.

Well, no, that wasn't quite so. He had a lot of things to do, though he didn't know yet what
they were, and so he'd be annoyed about dying. He sure didn't plan to die. It just didn't fill him
up with fear like it did sone folks.

Al's big brother Measure was trying to get Ma to ease off and not get herself all worked up
"We'll be all right, Mama," said Measure. "All the trouble's down south, and we'll be on good
roads all the way."

"Fol ks di sappear every week on those good roads," she said. "Those French up in Detroit are
buyi ng scal ps, they don't never let up on that, don't matter one bit what Ta-Kumsaw and his
savages are doing, it only takes one arrowto kill you--"

"Mp," said Measure. "If you're a-scared of Reds getting us, you ought to want us to go. | nean
there's ten thousand Reds at least living in Prophetstown right across the river. It's the biggest
city west of Philadel phia right now, and every one of themis a Red. We're getting away from Reds
by going east--"

"That one-eyed Prophet don't worry ne," she said. "He never tal ks about killing. | just think
you shouldn't--"

"It don't matter what you think," said Pa.

Ma turned to face him He'd been sl opping the hogs out back, but now he was come around to say
good- bye.

‘"Don't you tell ne it don't matter what |--"

"It don't matter what | think, neither," said Pa. "It don't matter what anybody thinks, and you
know it."

"Then | don't see why the good Lord gave us brains, then; if that's how things are, Avin
Mller!"

"Al's going east to Hatrack River to. be an apprentice blacksmith," said Pa. "I'I|l miss him
you'll mss him everybody except maybe Reverend Thrower is going to mss the boy, but the papers
are signed and Al Junior is going. So instead of jawi ng how you don't want themto go, kiss the
boys good-bye and wave them off."
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If Pa'd been milk she would' ve curdled himon the spot, she gave himsuch a look. "I'll Kkiss ny
boys, and I'll wave themoff," she said. "I don't need you to tell me that. | don't need you to
tell ne anything."

"l reckon not," said Pa. "But I'Il tell you anyway, and | reckon you'll return the favor, just
i ke you al ways done." He reached up a hand to shake with Measure, saying good-bye |ike a man
does. "You get himthere safe and cone right back," he told Measure.

"You know | will," said Measure.

"Your ma's right, it's dangerous every step of the way, so keep your eyes open. We naned you
right, you got such keen eyes, boy, so use them"”

"I will, Pa."

Ma sai d her good-bye to Measure while Pa canme on over to Al. He gave Al a good stinging slap on
the I eg and shook his hand, too, and that felt good, Pa treating himlike a man, just |ike
Measure. Maybe if A wasn't sitting up on a horse, Pa would' ve roughed his hair like a little boy,
but then maybe he woul dn't have, either, and it still felt grown-up, all the sane.

"I ain't scared of the Reds," said Al. He spoke real soft, so Ma wouldn't hear. "But | sure wi sh
| didn't have to go."

"I knowit, A," said Pa. "But you got to. For your own good."

Then Pa got that faraway sad | ook on his face, which Al Junior had seen before nore than once,
and never understood. Pa was a strange man. It took Al a long tine to realize that, since for the
|l ongest time while Al was just little, Pa was Pa, and he didn't try to understand him

Now Al was getting older, and he began to conpare his father to the other nen around. To Arnor-
of - God Weaver, for instance, the nost inportant man in town, always tal king about peace with the
Red nan, sharing the land with him napping out Red | ands and Wiite | ands-- everybody |istened to
himwi th respect. Nobody |listened to Pa that way, considering his words real serious, nmaybe
arguing a little, but knowi ng that what he said was inmportant. And Reverend Thrower, with his
hi ghfalutin educated way of tal king, shouting fromhis pulpit about death and resurrection and the
fires of hell and the rewards of heaven, everybody listened to him too. It was different fromthe
way they listened to Arnor, cause it was always about religion and so it didn't have nothing to do
with little stuff |ike farm ng and chores and how fol ks |ived. But respect.

When Pa tal ked, other folks listened to him all right, but they just scoffed sonetinmes. "Onh,
Alvin MIller, you just go on, don't you!" Al noticed that, and it made himnad at first. But then
he realized that when folks was in trouble and needed help, they didn't go to Reverend Thrower, no
sir, and they didn't go to Arnor-of-CGod, cause neither of them knew all that nuch about how to
solve the kind of problens folks had fromtine to tinme. Thrower might tell them how to stay out of
hell, but that wasn't till they was dead, and Arnor night tell themhow to keep peace with the
Reds, but that was politics except when it was war. Wen they had a quarrel about a boundary line,
or didn't know what to do about a boy that always sassed his nma no nmatter how many |ickings he
got, or when the weevils got their seed corn and they didn't have nothing to plant, they come to
Al Mller. And he'd say his piece, just a few words usually, and they'd go off shaking their heads
and saying, "Ch, Alvin MIller, you just go on, don't you!" But then they'd go ahead and settle
that boundary line and build thema stone fence there; and they'd let their smart-nouth boy nove
on out of the house and take up as a hired man on a neighbor's farm and come planting tine a half-
dozen fol ks'd cone by with sacks of "spare" seed cause Al MIler mentioned they might be a little
shy.

Wien Al Junior conpared his pa to other nen, he knew Pa was strange, knew Pa did things for
reasons known only to hinmself. But he also knew that Pa could be trusted. Fol ks mght give their
respect to Arnor-of-God and Reverend Phil adel phia Thrower, but they trusted Al Mller.

So did Al Junior. Trusted his pa. Even though he didn't want to | eave honme, even though having
been so close to death he felt like apprenticing and suchlike was a waste of tine-- what did it
matter what his trade was, would there be smths in heaven?-- still he knew that if Pa said it was
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right for himto go, then Al would go. The way fol ks always knew that if Al MIler said, "Just do
this and it'll work out,"” why, they should do the thing he said, and it'd work out |ike he said.

He had told Pa he didn't want to go; Pa had said, Go anyway, it's for your own good. That's all
Al vin Junior needed to hear. He nodded his head and did what Pa said, not cause he had no spunk
not cause he was scared of his pa |like other boys he knew. He just knew his pa well enough to
trust his judgnent. Sinple as that.

"Il mss you, Pa." And then he did a crazy fool thing, which if he stopped to think about it
he never woul d've done. He reached down and tousled his father's hair. Even while he was doing it,
he thought, Pa's going to slap me silly for treating himlike a boy! Pa's eyebrows did go up, and
he reached up and caught Al Junior's hand by the wist. But then he got hima twinkle in his eye
and | aughed | oud and said, "I reckon you can do that once, Son, and live."

Pa was still laughing when he stepped back to give Ma space to say her good-bye. She had tears
runni ng down her face, but she didn't have no last-mnute list of dos and don'ts for him the way
she had for Measure. She just kissed his hand and clung on, to it, and | ooked himin the eye and
said, "If | let you go today, |I'll never see you with ny natural eyes again, as long as | live."

"No, Ma, don't say that,"” he told her. "Nothing bad's going to happen to ne."

"You just renenber me," she said. "And you keep that anulet | gave you. You wear that all the

time."
"What's it do?" he asked, taking it fromhis pocket again. "I don't know this kind."
"Never you nmind, you just keep it close to you all the tine."
"I will, M"

Measure wal ked his horse up beside Al Junior's. "W best be going now," he said. "W want to get
to country we don't see every day before we bed down tonight."

"Don't you do that," said Pa sternly. "W arranged for you to stay with the Peachee famly
tonight. That's as far as you need to get in one day. Don't want you to spend a night in the open
when you don't have to."

"All right, all right," said Measure, "but we at |east ought to get there before supper.”
"Co on then," said Ma. "Go on then, boys."

They only got a rod or so on the way before Pa cane running out and caught Measure's horse by
the bridle, and Al Junior's, too. "Boys, you renenber! Cross rivers at the bridges. You hear ne?
Only at the bridges! There's bridges at every river on this road, between here and Hatrack River.

"I know, Pa," said Measure. "I helped build themall, you know. "

"Use them That's all I'msaying. And if it rains, you stop, you find a house and stop, you hear
me? | don't want you out in the water."

They both pl edged npst solemmly not to get near anything wet. "Won't even stand downstream from
the horses when they spurt,” said Measure.

Pa shook a finger at him "Don't you nmake light," he said.

Finally they got on their way, not |ooking back cause that was awful |uck, and know ng that M
and Pa went back into the house well before they was out of sight, cause it was calling for a long
separation if you watched a long time when folks were leaving, and if you watched them cl ear out
of sight it was a good chance sonebody'd die before you ever saw t hem again. Ma took that rea
serious. Going inside quick like that was the last thing she'd be able to do to help protect her
boys on their way.

Al and Measure stopped in a stretch of woods between Hatchs' and Bjornsons' farms, where the
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| ast storm knocked down a tree half onto the road. They could get by all right, being on horseback
as they were, but you don't leave a thing like that for sonmebody else to find. Maybe sonebody in a
wagon, hurrying to nmake hone before dark on a storny night, maybe that's who' d come by next, and
find the road bl ocked. So they stopped and ate the lunch Ma packed for them and then set to work
with their hatchets, cutting it free fromthe few taut strands of wood that clung to the ragged
stunmp. They were wishing for a saw | ong before they were done, but you don't carry a saw with you
on a three-hundred-mile trip on horseback. A change of clothes, a hatchet, a knife, a nusket for
hunti ng, powder and lead, a length of rope, a blanket, and a few odd tokens and amulets for
war di ngs and fendi ngs. Mich nore than that and you'd have to bring a wagon or a pack horse.

After the trunk was free, they tied both horses to it and pulled it out of the way. Hard work
sweaty work, cause the horses weren't used to pulling as a team and they bot hered each other. Tree
kept snagging up on them too, and they had to keep rolling it and choppi ng away branches. Now, Al
knew he coul d' ve used his knack to change the wood of that tree inside, to make it split apart in
all the right places. But that wouldn't have been right, he knew. The Shining Man woul dn't've
stood for that-- it would' ve been pure selfishness, pure |aziness, and no good to anybody. So he
hacked and tugged and sweated right al ongside Measure. And it wasn't so bad. It was good work, and
when it was all done it was no nore than an hour. It was time well spent.

They tal ked sonewhat during the work, of course. Some of the conversation turned on the stones
about Red nmassacres down south. Measure was pretty skeptical. "Ch, | hear those stories, but the
bl oody ones are all things sonebody heard from sonebody el se about sonebody el se. The fol ks who
actually lived down there and got run out, all they ever say is that Ta-Kunsaw come and run off
their pigs and chickens, that's all. Not a one ever said nothing about no arrows flying or folks
getting killed."

Al, being ten years old, was nore inclined to believe the stories, the bloodier the better
"Maybe when they kill sonmebody, they kill the whole famly so nobody tal ks about it."

"Now you think about it, Al. That don't nmake sense. Ta-Kunsaw wants all the \Wite people out of
there, don't he? So he wants them scared to death, so they pack up and nove, don't he? So woul dn't
he | eave one alive to tell about it, if he was doing nmassacres? Wul dn't sonebody' ve found sone
bodi es, at |east?"

"Well where do the stories cone from then?"
"Arnor-of-God says Harrison's telling lies, to try to get people het up against the Reds."

"Well, he couldn't very well |ie about them burning down his house and his stockade. People
could plain see if it got burnt, couldn't they? And he couldn't very well lie about it killing his
wife and his little boy, could he?"

"Well of course it did burn, Al. But naybe it wasn't fire arrows from Ta- Kunsaw started that
fire. You ever think of that?"

"Governor Harrison isn't going to burn down his own house and kill his own famly just so he can
get people hot against the Reds," said Al. "That's plain dunb."

And t hey specul ated on and on about Red troubles in the south part of the Wbbish country,
because that was the nost inportant topic of conversation around, and since nobody knowed anyt hing
accurate anyway, everybody's opinion was as good as anybody el se's.

Seei ng how they weren't nore than a half nile fromtwo different farns, in country they'd
visited four or five tines a year for ten years, it never even canme to nmind they ought to keep
their eyes open for trouble. You just don't keep too wary that close to home, not even when you're
tal ki ng about Red nassacres and stones about murders and torture. Fact is, though, careful or not
there wasn't nuch they coul d've done. Al was coiling ropes and Measure was cinching up the saddl es
when all of a sudden there was about a dozen Reds around them One ninute nobody but crickets and
nmce and a bird here and there, the next minute Reds all painted up

It took a few seconds even at that for themto be afraid. There was a ot of Reds in
Prophet stown, and they cane pretty regular to trade at Arnor-of-God's store. So Al vin spoke before
he even hardly | ooked at them "Howdy," said Alvin.
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They didn't howdy hi mback. They had paint all over their faces.
"These ain't no howdy Reds," said Measure softly. "They got mnuskets."

That made it sure these weren't no Prophetsotwn Reds. The Prophet taught his followers never to
use Wiite man's weapons. A true Red didn't need to hunt with a gun, because the |and knew his
need, and the gane woul d cone near enough to kill with a bow Only reason for a Red to have a gun,
said the Prophet, was to be a murderer, and murdering was for White nen. That's what he said. So
it was plain these weren't Reds that put nuch store in the Prophet.

Alvin was | ooking one right in the face. Al nust've showed his fear, cause the Red got a glint
in his eye and sniled a little. The Red reached out his hand.

"G ve himthe rope," said Measure.

"It's our rope," said Al. As soon as he said it he knewit didn't nmake no sense. A handed both
ropes to him

The Red took the coils, gentle as you please. Then he tossed one over the Wite boys' heads, to
anot her Red, and the whole bunch of themset to work, stripping off the boys' outer clothes and
then tying their arms behind themso tight it was pulling on their shoul der joints sonething
pai nf ul

"Why do they want our clothes?" A asked.

In answer, one of the Reds slapped himhard across the face. He nust've liked the sound it made,
because he sl apped himagain. The sting of it brought tears to Al's eyes, but he didn't cry out,
partly cause he was so surprised, partly cause it made himnmad and he didn't want to give them no
satisfaction. Slapping was an idea that caught on real good with the other Reds, cause they
started in slapping Measure, too, both of the boys, again and again, till they were hal f-dazed and
their cheeks were bl eeding inside and out.

One Red babbl ed sonething, and they gave himAl's shirt. He slashed at it with his knife, and
then rubbed it on Al's bleeding face. Mist not have got enough blood on it, because he took his
knife and sl ashed right across Al's forehead. The blood just gushed out, and a second later the
pain hit Al and for the first time he did cry out. It felt like he'd been laid open right to the
bone, and the bl ood was running down in his eyes so he couldn't see. Measure yelled for themto
| eave Al al one, but there wasn't no chance of that. Everybody knew that once a Red started in to
cutting on you, you were bound to end up dead.

M nute Al cried out and the blood started com ng, them Reds started | aughing and making little
hooti ng sounds. This bunch was out for real trouble, and Al thought back to all the stories he
heard. Mst fanmous one was probably about Dan Boone, a Pennsylvania man who tried to settle in the
Crown Colonies for a while. That was back when the Cherri ky were against the Wite nman, and one
day Dan Boone's boy got ki dnapped. Boone wasn't a half hour behind them Reds. It was |ike they
were playing with him They'd stop and cut off parts of the boy's skin, or poke out an eye,
sonet hing to cause bad pain and make hi m scream Boone heard his boy screaning, and followed, him
and his neighbors, arned with their nuskets and half-mad with rage. They'd reach the place where
the boy'd been tortured, and the Reds were gone, not a trace of a track in the wood, and then
there'd cone another scream Twenty mles they went that day, and finally at nightfall they found
the boy hanging fromthree different trees. They say Boone never forgot that, he could never |ook
a Red in the eye after that without thinking on that twenty-nile day.

Al had that twenty-mle day on his nmind now, too, hearing them Reds | augh, feeling the pain,
just the start of the pain, know ng that whatever these Reds were after, they wanted it to start
with two dead White boys, and they wouldn't mind a little noise along the way. Keep still, he told
himsel f. Keep still.

They rubbed his slashed-up shirt on his face, and Measure's hacked up clothes, too. Wile they
were doing that, Al kept his mnd on other things. Only tinme he ever tried to heal hinself was
that busted leg of his, and then he was |ying down, resting, plenty of time to study it out, to
find his way to all those small places where there was broken veins and heal themup, knit
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toget her the skin and bone. This tinme he was a-scared and getting pushed this way and that, not

calm not resting. But he still nanaged to find the biggest veins and arteries, make them cl ose
up. Last tine they wiped his face ou a shirt, his forehead didn't gush bl ood down to cover his
eyes again. It was still bleeding, but just a trickle now, and Al tipped his head up so the bl ood

woul d ooze on down his tenples, and | eave his eyes clear to see.

They hadn't cut Measure yet. He was |looking at A, and there was a sick | ook on Measure's face
Al knew his brother well enough to guess what he was thinking, about how Ma and Pa trusted Al into
Measure's keeping, and now | ook how he | et them down. That was crazy, to blanme hinself. They
coul d' ve done what they were doing now at any cabin or house in the whole countryside, and weren't
nobody could stop them If Al and Measure hadn't been going off on a long trip, they might stil
have been on this very road at this very tinme anyhow. But Al couldn't say nothing like that to
Measure, couldn't do rmuch except to snmile

Smile and, as best he could, work on healing up his own wound. Maki ng everything in his forehead
go back to the way it was supposed to be. He kept at it, finding it easier and easier to do, while
he wat ched what the Reds were doing.

They didn't talk nuch. They pretty nmuch knew what to do. They got the bl ood-sneared clothes and
tied themto the saddl es. Then with a knife one of themcarved the English letters for "Ta-Kunsaw'
in one of the saddl e seats, and "Prophet"” in the other. For a second Al was surprised that he
could wite English, but then he saw hi m checking how he nade the letters, conparing themto a
paper he had folded up in the waistband of his |oincloth. A paper. Then, while two of them held
each horse by the bridle, another Red jabbed the horse's flanks with a knife, little cuts, not al
that deep, but enough to nmake them crazy with pain, kicking out, bucking, rearing up. The horses
knocked down the Reds hol ding them and took off, ran away, heading-- as the Reds knowed they woul d-
- on up the road toward hone.

A nmessage, that's what it was. These Reds wanted to be foll owed. They wanted a whol e bunch of
Wiite folks to get their nuskets and horses and follow Like Daniel Boone in the story. Follow the
sound of screaming. Go crazy fromthe sound of their children dying.

Wl |l Alvin decided then and there that, live or die, he and Measure wouldn't | et Reds make his
parents hear what Daniel Boone heard. There wasn't a chance in the world of them getting away.
Even if Al nade the rope cone apart-- which he could do easy enough-- there wasn't no way two
White boys could outrun Reds in the forest. No, these Reds had themas |ong as they wanted. But Al
knew ways to keep themfromdoing things to them And it would be all right to do it, too, to use
his knack, because it wouldn't just be for hinmself. It would be for his brother, and for his
famly, and in a funny way he knew it would be for the Reds, too, because if there was sonething
real, if some White boys really did get tortured to death, then there'd be a war, there'd be a
real knock-down-drag-out fight between Reds and Whites, and a | ot of people on both sides would
die. As long as he didn't kill anybody, then, it would be all right for Al to use his knack

Wth the horses gone, the Reds tied thongs around Al's and Measure's necks. Then they pulled on
the thongs to drag them al ong. Measure was a big nman, taller than any of the Reds, so as they |ed
hi mthey made hi m bend over. It was hard for himto run, and the thong was real tight on him Al
was getting pulled along behind him so he could see how Measure was being treated, could hear him
choking a little. It was a sinple thing for Al, though, to get inside that thong and stretch it
out, stretch it and stretch it, so it was |oose around Measure's neck, and | ong enough that
Measure could run pretty nuch upright. It happened sl ow enough that the Reds didn't really notice
it. But Al knew that they'd notice what he was doing soon enough

Everybody knew that Reds didn't |eave footprints. And when Reds took Wite captives, they
usual ly carried them slung by their arnms and | egs |ike dressed-out deer, so the clunmsy Wite
fol ks. wouldn't |eave no tracks. These Reds neant to be foll owed, then, cause they were letting Al
and Measure | eave tracks and traces every step they took.

But they didn't nmean it to be too easy to find them After they'd gone forever, it felt like-- a
couple of hours at least-- they cane to a brook and wal ked on upstream a ways, and then ran on
another half mle or maybe a nile before they finally stopped in a clearing and built a fire.

No farns close by, but that didn't mean nuch. By now the horses were hone with the bl oody
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clothing and the wounds in the horses' flanks and those nanes carved into the saddl es. By now
every White man in the whole area was bringing his family in to Vigor Church, where a few nen
could protect themwhile the rest went out searching for the m ssing boys. By now Ma was pale with
terror, Pa raging for the other men to hurry, hurry, not a mnute to waste, got to find the boys,
if you don't conme now I'll go on alone! And the others saying, Cal mdown, calmdown, can't do no
good by yourself, we'll catch them you bet. Nobody adnmitting what they all knew- that A and
Measure were as good as dead.

But Al didn't plan to be dead. No sir. He planned to be absolutely alive, himand Measure both.

The Reds built up the fire good and hot, and it sure wasn't no cook fire. Since the sun was
shining bright and hard already, it made Al and Measure sweat sonething awful, even in their short
sunmer underwear. They sweated even nore when the Reds cut even that nuch off them popping off
the buttons down the front and slicing it right down the back, so they were naked right down to
the ground they sat on

It was about then that one of the Reds noticed Al's forehead. He took a big hank of underwear
cloth and wiped at Al's face, rubbing pretty hard to get the dried blood off. Then he started
jabbering at the others. They all gathered around to see. Then they checked Measure's forehead,
too. Well, Al knew what they were |ooking for. And he knew they wouldn't find it. Cause he had
heal ed up his own forehead wi thout a scar, not a mark on his own face. And of course no mark on
Measure, either, since he wasn't cut. That'd make themthink a little.

But it wasn't healing that Al was depending on to save them It was too hard, too slow- they
could sure cut faster than Al could heal, and that was the truth. It was a lot faster for himto
use that knack he had on things like stone and netal, which was all the sanme strai ght through
living flesh, on the other hand, was conplicated with all kinds of little stuff that he had to get
right in his head before he could change it and nmake it whol e.

So when one of the Reds sat down in front of Measure, brandishing a knife, Al didn't wait for
himto start cutting. He got that knife into his head, the steel of the blade-- Wiite man's knife,
just like they were carrying Wiite nan's nuskets. He found the edge of it, the point, and
flattened it out, snoothed it, rounded it.

The Red laid that knife up agai nst Measure's bare chest and tried to cut. Measure braced hi nsel f
for the pain to start. But that knife nade no nore mark on Measure than if it was a spoon

Al al nost | aughed to see that Red pull his knife away and look at it, try to see what was w ong.
He ran the edge against his own finger, to test it; A thought of naking the blade razor sharp
right then, but no, no, the rule was to use his knack to nake things right, not to cause injury.
The others gathered round to | ook at the knife. Some of them nocked the knife's owner, probably
t hi nki ng he hadn't kept the edge sharp. But Al spent that time finding all the other steel edges
that those Red nen had and meki ng themround and snooth. They couldn't've cut a pea pod in half
with them kni ves when Al was through.

Sure enough, all the others pulled out their knives to try them running the edges against Al or
Measure first, and finally yelling and shouting and accusi ng each other, quarreling over whose
fault it was, probably.

But they had a job to do, didn't they? They were supposed to torture these Wite boys and make
them scream or at |east hack them up bad enough that when their fol ks found the bodies they'd
thirst for revenge.

So one of the Reds took his ol d-fashioned stone-edged tomry-hawk and brandished it in front of
Al's face, waving it around so he'd get good and scared. Al used the tinme to soften up the stone,
weaken the wood, |oosen the thongs that held it all together. By the tine the Red got to lifting
it up ready to do sone real business, |ike smashing Al in the face with it, it crunbled apart in
his hand. The wood was rotted clear through, the stone fell to the ground as gravel, and even the
thong was split and frayed through. That Red nan shouted and junped back like as if he had a
rattler a-biting at him

Anot her one had a steel-blade hatchet, and he didn't waste no tine waving it around, he just
| aid out Measure's hand on a rock and whacked it down, neaning to cut Measure's fingers off. This
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was easy stuff to A, though. Hadn't he cut whole nillstones, when the need was? So the hat chet
struck and rang on the stone, and Measure gasped at the sight of it, sure it'd take his fingers
clean of f; but when the Red picked up the hatchet, there was Measure's hand just |ike before, not
marked a bit, while the hatchet had finger-shaped depressions in the blade, like it was made of
cool butter or wet cake-soap

Them Reds, they how ed, they | ooked at each other with fear in their eyes, fear and anger at the
strange things going on. Alvin couldn't knowit, being Wite, but the thing that nade this worst
of all for themwas they couldn't feel it like they felt a Wiite nan's spells or charns or
doodl es. A Wiite nman put a hex, they felt it like a bunp in their |and-sense; a beseeching was a
nasty stink; a warding was a buzz when they cane close. But this that Alvin did, it didn't
interrupt the land at all, their sense of how things ought to be didn't show t hem not hi ng
different going on. It was like all the natural |aws had changed on them and suddenly steel was
soft and flesh was hard, rock was brittle and | eather weak as grass. They didn't look to Al or
Measure as the cause of what was going on. It was sone natural force doing it, as best they could
figure.

Al'l that Alvin saw was their fear and anger and confusion, which pleased hi mwell enough. He
wasn't cocky, though. He knew there was sone things he didn't know how to handle. Water was the
main one; if they took it in their heads to drown the boys, A wouldn't know how to stop them or
save hinself or Measure. He was only ten, and being bound by rules he didn't understand, he hadn't
figured out what-all his knack was good for, or how it worked. Maybe there was things within his
power that could be right spetackler, if he only knowed how, but the point was he didn't know, and
so he only did the things that were within his reach

This much was on his side-- they didn't think of drowning. But they thought of fire. Most likely
they were planning that fromthe start-- folks told tales of finding torture victimin the Red
wars back in New Engl and, their blackened feet in the cooling ashes of a fire, where they had to
wat ch their own toes char until the pain and bl eeding and madness of it killed them Al vin saw
them stoking up the fire, putting hot-burning branches on it to nmake it flare. He didn't know how
to take the heat out of a fire, he'd never tried. So he thought as fast as he could, and while
they were picking Measure up by his arnpits and dragging himto the fire, Al got inside the
firewood and broke it up, nmade it crunble into dust, so it burnt up fast, all at once, in a fire
so fast it made a loud clap and a puff of bright hot |ight shot upward. It rose so fast that it
made a wind blow in fromall directions onto the place where the fire had been, and it nade a
whirlwind for a second or two, whipping around, sucking up the ashes and then puffing themout to
drift down |ike dust.

Just like that, nothing left of the fire at all except dust settling fine as mst all over the
cl eari ng.

Ch, they how ed, they junped and danced and beat on their own shoul ders and chests. And while
they were carrying on like an Irish funeral, Al |oosened the ropes on himand Measure, hoping
agai nst hope that they m ght even get away after all before their fol ks and nei ghbors found t hem
and started in with shooting and killing and dyi ng.

Measure felt the ropes | oosening, of course, and | ooked sharp at Alvin; up to then he'd been
al rost as crazy with what was happening as the Reds. O course, he knew right off that it was
Alvin doing it, but it wasn't as if Alvin could explain what he was planning-- it took Measure hy
surprise sane as the others. Now, though, he |ooked at Alvin and nodded, starting to twist his
arns out of the ropes. None of the Reds had noticed so far, and maybe they could get a running
start, or maybe-- just nmaybe-- the Reds were so upset they wouldn't even try to follow

Ri ght then, though, everything changed. There was a hooting sound fromthe forest, and then it
got picked up by what sounded like three hundred ows, all in a circle. Measure nust have thought
for a second that Al was causing that to happen, too, the way he | ooked at his little brother--
but the Reds knew what it was, and stopped their carrying on right away. Fromthe fear on their
faces, though, Al figured it must be sonething good, naybe even sonething like rescue.

From the forest all around the clearing there stepped out dozens, then a hundred Reds. These
were all carrying bows-- not a nusket anbng them- and the way they dressed and had their hair, A
reckoned themto be Shaw Nee, and followers of the Prophet. It was about the last thing A
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expected, truth to tell. It was Wiite faces he wanted to see, not nore Red ones.

One Red stepped out of the mass of the newconers, a tall strong man with a face as hard and
sharp as stone, it looked like. He fired off a couple of harsh-soundm g words, and i medi ately
their captors began babbling, jabbering, pleading. It was Iike a bunch of children, Al thought,
doi ng somet hing they knew they shoul dn't ought to, and then their pa comes along and catches them
at it. Having been caught in such mschief hinself sonetines, he alnost felt a little synpathy,
till he remenbered that what his captors had had in mind was cruel death for himand his brother.
Just because they ended up without a scratch didn't nmean them Reds weren't guilty of the bad
i ntent.

Then one word stuck out of all the yammering-- a name: Ta-Kunsaw. Al | ooked at Measure to see if
he'd heard, and Measure was | ooking at him raising his eyebrows, asking the sane thing. They both
nmout hed the nanme at the sanme tine. Ta-Kunsaw.

Did this mean Ta-Kunmsaw was in charge of all this? WAas he angry at the captors because they
failed at the torture, or because they'd captured Wiite boys at all? There wasn't no expl anation
fromthe Reds, that was sure. Al that Al could know for sure was what they did. The newcone Reds
took all the nuskets away fromthe gun-toters, and then led themoff into the woods. Only about a
dozen Reds stayed with Al and Measure. Anmong them was Ta- Kunsaw.

"They say you have fingers nmade of steel," said Ta-Kumsaw.

Measure | ooked at Al for himto answer, and Al couldn't think of anything to say. He was sure
reluctant about telling this Red what it was he done. So it was Measure answered himafter all, by
rai sing his hands and wiggling his fingers. "Just regular fingers near as | can tell," he said.

Ta- Kunsaw reached out and took him by the hand-- a strong, hard grip, it nmust have been, cause
Measure tried to pull away and couldn't. "lron skin," said Ta-Kunsaw. "Can't cut with knife. Can't
burn. Boys nmade of stone.”

He pull ed Measure up to a standing position and, with his free hand, slapped himhard on the
upper part of the arm "Stone boy, throw ne on the dirt!"

"I can't wassle you," said Measure. "I don't want a fight with nobody."

"Throw ne!" commanded Ta- Kunsaw. And he adjusted his grip, put out his foot, and waited unti
Measure put out his own foot to join him Facing off, man to man, the way the Reds did in their
games. Only this wasn't no gane, not to these boys who'd been | ooking death in the face and didn't
have no guarantee that it still wasn't just around the corner.

Al didn't know what he ought to do, but he was in a nood for doing sonething, comng on the
heel s of all his changing of things. So it was al nost without a thought of the consequences that
the very nonment Measure and Ta-Kumsaw started to push and pull on each other, A nade the dirt
conme all |oose under Ta-Kunsaw s feet, so his own pushing made himfall ass over elbowin the
dirt.

The ot her Reds had been kind of |aughing and joshing about the wassle, but when they saw the
greatest chief of all the tribes, a man whose nane was known from Boston to New Ol eans, when they
saw him snmash on the ground like that they kind of left off laughing. Truth to tell there wasn't a
sound in that clearing. Ta-Kunsaw pi cked hinself up and | ooked at the dirt under his feet,
scraping on it with his foot. It was solid enough now, of course. But he stepped a few feet away,
onto the grass, and held out his hand again.

This time Measure had a little nore confidence, and reached out to take his hand-- but at the
| ast second, Ta-Kunsaw snatched his own hand away. He stood very still, not |ooking at Measure or
Al or anybody, just |ooking into space, his face all hard and set. Then he turned to the other
Reds and fired off a volley of words, spitting themout with all the Ss and Ks and Xs of Shaw Nee
talk. Al and the other children of Vigor Church used to inmtate Red talk by saying things |like
"boxy tal ksy skock woxity" and laughing till their sides ached. But it didn't sound too funny the
way Ta-Kunsaw said it, and when he was done Al and Measure found thensel ves getting pulled al ong
by them thongs again. And when the rags of their underjohns fell down and started tripping them
up, Ta-Kunmsaw cane back and tore them off the boys, ripping that fabric to shreds with his bare
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hands, his face all angry. Neither Al nor Measure felt |like nentioning that they was left pretty
near naked by this tine, considering that the only wearing apparel left on themwas the thong
around their neck; it just didn't seemlike a good tine to conplain. Were Ta-Kumsaw was t aki ng
them they had no idea, and since they al so had no choi ce about going, there wasn't much point in
asking, either.

Al and Measure never ran so long or so far in their lives. Hour after hour, mle after nle
never going too terrible fast, but never stopping, neither. Mwving like this, a Red could trave
faster on foot than a White usually could on horseback, unless he was naking his nag run all the
way. WWhich wasn't too good on the horse. And the horse had to stay on cleared roads. Wile Reds--
Reds didn't even need a path.

Al noticed real quick that running through the woods was different for the Reds than it was for
hi m and Measure. The only sound he heard was his and Measure's footfalls. Al being near the back
he coul d see how things went with Measure. The Red who was pulling Measure woul d push a branch
with his body, and the branch would bend to make way. But the next second when Measure tried to
push through, it would snatch at his skin and then break off. Reds would step on roots or tw gs
and there'd be no sound, nothing snagging their feet; Al would step on the sane spot, and he'd
trip up, stunble, the thong catching at his neck; or the twig would snap under his bare foot, or
the rough bark of the root would tear at his skin. A, on account of being just a boy, was used to
wal ki ng around barefoot a good deal of the tine, so the soles of his feet were sonmewhat toughened
up. But Measure'd been in growed-man's boots for sone years now, and Al could see that after maybe
half a mle Measure was bl eedi ng.

One thing he could do, Al reckoned, was help his brother's feet to heal up. He tried to start,
to find his way into his brother's feet the way he'd found his way into the stone and the stee
and the wood. Running along like that, though, it was hard to concentrate. And living flesh was
just too conplicated.

Al wasn't the kind to give up. No, he just tried a different way. Since it was running that
di stracted him he just quit thinking about running. Didn't | ook at the ground. Didn't try to step
where the Red ahead of him stepped, just didn't think about it at all. Like triming an oil |anp,
he trimed his own wick, as they say, letting his eyes focus on nothing, thinking about nothing,
letting his body work Iike a pet animal that could be let to have its own head and go its own way.

He had no notion that he was doi ng what doodl ebugs do, when they let their bug go out of their
head and travel on its owmn. And anyway it wasn't the sane, on account of there wasn't no doodl ebug
in the natural world who ever tried to doodle while he was running with a thong around his neck

Now, though, he didn't have a speck of trouble getting into Measure's body, finding the sore
pl aces, the bleeding cuts on his feet, the ache in his legs, the pain in his side. Healing the
feet, toughing themup, callusing them that was easy enough. For the others, Al felt how
Measure's body was craving for himto breathe nore, deeper, faster; so Al got into his lungs and
cleared them opened theminto the deepest places. Now when Measure sucked in air, his body got
more of a use out of it, like it could wing out each rag of air to get the very last drop of good
out of it. A didn't even half understand what he was doi ng-- but he knowed it worked, cause the
pain in Measure's body began to ease, he didn't weary so nuch, he didn't gasp for breath.

As he returned to himself, Al noticed that in the whole tine he was hel pi ng Measure, he didn't
step on no twi g that broke orget smacked by sonme snaggy branch flipping back fromthe Red in front
of him Now, though, he was getting poked and tripped and snapped as nmuch as ever. He thought
right off, it was happening just the sane all along, only | didn't hardly notice cause | wasn't
rightly paying attention to my own skin. But even as he decided that was true and even nostly
believed it, he also realized that the sound of the world had changed. Now it was just breathing
and pal e-skinned feet thunping on the dirt or sw shing through ancient dead | eaves. A bird sound
now and then, a fly buzzing. Nothing remarkable, except that Al could remenber, just as plain as
anything, that until he cane back fromfixing up Measure's body he coul d hear sonething el se, a

kind of music, a kind of-- green nusic. Well, that didn't make no sense. There wasn't no way nusic
could have a color to it, that was plain crazy. So Al put that out of his mind, just didn't think

about it. Wthout thinking about it, though, he was still longing to hear it again. Hear it or see
it or snell it, however it cane into him he wanted it back again.
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And one nore little thing. Until he went out of himself to help Measure, his own body wasn't
doing all that well, neither; in fact he was near wore out. But now he was all right, his body was
doing fine, he was breathing deep, his legs and arns felt |like he could go on forever, sturdy in
their notion as trees were in their stillness. Now maybe that was because in healing Measure, he
al so sonehow heal ed hinsel f-- but he didn't rightly believe that, cause he always knew what he did
and what he didn't do. No, to Al Junior's thinking, his body was doing better because of sonething
el se. And that something else, either it was part of the green music, or it caused the nusic, or
they both were caused by the sane thing. As near as Al could figure.

Running along like that, Al and Measure didn't have no chance to talk till getting on nightfall
when they canme to a Red village on the curve of a dark deep river. Ta-Kumsaw led themright into
the mddle of the village and then wal ked off and |l eft them The river was just down the sl ope
fromthem maybe a hundred yards of grassy ground.

"Think we could nmake it down to the river without them catching us?" whispered Measure.
"No," said Al. "And anyways | can't swim Pa never let ne near the water."

Then all the Red wormen and children conme out of the stick-and-nud huts they lived in and pointed
at them two naked Whites, man and boy, and | aughed and threw sods at them At first A and Measure
tried to dodge, but it just nmade them |l augh harder and run around and around, throwi ng wet dirt
fromdifferent angles, tying to catch themin the face or the crotch. Finally Masure just sat
down on the grass, put his face to his knees, and let themthrow all they wanted. Al did the sane.
Finally sonmebody barked a few words and the sod-throwi ng stopped. Al looked up intime to see Ta-
Kumsaw wal ki ng away, and a couple of his fighting nen come out to watch and nmake sure nothing el se
happened.

"That was the farthest | ever run in ny whole life," said Measure.
"Me too," said Al

"Right at the start there I thought | was like to die, | was so tired," said Measure. "Then
got ny second wind. | didn't think I had it in ne."

Al didn't say not hing.

"Or did you have sonething to do with that?"

"Maybe sone," said Al.

"I never know what you can do, Alvin."

"Me neither," said Al, and it was the truth.

"When that hatchet cone down on ny fingers | thought that was the end of ny working days."
"Just be glad they didn't try to drownd us."

"You and water again," said Measure. "Well 1'mglad you done what you done, Al. Though I will
say it mght've worked out better if you hadn't nade the chief slip |ike that when he was set to
armw assle ne."

"Why not?" said Al. "I didn't want himto hurt you--"

"There's no way you should know it, A, so don't blame yourself. But that kind of wassling
ain't to hurt a body, it's kind of a test. O manliness and qui ckness and what all. If he beat ne,
but I put up a fair fight, then I'd have his respect, and if | beat himfair, why, there's respect
in that, too. Arnor told me about it. They do it all the tine."

Al vin thought about this. "So when | nmade himfall, was that real bad?"

"I don't know. Depends on why they think it happened. M ght be they' Il think it nmeans that God
is on ny side or sonething."”
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"Do they believe in God?"

"They' ve got a Prophet, don't they? Just like in the Bible. Anyway | just hope they don't think
it means |'ma coward and a cheater. Things won't go so good for ne then."

"Well 1"l tell themit was ne done it," said Al.

"Don't you dare," said Measure. "The only thing saved us was they didn't know it was you doi ng
t hem changes on the knives and hatchets and such. If they knowed it was you, A, they would ve
hacked your head open, mashed you flat and then done what they wanted with ne. Only thing that
saved you was they didn't know what was causing it."

Then they got to tal king about how worried Pa and Ma woul d be, specul ating on how Ma woul d be so
mad, or maybe she'd be too worried to be angry at Pa, and there nmust be men out | ooking for them
by now even if the horses never canme hone, cause when they didn't show up for supper at the
Peachees they woul dn't waste a m nute giving the warning.

"They' || be tal king about war with the Reds," said Measure. "I know that nuch-- there's plenty
of folks fromdown Carthage way who hate Ta-Kunsaw already, fromhis running off their |ivestock
earlier this year."

"But it was Ta- Kunsaw who saved us," said Al.

"Or that's howit |ooks, anyway. But | notice he didn't take us home, or even ask us where hone
was. And how did he happen to come along right at that very minute, if he wasn't part of it
hi nsel f? No, A, | don't know what's going on, but Ta-Kunmsaw didn't save us, or if he did he saved
us for his own reasons, and | don't know as how | trust himto do good for us. For one thing, I
really ain't nmuch for setting around naked in the mddle of a Red village."

"Me neither. And |I'm hungry."

It wasn't long, though, before Ta-Kunsaw hinmself came out with a pot of corn mash. It was al nost
funny, seeing that tall Red man, who carried hinself |like a king, toting a pot |ike one of the Red
worren. But after that first surprise, A realized that when Ta-Kunmsaw did it, pot-toting | ooked
downri ght nobl e.

He set down the pot in front of Al and Measure, and then took a couple of strips of Red-weave
cloth fromaround his neck. "Wap up,"” he said, and handed each of thema strip. Neither one of
t hem knowed the first thing about tying on a l|oincloth, beginning with the fact that Ta-Kunmsaw was
still holding the deerskin belts that were supposed to hold them on. Ta-Kunmsaw | aughed at how
confused they were, and then nade Al stand up. He dressed Al hinself, and that showed Measure how
it was done so he could cover hinself, too. It wasn't |ike proper clothes, but it was sure better
than bei ng buck naked.

Then Ta- Kunsaw sat down on the grass, the pot between himand them and showed them how to eat
the mash-dipping in his hand, pulling out a tepid, jelly-thick glop of it and smacking it into his
open nmouth. Tasted so bland that Alvin like to gagged on it. Measure sawit, and said, "Eat." So
Alvin ate, and once he got some swal |l owed he could feel how nuch his belly wanted nore, even
though it still took real persuasion to get his throat to take on the job of transportation

Wien they had the pot cleaned right down to the bottom Ta-Kunsaw set it aside. He | ooked at
Measure for a while. "How did you make ne fall down, Wite coward?" he said.

Al was all for speaking up right then, but Measure answered too quick and loud. "I ain't no
coward, Chief Ta-Kunsaw, and if you wassle me nowit'll be fair and square."

Ta- Kumsaw smiled grimy. "So you can nmake ne fall down with all these wonen and children
wat chi ng?"

"I't was ne," said Al vin.

Ta- Kunmsaw turned his head, slowy, the snile not |leaving his face-but not so grimnow, neither.
"Very small boy," he said. "Very worthless child. You can nmeke the ground | cose under ny feet?"
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"I just got a knack," said Alvin. "I didn't know you weren't aimng to hurt him"

"I saw a hatchet," said Ta-Kunsaw. "Finger-marks like this." He waved his finger to show the

kind of pattern Measure's fingers had left in the blade of the hatchet. "You did that?"

"It ain't right to cut a man's fingers off."

Ta- Kunsaw | aughed out |oud. "Very good!" Then he leaned in close. "Wite nen's knacks, they nake
noi se, very much noise. But you, what you do is so quiet nobody sees it."

Al didn't know what he was tal ki ng about.

In the silence, Measure spoke up bold as you please. "Wat you plan to do with us, Chief Ta-
Kunsaw?"

"Tonmorrow we run again," he said.

"Well why don't you think about letting us run toward honme? There's got to be a hundred of out
nei ghbors out now, nad as hornets. There's going to be a lot of trouble if you don't let us go
hone. "

Ta- Kumsaw shook his head. "My brother wants you."
Measure | ooked at Alvin, then back at Ta-Kumsaw. "You mean the Prophet?"
"Tenskwa- Tawa, " sai d Ta- Kunmsaw.

Measure | ooked plain sick. "You nmean after he built up his Prophetstown for four years, nobody
causing hima lick of trouble, Wite man and Red nman getting al ong real good, now he goes around
taking Wiites captive and torturing them and--"

Ta- Kunmsaw cl apped his hands once, |loudly. Measure fell silent. "Chok-Taw took you! Chok-Taw
tried to kill you! My people don't kill except to defend our Iand and our famlies fromWite
thi eves and nurderers. And Tenskwa- Tawa's people, they don't kill at all."

That was the first Al ever heard of there being a split between Ta-Kumsaw s people and the
Prophet' s peopl e.

"Then how d you know where we were?" demanded Measure. "How d you know how to find us?"

"Tenskwa- Tawa saw you," said Ta-Kunsaw. "Told ne to hurry and get you, save you fromthe Chok-
Taw, bring you to M zogan."

Measure, who knew nore about Arnor-of-God's maps than Alvin did, recognized the nanme. "That's
the big | ake, where Fort Chicago is."

"W don't go to Fort Chicago," said Ta-Kunmsaw. "W go to the holy place."
"A church?" asked Al vin.

Ta- Kumsaw | aughed. "You Wite people, when you maeke a place holy you build walls so nothing of
the Iand can get in. Your god is nothing and nowhere, so you build a church with nothing alive
i nside, a church that could be anywhere, it doesn't natter-- nothing and nowhere."

"Well what does make a place hol y?" asked Al vin.

"Because that's where the Red man talks to the land, and the | and answers.
"Sleep now. We will go when it's still dark."

Ta- Kumsaw gri nned.

"I't's going to be mghty cool tonight," said Measure.

"Worren wi Il bring you blankets. Warriors don't need them This is sumrer." Ta-Kunmsaw wal ked a
few steps away, then turned back to Alvin. "Waw Mxi ky ran behind you, Wite boy. He saw what you
did. Don't try to keep the secret from Tenskwa- Tawa. He will know when you lie." Then the chief
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was gone
"What's he tal ki ng about?" asked Measure.

"I wisht | knew," said Al. "I'mgoing to have trouble telling the truth when |I don't know what
the truth is. "

The bl ankets cane soon enough. Al snuggled close to his big brother, for courage nore than
warnt h. He and Measure whi spered awhile, trying to puzzle things out. If Ta-Kunsaw wasn't in on
this fromthe start, how conme them Chok-Taw cut his and the Prophet's nanes into the saddl e? And
even if that was a lie, it was going to |ook real bad that Ta-Kunmsaw finally did end up with the
captives, and then up and took themto Lake M zogan instead of just letting themgo hone. It was
going to take some tall talking to keep this fromturning into a war.

Finally, though, they fell silent, weary to the bone fromall their running, not to nmention
their work nmoving the tree and the plain terror when the Chok-Taw was out to torture them Measure
started snoring lightly. And Alvin, he found hinself drifting. In the very |last nonents before
sl eep, he heard that green music again, or saw it, or anyhow knew that it was there. But before he
could even listen, he dozed off. Dozed off and slept real peaceful, what with the night breeze
bl owi ng cool off the river, the blanket and the warnth of Measure's body keeping himwarm the
ni ght sounds of the animals, the cries of a hungry infant froma hut sonmewhere; all of it was part
of the green nusic flow ng through his head.

Chapter 8 -- Red-Lover

They gathered in the clearing, sonme thirty Wite nmen, grimfaced and angry and tired from
wal ki ng through the woods. The trail was easy enough to follow, but it seenmed |ike the branches
grabbed at them and the roots tripped themup-- the forest was never kind to a Wite man. Then
there was an hour | ost when the trail reached a stream and they had to go up and down the stream
to find where the Reds took them boys out of the water and up onto land again. Od Alvin Mller
like to went crazy when he saw they dragged the boys through water-- it took his son Cal m about
ten mnutes to get himquiet and able to go on. The man was just mad with fear

"Shbul dn't've sent himaway, | never should ve let himgo," he kept saying.

And Cal m kept saying, "Coul d've happened anywhere, don't blanme yourself, we'll find them al
right, they're still walking ain't they?" Al kinds of talk, but nostly it was his voice that
soothed Al MIller, it was his manner-- some fol ks even said it was his knack, that his ma naned
him strai ght for what he could best do.

Now they were in the clearing, and trails led off about five different ways, and all of them
pl unb di sappeared after a few steps. They found the boys' tore-up underwear a few steps into the
woods headi ng nort hwest. Nobody figured they ought to showthat to Al MIller, so by the tine he
got there-- himbringing up the rear at that point, with Calmby his side-- the underjohns were
tucked away out of sight.

"We' || never track themfromhere," said Arnor-of-God. "The boys aren't leaving no footprints
now - which don't mean nothing, M. MIller, so don't you fret." Arnor called his father-in-law M.
MIler ever since Al throwed himout of the house into the snowthat tinme he came to say Al Junior
was dying cause the family comrmitted the sin of using hexes and beseechings. It just don't seem
right to call a man Pa after he heaves you off his porch. "They might be toting the boys, or they
m ght be stepping after them kind of wiping out their prints. W all knowif a Red don't want to
|l eave a trail, there ain't no trail."

"We all know about Reds," said Al MIller. "And what they do to Wiite boys when they--"
"So far all we knowis they're trying to scare us," said Arnor.
"Doing a good job so far," said one of the Swedes. "Scared nostly to death, ny famly and ne."

"Besi des, everybody knows Arnor-of-God here is a Red-lover."
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Arnor | ooked around, trying to see who said that. "If by Red-lover you nean | think Reds are
human beings just like Wiites, then it's true. But if you nmean | |ike Reds better than Wites,
then you best work up sonme courage to step out here and say it to ny face, so | can mash your face
into the bark of a tree."

"No need to quarrel," said Reverend Thrower, panting. He wasn't much for exercise, was Thrower,
so he only just now caught up with the rest of them "The Lord God |loves all his children, even
the heathens. Arnor-of-God is a good Christian. But we all knowthat if it ever conmes to fighting
bet ween Christian and heathen, Arnmor-of-God will stand on the side of righteousness.”

The crowd nurrmured their agreenment. After all, they all liked Arnor; he'd | oaned nost of them
money or given themcredit at his store, and never nagged them for paynment-- a good many of them
nm ght not have made it through their first few years in Wbbish country if it wasn't for Arnor.

G ateful or not, though, they all knew he treated Reds |ike they was al nost White, which was a bit
suspicious at a tinme like this.

"It's coming to fighting right now " said a man. "W don't have to track down these Reds. W got
their names on the saddles, carved right in."

"Now just wait a mnute!" said Arnor-of-God. "You just think a minute! In all this tine
Prophet stown's been a-grow ng there across the Whbbish from Vi gor Church, has any Red so much as
stole a thing fromyou? Sl apped one of your children? Snatched a pig? Done any single bad thing to
any one of you?"

"I think stealing Al MIller's boys is a pretty bad thing!" said a man

"I"mtal ki ng about the Reds in Prophetstown! You know t hey never done nothing wong, you know
that! And you know why, too. You know it's cause the Prophet tells themto live in peace, keep to
their own land and do no harmto the Wite man."

"That ain't what Ta-Kunsaw says!"

"Well even if they did want to do sone terrible crine against Wite folks-- which | ain't saying-
- is there any one of you thinks Ta-Kumsaw or Tenskwa-Tawa i s so bl amed stupid he's going to sign
hi s name?"

"They're proud of killing Wiite fol ks!"
"If the Red man was snmart, he'd be Wiite!"
"See what | nean about Red-| overs?"

Ar nor - of - God knew t hese people, and he knew that nost of themwere still with him Even the
grunmbl ers weren't about to go off half-cocked; they'd sit tight until the whole group decided on
action. So let themcall hima Red-lover, that was fine, when nmen was scared and nad they said
things that later they repented of. As long as they waited. As long as they didn't junp into war
agai nst the Reds.

Cause Armor had his suspicions about this whole thing. It was just too easy, the way them horses
was sent on hone with nanes carved in the saddle. It wasn't the way Reds did things, even the bad
ones that would kill you soon as | ook at you. Arnor knew enough about Reds to know they only
tortured to give a nan a chance to show brave, not to terrorize people. (O nobst Reds. anyway--
there were stories about the Irrakwa before they got civilized.) So whoever did this wasn't acting
like a natural Red. Armor was near convinced it was a hired-out job. The French in Detroit had
been trying to cause war between Reds and Anerican settlers for years-- it mght've been them And
it mght have been Bill Harrison. Oh yes, it mght well have been that man, down there like a
spider in his fort on the H o. Arnor thought that was the nost likely thing. Course he woul dn't
dare to say it out |oud, cause folks would think he was just jealous of Bill Harrison, which was
true-- he was jealous. But he al so knew that Harrison was a w cked nman, who'd do anything to nake
things go his way. Maybe even get sone wild Reds to conme up and kill a few Wite boys near
Prophet stown. After all, it was Tenskwa- Tawa who got nost of the Reds fromHarrison's part of the
country to lay off whisky and come to Prophetstown. And it was Ta- Kunmsaw who ran off half the
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White settlers down there. It looked to Arnor |ike Harrison was behind this, a lot nore likely
than the French.

But he couldn't say none of this, cause there was no proof. He just had to try to keep things
calm till some real evidence showed up.

Whi ch m ght be right now They'd brought along old Tack Sweeper, wheezing his way with the best
of them- it was renmarkabl e how vi gorous he was, for a man whose | ungs sounded |ike a baby's
rattl e when he breathed. Tack Sweeper had hima knack, which wasn't all that reliable, he was the
first to say. But sonetinmes it worked remarkable well. What he did was stand around in a place for
a while with his eyes closed and sort of see the things that happened there in the past. Just
quick little visions, a few faces. Like that tinme they was afraid maybe Jan de Vries killed
hi ssel f on purpose, or maybe was nmurdered, Tack was able to see howit was an acci dent when his
gun went off in his own face, so they could bury himin the churchyard and not have to worry about
hunting for no killer

So the hope was Tack could tell them sonething about what happened in this clearing. He shooed
themall back to the edges of the wood, so they'd be out of the way. Then he wal ked around in the
m ddl e, his eyes closed, nmoving slow. "You boys shouldn't have got so nmad here," he said after a
while. "All | can see is you all jawing." They | aughed, kind of enbarrassed. They shoul d' ve knowed
better than to mess up the nenories of a place before Tack got there.

"It don't |ook good. | keep seeing them Red faces. Knife, all kind of knives getting slashed on
fol ks' skin. A hatchet falling."

Al MIIler npaned.

"It's all just a mess here, so much happened,” said Tack. "I can't see right. No. No, | can--
one man. A Red man, | know his face, | seen him- he's just standing there, just still as you
pl ease, | know that face."

"Who is it?" said Arnor-of-God. But he knew, he had that sickening feeling of dread, oh he knew.

"Ta- Kumsaw, " said Tack. He opened his eyes wi de and | ooked at Arnor, alnost apol ogetic. "I

woul dn't've believed it either, Arnor," he said. "I always kind of thought Ta-Kunsaw was the
bravest man | ever knew. But he was here, and he was in charge. | see him standing there and
telling people what to do. He stood right here. | can see himso clear cause there wasn't nobody

el se stood exactly in that place for so long. And he was nad. Ain't no nmstake about it."

Arnmor believed it. They all did-- they all knew Tack was a truthful man, and if he said he was
sure, then he was sure. But there had to be some reason. "Maybe he cone and saved the boys, did
you think of that? Maybe he come and stopped sone band of wild Reds from-"

"Red-1over!" sonebody shout ed.

"You know Ta- Kunsawl He's no coward, and stealing them boys was a cowardly thing to do, you know
that man!"

"Nobody ever knows a Red nan."
"Ta- Kumsaw didn't take those boys!" insisted Arnor-of-God. "I knowit!"

Then everybody fell silent, cause old Al MIler was pushing his way forward, out to where Arnor-
of - God was standi ng. Faced down his son-in-law, he did, with a face Iike living hell he was so
mad. "You don't know not hi ng, Arnor-of-God Waver. You are the nost worthl ess scumever fornmed on
the top of a chanber pot. First you married nmy daughter and wouldn't |let her work no hexes cause
you were so cock-eyed sure it was the devil's work. Then you let all these Reds stay around here
all the tinme. And when we thought of building a stockade you said, No, if we build a stockade that

just gives them French sonething to attack and burn down, we'll befriends with the Reds and then
they'll leave us alone, we'll trade with the Reds. Well look what it got us! Look what you done
for us! Ainnt we all glad we listened to you now | don't think you' re no Red-Ilover, Arnor-of-GCod,

I just think you' re the bl anedest fool ever to cross the Hi o and come out west, and the only folks
dunber than you is us if we listen to you for another niinute!"”
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Then Al MIller turned to face the other nmen, who were |looking at himwith awe in their face |ike
they just seen majesty for the first tine in their lives. "W done it Arnor's way for ten years

here. But |'ve done with that. | |ost one boy in the Hatrack River on ny way here, and this town
is named for him Now | |lost two other boys. | only got ne five sons left, but | tell you I'll put
guns in their hands nyself, and lead themall into the middle of Prophetstown and bl ast them Reds
into hell, even if it means we all die! You hear ne?"

They heard him ob yes they did. They heard and shouted back. This was the word they wanted
right now, the word of hate and anger and revenge, and nobody better to give it to themthan Al
MIller, who was nornally a peaceabl e man, never picked a quarrel w th nobody. H m being the father
of the captured boys just nmade it all the stronger when he spoke.

"The way | see it," said Al MIler, "Bill Harrison was right all along. Ain't no way the Red man
and the Wiite man can share this land. And | tell you sonething else. It ain't nme that's | eaving
There's too nuch bl ood of m ne been shed here now for ne to pack up and go away. |'m staying--

either on this land or init."
Me too, said all themboys. That's the truth, Al Mller. W' re staying.

"Thanks to Arnor here, we got no stockade and we got no U S. Arny fort closer than Carthage
City. If we fight right now, we might |ose everything and everybody. So let's hold off the Reds as
best we can and send for help. A dozen men down to Carthage City and beg Bill Harrison to send us
up an army, and maybe bring his cannon if he can. My two boys are gone, and a thousand Reds for
each of my sons won't be enough getting even for ne!"

* k k

The dozen riders set on their way south first thing the next norning. They left fromthe
commons, which was crowded with wagons as nore and nore fanilies fromoutlying farms came in to
town to put up with close-in friends and kinfolk. But Al MIler wasn't there to see them off.
Yesterday his words set themall in notion, but that was all the |eadership they'd get fromhim
He didn't want to be in charge. He just wanted his boys back

In the church, Arnor-of-CGod sat on the front pew, despondent. "W're naking the nost terrible
m st ake," he said to Reverend Thrower.

"That's what nmen do," said Thrower, "when they nmake their decisions w thout the help of the
Lord."

"I't wasn't Ta-Kunsaw, | know it. Nor the Prophet either."

"He's no Prophet, not of God, anyway," said Thrower.

"He's no killer, either," said Arnor. "Maybe Tack was right, maybe sonehow Ta- Kunsaw s got
sonething to do with this. But | know one thing. Ta-Kunsaw s no killer. Even when he was a young
man, during CGeneral Wayne's war, there was a bunch of Reds all set to burn a bunch of captives to
death, the way they did in those days-- Chippy-Wa, | think they were. And al ong conmes Ta- Kunsaw,
all by hinself, just this one | one Shaw Nee, and he nakes them stop. W want the Wiite nan to
respect us, to treat us as a nation, he says to them Wite nan won't respect us if we act |ike

this! W got to be civilized. No scalps, no torture, no burning, no killing captives. That's what
he says to them He's stuck to that ever since. He kills in battle, yes, but in all his raids down
south he didn't kill one soul, do you realize that? If Ta-Kunmsaw s got them boys, then they're as

safe as if their mama had them honme in bed."
Thr ower sighed. "I suppose you know these Reds better than | do."

"I know them better than anybody." He | aughed bitterly. "So they call ne a Red-lover and don't
listen to a word | say. Now they're calling for that whisky-dealing tyrant from Carthage City to
cone up here and take over. No matter what he does he'll be a hero. They'll nake hi m governor for
real, then. Heck, they'll probably nake him President, if Wbbish ever joins the U S A"

"I don't know this Harrison. He can't be the devil you nmake himout to be."
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Arnor | aughed. "Sonmetinmes, Reverend, | think you are as trusting as a little child."

"Which is how the Lord told us to be. Arnor-of-God, be patient. Al things will work out as the
Lord intends."

Arnor buried his face in his hands. "I sure hope so, Reverend. | sure do. But | keep thinking
about Measure, as good a man as you can hope to find, and that boy Alvin, that sweet-faced boy,
and how much store his papa sets by him and--"

Thrower's face went grim "Alvin Junior,"” he nuttered. "Wio would have imgi ned that the Lord
woul d do his work through the hands of heat hens?"

"What are you tal king about?" asked Arnor.

"Not hi ng, Arnor, nothing. Just that everything about this may be exactly, exactly what the Lord
i ntends."

Up the hill at the MIler house, Al still sat at the breakfast table. He didn't eat no supper
the night before, and when he tried to eat breakfast he Iike to gagged on the food. Faith cl eared
it all away, and now she stood behind him rubbing his shoul ders. She never once said to him |
told you not to send them But they both knewit. It hung between themlike a sword, and neither
dared reach out to the other for fear of it.

The sil ence broke when Wastenot cane in, a rifle over his shoulder. He set it beside the front
door, swung a chair between his legs, and sat and | ooked at his parents. "They're gone, down to
fetch the arny."

To his surprise, his father only | owered his head and rested it on his arns, which were crossed
on the table.

Mot her | ooked at him her face haggard with worry and grief. "Since when did you learn how to
use that thing?"

"Me and Wantnot been practicing,” he said.

"And you're going to kill Reds with it?"

Wast enot was surprised at the loathing in her voice. "I sure hope so," he said.

"And when all the Reds are dead, and you pile all their bodies together, will Measure and Alvin
sonmehow wriggle out of that pile and come on honme to ne?"

Wast enot shook his head.

"Last night some Red went honme to his famly, all proud because he killed himsome Wite boys
yesterday." Her voice caught when she said it, but she went on all the sanme, cause when Faith
M Il er had aught to say, it got said. "And maybe his wife or his mama patted hi mand kissed him
and nade hi m supper. But don't you ever wal k through that door and tell nme you killed a Red nan
Cause you won't get no supper, boy, and you won't get no kiss, and you won't get no pat, and no
word, and no home, and no mana, you hear ne?"

He heard, all right, but he didn't like it. He stood up and wal ked back to the door and pi cked
up the gun. "You think what you like, Mama," he said, "but this is a war, and | amgoing to kil
me sone Reds, and |I'mgoing to cone back hone, and |'mgoing to own up to it proud as can be. And
if that nmeans you don't want to be ny mama no nore, then you might as well stop being ny mama now,
and not wait till | come back." He opened the door, but stopped before slamming it shut behind
him "Cheer up, Mama. Maybe | won't cone back at all."

He never talked that way to his nother in his life, and he wasn't real sure that it felt good to
do it now But she was being crazy, not understanding that it was war now, that them Reds had
declared it open season on Wiite folks and so there wasn't no nore choice about it.

What bot hered hi m nost, though, as he got on his horse and rode out to David's place, was that
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he couldn't exactly be sure but he thought, he just suspected anyway, that Papa was crying. If

that didn't beat all. Yesterday Papa was so hot against the Reds, and now Mama tal ked agai nst
fighting, and Papa just sat there and cried. Maybe it was getting old that nmade Papa |ike that.
But that wasn't Wastenot's business, not now. Maybe Papa and Mama didn't want to kill themas took

their sons-- but Wastenot knew what he was going to do to themas took his brothers. Their bl ood
was his blood, and whoever shed his blood was going to shed some of their own, too, a gallon for
every drop.

Chapter 9 -- Lake M zogan

In his whole life Alvin never saw so much water all in one place. He stood on the top of a sand
dune, | ooking out over the | ake. Measure stood beside him a hand resting on Al's shoul der

"Pa told nme to keep you away fromwater," said Measure, "and now | ook where they bring you."

The wi nd was hot and hard, gusting sonetinmes and shooting sand around like tiny arrows. "Brought
you, too," said Al.

"Look, there's a real stormcomng."

Of in the southwest, the clouds got black and ugly. Not one of them sumrer-shower storns.
Li ght ni ng crackl ed al ong the face of the clouds. The thunder cane nuch later, nuffled by distance.
While Alvin was watching, he felt suddenly |like he could see much wi der, much farther than before,
like he could see the twisting and churning in the clouds, feel the hot and cold of it, the icy
air swoopi ng down, the hot air shooting upward, all withing in a vast circle of the sky.

"Tornado," said Al. "There's a tornado in that storm"

"l don't see one," said Measure.

"I't's comng. Look how the air is spinning there. Look at that."

"I believe you, Al. But it's not like there's any place to hide around here."

"Look at all these people," said Alvin. "If it hits us here--"

"When did you learn howto tell the weather?" asked Measure. "You never done that before."

Al didn't have an answer to that. He never had felt a storminside hinself like this. It was
like the green nusic he'd heard last night, all kinds of strange things happeni ng now that he was
captured by these Reds. But he couldn't waste another nminute trying to think about why he knew t
was enough that he knewit. "I've got to warn sonebody."

Alvin took off down the dune, sliding so that each step was like |eaping off the face of the
hill, then |l anding on one foot and | eaping again. He'd never run downhill so fast before. Measure
chased after him shouting, "They told us to stay up there till--" The wi nd gusted and whi pped
away his words. Now they were off the hill, the sand was even worse; the wind lifted big sheets of
sand of f the dunes, hurled it a ways, then let it fall. A had to close his eyes, shield themw th
his hand, turn his face out of the wind-- whatever it took to keep the sand from blinding himas
he ran to the group of Reds gathered at the edge of the water.

Ta- Kunsaw was easy to spot, and not just cause he was so big. The other Reds left a space around
him and he stood there like a king. Al ran right up to him "Tornado coning!" he yelled. "There's
tornadoes in that cloud!"

Ta- Kunmsaw | eaned hi s head back and | aughed; the wind was so |loud Al barely heard him Then Ta-
Kurmsaw reached over Al's head, to touch the shoul der of another Red standing there. "This is the
boy!" shout ed Ta- Kunsaw.

Al | ooked at the man Ta- Kumsaw touched. He didn't carry hinself |like a king at all-- nothing
i ke Ta-Kunsaw. He was stooped somewhat, and one eye was missing, the lid just hanging enpty over
not hi ng. He | ooked taut, his arms wiry rather than nuscled, his |egs dowright scrawny. But as Al
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sat there looking up into his face, he knew him There wasn't no nistake.

The wind died down for just a mnute.

"Shining Man," said Al.

"Roach boy," said Tenskwa- Tawa, Lol | a-Wssiky, the Prophet.

"You're real," said AI. Not a dream not a vision. A real man who had stood there at the foot of
hi s bed, vanishing and reappearing, his face shining like sunlight so it hurt to | ook at him But
it was the sane nan. "I didn't heal you!" said Al. "I"'msorry."

"Yes you did," said the Prophet.

Then Al remenbered why he'd come running down the dune, busting into a conversation between the
two greatest Reds in the whole world, these brothers whose nanmes were known to every Wiite man,
wonan, and child west of the Appal achee Muntains. "Tornadoes!" he said.

As if to answer him the wi nd whi pped up again, howing now Al turned around, and what he'd
seen and felt was coming true. There were four twi sters form ng, hangi ng down out of the storm
|l i ke snakes hanging fromtrees, slithering |lower toward the ground, their heads ready to strike.
They were all four comng right toward them but not touching the ground yet.

"Now " shouted the Prophet.

Ta- Kumsaw handed his brother a flint-tipped arrow. The Prophet sat down in the sand and jamred
the point of the arrowinto tfie sole of his left foot, then his right foot. Blood oozed copiously
fromthe wounds. Then he did the same to his hands, jabbing hinself so deep in the palmthat it
was bl eeding on the top side of his hands, too.

Al nost without thinking, Al cried out and started to cast his nmind into the Prophet's body, to
heal the wounds.

"No!" cried the Prophet. "This is the power of the Red man-- the bl ood of his body-- the fire of
the land!"

Then he turned and started wal king out into Lake M zogan

No, not into the lake. Onto it. Alvin couldn't hardly believe it, but under the Prophet's bl oody
feet the water becanme snooth and flat as glass, and the Prophet was standing on it. Hi s bl ood
pool ed on the surface, deep red. A few yards away, the water becane | oose and choppy, w nd-whi pped
waves rushing toward the snooth place and then just flattening, calmng, becom ng snooth.

The Prophet kept wal king, farther out onto the water, his bloody footprints marking the snooth
path through the storm

Al | ooked back at the tornadoes. They were cl ose now, al nost overhead. Al could feel them
twisting inside him as if he were part of the clouds, and these were the great raging enotions of
his own soul

Qut on the water, the Prophet raised his hands and pointed at one of the tw sters. Al npst
i medi ately, the other three twi sters rose up, sucked back up into the clouds and di sappeared. But
the other cane nearer, until it was directly over the Prophet, maybe a hundred feet up. It was
near enough that around the edges of the Prophet's glassy snooth path, the water was | eaping up
as if it wanted to dive upward into the clouds; the water started to circle, too, tw sting around
and around with the wi nd under the twister.

"Cone!" shouted the Prophet.

Alvin couldn't hear him but he saw his eyes-- even fromthat far away-- saw his |ips nove, and
knew what the Prophet wanted. Alvin didn't hesitate. He stepped out onto the water

By now, of course, Measure was caught up with him and when Al started wal king onto the warm
snoot h gl ass of the Prophet's path, Measure shouted at him grabbed at him Before he could touch
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t he boy, though, the Reds had him pulled himback; he screaned at Alvin to conme back, don't go,
don't go onto the water-- Alvin heard him and Alvin was as scared as he could be. But the Shining
Man was waiting for himunder the nouth of the tornado, standing on the water. Inside hinself A
felt such a longing, |ike Mdses when he saw the burning bush-- | have to stop and see this thing,
said Moses, and that's what Alvin was saying, | have to go and see what this is. Because this
wasn't the kind of thing that happened in the natural universe, and that was the truth. There
wasn't no beseeching or hex or witchery he ever heard of that could call a tornado and turn a
storny lake into glass. Watever this Red man was doing, it was the nost inportant thing Al ever
saw or ever was likely to see in his life.

And the Prophet loved him That was one thing Al didn't have no doubt of. The Shining Man had
stood once at the foot of his bed and taught him Al remenbered that the Shining Man cut hinsel f
then, too. Whatever the Prophet was doing, he used his own blood and pain to do it with. There was
a real npjesty to that. Under the circunstances, A can't be nmuch blaned for feeling kind of
wor shi pful as he wal ked out onto the water.

Behind him the path | oosened up, dissolved, disappeared. He felt the waves licking at his
heels. It scared him but as |long as he wal ked forward there wasn't no harm done to him And
finally he stood with the Prophet, who reached out and took Alvin's hands in his. "Stand with ne,"
shouted the Prophet. "Stand here in the eye of the land, and see!"

Then the tornado sank qui ckly downward; the water |eaped up, rising like a wall around them
They were in the very center of the tornado, getting sucked upward--

Until the Prophet reached out one bl oody hand and touched the waterspout, and it, too, went
snooth and hard as glass. No, not glass. It was as clear and clean as a drop of dew on a
spi derweb. There wasn't no stormnow. Just Al and the Shining Man, in the mddle of a tower of
crystal, bright and transparent.

Only instead of being like a wi ndow that showed what was happeni ng outside, A couldn't see the
| ake or the stormor the shore through the crystal wall. Instead he saw ot her things.

He saw a wagon caught in a flooding river, a tree floating down like a battering ram and a
young man | eaping out onto the tree, rolling it over, turning it fromthe wagon. And then the nan
tangling in the roots of the tree, getting snmashed agai nst a boul der, then rolling and tunbling
downstream all the tinme struggling to live, to breathe just a while |onger, keep breathing, keep
br eat hi ng- -

He saw a worman bearing a baby, and a little girl who stood nearby reached out and touched her
belly. She shouted sonething, and the nmidw fe reached in her hand and took the baby's head, pulled
it out. The nother tore and bled. The little girl reached under and pulled sonething off the
baby's face; the baby cried. The man in the river heard that cry, sonehow, knew that he had lived
| ong enough, and so he died.

Al didn't know what to nake of it. Until he heard the Prophet whisper in his ear: "The first
thing you see in here is the day you are born."

The baby was Alvin Junior; the man who died was his brother, Vigor. Wo was the girl who took
the birth caul off his face? Al never saw her before in his life.

"I will show you," said the Prophet. "This stays only a little while, and | have things to see
for nyself, but I will show you.” He took Alvin by the hand and together they rose upward through
the colum of gl ass.

It didn't feel like flying, not like the soaring of a bird; it was as if there wasn't no up or
down. The Prophet pulled himupward, but Al couldn't figure how the Prophet pulled hinself. Didn't
matter. There were so many things to see. Wierever he hung in the air, he could | ook in any
direction and see sonething else through the wall of the tower. Until he realized that every
monent of time, every hunman life must be visible through this tower wall. How could you find your
way through here? How could you [ ook for any one particular story in the hundreds, thousands,
mllions of moments of past tine?

The Prophet stopped, hoisted the boy up until he could see what the Prophet was seeing, their
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cheeks pressed together, their breath mingling, the Prophet's heartbeat loud in Alvin's ear
"Look," said the Prophet.

What Alvin saw was a city, shining in sunlight. Towers of ice, it |ooked like, or clear glass,
because when the sun set behind the city its light didn't so nuch as dim and the city cast no
shadow on t he neadow and around it. Inside that city there were people, like bright shadows noving
here and there, going up and down the towers w thout stairs or wings. Mre inportant than what he
saw, though, was what he felt, |ooking at that place. Not peace, no, there was nothing quiet about
what he felt. It was excitenment, his heart punping fast as a horse in full gallop. The people
there, they weren't perfect-- they were sonetinmes angry, sonetimes sad. But nobody was hungry, and
nobody was ignorant, and nobody had to do something just because sonebody el se nade themdo it.
"Where is that city!" whispered Alvin.

"I don't know," said the Prophet. "Every tine | conme here, | see it in a different shape.
Sonetimes these tall thin towers, sonetinmes big crystal nmounds, sometimes just people living on a
sea of crystal fire. | think this city was built many tines in the past. | think it will be built
again."

"Are you going to build it? Is that what Prophetstown is for?"

Tears canme fromthe Prophet's eyes-- spilling fromhis one good eye, oozing out of the slack lid
of the other. "Red man can't build this place alone," he said. "W are part of the land, and this
city is nmore than the land alone. The land is good and bad, life and death all together, the green
sil ence. "

Al vin thought of his sense of green nusic, but he didn't say nothing, cause the Prophet was
saying things he wanted to hear, and Al was smart enough to know that sonetines it's better to
listen than to talk.

"But this city," said the Prophet, "the crystal city is light without dark, clean w thout dirty,
heal thy wi thout sick, strong wi thout weak, plenty w thout hungry, drink without thirst, life
wi t hout death.”

"The people in that place, they aren't all happy," said Alvin. "They don't live forever."
"Ah," said the Prophet. "You don't see the sane that | see.”

"What | see is, they're building it.'
other end, it's falling down."

Al frowned. "At one end they're building it, and at the

"Ah," said the Prophet. "The city | see will never fall."
"Wll what's the difference? How come we don't see the sane thing?"

"l don't know, Roach Boy. | never showed this to anybody. Now go back down, wait for ne bel ow |
have things to see before tine starts again."

Just thinking about going down nade Alvin start to sink, until he was clear to the bottom on
the shiny clear floor. Floor? It could have been the ceiling for all he knowed. There was |ight
comng up fromthere just like it was shining through the other walls, and he saw pictures there,
t oo.

He saw a huge cl oud of dust spin faster and faster, but instead of spitting out dust it sucked
it all in, and suddenly it started glowing, and then it caught fire, and it was the sun, just as
plain as could be. Alvin knew sonewhat about the planets, cause Thrower tal ked about them so he
wasn't surprised to see themglow ng points of light that pretty soon got dim And after a while
i nstead of dust nixed with darkness, it was all either worlds or enpty space, pretty nuch. He saw
the Earth, so small, but then he cane closer and he saw how big it was, spinning so fast, one face
of the Earth Iit up fromsunlight, the other face dark. He stood in the sky, it seened, |ooking
down on the lit place, but he could see all that was going on. First bare rock, spouting
vol canoes; then out of the ocean, plants spreading out, growing tall, ferns and trees. He saw fish
| eaping in the sea, cramy life on the shore where the tide cane in, and then bugs and other snall
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critters, hopping and ni bbling on | eaves and catching each other and eating each other up. Them
ani mal s kept getting bigger and bigger, so fast Alvin couldn't follow the changes, just the Earth
spi nni ng and hi m wat chi ng, huge nonstrous creatures |ike he never heard of, with | ong snakey necks
sonme of them and teeth and jaws to tear down trees with a single bite, it |looked |ike. And then
they were gone, and there were el ephants and antel opes and tigers and horses, all the life of the
earth, getting nore and nore |ike what Al vin thought animals ought to | ook |ike. But nowhere in
all this did he see a man. He found apes and hairy things that hit each other w th rocks, things
that wal ked on their hind | egs but |ooked about as dunb as frogs.

And then he did see sonme fol ks, though he wasn't sure at first cause they were Bl ack and he
hadn't seen but one Black man in his life, a slave owned by a peddler fromthe Crown Col oni es, who
happened to come through Vigor Church maybe two years back. But they | ooked |ike human people, all
right, Black or not, and they were pulling fruit down out of trees and berries off of bushes,
feedi ng each other, a passel of pickaninnies following in their tracks. Two of the young ones got
to fighting, and the big one killed the Iittle one. The papa cane back then, and ki cked the one
who did the killing, made him go away. Then he picked up the dead one and brought himback to the
mana, both of themcrying, and they laid that dead child down and covered himup with rocks. Then
they gathered up their famly and wal ked on, and after just a few steps they were eating again,
and the tears stopped, and they went on, just went on. These are fol ks, that's sure, thought
Alvin. This is just the way human peopl e are.

The Earth kept turning, and by the tinme it cone round again there was all kinds of fol ks, dark
ones in the hot countries, light ones in the cold countries, with all shades in between. Except
when Anerica canme under the light of the sun. In Anerica folks was pretty nuch all the sanme kind,
all Red, whether they lived north or south, hot or cold, wet or dry. And the | and was at peace,
conmpared to the other part of the world. It was strange for himto see, because when the big part
of the land came by, with all its different races and nations, why, it changed with every sweep of
the Earth, whole countries noved fromone place to another, everything always shuffling around,
and wars every mnute everywhere. The smaller land, America, it had sone too, but it was al
slower, gentler. The people lived in a different rhythm The land had its own heartbeat, its own
life.

Fromtime to time nore people would come fromthe old world-- fishermen, nostly. Of course, led
astray by storms, running fromenemes. They'd cone, and for a tine they'd live their old-world
life in Arerica, trying to build fast, and breed fast, and kill as much as they could. Like a
sickness. But then they'd either join in with the Reds and di sappear, or get killed off. None of
them ever kept up their ol d-world ways.

Until now, thought Alvin. Now when we cane, we were just too strong. Like getting a couple of
col ds maybe, and you begin to think you won't never get real sick, and then you get a dose of
smal | pox and you know that you were never truly sick before at all

Alvin felt a hand on his shoul der.
"So there is where you | ooked," said the Prophet. "Wat did you see?"

"I think | saw the whole creation of the world,"” said Al. "Just like in the Bible. | think | saw

"I know what you saw. W all see this, all who have ever cone to this place."”
"I thought you said | was the first you brought."

"This place-- there are many doors inside. Sonme walk in through fire. Sone wal k in through
wat er. Some through being buried in the earth. Sone by falling through the air. They conme to this
pl ace and see. They go back and tell what they renmenber, as nuch of it as they understood, and
tell it, as nmuch as they have words to say, and others listen and remenber, as much as they can
understand. This is the seeing place.”

"l don't want to | eave," said Alvin.

"No, and neither does the other one."
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"Who? |s there sonebody el se here?"

The Prophet shook his head. "Not his body. But | feel himin ne, |ooking, out of ny eye." He
tapped the cheekbone under his good eye. "Not this eye, the other."

"Can't you tell who it is?"

"White," he said. "It doesn't matter. Woever it is did no harm | think naybe-- will do a good
thing. Now we go."

"But | want to know all the stories in this place!"

The Prophet | aughed. "You could live forever and not see all the stories. They change faster
than a man can see."

"How wi Il | ever cone here again? | want to see everything, all of it!"
"I will never bring you back," said the Prophet.
"Way? Did | do sonething wong?"

"Hush, Roach Boy. | will never bring you back, because | will never cone here nyself again. This
is the last tinme. I have seen the end of all ny dreans.”

For the first time, Avin realized how sad the Prophet |ooked. Hs face was haggard with grief.

"I saw you in this place. | sawthat | had to bring you here. | saw you in the hands of the Chok-
Taw. | sent ny brother to get you, bring you back."

"lIs it cause you brought ne here that you can't never conme here again yoursel f?"

"No. The land has chosen. The end will be soon." He sniled, but it was a ghastly smile. "Your
preacher, Reverend Thrower, he said to me once-- if your foot gets sick, cut it off. Right?"

"l don't renmenber that."

"I do," said the Prophet. "This part of the land, it is already sick. Cut it off, so the rest of
the land can live."

"What do you nean?" Alvin conjured up pictures in his mnd, about pieces of the |Iand breaking
off and failing into the sea.

"Red man will go west of the Mzzipy. Wite man will stay east. Red part of land will live.
VWhite part of land will be very dead, cut off. Full of snpoke and nmetal, guns and death. Red nen
who stay in the east will turn Wiite. And Wiite nen won't cone west of the M zzipy."

"There's already Wite men west of the M zzipy. Trappers and traders, nostly, but a few farmers
with their famlies. "

"I know," said the Prophet. "But what | see here today-- | know how to nake the VWhite man never
cone west again, and how to nake the Red nan never stay east. "

"How re you going to do that?"

"If I tell,"” said the Prophet, "then it won't happen. Sone things in this place, you can't tell
or it changes, and they go away."

"I's it the crystal city?" asked Alvin.
"No," said the Prophet. "It is the river of blood. It is the forest of iron."
"Show nme! " denanded the boy. "Let nme see what you saw "

"No," said the Prophet. "You wouldn't keep the secret."
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"Way wouldn't 1?2 If | give my word I won't break it!"

"You coul d give your word all day, Roach Boy, but if you saw the vision you would cry out in
fear and pain. And you would tell your brother. You would tell your famly."

"l's sonmething going to happen to thenf"

"Not one of your family will die," said the Prophet. "All safe and healthy when this is over."

" Show ne! "

"No," said the Prophet. "I will break the tower now, and you will rermenber what we did and said
here. But the only way you'll ever cone back and see these things is if you find the crystal
city."

The Prophet knelt down at the place where the wall net the floor. He pushed his bl oody fingers
into the wall and lifted. The wall rose up, dissolved, turned to wind. They were surrounded now by
the scene they left so nmany hours before, it seemed. The water, the storm the twi ster rising back
up into the clouds above them Lightning flashed all around them and the rain cane down, so fast
it made the shore disappear. The rain that |anded on the crystal place where they stood turned to
crystal, too, becane part of the floor under them

The Prophet went to the edge nearest the shore, and stepped out onto the rough water. It went
hard under his foot, but it still undulated slowy-- it wasn't as firmas the platform The
Prophet reached back, took Alvin's hand, pulled himout onto the new path he was making on the
surface of the lake. It wasn't near as snoboth as before, and the farther they wal ked the rougher
it got, the nore it noved, the slicker it got so it was hard to go up and over the waves.

"W stayed too long!" cried the Prophet.

Alvin could feel the black water under the thin shell of crystal, roiling with hate. Nothingness
out of an ancient nightmare, wanting to break through the crystal, get hold of A, suck hi mdown,
drown him tear himto pieces, to the tiniest pieces of all, and discard himinto the darkness.

"It wasn't nme!" shouted Al vin.

The Prophet turned around, picked himup, lifted himto his shoulders. The rain beat down on
him the wind tried to tear himfromthe Prophet's shoulders. Alvin clung tight to Tenskwa- Tawa' s
hair. He could feel that now the Prophet's feet were sinking down into the water nore and nore
with every step. Behind themthere wasn't a trace of a path, all of it gone, the waves rising
hi gher and hi gher.

The Prophet stunbled, fell; Alvin fell too, forward, knowi ng he was going to drown--

And found hinself sprawl ed on the wet sand of the beach, the water |icking up around him
sucki ng sand out fromunder him trying to pull himback out into the water. Then strong hands
under his arnms, pulling himaway, up the beach, up toward the dunes.

"He's out there, the Prophet!" Alvin shouted. O thought he shouted-- his voice was just a
whi sper, and he hardly made a sound. It wouldn't have mattered, the wi nd being so | oud. He opened
his eyes and they were whi pped full of sand and rain.

Then Measure's lips were against his ear, yelling to him "The Prophet's all right! Ta-Kunsaw
pulled himout! | thought you were dead for sure, when that tw ster sucked you up! Areyou all
right?"

"I saw everything!" Alvin cried. But he was so feeble now that he couldn't make a sound, and he
gave it up, let his body go linp, and collapsed into exhausted sl eep

Chapter 10 -- Gatlopp

Measure saw little of Alvin-- too little. After the episode with the tornado on the | ake,
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Measure woul d have thought Alvin woul d be awake to his danger here, eager to get away. Instead he
seenmed to care for nothing but to be with the Prophet, listening to his stories and the perverse
poeti c wi sdom he di spensed.

Once when Alvin was actually with himlong enough to set and talk, Measure asked hi mwhy he
bot hered. "Even when them Reds tal k English | can't understand them Talk about the land like it
was a person, things about taking only the life that offers itself, the |and dyi ng east of the
M zzipy-- it ain't dying here, A, as any fool can see. And even if it's got smallpox, black
death, and ten-thousand hangnails, there ain't no doctor knows howto cure it."

"Tenskwa- Tawa does know how, " said Al vin.

"Then let himdo it, and let's get on hone."

"Anot her day, Measure."

"Ma and Pa'll be worried sick, they think we're dead!"
"Tenskwa- Tawa says the land is working out its own course."

"There you go again! Land is land, and it ain't got a thing to do with Pa getting a bunch of the
boys together conbing through the woods to find us!"

"Go on without nme, then."

But Measure wasn't ready to do that yet. He didn't have no particular wish to face Ma if he cane
hone wi thout Alvin. "Ch, he was fine when | left him Just playing around with tornadoes and
wal kKing on water with a one-eyed Red. Didn't want to come hone just yet, you know how themten-
year-ol d boys are.” No, Measure wasn't ripe to come hone just now, not if he didn't have Alvin in
tow. And it was sure he couldn't take Alvin against his will. The boy wouldn't even listen to talk
of escape.

The worst of it was that while everybody liked Alvin just fine, jabbering to himin English and
Shaw Nee, not a soul there would so nmuch as talk to Measure, except Ta-Kunmsaw hinself, and the
Prophet, who talked all the tine whether anybody was listening or not. It got powerful |onely,
wal ki ng around all day. And not wal king far, either. Nobody talked to him but if he started
headi ng away fromthe dunes toward the woods, sonebody'd shoot off an arrow It'd land with a thud
in the sand right by him They sure trusted their aima lot better than Measure did. He kept
t hi nki ng about arrows drifting a little this way or that and hitting him

Escape was a silly idea, when Measure gave it serious thought. They'd track himdown in no tine.
But what he couldn't figure was why they didn't want himto go. They weren't doing nothing with
him He was conpletely useless. And they swore they had no plans to kill himor even break himup
alittle.

Fourth day at the dunes, though, it finally came to a head. He went to Ta-Kunmsaw and pl ain
demanded that he be | et go. Ta-Kunmsaw | ooked annoyed, but that was pretty normal for him This
time, though, Measure didn't back down.

"Don't you know it's plain stupid for you to keep us here? It ain't |ike we di sappeared w t hout
a trace, you know. Qur horses mnmust have been found by now with your nane all over them"

That was the first tinme Measure realized that Ta-Kunsaw didn't have a notion about them horses.
"My nane isn't on horses."

"On their saddles, Chief. Don't you know? Them Chok- Taw who took us-- if they weren't your own
boys, which | ain't quite satisfied about either, if you want to know - they carved your name into
the saddl e on ny horse and then jabbed the horse so it'd run. The Prophet's nane was carved in
Alvin's saddl e. They nust've gone hone right away."

Ta- Kunsaw s face seemed to turn dark, his eyes flashing like lightning. If you want to see a sky-
god, thought Measure, this is what he | ooks like. "All the Wites," said Ta-Kunsaw. "They'll think
| stole you."
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"You didn't know?" asked Measure. "Well if that don't beat all. | thought you Reds knew
everything, the way you carry on. | even tried to nention it to sone of your boys, but they just
turn their backs on me. And all the time none of you knowed it."

"I didn't know," said Ta-Kunsaw. "But sonmeone did." He stalked off, as best you can do that in
| oose sand; then he turned back around. "Cone on, | want you!"

So Measure followed himto the bark-covered wi gnam where the Prophet held Bible classes or
whatever it was he did all day. Ta-Kunmsaw wasn't shy about showi ng how angry he was. Didn't say a
thing-- just wal ked around the wi gwam ki cking away the rocks that hel ped anchor it to the sand.
Then he picked up one end of it and started lifting. "Needs two nmen for this," he said.

Measure squatted down next to him got a grip, and counted to three. Then he heaved. Ta-Kunsaw
didn't, so the wigwamonly lifted about six inches and dropped back down.

Measure grunted fromthe exertion and glared at Ta-Kunsaw. "Wy didn't you lift?"
"You only got to three," said Ta-Kunsaw.

"That's the count, Chief. One, two, three.”

"You Wiites are such fools. Every man knows four is the strong nunber."

Ta- Kunmsaw counted to four. This tine they lifted together, got it up, tipped it clean over. By
now, of course, whoever was inside knew what was goi ng on, but nobody shouted or nothing. And when
the wignamlay on its back like a stranded turtle, there sat the Prophet and Alvin and a few Reds,
cross-1 egged on bl ankets on the sand, the one-eyed Red still talking away like as if nothing had
happened at all.

Ta- Kunmsaw started bell owing in Shaw Nee, and the Prophet answered him nmildly at first, but
| ouder and | ouder as time went on. It was quite a row, the sort of yelling that in Measure's
experience always came to blows. But not with these two Reds. Just yelled for a half hour and then
stood there, facing each other, breathing hard, saying nothing at all. The silence was only a few
mnutes, but it felt |longer than the shouting.

"You understand any of this?" asked Measure.
"I just know that the Prophet said Ta-Kunsaw was com ng today, and he'd be very angry."
"Well, if he knowed, why didn't he do sonething to change it?"

"Ch, he's real careful about that. He's got everything going just the way it needs to, for the
land to be divided right between Wiite and Red. If he goes and changes sonethi ng because he knows
what's going to happen, he mght undo everything, ness it all up. So he knows what's going to
happen, but he don't tell a soul who might change it."

"Well, what good does it do to know the future if you ain't going to do nothing about it?"

"Ch, he does things," said Alvin. "He just doesn't necessarily tell folks what he's doing.
That's why he nade the crystal tower when that storm came by. To nmake sure the vision was stil
the way it was supposed to be, to nake sure things hadn't gotten thenselves off the right path.

"What's all this about? Wiy are they fighting?"

"You tell ne, Measure. You're the one helped himturn over the w gwam"

"Beats ne. | just told himabout his and the Prophet's nanes being carved on our saddles."
"He knowed that," said Al vin.

"Well, he sure acted like he didn't hear of it before.”

"I told the Prophet nyself, the night after he took me into the tower."
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"Didn't it come to your nmind that maybe the Prophet didn't tell Ta-Kunsaw?"
"Way not ?" asked Alvin. "Wiy wouldn't he tell it?"

Measure nodded wi sely. "I have a feeling that's the very question Ta-Kunsaw s aski ng his brother
about right now "

"It's crazy not to tell,"” said Alvin. "I figured Ta-Kunsaw nust've sent sonebody by now to tell
our folks we were all right."
"You know what | think, Al? | think your Prophet's been playing us all for fools. | don't even

have a guess as to why, but | think he's working out sonme plan, and part of that plan is keeping
us from going hone. And since that neans all our fanmily and neighbors and all are going to be up
in arns about it, you can figure it out. The Prophet wants to get a real hot little shooting war
goi ng here.™

"No!" said Alvin. "The Prophet says no man can kill another nman who doesn't want to die, that
it's as wong to kill a Wite nan as it is to kill a wdlf or a bear that you don't want for food."

"Maybe he wants us for food. But he's going to have a war if we don't get home and tell our kin
that we're safe.”

That was right when Ta-Kurnsaw and the Prophet fell silent. And it was Measure who broke the
silence. "Think you boys are about set to let us go honme?" he asked.

The Prophet imediately sank down into a crossl egged position, sitting on a blanket across from
the two Whites. "Go home, Measure," said the Prophet.

"Not without Alvin."
"Yes without Alvin," said the Prophet. "If he stays in this part of the country, he will die."
"What are you tal king about?"

"What | saw with nmy eyes!" said the Prophet. "The things to cone. If Al vin goes home now, he'll
be dead in three days. But you go, Measure. Today in the afternoon is a very perfect tine for you
to go."

"What are you going to do with Alvin? You think he's going to be any safer with you?"
"Not with nme," said the Prophet. "Wth ny brother."
"This is all a stupid ideal" shouted Ta- Kumsaw.

"My brother is going to nmake nany visits. Wth the French at Detroit, with the Irrakwa, the
Appal achee nation, with the Chok-Taw and the Cree-Ek, every kind of Red man, every kind of Wiite
who might stop a very bad war from happening."

"If I talk to Reds, Tenskwa-Tawa, |'ll talk to them about conming to fight with ne and drive the
Wi te nen back across the mountains, back into their ships, back into the sea!

"Tal k about what ever you want, sai d Tenskwa- Tawa. "But |eave this afternoon, and take the
White boy who wal ks |ike a Red nan."

"No," said Ta- Kumsaw.

Grief swept across Tenskwa- Tawa's face, and he noaned sharply. "Then all the land will die, not

just a part. If you don't do what | say today, then Wiite man will kill all the land, from one
ocean to the other, fromnorth to south, all the land dead! And Red nen will die except a very
few, who will live on tiny pieces of ugly desert land, like prisons, live there all their lives,

because you did not obey what | saw in ny vision!"

"Ta- Kumsaw does not obey these mad visions! Ta-Kunsaw is the face of the land, the voice of the
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I and! The redbird told nme, and you know that, Lolla-Wssiky!"

The Prophet whispered. "Lolla-Wssiky is dead."

"The voice of the land doesn't obey a one-eyed whi sky-Red.

The Prophet was stung to the heart, but he kept his face inpassive. "You are the voice of the
land's anger. You will stand in battle against a mghty arnmy of Wiites. | tell you this wll
happen before the first snow falls. If the Wiite boy Alvin is not with you, then you will die in
def eat. "

"And if he is with me?"
"Then you will live," said the Prophet.

"I"'mglad to go," said Alvin. When Measure started to argue, Alvin touched his arm "You can
tell Ma and Pa I'mall right. But | want to go. The Prophet told nme, | can learn nore from Ta-
Kunsaw t han any other nan in the whole world. "

"Then I'mgoing with you, too," said Measure. "I gave ny word to Pa and Ma both."

The Prophet | ooked coldly at Measure. "You will go back to your own people."
"Then Alvin comes with me."

"You are not the one who says," the Prophet retorted.

"And you are? Wiy, because your boys got all the arrows?"

Ta- Kunsaw r eached out, touched Measure on the shoulder. "You are not a fool, Measure. Soneone
has to go back and tell your people that you and Alvin aren't dead."

"If | leave himbehind, how do | know he ain't dead, tell nme that?"
"You know, " said Ta-Kunsaw, "because | say that while | live no Red man will hurt this boy."

"And while he's with you, nobody can hurt you, either, is that it? My little brother's a
hostage, that's all--"

Measure coul d see that Ta-Kunsaw and Tenskwa- Tawa were both about as mad as they could be
wi thout killing him and he knew he was so mad he was ready to break his hand on sonebody's face.
And it mght've come to that, too, except Alvin stood up, all ten years and sixty inches of him
and took charge.

"Measure, you know better than anybody that | can take care of nyself. You just tell Pa and Ma
about what | did with them Chok-Taw, and they'll see that I'mfit. They were sending ne off
anyway, weren't they? To be a prentice to blacksnmith. Wll, I'mgoing to serve as prentice for a
little while to Ta-Kunsaw, that's all. And everybody knows that except for maybe Tom Jefferson, Ta-
Kumsaw is the greatest man in Anerica. If | can sonehow keep Ta-Kunsaw alive, then that's ny duty.
And if you can stop a war from happeni ng by going home, then that's your duty. Don't you see?"

Measure did see, right enough, and he even agreed. But he al so knew that he was going to have to
face his parents. "There's a story in the Bible, about Joseph, the son of Jacob. He was his
father's favorite son, but his brothers hated himand sold himinto slavery, and then they took
some of his clothes and soaked themin goat's blood and tore themup and cane and told their
father, Look, he got hisself et by lions. And his father tore his clothes and he just woul dn't
stop grieving, not ever."

"But you're going to tell theml| ain't dead."”

"I"'mgoing to tell them | saw you turn a hatchet head soft as butter, walk on the water, fly up
into a tornado-- that'll just nake themfeel all safe and warm know ng you're tucked into such a
common ordinary life with these here Reds.”
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Ta- Kunsaw interrupted. "You are a coward,"” he said. "You're afraid to tell the truth to your
fat her and not her."

"I made an oath to them" said Measure.
"You' re a coward. You take no risk. No danger. You want Alvin with you to keep you safe!"”

That was just too much for Measure. He swung out with his right arm aiming to connect with Ta-
Kumsaw s smile. It didn't surprise himthat Ta-Kunmsaw bl ocked the blow- but it was kind of a
shock that he caught Measure's wist so easy, twisted it. Measure got even nadder, punched at Ta-
Kunmsaw s stonmach, and this tinme he did connect. But the chief's belly was about as soft as a
stunmp, and he snagged Measure's other hand and hel d them both.

So Measure did what any good wrassler knows to do. He popped his knee up right between Ta-
Kunsaw s | egs.

Now, Measure had done that only tw ce before, and both times he did it, the other fell ow got
right down on the ground, withing like a hal f-squi shed worm Ta-Kunsaw just stood there, rigid,
Ii ke he was soaking up the pain, getting nadder and nadder. Since he was still holding on to
Measure's arns, Measure had a good notion that he was about to die, ripped right in half down the
nm ddle-- that's how nad Ta- Kunsaw | ooked.

Ta- Kunmsaw | et go of Measure's arns.

Measure took his arns back, rubbed his wists where the chief's fingermarks were white and sore.
The chief |ooked angry, all right, but it was Alvin he was nad at. He turned and | ooked down at
that boy like he was ready to peel off Alvin's skin and feed it to himraw.

"You did your filthy Wiite man's tricks in me," he said.

"I didn't want neither of you getting hurt," said Al.

"You think I"'ma coward like your brother? You think I'mafraid of pain?"
"Measure ain't no coward!"

"He threw ne to the ground with Wiite man's tricks."

Measure didn't |ike hearing that same accusation. "You know | didn't ask himto do that! 1"l
take you now, if you want! 1'Il fight you fair and square!”

"Strike a man with your knee?" said Ta-Kumsaw. "You don't know how to fight like a man."

"I'"ll face you any way you want," said Measure.

Ta- Kunmsaw smiled. "Gatlopp, then.”

By now a whol e bunch of Reds had gathered round, and when they heard the word gatl opp, they
started hooting and | aughi ng.

There wasn't a Wiite in America who hadn't heard stories about how Dan Boone ran the gatlopp and
just kept on running, that first tine he escaped fromthe Reds; but there was other stories, about
Whi tes who got beat to death. Tal eswapper told about it sonewhat, the tinme he visited |last year
It's like a jury trial, he said, where the Reds hit you hard or easy dependi ng on how nuch they
think you deserve to die. If they think you're a brave man, they'll strike you hard to test you
with pain. But if they think you're a coward, they'll break your bones so you never get out of the
gatlopp alive. The chief can't tell the gatlopp how hard to strike, or where. It's just about the
nmost denocratic and vicious systemof justice ever seen

"l see you're afraid of that," said Ta- Kunsaw.

"OfF course | am" said Measure. "I'd be a fool not to, specially with your boys already thinking
I"'ma coward."
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"I''l'l run the gatlopp before you," said Ta-Kumsaw. "1'll tell themto strike nme as hard as they
strike you."

"They won't do it," said Measure.

"They will if | ask them" said Ta-Kunsaw. He nust have seen the dishbelief on Measure's face,
cause then he said, "And if they don't, I'lIl run the gatlopp again."

"And if they kill me, will you die?"

Ta- Kunsaw | ooked up and down Measure's body. Lean and strong, Measure knew he was, from chopping
trees and firewood, toting pails, lifting hay, and hoisting grain bags in the nmill. But he wasn't
tough. Hs skin was burnt sonething awful from being near naked in the sun out here on the dunes,
even though he tried to use a blanket to cover up. Strong but soft, that's what Ta-Kunsaw found
when he studi ed Measure's body.

"The blow that would kill you," said Ta-Kumsaw, "it might bruise ne."
"So you adnit it ain't fair."

"Fair is when two nmen face the sane pain. Courage is when two nen face the sane pain. You don't
want fair, you want easy. You want safe. You're a coward. | knew you wouldn't do it."

"I'"Il doit," said Measure.

"And you!" cried Ta-Kunsaw, pointing at Alvin. "You touch nothing, you heal nothing, you cure
not hi ng, you don't take away pain!"

Alvin didn't say a word, just |ooked at him Masure knew that | ook. It was the expression Alvin
got on his face whenever he had no intention of doing a thing you said.

"Al," said Measure. "You better prom se nme not to neddle. "
Al just set his lips and didn't speak
"You better promise nme not to nmeddle, Alvin Junior, or | just won't go hone."

Alvin prom sed. Ta- Kunmsaw nodded and wal ked away, tal king in Shaw Nee to his boys. Measure felt
ck with fear.

s
"Why are you afraid, Wiite man?" asked the Prophet.
"Cause |'mnot stupid," said Measure. "Only a stupid man wouldn't be scared to run the gatlopp."
The Prophet just |aughed and wal ked of f.
Alvin was sitting in the sand again, witing or drawing or something with his finger.

"You ain't nad at ne, are you, Alvin? Cause | got to tell you, you can't be half as nad at ne as
I amat you. You got no duty to these Reds, but you sure got a duty to your nma and pa. Things
bei ng how they are, | can't make you do nothing, but | can tell you I'm ashaned of you for siding
with them agai nst me and your kin."

Al | ooked up, and there was tears in his eyes. "Maybe | amsiding with ny kin, did you think of
t hat ?"

"Well you sure got a funny way of doing it, seeing as how you'll keep Ma and Pa worried sick for
nmont hs, no doubt. "

"Don't you think about anything bigger than our famly? Don't you think rmaybe the Prophet's
working out a plan to save the |lives of thousands of Reds and Wites?"

"That's where we're different,
famly."

said Measure. "l don't believe there is anything bigger than our
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Alvin was still witing as Measure wal ked away. It didn't even occur to Measure what Alvin wote
in the sand. He saw, but he didn't |ook, he didn't read it. Now, though, the words cane to his
m nd. RUN AWAY NOW that's what Al was witing. A nmessage to hin? Wiy didn't he say it with his
nmout h, then? Not hi ng nade' sense. The writing probably wasn't for him And he sure wasn't going to
run away and have Ta- Kunmsaw and all them Reds sure he was a coward forever. What difference would
it make if he ran away now? The Reds'd catch himin a minute, there in the woods, and then he'd
run the gatl opp anyway, only it'd even be worse for him

The warriors fornmed two lines in the sand. They were carrying heavy branches fallen or cut from
trees. Measure watched as an old man took the beads from around Ta- Kumsaw s neck, then pulled off
his |l oincloth. Ta-Kumsaw turned to Measure and grinned. "Wiite man i s naked when he has no
clothes. Red man is never naked in his own land. The wind is nmy clothing, the fire of the sun, the
dust of the earth, the water of rain. | wear all these. | amthe voice and the face of the land!"

"Just get on with it," said Measure.

"I know soneone who says a man |like you has no poetry in his soul,"” said Ta-Kunmsaw.

"And | know plenty of people who say that a man |ike you has no soul at all."
Ta- Kunsaw gl ared at him barked a few words to his nmen, and then stepped between the |ines.

He wal ked slowy, his chin high and arrogant. The first Red struck hima bl ow across his thighs,
using the skinny end of a branch. Ta-Kunsaw snatched the branch out of his hands, turned it
around, and nade himstrike again, this time in the chest, a harsh blow that drove the air out of
Ta- Kumsaw s | ungs. Measure could hear the grunting sound from where he stood.

The Iines ran up the face of a dune, so that progress up the hill was sl ow Ta-Kunsaw never
paused as the blows came. His nen were stern-faced, dutiful. They were hel ping hi m show courage,
and so they gave him pain-- but no danmaging blows. H s thighs and belly and shoul ders took the
worst of it. Nothing on his shins, nothing in his face. But that didn't nean he had it easy.
Measure coul d see his shoul ders, bloody fromthe rough bark of the branches. He imagi ned hinself
receiving every blow that fell, and knew that they'd strike himharder. I'ma royal fool, he said
to himself. Here I am matching courage with the noblest man in Anerica, as everybody knows.

Ta- Kunsaw reached the end, turned, faced Measure fromthe top of the dune. Hi s body was dri pping
with blood, and he was smling. "Come to nme, brave White man,"” he call ed.

Measure didn't hesitate. He started toward the gatlopp. It was a voice from behind that stopped
him The Prophet, shouting in Shaw Nee. The Reds | ooked at him Wen he was finished, Ta-Kunsaw
spat. Measure, not know ng what had been said, started forward again. When he got to the first
Red, he expected at |east as hard a bl ow as Ta-Kunsaw got. But there was nothing. He took another
step. Nothing. Maybe to show their contenpt they nmeant to hit himin the back, but he clinbed
hi gher and hi gher up the dune, and still there was not a blow, not a nove.

He shoul d have been relieved, he knew, but instead he was angry. They gave Ta-Kunsaw help in
showi ng his courage, and now t hey were maki ng Measure's passage through the gadopp a wal k of shane
i nstead of honor. He whirled around and faced the Prophet, who stood at the bottom of the dune,
his arm across Alvin's shoul ders.

"What did you say to then?" Measure denmanded.

"I told themthat if they killed you, everyone would say Ta-Kunsaw and t he Prophet ki dnapped
these boys and nmurdered diem | told themthat if they marked you in any way, when you went hone
everybody would say we tortured you."

"And | say | want a fair chance to prove I'mnot a coward!"
"The gatlopp is a stupid idea, for men who forget their duty."”

Measure reached down and grabbed a club froma Red man's hand. He struck his own thighs with it,
again, again, trying to draw blood. It hurt, but not very bad, because whether he wanted to or
not, his arms flinched at causing pain to his own self. So he thrust the branch back into the
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warrior's arns and demanded, "Ht ne!"

"The bigger a man is, the nore people he serves," said the Prophet. "A small nman serves hinself.
Bigger is to serve your famly. Bigger is to serve your tribe. Then your people. Biggest of all
to serve all nmen, and all lands. For yourself, you show courage. For your family, your tribe, your
peopl e, ny people-- for the land and all people init, you walk this gatlopp with no mark on you."

Slow y, Measure turned around, wal ked up the dune to Ta-Kunmsaw, untouched. Again Ta-Kunsaw spat
on the ground, this tinme at Measure's feet.

"l ain'"t no coward," said Measure

Ta- Kunmsaw wal ked away. Wal ked, slipped, slid down the dune. The warriors of the gatlopp al so
wal ked away. Measure stood at the top of the hill, feeling ashamed, angry, used.

"Co!" shouted the Prophet. "Walk south from here!"

He handed a pouch to Alvin, who scranbled up the dune and gave it to Measure. Measure opened it.
It contained pernnmican and dried corn, so he could suck on it on his way.

"You conming with ne?" Measure asked.
"I'mgoing with Ta-Kunmsaw, " said Alvin.
"l could ve nade it through the gatlopp," said Measure.

"I know," said Alvin.

"I'f he wasn't going to let me go through it," said Measure, "how cone the Prophet allowed it to

happen at all?"

"He ain't telling," said Alvin. "But sonmething terrible's going to happen. And he wants it to
happen. If you'd' ve went before, when | told you to run away--"

"They woul d' ve caught ne, Al ."
"It was worth a try. Now when you | eave, you're doing just what he wants."

"He plans for me to get killed or sonething?"

"He promised ne you' d live through this, Measure. And all the famly. H m and Ta- Kunsaw, too.
"Then what's so terrible?"

"I don't know. I'mjust scared of what's going to happen. | think he's sending me with Ta- Kunsaw
to save ny life."

One nore tine, it was worth a try. "Alvin, if you love nme, cone with ne now "

Alvin started to cry. "Measure, | love you, but | can't go." Still crying, he ran down the dune.
Not wanting to watch himout of sight, Measure started wal king. Al npbst due south, a little bit
east. He wouldn't have no trouble finding the way. But he felt sick with dread, and with shanme for
having let themtalk himinto leaving without his brother. | failed at everything here. |I'mpretty
near usel ess.

He wal ked the rest of that day and spent the night in a pile of |eaves in a hollow Next day he
wal ked till late afternoon, when he cane to a south-flowing creek. It would flow into the Tippy-
Canoe or the Wbbish, one or the other. It was too deep to wal k down the niddle, and too overgrown
to wal k al ongside. So he just kept the streamw thin earshot and nmade his own way through the
forest. He wasn't no Red, that was for sure. He got scratched up by bushes and branches and bit by
i nsects, none of which felt too good on his sunburnt skin. He also kept running into thickets and
having to back out. Like the |and was his eneny, slow ng himdown. He kept wi shing for a horse and
a good road.

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Ta...%20Alvin%20Maker%202%20-%20Red%20Prophet.txt (96 of 159) [1/14/03 10:16:57 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T al es%200f %20A | vin%%20M aker%2029620-%20Red%20Prophet.txt

Hard as it was to go through the woods, though, he was up to it. Partly cause Alvin toughened up
his feet for him Partly cause of the way he seenmed to breathe deeper than ever before. But it was
nmore than that. Strength was wound in anong his nmuscles in a way he never felt in his life. Never
so alive as now. And he thought, If | had a horse right now, | think maybe |'d be wishing I was on
f oot .

It was |late afternoon on the second day when he heard a splashing sound in the river. There was
no mstaking it-- horses were being wal ked in the stream That neant Wiite nen, maybe even fol ks
fromVigor Church, still searching for himand Al vin.

He scranbled his way to the Stream getting scratched sonmething awful on the way. They were
headed downstrewn, away fromhim four nen on horseback. It wasn't till he was already out into
the stream yelling to bust his head off that he noticed they were wearing the green uniform of
the U S. Arny. He never heard of themcomng up in these parts. This was the country where Wite
folks didn't go much, on account of not wanting to rile up the French at Fort Chicago.

They heard himright off, and wheeled their horses around to see him Al npbst quick as they saw
him three of themhad their nuskets up to the ready.

"Don't shoot!" Measure cried.

The soldiers rode toward him making pretty slow progress as their horses had some trouble
breasting the water.

"Don't shoot, for heaven's sake,"” Measure said. "You can see | ain't arnmed, | don't even have a
knife."

"He tal ks English real good, don't he?" said one soldier to another

"OF course | do! I'ma Wite main."
"Now don't that beat all," said another soldier. "First tine | ever heard one of themclaimto
be White."

Measure | ooked down at his own skin. It was a vivid red color fromhis sunburn, nuch lighter
than any true Red nan. He was wearing a loincloth, and he | ooked pretty wild and dirty. But his
beard was growi ng somewhat, wasn't it? For the first tinme Measure found hinself w shing he was a
hairy man, with thick heavy beard and lots of chest hair. Then there'd be no nistake, since Reds
didn't grow nuch. As it was, though, they wouldn't see his |light-colored nustache hair or the few
little hairs on his chin till they were up cldse.

And they weren't taking no chances, either. Only one rode right up to him The others hung back
their nuskets out, ready to open fire in case Measure had some boys |ying in anbush on the
ri verbank. He could see that the man riding toward hi mwas plunb scared to death, |ooking this way
and that, waiting to see a Red man flitch an arrow at him Kind of an idiot, Measure decided,
since there wasn't no chance of seeing a Red nman in the woods till his arrow was already in you

The soldier didn't come right to him He circled around, got beside him Then he | ooped a rope
and tossed it to Measure. "You hitch this around your chest, under your arns," said the soldier

"\What for?"
"So | can |ead you along."

"The hell I will," said Measure. "If | thought you were going to drag nme along by a rope in the
m ddl e of a creek, 1'd' ve stayed on dry |and and wal ked home nysel f."

"I'f you don't put this rope around you in five seconds, them boys are going to bl ow your head
of f."

"What are you tal king about?" Measure denmanded. "I'm Measure MIler. | was captured with ny
little brother, Alvin, alnmost a week ago, and |I'm just going hone to Vigor Church.”

"Well, ain't that a real pretty story?" said the soldier. He drew back the rope, sopping wet,
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and cast it again. This tinme it hit Measure in the face. Measure caught at it, held it in his
hand. The soldier drew his sword. "Get ready to shoot, boys!" shouted the soldier. "It's that
renegade, all right!"

"Renegade! |--" Then it finally occurred to Measure that sonething had gone real bad with this.
They knew who he was, and they still wanted to take him prisoner.
Wth three nuskets and a sword close by, they had a fair chance of maybe even killing himif he

tried to run away. This was the U S. Arny, wasn't it? Once they got himto an officer, he could
explain and all this would get cleared up. So he put the rope over his head, and pulled the |oop
around hi s chest.

It wasn't too bad as long as they were in the water; sonetimes he just floated along. But pretty
soon they got out and then they nmade hi mwal k al ong behind as they picked their waythrough the
woods. They were | oopi ng east, around behind Vigor Church

Measure tried tal king, but they told himto shut up. "I tell you, we been told we can bring in
renegades |i ke you alive or dead. White man dressed |ike a Red-- we know what you are."

Fromtheir conversation he was able to gather a few things. They were on a scout-around from
General Harrison. It nade Measure sick, to think things had got to the point where they'd call on
that |ikker-dealing scoundrel to conme north. And he got here awful fast, too.

They spent the night canped in a clearing. They nmade so nuch noise that Measure thought it was a
wonder they didn't have every Red in the whole country nosing around before norning.

The next day, he flat refused to be dragged along on a rope. "I'm near naked, | got no weapons,
and you can kill me or let nme ride." They could talk about bringing himin alive or dead and not
caring which, but he knew that that was tal k. These were a crude bunch, but they didn't hanker
much after killing white men in cold blood. So he ended up on horseback, hol ding one of them

around the waist. Pretty soon they reached country that had sonme roads and trails, and they nade
good tine.

Just after noon they reached an arny canp. Not nmuch of an arny, maybe a hundred in uniform and
anot her two hundred marching and drilling on a parade ground that used to be a pasture. Measure
couldn't remenber the name of the family that |ived here. They were new fol ks, just cone up from
the area around Carthage. Turned out it didn't matter who they were, though. It was Genera
Harri son had their house for his headquarters, and these scouts led himstraight to Harrison

"Ah," said Harrison. "One of the renegades."

"I'"'mno renegade," said Measure. "They been treating me like a prisoner this whole way. | swear
the Reds treated ne better than your Wiite soldiers."

"I ain't surprised nuch," said Harrison. "They treated you real nice, |I'msure. Were's the
ot her renegade?"

"t her renegade? You nean ny brother Alvin? You know who | am and you ain't letting ne go
hone?"

"You answer ny questions, and then I'll give some thought to answering yours."

"My brother Alvin ain't here, and he ain't coming, and fromwhat | see before me |'mreal glad
he didn't cone."

"Alvin? Ah, yes, they told nme you were claimng to be Measure MIler. Well, we know that Measure
M Iler was nurdered by Ta-Kurnsaw and the Prophet."

Measure spat on the floor. "You know that? Froma few tore-up bl oody clothes? Wl you don't
fool me. Do you think I don't see what you're doi ng?"

"Take himto the cellar,"” said Harrison. "Be real gentle with him"

"You don't want folks to know |I'malive, cause then they'll see they don't need you up here!"
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shouted Measure. "I wouldn't be surprised if you got them Chok-Taw to capture us in the first
pl ace!"

"If that's true," said Harrison, "then if | were you I'd watch how | tal ked and what | said. 1'd
be real worried about getting honme alive, ever. Now |l ook at yourself, boy. Skin red as a redbird,
wearing a loincloth, looking wild as a real bad dream No, | reckon if it turned out you was shot
dead by m stake, nobody'd blane us, not a soul."

"My father'd know, " said Measure. "You can't fool himwith a lie Iike that, Harrison. And Arnor-
of -God, he'll--"

"Arnor - of - God? That pathetic weakling? The one who keeps telling people that Ta-Kunsaw and the
Prophet are innocent, and we shouldn't be getting ready to w pe them out? Nobody listens to himno
nore, Measure."

"They will. Alvin's alive, and you'll never catch him"

"Why not ?"

"Cause he's with Ta- Kunmsaw. "

"Ah, and where is that?"

"Not around here; you can bet."

"You' ve seen hinP And the Prophet?"

The hungry look in Harrison's eyes nade Measure kind of step back and hold his tongue. "I seen
what | seen," said Measure. "And |'Il say what | say."

"Say what | ask, or you'll be dead," said Harrison

"Kill me, and | won't say nothing at all. But I'Il tell you this. | saw the Prophet call a
tornado out of a storm | saw himwalk on water. | saw hi m prophesy, and his prophecies all cone
true. He knows everything you plan to do. You think you' re doing what you want, but you'll end up

serving his purpose, you watch and see.™

"What an idea," said Harrison, chuckling. "By that reckoning, boy, it serves his purpose for you
to be in ny hands, don't it?" He waved his hands, and the sol diers dragged hi mout of the house
and down into the root cellar. They treated himreal gentle on the way-- kicked himand knocked
hi m down and all they could before they threw hi mdown the steps and barred the door behind him

Since these fol ks came from Carthage country, the cellar door had a | ock, as well as the bar
Down with the carrots, potatoes, and spiders, Measure tested that door as best he-could. Hi s whole
body was one big ache. Al the scratches and the sunburn were nothing conpared to the raw skin
inside his thighs fromriding behind with bare | egs. And that was nothing conpared to the pain
fromthe ki cks and bashes they gave himon the way here.

Measure didn't waste no nore tinme. He knew what was going on well enough to know Harrison
couldn't let himout alive. He had those scouts out |ooking for himand Alvin. If they turned up
alive, it would undo all his plans, and that'd be a real shame, cause things were going just right
for Harrison. After all these years, here he was at Vigor Church, training the local nmen to be
sol diers, while nobody was listening to Arnmor-of-God at all. Measure didn't nuch |ike the Prophet,
but conpared to Harrison the Prophet was a saint.

O was he? The Prophet had himwait for the gatlopp-- why? So he'd |l eave in the afternoon two
days ago, instead of morning. So he'd reach the Ti ppy-Canoe just when them soldiers were riding
down. O herw se he woul d've come to Prophetstown and then hopped on over into Vigor Church w thout
seeing a soldier. They' d never have found him if he hadn't heard them and called out to them
hinself Was this all part of the Prophet's plan? Wl I, so what if it was? Maybe the Prophet's plan
was a good thing, and maybe it wasn't-- so far Measure didn't think too highly of it. But he sure
wasn't going to sit around in a root cellar waiting to see how the plan worked out.

He burrowed his way through the potatoes to the back of the cellar. There was nore spiderwebs in
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his face and hair than he cared for, but this wasn't a tine to worry about tidiness. Pretty soon
he cleared hima space at the back, with the potatoes pushed nostly to the front. Wen they opened
the doors, they'd just see a |lot of potatoes. Not a sign of his digging.

The root cellar was the nornmal kind. Dug out, tinbered over, roofed, and then the roof covered
up with all the dirt fromthe hole. He could dig into the back wall and cone up behind the cellar,
and they couldn't see a thing fromthe house at all. It was bare-hands digging, but this was rich
Wobbi sh soil. He'd come out |ooking nore like a Black than a Red, but he didn't much care.

Troubl e was, the back wall wasn't dirt, it was wood. They'd walled it in, right to the bottom
Tidy folks. The floor was dirt, all right. But that meant diggi ng down under the wall before he
could tunnel up. Instead of being something he could do overnight it'd take days. And any tine,
they mght catch himdigging. O just plain drag himout and shoot him O maybe even bring back
t hem Chok- Taws, to do what they started-- |eave himlooking |ike Ta-Kunsaw and the Prophet had him
tortured. Al possible.

Home wasn't ten miles away. That's what plain drove himcrazy. So close to hone, and they didn't
even guess it, had no idea they ought to cone to help. He renenbered that torch girl from Hatrack
Ri ver, years ago, the one who saw them stuck in the river and sent help. That's who | need right
now, | need ne a torch, sonebody who'd find ne and send h6p

But that wasn't too likely. Not for Measure. If it was Alvin, now, there'd be eight niracles,
whatever it took to get himout safe. But for Measure, there'd be just whatever he could work up
for hisself.

He broke a fingernail half off in the first ten mnutes of digging. The pain was real bad, and
he knew he was bl eeding. If they dragged hi mout now, they'd know he was naking a tunnel. But it
was his only chance. So he kept digging, pain and all, every now and then stopping to toss out a
potato that rolled down into the hole.

Pretty soon he took off his loincloth and used it in his work. He'd | oosen up the soil with his
hands, then pile it onto the cloth and use that to hoist it up out of the hole. It wasn't as good
as having a spade, but it sure beat noving the dirt out one handful at a tine. Wat did he have,
days? Hours?

Chapter 11 -- Red Boy

It wasn't an hour after Measure left. Ta-Kunmsaw stood atop a dune, the Wiite boy Alvin beside
him And in front of him Tenskwa-Tawa. Loll a-Wssiky. Hi s brother, the boy who once cried for the
death of bees. A prophet, supposedly. Speaking the will of the | and, supposedly. Speaking words of
cowar di ce, surrender, defeat, destruction

"This is the oath of the land at peace," said the Prophet. "To take none of the Wite man's
weapons, none of the Wiite man's tools, none of the Wiite man's cl othing, none of the Wite man's
food, none of the Wiite nman's drink, and none of the Wiite man's promni ses. Above all, never to
take a life that doesn't offer itself to die.

The Reds who heard him had heard it all before, as had Ta-Kunsaw. Mdst of those who had come to
M zogan with them had al ready refused the Prophet's covenant of weakness. They took a different
oath, the oath of the land's anger, the oath that Ta-Kunsaw offered them Every Wite nust |ive
under Red man's law, or |leave the land, or die. A Wite man's weapons can be used, but only to

def end Reds agai nst nurder and theft. No Red man will torture or kill a prisoner-- man, wonan, or
child. Above all, the death of no Red will go unavenged.
Ta- Kumsaw knew that if all the Reds of America took his oath, they could still defeat the Wite

man. Wites had only nade such inroads because the Reds coul d never unite under one |eader. The
Whites could always ally thenselves with a tribe or two, who would [ ead themthrough the trackl ess
forest and help themfind their eneny. If Reds had not turned renegade-- |ike the unspeakabl e
Irrakwa, the half-Wite Cherriky-- then the Wiite nman could not have survived here in the | and.
They woul d have been swal | owed up, |ost, as had happened to every other group that cane fromthe
ol d worl d.
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When the Prophet finished his challenge, there were only a handful who took his oath, who woul d
go back with him He seenmed sad, Ta-Kunmsaw t hought. Wi ghed down. He turned his back on the ones
who renmined-- on the warriors, who would fight the Wite nan.

"Those nen are yours," said the Prophet. "I wish there weren't so many."
"M ne, yes, but I wish there weren't so few"

"h, you'll find allies enough. Chok-Taw, Cree-Ek, Chicky-Saw, the vicious Senmy-Noll of the Cky-
Fenoky. Enough to raise the greatest arny of Reds ever seen in this land, all thirsting for Wite
man' s bl ood. "

"Stand at ny side in that battle," said Ta-Kunsaw.

"You'll lose your cause by killing," said the Prophet. "I'Il win ny cause."
"By dying."
"If the land calls, for ny death, I'Il answer."

"And all your people with you."

The Prophet shook his head. "I've seen what |'ve seen. The people of ny oath are as nuch a part
of the land as the bear or the buffalo, the squirrel or the beaver, the turkey or the pheasant or
the grouse. All those aninmals have stood still to take your arrow, haven't they? O stretched out

their neck for your knife. O lain down their head for your tonmy-hawk."
"They're animals, nmeant to be neat."
"They're alive, nmeant to live until they die, and when they die, die so that others can live."
"Not me. Not ny people. We won't stretch out our neck for the Wiite man's knife."

The Prophet took Ta-Kumsaw by the shoul ders, tears stream ng down his face. He pressed his cheek
agai nst Ta-Kunsaw s cheek, putting his tears on his brother's face.

"Cone find ne across the M zzipy, when all this is done," said the Prophet.

"I"ll never let the land be divided," said Ta-Kunsaw. "The east doesn't belong to the White
man. "

"The east will die," said the Prophet. "Follow nme west, where the Wite man will never go."

Ta- Kurnsaw sai d nothing. The Wiite boy Alvin touched the Prophet's hand. "Tenskwa- Tawa, does
that nean | can never go west?"

The Prophet |aughed. "Wy do you think I'm sending you with Ta-Kunsaw? |f anyone can turn a
White boy Red, Ta-Kunsaw can."

"l don't want him" said Ta- Kumsaw.
"Take himor die," said the Prophet.

Then the Prophet wal ked down the slope of the dune, to the dozen nmen who waited for him their
pal ns dripping blood to seal the covenant. They wal ked off along the shore of the | ake, to where
their famlies waited. Tonorrow they'd be back in Prophetstown. Ripe to be slaughtered.

Ta- Kunmsaw waited until the Prophet had di sappeared behind a dune. Then he cried out to the
hundreds who remained. "Wien will the Wiite man have peace?"

"When he | eaves!" they shouted. "Wen he dies!"

Ta- Kunmsaw | aughed and held out his arns. He felt their love and trust |ike the heat of the sun
on a winter's day. Lesser nen had felt that heat before, but it had oppressed them because they
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weren't worthy of the trust they had been given. Not Ta-Kunsaw. He had neasured hinself, and he
knew t hat there was no task ahead of himthat he couldn't acconplish. Only treachery coul d keep
himfromvictory. And Ta-Kunsaw was very good at knowing a man's heart. Knowing if he could be

trusted. Knowing if he was a liar. Hadn't he known Governor Harrison fromthe begi nning? A man

like that couldn't hide fromhim

They left only minutes later. A few dozen nen |ed the wonen and children to the new place where
their wandering village would settle. They stayed no nore than three days in any place-- a
permanent village |ike Prophetstown was an invitation to a massacre. The only thing that kept the
Prophet safe was sheer nunbers. Ten thousand Reds lived there now, nore than had ever lived in any
one place before. And it was a miracul ous place, Ta-Kunsaw knew it. The maize grew up six ears to
the stalk, thicker and nilkier than any corn had ever been before. Buffal o and deer wandered into
the city froma hundred mles around, wal ked to the cooking fires, and lay down waiting for the
kni fe. When the geese flew overhead, a few fromevery flock would come to | and on the Wbbi sh and
the Ti ppy-Canoe, waiting for the arrow. The fish swamup fromthe H o to leap into the nets of
Pr ophet st own.

Al that would nmean nothing, if the Wiite man ever brought his cannons to fire grapeshot and
shrapnel through the fragile w gwans and | odges of the Red city. The searing netal would cut
through the delicate walls-- that deadly driven rain would not be held out by sticks and nud.
Every Red man in Prophetstown would regret his oath on that day.

Ta- Kunmsaw | ed them through the forest. The Wiite boy ran directly behind him Ta-Kurnsaw
deliberately set a killing pace, twice as fast as they had run before, bringing the boy and his
brother to M zogan. They had two hundred miles to Fort Detroit, and Ta-Kunsaw was determnined to
cover that distance in a single day. No Wiite man could do it-- no Wiite nan's horse, either. A
mle every five nminutes, on and on, the wi nd whipping through the topknot of his hair. It would
kill a man to run so fast for half an hour, except that the Red nman called on the strength of the
land to help him The ground pushed back against his feet, adding to his strength. The bushes
parted, naking paths; space appeared where there was no space; Ta-Kunsaw raced across streans and
rivers so quickly that his feet did not touch the bottomof the stream mnerely sank just deep
enough to find purchase on the water itself. His hunger to arrive at Fort Detroit was so strong
that the | and answered by feeding him giving himstrength. And not just Ta-Kunsaw, but every nan
behind him every Red man who knew the feel of the land within him he found the sane strength as
his | eader, stepped in the sane path, footfall by footfall, |ike one great soul wal king a |ong
sl ender hi ghway through the wood.

I will have to carry the Wite boy, thought Ta-Kumsaw. But the footsteps behind him- for Wites
made noi se when they ran-- kept up, falling into a rhythmidentical with his own.

That, of course, was not possible. The boy's |l egs were too short, he had to take nore strides to
cover the sane ground. Yet each step of Ta-Kunsaw s was matched so closely that he heard the sound
of the White boy's feet as if they were his own.

Mnute after minute, nmile after mle, hour after hour, the boy kept on.

The sun set behind them over the |eft shoulder. The stars cane out, but no noon, and the night
was dark under the trees. Still they didn't slow, found their way easily through the wood, because
it wasn't their own eyes or their own nind finding the way, it was the land itself draw ng them
through the safe places in the darkness. Several times in the night, Ta-Kunmsaw noticed that the
boy was no | onger meking noise. He called out in Shaw Nee to the man who ran behind the Wite boy
Alvin, and always the man answered, "He runs."

The nmoon canme up, casting patches of dimlight onto the forest floor. They overtook a storm-
the ground grew noi st under their feet, then wet; they ran through showers, heavy rain, showers
again, and then the land was dry. They never sl ackened their pace. The sky in the east turned
grey, then pink, then blue, and the sun | eapt upward. The day was warnmi ng and the sun already
t hree hands above the horizon when they saw the snoke of cookfires, then the slack fleur-de-lis
flag, and finally the cross of the cathedral. Only then did they slow down. Only then did they
break the perfect unison of their step, loose the grip of the land in their mnds, and conme to
rest in a neadow so near the town that they could hear the organ playing in the cathedral
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Ta- Kunmsaw st opped, and the boy stopped behind him How had Alvin, a Wite boy, traveled like a
Red man through the night? Ta-Kunmsaw knelt before the boy. Tbough Alvin's eyes were open, he
seened not to see anything. "Alvin," said Ta-Kunsaw, speaking English. The boy didn't answer.
"Alvin, are you asl eep?”

Several warriors gathered around. They were, all sonewhat quiet and spent fromthe journey. Not
exhausted, because the | and repl enished them along the way. Their quiet was nore from awe at
havi ng been so closely tied to the |and; such a journey was known to be a holy thing, a gift from
the land to its noblest children. Many a Red had set out on such a journey and been turned away,
forced to stop and sleep and rest and eat, stopped by darkness or bad weat her, because his need
for the journey wasn't great enough, or his journey was contrary to what the land itself needed.
Ta- Kumsaw, though, had never been refused; they all knew it. This was nuch of the reason Ta- Kunsaw
was held in as high esteemas his brother. The Prophet did miracul ous things, but no one saw his
visions; he could only tell about them What Ta-Kunsaw did, though, his warriors did with him
felt with him

Now, though, they were as puzzled by the Wiite boy as Ta- Kumsaw was. Had Ta- Kunmsaw sust ai ned t he
boy by his own power? O had the | and, unbelievably, reached out and supported a Wite child for
his own sake?

"I's the Wiite like his skin, or Red in his heart?" asked one. He spoke Shaw Nee, and not in the
qui ck way, but rather in the slow and holy | anguage of the shamans

To Ta-Kunmsaw s surprise, Alvin responded to his words, |ooking at the man who spoke instead of
staring straight ahead. "Wiite," murrmured Alvin. He spoke English

"Does he speak our |anguage?" asked a nan

Al vin appeared confused by the question. "Ta-Kunmsaw," he said. He | ooked up to see the angle of
the sun. "It's norning. Was | asl eep?"

"Not asl eep,” said Ta-Kunsaw i n Shaw Nee. Now t he boy appeared not to understand at all. "Not
asl eep, " Ta-Kunsaw repeated in English

"I feel like | was asleep,” he said. "Only |I'm standing up."
"You don't feel fired? You don't want to rest?"
"Tired? Wiy would | be tired?"

Ta- Kumsaw didn't want to explain. If the boy didn't know what he had done, then it was a gift of
the land. O perhaps there was sonething to what the Prophet had said about him That Ta-Kunsaw
shoul d teach himto be Red. If he could match grown Shaw Nee, step for step, in such a run as
that, perhaps this boy of all Wites could learn to feel the |and.

Ta- Kunsaw st ood and spoke to the others. "I'mgoing into the city, with only four others."

"And the boy," said one. Ohers repeated his words. They all knew the Prophet's pronise to Ta-
Kumsaw, that as long as the boy was with himhe wouldn't die. Even if he were tenpted to | eave the
boy behind, they'd never let himdo it.

"And the boy," Ta-Kunsaw agreed.

Detroit was not a fort |ike the pathetic wooden stockades of the Anericans. It was nade of
stone, |like the cathedral, with huge cannon pointing outward toward the river that connected Lake
Huron and Lake St. Clair with Lake Canada, and snaller cannon ainmed inland, ready to fend off
attackers on | and.

But it was the city, not the fort, that inpressed them A dozen streets of houses, wooden ones,
with shops and stores, and in the center of all, a cathedral so nassive that it nade a nockery of
Reverend Thrower's church. Bl ack-robed priests went about their business like crows in the
streets. The swarthy Frenchmen didn't show the same hostility toward Reds that Anericans often
seermed to have. Ta-Kurnsaw understood that this was because the French in Detroit weren't there to
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settle. They didn't think of Reds as rivals for possession of the land. The French here were al
biding their time till they went back to Europe, or at |east back to the Wiite-settled | ands of
Quebec and Ontario across the river; except the trappers, of course, and for themthe Reds were
not enemes, either. Trappers held Reds in awe, trying to | earn how Reds found gane so easily,
when the trappers had such a devilish time knowi ng where to lay their snares. They thought, as
White nen always do, that it was sonme kind of trick the Reds perforned, and if they only studied
Red men | ong enough, these White trappers would learn howto do it. They would never |earn. How
could the Iand accept the kind of nman who would kill every beaver in a pond, just for the pelts,
|l eaving the neat to rot, and no beaver left to bear young?

No wonder the bears killed these trappers whenever they could. The I and rejected them

When | have driven the Anericans fromthe | and west of the nountains, thought Ta-Kunsaw, then
will drive out the Yankees from New Engl and, and the Cavaliers fromthe Crown Col onies. And when
they're all gone, I'll turn to the Spanish of Florida and the French of Canada. Today |'Ill make
use of you for nmy own purpose, but tormorrow I'll drive you out, too. Every Wite face that stays
inthis land will stay here because it's dead. And in that day, beavers will die only when the
land tells themit's the tine and place to die.

The French commander in Detroit was officially de Maurepas, but Ta-Kunmsaw avoi ded hi m whenever
he could. It was only the second man, Napol eon Bonaparte, who was worth tal king to.

"I heard you were at Lake M zogan," said Napol eon. He spoke in French, of course, but Ta-Kumsaw
had | earned French at the sanme tinme he was | eaming English, and fromthe same person. "Cone, sit
down. " Napol eon | ooked with vague interest at the Wiite boy Alvin, but said nothing to him

"I was there," said Ta-Kunsaw. "So was mny brother."
"Ah. But was there an arny?"

"The seed of one," said Ta-Kunsaw. "I gave up arguing with Tenskwa-Tawa. |'ll make an armny out
of other tribes."

"When!" demanded Napol eon. "You conme here two, three tines each year, you tell nme you're going
to have an arnmy. Do you know how long |'ve waited? Four years, four miserable years of exile."

"I know how many years," said Ta-Kunsaw. "You'll have your battle."

"Before my hair turns grey? Tell me that! Do | have to be dying of old age before you'll cal
out a general rising of the Reds? You know how helpless | am La Fayette and de Maurepas won't | et
me go nore than fifty mles fromhere, won't give ne any troops at all. There has to be an arny
first, they say. The Anmericans have to have some main force that you can fight with. Well, the

only thing that will cause those miserably independent hastards to unite is you."
"I know, " said Ta- Kunsaw.

"You promi sed ne an arny of ten thousand Reds, Ta-Kunmsaw. |Instead | keep hearing about a city of
ten thousand Quakers!"”

"Not Quakers."

"I'f they renounce war it anounts to the sane thing.
soft, loving, persuasive. "Ta-Kunsaw, | need you, | depend on you, don't fail ne.

Suddenl y Napol eon | et his voice becone

Ta- Kumsaw | aughed. Napol eon | earned | ong ago that his tricks worked on Wiite nmen, but not half
so well on Reds, and on Ta-Kunsaw not at all. "You care nothing for ne, and | care nothing for
you," said Ta-Kumsaw. "You want one battle and a victory, so you can go hone a hero to Paris. |
want one battle and a victory, so | can strike terror into Wite nmen's hearts and bring together
an even greater arnmy of Reds under nmy conmmand, to sweep the land south of here and drive the
Engl i shmen back across the nountains. One battle, one victory-- that's why we work together, and
when that's done 1'Il never think of you again, and you'll never think of ne."

Napol eon was angry, but he laughed. "Half true," he said. "I won't care about you, but I'lI
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think of you. |I've learned fromyou, Ta-Kumsaw. That |ove of a conmander makes men fight better
than | ove of country, and | ove of country better than the hope of glory, and the hope of glory
better than looting, and looting better than wages. But best of all is to fight for a cause. A

great and noble dream |'ve always had the I ove of ny nen. They would die for ne. But for a cause,
they'd let their wives and children die and think it was worth the price."

"How did you learn that fromne?" said Ta-Kumsaw. "That's ny brother's talk, not nine."
"Your brother? | thought he didn't think anything was worth dying for."
"No, he's very free with dying. It's killing he won't do."

Napol eon | aughed, and Ta- Kunsaw | aughed with him "You're right, you know. W' re not friends.
But | do like you. What puzzles ne is this-- when you' ve won, and all the Wite nmen are gone, you
really nean to walk away and let all the tribes go back to the way they were before, separate,
guarreling, weak."

"Happy. That's how we were before. Many tribes, many | anguages, but one living land."

"Weak, " said Napol eon again. "If | ever brought all of ny |land under ny flag, Ta-Kunmsaw, |1'd
hol d them together so long and so tightly that they'd become one great people, great and strong.
And if | ever do that, you can count on this. W'I|l be back, and take your |land away from you,
just like every other land on Earth. Count on it."

"That's because you are evil, General Bonaparte. You want to bend everything and everybody to
your obedience. "

"That isn't evil, foolish savage. If everybody obeyed ne, then they'd be happy and safe, at
peace, and, for the first time in all of history, free."

"Saf e, unless they opposed you. Happy, unless they hated you. Free, unless they wanted sonething
contrary to your will."

"I magi ne, a Red man phil osophi zing. Do those peasant squatters south of here know that you've
read Newton, Voltaire, Rousseau, and Adam Smith?"

"I don't think they know | can read their |anguages."

Napol eon | eaned across his desk. "We'l|l destroy them Ta-Kunsaw, you and | together. But you
have to bring nme an arny."

"My brother prophesies that we'll have that arny before the year ends."
"A prophecy?"

"Al'l his prophecies come true."

"Does he say we'll w n?"

Ta- Kunsaw | aughed. "He says you'll be known as the greatest European general who ever lived. And
I will be known as the greatest Red."

Napol eon ran his fingers through his hair and smled, alnobst boyish now, he could pass from
menacing to friendly to adorable in nmonents. "That seens to dodge the question. Dead nen can be
called great, too."

"But men who | ose battles are never called great, are they? Noble, perhaps, even heroic. But not
great."

"True, Ta-Kunsaw, true. But your brother is being coy. Oracul ar. Del phic."
"I don't know those words."

"Of course you don't. You're a savage." Napol eon poured wine. "I forget nyself. Wne?"

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T...20Alvin%20Maker%202%20-%20Red%20Prophet.txt (105 of 159) [1/14/03 10:16:58 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T al es%200f %20A | vin%%20M aker%2029620-%20Red%20Prophet.txt

Ta- Kunsaw shook hi s head.
"I suppose none for the boy," said Napol eon
"He's only ten," said Ta- Kunsaw.

"I'n France, that neans we water the wine half and half. What are you doing with a Wite boy, Ta-
Kunsaw? Are you capturing children now?"

"This White boy," said Ta-Kumsaw, "he's nore than he seens.”

"I'n a loincloth he doesn't |ook |ike nuch. Does he understand French?"
"Not a word," said Ta-Kunsaw. "I cane to ask you-- can you give us guns?"
"No, " sai d Napol eon

""We can't fight bullets with arrows," said Ta- Kunsaw.

"La Fayette refuses to authorize us to issue you any guns. Paris agrees with him They don't
trust you. They're afraid any guns they give you night soneday be turned agai nst us."

"Then what good will it do ne to raise an army?"
Napol eon snil ed, sipped his wine. "lI've been speaking to sonme Irrakwa traders."

"The Irrakwa are the urine of sick dogs," said Ta-Kumsaw. "They were cruel, vicious aninals
before the Wiite nman cane, and they are worse now. "

"Qdd. The English seened to find themto be kindred spirits. And La Fayette adores them Al
that matters now, though, is this: They nmanufacture guns, in |large nunbers, cheaply. Not the nost
reliabl e weapons, but they use exactly the sane size amunition. It neans they can nmake balls that
fit the barrel nore tightly, with better aim And yet they sell themfor less."

"You'll buy them for us?"

"No. You'll buy them"™

"W don't have noney."

"Pelts," said Napol eon. "Beaver pelts. M nks. Deerhides and buffalo |eather.”

Ta- Kunsaw shook his head. "W can't ask these aninals to die for the sake of guns."
"Too bad," said Napol eon. "You Reds have a knack for hunting, |'ve been told."

"True Reds do. The Irrakwa don't. They've used Wiite man's nmachi nes so |l ong now that they're
dead to the land, just like White nen. O they'd go and get the pelts they want for thenselves."

"There's sonething el se they want. Besides pelts," said Napol eon
"W don't have anything they want."

"Iron," said Napol eon.

"We don't have iron."

"No. But they know where it is. In the upper reaches of the Mzzipy, and along the Mzota. Up
near the west end of Hi gh Water Lake. All they want is your pronise that you won't harmtheir
boats bringing iron ore back to Irrakwa, or their miners as they dig it out of the earth."

"Peace for the future, in exchange for guns now?"

"Yes," said Napol eon.
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"Aren't they afraid that I'Il turn the guns agai nst then®"
"They ask you to promise that you won't."

Ta- Kunsaw considered this. "Tell themthis. | pronmise that if they give us guns, not one of the
guns will ever be used against any Irrakwa. Al ny nen will take this oath. And we will never
attack any of their boats on the water, or their mners as they dig in the earth.”

"You nean that?" asked Napol eon
"If I saidit, |I nmeant it," said Ta-Kurnsaw.
"As much as you hate then®?"

"I hate them because the |l and hates them Wen the Wite nan is gone, and the land is strong
again, not sick, then earthquakes can swallow up mners, and storns can sink boats, and the
Irrakwa will becone true Red nmen again or they will die. Once the Wite man is gone, the land wll
be stern with its children who remain."

The nmeeting was soon finished after that. Ta-Kunmsaw got up and shook hands with the general
Al vin surprised themboth by al so stepping forward and offering his hand.

Napol eon shook hands with him anused. "Tell the boy he keeps dangerous conpany," he said.

Ta- Kunmsaw transl ated. Alvin | ooked at himw th wi de eyes. "Does he nean you?" he asked.
"I think so," said Ta-Kunsaw.
"But he's the npbst dangerous nman in the world,"” said Alvin.

Napol eon | aughed when Ta- Kunsaw transl ated the boy's words. "How can | be dangerous? Alittle
man stuck away out here in the middl e of the wilderness, when the center of the world is Europe,
great wars are fought there and | have no part in thenm™

Ta- Kunsaw didn't need to translate-- the boy understood from Napol eon's tone and expression
"He's so dangerous because he makes people | ove himwthout deserving it."

Ta-Kurnsaw felt the truth in the boy's words. That was what Napoleon did to Wiite nmen, and it
was dangerous, dangerous and evil and dark. Is this the man | rely on to help nme? To be ny ally?
Yes, he is, because | have no choice. Ta-Kunsaw didn't translate what the boy said, even though
Napol eon insisted. So far the French general had not attenpted to cast his spell on the boy. If he
knew t he boy's words, he mght try, and it just mght capture Alvin. Ta-Kurnsaw was coning to
appreci ate what the boy was. Perhaps the boy was too strong for Napoleon to charmhim O perhaps
the boy woul d becone an adoring slave |like de Maurepas. Better not to find out. Better to take the
boy away.

Alvin insisted on seeing the cathedral. One priest |ooked horrified to see nen in |oincloths
come into the place, but another rebuked himand wel coned theminside. Ta-Kunsaw was al ways anused
by the statues of the saints. Wenever possible, the statues were shown being tortured in the nost
gruesormre ways. \VWite could talk all day about how barbaric it was, the Red practice of torturing
captives so they could show courage. Yet whose statues did they kneel at to pray? Peopl e who
showed courage under torture. There was no naki ng sense of Wite nen.

He and Alvin tal ked about this on their way out of the city, not hurrying at all now He also
expl ai ned to the boy sonething of how they were able to run so far, so quickly. And how remarkabl e
it was for a Wiite boy to keep up with them

Alvin seened to understand how Red nmen lived within the land; at least he tried. "I think | felt
that. Wiile | was running. It's like I"'mnot in nyself. My thoughts are wandering all over. Like
dreami ng. And while |I'mgone, sonmething else is telling ny body what to do. Feeding it, using it,
taking it wherever it wants to go. |Is that what you feel ?"

That wasn't at all what Ta-Kunsaw felt. When the land cane into him it was |ike he was nore
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alive than ever; not absent from his body, but nore strongly present in it than at any other tine.
But he didn't explain this to the boy. Instead he turned the question back to Alvin. "You say it's
li ke dream ng. What did you dream | ast night?"

"l dreaned again about a lot of the visions | saw when | was in the crystal tower with the
Shining-- with the Prophet.”

"The Shining Man. | know you call himthat-- he told me why."

"l dreaned those things again. Only it was different. | could see sonme things nore clearly now,
and other things | forgot."

"Did you dream anyt hi ng you hadn't seen before?"

"This place. The statues in the cathedral. And that man we visited, the general. And sonething

even stranger. A big hill, alnost round-- no, with eight sides. | renenber that, it was rea
clear. Ahill with eight straight sides to it, sloping down. Inside it there was a whole city,
lots of little roonms, like in anthills, only peopl e-sized. O anyway bigger than ants. And | was

on top of it, wandering around in all these strange trees-- they had silver |eaves, not green--
and | was |ooking for ny brother. For Measure."

Ta- Kunsaw said nothing for a long tinme. But he thought many things. No Wiite man had ever seen
that place-- the land was still strong enough to keep themfromfinding that. Yet this boy had
dreaned of it. And a dream of Ei ght-Face Mound never cane by chance. It always neant sonething. It
al ways neant the sane thing.

"We have to go there," Ta-Kunmsaw sai d.

"Wher e?"

"To the hill you dreaned of," said Ta- Kunsaw.
"There is such a place?"

"No White man has ever seen it. For a Wiite man to stand there would be-- filthy." Alvin didn't
answer that. What could he say? Ta- Kunsaw swal | owed hard. "But if you dreamof it, you have to

go."
"What is it?"

Ta- Kunmsaw shook his head. "The place you dreaned of. That's all. If you want to know nore, dream
again."

It was near night when they reached the canp; w gwans had been erected, because it |ooked Iike
nore rain tonight. The others insisted that Ta-Kunsaw share a hut with Alvin, for his safety's
sake. But Ta-Kunsaw didn't want to. The boy nmade himafraid. The I and was doing things with this
boy, and not giving Ta-Kunsaw any idea what was happeni ng.

But when you saw yourself at the Ei ght-Face Mund in your dreans, you had no choice but to go.
And since Alvin could never find the way al one, Ta-Kunsaw had to take him

He coul d never explain it to the others, and even if he could, he wouldn't do it. Wrd would get
out that Ta-Kunmsaw had taken a Wihite to the ancient holy place, and then nany Reds would refuse to
listen to Ta- Kumsaw anynore.

So in the norning he told the others he was taking the boy off to teach him as the Prophet had
told himhe nust. "Meet ne in five days where the Pickawee flows into the Ho," he told them
"Fromthere we'll go south to talk to the Chok-Taw and the Chicky-Saw. "

Take us with you, they said. You won't be safe alone. But he didn't answer them and soon enough
they gave up. He set off at a run, and once again Alvin fell in step behind him matching him
stride for stride. It was alnost as far again as the journey from M zogan to Detroit. By nightfal
they would be at the edge of the Land of Flints. Ta-Kunsaw planned to sleep there, and find dreans
of his own, before daring to lead a Wite boy to Ei ght-Face Mund.
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Chapter 12 -- Cannons

Measure heard them comi ng only seconds before the door swung open and |ight flooded the root
cellar. Time enough to dunp out the dirt and tuck his loincloth into the deerhide belt, then
scranble forward onto the potatoes. The breechclout was so filthy it was |ike wearing dirt, but
this wasn't a time to get finicky.

They didn't waste no tine on prison inspection, so they didn't see the hole that was now
reaching a good two feet under the back wall. Instead they reached in and drug hi mout by the
arnpits, slamring the root cellar doors shut behind him The light was so sudden it dazzled him
and he couldn't make out who had him or how many they were. Didn't nuch matter. Anyone | oca
woul d have known himright off, so they had to be Harrison's boys, and once he knew that, he knew
it wasn't nothing good going to happen to him

"Like a pig," said Harrison. "Disgusting. You look like a Red."
"You put ne in a hole in the ground," said Measure. "I ain't about to cone out clean."”

"l gave you one long night to think about it, boy," said Harrison, "Now you got to nmake up your
m nd. There's two ways you can be useful to ne. One is alive, you telling all about how they
tortured your brother to death, himscreaning every second. You neke it a good story, and you tel
al | about how Ta- Kunmsaw and the Prophet were there, getting their own hands into the boy's bl ood.
You tell a story like that, and it's worth keeping you alive."

"Ta- Kumsaw saved ny life fromyour Chok-Taw Reds," said Measure, "That's the only story I|'lI
tell. Except to nmention how you wanted ne to tell another story."

"That's what | thought," said Harrison. "Fact is, even if you lied to ne and promi sed to tel
the story nmy way, | reckon | wouldn't've believed you. So we both agree-- it's the other choice."

Measure knew Harrison neant to produce his body, with the evidence of torture on it. Dead, he
couldn't tell anybody who did the cutting and burning. Well, thought Measure, you'll see | die as
brave as any nan.

But because he wasn't one to wel come death with both hands, he thought he'd give talking a bit
more of a try. "You let me go and call off this war, Harrison, and I'll keep ny nmouth shut. Just
Il et me wander in, and you allow as how it was all a terrible nistake and take your boys on hone
and | eave Prophetstown in peace, and | won't tell a word otherwise. That's alie I'mglad to
tell."

Harri son hesitated just a nonent, and Measure all owed hinself to hope he might actually have
sonme spark of godliness left in him to turn away fromthe sin of nurder before it was fully done.
Then Harrison sniled, shook his head, and waved his hand at a big ugly riverman standing right up
agai nst the wall.

"M ke Fink, this here's a renegade Wite boy, who has joined in with all the evil doings of Ta-

Kumsaw and his gang of child-killers and wife-rapers. | hope you'll break several of his bones."
Fink stood there, contenplating. "I reckon he'll make a-powerful |ot of noise, Gov."
"Well, jamin a gag on him" Harrison took a kerchief out of his own coat pocket. "Here, stuff

this in his nouth and tie it there."

Fink conplied. Measure tried to keep his eyes off him tried to calmthe dread that nmade his
belly so tight and his bladder so full. The kerchief filled his nouth so full he choked on it. He
only got control of hinself by breathing slow and steady through his nose. Fink tied his own red
scarf so tight around Measure's face that it forced the gag down into his throat even farther
again it took all his concentration just to breathe evenly and stop from gagging and retching. If
he did that, he'd sure breathe the that kerchief, right down into his lungs, and then he woul d
di e.

Whi ch was a crazy thought, seeing as how Harrison neant to have himdead no matter what. Maybe
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choking on a kerchief would be better than the pain Fink meant to cause. But Measure had too
strong a spark of life to choose to die like that. Pain or not, when he died he'd go out gasping,
not snothering hinmself just to get off easy.

"Breaking his bones ain't the way Reds do it." Fink was being hel pful. "They usually cut and
bum "
"Well, we don't have tine for cutting, and you can burn the body after he's dead. The point of

this is to have a colorful corpse, Mke, not to cause this boy pain. W' re not savages, or at
| east some of us aren't."

M ke chuckl ed, then reached out, took Measure by the shoul der, and kicked his feet out from
under him Measure never felt so helpless in his life as in that nonent when he fell. Fink didn't
have an inch of height or reach on him and Measure knew a few wassling tricks, but Fink never
even tried to grapple with him Just a grab and a kick, and Measure was on the floor.

"Don't you need to tie himfirst?" asked Harrison

In answer, Fink picked up Measure's left leg so fast and high that Measure slid across the fl oor
and his buttocks lifted right into the air. No chance to get |everage, no chance to kick. Then
Fi nk brought Measure's | eg down across his own thigh hard and sharp. H s | eg bones snapped |ike
dry kindling wood. Measure screaned into the gag, then nearly inhal ed the kerchief gasping for
breath. He never felt pain like that in all his Iife. For one crazy noment he thought, This is how
Alvin felt when that nmillstone fell on his |eg.

"Not in here," said Harrison. "Take himout back. Do it in the root cellar.”
"How many bones you want nme to break?" asked Fink
"All of them™"

Fi nk picked Measure up by an armand a leg and practically tossed himup over his shoul ders.
Despite the pain, Measure tried to lay in a punch or two, but Fink jerked down on his arm
breaking it right at the el bow

Measure was barely conscious the rest of the way outside. He heard sonebody in the distance
call, "Who you got there!"

Fi nk yell ed back, "Caught us a Red spy, sneaking around!"

The voice fromthe distance sounded faniliar to Measure, but he couldn't concentrate well enough
to remenber who it was. "Tear himapart!" he shout ed.

Fink didn't answer. He didn't set Measure down to open the root cellar doors, even though they
were low and at a slant, so you had to reach out and down, then pull themup. Fink just hooked the
toe of his boot under the door and flipped it up. It noved so fast it banged on the ground and
rebounded so as to nearly close again, but by then Fink was already stepping into the cellar; the
door hit his thigh and bounced right open again. Measure just heard it as banging and a little
jostling, which nade his leg and his el bow hurt all the nore. Wiy haven't | fainted yet, he
wondered. Now s as good a tine as any.

But he never did faint. Both | egs broken above and bel ow t he knee, his fingers bent back and
di sjointed, his hands crushed, his arns broken above and bel ow t he el bows-- through all that be
stayed awake, though the pain eventually got kind of far away, nore |ike the nenory of pain than
pain itself. If you hear one cymbal crash, it's loud; two or three cynbal crashes at once are
| ouder yet. But al ong about the twentieth cynmbal crash, it don't get |ouder, you just get deafer,
and you hardly hear any of themat all. That's howit was for Measure.

There was a sound of cheering in the distance
Sonrebody ran up. "Governor says finish up real quick, he wants you right away."

"I'l'l be done in a minute," said Fink. "Except for the burning.
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"Save it till later,"” the nman said. "Hurry!"

Fi nk dropped Measure, then stonped his chest till his ribs were pretty nmuch broke, bending in
and out any which way. Then her picked himup by the armand the hair and bit off his ear. Measure
felt it tear away with one |l ast desperate surge of anger. Then Fink gave his head a sharp tw st.
Measure heard his own neck snap. Fink flung himonto the potatoes. He rolled down the backsi de and
into the hole he dug. Only when his face was in the dirt did the pain stop and darkness cone.

Fink flipped the doors shut with his foot, slid the bar into place, and headed back to the
house. The cheering out front was |ouder. Harrison net himcom ng out of his office. "Never mnd
about that now, " Harrison said. "There's no need for a corpse to keep things hot around here. The
cannon just got here, and we'll attack in the norning.

Harri son rushed out to the front porch, and Mke Fink followed him Cannon? Wat did cannons
have to do with needing or not needing a corpse? Wat did he think Mke was, an assassin? Killing
Hooch was one thing, and killing a man in a fair fight was sonething else. But killing a young nman
with a gag in his nouth, that was altogether different. Wen he bit off that ear it just didn't
feel right. It wasn't no trophy of a fair fight. Took the heart right out of him He didn't even
bother biting off the other ear.

M ke stood there beside Harrison, watching the horses pull the four cannon right along, brisk as
you pl ease. He knew how Harrison would use the guns, he'd heard himplanning it. Two here, two
there, so they rake the whole Red city fromboth sides. Grape and canister, to rip and tear the
bodi es of the Reds, wonmen and children right along with the nen.

It ain"t my kind of a fight, thought M ke. Like that man out back. No challenge at all, like
stonpi ng baby frogs. You can do it, and not think twice. But you don't pick up the dead frogs,
stuff them and hang themon the wall, you just don't do that.

It ain't ny kind of fight.

Chapter 13 -- Eight-Face Mund

There was a different feel to the land around Licking River. Alvin didn't notice right off,
nmostly cause he was running with his wick trinmed, so to speak. Didn't notice nmuch at all. It was
one long dream as he ran. But as Ta-Kunsaw led himinto the Land of Flints, there was a change in
the dream Al around him no matter what he saw in his dream there was little sparks of deep-
black fire. Not |ike the nothingness that always lurked at the edges of his vision. Not like the
deep bl ack that sucked light into itself and never let it go. No, this black shone, it gave off
sparks.

And when they stopped running, and Alvin cane to hisself again, those black fires may have faded
just a bit but they were still there. Wthout so nuch as thinking, A vin walked toward one, a
bl ack blaze in a sea of green, reached down and picked it up. Aflint. A good big one.

"A twenty-arrow flint," said Ta-Kunsaw.

"It shines black and burns cold," said Al vin.
Ta- Kumsaw nodded. "You want to be a Red boy? Then nake arrowheads with ne."

Al vin caught on quick. He had worked with stone before. Wen he cut a nillstone, he wanted
snooth, flat surfaces. Wth flint, it was the edge, not the face that counted. His first two
arrowheads were clunsy, but then he was able to feel his way into the stone and find the natura
creases and folds, and then break them apart. For his fourth arrowhead, he didn't chip at all
Just used his fingers and gently pulled the arrowhead away fromthe flint.

Ta- Kunsaw s face showed no expression. That's what nost Wiite fol ks thought he | ooked |ike al
the tine. They thought Red nen, and nost especially Ta-Kumsaw, never felt nothing cause they never
| et nobody see their feelings. Alvin had seen himlaugh, though, and cry, and all the other faces
that a man can show. So he knowed that when Ta- Kunsaw showed nothing on his face, that neant he
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was feeling a whole ot of things.
"I worked with stone a ot before,” said Alvin. He felt |like he was sort of apol ogi zi ng.

"Flint isn't stone," said Ta-Kunsaw. "Pebbles in the river, boulders, those are stone. This is
living rock, rock with fire init, the hard earth that the land gives to us freely. Not hewn out
and tortured the way White men do with iron." He held up Alvin's fourth arrowhead, the one he
cajoled out of the flint with his fingers. "Steel can never have an edge this sharp.”

"It's just about as perfect an edge as | ever saw, " said Al .

"No chip marks," said Ta-Kunsaw. "No pressing. A Red man would see this flint and say, The |and
grew the flint this way."

"But you know better," said Al. "You know it's just a knack | got.

"A knack bends the land," said Ta-Kunmsaw. "Like a shag in the river churns the water on the
river's face. So it is with the |and when a Wite uses his knack. Not you."

Alvin puzzled on that for a mnute. "You nmean you can see where other fol ks did their doodl ebug
or beseeching or hex or charn®"

"Li ke the bad stink when a sick nan | oosens his bowel," said Ta-Kunsaw. "But you-- what you do
is clean. Like part of the land. | thought I would teach you howto be Red. Instead the |and gives
you arrowheads like a gift."

Again, Alvin felt |ike apologizing. It seened to nake Ta-Kunsaw angry, that he could do the
things he did. "It ain't like | asked anybody for this," he said. "I was just the seventh son of a
seventh son, and the thirteenth child."

"These nunbers-- seven, thirteen-- you Whites care about them but they're nothing in the | and.
The | and has true nunbers. One, two, three, four, five, six-- these nunbers you can find when you
stand in the forest and | ook around you. Were is seven? Were is thirteen?"

"Maybe that's why they're so strong,"” said Alvin. "' Maybe cause they ain't natural."
"Then why does the |land | ove this unnatural thing that you do?"

"I don't know, Ta-Kunsaw. |'monly ten going on el even."

Ta- Kunmsaw | aughed. "Ten? El even? Very weak nunbers.”

They spent the night there, in the borders of the Land of Flints. Ta-Kumsaw told Alvin the story
of that place, how it was the best flint country in the whole and. No matter how many flints the
Reds canme and took away, nore always cane out of the ground, just lying there to get picked up. In
years gone by, every now and then sone tribe would try to own the place. They'd bring their
warriors and kill anyone else who cane for flints. That way they figured they'd have arrows and
the other tribes wouldn't have any. But it never worked right. Cause as soon as that tribe won its
battles and held the land, the flints just plain disappeared. Not a one. Menbers of that tribe
woul d search and search, and never find a thing. They'd go away, and another tribe would conme in
and there'd be flints again, as many as ever.

"It belongs to everybody, this place. All Reds are at peace here. No killing, no war, no
quarrels-- or the tribe has no flints."

"I wish the whole world was a place like that," said Al vin.

"Listen to ny brother |ong enough, Wite boy, and you'll start to think it is. No, no, don't
explain to ne. Don't defend him He takes his road, | take mine. | think his way will kill nore
peopl e, Red or White, than nine."

In the night, Alvin dreaned. He saw hinself walk all the way around Ei ght-Face Mund, until he
found a place where a path seenmed to |l ead up the steep hill. He clinbed, then, and cane to the
top. The silver-leafed trees shook in the breeze, blinding himas the sun shone off them He
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wal ked to one tree, and in it there was a nest of redbirds. Every tree the sane, a single redbird
nest.

Except one tree. It was different fromthe others. It was older, gnarled, with spreading
branches instead of the up-reaching kind. Like a fruit tree. And the | eaves were gold, not silver
so they didn't shine so bright, but they were soft and deep. In the tree, he saw round white
fruit, and he knew that it was ripe. But when he reached out his hand to take the fruit, and eat
it, he could hear |aughter, jeering. He | ooked around hi mand saw everybody he ever knowed in his
whol e life, laughing at him Except one-- Tal eswapper. Tal eswapper was standing there, and he
said, "Eat." Alvin reached up and plucked a single fruit out of the tree and took it to his |ips
and bit intoit. It was juicy and firm and the taste was sweet and bitter, salt and sour all at
once, so strong it made himtingle all over-- but good, a taste he wanted to hold inside him
forever.

He was about to take a second bite when he saw that the fruit was gone fromhis hand, and not a
one hung fromthe tree. "One bite is all you need for now, " said Tal eswapper. "Renenber how it
tastes.”

"I'"ll never forget," said Al vin.

Everybody was still |aughing, |ouder than ever; but Alvin paid themno mnd. He'd took hima
bite of the fruit, and all he wanted now was to bring his fanily to the sane tree, and | et them
eat; to bring everybody he ever knowed, and even strangers, too, and let themtaste it. If they'd
just taste it, Alvin figured, they'd know.

"What woul d they know?" asked Tal eswapper.
Al couldn't think what it was. "Just know," he said. "Know everything. Everything that's good."
"That's right," said Tal eswapper. "Wth the first bite, you know "

"What about the second bite?"

"Wth the second bite, you live forever," said Tal eswapper. "And that isn't a thing you' d better
pl an on doi ng, ny boy. Don't ever inmagine you can live forever."

Al vin woke up that norning with the taste of the fruit still in his mouth. He had to force
hinself to believe that it was just a dream Ta-Kunsaw was al ready up. He had a |l ow fire going,
and he had called two fish out of the Licking River. Now they were spitted with sticks down their
nmout hs. He handed one to Alvin.

But Alvin didn't want to eat. If he did, the taste of the fruit would go out of his nmouth. He'd
begin to forget, and he wanted to remenber. Oh, he knowed that he'd have to eat sonetime-- a body
can get remarkable thin saying no to food all the tinme. But today, for now, he didn't want to eat.

Still, he held the spit and watched the trout sizzle. Ta-Kunsaw tal ked, telling himabout
calling fish and other aninals when you need to eat. Asking themto cone. If the |and wants you to
eat, then they cone; or maybe sonme other animal, it doesn't matter, just so you eat what the | and

gi ves you. Alvin thought about the fish he was roasting. Didn't the | and know he wasn't going to
eat this norning? O did it send this fish to tell himhe ought to eat after all?

Nei t her one. Because just at the nonment the fish were ready to eat, they heard the crashing and
thunping that told thema Wite man was com ng.

Ta- Kumsaw sat very still, but he didn't so much as pull out his knife. "If the land brings a
VWhite nman here, then he isn't ny eneny," said Ta- Kunmsaw.

In a few seconds, the Wiite nan stepped into the clearing. H's hair was white, where he wasn't
bald. He was carrying his hat. He had a sl ack-1ooki ng pouch over his shoul der, and no weapon at
all. Alvin knew right off what was in that pouch. A change of clothes, a few snatches of food, and
a book. A third of the book contained single sentences, where folks had witten down the npst
i mportant thing they ever saw happen with their own eyes. The last two-thirds of the book, though
were sealed with a | eather strap. That was where Tal eswapper wote down his own stories, the ones

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T...20Alvin%20Maker%202%20-%20Red%20Prophet.txt (113 of 159) [1/14/03 10:16:58 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/ The%620T al es%200f %20A1vin%20M aker%6202%20-%20Red%20Prophet.txt
he believed and thought were inportant.

Cause that's who it was, Tal eswapper, who Alvin never thought to see again in his life. And

suddenly, seeing that old friend, Alvin knew why two fish came at Ta-Kunmsaw s call. "Tal eswapper,"
Alvin said, "I hope you're hungry, cause | got a fish here that |I roasted for you."
Tal eswapper led. "I'mright glad to see you, Alvin, and right glad to see that fish."

Al vin handed himthe spit. Tal eswapper sat himdown in the grass, across, the fire fromA vin
and Ta- Kunsaw. "Thank you kindly, Alvin," said Tal eswapper. He pulled out his knife and neatly
began flaking off slices of fish. They sizzled his lips, but he just |icked and smacked and made
short work of the trout. Ta-Kunsaw al so ate his, and Alvin watched them both. Ta-Kunmsaw never t ook
his eyes of f Tal eswapper.

"This is Tal eswapper,” Alvin said. "He's the man who taught nme how to heal ."

"I didn't teach you," said Tal eswapper. "l just gave you sone idea how to teach yourself. And
persuaded you that you ought to try." Tal eswapper directed his next sentence at Ta-Kunsaw. "He was
set to let hinself die before he'd use his knack to heal hinself, can you believe that?"

"And this is Ta-Kunsaw," said Al vin

"Ch, | knew that the nminute | saw you. Do you know what a | egend you are anong Wite people?
You're like Saladin during the Crusade-- they admire you nore than they adnmire their own | eaders,
even though they know you're sworn to fight until you've driven the |ast Wite man out of
Anerica.”

Ta- Kumsaw sai d not hi ng.

"I'"ve met nmaybe two dozen children naned after you, nost of them boys, all of them Wite. And
stories-- about you saving Wiite captives from being burned to death, about you bringing food to
peopl e you drove out of their hones, so they wouldn't starve. | even believe sone of those
stories."

Ta- Kunmsaw finished his fish and laid the spit in the fire.

"I also heard a story as | was coming here, about how you captured two Wiites from Vi gor Church
and sent their bloody torn-up clothes to their parents. How you tortured themto death to show how
you nmeant to destroy every Wite-man, wonman, and child. How you said the tine for being civilized
was past, and now you'd use pure terror to drive the Wiite nan out of Anerica."

For the first tine since Tal eswapper arrived, Ta-Kunmsaw spoke. "Did you believe that story?"

"Well, | didn't," said Tal eswapper. "But that's because | already knew the truth. You see, | got
a message froma girl | knew- a young lady now, she is. It was a letter." He took a folded letter
fromhis coat, three sheets of paper covered with witing. He handed themto Ta- Kunsaw.

Wthout |ooking at it, Ta-Kunsaw handed the letter to Alvin. "Read it to nme," he said.
"But you can read English," said Alvin.
"Not here," said Ta-Kunsaw.

Alvin | ooked at the letter, at all three pages of it, and to his surprise he couldn't read it

either. The letters all |ooked famliar. Wien he studied themout, he could even nane them- T-H E-
MA-K-EERNE-E-DS-Y-OU, that's howit started, but it made no sense to Al at all, he couldn't
even say for sure what |anguage it was in. "I can't read it either," he said, and handed it back

to Tal eswapper.

Tal eswapper studied it for a mnute, then | aughed and put it back into his coat pocket. "Well
that's a story for my book. A place where a nan can't read."”

To Alvin's surprise, Ta-Kumsaw smiled. "Even you?"
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"I know what it says, because | read it before," said Tal eswapper. "But | can't make out a
single word of it today. Even when | know what the word is supposed to be. What is this place?"

"We're in the Land of Flints," said Al vin.

"We're in the shadow of Ei ght-Face Mund," said Ta- Kunsaw.

"I didn't think a White man could get here," said Tal eswapper.

"Neither did I," said Ta-Kunsaw. "But here is a Wiite boy, and there is a Wite man."

"l dreaned you last night,"” said Alvin. "I dreaned | was on top of Eight-Face Mund, and you
were with nme, explaining things to ne."

"Don't count on it,"'
explain to anybody. "

sai d Tal eswapper. "I doubt there's a thing on Eight-Face Mund that | could

"How di d you cone here," asked Ta-Kunsaw, "if you didn't know you were conming to the Land of
Flints?"

"She told ne to cone up the Miusky-Ingum and when | saw a white boul der on the right, | should
take the fork that led left. She said I'd find Alvin MIler Junior sitting with Ta-Kunsaw by a
fire, roasting fish."

"Who told you all this?" asked Alvin.

"A wonan, " said Tal eswapper. "A torch. She told nme you saw her in a vision, Alvin, inside a
crystal tower, not nore than a week ago by now. She was the one who pulled the caul from your
face, when you were born. She's been watching you ever since, in the way a torch sees. She went
inside that tower with you and saw out of your eyes."

"The Prophet said sonmeone was with us,"” said Alvin.

"She | ooked out of his eye, too," said Tal eswapper, "and she saw all his futures. The Prophet
will die. Tonorrow norning. Shot by your own father's gun, Alvin."

"No!" cried Al vin.

"Unl ess, " said Tal eswapper. "Unl ess Measure cones in tinme to show your father that he's alive,
that Ta- Kunsaw and the Prophet never harmed him or you either."

"But Measure |eft days ago!"

"That's right, Alvin. But he got captured by Governor Harrison's nen. Harrison has him and
t oday, maybe even right now, one of Harrison's nmen is killing him Breaking his bones, breaking
his neck. Tonmorrow Harrison will attack Prophetstown with his cannon, killing everybody. Every
soul. So nmuch bl ood that the Tippy-Canoe will flow scarlet and the Wbbish will flowred clear to
the Hio.

Ta- Kunsaw | eaped to his feet. "I have to go back. | have to--"

"You know how far you are," said Tal eswapper. "You know where your warriors are. Even if you ran
all night and all day, as fast as you Reds can go--"

"Noon tonorrow, " said Ta- Kunsaw.
"He'l| be dead already," said Tal eswapper.

Ta- Kunmsaw shouted in angui sh, so loud that several birds cried out and flew away fromthe
meadow.

"Now, hold your horses, just wait a minute. If there were nothing we could do, she wouldn't very
wel | have sent nme on this chase, now, would she? Don't you see we're acting out a plan that's
bi gger than all of us? Way did it happen that Alvin and Measure were the two boys that Harrison's
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hi red Chok-Taw ki dnapped? How do you happen to be here, and ne also, at the very day when we're
nost needed?"

"They need us there," said Ta-Kumsaw.

"l don't think so," said Tal eswapper. "I think that if they needed us there, then there we'd be.
They need us here.™

"You're like nmy brother, trying to make ne fit into his plans!”

"I wish | were |ike your brother. He has visions and sees what's going on, while all | get is a
letter froma torch. But here | am and here you are, and if we weren't supposed to be here, we
just plain wouldn't, whether you like it or not."

Alvin didn't like this talk of what was supposed to happen. Wio was doing all this supposing?
What did Tal eswapper nean-- they were all poppets on sticks? Was sonebody maki ng t hem nove any ol d
way, whatever he felt ought to happen? "If sonebody's so all-fired in charge of everything," said
Alvin, "he hasn't been doing too good a job of it, getting us into a fix like this."

Tal eswapper grinned. "You really don't take to religion, do you, boy?"
"I just don't think anybody's maki ng us do anything."

"Nor did | say so," said Tal eswapper. "I'm just saying things never get so bad we can't do
sonmething to nake them better."

"Well I'1l be glad to take suggestions. Wat did this torch lady think I ought to do?" asked
Al vi n.

"She said you're supposed to clinb the nountain and heal Measure. Don't ask ne nore than that--
that's all she said. There isn't a nountain worthy of the name in these parts, and Measure's in
the root cellar behind Vinegar Riley's house--"

"I know that place," said Alvin. "I been there. But | can't-- | nean |'ve never tried to hea
sonmebody who wasn't right there in front of nme."

"Enough tal king," said Ta-Kumsaw. "Ei ght-Face Mound called you in a dream Wite boy. This man
came to tell you to go up the nountain. Everything begins when you clinb the Mound. If you can.”

"Sone things end on Ei ght-Face Mund," said Tal eswapper.
"What does a White man know about this place?" asked Ta- Kunsaw.

"Not a thing," said Tal eswapper. "But | knelt by the bed of a dying Irrakwa worman, nany years
ago, and she told ne that the nost inportant thing in her life was, she was the | ast Irrakwa ever
to stand inside Eight-Face Mund."

"The Irrakwa have all turned Wiite in their hearts," said Ta-Kunsaw. "Ei ght-Face Myund woul d
never let themin now "

"But I'mWite," said Alvin

"Very good problem" said Ta-Kunmsaw. "The Mound will tell you the answer. Maybe the answer is
you don't go up and everybody dies. Cone."

He | ed them along the path the | and opened up for them until they cane to a steep hill, thickly
grown with trees and branbles. There was no path. "This is Red Man's Face," said Ta-Kumsaw. "This
is where Red nen clinb. The path is gone. You can't clinb here."

"Where, then?" asked Al vin.

"How do | know?" said Ta-Kunsaw. "The story is that if you clinb a different face, you find a
di fferent Mound. The story is that if you clinb the Builders' Face, you find their ancient city,
still alive on the Mound. If you clinb the Beasts' Face, you find a | and where a giant buffalo is
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king, a strange animal w th horns that come out of his mouth and a nose like a terrible snake, and
huge cougars with teeth as long as spears all bow before himand worship. Who knows if these
stories are true? No one clinbs those faces now. "

"I's there a White Man's Face?" asked Al vin.

"Red Man, Medicine, Builder, Beast. Four other faces we don't know their nanes," said Ta- Kunsaw.

"Maybe one of themis Wite Man's Face. Cone."

He led themaround the hill. The Mwund rose on their left hand. No path opened. Alvin recognized
everything they saw. His dream | ast night was true, at least this nuch: Tal eswapper was with him
and he circled the Mund before clinbing.

They came to the last of the unknown faces. No path. Alvin nmade as if to go on to the next face.

"No use," said Ta-Kunmsaw. "All eight faces, none will let us up. The next is Red Man's Face
again."

"I know," said Alvin. "But here's the path."

There it was, straight as an arrow. Right on the edge shared by Red Man's Face and the unknown
face beside it.

"You are half Red," said Ta-Kumsaw.
"Go on up," said Tal eswapper.
"In ny dreamyou were with me up there," said Al -vin.

"Maybe so," said Tal eswapper. "But the fact is, | can't see this path the two of you are talking
about. It looks just like all the rest of the faces. So I reckon I"'mnot invited."

"CGo," said Ta-Kumsaw. "Hurry."
"You cone with ne, then," said Alvin. "You see the path, don't you?"

"I didn't dream of the Mund," said Ta-Kunmsaw. "And what you see there, it will be half what the
Red nan sees, and half a new place that | should never see. Go now, don't waste tine anynore. My
brot her and your brother will die unless you do whatever it is the |land brought you here to do."

"I"'mthirsty," said Al .

"Drink there," said Ta-Kunsaw, "if the Mound offers you water. Eat if the Mound offers you
food."

Al set his feet on the path and scranbled up the hill. It was steep, but there were roots to
grab, plenty of footholds, and before long the path crested, |eveled, and the underbrush ended.

He had thought the Mound was a single hill, with eight slopes. Now, though, he could see that
each of the eight slopes was a separate Mund, arranged to forma deep bow.in the mddle. The
val | ey seened nuch too large, the farthest Munds nuch too far away. Hadn't Al vin wal ked around
the entire Mound this norning with Ta-Kunmsaw and Tal eswapper ? Ei ght-Face Mound was nuch nore
inside than it seened to be outside.

He wal ked carefully down the grassy slope. It was tufted, irregular, the grass cool, the soil
moi st and firm It seemed nuch farther going down than it had been going up. Wen he finally
reached the valley floor, he stood on the verge of a neadow, with silver-leafed trees, just like
in his dream So his dream had been true, showing hima real place that he could not have
i magi ned.

But how was he supposed to find Measure and heal hin? What did the Mound have to do with
anything at all? It was afternoon now, they'd taken so long circling the Mund-- Measure m ght
al ready be dying, and he didn't have any idea how to go about hel ping him
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He couldn't think of anything to do but wal k. He thought he'd cross the valley and see one of
the ot her mounds, but it was the strangest thing. No matter how far he wal ked, no matter how many
silver-leafed trees he passed, the nound he wal ked toward was always just as far away. It made him
afraid-- would he be trapped up here forever? --and he hurried back in the direction he started
from In just a few nmnutes he reached the place where his footprints cane down the slope. Surely
he had wal ked away fromthat spot for nuch |onger than that. A couple nore tries convinced him
that the valley went on forever in every direction except the one he cane from In that direction,
it was just like he was always in the very center of the Mound, no matter how far he'd wal ked to
get where he was.

Alvin | ooked for the gold-leafed tree with the pure white fruit, but he couldn't find it, and he
wasn't surprised. The taste of the fruit was still in his mouth fromthe dreamthe night before.
He woul dn't get another taste of it, waking or dream ng, because the second bite would make him
live forever. He didn't mind nuch, not getting that bite. Death didn't breathe all that heavy down
the neck of a boy his age.

He heard water. A brook, clear cold water flowing rapidly over stones. It was inmpossible, of
course. The valley of Ei ght-Face Mound was conpletely enclosed. If water ran so fast here, why
didn't the valley fill right up to nake a | ake? Wiy wasn't there a single streamrunning off the
mound out si de? Where woul d such a stream cone from anyway? The nound was nman-made, like all the
ot her mounds scattered all through the country, though none of the others was so old. You don't
get springs coming out of man-made hills. It made hi m suspicious of this water, to have it be so
i mpossible. Come to think of it, though, quite a few i npossible things had happened to himin his
life, and this was far from bei ng the nost peculiar.

Ta- Kunsaw said to drink if the mound offered hi mwater, so he knelt and drank, plunging his face
right into the water and sucking the water straight into his mouth. It didn't take away the taste
of the fruit. If anything, it was stronger after he drank

He knelt on the bank, studying the opposite shore of the brook. The water was fl ow ng
differently there. In fact, it was lapping the shore |like ocean waves, and once that thought
occurred to Alvin he saw that the shape of the opposite shore was just |ike the map of the east
coast that Arnor-of-God showed him The nenory canme back clear and sharp. Here where the shore
bowed outward, that was Carolina in the Crown Col onies. This deep bay was t he Chase-a-pick, and
here was the nouth of the Potty-Mick, which nade the border between the United States and the
Crown Col oni es.

Al vin stood and stepped across the stream

It was just grass. He didn't see no rivers or towns, no boundaries, no roads. But fromthe
coast, he could pretty nuch guess where the Hio country was, and where this very nound woul d be.
He took two steps, and all of a sudden there he saw Ta- Kunmsaw and Tal eswapper, setting on the
ground in front of him |ooking up at himas surprised as coul d be.

"You clinmbed up after all,"” said Alvin.

"Not hi ng of the sort," said Tal eswapper. "\W've been right here since you left."
"Way did you cone back down?" asked Ta- Kunsaw.

"But | ain't down at all,"” said Alvin. "I'"mdown here in the valley of the nmound."
"Val | ey?" asked Ta- Kunsaw.

"We're down here bel ow the nound,"” said Tal eswapper.

Then Al vin understood. Not so as to put it into words, but well enough to use it, to use what
the nound had given him He could travel across the face of the land like this, a hundred mles in
a step, and see the people that he needed to see. The people that he knew. Measure. Alvin touched
his forehead in salute to the two nmen who waited for him then took a small step. They
di sappear ed.

He found the town of Vigor Church easy enough. First person he saw was Arnor-of-God, kneeling in
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prayer. Alvin didn't say nothing to him for fear Arnor mght take it as a vision of the dead.
Where woul d Arnor be, though? In his own house? In that case Vinegar Riley's place would be back
this way, east of town. He turned around.

He saw his own father, setting with Mdther. Pa was snoot hing out some nusket balls he'd cast.
And Ma was whispering to him all urgent. She was angry, and so was Pa. "Wnen and children
that's what they are in that towmn. Even if the Prophet and Ta-Kunsaw killed our boys, them wonen
and children there didn't do it. You'll be no better than themif you raise a hand agai nst them
won't see you come back into this house, |I'Il never see you again if you kill one soul of them |
swear it, Alvin Mller."

Pa just kept on polishing, except once when he said, "They killed ny boys."
Alvin tried to answer, opened his nmouth to say, "But | ain't dead, Pal

It didn't work. He couldn't say a word. He wasn't brought up here to give a vision to his
parents, neither. It was Measure he had to find, or Pa's own nusket ball would kill the Shining
Man.

It wasn't far, not even a step. Alvin just inched his feet forward, and Ma and Pa di sappeared.
He caught a glinpse of Cal mand David, shooting their guns-- probably at targets. And Wastenot and
Want not, rammi ng somrething-- ranm ng shot down the barrel of a cannon. dinpses of other folks,

t hough because he didn't know or care about themhe didn't see themclear. Finally he saw Measure

He had to be dead. Hi s neck was broke, judging fromthe angle of his head, and his arms and | egs
were all broke, too. Alvin didn't dare nove, or he'd travel a nmile in an instant, and Measure
woul d di sappear just like the others. Alvin just stood there, and sent his spark out into the body
of his brother, lying before himon the ground.

Alvin never felt such painin all his life. It wasn't Measure's pain, it was his own. It was
Alvin's sense of how things ought to be, of the right shape of things; inside Measure's body,
not hi ng was going right. Parts of himwere dying, the blood was packed into his belly and crushing
his own life out, his brain wasn't connected to his body no nore, it was the nost terrible ness
Alvin ever saw, everything wong, so wong that it hurt himto see it, a pain so sharp he cried
out. But Measure didn't hear him Measure was beyond hearing. |If Measure wasn't dead he was hal f
an inch frombeing dead, and that was sure.

Alvin went to his heart first. It was still punping, but there wasn't nmuch blood left in the
veins; it was all lost in Measure's chest and belly. That was the first thing Alvin had to nmend,
heal up the blood vessels and get the blood back where it belonged, flowing in its channels.

Tinme, it all took tine. Al the broken ribs, the cut-up organs. Al the bones, joining them
wi thout so nuch as a hand to hel p nove sonething into the right place-- sone of the bones were so

out of line that he couldn't heal themat all. He'd have to wait until Measure woke up enough to
hel p him
So Alvin got inside Measure's brain, the nerves running down his spine, and healed it all, put

it back the way it had to be.

Measure woke with one long, terrible scream of agony. He was alive and the pain was back
sharper and clearer than it ever was before. I"'msorry, Measure. | can't heal you up w thout
letting the pain cone back. And | got to heal you, or too many innocent fol ks are dead.

Alvin didn't even notice that it was already night, and half his work still |lay ahead of him

Chapter 14 -- Ti ppy Canoe

In Prophetstown, no one but the children slept that night. The adults all felt the circling
White army; the bidings and hexes cast by the Wiite troops were |like trunpets and banners to the
| and- sense of the Reds.

Not all of them found they had the courage to keep their oath, now that iron-and-fire death was
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hours away. But they kept the oath this far: They gathered their fanmlies and slipped out of
Pr ophet st own, passing silently between conpani es of Wiite soldiers, who neither heard nor saw
them Knowi ng they could not die w thout defending thenselves, they left, so that not one Red
woul d mar the perfection of the Prophet's refusal to fight.

Tenskwa- Tawa was not surprised that some left; he was surprised that so many stayed. Alnost all
So many who believed in him so many who woul d prove that trust in blood. He dreaded the norning;
the pain of a single murder close at hand had cursed himw th the black noise for many years.
True, it was his father who was killed, so the pain was nore; but did he | ove the peopl e of
Prophet stown any |l ess than he had | oved his father?

Yet he had to fend off the black noise, keep his wits about him or all their deaths would be in
vain. If their dying acconplished nothing, he wouldn't have themdo it. So nany tinmes he had
searched the crystal tower, tying to find some way to approach this day, sonme path that would | ead
to somet hing good. The best that he could find was the |and divided, Red west of the M zzipy,
White to the east. Even that, though, could be found only through the narrowest of paths. So much
depended on the Wiite boys, so nuch on Tenskwa- Tawa, so nuch on White Mirderer Harrison hinself.
For in all the paths in which Harrison showed any nercy, the nassacre of Tippy-Canoe did nothing
to stop the destruction of the Reds, and, with them the land. In all those paths, the Red nen
dwi ndl ed, confined to tiny preserves of desolate land, until the whole | and was Wite, and
therefore brutalized into subm ssion, stripped and cut and ravi shed, giving vast amounts of food
that was only an inmtation of the true harvest, poisoned into life by alchem cal trickery. Even
the Wiite man suffered in those visions of the future, but it would be many generations before he
reali zed what he had done. Yet here-- Prophetstown-- there was a day-- tonorrow - when the future
could be turned onto an unlikely path, but a better one. One that would lead to a living | and
after all, even if it was truncated; one that would | ead sonmeday to a crystal city catching
sunlight and turning it into visions of truth for all who lived within it.

That was Tenskwa- Tawa's hope, that he could cling to the bright vision through all of tomorrow s
pain, and so turn that pain, that blood, that black noise of nurder, to an event that woul d change
t he worl d.

Even before the first detectable rays of |light rose above the horizon, Tenskwa-Tawa felt the
com ng dawn. He felt it partly in the stirring of life to the east. He could feel it fromfarther
off than any other Red. He felt it also, though, fromthe novenents anong the Wiites as they
prepared to light the matches for their cannon. Four fires, hidden and therefore reveal ed by
spells and witchery. Four cannon, poised to rake the city, end to end.

Tenskwa- Tawa wal ked through the city, humming softly. They heard him and awakened their
children. The Wiite nmen thought to kill themin their sleep, faceless within their w gwans and
| odges. Instead, they energed in the darkness, wal king surefooted to the broad nmeadow of the
meeting ground. There wasn't room enough for all of themeven to sit. They stood, families
together, father and nother with their children in the circle of their enbrace, waiting for the
VWhite man to spill their blood.

"The earth will not soak up your blood," Tenskwa- Tawa had pronised diem "It will flowinto the
river, and I will hold it there, all the power of all your lives and all your deaths, and | wll
use it to keep the land alive, and bind the Wite man to the | ands he has already captured and
begun to kill."

So now Tenskwa- Tawa made his way to the bank of the Tippy-Canoe, watching the meadow fill up
with his people, of whom so nany woul d di e before hi mbecause they believed in his words.

* k% %

"Stand with nme today, M. MIller," said General Harrison. "It's your kin whose bl ood we'l
avenge today. | want you to have the honor of firing the first bullet in this war."

M ke Fink watched as the hot-eyed miller carefully ranmed wad and shot down his nusket barrel
M ke knew the thirst for nmurder in his eyes. It was a kind of nmadness that came on a man, and it
made hi m dangerous, nade himable to do things beyond his normal reach. M ke was just as glad that
mller didn't know just when and how his boy had died. On, Governor Bill hadn't never told him
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right out who that young nman was, but M ke Fink wasn't a boy in short pants, and he knew al

right. Harrison played a deep gane, but one thing was sure. He'd do anything to raise hinself

hi gher and put nore | and and peopl e under his control. And M ke Fink knew that Harrison would only
keep himaround as | ong as he was useful

The funny thing was, you see, that Mke Fink didn't think of hinself as a nurderer. He thought
of life as a contest, and dyi ng was what happened to those who cane out second best, but it wasn't
the sane as nurder, it was a fair fight. Like how he killed Hooch-- Hooch didn't have to be so
carel ess. Hooch coul d have noticed Mke wasn't on the shore with the other pol eboys, Hooch could
have been watchful and wary, and if he had been, why, Mke Fink nmight well have died. So Hooch
lost his life because he lost the contest-- the contest he and M ke were both playing for

But that boy yesterday, he wasn't a player. He wasn't in the contest at all. He just wanted to
go horme. M ke Fink never wrassled a man who didn't want a fight, and he never killed a man who
wasn't set to kill himfirst if he got a chance. Yesterday was the first tine he had ever killed
sonmebody just cause he was told to, and he didn't like it, didn't like it one bit. Mke could see
now t hat Governor Bill thought he had killed Hooch that same way, just because he was told to. But
it wasn't so. And today M ke Fink | ooked at the young man's father, with all that rage in his
eyes, and he said to that nman-- but silently, so nobody could hear-- he said, I"'mwth you,

agree with you that the man who killed your boy shoul d die.
Troubl e was, M ke Fink was that man. And he was pl ai n ashaned.

Sane thing with them Red nen in Prophetstown. Wat kind of contest was it, to wake themup with
grapeshot whistling through their own houses, setting themafire, cutting into their bodies, the
bodi es of children and wonen and ol d nmen?

Not my kind of fight, thought M ke Fink

The first light of dawn cane into the sky. Prophetstown was still nothing but shadows, but it
was tine. Alvin MIler ained his nusket right into the thick of the houses, and then he fired.

A few seconds | ater, the cannons banged out their answer. Maybe a few nore seconds, and the
first flane appeared in the town.

The cannons fired again. Yet not a soul ran screaning out of the wi gwans. Not even the ones that
were afire.

Didn't anybody else notice it? Didn't they realize that the Reds were all gone out of
Prophet stown? And if they were gone, that neant they knew all about this morning's attack. And if
they knew, that neant they might be ready, lying in anbush. O maybe they all escaped, or naybe-
M ke Fink's lucky amulet was nearly burning him it felt so hot. He knew what that neant. Tine to
go. Sonething real bad was going to happen to himif he stayed.

So he slid off down the Iine of soldiers-- or what passed for soldiers, since there hadn't been
nore than a day or two for training some of these raw farners. Nobody paid no heed to M ke Fink
They were too busy watching the wi gwans burn. Some of themhad finally noticed that nobody seened
to be in the Red city, and they were tal king about it, worried. MKke said nothing, kept noving
along the line, down toward the creek

The cannon were all on the high ground; they sounded farther away. M ke energed fromthe trees
into the cleared ground that ran down to the river. There he stopped short and stared. The dawn
was still just a grey streak in the distance, but there was no m staking what he saw. Thousands
and thousands of Reds, standing shoulder to shoulder in the nmeadow. Sonme were crying softly-- no
doubt stray shrapnel and nusket balls had come this far, since two of the cannons were on the
opposite side of the city fromhere, firing this direction. But they weren't making a nove to
defend thenselves. It wasn't an anbush. They had no weapons. These Red folks were all lined up to
di e.

There was maybe a dozen canoes up and down the bank of the river. Mke Fink pushed one out into
the water and rolled hinself aboard. Downstream that's where he'd go, all the way down the
Wobbi sh to the Ho. It wasn't war today, it was nmassacre, and that just wasn't M ke Fink's kind of
fight. Nearly everybody's got a thing so bad he just won't do it.
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* % %

In the darkness of the root cellar, Measure couldn't see if Alvin was really there or not. But
he coul d hear his voice, soft but urgent, riding in over the crest of the pain. "I'mtrying to fix
you, Measure, but | need your help."

Measure coul dn't answer. Speech wasn't one of the things he could nanage right at the nonent.

"I'"ve fixed your neck, and sone of your ribs, and the guts that got tore up," said Alvin. "And
your |left arm bones were pretty much in a line, so they're all right, can you feel that?"

It was true that there wasn't no pain comng from Measure's left arm He noved it. It jostled
the whol e rest of his body, but it could nove, it had sone strength in it.

"Your ribs," said Alvin. "Poking out. You got to push them back in place."

Measure pushed on one and nearly fainted fromthe pain. "I can't."

"You got to."

"Make it not hurt."

"Measure, | don't know how. Not without making it so you can't nobve. You just got to stand it.

Everything you get back in place, | can fix it, and then it won't hurt no nore, but first you got
to straighten it, you got to."

"You do it."
"I can't."

"Just reach out and do it, Alvin, you're big for ten, you can do it."

"I can't."

"I once cut your bone for you, to save your life, | once did that."

"Measure, | can't do it cause | ain't there."

This made no sense to Measure. So he knew he was dreanming. Well, if he was dreami ng, why didn't

he cone up with some dream where things didn't hurt so bad?
"Push on the bone, Measure."

Alvin just wouldn't go away. So Measure pushed, and it hurt him But Alvin was as good as his
word. Soon after, the place where he strai ghtened out the bone didn't hurt no nore.

It took so long. He was so tore up that it seenmed there just wasn't no end to the pain. But in
between times, while Alvin was naki ng things heal up where he just fixed the bones, Measure
expl ained to Alvin what had happened to him and Alvin told himwhat he knew, and pretty soon
Measure understood that there was a lot nore to this than saving the life of one young nan in a
root cellar.

Finally, finally it was over. Measure couldn't hardly believe it. He had hurt so much for so
many hours that it felt downright strange not to hurt anywhere.

He heard the thunp, thunp of cannon firing. "Can you hear that, Alvin?" he asked.
Alvin couldn't.
"The shooting's started. The cannon."

"Then run, Measure. Go as fast as you can.”

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T...20Alvin%20Maker%202%20-%20Red%20Prophet.txt (122 of 159) [1/14/03 10:16:58 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/ The%20T al es%6200f%620A | vin%20M aker%202%620-%20Red%20Prophet.txt
"Alvin, I'min a root cellar. They barred the door."
Alvin cussed with a couple of words that Measure didn't know the boy had ever heard.

"Alvin, | got me a hole half-dug here in the back. You got such a knack with stone, | wondered
if you could | oosen things up for me here, so | could dig out real fast."

And that's how it worked out. Measure rolled himself into the hole and just closed his eyes and
pawed at the dirt above his head. It was nothing |ike digging the day before, rubbing his fingers
raw on the dirt. It just fell away, slid off him when he reached up to dig nore, the dirt slipped
under his shoulders, and there it firnmed right up, so that he didn't even have to think about
moving the dirt out of the hole, it was just filling up underneath him He kicked, and his |egs
jostled the dirt loose, so his whole body was rising up the same way.

Swi mm ng through dirt, that's what |I'mdoing, he thought, and he started to laugh, it was so
easy and so strange.

His | augh was finished in the open air. He was on top, just behind the root cellar. The sky was
pretty light-- the sun would be up in just a mnute or so. The booning of the cannon had stopped.
Did that mean it was over, too |ate? Maybe, though, they were just letting the guns cool. O
movi ng themto another place. O maybe the Reds even nmanaged to capture the guns-- But woul d that
be good news? Right or wong, his brothers and his father were with them guns, and if the Reds won
this battle, some of his kin might die. It was one thing to know that the Reds were in the right
and the Whites in the wong; it was sonething else to wi sh defeat on your owmn famly, defeat and
maybe death. He had to stop the battle, and so he ran, |ike he never done before. Alvin's voice
was gone, now, but Measure didn't need to be encouraged. He fair to flew down that road.

He net two people on the way. One was Ms. Hatch, who was driving her wagon al ong the road,
| oaded down with supplies. Wen she saw Measure, she screamed-- he was wearing a |oincloth and
filthy as could be, and she couldn't be blaned for thinking he was a Red all set to scalp her. She

was of f that wagon and runni ng before Measure could so much as call her nane. Wl |, that was fine
with him He nearly tore the horse fromthe wagon, he worked so fast, and then he was riding
bar eback, gall oping along the road hoping that the horse wouldn't trip and spill him

The ot her person he net along the way was Arnor-of-God. Arnor was kneeling in the nmiddle of the
common green, out front of his store, praying his heart out while the cannon roared and the
nmuskets crackled across the river. Measure hailed him and Arnmor | ooked up with a face like as if
he'd seen Jesus resurrected. "Measure!" he shouted. "Stop, stop!"”

Measure was all set to go on, to say he had no tinme, but then Arnor was out in the niddle of the
way, and the horse was shy to go around him so he did stop. "Measure, are you an angel or alive?"

"Alive, no thanks to Harrison. Tried to nurder ne, he did. I|"'malive and so is Alvin. This whol e
thing was Harrison's doing, and |'ve got to put a stop to it."

"Well you can't go like that," said Arnmor. "Wait, | said!/ You can't just show up wearing a
| oincloth and covered up with dirt |ike that, sonebody's going to think you're a Red and shoot you
on the spot!"

"Then hop on this horse behind ne, and give nme your clothing on the way!"

So Measure hoisted Arnor-of-CGod onto the horse behind him and they rode out to the river
crossi ng.

Peter Ferryman's wife was there to run the winch. One | ook at Measure was enough to tell her al
she needed to know. "Hurry," she said. "It's so bad, the river's running scarlet."

On the ferry, Arnmor stripped off his clothes while Measure ducked hinself in the water, bl ood
and all, to wash sone of the dirt away. He didn't cone out clean, but at |east he | ooked sonewhat
like a White man. Still wet, he put on Arnor's shirt and trousers, and then his waistcoat. They
didn't fit too good, Arnor being a smaller nman, but Measure shrugged on the coat all the sane.
While he did, he said, "Sorry to | eave you with just your summerjohns."
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"I'd stand naked half the day in front of all the ladies in church if it would stop this
massacre," said Arnor. If he said nore, Measure didn't hear it, cause he was already on his way.

* k% %

Not hi ng was the way Alvin MIler Senior thought that it would be. He'd inagi ned shooting his
nmusket at the sane scream ng savages who cut up and killed his boys. But the city turned up enpty,
and they found the Reds all gathered in Speaki ng Meadow, just |ike they was ready for a sernon
fromthe Prophet. MIler never knowed there was so many Reds in Prophetstown, cause he never seen
themall in the same place like this. But they were Reds, weren't they? So he shot his mnusket all
the sane, just like the other nmen, firing and reloading, hardly |ooking at whether his shot hit
anyt hing. How could he nmiss, themall standing together so close? The bl oodl ust was on himthen
he was crazy with anger and the power to kill. He didn't notice how sone of the other men were
getting quieter. Shooting less often. He just | oaded and fired, |oaded and fired, stepping a yard
or two closer every tinme, out fromthe cover of the forest, out into the open; only when the
cannon got noved into place did he stop shooting, make way for them watched them now great swaths
t hrough the mass of Reds.

That was the first tinme he really noticed what all was happening to the Reds, what they were
doi ng, what they werent doing. They weren't screaming. They weren't fighting back. They were just
standi ng there, men and wonen and children, just |ooking out at the Wiite men who were killing
them Not a one even turned his back to the hail of shrapnel. Not a parent tried to shield a child
fromthe blast. They just stood, waited, died.

The grapeshot carved gaps in the crowd; the only thing to stop the spray of metal was human
bodies. MIler sawthemfall. Themas could, got up again, or at |east knelt, or raised their
heads above the nass of corpses so that the next blast would take themand kill them

What is it, do they want to die?

M1l er |ooked around him He and the nmen with himwere standing in a sea of corpses-- they had
al ready wal ked out to where the outer edges of the crowd of Reds had been. Right at his feet, the
body of a boy no older than Alvin lay curled, his eye bl own out by a musket ball. Maybe nmy own
musket ball, thought Mner. Maybe | killed this boy.

During the lulls between cannon volleys, MIller could hear men crying. Not the Reds, the ones
still living, huddled in an ever-snaller nmass down toward the river. No, the nmen crying were his
nei ghbors, Wiite nmen standi ng beside him or behind the line. Some of them were talking, pleading.
Stop it, they said. Please, stop it.

Pl ease stop. Were they talking to the cannon? O to the Red men and women, who insisted on
standing there, not trying to escape, not crying out in fear? O to their children, who faced the
guns as bravely as their parents? O did they speak to the terrible gnawing pain in their own
hearts, to see what they had done, were doing, would yet do?

MIler noticed that the blood didn't soak into the grass of the neadow. As it poured out of the
wounds of those nost recently hit, it formed rivulets, streans, great sheets of blood flow ng down
the sl ope of the nmeadow, toward the Tippy-Canoe Creek. The norning sunlight on this bright clear
day shone vivid red fromthe water of the creek

Whil e he was wat ching, all at once the water of the creek went snooth as glass. The sunlight
didn't dance on the water now, it reflected like a mrror, near blinding him But he could stil
see a solitary Red man wal king on the water, just like Jesus in the story, standing on the water
in the mddle of the creek.

It wasn't just a whinper behind himanynore. It was a shout, fromnore and nore nen. Stop
shooting! Stop it! Put down your guns! And then others, tal king about the man standing on the
wat er .

A bugl e sounded. The men fell silent. "Tinme to finish them nen!" shouted Harrison. He was on a
prancing stallion at the head of the neadow, |eading the way down the blood-slick hill. None of
the farmer folk were with him but his uniforned soldiers forned a |ine and cane al ong, bayonets
fixed. Where once ten thousand Reds had stood, there was just a field of bodies, and nmaybe a
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thousand, a ragged remant, gathered near the water at the bottomof the hill.

That was the nonent when a tall young Wiite man ran fromthe wood at the bottomof the hill,
dressed in a suit too snall, his feet bare, his coat and wai stcoat all unbuttoned, his hair wet
and tousled, and face griny and wet. But MIler knew him knew hi mbefore he heard his voice.

"Measure!" he cried. "lIt's ny boy Measure!"
He threw down his nusket and ran out into the field of corpses, down the hill toward his son
"My boy Measure! He's alive! You're alive!"

Then he slipped in the blood, or maybe he tripped on a body, but whatever happened he fell, his
hands splashing into a river of blood, spattering his chest and face.

He heard Measure's voice, not ten yards away, shouting out so every man could hear him "The
Reds who captured ne were hired by Harrison. Ta-Kunsaw and Tenskwa- Tawa saved ne. Wien | cane hone
two days ago, Harrison's soldiers captured ne and wouldn't let nme tell you the truth. He even
tried to kill ne." Measure spoke slow and clear, so every word carried, every sound was
understood. "He knew all the time. This whole thing, Harrison planned it all along. The Reds are
i nnocent. You're killing innocent people."

MIler stood up fromthe bloody field and raised his hands high over his head, thick bl ood
running fromhis scarlet hands. A cry was wung fromhis throat, forced out by angui sh, by
despair. "Wat have | done! What have | done!" The cry was echoed by a dozen, a hundred, three
hundred voi ces.

And there was Ceneral Harrison on his prancing horse, out in front of everybody. Even his own
sol di ers had thrown down their guns by now.

"I't's alie!" cried Harrison. "I never saw this boy! Sonmeone has played a terrible trick on ne!"

"It ain't no trick!" shouted Measure. "Here's his kerchief-- they stuffed it in my nouth
yesterday, to gag nme while they broke ny bones!"

MIller could see the kerchief clearly in his son's hand. It had the WHH enbroi dered in |arge,
clear letters in the corner. Every man in that army had seen his handkerchiefs.

And now sone of Harrison's own sol diers spoke up. "It's true! W brought this boy to Harrison
two days ago."

"We didn't know he was one of the boys they all said the Reds had killed!"

A high, howing cry floated over the neadow. They all | ooked down to where the one-eyed Prophet
stood on the solid, scarlet water of the Ti ppy-Canoe.

"Come to nme, ny people!" he said.

The surviving Reds wal ked, slowy, steadily toward the water. They wal ked across it, then
gathered on the other side. "All ny people, cone!"

The corpses rustled, noved. The Wiite nen standi ng anong themcried out in terror. But the dead
were not riging up to wal k-- only the wounded who still breathed, they were the ones who rose up,
staggered. Some of themtried to carry children, babies-- they had no strength for it:

MIller saw and felt the blood on his own hands. He had to do sonething, didn't he? So he reached
out to a struggling wonan, whose husband | eaned agai nst her for support, neaning to take the baby
fromher arms and carry it for her. But when he came near, she |ooked into his face, and he saw
his own reflection in her eyes-- his face haggard, Wite, spattered with blood, his hands dri pping
with blood. Tiny as it was, he saw that reflection as clear as if it had been on a mirror held in
front of his own face. He couldn't touch her baby, not with hands |ike his.

Sone of the other Wiite nen on the hill also tried to help, but they nust have seen sonething
like what MIler saw, and they recoiled as if they had been burned.
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Maybe a thousand wounded got up and tried to reach the creek. Many of them coll apsed and di ed
before they got there. Those that reached the water wal ked, staggered, craw ed across; they were
hel ped by the Reds on the other side.

MIler noticed sonmething peculiar. Al those wounded Reds, all the uninjured ones, they had
wal ked on this nmeadow, they had wal ked across the bl ood-red river, and yet there wasn't a spot of
bl ood on their hands or feet.

"All ny people, all who died-- Cone honme, says the land!"

Al'l around them the meadow was strewn with bodies-- by far the mpjority of those who had stood
there as living famlies only an hour before. Now, at the Prophet's words, these bodies seenmed to
shudder, to crunble; they collapsed and sank into the grass of the neadow. It took perhaps a
m nute, and they were gone, the grass springing up lush and green. The | ast of the blood skittered
down the slope |ike beads of water on a hot griddl e and became part of the bright red creek

"Cone to ne, ny friend Measure." The Prophet spoke quietly, and held out his hand.

Measure turned his back on his father and wal ked down the grassy slope to the water's edge.
"Walk to ne," said the Prophet.
"I can't walk on the bl ood of your people," he said.

"They gave their blood to lift you up," said the Prophet. "Cone to ne, or take the curse that
will fall on every Wiite man in that meadow. "

"I reckon I'll stay here, then," said Measure. "If I'd ve been in their place, | don't figure
|I"d ve done a thing different than what they did. If they're guilty, so aml."

The Prophet, nodded.

Every Wiite man there felt something warm and wet and sticky on his hands. Sone of themcried
out when they saw. From el bow to hands, they dripped with blood. Sorme tried to wipe it off on
their shirts. Sone searched for wounds that m ght be bl eeding, but there were no wounds. Just
bl oody hands.

"Do you want your hands to be clean of the bl ood of my people?" asked the Prophet. He wasn't
shouti ng anynore, but they all heard him every word. And yes, yes, they wanted their hands to be
cl ean.

"Then go honme and tell this story to your wives and children, to your neighbors, to your
friends. Tell the whole story. Leave nothing out. Don't say that someone fooled you-- you all knew
when you fired on people who had no weapons that what you did was nmurder. No matter whether you
t hought sone of us might have conmmitted sone crine. Wien you shot at babies in their nothers
anus, little children, old men and wonen, you were nurdering us because we were Red. So tell the
story as it happened, and if you tell it true, your hands will be clean."

There wasn't a nan, on that neadow who wasn't weeping or trenbling or faint with shane. To tel
of this day's work to their wives and children, their parents, their brothers and sisters, that
seemed unbearable. But if they didn't, these bl oody hands would ten the story for them It was
nmore than they could bear to think of.

But the Prophet wasn't through. "If sone stranger cones along, and you don't tell himthe whole
story before you sleep, then the blood will cone back on your hands, and stay there until you do
tell him That's howit will be for the rest of your lives-- every nan and worman that you neet
will have to hear the true story fromyour lips, or your hands will be filthy again. And if you
ever, for any reason, kill another human bei ng, then your hands and face will drip with bl ood
forever, even in the grave."

They nodded, they agreed. It was justice, sinple justice. They couldn't give back the lives of
those they killed, but they could nmake sure no lie was ever told about the way that they were
killed. No one could ever claimthat Tippy-Canoe was a victory, or even a battle. It was a
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massacre, and White nmen conmitted it, and not one Red raised a hand in viol ence or defense. No
excuse, no softening; it would be known.

Only one thing remai ned-- the guilt of the man on the prancing stallion
"White Murderer Harrison!" called the Prophet. "Conme to me!"

Harri son shook his head, tried to turn his horse; the reins slipped fromhis bl oody hands, and
the horse wal ked briskly down the hill. Al the Wiite nen watched himsilently, hating himfor how
he lied to them stirred themup, found the murder in their hearts and called it forth. The horse
brought himto the water's edge. He | ooked downward at the one-eyed Red who had once sat under his
tabl e and begged for drops of whiskey fromhis cup

"Your curse is the sane," said the Prophet, "except that your story is nuch |longer and uglier to
tell. And you won't wait for strangers to come al ong before you speak-- every day of your life
you'll have to find soneone who has never heard the story fromyour |ips before, and tell it to
him- every day! --or your hands will drip with blood. And if you decide to hide, and live with
bl ood- soaked hands rather than find new people to tell, you'll feel the pain of ny people's
wounds, one new wound each day, until you tell the story again, once for every day you m ssed.
Don't try to kill yourself, either-- you can't do it. You'll wander fromone end of this Wite
man's land to the other. People will see you com ng and hide, dreading the sound of your voice;
you'll beg themto stop and listen to you. They'|ll even forget your old nane, and call you by the
nane you earned today. Tippy-Canoe. That's your new nane, White Murderer Harrison. Your true nane,
till you die a natural death as an old, old man."

Harri son bent onto the mane of the horse and wept into his bloody hands. But his were tears of
fury, not grief or shane. Tears of rage that all his plans had gone awy. He would kill the
Prophet even now, if he could. He would search far and wi de for sone witch or wizard who coul d
break this curse. He couldn't bear to let this m serable one-eyed Red defeat him

Measure spoke to the Prophet fromthe shore. "Wiere will you go now, Tenskwa- Tawa?"

"West," said Tenskwa- Tawa. "My people, all who still believe in me, we'll go west of the
M zzi py. When you tell your story, tell Wite men this-- that west of the Mzzipy is Red man's
land. Don't come there. The |land can't bear the touch of a Wiite man's foot. You breathe out
deat h; your touch is poison; your words are lies; the living |land won't have you."

He turned his back, walked to the Reds waiting for himon the other shore, and hel ped an injured
child walk up the far slope into the trees. Behind him the water of the Ti ppy-Canoe began to fl ow
agai n.

M1l er wal ked down the slope to where his son stood on the bank of the creek. "Measure," he
said, "Measure, Measure."

Measure turned and reached out his hands to enbrace his father. "Alvin's alive, Father, far to
the east of us. He's with Ta-Kunmsaw, and he--"

But MIler hushed him held his son's hands out. They dripped blood, just like MIler's own.
MIler shook his head. "It's ny fault," he said. "All ny fault."

"Not all, Father," said Measure. "There's fault enough for everyone to share.™
"But not for you, Son. That's my shanme on your hands."

"Well, then, maybe you'll feel it less, for having two of us to carry it. Measure reached out
and took his father by the shoulders, held himclose. "W've seen the worst that nen can do, Pa,
and been the worst that nmen can be. But that don't nean that soneday we won't see the best, too.
And if we can never be perfect after this, well, we can still be pretty good, can't we?"

Maybe, thought MIler. But he doubted it. O maybe he just doubted that he'd ever believe it,
even if it were true. He'd never look into his own heart again and |ike what he found there.

They waited there on the riverbank for MIler's other sons. They cane wi th bl oody hands-- David,
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Cal m Wastenot, Wantnot. David held his hands in front of himand wept. "I w sh that | had died
with Vigor in the Hatrack River!"

"No you don't," said Calm

"I'd be dead, but |I'd be clean."

The twins said nothing, but held each other's cold and slinmy hands.

"W need to go hone," said Measure

"No," said Mller

"They'll be worried," said Measure. "Ma, the girls, Cally."

Ml ler remenbered his parting fromFaith. "She said that if |-- if this--"

"I know how Ma tal ks, but | also know your children need their pa, and she won't keep you out."
"I''I'l have to tell her. What we did."

"Yes, and the girls and Cally, too. W each have to tell them and Calm and David have their

wives to tell. Best do it now, and clean our hands, and get on with our lives. Al of us at once,
all of us together. And | have a story to tell you, too, about nme and Alvin. Wien we've done with
this tale, 1'lIl tell nmine, is that good? WIl you stay for that?"

Arnor net them at the Whbbish. The ferry was already on the other side, still unloading, and

other men had took all the boats they used for crossing last night. So they stood and waited.

Measure stripped off his bloody coat and trousers, but Arnmor wouldn't put themon. Arnor didn't
make no accusations, but none of the others would | ook at their brother-in-law Measure took him
aside and told himabout the curse while the ferry was slowy drawn back across the river. Arnor
listened, then walked to MIler, whose back was to him |ooking at the far shore.

"Fat her," said Arnor-of-God.

"You were right, Arnmor," said MIler, still not looking at him He held up his hands. "Here it
is, the proof that you were right."

"Measure tells ne that | have to hear the story once fromall of you," said Arnmor, turning to
include themall in his speech. "But then you'll never hear another word of it fromme. |I'mstill
your son and brother, if you'll have nme; nmy wife is your daughter and your sister, and you're the
only kin I have out here."

"To your shane," whi spered Davi d.

"Don't punish nme because ny hands are clean," said Arnor.

Cal m hel d out a bl oody hand. Arnor took it without hesitation, shook firmy, then let go.
"Look at that," said Calm "You touch us, it conmes off on you."

In answer, Arnor held out that sanme stained hand to MIller. After a while, MIller took it. The
handshake | asted till the ferry canme. Then they headed on hone.

Chapter 15 -- Two- Soul Man

Tal eswapper woke at dawn, instantly aware that sonething was wong. It was Ta-Kunsaw, sitting on
the grass, his face toward the west, rocking back and forth and breathing heavily, as if he was
enduring a dull and heavy ache. Was he ill?

No. Alvin had failed. The slaughter had begun. Ta-Kunsaw s pain was not fromhis own body. It
was Ta- Kunsaw s peopl e dying, somewhere afar off, and what he felt was not grief or pity, it was
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the pain of their deaths. Even for a Red man as gifted as Ta-Kunmsaw, to feel death fromso far
away mneant that many, many souls had gone on to their reward

As he had so many tines before, Tal eswapper addressed a few silent words to God, which always
canme down to this question: Wiy do you put us to so nmuch trouble, when it all comes to nought in
the end? Tal eswapper couldn't bear the futility of it. Ta-Kumsaw and Al vin racing across country
in their way, Tal eswapper meking the best time a Wite nan can nake, and Al vin going onto Eight-
Face Mbund, and what does it conme to? Does it save a |life? So many are dying now that Ta- Kunsaw
can feel it fromclear away by the Wbbi sh

And, as usual, God had nothing nuch to say to Tal eswapper when his questioni ng was done.

Tal eswapper had no wish to interrupt Ta-Kunsaw. O rather he guessed that Ta-Kunmsaw had no
particular wish to get into conversation with a Wite man at this particular noment. Yet he felt a
vision growing within him Not a vision such as prophets were runored to see, not a vision of
i nward eyes. To Tal eswapper visions canme as words, and he did not know what the vision was unti
his own words told him Even then, he knew that he was not a prophet; his visions were never such
as woul d change the world, only the sort of thing that records it, that understands the world.

Now, however, he took no thought of whether his visions were worthy or not. It canme, and he nust
record it. Yet because the witing of words had been taken fromhimin this place, he could not
wite it down. What was there, then, but, to speak the words al oud?

So Tal eswapper spoke, formng the words into couplets as he said them because that was how
vi sions ought to be expressed, in poetry. It was a confusing tale at first, and Tal eswapper coul d
not deci de whether it was God or Satan whose terrible light blinded himas the words tunbl ed
forth. He only knew that whichever one it was, whichever one had brought such slaughter to the
world, he richly deserved Tal eswapper's anger, and so he wasn't bashful about |ashing himwth
| anguage.

It all came down to these words rushing forth in a stream so intense that Tal eswapper hardly
breathed, certainly made no sensible break in the rhythns of his speech, his voice grow ng | ouder
and | ouder as the lines were wung from hi mand dashed out against the harsh wall of air around
him as if he dared God to hear himand resent his resentnent:

When | had ny defiance given

The sun stood trenbling in heaven

The noon that gl owed renote bel ow

Becanme | eprous and white as snow

And every soul of men on the earth

Felt affliction and sorrow and sickness and dearth
CGod flaned in ny path and the Sun was hot

Wth the bows of ny mind and the arrows of thought
My bowstring fierce with ardor breathes

My arrows glow in their gol den sheaves

My brothers and father march before

The heavens drop with human gore--

"Stop!"

It was Ta- Kunsaw. Tal eswapper waited with his nouth open, nore words, nore anguish waiting to
pour fromhim But Ta-Kunsaw was not to be di sobeyed.

"It's finished," said Ta- Kunsaw.

"Al'l dead?" whispered Tal eswapper.

"I can't feel life fromhere," said Ta-Kunsaw. "I can feel death-- the world is torn like an old
cloth, it can never be nended." Despair gave way i mediately to cold hate. "But it can be
cl eaned. "

"I'f I could have prevented it, Ta-Kumsaw -"

"Yes, you're a good man, Tal eswapper. There are others, too, anong your kind. Arnor-of-God
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Weaver is such a man. And if all Wite men cane like you, to learn this land, then there' d be no
war between us."

"There is no war between you and nme, Ta-Kumsaw."
"Can you change the color of your skin? Can | change m ne?"
"It isn't our skin, but our hearts--"

"When we stand with all the Red nen on one side of the field, and all the White nen on the other
de of the field, where will you stand?"

S
"In the mddle, pleading with both sides to--"
"You will stand with your people, and I will stand with mne."

How coul d Tal eswapper argue w th hi n? Perhaps he woul d have the courage to refuse such a choi ce.
Perhaps not. "Pray God it never comes to such a pass."

"It already has, Tal eswapper." Ta-Kunsaw nodded. "Fromthis day's work, | will have no trouble
gathering nmy arny of Red nen at last."

The words | eapt from Tal eswapper before he could stop them "Then it's a terrible work you' ve
chosen, if the death of so many good folk helps it along!"

Ta- Kunsaw answered with a roar, springing on Tal eswapper all at once, knocking hi mback, flat on
the grass of the nmeadow. Ta-Kunsaw s right hand clutched Tal eswapper's hair; his left pressed
agai nst Tal eswapper's throat. "All Wite nen will die, all who don't escape across the sea!"

Yet it was not nurder he intended. Even in his rage, Ta-Kunmsaw did not press so hard as to
strangl e Tal eswapper. After a nmonent the Red nman pushed off and rolled away, burying his face in
the grass, his arnms and | egs spread out to touch the earth with as much of his body as he coul d.

"I"'msorry," Tal eswapper whispered. "I was wong to say that."

"Lol | a- Wissi ky!" cried Ta-Kunmsaw. "I did not want to be right, ny brother!"
"I's he alive?" asked Tal eswapper

"I don't know," said Ta-Kunsaw. He turned his head to press his cheek against the grass; his
eyes, though, bored at Tal eswapper as if to kill himwith a | ook. "Tal eswapper, the words you were
sayi ng. What did they nmean? What did you see?"

"I saw nothing," said Tal eswapper. And then, though he only learned the truth as the words cane
out, he said, "It was Alvin's vision | was speaking. It's what he saw. My brothers and fat her
march before. The heavens drop with hunman gore. Hi s vision, ny poem"

"And where is the boy?" asked Ta-Kunmsaw. "All night on that Mund, and where is he now?" Ta-
Kumsaw junped to his feet, orienting hinself toward Ei ght-Face Myund, toward the very center of
it. "No one stays there through the whole night, and now the sun is rising and he hasn't cone." Ta-
Kunsaw abruptly turned to face Tal eswapper. "He can't come down."

"What do you nean?"

"He needs ne," said Ta-Kunsaw. "I can feel it. Aterrible wound is in him Al his strength is

bl eeding into the earth."

"What's on that hill! What wounded hi nf"

"Who knows what a Wiite boy finds inside?" said Ta-Kunmsaw. Then he turned to face the Mund
again, as if he had felt a new sumoning. "Yes," he said, then wal ked quickly toward the Mund.

Tal eswapper followed, saying nothing about the incongruity-- Ta-Kumsaw vowi hg to nake war
agai nst Whites until all were dead or gone fromthis |land, and yet hurrying back to Eight-Face
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Mound to save a Wiite boy.

They stood together at the place where Alvin clinbed.

"Can you see the place?" asked Tal eswapper

"There is no path," said Ta-Kunmsaw.

"But you saw it yesterday," said Tal eswapper

"Yesterday there was a path."

"Then sone other way," said Tal eswapper. "Your own way onto the Mund."

" Anot her way would not take nme to the sane place.”

"Come now, Ta-Kunmsaw, the Mwund is big, but not so big you can't find someone up there in an
hour of | ooking."

Ta- Kumsaw gazed di sdainfully at Tal eswapper.

Abashed, Tal eswapper spoke |less confidently. "So you have to take the sane path to reach the
sane pl ace?"

"How do | know?" asked Ta-Kumsaw. "I never heard of one going up the Mund, and anot her
followi ng by the same path."

"Don't you ever go here in twos or threes?"

"This is the place where the | and speaks to all creatures who |ive here. The speech of the |and
is grass and trees; the adornnent is beasts and birds."

Tal eswapper noted that when he wi shed to, Ta-Kunsaw coul d speak the English | anguage |ike any
White man. No: like a well-educated Wiite nan. Adornnment. Were in the Hi o country could he | earn
a word like that? "So we can't get in?"

Ta- Kunmsaw s face showed no expression

"Well, | say we go up anyway. We know the road he took-- let's take it, whether we can see it or
not . "

Ta- Kumsaw sai d not hi ng.
"Are you just going to stand here, then, and let himdie up there?"

In answer, Ta-Kunsaw took a single step that brought himface to face-- no, breast to breast--
wi th Tal eswapper. Ta- Kunsaw gri pped his hand, threw his other arm around Tal eswapper, held him
close. Their | egs were tangl ed; Tal eswapper for a nonent inmagi ned how they nust |ook, if there had
been anyone to see them- whether someone woul d know which | eg bel onged to which man, they were so
close together. He felt the Red nan's heart beating, its rhythm nore comuanding within
Tal eswapper's body than the unsensed beat of his own hot pulse. "W are not two nen," whispered Ta-
Kumsaw. "Not Red and White nen here, with bl ood between us. W are one man with two souls, a Red
soul and a Wiite soul, one man."

"Al'l right," said Tal eswapper. "Let it be as you say."

Still hol ding Tal eswapper tightly, Ta-Kunsaw turned within the enbrace; their heads pressed
agai nst each other, their ears so close-joined Tal eswapper could hear nothing but Ta-Kunsaw s
pul se li ke the pounding of ocean waves inside his ear. But now, their bodies so tightly joined
that they seemed to have a single heartbeat, Tal eswapper could see a clear path |eading up the
face of the Mund.

"Do you--" began Ta- Kunsaw.

"I see it," said Tal eswapper.
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"Stay this close to nme," said Ta-Kunsaw. "Now we are like Alvin-- a Red soul and a White soul in
a single body.

It was awkward, even ridiculous, to attenpt to clinb the Mund this way. Yet when their novenent
up the path jostled themapart, even the tiniest fraction, the path seened to grow nmore difficult,
hi dden behind an errant growth of some vine, some bush, some dangling linb. So Tal eswapper clung
to Ta-Kunsaw as tightly as the Red man clung to him and together they made their difficult way up
the hill.

At the top Tal eswapper was astonished to see that instead of a single Mund, they were at the
crest of aring of eight separate Munds, with an octagonal valley between them More inportant,
Ta- Kurnsaw was al so surprised. He seened uncertain; his grip on Tal eswapper was not as tight; he
was no | onger in control

"Where does a White man go in this place?" asked Ta- Kumsaw.

"Down, of course," said Tal eswapper. "Wien a White nan sees a valley, he goes down into it, to
find what's there."

"I's this howit always is for you?" asked Ta-Kunmsaw. "Not knowi ng where you are, where anything
is?"

Only then did Tal eswapper realize that Ta-Kunsaw | acked his | and-sense here. He was as blind as
a Wiite man in this place.

"Let's go down," said Tal eswapper. "And | ook-- we don't have to cling so tightly now. It's a
grassy hill, and we don't need a path.”

They crossed a stream and found himin a meadow, with a m st |ow on the ground around them
Alvin was not injured, but he lay trenbling-- as if fevered, though his brow was cool-- and his
breat hi ng was shal |l ow and qui ck. As Ta- Kunsaw had sai d: dyi ng.

Tal eswapper touched him caressed him then shook him trying to wake the boy. Alvin showed no
sign that he was aware of them Ta-Kunsaw was no hel p. He sat beside the boy, holding his hand,
whi ni ng so softly that Tal eswapper doubted he knew he was naki ng a sound.

But Tal eswapper was not one to give in to despair, if in fact that was what Ta-Kunmsaw was
feeling. He | ooked around. Nearby was a tree, looking like spring, its |eaves so yell ow green that
in the light of dawn they m ght have been made of thin-hanmered gold. Hanging fromthe tree was a
light-colored fruit. No, a white fruit. And suddenly, as soon as he saw it, Tal eswapper snelled
it, pungent and sweet, so that he could alnpst taste it.

He acted, not thinking what he would do, but doing it. He wal ked to the tree, plucked the fruit,
carried it back to Alvin where he lay on the ground, a child so snall. Tal eswapper passed it under
Alvin's nose, so the odor of it mght be like snelling salts, and revive him Alvin's breathing
suddenly became great deep gasps. Hi s eyes opened, his lips parted, and fromgritted teeth cane a
whi ne al nost exactly |ike Ta-Kunsaw s keening; al nost exactly like a kicked dog.

"Take a bite," said Tal eswapper

Ta- Kunsaw reached out, snatched Alvin's lower jaw in one hand and upper jaw in the other, his
fingers interlaced at Alvin's teeth, and with great effort prised Alvin's jaws apart. Tal eswapper
thrust the fruit between Alvin's teeth; Ta-Kunsaw forced the jaws cl osed again. The fruit broke
open, spilling clear fluid into Alvin's nouth and dribbling down his cheek into the grass. Slowy,
with great effort, Alvin began to chew. Tears flowed fromhis eyes. He swal |l owed. Suddenly he
reached out his hands, caught Tal eswapper by the neck and Ta-Kunsaw by the hair, and pulled
hinself up to a sitting position. Cinging to themboth, drawing their faces so close to his that
they all breathed each other's breath, Alvin wept until their faces all were wet, and because Ta-
Kunsaw and Tal eswapper were al so weepi ng, none could be sure whose tears cast a gl aze across the
skin of each man's face.

Alvin said little, but enough. He told themall that happened at Ti ppy-Canoe Creek that day, of
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blood in the river, a thousand survivors crossing on the water nade snooth and hard; bl ood on
White nen's hands, and on one man's hands in particul ar

"Not enough," said Ta- Kunsaw.

Tal eswapper offered no argunment. It was not for a Wihite man to tell Ta-Kunmsaw that the killers
of his people had received a punishnment exactly proportioned to their sin. Besides, Tal eswapper
wasn't sure he believed it hinself.

Alvin told them how he had spent the evening and the night before, restoring Measure fromthe
edge of death; and how he spent the norning, taking away the inmeasurabl e agony as nine thousand
i nnocent deaths shouted in the Prophet's mind-- nine thousand tines that one black shout that
years before had maddened him Which was harder-- healing Measure or healing Lolla-Wssiky? "It
was |ike you said,” Al vin whispered to Tal eswapper. "I just can't build that brick wall faster
than it breaks down." Then, exhausted but at peace now, Alvin slept.

Tal eswapper and Ta- Kunsaw faced each other, Alvin curled between them his breathing soft and
sl ow.

"I know his wound now," Ta-Kunsaw said. "Hs grief is for his own people, with their bl oody
hands. "

"His grief was for the dead and the living too," said Tal eswapper. "If | know Alvin, his deepest
wound was thinking that he failed, that if he'd just tried harder, he m ght have got Measure there
intine to stop it before the first shot was fired."

"White nen grieve for Wiite nmen," Ta-Kunsaw sai d.

"Lie to yourself if you like," said Tal eswapper, "but lies don't fool ne.

"But Red nen don't grieve at all," said Ta-Kunsaw. "Red nen will put Wiite blood into the ground
for the blood spilled today."

"I thought you served the land," said Tal eswapper. "Don't you realize what happened today? Don't
you renenber where we are? You' ve seen a part of Eight-Face Mound you never knew existed, and why?
Because the land let us into this place together, because--"

Ta- Kumsaw hel d up one hand. "To save this boy."
"Because Red and Wiite can share this land if we--'
Ta- Kunsaw reached out his hand and touched his fingers to Tal eswapper's |ips.

"I"'mnot a farmer who wants to hear stories of faraway places,"” Ta-Kunsaw said. "Go tell your

tal es to soneone who wants to hear them"

Tal eswapper sl apped Ta-Kunsaw s hand away. He had neant nerely to push the Red man's arm but
instead he struck with too nuch force, throwi ng Ta-Kunsaw of f bal ance. Ta-Kumsaw i nredi ately | eapt
to his feet. Tal eswapper did the same.

"Here is where it starts!" shouted Ta- Kunsaw.

Bet ween themat their feet, Alvin stirred.

"A Red nman angered you, and you struck him just |like a Wiite man, no patience--"
"You told ne to be silent, you said ny tales were--"

"Wrds, that's what | gave you, words and a soft touch, and you answered ne with a blow " Ta-
Kumsaw smled. It was a terrifying snmle, like a tiger's teeth out of the darkness of the jungle,
his eyes glowing, his skin bright as flane.

"I"'msorry, | didn't nean--"
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"White nman never means anything, just couldn't help himself, it was all a mstake. That's what
you think, isn't it, Wiite Liar! Alvin's people killed nmy peopl e because of a nistake, because
they thought two Wiite boys were dead. For the sake of two Wiite boys they | ashed out, just |ike
you did, and they killed nine thousand of ny people, babies and nothers, old nmen and stripling
boys, their cannon--"

"l heard what Alvin said."

"Don't you like my story? Don't you want to hear it? You are Wiite, Tal eswapper. You are like
all White nmen, quick to ask forgiveness, slowto give it; always expecting patience, but flaring
up like a spark when the wind rises you burn down a forest because you tripped on a root!" Ta-
Kunsaw turned and began to wal k qui ckly back the way they cane.

"How can you | eave without nme!" cried Tal eswapper after him "W have to | eave here together!"

Ta- Kunsaw st opped, turned around, tipped back his head, and | aughed without nirth. "I don't need
a path to get down, Wiite Liar!" Then he was off again, running.

Al vin was awake, of course.
"I"'msorry, Alvin," said Tal eswapper. "I didn't nean--"

"No," said Alvin. "Let ne guess what he did. He touched you like this." A vin touched
Tal eswapper's lips, just as Ta-Kumsaw had.

"Yes."

"That's what a Shaw Nee mana does to shut up a little baby who's naking too nuch noise. But |l
bet if one Red man did that to another-- he was provoki ng you."

"I shouldn't have hit him"
"Then he woul d' ve done sonething else till you did."

Tal eswapper had nothing to answer to that. Seemed to himthe boy was probably right. Certainly
right. The one thing Ta-Kunmsaw coul d not bear today was being a Wiite man's compani on i n peace.

Alvin slept again. Tal eswapper explored, but found nothing strange. Just stillness and peace. He
couldn't even tell now which tree it was the fruit came from They all |ooked silvery green to him
now, and no matter how far he wal ked in any direction, he ended up no farther fromAlvin than a
few m nutes' wal k. A strange place, not a place a man could map in his mnd, not a place that a
man could nmaster. Here the land gives you what it wants to give, and no nore.

It was near sunset when Alvin roused again, and Tal eswapper hel ped himto his feet.

"I'"mwal king Iike a newborn colt," said Alvin. "I feel so weak."

"You only did half the labors of Hercules in the last twenty-four hours,"” said Tal eswapper
"Her what ?"

"Hercules. A Geek."

"I got to find Ta-Kumsaw," said Alvin. "I shouldn't have et himgo, but I was so tired."

"You're Wiite, too," said Tal eswapper. "Think he'll want you with hin®"
"Tenskwa- Tawa prophesied," said Alvin. "As long as I'mwith him Ta-Kunsaw won't die."

Tal eswapper supported Alvin as they walked to the one place that | et them approach; they clinbed
the gentle grassy rise between Mounds and crested the hill. They stopped and | ooked down.
Tal eswapper saw no path-- just thorns, vines, bushes, branbles. "I can't get down through that. "

Alvin | ooked up at him puzzled. "There's a path as plain as day."
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"For you, maybe," said Tal eswapper. "Not for ne."

"You got in here," said Alvin.

"Wth Ta-Kunmsaw, " said Tal eswapper.

"He got out."

"I''"'mno Red man."

"I'"l1l lead."

Alvin started out with a 4ew bold steps, as easy as if he was on a Sunday jaunt on the commons.

But to Tal eswapper it |ooked like the briars opened wi de for himand closed up tight right after.
"Alvin!" he called. "Stay with ne!"

Alvin canme and took himby the hand. "Follow tight behind," he said.

Tal eswapper tried, but still the branbles snapped back and tore at his face, cut himsore. Wth
Al vin going before, Tal eswapper could nmake his way, but he felt |like he was being flayed from
behi nd. Even deerskin was no match for thorns |ike daggers, |inbs that snapped back at himlike a
bo' sun's lash. He could feel blood running down his arnms, his back, his legs. "I can't go any
nmore, Alvin!" said Tal eswapper.

"l see him" said Al vin.
"Who?"
"Ta- Kumsaw. Wait here.”

He | et go of Tal eswapper's hand; he was gone for a nonent, and Tal eswapper was al one with the
brambles. He tried not to nove, but even his breathing seemed to provoke nore stings and stabs.

Al vin was back. He took Tal eswapper by the hand. "Follow nme tight. One nore step."
Tal eswapper steeled hinself and took the step
"Down," said Alvin.

Tal eswapper obeyed Alvin's tugging and knelt, though he feared that he'd never be able to rise
again through the briars that closed over his head.

Then Alvin led his hand until it touched another hand, and suddenly the branbles cleared a
little, and Tal eswapper could see Ta-Kunsaw |ying there, bl ood seeping from hundreds of wounds on
his nearly naked body. "He got this far alone," said Al vin.

Ta- Kunsaw opened his eyes, rage burning. "Leave ne here," he whispered.

In answer, Tal eswapper cradl ed Ta-Kunsaw s head in his other arm As nore of their bodies
touched, the briars seened to sag and fall away; now Tal eswapper could see a kind of path where he
hadn't seen one before.

"No," said Ta- Kumsaw.

"We can't get down from here without each other's help," said Tal eswapper. "Like it or not, if
you're going to get your vengeance agai nst the Wite nan, you need a Wite nan's help.

"Then | eave ne here," whispered Ta-Kunsaw. "Save your people by leaving ne to die."
"I can't get down wi thout you," said Tal eswapper.
"Cood, " said Ta- Kumsaw.

Tal eswapper noticed that Ta-Kunsaw s wounds | ooked much fewer. And those that were left were
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scabbed over, nearly healed. Then he realized that his own injuries didn't hurt anynore. He | ooked
around. Alvin sat nearby, |eaning against a tree trunk, his eyes closed, |ooking |like somebody
just flogged him he was so spent and dreary.

"Look what we cost him healing us," said Tal eswapper.

Ta- Kunsaw s face showed his surprise, for once; surprise, then anger. "I didn't ask you to hea
me!" he cried. He tore hinself out of Tal eswapper's grasp and tried to reach toward Al vin. But
suddenly there were branbles twining around his arm and Ta-Kunsaw cried out, not in pain, but in
fury. "I won't be forced!" he cried.

"Why shoul d you be the only man who isn't?" said Tal eswapper
"I"l'l do what | set out to do, and nothing el se, whatever the |and says!"

"The words of the blacksnmith in his forge," said Tal eswapper. "The farner cutting down the
trees, he says that."

"Don't you dare conpare ne to a Wiite nan!'

But the branbles bound himtight, till Tal eswapper again made his painful way to Ta-Kunsaw, and
enbraced him Again Tal eswapper felt his own wounds heal, saw Ta-Kunsaw s vani sh as quickly as the
vi nes thenselves had | et go and dropped away. Alvin was |ooking at themw th such pleading, as if
to say, How nmuch nore strength will you steal from e, before you do what you know you have to do?

Wth a final anguished cry, Ta-Kumsaw turned and enbraced Tal eswapper as fully as before.
Toget her they nade their way down a wide path to the bottom of the Mound. Alvin stunbled after
t hem

They sl ept that night where they had the night before, but it was a troubled sleep. In the
nor ni ng, Tal eswapper wordl essly packed up his few goods, including the book whose |etters nade no
sense. Then he kissed Alvin on the head and wal ked away. He said nought to Ta-Kunsaw, and Ta-
Kumsaw said no nore to him They both knew what the | and had said, and they both knew that for the
first time in his life, Ta-Kumsaw was goi ng agai nst what was good for the land and satisfying a
different need. Tal eswapper didn't even try to argue agai nst himanynore. He knew that Ta-Kumsaw
woul d follow his path no matter what, no matter if it left himpierced with a thousand bl eedi ng
wounds. He only hoped that Alvin had the strength to stay with himall the way, and keep himalive
when all hope was gone.

About noon, after wal king al nost due west all norning, Tal eswapper stopped and pulled his book
out of his pack. To his relief, he could read the words again. He unseal ed the back two-thirds of
t he book, the pages where he did his own witing, and spent the rest of the afternoon witing al
that had happened to him all that Alvin had told him all that he feared for the future. He al so
wote the words of the poemthat had cone to himthe norning before, the verses that came fromhis

mout h but Alvin's vision. The poemwas still right and true, but even as he read the words in his
book, the power of themfaded. It was the cl osest he had ever cone to being a prophet hinself; but
now the gift had left him It was never his gift at all, anyway. Just as he and Ta- Kunsaw had

wal ked on the neadow w t hout seeing anything special, never guessing that for Alvin it had been a
map of the whole continent, so now Tal eswapper had the words witten down in his book and had no
noti on anynore of the power behind them

Tal eswapper couldn't travel like a Red man, through the night, sleeping on his feet. So it took
himmre than a few days to get all the way west to the town of Vigor Church, where he knew
there'd be a lot of folks with a long and bitter tale to tell him If ever a folk needed such a
man as Tal eswapper to hear their tale, it was them Yet if ever there was a story that Tal eswapper
was loath to listen to, it was theirs. Still, he didn't shy fromcalling on them He could bear
it. There'd be plenty nore dark tales to tell before Ta-Kunsaw was through; mght as well get
started now, so as not to fall behind.

Chapter 16 -- La Fayette
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Glbert de la Fayette sat at his vast table, looking into the grain of the wood. Several letters
lay before him One was a letter fromde Maurepas to King Charles. Obviously, Freddie had been won
over by Napoleon. The letter was full of praise for the little general and his brilliant strategy.

So soon we are going to win the decisive victory, Your Mjesty, and glorify your name. Cenera
Bonaparte refuses to be bound by European nilitary tradition. He is training our troops to fight
like Reds, even as he lures the so-called Anericans into fighting in the open field, like
Eur opeans. As Andrew Jackson gathers his American arny, we al so gather an arny of nen who have
better claimto the name Anmerican. Ta-Kunsaw s ten thousand will stand with us as we destroy the
ten thousand of AOd Hi ckory. Ta-Kunsaw wi |l thus avenge the blood of the slaughter at Ti ppy-Canoe,
whil e we destroy the Anerican army and subjugate the land fromthe H o to Huron Lake. In all this,
we loyally give the glory to Your Mjesty, for it was your insight in sending General Bonaparte
here that has made this great conquest possible. And if now send us two thousand nore Frenchnen,
to stiffen our line and provoke the Americans into further rashness, your act will be seen as the
key interventioin our battle.

It was an outrageous letter for a mere Conte-- and one out of favor-- to send to his King. Yet
Gl bert knew how the letter would be received. For King Charles was al so under Napol eon's spell
and he would read praise of the little Corsican with agreement, with joy.

If only Napol eon were only a vain posturer with a gift, for seducing the loyalty of his betters.
Then La Fayette could watch his inevitable destruction w thout soiling his own hands. Napol eon and
de Maurepas would | ead the French arny to disaster, such a disaster as mght well bring down a
government, and lead to a curbing of the King's authority, even an expul sion of the nonarchy, as
the English so wisely did a century and a half before.

But Napol eon was exactly what he seduced Freddie and Charlie into thinking he was: a brilliant
general . G lbert knew that Napol eon's plan would succeed. The Americans woul d march northward,
convinced that they faced only Reds. At the last nmonent, they would find thenselves in conbat with
the French arny, disciplined, well-arned, and fanatically loyal to Napol eon. The Americans woul d
be forced to array thenmselves |ike a European army. Under their attack, the French would slowy,
carefully retreat. Wien Anerican discipline, collapsed in the pursuit, then the Reds would attack
i n devastating nunbers, conpletely surrounding the Anericans. Not one Anerican woul d escape alive--
and al nost no French |ives woul d be | ost.

It was audacious. It was dangerous. It involved exposing French troops to serious risk of
destruction, as they would be vastly outnunbered by the Arericans. It required inplicit trust in
the Reds. But Gl bert knew that Napoleon's trust in Ta-Kunsaw was justified

Ta- Kunmsaw woul d have his revenge. De Maurepas woul d have his escape from Detroit. Even La
Fayette coul d probably clai menough credit fromsuch a victory to cone honme and live in confort
and dignity on his ancestral |ands. Above all, Napol eon woul d becone the nost |oved and trusted
figure in the mlitary. King Charles would surely grant hima title and | ands, and send hi mout a-
conquering in Europe, making King Charles ever richer and nore powerful and the people ever nore
willing to endure his tyranny.

So Glbert carefully tore de Maurepas's letter into tiny fragments.

The second letter was from Napol eon hinself to Glbert. It was candid, even brutal, inits
assessment of the situation. Napol eon had conme to realize that while Gl bert de La Fayette was
imune to his intoxicating charm he was a sincere adnirer and, indeed, a friend. | am your

friend, Napoleon. Yet | amnore a friend of France than of any nman. And the path | have in mnd
for you is far greater than being the nmere toady of a stupid King.

Gl bert reread the key paragraph of Napoleon's letter

De Maurepas nerely echoes what | say, which is confortable but tedious. | shudder to think what
woul d happen if he were ever in cornmand. H's idea of alliance with the Reds is to put themin
uniformand stand themin rows |ike ninepins. Wat foolishness! How can King Charles consider
hi msel f anything but a halfwit, forcing me to serve under guch an idiot as Freddie? But to
Charl es, Freddie no doubt seens |ike the soul of wit-- after all, he does know how to appreciate
the ballet. In Spain | won a victory for Charles that he did not deserve, and yet he is so
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spinel ess that he lets his jealous courtiers maneuver ne to Canada, where ny allies are savages
and ny officers are fools. Charlie doesn't deserve the victory I'll bring him But then, G bert
my friend, the royal blood has grown thin and weak in the years since Louis Fourteen. |'d urge you
to burn this letter, except that Charlie loves ne so well that | think he could read it word for
word and not take offense! And if he did take of fense, how woul d he dare puni sh nme? What would his
stature be in Europe, if | hadn't hel ped old Woden-head to a case of dysentery so | could win the
war in Spain, instead of losing it, as would surely have happened without ne?

Napol eon's vanity was insufferable, but primarily because it was so fully justified. Everyword
inthis letter was true, if rash; but Glbert had carefully cultivated this candor in Napol eon
Napol eon had obvi ously | onged for someone to admire himsincerely, w thout Napoleon diddling with
his affections. He had found such a one-- truly he had-- in Glbert, the only real friend Napol eon
woul d ever have. And yet. And yet.

G | bert carefully folded Napoleon's letter and enclosed it in his own, a sinple note that said:

Your Majesty, please do not be harsh with this gifted young nan. He has the arrogance of youth;
there is no treason in his heart, | knowit. Nevertheless, | will be guided by you, as always, for
you wi |l always know the proper bal ance between justice and nmercy. Your hunble servant, Gl bert.

King Charles would be livid, of course. Even if Napoleon was right, and Charlie was inclined to
be indul gent, the courtiers would never |et such an opportunity pass. There would be such a how
for Napol eon's head that even King Charles could not resist cashiering the boy. Another letter
the nost pai nful one, was again in Glbert's own hand, this tine addressed to Frederic, Conte de
Maurepas. G lbert had witten it |ong ago, alnmpst as soon as Napol eon arrived in Canada. Soon it
would be tine to send it.

On the eve of such monentous events, ny dear Freddie, | think you should wear this anulet. It
was given me by a holy man to fend the lies and deceptions of Satan. War it at all tines, ny
friend, for | think your need for it is greater far than m ne

Freddi e need not know that the "holy nman" was Robespierre-- de Maurepas woul d certainly never
wear it then. Glbert drew the amulet fromthe bosomof his shirt, where it dangl ed on a gol den
chain. What will de Maurepas do when Napol eon has no power over hin? Wiy, he will act his true
self again, that is what he will do.

G | bert had sat thus for half an hour, knowi ng that the tinme of decision had arrived. The amul et
woul d not be sent yet-- only at the cusp of events woul d Napol eon suddenly | ose his influence over
Freddie. But the letter to the King nust be sent now, if there was to be tinme for it to reach
Versailles, and the inevitable response to return to Canada before the springtinme battle with the
Aneri cans.

Am 1l a traitor, to work for the defeat of ny King and country? No, | amnot, npost certainly | am
not. For if | thought it would do nmy bel oved France even an ounce of good, | would hel p Napol eon
win his victory over the Anericans, even if it neant crippling the cause of liberty in this new
| and. For though | ama Feuillant, a denocrat, even a Jacobin in ny darkest heart, and even though
ny love for Anerica is greater than that of any man save perhaps Franklin or Washington, who are
dead, or Jefferson anong the living-- despite all that, I ama Frenchman first, and what care
for liberty in any corner of God's world, if there is none in France?

No, | do this because a terrible, humliating defeat in Canada is exactly what France needs,
especially if it can be seen that the defeat is caused by King Charles's direct intervention. Such
a direct intervention as renmoving popular and brilliant Bonaparte from conmmand on the eve of

battle, and replacing himwith an ass |ike de Maurepas, all for the sake of Charlie's own vanity.

For there was one last letter, this one in code, seeningly innocuous in its babbling about
hunting and the tediumof life in N agara. But hidden within it was the entire text of both
Napol eon's and Frederic's letters, to be published to withering effect as soon as the news of
French defeat reached Paris. Al npbst as quickly as Napoleon's original letter reached the King,
Robespi erre woul d have this ciphered letter in his hands.

But what of ny oath to the king? What sort of plotting is this? | was neant to be a general, to
lead armes in battle; or a Governor, to nove the nmachinery of state for the good of the people.
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Instead | amreduced to plotting, backstabbing, deception, betrayal. | ama Brutus, willing to
betray all for the sake of a loyalty to the people. And yet-- | pray that history will be kind to
me, and let it be known that but for me King Charles would have called hinself Charlenagne Second
and used Napol eon to subjugate Europe in a new French Enpire. Instead, with God's hel p, because of
me France will set an exanple of peacefulness and liberty to all the world.

He it his wax candle, let it drip to fasten closed the letter to the King and the letter to his
trusted nei ghbor, and then pressed his seal into both. He called in his aide, who put themin the
mai | pouch, then left to carry themto the ship-- the last ship that was sure to make it down the
river and on to France before wnter.

Only the letter to de Maurepas remmi ned, that and the amulet. How | regret having you, be said
to the amulet. If only I, too, could have been deceived by Napol eon, and rejoiced as he made his
inevitable way into history. Instead | amthwarting him for how can a general, be he as brilliant
as Caesar, possibly thrive in the denocracy Robespierre and I will create in France?

Al'l seeds are planted, all traps are set.

For another hour G lbert de La Fayette sat trenmbling in his chair. Then he arose, dressed in his
finest clothing, and spent the evening watching a wetched farce by a fifth-rate conpany, the
finest that poor N agara could get from Mother France. At the end he stood and appl auded, which
because he was Governor, guaranteed the conpany financial success in Canada; appl auded | ong and
vigorously, as the rest of the audience was forced to keep appl auding with him clapped his hands
until his arns were sore, until the amulet was slick with sweat on his chest, until he felt the
heat of his exertion burning through his shoul ders and back, until he could clap no nore.

Chapter 17 -- Becca's Loom

Wnter'd been going on half Alvin's life, it seemed like. Used to be he liked snowy tines,
peeki ng out his wi ndow through the craze of frost, |ooking at the sun dazzling off the snpoth
unbroken sea of snow. But then, in those days he could al ways get inside where it was warm eat
Ma's cooking, sleep in a soft bed. Not that he was suffering so nuch now, what with | earning Red
ways for doing things, Alvin wasn't bad off.

It had just been going on for too many nonths. Al nost a year since that spring norning when
Alvin set out with Measure for the trip to Hatrack River. That had seened such a | ong journey
then; now, to Alvin, it was no nore than a day's jaunt by conparison with the traveling he had
done. They been south so far the Reds spoke Spanish nore than English when they tal ked Wiite man
tal k. They been west to the foggy bottom |l ands near the M zzipy. They tal ked to Cree-Ek, Chok- Taw,
the "uncivilized" Cherriky folk of the bayou country. And north to the highest reaches of the
M zzi py where the | akes were so many and all hooked on that you could go everywhere by canoe.

It went the sane with every village they visited. "W know about you, Ta-Kunsaw, you come to
talk war. We don't want war. But-- if the Wiite man cones here, we fight."

And then Ta-Kunsaw expl aining that by the tinme the Wiite man cones to their village, it's too
late, they'll be alone, and the Wites will be like a hailstorm pounding theminto the dirt. "W
must nake ourselves into one army. W still can be stronger than they are if we do."

It was never enough. A few young nen would nod, would wish to say yes, but the old nen, they
didn't want war, they didn't want glory, they wanted peace and quiet, and the Wiite man was still
far away, still a runor.

Then Ta- Kunsaw would turn to Alvin, and say, "Tell them what happened at Ti ppy-Canoe."

By the third telling, Alvin knew what woul d happen when he told the tale the tenth tinme, the
hundredth time, every tinme. Knew it as soon as the Reds seated around the fire turned to | ook at
him wth distaste because he was Wiite, with interest because he was the Wite boy who travel ed
with Ta-Kunsaw. No matter how sinple he nmade the tale, no natter how he included the fact that the
Whi tes of Wobbish Territory thought that Ta-Kunmsaw had ki dnapped and tortured himand Measure, the
Reds still listened to it with grief and grimfury. And at the end, the old nmen would be gripping
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handfuls of soil in their hands, tearing at the ground as if to turn | oose sone terrible beast
inside the earth; and the young nen would be drawing their flint-edged knives gently across their
own thighs, drawing faint lines of blood, teaching their knives to be thirsty, teaching their own
bodi es to seek out pain and love it.

"When the snow is gone fromthe banks of the Hi o," said Ta-Kumsaw.

"W will be there," said the young nen, and the ol d nen nodded their consent. The sane in every
village, every tribe. Ch, sonetinmes a few spoke of the Prophet and urged peace; they were scorned
as "old wonen"; though as far as Alvin could see, the old women seened npbst savage of all in their
hat e.

Yet Al vin never conplained that Ta-Kunsaw was using himto heat up anger against his own race.

After all, the story Alvin had to tell was true, wasn't it? He couldn't deny to tell it, not to
anybody, not for any reason, no nore than his famly could deny to speak under the Prophet's
curse. Not that blood would appear on Alvin's hands if he refused to tell. He just felt like the

same burden was on himlike it was on all the Wites who beheld the nassacre at Ti ppy-Canoe. The
story of Tippy-Canoe was true, and if every Red who heard that tale becane filled with hate and

want ed vengeance, wanted to kill every Wiite nan who didn't sail back to Europe, why, woul d that
be a reason for Alvin to try to keep themfromknowi ng? O wasn't that their natural right, to
know the truth so as to be able to let the truth lead themto do good or evil, as they chose?

Not that Alvin could talk about natural rights and such out |oud. There wasn't much chance for
conversation. Sure enough, he was always with Ta-Kunsaw, never nore than an arms length off. But
Ta- Kunmsaw al nost never spoke to Alvin, and when he did it was things like "Catch a fish" or "Cone
with me now " Ta-Kunmsaw nmade it plain that he had no friendship for Alvin now, and in fact he
didn't nuch want a Wiite along with him Ta-Kunsaw wal ked fast, in his Red man's way, and never
| ooked back to see if Alvin was with himor not. The only tine he ever seened to care that Alvin
was there was when he turned to himand said, "Tell what happened at Ti ppy-Canoe."

One tinme, after they left a village so het up against Wiites they were looking with interest at
Alvin's own scalp, Alvin got to feeling defiant and he said, "Wy don't you have ne tell them
about how you and | and Tal eswapper all got into Eight-Face Mound?" Ta-Kunsaw s only answer was to
wal k so fast that Alvin had to run all day just keeping up

Traveling with Ta-Kunsaw was |ike traveling alone, when it cane to conpany. Alvin couldn't

renenber ever being so lonely in his life. So why don't | |eave, he asked hinself. Wiy do | keep
going with hin? It ain't like it's fun, and |I'mhelping himstart a war against my own fol ks, and
it's getting colder all the tine, like as if the sun gave up shining and the world was supposed to

be grey bare trees and blinding snow fromone end to the other, and he don't even want ne here.

Wiy did Alvin go on? It was partly Tenskwa- Tawa's prophecy that Ta-Kunsaw never would die if
Alvin stuck close by. Alvin mght not |ike Ta-Kunsaw s conpany, but Al vin knew he was a great and
good man, and if Alvin could sonmehow help keep himalive, then it was his duty to give it a try as
best he coul d.

But it was also nore than that, more than the duty he felt to the Prophet, to care for his
brother; nmore than the need he felt to act out the terrible punishnment of his famly by telling
the tale of Tippy-Canoe all over the Red man's country. Alvin couldn't exactly find it in words to
tell himself inside his head as he ran al ong through the woods, lost in a hal fway dream the green
of the forest guiding his footsteps and filling his head with the nusic of the earth. No, that
wasn't a word time. But it was a tinme of understanding w thout words, of having a sense of
ri ght ness about what he was doing, a feeling that Alvin was like the oil on the axle of a wagon
wheel that was carrying great events forward. | night just get nyself all used up, | night get
burned away by the heat of the wheel rubbing on the axle, but the world is changi ng, and sonehow
I"mpart of what's helping it go forward. Ta-Kunmsaw s buil di ng sonet hing, bringing together Red
men to nmake sonet hi ng out of them

It was the first tinme Alvin understood that sonmething could be built out of people, that when Ta-
Kunsaw tal ked them Reds into feeling with one heart and acting with one mnd, they becane
sonet hi ng bigger than just a few people; and building sonething like that, it was against the
Unmaker, wasn't it? Just like Alvin always used to nake little baskets by weaving grass. The grass
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was not hing but grass by itself, but all wove together it was sonething nore than grass.

Ta- Kunmsaw s naki ng sonet hi ng new where there wasn't nothing, but the new thing won't conme to be
wi t hout ne.

That filled himw th fear of hel ping make sonething he didn't understand; but it also filled him
with eagerness to see the future. So he pressed on, pushed forward, wore hinself down, talked to
Reds who started out suspicious and ended up filled with hate, and stared nost of every day at the
back of Ta-Kunsaw, running ahead of himever deeper into the forest. The green of the wood turned
gold and red, then black with the rains of autumm on, the bare trees, and finally grey and white
and still. And all his worry, all his discouragenent, all his confusion, all his grief for the
terrible things he saw coming and the terrible things he'd seen in the past-- all turned into a
weary distaste for winter, an inpatience for the season to change, for the snowto nelt and spring
to cone, and then sumrer

Sumer, when he coul d | ook back and think of all this as the past. Summer, when he'd know pretty
much how it all turned out, for good or ill, and not have this sickening snowwhite dread in the
back of his mind, masking all his other feelings the way snow nasked the earth beneath it.

Until one day Alvin noticed that the air was somewhat warm and the snow had sl acked off the
grass and dirt and was purely gone fromthe tree linbs, and there was a flash of red where a
certain bird was getting itself ready to find hima wife and nestle in for egg season. And on that
very day, Ta-Kunmsaw turned eastward, up over a ridge of hills, and stood perched atop a rock
| ooki ng down on a valley of Wiite nen's farns in the northern part of the Wite man's state of
Appal achee.

It was a sight Alvin had never seen before in his life. Not like the French city of Detroit,
peopl e all packed in together, nor |like the sparse settlenents of the Wbbish country, with each
farm carved out like a gouge in the greenwod forest. Here the trees were all disciplined, lined
up in rows to mark off one farner's field fromanother. Only on the hills skirting the valley were
the trees sonewhat wild again. And as the ground softened today, there were farmers out cutting
the earth open with their plows, just as gentle and shallow on the face of the earth as those Red
warriors' flint knives against their thighs, teaching the blade to thirst, teaching the earth to
bear, so that like the blood that seeped upward under the Red nen's knives, the wheat or maize or
rye or oats would seep upward, make a thin filmof life across the skin of the earth, an open
wound all summer until harvest bl ades nmade another kind of cut. Then the snow again, it would form
like a scab, to heal the earth until the next year's injury. This whole valley was |ike that,
broken |ike an ol d horse.

| shouldn't feel like this, thought Alvin. | should be glad to see Wite |ands again. There was
curls of snmoke froma hundred chi nmmeys up and down the valley. There was fol ks there, children
getting outside to play after being penned up the whole of winter, nen sweating into the chilly
air of early spring as they did their tasks, hard-working animals raising a steamfromtheir
nostrils and off their hot, heaving flanks. This was |ike hone, wasn't it? This was what Arnor and
Fat her and every other White man wanted to turn the Wbbish country into, wasn't it? This was
civilization, one household butting up into the next one, all elbows jostling, all the Iand
parcel ed out till nobody had no doubt at all who owned every inch of it, who had the right to use
it and who was trespassing and better nobve al ong.

But after this year of being with Reds practically every mnute and hardly seeing a Wite man
except for Measure, for a while, and Tal eswapper for a day or two, why, Alvin didn't see that
valley with Wiite eyes. He saw it like a Red nan, and so to Alvin it |ooked |ike the end of the
wor | d.

"What're we doing here?" Alvin asked Ta- Kunsaw.

In answer, Ta-Kunmsaw just wal ked right down fromthe nountain and on into the Wite man's
valley, just like he had a right. Alvin couldn't figure, but he followed tight.

To Alvin's surprise, as they traipsed right through a field. half-plowed, the farmer didn't so

much as yell at themto mnd the furrows, he just | ooked up, squinted at them and then waved.
"Howdy, |ke!" he called.
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| ke?
And Ta- Kunsaw rai sed his hand in greeting and wal ked on

Alvin like to | aughed out |oud. Ta-Kunsaw, being known to civilized farners in a place |like
this, known so well that a White man could tell who he was at such a distance! Ta-Kunsaw, the nost
ferocious hater of Whites in all the woodl and, being called by a Wite man's nanme?

But Alvin knew better than to ask for explanation. He just followed close behind till Ta-Kunsaw
finally came to where he was going.

It |ooked to be a house |ike any other house, maybe a speck older. Big, anyway, and added onto
ina junbly way. Maybe that corner of the house was the original cabin, with a stone foundation
and then they added that wing onto it bigger than the | og house, so the cabin no doubt got turned
into a kitchen, and then another wing across the front of the cabin, only this time two stories
high, with an attic, and then an add-on in the back of the cabin, right across the-roof of it,
keepi ng the gabl e shape and framng it with shaped tinbers, which were whitewashed cl ean enough
once, but now were peeling off the paint and showi ng grey wood through. The whole history of this
vall ey in that house-- desperately just throwi ng up enough of a cabin to keep rain off between
battling the forest; then a neasure of peace to add a roomor two for confort; then sonme
prosperity, and nore children, and a need to put a grand two-story face on things, and finally
three generations in that house, and building not for pride but just for space, just for roons to
put fol ks into.

Such a house it was, a house that held the whole story of the Wiite nan's victorious war agai nst
the land in its shape.

And up wal ks Ta-Kunmsaw to a small and shabby-1|ooki ng door in the back, and he does not so much
as knock, he just opens the door and goes i nside.

Well, Alvin saw that, and for the first tine he didn't know what to do. By habit he wanted to
foll ow Ta-Kunmsaw right into the house, the way he'd followed himinto a hundred nud-daubed Red
man's huts. But by even ol der habit he knew you don't just walk right into a house like this, with
a proper door and all. You go round to the front and knock polite, and wait for folks to invite
you in.

So Alvin stood at the back door, which Ta-Kumsaw of course didn't even bother to close, watching
the first flies of spring wander into the hallway. He could al nost hear his nother yelling about
peopl e | eavi ng doors open so the flies would come in and drive everybody crazy all night, buzzing
when folks are trying to sleep. And so Alvin, thinking that way, did what Ma al ways had t hem do
he stepped inside and cl osed the door behind him

But he dared go no farther into the house than that back hall, with some heavy coats on pegs and
dirt-crusted boots in a junble by the door. It felt too strange to nove. He'd been hearing the
greensong of the forest for so many nonths that it was deafening, the silence when it was near
gone, near conpletely killed by the cacophony of the jammering life on a Wiite man's farmin

spring.

"l saac," said a wonmn's voice

One of the Wiite noises stopped. Only then did Alvin realize that it had been an actual noise he
was hearing with his ears, not the life-noises he heard with his Red senses. He tried to remenber
what it was. A rhythm and banging, regular rhythmlike-- like a loom It was a | oomhe'd been
hearing. Ta-Kunsaw nust've just wal ked hisself right into the roomwhere sone wonman was weavi ng.
Only he wasn't no stranger here, she knew himby the sanme name as that farmer fellow out in the
fields. |saac.

"lsaac," she said again, whoever she was.
"Becca," said Ta-Kunsaw.

A sinple nane, no reason for Alvin's heart to start apounding. But the way Ta-Kunsaw said it,
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the way he spoke-- it was such a tone of voice that was nmeant to make hearts pound. And nore: Ta-
Kumsaw spoke it, not with the strange-tw sted vowels of Red men tal king English, but with as true
an accent as if he was from Engl and. Wiy, he sounded nore |ike Reverend Thrower than Al vin would

have t hought possible.

No, no, it wasn't Ta-Kumsaw at all, it was another man, a White nan in the same roomw th the
Wiite wonman, that's all. And Alvin wal ked softly down the hall to find where the voices were, to
see the Wiite man whose presence would explain all

Instead he stood in an open door and | ooked into a room where Ta-Kunsaw stood holding a Wite
worman by her shoul ders, | ooking down into her face, and her |ooking up into his. Saying not a
word, just |ooking at each other. Not a Wiite nman in the room

"My people are gathering at the Hio," said Ta-Kunsaw, in his strange English-soundi ng voice

"I know," said the woman. "It's already in the fabric. " Then she turned to look at Alvin in the
doorway. "And you didn't conme al one."

Al vin never saw eyes |like hers before. He was still too young to hanker after wonen |ike he
renenber ed Wast enot and Want not doi ng when they both hit fourteen at a gallop. So it wasn't any
ki nd of man-wi shing-for-a-wonman feeling that he had, |ooking at her eyes. He just |ooked into them
Iike he sonetinmes |ooked into a fire, watching the flanes dance, not asking for themto nake
sense, just watching the sheer randommess of it. That was what. her eyes were like, as if those
eyes had seen a hundred thousand things happen, and they were all still swirling around inside
those eyes, and no one had ever bothered or maybe even known how to get those visions out and nake
sensible stories out of them

And Alvin feared mghtily that she had sonme power of witchery that she used to turn Ta-Kunsaw
into a Wiite man.

"My name is Becca," said the woman.

"His nane is Alvin," said Ta-Kunsaw, or rather, said Isaac, for it sure didn't sound |like Ta-
Kumsaw anynmore. "He's a niller's son fromthe Wbbish country.”

"He's that thread | saw running through the fabric out of place.” She smled at Alvin. "Cone

here," she said. "I want to see the | egendary Boy Renegado."
"Who's that?" asked Alvin. "The Boy Rainy CGod--"

"Renegado. There are stories all through Appal achee, don't you know t hat? About Ta-Kunsaw, who
appears one day in the Osh-Kontsy country and the next day in a village on the banks of the Yazoo,
stirring up Reds to do nmassacre and torture. And always with himis a Wiite boy who urges the Reds
to be ever nore brutal, who teaches themthe secret nethods of torture that used to be practiced
by the Papist Inquisitions in Spain and Italy."

"That ain't so," said Alvin.

She sniled. The flanes of her eyes danced.

"They nmust hate nme," said Alvin. "I don't even know what a Inky-zitchumis."
"Inquisition," said |saac.

Alvin felt a sick dread in his heart. If folks were tellin such tales about him why, folks
woul d regard himas a crinmnal, a nonster, practically. "I"'monly going along with--"

"I know what you're doing, and why," said Becca. "Around here we all know |Isaac well enough to
di sbel i eve such Iies about himand you both."

But Alvin didn't care about "around here." What he cared about was back hone in Wbbish country.

"Don't worry yourself," said Becca. "Nobody knows who this | egendary Wiite boy is. Certainly not
one of the two Innocents that Ta-Kunmsaw chopped to bits in the forest. Certainly not Alvin or
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Measure. VWich one are you, by the way?"

"Alvin," said |Isaac.

"Ch, yes," said Becca. "You already told me that. | have such a hard tinme hol di ng peopl e's nanes

in ny head.”
"Ta- Kumsaw di dn't chop nobody up."
"As you mi ght guess, Alvin, we didn't believe that story here, either."

"Ch." Alvin didn't know what to say, and since he'd been |living like a Red for so long, he did
what Reds do when they have nothing to say, sonething that a Wiite nan hardly ever thinks of
doing. He said nary a thing at all

"Bread and cheese?" asked Becca.
"You're too kind. Thank you," said |saac.

If that didn't beat all. Ta-Kunsaw saying thank you like a fine gentlenman. Not that he wasn't
nobl e and fairspoke anong his kind. But in Wiite nman's | anguage he was al ways so cold, so
unflowered in his talk. Till now. Wtchery.

Becca rang a little bell.

"It's sinmple fare, but we live sinply in this house. And especially in this room Wich is
fitting-- it's such a sinple place.”

Al vin | ooked around. She was right. It only just now occurred to himthat this roomwas the
original log cabin, with its one remaining wi ndow casting southern light into the room Around it
the walls were all still rough old wood; he just hadn't noticed, fromall the cloth draped here
and there, hanging on hooks, piled up on furniture, rolled up in bolts. A strange kind of cloth,
lots of color in it but the color nmaking no pattern or sense, just weaving this way, that way,
changi ng shades and col ors, a broad streak of blue, a few narrow strands of green, all twisting in
and out of each other.

Sonebody cane into the roomto answer Becca's bell, an older man fromthe sound of his voice;
she sent himfor food, but Alvin didn't even know what he | ooked |ike, he couldn't take his eyes
of f the cloth. What was so nmuch cloth for? Wiy woul d sonebody make it such a bright and ugly
unor gani zed set of col ors?

And where did it end?

He wal ked over to where naybe a dozen bolts of cloth were standing in a corner, |eaning on each
other, and he realized that each bolt grew out of the one before. Sonebody'd taken the end of
cloth fromone bolt and wapped it around itself to start the next one, so the cloth spool ed off
the end of one bolt, then I eapt up and plunged right down into the center of the next, one after
the other, making a chain of fabric. It wasn't a bunch of different cloths, it was all one cloth,

rolled up until it was al nost too heavy to nove, and then the next bolt started right up, with
never a scissor touching the cloth. A vin began to wander around the room his fingers tracing the
pattern of the cloth, following its path up over hooks on the wall, down into folds stacked up on

the floor. He followed, he followed, until finally, just is the old man returned with the bread
and cheese, he found the end of the cloth. It was feeding out the front of Becca's |oom

Al that time, Ta-Kunsaw had been talking to Becca in his Isaac voice, and she to himin her
deep nel odi ous way of speech, which had just the slightest hint of foreignness to it, like sone of
the Dutch in the area around Vigor Church, who'd been in Anerica all their lives but still had a
trace of the old country in their talk. Only now, with Alvin standing by the | oomand the food on
a lowtable with three chairs around it, only now did he pay attention to what they were saying,
and that only because he wanted so badly to ask Becca what all this cloth was for, seeing as how
she nmust have been weaving at it for nore than a year, to have it so |l ong, w thout never once
taking shears to it to nake sonmething out of it. It was what Ma always called a shaneful waste, to
have sonet hing and nmake no use of it, like Dally Franer's pretty singing voice, which she sang
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with all day at home but wouldn't ever join in singing hycmms at church

"Eat," said Ta-Kumsaw. And when he spoke so bluntly to Alvin, his voice |ost that Englishness;
he was the real Ta-Kunsaw again. It set Alvin's mind to rest, knowing that there wasn't sone
witchery at work, that Ta-Kunsaw just had two different ways of tal king; but of course that al so
set nore questions into Alvin's nmind, about how Ta-Kumsaw ever |earned such talk. Alvin never even
heard so nmuch as a runor about Ta- Kunmsaw having White friends in Appal achee, and you'd think a
tale like that woul d be known. Though it wasn't hard to guess why Ta-Kunsaw woul dn't want it
noi sed around nmuch. What would all those het-up Reds think if they saw Ta- Kunsaw here and now?
What would it do to Ta-Kunmsaw s war?

And cone to think of it, how could Ta-Kunsaw wage such a war, if he had true White friends like
the folk of this valley? Surely the | and was dead here, at |east as the Reds knew it. How could Ta-
Kumsaw bear it? It left such a hunger in Alvin that even though he packed bread and cheese down
his throat till his belly poked out, he still felt a gnawing inside him a need to get back to the
woodl and and feel the song of the | and inside hinself.

The neal was filled with Becca's pleasant chatter about doings in the valley, her saying nanes
that meant nothing to Alvin, except any one of them could have been the nane of a body back in
Vi gor Church-- there was even folks named M1l er, which was natural, seeing how a valley this size
no doubt had nore than one niller's worth of grain to grind.

The old man cane back to clear away.
"Did you cone to see ny cloth?" asked Becca.
Ta- Kumsaw nodded. "That's half why | cane.”

Becca smiled, and led himto the | oom She sat on her weaving stool and gathered the newest
cloth up into her lap. She started about three yards fromthe lip of the | oom

"Here," she said. "The gathering of your folk to Prophetstown. "

Al vin saw how she passed her hand over a whol e bunch of threads that seened to clinb out of
their proper warp and mgrate across the cloth to gather up near the edge.

"Reds fromevery tribe," she said. "The strongest of your people."

Even though the fibers tended to be greenish, they were indeed heavier than nost threads, strong
and taut. Becca fed the cloth farther down her |ap. The gathering grew stronger and clearer, and
the threads turned brighter green. How coul d threads change col or that way? And how with the
machi nery of the loomcould the warp shift l|ike that?

"And now the Wiites that gathered against them" she said

And sure enough, another group of threads, tighter to start with, but gathering, knotting up a
little. To Alvin's eyes it looked like the cloth was a ruin, the threads all tangled and bunched- -
who'd wear a shirt made of such stuff as that? --and the colors nade no sense, all junbled
together without no effort to nmake a pattern or any kind of regular order

Ta- Kumsaw reached out his hand and pulled the cloth toward hinself. Pulled until he exposed a
pl ace were all those pure green threads just went slack and then stopped, nobst of them The warp
of the cloth was spare and thin, then, maybe one thread for every ten there used to be, like a
wor n- down raggedy patch in the el bow of an old shirt, so when you bent your el bow maybe a dozen
threads made |ines across your skin one direction, and no threads at all the other way.

If the green threads stood for Prophetstown, there couldn't be no m stake what was goi ng on
here. "Ti ppy-Canoe," Al vin nurnured. Now he knew the order of this cloth.

Becca bent over the cloth and tears dropped fromher eyes straight down on it.

Tearl ess, Ta-Kunmsaw pulled the cloth again, steadily. Alvin saw the rest of the green threads,
the few that remained fromthe massacre at Ti ppy-Canoe, nmigrate to the edge of the cloth and stop
The cloth was narrower by that nmany threads. Only now there was anot her gathering, and the threads
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were not green. They were nostly bl ack.
"Black with hate," said Becca. "You are gathering your people with hate."
"Can you i nmagi ne conducting a war with | ove?" asked Ta- Kunsaw.

"That's a reason to refuse to make war at all," she said gently.
"Don't talk like a Wiite wonan," said Ta- Kunsaw.
"But she is one," said Alvin, who thought she nade perfect sense.

They both | ooked at Alvin, Ta-Kunsaw i npassively, Becca with-- anusenent? Pity? Then they
returned to the cloth.

Very quickly they cane to where the cloth hung over the beam then fed out of the |l oom Al ong
the way, the black threads of Ta-Kumsaw s arny worked cl oser together, knotted, intertw ned. And
other threads, some blue, sonme yellow, sone black, all gathered in another place, the fabric
bunchi ng up something awful. It was thicker, but it didn't seemto Alvin that it was a speck
stronger. Waker, if anything. Less useful. Less trustworthy.

"This cloth ain't going to be worth nuch, if this goes on," said Alvin.
Becca snmiled grimy. "Truer words were never spoken, lad."

"If this is about a year's worth of story," said Alvin, "you nust have two hundred years al
gat hered up here.”

Becca cocked her head. "Mrre than that," she said.
"How do you find out all that's going on, to make it all go into the cloth?"
"Ch, Alvin, there's sone things fol ks just do, w thout knowi ng how," she said.

"And if you change the threads around, can't you make things go different?" Alvin had in mnd a
careful rearrangenent, spreading the threads out nore even-like, and getting those bl ack threads
farther apart from each other

"It doesn't work like that," she said. "I don't make things happen, with what | do here. Things
that happen, they change ne. Don't fret about it, Alvin."

"But there wasn't even White folks in this part of America nore than two hundred years ago. How
can this cloth go farther back?"

She sighed. "lsaac, why did you bring himto plague nme with questions?"

Ta- Kunsaw snil ed at her

"Lad, will you tell no one?" she asked. "WII| you keep it secret who | amand what | do?"

"l promse."

"I weave, Alvin. That's all. My whole famly, frombefore we even renenber, we've been weavers."

"That your nanme, then? Becca Weaver? My brother-in-law, Arnor-of-God, his pa's a Waver, and--"

"Nobody calls us weavers," said Becca. "If they had any nane for as at all, they'd call us--
no."

She wouldn't tell him

"No, Alvin, | can't put such a burden on you. Because you'd want to cone. You'd want to cone and
see. "

"See what ?" asked Al vin.
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"Li ke Isaac here. | should never have told him either."

"He kept the secret, though. Never breathed a word."

"He didn't keep it secret fromhinself, though. He came to see.”
"See what?" Alvin asked agai n.

"See how long are the threads a-flowing up into nmy [oom"

Only then did Alvin notice the back end of the |oom where the warp threads were gathered into.
pl ace by a rack of fine steel wires. The threads weren't colored at all. They were raw white.
Cotton? Surely not wool. Linen, maybe. Wth all the colors in the finished cloth, he hadn't really
noti ced what it was made of.

"Where do the colors cone fron?" asked Alvin

No one answer ed.

"Sone of the threads go slack."

"Some of themend," said Ta- Kunmsaw.

"Many of themend," said Becca. "And nany begin. It's the pattern of life."
"What do you see, Alvin?" asked Ta- Kunsaw.

"If these black threads are your folk," said Alvin, "then I'd say there's a battle com ng, and a
lot are going to die. Not l|ike Tippy-Canoe, though. Not as bad."

"That's what | see, too," said Ta-Kunsaw.
"And these other colors all bunched up, what are they? An arnmy of White fol k?"

"Wird is that a man naned Andrew Jackson of the western Tennizy country is gathering up an arny.
They call himdd Hickory."

"I know the man," said Ta-Kumsaw. "He doesn't stay in the saddle too well."

"He's been doing with Wiite fol ks what you've been doing with Red, |Isaac. He's been going up and
down the western country, rousting people out and harangui ng them about the Red Menace. About you
| saac. For every Red soldier you ve gathered, he's recruited two Wiites. And he figures you'll go
north, to join with a French army. He knows all your plans.”

"He knows nothing," said Ta-Kumsaw. "Alvin, tell me, how many threads of this Wiite arnmy end?"
"Alot. More, maybe. | don't know It's about even."
"Then it tells ne nothing."

"It tells you that you'll have your battle," said Becca. "It tells you that there'll be nore

bl ood and suffering in the world, thanks to you."

"But it says nothing of victory," said Ta-Kunsaw.
"It never does."

Al vin wondered if you could just tie another thread onto the end of one of the broken ones, and
save sonebody's life. He | ooked for the spools of thread fromwhich the warp was forned, but he
couldn't find them The threads hung down fromthe back beam of the loom taut |ike there was a
heavy wei ght hanging on them but Alvin couldn't see where the threads cane from They didn't
touch the floor. They didn't exactly stop, either. He |looked this far, and there they were,
hangi ng tight and | ong; and he | ooked this nuch farther, and there weren't no threads, nothing
there at all. The threads were just coming out of nowhere, and there was no way the hunman eye
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coul d see or nmake sense of how they started.

But Alvin, he could see with other eyes, inward eyes, the way he studied into the tiny workings
of the human body, into the cold inward currents of stone. And with that hidden vision he | ooked
into a single thread and traced its shape, followi ng how the fibers wound around and through
twi sting and gripping each other to make the strength of the yarn. This time he could just keep
following the thread. Just keep on following until finally, far beyond the place where the threads
al | disappeared to natural eyes, the thread ended. Wosever soul that thread bespoke, he had a
good long |life ahead of him before he died.

Al'l these threads must end, when the person dies. And sonehow a new thread nust start up when a
baby got born. Another thread com ng out of nowhere.

"It never ends," said Becca. "I'lIl growold and die, Alvin, but the cloth will go on."
"Do you know which thread is you?"

"No," she said. "I don't want to know. "

"I reckon 1'd like to see. | want to know how nany years | got."

"Many, " said Ta-Kunsaw. "O few. Al that matters is what you do with however many years you
have. "

"It does too natter howlong |I live," said Alvin. "Don't go saying it don't, cause you don't
beli eve that yourself."

Becca | aughed.

"M ss Becca," said Alvin, "what do you do this for, if you don't nake things happen?"
She shrugged. "It's a work. Everybody has a work to do, and this is mne."

"You could go out and weave things for folks to wear."

"To wear and then wear out," she said. "And no, Alvin, | can't go out."

"You nean you stay indoors all the tine?"

"I stay here, always," she said. "In this room with nmny loom"

"l begged you once to go with me," said |Isaac

"And | begged you once to stay." She snmiled up at him

"I can't live forever where the land is dead."

"And | can't live a nonent away fromny cloth. The way the land lives in your mnd, |Isaac, that
is howthe lives of all the souls of Anerica live in nmine. But | |ove you. Even now. "

Alvin felt like he shouldn't be there. It was |ike they forgot he was there, even though he'd
just been talking to them It finally dawned on himthat they' d probably rather be alone. So he
nmoved away, wal ked over to the cloth again, and again began tracing its path, the opposite
direction this time, scanning quickly but carefully, up the walls, through the bolts and pil es,
searching for the earliest end of the cloth.

Couldn't find it. In fact, he nust have been | ooking the wong direction or got hinself tw sted
up, because pretty soon he found hinself on the sanme faniliar path he had foll owed, the path that
first led himto the loom He reversed direction, and after a short tinme he found hinself again on
the path to the loom He could no nore search backward to find the ol dest end of the cloth than he
could search forward to find where the newest threads were coming from

He turned again to Ta- Kumsaw and Becca. Watever whi spered conversation they had carried on was
over. Ta-Kunmsaw sat cross-legged on the floor in front of her, his head bowed. She was stroking
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his hair with gentle hands.
"This cloth is older than the ol dest part of this house," said Alvin
Becca didn't answer.
"This cloth's been going on forever."
"As |ong as nen and wonen have known how to weave, this cloth has passed through the I oom™
"But not this loom This looms new, " said Alvin.

"We change loons fromtinme to tine. We build the new one around the old. It's what the nen of
our kind do."

"This cloth is older than the ol dest White settlenents in America," said Al vin.

"It was once a part of a larger cloth. But one day, back in our old country, we saw a | arge
portion of the threads noving off the edge of the cloth. My great-great-great-great-great-great-
grandfather built a new|loom W had the threads we needed. They pulled away fromthe old cloth;
we continued it fromthere. It's still connected up-- that's what you're seeing."

"But nowit's here."

"It's here and there. Don't try to understand it, Alvin. | gave up long ago. But isn't it good
to know that all of the threads of life are being woven into one great cloth?"

"Who's weaving the cloth for the Red folk that went west with Tenskwa- Tawa?" asked Alvin. "Those
threads went off the cloth."

"That's not your business," said Becca. "We'Ill just say that another |loomwas built, and carried
west . "

"But Ta-Kunmsaw said no Wihite fol k woul d ever cross the river to the west. The Prophet said it,
too."

Ta- Kurnsaw turned slowy on the floor, wi thout getting up. "Alvin," he said, "you' re only a boy--

"And | was only a girl," Becca rem nded him "when | first loved you." She turned to Al vin.
"I't's nmy daughter who carried the loominto the west. She could go because she's only half Wite."
She agai n stroked Ta-Kunsaw s hair. "lsaac is ny husband. My daughter Weza is his daughter."”

"Mana- Tawa, " sai d Ta- Kunsaw.

"I thought for a tine that |Isaac would choose to stay here, to live with us. But then | watched
as his thread noved away fromus, even though his body still was with us. | knew he would go to be
with his people. | knew why he had come to us, alone fromthe forest. There is a hunger deeper
than the Red man's hunger for the song of the living forest, deeper than a blacksnith's yearning
for the hot wet iron, deeper even than a doodl ebug's |onging for the hollow heart of the earth.
That hunger brought Ta-Kunmsaw to our house. My nother was still the weaver at the | oomthen.
taught Ta-Kunsaw to read and wite; he rushed through ny father's library, and read every other
book in the valley, and we sent for nore books from Phil adel phia and he read those. He chose his
own nane, then, for the man who wrote the Principia. Wen we cane of age, he married nme. | had a
baby. He left. When Weza was three, he canme back, built a loom and took her west over the
mountain to live with his people.”

"And you |l et your own daughter go?"

"Just like one of ny ancestors sat at her old |loomand | et her daughter go, across the ocean to

this land, her with a new | oom and her watchful father beside her, yes, | let her go." Becca
smled sadly at Alvin. "W all have our work, but there's no good work that doesn't have its cost.
By the tine Isaac took her, | was already in this room Everything that happened has been good."
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"You didn't even ask how your daughter was doi ng when he got here! You still haven't asked."
"I didn't have to ask," said Becca. "No harmcones to the keepers of the loom"

"Well, if your daughter's gone, who's going to take your place?"

"Per haps anot her husband will cone here, by and by. One who'll stay in this house, and nake
anot her | oom for me, and yet another for a daughter not yet born."

"And what happens to you then?"

"So many questions, Alvin," said Ta-Kunmsaw. But his voice was soft and tired and Engli sh-
soundi ng; Alvin wasn't in awe of the Ta-Kunmsaw who read Wiite nen's books, and so he paid no heed
to the mld rebuke.

"What happens to you when your daughter takes your place?"

"I don't know," said Becca. "But the story is that we go to the place where the threads cone
from™

"What do you do there?"
"W spin."

Alvin tried to i magine Becca' s nother, and her grandnother, and the wonen before that, all in a
line, he tried to i magi ne how many there'd be, all of themworking their spinning wheels, w nding
out threads fromthe spindle, yarn all raw and white, which would just go somewhere, go on and
di sappear sonmewhere until it broke. O maybe when it broke they held the whole thing, a whole
human life, in their hands, and then tossed it upward until it was caught by a passing wi nd, and
then dropped down and got snagged up in sonebody's loom A life afloat on the wi nd, then caught
and woven into the cloth of humanity; born at sone arbitrary time, then struggling to find its way
into the fabric, weaving into the strength of it.

And as he imagined this, he also inagined that he understood sonething about that fabric. About
the way it grew stronger the nore tightly woven in each thread becane. The ones that skipped about
over the top of the cloth, dipping into the weft only now and then, they added little to the
strength, though much to the color, of the cloth. While some whose col or hardly showed at all,
they were deeply wound anong the threads, holding all together. There was a goodness in those
hi dden bi ndi ng threads. Forever fromthen on, Alvin would see sone quiet man or wonan, little
noti ced and hardly thought of by others, who neverthel ess went a-weaving through the |life of
village, town, or city, binding up, holding on, and Alvin would silently salute such folk, and do
them homage in his heart, because he knew how their lives kept the cloth strong, the weave tight.

He al so renenbered the many threads that ended at the point where Ta-Kunsaw s battle was to take
place. It was as if Ta-Kunsaw had taken shears to the cloth.

"Ain't there'a way to heal things up?" asked Alvin. "Ain't there a hope of keeping this battle
from ever happening, so those threads don't all get broke?"

Becca shook her head. "Even if |saac refused to go, the battle would take place wi thout him No,
the threads aren't broken by anything Isaac did. They broke the nonent some Red man chose a course
of action that would surely end in his death in battle; you and |Isaac weren't goi ng around
spreading death, if that's what worries you. No nore than A d Hickory's been killing people. You
were just going spreading choices. They didn't have to believe in you. They didn't have to choose
to die."

"But they didn't know that's what they was choosing."

"They knew," said Becca. "W always know. W don't admit it to ourselves, not until the very
nmoment of death, but in that noment, Alvin, we see all the life before us and we understand how we
chose, every day of our lives, the manner of our death."

"What if sonething just happens to fall on sonebody's head and nashes hi nP"
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"He chose to be in a place where such things happen. And he wasn't | ooking up."

"I don't believe it," said Alvin. "I think fol ks can al ways change what's com ng, and | think
sonme things happen that ain't nobody ever chose to happen,"”

Becca smiled at him reached out her arm "Cone here, Alvin. Let nme hold you close to ne. | |ove
your sinple faith, child. | want to hold on to that faith, even if | can't believe it."

So she held himfor a time, and her armaround himfelt so nuch |like his owm mama's, strong and
gentle, that he cried a little. In fact he cried a good deal nore than he woul d ever have neant to

cry, if he'd nmeant to cry at all. And he knew better than to ask to see his own thread, even
t hough he imagined his thread woul d be easy to find-- the one thread born in the Wite nman's
section of the cloth, but migrating over and becoming green. Surely beconing green, like the

Prophet' s peopl e did.

One thing he was al so sure of, so sure that he didn't even ask, though heaven knows he wasn't
shy about asking any question popped into his head: He was sure that Becca knew which thread was
Ta- Kumsaw s, and knew as well that his and Ta-Kunsaw s threads were all bound up with each other
for a while at least. As long as Alvin was with him Ta-Kumsaw d be alive. Alvin knew that there
was two endings to the prophecy: the one in which Alvin died first, |eaving Ta-Kunmsaw by himsel f,
in which case he'd die too; or the one in which neither one of themdied and their threads went on
until they di sappeared. There night've been a third way it could cone out: Alvin mght just up and
| eave Ta-Kumsaw. But then if he did that, he wouldn't be Alvin anynore, so there wasn't no point
in considering that as a possibility, cause it wasn't one.

Alvin slept the night on a nmat on the library floor, after reading a few pages in a book by a
man named Adam Snith. Where Ta-Kunsaw slept, Alvin didn't know or care to ask. Wat a nman does
with his wife is no affair for children, Alvin knew, but he wondered if the main reason Ta- Kunmsaw
had come back here wasn't his wish to see the | oom but the hungering that Becca spoke of. The
need to make another daughter to care for Becca's loom It wasn't a bad idea, in Alvin's mnd, to
have the cloth of Wiite Anerica in the hands of a Red man's daughter

In the norning Ta-Kunsaw | ed hi maway, back into the forest. They did not speak of Becca, or
anything else; it was back to the old way, with Ta-Kumsaw speaking only to get things done. Alvin
never heard himspeak in his Isaac voice again, so that Alvin began to wonder if he really heard
it.

On the north bank of the Hi o, near where the Wbbish enpties into it, the Red arny gathered,
nore Reds than Alvin knew existed in the whole world. More people than Alvin had ever inagi ned
together in the sane place at the sane tine.

Because such a conpany was bound to get hungry, the animals also cane to them sensing their
need and fulfilling what they all was born for. Did the forest know that all its hopes of
wi t hstanding Wiite nmen's axes depended on Ta-Kumsaw s victory?

No, Alvin decided, the forest was just doing what it always did-- nmaking shift to feed its own.

It was raining and the breeze was cool on the norning they set out fromthe H o, bound
northward. But what was rain to Red men? The nessenger had come fromthe French in Detroit. It was
time to join forces, and lure A d Hickory's army north.

Chapter 18 -- Detroit

It was a glorious time for Frederic, Conte de Maurepas. Far fromliving in hell here in Detroit,
with none of the amenities of Paris, he found the exhilaration of, for once, being part of
sonething | arger than hinself. War was afoot, the fort was stirring, the heathen Reds were
gathering fromthe far corners of the w lderness, and soon, under de Maurepas's comrand, the
French woul d destroy the ragtag American arnmy O d Chestnut had brought north of the Maw Mee. A d
W1l ow? Whatever they called him
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O course a part of himwas rather unnerved by all this. Frederic had never been a man of
action, and now so rmuch action was going on that he could hardly fathomit. It bothered him
soneti mes that Napol eon was letting the savages fight from behind trees. Surely Europeans, even
t he barbarous Anmericans, should be courteous enough not to |l et the Reds take unfair advantage of
their ability to hide in the woods. But never nind. Napoleon was sure it would work out. Wat
could go wong, really? Everything was working as Napoleon said it would. Even Governor La
Fayette, traitorous effete Feuillant dog that he was, seemed enthusiastic about the battle ahead.
He had even sent another ship with nmore troops, which Frederic had seen pull into harbor not ten
m nut es ago.

"My lord," said Woever-it-was, the servant who handled things in the evening. He was announcing
sonmebody, of all things.

"Who?" Who is it visiting at such an ungodly hour?
"A nessenger fromthe Governor."

"In," said Frederic. He was feeling too pleasant to bother keeping the man cooling his heels for
a while. After all, it was evening-- no need to pretend to be hard at work at an hour like this.
After four o' clock, in fact!

The man cane in, smart in his uniform A major officer, in fact. Frederic should know his nane,
probably, but then he wasn't anybody, hadn't even a cousin with a title. So Frederic waited, not
greeting him

The major held two letters in his hand. He laid one on Frederic's table.
“"I's the other for ne as well?"

"Yes, sir. But |I have the Governor's instructions to give you that one first, to wait while you
read it in ny presence, and then deci de whether to give you the other."

"The CGovernor's instructions! To nake me wait to receive ny mail until |'ve read his letter
first?"

"The second letter is not addressed to you, ny lord," said the mgjor. "So it is not your nail
But | think you will want to see it."

"What if I'mweary of work, and choose to read the letter tonorrow?"

"Then | have still another letter, which | will read to your soldiers if you don't read the
first letter within five mnutes. That third letter relieves you of conmand and places ne in
charge of Fort Detroit, under the authority of the Governor."

"Audaci ous! O fensive! To address nme in this manner!"

"I but repeat the words of the Governor, my lord. | urge you, read his letter. It can do you no
harm and not reading it will have devastating effect."

Unbear abl e. Who did the Governor think he was? Well, in fact, he was a Marquis. But then, La
Fayette was actually farther out of favor with the King than--

"Five mnutes, ny lord."

Seet hing, Frederic opened the letter. It was heavy; when he unfolded it, a netal anulet on a
chain spilled onto the desk, clattering.

"What is this?"
"The letter, ny lord."

Frederic scanned it quickly. "An amulet! Holy man! What am | to nake of this? Has La Fayette
become superstitious?" Yet despite his bravado, Frederic knew at once that he would put on the
anulet. A ward agai nst Satan! He had heard of such anulets, priceless beyond conpare, for all had

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T...20Alvin%20Maker%202%20-%20Red%20Prophet.txt (152 of 159) [1/14/03 10:16:58 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T al es%200f %20A | vin%%20M aker%2029620-%20Red%20Prophet.txt

been touched by the finger of the Holy Mdther herself, giving themtheir power. Could this be such
a one? He opened the chain and |lowered it over his head.

"Inside," said the mgjor.

Frederic |l ooked at hima nonent in bafflenment, then realized what was expected and tucked the
anulet into his shirt. Now it was out of sight.

"There," he said. "I'"'mwearing it."
"Excellent, ny lord," said the major. He held out the other letter

It was not fastened shut, but it had been seal ed, and Frederic was astonished to see that it was
H's Majesty's great seal inprinted in the wax. It was addressed to the Marquis de La Fayette. It
contai ned the order for Napol eon Bonaparte to be placed under imediate arrest, to be returned to
Paris in irons to stand trial for treason, sedition, disloyalty, and nal f easance.

* % %

"Do you think your pleading noves ne?" said de Maurepas.

"I should hope that the justice of nmy argunments would nove you," said Napol eon. "Tonorrow wl |
be the battle. Ta-Kunsaw expects to take his orders fromme; only | understand fully what is
expected of the French arny in this engagenent."”

"Only you? What is this sudden vanity of yours, to believe that only you are capabl e of conmand,
that only you understand?"

"But of course you understand, nmy lord de Maurepas. Only it is for you to be concerned with, the
broader picture, while |--"

"Save your breath," said de Maurepas. "I amno | onger deceived. Your wtchery, your satanic
influence, it floats past nme |like bubbles in the air, it neans nothing to ne. | am stronger than
you thought. | have secret strengths!”

"It's good that you do, since all you have in public is idiocy," said Napoleon. "The defeat you
will suffer without ne will nmark you as the chanpion fool in the history of the French arny.
Wienever anyone suffers an ignom ni ous and avoi dabl e disaster, they will laugh at himand say that
he conmitted a Maurepas!"

"Enough, " said de Maurepas. "Treason, sedition, nalfeasance, and if that weren't enough, now
i nsubordination. M Quillotin will have business with you, I"'mquite certain, my vain little
bantam cock. Go, try your spurs on Hs Majesty, see how deep they dig when your linbs are in irons
and your head is forfeit."

* % %

The betrayal was not obvious till norning, but then it was swift and conplete. It began when the
French quarternmaster refused to issue gunpowder to Ta-Kunsaw s people. "I have ny orders,"” he
sai d.

When Ta-Kunmsaw tried to see Napol eon, they | aughed at him "He won't see you now, or ever," he
was told.

What about de Maurepas, then?

"He is a Conte. He does not treat with savages. He is not a | over of beasts, like little
Napol eon. "

Only then did Alvin notice that all the Frenchman they were dealing with today were the very
ones that Napol eon had been circunventing; all the officers Napol eon preferred and trusted were
not to be found. Napol eon had fallen

"Bows and arrows," said an officer. "That's what your braves excel with, isn't it? Wth bullets
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you woul d cause nore danage to your own nmen than to the eneny."

Ta- Kunmsaw s scouts told himthat the Anmerican arny would arrive by noon. Ta-Kunsaw i nmedi ately
depl oyed his nmen to harass the eneny. But now, wi thout the range of muskets, they could do little
nore than annoy A d Hickory's arnmy with the stings of feeble arrows fired fromtoo far off, where
they had neant to cripple the Anericans with an irresistible stormof nmetal. And because the
bownen had to cone so close to the Arericans in order to fire, many of themwere killed

"Don't stand near ne," Ta-Kurnsaw told Alvin. "They all know of the prophecy. They'll think ny
courage only cones because | know | cannot die."

So Alvin stood farther off, but never so far that he didn't see deeply into Ta-Kunsaw s body,
ready to heal any wound. What he coul d not heal was the fear and anger and despair that already
gathered in Ta-Kunmsaw s soul. Wthout gunpowder, without Napol eon, the sure victory had becone a
chancy thing at best.

The basic tactics were successful. AOd Hickory spotted the trap at once, but the terrain forced
himto fall into it or retreat, and he knew that retreat would be disaster. So he marched his arny
boldly between the hills filled with Reds, funneling into the narrow ground where French cannon
and rusketry would rake the Anericans while the Reds killed any who tried to flee. The victory
woul d be conplete. Except that the Anericans were supposed to be denoralized, confused, and their
nunbers deeply reduced by the Red nmen shooting at themall the way here.

The tactics were successful, except that when the American arnmy cane in view of the French, and
hesitated before the nuzzl es of nine cannon |oaded with canister, and two thousand nuskets arrayed
to sweep and doubl esweep the field, the French inconprehensibly began to nove back. It was as if
they did not trust the inpregnability of their own position. They did not even try to withdraw the
cannon. They retreated as if they feared i nmedi ate destruction

The course of the battle was predictable, then. A d Hi ckory knew what to do with opportunity.
Hi s soldiers ignored the Reds and fell on the retreating Frenchnen, slaughtering all who did not
run, seizing their cannon and nuskets, their powder and shot. Wthin an hour they had used the
French artillery to break down the fortress walls in three places; Americans streaned into
Detroit; there was bloody fighting in the streets.

Ta- Kumsaw shoul d have |l eft then. He should have let the Americans destroy the French, should
have taken his men to safety. Perhaps he felt a duty to help the French, even after they had
betrayed him Perhaps he saw a gli mer of hope that with the Anericans involved in battle, his
arnmy of Reds might win a victory after all. O perhaps he knew t hat never again would he have the
power to gather all the fighting men of every tribe; if he retreated now, with the battle
unf ought, who would follow himagain? And if they would not follow him they would follow no one,
and the Wiite men would nibble their way to conquest, devouring now this tribe, now that. Ta-
Kumsaw surely knew that it was either victory now, however unlikely, or the struggle would be over
for all time, and any of his people who weren't slaughtered outright would either escape into the
west, a strange land to them lacking in forest; or would renmain as a di m nished people, living
like White men instead of Red, the forest forever silent. Wether he hoped for victory or not, he
could not surrender to such a future, not without a fight.

So arned with bows and arrows, clubs and knives, the Reds attacked the Anerican arny from
behind. At first they reaped the Wites in bloody harvest, clubbing themto the ground, piercing
themwith flints. Ta-Kunsaw shouted at themto take nmuskets, powder, ammunition fromthe dead, and
many Reds obeyed. But then A d Hickory got the disciplined core of his nen into action. The guns
were turned. And the Reds, exposed on the open field, were felled in great swathes of grapeshot.

By evening, the sun going down, Detroit was on fire and the snoke filled the nearby wood. In
t hat choki ng darkness stood Ta-Kumsaw with a few hundred of his own Shaw Nee. O her tribes nade
i sol ated stands here and there; nopst despaired and fled into the forest, where no Wite nan could
follow Od Hickory hinself led the final assault against Ta-Kumsaw s wooded fortress, bringing
with himthe thousand Anericans who weren't busy looting the French city and smashing the idols in
the Papi st cat hedral

The bullets cane fromall directions, it seemed. But through it all Ta-Kunmsaw stood upright,
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shouting to his men, urging themto fight on with nuskets stolen fromfallen Anericans in the
first attack. For fifteen minutes that seened |like forever, Ta-Kunmsaw fought |ike a madman, and
hi s Shaw Nee fought and di ed beside him Ta-Kunmsaw s body bl ossonmed with scarl et wounds; bl ood
streaked down his back and belly; one armhung linp by his side. No one knew how he found the
strength to stand, he had so nany wounds in him But Ta-Kunsaw was made of flesh |ike any other
man, and at last he fell in the snmoky dusk, bearing half a dozen wounds, any one of which would
surely have been fatal by itself.

When Ta-Kunsaw fell, the firing slackened. It was as if the Anericans knew that they had only to
kill that one man, and they woul d break the spirit of the Red man, now and forever. The dozen
surviving Shaw Nee warriors crept away in the snmoke and the darkness, to bear the bitter news of
Ta- Kunmsaw s death to every Shaw Nee vill age, and eventually to every hut where Red nmen and wonen
lived. The great battle was hopel ess; Wite nmen could not be trusted, French or American, and so
Ta- Kumsaw s great plan coul d never have succeeded. Yet the Red nen remenbered that at |east for a
tinme they had united under one great nman, had becone a single people, had dreaned of victory. So
Ta- Kumsaw was renmenbered in song as Red villages and famlies noved west across the Mzzipy to
join the Prophet; he was renenbered in stories told beside brick hearths, by famlies who wore
clothing and worked at jobs like white men, but still renenbered that once there was another way
to live, and the greatest of all the forest Reds had been a man called Ta-Kunmsaw, who died trying
to save the woodl and and the ancient, doomed Red way of l|ife.

It was not only Reds who renenbered Ta-Kunsaw. Even as they fired nuskets at his shadowy figure
in the woods, the Anerican soldiers admired him He was a great hero out of olden times. Anmericans
were all farners and shopkeepers at heart; Ta-Kunsaw lived a story like Achilles or Odysseus,
Caesar or Hannibal, David or the Maccabees. "He can't die," they murnured as they saw hi mtake
bullets and still not fall. And when at last he did fall, they searched for his body and did not
find it.

"The Shaw Nee dragged himoff," said Add H ckory, and that was that. He wouldn't even let them
search for the Renegado Boy, figuring that such a Wiite traitor was no doubt as faithless as the
French and snuck off during the fight. Leave be, said Ad H ckory, and who was going to argue with
the old man? He won themthe victory, didn't he? He broke the back of Red resistance once and for
all, didn't he? Ad Hickory, Andy Jackson-- they wanted to nake himKing, but they'd have to
settle for President soneday. Yet in the neantine they could not forget Ta-Kunsaw, and runors
spread that he was alive sonmewhere, crippled by his wounds, waiting to get healed up and |l ead a
great Red invasion fromacross the Mzzipy, fromthe swanps of the South, or from sone secret
hi dden fastness in the Appal achee Munt ai ns.

* % %

Al'l through the battle Alvin worked with all his nmight to keep Ta-Kunmsaw alive. As each new
bullet tore through flesh, Alvin mended broken arteries, trying to hold Ta-Kunmsaw s bl ood inside
him The pain he had no tinme for, but Ta-Kunsaw seened not to mnd the savage injuries he took
Al vin crouched down in his hiding place between a standing tree and a fallen one, his eyes closed,
wat chi ng Ta- Kunsaw only with his inward eyes, seeing his flesh fromthe inside out. Al vin saw none
of the images that woul d haunt Ta-Kumsaw s | egends. Alvin never even noticed as bullets sent a
spray of leaf bits and chips of wood falling on him He even took a sharp stinging bullet in the
back of his left hand and hardly felt it, he was concentrating so hard on keepi ng Ta- Kumsaw on his
feet.

But one thing Alvin saw. Beyond the edges of his vision, just out of reach, there was the
Unmaker |ike a transparent shadow, shimrering fingers slicing through the wood. Ta-Kunsaw, him
Alvin could heal. But who could heal the greenwood? Who could heal the tearing apart of tribe from
tribe, Red fromRed? Al that Ta-Kunsaw had built was shivered apart in that single fraction of an
hour, and all Alvin could do was keep a single man alive. A great nan, true, a man who had changed
the world, who had built sonething, even if it was sonething that in the end led to nore harm and
suf fering; Ta-Kunsaw was a buil der, and yet even as Alvin saved his [ife, he knew that Ta-Kunmsaw s
bui |l di ng days were done. Likely enough the Unmaker didn't begrudge Alvin his friend s life. What
was Ta- Kumsaw, conpared to what the Unnmaker was consuming at this feast? Just |ike Tal eswapper had
said so | ong ago, the Unmaker could tear down, eat through, use up, and crush things faster than
any one nman coul d ever hope to build.
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Al the tine, though Alvin scarcely noticed where Ta- Kumsaw was what w th worryi ng about what
was going on inside him the Red man circled Alvin's hiding place like he was a dog tied to a
tree, winding around and getting closer and closer. So when the bullets finally becane too nuch
for Alvin and the blood flowed so fast from dozens of wounds that Alvin couldn't stanch them all
it was into Alvin's sheltered place that Ta-Kunsaw fell, sprawing across Alvin's body, knocking
the wind out of the boy

Alvin scarce heard the search go on around him He was too busy heali ng wounds, binding up torn
flesh, connecting severed nerves and strai ghterung broken bones. |In desperation to save Ta-
Kumsaw s |ife he opened his eyes and cut into the Red man's flesh with his ow flint knife, prying
bull ets out and then healing up where he had cut. And all the tine it was |ike the snoke gathered
above them nmaking it inpossible for anyone to see into the little sheltered place where the
Unmaker had got Alvin holed up in hiding.

It was afternoon next day when Alvin awoke. Ta-Kunsaw | ay beside him weak and spent, but whol e.
Alvin was filthy and itchy and he had to void hinself; gingerly he pulled hinmself out from under
Ta- Kunmsaw, who felt so light, as if he was half nmade of air. The snoke was gone now, but Alvin
still felt invisible, walking around in broad daylight dressed Iike a Red man. He coul d hear
drunken singing fromthe Anerican canp near the ruins of Detroit. Stray snoke still drifted
through the trees. And everywhere Al vin wal ked were the bodies of Red nmen cast |ike wet straw on
the forest floor. It stank of death.

Alvin found a brook and drank, trying not to inagine sone dead body lying in it upstream He
washed his face and hands, dipped his head into the water to cool his brain, the way he used to do
at home after a hard day's work. Then he went back to wake Ta- Kumsaw and bring himhere to drink

Ta- Kunmsaw was al ready awake. Already standing over the body of a fallen friend. Hi s head was
ti pped back, his nouth open, as if he uttered a cry so deep and | oud that human ears couldn't hear
the sound of it, could only feel the earth trenbling with the vibration of the shout. Alvin ran to
himand flung his arnms around him clinging to himlike the child he was, only it was Al vin doing
the conforting, Al vin whispering, "You done your best, you done all that could be done."

And Ta- Kunsaw answered not at all, though his silence was an answer, too, like as if he was
saying, I'malive, which nmeans | didn't do enough

They wal ked away in the afternoon, not even bothering to conceal thenselves. Sone Wite nen
| ater woke up with hangovers, swearing they saw visions of Ta-Kunsaw and t he Renegado Boy wal ki ng
through the corpses of the Red arny, but nobody paid themm nd. And what did it matter? Ta- Kunsaw
wasn't no danger to the Whites now. He'd broken against themlike a great wave, but they stood
agai nst him he thought to shatter them but they broke himand his people into spray, and if some
drops of it still clung, what did that matter? They had no power anynore. It was all spent in one
brutal, futile bl ow

Al vin spoke not a word to Ta-Kunsaw all the way south to the headwaters of the My- Amy, and Ta-
Kunsaw spoke nary a word to himas they dug out a canoe together. Alvin nade the wood soft in the
right places, so it took scarce half an hour, and another half hour to shape a good paddle. Then
they dragged the canoe to the river's edge. Only with the canoe half in the water did Ta-Kunsaw
stop and turn to Alvin, reach out a hand and touch his face. "If all Wiite nmen were true |ike you
Alvin, | would never have been their eneny."

And as Al vin wat ched Ta- Kunsaw paddl e steadily down the river out of sight, it occurred to him
that it just didn't feel |like Ta-Kunsaw had lost. It was as if the battle wasn't about Ta-Kunsaw.
It was about White men, and their worthiness to have this |and. They m ght think they won, they
m ght think the Red man slunk away or bowed his head in defeat, but in fact it was the White nan
who | ost, because when Ta- Kunsaw paddl ed down the Whbbish to the H o, down the Ho to the M zzipy,
and crossed the fogs of the river to the other side, he was taking the land with him the
greensong; what the White nman had won with so nmuch bl ood and di shonesty was not the living | and of
the Red man, but the corpse of that land. It was decay that the Wiite nan won. It would turn to
dust in his hands, Alvin knew it.

But 1'ma Wiite man, not a Red, whatever anybody m ght say. And rotting underfoot or not, this
land is all the Iand we have, and our people all the people that we've got. So Alvin wal ked al ong
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the shore of the Wbbish, headi ng downriver, know ng that where the Tippy-Canoe di scharged itself
into the larger stream there he'd find his pa and ma, his brothers and his sisters, all a-waiting
there to find out what had happened to himin the year since he set out to beconme a prentice

bl acksm th back at Hatrack River

Chapter 19 -- Honmecom ng

Napol eon did not wear irons on his way back to France. He slept in the second cabin, and ate at
table with Governor La Fayette, who was only too glad to have him In the hot afternoons of the
Atlantic crossing, La Fayette confided all his plans of revolution to Napol eon, his dearest
friend, and Napol eon of fered hel pful advice on bow to nmake the revolution go nmuch faster and nore
effectively.

"The best thing about all these sad events," said La Fayette the day the | ookout first spied the
coast of Bretagne, "is that we are friends now, and the revolution is assured of success because
you are a part of it. To think that once | mistrusted you, figuring you to be a tool of the King.
A tool of Charles! But soon all France will know you for the hero that you are, and blanme the King
and Freddie for the sacking of Detroit. All that territory in the hands of Protestants and
savages, while we are here to offer a better way, a truer |eadership to the people of France. Ah,
Napol eon, | have yearned for such a man as you through all ny years of planning for denocracy. Al
we have needed, we Feuillants, was a | eader, a man who coul d guide us, a man who coul d | ead France
to true freedom" And La Fayette sighed and sank deeper into the cushions of his chair.

Through all this Napoleon |istened with satisfaction, yes, but also sadness. For he had thought
that La Fayette was i nmmune to his charm because of sone great inward strength. Now he knew that it
was only a foolish anulet, that La Fayette was |like any ordinary man when it canme to resisting
Napol eon; and now that the anulet lay buried in a nass grave outside Detroit, no doubt stil
chained to the noldering vertebrae of Frederic de Maurepas, Napol eon knew that he woul d never find
his equal in this world, unless it was God hinmself, or Nature. There would be no man to deny him
that much was sure. So he listened to La Fayette's babbling with a wistful |onging for the kind of
man he once thought La Fayette coul d be.

The nmen on deck bustled and hurried and nmade ten thousand cl unbi ng noi ses, for they were heaving
in to |land; Napol eon was hone in France at | ast.

* k%

Ta- Kunsaw did not need to fear the thick fog that descended as he reached the Hi o's nouth,
pouring into the Mzzipy and getting lost in those stronger currents. He knew the way: west, and
any shore would be his refuge, his safety, the end of his life.

For that's all that he could see ahead of himnow. The |and west of the M zzipy was his
brother's land, the place where Wite man woul d not conme. The land itself, the water, every living
thing would work to bar those Wiite who were foolish enough to think that the Red men coul d be
defeated again. But it was the Prophet's gifts the Red fol k needed now, not those of a warrior
i ke Ta-Kunsaw. He might be a figure of legend in the east, anong fallen Reds and foolish Wites,
but in the west they would know him for what he was. A failure, a bl oody-handed man who |l ed his
peopl e to destruction.

The water |apped at his canoe. He heard a redbird singing not far off. The fog grew whiter
dazzling; then broke, and the sun shone bright, blinding him In three paddl estrokes his canoe
nosed the shore, and there, to his surprise, was a man silhouetted in the late afternoon sun
standi ng on the bank. The nman sprang down and took the end of Ta-Kumsaw s canoe and pulled it
tight against the riverbank, then hel ped Ta-Kumsaw out of the little boat. Ta-Kunsaw couldn't see
his face, his eyes were so bedazzl ed; but he knew who it was all the same, fromthe touch of the
hand. And then the voice, murnuring, "Let the canoe drift away. There'll be no nore crossing to
the other side, ny brother."

"Lol | a-Wbssi ky," cried Ta-Kumsaw. Then he wept and knelt at his brother's feet, clinging to his
knees. Al the anguish, all the grief spilled out of him while above him Loll a-Wssiky, called
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Tenskwa- Tawa, called the Prophet, sang to hima song of nelancholy, a song about the death of
bees.

* k% %

Thi ngs were changed sonewhat when Alvin got to town. There was a sign right out on the Wbbi sh
Road, sayi ng:

Pass by, stranger, if you can
O hear a tale unfit for ears of nman.

Vel l Alvin knew the purpose of that sign. But he was no stranger here.

O was he? As he made his way along the little spur of the road toward Vigor Church, he saw that
new bui | di ngs had been put up, new houses built. Folks were living pretty nuch cheek-by-jow here
now, and Vigor Church was a proper town. But no one greeted himin the road, and even the children
a-playing in the commons had no word for hiny no doubt their parents taught them not to wel cone
strangers, or maybe they just were sick of hearing their fathers and ol der brothers telling their
awful tale to whatever stranger cane to call. Better not to welcone any man or wonan here.

And t he past year had changed Alvin. He was taller, yes, but also he knew that his wal k was
different, nore |like a Red man, unaccustoned to the feel of a Wite man's road beneath his feet,
wi shing for the greenwood song, which was near extinguished in these parts. Maybe | am a stranger
here these days. Maybe | seen and done too nuch this |last year to ever cone back and be Alvin
Juni or anynore.

Even with the changes in the town, Al vin knew his way. This nuch hadn't changed: there was stil
bridges over every little streamon the roadway up to his father's house. Alvin tried to feel the
old way, feel the anger of the water against him But the black evil that once was his eneny, it
hardly knew himeither, now that he wal ked Iike a Red man, all at one with the living world. Never
m nd, thought Alvin. As the land gets tame and broken, 1'll be Wite again in nmy step, and the
Unmaker will find me. Just as he broke the Red nman's healing hold on this land, he'll try to break
me too, and if Ta-Kumsaw wasn't strong enough or Tenskwa- Tawa w se enough to stand against the old
Unmaker, what will | ever do?

Just make nmy way, day by day, like the old hymm said. Make ny way, day by day, Lord above, |ight

and love, inny grief bring relief, fill my cup, Iift me up, heal ny soul, nmake ne whol e. Amen.
Anmen.
Cally was a-standing there right on the porch, doing nothing, like as if he was just watching

out in case Alvin Junior should come hone today, and nmaybe that's what he was doi ng, maybe it was.
Anyway it was Cally shouted out, Cally who knew himat once despite all changes in him

"Alvin! Ally! Alvin Junior! He's hone! You' re hone!"

First one to cone at his call, running around the house with his sleeves up and the ax stil
trailing fromhis hand, was Measure. Soon as he saw it was truly Alvin, he dropped the ax and took
Al vin Junior by the shoul ders, |ooked himover for any harm and Al vin done the same, |ooking for
any scars on Measure. None at all, heal ed proper. But Measure found sone deeper injuries in Al vin,
and softly said, "You got older, Al." To which Alvin had nary a thing to say, it being true, and
for a noment they just stared into each other's eyes, each know ng how far down the | ong road of
the Red man's suffering and exile the other had wal ked; no other Wite man could ever know what
they knew. Then Ma canme out onto the porch and Pa out of the mll and up to the house, and oh
there was huggi ng and ki ssing and crying and | aughing and shouting and silence. They didn't kil
the fatted calf, but there was a young pig didn't see another sunrise. Cally ran to the brothers
farms and Arnor-of-CGod's store and gave notice what was up and soon all the famly was gathered to
greet Alvin Junior: who they knew wasn't dead but had given up hope of seeing again

And then, as it was getting late, there cane a tinme when Pa hid his hands in his pockets, and
the other nenfolk all grew still, and then the wonmenfolk, till Alvin nodded and said, "I know the
tale you have to tell. So tell it now, all of you, and then I'Il tell you ny part init."

They did, and he did, and there was nore weeping, of grief this time instead of joy. This valley
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of the Wbbbi sh was all the hone they'd ever know now, it was the only way they could bear to live,
all the folk who'd done nurder at Ti ppy-Canoe, was right anong each other and seeing no strangers.
Where could they go and live in peace, what with having to tell all coners what it was they done?
"So, we got to stay, Al Junior. But not you or Cally, you know. And maybe your apprenticeship is
still a thing that we can do, what do you think?"

"Time to think of that liter," said Ma. "Tine for all those questions later. He's hone, that's
all for now, you hear ne? He's hone, who | never thought to | ay eyes on again. Thank the Lord God
that he didn't nmake ne a prophet, when | said |I'd never lay eyes on ny sweet little Alvin
anynore."

Al vin hugged his ma back just as hard as she hugged him He didn't tell her that her prophecy
was true. That it wasn't her sweet little Alvin who' d come hone this tine. Let her find that out
on her own. Right now it was enough that the year was over, that he'd seen the unw nding of al
the great changes, that now, however different it m ght be, however bitter, life could go on in a
steady path, with no nore breaking of the ground underfoot.

At night in his own bed, Alvin |istened to the distant greensong, still warm and beauti ful
still bright and hopeful even though the forest was getting so sparse, even though the future was
so dim Cause there's no fear of future in the song of life, just the ever-joyful present nonent.
That's all | want right now, thought Alvin. The present nonent, which is good enough.
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