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   This book is a work of fiction, based on Indian history.  All characters, except for historical Indians, or known people of that era,  are out of the author’s imagination, and any resemblance to anyone living or dead is mere coincidence.
 
   All historical accounts concerning the government and the Indians are true.
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   Kiowa White Moon
 
    
 
   Prologue
 
    
 
   1851
 
    
 
    
 
   The great sky blanket was dark and clear, allowing the evening star, known as the protector of the fields and planting, to march its way across the heavens, in perfect view.  It made its trek, along with all the other sky-men who started out from their heavenly lodges, to travel their journey across the Southern Texas sky. The land the sky-men looked down on was more commonly known as ‘Indian Territory’ to the whites.   However, all Red Men believed the land belonged to the Great Grandfather of the heavens, and man merely dwelled on Mother Earth, who cradled them in her nature’s embrace.
 
   Now at this time, the Kiowa, with many other tribes, whether enemy or friend, did not have a lot of friction with the white people, who were slowly pushing westward.  As long as the tribes remained in the territory they had always considered their home, and the whites agreed to skirt around, when passing through that area, there was little trouble.
 
   Therefore, all was peaceful, as the Kiowa gathered, the way they did most evenings, sharing stories and telling the never-ending history of their tribe to the young new members of the village.  These youthful Kiowa spirits would carry the history of their people in their hearts, and share it with their own children.  Then the past could carry into the present, in order for future generations to learn the ways of life.
 
   Muraco, meaning White Moon, leaned back against a log, peering through half-closed ten-year-old eyes, watching as the central fire danced its light across the face of the storyteller.  It was a story Muraco had heard many times before, but he never tired of listening to it.  It was the story of Islandman and how he lost his place as the principal chief of the Kiowa tribe; how Dohasan, or Little Mountain, became the new principal chief.
 
   The firelight, from the wavering flame, plunged dark shadows into the furrows of the weathered face of the story teller and then shifted, animating the aged face uncannily. It made him almost appear as a spirit from the past, bringing tales of events that quickened the breaths and widened the eyes of the listeners.  Muraco watched spellbound, as he always had when experiencing stories from the past.
 
   The fire gave a cracking background sound and small sparks drifted up in their attempt to join those sky-men in the heavens.  The sharp screech of an owl pierced through and added its own effects to the story, as though it wanted to share in telling the tale.  The story was only eighteen years old and Dohasan was still the Main Chief of the Kiowa.
 
   The year the story took place, in white-man-days, was 1833.  The resounding resonance of the musical sounding voice filled Muraco’s being, relating the story with the same enthusiasm as the first time ever told. 
 
   It was the beginning of the spring moon, called Pai Aganti… the time of hot weather soon… The Kiowa was a small tribe, about one finger of two hands, compared to the Comanche or other tribes within the area, the storyteller related.
 
   But we possessed a full measure of the horseback panache, and strong fighting spirit.  It was a time of unparallel turbulence, where unknown forces could come out of unexpected places to challenge the leaders of our tribe.  It could easily threaten the very existence of the Kiowa, if not handled correctly.
 
   That spring, our world was still wild, free and vast.  We ranged from the north of Arkansas River to south of the Red.  The white man had their own name for our land.  They called it Texas, Kansas, New Mexico, and Colorado.  We had come together at the very heart of our land, amid the timber-clad granite knobs of Wichita Mountains.
 
   Buffalo hide teepees were sprawled along the banks of Rainy Mountain Creek. as far as the eye could see. It was named that because a cloudburst occurred nearly every time we pitched our camp there.  In the valley nearby, antelope and buffalo grazed among patches of red, brown and gold wild flowers, called gaillardia, or Indian blankets.
 
   Our camp basked in a feeling of well-being, knowing Mother Earth provided everything for us that we needed.  All the small tribes had come together to reunite with friends.  Women were cooking meat in brass buckets we had gotten from the Pawnees of the north, who in turn, had gotten them from the white traders.
 
   Old men sat in the sunshine and smoked their long pipes.  The aroma of tobacco leaves and bark, called kinnikinick, filled the air.  One person among the retired warriors was the keeper of the sacred medicine idol, the Taime, used in the sun-dance ritual.
 
   Earlier that day, all the young fighting age men rode off to raid against the Utes, who lay to the northwest.  The war party intended to return with scalps, horses and other plunder in time for the sun-dance.  While they were gone, the rest of the tribe would remain close to our campsite, only moving a few miles in either direction, in order to find fresh grazing and hunting.
 
   Islandman, was the Main Chief, over the village, and he was the one we all relied on to keep us safe, and make what decisions would be best for the whole tribe.
 
   While we waited for the war-party to return, a small group of hunters went out to seek the buffalo to the north.  They came across the remains of a buffalo with an arrow sunk deep in its flesh.  It was not one of our arrows, but one whose shaft bore the markings of the Osages, one of our long-time enemies.
 
   The hunters galloped back to warn Islandman, wondering what they should do, since the warriors were not at camp.  Islandman posted sentries and ordered the building of adobe breastworks for defense.
 
   Days passed, and no attack came.  Finally, we began to breath more easily.  We decided it must have only been a small handful of Osage hunters, who had killed the buffalo, and they were not going to ride down upon our camp while the warriors were away.
 
   By that time, the grass near our camp had been consumed by our mounts, and it was necessary to move on.  Islandman took counsel with those leaders, who had not gone off with the raiding party, and they decided it would be safe to split up into several smaller groups.
 
   The buffalo hunters headed out again, while another group went to a range of wild horses, where they would hobble our brood mares in the path of stallions too wild to capture, to add to the hardiness of our horses.
 
   Island man took another group of old men and women, along with young mothers and children, through a mountain gap to a green valley on Otter Creek. 
 
   After the camp had been pitched at the new sight, some young maidens of the camp, went down to the creek for water.  As they cupped their hands to drink from the still pool, a pebble dropped from the rocks above.  They looked up; no one was there.  When the ripples of the pool smoothed away, a young maiden bending over the water saw, to her horror, not only her own reflection but also the wavering image of a strange warrior.
 
   She was a well trained young girl, and tried to act as though nothing was amiss.  She grabbed the hands of her friends and headed back to camp, acting unaware that they were in great danger.
 
   Once they arrived at camp, the girls spread the alarm.   Islandman and the other old men of the camp merely smiled and dismissed the story as a prank played by some of the boys to tease the girls and cause them alarm, after the scare they had experienced caused by the Osage arrow.
 
   The next morning, a youth left the camp to take his family’s ponies to pasture.  Something moved behind a rock.  His eyes followed the movement into the gloom.  He was shocked to discover the shaved head of an Osage.  He ran back, screaming, to wake the others.
 
   But it was too late.  As our people stumbled from their teepees, they discovered the camp was already over run by Osages.  “To the rocks!  To the rocks!” Islandman yelled as he, himself, ran in that direction.  Our panic-stricken people tried to follow.  Some ran headlong into our enemy, who slashed and stabbed them with long knives, mercilessly ripping the throats of young and old.  While there were some acts of bravery, trying to fight back against the enemy, it was to no avail.
 
   The keeper of the Taime was so frightened, he scurried for safety, leaving the sacred idol tied to a teepee pole.  His wife tried to rescue it and was butchered.  Sensing its value, the Osage tore the Taime from her dying hands.
 
   Without their warriors, or the effective leadership of a true Main Chief, the Kiowa fell in defeat.  While many women and children were slaughtered, only five of our men lost their lives.  Islandman escaped with a minor wound.  Not a single one of the Osage were killed.  The shame was upon Islandman, since this was the camp of the Kiowa’s Main Chief, which should have been safer than any other.
 
   When the killing was finished, the Osages cut off the heads of the dead and placed them in our own brass cooking buckets.  They carefully arranged the buckets in rows amidst the devastation of the camp, and left them there as a greeting for the return of our warriors.  After that, they fired the teepees and left, taking the Taime and two captive children.
 
   Our fighting men came back from the land of the Utes expecting a joyous reception, for they had fared well.  Instead, they were met with a scene of unbridled grief.  Women were mourning the dead by slashing their faces and bodies, until the blood flowed as it had on the day of the massacre.  The grim faces of every man could be read.  They all believed that Islandman was not worthy of being their Main Chief.  A council would be held to choose a new chief.
 
   The camp crier called every man who had any importance in our tribe, whether he was a orator, warrior, hunter or healer.  They were to come together around a fire, smoke the ceremonial pipe, sit in silence and prepare to discuss why a new leader was needed.
 
   Islandman had failed utterly in his responsibility to our entire tribe.  He had exercised poor judgment by allowing the tribe to split up, when Osages were known to be in the area.  Then, worse of all, when the attack came, he did not stand bravely to defend his people, in order to inspire others.   Instead, he ran and hid to escape the slaughter, taking most of the men with him, leaving the old and the women and children unprotected.
 
   This was a lesson to all good Kiowa, that it is the duty for every man to place the welfare of his tribe above their own lives, and all else.
 
   Once the decision was made, the council spoke of Islandman no more.  There would be no punishment, except for the fact that he would become like every other member of our tribe that held no important position.  He had lost face, and would be ignored.  He would never be able to put his ideas forth, or be of influence to any decisions made in the future.
 
   Now it was time to choose a new leader, who would defend our tribe, and protect it, making wise choices when the time came.
 
   Each man who wished to take this position could speak, and offer up his worthiness to lead the tribe.  Everyone was heard and listened to politely, for as long as he wished to speak.  The old men spoke first, and then every young warrior, after his elders spoke, would be given permission to speak.  No one was interrupted, and no one was permitted to leave, until all had a chance to voice their qualifications to take over the Main Chief’s position, and the session declared recessed.  This was the custom, and custom could not be broken.
 
   Even though one of the council members had suffered a severe nosebleed, he was not excused, and had to remain, choking down blood, until the meeting was over.
 
   A new leader must possess many character traits, worthy of being the Main Chief.  He must have outstanding accomplishments in war, even though once he became the leader, he would no longer lead a war party, but set the example of courage, if war was brought upon his people.  He must have a compelling personality, which drew others to him and inspired their loyalty and respect.  Respect is the sole source of power, and to gain respect a man must not only be of great wealth, having many horses, but he must have demonstrated his generosity by giving feasts and providing food, horses and buffalo hides to those who are less fortunate than he is.
 
   A true leader must be energetic, even tempered, receptive to the opinions of others, deliberate in reaching judgments and gifted with an eloquent tongue.  These traits are important in carrying out his duties.  He would be responsible as a spokesman when meeting with other tribes, making hunting assignments, mediating disputes, and encouraging unity among his people.
 
   After hearing all who stepped forward, the council agreed that Little Mountain, had all the qualities in abundance.  Therefore, he became the new chief of our tribe.  He is still the worthy chief of the Kiowa, and we hope he will rule over our people over many years to come.
 
   White Moon was proud to be a Kiowa.  Someday, he hoped to achieve the position as the chief, whether it be over hunting, war, or a whole tribe.  He was determined to show his bravery in every way, the same as Little Mountain had.
 
   The group began to disperse and go their separate ways.  White Moon felt a hand upon his shoulder.  He looked up into the eyes of that great leader.  Little Mountain was his uncle, which was all the more reason to become just like him. 
 
   The handsome face of White Moon’s uncle smiled broadly.  “I hope you don’t believe all the wild tales they speak about me,” he said humbly, for a chief must also be humble about his acts of bravery.  “They will make me out to be a God, if they are not careful,” he laughed.
 
   White Moon laughed with him, as he followed his uncle back toward his own teepee, where his parents were waiting for him.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER ONE
 
    
 
   1864
 
    
 
   They call it ‘Yellow Fever’.  It is like a disease that spreads like wildfire, once it starts, and it seems nothing can satisfy it, except acquiring that yellow Gold, either found in the streams, or dug from the mountains.  In 1858 everyone got bit by that Yellow Fever bug, when Pikes Peek Colorado produced a vein of gold that made a sane man go crazy.  Everyone from the east started pouring in the direction of that shinny promise, following the Sana Fe Trail.  They bravely crossed over Indian territory, heedless of the dangers, as over 100,000 Americans flooded in the direction of Denver, prodded on by the overwhelming Yellow Fever that controlled their destiny. 
 
   We took the Mountain Route known as the ‘Long Route’ of the Santa Fe Trail, which was used for carrying goods into Santa Fe.  It was 230 miles of unprotected campsites between Fort Larned and Fort Lyon in Colorado.  It followed the Arkansas River into Colorado before turning south to Santa Fe, but the gold hunters would go on up to Denver, instead.
 
   The trail took us over mountains and down into valleys, and was harder to travel than the shorter, lower trail.  Even though that trail was shorter and over flat ground, there was very little water to be had.  It was dry and sandy, and there were more threats of the Indians attacking the wagons passing through.
 
   My father, Matthew Andrews was among the gold hunters turning up towards Denver and we, like all the others, tramped through the land, oblivious of the damage the wheels of our wagons caused to fertile Indian pasture.  We thought nothing of shooting buffalo, antelope, and other ‘Indian game’ to fill our pots for supper.  We cut trees for firewood, some wasted, when it was too cumbersome to load and take with us.  After all, there were so many more trees ahead that we could use, if we needed it.  And all the vast pastureland could easily feed the herds of cattle and horses that came along with those people heading west.  It was no wonder, the Indians started to take offense at our disregard of their Earth Mother and our unwelcome use of their rangeland and hunting grounds.
 
   When our family, consisting of my Mother,  father, myself, and two younger brothers along with one younger sister, headed for that promise, tales of Indian attacks were the normal exchange and worry, when crossing the plains.  We were lucky, I guess, because our whole way, I never saw an Indian one.
 
   We never made it to that golden promise, that called from the mountains of Denver, though.  Instead, we found that promise, a little sooner than expected.  Mother had taken ill, and my father found it prudent to stop along the way, until she got better.  So we fell out of the group, we were a part of, and set up camp by a dancing stream, that forked off of the Arkansas river we had been following.  It was sheltered by shady trees with lacy leaves and graced by picturesque hills in the distance.
 
   We had only meant to remain a few days, but then my mother took a turn for the worse.  Father was bringing water for the evening meal, but when he placed the sloshing bucket at my feet, he took my shoulders in his hands, pulled me to him and gave me a tight hug.  When he was through hugging me, he held me steady, not saying a word.  He merely held his hand out, and opened his palm.  “We are saved, Constance, girl.  The Lord has seen fit to reward us in our sorrow.”
 
   I looked down at his open palm, and there were three small yellow stones, resting in his calloused hand.  “You know what that is?”  he asked.  I shook my head no.  “That’s gold, Connie!  Pure gold, and there is more in that stream there.  No use going all the way to Denver when we have gold right here under our noses.  We’re going to stay in this spot, build our farm, and as far as anyone knows, we decided to try our hand at farming instead of mining.   No one else will ever suspect we found gold, and try to steal our claim.”
 
   The gleam in my father’s eye caught hold, and I too started to feel lighthearted, because we did not have to travel any further.  Only we would be out here alone, with no neighbors, and no telling where the closest town was.  Of course, even if I thought to balk about it, it wouldn’t have done any good.  Father had found what he was looking for, and he was not going to move an inch farther.
 
   Our joy was short lived, when my mother passed away the next day, which gave us all the more reason to remain.  My father refused to leave her grave behind, so we were going to make this little valley near the stream our home, whether we had permission or not.  After all, no one owned this land.  It was part of the United States territory, called Kansas, named after the Kansas river, which in turn was named after the Kaw, or Kansas Indians, which meant ‘people of the south wind’.
 
   That was four years ago, during my sixteenth year.  I was the oldest, and after my mother died, I was designated to take over caring for the family.
 
   Life had not been easy over those four years, as we struggled to build our farmhouse, grow our crops, raise cattle, pigs, chickens, and whatever else we needed to stay alive.  Between the gold and our farm produce, we managed out a decent living.
 
   The Civil War had been raging on the other side of the states, which took most of the men posted at various forts in the area, away to fight the war.  Therefore, the Indians took advantage of the situation, raiding ranches, and attacking supply wagons, on the way to Santa Fe.  
 
   We counted ourselves lucky to have been passed over by the heathens.  Now that the war had ended, the military was coming back.  They were determined to rid the area of Indians who felt they had the right to attack anyone passing near Indian territory.
 
   Rumor had it;  the military was electing the help of the famed trapper-scout Colonel Kit Carson to put an end to the Indian raiders, since now there were more men to back up a military attack.
 
   Even so, that was the least of my worries.  What was happening with the Indians and the army did not touch us, since our farm was nestled in a remote area, where Indians obviously didn’t bother to investigate.  Or perhaps, they just didn’t know we were even living there, or maybe they didn’t care.
 
   Father was getting ready to go in for supplies, which could take a couple of weeks or more, and probably longer.  He was going on to Dodge to have a buggy built, so our wagon would not be our only means of transportation.  I was excited about getting a new buggy, but his leaving meant I would be left in charge for no telling how long.  However, I was used to the responsibility.  I just didn’t like the thought of not having any contact with our father while he was away, and not knowing exactly when he would return.
 
   “Don’t look so down-trodden, Connie-girl,” my father encouraged, as I stood looking helplessly up at him, mounted in the wagon, his face shaded by the battered hat that he wore.  “I’ll be back in no time, with a new buggy to boot. I have another surprise I’ll be bringing back, so you just hold tight.  You’ll do just fine while I am away, but you need to keep a close eye on Buttercup, since she should be dropping a calf soon.”  
 
   I was wondering how he was going to bring the wagon full of supplies and a buggy back at the same time.  I didn’t ask him, though.  I figured he would just hire someone to bring the buggy out, once it was built.  I also figured the surprise he was bringing back was probably a bolt of material for me to make a new dress for both Darie and myself. 
 
   He gave a click of his tongue, and the stout horses, Buck and Bell, gave a toss of their heads, throwing flowing mane in all directions.  The horses were not only used for pulling the wagon, but also for pulling a plow.  They picked up their well-shaped hooves, tugging forward, first at a walk and then at a trot.
 
   I placed my hand over my eyes as I watched our father depart.  Emmet, Darie, and Nigel, all stood beside me, waving as the wagon followed the well-worn path that led to the main trail, back towards civilization, a place neither, I nor my brothers and sister had seen in a long time. 
 
   We received few visitors.  Sometimes the regular supply wagons, that brought goods out from Missouri to Santa Fe,  dropped off our mail, but they never came to the farm proper.  Father had fashioned a box along the trail five miles away, where the mail would be left, and we would check it, when we knew the supply wagons would be traveling through.  Because of the war, and the Indian raids, supplies were hard to come by, lately.
 
   We usually received mail from my Aunt Sally, who was my father’s younger sister.  She and Uncle Ted, remained in Missouri, because Uncle Ted had a supply depot there, which was making good money, seeing as how everyone was heading west and needed supplies.  Other than that, my father would receive a few letters, either from business dealings, or people he met when he traveled to get supplies over the years.
 
   My life was filled with working the farm with my brothers and sister, since father was usually panning gold, which seemed to be dwindling lately.  I was past a marrying age, and since there were few men in the area to meet, I figured I would be living on the farm forever, long after my father had died.  
 
   I was used to the hard work, and Emmet, who was two years younger than myself, did most of the heavy work.  Darie, now fifteen years old, was starting to do most of the cooking, and Nigel helped Emmet in the fields.  Nigel was tall for his age, and looked a lot older than his twelve years.
 
   We cared well for our farm because I made sure everything was run proper.  That way, father could be free to work the stream and keep all the accounts straight, necessary for financing the farm to keep us alive. 
 
   “No use standing around,” I said at last.  “There’s work to be done, so we better get to it.”
 
   Emmet shrugged.  It was harvest season, which meant there would be a lot to do, and then later food to preserve.  He and Nigel headed out to the cornfield, and Darie went in the house, to finish straighten things up after breakfast.  
 
   “I’m heading out to the pasture to check up on Buttercup,” I informed them, and headed toward the direction of the lower pasture, which ran along a ridge of hills, that circled it in.
 
   I enjoyed walking through the tall grass that caught at my skirt, as I swished through the ankle high strands.  Wild flowers, we called Indian blanket, were running riot in every direction.  The sky looked clear, with a few fluffy white clouds suspended above, sometimes crossing over the sun, causing shadows to fall about me.  It relieved me from the heat of the day, when they shaded me from the sun.
 
   The movement of the clouds over the sun caused breezes to whip up and swirl about in the grass, leaning it one-way, and then the other.  I looked in all directions for Buttercup, but could not see her.  The grass was not high enough to hide her, if she was lying down with a new calf, so I continued to tramp through the field, going towards the surrounding hillside.  
 
   I knew of small caves at the base of those hills, which would be a perfect place for Buttercup to try to hold up in to have her calf, if that was what she was up to.  I headed toward the caves.  The caves were sheltered by bushes, and the larger one had a tree nearby.  As I approached the larger cave, I thought I saw something moving near the tree.  It looked like an animal, and I assumed it must be Buttercup.
 
   “Come on, Buttercup,” I called as I approached.  
 
   I could hear her mooing, so I was certain it must be her.
 
   “Time to come to the barn, if you want to be having a calf today,” I murmured, as I got closer.
 
   When I reached the tree, I was alarmed to discover it was not Buttercup, after all, even though I could still hear her bellowing in the distance.  What I had discovered was a lone horse.  What shocked me, was I knew exactly who the horse belonged to.  It was an Indian pony!
 
   The beautiful white horse, was dressed up in Indian paintings on its hide, and a feather, attached to its mane, wavered in the breeze, twisting and turning like a caught bird.  My approach did not alarm the horse, and it stood still at the mouth of the cave, its ears pricked in the direction of the cave.  I realized it was listening to Buttercup, who must have entered the cave to have her calf, but what was the horse doing here?
 
   I was torn between running back to the house, and needing to check up on Buttercup, whom I was sure was inside the cave giving birth.  As I got closer, I noticed more than just painted symbols on the hide of the strange Indian pony.  There was a dark-red mark, that saturated the horse’s neck and withers.  I reached out and touched the red splotch, because it did not seem part of the decoration, and my fingers drew back as the sticky texture told me what it was.  I looked at my fingers.  I saw they were covered with blood.
 
   My breath caught in my throat, and I jumped back from the horse.  Who had ever been riding the horse had been bleeding, but now there was no one in any direction, that I could see.  Perhaps the Indian riding the horse had fallen off long before, and the horse just wandered up to this pasture, for some reason.
 
   My attention turned toward the cave again, because I could hear Buttercup.  If there was an Indian that belonged with this horse, he was most likely wounded.  I didn’t know if that made him more threatening or less threatening.  I touched the revolver, through the material of my skirt pocket, that I carried with me in case of snakes, or predators stalking our animals, that needed to be dealt with.  Instinctively, I put my hand in my pocket to feel the cold steel against my fingers, to reassure myself of my ability to defend myself, if I had to.  Then I cautiously walked through the opening to the cave.
 
   The coolness of the shelter hit me pleasantly, as I entered, retreating from the rays of the hot sun.  I stood still, letting my eyes get accustomed to the dark interior, as I scanned the space for any sign of Buttercup.  I could hear her breathing hard.  An occasional short bawl, told me she was in the cave.  She must be further back, though, because I couldn’t see her from my vantage point, so I hesitantly stepped farther into the dim hollow.
 
   “Buttercup?”  My single word echoed against the walls of the cave, in an eerie return.  “Where are you, Buttercup?”  My voice sounded impatient, as I took another step forward, focusing on every shape, looking for any small movement that would indicate Buttercup was present.
 
   Then I heard her bellow again, this time louder and longer, so I knew she wasn’t very faraway, and probably pushing the calf out, with that long lament.  A few steps farther, and I reached her.  I was right.  She had given birth, and was now licking at the newborn.
 
   Witnessing the event, made me forget my caution in entering the cave.  I was intent on attending to Buttercup and her calf.  As soon as it could stand and nurse for a bit, I would put it over my shoulders and carry it home.  The exciting new life, and an addition to our stock, were the primary emotions I  felt at the moment.
 
   As I stood there, looking down on the scene, my eyes fully accustomed to the dim light of the cave by now, I heard another sound.  It was not an animal.  It was distinctly more human.  It sounded like a low groan, which made a shiver leap up my spine.  I slowly turned toward the sound, preparing myself to bolt from the cave, as I fingered my gun in my pocket again. 
 
   Not far from where I was standing,  I could barely make out the shape of a man, lying in a ball.  There was no mistaking that it was an Indian.  His dress and long braided hair made it evident.  His head slowly turned, and our eyes met, causing me to grip my gun all the tighter, catching my breath in fright.  
 
   He said something low in his throat.  I couldn’t understand what he had said, but the pain in his eyes was unmistakable.  I could see where blood soaked his buckskin shirt.  He said the words again, and then his eyes closed.  I could tell he was not a threat to me, and my hand loosened on the gun, as I removed my hand from my pocket.  He was wounded, and in pain.  I threw all caution to the wind, as I knelt down beside him.  
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER TWO
 
    
 
   1864
 
    
 
   White Moon sat on his trusted pony, he called Helaku, meaning ‘Sunny Day’, looking out over the vast countryside in the distance.  He could barely see the dust created by a long train of wagons, bringing more white men…Thaw-koye-khee… to the region.  Thaw-koye-khee meant man with large ears.  
 
   It was late in the season, and the temptation of organizing a raiding party to ride down upon the group, flitted through Muraco’s head.  However, it was fall…Paw own gyah…when all the sap comes down…, and most of the tribes in the area were heading toward the river camp, where they would remain over the winter, known as Sah aim.
 
    Wintertime was a time to rest from wars, and raids, to shelter during the harsh weather, until the spring,…Aw-say…budding of foliage… when the buffalo would return, and the spring hunt would begin.  Besides, their store of goods was full from all their previous raids on the white travelers who trespassed upon their land.
 
   The sun glinted against the round silver pieces, which had been taken from an earlier raid of white man’s goods, and fashioned into a belt, at Muraco’s waist.  The belt ends jangled against each other, with the movement of Helaku, as his mount pranced in place, eager to be on his way.  Muraco didn’t know what the round silver pieces were, but they made beautiful jewelry, for the Kiowa to wear.
 
   Muraco did not feel bad about taking goods from the white people who passed over their land.  He considered it payment for all the damage the wagon trains created across Earth Mother. There had been overkill of their game and wasting the meat, cropping of their grasslands by the cattle pulling the wagons and by the horses the men rode, or felling of trees along the way, used for firewood.
 
   Muraco knew the history of the disagreement between Little Mountain, and the leaders of the ever-encroaching Thaw-koye-khee.  He, like many others of the tribe, were informed of how the Kiowa had been promised one thing, but  given another.
 
   Shortly after Dohasan became chief of the Kiowa, a force of dragoons, led by someone called Colonel Henry Dodge, rode through the lands of the Kiowas, Comanches, Cherokees, Creeks, Osages and Wichitas, offering friendship to the leaders of each tribe.  The meeting took place in a Wichita village.  The Colonel indicated that he wanted to make lasting peace in order to stop the Indians from attacking their supply wagons. 
 
   Dohasan greeted the strangers with affable dignity.  Although he had never before encountered American troops and considered them decidedly bizarre in appearance, he was prepared to deal with them as he would with a peaceful delegation from a neighboring tribe.
 
   In the grand council, the colonel offered the Kiowas generous trading privileges in return for the safe passage of citizens traveling across the Santa Fe Trail.  To Dohasan’s surprise, the white solider brought with him one of the Kiowa girls who had been taken by the Osage, during the slaughter of the Kiowa’s tribe, which caused Little Mountain to take over Islandman’s rule.  The colonel said he was returning her to Dohasan to show his goodwill.  It seemed the Osage was willing to help the White Man by returning the girl, since they had been offered a ransomed by Colonel Dodge.  It was Colonel Dodge’s intent to procure something the Kiowa would value, so he could persuade Dohasan to stop his raiding.
 
   Little Mountain was extremely gratified.  “White men and brethren,” he said, “this day is the most interesting period of our existence.  The Great Spirit has caused a light to shine all around us so that we can see each other.  The Great Spirit has sent us to see these white men and brothers.  Kiowas, take them by the hand and use them well.  They are your friends; they have brought home your lost relation.”
 
   In brotherhood and trust, Colonel Dodge persuaded Little Mountain and fourteen other Kiowa Chiefs to accompany the dragoon force to Fort Gibson, 200 miles to the east.  There, the Kiowas received presents of food and clothing.  Dohasan agreed to cease attacking along the Santa Fe Trail.  They even made peace with the Osage, by exchanging a fine Kiowa horse for the sacred Taime.
 
   The Kiowas were men of their word.  They kept their part of the bargain.  Even though there were times they would take their raiding parties to Texas and harass the ranchers there, who kept thrusting their way up into Kiowa-Comanche territory.  But that was not the Santa Fe Trail. 
 
   For many seasons, the supply wagons were permitted to cross unhampered.  Then there came many more whites heading toward a place called California, where the yellow stones were discovered.  Seemingly endless trains of covered wagons came rolling across the Kiowa range, bringing a devastating sickness called cholera and laying waste the grasslands alongside the Santa Fe Trail.
 
   Then, several seasons later, another rush of people came through in a stampede to claim the yellow rocks up in the higher lands.  The people swarmed, unchecked, across the Kiowa’s hunting grounds, despoiling the Earth Mother with recklessness that the Indians found appalling.
 
   The Kiowas, enraged by the intrusion and devastation, began to fall upon the settlers and travelers alike.  At a Kiowa encampment on the Arkansas River, a government-appointed Indian agent named Robert Miller, delivered a warning to Little Mountain.  Unless the Kiowas and their allies ceased their attacks on white people, he threatened the government would send troops to punish them.
 
   Nevertheless, the Kiowas had been promised that if they allowed the supply wagons to travel through unharmed, that the rest of their hunting ground would be allotted them without disturbance.  Now the Americans were using Kiowa land to  hunt on or farm on, not to mention traveling through in a constant parade of wagon-train, after wagon-train, bringing never-ending easterners to the west.  As far as Little Mountain was concerned,  Colonel Dodge had not kept his side of the bargain.
 
   For the first time, Little Mountain spoke hostile words to the White official.  He said scornfully, “The White Chief is a fool.  He is a coward.  When my young men, to keep their women and children from starving, take a cup of sugar or coffee from the white men passing through our country, killing and driving away the buffalo, the White Chief is angry and threatens to send his soldiers.  I have looked for them a longtime, but they have not come.  His heart is a woman’s.  I have spoken!”
 
   The Kiowas continued to raid and kill and attack any wagon trains, or supply trains that dared pass onto their land, trying to secure what they believed, rightfully, belonged to them.  Dohasan believed that eventually, the white people would give up their need to move west, and leave the Indians to their land, the way they should have done from the beginning.
 
   Muraco turned Helaku back down the hill.  The white man’s wagons would not get attacked this day.  He headed down towards the river where they would set up winter camp, and wait until spring before any more raiding would take place.  Perhaps by then, the white travelers would stop invading Indian territory altogether.  The wagon trains and supply wagons had already started waning, because of the dangers of crossing into Indian land, so possibly they already had learned their lesson, White Moon thought satisfactorily to himself. 
 
   Winter camp was peaceful because there would be no raiding.  The horses, which were subsiding on winter grass and bark, would not have the stamina to take on raids.  It was a time of regaining strength, and resting.  No other Indian tribe would raid one other either, because they too, needed to rest for the winter.  Their revenge upon the travelers overtaking their land, would have to wait until their horses and braves were stronger, once the winter passed.
 
   Because of this, Little Mountain did not expect the New Mexico volunteers, led by Kit Carson, to suddenly come upon them.  The mountain man headed 321 cavalrymen, along with 72 Indian scouts, made up of Utes and Jicanilla Apaches, who had no love for the Kiowas, but understood their thinking and tactics.
 
   Entirely unaware of their approach, Little Mountain’s tribe, along with some Comanches, were hard-pressed to defend themselves.  Unlike Islandman, in his moment of crisis, Little Mountain swiftly organized his warriors into an orderly retreat, protecting the women and children.  He sent couriers galloping along the Canadian river, in both directions to alert other Kiowas and Comanches that were camped along the river, to come help fight off the white attackers.
 
   Muraco, leaped onto Helaku’s back, looking over his shoulder just as Dohasan’s horse was shot out from under him.  Still the brave Chief continued to fight against the attackers, as explosions of guns and cannon fire filled the air.  Muraco urged his horse even faster, anxious to reach the neighboring tribes with haste.  A sudden deep pain shot through his shoulder, but the white man’s rifle ball did not deter Muraco’s determination to gain help.  
 
   The other rider had gone in the opposite direction to seek help, and it was up to Muraco to alert all the other camps down river to join in the fight.  Clinging to his horse’s mane, as he leaned over Helaku’s neck, he blocked everything out of his mind, except for his need to reach the nearby camps.
 
   His voice sounded strong as he called to Kiowa brothers, and Comanche’s friends alike.  He could not give way to the pain in his shoulder, nor indicate that anything was amiss.  Muraco, watched as the warriors sped by him, heading back upriver, to lend their help, while he rode on to the next Indian camp, to give the alarm.
 
   When he was certain that what had been expected of him had been accomplished, it was only then that he gave way to the throbbing in his shoulder.  He could feel himself losing awareness, as he slumped against Helaku’s neck.  All good Indian ponies were trained to take their rider to safety, so he put his faith in his trustworthy horse, and closed his eyes, thinking the pony would return to his camp.
 
   However, the trusty pony could sense the danger, as the sound of gunfire and war cries of Kiowa and Comanche alike, rang out, the closer they got to winter camp.  Instead, it turned and headed north, to higher ground, farther from the skirmish that was taking place below.
 
   Muraco was not aware that Little Mountain, in his bravery, even with the help of his neighbors, was unable to fight back Kit Carson and his men.  The weapon the cavalry brought with them, was a huge gun on wheels, used in the white man’s wars.  It shot exploding balls with such force, there was no way to escape the earth exploding around them.
 
   Even so, the brave Indian warriors were able to circle back to retrieve their herds of horses, but little else.  The soldiers burned the camp, destroying their store of winter food, and winter shelter.  It was a stunning blow to Little Mountain.  He knew that the white attack would have been repelled if it had not been for the devastating weapon the enemy wielded.  But against that terrible weapon, there was no defense.  What was a man to do in the face of such inconceivable force?
 
   Muraco was only vaguely aware of the steady movement of his pony, as it continued to wander a greater distance away from winter camp.  He sank in and out of awareness, as he felt the warm blood dripping down his arm, and soaking through the front of his buckskin shirt.  He heard someone groaning, and then suddenly realized it was himself making the sound.  He was so thirsty; he could barely think of anything else but experiencing a cool drink of water.
 
   He was not sure how long he remained on Helaku’s back, but when he finally, weakly, slid down to the soft green grass, he could see it was near a cave.  He managed to crawl into the shelter of the opening, and then fell, unconscious against the hard floor of the cave.
 
   Muraco jerked awake.  He could hear a strange sound inside the cave.  He hoped it was not a wild animal come to eat him in his moment of weakness.  Then he heard it again.  Slowly, he opened his eyes, to discover a white man’s cow giving birth not faraway.  Where did the beast come from, he wondered.  He closed his eyes again.
 
   Then there was the soft sound of a woman’s voice.  He recognized it as a white woman’s voice.  She was talking to the cow, so he assumed the animal must belong to her.  He wondered if he could trust her, but he had no other choice.  He was so thirsty.  Maybe she had some water with her.
 
   Weakly, he tried to speak, but only a low moan escaped his throat.  The woman turned her head and noticed him there.    Their eyes met for one long wondrous moment, as he beheld her beauty.  He was drawn in by the light color of her eyes, and the flame of her hair, as it fell against her shoulders.
 
   “Tohn,” he breathed weakly, calling for water. “Tohn.”
 
   The woman came closer.  Her eyes were wide and bright.  Their stark blue color impressed him.  She didn’t look frightened, but merely curious, as she hesitantly knelt down beside him. “You are hurt,” she murmured, but he did not know what that meant.  He only knew a few brief phrases of the white man’s tongue, like the word ‘no’ or ‘hello and good-bye’.
 
   “Tohn,” he begged again.
 
   “I don’t know what you want, but you have lost a lot of blood,” she said.  Her face looked worried, and the kindness of her voice drew him.  “You are probably thirsty,” she said quietly.  Then she abruptly rose to her feet, and started to leave the cave.
 
   She was going to leave him there to die, Muraco thought, and called out.  “Ha-yah aim bon-mah?” (Where are you going?) 
 
   “I’ll be back,” she called over her shoulder, but he didn’t know what she was saying.
 
   “Bay aim bah!”…. (Don’t go,) he called.
 
   She wasn’t listening.  As mysteriously as she had appeared, she also disappeared.  Muraco decided he must have been dreaming.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER THREE
 
    
 
   I could not erase the picture of that wild heathen’s face from my memory, as I fled from the cave.  I knew I was going to help him, but I worried I would be making a big mistake.  I had heard about how the Kiowa and Comanche had been raiding farms and ranches in all directions, stealing and plundering, not to mention killing.  So far, the Indians had not come to our farm.  However, if I helped this Indian survive, he would know we were out here, and possibly bring the rest of his people to take advantage of us.  Still, I could not stop myself.  The look in the young man’s eyes grabbed me in a way I couldn’t explain, and I wanted to help him.  After all, it was the Christian thing to do.
 
   My heart pounded as I sprinted back towards the farm, to find something to make bandages with, and to bring back whatever I could, to help the Indian brave.  It seemed like I was hampered by every bramble, fallen branch, or rock that cropped up along the way, causing me to stumble and leap at times, when my progress was hindered.  The Indian had looked wild, but at the same time helpless.  For all I knew, he would end up dying, no matter what I tried to do to help him.  Thinking this, I picked up my pace.
 
   His buckskin shirt had been soaked in his blood.  I knew it was his blood that I had found on the Indian pony outside the cave.  I was surprised to see he was wearing a belt made from silver twenty dollar pieces.  He wore a small fortune around his waist, and probably didn’t even know it, I thought, as I continued back to of our farm.
 
   My mind was racing ahead of my feet, as I got closer to the house.  I couldn’t let anyone know what I was up to.  If I did, they might try to stop me; especially Emmet, who even though he was two years younger than myself, felt that because he was a man, his decisions were more important than mine.  We had our disagreements, when it came to running the farm when father was away.
 
   I would have to bring supplies to the cave, if I were to help the Indian.  He would probably sneak away, once he was better anyway, I thought.  No one would ever know he was even there.
 
   “What is the rush?” Darie asked, as I came bursting through the door.
 
   “Buttercup had her calf and I need to get some blankets and things for her,” I said lamely.
 
   “Whatever for?  She’s a cow, for heaven’s sake!’
 
   “I want to dry the calf off before I bring it back.  I need to bring her water, since she will be nursing her new one. I don’t plan to leave before the calf can walk well enough.”  I started gathering up an old sheet to rip up for bandages, and grabbed a quilt from the foot of my bed.
 
   I filled three canteens with water, snatched a tin cup off a hook above the sink, and took a tin bowl to put the water in, so I could wash the Indian’s wounds.  Then I thought I should grab a half-filled bottle of whisky, to disinfect his wound; I knew my father kept in a drawer in his room. 
 
   I pushed my father’s clothes aside, along with a bundle of letters, tied with ribbon, as I rummaged for the bottle.  I briefly paused, wondering why my father kept a collection of letters in his bureau drawer, and not in his desk.   I didn’t have time to puzzle it out at the time, or even discover who had written the letters.  I merely clutched the bottle in my hand and stuffed it in the pocket of my skirt, alongside my gun.
 
   I cut some bread and cheese, and put it in a flower sack, along with some apples.  “What’s the food for?” Darie wanted to know, wrinkling her forehead, as her blue eyes, the same shade as my eyes, stared curiously at me.
 
   “I haven’t eaten, and I don’t know how long I am going to be gone, so don’t worry about me, if I don’t come back right away.  I may stay with Buttercup the whole day, before I carry the calf home.”
 
   “Emmet could do that,” she offered.
 
   “No!” I snapped. “I want to do it.  I raised Buttercup from a calf herself, so she is my responsibility!” I insisted.  All I needed was for Emmet to discover what I was up to, I thought angrily.  He would probably insist on putting an end to it, by shooting the Indian, instead of helping him.
 
   Darie shrugged, and pushed the strands of her blond hair out of her eyes.  “Suit yourself,” she murmured.  “You’re just using it as an excuse to get out of doing anything else,” she accused.
 
   “Don’t even accuse me!” I hissed.  “I do more work around this place than all the rest of you put together.  I’ve taken over for mother, so I deserve a day away taking care of my cow.”
 
   “Don’t get all huffy!” Darie gave me a mock frown. “Where did she have the calf?”
 
   “Out in the meadow,” I murmured, as I wrapped everything in the quilt and slung it over my shoulder.  “Just make sure all your chores are done before I get back,” I warned, and headed back out the door, running back towards the cave where I had left the wounded Indian.  I was hoping he hadn’t died before I could return to him.
 
   When I came back into the cave, I could see that Buttercup was standing, and the calf was nursing.  She didn’t look in any hurry to leave, so I merely patted her soft brown nose, as I passed her, and approached the Indian once again.  His eyes were closed, but when I got nearer, his dark eyes flashed open, and he stabbed me with his stare.
 
   The stare was intense, but also hopeful, in someway, or so I thought.
 
   “Day own day bah tsahn,” he whispered in a husky voice.  (I am so glad you came.)
 
   I didn’t know what he was trying to tell me, but I could tell it hurt for him to talk.  “Don’t talk,” I murmured, placing my hand over his mouth.  “I am here to help you.”
 
   He appeared to understand, because he let out a breath and closed his eyes again.  I watched his chest rise and fall as he took in long, labored breaths.  I touched his shoulder, to get his attention again, as I offered him one of the canteens of water.  When he saw what it was, he grabbed it and started to guzzle it down, as he leaned on one elbow, for support. 
 
   “No!” I cautioned.  “Not so fast!”  
 
   I took the canteen away, then offered it to him again, but would pull it back before he could take too much water in at one time.  After a few moments, he caught on that I was trying to keep him from drinking too much too fast, after being without water, for no telling how long.  He looked at me from under his long, dark lashes, giving me a half smile, as he drank slowly.
 
   The water accomplished the task of reviving him, and his eyes would not leave me as I started laying out the things I would need to tend his wound.
 
   “I need to take your shirt off,” I said, as I reached over and helped him to a sitting position.  I began to untie the rawhide strips down one side of the shirt, where the material was laced together.  He submissively allowed me to remove his shirt, but it stuck to his wound, from the dried blood, and he winced, as I pulled it free.  Removing the shirt caused the wound to start bleeding again.
 
   I could see the bullet had gone straight through his lower shoulder, and I hoped it missed any vital organs, as it passed through.  He looked a little faint, as I dipped a piece of sheet in my bowl of water and started to wipe the blood away from his wound.   I could tell he was trying to stay awake, as I stroked the cloth over his hard, dark, muscular chest.  When I finished I reached for the whisky bottle.  
 
   “This is going to hurt,” I warned, as I started to pour some over the wound, before I got ready to bandage him.  When the whisky touched his wound, he gave out a grunt, and then he grabbed the bottle from my hand, and took a swig of the whisky, handing it back, after one long swallow.  Obviously, he knew what the bottle held.
 
   I couldn’t help but laugh, as he glared at me, taking a second swig of the powerful drink.  He tried to laugh as well, which irritated his wound, so he merely smiled back at me, and handed me the bottle.  I busied myself ripping strips of sheet, in order to bind his wound.  As I reached around him with my arms, to wrap the strips over both the back and front of his shoulder, I felt his hand reach out and touch my hair.
 
   “Pi au-dau ,” (Fire hair)  he murmured,  as the red strands of my hair slipped through his fingers.
 
   I pulled my hair from his hand, self-conscientiously, and continued to wrap the strips of sheet around his body.  His face was so close to mine; it made me nervous.  However, I had to finish bandaging his wound, so I tried to ignore the heat that was racing to my face as I felt his breath on my cheek.  I had never been so close to a man before.  Especially an Indian!
 
   My hands began to tremble, as I continued to wrap the strips snugly around his chest and shoulder.  My heart was pounding madly, wondering if I had made the right decision in helping this wild, unpredictable human being.  Only my Christian upbringing, would not let me allow him to just lie there and die.
 
   I felt his large hand reach out and steady my own hand. “Aim daw cigot,” (You are brave.) he murmured, catching my eyes with his.
 
   I didn’t know what to think, or say, since I didn’t know what he meant, or what he needed.  However, the look he gave me seemed kind.  I just kept wrapping his wound, until I had finished.  Then I turned, and took the tin cup, going over to Buttercup, and putting warm milk in the cup.  I brought it back and handed it to him.
 
   His eyes went soft. “Ah ho,” he said softly, and took the cup from me.
 
   When he handed the cup back to me, he pointed to himself.  “Muraco,” he said.  Then he pointed to me, “Ha tsoe aim khaun?”  I didn’t understand him, so he said it again, going through the motions, and it dawned on me that he was telling me his name, and asking me what my name was.
 
   “Constance,” I told him.
 
   “Khnstahn” he struggled with my name.
 
   “Everyone calls me Connie,” I smiled.  I pointed to myself.  “Connie,” I repeated.
 
   “Khni?” he asked.
 
   “Yes, yes,” I nodded,  “You are Muraco,” I pointed to him, “and I am Connie,” I pointed to myself again.
 
   He gave me a broad smile.  “Hello, Khni,” he murmured, but then he seemed to grow tired, and he slowly laid back down.
 
   “Ah ho, Khni,” he said softly, before he closed his eyes.  Later, I learned the word meant ‘thank you’.
 
   I gazed down on him, and he looked as though he was giving into his pain again.  His breathing was heavy and I watched his dark chest, with the contrasting white bandages against it, rise and fall, as he took in labored breaths.
 
   I knew he would need rest, so I decided to busy myself, and picked up his blood-soaked shirt.  I also grabbed the empty canteen, and left the cave, walking across the meadow to the stream which was a short distance away.  When I reached it, I plunged his shirt into the water, watching the crystal blue water turn a pinkish red, and afterwords eventually clear, once all the blood was washed out. I wrung the shirt out, and rolled it up, laying it on a rock while I filled the canteen,  then headed back to the cave, with the shirt and canteen in tow.
 
   Muraco was still sleeping, when I returned.  I had laid the shirt out over the branch of the tree, where his horse still stood.  The blood on his horse had dried.  I realized that horse was probably as thirsty as the Indian had been, but apparently, he was trained to remain where his master had left him. 
 
   I took up the single rein, which was tied under his jaw, and led it to the stream.  While the horse drank, I washed the blood from its coat, and then brought it back to the tree once more, where it occupied itself eating the grass, close at hand.
 
   I came back into the cave, and sat near Buttercup’s calf, which was a little heifer, curled up in a ball beside Buttercup, who had also was lying down.  
 
   “What should I call you?” I wondered as I stroked the soft coat of the new-born.  “If it weren’t for you and Buttercup, I most likely never would have found poor Muraco,” I murmured.  “Maybe I will call you Hope, because if I hadn’t come into this cave, that poor Indian wouldn’t have had any hope of anyone helping him, and he probably would have died.  He may die anyway,” I said, trying to push the last thought aside.  
 
   I didn’t want the Indian to die.  One reason was, it would be difficult for me to bury him, and now I had a vested interest because I had gone to the trouble to try and save him.  I wanted to be successful in my efforts, not thinking what those consequences may bring.
 
   I took an apple from my flour sack and started eating it, as I studied the sleeping face of Muraco.  I didn’t even know what kind of Indian he was, because they all looked alike to me.  He had to be Kiowa, or Comanche, though, because those were the two tribes that were usually found in the area.
 
   As I watched him, his eyes slowly opened, and he caught my stare, giving me a half smile, when he saw I was still there.  His full lips stretched pleasantly at me, showing stark, white teeth.  
 
   “Would you like some of my apple?” I asked, coming closer.  
 
   I saw a knife in a sheath on his money belt, and started to reach for it.  When he saw what I was about to do, he reached out and grabbed my wrist, to stop me.  Now his eyes held fear.
 
   “Don’t worry,” I told him.  “Why would I want to use your knife to stab you, after bandaging you up?” I questioned.
 
     I knew he couldn’t understand me, but I acted like he could, as I firmly removed his hand.  Then I took the knife from its sheath, and cut a piece of the apple, and handed it to him.
 
   His smile broadened, as he slowly started to eat the apple I had handed him.  When he finished it, I cut another piece.  “Apple,” I said, pointing to the fruit in my hand.
 
   His eyes widened. “Ah-law-baw,” he stated.
 
   “Ah-law-baw… Apple,” I repeated.
 
   “Apple,” he said slowly, and then grinned when I nodded.  He took another bite.  “Apple  thaga!” (good)
 
   I smiled, repeating the word, even though I did not know exactly what it meant, but knew it had something to do with the apple.  “Yes, apple thaga!”
 
   “Khni thaga,” he said soberly, reaching out and touching my arm.
 
   “Connie is here to help you,” I murmured, cutting another piece of apple and handing it to him.
 
   When he had finished eating the apple, he closed his eyes again.  It took all of his strength to even eat.  I put the knife back in the sheath.  Then I brought the flour sack and canteens, close to where he was, placing the bottle of whisky beside him as well, incase the pain got too strong for him.  Lastly, I took the quilt and covered him, then went over to Buttercup.
 
   “Time for us to head home,” I said to Buttercup, as I picked up Hope and put her legs around my neck, to carry her home.  
 
   Buttercup stood up and started to follow me, when she saw I had her calf over my shoulders.  I gave one long-last glance at Muraco, over my shoulder, as I left the shelter of the cave, and walked back across the meadow, feeling excited and anxious at the same time.  I kept hoping I was not making a big mistake.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   CHAPTER FOUR
 
    
 
   As I reached the outer yard of our farmhouse, Darie and Nigel came out to greet me.  “It took you long enough,” Darie complained.  Then she rushed up and started cooing over Hope.
 
   Nigel also came up to pet the newborn. “I put some straw in the barn for them,” he informed me.  “Emmet went to check for mail, since the supply wagons are due to come along the Santa Fe.  It’s hard to tell any more though, because it is so dangerous to bring supplies along the Santa Fe trail, since the Indians are always attacking them.”
 
   “I hope Emmet is careful, if there are Indians along the trail,” I murmured. 
 
   I wondered if maybe the wounded Indian in the cave was from a raid on the supply wagons, and had gotten shot during the attack.
 
   Nigel took Hope from my shoulders.  “I call her Hope,” I told him, as he put the little soft brown heifer on his own shoulders.
 
   “A fine name,” Nigel stated, as he headed to the barn with Hope.  Buttercup was following close behind, reaching her nose out and nuzzling her calf.
 
   “You have blood on your dress,” Darie said in shock.
 
   “It’s from the calf, I guess,” I explained.  “I should go change my clothes.”
 
   “Supper is almost ready.  I am waiting on the buns to finish baking.”
 
   “Will Emmet be back in time for supper?” I asked, as I headed into the house.
 
   “He should be.  He left right after eating lunch.”
 
   Nigel came through the door, and started washing up for supper, using the tin basin on the counter, and I went into my room to change my bloodstained dress.  I was not sure if it was blood from Muraco, or from his horse when I washed it.  Either way, it was still Muraco’s blood. Luckily, I had Buttercup’s calf to blame it on.
 
   As we sat down around the table, and Darie placed the basket of warm buns, wrapped in a dish towel, on the table, Emmet came bursting through the front door.
 
   “You’ll never guess what has happened,” he said, as he removed his hat, tossed it on the hook, and went to the basin to wash up.  His shaggy blond hair fell over his forehead, and he pushed it back with a wet hand.
 
   “I can see you are just busting to tell us,” I laughed.  He seemed excited, so I was thinking that it had something to do with the Indians attacking the supply wagons, since he had just come from checking on the mail.
 
   “Remember the stories we heard about Kit Carson being called to take care of the Indians?  Well, it has finally happened!  Yesterday, he and his troops rode into the Kiowas and Comanches winter camp and wiped them all-out.  Well not exactly wiped them out, but they were chased from their camp, and the camp was burned, so they would have no way to survive the winter.  By spring, there should be a lot fewer Indians to worry about, and they will think twice before attacking the supply wagons again.”
 
   “That is a horrible thing to do!” I stated with shock, thinking that Muraco must have come from the Indian village that had been burned.  “How would you like to have your house burned down so you had no shelter for the winter?”
 
   “That is neither here-nor-there,” Emmet frowned.  “It serves them right for attacking the supply wagons as well as anyone passing through!  The man from the supply train, who gave me the information, said Kit Carson brought a twelve-pound howitzer that shot explosive shells.  It’s sort of like a small cannon, used during the Civil War.  Kit Carson only lost about six men, while the Indians lost sixty, and there were at least 160 of those heathens wounded.
 
   I knew one of those wounded Indians, I thought in a panic.  If anyone discovered I was sheltering an Indian who Kit Carson himself came to get rid of, they may drag me away and put me in chains, I thought.  I tried to keep from shaking, as Emmet went into great detail of the so called battle.  The tale had been, given to him by someone who claimed they knew about it.  To me, it sounded more like a massacre, since the army came to a peaceful village unaware.
 
   I always thought wars were fought when one group of warriors stood against another, to settle a disagreement.  This was a whole village with women and children in it, and Kit Carson had brought a cannon!  While I felt sympathy for those  the Indians themselves had killed on wagon trains and supply wagons, I could not help but defend their right to protect their land, which we were trespassing on.  After all, it was set aside as ‘Indian Territory’ according to the maps.  We knew the dangers of going through land which was claimed by the Indians.  Now we suddenly felt like we had the right to claim the land as our own, because we had a cannon, and the Indians didn’t!
 
   “You seem mighty quiet,” Emmet said, turning to me.  “Is the calf all right?  Darie told me Buttercup finally had her calf.”
 
   “Hope is fine,” I murmured.  “She is in the barn, if you want to see her.”
 
   “You look tired,” he said.
 
   “Did we get any mail?” I asked, changing the subject.
 
   “Father got a letter from Dodge.  I didn’t even know he knew anyone from Dodge.”
 
   “He said that is where he is going to pick up the buggy he had ordered.  Maybe it has something to do about the buggy,” I said, glancing at the letter, Emmet had set upon the table. “I hope there isn’t going to be a problem with getting it.”
 
   “You think we should open it?”  Nigel asked.
 
   “It wouldn’t make any difference what the letter says,” I pointed out.  “Father has already gone to pick it up.”
 
   “But if it isn’t ready or can’t be built because of the shortage of supplies from Missouri, he would be making that trip for nothing.  I could ride out on Lightening and catch up with him, since he is in the wagon, and has only been out one day.  Then he could get supplies from someplace closer, rather than going all the way into Dodge.  I hear it is rather dangerous and a lawless town.  It can‘t be very safe to travel through.”
 
   “Not any worse than traveling through Indian territory,” Nigel pointed out.
 
   “I don’t think it would be proper to open his letter, though,” I said, eyeing the letter as I spoke.  “After all, it is his private correspondence, and he might get angry at us if he knew we opened it.”
 
   “He’s been getting a lot of letters from Dodge,” Emmet mentioned, picking up the letter, and turning it over in his fingers.  “He never mentions who they are from, so I just figured it had something to do with his ordering the buggy.”
 
   “How many letters does it take to order a buggy?” I wanted to know.
 
   Emmet shrugged.  “I don’t recall him ever going all the way to Dodge, when he got supplies, so it can’t be someone he met on his travels.  It probably does have to do with the buggy.”
 
   “Which is why we should open it,” Darie suggested.
 
   Emmet handed me the letter.  “You open it, Connie.  Father left you in charge, and you would have a good excuse to open it.”  I smiled, because Emmet always complained that I was left in charge, when he was the oldest son, and should be the one left in charge.
 
   I looked down at the letter in my hand.  For some reason, it did not appear to look like a business letter.  There was no business stamp, or seal, or anything indicating it came from a business concern.  Maybe he was having a private person build the buggy, I thought.
 
   “Are you going to open it?”  Emmet asked impatiently.  “If I need to catch up to father’s wagon, I will need to get started as soon as possible.”
 
   Something about the letter bothered me.  I noticed the scrawl looked rather feminine to me, all flowery and swirling,  almost like Aunt Sally’s handwriting.  Only I knew that Aunt Sally was not in Dodge.
 
   I vaguely remembered, rummaging under a bundle of letters in my father’s drawer, when I got the bottle of whisky.  I had barely looked at them, because I was anxious to find the whisky, but then I started to wonder again why father would keep the letters in his own chest of drawers, instead of in his desk drawer?
 
   “Wait,” I said, jumping up from the table.  “I’ll be right back.”  I rushed up the stairs to my father’s room, and opened the drawer where I had retrieved the whisky.  I picked up the bundle of letters, tied in a ribbon, and when I saw the handwriting on the other letters, I saw it was the same as the letter I held in my hand.  Since there were several letters bundled together, it meant who ever was writing my father had been writing him for some time now, and he had saved the letters separate from his business dealings.  I was afraid to look into one of the open letters, because now I felt this was more personal than just casual letters from friends or business acquaintances. 
 
   Instead, I brought the bundle of letters back to the table.  
 
   “You are right.  This isn’t the first letter father has received from this person,” I informed Emmet, as I lay the bundle on the table, next to the unopened letter.  “They look like they are all written in the same hand, so they have to be from the same person, but father has not mentioned having a long-time correspondence with anyone in Dodge.”
 
   “I suppose he doesn’t have to tell us everything,” Emmet defended.
 
   “Then we won’t open the letter, since it is probably not about the buggy,” I stated.
 
   Emmet tapped his finger against the unopened letter.  “But why wouldn’t he tell us about the friend he has in Dodge, especially since he was planning on going there to purchase the buggy?”
 
   “Because I believe the friend is a woman.  You can tell by the handwriting,” I reasoned.
 
   “Do you think he felt guilty writing to a woman, because of his love for our mother?” Nigel asked.
 
   “It’s been four years,” Darie stated.  “But father said he could never love another woman, now that Mother was gone.  Do you think he changed his mind, and just didn’t want to admit it to us?”
 
   “It couldn’t be as serious as that,” I insisted.  “She is probably just someone he corresponds with in order to exchange news.  Maybe she is a friend of Aunt Sally’s.”
 
   “There is only one way to find out,” Emmet stated, eyeing the bundle of opened letters.  “The proof would be in the reading of the letters.”
 
   “But they are addressed to father.  If he discovered we read them…”
 
   “How would he know?  They are already opened.  We won’t open the new letter, because after we read the others, we will probably know what kind of relationship father has with this woman.”
 
   “If it is a woman,” Darie added.  “You can’t tell just by looking at the handwriting,” she insisted.
 
   “If you are so anxious to find out, then you read them,” I said to Emmet.  “I will not put myself in the position to be blamed for it.”
 
   “Fine!” Emmet snapped.  “Give them here!”  
 
   He reached out and grabbed the bundle of letters.  For a breathless moment, he just held them in his hand and looked down at them.  He knew how angry father would be if he ever discovered we were going through his personal correspondence.  Finally, he pulled the end of the white ribbon, releasing the bow, and took one of the letters out.
 
   I watched his face, as it first showed interest, next shock, and after that, anger.  Whatever the letters said, seemed upsetting to Emmet.  He took one letter after another and read them, then neatly put them back in a pile and tied the ribbon around them.
 
   All eyes were on Emmet, as his eyes roved around the table, gazing at each one of us before he spoke.  “I cannot believe the deceit of our father,” he said between clenched teeth.  “This past year, he has been writing to a woman in Doge, named Bertha.  She was a mail-order bride, who was turned down because she brought her son with her, when she showed up to be married.  That was ten years ago, when she was much younger and her son was only ten.  Her intended husband claimed the boy was born out of wedlock, and would have nothing to do with her.  She was forced to work as a Hurdy-Gurdy girl in order to support herself, and now, of all things, father plans to marry her!  Her son still lives in Dodge with her, and father claims he can use an extra hand on the farm.  Can you believe it?  He has gone to Dodge to collect her and her son, along with the buggy he ordered.  He ordered the buggy, so he would have a way to convey her back to the farm with him.”
 
   My mouth fell open in shock, and Darie bursted out in tears, and ran from the room.  Nigel followed after her.  
 
   “Why didn’t he tell us?” I breathed, unbelievingly.  
 
   I always felt I was close to my father.  He should have at least told me.  I thought back, and realized he was acting nervous when we said our good-bye.  He could have at least warned us, so we would be prepared when he returned.  Then I remembered him saying something about bringing back a surprise other than the buggy.  Bertha must have been the surprise he was speaking of.
 
   I thought of the last four years, and how I had taken over the place of my mother, trying to care for the family and help around the farm, while father spent most of his time secluded at the stream panning for gold, or at his desk going over finances.  He had left it mostly up to me and Emmet to take care of things, and now for a year, he had been planning to bring strangers back to the farm, after we had done all the work to make it successful.  He didn’t even consulted us on his decision.
 
   Maybe I wasn’t as close to my father as I thought I had been.  Perhaps he had been so caught up in his loneliness after mother died, that only another woman could fill that emptiness for him, no matter what we did to help him get over his loss.  I thought about how he was usually secluded, panning for gold and was always too tired when he returned home to have much interaction among the family.  Nevertheless, the very thought that he was going to spring a new wife on us when he returned, made me hot with anger and disappointment.  I suddenly lost my appetite.  I also lost all respect for my father.
 
   “One more thing,” Emmet whispered into my ear.   “I didn’t want to say it in front of  Darie and Nigel.  Father has promised you to her son, Clinton.  He claims there is no one out here for you to marry, and you are past your prime.  It seems he has also procured a husband for you, while getting a wife for himself.”
 
   “What?” I hissed, jumping to my feet.  “How dare he do this to me… to us!  He may be our father, but to just go behind our backs and plan our lives for us without so much as a howdy do, is beyond forgivable!”
 
   I could feel the sting of tears behind my eyes, and I too fled from the table, but instead of going to my room, I went out to the barn where Buttercup and Hope were.  I threw myself in the straw beside the shocked animals and sobbed uncontrollably.  The surprise father had been talking about, that he was going to bring me, apparently was more than just some material for a dress, I fumed inside.  If he brought me material, it was probably intended to be for a wedding dress!
 
   At length, I cried myself out, but could not bring myself to go back to the house.  Instead, I took a lantern from the hook on the barn wall, lit it, because by that time it was becoming dusk, and headed out across the meadow, to check on Muraco. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER FIVE
 
    
 
   My stumbling feet, propelled me across the grassy meadow towards the cave.  I heard the quiet neigh of  Muraco’s horse, as I approached. The moon cast ghostly shadows over the meadow, as the clouds passed before it.  Then I was cautiously entering the cave.  The lantern light gleamed through the darkness, until it caught against Muraco, with the blanket flung over him. His eyes were open, and he looked tense, with one hand upon the hilt of his knife, until he recognized who I was and started to relax.
 
   However, his expression changed to one of question, when he saw me.   “Naun-doe aim awl-yah?” (why are you crying) he murmured.  His face suddenly looked sad.
 
   As I came closer, he reached out and touched my tears, and then grabbed my hand. “Haw aim peyoam daw?” (are you well)
 
   I didn’t answer, because I didn’t know what he was saying.  I just could see the concern on his face, as he clutched my small hand in his large one.
 
   “They burned your village,” I said at last, knowing he did not understand me.  I knew I could not explain to him why I was really upset, but I was also upset because I knew that once he recovered, if he recovered, he would have no place to go for shelter over the winter.  He would end up dying, even if he did survive his wound.  I was trying to figure out how I could explain it to him, since I could not speak his language.
 
   I remembered how Indians sometimes drew pictures on cave walls and rocks, telling a story, and I thought that tomorrow I would bring paper and pencil and draw the pictures to tell the story of his tribe’s situation.  For now, though, all I wanted was to forget everything.  
 
   I sank down beside Muraco, still holding his hand, as I began to shiver with emotions, I didn’t even understand.  When I did that, he pulled the quilt over the two of us.  “de-mau.” (sleep) he whispered.
 
   I felt exhausted and a little lost.  There was no real way to communicate with this unusually strange Indian man.  Nevertheless, I had to talk to someone.  I began to explain to him why I had been crying, even though I knew he could not understand a word I was saying.  As I spoke, every once in awhile he would squeeze my hand, as though he did understand.
 
    When my father came home, I would refuse to marry the man he had chosen for me, I resolved, as I related what I had discovered to the Indian beside me.  Only I was frightened because this was my home, and if I refused to marry the man, I wondered if my father would try to force me into a marriage against my will.  How could I escape?  I had no place to go.
 
   After awhile, I blew the lamp out and closed my eyes, trying to push everything from my mind.  Tomorrow was another day, I soothed myself, and I would have to solve my problem later.  After all, no telling how long father would stay away.  By the time he returned, perhaps I would have thought of something.
 
   The feel of Muraco’s hand, wrapped around mine, seemed to give me strength.  I was trying to understand how that could be, since this was a wild Indian whom I didn’t even know.  However, his eyes had looked so concerned, when he grasped my hand.  Maybe it was out of gratitude because I had helped him.  I felt no fear.  I only felt bewildered.
 
   I jerked awake, thinking I had slept too late and there were chores to be done.  Then I realized I had slept the night in the cave beside Muraco.  I hadn’t meant to stay the whole night.  I had intended to return to my room, after I had rested a bit.  Now Emmet and the others would be worried and probably come looking for me.
 
   I started to jump to my feet, but Muraco’s strong hand stopped me, as his grip tightened on my hand. “Ha-yah aim bon-mah?”  It was the same question he had asked when I had first left him.
 
   “I have to go,” I told him firmly, untangling my hand from his.  He looked disappointed.  “Don’t worry.  I’ll be back.  I am not going to leave you here to die.”
 
   I grabbed up the lantern, and started dashing across the field.  The grass was damp and soaked the hem of my skirt.  My low top boots were getting soaked as well.  I was trying to think up what I would tell Emmet and Darie about where I had been all night.
 
   When I reached the yard, Emmet was standing with his hands on his hips, glaring at me.  “Where in the dickens did you take off to?” he asked, giving me his ‘I should be in charge instead of you’ stare.
 
   “I am not going to marry that man father has chosen for me!” I stated emphatically, ignoring his question.  “I have thought about it all night, and I refuse to be forced into marriage.  I would rather be an old maid.”
 
   “Good luck with that,” he murmured.  “I don’t like the idea of strangers coming to try and take over either.  You know if father marries that floozy she will have rights over the farm, if anything happens to father.  The only way we would inherit would be if father put it in his will, and I don’t even think he has written a will or thought of what will happen if he dies.  I never questioned it, because I just assumed the place would be left to us.
 
   “If you do marry her son, that would make it all the more likely they would be in camand of things, because you are the oldest, and whatever is left to you, would really belong to him, and the rest would probably go to her.”  He gave an angry glare, and then his eyes looked a little hopeless.
 
   “Well, I won’t marry him, so that much is not going to happen.” I assured him.  “But you are right.  As soon as father comes home, we need to explain the consequences of his actions, and insist he take some care to secure our future.”
 
   “I think he thinks he is securing our future by marrying that woman, and bringing her son for you to marry.  I know he feels bad that you have tried to take the place of mother all these years.  He probably thinks this will fix that, but can you imagine having a Hurdy-Gurdy Girl as a step mother?”
 
   “I will never accept her as my mother!  He didn’t even consult us about it,” I lamented.  “Besides, I like being responsible for the house and caring for the farm.  I hadn’t planned to get married anyway.  I just wanted to remain here, working the farm with you, and whoever you married.”
 
   “Where am I ever going to find a wife?”  Emmet complained.  “We are way off the beaten path, and father is the only one who ever goes where there is civilization.”
 
   “He could take you in the future.  Eventually, you will need to help him bring supplies back.  And it seems more and more people keep moving out in this direction.  That is why the Indians are uprising, since we have come and taken over their land.”
 
   “Standing here talking about it, is not going to change anything.  I was worried about you, when I found you gone.  I thought you had slept the night in the barn, but you were nowhere to be found.  I feared something had happened to you.”
 
   “I hadn’t meant to stay out all night.  I was just so exhausted; I fell asleep out in one of the caves, where Buttercup had her calf.”
 
   “Don’t do that any more!”  Emmet demanded.
 
   “I will do as I please!” I returned.  “I am the eldest, and can take care of myself.  I would never leave the farm without letting you know I was going, though.”
 
   “You can’t leave!  We are a family!”  His face looked worried, as his blue eyes met my own.
 
   “I didn’t say I was leaving.  I love this place the same as you.  I just meant, not to worry about me if I wander off.  There are times I need to be alone, so stop your fussing.”  I gave him one of my ‘I am the mother now’ look, and he shrugged and grinned.
 
   “Darie is fixing breakfast.  You should come in and eat.  I didn’t tell Darie or Nigel that I couldn’t find you.  I just said I thought you spent the night in the barn, and went out to look for you.  So for all they know, that is where you have been.”
 
   “Then let’s go in and eat,” I suggested.
 
   I had the overpowering belief that my life was never going to be the same again.  Not only was I harboring a dangerous enemy, but my future was bleak, if I was forced to marry someone I may not desire to marry.  I was trying to keep an open mind, but I would not even know how to act around a man, especially a man who assumed I would eagerly marry him, just because my father told him he could marry me.
 
   Arranged marriages had been left back in England, when our forefathers left the English customs behind us, by coming out to the Americas, I reasoned.  There was no way father could force me to marry someone against my will, I determined.
 
   Only I didn’t have a lot of time to worry about the man father had promised me to.  There was too much to do on the farm, what with harvest coming on fast, and having to preserve food for the winter, to add to the stock father would bring back.  Then having to take time out to check up on Muraco, after all my chores were done, would take up my day and keep my worried thoughts at bay.
 
   The next time I visited the cave, Muraco was looking much stronger, and I brought paper and pencil with me, in order to try to communicate with him better.
 
   When I started drawing pictures, showing him what had happened to his tribe, his eyes darkened with anger, and the very look almost frightened me.
 
   Slowly, I tried to teach Muraco my language, while he helped me to understand his, and a labored form of communication started to grow between us, each time I came to the cave to check on him.  He seemed to gain his strength rapidly, over the next few days, and I feared that he would leave, and I would never see him again.  I looked forward to the afternoons, when I could put everything behind me, and come out and visit with Muraco, and tend to his wound.
 
   Each time I replaced the old wrappings for a new one, I felt self-conscience touching his strong, dark body, the way I was.  It almost felt indecent, especially because he seemed to enjoy the fact that I was touching him, trying to be careful, as his dark, obsidian eyes sometimes held mine spellbound, while I tended him.
 
   Muraco seemed to be my only friend, because I could openly talk to him about all my problems, even though I knew he merely understood a small amount of what I was saying.  He always looked upon me with kind eyes and called me Pi au-dau, the word he had used when he had touched my hair,  which meant ‘fire hair’.  He claimed I brought warmth into his life.  He seemed to bring purpose into mine.
 
   There were times when he merely watched me, not speaking at all, but seeming to take in my every movement.  He often reached out and touched my hair; it seemed with wonder.  His hair was longer than mine, and I  admired how shiny and sleek it looked, when his braids were undone.  He had straight hair, while my hair was wavy and tended to get out of control by escaping my efforts to keep it in a bun, when it wasn’t down around my shoulders.
 
   Eventually, I learned that his name meant White Moon.  He said together we were the moon and the sun, which were opposite, yet needed each other to separate the night from the day, bringing full circle to the heavens.  It was almost like poetry, I thought.
 
   Sometimes we had to resort to sign language, and drawing pictures, as well, but when he did speak, I loved listening to his musical sounding voice, especially when he spoke in his own language.  It seemed to fill my very being, even when I couldn’t understand what he was saying.
 
   One day, when I saw him fingering his money belt, I explained to him how much those twenty dollar silver pieces were worth.  He merely shrugged, as though he didn’t understand the concept of money and what one could buy with it.  Indians traded goods, and made bargains.  They had no use for money.
 
   Everyday, though, I feared that Emmet would discover I was hiding Muraco in the cave, and no telling what he would do, if he ever found out.  He hated the Indians, and was happy to hear that Kit Carson had gotten rid of most of them.  I had to be very careful when I left to go to the cave.  I merely told Emmet I was going for an afternoon walk before supper, to sort my thoughts out.  He knew I was worried about having to marry some stranger, so he seemed to understand and not question it.
 
   Muraco and I sat beside the stream, aimlessly throwing pebbles into the water, as we talked.  He did not seem very talkative on this day.  He seemed to be deep in thought.  It had been over two weeks since I had found him in the cave, and I was astonished at how quickly his wound was healing.  He now wore the shirt I had washed, which was marred by the bullet hole, and a dark stain around it, which no amount of washing could remove.
 
   Finally, he turned to look at me, and placed his hand on my shoulder.  I looked up, expectantly, into his dark, mysterious eyes. 
 
    “I must leave you,” he told me solemnly.  “It is time I go back to my own people.”
 
   “But you have no way to survive the winter,” I complained.  “You could stay in the cave for the winter, if you remained here.”
 
   “This is not my home.” 
 
   He paused and then gave my shoulder a small squeeze. 
 
    “But you are my life.  You are my Sun Shine in a dark place.”  
 
   Some of this he said in his own language, when he had problems with the English words, but I was starting to understand his Indian words better, now.  
 
   “I want you to come with me.”  
 
   His pleading look cut through my heart.
 
   I trusted Muraco, and was fond of him, but the thought of going with him to his own people, never entered my mind.  In fact, it was the furthest thing from it.
 
   I reached my hand up, and covered his hand upon my shoulder.  
 
   “I’m sorry, Muraco.  I have my family here.  I cannot come and be with you.  Besides you have no way to survive the winter.  You will end up dying, and I, right along with you, if I came.  Stay here. We have plenty of food to share with you.”
 
   He looked disappointed at my words.  
 
   “I know how to take care of myself during the cold days.  I could care for you, too.”  He almost said it gruffly.  “You could bring some of your supply with us,” he added as an after thought.
 
   “But my home is here, with my family.  I am expected to remain here and run the farm.  Besides my family would never let me leave with a wild Indian.  My brother would shoot you, if he thought you were trying to take me with you,”  
 
   I had not told him about my father, or his plans for me, after that first night when I poured my heart out to him, when I knew he couldn’t understand me.  He was only aware of my brothers and sister living on the farm with me, because they were the only ones I ever spoke of.
 
   Muraco understood loyalty to family, because that was the reason he was returning to his people.  It was loyalty to his family and his tribe that pulled him, even if there wasn’t a village to go back to.
 
   “Then I will miss my Fire Hair,” he said softly, lifting his hand from my shoulder and touching my hair.
 
   “I will miss my White Moon,” I mumbled, trying to hold the tears back.
 
   Muraco abruptly jumped to his feet.  
 
   “You saved my life.  I will always be indebted to you,” he mumbled.  
 
   Then he slowly removed the money belt from around his waist, and handed it to me.  
 
   “This is the only way I can repay you,” he said, then turned away and sprinted over to where his horse was grazing.
 
     He didn’t say another word to me, but leaped upon his horses back, and rode away, not even looking behind him.  I wondered if he was angry that I would not come with him, or merely sad.  It was always hard to read his feelings, I realized.
 
   I watched, dumbfounded, clutching to the string of silver coins, as Muraco rode off over the meadow, and then into the shelter of the woods.  My world was starting to crumble around me.  My purpose in life was riding away to join his own people, and my father would soon return with a man he expected me to marry.  
 
   I sank to the ground and began to sob.  But then I glanced through watery eyes to the money belt in my hand.  I held a small fortune there.  If anything happened, and I needed to take care of myself, I had the means with which to do it, I thought.  Perhaps Muraco was saving my life as well!
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER SIX
 
    
 
   I distracted my thoughts by putting all my energy into the harvest, and preparing for the winter.  Emmet often looked over at me with a worried expression on his face.  
 
   “You have stopped taking your daily walks,” he noted, one afternoon, when I was on my way out to the barn to check up on Buttercup and Hope.  
 
   Every time I looked at Hope, it brought back thoughts of Muraco.  
 
   “It wasn’t solving my problem,” I murmured.  
 
   I hadn’t visited the cave since Muraco left, because it was too painful, and full of memories.
 
    “What are we going to do, Emmet?  I love this place, but I refuse to remain here, if father tries to force me to marry someone I don’t even know.”
 
   “Who knows?” Emmet half smiled.  “Maybe you will discover you like the man,” he encouraged.
 
   “But what if I don’t?  What can I do?”
 
   “I will talk to father, if you find you loath the man,” he offered.
 
   “But he will be living here, whether I marry him or not.  He will try to run the farm.  You know how father is constantly distracted by his gold hunting.  He has always left everything to do with the farm up to us.  He doesn’t care who runs the farm as long as it produces what we need.”
 
   “I won’t let that happen,” Emmet promised.
 
   “How can you stop it, Emmet?  The man is older than both of us.  His mother may have influence over father.  After all, he agreed to marry a Hurdy Gurdy-Girl, sight unseen!  He must be getting addled to have allowed it to happen.”
 
   “He was just lonely.  He was always out panning gold, while we ran the farm.  He probably felt he needed a closer companion, than just his children.  After all, a man has his needs, that go beyond just caring for family.”
 
   “Well if those needs cause him to exclude his family from his plans, and forcing me to marry someone I have never met, he has no family loyalty!” I snapped gruffly.
 
   “Maybe we should just wait and see what happens.  We probably never should have read those letters.  They have just made us worry.  It might not be as bad as we think it is going to be,” Emmet tried to calm me.
 
   “Just the same, if it is as bad as I believe it will be, I am going to go back to Missouri and stay with Aunt Sally and Uncle Ted,” I informed him.  
 
   I had been giving it a lot of thought lately.
 
   “And just how are you going to do that, Connie?  You don’t have any money, or means to get there.  You certainly can’t walk all the way back to Missouri!  Besides, winter is coming on, so you couldn’t even leave until spring, even if you did have a way to get there.”
 
   I had not mentioned the silver coins Muraco had given me, because there was no way to explain it, so I just shrugged.  “I could go back with the supply wagons, on their return trip to Missouri,” I insisted.
 
   “They won’t be making the trip until next spring themselves.  Once the snows come, there is no way to travel across the plains.”
 
   “Then I will just have to wait until spring,” I said with determination.
 
   “You might be biting off more than you can chew,” he warned.  “Those supply trains are usually driven by a bunch of rough men.  They aren’t going to let a young woman join them.  Even if they did, they would charge you for your passage.  And how could you be sure they won’t take advantage of you?”
 
   “I have my gun, and you could come with me,” I insisted. 
 
   “You are talking crazy!  This is our farm.  Why would I want to leave?  I am not the one having to marry someone I never met.  Besides, with the Indians attacking travelers, it would be too dangerous anyway.  Just don’t set your stakes, Connie, you might have to pull them,” Emmet advised, and then gave me a smile.  “Who knows, you may end up falling in love with that woman’s son,” he winked.
 
   “I doubt it,” I sighed.  
 
   The thought of Muraco came to mind, and I was not sure anyone could attract me in the same way he had.  Only he was a Kiowa Indian, and there was no way in heaven I could ever get entangled with an Indian, no matter how much I was attracted to him.  I realized I was missing him more than I had expected.  His dark eyes seemed to haunt me still.
 
   The days followed, one another, with the regularity they always had, filled with normal daily activities and evenings sitting around the fireplace, talking over the days events and hopes about the future.  We tried not to talk about father bringing home a bride, because it upset Darie.  She could not imagine anyone taking Mother’s place, and she resented father for having forgotten our mother so much, that he wished some other woman to take her place.
 
   Nigel never mentioned it, after that first day we read father’s letters.  I think he was pretending like it wasn’t going to happen, or maybe he believed that father would change his mind, once he got to Dodge and met the woman in person.  Only I knew a proposal was a difficult thing to back out of, once offered.  Even if that woman’s first choice had turned her down, father was a man of his word.
 
   I could not think of them as Bertha and Clinton.  They were always ‘that woman and her son’, in my mind.  She had sent father a photograph of her and her son, but it was one she had taken when she was young, and her son was only ten.  She probably could not afford to have a new likeness taken of her, I decided.  She was pretty enough, but that had been several years ago, I reasoned.  Her son was now older than I was, no longer that ten-year-old boy standing stiffly at his mother’s side in the tintype, that had been enclosed in one of the letters sent to father.
 
   The day that we could not hold at bay, finally arrived, and Sport, our spaniel, started barking, long before the buggy and wagon reached the yard.  Therefore, we were all standing in the front yard, awaiting the dreaded arrival.
 
   Emmet stood with his arms folded across his chest, while Nigel stood listlessly beside him.  I had my arm over Darie’s shoulder, as the buggy and wagon pulled down the drive, with the crunching of wheels against gravel, and the clop of horse’s hooves, coming to a halt.  The buggy pulled up first, concealing its passengers, since it was an enclosed affair.  The wagon followed, driven by a stranger, which I assumed must be Clinton.  He was not a bad looking man, but I already had my mind set not to like him.  After all, he came from Dodge, which was a wild, lawless town.  No decent person would prefer to live there, I reasoned.
 
   We all waited, not saying a word or moving forward to greet father, which was unusual for us, since all other times, we were eager to see our father, and discover what he had brought back.  I think he could tell something was amiss, when we all stood stoically in a row, watching his approach, instead of rushing forward.  I am sure he expected us to be excited about the new buggy, and anxious to greet him, after his long absence.
 
   I glanced up at the man sitting on the bench of the wagon, appraising me with bold looking eyes.  They sparked green at me, as the sun caught against them, when he removed his hat, giving me a half smile, but I quickly looked in the other direction.  In one instance, I had sized him up, and decided I did not like what I saw, regardless of his good looks.
 
   He looked rugged with a few day’s growth of a beard hiding his features.  He came from a town that was notorious for being wild and untamed, so what did I expect? He had put his battered hat back on his head, and it now shaded his eyes, so I could barely see what color they were.  He looked tall and lank, sitting there, with his foot resting on the wagon brake, as he began wrapping the reins around the brake handle.
 
   I noticed that a new horse was pulling the buggy, and I was wondering how much money father had spent on everything.  I thought our finances had been running lower than usual, since the stream was not giving up as much gold as it had in the past.  However, I knew nothing about the amount of gold father actually had.
 
   Finally, the door of the buggy was flung open, and father stepped down.  He was wearing a new set of clothes, and I could tell as soon as I saw him, that he was feeling nervous.
 
   “Why are you all standing like bumps on a log?” he asked.  “Aren’t you happy to see me home again, safe and sound?”
 
   “Who’s the man driving the wagon?” I asked, standing my ground.
 
   “Someone who has come to help us work the farm,” father replied.
 
   “We don’t need an extra hand.”  It was Emmet making the statement.
 
   “Well, that decision is not up to you, son,” father replied.  “I have some news for you.”  He held the buggy door open, and reached his hand in, helping Bertha down from the enclosure.  We all stood with flat expressions on our faces, as father helped her disembark.
 
   “I hate to break it to you this way, children, but I have brought home a new wife.  This is Bertha, and that is her son Clint, sitting up on the wagon.  They will be part of our family now, and I want you to welcome them and show them your best manners.”
 
   I took in the woman, now my step mother, with resentful eyes. She was nervously smiling at us. No one said anything.  Father was probably expecting a shocked response from us, or even some sort of protest, but no one moved.  We merely stared at father and his new bride.
 
   She was thin, and her hair was immaculately arranged into a modern hairdo.  She wore an expensive looking dress.  Her face was a distant resemblance to the photograph I had seen of her.  Even so, her eyes looked unfeeling, and I could not read them.  Her son didn’t look anything like that young boy who had been standing beside her, all those years ago, when the photograph had been taken.
 
   “How could you?” Darie finally broke the silence.  “You said no one could ever take mother’s place!”  She didn’t wait for an answer.  She merely bolted forward, darting past father and ran for the barn. 
 
   “I know it may seem sudden to all of you, but I have been corresponding with Bertha for a year now.  I just wanted to meet her first before I informed you of my plans to marry her.  She is here now, and is my wife, so there will be no complaints coming from you. She’s a good woman and you need to make her feel welcome in our home, since both she and her son will be living here from now on.”  
 
   I wondered how he could call her a good woman since she had worked for the last ten years as a Hurdy-Gurdy Girl, taking strange men to her breast, and then expecting to marry into a respectable family.
 
   “There’s not enough rooms in the house for extra guests,” Emmet said flatly.
 
   “We will make room.  Darie can double up with Connie in her room.  The same as Nigel doubles with you.  Of course, Bertha will be sharing my room, and Clint can have Darie’s room.
 
   “She is not going to like that,” I mumbled.  “We built this house for the five of us. It’s not fair that Darie be put out of her room.  If you want, you can take my room.  I would rather sleep in the barn anyway,” I stated, and then I turned and went into the house.
 
   “You will do no such thing!” my father called after me, but I was not listening.
 
   I stormed up to my room, and started stuffing my clothes and personal items into a satchel.  I really didn’t care, because I did not plan to remain here after the winter anyway, I told myself.
 
   When I came back down, with two satchels, one in each hand, father, Emmet, Nigel and Clinton were all bringing the supplies into the house.
 
   “I got you some material to make a new dress with,” my father said, as he grabbed my arm and stopped my progress.  “Be reasonable, Connie.  Bertha and her son are fine people.  You need to give them a chance.”
 
   “I don’t want to make a new dress,” I said, shrugging my arm from his hold.  “You come home and spring this on us, without any warning?  I would be more shocked, but we have already had time to think about your selfish plans, without even consulting us!  I found her letters in your chest of drawers, when I was cleaning, so this is not a sudden shock.
 
   “Had it been, I probably would not even be speaking to you right now.  It is merely confirmation that you don’t consider us family, if you couldn’t even discuss your proposed plans with us and see what we thought about it, before you took off to collect your bride, who by the way, can’t be a fine woman since she has been working as a Hurdy-Gurdy girl!”  
 
   I gave her a stony glare, and then turned back to father.  “You have known for a long time what your plans were, and you never said a word!”
 
   “You read my private mail?”  father growled at me, giving me an angry scowl.
 
   “Don’t act betrayed, father.  There was an innocent reason that we did it, but you are the one who betrayed us, by making plans to bring a strange woman home with you, and then expecting us to welcome her with open arms, knowing full well the kind of woman she really was.  Are you so desperate to have a woman in your bed, that you would bring the likes of her home?”
 
   Father’s look became even stonier.  “I am still the father here, and I make the decisions around this place, in case you are starting to believe that you run things, just because I have let you be in charge of the farm and family.  You don’t need to play the mother any longer, Connie.  You can start thinking about raising your own family, instead of being mother to your brothers and sister.”
 
   “I’m not going to have my own family, because I never plan to get married, so now you can just let your new son run things, because I wash my hands of it.  As soon as spring comes, I’m going back to Missouri and live with Aunt Sally and Uncle Ted!” I hissed, and then marched out of the house.
 
   “Don’t you speak to me in that tone of voice,” father called after me.  “You will not be going anywhere, so just put that thought right out of your head!”
 
   When I reached the barn, I found Darie sitting and petting Hope, as tears ran down her face.  
 
   “I can’t believe he married someone else,” she murmured, when she saw me enter the barn.
 
   “There is nothing we can do about it now.  I’m moving out here, since Clinton will be using my room now.  You will just have to be brave,” I told her.  Maybe, when the time came, I would bring her with me, I thought.
 
   As we spoke, the barn door opened, and I could see the shadow of a man standing with the light behind his back.  At first, I thought it was Emmet, but when he stepped inside the barn, I could see it was Clinton.
 
   “Go in the house,” I said to Darie, as I gave her a push.
 
     I wanted to make sure that Clinton understood that I did not want to become his friend, or anything close to it.
 
   When the door closed behind Darie, Clinton stepped closer.  
 
   “I can understand you being upset,” he said lamely, as he looked down at me. 
 
    He was taller than I had figured.
 
   “Yes, I am upset, and anything you say is not going to change it,” I responded.
 
   “I was hoping we could become friends,” he stated, letting his eyes, which seemed too intense in color, rove over me.
 
   “We aren’t going to be acquainted long enough to become friends,” I informed him.  “I’m going back to Missouri as soon as the snow melts.”
 
   “You can’t do that.  Your father wants you to remain here on the farm.  He built this place for you and your brothers and sister.  He wants to see his grandchildren born here, and the farm to expand.  Why would you just up and leave him, simply because he married my mother?”
 
   “It was the way he did it!  We read his letters he got from your mother, and there is no way he is going to give me to you to be your wife, so you can just put that thought right out of your head, if that is what you were counting on!” 
 
    I stared boldly up at him.
 
   He didn’t speak for a long moment.  Then he cleared his throat.  
 
   “Well, I’m not putting it out of my mind.  Your father promised you to me.  He wants us all to be a family, and this way he can keep his family around him.  Where else are you going to find a husband?  You aren’t so young any longer, and won’t have as many birthing years ahead of you, if you wait much longer.”
 
   “I don’t want a husband.  I don’t plan to marry, so you can just find yourself another girl to marry,” I said flatly. “…and birth your babies,” I added with a sneer.
 
   “You have no say in this matter,” he stated.  “Your father is not going to allow you to leave, and so you have no other choice but to marry me.  However, I’ll give you time to get used to the idea, so don’t worry.  By spring, you will have changed your mind,” he predicted.
 
   “Never!” I growled back.  “So you can just leave me now, and tell my father I will never marry you, even if he ties me up and tries to force me!”
 
   Clinton only chuckled.  “We’ll see about that, is all he said, and then he left the barn.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER SEVEN
 
    
 
   Muraco urged Helaku forward.  His worry for his tribe was strong, but something just as strong seemed to hold his thoughts even tighter.  All he could see was the shining face of Pi au-dau , which filled his head, his heart, and his very soul.
 
   He was sure the star-men had sent her to earth directly to him.  Why else had his horse brought him there when he needed someone’s help?  The moment his eyes had settled on her face, he knew he could love none other but her. However, she was a white woman.  The only way he could actually have her was to capture her against her will.  Somehow, he felt he could never force her to come with him.  She had to want to come with him, he told himself.
 
   His future was unknown, if what she told him was true.  He had to see for himself what had happened to his tribe.  Even though he wanted to take that heaven-woman and care for her, maybe she was right.  Perhaps there was nothing to go back to.  How could his life suddenly change so drastically pulling him between his loyalty to his people, and his love for the woman who saved his life?
 
   Muraco guided his horse southward, back down towards the Canadian river, where the tribes usually camped over the winter.  He wondered how many of his people, and the Comanche people, had been slaughtered.  He thought about Islandman and how the Osage had come upon the Kiowa when he was Chief, and had killed most of the women and children.  Now the white man had done the same thing.
 
   Only Dohasan had not run and hid, like Islandman.  He protected his people and tried to fight back.  Only that terrible white man’s weapon was too powerful to fight against, he thought.
 
   Absently, he touched the spot where the white man’s fire ball had pierced his shoulder.  However, he could only feel the gentleness of Pi au-dau ’s fingers, tending to his wounds.  He wondered how he could even go on without the softness of her touch?
 
   His trusted pony brought him back to the familiar territory.  Helaku seemed to sense they were headed back, and he seemed eager to return to where the remnants of the disbanded tribes had gathered.
 
   Muraco’s eyes searched the banks of the river, and saw signs of campfire smoke snaking its way up into the sky.  He urged Helaku onward.  When he finally arrived, he could see that the Comanche and Kiowa had joined in the same camp, he had ridden to, to plea for help to fight the white soldiers off.  There were a lot more people than the teepees could hold, he thought, but there was no way they could get new hides to build more shelters. 
 
   Muraco could see that some of the tribe had resorted to making lean-to’s built over dug out holes, to protect them over the winter, but he also knew there probably wasn’t enough food to feed all the survivors, if the soldiers had destroyed their winter store.  This meant they may be forced to raid near by ranches and farms, if hunting was slim, which would mean more white soldiers coming to get revenge.  The white people would also be looking for winter game, and it seemed like the competition with the whites was becoming more and more difficult to overcome.
 
   Little Mountain greeted Muraco with open arms.  “We thought you to be dead,” he told his nephew when he strode up to Muraco, as he jumped down from his pony.
 
   “I would have, but a young, beautiful white woman saved my life.  I tried to convince her to come with me, but she is afraid of our ways.  She knows how our camp was burned, and our store of food destroyed.  How will we survive the winter?”
 
   “We will have to rely on the Great Mystery to guide us,” Little Mountain told White Moon.”
 
   “Then there will be no raiding?” White Moon asked, not believing that Little Mountain would back down to the white man.
 
   “I cannot risk our entire tribe being wiped out,” Little Mountain murmured.  “If we survive the winter, I will have to try to make peace with the White Leaders once again.”
 
   “But they have been pushing us from our land,” White Moon grumbled.
 
   Little Mountain gave him a long stern glare.  It was not White Moon’s place to criticize the Main Chief of the tribe, even if he was an uncle, and White Moon’s eyes fell in humility.  Little Mountain put his hand on White’s Moon’s shoulder.
 
   “It is not easy making decisions that will benefit our people.  Every time we bend to the white man’s demands, they make even more demands of us.  Soon we will be living on a little patch of ground, where no buffalo, or other game roam, and it will be left to the white man to feed us.  Then all our self-dignity will be gone.  Maybe someday, you will become a leader and make better choices, but for now, I have no choice but to give in, or face annihilation.”
 
   Anger rose up into White Moon’s soul, but he knew rebelling would only mean death, not only to him, but to many other Indians that the white man wished did not even exist on the face of the earth.
 
   Mother Earth had once sheltered the Indian, and fed them, but now she was being torn apart by a people who had no respect for her, or the Red man’s ways.  He thought, wistfully about Constance’s offer  to have him live in the cave over the winter, but that would be giving up his independence, and accepting the white man’s way of living.  
 
   He would be considered a disgrace by his own people, if he gave up his customs and lived like the white man.  It was evident that the white man’s ambition was to make all the Indians become like them, or be forced to live on reservations where they were like prisoners, since to stray from the land they were allotted to live on, would be punished by death.
 
   Muraco had no place to call his lodge.  None of the Kiowa from his small band, had a place of their own.  They would have to rely on the kindness of the Comanche, until they could build up their own tribe again.
 
   “Muraco!”  The voice was soft, and then he was embraced by tender arms, wrapping around him.  “You are alive!  They said you had been killed.”
 
   Muraco looked into the eyes of Lomasi, meaning Pretty Flower.  They were brimming with unshed tears, as the young maiden hugged herself against Muraco.  Her eyes wandered to the hole in his shirt, stained with blood.  Her hand reached up and touched the spot.  “You were injured,” she murmured.
 
   “But I have survived,” he responded softly, disentangling himself from her embrace.  
 
   It was not proper for her to so boldly throw herself at him.  He had not yet asked her to become his woman, and even though it was almost expected that one day, he may, that day had not come yet.
 
   “I am happy to see that you survived the attack,” he told her, with a wavering smile.  
 
   Up until this moment, he had always thought that Lomasi would eventually become his wife, his Ah Tah-Day.  Now he wasn’t certain if he still wanted that?  Until he could shake the memory of Pi au-dau  from his senses, he was not sure he could give his heart to anyone. 
 
   “Why do you look upon me as though I am your mere sister?” Lomasi asked, feeling rejected.  There was something wrong, but she couldn’t put her finger on what it was.
 
   “I have suffered much.  It has taken time for my wound to heal so I could return to my people.  We must put aside future plans until we know what will happen to our tribe.  I feel there will be many changes, and it may disrupt everything you and I wanted for our life.”
 
   “Do you not wish me to become your wife?” she demanded.
 
   “I have never asked you to become my wife.  You are too eager to make that decision yourself.  You forget it is my place to choose you, not your place to choose me.”
 
   Lomasi’s face looked stricken, as she stepped back and stared at Muraco. “But when we were children, we spoke of it,” Lomasi insisted.
 
   “That was when we were children and lived in a peaceful village.  Now the whites are pushing us away, and making our lives unstable.  We don’t even have a village of our own to dwell in.  We have to rely on our Comanche brother to help us survive.  Either we will end up fighting against the white man, or end up bowing to their wishes and losing our own pride.  Until that has been determined, I cannot make any future plans.”
 
   “Who knows how long that will take?  You cannot stop life just because things are not going the way you expect.”
 
   “But I can work around events without making it more difficult for me and my loved ones.  What would happen if we had children, and they were killed in an attack by the whites?  I will not become complacent and expect life to continue the way it has in the past.  Besides, I do not even have a lodge to lay my head in.”
 
   Muraco realized that what he had expected had suddenly been shaken by his deep feelings for a white woman he felt he could never embrace as his own.  Until he was sure she could never be his, he would not make any other choice, he told himself.
 
   “I have a lodge.  It is a small make-shift teepee made with an extra buffalo-hide the Comanches gave me.  We could share it, if we were tied,” Lomasi insisted.
 
   “But we are not tied.  It is not the right time to become tied.  Be patient, and wait for me to ask you,” he scolded. 
 
   Lomasi’s eyes fell.  “I thought you would be happy to see me,” she mumbled.  “Something has changed you!”
 
   “Yes,” Muraco admitted.  “I have been changed, but it has nothing to do with you.  Do not press me, Lomasi.  I have too many things on my mind right now.  However, I am happy to see you, and know that you have been safe.”
 
   The tears that had been brimming Lomasi’s eyes, slowly spilled over, and then she turned and ran from Muraco’s sight.  He felt like he had been stabbed, because the last thing he wanted to do, was hurt Lomasi, but in truth, it had been him, who stabbed Lomasi, unintentionally.  He realized she had not even crossed his mind the whole time he had remained in that cave.  All that had filled his head had been the white woman with fire hair, whom he could not shake from his memory.  How was he going to live without her?
 
   He did not want to think of it.  He was tired, and he still had to find his own family and let them know he had survived.  He started strolling through the camp, trying to discover where they had been residing.  Finally, he asked someone where he could find his parents and his sister.
 
   One look in the young brave’s eyes, that he asked, told him all he needed to know.  He let out a mournful cry, and stormed from the camp, up into the woods beyond, to find solace that probably would never come.  
 
   He laid down in the deep grass, and peered up through the leaves of the trees, searching the heavens until eventually, stars appeared.  He thought of the star-men marching across the sky, and wondered if life was as difficult for them as it suddenly seemed for himself.
 
   He could not erase the look on Lomasi’s face, when he all but rejected her.  White people had ruined his own reverie, and contentment with life.  Nevertheless, what was really at the bottom of his misery beyond everything else that plagued him, was the thought that he may never see Constance again.  She pulled at his heart like she was a magnet, and he was steel.  Nothing could wash the thought of her from his head.  He didn’t want to wash the thought of her from his head.
 
   He slept at last.  His head was filled with fitful dreams.  He was sure that his Pi au-dau came to him in a dream.  She needed his help, but he couldn’t tell why.  All he knew was that she may be in danger.
 
   When he shook his head to wake himself, the next morning, he scoffed at his dream.  He was just too obsessed with the woman with fire hair.  He had to try and forget about her.  He should ask Lomasi to be his wife, and then he would have to forget her, he told himself.  He braced himself, but could not bring himself to approach Lomasi.  Every time she looked in his direction, with mournful eyes, he knew she could not make his heart skip a beat in the same way his Pi au-dau  could.
 
   He decided he would give it more time.  He needed to build a shelter, and go hunting, in order to dry and store meat for the winter, and eat what he didn’t dry.  He would fill his days with surviving, he decided, so there would be no room for the thought of Constance to come into his head.
 
   The shelter wasn’t as snug as a teepee would have been, with air tight skins sheltering him at such an angle that the snow would never settle on the sides.  He had placed sod on the roof of his lean-to and hoped that it did not leak as snow settled on it.  He tamped the dirt floor and then covered it with dry grass to use as a bed.  The shelter was not very large, but would serve him well enough.  The smaller the space, the easier it would be to keep it warm.
 
   Every night, he had the same dream.  He could see the cave in his dream and knew that Constance was in the cave, and needed him, but it was too mixed up in his memory of being in that cave with Constance caring for him.  How could she need him?  He was the one that needed her!
 
   Finally, he mounted his pony to go out and hunt.  He would have to go farther a field than they had in the past.  The white man had forced the herds to take a different path, in order to bypass the wagon trains that used the Santa Fe trail.  It was impossible to find game anywhere near their winter camp, and Muraco found himself heading in the direction of Constance’s farm.
 
   He felt a great need to check on her to make sure she was safe, because the dreams had upset him so much.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER EIGHT
 
    
 
   “I like feisty women,” I could hear Clinton talking low, to his mother, as I passed at a distance from where they were sitting on the front porch.  “I think I am going to enjoy taming that little shrew, when the time comes,” he chuckled.
 
   “You just wait until she is legally wedded to you, Clint.  If you scare her away, it will make your chances slim of ever getting her to agree to marrying you.  Her father is already worried about all of this.  He says maybe he shouldn’t have rushed into marrying me until he had introduced me to his family.  I think he is starting to regret his choice, and may back out of the agreement, in spite of our marriage, but we know what can be done about that, don’t we?”  I heard her give a low chuckle, and then start talking again. 
 
    “I know how charming you can be, when you put your mind to it, so you just use that charm, and sweep that young woman off her feet, you hear?  Even if it has to happen without her father’s consent, once she becomes your wife, whatever belongs to her, also belongs to you.”
 
   “And I’m going to love every moment of showing her who has the upper hand.”  His voice sounded cruel as he spoke the words, and I skirted farther from the porch, so they wouldn’t notice me, as I headed out towards the cave where I had found Muraco.  
 
   Now I was determined, more than ever, I would never become that man’s wife.  They were going to try to force my hand, even against my father’s wishes, if he chose to object. She had probably used the same false charm to lure my father into her trap, and now they intended to lure me in as well, I fumed to myself.  Only I wasn’t going to fall for it, and I was certain I could sway my father to be on my side in the end.
 
   I didn’t know why they even wanted to come to the farm.  They didn’t seem like the farming type.  Clinton certainly didn’t know a thing about farming, and seldom put all his energy into working with Emmet.  It was almost like he was pretending to work, just to please father.  Yet for some reason, they wanted the farm, and getting me to marry Clinton, seemed to be one of their ploys to accomplish it, since father may leave me the farm, in the end.
 
   Bertha sat around reading magazines she brought with her, and seldom did anything around the house, unless father was around, and then she bustled about like she was helping out, moving something from one place to the other, but not really accomplishing a task. 
 
   Then it dawned on me, that father may have mentioned the gold in the stream.  After all, he married Bertha, and would have to tell her how he made his living, since he spent his time at the stream, while we worked the farm.  They must be after the gold, and knew the farm sat on a sight where gold could be found.  It must be the reason they were so set on me marrying Clinton, and her marrying my father.  That way, they were assured part of the wealth.
 
   The only problem was, the gold was running low in the stream, and the only way to find more gold was to discover the main source of the vein and dig for it.  That would take equipment and hard work, not to mention actually finding where the gold came from in the first place.  It could be miles upriver, for all we knew.
 
   In spite of my suspicions, there was not much I could do about it.  Father and I were barely speaking, and when we did talk, it was strained.  He would never believe anything I told him about Bertha and her son, so it was useless going to him.  If he confronted her about it, she would claim I was making it up because I didn’t want to marry her son.
 
   I had talked to Emmet about it, but he had already resigned himself to the situation.  He claimed that we, being father’s first family, would have claim on the farm, and the gold, and since it would be a long time before father ever died anyway, there was nothing to worry about right now.  We would just cross that bridge when we came to it.
 
   “You are not the one who will be forced to marry into her family,” I pointed out.  “Once that happens, no matter when father dies, Clinton and I will probably get the farm, and the gold.  The only way you are going to get your share, is if I am not around to marry Clinton in the first place.  Then you and he can fight over father’s land, when he’s gone.”
 
   “If you are going to inherit anyway, what harm could it do to be married to him?” Emmet wanted to know.  “He seems like a likable person.  Then we can all remain here together.”
 
   “It is all an act,” I hissed.  “I am not going to fall for him or his act,” I spouted bravely.
 
   “You are just going to cause trouble, Connie.  Father is never going to let you take off to Missouri on your own.”
 
   “I will run away, if I have to,” I insisted.
 
   Now these thoughts were running through my mind, as I headed out to the cave.  It was the first time, since Muraco had left, that I had ventured in that direction, but now, I thought maybe I could find some peace there and gather my thoughts in order to make plans for what was to come, as winter was drawing nearer everyday.
 
   The thought of having to spend a winter with Clinton and his mother living in the house, being cooped up together, disturbed me, but I was determined to spend as much time out in the barn as possible.  
 
   There was a small bucketbelly stove out there, which I could use to keep warm with, and I didn’t mind sleeping in the loft on a pile of soft straw.  The warmth from the stove rose to the rafters, which  made my little make-shift room snug, even if I did have to stoke the fire more often.  
 
   In fact, I fixed the loft up with some of my things from my bedroom.  Mother’s old rocker, and a small writing desk and chair, being some of the things I carted up there, using a rope to pull them to the loft.  I used an old trunk to keep my clothes and belongings in, so I faired pretty well, I thought.
 
   All of father’s gruff demands that I return to the house, did not convince me to come back to my room.  Even Clinton offering to sleep in the barn instead, did not change my mind.  I liked being away from the family where I could be alone with my thoughts with nothing but the noise of the horses, Buttercup and Hope, along with our two pigs, to interrupt my reverie.  Sometimes Sport would join me, but he couldn’t climb the ladder, so he chose to curl up in front of the bucketbelly stove and stare up at me, in my loft space.
 
   Now I was approaching the cave, Sport at my heels, keeping me company, and my heart caught in my chest as memories of the time I spent with Muraco there, drifted back to me.  When I entered, I noticed there were still things left in the cave.  I had never retrieved my quilt that Muraco had used.  I bent down and lifted it, pulling it around my shoulders, discovering that there was still the faint smell of Muraco in the material.
 
   I hadn’t thought about it, but the moment the smell hit my senses, I could almost believe that Muraco was there in the cave with me.  I heard Sport growl low in his throat as a shadow blocked the entrance of the cave, and my heart took another leap, actually thinking Muraco had returned.  I stepped forward eagerly, and then came to a sudden stop, when I discovered it was Clinton, standing in the opening of the cave.  Sport was still growling, because, like me, he did not like Clinton.
 
   “Why are you following me?” I demanded, pulling the quilt tighter around my shoulders, feeling a sudden chill run through me, as Clinton’s eyes raked over me.  
 
   I glanced at the gun belt hanging from Clinton’s hip, and realized I had not brought my own gun with me.
 
   “What is this place?” he asked, Ignoring my question.
 
   “It’s where Buttercup had her calf.  I came here to spend some time with her before I brought the calf home, and I just remembered I had left my quilt here, so I came to fetch it,” I lied.
 
   “Apparently, you spent a lot of time here,” Clinton stated, noticing the canteens and tin bowl, not to mention other things that got left there while I cared for Muraco.  “Do you like hard drink?” he asked, picking up the empty whisky bottle, and holding it in front of me.”
 
   “That belonged to father.  I was using it as disinfectant.”
 
   “For your cow?”  I could tell he did not believe me.
 
   I didn’t answer, as I watched him bend down and pick up a wad of material from the ground.  It was then that I saw it was the discarded bandages from Muraco’s wound.
 
   “What is this supposed to be?  Looks like bloody rags to me.”
 
   “The cow was having a calf,” I defended, jerking them from his hands, causing the quilt to fall from my shoulders, as I did.  “Why don’t you just go away and leave me alone?” I snapped.
 
   “Why would you tear them up in strips then?” he demanded.
 
   “That is none of your concern,” I stated, giving him a push with my hand.  “You can just go back to the house and stay out of my personal business!”  
 
   I could hear Sport growling a little louder, as the hackles rose on his back.
 
   “You were harboring someone here,” he stated, looking around, and adding up in his mind what he was discovering.  
 
   It was plane that someone had stayed in this cave for a time.  
 
   “Someone who was wounded,” he said, narrowing his eyes at me.  “That’s why you were using the whisky for disinfectant.  Have you come back here to meet them?”
 
   “No!  As you can see, there is no one here now, so it is neither here-nor-there what I was doing,” I said boldly.
 
   Clinton grabbed my arm, and as he did, Sport bounded forward, but Clinton merely kicked him aside, causing him to yelp.  
 
   “Exactly who were you harboring, while your father was away?” he demanded, giving Sport another kick, as he tried to advance.
 
   “I will thank you to unhand me!” I shrieked, as I jerked away from him.  “And stop kicking my dog!”
 
   “Then call the mutt off,” Clinton demanded, so I told Sport to stay back.  “Did your brother know about this?” he asked, halfway eyeing my dog.
 
   “Leave my brother out of this,” I stormed.  “You have no right questioning me, or even being here.  This is my farm!  You are merely a guest here, and you might as well get it straight.  I am never going to marry you, so you can just forget about your plans to ‘tame’ me,” I hissed in his face.
 
   Clinton started laughing.  
 
   “So you overheard me, did you?” he said, leering at me in a menacing manner.  “Don’t think you will have too much say about that, when the time comes.”  
 
   He gave me one long look as his mouth curled into a taunting smile.
 
   “The time is never going to come, so you might as well just hightail it out of here, because come spring, I’m leaving!”
 
   “You are, are you?” he stated, as he stepped closer, causing me to back up farther into the cave.  “Maybe I should just fix that for you, so you will have to marry me.”  
 
   His eyes narrowed, and he reached out and grabbed my upper arm, jerking me to him.  I let out a frightened cry, as his other hand took hold of my other shoulder, and he roughly placed his mouth over mine.  
 
   “How dare you!” I screamed, when his lips lifted. “I am going to inform my father of your actions, and he will make you leave the farm!”
 
   “Your father wants you to marry me.  He is afraid he will never have grandchildren at the rate you are going, so maybe we should accommodate his wishes, right here and now!” 
 
   “What do you mean?” I stammered.  
 
   I did not like the look in his eyes, as he jerked me closer to him.
 
   “You know darn well what I mean,” he sneered, as his hand came down over my throat, and then lowered to my breast.  
 
   His fingers started fumbling with the buttons at the top of my blouse.
 
   “No!” I gasped.  “Keep your filthy hands off of me!  Do you think by raping me, my father will make me consent to marrying you?  He will hang you from the nearest tree.”
 
   “It may be worth it though,” Clinton chuckled.  “But I doubt that is ever going to happen.”
 
   “You will have to kill me first!” I screamed.
 
   “The thought has crossed my mind, but you will probably be more fun alive.”  
 
   His hand continued unfastening my buttons.
 
   “This is absurd!  If my father doesn’t kill you, my brother will!”
 
   “That little no account scruff?  He has been trying to convince you himself to marry me.”
 
   “You have been listening in on our conversations!” I gasped.
 
   “No more than you have been listening in on my conversations with my mother.  Don’t act so frightened.  It is not as bad as you believe it to be.  After all, my mother did such things for a living, and her Hurdy Gurdy-Girl friends, showed me a thing or two over time.  If you cooperate, I will make it worth your while, and show you some real pleasure.”
 
   “You have no ethics or morals!”  I accused. “I suppose it is expected though, being raised by a common whore!” I spit.
 
   At that point, I felt a sting across my face as Clinton slapped me, and Scout bounded forward and grabbed the leg of Clinton’s trousers, but he merely shook Scout off.  
 
   “You keep your mouth shut about my mother!  She was forced into service, because someone broke their promise to her.  She was a proper lady before she showed up in Dodge.”
 
   I thought about the fact that she had been accused of being an unwed mother.  
 
   “Well, apparently, she did not raise you as a proper gentleman!” I pointed out, looking at him through seething eyes.
 
   “You may be right,” he laughed, “but it has its rewards.”  
 
   He was starting to push the sleeves of my blouse down my arms, as I struggled to be free of him.
 
   “You are a horrid person!  Even if you have your way with me, it won’t do you any good, because I will just leave before winter, regardless of what father, or you expect!!
 
   “Not if I can help it,” he predicted.  “You are a pretty little thing, and I know one time is not going to be enough, sharing your charms, so you might as well resign yourself to the fact, and enjoy this, instead of making it harder on yourself.”
 
   “I could never enjoy anything you choose to do for me,” I rebelled. 
 
   “Suit yourself.  One way or another, I am going to have what I’m looking for, so it is up to you how it comes about.”
 
   “I’ll pay you!” I said suddenly, remembering the silver coins Muraco had given me.  “I’ll pay you, if you just leave this place and never come back.”
 
   Clinton threw back his head, and started laughing, shaking his shaggy brown hair about his face, as he did. 
 
   “I know you don’t have any money.  Where would you come up with enough money to even tempt me?”
 
   “I do have money!  I… I found it.  I was going to use it to go to Missouri, but if you leave, I won’t have to use it for that.”
 
   “I don’t believe you.  You are only trying to trick me!  So you can just forget about it.  Even if you do have money, as soon as I marry you, it will all be mine anyway, so why not have the pleasures of your charms and the money to boot?”
 
   At that point, he was yanking up my skirt, trying to put his hand against my leg, and I let out a frightened scream.  The sound echoed off of the walls of the cave, back into my ears, as the sound of the shredding material of my under-things mixed in with my screams.
 
   One moment, Clinton was standing over me, tearing at my clothes, and then the next, he let out a stunned gasp, and slumped to the floor of the cave at my feet.  I could not understand what had happened, until I looked up, and I saw Muraco standing in the opening of the cave, a bow in his hand, which I realized he had just used to shoot an arrow into Clinton’s back.  His eyes shone dark and angry, and the way his eyes glared, almost frightened me.
 
   “White Moon!” I gasped.  “What are you doing here?”
 
   “It is a good thing,” is all he said, and then he was stepping over Clinton’s body, and pulling my blouse back up around my shoulders.  “He would have brought you harm,” Muraco mumbled.
 
   “Is he dead?” I questioned, suddenly kneeling down beside Clinton, touching his neck to see if I could feel a pulse.
 
   “He deserves to die,” Muraco insisted, seeming unaffected by what he had done.  “He was placing his hands on a woman who did not belong to him.  I heard your screams.  I came to assist you.”
 
   “But why were you even here at my farm?” I wanted to know.
 
   “I missed you, my Pi au-dau ,” he whispered.
 
   “If anyone discovers you here, and sees that you have tried to kill Clinton, you will be shot.  They will blame you for what Clinton tried to do to me, because he will say you did it.  You need to leave!”
 
   “We can hide him, so he won’t be found.  He will end up dying of his wounds.  They will never know what happened to him.  Then you can come with me,” Muraco insisted.
 
   “I can’t go with you!” I almost shrieked.  “We can’t just leave him here to die!”  I told him in horror.  “He is still breathing!  How would you like it if I had left you here to die?  You must leave at once!  I will say I was with Clinton, when a small band of Indians came upon us, and I was able to run and hide.  They will think it was just a raiding party.”
 
   “What raiding party would not come and raid your farm?”  
 
   He looked at me intently.  He was smarter than I had given him credit for.
 
   “I don’t care what they think.  You must go, and I will run for help.”
 
   Muraco pulled me into his arms, and held me close.  “I will never forget you, my  Pi au-dau ,” he murmured in my ear.  “Somehow, I knew you were in danger.  I dreamed of it, and I came to protect you!  We are connected.  I cannot forget your face.”  I felt his full lips kiss my forehead, and then he turned and sprinted off, leaping upon his pony and ridding away.
 
   I stood stunned as I watched him leave.  I gradually looked down at Clinton.  He slowly opened his eyes and looked at me. 
 
   “It was that heathen you helped, wasn’t it?” he breathed, and then his eyes closed again.
 
   I was afraid he had died, so I checked his pulse once more, and discovered he was still alive.  I turned and ran down to the farm to get help.  While I didn’t want to marry Clinton, and was not fond of him, I did not wish him to die.  
 
   I didn’t want anyone to die.  Most of all, I didn’t want them to discover Muraco was responsible for shooting Clinton with an arrow.  Now Clinton had something to use as leverage, because he knew about Muraco.  He could accuse him of trying to rape me, instead of himself, because wasn’t that what wild Indians usually did?  My father would demand that the men at the closest fort hunt Muraco down and hang him.  If Clinton ended up telling anyone about Muraco, I may be wishing he had died after all!
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER NINE
 
    
 
   My frantic brain would not think straight.  I couldn’t believe that Muraco would come back and try to insist I leave with him.  Only had he not shown up, when he did, no telling what Clinton may have done.  I felt that Clinton was more of a danger to me than a wild Indian.
 
   My emotions were torn, because I could still feel the pressure of Muraco’s lips against my forehead, and the comfort, I felt in his arms.  I remember the feelings that flooded through me, as I held the quilt around my shoulders and breathed in the lingering scent of Muraco.  Why did he affect me in such a way?  I had no answers.  For one split second, when he insisted I leave with him, I  actually wanted to take him up on his offer.  I couldn’t understand what was coming over me!
 
   My feet raced, and stumbled on obstacles in my path, and I was out of breath when I finally reached the house.  Emmet was just coming out of the barn, and he saw the  frightened look on my face.
 
   “Where is father?” I cried.  “Clinton is hurt, and we need to get him back to the house!”
 
   “He’s out panning for gold.  It would take too long to hunt him down if this is an emergency,” he insisted.
 
   “Then get the wagon, and I’ll get Nigel to help us load Clinton onto the wagon,” I panted. 
 
   I ran across the field, calling for Nigel, until he appeared out from the corn stalks, where he had been harvesting corn.  
 
   “What’s all the fuss?” he asked.  “You sound upset.”
 
   “Clinton has been hurt.  You need to help me, and Emmet put him in the wagon, so we can bring him back to the house!”
 
   Nigel joined me, and Bertha came out on the porch, wanting to know what was going on, but I ignored her.  It was because of her and Clinton that he was in the condition he was in, and it served him right for what he had been about to do to me, I thought, angrily to myself.
 
   I kept thinking about what Muraco had said about knowing I was in danger, and coming to protect me.  How could he possibly know that?
 
   Emmet was up on the wagon bench, and Nigel and I jumped up in back, just as Darie came out on the porch to join Bertha.  The two of them watched as Emmet whipped up the horses and headed in the direction that I indicated.
 
   “How did he get hurt?” Emmet asked, as we made our way across the field, out towards the cave.
 
   “He got shot with an arrow,” I shuddered.  “Be careful.  There still may be more Indians hiding in the woods,” I added to make it appear more authentic.
 
   “Indians?” Nigel erupted.  “Why are you bringing us out where we may get killed by Indians?” he demanded.
 
   “We have to help Clinton.  We will just have to risk it,” I told him.  “They have probably left anyway.  I didn’t even see any of them.  I was just standing in one of the caves with Clinton, when an arrow whizzed in, and hit him in the back.  I ran and hid.  I don’t think they even saw me, because I was inside the cave, sheltered by Clinton.  No one came looking for me, so when I thought it was safe, I checked to make sure Clinton was still alive, and then ran for help.”
 
   They had no reason to disbelieve me, because there was always a threat of Indian attacks.
 
   “I wonder why the Indians were out here?” Emmet questioned.  “I thought they were all in their winter camps, and didn’t go on raids this late into the season.”
 
   “Kit Carson, burned their camps and destroyed their supply of winter food.  This used to be their hunting grounds, so maybe they were out looking for game, and one of their arrows went astray and hit Clinton.  They may not have even known they had hit him, since they didn’t come near the cave, or try looking for me.”  I kept improvising.
 
   “They would have come and stolen our corn, if they were actually looking for food,” Emmet reasoned.
 
   “Maybe they didn’t know about our fields of food, and were merely hunting.  They have never come to our farm before,” I responded.
 
   “Well, I hope we are not going into an ambush,” he murmured under his breath.
 
   I didn’t say anything, because we were approaching the cave, and I jumped down from the wagon, and ran to where Clinton was still slumped on the floor of the cave.  
 
   “I’ve brought my brothers to help you,” I told him, but he made no effort to open his eyes, and I feared he may have died, while I was away.
 
   Emmet was kneeling beside me, checking for any signs of life, and then he nodded, letting me know Clinton was still with us.  
 
   “He doesn’t look too good,” he said quietly.  “Maybe we should break the arrow, before we try to move him.”
 
   “No,” I cautioned.  “If the arrow is broken, we won’t be able to pull the head out.  We need to push it all the way through, in order to remove the arrow.  Only that will make him bleed more.” 
 
    I remembered hearing about the fact that the way the arrow head was shaped, it was difficult to pull out, and if the arrow hadn’t hit any vital organs, it was easier to simply push it the rest the way though.
 
   “Should we do it, before we put him in the wagon?” Emmet wanted to know. 
 
   I glanced into the cave, and saw a roll of the bandage strips I had made for Muraco, which I hadn’t used.  Impulsively, I jumped up and retrieved it.  “We can bandage him with this, after we do it, so he won’t bleed as much,” I said.
 
   Emmet glanced down at the roll of ripped up sheet strips in my hand.  “Where did that come from?” he wanted to know.
 
   “I brought it with me when Buttercup was having her calf.  I left my quilt here, as well.  I had come to retrieve the things I left in the cave, and Clinton followed me.  We were standing inside the cave, talking, when he got shot.”
 
   Emmet looked at me strangely, because he knew I wouldn’t have had any need for strips of sheet for Buttercup, but he didn’t say anything.  He merely nodded.
 
   “I think he is unconscious, so maybe he won’t feel anything,” Emmet predicted, as he grasped the arrow shaft in one hand, and held Clinton in a sitting position, ripping the bottom of his shirt away, so he could push the arrow the rest of the way through.  Luckily, the arrow had hit him in the side of  his back, so I was hoping it didn’t cause that much damage.
 
   “Looks like a Kiowa, arrow,” Emmet muttered.
 
   “Seeing as how they are the nearest tribe, other than the Comanche, I suppose you are right,” I confirmed.
 
   Nigel was standing over us, watching with interest.  He looked pale though, and I thought he was feeling ill.  I helped hold Clinton steady, as Emmet pushed the arrow through.  The arrow had already gone fairly deep, so there wasn’t much distance left to push the arrow the rest of the way through.
 
   Clinton, didn’t respond, and I was wondering if he had actually died, during the process, and removing the arrow was what had killed him.
 
   The blood started to pour out of Clinton’s wound, and I put a folded square of sheet over the hole, and then started to wrap the strips of sheet around Clinton’s body to hold the square in place.  I ripped the strip down the middle in order to tie it to the other end of the make-shift bandage, to hold it tight.
 
   Then I gathered up the quilt, and laid it in the bed of the wagon.  I removed Clinton’s gun belt and threw it in the bed of the wagon, and then between the three of us, we managed to lift Clinton up.  Nigel and I took a leg apiece, and Emmet carried Clinton by the shoulders.  I heard Clinton start to groan, as we lifted him into the wagon.
 
   “You’re going to get through this,” I encouraged him.
 
    He grabbed my hand, and looked up into my eyes, but the look he gave me, was not one of appreciation.  His eyes looked angry.
 
   “You are going to pay for this,” he whispered, as he squeezed my hand so tightly, I thought he may break it. 
 
    I was surprised he still had that much strength.
 
   “No…” I rasped back.  “It is you who have paid for what you were about to do to me.  One word from you, and I will inform my father.”  
 
   When I said that, Clinton gave a strange laugh.
 
   “Won’t do you any good,” he murmured, and then passed out again.
 
   “What are you talking about?” Nigel muttered. 
 
    He was not looking as pale as before.
 
   “Nothing,” I told him.  “I think Clinton is starting to become delirious.  He doesn’t know what he is saying.”
 
   We rode the rest of the way in silence, because Clinton remained unconscious, and I was glad.  I worried what he may do, though.  Even if Clinton threatened to tell how I saved an Indian, in order to force me to marry him, I would refuse to do so, I vowed.
 
   As soon as the wagon pulled up in the yard, Bertha was running towards it.  
 
   “What happened?  What happened?” she cried in near hysterics.
 
   “Clinton is hurt,” was all I told her.
 
   “Has he been shot?  I thought I heard someone shooting a gun,” she informed us.  
 
   But who did she think would shoot him?  I didn’t remember hearing a gun, but then I had been in the cave.
 
   Darie was there too, but she was not asking any questions.  Like Nigel, she was merely watching the proceedings.
 
   “Maybe we should just put him on the sofa until father comes and can help Emmet carry him upstairs,” I suggested.
 
   Emmet, Nigel, and I took up the burden of carrying Clinton into the parlor, and laying him on the sofa, while Bertha hovered over him.  
 
   “You never told me what happened,” she accused.
 
   “He got shot by an arrow,” I told her.
 
   “An arrow?  How on earth did he get shot by an arrow?” she demanded, her eyes wide with horror.  
 
   I thought it strange,  she expected he had been shot by a gun, when there was no one on the farm that would shoot him, and yet surprised that Indians may come and shoot him, when there was every possibility that Indians may be in the area.
 
   “Why did you think he had been shot by a gun,” I asked in return.
 
   “I told you.  I thought I heard a shot, earlier,” she admitted.
 
   “Maybe it was the Indians shooting.  They sometimes have guns, only I didn’t hear any guns, and I didn’t even see any Indians, so it must have been a stray arrow that hit Clinton.  There must have been Indians hunting in the woods near by.  Emmet and I removed the arrow, though.  I’ll go get some of father’s whisky, to clean the wound and re-bandage it again.”
 
     I left the room, and I realized I was trembling.  I was trying to make sense of Bertha’s assumptions that someone had shot Clinton with a gun.  I wondered what she knew that she wasn’t telling.  I tried to remember if I had heard a gun shot earlier, before I entered the cave.   
 
   Only who would be shooting guns in the area?  Besides, Clinton had his gun with him.  If someone had been shooting at him, he would have shot back.  We didn’t have any close neighbors, and I didn’t think any other Indians had been with Muraco, so where did that shot come from, that Bertha claimed she heard?
 
   If Clinton told how he really got shot by an Indian, and that I knew that Indian, no telling what may happen, I thought.  However, I would deny anything, if he tried to make anyone believe I knew the Indian.  I would just say he must be delirious.  After all, he wouldn’t be able to prove anything.  It would be his word against mine.
 
   I thought how I had helped Muraco survive, so I wasn’t that worried about Clinton dying.  I was just worried about what he would do, once he was fully healed.
 
   I thought, as soon as everything calmed down, I would go back to the cave and remove any evidence which would indicate I had taken care of someone there.
 
   I came in with the bottle of whisky.  I told Darie to go rip up some more sheets to use for bandages, and then I went to work removing the one I had put on Clinton’s wound, so I could douse it with the whisky.  When I did that, Clinton gasped, and his eyes shot open.
 
   “What are you trying to do, kill me?” he groaned, as his eyes caught mine.
 
   “If only it were possible,” I said under my breath.
 
   “I heard you talking to that heathen.  You knew him, didn’t you?  He wanted to leave me there to die and take you with him!”
 
   “You must have been dreaming,” I muttered.  “There was no one in that cave but the two of us.  I didn’t even see the Indian that shot you.  Even so, had an Indian been there, and suggested that, I would have jumped at the offer.”  I gave him a scalding glare.  “Anything would be better than being here with you!”
 
   Clinton narrowed his eyes.  
 
   “You are hiding something, but I suppose I should thank you for not leaving me, the way he suggested.”
 
   “Yes,” I said.  “You are lucky I took pity on you, which is less than I can say for what you were attempting to do with me!” I hissed.
 
   “What is he talking about?” Bertha wanted to know.
 
   Clinton had almost been whispering his words, as I tended his wound.  Darie handed me more bandages.
 
   “He is just mumbling unintelligible ramblings,” I told her.  “I don’t know what he is talking about.  He is just in pain.  Maybe you should leave me to tend to him, so he will calm down.” 
 
   Bertha leaned over Clinton and pushed his hair back from his forehead.  
 
   “Don’t you die on us,” she whispered.  “I’ll be right in the next room.”  
 
   She kissed his cheek and then left the parlor, and Darie followed.
 
   Emmet and Nigel had left to finish their chores, as soon as we laid Clinton down, since we had used a lot of time bringing Clinton to the house.
 
   When the room was empty, I gave Clinton an accusing stare.  
 
   “We need to get something straight, here,” I said forcefully, acting braver than I felt.  “I could have left you to die in that cave and pretend like I didn’t know anything about what happened to you.  Days later, someone would have found you in the cave, and thought you had been ambushed by the Indians.  Only I didn’t do that.  I am saving your ugly hide, so if you want me to continue to make sure you survive, you need to promise me a couple of things.”
 
   Clinton raised his eyebrows, and I knew he was listening.
 
   “First of all, you need to get it through your head that I will never marry you!  After that stunt in the cave, it is a sure thing you will by no means persuade me to.  Secondly, you don’t say a thing about that Indian, or I will tell my father why that Indian shot you.  He was saving me from you!  You are worse than a wild Indian!”
 
   “I wouldn’t have hurt you,” he said quietly.  “It was that you were being so uppity, and acting like I wasn’t worthy enough to even ask you to marry me.  Your father had already offered you to me.  I thought you would see reason.”
 
   “My father had no right to offer me to you, especially since he did not consult me about it.  I don’t want to marry you.  I don’t want to marry anyone.  It had nothing to do with you, in the beginning, but now it does!  I would not marry you, if you were my last best hope.  So now that we understand each other, you keep your hands off of me!”
 
   “Well, I don’t mind the way your hands have been touching me,” he half-smiled.
 
   “Maybe I should have your mother take over, then,” I suggested.
 
   “She probably wouldn’t know what to do.  I’d end up dying, if she took over.”
 
   “Then consider me your last best hope, and forget about what you got stuck in your head.  Come spring, I’m going back to Missouri.”
 
   “What?  You’re not going to go looking for your Indian friend?” he taunted.
 
   “As far as you are concerned, I do not have an Indian friend.  Like you, I took pity on him when he was wounded, and that is all there was to it.  He was just paying me back the favor, when he saw I was in danger of being raped by you!”
 
   “I never would have raped you.  I would have coaxed you into it.”  
 
   He tried to chuckle, but it seemed to hurt him, so he stopped.
 
   “Same thing!” I accused.  “You wanted to force me to become your wife anyway you could manage it, and that makes it even worse.”
 
   “You’ll come around eventually,” he smiled.  “After all, you did take pity on me.  That must mean something.”
 
   “Only that I am human, and my Christian upbringing would not let me allow anyone to die, if I could help it.  Not even a wild Indian,” I added bitterly.
 
   “Maybe I am not worthy of you,” he murmured.  “You seem like a guardian angel.”
 
   “Once you start to heal, I don’t plan on having anything else to do with you,” I told him.  
 
   I didn’t care how good-looking he was, or what he had in mind to try to persuade me.  After my experience in the cave, I could never trust him again.
 
   Once his bandage was snug, I turned and left the room.
 
     “You can go in and sit with him,” I told Bertha, who looked at me anxiously.  “When father comes in, he and Emmet can take him to his room.  I’ll look in on him later tonight to see how he is doing.”
 
   Her eyes darted at me, and there was a strange expression on her face, but when I looked again, she had ducked her head, so I turned and went out the front door.  
 
   “I’ll be back later,” I called to Darie, on my way out.
 
   Then I headed out across the meadow, toward the cave, to take care of anything that had been left there.  It probably would be wise not to go out to that cave again.  I knew that Muraco would not come to the house, because that would be too dangerous for him, but he may come back to the cave looking for me.
 
   As much as I missed Muraco, I knew I could never go with him.  I couldn’t live as an Indian, and my only hope was to return to Missouri, and make the best of it, living with my aunt and uncle.
 
   My arms were full of the discarded bandages, the tin bowl and canteens, along with other things that had been left in the cave, such as empty canning jars, and eating utensils, when I ran headlong into Emmet.  
 
   “I thought I would find you here,” he told me.  
 
   He was frowning at me, as he glanced at what I held in my arms.  
 
   “Might as well tell me what really happened here,” he insisted.
 
   “I can’t,” I said stubbornly.  “If I did, you would tell father.  Then father might do something rash.  You might do something rash.  I have everything under control, so you don’t have to worry about it.”
 
   “What is ‘everything’ you think you have under control?” he demanded.
 
   “It doesn’t have anything to do with you, or anyone else!  It is my business, so there is no need to talk about it.”
 
   Emmet stepped closer to me, baring my way, and glared down at me. 
 
    “Listen here, Connie, I know there was something going on here, long before Clinton got shot with that arrow, and you had better tell me what it was!”
 
   “Well, I won’t!” I returned, not backing down.  “Nothing you can do can force me to tell you.”
 
   “You are getting yourself up to your eyebrows in something you think you can handle, but I don’t think you can.  If you could, none of this would have happened in the first place, would it?”
 
   “I can’t stop people from trying to do whatever they please,” I told him.  “I am not at fault, regardless of what you may think.”
 
   “I didn’t say you were at fault.  I just need to know what is going on.  What was Clinton and you doing in that cave anyway?”
 
   “I told you.  He followed me there.  I was trying to get him to leave.  You know how I feel about him, and before I could get him to leave, he got shot.  That is all there was to it!”
 
   “Then what is all that stuff you have in your arms?  That didn’t come from just being with Buttercup when she had her calf.  You are keeping something from me, and father.  And I think it has something to do with Clinton getting shot with an Indian’s arrow, when Indians do not raid this time of year.  You were here when Clinton got shot, and the Indians didn’t take you, like they usually do with white women?”
 
   “I told you they didn’t see me, and I didn’t see them.  You will just have to keep guessing,” I shrugged.  “I’m not telling you a thing.  Believe me, Emmet, it is better that you don’t know.”
 
   “How is anyone going to watch out for you, if you keep doing things behind our backs?” he asked.  “You are so dad-blasted stubborn; you are going to end up getting yourself into trouble.  If I ever find out what has been going on, you better be prepared to deal with me,” he threatened.
 
   “Which is why you will never find out,” I insisted.
 
   “Give me that plunder, and go back to the house.  I’ll take care of it for you.” 
 
   He roughly took the bundle from my arms, and I realized how much Emmet really must love me.  He was willing to back me, even when he didn’t know what was going on.  I wished I could tell him the truth, but if I did, he would probably try to kill Clinton, and it would be better if everything was just all put behind me.  Only I knew I could never forget what had happened in that cave.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER TEN
 
    
 
   Darie had finished preparing the meal, and was setting the table.  We were all getting prepared to eat supper.  Bertha came from the parlor.  That strange expression was still on her face, and I was trying to figure out what it meant.  She didn’t look as worried as she had in the beginning, so I assumed Clinton was doing better.  
 
   I had not gone in to see him, after I returned from the cave.  There wasn’t much more I could do for him anyway, and the less time I spent around him, the better I would feel.
 
   “Where’s father?” Darie asked.  “He is usually here by this time of evening.  He knows when we eat supper.”
 
   “After we eat, he can help us take Clinton upstairs,” I stated, glancing out the front window.  “He probably got involved with his gold panning.  The stream hasn’t been as generous as it used to be, so maybe he is working a little longer, in order to expand his find.”
 
   Bertha raised her eyebrows.  “You mean there isn’t any gold in the stream?” she asked, sounding a little shocked.
 
   “Oh, I suppose there is still some there, but it is getting harder to find,” I told her.
 
   “If we wait for him, everything is going to get cold,” Darie frowned, changing the subject.  “Do you think he would get upset if we started without him?”
 
   “He’s never missed supper before,” Emmet mumbled.  “I’ll go outside and see if I can see him up the trail.”
 
   I heard the front door slam as Emmet left the house.
 
   “Actually, he didn’t come in for lunch,” Nigel said, “But maybe he came in while we were out tending to Clinton.”
 
   “Did he come back?” I asked Bertha, and she shook her head no.
 
   “He’s missed lunch before, when he got involved.  Maybe he took something with him to eat while he was working.  He has done that before, too,” Nigel pointed out.
 
   “I suppose so.  If he doesn’t come in soon, we will have to start without him,” I stated.
 
   Emmet came back into the house, and tossed his hat on one of the hooks.  His face looked concerned.  “I didn’t see him, so we might as well eat, and if he isn’t here by the time we are finished, I’ll go out to look for him.”
 
   “I’ll come with you,” Nigel offered.
 
   We all sat down to eat, but everyone seemed nervous, because this was the first-time father had not come back in time to share supper with us, and I had mentioned Indians.
 
   “I wonder what’s keeping him?” Bertha murmured.  She did not seem as concerned as the rest of us were, but maybe she didn’t think it was that much out of the ordinary, I decided.  I think she was more worried about Clinton, than she was about father being late.
 
   When he had not returned, by the end of the meal, Emmet and Nigel left to go look for him, while Darie and I cleaned up the supper, setting a plate of food aside for father.  Bertha headed back towards the parlor to sit with Clinton.  We had not expected her to help us clean up, since she barely turned a finger, unless she was trying to impress our father.
 
   “I hope the Indians didn’t get him,” Darie muttered, as we washed the dishes.
 
   I watched the water dripping from the plates as Darie lifted them out of the sink and placed them on the drain board.  Absently, I started drying them, and putting them away.
 
   “There would be no reason for the Indians to harm him,” I insisted.  I was thinking that Muraco was the only Indian out there, and he had no reason to harm father.  He had merely come looking for me, and he had tried to save me, so what would be the purpose of harming my father?  I was wondering if he had not come alone, after all. Perhaps his friends may have done something to father, unbeknown to him.  After all, Bertha claimed she had heard a gun shot.
 
   The thought of Muraco wanting me to go with him, crossed my mind.  He had said something about knowing I was in danger, and this made me curious.  Could he see into the future, or had he been there all along, following me around without me knowing it?  I was torn, because there was such a strong draw between us, but I could see no way we could ever be together.  
 
   If father actually found out, he would disown me, and try to kill Muraco.  He would force me to marry Clinton, for sure, and I certainly did not want that to happen.  I resolved that my plan to go back to Missouri was my best choice.  Eventually, I would forget those dark impressive eyes, and commanding features Muraco possessed.
 
   We had finished cleaning the kitchen, and Darie got out the butter-churn, in order to churn some butter, while I read to her.  We often took turns churning the butter, while the other one read, to help pass the time, because it took so long for the cream to turn to butter.  I borrowed one of Bertha’s magazines to read.  They were not recent magazines, but the articles were still interesting to us, since we seldom had the opportunity to read much of anything of that sort.
 
   The Magazines came from France, and were all about the latest fashion, which actually dated back a few years, since these were not recent issues.  They also had other articles that probably only interested women.  I wondered where Bertha had gotten them, but I really didn’t care.  They were rather tattered, and Bertha had told me to be gentle with them.  She dearly treasured her magazines.
 
   We were shocked to read articles about how in Europe, a century earlier, it was considered a natural practice for a woman to have public gatherings, where friends, both male and female, were invited to her morning toilet, as she was dressed and fawned over, by her maid, while the onlookers, discussed the events of the day, and gossiped with one another.
 
   I was thinking that the French and also the English had no morals back then.  It was bad enough that we had Hurdy-Gurdy Girls, that entertained men, the way Clinton’s mother once had.  It was one more reason, why I would never consent to marry Clinton, because no telling what he might expect me to do.  Considering the way he had handled me in the cave, I did not believe he was anywhere close to being a gentleman.
 
   It was dusk by the time Emmet and Nigel came bursting through the front door.  The butter had already been made and put in a bowl and then stored in the cellar, where it was cool.
 
   Emmet’s face was ashen, and Nigel was literally shaking, when they entered.  I jumped to my feet and rushed towards them.  
 
   “Whatever is wrong?  Where is father?” I demanded.
 
   “He’s…he’s dead, Connie.  We found him face-down in the stream, and he had been shot!”
 
   “Shot?” I yelped.  “Are you sure?  Was it an arrow?  If it was a gun, we would have heard the noise, don’t you think?”
 
    The vague memory of Bertha asking if Clinton had been shot, nudged at me.  She had mentioned hearing a shot, I remembered.
 
   “It was a single shot, from what I could tell.  He was quite a way up the stream in heavy timber, so maybe the noise was muffled.  I don’t remember hearing anything that sounded like a shot, did you, Darie?”
 
   “I was doing washing in the back.  I thought I heard something, but I wasn’t sure what it was.  Just a popping sound a long way off.  I hadn’t thought about it being a gun shot.”
 
   “What time was that?” Emmet wanted to know.
 
   By this time, Bertha had come out of the parlor, into the kitchen and wanted to know where father was.  When Emmet told her, she collapsed on the floor in a faint.
 
   Dari and I helped her up and put her in a chair, then managed to revive her.  
 
   “Who would ever shoot him?” she kept asking, repeatedly.  
 
   She didn’t bother to ask if he had been shot by an arrow, like her son, or by a gun.  Somehow she seemed to know it had been a gun, or she would have asked if the Indians had shot him, the same way they had shot Clinton. After all, that had been my first thought.  This troubled me even more.  She had suspected that Clinton had been shot with a gun, and since she learned he had been shot with an arrow, you would think she would have assumed that Indians not only shot Clinton, but our father as well.
 
   “The gold was still in his pan, so who ever did it, wasn’t doing it for the gold,” Emmet informed us.
 
   “Could it have been Indians?” Darie wanted to know, as her eyes brimmed with tears.  She was the only one who had connected the two incidents together.
 
   I was holding back tears myself.  “I don’t think Indians would just shoot father for nothing.  He wasn’t trespassing on their land.”
 
   “But they are pretty riled up about Kit Carson, and what he did.  Maybe they just did it out of revenge,” Emmet suggested.
 
   “They would have shot him with an arrow, so we would know it was the Indians who did it, to show us their revenge,” I reasoned.  “What did you do with him?” I asked suddenly.
 
   “We came back to get a horse to put him over, in order to bring him back.  It is too dense to bring the wagon there,”  Nigel informed me.
 
   “When did you say you heard the shot?” Emmet asked Darie again.
 
   “This morning, when everyone was gone.  I was wondering where everyone went.  Even Clinton and Bertha weren’t around.  I had seen them walking off together, and Connie had taken off as well.  Later, Bertha came in, but Clinton wasn’t with her.  I guess that was because he was at the cave with Connie.”
 
   “There are no farms anywhere near ours, and the Santa Fe trail is five miles away, so I can’t imagine anyone who could have come this far and shot him,” Emmet said.  “If it was a white man, they would have taken the gold.  It must have been an Indian, seeing as how it was an Indian that who Clinton.”  
 
   Emmet gave me a piercing glare, because he thought I knew something about why the Indian had shot Clinton.  “Maybe there was more than just one Indian in the woods, and one of them had a gun,” he added.
 
   “I told you I thought I heard a gun shot,” Bertha murmured.  “That is why I thought Clinton had been shot with a gun.”
 
   “If they were out shooting people,” Nigel piped up, “why didn’t they come to the farm and shoot us too, or ambush us when we were at the cave?”
 
   This made Darie start to whimper, thinking that maybe they would come in the night and kill us all.
 
   I couldn’t imagine that Muraco would allow one of his Indian friends to shoot my father.  There had to be some other explanation, I kept telling myself, unless Muraco hadn’t know about it, because he had been with me.
 
   “We need to go back and get him,” Emmet murmured.  “I’m going to grab one of the horses, and get the lantern out of the barn.  I’ll wrap him up and put him in the barn over night, and in the morning, we can bury him beside Mother.”
 
   I knew Emmet was trying to be brave, but I could tell he was about to break down in tears as well.  I stepped forward and gave him a hug.  “This doesn’t sound right,” I whispered in his ear.  “When you come back, I’ll tell you about that Indian.”
 
   Emmet gave me a surprised look, and then nodded.  He grabbed Nigel, and they left the house.  I put my arm around Darie’s waist, to lead her upstairs to her room.  She looked like she was about to collapse.  It was then, I thought about Bertha, but when I looked, she was no longer sitting in the chair we put her in.  She must have gone back to be with Clinton, I assumed.
 
   I remained with Darie, until she had calmed down, and then I went downstairs, because I wanted to go out to the barn and wait for Emmet and Nigel to return.  I decided I would stop by the parlor and check on Bertha and Clinton before I left the house, though.
 
   As I neared the door, I could hear them talking softly.  She was probably telling Clinton what had happened, I figured, and laid my hand on the knob and turned it.  I started to open the door, but then I could feel myself stiffen, as I heard what Bertha was saying.
 
   “They found him,” she was whispering. “The place will be ours soon.  After all, I am his wife, and once you marry the girl, that will seal the bargain.”
 
   “She won’t marry me, Ma.  She said she is going back to Missouri.”
 
   “Then you’ll have to convince the younger sister to marry you.  We don’t want any trouble with the brothers.  Once we are installed into the family, no one will question our right to the gold.”
 
   “I’m not sure this was a smart idea,” Clinton muttered.  “I don’t know anything about mining for gold, and it’s a sure thing, we don’t make very good farmers.   If they don’t stay here and work the farm, we’ll never survive.  I thought you said there were gold nuggets in the stream, and it would be easy pickin’s.  I didn’t see very much gold in that pan, Matthew was holding.”
 
   When he said that, I put my hand over my mouth to muffle my whimper.
 
   “He told me the stream was full of gold,” Bertha continued.  “No telling how many pans of gold he already has stored in the chest.  I know he has the gold stashed in a chest under the bed, but he has the key.  Once I get the key, I’ll have access to it.  He paid for that buggy with gold, so I know he has plenty, only Constance tells me that the gold in the stream is starting to get sparse.  If you weren’t so lazy, you would have gone out with him and learned how to find it.”
 
   “You didn’t say anything about me becoming a gold miner.  We should make Emmet do it, now that his father can’t do it any longer!”
 
   “Maybe we should have held off,” Bertha murmured, “but once you marry one of those girls, the boys will be more likely to stay and work the farm, and Emmet will agree to keep panning for gold.  Maybe he can find a place where there is more gold.  Then we’ll have a right to the gold, and everything else that comes with it.  Once we have control, we can run things our way.  I was shocked when I discovered how stingy that man turned out to be.  I thought when he bought the buggy, he would be more generous with his money.”
 
   “Constance says she’s leaving, come spring,” he changed the subject.
 
   “That gives you the whole winter to woo her, or her younger sister, for that matter, which ever one you choose.”
 
   It was then, I let go of the handle and quietly walked away, but I was shaking so bad, I could barely contain myself. 
 
   Everything suddenly started to fall into place.  No wonder Bertha though Clinton was shot with a gun.  She probably thought father had ended up shooting him, before he could shoot father.  Then, when she heard father had been shot, she knew it was with a gun.  
 
   From what they had said, Clinton must have killed my father over his gold, and I wished I had never helped Clinton.  I wished I had left him in that cave to die! Muraco was right.  He deserved to die.
 
   I sat shivering in the barn, as I waited for Emmet to return, not because I was cold, but because I couldn’t believe my father ever trusted that woman.   Clinton must have come to the cave, right after he had shot my father.  No wonder he laughed when I had mentioned I was going to tell father about him.  I was trying to figure out what we should do.  There was no way I was going to remain on the farm, as long as those two were there.
 
   The closest town was Dodge, but it was a lawless place.  It was the only town big enough to have a sheriff, but it was a sure thing, they would do nothing about the murder, since we couldn’t prove Clinton had killed our father.  I certainly did not want to go to Dodge, even to look up the sheriff.
 
   If we remained, I would be tempted to kill both Clinton and his mother for their mean hearted actions.  Hell, who would miss them, I wondered.  Only I wasn’t that cold blooded.  Maybe Emmet would be, though.  
 
   If they could kill my father without a thought, what would keep them from killing any one of us, if we did not cooperate with them?  The only reason they needed us to remain was so we could work the farm,  and pan the gold, but once the harvest was in, they may not need any of us any longer.  They would have plenty of food to last the winter, and Bertha was certain that father’s chest was just full of gold nuggets.  
 
   If she discovered he had used most of his gold for the trip to Dodge, and to buy the buggy and horse, no telling what she would do in her anger.  Neither of them knew how hard father worked just to get the small amount of gold he was able to glean from the stream.
 
   As soon as the barn doors opened, I threw myself into Emmet’s arms.  He thought it was because I was so upset at father dying, but it went beyond that.  Finally, I began explaining to him what I had heard.  Then I told him all about how I had helped Muraco, and why he had shot Clinton with an arrow.
 
   Emmet stood there with his fists clenched at his side.  “I should kill the bastard!” he growled.
 
   “That’s for the law to decide.  If you kill him, Bertha would turn you into the sheriff in Dodge.  They know her and Clinton in Dodge.  They don’t know us, and would probably believe her over us,” I warned. 
 
   “I should kill him just for what he tried to do to you.  You should have left him to die in that cave.  They were both in on father’s murder, no matter who pulled the trigger.  It was probably the plan from the beginning.  It was most likely the only reason Bertha married father in the first place, and then brought her son in order to take advantage of you.  And to think, I was trying to encourage you to marry that man!”
 
   Nigel stood at a distance, with the lead to Buck in his hand, just watching, his face contorted, and I could see tears streaking down his face.
 
   “We have to make some sort of plan,” I cautioned.  “And I don’t want it to include murder.  It is a sure thing, if we remain here, there may be no way to get around it.  We could demand they leave, but they could always come back in the dead of the night and kill us all.  For now, we should just pretend we don’t know anything, and continue with the harvest, until we can come up with a plan.”
 
   I went back up in my loft room, and Emmet and Nigel, removed father’s body from the horse, and laid it in one of the unused stalls.  Then they left the barn.  I felt a chill settle over me, thinking of father lying cold and stiff in the stall below my loft.  I threw myself down on my make-shift bed, and I proceeded to cry myself to sleep.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER ELEVEN
 
    
 
   By the light of the next day, I was spent.  I had barely slept the entire night, trying to think of a plan that we could follow.  If we stayed on the farm, we could be risking our lives, but it was fall, and there was no way we could make it back to Missouri before winter hit.
 
   It wasn’t fair that we should have to leave the farm we put so much work into.  Maybe there was a place close by we could go to, just to spend the winter, I thought.  If we could manage to take all the stored food, and leave in the night, Clinton and his mother wouldn’t have anything to sustain them over the winter, and they would be forced to return to Dodge.  Later, we could come back to the farm.  Plans kept running wild through my brain.
 
   I would have to talk to Emmet about it, I thought.  Since Darie was responsible of fixing the meals, Bertha wouldn’t even notice how much food was in the pantry or the cellar.  We could remove it a little at a time, store it in the barn, and then eventually load it on the wagon.  I just couldn’t figure out where could we go to spend the winter.
 
   I heard the barn door opening, and looked down to see Emmet coming in the barn.  He climbed the ladder to the loft and looked at me with sadness and anger in his eyes.  I could tell he hadn’t gotten much sleep either.
 
   “I think I have a plan,” I told him, when he sat down beside my pallet.
 
   “Shoot the two, and bury them in the meadow?” he asked.  
 
   He probably had thought about doing that, and even though Clinton deserved to die, I did not want it to happen at Emmet’s hand.  It would make Emmet hard and cold if  he committed murder, and it wasn’t just a matter of shooting Clinton; he would have to kill his mother too, and then we would have that on our conscience for the rest of our lives.
 
   “I think we could probably force them to leave for good,” I told him.  “If we pack up all the food in the wagon, and leave in the night, they wouldn’t have anything to live on over the winter.  We could take Buttercup and her calf,  so they wouldn’t even have any milk, and maybe bring some chickens, as well.  They could probably eat eggs and what chickens we left behind, but that would only last them for awhile, not the whole winter.  As far as I could tell, Bertha probably doesn’t even know how to clean a chicken or cook it.  They would have to leave for Dodge before the weather got so bad they couldn’t make it there.
 
    “We could turn the pigs out to fend for themselves, and catching those pigs wouldn’t be easy, seeing as how Clinton is wounded, and Bertha knows nothing about pigs.  Once they discover we are gone, and they have no food to eat, they will be forced to go back to Dodge.  We can leave the buggy and horse for them to use, in order to get there.
 
   “Since they know nothing about farming, and Clinton knows nothing about panning for gold, they would have no reason to come back.  Do you know where father has the key to the chest he kept the gold in?”
 
   Emmet nodded.  “He put it in the lining of his boot.  He told me that once, in case anything happened to him.  Just where are we going to go, until they leave?”
 
   “That is the only problem.  We will have to figure that out.  We will take the gold out of the chest, and fill it with rocks, and lock it up again.  If Bertha wants gold, she is going to have to pan for it herself, and I don’t think either of them know how to do it.  Even if they did, they can’t eat gold.  We have to make sure everything in the field is harvested, so they won’t even be able to dig something up, in order to eat.  What we can’t harvest, we will just have to destroy.”
 
   “It may not all fit in the wagon,” Emmet stated.
 
   “Then we will take it to the cave, and store it there, piling rocks up in front of it.  When we come back, there will be more food for us to use.
 
   “It’s going to take a lot of work, and we would have to do most of it at night,” Emmet predicted.
 
   “Anything you harvest,  like bucketatoes or carrots and corn, we can take to the cave, except for what I bottle up.  Some of that food we can put in the cave as well, and some of it, we can take with us.  A lot of the store-bought stuff can be stored in the cave along with the rest.”
 
   “The only problem is, we don’t have any place to go, and once it starts snowing, we’ll need some shelter.”  Emmet looked disgruntled.
 
   “I’ll try to think of something, but until then, let’s start storing the food, and removing it from the cellar and pantry and storing what we will take with us in the barn, until we are ready to load it into the wagon.  We’ll keep enough food in the house to make the normal meals, and later, on the night we leave, we will take all that food too.”
 
   “If it doesn’t work, what will we do?” Emmet asked, looking seriously at me.
 
   “It has to work,” I insisted.  “If they realize they have no way to last the winter, they most likely will just leave before winter hits.  We could camp out until then and come to the farm, from time to time, to discover if they have left.  Once they are gone, we can come back for good.”
 
   “Nigel is out starting to dig the grave,” Emmet murmured, interrupting me.  “I need to go out and help him.  I just came in here to tell you that.  After breakfast, we plan to bury father.
 
   I nodded.  I would have to go into the house, and act like I didn’t know anything about how father died, and take care of Clinton, no matter how much I despised him, but it was the only way to keep them from discovering what we knew.
 
   Darie was fixing breakfast when I entered the house, but Bertha wasn’t anywhere around.  I figured she was with Clinton in the parlor.  I opened the door and looked in.
 
   Bertha looked up at me, but I couldn’t read her expression.  Clinton lay on the sofa with his eyes closed.
 
   “How is he doing?” I asked, glancing at Bertha, who had one of her magazines in her lap, as she sat in a chair near by.
 
   “He’s been restless, but I think he will survive,” Bertha told me.
 
   “We are going to bury father, after breakfast,” I informed her.
 
   She gave a weak sob, and covered her eyes, and I felt like slapping her in the face because I knew it was just an act.
 
   “After we bury him, Emmet and Nigel can help Clinton upstairs,” I continued.  “Do you think he is strong enough to walk a little?”
 
   Bertha looked worried.  “Perhaps,” she murmured.  “Those same Indians who shot Clinton, were probably the ones who killed your father.  I hope they don’t come here and try to kill us.”
 
   “I guess we will just have to take that risk, since there is no place we can go.  I heard they have killed ranchers in the past, but that was mostly in Texas, not out here, in Kansas.”  I gave her a smirk, hoping that the thought of Indian attacks might scare her away.
 
   “Do you know where your father kept the key to his chest, where he put his gold?” she said, changing the subject.  “He told me if anything happened to him I should know where he kept his gold, but he never mentioned where the key was.”
 
   “Beats me.  He never mentioned it to me either.  Maybe Emmet knows.  Only I wouldn’t worry about it, if I were you.  Most of the money he had in that chest was used to get supplies in Dodge, and buy the buggy and the horse that brought you here.  He probably wasn’t able to get much more gold, since he came back.”  I gave her a pleasant smile.  “When Clinton gets to feeling better, maybe he should start panning for gold himself, before the snow comes.  Emmet needs to take care of the harvest.”
 
   “Matthew told me he had plenty of gold,” Bertha said, her voice shaking slightly.
 
   “Father always was a bragger, but he probably stretched that story,” I said, enjoying watching her face fall.  “Any gold we own is still in that stream, and getting the stream to give up its gold isn’t easy.”
 
   “You don’t say?  Surely he must have had something set aside for emergencies.”
 
   “What emergencies?  We have plenty of food to live on, and had father not been killed, by spring we probably would have had a little more gold to get extra supplies with.  Everything we have, has been put back into the farm.  It is our livelihood.  That is why father was so careful about how much of that gold he used.  Getting that buggy was the biggest expenditure he ever made,” I said smugly, knowing that she would realize that Clinton killed my father needlessly over her own greed.
 
   I shrugged.  “After we bury father, and help Clinton upstairs, you can feed him some mush.  I’ll tend to his bandages, but since you don’t ever seem to have anything to do, you need to nurse your own son.  I am going to have to preserve food, or we won’t have anything to eat this winter.”
 
   I turned and left the room, satisfied with the shocked expression she had on her face.  I wasn’t really sure how much gold father had in his chest under the bed.  He never needed to discuss the expenses with us.  I only knew he had been complaining about how the stream seemed to be yielding less gold than it had before.
 
   The burial was a solemn affair.  Bertha looked nervous, and I noticed she kept her eyes averted most of the time.  Of course, Clinton was not there, and Dorie was sobbing uncontrollably.
 
   Emmet said a few words, and Nigel read ‘The Lord is my Sheppard’ from the bible.  I just told my father how much we were all going to miss him.  Bertha did not add anything to our humble little service.  She just stood there wringing her hands, but I knew it was not over the fact that father was dead.  I think it had more to do with the fact they had probably killed him over nothing, after he had saved her from a house of ill repute.
 
   Dorie had gathered some wild flowers, and had placed them in a vase, that we put at the head of the grave, where Emmet had fashioned a cross with father’s name on it, along with the day he died.  At least he would be with mother, I thought.  She was his real love, not this horrible woman he had decided to marry, sight-unseen.
 
   Emmet and Nigel helped Clinton upstairs, and they weren’t very gentle about it.  Clinton kept crying out in pain, and Bertha kept scolding the two for being so clumsy.  Emmet merely looked over his shoulder and smiled at me.
 
   Once Clinton was settled in my old bed, I tended to his wound, making sure it was clean, and re-bandaged.  He complained that I was being too rough with him, and I told him to buck up. “A farmer’s life isn’t very easy, in case you were wondering.  Now you are going to have to start panning gold, since father can no longer do it.  I hope you are up to it, so hurry up and get better, cause this winter is not going to be easy for any of us.”
 
   He glared at me, but he didn’t say anything.  I was thinking that he probably was starting to regret that his mother married my father, and wished that they had never decided to kill him.  I couldn’t wait until harvest was over, and we could leave him and his mother here to starve to death, or make their way back to Dodge, which ever came first.
 
   Dorie and I worked tirelessly preserving the food, as it came off the vine, and at night, after everyone was in bed, we started removing the food from the cellar, and storing it in one of the empty stalls in the barn, covering it with straw.
 
   At length, we were taking the excess out to the cave, and storing it there, covering it with straw as well to keep it from freezing if it got too cold.  Eventually, we would cover the straw with a tarp and rocks.  Sport followed us, wherever we went, and I wondered if he somehow knew we were planning to leave.  I think he also missed father, because there were times, I found him out laying between the two graves.  I never saw Bertha even go to look at father’s grave, after he had been buried.
 
   “I thought you were going to take care of me,” Clinton grumbled, when I came to change his bandage and check his wound.
 
   “I have been taking care of you,” I told him.  “What do you call what I’m doing now?”
 
   “I just thought that maybe you would end up spending more time, taking care of me,” he muttered.
 
   “Why?  I can barely stand to look at you.  If you think I am going to forgive you for what happened in the cave, you can just forget it!  Your wound is looking better, and in a couple of days, you can go out and start panning for gold,” I smirked, and started to stand up to leave, only Clinton grabbed my hand and held me fast.
 
   “Mother says you told her your father didn’t have any more gold,” he stated.  “Is that true?”
 
   “I have no idea.  No one has found the key to the chest,” I told him.
 
   “Maybe we should just break it open and see,” he insisted.
 
   “You can, if you want,” I said.  
 
   I had already opened the chest, while Bertha was tending to Clinton, and removed the pouches of gold dust, and replaced them with pouches of pebbles.  I was pleasantly surprised at how much gold father actually had in that chest.  Maybe he hadn’t stretched his story about the gold to Bertha after all, I thought.
 
   Only when they did manage to get the chest open, they were not going to find any gold in it, I laughed to myself.  Emmet had already taken the gold, along with my string of silver coins I had shown him, when I told him about Muraco giving me the money belt, and put it under a false bottom he made for the wagon.
 
   “I think you need to rethink a few things,” Clinton told me, tightening his grip on my wrist.  “Your father is dead, so you can’t threaten to tell him about what happened in the cave.  It would be in your best interest to marry me now.  Mother owns this place, since she was legally married to your father, and the law is that she owns whatever is left behind when a husband dies.  If you want any part of this farm, your only hope is to get married to me.”
 
   “I told you once, that even if you were my last best hope, I would never marry you, and that has not changed.  “I still plan to go to Missouri, when spring comes,” I stated bravely.
 
   “Not if I have anything to do with it.  Your father isn’t here now to stop me from making you remain here.”
 
   “I don’t think you can stop me,” I said between clinched teeth, “unless you plan to lock me up, and then who would preserve the food for the winter?  Dorie can’t do it all by herself, and if we don’t get it all done, we will all starve by the end of winter.”  I gave him a bitter smile, and jerked my hand free.  “You think you are in charge here, but I don’t think you know the first thing about farming, or panning for gold, and without us, you are dead!”
 
   I left the room, slamming the door shut, and stomping down the hall.  I think he realized I was right.  He and Bertha thought they were in charge of things now that father was dead, but without us, they wouldn’t know how to survive out here in the middle of nowhere.  They were more at our mercy than we were at theirs, and once they discovered there was no gold in that chest, they would have nothing to rely on but our ability to furnish food for them, which I had no intention of doing!
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER TWELVE
 
    
 
   White Moon was seated before a small camp fire with several other braves, both Kiowa and Comanche.  He leaned forward, poking the fire with a long stick, watching the sparks fly up, as he disturbed the burning wood.  His cousin, Inteus, meaning Has No Shame, sat beside him grumbling about how the Whites would not be happy until the Kiowa and the Comanche had no land to call their own.  He was all for standing their ground, and fighting back against the white man’s demands.  His eyes looked narrowly at the others sitting around the fire.
 
   Bodaway, known as Fire Maker, was a little more levelheaded.  
 
   “It sounds brave to make such talk,” he admonished, stabbing Inteus with a disapproving look, “but we have no weapons that can match the white man’s fire monster.  No matter how many braves we gathered, one shot from the Iron gun, and half our braves would be laid low.  Too many Whites keep coming, and they will end up washing us away until we are but a pin prick in a sea of white settlers.  They believe that every place they put their foot upon, should belong to them, no matter that our feet were planted there first.”
 
   “Even if we kept moving farther away, eventually they would push us off the edge of the earth, if they could.  There is no place to retreat to,” White Moon offered.  “Perhaps we should learn to live among the Whites, and find a place for ourselves in their society.”  
 
   He searched the faces of the others that had joined around the burning embers.
 
   “There is no place to fit in their society,” Has no Shame, growled.  “They may act like they want us to become a part of their ways, but their ways are not our ways.  First, they say we can live by our own laws on the land, they granted us, like they had the right to hand out parcels of land to those who had the land before they ever came.  Now they are saying that we must live by the laws of the white man,  or be punished.  We must stay in a small strip of the endless land we once wandered over, and used as our own.”  
 
   He kicked angrily against the sand beneath the log he was sitting on.  
 
   “If we leave that strip, even to hunt the buffalo that has been diverted by the whites themselves, from the place we have been allotted, we are considered criminals and must be punished for merely searching for food.  However, if a white person comes to our land to hunt or dig for their yellow stones, they make no effort to stop them from trespassing on our land.”
 
   “Your words may be true,” Fire Maker agreed, “only the strongest tribe or warrior can have power over anyone weaker.  We are no longer strong, because we have become outnumbered.  We have been partly destroyed by the white man’s disease, so our numbers are reduced, and then their soldiers come to try and kill those who managed to survive.  We cannot bring forth more children fast enough to out number them.  We will be trampled in their wake, if we try to resist.”
 
   “I would rather die, than look towards a life of bowing to the white man’s way,” Has No Shame scoffed.
 
   “And that is probably the very thing that will happen to you,” Muraco cautioned.  “Little Mountain tells me he is going to try to make peace with the white leaders.  It will mean more sacrifice, but we probably don’t have any other choice.”
 
   “They should choose a new Chief,” Inteus insisted.  “Little Mountain is getting old, and forgetting about his duty to the tribe.”
 
   “Do not disrespect our Chief!” Muraco snapped. “Perhaps he knows that it is time to bend to the times.  If a wind blows hard, no matter what the tree wishes, it must bend under the force.  If it tries to stand against the wind, its branches will be broken and cast to the ground.”
 
   Inteus gave Muraco a disgruntled glare.  “You seem all too happy to become more like the Whites.  I have heard about the fire hair woman that saved your life.  Perhaps her white hands have softened you too much!”
 
   “If you saw her, you would know of her power to capture my heart,” Muraco murmured.
 
   “Had you been a true Kiowa brave, you would have brought her back and made her your woman, instead of leaving her behind, if you want her so much.  Eventually, she would bend to our ways, and see the beauty of our customs.”
 
   “But if she didn’t, she would hate me.  She would never give her love to me willingly.  I will not try to steal her love, like it is mine to take.  She must give it to me willingly.”
 
   “I thought you were pledged to Lomasi,” Bodaway interjected.
 
   “You might as well choose her,” Inteus, added.  “Your fire hair woman is never going to agree to give you her love.  Get tied with a woman of your own people.  Lomasi loves you.  She is true Kiowa.  Why would you want a white woman for your wife?  She would try to change you.”
 
   Muraco sat silent.  Inteus was probably right; his Pi au-dau had already changed him in a subtle way he had no control over.  Only his own need to change the way his heart felt about her, was a task he wasn’t up to yet.
 
   His eyes wandered over the top of the fire, and across the camp, where he noticed Lomasi watching him.  The look in her eyes, grabbed at his heart, because he hated making her sad, but how could he force his love to grow for her, he asked himself.  It was better if he loved no woman, than to pretend he loved someone whom he didn’t.
 
   His eyes lowered, and when he looked again, she was no longer there.  He drew his attention back to his friends. 
 
    “We need to organize a hunting party, and see if we can bring back meat for the camp,” he suggested, deciding he needed some activity to make him feel like he was accomplishing something.
 
   “There is little game, near the camp,” Bodaway, grumbled.
 
   “North of here, I saw there was more game,” Muraco informed him, remembering his travels to Constance’s farm, and seeing deer in the woods.  “It is beyond our little strip of land, but there would be no white person that would notice us, since there are very few white settlements within the area.  As long as we don’t disturb any white settlers, how could we be faulted?  They took our food, and we have to eat to survive.”
 
   “You will have to get permission from Little Mountain,”  Inteus suggested.  “I am feeling wrestles and will gladly join the group, if we are given permission.”
 
   “I will talk to him, and make him see reason,” Muraco agreed.  “He has not gone to the white leaders to make peace yet, so there has been no promises made, that we will abide by their laws.”
 
   Little Mountain looked worriedly at White Moon, when he approached him about leaving Indian territory to hunt.  White Moon was his favorite of his sister’s children.  He had the makings of a good brave, but the freedom of his people was becoming limited, and he worried what the future held.
 
   Muraco’s request was a just one.  Everyone was worried about the winter being hard with less food to support everyone.  Their Comanche brothers were having to share their own food supply, and Dohasan felt shamed that he had to rely on someone else’s generosity in order to survive.  It may be a risk, but if Muraco knew where game could be found, and his band returned with meat before they were discovered out of their own territory, it was worth the risk.  He nodded, and gave Muraco his blessing, admonishing him to return as soon as he could.
 
   Muraco gathered his three friends, along with two other Comanche braves, Wolf…known as Tala, and Apenimon, which meant Worthy Of Trust, who wished to join them.  They were all eager to spend the next few days doing what came natural to them, and getting away from the humdrum life of the winter camp.
 
   As the five horses headed out north, carrying the braves, with weapons on their backs, Muraco noticed Lomasi standing on the outskirts of the village, watching them pass.  She gave a half wave, and Muraco nodded in return.  He was relieved that he would be escaping her ever watching eyes.
 
   As the small band got closer to the farm where Constance lived, Muraco felt his heart rising, and he knew he was just using this as an excuse to feel nearer to Pi au-dau.  Only he knew he could not lead the band close enough to the farm for his friends to discover there were white people living near.  He was not sure how they would react to the discovery.
 
   Instead, he led them farther east to a wooded area where he had seen more game, the last time he was in the area.  Perhaps, if he were careful, he could steal away in the night, just to check up on Constance, while the rest of his friends slept, he told himself.
 
   The band, hoping to find enough game to help tied them over the winter, were disappointed, after several days of only being able to turn up small animals, which they subsided on as they traveled, but nothing of size that could be considered worthy of furnishing food to feed more than the five of them.
 
   Tala grumbled as each day passed, without sighting one deer, elk, or antelope.  They were hard put just to shoot a few rabbits, and a duck, to eat themselves. 
 
    “I don’t know why we listen to you,” he said to Muraco.  “Whatever game you claimed was out here, doesn’t seem to be here any longer.”
 
   “I have no control over the animals of the forest.  They are probably heading west, to more grazing land.  Perhaps we should go in that direction and see if we can discover where they have gone,” Muraco replied, turning his horse in the other direction.
 
   “If we return to the camp empty handed, we will lose face,” Bodaway added.
 
   “We won’t go back to camp until we have something to show for our efforts,” Muraco assured them.  “I saw game here before, so it has to be somewhere near this area.”
 
   The rest of the band also turned their horses, following Muraco’s lead, as they continued to complain about their bad fortune of not finding any game.
 
   By the end of the day, they were even more disappointed, as they laid their blankets out, and got ready to rest for the night.  By this time, they were not speaking, because it always ended up in an argument about which direction they should try next.
 
   As they lay, looking up into the star ridden sky, watching the star men slowly make their way across the heavens, Muraco lifted his head.
 
   “There is someone not far from here,” he murmured, gaining the attention of his companions.  “I can see their fire in the distance.”
 
   “Who would it be?” Inteus, questioned.  “I thought you said there were no white settlers out here, and we are not near the trail their wagons follow over our land.  Do you suppose it could be soldiers, who are ready to punish us for leaving our own land?”
 
   “There is only one way to find out, but first we should put our own fire out, so they do not know we are near.  Then we should go and investigate using the cover of night to protect us.  If it is soldiers, we will head back towards our own land.  If not, we will skirt around them and continue looking for game in the morning.”
 
   “If it is white people, we should take whatever they have,” Tala insisted.
 
   “If we do that, the soldiers will be informed, and then they will come to our winter camp and punish us for leaving what little land they have allotted us,” Muraco cautioned.  “We just need to discover whether they are a threat to us or not.”
 
   “You are getting  too soft in your ways,” Apenimon accused.  “You seem to either fear the white man too much, or like him too much!  Either way, you are losing your Kiowa upbringing.”
 
   “Even Little Mountain can see the wisdom in bending to the white man’s demands,” Muraco defended.  You saw what the soldiers did to our winter camp.  Do you want them to return and kill us all?”
 
   Apenimon grunted, and shrugged.  “Some day all the Indian nation will have to rise up against the white people and show them that we will not back down, since this land was ours from the beginning of time.”
 
   “That would mean convincing our enemy tribes to become our friends.  Do you think that will ever happen?”
 
   “If we are all fighting for the same cause, it may,” Bodaway interjected.
 
   “But for now, it is only the Kiowa and the Comanche, that are being threatened, and until spring, we are in no position to rebel,” Muraco reminded them.  “So we will merely go see if who ever is camping there, is a threat to us.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER THIRTEEN
 
    
 
   As harvest time drew to a close, I started to get more nervous.  Now we would have to put our plan into motion, and I was afraid that we might make some mistake along the way, or something might happen that we didn’t plan on.  After all, we hadn’t planned on father coming home with a new bride, and a husband for me.
 
   Our whole life seemed to be getting turned upside down, and if Clinton and Bertha did not leave the farm as we hoped, then we would be stuck, camping out over the winter, and regardless of how much food we had with us, we most likely would end up freezing to death.
 
   However, it was the only plan I could come up with, short of killing the two.  Even though they had been responsible for my father’s death, I couldn’t bring myself to contemplate killing them or letting Emmet do it.  He would probably be willing to do it, though, I thought.
 
   As the day drew closer to where we could not put it off any longer, I started worrying even more.  Clinton was getting stronger, and even though we could not get him to go out and pan for gold, or help around the farm, he made it a point to keep a close eye on me.  It seemed like he was watching me all the time.  He would always find excuses to stop me and talk to me, mostly about how I was going to have to marry him, eventually, whether I liked it or not.
 
   I would just shrug, and ignore him as much as I could.  It angered him that I refused to talk to him unless it was absolutely necessary, but at least he had not resorted to losing his temper over it.
 
   I worried about Dorie, because she was starting to get nervous too, and I was afraid she might give us all away, by saying or doing something unintentionally.  Nigel mostly stayed out in the field, and kept to himself, and he was smart enough not to talk to Clinton or Bertha, if he could help it.
 
   I could see Dorie’s hands shaking as she prepared the last meal, before we were to leave.  Meals were always stressful anyway, because we seldom talked.  At first, Bertha tried to keep light conversation going at meal times, early on, after father died, but when no one would respond to her chatter, she fell silent.  If Clinton tried talking to me during supper, I pretended like I hadn’t heard him, and after a few outbursts at me for my rudeness, he stopped trying to talk to me over a meal.
 
    Once everyone had gone to bed, Dorie and Nigel would bring the last of the food in the pantry out to the barn.  Since I had my room in the barn, I would start loading the wagon with the food stored out there, and later, Emmet would come hitch up the horses.  Then we would wait until we were sure it was safe to leave, since we had to bring the cow and her calf, along with a cage full of chickens.
 
   Just before we were ready to pull out of the yard, Nigel would release the pigs, and scare them off into the woods, leaving a bag of corn for them to make sure they did not come back looking for food.  
 
   Even if they did come back, there was no food to give them, and eventually they would start looking for their own food.  It was a sure thing, that Bertha and Clinton didn’t even know what the pigs ate, let alone thinking to feed them, in order  to keep them around.  Even if they did manage to get the pigs to stay, I didn’t think Clinton would want to butcher the pigs, which meant Bertha would have to cook them, if he did.  They probably didn’t know the first thing about how to preserve the meat, and whatever they weren’t able to eat, over a few days, would just end up spoiling.  I even doubted that Bertha knew how to use the cook stove.
 
   I smiled to myself as I thought about how angry Clinton, and Bertha would be, when they discovered we had departed in the night, and left them with nothing.  They always acted so helpless, and never turned a finger to help around the place.  It was like we were expected to work the farm, feed them, and do all the cleaning.  None of us complained, though, because we did not want to give Clinton a reason to get angry, and we knew that eventually, we would leave them behind.
 
   The wagon was almost packed, and Dorie was bringing the last of the food to the barn.  Emmet was starting to hitch up the horses, and Nigel was putting the chickens in the cage.  Once the wagon was packed, I would tie Buttercup to the back of it, and let her calf follow her behind the wagon.  She wasn’t very happy about being tied to it, though, and I was hoping she wasn’t going to balk or bawl, and wake everyone in the house up, when we were ready to pull out. Nigel planned on riding Lightening behind the wagon to encourage Buttercup to cooperate though.  The only livestock left in the barn when we departed would be the buggy horse.
 
   My heart was pounding so hard, that I could hear it booming in my ears.  I kept glancing over at the house, keeping my eyes open for the slightest flicker of light, that would indicate that either Clinton or Bertha had woken up, and had lit a lamp.  As far as I could see, there was no light, so I tried to calm myself.
 
   Nigel was herding the pigs out to the woods, with the help of Sport, nipping at their heels, and Darie had opened the duck pen, letting the ducks and geese scatter down the stream on their own.
 
   Finally, we were all sitting beside each other on the bench, and Emmet was whispering to the horses to pull forward, as he flipped the reins against their backs.  We went slowly, and Buttercup, bless her heart, did not make a sound, as we all headed out away from the farm, not certain what challenges we had ahead of us.
 
   Our plan was not completely formed, except for the fact that we were leaving.  Somewhere in the future, someone would have to go back to the farm to discover if Clinton and Bertha had left.  We weren’t certain how long we should wait to do it, though.  We had one month, if that, before it would begin to rain and snow enough to make camping difficult.  I was hoping that Clinton and Bertha would decide to leave long before that.
 
   We traveled the rest of the night in silence.  All of us were tired, but we were afraid to stop along the way.  We wanted to get as far away as we could, before Clinton and Bertha woke up and discovered us gone.  Then we would have to find a place to camp until we could return to the farm.
 
   We ate as we traveled, not daring to stop until the next night, when we were certain that no one was following us.  Finally, we all tumbled from the wagon, and Emmet made a lean-to with a canvas and some rope, and we built a small fire, but, it didn’t take long for us to fall asleep in exhaustion.
 
   I suddenly jerked awake, trying to recall where I was and what was happening.  I thought I had heard twigs cracking, and wondered if Buttercup had managed to get free, or if Hope was wandering closer into our camp sight, away from her mother.  Sport, who was laying next to me, let a low growl escape his throat, so I knew it was not Hope, that was approaching closer to our camp.
 
   I reached over and shook Emmet, as I sat up, and pointed in the direction I had heard the noise.  At the same time, I pulled my gun from the pocket of my skirt.  The fire was barely licking over the last of the wood, and it cast eerie shadows all around us, not really lighting up anything that we could recognize.
 
   “Well, what have we here?” I heard a familiar voice say, and then Clinton stepped forward, so the small remains of the fire caught at his features, distorting them, making him look more menacing than he really was.
 
   It was then, that I saw he was holding a rifle pointed at me. 
 
    “Thought you could escape with all the food?  Do you take me for a fool, Constance?  I knew you were up to something.  I just wasn’t sure what it was.  You would have left us there to starve!”
 
   “You could always go back to Dodge, where you belong!” I spat at him.  I was not worried that he would shoot me, because I knew he wanted me to marry him, and what would he do with a dead bride?  “You should be grateful that I even saved your sorry hide!  I should have let that Indian finish you off!”
 
   “You are an wicked little prissy girl, aren’t you?” he drawled.
 
   “The only wicked person here is you!” I stated bravely.  “You killed my father for his gold, and thought you would get the farm, but as long as I am breathing air, you are never going to get either!”
 
   “Yeah, I found the rocks in the chest,” he growled.  “But I am sure I can persuade you to tell me where you hid that gold, along with the money you claimed you had that you were going to use to get back to Missouri.”
 
   “You will just have to kill me, then, because I refuse to tell you anything!”
 
   “Why don’t you simply consider yourself lucky we didn’t shoot the both of you, instead of leaving you to make your way back to Dodge?” Emmet broke in.
 
   “Because I have no intention of returning to Dodge.  I came to get a wife, and come hell or high-water, that is what I plan to do, so you can just get yourself up on that wagon of yours, and get yourself back to the farm!”
 
   “Like I said, you will have to kill me, because I would rather be dead, than ever marry you, or let you touch me again!” I said bravely, as my whole body shook in fear.
 
   “Sorry, love, but it’s not killing you, I plan to do.  I could kill one of your family, though, if you prove difficult!  I wouldn’t miss any of them none.  Which one should it be?”  His sneering expression cut me to the bone, and I realized he knew exactly how to force me to his will.
 
   “Not if I shoot you first,” I said, lifting my gun, trying to stay brave.  “Why don’t you just accept the fact that I won’t marry you, and you have no right to my father’s farm?  Go back to the life you were living before your mother tricked my father into marrying her.”
 
   Even though I had my gun pointed at him, Clinton did not look concerned.  
 
   “You willing to risk losing another family member?  If you shoot me, I will just have to shoot one of them before I drop.”
 
   “Go ahead and shoot him,” Emmet stated. “He’d probably miss, if he did try shooting one of us.  It would almost be worth it, to get rid of him once and for all.  You should have let me shoot him in the beginning!”
 
   “Which is why I don’t think your sister has the guts to shoot me.  There is a kind spot in her heart she can’t control.  She even helped save the life of a wild Indian!”
 
   “When it comes to you, I don’t have any more kind spots,” I hissed.
 
   “Sorry, I don’t believe you.  You even saved my life, after what I had tried to do to you.  You don’t know how to be that mean!”
 
   Just as he spoke the words, I heard him gasp, and then he fell forward, and I could see an arrow sticking up from his back.  Was Muraco here once again to save me?  I jerked my head, looking around, but it wasn’t Muraco that I saw.  Instead, several Indians stepped into the camp sight, glaring at us.  I took in my breath in fright.  All of them looked like they were about to shoot the rest of us, as they held their bows ridged and pointed at us.
 
   Then I did see Muraco, and let my breath out again, but he did not look as friendly as he once had.  He stepped forward, and took the gun from my hand.  One of the other Indians picked up Clinton’s rifle. 
 
    “You are our prisoners,” Muraco told me in English, and my eyes widened.
 
   “I thought we were friends?” I gasped.  “I saved your life, or had you forgotten?”
 
   “It is beyond my control,” he said quietly, glancing at the other Indians, as he said the words.
 
   “She is your fire hair woman, isn’t she?” one of the Indians said in his own language, but I understood the words well enough to know what he had said.  
 
   I decided to pretend that I couldn’t understand them though.  Only Muraco knew I could speak their language.
 
   “Now you can take her as your own,” another told him.
 
   “She is only our prisoner!  I will not take her as my own, and neither will any of you!”  
 
   He turned, looking at each of his companions, with fierceness in his eyes.  “We will take the wagon of food  to the winter camp, since we have not been able to find game,” Muraco stated, in a rough sounding voice, having reverted back to his own language.
 
   I glared at him.  If he took our food, we would have nothing to use over the winter, except for what was left in the cave, if we were ever able to escape, and no telling how long that would last.
 
   The others were forcing Emmet, Nigel, and Darie to their feet and tying their hands.  Muraco was tying my hands, as well.  “I will never forgive you for this,” I said under my breath, in his own language.
 
   “I have no other choice.  I would lose face if I allow you to go free,” he muttered.
 
   “And to think I bothered to save your life!” I growled at him, in my own language.
 
   “It is the white man’s fault that we have little food to last us the winter.  Whatever food you can offer is needed.”
 
   “We are not offering it!  You are taking it!” I said in outrage.  “This is the very reason the soldiers came and attacked your village.  You and your red brothers keep raiding the white settler’s ranches and farms.  What did you expect?”
 
   “The white man has trespassed upon our land and taken it from us, and left us little to survive on, and you complain that we steal food from the white man?  We are only taking back what rightfully belonged to us in the first place!  You kill our buffalo; you trample our grazing land; you build your houses on our land, and then claim the land is yours!  It is you, who are at fault, not us!”  He gave a jerk to my tied hands, as he pulled me along with him.  Sport was going crazy barking at him, but he merely ignored my dog.
 
   One of the Indians had climbed up in the wagon, pulling Emmet and Nigel up on the bench with him.  Another Indian put Dari up on Clinton’s horse, which was the horse father had purchased to pull the buggy.  Muraco was putting me up on Lightening.  My long skirt spread out around me. He took the rein of Lightening, as he sprung up on his own horse.  I could see a worried look in Muraco’s eyes, but his face showed little sympathetic emotion.
 
   “You know you will end up being punished for this,” I continued, as he pulled my horse behind his.
 
   “How much more can they punish us?  They want us to die over the winter.  Your people want to wipe us away, and pretend like we were never here, so they can have all that once belonged to our people.  Every time we make a treaty with them, they change their minds, and give us less and less land to survive on.  The reason we were even out here was because there is no game on what land they gave us.  They force us to remain on that land, in hopes we will just end up starving to death!  If we leave it, they will have an excuse to kill us anyway.”
 
   “I don’t agree with what my people are doing to your people,” I told him.  “But since you are treating me like an enemy, after I saved your life, I don’t think I can blame them!”
 
   He looked over his shoulder, at me, a little sadly, I thought.  Then his eyes flashed at me, and he turned his head away, not speaking to me again.
 
   I glanced over my shoulder, as we departed.  Clinton  still lay face-down, and I assumed he was dead.  One of the Indians was leading his horse, with Dari on its back, and I thought about Bertha.  Now she didn’t even  have a horse and buggy to take her back to Dodge.  She would probably starve, but it was Clinton’s fault, for leaving her behind in order to follow us, I told myself.  It served them both right, for their devious ways.  At least, I had left them a way to escape, and they refused to take it.  Now we were all going to suffer because of him and his greedy mother!
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER FOURTEEN
 
    
 
   We traveled through the night, and I felt completely exhausted, since we had barely gotten any sleep, and we had traveled through the night, just the night before.  Muraco did not speak to me.  Perhaps he felt his friends would disapprove of him if he did, or maybe he was the one who disapproved of me.
 
   I began thinking about all the mistakes I had made, the first one being, saving this savage’s life!  Then I saved Clinton’s life.  My very humanity was bringing this all upon me, and I wondered if the adage of do unto others as you would have them do unto you, really held true.  My father thought he was helping out a woman who needed a man in her life, and look where it got him?  I should have let Emmet kill Clinton the way he suggested.  After all, Clinton ended up dead anyway, and if we had done it, we would still be safe at our farm with food to last us the winter.
 
   Now we were heading to an Indian village where they had little food to sustain them, so what would they spare for us, the very people who they believed put them in their situation? 
 
    I had thought Muraco was a trusted friend.  After all, he had saved me from Clinton, when we were in the cave, but perhaps it was because he thought he could convince me to go with him, back then.  When I refused, this was probably his revenge, I decided.  He would make me suffer for turning down his offer, I thought, sadly to myself.  
 
   I had only gotten to know him for a mere couple of weeks, so how could I even judge his character?  I had omitted the fact that he was actually a wild Indian and just as unpredictable as the rest of his people.  They had certain creeds to live by, and apparently he would rather see me suffer than lose face.  How selfish can one get, I thought.  My opinion of him, and draw towards him was now drastically changing.
 
   I was impulsive and too concerned with the comfort of others than my own welfare, I berated myself.  From this point on, I vowed I would be tough and unyielding. I would never trust any man again, either Indian or white.  I had been right to have felt contented to live at the farm and never marry.  Having a man in one’s life was too complicated.  It wasn’t worth the sacrifice to hope for love or someone who truly cared for you above themselves.
 
   I stared at the back of Muraco’s well tended head.  His braids were wrapped in fur strips at the ends.  Feathers dangling from rawhide strips with beads decorating them, hovered about his shoulders.  His very exotic features lost their appeal for me.  I was now his prisoner, and he no longer wanted me as his woman, but he was going to make sure no other man in his tribe had me either.  
 
   Perhaps I should be grateful that he chose to protect me from his friends, I thought, but the realization that he considered me a prisoner rather than a friend, broke my heart.  It was like a wild animal that someone saved and healed and cared for, turning on them in the end.  Wild things could never be trusted!
 
   Sport trotted beside my horse, looking up at me from time to time, and giving a helpless whine.  He knew something was amiss, but there was little he could do about it either.  I looked over and saw the stricken face of my sister, as one of the Indians led her horse steadily along.  I feared for her safety, because Muraco never said anything about keeping his eager friends away from her.  Her long blond hair hovered about her face as a small breeze caught at it.  She had no way to brush it aside, since her hands were tied to the saddle horn, the same as mine were. 
 
   Emmet had a stoic look upon his face, and I knew he was trying to wrestle with ways of saving us all, but I didn’t know what he could do to accomplish that.  Nigel looked more excited than frightened.  His eyes roved over the Indians mounted on their horses about us, taking in their dress and mannerisms, as though he was having an adventure.  Perhaps his very interest in the Indians would be what would save him, I thought.
 
   Buttercup and Hope followed, as expected.  The Indians would probably eat both of our cows, I thought morbidly.  If they wanted the milk though, perhaps they would spare Buttercup’s life. The chickens in the cage, made little fuss, because it was dark, and they were probably all asleep with their heads under their wings.  The pigs were the lucky ones, I thought.  They could scrounge for food at the farm, and Bertha probably wouldn’t even think to try to capture them and kill them for food.  
 
   She may try eating the other chickens, and she could use their eggs, but eventually, as the weather got colder, the chickens would stop laying eggs, and she would be forced to eat all of them in the end, unless she found a way to get back to Dodge.  If she walked out to the Santa Fe trail, there may be someone using it who could take her to Dodge.  Since Kit Carson had attacked the Indians, the stage was using the trail again, but I didn’t know how long it would continue running before the weather prevented it.  I tried to shake all these thoughts aside as we continued on.
 
   Slowly, the dawn began to spread a soft glow across the countryside.  I watched, listlessly, as the harvest sun pushed up into the sky, red and streaming, before it started to turn yellow and burn its rays against us, and the grass lands we traveled over.  We were going to have what was called an Indian Summer, and I laughed to myself, because for these people around me, every summer was an Indian summer, so what did they call a long warm fall, I wondered.
 
   We continued to travel, and the Indians stopped once to rummage through our food stuff, to pick something they could eat along the way.  They found the flour sack of biscuits that had been left over from our supper the night we left, and divided them up among themselves, even handing some of them to us to eat as well.  They tasted dry and crusty, but Darie had made them, and she was a good cook.  They had tasted much better when we ate them two days earlier.
 
   Muraco glanced over his shoulder at me, like he was trying to decide what he was really going to do with me, but he didn’t say anything.  The others seemed in high spirit, as they chatted happily with each other.  I could not understand everything they said, but enough of it got through to me to realize that two of them were arguing over who would get Darie as their woman, and saying something about Muraco finally deciding to marry someone called Lomasi, since he claimed he did not plan to take me as his own.
 
   Now I knew why he didn’t care if I was a prisoner or not.  He was pledged to another.  He wasn’t punishing me for not going with him in the first place.  He was indifferent.  I was just another white person to him, and since we had what his tribe needed, he had no problem with taking me as a prisoner, along with our goods, and handing my sister off to his braves.  I wondered what their plans were for Emmet and Nigel, as I sat shivering on the back of Lightening, being led by someone I had trusted for two brief weeks.
 
   The Kiowa and Comanche village was spread out along the banks of a river.  At first, it was so concealed, that I didn’t even realize we had approached it, until we pushed through the trees that grew along the bank. 
 
   The picturesque Indian camp was larger than I had expected.  There were the typical teepees along with rough looking lean-tos, dotted over the landscape.  Smoke from the camp fires drifted up and joined hazy clouds above us.  Many of the people turned and looked expectantly, when we broke through into the village proper.  When they saw the wagon, and the fact that there were white people among the hunting party, they all rushed forward, asking questions, and pointing to us and our wagon.
 
   Then a tall important-looking Indian approached and stood before Muraco.  Muraco jumped down from his pony, and greeted the man with a hug.  
 
   “What have you brought?” I heard the Indian ask in Kiowa.
 
   “We could not find any game, but we did find this group of white people traveling with a wagon load of food.  Since we had no luck finding our own food, we decided to take that which we were deprived of by the white soldiers, when they burnt our village.”
 
   “Who are these people?” the one, who seemed to be in command, asked.  “The whites do not travel when the weather turns.”
 
   “They live on a farm north of here.  The woman on the pony behind me, saved my life when I had been wounded by the soldiers, so I have spared her life and her family’s life.  If I sent them back with no food, they would starve over the winter.”
 
   “They may starve anyway,” was the other’s reply.  “The food you took will help add to our meager supply, but now there are even more mouths to feed, since you have brought prisoners.”
 
   “We must continue to try hunting over the winter,” Muraco insisted.
 
   “This will make the white soldiers angry, for taking more white people from their farm,” the older man grumbled.
 
   “Nothing will make the soldiers happy except for our demise!  They will come kill us in the spring, anyway!”  Muraco’s eyes looked angry and hard as steel.  Perhaps that was why he didn’t care what happened to me or my family, I thought.
 
   “It has been done,” the other said, as though he was resigning himself to the situation.  “Divide the food between our own friends and family, since we had nothing to bring with us when we came to join the Comanche.”
 
   The one driving the wagon, pulled Emmet and Nigel  down from the bench. The Indian leading Clinton’s horse, untied Darie’s hands from the saddle horn and pulled her down as well.  “I wish to have the woman,” he stated.
 
   “No!” I found myself crying in Kiowa.  “She is my sister!  You cannot have her!”
 
   The older man looked up at me, a little surprised.  “You speak our language,” he said what was already evident.
 
   “Muraco taught me, when I was tending to his wound.  I saved his life, and this is how he repays me?  Do your people have no honor?”
 
   The Indian, glanced at Muraco a little disapprovingly, then shrugged.  
 
   “I am Dohasan, Main Chief of the Kiowa.  Muraco is my nephew, and I am thankful you have saved his life.  As Muraco mentioned, without this extra food, we all may starve over the winter.  You have more than just your family needs.  You have come and trespassed on our land, and built your farm on our grazing land.  The land is Mother Earth, who shares with all that uses her bounty.  Therefore, the food belongs to us as much as it belongs to you.”
 
   “But we were the ones who grew it, harvested it, and preserved it to last the winter!  You didn’t!” I protested.
 
   “Which makes only part of it yours,” Dohasan smiled.  “We have no shelter for you.  All of our lodges were burned. Tala, has offered to shelter your sister.  Since you have saved my nephew, we will not take you or your family prisoners.  You will be our guests over the winter, and then you are free to return to your farm, when spring comes.  Therefore, Tala, cannot take your sister as his woman, but he can shelter her in his teepee for her own well being.  Apenimon also has a teepee, which can be used to shelter your two brothers.”  He nodded to the Indian, who had been driving the wagon.
 
   “Then I will go with my sister, as well,” I insisted.
 
   Muraco stepped forward.  “No. I will shelter you in my lean-to,” he offered.  “You saved my life, and now I am responsible for your life.  However, I will not take you as my woman, since you will be free to leave when spring comes.”  He gave me one long look, and then untied my hands from the saddle and pulled me down from Lightening.
 
   Tala was pushing Darie forward, and she was looking over her shoulder at me.  “What are they doing?” she asked.
 
   “You have to go with him.  Only if he lays one hand on you, you let me know!  They have promised that no harm will come to you.”
 
   “And you believe them?” she squealed.  “Where did you learn to speak the Indian’s language anyway?”
 
   “I helped the Indian with me, when he was wounded.  I told Emmet about it.  Muraco was the one who saved me from Clinton, who attempted to rape me the day he was shot.  It wasn’t a hunting party that shot Clinton.  I’ll tell you about it later, but you have to go with Tala now.  I think his name means Wolf.”
 
   “He looks like a wolf,” Darie shuddered, glaring at the one prodding her on.  “He is probably as dangerous as one too!”
 
   I turned to Emmet.  “The Comanche has a teepee to shelter you under.  His name is Apenimon.  We have to share our food with them, because Kit Carson burned their village and their winter storage, remember?”
 
   Emmet looked angry.  I remember how he was glad that Kit Carson had attacked the Indians.  Now the tables were turned, I thought.  We were at the Indian’s mercy instead.  Perhaps Emmet would change his views when he too would have to suffer with the Indians over what Kit Carson, and his men had done.
 
   Muraco was pulling me to a rough looking lean-to, that had three walls, and a blanket covering the opening.  It did not look very weather tight, and I wondered how he expected us to survive over the winter in it.  Sport was at my heels, giving a low growl, every once in awhile.  He was probably as frightened as the rest of us were.
 
   Muraco pushed me inside, and I landed on a buffalo robe, covering dry grass that had been piled on the floor of the lean-to.  It reminded me of my loft bed.  In one corner, was a fire ring, but there was no fire lit in it.  The place seemed cold, dark, and uninviting.  Sport remained outside, but I could hear him whining, the same way he did when he sat at the base of the ladder that led to my loft room in the barn.
 
   I looked around me with hopeless eyes. 
 
    “You should chink all the holes,” I suggested, envisioning cold winds filtering through the gaps between the long branches that made up the walls of the shelter.  
 
   Muraco raised his eyebrows at me.  
 
   “It will make it cooler on hot days, and warmer at night,” I informed him.  
 
   I knew how cold the nights could get, no matter how hot the day had been.
 
   “What is chink?” Muraco asked, with a half smile.
 
   “It is sand and clay mixed with straw or grass.  You can put it in all the cracks to keep the weather out.”
 
   “We usually do not build houses like the whites, but since all our teepees had been burned, we had no other choice,” he said, almost as though he was ashamed to have been lowered to such a condition.  “You cannot bring a house with you, when you wander over the land.  We have to follow the buffalo, and the wild game in order to survive.  That is why the whites putting us on small portions of land and expecting us to farm like the white people, does not work for us.  When you stay in one place, it contaminates the earth, with both human and animal waste.  Mother nature will clean the earth, once we leave one camp ground for another, and then when we return again, we can use it once more.  The whites stay in one place and that is why they get the sickness that can kill them and us alike.”
 
   “We dig holes to bury our waste, and use the animal waste to fertilize our plants.  My family never got sick from living in one house for the last four years,” I boasted.
 
   “Then tomorrow, you can show me this chink method you talk of,” he told me.
 
   Just as he spoke, the blanket flap was pulled aside, and a young Indian woman stood glaring at Muraco and myself.  Sport was barking at her heels, but she ignored him.
 
   “So this is the fire haired woman Inteus said you always speak of!”  
 
   She came in and walked around me, taking me in with her dark angry eyes.  
 
   “She is ugly!  How can you let yourself be pulled by her?  She is White!  There is no place for whites in our village!”  she almost screamed the words.
 
   “She saved my life,” Muraco said softly.  “Now I am responsible for her life.  She will be leaving at the end of winter.”
 
   “Give her to someone else to care for!  Inteus likes her.  He said he would take her in your stead, and take on the burden of her safety.”
 
   “She did not save Inteus’ life,” Muraco snapped.  “Besides, you have no say in this.  I am not pledged to you!” 
 
   “Inteus said you did not want to make her your woman, yet you bring her into your lodge,” she complained.
 
   “I bring her here to protect her from Inteus and others who would try and take her.”
 
   “You just want her for yourself!” the woman accused.
 
   I knew who she was.  She had to be Lomasi, which I knew meant Pretty Flower, the braves had been speaking about.  Even though she had an angry look on her face, I had to admit that her name fit her well.
 
   “What I want and what I do, has nothing to do with you,” Muraco continued.  “You shouldn’t be here.  It is not your place to scold me like you are my wife!”
 
   “Maybe it is this ugly white woman you want as your wife!”  
 
   She glared at me as she spoke.
 
   “I have not chosen anyone to be my wife.  Please leave before you anger me!”
 
   Lomasi shrugged.  
 
   “You will regret your choice!  We will see if she leaves after winter!  If not, I will make sure she does,” she warned.
 
   Then she turned and left us, and I could tell that Muraco was very upset that she had come to his lean-to.  He looked almost apologetic at me.  “She thinks I should take her as my wife, but I have not chosen anyone,” he said, almost under his breath.
 
   “Why not?  She is very lovely.  She looks like a pretty flower.  She would probably make a good wife for you,” I stated.
 
   “She wants to tell me what to do.  It is not a woman’s place to make the choice, but the man’s place.”
 
   “What if the woman doesn’t want the man to choose her?” I asked with interest.
 
   “Then he would not choose her either, but sometimes a brave is permitted to marry a prisoner woman, whether she chooses him or not.”  He gave me a sizzling look.
 
   “Lucky I am not a prisoner then,” I murmured.
 
   “I would not take you, even if you were,” he said indifferently.  “Love must be a two way agreement.  I will not take any woman I do not love, or who doesn’t love me.”
 
   “Apparently, you have some ethics,” I conceded.
 
   “No more talking!” he said suddenly.  
 
   He came over to me, and tied my hands to one of the posts that supported the wall, and then left the lean-to. I sat there feeling dejected.  I had been right refusing to go with him, when he had insisted I leave my farm.  I was crazy to have felt any attraction to him.  He was Kiowa and I was a white girl.  We had nothing in common.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER FIFTEEN
 
    
 
   I had not realized that I had fallen asleep until I felt Muraco untying my hands.  Suddenly, I felt exhausted.  Everything that had happened in the last several days, hit me all at once.  I had been so involved in making plans and then worrying that the plans would not work out, that I never paused to take any time for myself.  Now all that energy that had been keeping me going seemed to drain away, and sap me of all my strength.
 
   Not only did I feel completely lost, but a feeling of depression started to fall over me, as I now had time to think about the loss of my father, and the fact that we had to leave the farm, and how we had to give up all our food to the Indians, that Darie and I had labored over, not only growing, but preserving.  I thought about Darie, and how frightened she must be feeling right now, and there was nothing either Emmet nor I could do about it.  I had always played the part of her mother, and I couldn’t even protect her.
 
   I sank down on the soft buffalo robe, in despair.  Muraco was lighting a fire in the fire pit, and I realized I had been shivering, because the sun must have set, and the night chill was starting to seep into the lean-to.  Muraco glanced over at me, and the light of the fire brought out the features of his face.  The high cheekbones, large, dark eyes, full lips, straight, strong looking nose, lofty, flat forehead, along with his long black hair, which he wore falling lose around his face, accented everything that he was, and stood for.
 
   When he saw me looking at him, he went back to his task, as though he didn’t wish to acknowledge me for some reason, which made me feel even worse.  I curled up into a ball, and continued to shiver as tears started to take over my emotions.  Nothing, I had done had, worked out.  I had made all the wrong decisions, and because of me, we had ended up as the “guests” of Indians.  Dorie and Emmet would never forgive me for this, I thought in self-pity.
 
   I wasn’t sure if Nigel would be as upset as Darie and Emmet, though, because when I saw him leaving with the Comanche who was going to shelter him and Emmet, he seemed more excited than frightened.  He had been looking around and pointing at things, asking the Indian beside him questions.  I wondered if Apenimon could speak English.
 
   Muraco stood up and started removing his shirt.  My eyes widened through my tears, even though I had seen him and touched him without his shirt on before.  I just hadn’t thought about the fact that he would remove his clothes before lying down.  I was still wearing my dress.
 
   I watched as the firelight glowed against his bronze skin, actuating the shape of his muscles, as they bulged, and rippled, with every movement he made, while removing his clothes.  When he also removed his buckskin leggings, exposing his nudity to me, I took in my breath.  I did not count on that!  He seemed unconcerned about it, though.
 
   I closed my eyes, because I had not seen a grown man in such a state of undress, and I wasn’t sure if he was going to make me his woman, after all? 
 
   Finally, Muraco came and sat down beside me, on the buffalo fur, making me too much aware of his closeness.  “Why do you cry?” he asked, as though he couldn’t believe that I was unhappy.  “I have promised you safety.  I have said I would protect you, and you can return to your home again.”
 
   I peeked open one eye.  “If we don’t end up starving to death,” I half hissed.  “You have taken all our food.  You know it will not last us and your tribe over the winter.”  I tried to focus my one eye on his face.
 
   “I will hunt,” he said stubbornly.
 
   “Like you were doing before you ran across us?  I heard what your friends said about not being able to find any game, which is the reason you took our food.”
 
   “The white man has taken our land and our means of surviving,” he growled.
 
   “But I am not the one who did it!  I am the one who saved you from dying!  This is how you reward me for my kindness, by taking our food, and bringing us here to die right along with your people?”
 
   “We are a strong people.  We will survive!”  He gave me an obstinate glare.
 
   “But I am not one of your people.  What makes you think I will survive?”  I raised up on one elbow, so my face was more level with his.  I managed to open both of my eyes, as I looked upon his face.
 
   “Because you are stronger than you think.  You were brave and willing to leave your home to keep the man you should have let me kill completely, from harming you.  If I had not been there, he would have taken you back with him, or shot you, possibly after he finally took your womanhood from you.  He wanted to kill your family to force you to his will.  You said he had killed your father.  You should have let him die in that cave, and gone with me.”
 
   “Well, now you have me, it seems,” I said bitterly, finding my eyes wandering over his beautiful body, wondering what he planned to do with me.
 
   “No, you are wrong.  I do not have you.  I merely have you in my lodge, where you will have shelter.  Don’t worry. I will not allow you to starve to death.  If I have to, I will give you my share of the food to keep you alive.”
 
   “You would do that?” I breathed, looking up into his dark, liquid eyes, as my eyes flashed back to his face.
 
   “As I said.  You saved my life, and now I must return that favor.  I will not allow any harm to come to you.  I am a man of my word!”
 
   Our conversation was a cross between English and Kiowa, when Muraco did not know the right words to use.  Sometimes I would give him the word he seemed to be searching for.
 
   “There are no use for tears,” he said, at last, reaching out a finger and wiping a tear from my cheek.  “I do not wish to see you unhappy, but sometimes the Great Mystery brings to us blessings, when we do not even know they are a blessing.  I had been wounded, and yet the Great Mystery led me to you.  You were in trouble, and was led to me again.  Let Dawkee, the Great Mystery guide our path.”
 
   Muraco hesitated, and ran his hand down over my arm, which caused me to shiver, because he seemed way to close. I could almost feel the heat from his skin, reaching out to me. “You must cover yourself,” he said abruptly.  “Your skin is so cold, and you are shivering!”
 
   He suddenly grabbed up a nearby Indian blanket, and threw it over the two of us, pulling me close to him.  I could feel his bare chest against my cheek.
 
   “If you only wish to protect me, then why do you keep me tied up like a prisoner?  I thought we were supposed to be guests?”  I chided.
 
   “I know you are frightened.  I know you are willful.  That stubborn part of you may take over your good judgment.  I am only protecting you from yourself.  Once I am sure you will not try to escape to your farm, I will untie you.”
 
   “You mean when the snow falls so I can’t get back?” I scoffed.
 
   “Say you will stay, and I will untie you now,” he whispered.
 
   “I will stay,” I replied.  “I have to stay.  My family is here.  You have all our food!”  
 
   Nevertheless, in the back of my mind, I knew there was more food back in the cave.  It may not be enough to last the whole winter, but we could stretch it, and do some hunting of our own, I thought.  Only I would have to escape some time in the future, once I was able to make those plans with the others.
 
   “Then I will untie you, and hope you are a person of your word,” he said reluctantly.  
 
   I knew he did not believe me, and he had every right not to, I thought.
 
   I felt him fumbling with the binds on my wrists, and once they were free, he reached his arms around me, and pulled me to him.  
 
   “Lay close to me, so you can get warm,” he said softly.
 
   The feel of his strong body pressing against mine, was doing something to my senses that I didn’t quite understand.  I kept thinking about his lack of clothes, and that part of him that had grabbed my attention the moment he let his clothes fall away.  I tried not to think about it, but I couldn’t help myself.
 
   I knew the real reason he held me to him, was because he was probably afraid I would sneak away in the night.  Only I was too tired to sneak away.  I was even too tired to make plans for my escape.  There was still time, I told myself.  All I wanted at the moment was to slip away into the world of dreams where nothing could touch me, as long as I did not have nightmares, but the closeness of him seemed to keep all thought of sleep at bay.
 
   Every time he moved, or his arms tightened around me, I became more aware of him.  The smell of him filled my senses, and I remembered how I had held the quilt, he had used in the cave, around me and breathed his essence in.  
 
   Now his essence was so overpowering, that it overwhelmed my whole being, and I realized that my heart was starting to beat faster, just thinking about the closeness of his strong muscular body clutching me so tightly to him.
 
   My hands were pressed against his chest, and the feel of his smooth skin against my palms intrigued me.  I found my fingers slowly moving against his chest, just to feel the texture of his skin against my hands.  I wasn’t sure why this closeness affected me in such a mysterious way, as I tried to calm my breathing.
 
   “Are you frightened?” I heard him asking in a husky voice.
 
   “You…you said you would not harm me,” I reminded him.
 
   “I won’t, so why is your heart beating so hard that I can feel it against my chest?”
 
   “I have never been this close to a man, before,” I told him.
 
   “But you slept with me in the cave, and you did not seem frightened then,” he insisted.
 
   “But now you have no clothes on,” I pointed out.
 
   He gave a low chuckle.  “Indians do not wear any clothes when they sleep,” he informed me.  “You should take your clothes off as well.”
 
   “No!” I squealed, trying to push away from him.
 
   “I am not like the man who tried to take you in the cave,” he said, almost bitterly.  “Indians value a woman’s virtue.  I would never take you, unless you were my woman.”
 
   “But I hear about Indians raping women all the time,” I accused.
 
   “It is permitted, if the woman is a prisoner, because she is considered a slave.  Even so, you are not my prisoner, or my slave.”
 
   “You were going to take me as a prisoner,” I rebutted.
 
   “Yes, but not for that reason.  Now you are our guest, so you are safe.”
 
   His hold on me became tighter, as he pressed my head down against his chest.  
 
   “Sleep,” he said. “De-mau.” 
 
   I was running, and Clinton was chasing me.  How could Clinton be chasing me, I thought.  He was supposed to be dead. He was yelling something at me about letting his mother starve to death, because we took all the food.  I did not have time to look behind me to puzzle out the strangeness of the situation, because I knew if I did, he would catch up with me.  As I had the thought, I felt his arms reach out to grab me.  I started to struggle, as his hands started tearing at my clothes.  
 
   “No, no!  Do not touch me!” I cried, as I pushed violently against him.
 
   “Hush,” I heard him say. “You are not going to get hurt.”
 
   “You killed my father!” I screeched back.
 
   “No.  You are safe.”  
 
   I felt his lips brush against my forehead.  
 
   “Wake up, Pi au-dau.  I am here to protect you.”  
 
   His lips touched my eyes, and then my cheek, and my eyes flew open to find Muraco, holding me to him.
 
   “What are you doing?” I snapped, as I tried to push him away from me.
 
   “You were crying out in your sleep.  I was trying to calm you,” he insisted, refusing to let me escape his embrace.
 
   The dream started to come back to me, and I shivered.  “We should go and bury Clinton,” I suddenly said.  “If anyone finds him, they will come after you and your people.”
 
   “Perhaps you are right,” he agreed.  “I will send one of my friends.”
 
   “No!  We have to do it.  You and I!  I have to make sure that Clinton is dead, and buried.  Then we have to go back to my farm and find out if Bertha is still there.  I can’t just leave her there to starve.  I left the horse and buggy so she and Clinton could get back to Dodge, but he is dead now, and there is no horse there for her to use.”
 
   “Why do you worry about your enemy?” he asked.
 
   “If we don’t do this, I will continue to have bad dreams.”  I had to make him agree.  “I will make it worth your while,” I found myself saying.  “There is more food at the farm, and the pigs are there.  We could get the rest of the food, and slaughter the pigs to bring back to your people to eat.  We’ll take the wagon.  Emmet can come with us to help with the pigs.  There are more chickens too.  Why leave them to die over the winter?  I thought we would be able to return before winter actually hit.”
 
   “You have more food?” he questioned as though he didn’t believe me and thought it was a trick.
 
   “Yes, we couldn’t bring it all with us. We had to leave some of the animals behind, also.  Bring one of your braves, if you don’t trust me, and a pack horse or something to put the pig meat on.”
 
   “What doesn’t fit on the wagon, we can put on a travois,” he suggested.
 
   “Whatever you think will work.  If Bertha is gone, I will assume she made her way back to Dodge, but if not, we will have to bring her back with us.”
 
   Muraco gave me an exasperated look.  “You ask for too many things,” he grumbled. 
 
   “But you will get more food,” I insisted.  
 
   All my plans of escaping and returning to the farm suddenly seemed to have gone out of my head.  The dream had frightened me so much, that I was sure it was Clinton’s ghost, wanting to punish me for leaving him and his mother without any food, the way we did.
 
   It had only been a few days since we left them, and then traveled to the Kiowa village.   She could at least survive on eggs for that long, I reasoned, and if she was smart, she would kill one of the chickens and cook it, I thought.
 
   “Say you will do it,” I insisted.
 
   “If I don’t, you will hound me about it, until I do,” he predicted.
 
   “In the morning, as soon as we get up,” I demanded.
 
   Muraco put his large hand on the side of my face, and looked down into my eyes.  
 
   “If I do this for you, you must promise not to cause any trouble while you are with us,” he begged.
 
   “I promise,” I said.
 
   “Then lay back down beside me, and now you can have good dreams,” he murmured, pulling me against him again.
 
   “Yes,” I said, but I didn’t know how I was ever going to have good dreams again.
 
   Once again, I was overly aware of Muraco laying against me, and now one of his hands was stroking my hair, while the other smoothed over my back.  He was trying to comfort me, I thought, but what it was doing to my senses was way beyond comforting.
 
   I started to drift away in sleep, being held snuggly against Muraco’s strong chest.  I felt myself rubbing my cheek against his chest, as his hand stroked over my hair.  I did not expect him to be so gentle.
 
   I was dreaming again, but this time I think I knew it was a dream.  Muraco held me in my dream, but in my dream, I also was undressed.  I was not frightened, but I welcomed his caresses, as he filled my body with rapture at his very touch.
 
     Why was I dreaming that Muraco was making love to me, I wondered, half awake and half asleep.  I had no intentions of ever letting him touch me the way he was in my dream.
 
   I jerked awake, only to find that Muraco was no longer laying beside me.  For a split second, I felt totally alone and frightened.  I needed Muraco’s arms around me again, I thought, so I could feel safe and warm.
 
   His clothes were gone, so I knew he had gotten dressed, and left the lean-to.  I sat up and rubbed my eyes, just as the flap of the lean-to opened.  I thought it was Muraco returning, but instead, I saw it was Lomasi, standing in the doorway.
 
   “You have no right to be here!” she spat at me in her own language.  
 
   I didn’t know if she knew whether I could understand her or not, but apparently she had some things she wanted to get off her chest.  
 
   “Your fire hair, is all he speaks of!  You have used your bad magic on him, and is making him your servant.  A woman serves the man.  The man does not serve a woman!  Already, Muraco is preparing to take you back to your farm, because you ask it of him!  You should stay at your farm, once you get there!”
 
   “I would like to,” I said, in her own language, surprising her.  
 
   She must not have known I could understand what she was saying.  
 
   “Tell Muraco to leave me there, if you don’t want me to return, but I will have to take all my food back, if I am to stay there.”
 
   “Ha!  The food belongs to us now.  You can go back to your house that you built on our land, and starve, for all I care!  Muraco is my brave.  He has always been mine, from the beginning, and then you come with your red hair to lure him away.”
 
   “I saved his life!” I burst.  “If it wasn’t for me, your brave would be dead!”
 
   Lomasi’s eyes widened.  “And when you did, you cast a spell upon him.  I know your kind of magic!  You are like all other whites.  You have come to destroy us, like every other white person.  But I will not let that happen.  Muraco should have killed all of you, and then taken your food.  Now it is up to me to do what he has failed to do!”
 
   Before I realized it, Lomasi had sprung forward, pulling a knife from a sheath she had at her waist.  I was caught off guard, but I managed to dodge her intended blow, and the knife merely grazed my arm.  I could feel the sudden sting, and then blood was dripping on my skirt.
 
   Before, she had a chance to strike again, two strong arms were pulling her off of me.  “You shame me!” Muraco, was growling at her.  “I promised Pi au-dau protection, and you try to kill her?  She is not our prisoner.  She is our guest!  I wish you never to look upon my face again, and I shall not look upon yours!”
 
   Lomasi’s features looked stricken.  “You do not know what you speak!” she shrieked.  “This Fire Hair woman has blinded you.  She did some bad magic on you when she cared for your wound.  I could tell you had changed as soon as you returned.”
 
   “Go!” Muraco commanded.  “You are escaping on a very slim thread!  Next time I will report you to Dohasan, and let him decide the punishment for attacking a guest!”
 
   I was shaking, as I watched the two argue.  She had expected to become his wife, and I had ruined that for her, I thought.  I was disrupting so many lives, without even meaning to.  Now Muraco would never speak to her again.
 
   Lomasi stormed from the lean-to, and Muraco knelt down beside me, and looked at my arm. “Rip a piece of material off the hem of my dress and bind it,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady.  “I don’t think it is very serious.”
 
   “She could have killed you,” he breathed.  “I never should have left you unattended.”  He busied himself making a bandage out of the strip he ripped from my dress hem.
 
   “It was not your fault.  I am sure you did not know what she was going to do,” I shrugged, not wanting him to feel guilty.
 
   Muraco wrapped my arm in the makeshift bandage.  Then, suddenly, he pulled me roughly against him, and buried his face in my hair.  
 
   “I cannot lose my Pi au-dau,” he mumbled.  “You must remain close to me from now on, until you are free to leave.”
 
   “But once I leave, you will lose me,” I pointed out.
 
   He didn’t say anything.  Instead he merely held me tighter.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER SIXTEEN
 
    
 
   I sat on the wagon bench, beside Muraco.  His cousin, Inteus, was mounted on his Indian pony beside us.  Emmet had refused to come, and considered me a traitor because I had told Muraco about the food hidden in the cave. We were approaching the place where we had been camping before Muraco and the hunting party ran across us.  I was steeling myself for the grizzly scene I expected to see, once we reached our old camp sight. 
 
   The sun kept darting behind dark clouds, casting shadows over us, which mirrored my own inner emotions.  I was hoping there would not be a thunder storm to follow.
 
   When we approached, I could see from a distance, Clinton, still laying face down with the arrow in his back, and I gave a small shudder.
 
   “Inteus will help me bury him,” Muraco told me, parking the wagon a distance away so I would not have to look upon what they would be doing.
 
   He knew that, unlike the Indians, we buried our dead in the ground.  He told me of how many of the Indians across the plains would often dig up the white dead,  that had to be buried along the wagon train trail when they died, in order to take whatever they could find on the body that was useful to them.  The thought of doing such a thing seemed morbid to me.
 
   Muraco lifted the shovel we had brought with us, out of the wagon.  Inteus jumped down from his horse, following Muraco to where Clinton was laying.  I saw Inteus start to take something from Clinton’s body, but Muraco stopped him.  They argued for awhile, but Intues finally gave in and followed Muraco’s instructions.  They didn’t dig a very deep grave.  It would have taken a lot longer if they had, so I didn’t say anything about it.
 
   I sat listlessly on the wagon bench as rolling thunder could be heard, in the distance, and even some lightening flashed on the horizon, but it seemed far away, so it would probably keep its distance.
 
   When they had finally placed Clinton’s stiff body in the hole and covered him with dirt, they placed what rocks they could find, over the grave to keep the wild animals from digging him up.  Then the two returned to the wagon, and Muraco climbed up, while Inteus jumped up on his pony.
 
   In the back of the wagon, along with the shovel,  Muraco had placed two long poles with a buffalo-hide connected to them, before we left the winter camp.  He explained it was a travois, which they could attach to Inteus’ horse, in order to transport whatever didn’t fit on the wagon, back to the village.
 
   We continued on to the farm, leaving the dark clouds even farther behind, but my own thoughts were full of dark clouds.  All I could think of was how stiff Clinton’s body was, when they lifted him, in order to put him in the hole they had dug.  I wondered what we would discover when we arrived at the farm.
 
   When we finally approached, I could see the ducks and gees roaming around the yard, hunting for food.  I did not see the pigs, though.  The chickens were also loose, since we had left very little to feed the animals when we left, and we had left the chicken house open so the chickens could find something to eat, if they were not eaten themselves by some wild animal.
 
   When the wagon came to a halt, Buck and Bell tossed their heads and pawed the ground, as though they were anxious to be put in the barn with some fresh hay and grain, which was what they had been used to, when arriving home.  I climbed down, and both Muraco and Inteus walked beside me, as I approached the front door.
 
   “Bertha?” I called, wondering if she had left, or whether she was still at the house, since she had not come out of the house when we approached, but if she was looking out the window, she would have seen the Indians with me, and probably feared the worse.
 
   I slowly opened the door and looked inside.  I did not see Bertha anywhere.  
 
   “If you are here, you need to come out, Bertha,” I called.  “No one is going to hurt you, but if you stay here, you are going to starve.  Clinton is dead, so you need to come with us.”
 
   When I mentioned Clinton being dead, I heard a faint whimper, so I knew Bertha was in the house somewhere.
 
   “These Indians are taking me back to their village, when we leave.  We are taking all the left-over stock, and are slaughtering the pigs, so we can bring them with us as well.  You won’t have any way to feed yourself, and you don’t have a horse to pull the buggy, so you will have to come with us.”
 
   I heard a noise, and I looked up to see Bertha hesitantly coming down the stairs. 
 
   “Clinton is dead?” she asked in a weak shaking voice.
 
     She looked thin, and frightened.  It didn’t look like she had bothered to change her dress since the day we left.  Her hair was no longer immaculately combed, and parts of it hung around her face, as it fell from the pins.
 
   “An Indian killed him, because he was threatening to kill members of my family, the same way he had killed our father.  You are as guilty as he was, but I won’t let the Indians harm you.  They are my friends, and the only way you are going to survive, is if you come with us.  If you refuse, we can take you as far as the Santa Fe trail where you might find someone to take you to Dodge, but you will have no supplies, and no telling if anyone will come along and help you.  Your best choice is to come with us for the winter, and when we return in the spring, I will have Emmet take you back to Dodge.”
 
   Bertha looked like she didn’t believe me, but she had little choice.  Either she remained there and starved to death, or trusted me, and came with us.
 
   “The Indians killed my son!  Why should I go with them?”  She choked in a horror-stricken voice.
 
   “And Clinton killed my father, yet you expected me to marry him!  You don’t deserve the help I am offering you, and if you choose not to take it, you can remain here and fend for yourself, for all I care!” I turned from the room. 
 
   “Where are you going?” she shrieked, as she started to hurry down the stairs.
 
   “I’m going with the Indians to find the pigs, round up the poultry, and load some more food on the wagon we hid in a cave,” I told her, over my shoulder.
 
   “You left food here and hid it?” her voice squeaked.  “You wanted us to starve to death!”
 
   “Yes, but it wasn’t because I wanted you to starve, I just wanted you to leave our farm.  You never should have married my father.  If you intend to come with us, you need to get your things together, by the time we come back.  We don’t have a lot of time.  I made the Indians bury your son, so you should thank me for that!”
 
   “You are a horrid girl!”
 
   “No, I believe that you and Clinton are the ones that are horrid.  You fooled my father into marrying you, and thanked him by putting an end to his life.  I could easily have Emmet turn you into the sheriff when he returns you to Dodge, so just be thankful for small blessings.”
 
   I then left the room, along with Muraco and Inteus, and got back up into the wagon.  
 
   “I’ll show you where the food is, and while you are loading it in the wagon, I will go lure the pigs,” I told him.  “They know me, and will think I have something to feed them.  I’ll take some bucketatoes with me to lure them with.”  
 
   Once I collected some bucketatoes from our extra food storage,  I started sprinting across the meadow, back to the farmhouse.
 
   I thought about the day Buttercup had had her calf, and I had walked across this very meadow, only to discover a wounded Indian in the cave.  It seemed like a lifetime ago, I thought.  The chickens were easy to lure into a cage, since there was still grain that was at the bottom of the bag that we used for feed, which neither Clinton or Bertha bothered to use to feed what few chickens we left behind.  The ducks and geese came just as easy.  Once I had them in several small cages, I went out to look for the pigs.
 
   By the time I had rounded the pigs up, Muraco and Inteus had returned to the house with the wagon full of food.  Inteus had the travois attacked to the back of his horse.
 
   The two braves were well educated in how to slaughter animals, and so I left them to slaughter the pigs and pack the meat on the travois.  I busied myself putting the pens filled with the chickens and ducks, up on top of the wagon where the  tarp, we had used to cover the food in the cave, was now covering the food in the wagon.
 
   Bertha stood on the front porch, clutching her magazines to her breast, like they were a treasure she was afraid to let go of.  Her suitcase sat at her feet on the porch boards beside her.  She looked pitiful, and I thought that maybe she was starting to lose her senses.  Her eyes had a blank, wild look to them, like she wasn’t even seeing us.
 
   Once the pig meat was packed and tied to the travois, I helped Bertha up in the wagon, while Muraco threw her suitcase behind.  I had thought to put some extra cooking utensils, and a reflecting oven that we had used to bake bread in when we had traveled from Missouri, up on the wagon, while the Indians were busy with butchering the pigs.  The thought, of that trip, we took out here, made me think about Aunt Sally and Uncle Ted.  When we returned to the farm again, I would have to write them and tell them about father, I thought absently.
 
   Muraco climbed up beside me and we headed back out towards the winter camp of the Kiowa and Comanche.  None of us spoke, and Bertha rocked herself, as she hugged her magazines to her breast.  I wondered if she had even had anything to eat, while we had been away?  I didn’t bother to ask her.  I just passed her a raw bucketato to eat, tossed one to Inteus, and handed one to Muraco as well.
 
   We did not stop to camp along the way, and it took us the entire night to make it back to the village. I could still hear thunder, in the distance, which rumbled through my head, like a bad omen.  By dawn, we were pulling into the village, and since Indians rise early, many of the tribe came out to greet us and started unloading the wagon and the travois.  
 
   Muraco said he would find someone to shelter Bertha.  When he said that, Bertha gave a shudder and a little whimper.  I had no sympathy for her, though.  She deserved every discomfort and unhappiness she confronted, having to live with the Indians.  After all, because of her and Clinton, we were all in the same boat.  I went to our lean-to and collapsed onto the buffalo skin.
 
   I was aware that someone had come into the lean-to, and I slowly opened my eyes.  I could see Muraco hovering over me.  
 
   “Come with me,” he said, reaching out his hand.
 
   I wasn’t sure why he wanted me to come with him, but I was too tired to balk.  I meekly followed him as he led me away from the camp and headed up along the river bank.  He had two blankets thrown over his arm.  Finally, he stopped.  
 
   “We will bathe here,” he told me, and started to remove his clothes.
 
   I stood watching him, feeling intrigued with the sight of him, and yet embarrassed to shed my clothes as well.  He gave me a questioning glance.  
 
   “Take your clothes off and come into the water,” he instructed.
 
   “I have never been with a man like this.  It seems immodest,” I half-stammered.
 
   “It is important to clean the body.  Kiowas bathe as often as possible.  There is no shame in it,” he insisted.
 
   “But I am a woman, and you are a man,” I protested.
 
   “What does that matter?  Don’t you want to be clean?” 
 
    A confused look came upon his face.
 
   “I shouldn’t undress in front of you,” I said stubbornly.
 
   “I undressed in front of you, but I will turn my back, if you wish,” he half-laughed.
 
   I watched him turn his strong, bronze back to me.  His hair fell loose over his shoulders, and I stood there for a long time, trying to gain enough nerve to remove my clothes.  He looked over his shoulder at me.
 
   “You are just standing there,” he complained.  
 
   He turned, and came over to me.  
 
   “I will not harm you.  I will not try to take you.  I am here to protect you, which is why I choose to stay near to you, even as you bathe.  Don’t be afraid.”  
 
   He reached his hand up, and pulled the pin that held my hair in a bun, causing my hair to billow about my shoulders.
 
   He brought his hand down against the neck of my blouse, and began unfastening the buttons.  I caught my breath, remembering how Clinton had started to undress me, but something about the look on Muraco’s face gave me comfort, so I allowed him to finish the task.  Then he was helping me remove the rest of my clothes until I stood beside him with nothing on.
 
   His hand grasped mine, and led me out into the water, until we were waist deep.  Muraco busied himself bathing himself, dipping his head under the water to wash his hair, and eventually I began to bath myself, as well.
 
   The water felt so cool and refreshing.  The sun was already starting to send its late autumn heat down, and I knew it was going to be a hot day.  I lower in the water, as I watched Muraco across from me tending to himself.  When he saw me watching him, he smiled.
 
   “You see?” he said with a smile, “there is no harm bathing together.”
 
   He came closer to me, and I started to shiver, as he reached out his hand and smoothed it over my wet hair.  
 
   “You have a fire soul,” he mumbled.  “We believe the hair is the soul, and your hair matches who you are.  You are stubborn and brave, yet kind and have a tender place even for your enemy.”  
 
   He took one of my hands in his, and looked down at it.
 
     “I have felt your soft hands on my body, when you cared for me.  It was all I ever thought about.  I still think about it,” he breathed.
 
   I involuntarily reached out and touched his wound, running my fingers over the scar.  
 
   “You healed well,” I murmured.
 
   Muraco’s eyes looked deeply into mine, consuming my very being with his stare.  I could feel that stare pulling me to him in a way I had never experienced before.  Suddenly, I became self-conscious, and started to pull my hand away.  Only Muraco placed his hand over mine, not allowing me to pull away from him.
 
   “Do not fear me,” he whispered.  “I am here to protect you.  Only you must trust me.  You must stay near to me, because Lomasi may not be the only one who does not want you here.  Also, she may try to attack you again, if I do not remain beside you.  You must never stray from my side.”
 
   “For the whole winter?” I asked, starting to feel a little alarmed.
 
   “You have no other choice.  The whites have betrayed us in the past.  Many do not trust any whites.  Promise you will stay near me at all times.”
 
   “What about my brothers and sister?” I questioned.  “Are their lives in danger?”
 
   “It is the custom to treat guests with respect, but nothing can be promised, if someone breaks that custom,” he told me.
 
   “Then you had better make sure no one breaks that custom,” I said firmly, starting to stiffen.
 
   “I will make it my duty,” he assured me.  
 
   Then he placed his arms around me and held me against him, stroking my back with his broad hand.  
 
   “I will always watch over you, so you can leave unharmed, after winter has passed,” he mumbled in my hair.
 
   Muraco stood holding me, for a long moment.  At length, he finally led me up on the bank, and wrapped one of the blankets around me.  He wrapped the other blanket around himself.  He stopped, bending down to pick up our clothes.  
 
   “We will go back to my lodge and sleep now,” he told me, and started out ahead of me, like nothing had transpired between us.
 
   When we reached the lean-to, Muraco held the flap open for me, so I could enter.  Then he went to the buffalo robe, and grabbed my hand, pulling me down beside him, wrapping me in his blanket, along with mine.  I laid my head against his shoulder, feeling his wet hair against my cheek.  His strong arms clutched me to him, as though he never intended to let go.  I could feel myself sinking into him, letting his essence wash over me in a way I couldn’t quite understand.  I only knew I felt protected by him.  I wanted to remain by his side, the way he insisted I do, not just to feel safe, but to feel content, as well.
 
   I could feel his bare skin against my own skin, and the warmth of it filled me with a need for that warmth.   I felt myself pushing closer against him, wanting to soak his warmth into me.  Muraco placed his lips on my forehead.  They felt soft and pliable, and inviting.  I liked the touch of his lips on my brow.  I gave a small murmur, and his arms squeezed me tighter.
 
   Eventually, I fell asleep feeling warm and contented, in Muraco’s embrace.  Perhaps he was not as indifferent about me after all, I decided.  Anyway, at that moment, I knew he was not acting indifferent.
 
   When I opened my eyes, Muraco was leaning on his elbow, looking down at me.  “Are you rested?” he asked.  “We should probably eat something.  I hear your sister is baking bread.  Tala is very impressed with her.”
 
   I realized he wore his buckskin leggings, so he must have gotten up and gone out, while I still slept.  “She is a very good cook,” I told him.
 
   “My people do not make bread the way she does.  We have eaten the white man’s bread before, because we were given gifts by the whites to persuade us not to attack the wagons on the trail, but no one ever knew how it was made.  The whole tribe is watching her bake it.”
 
   “Really?” I smiled.
 
   “I brought your bag of clothes, from the wagon.  Get dressed, and we will go out and watch her too,” he offered.
 
   Muraco handed me my satchel, I had packed when we first left the farm, and I rummaged through it, to find something to wear.  Muraco stood over me, watching my every move, as I pulled my clothes from the satchel.
 
   “Why do you wear so many clothes?” he asked, with a quizzical smile.  “A dress should be all you need,” he insisted.  “It makes it easier when you need to relieve yourself.”  
 
   He grabbed up my petty-coat, under things and stockings and threw them in the corner, and took up my dress.
 
      “That should do,” he told me, placing it over my head.  He pulled it down around me, and started doing up the buttons.  
 
   “I will get you moccasins to wear,” he told me.
 
   Then he pulled me by the hand and led me out of the lean-to, without any shoes on.  We headed to a large group of people who were gathered around, what I learned was the fire where Darie was putting pans of bread in the reflector oven that was on the fire.  She looked up at me and smiled.
 
   “They think I am making magic,” she said.  “When I was kneading the dough, Wolf called me Khoon-gyah Maun.  It means dancing hands,” she smiled.
 
   I gave a pleased laugh, because she seemed to be fitting in so well, and did not look frightened any longer.
 
   “They said you went and got the rest of our food, so I suppose that means we have to stay here,” she said, looking up at me.  
 
   She didn’t seem upset about it, though.
 
   “I had to get Muraco to take me back to the farm to get Bertha, and have him bury Clinton, on the way.  I had to bribe him with something,” I told her.
 
   I heard a low grunt, and looked over to see Emmet glaring at me.  
 
   “Now we have nothing to go back to,” he complained.  “That was supposed to be our back-up, Constance!”
 
   Emmet hardly ever called me Constance, so I knew he was angry at me.  He gave me that ‘I should have been in charge,’ look he always gave me, when he disagreed with me, but there was nothing I could do about it.
 
   Suddenly, someone came running up, and at first I thought it was a young Indian boy, until I saw it was Nigel, dressed in Indian clothes, with Sport at his heels.  Sport must have decided to stay close to someone he knew, since I was not around.  
 
   “Guess what, Connie?” he said a little breathless, as he came to a stop.  “They are going to adopt me, and make me into a real Indian!  They call it Ee-haw-gyah.  Apenimon is going to teach me his language, so I can talk to the Indians, just like you!  He is going to show me how to shoot a bow and ride horses like the Indians do!” 
 
   His eyes were excited, and I could tell he was happy about being here.
 
   “You will do not such thing!” Emmet, broke in.  “They are not going to make a heathen out of you!  We are just staying here until spring, and then we are going back to the farm, and things will go back to how they used to be,” he insisted.
 
   “You cannot stop me!” Nigel shouted.  “It is all planned.  After we eat, they are taking me to the river to wash away the old me, so  the new Indian me can be born!”
 
   “Over my dead body!”  Emmet grumbled.
 
   I put my hand on Emmet’s shoulder.  
 
   “Don’t make a fuss, Emmet.  What difference will it make?  Nigel seems happy about it.  Why can’t you let him have his way, and not make any waves?  It is just a silly belief, and when we are ready to leave, Nigel will come back with us.”
 
   “No I won’t!” Nigel spouted.  “I will be a real Indian then, and I am going to stay and live with the Comanche and Kiowa.”
 
   “You see what comes of helping those heathens?” Emmet bellowed, and turned his back and strode away.
 
   I watched him winding through the crowd of Indians, who seemed so interested with Darie baking the bread.  I was hoping he did not cause any trouble for us.
 
   Nigel had run off, probably preparing for his new baptism, and Sport had trotted off with him.  I felt Muraco take my hand in his.
 
   “Your little brother seems happy to be here.  Perhaps you will find happiness here also.”
 
   “I am not staying,” I told him.  “This is not my home, and it never will be.  I would not even be here, if you hadn’t captured us so you could keep our food!” I scowled.
 
   Muraco let my hand drop.  His face had fallen, and his eyes darted over to where Lomasi was standing at a distance staring at us.  Apparently, his telling her never to look upon his face again, had not daunted her, because she stood there glaring at both of us, without flinching.
 
   I wondered if he was regretting giving up the woman he was supposed to marry, in order to protect me.  Maybe once I ended up leaving, Muraco would have a change of heart.  I knew that Lomasi would be glad to see me go.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
 
    
 
   We all sat in a circle, passing a loaf of bread around, as each person took a piece, and then passed it to the next person.  When one loaf was eaten this way, a new loaf was passed about the circle, until all the loaves of bread that Darie had baked had been eaten.  The members talked among themselves as they ate, and passed the bread around.  I did not see anyone take more than their share, and sometimes they passed the loaf on without taking a piece, offering their share to an elder, or a child, who they believed needed it more than they did.  Their politeness impressed me, especially when it came to the elderly.
 
   Once the loaves were all eaten, everyone rose up and followed the medicine man, who brought us all to the river.  Nigel walked proudly beside the medicine man with a wide grin across his face.  I noticed Emmet did not look happy, but he followed, just the same.
 
   When we reached the river, the Medicine man turned toward the group, explaining that the tribe was welcoming a new member into their midst.  He explained that once the old person was washed away, the new person would be born.  That new person would be as one of them, and never be considered any other than a member of their tribe.  The new person would receive a new name, which he would go by from that day forth. 
 
   After the medicine man spoke, Nigel stepped forward, and agreed to wash his old self away and take on a new self.  Next, he took his shirt and leggings off, only leaving a breech cloth around his waist, and waded out into the river.  Once he reached the middle he laid down in the water, covering his whole body, then came up, his arms reaching to the sky.  I was sure that someone instructed him on what was expected of him, if he wanted to join the tribe.
 
   Then the Medicine man gave him a new name, calling him Bay Khaul Lallo, which meant ‘Turn Around Man’.  Once he was named, each member of the tribe welcomed him as one of them, shaking his hand, or patting him on the back.  Even some of the young girls and women gave him a hug.  Emmet refused to show any acceptance of what Nigel had done.  He merely turned his back as Nigel came up to him.
 
   “You’re not my brother any longer,” Emmet stated.  “You are one of them now.  I hope you are happy!”  
 
   Then he stomped off, and I could see Nigel’s face fall.
 
   “It’s all right,” I told him, giving him a hug.  “He doesn’t understand, but even if you enjoy being an Indian, it doesn’t mean you can’t come back with us if you change your mind later.”
 
   “There is nothing to go home to,” Nigel complained.  “Father is dead.   Everything has changed.  There is nothing there but the farm.  Here I have friends, and people to do things with.  I will learn new skills, and learn to live off the land, just the way the Indians do.”
 
   “The problem is, the government is taking the land away from the Indians.  Pretty soon, there will be no land to live off of the way the Indians are used to doing,” I told him.
 
   “Then I will teach them how to farm,” Nigel said brightly.  “From now on, you have to call me by my Indian name, Bay Khaul Lallo.”
 
   Nigel turned away and went to join his new Indian brothers, and I saw Apenimon taking him under his arm.
 
   “Come,” Muraco said as he took up my hand again.  “We will go to the welcoming ceremony.”  
 
   He handed me some moccasins to wear, and I put them on.  They felt soft and strange on my feet.
 
   He led me back to the central camp fire, where the old men usually told stories to the young of the tribe, and the tribe ceremonies took place, Muraco explained.  I could already hear the drums beating as we got closer.  
 
   The medicine man was doing a chant, and shaking a rattle around Nigel to ward off any bad spirits, and put his heart in the right rhythm.  Then some of the braves came forward and started dancing in a circle around the medicine man and Nigel, singing their own chant, while the rest of the tribe sat in a circle, chanting as well.  Some would get up to dance with the rest.  It all seemed extemporaneous, as the group took part in the celebration of a new adopted member to the tribe.
 
   The celebration seemed like it was going to last all night, as the drums got louder and the chants became more pronounced.  Wood kept being added to the fire as it leapt and fell, it seemed to the time of the beat, and cast distorting shadows over the faces of those who joined in the dance.
 
   I could see the happy expression on Nigel’s face as he joined in the dance, and got caught up in the excitement.  I wished I felt as elated as he seemed to be.  I looked around, but did not see Emmet anywhere.  It seemed like our family was being torn apart.  I realized it had all started when I first decided to help Muraco, and now it seemed like everything was starting to spin out of control.  I wondered if my life would ever be the same again, and I had to admit I didn’t think it would.
 
   Not far away, I could see Bertha, who was accompanied by a tall, older Indian.  He seemed rather possessive of her, making sure she remained at his side at all times.  I didn’t think she would try to escape, since there was no place for her to go, but she looked very frightened, and frail, not like the haughty woman who came to our farm and tried to take over, along with her son.  
 
   I realized that losing her son had changed her, but what did she think losing our father would do to us, I wondered.  She deserved everything she got, I told myself, and I didn’t care if she ended up remaining as a permanent guest, or perhaps prisoner, of the Indians, or went back to Dodge.  I was just glad I did not have to look at her face everyday and remember how she brought my family to this.
 
   Sport chose to come and lay down beside me, since Nigel seemed occupied with the dancing.  I wondered what he thought of all this?  He had been used to living on a quiet farm, and now he was in the middle of strange people and a lot of noise going on.  I absently patted him on the head.
 
   After awhile, I informed Muraco that I was tired and wanted to go back to the lean-to.  He shrugged.  Although he looked a little disappointed having to leave the event, he accompanied me back, with Sport at our heels.  Sport remained outside when we went in.  There was something about the lean-to that he didn’t seem to like, I thought.
 
   When we entered the lean-to, Muraco began undressing, and so I followed suit, since it was rather uncomfortable to wear my dress while I slept, anyway, and I felt Muraco would insist I disrobe the same as him.  We crawled under the soft buffalo hides, and Muraco pulled me against him, as before.  I was starting to get used to having him there, and especially at night, when I felt the most lonely and unsure of myself.
 
   I remembered the angry look Lomasi had given me, from across the circle during the dance.  She had gotten up to dance, and deliberately danced in front of Muraco and myself, as though to taunt him, for having chosen to protect me from her.  I could see Muraco’s eyes following her movements, and I wondered what he had been thinking.  The drums were still going strong, in the distance.
 
   Now Muraco’s hands smoothed my hair, and caressed my back, but he didn’t say anything to me.  Perhaps he was regretting his decision to keep me at his side, and shun his old girlfriend by doing so.  Only I had not asked him to keep me in his lean-to.  I had intended to go with Darie.  It had been his choice to keep me with him, so he had no one to blame but himself.
 
   After a long silence, he started to speak.  “Tomorrow we will chink the lean-to,” he said, absently.  “You will have to show me how it is done.”
 
   “It’s not hard.  You just have to mix up some sand, clay, and straw or grass together, and press it into the cracks between the branches of the lean-to walls,” I explained.
 
   “Then we will stay warm over the winter,” he murmured.
 
   “Yes,” I agreed.
 
   “Your brother will make a good Kiowa,” he said, changing the subject.  “Perhaps you would like to become one as well.” His voice sounded almost too hopeful.
 
   “And leave my farm and everything my father worked for, for the last four years?  In the spring, Emmet and Darie and I will have to return to the farm and start the next season of planting.  It is the only way to survive.  You and your tribe will have a hard time finding enough game to support you over the next winter, if you keep getting pushed back.  I could never take that risk.”
 
   “It would not be that way, if the whites were not so greedy for our land.  We could easily survive on what Mother Earth offers us.”
 
   “I am afraid that the Indian’s way of life is never going to be the same, Muraco.  More and more people from the east are coming west, and there is no way you can stop it.  The government believes they own all the land from one coast to the other, because the English came and took over the land, back before America was even an official country.”
 
   “It is not their place to do so.  Only they have killed so many of us; we don’t have enough warriors to fight against them.  Once again, Dohasan will have to speak to the leaders, and make a new treaty with them, which will mean we must suffer whatever they demand of us.”
 
   “I am sorry this is happening to you, but I am not the one responsible, and all I want to do is go and live happily on my farm again, with my brother and sister, if Nigel refuses to come back.”
 
   “I think that Tala wants your sister as his woman,” Muraco stated.
 
   “She is too young to become anyone’s woman.  She is only fifteen!”  I was starting to feel alarmed.
 
   “Fifteen is plenty old to have a man and raise a family.  She may not want to come back with you.”
 
   “Of course, she will!  She loves the farm.  It is our home!”
 
   “Maybe she will choose an Indian village as her home,” he said cunningly.
 
   “Well it doesn’t matter!  I know Emmet would never choose an Indian village over our farm, so he and I will have to return on our own, if Nigel and Dorie choose to remain here.”  
 
   I was starting to feel desperate, at the thought of losing half of my family.  I could understand Nigel’s infatuation with the Indian way of life, but certainly Dorie would find it way too archaic to ever desire to live among the Indians as one of them.
 
   “I will miss you, if you go back,” he said quietly.
 
   I thought about how comfortable I was feeling in his arms at the moment, and realized I would miss him too.  I had missed him when he had left our farm, after his wound healed, but no matter how much I may miss Muraco, there was no way I was just going to leave our farm and join him along with his people.
 
   “Then enjoy my company over the winter,” I murmured, “because, I fear, that is all you are going to get.”
 
   Muraco crushed me against him, and I could feel his hard strong body pressing against my own body.  It didn’t feel decent to have him holding me the way he was, when our clothes were off, so why was I feeling so content, I wondered.
 
   “Maybe you will change your mind,” he said against my ear, and his breath sent chills through me, causing goose bumps to jump across my skin.
 
   I could feel his lips kiss against my cheek, and my heart stilled at the touch of his lips, as it wandered closer to my mouth, but he never reached my mouth.  He merely pulled my head down on his chest, like he had done from the beginning of our sleeping together.  I had to admit; I was disappointed that he had not kissed me.
 
   When I awoke the next morning, Muraco had already left the lean-to.  I was surprised, because the last time he did that, Lomasi had come and tried to use her knife on me.  I sat up and shrugged into my dress over my head.
 
   Muraco entered the lodge and handed me a biscuit with a piece of ham inside of it.  I knew it came from one of our pigs, and I could tell that Dorie had probably made the biscuits.
 
   “Tala is very impressed by the way your sister can make such good food.  I don’t think he will be willing to let her leave in the spring,” Muraco smiled, eyeing me.
 
   “I don’t think it will be up to him whether she leaves or not,” I said, starting to feel anxious.  
 
   I decided I needed to talk with my sister.
 
   “After we eat, we can start chinking the lodge,”  Muraco informed me.
 
   “Fine, but I want to talk to Dorie before we start,” I said.  “We have hardly said two words to each other since we got here.”
 
   “I will take you to her.  She is still cooking food for others.”
 
   I followed Muraco to where Dorie was making more biscuits in the reflector oven.  
 
   “Can you imagine that the Indians don’t know anything about reflector ovens?” Dorie asked me as we approached.
 
   “Well, now that you have shown them how it works, others can make their own to use to bake their food in,” I suggested.
 
   “Actually, I like cooking for Tala’s friends and family.  It makes me feel useful, since there isn’t much to do in the winter time, so Tala tells me.”
 
   “I am glad you are happy.  You looked so frightened when we first got here,” I reminded her.
 
   “Tala has been very kind to me,” she mumbled.  “Do you know that the Indians don’t sleep with any clothes on?” she half-whispered.  “Tala won’t even let me use the nightgown I brought.  Does Muraco make you sleep like that too?”
 
   I nodded, feeling like I should try to protect her from such situations, but not knowing how to do it.
 
   “It’s not so bad.  I mean at first I wouldn’t even look at Tala, because I felt so embarrassed.  Now I am starting to get used to it.”
 
   “He hasn’t done anything with you, has he?” I asked anxiously.
 
   She shook her head no.  “He has asked me to be his woman,”  she gave a shy smile.
 
   “What did you say?” I prodded.
 
   “I said I would think about it.  I sort of like Tala.”
 
   “You can’t be serious,” I said, feeling more shocked than I thought I would.
 
   “Where will I ever find a husband on the farm?” Darie asked.  “There aren’t any boys any place near our farm, and unlike you, I don’t plan on becoming an old maid.  I want a husband and children.”
 
   “But surely not an Indian husband,” I muttered.
 
   “I just said I would think about it.  I didn’t agree to anything.”
 
   “You will talk to me before you decide on anything, won’t you?” I asked anxiously, wishing I could whisk her right back to the farm, before that could happen.
 
   “Of course.  Whatever you do, don’t say anything to Emmet.  He is so upset about Nigel wanting to become an Indian, I am afraid he might try to shoot Tala, if he knew about it.”
 
   “I won’t tell him.  I don’t think he likes any of this, but what else could we do?  He was angry that I told them about the extra food we put in the cave.”
 
   “I was upset at first too, but then I got to thinking, with out our extra food, everyone would have even less to eat.  At least this way we can eat the kind of food we are used to having, and share it with the Indians at the same time.”
 
   “When It all runs out, I don’t know what we will do, then,” I sighed.
 
   I felt Muraco’s hand upon my shoulder.  
 
   “Come, we have work to do,” he told me.  
 
   He was carrying two brass buckets under his arms.  
 
   “We can use these to mix the clay and sand in, to make the chink,” he informed me, and I nodded, following him back towards the river.
 
   I pulled my skirt up between my legs, and tucked it under the waist band, to keep it from dragging in the mud on the banks of the river.  When we had bathed there, I had noticed a pocket of clay on one side of the river, and I waded across to where it was.  Muraco followed closely behind me, and we started digging our hands into the clay that sucked at our fingers as we tried to remove it from the bank.  Once I had enough in my bucket, I walked downriver until I came upon sand, and added that to my bucket.  Muraco was doing the same.
 
   Finally, we took our buckets to the other side of the river, and found dry grass to mix into our make-shift mortar.  Once that was done, we took our buckets to the lean-to and I showed Muraco how to press it into the cracks of the walls.  It was a time-consuming job, and we had to make several trips to the river and back, to continue to get more chinking material.
 
   After awhile, a group of Indians started to gather around us, intrigued with what we were doing.  When they saw what we were trying to do in order to weatherize our little shelter, they too started to bring buckets and gather clay and sand, to do their own shelters.
 
   I smiled to myself.  I was teaching them how to build a good weather tight structure, only when winter was over, they would end up leaving it behind, I thought.  It seemed like a lot of wasted work, just to leave and go to a new camp ground, but then, I thought next winter, they could probably use them again, if they didn’t have enough buffalo hides to make new teepees. 
 
   My hands were covered in slimy clay, and I was starting to get tired, as we stood at the bank of the river, collecting more clay for our buckets.  The others had already left to go back to camp to eat.  We could smell Darie’s cooking from here, and many other Indians were cooking their supper in their brass kettles.  I stepped back, and started to stagger, as I caught my foot in a hole.  With a surprised shriek, I grabbed out for Muraco, to catch my balance, clinging to his neck with my clay covered hand, smearing clay across the side of his face.
 
   Muraco, steadied me with his clay covered hands, smearing clay over the shoulders of my blouse.  Then he smiled, and stroked one of his hands across my cheek, depositing clay over my skin.
 
   “I didn’t smear your face on purpose,” I complained, as I reached my hand up, and smeared more clay on the other side of his face.
 
   “I only returned the favor,” he laughed, taking my head in his hands, so both sides of my face were now covered with the red clay.  “We sometimes use the clay as paint,” he told me.  “Now your skin is red, the same as mine,” he teased, smearing the clay across the rest of my face.
 
   I gave a protesting squeak, but he held my head steady as he looked intently into my eyes, and the next moment, his lips were covering mine, as he held my head firmly, not allowing me to retreat from the kiss.
 
   The very touch sent waves of unexpected sensations throughout my body, and I staggered back, as I clung to his neck to keep from falling, only ending up pulling him  with me as we toppled into the water.
 
   Muraco’s arms wrapped around me, holding me down in the water beside him, as he looked into my questioning eyes.  His hands were gently washing the mud from my face, as his fingers traced the shape of my cheeks and nose, then smoothing his thumbs over my eyes.
 
   As my eyes were closed beneath his thumbs, I could feel his lips on mine again, trying to pull something from my very soul, as his lips caressed my lips in a strangely desperate manner.
 
   It took my very breath away, as the kiss continued, and then we were rolling in the water, until Muraco was laying over me, feasting on my lips beneath his own, as though he never planned to stop.
 
   “Be my woman,” he pleaded, when his lips lifted from mine, at last.
 
   “I can’t, Muraco.  I cannot remain with your people, and you would never be happy living on a farm with me.  We have nothing in common!”
 
   “We fit well together,” he insisted.  “When I hold you at night you feel like you belong there beside me.”
 
   “But we come from different worlds,” I insisted.
 
   “We share the same world, only you will not accept it,” he murmured, and his mouth was capturing mine again as the water was slowly washing the clay from our clothes and bodies from the movements we made as we clung to each other, and turned in the water, while our legs and arms tangled around each other.
 
   I could feel Muraco’s fingers fumbling with the buttons of my blouse, as he attempted to remove it, and soon it was floating away, as Muraco’s hands stroked over my body beneath the water.  Soon, my skirt was following the way of my blouse, and I could feel Muraco’s hands smoothing over my legs.  His lips traced down over my neck, and then followed the shape of my shoulder, as he trailed kisses over my skin, causing my senses to go crazy in response, while his hands were tenderly caressing my skin beneath the water.
 
   The touch of his lips and hands, caressing over my skin, was something I had never thought I would desire, the way I was suddenly desiring it at that moment.  I realized I was praying that he wouldn’t stop what he was doing.
 
   I could feel my breath coming quicker, as he proceeded, exploring my wet skin with his lips, while his hands stroked my body in such a gentle manner beneath the water.  Then Muraco was laying me on the grassy bank, hovering over me, as the water dripped from his clothes and landed on my body.
 
   “You have a beautiful body,” he breathed, as he leaned closer, and began to taste my skin with his lips, shocking me with the very feel, as he drew his lips over my skin, touching me so intimately with his exploration.  I could hear myself murmuring with pleasure, as he continued to dance his mouth over my body, finding each dip and curve as he went.
 
   “I cannot take you, unless you become my wife,” he told me.  “Only I cannot resist the pleasure of feeling your skin against my lips,” he breathed, and proceeded to create havoc from within, as his touch explored from without.
 
   I lay soaking in Muraco’s caresses, as the water from his clothes dripped over me, discovering the wonders of his touch, and learning how much I longed for even more of his touch, but I knew I could not marry this man.  It would never work out, no matter how much pleasure he was bringing me at the moment.  I tried not to think about it.  I only wanted to drown in the pleasure of his touch.
 
   Disappointingly, as my body shivered beneath Muraco’s lips, he pulled away from me.  
 
   “We need to return.  It will be dark soon, and then you will feel the chill of the evening, because of your wet body.”  
 
   He picked me up into his arms, and cradled me, scooping up my clothes from the river, laying them over my body, and carrying me back to our shelter.
 
   Muraco, remained outside, as he removed his clothes, hanging them, along with mine, on the branch of a tree, and then he entered the lean-to and started building a fire.  I watched his strong, damp back, as he leaned over his task, blowing on the kindling to get it started, while he struck a piece of flint against his knife.  Once the fire began to crackle, he came and joined me beneath the buffalo robes.
 
   “Think on becoming my woman,” he whispered, as he pulled me against him, and began caressing my body with his large, strong hands.  “You have the whole winter to decide.”
 
   I melted beneath his lips that were pulling the very essence from my body, as they covered mine, exploring my mouth, and then my face,  continuing on, as he picked up from where he left off at the river.  His persuasion was pulling me to him, while my better judgment fought against giving in and agreeing to become his woman, the way he, and perhaps myself, wished.
 
   My breath caught in my throat, at the talent of Muraco’s lips upon my skin, and I willingly allowed him that access, as I started to be lifted up into the wonder of how my body was responding to his every touch.  It was something beyond explanation, and I never dreamed that I would be caught in a trap that I could neither submit to or escape.


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
 
    
 
   The next morning, I was once again alone.  When I poked my head out of the flap of the lean-to, I discovered that Muraco was approaching with a bucket of chinking.
 
   “I hope you have rested,” he said, only glancing at me briefly.  “We need to finish chinking the holes.  I have already eaten, so after you eat, you can come and help,” he said.
 
   He seemed indifferent, and I wondered if it was because I had refused to become his woman.  I remember how he had treated me indifferently when I had refused to come back to his village with him, so maybe he was upset at me, because he couldn’t persuade me to change my mind, no matter how passionately he had touched me the night before.
 
   I merely nodded, and headed out to where I knew Dorie would be fixing food.  When I approached, I could see, in the distance, that Nigel was practicing shooting a bow.  Sport had joined him once more, and I felt almost betrayed by the family dog.
 
   Dorie handed me biscuits and ham again, but I did not complain.  She had added a fried egg on the sandwich, and I munched it gratefully.  The Indians typically rose at dawn, with the sun, which was what we generally did as farmers, in order to get as much work done before sundown.  Therefore, the members of the village were mostly busy going about their daily routine, by then.  I noticed that some were chinking their little huts, the same as Muraco was doing.
 
   As I looked about me, I could see Emmet standing beside a teepee, talking to a young Indian girl.  Then I blinked.  It was Lomasi, he was talking to, and they seemed to be having a drawn-out conversation, and I wondered if she could speak English, or was Emmet starting to learn the Kiowa language.  I noticed they were using a lot of sign language as they spoke.
 
   Every once in awhile, they both glanced in my direction, and I got the feeling that they were talking about me.  I was surprised that Emmet was even interested in talking to any of the Indians, but I had to admit that Lomasi was very pretty, so Emmet may be attracted to her, even if he didn’t like the situation we were in at the time.  I knew he was still angry at Nigel for deciding to become an Indian, and refusing to come back and work on the farm next spring.
 
   When they saw me looking at them, they turned their backs and started to stroll away.  Emmet had his hand on Lomasi’s waist, and I wonder if that kind of thing was permitted, but then I thought about how Muraco had been touching me, so what Emmet was doing didn’t compare to what I had allowed Muraco to do.
 
   I turned and watched as Dorie started cleaning up from cooking.  She seemed happy, with a slight smile upon her face.
 
   “You seem to be fitting in pretty well,” I said, feeling glad that at least she was not complaining and begging to go back to the farm.
 
   “It is sort of like when we camped along the way coming out here.  I guess I got used to camping and cooking on a camp fire,” she smiled.
 
   “Only back then, I was doing the cooking,” I reminded her.
 
   “I don’t mind it,” she told me.  
 
   Her eyes wandered over to where Tala was watching her from a distance.  
 
   “Tala takes good care of me, and makes sure the other braves do not bother me,” she confided.  “I like the way he protects me and is concerned about me.”
 
   “Yes, I guess it feels good to have someone protecting you.”  I thought of Muraco, and how he had been protecting me.
 
   “Only everyday he asks me to be his woman,” she informed me.  “He is so kind… it is hard to turn him down.”
 
   “Please don’t tell me you are thinking of giving in to him,” I half-cried.
 
   “I don’t know what I am going to do.  I only know I like being with him.  I like the way he is always anxious to do whatever I ask of him.  He is very handsome, as well.”
 
   “Just don’t rush into anything,” I cautioned.  “Wait until you are sure of what you want.  You don’t want to live like an Indian, do you?”
 
   “No, but maybe he would be willing to come live on the farm,” she said hopefully.
 
   “He probably wouldn’t be happy living on a farm.  It is not the Indian way.  They like to roam and hunt, not be stuck in one place all the time.”
 
   “He says that the government is trying to make his tribe, and the Kiowa tribe remain in one place all the time.  Maybe he won’t have any choice.”
 
   “Emmet would not like it.  You know how he feels about Nigel joining these people, and willingly being adopted by them,” I reminded her.
 
   “Did you see the way he was talking with that pretty Indian girl?” she asked.
 
   “You mean Lomasi?  She tried to stab me with her knife the other day.  I should warn Emmet to keep his distance from her.  She is in love with Muraco, and wants me out of his life.  If she was smart, she would just wait until spring, and then she would have Muraco to herself.”
 
   “I think Muraco likes you instead.  I can see the way he looks at you.”
 
   “He wants me to become his woman, but I have the farm to think about.  I cannot join an Indian village as easily as Nigel wishes to,” I scoffed.
 
   “Wouldn’t he come and live on the farm with you?” Darie asked.
 
   “I have not asked him.  I don’t think he would like it any more than I would like becoming a part of his tribe,” I admitted.  
 
   I shrugged in resignation.  Knowing Muraco would never agree to that, which made him all the more inaccessible to me.  
 
   “I need to go help Muraco finish chinking our lean-to,” I hastily mumbled, wanting to end the conversation, knowing there was no hope that Muraco and I could ever be together permanently.  “You are lucky you have a teepee to stay in.”
 
   “Yes. It is very cozy there,” Dorie agreed.
 
   I turned and headed to the river where Muraco was digging more clay.
 
   Muraco barely looked up, when I arrived.  He seemed deep in thought, so I started filling my bucket with clay, and then going to where the sand was and repeating what we had done the day before.  We worked in silence, and there was no physical contact between us.  I thought that maybe Muraco was angry at me, which seem strange, considering he spent the night giving me pleasure.
 
   That was another reason I couldn’t become Muraco’s woman, I thought.  I did not understand him.  His moods seemed to change from one moment to the next, and I never knew where I stood with him, beyond his wanting me for his woman.  Only being someone’s woman went beyond just sharing each other’s bodies, I thought.  We needed to understand each other, and find it easy to talk to each other, which I was not feeling at the moment.
 
   It took the rest of the day to finish weatherizing the lean-to, and when we were done, I was so tired, all I wanted to do was sleep.  My hands felt rough and dry from being in clay all day, and my back hurt.
 
   Muraco and I bathed to remove the clay from our arms and sooth our tired bodies, but he did not touch me.  He did not kiss me.  He barely looked at me, which made me feel all the more rebuffed by him.  I told myself that if this was how he treated me, I would never want to be his woman, if he made me feel loved one day, and then shunning me the next.
 
   When we entered our finished hut, we both laid beneath the buffalo robes, but he did not take me into his arms, like he had done every night we had been together, and the very act stabbed my heart, because I felt that Muraco was punishing me for refusing to be his woman.   Perhaps he had gone to the trouble to show me how wonderful he could treat me if I became his woman, and then promptly withdrew his loving touch, to show me what I was turning down. 
 
   Well, I told myself, for all I cared, he could have Lomasi back.  She would be happy to know it, and the very next time I ran into her, I would tell her that she could have her fickle brave with my blessings.
 
   I felt cold and lonely all night and barely slept.  The small space between us seemed like a wide chasm that neither of us were willing to cross.  Perhaps he wanted me to give in and beg him to hold me again, proving to him that I couldn’t live without his arms around me, but I refused to bend, because I was not the one begging him to be my man, the way he was begging me to be his woman, I reasoned.
 
   I was vaguely aware of him rising in the morning, and leaving the hut.  I got dressed, but he did not return, and so I decided to go get something to eat, and see if he was with the others, eating.  I did not see him among the group, and I thought ‘so much for his staying by my side to protect me.’
 
     Apparently, he didn’t care any longer if Lomasi came and tried to kill me, but she seemed a little indifferent towards me too.  I could see her sitting with Emmet again, eating together, and I thought that maybe Emmet would keep her occupied, and since I was his sister, she would think better of trying to harm me.
 
   Nigel seemed to be happily fitting into the tribe, and was eager to do things that young boys did to practice becoming a brave.  Sport was always at his heels, so I decided the family dog had chosen Nigel over me, which hurt my feelings even more, seeing as how I had also been feeling rejected by Muraco.
 
   When I went back to the hut, Muraco was still not there.  Instead Inteus was at the hut.  I asked him if he knew where Muraco was.
 
   “He has gone on a vision quest,” Inteus informed me.  He asked me to watch over you for him, so I will come and stay in your lodge in his place while he is away.”
 
   “Why didn’t he say anything to me about a vision quest?” I complained.  “Just what is a vision quest anyway?”
 
   “He goes to seek a vision from the Great Mystery in order to resolve a question, or a problem, or just to find insight into his soul,” Inteus explained.
 
   “And how long does it take, considering you were asked to watch over me while he is away?” I asked.
 
   Inteus shrugged.
 
   “However long it take to get the vision.  It could be a few moons, or many moons.  No one knows except the Great Mystery, since that is where the vision comes from.”
 
   “So he just leaves without bothering to say good-by or explaining that you will be taking his place?”  I was starting to feel even more hurt.
 
   “The spirit probably moved him, and he had to follow the spirit without delay,” Inteus shrugged.  “Don’t worry.  I will take good care of you for Muraco.  I know of Lomasi’s attempt to force you to leave the village.  I will make sure she does not harm you.”
 
   “I think she is too busy making friends with my brother to care,” I grunted, angrily.
 
   “Yes.  I have noticed,” he said with a knowing smile.
 
   I was thinking I should warn Emmet about Lomasi, because I didn’t think she could be trusted.  I turned and decided to go in the direction that I had last seen Emmet and the Indian maiden.  Just as I rounded a teepee, I noticed Emmet, with a blanket wrapped around him, lifting the flap of a small round looking hut, and entering.  I decided to follow him in, and talk to him.
 
   When I opened the flap, a rush of heat hit me in the face, and I realized I was entering a sweat lodge, and felt embarrassed, remembering the blanket Emmet was wrapped in, which I assumed he would discard once inside.  The lodge was probably meant for the men of the tribe, but as I turned to go, I hesitated when I heard familiar voices.  Apparently, who ever it was, hadn’t even noticed that I had entered the lodge, because I was still hunched in the shallow opening, steam swirling up around me, keeping me enveloped in its mist.
 
   I knew, of course, that one of the voices was Emmet, and since the other voice was a woman, I knew this was not just designated for men, so I felt a little easier.  But why was Emmet in here with a woman?  Did men and women share sweat lodges together?  Already, I was so hot, I wanted to leave, but my curiosity kept me there, peering through the swirling hot mist, until I could make out two people, lying together, their arms entwined around each other.  Neither of them wore clothes.  Suddenly, I realized that Emmet was in here with a woman, and what they were doing was a lot more than what Muraco and I had been doing together.
 
   I heard the woman giggle, and then I recognized who she was.  It was Lomasi, and Emmet was more than just touching her.  I was shocked.  I thought Indian women were supposed to be chased, and a man could not take them unless they were married to them.  Surely, Emmet had not married this girl.  He had barely met her, I thought.  He was just using her, because he could.  After all, she was a mere Indian, and his disdain for Indians would have prodded him on to use her, if he had the opportunity to do so.  What would happen if her father discovered it, I wondered.  I did not know what the repercussions would be, and I certainly was not going to ask Muraco, or Inteus about it, considering they would want to know why I asked.
 
   I sat frozen in place.  I was afraid to move, in case they discovered I was there witnessing their activity.  Then Lomasi would have another reason to want to get rid of me.  I could hear Lomasi murmuring something, with a low laugh, and Emmet mumbling how wonderful she felt.  
 
   Their movements mesmerized me, as they clung to each other, in their efforts to experience one another in such a manner.  I watched on, even though I wanted to look away.  The steam inhibited a lot of my view except from time to time when it seemed to clear for a brief moment, and I could see the sweat upon their bodies, and hear the urgency of their whispers and low groans.
 
   The very act intrigued and repelled me at the same time, thinking this was all wrong.  Emmet did not love that Indian girl.  He hated Indians.  I wondered what she felt for Emmet?  Was she doing this in rebellion against Muraco, for refusing to ever look upon her again?  All I knew, was that I shouldn’t be here, and if Emmet discovered it, he would be livid with anger at me.
 
   I slowly backed out of the doorway, on my hands and knees.  They were so caught up in what they were doing, I didn’t think they would even notice, and as soon as I was out in the coolness of the breeze, and sunshine, I bolted back to Muraco’s hut, and stumbled in, flinging myself onto the furs.
 
   Muraco wanted me to be his woman, and Tala wanted Dorie to become his woman.  Nigel had already joined the tribe, and now Emmet was taking a woman he wasn’t even married to.  Everything seemed to start crashing in on me all at once.
 
   I lay trembling on the buffalo robes, wishing I could just escape back to the farm, which I would have done, if it weren’t for the fact that there was no food there for me to eat, and if I tried to take food from our store of food, and got caught, no telling what would happen to me.
 
   I was doomed to remain the winter in an Indian village, where my sister was falling in love with a Comanche, Nigel had become a Kiowa, and Emmet was making love to an Indian girl, when he professed to hate the Indians.
 
   And then there was Muraco.  I did not want to think about Muraco, because I knew if I did, I would also have to admit that he had a power over me that I couldn’t understand.  His shunning me, broke my heart, even though I planned to go back to the farm and leave him.  The way he had touched me, filled me with awe, which I kept fighting against because I didn’t want to fall in love with him.  I realized it was too late.  I was already in love with him, but there was nothing I could do about it.  He would bring too much turmoil into my life.  He already had!
 
   The flap of the lean-to was opened, and Inteus stepped into the dim shelter.  “What upsets you?” he asked, as I trembled against the buffalo robes.
 
   “Nothing,” I lied.  “I am just tired.  I am frightened.  I have been taken from my farm.  My father has been murdered.  Your people have taken all of our food, and then the man who claimed he would protect me, takes off to some vision quest and leaves me with a stranger.”  
 
   I looked up over my shoulder at him.  Inteus knelt down beside me, and patted my back.  
 
   “I am a friend.  I will not harm you.  I am here to watch over you for Muraco.”
 
   I didn’t say anything.  I was too caught up in my own worries to even thank him for watching out for me.  I felt him laying down beside me.  “Once Muraco has his vision, he will return, and then he will know what to do.”
 
   “What to do about what?” I asked.
 
   “What to do about you,” he responded.  “He is crazy in love with you, but he tells me you refuse to be his woman.  Why do you hold him off?”
 
   “Because we have opposite dreams.  I wish to live on my farm, and he wants me to become an Indian, just like Nigel wants to be.  I cannot do that.  I would never be happy living like your people live.  If he is so crazy in love with me, he would come stay on the farm with me, but I know he could never be happy living on a farm, so there is no use of even asking him to.  Besides, Emmet might refuse to let him stay there.”
 
   “Muraco talked once of learning to live like the white man, since they don’t seem to give us any choice otherwise,” he told me.
 
   “But he would hate to do it.  He is too independent,” I predicted.
 
   “That is why he is seeking a vision quest, so he will know what he should do,” Inteus insisted.  “Little Mountain is getting old, and if he dies, White Moon may be asked to take his place.  He has very hard choices to make.”
 
   “He never told me about taking Little Mountain’s place.  He doesn’t tell me anything!  He didn’t even consult me about  seeking a vision,” I chided.
 
   “Because it is his vision and decision,” Inteus explained.
 
   “I can’t even count on him to treat me fairly.  One moment he is friendly, and asking me to become his woman, and the next he is turning his back on me, barely talking to me.”
 
   “He is in conflict.  You seem to be in conflict.  Perhaps you should go on a vision quest.”
 
   I laughed.  I knew nothing about getting a vision, and even if I had one, I probably wouldn’t know what it meant.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    CHAPTER NINETEEN
 
    
 
   Three days had passed, and yet Muraco had not returned.  I tried to busy myself by wandering about the village, watching the Indians performing their daily routines.  I watched Nigel practice riding a horse, the way the Indians did it, mounting from the right instead of the left side of the horse;  Grabbing the main and laying down on the other side of a galloping horse’s neck to keep from getting shot; Leaping up over the horse’s rear, to mount in the event he must make a quick get away.
 
   Along with my wanderings, I spent time bathing in the place that Muraco and I usually used.  It was on one of these bathing occasions, that I saw Emmet, along with Lomasi together in the river.  I don’t think they noticed me, because I was sheltered by the shrubbery and ferns that grew near the bank of the river, but they were clearly bathing together, and seemingly enjoying each other’s company.  Since I knew that Emmet was not responsible for protecting Lomasi, I wondered if their relationship went beyond just enjoying each other’s body.
 
   Emmet had never been around women, except for his sisters, until now, and perhaps he was discovering that he needed the pleasures of a woman, more than he had expected.  I briefly thought of Bertha and her occupation of selling her body to men who needed such pleasures.  I wondered if Emmet considered Lomasi just like Bertha, and figured he had every right to use her for his own pleasure and satisfaction, until it was time to leave the village.
 
   It angered me that Emmet was so against being here with the Indians, and yet he thought nothing of enjoying Lomasi’s body, while we remained with the tribe.  I thought of how I had enjoyed Muraco’s caresses, but that was all he had given me, and our situation was different.  
 
   I had helped save his life, and he professed to love me, even though he had not said it in so many words.  I assumed his need to have me become his woman was his way of professing his love for me.  
 
   I wondered if Emmet wanted Lomasi to be his woman, and if so, if Lomasi wanted it too?  She had been so sure that Muraco was the man she was destined to marry, and was willing to kill me, in order to have him to herself.
 
   I paused and watched them bathing together until Emmet led Lomasi to the shore and began to make love to her.  I turned my back, wondering if I should speak to Emmet about it, or just let him do as he pleased.
 
   At night, Inteus stayed with me in the hut.  I had felt embarrassed to sleep with him with no clothes on, so I took to wearing my nightgown, I had brought with the rest of my clothes.  I was beginning to think that since Lomasi was so occupied with Emmet, she had probably forgotten about causing me harm.  If she did, I was sure Emmet would have nothing to do with her any longer.  Only I got to thinking that maybe she wanted to punish me by luring Emmet with her charms, and then causing him some sort of harm, since she knew he was my brother.  This made me start to worry, and I wondered if maybe I should talk to Emmet about her.
 
   Tribal life seemed to go on as usual, as though having us there had little effect on their daily life.  We strangely started to blend in with their way of life, I thought, noticing Nigel in his Indian clothes, and the fact that even Dorie had started wearing a fringed Indian dress that she informed me Tala had given her.  Most of the times I saw Emmet, he was usually with Lomasi, and I thought that maybe he wouldn’t complain if Muraco wanted to come live on the farm, or Dorie managed to talk Tala into coming to the farm with her, since Emmet seemed to be accepting a close relationship with Lomasi.
 
   When ever I saw Bertha, she was always closely guarded by the tall Indian man who had taken her on as his responsibility.  She still looked thin and frail, but not quite as frightened as she had at first.  Her hair was no longer kept on top of her head any longer, but it was braided neatly.  The man she was with seemed kind enough, and always had a smile on his face when I saw him.
 
   It was late in the evening on the fifth day, that Muraco finally returned.  He strolled leisurely into camp, as though he had never been away.  No one paid much attention to his return, in the same way, they didn’t seem to notice he was gone.  I learned it was a normal occurrence for a brave, or even a woman to go off on a vision quest, according to Inteus.  No one ever questioned them for disappearing for however long it took, and then it was rude if they asked the person about the success of his seeking a vision.  It was up to the person receiving a vision to share it with the others, if they chose to.  Otherwise, it was a sacred experience that they usually kept to themselves.  It was expected that each person within the village would eventually have their own vision to guide their lives.
 
   Therefore, I felt uncomfortable even mentioning it, when he returned.  I really didn’t know how to respond to Muraco when he showed up at meal time and joined us, without much to-do.  Some of his friends greeted him, in the same way they would on any other day, never asking where he had been, or what he had been doing.  I wasn’t sure if I should even say anything.
 
   Inteus and I were sitting together on a log, eating a stew that had been made with some of the pig meat, along with our potatoes, carrots, and bottled corn.  Dorie had done it justice, and everyone in our small group seemed to like the way she made the stew in one of their brass buckets, hung over the fire from a tripod.
 
   She had baked cornbread to go with it, made from our ground cornmeal, and sweetened with sugar that father had brought back with him from Dodge.  The Indians especially liked sugar, because the only sweetening they could use was honey, and honey was a difficult commodity to come by, and almost looked upon as sacred food.
 
   Muraco went to the pot and filled his bowl, took a square of cornbread, and then came and sat beside us.  He glanced at me and Inteus.  
 
   “Thank you for watching Pi au-dau for me,” he murmured to Inteus.
 
   “As you can see, she is safe and well,” Inteus responded.
 
   “You didn’t tell me you were leaving,” I said, feeling a little piqued that Muraco had not greeted me, and was speaking as though I wasn’t even there.
 
   “It is not for you to know of what I choose to do,” he said, which cut me even deeper.  It was as though I didn’t have the right to question him about it.
 
   “Which is why I will never become your woman,” I said hotly.  “I don’t want a man who does not think he should share his plans with the person he claims he wants to be his woman.  What would be the purpose of such a union, if you can just do as you please and then expect me to sit quietly and say nothing about it?”
 
   Inteus raised his eyebrows.  
 
   “I see why you want her,” he half-laughed.  “She is full of fire, just like her hair.  Having a woman like her under the buffalo skins would be a pleasant challenge.”
 
   “What is that supposed to mean?” I snapped, frowning at Inteus.  “Could it be Muraco merely wants to take away what little fire I have left?  He will never do it, because I am returning to my farm in the spring.”
 
   Muraco didn’t say anything.  He merely looked at me, and then began eating his stew.  I got up and walked away, taking my bowl with me to finish my food down by the river, where I would wash out my bowl when I was finished, since we all had to take care of our individual utensils, and keep them with us.
 
   I sat upon the bank, and watched the river washing by with its usual soothing sound.  The birds were trying their best to lift my spirits with their pleasant chirping, before the sun finally set, but I was not feeling happy.  I would have to spend the whole winter with a man who was indifferent to my feelings, unless it suited him somehow.  I wondered if that was normal for an Indian and his wife, in their relationship.  If it was, I didn’t want any part of it.
 
   I thought about how Dorie thought Tala was handsome and liked how he protected her, but how would he treat her, if she actually agreed to become his woman, I wondered.  Personally, I didn’t want to take that risk.  I was already feeling hurt and unimportant to Muraco, unless it benefited him to let me in on his plans.
 
   I was starting to prefer Inteus, as a friend, because at least he was open and honest about what he thought, and told me bluntly how he thought Muraco was crazy in love with me.  Only as far as I was concerned, Muraco had not indicated his supposedly deep feelings for me, beyond touching me the way he had.  But then I thought about how Emmet had been touching Lomasi, and I didn’t think it had anything to do with love, so what made me think Muraco wanting me to be his woman had anything to do with anything other than the color of my hair and fiery temperament, along with the right to touch my skin.
 
   “Why do you walk away from me?”  I heard a voice behind me say.  “You are angry at me because I never spoke to you about my vision quest.”
 
   “Yes, if you must know,” I said, turning to face him.  
 
   I had finished eating, and set my bowl aside.  
 
   “Why should I show any concern for someone who leaves without even saying good-bye?  You don’t care how I feel.  You only care about what you want!”
 
   “I know I want you,” he stated, almost arrogantly.
 
   “That doesn’t mean anything!  You may want me, but you don’t know how to make me feel understood.  You think I can just give up my way of life, and come with you, because you want me.  Would you give up your way of life and come with me?”  
 
   The question stabbed me as much as him, because when it came right down to it, I was just like him.  I wanted him too, but I wanted him to come with me instead.
 
   “For now, you are with me,” Muraco said stubbornly.
 
     He was not going to answer my question.  Yet, I knew what his answer would be, and he knew I would not like it.  
 
   “I may have to become the next Main Chief, even though anyone can present themselves for the honor.  I cannot abandon my people.”
 
   “And I cannot abandon my farm.  So I suppose no one is going to get what they want, are they?” I pointed out.
 
   “Let us not argue,” he said, tossing his bowl beside mine.  “It is time for the evening bath.  We can talk of this another time.”
 
   “Nothing will change,” I predicted, but he didn’t seem to be listening.  
 
   Instead, he was pulling my dress away, looking upon my nude body like he had never seen it before.
 
   When he removed his own clothes, I was caught up by the beauty of his body, and how the sight of his manhood was causing my heart to begin to beat wildly.  I could tell he wanted me, the same way Emmet wanted Lomasi, because I had watched them together, and started to understand the signs of a man taken over by desire.
 
   Nonetheless, that was all it was, I told myself.  Muraco desired me the same way Emmet desired Lomasi, or the way that men were willing to pay Bertha to satisfy their own desire.  He liked my red hair, and my spunk, and the look of my body, but I didn’t think he could see beyond those enticements that pulled him to me.
 
   He seemed impatient to have me near him, and clutched me in his arms, pulling me into the river, as he began ravaging my lips with his.  Before, he had been tender and gentle, but now he almost seemed angry and demanding, as his hands raked over my body, seeking something beyond the both of us.  He pulled me roughly against him, the hardness of him pressing into my soft skin, as his hands crushed me even tighter in his embrace, until he was pulling me down into the shallow water, laying over me, moving against me, in the same way I had seen Emmet move against Lomasi.  I started to worry that he wanted me in the way Emmet had taken Lomasi, and since I refused to become his woman, he would not wait for me to become his wife, before he took me.  He would force me, and then insist I become his woman, I thought, frantically. I recalled how Clinton had threatened that very thing, and  I gave a small shudder, at the thought.
 
   His movements against me continued, as his lips devoured my own lips in a strange mad desire, he couldn’t seem to control, and I could feel the hardness of him against my stomach, stroking with a desperate rhythm, seeking something beyond my simple understanding.  A moment later, he let out an angry growl, as he pulled away from me.
 
   “Maybe Lomasi is right,” he grunted, as he tried to catch his breath.  “Perhaps you merely have some, strange magic over me, which takes away my discipline, and makes me forget about keeping you chaste and virtuous, as a woman should be. 
 
   “Your red hair makes me go crazy when ever I am around you, and I cannot stop myself from needing the feel of you.  You are lucky I was able to gather my honor, and did not end up taking you, the way your white friend tried to do.”  
 
   He stood up, abruptly, and turned away from me.  
 
   “It would be better if Inteus watched you for me, from this day fowards.  I cannot trust being so near to you anymore.”
 
   I sat up, feeling shocked and hurt at his statement.
 
     “You blame me!” I screeched.  “You blame me because you want me so much, and then can’t have me?  How dare you!  You need to seek out a new vision quest and ask your God to forgive your actions towards me, if you are so helpless when you are near me, that you treat me this way, and then say it is my fault, for having some magic over you!”
 
   He turned and gave me one long look.  
 
   “Perhaps you are right.  I will stay in Inteus’ lodge, which is across the village from my lodge, so you will not tempt me in the future.”
 
   “Good!” I screamed,  “because I am never, ever going to become your woman!  Never, never, never!”
 
   I watched him scoop up his clothes and put them on, and then head towards the direction of the village.  I fell back into the water and started to sob.  I felt hopeless and shunned.  Everything was spinning out of control. 
 
   Muraco thought I had some evil magic over him, the same as Lomasi thought, and Emmet was taking advantage of Lomasi, not to mention that Dorie kept looking at Tala like she was considering taking him up on his offer of having her as his woman.  Nigel was already turning into an Indian.  It seemed like I was the only sane person in my family, who was willing to stand by my own decision to live on the farm and continue the legacy that our father started.
 
   I felt more than lonely; I felt abandoned.  I had been abandoned by my own father when he had brought Clinton back, expecting me to marry him.  Nigel had abandoned the whole family by wanting to become an adopted Indian, and the family dog was abandoning me by staying with Nigel.  Dorie and Emmet were being drawn by the fact that they didn’t think they could find a mate, because we lived so far out, so why not just give into being with an Indian, instead?  I may end up staying at the farm all by myself, I thought in self-pity.
 
   “Muraco sent me,” I heard a voice say, and I could see Inteus standing near the bank.  “He is very upset.  He says you cause bad magic to fall over him.”
 
   “The only bad magic is his own demons causing him to try to take what he wants without my consent,” I hissed.  “Then he has the nerve to blame me, because I won’t give myself to him willingly as his woman.”
 
   Inteus looked shocked.  
 
   “Did he harm you?  Did he take you against your will?”
 
     He started to step towards me.
 
   “I don’t want to talk about it, but I am still a virgin, so you can stop acting so concerned.”
 
   “He said I should watch you from this moment onwards,” he told me.
 
   “I don’t need anyone to watch me!  I can take care of myself.”
 
   “I must do as he asks, since you are his responsibility, and he would lose face if he left that responsibility unattended.”
 
   “Oh yes!  I forgot about losing face!  It is all about losing face, but no one cares about how I feel or if don’t wish to be watched!”
 
   “You are upset.”  
 
   He waded out into the river, and took my hand, pulling me to my feet.  Then he took his shoulder blanket and wrapped it around me.  
 
   “Come back to the lodge.  Tomorrow you will forget all this.”
 
   “I will never forget all this.  I vowed once not to trust a man again, after the man that Muraco shot, tried to force himself on me.  Muraco is no better, as far as I am concerned.  He can’t stop himself from wanting me, in the same way Clinton couldn’t stop himself from wanting me.  At least, I thought that Muraco actually felt something for me, but you are mistaken; he is not crazy in love with me.  He is just crazy period!”
 
   Inteus led me back to the lean-to and handed me my nightgown, when we got there.  I pulled on, and crawled under the buffalo robes.
 
   “Tomorrow is a new day,” Inteus told me, as he crawled in beside me.  “The night will start to heal your heart, and maybe Muraco will consider his actions and ask you to forgive him.”
 
   “It won’t do any good.  My heart won’t be healed, and I shall not forgive him.”
 
   “Then it is his loss,” he responded quietly.
 
   When I woke, the next morning, Inteus was already up, and probably going about his daily business.  Although the Indians always rose with the morning sun, no one ever insisted I do likewise.  I was left to decide for myself, and even though I was used to getting up early; it had been because of the need to do chores and feed animals.  Now there was nothing to occupy my days, once we had finished chinking the lean-to, so I didn’t see any reason for rising early.
 
   I went out to see what Dorie had fixed to eat, but when I got there, someone else was fixing a sort of cornmeal mush to eat.
 
   “Where is Dorie?” I asked.
 
   “You mean Dancing Hands?” the plump, pleasant looking Indian woman responded.
 
   “Yes, Tala calls her that,” I remembered.
 
   “She is preparing to be tied to Wolf,” the woman told me.  “The ceremony will begin at the setting of the sun, but she must be purified, and prepared by the women chosen to administer to her.”
 
   “You mean she is marrying Tala?” I croaked.
 
   “She will become his woman,” I was told.
 
   “She never told me she had made up her mind to be his woman,” I shrieked.
 
   “Wolf gave your brother four horses for her, since she has no father,” she went on to explain.
 
   “And why hasn’t Emmet mentioned this to me?  He would never agree to let Dorie marry an Indian!”
 
   She gave me a perplexed look, and then shrugged.
 
   “Where is her teepee?” I demanded.  
 
   The woman pointed in a general direction, so I just started walking that way.  When I ran into Inteus, I asked him where Tala’s teepee was, and he agreed to bring me there.
 
   “Did you know about Tala getting tied to my sister?” I asked, feeling left out of everything.
 
   “Tala told me this morning.  I was coming to tell you about it.”
 
   “Emmet knew.  He got four horses out of the agreement, and he never came and mentioned it to me,” I complained.
 
   “You will have to ask him why he didn’t tell you,” was all Inteus said.
 
   When we reached the teepee, there was no one inside.  “Where would she be?” I asked Inteus.
 
   “They are probably being purified in the sweat-lodge.  It is not permitted to disturb them, so you must wait to talk to your sister.”
 
   “Never mind!  I will go find Emmet, instead.”  
 
   I headed to the teepee where Apenimon had been sheltering both Emmet and Nigel.  I noticed four horses tied to a stake outside the teepee, and assumed they must be the horses Tala gave Emmet for Dorie’s hand.
 
   I lifted the flap to the teepee, but only Nigel was inside.
 
     “Where is Emmet?” I asked.  “Did you know your sister was marrying Tala?” I demanded.
 
   “He will be good to her.  I know you do not like it here, but Dorie does, so don’t cause any trouble.”
 
   “Of course not!  None of you care what I think anyway!  Do you know where your brother is?”
 
   “He went to Lomasi’s teepee.  He likes her.  Maybe they will get tied too.”
 
   “Have you all turned heathen?” I asked, as I backed out of the teepee, bumping into Muraco, as I did so.
 
   “You believe we are heathen?” Muraco asked, frowning at me.
 
   “Go away!  I don’t want to talk to you,” I spat, pushing past him.  “Did you know that my brother and your once ‘intended’ are now sharing each other’s bodies?” I flung over my shoulder, as I headed towards Lomasi’s teepee.
 
   I was brought up short, as Muraco grabbed my arm.
 
     “Are you saying that your brother is laying with Lomasi?” he demanded.  
 
   His eyes looked angry, and I thought that perhaps he would kill Emmet over the discovery.
 
   “Why should you care?  Isn’t that what men do when they want a woman?  They persuade her to enjoy their caresses, so she will give in to him.  Then, if that doesn’t work, they try to take her anyway!  Don’t look down on Emmet for what you wish to do yourself!” I scolded.
 
   “Her father will force him to take her as his woman, if he knew,” Muraco, informed me.
 
   “Why don’t you let them worry about that?  For all we know, Lomasi is using her charms on Emmet, the same way you think I am using magic on you, in order to get him to trust her, so she can slit his throat in the middle of the night.”
 
   Muraco looked shocked.  “She would not do that.  Murder is against our code.”
 
   “Well, apparently she wasn’t thinking about a code when she tried to stab me!” I reminded him.  “So who knows what she will do?  I am going to warn Emmet about her.”
 
   “I will come with you,” he insisted.
 
   “Suit yourself, but I get to talk to Emmet first!”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER TWENTY
 
    
 
   Muraco and I stood before Lomasi’s teepee, while I called for Emmet to come out.  I would have barged right in, if Muraco had not been with me, but I didn’t want him to witness Emmet in Lomasi’s embrace, if that was what they were doing, because I feared what he may do to Emmet if he saw them together that way.
 
   Emmet appeared at the doorway of the teepee, and then came out and frowned down at me. 
 
    “I can tell you are about to reprimand me about something.  Why else would you seek me out and start yelling for me?” he grumbled.
 
   “Why didn’t you come and tell me about Tala giving you four horses for Dorie to marry him?” I demanded.
 
   “He just offered them this morning.  I haven’t had a chance to talk to you.”
 
   “But you gave him permission!” I shrieked.
 
   “How was I going to stop Dorie from doing as she pleased?  She wanted that Indian buck, and no matter what I said she would end up going to him.  Hell, she was already living with him, so why make a stink about it?  Nigel has joined the tribe and now Dorie wants to become a member, the same as him.  Who am I to refuse her?  She may come to her senses before she actually marries the savage, but if I refused her, it would be a sure thing.  She would just marry him out of spite.”
 
   “You don’t understand!  Once you give your consent, there is no going back.  Indians take bargains very seriously, and the bargain of giving someone in marriage is sacred to them.  She is getting married tonight!”
 
   “What?  I thought it was just like an engagement, or something, and once Dorie spent the winter here, she would think better of it, and back out.”
 
   “They are being prepared for the ceremony as we speak,” I informed him, “and now you can’t take back your consent!”
 
   Emmet shrugged.  
 
   “What am I to do?  I am not Dorie’s father, even though you think you are her mother!”
 
   “She is only fifteen!” I cried.
 
   “Women get married younger than her, so why are you getting upset?  Just because you are on the verge of becoming an old maid, doesn’t mean your sister has to be one.”
 
   My temper suddenly flared, and I slapped him.  The real reason behind my anger, was because he was probably right.  I was too independent to become someone’s wife, and bow to a man’s wishes.  Maybe I was jealous of Dorie because she wanted to be with Tala, the same as I had wanted to be with Muraco, only I was too stubborn to give in and accept the Indian way of life.  Life had been so simple, and now it was getting too complicated.  
 
   “Well you should be happily contented having Lomasi at your disposal!” I chided.  “Don’t you know that Indian women are supposed to remain chaste until they become married, just like white women are expected to be?”
 
   The statement took Emmet back for a moment, and his eyes became worried, as he glanced over at Muraco, who stood staring at him.  
 
   “That is between Lomasi and me.  I never forced her to do anything she didn’t willingly go along with.  Why not take what she offers me?”
 
   At that statement, Muraco stepped forward, his face inches from Emmet’s face.  
 
   “Do you plan to take her as your woman?  We could arrange a second ceremony.  You could offer the horses Tala gave you, to her father,” he said forcefully.
 
   “We haven’t spoken about it,” Emmet admitted.  “Actually, she was the one who seduced me, if you must know!  I thought it was accepted, since my own sisters are sleeping in the same teepee with a man.”  
 
   He glared at Muraco in a knowing manner.  
 
   “I see how you look at my sister, and touch her.  I have seen you together at the river.  Don’t you try to lecture me, when you have the same drives as every other man!”
 
   “I have not taken your sister, as a man takes a woman, yet you are laying with my childhood friend, a woman I once thought I may take as my woman.”
 
   “But you haven’t taken her.  You want my sister instead, and she was angry about it.  She wanted from me, what she felt you were giving to my sister, so I took her up on it.  Therefore, you have no room to look at me, as though I have broken some Indian law.  Talk to Lomasi and lecture her, if you must.  I am sure she is familiar with Indian laws in a way I am not.”
 
   I could see Muraco clenching his fists, and his jaw, while a vein in his neck stood out, as he tried to contain his temper.  I placed my hand upon his shoulder.
 
   “We can’t change what is already done,” I murmured, “but I came to warn you, Emmet, if what you say is true, and Lomasi has seduced you, it could be that she wants to get back at me by harming you in some way.  She has already tried to stab me with her knife, so if I were you, I would keep one eye open at night.”
 
   Emmet looked a little stunned.  
 
   “I suppose I should expect something like that from these red heathens.  I can’t wait to get back to the farm!”  
 
   He turned, abruptly and stomped off.
 
   It was then, that Lomasi appeared from her teepee and stared daggers at me.  
 
   “You are the evil one!” she spat.  “You have blinded Muraco with your white ways, and red hair, and now you chase your brother from me!”  
 
   She headed out after Emmet, and I wondered if maybe she really did like my brother after all.
 
   I stood shaking in anger and confusion.  Everything I had taken for granted was now falling away.  Our family would never be the same again, and there was no way I could stop all of this madness that seemed to be descending on us, from the moment father returned home from Dodge.
 
   Muraco was looking at me with a touch of sympathy in his eyes.  He reached out to touch me, but I brushed his hand away.
 
   “Don’t you touch me!  This is all your fault!  I never should have saved your life!  If you and your friends hadn’t captured us…”
 
   “If I had not come, you would have been forced to be with a man you didn’t want.  I saved you from him twice, and you say it is all my fault?”  
 
   His eyes burned through me, now angry instead of sympathetic.
 
   “In that case, I suppose we are even.  I saved you, and you saved me, and in the process, we have ruined each other’s lives.  You are right.  You should keep your distance from me, so neither of us are tempted to make things even worse!”
 
   I turned and ran back in the direction of the lean-to, only to be caught in Inteus’ arms, as I tried to rush past him.
 
     “What has happened?” he asked, noting my tears.
 
   “It is none of your concern!  I am not your problem.  I release you from taking me on as your responsibility.  I don’t need an Indian watching over me!”  
 
   I pulled myself from his grasp and continued on to the lean-to, flinging myself down on the buffalo robes with the sinking feeling of hopelessness consuming me.
 
   My body shook with uncontrolled tears, as my mind frantically tried to figure out a way out of my dilemma, but finding no answers.  I would have to remain with the Indians, no matter what I felt, or what the rest of my family was doing.  Emmet said he couldn’t wait to get back to the farm, but what if he changed his mind?  What if he too decided to become an Indian and remain with Lomasi?  I would have to take care of the farm all on my own, and I didn’t think I would be capable of that.  Everything seemed to be turning against me.
 
   I must have fallen asleep, because I was woken up by someone shaking my shoulder.
 
   “It is time,” Inteus was saying.  “The ceremony is about to begin.”
 
   I blinked, and then remembered my sister was about to be married to an Indian brave, something I was reluctant to do, in spite of my feelings for Muraco.  Inteus helped me to my feet.  He didn’t make mention of the fact that I had asked him not to watch over me.  Instead, he acted as though nothing had changed.
 
   I followed him, listlessly to the place where all ceremonies took place.  I was angry that Dorie had not come to me, the way I had asked her to do, so she could let me know of her plans before she rushed headlong into them.  Now there was no stopping this, and I only hoped she did not regret her decision, once the newness wore off.
 
   As the group gathered around the central fire, Dorie and Tala appeared, and stood before the Medicine man, who was considered a mystic of the tribe.  I took in my breath at the sight of her, standing beside her tall, handsome brave.  She wore a white Indian dress beaded and fringed with delicate care.  Her long, blond, hair hovered around her shoulders.  A few thin braids with beads woven into them, decorated her hair, and she had bells connected to her moccasins, which jingled as she walked beside Tala, holding his weapons, which was considered an honor, since they were the very instruments that fed and protected them.  
 
   As they approached, he took the weapons from her, and vowed to dedicate his life to protecting and feeding her, using the very weapons he held in his hands.  Tala handed the weapons to a near by brave, and held his hand out to the medicine man, and Dorie did likewise.
 
   I watched as the Medicine man gave a chant, while he shook his rattle.  Next, he took his knife and cut the thumbs of both Dorie and Tala, pressing the bleeding thumbs against each other, and tying a strip of cloth around them, binding their thumbs together.
 
   He spoke of their blood mingling as one, causing them to becoming one so they could bring children into the tribe and raise them as good Comanche braves and maidens.  Then he directed the tribe to commit themselves to protecting whatever children were brought forth by their union.
 
   When he was through talking, the drums began to beat, and the tribe began to chant, while Tala put Dorie up on his war pony, handing her his weapons again, and led it away to his teepee.  The rest of the tribe continued in the celebration, chanting and dancing, while the drums got louder and beat faster.  I hadn’t even had a chance to speak to Dorie before she committed to becoming Tala’s woman.  She had looked so pleased, though, that I couldn’t wish her anything but future happiness in her choice.
 
   I looked across the circle and could see Lomasi and Emmet together.  Apparently, she had persuaded him that she meant no harm towards him, so I was hoping she was with Emmet because she actually like him, and was willing to give up her claim on Muraco.
 
   I also saw Muraco, watching me, with his dark, smoldering eyes.  I could tell he was upset, but he had brought everything upon himself, I thought.  I couldn’t wait until winter was over.
 
   I sat there for awhile, watching the festivities, thinking how I really didn’t belong here.  Dorie and Nigel seemed to fit in just fine, and I was surprised that even Emmet was trying to fit in as well as he could.  It seemed I was the only one in conflict about the whole situation.  I wondered what was going to happen, by the end of winter.
 
   Eventually, I got up and wandered back towards the river, where I planned to have my evening bath, and then return to the lean-to.  I wondered how I was going to survive the rest of the winter, as Indian life continued about me, having thoughts of the way Muraco had caressed me, and knowing I would probably never feel his touch again.
 
   I sank down into the water, remembering what Muraco had looked like, when he had removed his clothes and stood before me, with that need in his eyes, before he crushed me to him.  I thought of how he felt as he lay over me, wanting me but daring not to take me until I consented to become his woman.  I thought of how his frustration and confusion got the better of him, causing him to say cruel words to me to cover up his own lack of self-discipline.
 
   I hugged my arms around myself, as I clung to happier memories of Muraco.  When I looked up, Inteus stood on the bank.  
 
   “I have come to bring you back to the lodge in safety,” he mumbled.  
 
   He was determined to follow through with his promise to Muraco.
 
   I stepped up out of the water, and picked up the blanket I had brought with me to dry with, pulling it around me. 
 
    “You just won’t give up, will you?” I half-smiled.
 
   “Muraco is my cousin.  I know he loves you.  Once he  accepts his own fate, he will make the right choice.”
 
   “I thought his vision quest was supposed to help him make the right choice,” I scoffed.
 
   “Sometimes the Great Mystery may hear our longings, but our ears could be closed to the right answers,” he justified.
 
   “What are your longings?” I asked Inteus, changing the subject.
 
   “To do what is expected of me.  If Muraco proves to be stubborn, perhaps I will persuade you to become my woman,” he winked.
 
   I laughed.  He was trying to put me in a better mood.
 
    “You are a kind person, and a good friend to Muraco, so you know what would happen if that ever came to pass.  He would never forgive you, and you would forgive yourself.”
 
   “You are wiser than I guessed,” he smiled back.  “Just the same, you cannot stop me from protecting you, until winter is over, and Muraco comes to his senses.”
 
   “It won’t make any difference.  He is destined to become the next chief.  I wouldn’t want to take that honor from him, and I cannot be the woman of a chief.”
 
   “Then maybe you could be the woman of a mere brave,” he offered.
 
   “I’m going back to my farm.  I can’t remain here after the winter and become anyone’s woman.”
 
   “I have heard that growing food can be rewarding,” he smiled.
 
   “Are you saying you wouldn’t mind living on a farm?” I asked.
 
   “If the woman I loved was there, I would consider it.  That is why I believe that Muraco should consider it.  Maybe he won’t become the next chief.”
 
   “He would be miserable on a farm,” I sighed, clutching my blanket about me, as we started walking back to the lean-to.
 
   “We are already becoming miserable, with the way the white man keeps cutting our land smaller and smaller, until we too will be forced to become farmers.  Maybe Muraco would be smart if he made that choice before he is forced into it by other means.”
 
   “I suppose that is up to him,” I said, knowing that like me, Muraco was too stubborn to bend to the way of the white man, no matter how much Inteus professed it may be the wise thing to do.
 
   We had reached the lean-to and Inteus lifted the flap, allowing me to enter before him.  I reached for my nightgown, put it on.  Only I was undeniably aware that Inteus was removing his clothes, as he had done all the other nights, we had spent together.  It wasn’t fair, that I should be given a taste of what it would be like to have a man hold me and caress me, and know I could never have that in my life, unless I agreed to join a wild Indian tribe, or accept the caresses from someone like Clinton, I lamented to myself.  Like Dorie said, there was no place to meet young men in order to find a husband.  I kept telling myself I didn’t need a husband, so why was I feeling sorry for myself?
 
   We crawled under the buffalo robes together, and I was aware of Inteus’ closeness.  There was no way I could convince him to go away, yet I also knew that he would never betray his friend and try to persuade me to become his woman.  It would be maddening if I ever agreed to do that, when it was Muraco that I loved, and the only reason I couldn’t have him was because I refused to become an Indian like Nigel and Dorie chose to be.
 
   “I worry about what I am going to do if Emmet doesn’t come back to the farm with me,” I murmured.  “He seems so caught up with Lomasi, she may persuade him to remain here with her.”
 
   “Lomasi is only lonely because she cannot have Muraco.  I see her watching him with seething eyes.  She wants to flaunt herself with your brother, under his nose.  She is merely trying to make him wish he had never chosen you over her.”
 
   “But they have lain together!  I’ve seen them,” I informed him.
 
   He was quiet for a long moment.  “Lomasi has thrown away her virtue out of spite.  What will she do if she brings forth a child?”
 
   “I would demand that Emmet make her his wife,” I told him.
 
   “If you didn’t, she would be shunned by her people.  No other brave would offer for her, unless Muraco takes pity on her.  Maybe that is what she is hoping will happen, because she was supposed to be his choice.”
 
   “Would she go to that length to get Muraco to take her as his woman?” I breathed.
 
   “She was willing to kill you, which would have resulted in her banishment.  If that had happened, she would expect Muraco to go with her, to protect her and help her survive.  His honor would have demanded it out of his past love for her.”
 
   “Even if she killed the woman he wanted instead?” I asked in disbelief.
 
   “Sometimes honor must guide our steps.  That is why I hope your brother has honor, and does not force Muraco to use his honor, if Lomasi becomes with child, and your brother abandons her.”
 
   “He would never do that!  I wouldn’t allow it!”  
 
   Only I feared that I was having very little influence on Emmet any longer.  It seemed like I was drifting apart from all of my family, which made me feel even more lonely.
 
   “I would come help you,” Inteus said softly.
 
   “What are you talking about?” I asked.  I thought we had been talking about Lomasi and Emmet.
 
   “If your brother chooses to remain with Lomasi, and you return to your farm, I will come help you, until Muraco sees that he is the one who should do it.”
 
   “You are that dedicated to Muraco, that you would take on his responsibilities for him forever?” I asked, half in awe and half in disbelief.
 
   “I am also dedicated to you, as a friend.  If Muraco does not use his honor to take his responsibility to watch out for you, since you saved his life, then I would take up that honor, so he would not lose face.  It would be believed that he gave me the honor of watching out for you, if he had to take up the responsibility as chief instead.  After all, I am his cousin.  Family is important to us.”
 
   “You don’t have to do that,” I said, reaching out and touching his cheek with my hand.
 
   I felt Inteus’ hand cover mine. “You have no say, unless you find another man to watch over you.  Then my responsibility would be passed on to him.”
 
   “What about you?  Don’t you want to find your own woman?” I asked, not wanting him to sacrifice his happiness because of me.
 
   “My eyes have not found a woman I wish to take as my own, but they are entertained by your fire hair.  Besides Muraco will know he has to have his fire hair woman, once he discovers you have returned to your farm.  If he doesn’t become chief…”  he didn’t finish his sentence.  “I have heard that Little Mountain is not well.  They fear his death is near.  If the council doesn’t choose Muraco to take his place, he will be free to make the right choice.”
 
   “Do you believe he is supposed to be with me?” I asked.
 
   “It is up to the Great Mystery, but if Muraco does not return to you, I will offer for you in his stead.”
 
   “Don’t you dare get involved with me, like that!” I cried.  “It is bad enough that I have let myself fall in love with Muraco!”
 
   “I have not offered yet,” he laughed, and then he leaned towards me and gently kissed my lips.  “If Muraco does not choose you, my honor would beg to protect you.”
 
   Then Inteus wrapped his arms around me.  It was the first time he had ever held me, since he had come to watch over me in Muraco’s place.  
 
   “I will talk to Muraco.  If he knows I plan to offer in his place, he may think more seriously about having you as his own, no matter what it takes to be with you.”
 
   “You are going to try t make him jealous, the same way Lomasi is trying to do,” I accused.
 
   “It will be a test to see if he goes back to Lomasi or chooses you over her, after all.  Then we will know where his heart really dwells.”
 
   “It is not a test; it is a trick,” I insisted.
 
   “Someone has to help him make the right choices,” Inteus murmured against my hair,  “even though there is a part of me that hopes he leaves you to me.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
 
    
 
   Indian summer ended abruptly with a chilling wind which brought freezing weather.  Overnight the edges of the froze.  Frost covered the ground and what leaves on the trees that did not already fall onto to the ground.  The chilling wind blew leaves about the winter camp, and whatever else it could grasp in its relentless fingers.  Whatever could be blown away was secured, and most of the Indians spent their time inside their teepees and huts, cooking their own food over their own fires, frequenting the sweat lodges in order to bathe, since the river was too cold to use any longer.
 
   Usually, families entered the sweat lodges together, pouring water over each other for their evening bath.  When the weather was unusually cold, many would take advantage of the sweat lodges just to warm the chill in their bodies.  Otherwise, they remained under the warm buffalo robes in their teepees or huts.  The women did their beadwork, and the men worked on their weapons.
 
   Winter was considered a time to rest and make love and reflect upon the future, as the tribe waited out the weather.  If the snow was deep, it was difficult to gather wood to keep the endless fires of the sweat lodges and the individual family fires going day and night.
 
   I had not seen Muraco since Dorie’s wedding, if one could call it a wedding.  I had barely spoken to Dorie either, since everyone started doing their own cooking inside their teepees and lean-to’s.  Dorie seemed happy about her choice, though, and I was pleased she was not disappointed in Tala, or the Indian way of life.
 
   I was glad that I had talked Muraco into chinking the cracks in the lean-to, because it kept Inteus and myself warmer than it would have otherwise, and we did not have to burn as much wood to keep the small space toasty warm.
 
   I discovered that Emmet had moved into Lomasi’s teepee for the winter, so I was somewhat sure how they spent their time together.  Maybe he had asked her to become his woman, and if he didn’t remain here, he would bring her back to the farm with him, I speculated.  We seldom talked any longer, because Lomasi did not like me, and he didn’t want to upset her, so he said.
 
   From time to time, I could see Muraco in the distance.  He seemed to spend most of his time at the tribal clubs, where the men sat around smoking pipes and talking village politics.  He was probably preparing himself to become the new chief of the Kiowa, I decided.  Or maybe he did it to keep his mind off of me, because he made no effort to come to see me or Inteus.
 
   However, Inteus did see him at the big lodges, where the clubs met together, so he at least knew what was happening with Muraco and the health of Little Mountain.  Little Mountain had been wounded at the same time Muraco had gotten shot, and because of his age, it seemed harder for him to spring back to his healthy self again.
 
   Inteus told me that Little Mountain was planning on going to the leader of the military at Fort Sill, come spring, to make peace with them, so they would not bring their cannon back and blow the rest of the tribes away.
 
   Inteus and I sat in the sweat-lodge together, taking turns pouring water over each other, and running a cloth over our bodies.  He was always gentle, yet somewhat indifferent, when ever he touched me, always maintaining the proper emotional distance, when it was necessary to touch me for any reason.
 
   We had become close friends because we spent so much time together in the lean-to during the cold weather, talking and sharing our feelings with each other.
 
   Sometimes we talked about Muraco, and he kept assuring me that Muraco was struggling with his feelings for me, knowing I would never consent to become the wife of a chief, if that is what Muraco ended up being.  He assured me, though, that he felt that Muraco still loved me and I should wait until I discovered if Muraco became the next chief, before I gave up on him.
 
   “The food storage is getting low,” Inteus mumbled, as he ran a cloth across my back, pouring the warm water over me as he went.  “We may have to take a hunting party out to see if we can find some game to eat.  The cow you brought has stopped giving milk, and they are discussing whether they should use her for food.”
 
   I didn’t want to think about it.  “I raised Buttercup from a baby,” I murmured.  “If they spared her, I could get a bull and breed her next spring again.  I need her for my farm.  As it is, I will have to replace all the foul, since your people started eating them, when they stopped laying.  I shuddered, as I tried not to think about the fact that they had also eaten Hope, and Buttercup was all I had left.”
 
   “Then pray we find game,” Inteus mumbled.
 
   I turned and started running the cloth over his back, and pouring water over him, as we took turns bathing each other.  I watched as the fire glistened over his damp muscles, and thought how strong he looked.
 
   “You will make a good wife, once Muraco makes his choice,” Inteus said, turning and looking at me.  “Your hands are gentle, and caring.  I wish it was me you wanted as your man.”
 
   “I don’t know that I want anyone to become my man,” I murmured.  “There is too much pain involved in loving someone,” I told him.
 
   “Yes,” he said softly.  “I know.”  
 
   He looked deeply into my eyes as he said it, then rose, and took my hand.  
 
   “We should return so someone else can use the sweat-lodge,” he suggested, wrapping my blanket around me, and then taking up his own blanket.
 
   When we came through the opening, we discovered a new layer of snow had fallen while we were inside, covering the trail we had taken to the sweat-lodge.  All the snow had melted, and we thought maybe it would be the last of the snow, even if the ground was still frozen.  Spontaneously, Inteus picked me up in his arms to carry me back to the lean-to.  “I can walk,” I told him, feeling strange in his arms.
 
   “I know,” he smiled, but he did not put me down.
 
   It was then, I looked up and I could see Muraco coming towards us.  
 
   “I see you are taking good care of Pi au-dau,” he mumbled, as he met us.  “You need to get dressed and come with us.  A scout has discovered a herd of elk, not far away, and if we hurry, we will bring back meat for the village.”
 
   After Muraco shared the message, he turned, without even glancing at me, or saying anything.  
 
   “You are wrong,” I murmured in Inteus’ ear.  Muraco does not love me.  I don’t think he ever has.  It is just that I saved him, and he mistook gratitude for love.”
 
   “Give him more time.  I think my plan is working, since I could see the jealousy in his eyes, when he approached us.”
 
   “That was not jealousy.  That was indifference,” I pointed out.
 
   “You know little of Muraco,” he smiled, and kissed me on the cheek.
 
   He had done it on purpose, because as I looked over his shoulder, I could see Muraco watching us.  Maybe Inteus had been right, I thought, so I kissed him back on the cheek, as I looked straight into Muraco’s eyes.  When I did that, Muraco turned and stormed away.  If he wanted me so much, one would think he would at least try to come and talk to me about it, I thought, but I had yet failed to even slightly understand the way that Indians thought or felt.
 
   Inteus confused me as well.  He was always there for me and was helpful and kind.  He constantly nurtured my hope that Muraco would come and confess his love for me and offer to come with me back to the farm.  However, on other levels I believed he hoped that Muraco would become the Main Chief, and take on his tribal responsibilities, leaving Inteus space to  offer himself to me.  I wondered if I would accept his offer, because I knew he was willing to come stay at the farm, since he had offered to help me, if Emmet didn’t come back to the farm with me.
 
   I could see by the way he looked at me, or even touched me, he was trying to fight off the same need of me, that Muraco claimed he had to fight against and needed to keep under control.  It seemed that both of the cousins were keeping their feelings under control, where I was concerned.
 
   Inteus left with the rest of the group that was heading out to hunt the elk.  They even allowed Nigel to go with them to experience his first Indian hunt, and I saw Sport following at the ponies’ heels.  I looked and noticed Emmet watching the group leave also, so I went over to where he stood.
 
   “I guess Nigel is happy to get away from the camp to do some hunting,” I smiled.
 
   “I hope he is as good with a bow and arrow as he is with a rifle.” Emmet murmured.
 
   “I haven’t seen you or Dorie very much this winter,” I commented, as I looked sadly at him, thinking about how close we all used to be.
 
   “The cold weather has kept us all inside,” he shrugged.
 
   “I hear you are staying in Lomasi’s teepee,” I said, wanting to know what was going on in his mind.  “Does this mean you are going to ask her to become your woman?” 
 
   Emmet gave me a long look.  
 
   “You have been staying with Muraco’s cousin in his hut all winter.  Does that mean you will become his woman?” he asked in response.
 
   “It is different.  Inteus is merely there to watch over me for Muraco.  I have no intentions of doing anything with him, and haven’t, if that is what you are concerned about.”
 
   “Maybe you should.  It would make you less uppity!” he scowled.  
 
   I had remembered when Clinton had called me that and cringed.   Emmet gave me a satisfied smirk. 
 
   “If Muraco is the one you want, why does he send Inteus to watch over you?  Lomasi says he will become the next chief, and then choose her as his woman, since he could never ask a white woman to be his woman, once he was chief.  I don’t think it would be considered acceptable to the tribe for a chief to have a white woman for his wife.  If he took you as his woman now, they probably wouldn’t choose him as chief.”
 
   My heart froze, because I started to realize that even if I agreed to become Muraco’s woman and stay with his tribe, it may interfere with his chances of becoming a chief of the village.  I began to accept the fact that was the reason Muraco was acting so indifferent towards me, and that was the reason that Inteus was telling me to wait until Muraco learned if he was to become the next chief.
 
   I cleared my throat, because it hurt too much, trying to hold back my tears.  
 
   “I suppose Lomasi will be happy if he becomes the next chief,” I mumbled.
 
   “Which is why I would never ask her to be my woman or anything else beyond what we share now,”  Emmet scowled.
 
   “The only problem is, Muraco may not choose her.  It is desirous for Indians to have a virtues woman as their wives.  He knows the two of you have been together as a man and woman.”
 
   “That is Lomasi’s problem.  She was the one who was all over me, making me go crazy with the way she was touching me.  She wanted me to take her, so I did.  I have been enjoying being with her, but she always throws Muraco up in my face, so there is no way I will ever get serious about her.  It is just a fun way to spend the winter.”
 
   “So you will be coming back to the farm?” I asked anxiously.
 
   “It is our home.  Why wouldn’t I go back there?  We should insist that Dorie join us as well.  You can’t consider that God actually accepts that crazy Indian ceremony as a true marriage.  Once spring gets here, she will gladly come back to the farm with us,” Emmet said hopefully. 
 
   “The Indians are almost starving, and I hear it is not going to get any better for them, since the buffalo herds are being depleted by the soldiers who travel through between the forts.  They are probably killing all the buffalo on purpose, to keep the heathens down.  Dorie won’t have our food supply to cook with anymore, and will be forced to subside on the kind of food the Indians use.  Even that may not be there for them any longer, because the government keeps pushing the Indians farther and farther from where the buffalo herds roam.  If the natives aren’t wiped out by the government, the bulk of the tribes will probably just end up starving to death.  It is apparent they don’t know the first thing about farming, and they don’t seem to want to learn, either!” 
 
   Emmet’s expression looked grim, as he spoke.
 
   “How can they farm, when we have pushed them out of any fertile land that would support farming, and if their land happens to have gold upon it, that is one more reason to take the land away from them!  While I love our farm and being able to settle in such beautiful countryside, I feel sorry for the Indians, because we have been stealing what rightfully belonged to them.”
 
   “It is called progress, Connie,” Emmet said almost unfeelingly. 
 
   It felt strange having him calling me by my real name. 
 
    “The Indians are backwards people,” he continued.   “They refuse to expand into a modern world.  They have become used to doing things like it has been done for centuries or longer.  We are the modern people!  We know how to take advantage of the land in a way the Indians never dreamed of.  It would all go to waste, if the Indians had their way.  America would be forced to stand still, if we couldn’t expand into new territory.
 
   “The Indians complain that more and more white people are over running their land, but we have the same problem with immigrants constantly coming from overseas, flooding into the United States, wanting land to live on and gold to put in their pockets.  You can’t stop progress, and the Indians are going to discover that soon enough!”
 
   I thought he was probably right, but it didn’t make it any more ethical.  I had to face the fact that we were nothing like the Indians, and because of that, I knew I could never be truly happy if I gave up what Emmet called modern progress.  I didn’t want to go back in time and cook over a campfire, and make clothes from deer and buffalo hides.  I liked my dresses, and soft underwear,  and frilly petty-coats, that Muraco seemed to disapprove of, and think of being silly because wearing more than just a dress seemed inconvenient, and unnecessary.
 
   I looked forward to the day I could afford a treadle sewing machine to sew my clothes on, and we could have regular plumbing in our farm house, instead of having to bring water up from the stream.  My aunt and uncle lived in a modern house in Missouri, so I knew there was more than just scrounging out a life, if one put their mind to it.  I was proud we did so well with our farm and the gold.
 
   I thought about the gold in the false bottom of the wagon.  When we returned to the farm, Emmet could go into Dodge, or some other place and buy more livestock, and possibly get me that sewing machine, I thought hopefully.  Maybe he would run into a woman there that he could marry and bring back to the farm.  If Muraco really loved me, he would have to come to the farm and learn a new way of life, I told myself, thinking it probably would never happen.
 
   The hunting party came back with plenty of meat to last us through more of the winter.  Nigel had a big grin on his face, and jumped down from his pony, describing to me how he got the first kill, and all the braves praised him for his skills.  He told me he had cheated, though, because he had taken Clinton’s rifle with him, and didn’t use his bow and arrows.  Now the other braves wanted rifles as well, he said.
 
   Inteus looked pleased as he watched me cook the elk meat over our small fire, with the smoke escaping through a hole in the roof of the lean-to, positioned over the fire.
 
   “It has been a good day,” he smiled, as I handed him his share of the meat.
 
   “I talked to Emmet today,” I said, quietly.  
 
   I had already cried all the tears I could, while Inteus was away, but Inteus was so excited about the good hunt, he didn’t seem to notice my mood.  
 
   “He told me that even if I wanted to remain and become Muraco’s woman, if Muraco became chief it would be frowned upon, unless he took a woman from the tribe for his wife.  Lomasi is hoping he will choose her, after all, once he becomes chief.”
 
   Inteus looked up, and shrugged, as he chewed on his meat.  
 
   “There is no way to know if he will be chosen.  There are many in line, wanting the honor.  The great war chief Sitting Bear, could be chosen, but he is old, so they may not chose him.  White Bear is younger, and he is a lot like Little Mountain.  We will need a strong leader if we end up going to war with the white man.”
 
   “You can’t go to war with the white man,” I scoffed.  “Look what happened the last time that happened!”
 
   “That was not war!  That was a massacre!  They rode into a peaceful village, when no one was prepared!  They killed women and children!  When the white man has to face a real war party, they will know they have been in a good fight with the red man.”  
 
   He gave me a fierce glare.  
 
   “White Bear is a strong warrior.  He paints his body red, and his teepee red as well.  He is someone the whites would be frightened to look upon!  Kicking Bird is also a great warrior, who could become chief, only he wants to let the whites take over our decisions.  He is willing to go along with their ways, and some of the tribe do not like that attitude.  I have heard Lone Wolf is also a fearless warrior, and he would be able to lead our tribe into successful battle.  We talk of these things when we sit in the lodges and smoke the long pipe.  Once Little Mountain dies, a good decision will be made.”
 
   “I thought the Main Chief did not lead the wars,” I commented.  “I thought the war chief did that?”
 
   “While that is so, he must still guide the tribe in battle, and tell the war chief his wishes for the tribe, if they do go into war.  He would oversee the war party from a distance and encourage them to go forward.  Putting the Main Chief in danger would not be wise, since he must continue to lead the rest of the tribe, no matter the outcome of a battle.”
 
   “It seems like a big responsibility, and I can see why Muraco would not even want me as his wife, if he became chief.  He would have to go to war against my people.  I could not support him in that, and he knows it.”
 
   “You may be right,” Inteus conceded.  “Maybe Lomasi would be his better choice,” he mumbled.  
 
   I think he was hoping that Muraco would be forced to take Lomasi as his wife, if he became chief, leaving me free to choose someone else, possibly him.
 
   “It doesn’t matter,” I said, shrugging.  “I am going back to the farm, and Emmet said he was going back too.  Soon I will be leaving all of this behind.  Emmet is hoping to talk Dorie into coming back with us, and then things will get back to normal again.”
 
   Inteus looked up at me.  I could see pain in his eyes, because he knew I was telling him I would not need him to come help me on the farm, once I went back.  I would have no need for him, and I knew he needed to feel like I wanted his help, if Muraco refused to come with me.  However, I had given up any hope that Muraco would decide to leave his people in order to be with me.  He knew would refuse to leave my farm so I could be with him.  Therefore,  I couldn’t blame him.
 
   “The meat is good,” is all Inteus said, and continued eating.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO
 
    
 
   It seemed we had waited so long for spring, that when it finally came, I was almost surprised.  The last of the snow had melted, and small green plants were starting to push up through the now thawed sod.  Leaves were budding on the trees along the river, and even though it still rained off and on, it had stopped snowing.
 
   The hunting party was lucky to find enough game to help us get through the winter.  All the supplies, that we had contributed, had been used up, though.  I knew that if we didn’t get back to the farm that we would miss the planting season, because we still had to get supplies, and new stock, along with seeds, before we could even begin to plant the fields.
 
   The house had not been lived in over the winter, and I was afraid that wild life may have gotten inside while we were away. 
 
   I was thinking that Emmet could take Bertha back to Dodge when he went in for supplies, but when I went to speak to her about it, I was shocked to discover that she chose to stay with the Indian man who had sheltered her over the winter.  I noticed she no longer clung to her magazines, and she was actually looking healthy and happy.  Maybe she was afraid to return to Dodge, for fear we would turn her in for having our father killed by her son, so perhaps it was better that she stayed with the Indians, I decided.
 
   All I needed to do, was try to convince Dorie to come back with us, but she informed me that she was going to have a baby, and Tala wanted to raise his child the Indian way, teaching it the way of the Comanche.  I knew that Nigel would not come back with us either, so that would only leave Emmet and myself to work the farm.  The thought was rather daunting, but it was a sure thing, I was not going to remain in the village, which would eventually move to another camp sight,  and I didn’t think Emmet would remain either.
 
   I wanted a place to call home, not having to move when the grass got eaten down by the horses, and having to follow the herds of buffalo and other game just to be able to eat.  I had missed our farm, even though the lean-to was warm and cozy, and I enjoyed my friendship with Inteus.
 
   Muraco had barely spoken to me, after that time they hunted the Elk.  I would see him looking at me from across the camp, but I usually ignored him, the same as he seemed to be ignoring me.  If Inteus started to bring him up in our conversations, I would change the subject.  I seldom dreamed at night, anymore, of how he used to hold me and touch me.  Instead, I made plans of how I was going to fix up the farm, and all the things we would have to get before we could start farming again.  I knew we had plenty of money to get whatever we wanted, because we not only had the gold, but also the silver twenty dollar pieces that Muraco had given me.
 
   I though about how I planned to use that money to get back to Missouri in the spring.  Now I had no reason to return to Missouri.  I was sure my aunt and uncle were worried because they hadn’t heard from my father, or any of us over the winter.
 
   “The weather is nice now,” I said to Emmet, as we stood outside my lean-to.  “We should make plans to leave.”  
 
   Emmet nodded, almost reluctantly, I thought.  
 
   “Once we are gone, Lomasi can have Muraco again, and he can become the new chief of the village, when Little Mountain dies,” I continued.  “We were told that we can leave in the spring, so we need to pack up the wagon, round up your horses and Lightening, along with Buttercup, and head back.  We can leave the buggy horse for Nigel, if he wants it, but if we wait any longer, we won’t have time to go get supplies before planting time comes.”
 
   “You are probably right,” he agreed.  “I was anxious for this day to come, and now it seems strange that it is finally here,” he murmured.  “We have to leave Dorie and Nigel behind, and I really don’t like that.”
 
   “Dorie is with child, and you know Nigel will never come back to the farm.  He likes his Indian life too much.”
 
   “Guess it is going to be you and me, then,” he said with resignation in his voice.
 
   “Maybe when you go to Dodge you will find someone there you could ask to marry you,” I suggested.
 
   “Wouldn’t have time enough to get to know anyone there.  I wouldn’t want to end up with someone like father did.”
 
   “Speaking of such, Bertha has decided to remain here as well.  I never would have believed it.”
 
   “Good.  I didn’t want to take her back to Dodge anyway.  She is lucky we don’t turn her in.”
 
   “I’ll tell Inteus that we wish to leave first thing in the morning,” I suggested.  “You can tell Lomasi good-bye, and then we can both go and tell Dorie and Nigel we are going back.  Maybe someday, Nigel will change his mind about coming back to the farm.”
 
   “Yeah, I guess so.”  
 
   Emmet wandered away, looking deep in thought, and I was hoping he wasn’t having second thoughts about returning to the farm.  I knew I couldn’t do it all on my own, if no one came with me, and even though Inteus had offered to help, he knew nothing about farming, and I would have to teach him everything.
 
   Inteus did not look happy when I informed him we needed to leave.  
 
   “My life will be empty with no one to watch over, when you go,” he said sadly.
 
   “You can always come to the farm to visit, when you are near the area,” I suggested.
 
   “We are going to have to move even farther away,” he informed me.  “There is going to be a big meeting with Little Mountain, and the leader of the Comanche and the white leaders.  Your Grandfather of the land is very angry with us, and demands that we move farther from the wagon trails, towards the south.  We will be giving up more land, even though it is said we will be able to keep our buffalo grazing land for hunting.  When the great leaders come to Bluff Creek in the fall to meet with our people, we will then be assigned what lands we are allowed to roam on without the government pushing us out.  They say we can have our own laws, and do as we please, and that there will be gifts of rifles and food and clothes, once the decision is made.  Perhaps it will be best to be given even a small part of our land, than be put in a prison and have it all taken away from us.” 
 
   I put my hand on Inteus’ cheek.  
 
   “I am sorry, Inteus,” I mumbled.  “I wish there was something I could do to help, but if things get really bad, you can always come to our farm.  I am sure we could use extra help.”
 
   “If you had to leave alone, I would come to help you, but I am not a farmer.  You will have your brother to watch over you now, so my help will not be needed.  I will tell Muraco that you will be leaving in the morning,” he said, and then ducked out of the lean-to door.
 
   I could tell he was upset, but he would never let on openly how he really felt about me going back to my farm.
 
   That evening, the flap to the lean-to opened, and Muraco was standing in the doorway.  I took in my breath.  It was the first time he had been in the lean-to since he left me there with Inteus.  His eyes were dark and smoldering, as he gazed at me, not speaking for a very long time.  I was wondering if he was going to say anything at all, or just stand there staring at me.
 
   “Inteus tells me you are leaving,” he said quietly, at last.
 
   “It is what I always said I would do,” I told him truthfully.
 
   “I may not ever see you again,” he murmured.
 
   “Of course you will.  Dorie is here, and so is Nigel.  Inteus says you may be forced to stay in one place now, so you will be easy to find, if that is true.  I will come visit my family and you someday.  I would like to see Dorie’s baby when it is born.”
 
   “By then, I should have many more responsibilities,” he told me.
 
   “If you end up being the new chief, you will be too busy to bother thinking about me,” I offered.
 
   “I can never put you out of my head.  Your red hair will live in my brain forever,” he stated, taking a step closer to me.
 
   “You will forget me eventually,” I insisted.
 
   “Will you forget me too?” he asked.
 
   I took in my breath.  I knew I never would.  I just shook my head no.
 
   “You could still become my woman,” he offered in a low voice.
 
   “Not if you become chief.  It would be better if you took one of your own women.  Lomasi is still hopping that you will choose her.”
 
   “She has thrown her virtue away.  As chief, I could not take her.  But I may not become chief.”
 
   “Then come stay with me at the farm, if you do not become chief,” I almost begged.
 
   He didn’t answer.  I knew he wouldn’t do it, any more than I would stay with him here.  Muraco reached out and held the side of my face with one hand, and then his other hand came to the other side of my face, cupping my head, as he looked into my eyes.
 
   “Sky eyes and fire hair,” he breathed.  Then his mouth was covering mine, but just as I melted into the kiss, he released me and turned from the lean-to, vanishing out of the door.  I knew I had lost him forever.
 
   I did not sleep well that night.  Inteus didn’t even come to stay with me in the lean-to, and I almost felt abandoned.  Maybe it was for the best, though.  I had said my good-byes, and I didn’t want to see anyone again before I left.  By morning, I felt out of sorts, and tired.  All I wanted to do was climb up in the wagon and leave, hopefully I could eventually put the whole winter out of my thoughts, and get on with my life, I told myself.
 
   Emmet pulled up with the wagon in front of the lean-to.  I had been thinking about when Muraco and I had chinked the walls, and Muraco had taken me to the river to wash the clay off of me.  I tried to put the thoughts out of my mind, but I couldn’t help it, every time I looked at the lean-to, I remembered.
 
   Everything had been packed in the wagon, except for the food we had brought with us back then. It seemed so long ago.  Almost a lifetime ago, I thought. Emmet had tied the horses to each other and tethered them and Buttercup to the back of the wagon.  Nigel stood at a distance, waving, with Sport at his feet.  Dorie and Tala stood not far from him, waving as well.  I saw Lomasi and Intues watching as we started to pull out, but I did not see Muraco.  I blinked back the tears and climbed up in the wagon, sitting down beside Emmet.
 
   Emmet did not look back at Lomasi.  I was struck by the thought that he must not care very much for her, even though he shared her body all winter.  His face looked stern and unreadable.  After all, Lomasi made it very plane that her only true love had been Muraco, and she had thrown that love away, when she agreed to let Emmet take her.  Now she wouldn’t have the comfort of Emmet beneath the buffalo robes, or the love of Muraco, either, I thought sadly.
 
   I thought I would feel more excited about heading back to the farm, as we started out across the meadow, but I just felt dead.  Nothing would ever be the same again.  There would only be Emmet and myself.  How were we going to pan gold and work the farm too, I wondered.  The gold was what helped us get more supplies and tools by the end of the year.  Somehow, we would have to make it work, I determined, as the wagon rocked across the rough ground.
 
   Suddenly, I was aware of a horse stampeding up behind the wagon, when I looked, I saw it was Muraco on Helaku.  He came up, galloping his horse around the wagon in circles. 
 
    “I love you, Pi au-dau!” he cried.  “I will always love my Fire Hair!  Don’t ever forget me!”
 
   Then he was stampeding off, the same way he came.  I hadn’t even had time to tell him I loved him too, and not to forget me either.
 
   It made me feel both happy and sad, but at least I knew Muraco did love me, and was able to admit it to me, even if he wouldn’t come live on the farm with me.  It was the only bright point in my day.
 
   It was late when we got to the farm.  Emmet lit the lantern, and held it high as we went through the front door.  Everything remained the same as we had left it, and it didn’t look like any animals had invaded the place, but there were several spider webs.  Emmet went about lighting lamps, to brighten up the place, then he left and went back outside.  I thought he was going to unload the wagon, but when he came in, he had a box in his arms.
 
   “I stashed some extra food aside, that wouldn’t fit on the wagon.  I forgot to tell you about it, so at least we have something to put with the little bit of food we brought from the Indian village,” he told me with a smile.
 
   I threw my arms around his neck, and then started lifting the bottles out of the crate that Dorie and I had so carefully prepared, and packed in the crate, and began taking inventory.
 
   “I think there still may be a little cracked corn in the barn as well, that we had set aside for the pigs,” he informed me.  “We can grind it and make some cornmeal with it.  There is still plenty of hay in the barn for the horses and Buttercup, so that should tide us over until I can go in to get more supplies.”
 
   “I want a sewing machine,” I told him, with a smile.  “There is plenty of money to get one, and I still have that material that father brought me.  Get some more material, because I want to make new curtains for the house.”
 
   “Write up a list, and in the morning, I will leave for Dodge.  Will you be all right all on your own?”
 
   “Before there were only wild Indians to worry about, but now I don’t think there is anything that I need to fear,” I told him.  “I will be just fine.  I can clean up the place, and move my things back in my room, and get rid of all of Clinton’s things.  The house will seem sadly empty though, without Dorie and Nigel, not to mention father.”
 
   “I will take as little time as possible, so don’t worry.  We have extra horses now, which will make it easy for you to help me plow so we can get the fields ready for planting.  Speaking of which, I’ll get an extra plow too.  Also, wince we have a buggy, you can use it to check the mail, when they start delivering it again.”
 
   “If you can find a good bull, you should get it so we can breed Buttercup again, to bring on her milk, and we’ll need new piglets, and poultry.”
 
   “Don’t worry, I will get whatever livestock I can find and can afford,” he assured me.  “I need to put the horses away, though.”  He left and I finished unpacking the crate he had brought in.  Things were starting to look better already, I thought, breathing a sigh of relief.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE
 
   1866
 
    
 
   It was four months after Little Mountain had died, and things were not looking good for the Kiowa or the Comanche.  White Moon had accompanied Little Mountain, the fall before to Bluff Creek near the mouth of the Little Arkansas River, where a United States delegation headed by Colonel Jesse Leavenworth had arranged to meet with both Comanche and Kiowa.  Little Mountain and the other tribal leaders listened with grave skepticism as the government spokesman tried to explain that it would be in the best interest of all parties for the Kiowas to confine themselves to certain areas distant from the main travel routes: specifically, lands south of the Canadian River and north of the Red.
 
   Little Mountain protested.  How could the whites parcel out lands that did not belong to them, he asked with disdain.  Nevertheless, in the interests of peace with such a powerful people, he along with six other Kiowa leaders, signed the treaty on the government’s terms, giving up all claims to western Texas, southwestern Kansas, eastern New Mexico and southeastern Colorado.  The pact left them with the southwestern part of Oklahoma, known as Indian Territory, and most of the Texas Panhandle, which fortunately included the best of their traditional buffalo-hunting grounds.
 
   In return for their acceptance of limits on their roving and their promise of future docility, they were to be given annual presents of hunting rifles, staple foods, utensils and tools, seeds for planting, blankets and clothes.
 
   They left the meeting not realizing the nature of the bargain they had made.  After all, they still had their best buffalo range, and the presents of foodstuffs and other items would help to see them through hard times.  The hints of the peace commissioners that they settle down, farm and become educated in white men’s ways registered only dimly.  In their innocence, with only the vaguest understanding of the terms of the treaty, they had committed themselves to life on a reservation, without even realizing it.
 
   Finally, the Government had gotten its way, because it had been the policy from the beginning to somehow contain the native people of the land, so the United States could claim all the land and do with it as they pleased.  Between 1790 and 1834, Congress had passed a series of laws called the Indian Trade and Intercourse Acts, aimed at guaranteeing the Indians a safe homeland and gradually narrowing the gulf between the two cultures.  Under the legislation, reservation-bound Indians were to be subject to their own laws rather than those of the United States, and an agent, appointed by the President, would serve as liaison with the tribe.  His duties included dispensing provisions, (called annuities) arresting traffickers in liquor, evicting trespassers, attempting to settle on the reservations, and arranging consultations between Indian tribes or between Indian chiefs and government representatives.
 
   This was the system to which Little Mountain and his fellow chiefs had unwittingly committed the Kiowas to.  Perhaps it was fortunate that Little Mountain had ended up dying, White Moon thought.  He would never learn what he had brought upon the heads of his people.
 
   White Bear had said that Little Mountain did all he could to make peace, and kept talking and talking, but the white man kept doing something bad to him, and he was in so much misery that he died.”
 
   Now they would need to assign a new Main Chief of the Kiowas, only they couldn’t come to agreement on whether they wanted peace or war.  Should they become copies of white men, with schools and houses and the planting and plowing of fields?  
 
   White Moon thought longingly of Pi au-dau, his Fire Hair girl, living on her farm, and wondered if maybe he would end up having to be a farmer as well.  The thought was conflicting, because on one hand, it would give him a good reason to seek Fire Hair out and join her on her farm, the way she had wanted him to.  Nonetheless, his independent nature, bred into him by his culture, fought against submitting to that way of life.
 
   The only other choice was to ignore the treaty that had been signed and pursue the life of their forefathers, raiding whenever and wherever they pleased.
 
   They could not deny that the influence of the white man loomed large in the future.  The main question was how to cope with it, or more specifically, what sort of leader was best suited to cope with it.  If the future decision was to resist the whites and all they stood for, perhaps the great war chief, Sitting Bear, would be best, but they all had to admit that Sitting Bear may be too old for such a position, since he was in his sixtieth season.
 
   Three other names came up.  White Bear, Kicking Bird, and Lone Wolf.  No one ever brought up White Moon’s name, and perhaps it was because he was much younger than all of the others being considered, even though he was considered a great warrior by some.
 
   White Bear, was much younger than Sitting Bear, but mature enough to take on the job.  He was a lot like Little Mountain, a capable man, jovial and outgoing, a noted warrior, but more flamboyant than Little Mountain had been, with his red painted skin and teepee, topped with long red streamers of cloth.
 
   However, White Bear was inconsistent.  He knew the importance of getting along with the intruders and participated enthusiastically in all peace meetings with the whites, but he did so with the full intention of getting whatever he could out of them while continuing to raid and plunder.  “I take hold of that part of the white man’s road represented by the breech-loading gun,” he said, “but I do not like the ration of corn. It hurts my teeth.  The good Indian, that listens to the white man gets nothing.  The independent Indian is the only one rewarded.”
 
   This attitude made him unacceptable as the Main Chief, because the Kiowa were trying to create peace, while holding onto their own culture.  
 
   Kicking Bird, who had been born shortly after the raid of the Osage which caused Islandman to lose his position of Main Chief, was more peacefully oriented.  He, like all other Kiowa leaders, had made his mark as a warrior.  Only he held a belief that never would have been acceptable to the older members of the tribe, when they were younger, which was that the future of the Kiowas lay in cooperation with the whites.
 
   After all consideration, it came down to the choice between White bear, Kicking Bird and Lone Wolf.  White Moon wasn’t sure whether to feel hurt or relieved.  But in the end, it would be left up to the council to decide on the next leader.
 
   Both White Bear and Kicking Bird commanded great influence in the tribe.  Finally, the council compromised and chose Lone Wolf, instead.  Although Lone Wolf was a slightly built man, he was fearless as a warrior and slightly older than White Bear.  His main recommendations were that he was less vociferous in his commitment to either peace or war than White Bear or Kicking Bird, and he had been Chief Little Mountain’s own preference as successor.
 
   Only compromise had never before been the Kiowa way, and it did not make for unity.  Lone Wolf did not seem capable of imposing solidarity on a tribe that was so deeply split.  White Bear and Kicking Bird held to their separate paths as if they had no Main Chief, one continuing to raid in forbidden areas, while the other counseled peace.
 
   And regardless of what the tribe did, the white pioneers kept coming.  All the while clamoring for the government to protect them, and make strict laws that would keep the Indians at bay.  As a result another peace council was held on Medicine Lodge Creek in southern Kansas.  The Kiowas, Comanches, Cheyennes and Arapahos were all lured to it with promises of gifts from the white man.
 
   Leading the Kiowa group were Sitting Bear, White Bear, Kicking Bird and Lone Wolf, each accompanied by his own following.  Kicking Bird created something of a minor sensation by appearing in a breechcloth and a tall silk hat, which had been given to him by one of the peace commissioners.  But White Bear, who spoke five languages, (four Indian and Spanish) fluently and often at considerable length, was the center of attention. 
 
   White Bear’s eloquence quickly inspired others to give him the name of Orator of the Plains. He complained bitterly of the wanton shooting of buffalo along the line of march by soldiers accompanying the peace commissioners.  His eyes flashed and his lips curled with scorn.  “Has the white man become a child, that he should recklessly kill and not eat?  When the red men slay game, they do so that they may live and not starve.”
 
   It was ordered that the killing be stopped and the guilty be reprimanded.  However, White Bear was by no means finished.  He described himself as the white man’s friend, yet he added:  “All the land south of the Arkansas belongs to the Kiowas and Comanches, and I don’t want to give away any of it.  I love the land and the buffalo, and will not part with it.  I don’t want any of the medicine lodges, (meaning schools and churches) within the country.  I want the children raised as I was.  I don’t want to settle.  I love to roam over the prairies.  There I feel free and happy, but when we settle down we grow pale and die.  A long time ago this land belonged to our fathers; but when I go up the river I see camps of soldiers on its banks.  These soldiers cut down my timber; they kill my buffalo; and when I see that, my heart feels like bursting”
 
   In spite of his strong feelings, White bear still signed the treaty proposed by the peace commission.  Kicking Bird signed too, and so did Sitting Bear.  But Lone Wolf refused to sign, and said the whites were taking land that did not belong to them.
 
   Now, under the new treaty, the Kiowas and Comanches were squeezed farther south and into a shrunken area bounded on the north by the Washita River, on the south and west by the Red River and its North Fork, and on the east by the 98th meridian, which meant little to the Indians.  By signing the agreement, the government guaranteed to supply the Kiowas and Comanches annually, for a period of 30 years with $25,000 for the purchase of whatever articles were proper to the condition and necessities of the Indians.  Also, they were to retain hunting privileges north of the Washita. 
 
   Later, they would discover that the hunting privileges would be with drawn, which meant that the migrating buffalo herds would not pass through Indian land any longer.
 
   Muraco knew what the future was going to bring.  Either suppression of the Indians by the whites, or war between the two factions.  Either, of which, would turn out badly, he decided.  It was time for him to decide whether he wanted to learn the white man’s ways, or join in the fight against it.


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR
 
    
 
   Emmet and I  had been working the farm for two months, when we saw two riders approaching.  We could tell even from a distance that it was two Indians.  My heart caught in my throat, thinking it was Muraco returning, but as they got closer, I realized that there was really only one Indian riding along side Nigel, who looked more Indian than I remembered him being before, even with sandy blond hair, now long and braided.  I thought, perhaps the woman riding next to him was Dorie, and that they were returning home, but she did not have blond hair, like Dorie.  It was then that I could see it was Lomasi, riding beside Nigel, and I wondered why she had come.
 
   “What are you doing here, Nigel, and why have you brought Lomasi?”
 
   “I’ve come to make Emmet do the right thing by her,” he said.  
 
   His face was clouded, as he frowned down at me.  At that moment, Emmet came out onto the front porch, and stopped short, when he saw who it was.  
 
   “Why have you come?” he asked Lomasi, in her own language.
 
   “Because I carry your child.  I will be shunned by the tribe if I remain,” she told him bluntly.
 
   “Therefore, you have to make an honest woman out of her,” Nigel insisted.  “I know there is no one here that can perform a marriage, but the next time you go to a place where there is a church, you need to make Lomasi your wife.”
 
   There was a long silence, and then, to my surprise, Emmet stepped forward, and reached up, pulling Lomasi from her horse. 
 
    “I have missed you,” he said, quietly, “but I thought it was Muraco you wanted.”
 
   “He is not the father to my child,” she said stiffly.
 
   “I’m glad you came,” Emmet told her.  “I would have brought you back with me, had I known you would be willing to come.”
 
   I realized, at that moment, that Emmet had felt something for Lomasi, only he wouldn’t admit it, because he thought she loved Muraco.
 
   “Then you are willing to marry her?” Nigel asked.
 
   “Why wouldn’t I?   I have loved her from the moment I laid eyes on her.”
 
   Lomasi’s eyes widened.  “You love me?” her voice shook.
 
   “Why do you think I always wanted to be with you?  It wasn’t just because you were a woman, and I wanted your body.”
 
   “Then you are not upset, that I am carrying your child?”  She started to look relieved.
 
   “Of course not.  I want to have children.  I want to have many more children with you, but you must remain on the farm with me.  I won’t go back to your tribe.”
 
   “I will stay then,” she murmured.  She flung her arms around Emmet’s neck, and he smothered her in a long kiss.
 
   “How is Dorie?” I asked Nigel, giving Emmet and Lomasi time to get reacquainted.
 
   “She is happy and looking forward to having her baby.”
 
   “Be sure and give her our love, when you return.  I miss her.”
 
   “We miss you too,” Nigel admitted.  “I will stay the night, but I have to return in the morning.”
 
   Nigel and Lomasi followed us into the house, and we spent the night talking over old times, eating food that I cooked from the supply of food Emmet had gotten in Dodge.
 
   That had been over a year ago, and Lomasi and Emmet’s son was just starting to crawl around on the floor.  They named him Matthew, after my father, but Lomasi called him Blue Eyes, or Soye Hay Tdaw-aw because of his stark blue eyes.
 
   The farm was doing well.  We got more livestock, and Buttercup had another calf, which I named Hope, again, to take the place of her other calf.  Emmet brought me a sewing machine, and I made the curtains and a new dress, with the material that father had brought me to make a wedding dress with.  I hadn’t worn it yet, though.
 
   Emmet also brought me a puppy to take the place of Sport, and I named him Scout.  He was much more loyal than Sport had been, and followed me wherever I went.  He also slept at the foot of my bed, and kept me company at night.
 
   Even so, it wasn’t the same as having a man there to keep me company.  I missed Inteus, but most of all I missed Muraco.  I kept remembering how he had said he loved me, as Emmet and I were leaving the village.  That seemed like so long ago, now.
 
   I was glad that Emmet had Lomasi there.  This was how I had thought it would be with me staying at the farm, after Emmet got married, which he did, the next time he went into Dodge, taking Lomasi with him.
 
   I was happy being at the farm, even though so much had changed.  We were still able to get more gold from the creek, but we didn’t have as much time to pan it, so it wasn’t as much as father used to get when he worked the creek.
 
   Flowers were growing on father’s grave, where I planted them.  At least, he was with our mother now, I thought, trying to feel better about losing him.  I often went and sat down between their graves and talked to them.
 
   That was what I was doing that morning, when I noticed several riders coming up the drive.  I counted the horses. I could see from the distance that it was Indians approaching, and I stood up, putting my hand over my eyes to get a better look.  I could count five horses.  I thought the Indians had been pushed farther away from Kansas, and was on a reservation, somewhere now.  I had felt sorry for Muraco, because I knew he would hate it on a reservation, and I wondered if Dorie and Nigel would live there too.
 
   One horse stood out from all the rest, and I suddenly realize it was Helaku. I knew who was riding the horse, and I started running towards it.  When Muraco saw me running towards him, the horse broke into a gallop, and then he was leaping from his horse, and crushing me in his embrace.
 
   “Tell me you love me,” Muraco whispered in my ear.
 
   “I love you, Muraco.  I have always loved you.  I just couldn’t see how we could ever be together.”
 
   “Do you still want me?” asked.  “I mean, do you still want me to stay with you on your farm?”
 
   “I didn’t think you wanted to be a farmer,” I accused.
 
   “It is better than going to a reservation.  At least here I will be able to roam freely without anyone stopping me.”
 
   “As long as you return to the farm,” I insisted.
 
   “I will always return to where ever my Pi au-dau is.”
 
   Muraco’s lips were covering mine, as he crushed me to him again.  When he lifted his head, he smiled at me.  “Will you become my woman now?” he asked.
 
   “You know I will,” I breathed.
 
   “I have brought a lot of help,” Muraco told me, pointing to the others who were just arriving.  “Your sister and Tala, along with your brother and Inteus, has decided to come stay at the farm as well.  You can have your family all back again!”
 
   “Really?” I squealed.  “Has Dorie brought her child?”
 
   “Of course, and she is going to have another one soon.  She is hoping her next will be a young brave, since her first was a girl, which means it may get crowded here,” he smiled.
 
   “We could always build a lean-to,” I laughed.
 
   Now my happiness was complete, I thought.  It seemed that God had answered my prayers, because I prayed every night that Muraco would come back to me.  However, I suppose when God answers prayers, it is never exactly what one would expect, because not only had Muraco come back to me, but my family and my close friend Inteus had come back as well.
 
   “I guess you are going to have to learn how to farm after all,” I told Inteus, as he came up and gave me a friendly hug.
 
   “I told you Muraco loved you,” he smiled.  “It had just taken time for the Great Mystery to get through to him.”
 
   “The Great Mystery got through to me a long time ago,” Muraco answered.  “When I had my vision quest, all I could dream about was Fire Hair.  I thought it was only a dream, and she was distracting me from receiving my vision.  As it turned out, she was my vision.  I just refused to see it.”
 
   Emmet and Lomasi came out to greet everyone, and I was worried for one brief moment that Lomasi would feel uncomfortable with Muraco there, but she merely smiled and gave Muraco a hug, and then hugged the others in turn.
 
   I had worried that I wouldn’t have a family any longer, and that my life would never be the same again.  As it turned out, my life wasn’t the same again.  It was better.
 
    
 
   THE END
 
    
 
   If you liked this book, please write a review.
 
   Go to this link.
 
    
 
   https://www.amazon.com/dp/B01HZ27YN6
 
    
 
   To see other books by this author use this link.
 
    
 
   https://www.amazon.com/s/ref=dp_byline_sr_ebooks_1?ie=UTF8&text=Jeanie+P.+Johnson&search-alias=digital-text&field-author=Jeanie+P.+Johnson&sort=relevancerank
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