


The story that couldn’t be told until 50 years had passed 

Wilton Straed, self-conscious and regrettably cautious, has spent most of  
his eighteen years raising his sister, “Rockie,” thanks to parents who 
couldn’t or wouldn’t.  In 1967 they are uprooted from their urban Virginia 
“post-European” comforts and dropped into Spearfish, South Dakota, he 
for one more year of  high school, she for two.  Lionel Comosh, a local off-
reservation Lakota and high school senior, is a part-time mechanic in the 
family business who aspires to more of  the same.  His younger sister, 
Cyleine, secretly daring, agonizingly sentimental, and a connoisseur of  
words and numbers, soon befriends the new girl. 

It’s not long before Lionel, outwardly forbidding but privately gentle 
and unsettled in his indigenous heritage, falls hard for the obliviously allur-
ing — and willing — Rockie, whose heedlessly unfiltered utterances can 
melt barriers and hearts. 

Over the next year the four lay the cornerstones for what could be last-
ing friendships.  Promptly after high school, though, Wilton slips away 
from Spearfish, shunning his father’s oppressive rule but leaving behind a 
bewildered Cyleine.  Lionel goes his own way, too, but must answer 
whether he will let love’s soft net draw him back to Rockie.  The more the 
gentle strands close around Wilton and Cyleine in their separation, the 
more their vacillation imperils any lasting tie. 

Among the four friends, one organizes stray thoughts, the family’s hors-
es, and the people who matter most.  One is deaf  but not as helpless as it 
sounds at first.  One transforms the family business.  And one is branded a 
deserter in Vietnam. 

Turn-bullet, the girls’ junior-year English teacher, remains an influential 
ally beyond high school.  As the adversities of  adulthood begin to assail the 
four friends he urges them to take command of  the English language, for 
in language is power.  Enthusiastically they apply his advice, in word lists, 
ciphers, and verse, and in one’s poignant struggle to hear. 

  While one of  the four blithely reaches out to President Nixon and, to 
no one’s surprise, becomes a penpal, Turn-bullet is pulling strings in Wash-
ington on behalf  of  the missing soldier, who has become a captive laborer 
in a Chinese radio factory, there charming factory co-workers and audi-
ences of  exhibition wrestling but not pleasing the Communist Party. 

Cold Morning Shadow endures as an upbeat family saga and a celebration 
of  language, friendship, love, and hope. 

Visit ColdMorningShadow.com before starting the novel, while you are 
reading, and afterward to learn more about the setting, era, themes, 
characters, author, and how it all came about. 

http://ColdMorningShadow.com
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For my cousin, Stephanie of the Brulé Lakota, 
her tragically-fated father, Mitch, 
and her mother, Janet — 
may they be remembered. 



Acknowledgements 

The customized 1941 Packard on the cover belongs to Norman’s 
Garage.  The front and back photos are used with permission and deep 
appreciation. 

I am grateful for the poem, “The Rose Still Grows Beyond the Wall,” 
which was given to us by A. L. Frink and is quoted in part in Chapter 25. 

The song, “When You Were Sweet Sixteen,” quoted in Chapter 34, was 
composed by James Thornton in 1898. 

The dap is mentioned in Chapter 35.  An authentic period explanation 
of  the dap (author unknown), obtained during the author’s military enlist-
ment, is included after the Epilogue. 

To Lee Ann Forester Train I am grateful for the quote in Chapter 38 
from her father, Lewis Forester, who succinctly described the hypocrisy of  
spineless political posturing. 

A passage from James A. Michener’s The Fires of  Spring (1949), which 
moved me in my youth, is quoted in Chapter 49. 

I thank my daughter, Ruth Starr, for her encouragement once she had 
read the first rough draft, and I am especially grateful to my sister, Heidi 
Sweetwater, for volunteering to proofread and fact-check the manuscript.  I 
give her full credit for any remaining typos. 

* * * * * * * 
My late first cousin, née Janet Hume, a cheerful blonde with ears that 

could hear everything, moved from Lima, Ohio, to Spearfish, South Dako-
ta, in the 1970s and married Mitch Quilt of  the Brulé Lakota.  Cold Morning 
Shadow bears no resemblance to the story of  their tempestuous affair, but 
their plight set me thinking: What if  everything that seems doomed turns 
out for the better instead?  What if  forbearance and the love of  human 
kindness prevail?  What if  disaster is not simply averted but vanquished?  I 
am grateful to Janet, who spurred me to ask those questions. 

I am grateful, as well, to Steph Hoff, my second cousin and daughter of  
Janet and Mitch, for giving me some perspective on her parents’ lives. 

Mitch met a tragic end in 2010.  Janet, who was still with us as this story 
was being drafted in 2019, would have been amused to recognize elements 
of  her own youthful self  in the character of  Garnette.  She blindsided us 
by dying partway through that year and never saw any of  the book.  Steph 
remains with us, though, I’m glad to say. 

If  these three had never existed, this novel also would not exist. 

David A. Woodbury 



Contents 

Book One - Chapters 1-27        

Book Two - Chapters 28-Epilogue 

Addendum 

 Song: Always Loving You 

 The Dap 

 ColdMorningShadow.com 

 About the Author 

  



Book One 
Lucky Diamond and This Guy 

In our country two hundred years ago shooting 
was the national pastime and people shot guns as 
to-day they shoot golf.  Popping at an Indian or a 
turkey or deer was part of  the daily occupation of  
those who lived on the frontier and in the back-
woods… 

Stewart Edward White, The Long Rifle (1910) 



ONE: THE NEW GIRL 
WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 6, 1967 

Cyleine Comosh tried not to slouch.  She wasn’t bored and didn’t 
want to appear so.  Nevertheless, with an elbow propped on the student 
desk, she rested one cheek on the hand curled around her pencil.  Her 
undirected gaze found her own shadow sprawled across the waxed floor 
tiles, distorted where it lay over someone else’s clutter.  It annoyed her that 
a classmate with a gym bag had the power arbitrarily to disrupt the smooth 
continuity of  her stretched silhouette. 

A shadow is a moving signature, she reflected.  She would soon leave the 
room and take it partway with her, but only to the doorway where it would 
cease briefly to exist, but not she.  Not yet. 

Sometimes a shadow confers a small favor.  Perhaps a candy bar lay 
hidden within that gym bag and she saved it from melting.  The dull kid 
beside her would never appreciate the gift of  her presence — if  he owned 
a candy bar. 

Fragments of  thoughts, some towing others at the ends of  faint fila-
ments, competed for her conscious attention. Cyleine’s reflection upon her 
shadow, for instance, trailed two sentences from memory: Some have left be-
hind them a name, so that others declare their praise.  But of  the rest there is no memo-
ry; they have perished as though they had never existed.  Weighing these words a 
phrase at a time, she fixed her gaze on a student toward the front of  her 
eleventh grade English class.  

Cyleine had been the first to finish the quiz — well, not finish, really.  
She couldn’t think of  any more to add.  Nothing stirred in the room except 
pencils, two or three scratching, some tapping, and one which fractured her 
reverie when it snapped. 

The words of  an ancient scrivener had intruded briefly between her 
glance toward the dust-streaked windows to her left and her scrutiny of  a 
new girl in the row to her right, in front of  the boy who didn’t have a melt-
ed candy bar.  The afternoon glare hindered gazing outside but did won-
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ders to illuminate the pale, lanky bottle blonde before her. 
She had seen the new girl in chemistry class but hadn’t given her much 

thought.  Her name had sounded something like Cardette when Cyleine 
heard it in the earlier class. 

Complemented with white flats, each secured with a high strap around 
the ankle, the girl’s plain-cut sleeveless dress celebrated summer.  Against a 
dominant white cotton background streaked with airy blue, grand chili-red 
poppies with black centers appeared tossed against a noon-day sky, their 
green stems askew among the suspended blossoms. 

Cyleine’s best friend since childhood, Toleda Aucoin, now lay in a silent 
grave on Rose Hill, still awaiting a stone marker.  She would have worn that 
dress.  Toleda was already perishing, fading from other people’s memory as 
in Sirach’s verse, but Cyleine pledged never to forget. 

This new girl, with long arms that seemed boldly naked and incandes-
cent where the sun fell upon them, put her in mind of  her late friend, but 
not in a haunting way; the new girl didn’t look that much like her.  Cardette, 
with opalescent skin and blanched hair, at first seemed as faded as Toleda 
had appeared in the months before the disease had stifled her last breath.  
In her better day she had been a puncture-proof  tire of  sorts, rugged, sol-
id, undeterred by hazards and dirt and yet sensitive enough to pluck a flop-
ping dragonfly from the grill of  a parked car to set it free. 

There had been plenty of  time to mourn earlier in the year, even as 
Toleda giggled with sincere delight over goofy get-well cards and dumb 
jokes.  Cystic fibrosis always leaves a victim that lingering hope from day to 
day if  not from night to night, until the hour when the last molecule of  
oxygen has squeezed through the constricting passage and the heart 
thumps its last. 

Cyleine became aware that Cardette’s pencil was also still.  It must be, 
for the girl had been writing with her left hand, and now that hand lay re-
laxed at the front of  her desk.  From behind, Cyleine studied Cardette’s 
glasses — light blue plastic frames, pointed at the outer top corners, the 
lenses rather thick at the edges and making things appear smaller through 
them.  All around her, though, others were still gripping their pencils, one 
now and then darting toward the clutched paper. 

A test on the first day of  school was not unheard of.  In fact, when she 
saw that Dennis Turnbull was to be her English teacher this year, Cyleine 
rather expected a first-day quiz.  Turn-bullet was known to do that.  He was 
also legendary for another reason, and, since Cyleine believed she had a 
powerful command of  English, she looked forward to seeing what his class 
would do for her and anticipated as well how she might impress him.  She 
permitted herself  a moment’s gloating over the words she had just set 
down. 

The instructions for the quiz were written on the blackboard: “For each 
letter of  the alphabet, or for as many a letter as you can, list a pair of  ho-
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mophones that begin with that letter.  No credit will be given for proper 
names, such as Derry paired with dairy.  Credit given will favor the greater 
number of  letters for which you can list a homophone pair.” 

Turn-bullet also wrote on the blackboard: I see - icy, you’ll - yule, and oui - 
we.  He told the class that these pairings would not count: matching one 
word with two — the first example, pairing with contractions, and pairing 
an English word with a foreign word. 

Cyleine excelled at this kind of  word play.  She compared it with her 
skill in math — to a point, anyway.  She could differentiate heteronyms, 
homonyms, homographs, and homophones.  Patterns in numbers fascinat-
ed her as did patterns in words.  She had recently noticed a pattern in mul-
tiples of  13, for instance. 

“You are a cipher,” Toleda had said sometimes, after Cyleine exclaimed 
over some new discovery in words or numbers.  It was a compliment which 
only confirmed that Cyleine had uttered something her friend found im-
penetrable. 

Last spring Toleda had still wanted to keep up with her tenth-grade 
school work even when she had barely the breath to remain conscious 
while they studied together.  And the last intelligible thing she had said in 
Cyleine’s presence was uttered as a challenge: “Did ‘tram’ become ‘train’ by 
bending up the first arch of  the ‘m’ until it broke off?” 

They have perished as though they had never existed.  Cyleine suddenly looked 
down at her paper to conceal the tears flooding her lower eyelids.  Sensing 
immediately that someone was looking at her, she raised her head for an 
instant and found Cardette glancing her way, with a faint smile on her lips.  
Both girls looked away in mutual regard for decorum. 

Dennis Turnbull had begun the class session by introducing himself, 
then assigning the quiz.  But he spent the first half  of  the period describing 
what their year would be like together.  Everyone was welcome to jot ho-
mophones as he talked, as he engaged several students in jovial banter, as 
he patrolled the room.  After a few minutes Cyleine noticed that he was 
dropping words into his discourse that belonged to a pair for the quiz.  She 
wrote several of  these in sequence along one side of  her sheet so he might 
realize that she had picked up on it.  But she would present him with an-
other list that included none of  his hints. 

Muted rumbling voices at the back of  the room told her that Jay and 
Luther, two boys who had hectored her all through school, were preparing 
for some mischief  after class, but she shut them out and returned to her 
contemplations.  Most pencils at last fell silent, their scratching replaced by 
rustling and murmurs.  School would be out after this period.  Cyleine 
needed that. 

Turn-bullet was now stalking the aisles between seats, collecting papers 
and commenting to different students as he went.  Cyleine had learned a 
year ago that he earned his nickname during the Second World War.  As a 
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squad leader on Guadalcanal he had led some men on foot up a trail.  Spot-
ting a rifle barrel protruding from a bush at close range, Corporal Turnbull 
could not call out quickly enough to protect his men, nor even raise his 
own rifle in time, so he charged the bush as the hidden gun began spewing 
lead.  Somehow, the first two or three direct hits on him were deflected by 
pieces of  metal that he was wearing or carrying, but a final bullet sent a 
fragment of  his pelvis into one kidney, which he could live without.  His 
action gave a couple of  his men time to aim at the rogue enemy shooter 
and… well, kill the guy.  Corporal Turnbull earned the Silver Star for hero-
ism and, as a high school teacher some decades later, also enjoyed the awe 
and respect of  all his colleagues and most of  his students. 

Mister Turnbull was Kul Wicasa Oyate, or Lower Brulé Lakota, and he 
already knew who Cyleine was.  Her brother, Lionel Comosh had been 
Turn-bullet’s student last year and had held the easy-going teacher in high-
est regard.  “He made me love English,” Lionel told his sister just a few 
days ago, when she announced who her teacher would be, “but he made 
me appreciate other languages too.”  Lionel had added: “He made me real-
ize that, maybe the English conquered the Pre-Ams, but we can take com-
mand of  their language.” 

Turn-bullet used the term, aboriginal pre-Americans, when referring to 
any of  the nations and tribes occupying the Americas before Europeans 
claimed the continents.  Lionel shortened it to Pre-Ams, which became his 
own term for himself, his family, the Lakota nation, and American Indians 
in general. 

By the time Mister Turnbull paused beside her desk, Cyleine had pre-
pared a smile and limply handed him her two sheets of  paper.  She had 
anticipated being tested on words such as these early in the course, but she 
had been collecting homophones and doing other word games to amuse 
herself  for years.  She thought the teacher would be sufficiently impressed.  
Although some of  her pairs were weak — “use” and “youse” for U, “quay” 
and “key” for Q when it properly should have been listed under K, and 
splitting “ere” and “err” from “air” and “heir” — she had something for 
every letter except X and Z, which she had long ago determined were 
bereft of  homophones.  So she had turned them each around, so to speak, 
and offered pairs ending in an X and a Z sound, “tacks” and “tax,” “grays” 
and “graze.” 

At the first bell, still disquieted by the apocryphal verse that had come 
to mind, Cyleine struggled to retain coherent threads of  every competing 
thought, the better to catalogue them on her walk homeward.  The rudely 
loud announcements over the public address system failed to disrupt her 
mental organizing, and so, with the final bell, she collapsed her bubble 
closely around her and, oblivious of  anyone else, rode the current of  bod-
ies through the doorway. 

As soon as the press of  classmates released her into her own reflective 
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stride in the hallway, Cardette herself  drew close from the side and 
matched her pace.  “Are you OK?” the girl asked and, without waiting for a 
reply, added with appropriate discretion: “I saw your tears.” 

“Yeah.  I’m fine.  I had a… I mean — well yeah, I had a friend who 
died this summer and she just came to mind for a minute.  Please don’t 
ask.” 

“I won’t ask.” 
Cardette stayed abreast of  her in silence, down two flights of  stairs and 

into another hallway, where a mob of  students clanged locker doors with a 
lack of  synchrony that almost seemed choreographed.  Cyleine paused next 
to her own narrow metal box, the same one she had used last year and 
would retain until graduation. 

“Don’t you have a locker yet, Cardette?” she asked. 
The other girl’s eyes popped, and she giggled softly against the back-

ground noise.  “Not yet,” she answered and continued waiting for Cyleine 
to glance through her things before closing the warped metal hatch.  There 
was nothing she needed from it after all, so Cyleine led her strange com-
panion into the white heat of  the South Dakota afternoon.  She turned 
along East Hudson toward the center of  town. 

At the first corner she pointed to the right, up 8th Street.  “See that 
next corner up there?  Avoid that.  Fights.  That’s probably what’s about to 
happen, judging by the cluster of  boys there right now.”  The other girl 
looked up the street and nodded as they found a walking pace that both 
could agree on.  Brightening at the new girl’s presumption in walking with 
her, Cyleine tossed out the question, “Do you live across town?  I do.” 

“Yep,” the girl replied, “and you know why I laughed in there?  My 
name’s not Cardette!” 

Cardette’s genuine mirth loosened Cyleine’s taut restraints.  She grinned 
up at the healthy, lissome sapling of  a girl and laughed at herself  as they 
resumed walking.  “OK, Not-Cardette.  What’s your name, then?” 

“It’s Garnette.  You heard it wrong, I guess, although I don’t know 
when you heard it at all.” 

“Chemistry, when someone said something to you, but it wasn’t any of  
my business,” Cyleine admitted. 

“My mother’s favorite gemstone is a garnet, so they fancied it up and 
Frenchified it and it came out Garnette.” 

“I’m Cici, if  you want to use that,” Cyleine told her.  “My initials are 
C.C., and I kind of  like that better than Cyleine Comosh.” 

“Oh, not ‘Si! Si!’ in Spanish, then?  When I heard your name earlier I 
thought it was” — she spelled it — “S-i-l-e-n-e.  Like, ‘Almost Silent,’ if  
you know what I mean.  Serene Silene.” 

“No, please!”  Cyleine laughed and spelled her name, to make that clear. 
“Garnette Straed,” said Garnette, grabbing Cyleine’s right hand, “but 

she didn’t.  Well, she hasn’t yet, anyway.”  She spelled her surname, then 



6 Cold Morning Shadow

added: “It used to have an ‘e’ on the end, but that was too German for my 
dad.” 

Cyleine sniffed politely at the double entendre.  She detected a vague 
accent, a peculiar enunciation, anyway, maybe the hint of  some Appalachi-
an dialect.  “Where do you live?” she asked Garnette. 

“The college is leasing us a house on Iris,” Garnette told her.  “My dad’s 
with the college.” 

“A professor?” 
“No.  He does budgets and fundraising and boring stuff  — an accoun-

tant.  He used to work for an auditing company.  All they did was audit 
colleges.  Mostly in Virginia.  And my mom wants to start a beauty shop.  
She thinks the college girls will need their hair done and stuff.” 

Cyleine wondered whether Missus Straed was responsible for the design 
and structural integrity of  the sculpted shell surrounding her daughter’s 
face.  The girl’s broad forehead narrowed to a pleasant point at the chin, a 
yield sign shape, as women’s magazines described it, that could have been 
improved by letting her coiffure follow her natural lines, rather than creat-
ing an overall balloon effect.  On the other hand, maybe Garnette’s mother 
just needed to set up her shop first.  Cyleine was happier dealing with her 
own softly-rectangular head than she would be with a wedge.  She noticed 
that Garnette stood at least a hand taller than herself  but couldn’t help 
comparing her ropey gait and elongated build to a young giraffe.  And yet, 
she wasn’t over-tall for a girl, maybe five-foot-eight, and she had a confi-
dent grace in her elastic movements. 

“You’re an Indian, huh, Cici.  I never had an Indian for a friend,” Gar-
nette ventured. 

“Lakota,” Cyleine returned, using a soft ‘k.’  Involuntarily she pulled 
some of  her own dark hair toward her chin but stopped short of  looking at 
it.  Instead, she let her thoughts drift to comparing her animal self, a black 
horse, to Garnette’s giraffe self. 

“But you’re not red-skinned.  Who ever decided that Indians are red-
skinned?  You want to see red skin, let me lie out here in the sun for half  
an hour.  I love your hair, by the way.” 

Cyleine considered her earthy-black tresses both her best and worst fea-
ture — best because it reliably drew attention from other features she 
didn’t like; worst because it was heavy and resisted all efforts to do anything 
with it except to let it hang, either braided or straight and shiny.  She didn’t 
know what to say about Garnette’s hair, so she frankly studied the shifting 
tints in Garnette’s enormous eyes for a moment, de-emphasized behind her 
glasses, and remarked: “Your eyes are beautiful.  I’d call them abalone.” 

Negotiating curbs and obstacles while facing Cyleine in return, Garnette 
blinked a couple times involuntarily and said: “Why, thank you!  Why 
abalone?” 

“They change, from blue to yellowish green, and back to blue.  And 
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they have those thin black swirls in them.” 
“Your eyes aren’t as black as I thought they’d be.  Or your hair.” 
“I’m full-blooded Indian, all right,” Cyleine said, “descended from 

Tasunka Kokipapi.”  She looked at the pale girl for acknowledgment.  “We 
live off-reservation.” 

Garnette just grinned wider and raised one eyebrow. 
“You never heard of  Tasunka Kokipapi?” 
Garnette’s second eyebrow went up as she gaped.  “Sorry,” she 

squeaked. 
“He was an Oglala chief, like a century ago.  His name is misunderstood 

in English as Young Man Afraid of  His Horses.  But it really meant he was 
a fearsome young man and it was his horses that people found terrifying.” 

“So why don’t you have a whole phrase for a last name, like Little Light 
Shine or Buffalo Hoof  Print?” 

Cyleine laughed.  “Actually I do.  I have an older brother, Lionel.”  She 
stressed the Lion part of  it as in vinyl.  “He plans to change it back to Cold 
Morning Shadow.  Some rogue Indian agent from the government eighty 
years ago shortened it to the first two letters of  each word.  My great-
grandfather couldn’t read, so he accepted it.  But we’re getting it back.  
We’re getting it back in English, though.  Which is OK.  I actually love the 
English language.” 

Garnette exclaimed, “Me, too!  That quiz today — I love that stuff!  
How’d you do on it?” 

Cyleine averred that she had given one or more pairs of  words for every 
letter except two, although Turn-bullet may reject some. 

Garnette blurted: “He’ll reject most of  mine, probably.  He’ll think I 
was being a smart-ass.  But I wasn’t.”  She didn’t elaborate. 

Cyleine led the other girl into a corner store where, without negotiation, 
they each bought a bottle of  RC Cola.  They carried the drinks to the curb-
side out front and leaned on a dusty pickup truck sitting empty there. 

After one swallow Garnette whirled on her new acquaintance and cried: 
“Cici, there’s a gun in this truck!  And the key’s in it!” 

Cyleine glanced through the pickup’s pair of  rear windows.  “A Marlin 
Model 90,” she affirmed.  “Sixteen-gauge I’d say from here.”  The shotgun 
rested on two upturned mule deer hooves mounted behind the seat. 

Garnette added: “And the windows are down.” 
“Who wants to climb into a hot truck today?” Cyleine quizzed. 
Garnette’s face registered confusion, so Cyleine went on: “My dad usu-

ally leaves his keys in the ignition when he parks around town.  He wants 
someone to be able to move his truck or car if  it’s in the way.” 

“No one steals it?” 
“Well, see, everyone knows everyone else’s vehicles around here.  This is 

Lorell Baker’s ‘fifty-one International.  And even I know that this old six-
banger couldn’t outrun a cop on a bicycle.  I think it was this old man’s 
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truck that my dad once ‘stole’ and took to a gas station to buy him a tank 
of  gas and then re-parked it back where it was, but I’m not sure.  Want me 
to show you the shotgun?  Double-barrel with two triggers…” 

“Nooo!  Not now, anyway,” Garnette laughed.  “I suppose you don’t 
lock your house at night either.”  She took another swig from her bottle. 

Cyleine thought about the frequency of  her own nighttime trips to the 
barn, of  occasions she knew of  when her father had stayed at the shop 
until after midnight or returned from a road trip in the wee-small hours.  
“Nope,” she replied. 

Each gulp of  pop throbbed through Garnette’s long neck the way Bugs 
Bunny would pass through a cartoon fire hose.  Realizing that her mind 
was returning to the animal-self  comparison, Cyleine lit up.  She had horses 
and rode every day.  And she liked to run with one in particular as much as 
to ride, with stamina to match.  She was farm-raised, strong and quick, but 
far from what some might describe as “sturdy” or “heavy-duty.” 

“Hey, Garnette.  Do you run?  I mean, like run track or anything?” 
Garnette snorted a little pop as she pulled the bottle from her lips.  

“When I run, my brother says I look like a flamingo dancing on a conveyor 
belt.  He’s a runner, though.  Sometimes I do push-ups with him, but even 
doing that I fall and hurt myself.” 

It was Cyleine’s turn to snort and cough.  She had noticed that Gar-
nette’s arms were more than decorative white appendages.  Slender, like her 
own, they were nevertheless all muscle, like her own.  “Do you ride, then?  
Horses?” 

“Never been near one, except I rode on a pony once at a fair.  Wide as 
an aircraft carrier.  I was safe.” 

From that opening, Cyleine vaguely pledged to introduce Garnette to 
equestrian lessons.  They returned their bottles to the empties-rack against 
the front of  the store and walked on.  Presently they turned onto Iris 
Street.  Garnette clarified: “So you live out this way too?” 

“See that windmill?”  It rotated, with the hesitancy of  a second hand on 
a Timex, a quarter mile ahead.  “That’s our barn.  Our house is just beyond 
the barn.” 

“See that wishing well?”  Garnette mimicked, nodding toward a lawn 
ornament across the street from where they had paused.  “Our house is 
just beyond it.” 

Cyleine scowled for a second.  “I knew that a couple moved in there 
Fourth of  July weekend, but where have you been?” 

“See that boy coming out of  the house?  That’s my brother, Wilton,” 
Garnette elaborated.  “We stayed behind in Virginia until just before school 
started — with our aunt and uncle — to spend more time with our friends 
there before we left.” 

Together the girls started across the quiet street as Wilton, catching 
sight of  his sister, veered to meet them. 



TWO: THE BARN 

But we shall be hereafter as though we had never been, and our 
names shall be forgotten in time, for our time is a very shadow that passes away.  In 
each of  us there is a chasm that swallows interrupted thoughts, Cyleine 
realized, as her musings clambered for purchase against the walls of  the 
abyss.  Dreams evaporate.  Their neural impulses scatter with conscious-
ness.  Orphan thoughts, though, until they die in a remote morass, stand a 
weak chance of  recovery. 

Feeling short as she stood beside Garnette, a hot breeze pasting a slab 
of  hair across her nose, Cyleine knew it was time to abstain from private 
contemplations, but the once-heard passages of  ancient wisdom delivered 
one more line: A shadow has no substance…  She rescued those last five words 
from near-oblivion and recommitted them to deeper memory just before 
returning to the present. 

Cyleine became aware that she had held her breath from the moment 
Garnette’s brother appeared on the steps at the house until the boy came to 
a full stop at her shoulder.  When she exhaled a dusky “Hi,” it came with 
unnecessary force, leaving her breathless, all of  which meant nothing, real-
ly, but it made her sound and feel ridiculous.  Proud of  her normally unruf-
fled demeanor, she whisked her errant hair aside and winced inwardly. 

“Hey, Rockie,” Wilton greeted.  “Who’s your friend?” 
“Cici Co — Cold — What is it?” 
“Cold Morning Shadow,” she said, and heard inside herself: …has no 

substance.  Regretting that she had not explained the shortened version of  
her surname, Cyleine started to extend her hand but Wilton Straed was 
already twisting away toward an old car parked in their driveway and saying 
“See you, then,” or something like that. 

Garnette stretched her already-long neck to whisper loudly into 
Cyleine’s ear: “Tell him his wig looks wonderful!” 

Cyleine let her breath out again to laugh.  Had she been holding it a 
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second time?  “Rockie?” she asked. 
Garnette led the way to the front door, explaining: “When I was learn-

ing to talk I couldn’t say my name.  It came out ‘Roggy’ so my brother 
made it ‘Rockie’ and that’s what he’s always called me, because I’m named 
after a gemstone.  But don’t call me Rockie Fella ‘cause I’m not as rich as 
that family.” 

Inside the house, Garnette brought Cyleine straight to the kitchen, 
where her mother, the receiver to her ear, stood beside a wall-mounted 
telephone the color of  the poppies on her daughter’s dress.  Enduring a 
half-hearted hug, Wilma Straed covered the mouthpiece with slender fin-
gers tipped in flame-red polish and gave Cyleine a quizzical look rather 
than a nod of  acknowledgment.  Through an archway into the cramped 
adjoining dining room Cyleine could see that the table was set for four with 
Melamine Duotone dinnerware, real silver-plate, and rolled white cloth 
napery slipped into etched silver rings, each ring with a distinctively differ-
ent pattern stamped into it.  Meals long forgotten left their yellow and pur-
plish stains on a couple of  the napkins. 

Garnette took two apples from a bowl on the table and glided onward 
into another room.  Cyleine followed. 

“Serious business,” Cyleine supposed out loud, accepting a grapefruit-
sized cultivated apple. 

“It’s always serious business to her.  That’s partly why it’s never serious 
business to me, whatever it is.  I stay cheerful and hope it rubs off  on her.” 

“Is Wilton — your brother — is he in college here?” 
“Heck, no.  He’s a senior.  They don’t want him to go to BH anyway.  

They want him to go ‘back east’ to some stuffy accounting school.” 
“Hey, my brother’s a senior.  Suppose they met each other yet?” 
At this moment, Wilma Straed appeared in the doorway to the front 

room and sighed.  She was elaborately coifed in a hair color that was rum 
brown with probably-unintentional neon overtones.  Cyleine guessed that it 
must change to a different shade from month to month.  The woman, who 
could project the distant, inaccessible countenance of  Judy Garland in a 
publicity photo, wore what might once have been a man’s white button-up 
shirt, tailored to her narrow shoulders, and shortened to flare over tight 
cotton pants in dark lime that, unfortunately, accented the shelf  where her 
dowel-thin waist telescoped into her prominent pelvis.  Her face and her 
inadvertent grace of  movement affirmed that she was Garnette’s mother.  
Her son, Wilton, moved with that same whip-limp languidness, Cyleine 
reflected, and his face was partly Garnette’s, but his eyebrows were thick 
and golden brown, as if  someone had chewed a Brach’s caramel to soften it 
and molded a chunk over each eye socket. 

Garnette had talking eyebrows like her mother’s but un-plucked and un-
dyed, always expressing what lay behind them, naturally darker than her 
hair most likely, wonderfully elongated, dropping to sharp tapers at the tips. 
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“Garnette,” Wilma struck right in, “do the kids in this town, the college 
kids I mean, go past that ice cream place on North Main?  Do they con-
gregate in that area or anything?” 

Garnette stared back blankly.  Not only did she not know, being so new 
in Spearfish, but she marveled that her mother didn’t consider it.  Cyleine 
took the opening and had a hunch what was behind the question: “That’s 
one of  the two or three best areas where the older kids, especially, get to-
gether, Missus Straed.  There are places to eat and big parking lots.” 

“So the college students visit the stores out there?  Not just the 
Indians?”  Missus Straed was explicit. 

Cyleine recognized the bait and answered.  “People here don’t make 
much distinction between Indians and settlers.  The history is important, 
of  course…” 

“Garnette, did you meet any regular kids at school today?” 
“Regular, irregular, local, even a German boy from Ecuador.  His family 

is from Germany, that is.” 
Finishing her apple, Cyleine winced inwardly.  Son of  a faculty member 

at the college, Bernd Holst was German-born, raised in Ecuador, with the 
skin of  his Liberian ancestors that bore highlights as blue-black as a river’s 
reflection of  the west African night sky.  Garnette was cheerfully throwing 
switches and diverting her mother like a runaway railroad car. 

After a pause during which Wilma was present in body only, Garnette 
introduced her friend, Cici Cold Morning Shadow.  “Your ancestors have 
been here since about eight thousand B.C.,” Garnette said through a 
mouthful of  apple, “is that right, Cici?  I learned that back in Virginia in 
sixth grade.” 

Cyleine genuinely panicked suddenly and whirled for the front door.  
“I’m sorry, Missus Straed.  I just remembered my chores.  Sorry, Garnette.” 

“What chores?”  Garnette moved to open the door.  “I’ll come help.” 
“Garnette, not in those clothes!” Wilma scolded.  “And what chores can 

you do for her, anyway?” 
Garnette sprang for the stairs and disappeared upward, but her voice 

returned to ask what she would be helping with. 
Cyleine regarded the strange mother as she replied to both: “I have to 

check the horses, clean the stalls, and there’s one I have to ride.” 
Garnette was out of  sight for ten seconds, then reappeared at the top 

of  the stairs pulling up some jeans, a tee-shirt draped over one shoulder.  
She adjusted her exposed brassiere before tugging the shirt over her head 
and glasses.  Cyleine was impressed by Garnette’s figure which, in spite of  
its leanness, was designed completely around spheres and parabolas.  The 
girl swooped down the steps, drawing the shirt down over her ribs and fas-
tening her pants at the same time. 

“Where…?” her mother interjected. 
Cyleine answered: “The farm after the stop sign, Missus Straed.” 
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“It’ll be fun!” Garnette was saying for her mother’s benefit as she closed 
the front door behind them. 

“You have to ride one?  Why?” 
“She’s a high-spirited mare, first one I ever broke.  She wants to run and 

run.  But when I turn her out on her own, she goes about fifty yards from 
me and then circles back to — to entreat me to run with her I guess!  If  I 
turn her out with another horse, she runs it off.  She doesn’t believe in the 
herd apparently.  She doesn’t realize I can’t run like a horse, but she gets 
excited if  I saddle her, because that means I’m going to come anyway and 
she can run as fast as she wants to.  I love it.  She loves it.  So every day I 
ride her for maybe most of  an hour, or if  I feel really good, I run in the 
field by myself  and she sort of  runs with me but goes where she wants to.  
But usually it’s right after lunch time, and now that I’m back in school I’m 
overdue.”  Cyleine was close to jogging up the road, but the barn was now 
only a hundred yards ahead. 

“What will I do?” Garnette asked. 
“We’ll see…” 
Two steps inside the barn and Garnette paused as Cyleine strode quick-

ly forward, along what must have been a row of  stalls — it was too dark in 
the shadows to discern anything yet.  A couple horses nickered; she could 
hear that, and there was some clanking and stomping of  hooves as Cyleine, 
clearly understanding Garnette’s hesitation, said, “Follow my voice and 
come meet Billow.  She takes the black saddle with the low cantle, and I use 
a plain snaffle bit.  She sees you fine and she probably thinks you paused 
out of  respect for her.  We won’t disabuse her of  that idea.” 

Garnette crossed the barn floor as Cyleine was speaking.  She stepped 
into the open stall, which was a grand space compared to her preconcep-
tion of  it.  Her eyes were adjusting.  Cyleine was hoisting a saddle onto the 
horse’s back. 

As Garnette stood staring, mouth agape, at a dense canopy of  spider 
webs suspended across all the stalls, Cyleine cautioned: “Put those on and 
wait there.”  She was gesturing toward a pair of  cowboy boots beside the 
entrance to the stall and was adjusting and cinching as she spoke. 

Garnette danced her way out of  her shoes and into the boots, noticing 
the archways worn into the delicately-interlaced webs where the horses’ 
ears kept a swath clear.  She gradually spotted dozens if  not hundreds of  
fat, gray spiders marking time in the false ceiling.  Cyleine didn’t offer an 
explanation, but clearly the spiders were the horses’ companions.  There 
were no flies to be seen. 

“She’s a mustang,” Cyleine said of  Billow.  “Her mom is Whistler, that 
blue grulla in the stall across.  She has some vision problems, so we don’t 
saddle her much.  She follows the others well and would be a good one for 
you to get used to, if  you are thinking of  riding.  She took to me real easily, 
and my mom doesn’t ride her any more.  Look, she’s watching you.” 
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With her slender feet in the wide, men’s boots Garnette turned calmly.  
A strangely beautiful horse eyed her authoritatively in the streaks of  sun-
light leaking into the barn, then nodded a couple of  times.  Strange, it was 
to her, for its almost iridescent coat, fading from black on the legs and 
along the spine to a soothing pale gray on the shoulders, barrel, and thighs.  
The mane was black, streaked with light gray, reminding her of  a piano 
keyboard. 

Garnette listened to some further instructions, mostly gibberish, until 
an explosion of  hoofbeats on heavy planks jarred her, but Whistler, un-
fazed, seemed to study the tall stranger’s response to the surprise.  Garnette 
held the older horse’s stare and, after Cyleine, ducking at the doorway, burst 
from the barn as from a rodeo chute while calling out something about the 
stalls, Garnette slowly stepped toward the older mare.  Whistler nodded 
again.  Garnette spoke quietly, saying what a nice space she lived in and 
how the hay smelled sweet, and then she did something she never thought 
she would dare do on her own.  She opened the stall gate and stepped in-
side.  Whistler took a step back and then retreated to the rear of  her enclo-
sure.  Garnette stood and continued talking for half  a minute but backed 
out of  the stall and closed it.  Then they regarded one another again until 
Garnette began to glance around. 

Her eyes had adjusted.  There was ample light now.  Five or so other 
horses regarded her, some on either side of  the center aisle she had tra-
versed in darkness when following Cyleine’s voice. 

Along the barn walls tools of  many kinds were hung low, in easy reach, 
while other implements were hung high, available if  needed but otherwise 
apparently on display.  A railroad lantern stood on a shelf  near her head.  
Beside it, a fertilizer chart dangled from a nail by a wire hoop through its 
rolled top edge.  Garnette flattened it against the wall, understanding noth-
ing on it.  Some heavy dust fell from its back side. 

Around an inside corner, marking the dimensions of  a small tack room, 
a calendar hung askew on the wall, its top month, March, flapping compli-
antly in a breeze that was all but imperceptible.  The calendar advertised, of  
all things, steam locomotives.  It was 28 years old.  She flipped through it, 
looking for the current month, September.  Even though the pages said 
1939, the dates matched the current year.  Today, the first day of  school, 
was Wednesday, September 6th.  Monday had been Labor Day, which 
seemed to be celebrated with some sincerity in South Dakota.  Yesterday 
had been reserved for teachers’ meetings.  It had also been Garnette’s six-
teenth birthday. 

She followed the inside wall, past a painted wooden panel that might be 
an Indian version of  a Pennsylvania Dutch hex sign, she guessed, and came 
to a hay fork leaning against a stack of  bales.  Were they bales of  straw?  
She had learned the difference in Virginia, but now couldn’t be sure.  She 
took the fork.  Farther on, a massive saw at least six feet long with inch-
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long teeth was mounted vertically.  Beside it a battered, enameled sign said 
New Holland on one line and First in Grassland Farming below that.  Another 
panel advertised New Idea Farm Equipment and another, featuring an image 
of  a globe, proclaimed Oliver Farm Implements to be Plowmakers for the World.  
A pair of  snowshoes needing repair was suspended unevenly from a cord 
nailed to the wall.  High above them, far out of  her reach, a horizontal 
board with peeling white paint, about five feet long, was hand-lettered in 
black: 1874 Sharps.  On the board a relic of  a buffalo gun seemed glued by 
its own crust. 

Garnette came to a section of  the wall with iron cookware hanging by 
its handles from hooks and pegs.  One last glance took in a bicycle wheel, a 
couple of  brimmed hats on a cobwebbed shelf, apparently discarded, more 
tin signs for motor oil and feed corn, and a pair of  mismatched antlers, 
tethered by twine. 

Carrying the hay fork to the doorway on the back of  the barn where 
Cyleine had burst onto the plain, she leaned her right shoulder against its 
frame.  Far across the afternoon glow, dust billowed behind Billow.  She 
couldn’t tell whether the horse and rider, angling off  to her right, were con-
tinuing to race farther away or were circling to return.  After a moment it 
became clear that their image was diminishing. 

* * * * * * * 
Lionel glanced across the dry expanse of  mixed farmland and watched 

his sister rein her horse, then charge off  on a different tack.  He grinned 
with pride in her horsemanship.  That mustang sucks down a piece of  trail like a 
string of  spaghetti, he chuckled.  He was striding from the family’s shop to the 
barn, reflecting that it had fallen to Cyleine to turn the horses out even 
though school had started today.  Their mother would soon remember to 
do it daily, but it was no surprise that she had forgotten this time.  
Madeleine Comosh was dedicated to the spray booth at the shop when not 
at the front desk with her books and invoices, and even now was applying a 
coat of  Farmall red to a mower frame as well as to her paper suit. 

Ambitiously named by his grandfather, The Comosh Company now did 
a steady if  not thriving business repairing, and sometimes inventing, me-
chanical farm implements with a specialty in building custom trailers for 
hauling equipment over the road.  Their own acreage remained in the fami-
ly but others now leased it and sowed and reaped and grazed it.  The shop 
stood on one side of  the barn while the family’s modest house stood on 
the other.  Lionel’s mother, Madeleine — “Mad-leen” as everyone pro-
nounced it, did much of  the shop’s scheduling and planning and supervised 
the bookkeeping, but painting was her favorite job.  She had a gift for 
masking and spraying that rivaled any competent auto body shop. 

Lionel’s father, Henry Clay — people always used both names when 
referring to him, since he did so himself  — performed much of  the repair 
work and supervised two other full-time workers along with his part-time 
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son.  Henry Clay also traveled a lot, picking up pieces of  equipment 
throughout southwestern South Dakota as well as bringing home work 
from farms in neighboring Wyoming, Montana, and even sometimes Ne-
braska.  He would then haul completed jobs back to their owners, if  that 
were part of  the deal. 

Lionel had driven to the shop right after school.  Within an hour Henry 
Clay sent him to the barn to hitch a trailer to the shop pickup and bring it 
back over so they could load a box drill for delivery.  After supper, Henry 
Clay would then set out with the repaired piece on a late-night trip to a 
farm beyond Biddle, Montana. 

When Lionel was as young as twelve it was on such trips that he began 
tightening the knots lashing him fast and forever with his father.  They 
would sometimes be gone for two whole days as well as the night in be-
tween.  They seldom stopped to rest but would take turns at the wheel, 
Lionel, too young to have a license, driving during the daytime while Henry 
Clay assumed the wheel by nightfall.  But school had begun, and there was 
no chance to go along on this night’s trip. 

The trailer, looking rested and ready in the shadow of  the barn, lacked a 
spare tire, Lionel noticed.  Oh, well.  There were mounted tires enough in 
the barn, a compressor as well. 

He raised his gaze just in time to spot her before setting foot on the 
first creaky floorboard.  Lionel had entered by the wide door that faced the 
town.  Silhouetted against the back door, her back to him and a hay fork in 
her extended left hand, stood a veritable Venus, planted in his own barn 
boots. 

In a brief  lifetime of  trudging this floor, Lionel knew every quiet spot 
in the boards.  With no more intention than to test his mastery of  silence, 
Lionel crossed the barn and paused in the dimness behind the girl’s right 
shoulder.  He could see the sharply-upturned nearer corner of  her blue 
glasses frame.  He knew she was sun-blinded and counted on the tempo-
rary concealment afforded by his shadowy position. 

She was speaking with careful diction as he approached, but so softly 
that no one more than ten feet from her would have heard: “Hi, you must 
be Lionel.  I’m Garnette.”  She repeated it as if  practicing, varying the pro-
nunciation of  his name.  Pausing, she then said: “Hello Lionel.  My name’s 
Garnette.  Are you going to introduce yourself ?” 

“Nope,” he answered. 
Uttering a faint gasp, Garnette spun herself  counter-clockwise and 

launched the hay fork into the aisle between stalls. 
Emerging from darkness, Lionel went on: “Apparently we’ve already 

met.” 
“Don’t you ever sneak up on me!” she snarled. 
“Sorry!  It’s hard for an Indian to make noise when he walks,” Lionel 

laughed, stepping away to look at her. 
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“Now I know what my last heartbeat will feel like!” she scolded. 
Regarding her face, he replied: ”Now I know what my first heartbeat felt 

like.”  His own words surprised him.  She’s a looker, his inner self  said — a 
phrase he heard the men in the shop use when beautiful didn’t quite fit. 

There was a pause that, to Garnette, anyway, could have contained a 
compressed History of  the Roman Empire, enough time for Lionel to turn and 
assess the scene.  “Let me guess.  Cici rushed out on Billow and left you to 
clean up.” 

Garnette nodded. 
“And you don’t have a clue what that entails.” 
Leveling her gaze into his eyes, she shook her head. 
Lionel suddenly scooped something off  the floor and tossed her a tan-

gled mass of  half-inch line.  “Here, coil that first.” 
“Well, all right,” Garnette said as she examined the clump of  rope. 
“If  you want to find out what kind of  worker someone will be,” Lionel 

explained, “have her coil fifty feet of  line or hang fifty feet of  garden hose.  
It doesn’t take any special skill, so you can suspect that how she does that 
will tell you a lot about how she’ll handle anything else you throw at her.  
That’s our father’s test, by the way.  But it’s usually done without an expla-
nation.” 

Garnette felt like being snippy, but she obstinately resolved to rise to 
the test.  She had seen it done somewhere, so she put more effort into 
making it neat than in doing it fast. 

Lionel had retrieved the hay fork and set to work in Billow’s stall.  “You 
don’t ride, I take it.” 

“Horses?  No.  I suppose you do,” Garnette said, hanging the neat coil 
on a high peg. 

“I used to, a lot.  Now I don’t have the time, and besides I’ve kind of  
lost interest in keeping a horse.”  Indeed, Lionel had his eyes on a different 
beast that he could sit astride much as he did a horse, but that didn’t need 
to be discussed just now.  He then pushed a wheelbarrow to another stall, 
slipped a bit into the horse’s mouth, and handed Garnette the lead.  “Walk 
him over there, but don’t let him into Billow’s stall.” 

Lionel explained a little of  what he was doing, and then asked: “Is Cici 
planning to teach you?  To ride?” 

“I hope so.  She didn’t offer, directly, but I didn’t ask, directly.” 
“Are you two friends from before, or did you just meet today?” 
“Today.  I kind of  latched onto her, and she took me under her wing.” 
Her wings are a little low for this girl, Lionel thought.  And yet she was 

somewhat under his 73-inch height — just long-looking. 
Garnette went on: “My brother and I only came to town three days 

ago.”  She added a few other details including her brother’s name. 
Lionel paused imperceptibly as he made the connection.  Early that 

morning he had briefly observed a new member of  his class.  Surrounded 
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by inquisitive classmates, the stranger, an ever-smiling boy fitted with thick 
metal-rimmed glasses, was probably six-foot-three with a shock of  brown-
ish sandy hair and an off-hand easy manner.  Lionel had disliked him in-
stantly. 

With a skill for seeing a solution before a problem is even well defined, 
Lionel decided that, if  Wilton Straed wanted riding lessons alongside his 
novice sister, Lionel himself  better offer to teach the boy rather than let 
him get near Cyleine.  And yet, maybe Wilton should go somewhere else to 
learn.  Garnette, too, for that matter, for all he cared.  But Lionel wasn’t 
ready to dismiss this vibrant bird-in-hand so quickly. 

Moving to the next stall and the next, he continued talking as he col-
lected straw and carried water, swapping leads for Garnette to hold.  He 
pointed out that a couple of  the horses were boarded here for other own-
ers and the rest belonged to his family.  Garnette maneuvered horses for 
him, including one cautious white mare with a matching white foal.  
“You’re Garnette, I heard you say.  And obviously Cici told you she has a 
brother Elsie.” 

“Elsie?” 
“Oh, she didn’t then.  Don’t be calling me that, OK?  L.C., my initials.” 
“She only called you Lionel — Cold Morning Shadow.  I guess that 

makes you Elsie Emmess.” 
Lionel chuckled at the double layer this suggested in his initials.  Maybe 

that would come in handy some day. 
In too few minutes to count, seven stalls were refreshed and the horses 

returned.  Occasionally glancing outside to check on his sister, Lionel 
talked about the family business next door and his role in it.  Garnette 
managed to convey that she had just met Cyleine toward the end of  the 
school day and how they had first stopped at her house before coming the 
rest of  the way here. 

“Yeah, I drive to school.  Cici could ride home with me,” he said, “but 
she prefers to walk.  She likes her alone time.”  Wiping his hands on a large 
rag, he stepped into Garnette’s personal space and brought his eyes close to 
hers.  “You scored big if  she let you come with her.”  Giving her a wink, he 
turned toward what appeared to be an inside staircase leading downward. 

“When you see her coming,” he said over his shoulder, nodding toward 
the west, “start with Whistler here and turn these horses out past this white 
post.  It’s a big corral on that side.  The others will follow her.  Sorry, but I 
have to fetch a tire for the trailer out there and head back to the shop.” 

Lionel strode to the head of  the stairs and disappeared below.  Garnette 
sang out a Thank-you before he was out of  earshot. 
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Out across the fields, Cyleine was little more than a conscience for 
Billow.  Mostly she permitted the horse to run as a wild mustang.  Effort-
lessly astraddle for the fast ride but giving no thought to Billow’s headlong 
charge over the prairie, she slowly patched the dangling strands within her 
frayed thoughts, picking them up where she left off  with the timeless 
words of  the ancient and wise scribe. 

Toleda, I will never forget you.  She resolved that she must go visit the de-
parted girl’s family soon.   

Letting the horse choose a slower pace, Cyleine recovered another 
thread.  The square of  26 is 676, and the sum of  those three digits is 19, a prime 
number.  But 26 cubed, she calculated, is 17,576, and the sum of  those five digits is 
26.  To the fourth power the result is 456,976, and the sum of  the digits is 37, another 
prime number.  No one had ever told her any of  this.  She had worked out in 
her head that every exponential product of  26, ad infinitum, is a number 
ending in 76.  And the sum of  those two digits is 13, a prime that, it so 
happens, is half  of  26.  But what did that mean?  Cyleine continually 
grazed on numbers throughout the day, any day.  She decided she must 
study the number 13 in more detail.  Primes and patterns in digits fascinat-
ed her. 

Words also fascinated her.  Last year’s English class had introduced her 
to Emily Dickinson.  A year earlier she had become a fan of  Edna St. Vin-
cent Millay.  Even on this ride, she began to compose: 

Spider eyes stare down at me. 
I stare back at eight with two. 
What in my world do those eyes see? 
And with six more, what would I view? 

Then there was the puzzle of  this new friend.  Garnette had positively 
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won her over.  The girl was smart but loopy, attractive but wacky-looking 
with those glasses, confident but lost here without a friend. 

Cyleine preferred to be the aloof  one in a crowd.  Making friends was 
neither among her strengths nor her interests.  She stood out for being 
Oglala in a town that was more than 90% post-European, a term coined by 
her brother for the descendants of  America’s invaders.  But that wasn’t 
what really kept her separate.  Her own mind was her best friend.  She pre-
ferred its company and the brains she might seek out to the company of  
mindless faces that clamored for her attention or demanded her submis-
sion, alliance, and loyalty.  She had never been at ease among groups of  
girls, whose mouths were constantly spewing the inane contents of  their 
tiny brains, and, until some recent stirrings within her own body, she had 
barely included boys among her own species. 

She had worried that Billow would rebuke her for arriving late.  She had 
failed to recruit her mother to the task of  tending the horses on the first 
day of  school, and then she had delayed her own return home by the de-
tour to Garnette’s house. 

And what was that with Missus Straed?  The woman had clearly reached 
deep into her repertoire of  contrived behaviors to convey her antipathy for 
Indians.  Garnette may as well have brought an unwashed pig home from 
school to join her in a snack.  Cyleine wondered whether the woman sub-
scribed to the obloquy: “Lie down with dogs, expect to get fleas.”  She had 
heard this a few times, referring to Indians in general, although never di-
rected at her personally. 

But Garnette was not stupid!  She had parried every half-hearted barb that her 
mother had thrown, Cyleine rejoiced inwardly.  And Billow had been nothing 
worse than very excited to fly off  on her daily escape from the boredom of  
the barn. 

Her thoughts sorted, Cyleine was about to declare her mind reorganized 
when she remembered Wilton Straed.  A senior.  With some old car that 
looked to be from the same era as her dad’s poster-sized 1939 calendar 
from Lima Locomotive Works.  At least the calendar was once again useful, 
as she had discovered earlier in the year, but Henry Clay had barked a 
warning at her when he caught her tearing off  February.  Oh, well.  Since it 
matched perfectly with 1967, she had continued to refer to it by lifting the 
sheets and had pencilled in some barn notes. 

Wilton Straed had barely looked at her an hour or so ago, but she had 
looked at him.  She would have to compose herself  the next time, for sure-
ly, if  she were to cultivate a friendship with his sister, she would meet him 
again.  And again. 

Reining in her thoughts of  Wilton she was also reining in at her ap-
proach to the barn.  Of  all things, Garnette was turning the horses out, 
with Whistler in the lead, and was apparently doing it on her own. 

Cyleine dismounted outside, loosed the cinches, pulled the saddle from 
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Billow’s back, and heaved it onto a saddle rack.  Billow chomped at some-
thing on her flank and then dipped her muzzle into a freshly-filled watering 
trough.  Cyleine watched as Garnette guided the last of  the horses into the 
open. 

She stepped into the barn and made a quick tour of  the stalls, then met 
Garnette in the doorway.  “For someone who doesn’t know horses, you, 
uh…” 

“Did as I was told.” 
“I hardly told you anything!  Did my mother come by?” 
“Nope.  Some guy who called himself  Elsie.” 
Grinning, Cyleine apologized for failing to anticipate his appearance.  

She began brushing Billow.  Garnette explained that Lionel hadn’t stayed 
long. 

“Garnette, I really had to get Billow outside as fast as I could.  There’s 
something I can’t even describe about that horse and me.” 

“I know.  You have a bond.  Like Wilton and his car, I bet.  Like my 
mom and her telephone.  I get it.” 

“What about you?” Cyleine asked. 
“A bond?”  In an instant, Garnette saw herself  only a week ago, stand-

ing beside Wilton’s car as it idled in the driveway at Phillip’s house in Rich-
mond.  It had not been the movie-romance farewell she wanted it to be, 
and that wasn’t because people were watching.  Well, Wilton was watching, 
but only he.  She didn’t cry, although she came close to it.  Phillip didn’t 
hand her a love note to be read once she was on the road.  He seemed re-
lieved to let her go.  Unexpectedly, her trepidation had also given way to 
relief.  They weren’t breaking up with each other.  They simply faced the 
necessity of  her departure.  If  she hadn’t pulled him close and kissed him, 
there wouldn’t even have been that.  Seven and a half  months of  going 
steady, even though it was more like the platonic attachments of  second-
graders than the hormone-driven antics of  sophomores, and not even a 
Will-I-ever-see-you-again? from either of  them.  No promise to write. 

“Nope.  No bond.”  No envy, either.  Garnette realized that she was, to 
put it quite accurately, carefree. 

“Look, Garnette,” Cyleine said, “next I have to go inside and start sup-
per.  It’s not something I can really…” 

“I know.  I have to go, anyway,” Garnette assured her.  Accompanying 
herself  with copious hand gestures she went on: “Mom would never let me 
cook supper, but I have to go let her talk at me.  My brain is well-trained to 
let one quarter of  it carry on a conversation, on any of  her two favorite 
subjects, while the other three quarters of  my head can do whatever I want 
it to do, as long as I’m where I can hear her.” 

They walked to the side of  the barn near the road, then spotted a rear 
fender of  Wilton’s blue and gray sedan as it slowly passed beyond the 
house.  But then the car stopped and backed up all the way to the barn 
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door. 
Wilton Straed stepped out, leaned forward to press his hands to his 

thighs, and shoved downward on his jeans as if  they had ridden up while 
he was sitting. 

“We meet again,” he said, then added, “Cici,” and reached to take her 
right hand.  She put her short fingers against his large palm and accepted 
his gentle but strong downward tug.  Just one tug, and then he released her. 

“Did you come to get me?” Garnette asked. 
“Thought I’d check before getting stuck doing your job at home.” 
“My job?”  To Cyleine, Garnette said: “He means listening to Mom.” 
Brother and sister, with exactly the same giraffe-inspired movements, 

walked along opposite sides of  the car until they reached the doors.  
Cyleine stared. 

“Like it?” Wilton asked before stepping in.  “‘Forty-one Packard.  I just 
took it to find a car wash.  I guess there isn’t one.  So excuse the road dust.  
It was a long haul from Virginia.” 

Cyleine grinned at him and waved.  Maybe she waved too long.  Had he 
turned to face the front of  the car before she started to wave?  Was she still 
waving when he glanced in the rearview mirror? 

* * * * * * * 
Madeleine Comosh was the first to walk over to her house from the 

shop.  She joined Cyleine in the kitchen and the two worked together as if  
they were merely continuing where they left off  the night before.  
Madeleine’s husband and son followed within a half  hour.  Henry Clay 
Comosh picked up a bowl, went right to the pot on the stove, and scooped 
out a generous pile of  what-he-did-not-know.  However he made a point 
of  putting an arm over his daughter’s shoulder and squeezing her to his 
side. 

“Which one is this?” he asked. 
“Number twenty-three,” she told him, citing the page number in her 

recipe notebook. 
“Does it have a name yet?” 
“‘Never-to-be-duplicated,’” she proposed. 
As he walked to the table he tried a spoonful, made a face conveying 

that it’s spicy, and said: “First dibs on the ‘tovers!” 
“Where to tonight?” Cyleine asked. 
“Biddle,” Madeleine and Lionel said in unison. 
“Sheesh, Dad,” his daughter complained. 
“Slop will be with him,” Lionel said, meaning one of  the two tall, alert, 

short-haired gray mutts weaving among them in the kitchen.  Slop, who 
also answered to Slurp Flop Plop and Glop, was a splendid night driving 
companion.  He would sit high on the truck’s seat and for hours would 
watch the road ahead so he could go berserk at a shadowy form in the 
ditch or at the reflecting eyes of  a deer, coyote, or anything else that star-
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tled him.  His outbursts, sometimes as often as a dozen in an hour, were 
like cherry bombs exploding beside a sleepy driver. 

The other dog, Creep (Jeep Cheep Peep), the name alluding to his abili-
ty to sneak up on someone as a pup, was Slop’s litter-mate of  seven years 
past.  Creep didn’t like road trips, although he would acquiesce if  it ap-
peared that Lionel was going to drive away alone.  He would not even be 
invited on this trip with Slop. 

“You can thank Mom for remembering the onions in this,” Cyleine said, 
bowl in hand as she pulled out a chair beside her dad.  Madeleine and Li-
onel brought theirs to the table too. 

Madeleine had recruited her daughter in planning and cooking daily 
meals as soon as the girl, at twelve, showed an interest in food.  Aside from 
some cookie baking when Cyleine was five and six years old, they didn’t 
cook together until Cyleine, bearing down on her thirteenth birthday, heard 
a doctor on television shockingly tell a studio audience, “…it’s the calories, 
stupid.”  She instantly connected both obesity and leanness with diet and 
activity and just as suddenly became absorbed with her own daily fare. 

To Madeleine’s relief, Cyleine shared her awakening with her.  Together 
they studied cookbooks and began trying interesting recipes.  If  everyone 
liked one, they wrote it out and snapped it into a binder.  Whenever they 
returned to a recipe in the binder, they “repaired” it.  All four in the family 
liked savory, medium-hot dishes, and all were fond of  soups and stews as 
well as casseroles. 

Until Cyleine, the innovator, could be tamed in the kitchen she occa-
sionally created disasters.  Her mother, the mitigator, cautioned that baking 
is science while cooking is art.  For months, the rest of  the family would 
return from the shop after closing, apprehensive of  the concoctions that 
might confront them.  Madeleine advised closely but allowed wide latitude.  
All remained patient.  Gradually they found themselves sitting down to 
Cyleine’s early triumphs.  In time, all happily anticipated her creations. 

Using as a guide an old recipe calling for lentils, she improved a soup 
made with dried beans which became a family favorite.  This was number 
23.  She perfected a method for baked trout which became another, known 
in the household as number 19.  Steering away from red meats, eggs, and 
milk, she experimented more with fish, pork, and fowl.  She also used 
cheeses only to accent a dish, never as a featured element. 

To go along with the stews and soups, she perfected her fry bread and 
learned to bake raised breads and biscuits, again bending old recipes to the 
family’s taste.  Then an idea struck.  During the past spring, on weekends, 
she baked rolls specifically to be sliced for sandwiches.  All through the 
summer, two or three days a week, Madeleine, Henry Clay, and Lionel, as 
well as Brigg and Larry in the shop, enjoyed luxurious sandwiches for lunch 
at work. 

And, using her mother's method for roasting nuts, she had perfected a 
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snack mix combining sunflower and amaranth seeds with cashews, sea-
soned with rosemary, olive oil, and her own proprietary combination of  
marginally hot spices. 

Madeleine understood from the start that Cyleine was becoming con-
cerned for her figure.  She redirected her daughter’s emphasis to health 
rather than weight.  She had contended with that same challenge for 30 
years or more, and, to her own (and everyone else’s) estimation, had pre-
vailed.  Madeleine congratulated Cyleine as she began her junior year, assur-
ing her that she was lithe and fit — exactly what the girl needed to hear.  
She was athletically solid and always in graceful, quick motion or poised to 
pounce. 

Madeleine had avoided the consequences that befell so many Indians 
who, once food had historically become more abundant, “lay into it,” as 
she would say.  She believed that her distant ancestors’ bodies had evolved 
to become efficient at storing fat during times of  abundance in order to 
sustain them during times of  deprivation.  Thus, Indians in the present era 
were dealing with three threats: a hereditary metabolism designed for stor-
ing fat, continuous abundance thanks to ubiquitous modern grocery stores 
and the farms and distribution systems that supplied them, and anachronis-
tic customs and habits around food.  To Madeleine it was no wonder that 
many of  her modern cousins carried excessive weight on their bones.  So, 
too, did masses of  post-Europeans, but perhaps with more variety in their 
genes. 

Her job at the shop consumed as much energy as did the men’s jobs.  
Madeleine had no time in her day to sit and do nothing.  Even with Cyleine 
managing most of  the meals, she remained alert and available throughout, 
just short of  intruding. 

Madeleine was a child of  the reservation, educated there and graduating 
from her own high school when she was sixteen.  The eldest of  five, she 
was coddled and indulged as a child only until number two arrived.  From 
then on she had to help raise her siblings.  In those days there was never 
time to sit and little peace for sleep. 

She met Henry Clay when he came onto the reservation to assist his 
own father with an equipment repair.  It was the end of  May, 1932.  She 
had just turned sixteen.  Not yet a high school graduate but nearly one, she 
was among the onlookers while these two skilled men dismantled some-
thing — neither remembered later what it was, scrubbed the fittings clean, 
and laid them out on a cloth, and then proceeded to reassemble it.  Early 
that afternoon, Madeleine, of  the family called “Walking Horse,” was the 
first to break away from the audience and return with some food for the 
two visiting workers and their pair of  local volunteer helpers.  As evening 
gave way to nightfall, three or four motor vehicles equipped with headlights 
needed to be brought close, in order to illuminate the work.  When at last it 
was done, almost-nineteen-year-old Henry Clay and his father accepted an 
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invitation to a formal meal and lodging with Madeleine’s family. 
Henry Clay contrived to pay a visit to the reservation not long after-

ward, unannounced, telling his father that he was going to attend an adver-
tised social event.  Encountering Madeleine as he had hoped, he talked with 
her long enough to become nervous not so much by her age but from the 
turbulence in his spirit.  For he feared he might… no — it was too late for 
maybe; that evening she smiled at him one time too many.  He had come 
just to look upon her once more before returning to the serious, dull, un-
smiling girl who had already claimed him.  But he fell in love instead. 

Henry Clay had made no promise to another, nor had he led the other 
girl on.  He was guilty of  one thing: weakness.  The one who thought she 
had corralled him misjudged her position, and he lacked the guts to gainsay 
her presumption.  When, after a half  hour at most that evening, he abrupt-
ly, clumsily told Madeleine that he needed to go, she wasn’t disappointed.  
She knew that he was smitten.  After that, it was she who took the initiative 
to visit the Comosh Company at every opportunity.  As Lionel was doing 
today, so Henry Clay was doing in his youth and was not thinking of  “get-
ting in a family way.”  By the end of  1932 Madeleine's visits to Spearfish 
had intrigued him enough that he took the lead in their courtship.  And less 
than a year later they married. 

Suppers in the home had been Madeleine’s task, by her own insistence, 
since they began living in their own household in 1934.  What she had 
achieved as a cook since then, making the most of  the least, was now being 
vastly improved thanks to Cyleine’s enthusiasm.  But Madeleine’s free time 
to plan and cook had been seriously curtailed when Henry Clay’s father 
died and she assumed the bookkeeping task in the shop, then more recently 
after another worker left them and she took over the painting. 

Cyleine’s system, although not followed rigorously, gave them all a fresh 
supper two days in a row, and each was calculated to leave enough leftovers 
— ‘tovers, they called them — that she would not need to cook on the 
third day.  Then she would concoct something fresh each of  the next two 
days, and ‘tovers would follow once again. 

Now, on the first day of  school, she had just begun the three-day cycle. 
Henry Clay finished his bowl, walked to the pot, paused as if  consider-

ing a second helping, then carried the bowl to the sink.  Cyleine took it 
from him and stretched to kiss his forehead. 

Everyone said ‘bye and Henry Clay was off  with Slop. 
After clean-up, Cyleine headed for the barn to close up and Lionel fol-

lowed. 
“I know, I know,” she said once he caught up.  “I shouldn’t have left her 

like that.  It was rude.” 
“Hmmm…” 
“But, I had to clear my head.” 
“It wasn’t Billow that needed to rush outside, it was you.” 
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“Lionel, she’s wonderful!  If  I was looking for someone to always hang 
out with, she could step right in…”  She stopped herself  from saying it. 

“In Toleda’s place?” 
“I wish you weren’t so blunt.  But she’s so like Toleda she could fit that 

hole perfectly.  There’s that hint of  the wild side that Toleda had, too.” 
Cyleine knew attributes of  Lionel’s character that others might not sus-

pect, for instance, his gentle, sentimental side.  She turned to her much 
taller brother and stepped between his open arms.  At five-foot-three she 
endured the short girl jokes and reveled in the embrace of  those long arms, 
her head tucked under his chin.  Squeezing her lightly and holding on, Li-
onel spoke: “You think Toleda would have been wild, if  she could 
breathe?” 

“In an utterly benign way.  She wanted to shock people, but she couldn’t 
even shuffle across a rug and zap someone with static electricity.” 

“I think your friend wants to learn to ride,” Lionel commented. 
“Well, I didn’t offer.  Let it go for a while.  See whether I really do like 

her, OK?  And thanks for helping her this afternoon.” 
Lionel released the hug.  Then Cyleine brightened: “Hey!  Remember 

Turn-bullet’s first-day homophone quiz from last year?  Take-home quiz?  I 
helped you with it.” 

“Sure.  Did he pop it on you today?” 
“Not the same way.  He gave you guys a list of  words and asked you to 

figure out what they had in common: lone, merry, maid, caught, steal…” 
Lionel added more: “…haul, ball, by, wok…  They all had 

homophones.” 
“Yeah.  Today he just asked us to write a list of  homophones in class, 

starting with as many letters of  the alphabet as we could think of.” 
“And you did all twenty-six letters.” 
“No.  I couldn’t do X and Z but I turned them around.  Funny, but I’ve 

thought about words like that all year since you had the quiz.  So I was 
ready.” 

They bumped shoulders, exchanged a smile, and Lionel faded quietly in 
the direction of  the house.  Thinking about her brother, Cyleine went to 
her chores. 

She was the youngest of  her parents’ four children.  Her sister, Rayleine, 
would have been 31 this year.  She died during an outbreak of  some disease 
when Cyleine was a baby.  But she had another brother, Webster, 29, who 
had retreated to the Pine Ridge Reservation after graduating high school.  
He was not doing well, by any measure, and they seldom heard from him.  
The Comosh Company was getting by, and Henry Clay had loaned him a 
thousand dollars at a time, several times for a couple of  years but, after 
that, Henry Clay repeatedly denied him further financial support.  Nothing 
was ever repaid.  Webster took an Oglala wife, much older than himself, 
and simply disappeared into the squalor and oblivion that some — not all, 
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but some — settle for in reservation life.  The family had never been ap-
prised whether he had ever fathered a child. 

Lionel, however, had clearly decided to make his parents proud.  He had 
worked in the family’s shop since he was about eleven years old.  He started 
out as “tool man.”  That required cleaning dirty tools, returning them to 
their drawers, finding lost wrenches and the misplaced members of  socket 
sets, and, in time, organizing them better.  It was his ambition, after high 
school, to attend a diesel technical college in Wyoming or Ohio — there 
was already one in the neighboring state while another was rumored to be 
starting soon in the Buckeye State — so he could become the first educat-
ed diesel mechanic for the Comosh Company. 

The company had been started by his grandfather Comosh, whom 
everyone knew as “Silence.”  A cousin to Red Cloud and a friend and men-
tor to his contemporary, Lakota leader James Red Cloud, to Cyleine Silence 
was simply Lala.  He was born in 1872 or 1873 and never acceded to living 
on a reservation.  He had taken his family farther and farther west in the 
first decades of  the 1900s.  Around 1925, when Henry Clay was twelve and 
Lala was in his early 50s, he had brought them back to his home stretch of  
Spearfish Creek, on the frontier of  what had once been Cheyenne territory. 

Cyleine barely remembered him, but fondly.  She knew that her name 
borrowed the first syllable from Silence.  How closely Garnette veered toward 
that name at first!  Lala had truly lived in the era of  cowboys and Indians.  
More wistfully than in anger, he would sometimes relate a certain memory 
of  an attack by U.S. cavalrymen when he was eight and his little sister, Kee, 
was six. 

Watchers along the White River had warned the village of  the soldiers’ 
approach.  Women and children hurried to hide inside their teepees.  For 
some reason, most of  the men were absent.  Kee, failing to understand the 
urgency of  the warning, stood placidly in the open.  Silence peeked out, 
intending to urge his sister inside.  She stood 40 feet from the teepee, near-
er in fact to others where she could have hid.  But she gazed at him in con-
fusion and something like sadness. 

As Lala watched, she continued standing.  One moment, two arms hung 
at her sides.  A moment later only one arm hung beside her and the other 
tumbled behind her on the ground.  He would turn very somber and then 
say that she continued to stand there for many seconds with only one arm 
and with no change of  expression on her face.  Then she collapsed to the 
ground and lived no longer. 

Lala could never recall seeing the blood or hearing the shot.  The rifle 
report could have followed the bullet by more than a second.  The soldiers 
then rode into the village.  The leader of  the squad held his steed beside 
the crumpled body of  the child.  Then he ordered his men to follow him 
on through the village and out toward the Badlands.  Kee was the only vic-
tim of  the attack, and they never learned where the soldiers went after that, 
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nor why they had arrived there in the first place. 
Cyleine was about five when Silence died.  But he had started the family 

business some 30 years before that, and his son, Henry Clay Comosh, car-
ried on with it for the past dozen years.  She imagined that Lionel might 
take over some day, when their parents no longer wanted to run it or no 
longer could.  As Cyleine began her next-to-last year of  high school, her 
father was in his mid-fifties and fit for many more years in the shop. 

Henry Clay was pleased with his two youngest children.  Lionel could 
protest and curse and make mistakes that would sometimes require a few 
sutures or cause the shop a little setback.  But he was reliable, and as he 
began his senior year of  high school, in his father’s occasional absences he 
supervised the place.  The two other full-time workers, Brigg Quarry and 
Larry Lorbiecki, as well as an occasional part-timer, accepted his leadership.  
Lionel, for his part, accepted their wisdom, their experience, their gentle 
correction, their harmless practical jokes, and their usually-hilarious back-
talk. 



FOUR: DECISIONS 

After the quiet moment with his sister, Lionel collected Creep 
from the kitchen and walked far out into the field behind the barn — be-
yond the divided corral and into the openness of  the Great Plains.  When-
ever he pictured the proverbial fork in the road it was against this back-
drop, with the sun setting between the low hills directly before him.  Even 
though he didn’t stand on any road at the moment, he recognized that a 
fork in his path truly lay ahead.  And even though a year of  high school 
was yet to be endured — and he would endure it and he would graduate 
near the top of  his class — he saw many points of  decision racing toward 
him within the next very few months. 

He liked the idea of  going away to school for most of  a year.  He liked 
internal combustion engines.  More precisely, he had a passion to understand 
them further and to become an expert on as much of  their engineering and 
science as he practically could. 

He had already made it his ambition to become certified in the subject, 
and diesels, becoming the standard in farm equipment power, intrigued 
him more than gasoline motors.  Conventional college, with its focus on 
arts and literature, high mathematics and statistics, history and culture — 
what the post-Europeans called “western civilization,” not to mention 
training for urban careers, deterred him.  It produced teachers and accoun-
tants, doctors and politicians, lawyers and business managers, marketing 
executives and scientists.  It molded people for indoor work, cities and 
suburbs, commuting and waiting in line, people who couldn’t tell whether 
the moon was waxing or waning, who couldn’t tell a toad from a frog or a 
moth from a butterfly, people who were afraid to sleep under the stars — 
who couldn’t even see them most nights. 

He saw the fallibility in adults even as he was officially becoming one.  
Intuitively, then, he saw the hazards in trusting any adult just because that 
person had enjoyed the happy accident of  marking an 18th birthday, of  
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being promoted to boss, appointed titular head, elected to office. 
Lionel didn’t dismiss the thought of  leaving Spearfish altogether, pro-

vided he could remain outdoors as much as he wanted to.  Continuing in 
his family’s shop wasn’t exactly outside work, but the doors were kept open 
for months every year, anyone could step out and look at the horizon or 
the hills or the sky at any time, there were road trips to take, and he could 
go to work before sunrise and quit at noon or start after lunch and work 
until midnight if  he felt like it.  He could take a day off  at a whim if  his 
work was caught up, and he could even smoke in the shop if  he wanted to. 

When Lionel stopped walking and rested an elbow on a field marker — 
a tripod of  fenceposts secured in the earth, Creep, the ungainly, circled 
once and crumpled at his side.  Standing in the field, Lionel fingered a par-
tial pack of  cigarettes in his shirt pocket.  Another decision.  He had picked 
them up in the shop, forgotten on a workbench by the shop’s welder, Brigg.  
The two sometimes took breaks together, and Brigg offered Lionel a 
smoke now and then.  He didn’t yet like tobacco, though, and apparently 
wasn’t hooked. 

He let go of  the cigarettes for the moment. 
Yes, he could leave Spearfish without looking back.  But no other place 

or pursuit or prospect tugged at him just yet.  So, yes, he could also simply 
stay — apart from the two semesters he would spend working on his cer-
tificate. 

Education, to him, did not mean studying required subjects, taking ex-
ams, and earning diplomas.  Education meant glancing at something, won-
dering how it worked, and finding out everything about it, then doing the 
same with the next thing that might pique him.  He had studied insects 
after such an inspiration.  In eighth grade, as a science fair project, he as-
sembled a collection of  insects, all of  which he had caught himself, repre-
senting 19 of  the 26 orders then recognized, pinned and dried with splayed 
legs or sealed on microscope slides, and properly, although not entirely ac-
curately, labeled. 

The next year he added a representative of  each of  the remaining seven 
orders, including tiny members of  the order Symphyla, and stepped up his 
project to make it interactive with the judges at the regional science fair.  
Through his biology teacher he invited the judges to bring to the fair any 
number of  insects to challenge his skill at identification. 

The judges did.  And they were impressed.  Between them, they 
brought in several obscure specimens, including some arthropods that were 
not insects.  Lionel couldn’t place most of  the ones submitted into the cor-
rect genus, nor was he expected to, but he nailed the right order and family 
in many cases and wowed them with observations about each one’s physi-
ology and likely food preferences, habitats, and life stages.  He brought 
home First Prize. 

Insects continued to intrigue him but not such that he wanted to be-
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come an entomologist to the exclusion of  most other interests. 
Also as an eighth grader, for Christmas he was given a volume of  short 

stories by O. Henry.  He immediately became hooked and spent more than 
a year, apart from his school work and shop duties, reading all thirteen offi-
cial volumes of  that author’s work and one other compilation.  If  one 
writer could seize him that fully, then surely the world must be full of  good 
literature.  With a little guidance and a lot of  liberty, the school had permit-
ted him to choose his own authors and titles instead of  slogging through 
the curriculum’s standard fare, most of  which he read nonetheless. 

His sister, he knew, liked math.  More precisely, she liked numbers.  And 
she liked languages.  More precisely, she liked words.  When she was taking 
Latin in ninth and tenth grades she surrounded herself  with it.  She and her 
friend Toleda had sung Adeste Fideles and Ave Maria together in church, he 
remembered.  Now it was Spanish.  Neither math nor languages ever inter-
ested him that fully.  Nor did reading the wind or arranging rocks on a 
shelf  according to their age interest her. 

He liked chemistry.  Thanks mostly to a good teacher, he found that he 
understood it with little difficulty.  What lured him now was the science of  
metallurgy and the related study of  crystallography. 

Lionel wasn’t sure how long he had stood in this one spot.  When he 
shifted to a new position so that a hillside could shield his face from the 
setting sun, Creep eyed him with an expression of  reluctance, then rose on 
lanky legs.  Lionel knelt and Creep trotted over as his tail, hanging low, 
swung slightly. 

At last, he took out a cigarette, an unfiltered Phillip Morris.  He flicked 
a match with his thumbnail, a trick he’d mastered after watching certain 
cowboy actors do it on television.  Creep let out a whine — a single note 
of  mild protest. 

In a moment of  weakness at the sight of  a puppy, the family had 
adopted two of  the mongrels when Lionel was ten.  Each bonded with one 
of  the family — Slop with Henry Clay, Creep with Lionel.  Creep lounged 
in the shop when Lionel was at work, rode with him in the pickup or the 
car sometimes when Lionel drove away, except to school, and this evening’s 
walk was a testament to the dog’s dedication.  For he was growing lame and 
would have preferred the cushion in a corner of  the bedroom while Lionel 
studied to a walk in the field. 

Lionel took a draw on the cigarette and Creep whined again.  If  the 
whine was a response to something Creep had sensed on the breeze or to a 
faint noise in the distance, Lionel reasoned, he would have been on his feet, 
ears held high and forward confirming the shepherd in his mix, and sniff-
ing the air.  Or he would have stood motionless, staring into the distance 
and rolling his eyes toward Lionel for a command.  Instead, he lay on his 
side and looked up, pleading.  “Smart boy, Creepy,” Lionel commented, 
failing to consider that the ailing dog’s languor might affect his behavior.  
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He took another short drag on the cigarette, and then ground its leaf-and-
paper remains into the dust with the toe of  his boot.  He massaged the 
dog’s head and ears. 

Decisions. 
Lionel’s heritage no longer confused him.  Growing up, he kept think-

ing he should become more loyal to the Lakota nation, attend indoctrina-
tion in ancient beliefs, and become involved in tribal ceremonies and ritu-
als.  After all, how many non-Indians were there among his schoolmates 
and friends — many! — who wanted to pretend they were Indian “braves” 
and who even told him they envied him that. 

There were a few other Lakota teenagers in town within a year or two 
of  his age; in this part of  the state more Oglala, apart from a sizable con-
tingent in Rapid City, lived on one of  the reservations than off-rez, and 
they attended the reservation schools. 

About two years ago Lionel had resolved the dichotomy, the confusion 
that said he must choose whether to be a traditional Indian or be a “mod-
ern.”  He had snapped the supposed deadlock saying that there was no al-
liance of  the two, dictating an implied duty to espouse and practice the 
tribe’s rituals and static traditions and maybe even live on the reservation 
once he was grown.  That persuasion contrasted with a rational tug in an-
other direction permitting him simultaneously to venerate his heritage and 
honor the tribe’s role as keeper of  the flame while following his own muse 
in the wider world.  He realized that indeed he could practice and hone the 
time-tested individual wilderness skills of  old-time Indians and merge them 
with some skills that can keep a person productive in modern times. 

For even if  the Europeans had come and honestly negotiated with abo-
riginal people in America as everyone had later come to believe they should 
have done, his ancestors still would have adapted to what the rest of  the 
world was doing, and by now America — or whatever its name might be if  
the indigenous people had not been crushed — would look much as it 
does anyway.  Yes, foreign culture in all its variants was violently forced 
upon them, he acknowledged, but he wondered: Would the result have been 
much different? 

And the modern skills he would add to his fund of  traditional compe-
tencies would follow his deepest youthful passions — mechanics as prac-
ticed in the family’s business, the common language of  farming so that he 
could be a persuasive authority on what he might some day pursue, and the 
sciences along with the unique understanding of  nature handed down 
through his family. 

When he was much younger Lionel’s favorite song included the lines: 
Lonely but free I’ll be found…  Here on the range I belong…  Drifting along with the 
tumbling tumbleweed.  He didn’t see himself  as a tumbleweed, but if  someone 
wanted to find him in the future they would not be looking for an address 
in the 9,000-block of  a neighborhood in some metropolitan suburb. 
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Other Indians living in Spearfish included his parents, his former Eng-
lish teacher Mister Turnbull, Brigg Quarry in the shop, some farmers, and 
some shopkeepers.  They did not segregate themselves into an ethnic en-
clave.  They just lived as everyone else. 

There were differences, Lionel reflected, but these were no more pro-
nounced than, say, differences in the Japanese family of  his friend, Edward 
Kobayashi, or the Jewish household of  Ron Blum, their family doctor.  If  
he were looking for a place to live in a different town, Lionel concluded, he 
wouldn’t ask around for the Indian community.  He would choose a home 
that appealed to him, that he could afford, and enjoy the neighbors who 
came with it. 

Ed Kobayashi had helped him resolve his confusion soon after they met 
in ninth grade.  Named, approximately, after W. Edwards Deming, whom 
his father had met before leaving Japan in 1949 to start a life in the United 
States, Ed had expressed his attitude: “We’re a conquered people,” he said, 
matter-of-factly one day after proposing, as a joke, that they play cowboys-
and-Indians.  Lionel’s rejoinder was to ask whether he should first teach Ed 
how to be a cowboy or an Indian. 

Ed’s family had moved on but his inadvertent influence remained. 
During the summer, now two years past, after he and Ed became 

friends, Lionel and his father had taken a memorable road trip for a late-
night equipment pickup far to the east of  Rapid City.  Henry Clay used 
Ed’s exact words as they discussed their off-reservation life and what it 
meant not to participate much in tribal affairs: “We’re a conquered people, 
Son.  But we’re left pretty much to do as we please, like anyone else in the 
country that they’ve made out of  ours.  We’re free to adopt the customs of  
our conquerors if  we want to or to do as we please if  we want to forge a 
living as our ancestors did, so long as we do it on the land they’ve left to us 
— or on land that we’ve bought back from them.” 

Lionel was fifteen when he had debated all this with his father, but he 
recalled it well.  Still unlicensed, nevertheless he had done the driving until 
twilight and throughout the trip he heard some ideas he had never consid-
ered before.  He learned some truths about his family at the same time. 

“In this country,” Henry Clay told him, “you can live on the reservation 
according to the community rules that, they will tell you, are the traditions 
our ancestors lived by.  Well, who else in this world wants to live only the 
way their ancestors did and not move forward?” 

“The Amish,” Lionel tossed in. 
That drew a grin of  appreciation from Henry Clay; he had a quick-

thinking boy.  “Or even if  you don’t live on the reservation,” he went on, 
“in this country you can follow your traditions any old damned way you 
please.  Or, if  you want to live in a cave and never have any dealings with 
other people, you can do that.  First, you go buy a piece of  land just like 
your grandfather did — Don’t you think it galled him to buy land back 
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from some European?  Sure it did! — and you can find a cave on it or live 
under the stars and forage for your food or plant it, and if  you leave other 
people alone and pay your taxes somehow, the government will leave you 
alone.  You can’t do that in any other country on earth.” 

“Go into the hermit business and grow whiskers, eh?” Lionel joked, 
quoting O. Henry.  “But I don’t have to live as a hermit to be free.  I feel 
like a free man.” 

“I am, for sure,” Henry Clay agreed.  “And I think it’s true that people 
mostly prefer to live in small communities.  Even people in the biggest 
cities live in their little neighborhoods — their Little Italys and Chinatowns 
— and don’t know what exists three streets over.  We all can bring some-
thing good to a wider community, though, something interesting, some-
thing historic, something to learn.  We should preserve those things that 
are special to us and add the things we can learn from our friends who 
came from everywhere else.” 

“Even the Europeans,” Lionel needled him. 
His father ignored the jab.  “In our family, sure, we have moved away 

from doing only those things necessary for survival, like hunting together 
with other Indians, and for maintaining order in the community, like rituals.  
We have come to the place and time where we can do things for leisure and 
self-indulgence.  We consume more than we need to, we take hours off  and 
days off  and we talk about retirement even if  we don’t do it. 

“We have luxuries that other species don’t have — that people in most 
other countries don’t have, and we take risks that other species don’t.  Oth-
er species do difficult things when their survival depends on it.  Humans 
do difficult things because we have an urge to discover the result, to gain 
something not needed to survive, to challenge ourselves, to earn awards.” 

“We take risks,” Lionel noted, “and call it experimenting.  Research.” 
“Or sport,” Henry Clay said.  “We learn from it or die.  But your free-

dom to go live any way you wish to is going to change.  You want to know 
how I know?” 

“I’m going to find out,” Lionel wisecracked. 
”When I was your age, or a little more,” his father said, “they took the 

gold out of  our money.  Now, thirty-two years later, they’ve taken out the 
silver.  For hundreds of  years an ounce of  silver, or something close to 
that, has been the common unit of  value, not just here but around the 
world.  Until just two years ago a dollar was by definition an ounce of  silver, 
minus the government’s shaving.  Go look up Joachimstaler some day, Son.  
Now a dollar is a scrap of  paper.  There is no longer anything to define it. 

“For five thousand years people used something as a medium of  ex-
change that they could agree had value.  That became illegal all around the 
world in my adult lifetime.  I almost can’t believe I witnessed that.  Who 
else gets to see something happen for the first time in five thousand years?  
And everyone in America — that’s where it started, and when it happened 
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here, the rest of  the world had to roll over and go with it too — everyone 
just let it happen because they foolishly believe that the guy at the top is an 
expert.  You should have seen how they worshipped President Roosevelt.” 

Stroking Creep’s head as he considered a pebble in the dirt casting a 
shadow long enough to hide a snake, Lionel remembered interjecting: 
“‘Mankind are more disposed to suffer, while evils are sufferable, than to 
right themselves by abolishing the forms to which they are accustomed.’” 

“Ah, you have been reading the document on the living room wall!” 
Henry Clay commended him. 

“Not in that cramped script,” Lionel said, “but it’s in that book of  Na-
tional Documents in the bookcase.” 

Henry Clay grinned with pride.  “Don’t ever worship your politicians, 
Lionel.  They don’t look out for you.  They look out for two other things: 
their ego and their… their delusion that they are doing something for ‘the 
common good.’  Beware of  that phrase!  See, you can only serve ‘the 
common good’ if  you stamp out ‘common sense.’  Politicians don’t control 
anyone if  we own our money. 

“If  we own our money we control it.  There’s no way they can know 
how much we have.  We can exchange it for the things we need from our 
neighbors and vice versa, and it’s no one else’s business.  If  they can’t con-
trol the money, they can’t control us.  That’s why they have to convince us 
that it’s more convenient and just as good to own ‘certificates.’  You already 
know what happened after they started giving us gold certificates.  ‘This 
certifies that there have been deposited in the Treasury of  the United 
States of  America twenty dollars in gold coin payable to the bearer on de-
mand.’  Ha-ha.  Now we’re carrying around silver certificates.” 

“They’re recalling those now.” 
“Don’t I know it!  Half  dollars are down to forty percent silver.  Quar-

ters and dimes are already made of  nickel.  Do you still have your silver and 
your gold money?” 

“All of  it, Dad.” 
“All right, then.  See, if  our money is made of  something that has in-

trinsic value, then we own real wealth.  But if  our money is nothing but 
paper and little chips of  cheap metal — hell, they could stamp our coins 
out of  plastic and it wouldn’t be worth any less than it is now — we don’t 
have money any longer, we have their promises to pay.” 

“And what do they have to pay us with?  More certified promises,” Li-
onel put in. 

“And we need their permission to use it.  If  you need their permission, 
then whoever owns the real wealth owns you.  And who is that?” 

Lionel shook his head. 
“Not your everyday wealthy people,” Henry Clay went on.  “Most of  

them are just as vulnerable as we are.  The government?  No, not them, 
either.  The banks and the people who own them, that’s who.  They’re the 
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ones who decide who represents you.  That’s who owns you.  If  you let 
them.” 

“We elect our representatives.” 
“No, Son.  ‘If  elections mattered, they wouldn’t let us vote.’  Don’t ask 

me who said it.  We pretend to elect ‘representatives,’ but they just go do 
what the bureaucracies tell them to do.  Have you noticed that we don’t 
elect our bureaucrats?  And the bureaucracies answer to the money.” 

“Dad, do you know how much I have in the bank?” 
“Take it out, Lionel!  Most of  it!  Leave some in there so the bureau-

crats think you’re just like every other poor cuss with half  a paycheck in 
your account.  But you know what I’ve done with my real money; find your 
own place and do the same with yours.” 

“OK, but do you know how much?” 
“Thousands, I hope.” 
“Twelve thousand, three hundred dollars.” 
“A veritable Red Cross Tornado Relief  Fund, then.  You’re supposed to 

have a thousand for every year of  age, and now you’re closing in on six-
teen.” 

“But I have almost four thousand more in gold and silver coin.  Face 
value.” 

“And you have all the Indian-heads?” 
“The ‘war bonnets’?  Every one.”  Lionel paused before asking: “Were 

they meant for Webster, Dad?” 
“What was meant for Webster, Webster has.  You’ve earned every dollar 

of  what you have.” 
Silence Comosh, Henry Clay’s father and “Lala” to Lionel and Cyleine, 

saved his money in gold coins from the time he started the Comosh Com-
pany.  The Indian-head gold pieces pleased him the most, because that 
meant that the government of  the United States was beginning to honor 
the people it had savagely conquered. 

Henry Clay himself  was born in 1913, the year of  the first Indian-head 
nickels.  He had told his children a few times: “You know, my father was 
the model for the face on the front of  that nickel.  He was forty years old 
when I was born, when that coin first came out, and they thought he was 
perfect for it.”  When Lionel, at age twelve, heard somewhere that the por-
trait on the coin might instead be that of  Oglala Chief  Iron Tail, he at last 
challenged his father's claim that it was Lala.  Henry Clay joked that there 
was no point in suggesting, then, that Silence’s mother, as a girl, was the 
model for the face on the Indian-head penny. 

Lala never used a bank except to exchange an occasional check for 
more Indian-head gold and to dispose of  paper currency in exchange for 
silver once owning gold became illegal a year after Henry Clay met 
Madeleine. 

Lionel could barely remember Lala’s modest little house, which had 
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been razed a dozen years before this night trip’s conversation.  By that time 
the little structure was hugging the earth as it might if  dropped 50 feet 
from a crane.  Henry Clay and Madeleine had built their current home then 
and had pulled down Lala’s so the shop could be expanded.  Henry Clay 
would now say that, as an adult, every time he walked into his father’s little 
house — his own childhood home, it felt like stepping into a museum ded-
icated to Indian doo-dads.  Most were made of  metal or something else 
durable. 

Lala had a pair of  bookends molded in iron in the visage of  a chief  in a 
war bonnet.  A respectable bronze imitation of  a Remington sculpture, a 
weary Indian on a horse, stood a foot and a half  tall on a table.  A translu-
cent mask carved from agate hung from a wall.  A section cut from a tree 
trunk lay as if  in repose on a shelf  at the back of  a couch, the bark intact 
except where the face of  a sleeping Indian had been expertly carved into it.  
And on a small, roofed back porch off  the old house stood a painted cigar 
store Indian five feet high.  Including its four-inch-thick round pedestal it 
was taller than Cyleine.  It now stood in a glass case near the cash register 
in the shop.  In the shop as well, Lala had amassed a collection of  hood 
ornaments from Pontiac automobiles of  the 1920s to the 1950s. 

Henry Clay was the only heir to Lala’s horde of  coins and parapherna-
lia, and in the years Lionel worked in the shop, he had paid his son in pre-
cious metal, dollar for dollar.  When Lionel wanted cash for a purchase and 
lacked the paper money, he traded gold with his father for Federal Reserve 
notes, eventually to receive the gold once again in wages. 

Lala’s knickknacks were now distributed throughout the family’s more 
spacious buildings.  Besides what was now in the shop, the barn absorbed a 
few pieces, and the six-room house now occupied by the Comosh family, 
with three times the number of  rooms that Lala had lived in, contained the 
finer pieces. 

On the ride out past Rapid City that night two years ago, contemplating 
all that artwork as well as the cash, Lionel ventured: “Compared to anyone 
on the reservation I’m pretty rich.”  He had been instructed, long before, 
never to mention that there was any gold in the family, because Lala had 
defied the edict of  President Roosevelt when he failed to turn it in to the 
federal government on or before May 1, 1933.  He continued openly to 
accept gold in exchange for the work done in his shop for many years after 
that — a little here, a little there — because it was still a medium of  ex-
change with intrinsic value that his neighbors understood and had also 
kept, little though they had.  He also lived comfortably on the barter sys-
tem, so he seldom found it necessary to spend cash, and even then only 
what he had saved in paper currency. 

“We’re not rich, Son,” Henry Clay said.  “We’re prosperous.  There’s a 
difference.  You know how much you have, and so do I.  You’re wealthy 
when you still have a clue how much you have, and it’s a lot, but you might 
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forget about that stash over in that other bank or the river frontage you 
bought twenty years ago.  You’re rich if  you have so much that you have to 
hire other people to count it for you. 

“If  something happens to me from now on, you and your mother and 
your little sister will be OK.  I know your mother will keep painting equip-
ment and stenciling not a step and keep off until she dies.  She won’t sit 
at home and talk on the phone, but she won’t have to take an income from 
the shop either.  But we, she and I, are only as wealthy as that.  And you’re 
not going to retire young on what I’ve made.” 

“And you’re not going to retire at all,” Lionel added.  “You could never 
sit home next door to the shop and ignore what’s happening there.” 

“I’m fifty-two years old,” his father said at the time, as Lionel was 
pulling into a gas station and as Henry Clay was judging the onset of  dark-
ness sufficient to take the wheel for the rest of  the trip. 

“You could be good for thirty-five more years,” said Lionel as they 
walked together to the nearby diner. 

“Or thirty-five more minutes,” Henry Clay countered, “and I’m ready 
for that.” 

“You and Mom each take a salary from the shop,” Lionel said as they 
returned to the road several minutes later. 

“We’re paid wages, not a salary.  And Brigg and Larry know exactly how 
much your mother and I each take for our work there: the same as they do.  
Because I may own the business, but I’m only as valuable to it as they are.  
And they may work for me, but we’re all in charge.  When I’m welding, I 
do what Brigg tells me to do.  If  Larry or Brigg agrees to take on a project, 
we all make room for it and help get it done.” 

“Or if  they set a price on something we’re selling, we all respect the 
price,” Lionel agreed. 

“You should know something else, Lionel,” Henry Clay confided.  
“We’re all supporting old Reese Omartain.” 

Lionel suppressed a curse.  “Still?” 
“As long as he lives.” 
“Who’s ‘We’?” 
“Larry and Brigg, your mom and I.” 
Lionel didn’t ask in what proportions; evenly, he guessed. 
“But it didn’t even happen on the job, Dad!” 
Lionel was thirteen when “it” happened, just over a month from his 

fourteenth birthday.  It was a Tuesday evening, Christmas Eve.  The shop 
had been idle since Saturday.  The family sat around the table filling their 
plates for dinner.  Even Webster was there and had brought a woman from 
the reservation, whom he was dating between wives. 

The telephone rang.  Henry Clay walked over to it and answered.  Then 
he dropped the receiver, knocked over chairs as he ran, and swung the back 
door open so forcefully that it splintered at the hinges.  Madeleine picked 
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up the phone, listened, spoke, listened, spoke, and then hung it up.  “Dear 
God, have mercy!” she said and managed to get her children to bed. 

Reese Omartain was then one of  Henry Clay’s employees and lived two 
houses away, although a distance of  more than a hundred yards.  It was 
Reese’s daughter on the phone, who, with her children, lived with him.  In 
his late forties at the time and handsomely dark-skinned with a long, black 
ponytail, Reese was a half-breed who, as Henry Clay said, compensated for 
his post-European blood by cultivating his Indian-ness.  For weeks, Reese 
had been using quiet times in the Comosh shop to build a go-kart for his 
grandsons.  That Christmas Eve he was in his home shop turning a last-
minute piece for the go-kart on his own metal lathe. 

“See, it wasn’t just a matter of  cutting his hair to free him from that 
lathe,” Henry Clay said as Lionel watched the road for him.  “His skin was 
wrapped around the chuck too.  Even an ear.” 

Lionel knew.  By the night of  that road trip, he had been hearing this 
story, or parts of  it, for more than a year.  Henry Clay had to substantially 
disassemble the lathe before the rescue squad could take Reese away.  All 
the while, the man was conscious and suffering audibly.  He survived, but 
nerve damage and the trauma of  it had crippled him beyond reasonable 
recovery. 

Where he walked in the field alongside Creep at the close of  day, his 
final year of  public schooling now begun, reminiscing had dulled Lionel’s 
sense of  time.  With the sun now just beyond the horizon, he realized that 
he was tracking his sister’s ride of  earlier that afternoon.  He used the toe 
of  one boot to pry half  of  an old coyote skull from the clutches of  a rab-
bitbrush root.  In years past, sunset on the sixth of  September would have 
meant it was just about 6:30.  But this was the initial year of  “saving day-
light.”  So now, he grumbled, we get up at five o’clock and pretend that it’s six.  The 
sun is still setting at 6:30 but we pretend that it’s 7:30.  We give up an hour in the 
springtime and get it back in the fall.  It occurred to him to wonder whether the 
government would find a way to confiscate large blocks of  time and dole it 
back out in one’s later years, using Social Security as a model.  When you 
reach 50 you’ll be re-set to 40 and work that decade again.  Then when you reach the 
new 65 you’ll get those years back one at a time…  He decided to ask Cyleine to 
help him with the math. 

As twilight sucked color from the day, Lionel turned from open dirt — 
a semblance of  a road — through a gap between two junipers.  Beyond the 
bushes the grass had parted earlier and swallowed the prints of  horseshoes, 
where Billow had turned with Cyleine astride, where she had ridden swiftly 
through her own thoughts. 

Decisions. 
He let a hand run across the back of  his head.  Until three months ago, 

his own braids had hung there.  From his childhood until that recent day 
when he had given up his mane he had not questioned the tribe’s emphasis 
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on it.  As a Lakota, he might cut his hair to express grief, great sadness, or 
shame.  Or, if  a professional career in the American mainstream called, a 
man might adopt the grooming habits of  the business world, dress in suits, 
and wear the hairstyles expected in that culture.  Lionel could not see him-
self  making that compromise, imitating a contrived, uncomfortable, im-
practical manner of  dress and grooming just for pay.  

He had sacrificed his hair on the first June day after his junior year of  
school ended.  He came to the shop early in the morning with the enthusi-
asm of  a man freed from unjust confinement.  Within the hour he was ask-
ing his own father to shear off  his long hair.  It was more than remorse 
that spurred him.  He had come to that same chilling moment, magnified 
in retrospect, that an oblivious Reese Omartain had known, a few years 
earlier, just before his head began to wind around the chuck of  a lathe.  
Henry Clay had to accept his son’s self-imposed penance but declined to 
shear it off.  He sent the boy to a barber. 

Lionel relived it again: First in the shop this crisp June morning, he be-
gan the day by opening the doors to the sun’s first yawn beneath a stra-
tocumulus mustache.  He switched on the breakers for the power tools that 
he expected they would need that day.  After checking the job list, he lit up 
one more breaker.  Half  an hour later he was bent over the bench grinder, 
rounding the end on a bar of  cold rolled steel.  Absorbed by his work, he 
hadn’t noticed anyone else come in.  Peering closely at the tip of  the bar as 
he tilted it one way and then the other, he was stunned when the grind-
stone, with the steel laid against it, shuddered quickly to a halt. 

“Lionel!” his father hissed behind him.  He was shouting but with the 
volume turned all the way to zero.  “Come with me!” 

Lionel’s gaze fell onto the outlet on the wall where Henry Clay had just 
yanked the plug.  Brigg’s welding mask was up and there was no welding 
rod in his clamp.  He was looking toward the floor but standing stock still.  
Larry held an enameled cup of  steaming coffee and stood on the ramp just 
outside the big bay door with his nose pointed toward the sun and both 
eyes wrenched in their sockets to follow the action with Lionel. 

To avoid letting the hot tip of  the rod touch anything, Lionel followed 
his father while still clutching the bar.  Henry Clay took ten steps outdoors 
and climbed into the passenger side of  the shop’s pickup truck.  Lionel laid 
the steel bar in the bed of  the truck, then slid into the driver’s seat.  His 
father nodded toward the steering wheel, so Lionel started the truck, 
backed it out, and began to drive. 

He just drove.  At first, Henry Clay slumped low in the seat, almost as if  
he wanted to hide from the eyes of  pedestrians.  At last he spoke: “Lionel.  
Do you know how fast that grinder turns?” 

Lionel knew he needed to remain silent. 
“Thirty-five hundred RPM.”  Henry Clay paused, then straightened 

where he sat.  He repeated the speed, then: “Do you know, Son, how fast 
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Reese’s lathe was turning when…”  Henry Clay turned to face Lionel, who 
glanced his way then looked back at the street ahead.  “Maybe six hundred 
RPM.  Maybe.  And did you have on any eye protection?  Gloves?  Where 
was your hair?” 

In the driver’s seat that June morning, Lionel began to tear up.  Nothing 
in the wild frightened his father, but Henry Clay could feel all the implica-
tions of  whatever he could imagine when he pictured losing another child 
or seeing another sight like his friend’s head in the jaws of  a machine that 
had tried to chew it alive.  The only thing that saved Reese’s life — And for 
what? — was the sudden impact of  the man’s body against the machine, 
toppling the lathe and yanking its electrical connection. 

“Did you see how close…?”  Now it was Henry Clay who shifted to 
face front and peer at the road with a puddle in each eye.  Lionel had seen 
how close.  He had gone to bed the night before with his hair free and 
went to the shop with a loose ponytail.  As he worked, it was at least six 
inches from the grindstone, but — and this is what his father saw as well 
— it actually brushed against the bar of  steel he was grinding. 

It was Lionel’s distrait habit of  jerking his head to settle his ponytail 
down the center of  his spine that gave him a chill these three months later, 
a habit he needed consciously to suppress when he was stalking game or 
trying to remain inconspicuous — or trying to avoid shafts and wheels pro-
truding from electric motors. 

Henry Clay knew his son’s habit, and Lionel knew he knew.  Only by his 
own fealty to tradition was he compelled to disgrace himself  and to herald 
a commitment to his safety.  In the years it would take for his hair to grow 
back he would gain practice in managing his unwitting movements. 

Henry Clay’s hair was thinning and partly white.  It was now allowed to 
grow only long enough for short braids, one sticking out behind each ear 
— nothing that posed a significant hazard around shafts and motors. 

After settling the question of  who would cut his hair, Lionel dropped 
his father off  at the shop and then drove to Rapid City to seek a barber 
who might afford him some anonymity.  The point was to sacrifice what 
grew below the neck.  The barber, a chatty youth from Manitoba almost as 
young as Lionel himself, understood, and left it generously full all around. 

Three months later, the first day of  school, Lionel was no longer em-
barrassed.  He could tie it back once again, just barely, but no written dress 
code or unspoken rule about hair length in school applied to the Indians in 
this part of  the country anyway. 

Although twilight was still swallowing the lingering glow of  evening 
where Lionel stood, his form no longer cast a shadow.  Cyleine was certain-
ly finished in the barn by now.  His father and Slop were probably across 
the line from Wyoming into Montana; the three states converged not far 
northwest of  Spearfish.  His mother could be writing checks for the shop 
or watching a drama on television.  He did not need to go back just yet. 
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Decisions, decisions. 
Living independently, as in a cave — the idea his father had mentioned 

that summer two years ago, tugged at him.  The cave itself  offered no en-
ticement, but he could envision living apart from the swarm, taking no cue 
from others for what he might or must do from day to day. 

But how could he take a wife and raise children in the absence of  a 
community of  any sort?  Maybe get the girl — one who wants to live as 
remotely as he does — but dispense with children?  Lionel smiled inwardly 
to catch himself  even pondering such details, then thought: Decisions of  this 
magnitude are made while the details of  each option are still to be learned.  On his wed-
ding day what man can foretell anything beyond a fortnight?  They that must know the 
temper of  the sea for every day of  a proposed voyage will never cast off. 

And neither of  those forks in the road were even on the map just yet: 
what he might carve out for a dwelling for himself  — a cabin sounded ap-
pealing — and who might share it with him, a woman, children — those 
minutiæ would take care of  themselves.  As he usually did on horseback, he 
would rein in at each fork in the unknowable future and make a choice, and 
the first such choice, ahead by only a few months, would soon be in view. 

As he meandered back toward the barn in the crepuscular gloom Lionel 
was scanning for familiar stars in the east.  He glanced upward and to his 
left to fix Polaris, but the rest of  Ursa Minor failed to appear.  Some lesser 
magnitude points of  light still awaited deeper darkness. 

Creep crossed in front of  him and jolted him back to the present.  The 
dog blocked the path immediately ahead, faced the barn, and began a low 
growl.  Lionel crouched behind the bristling shoulders and peered between 
the erect canine ears, scanning the air across the stiff, still, darkly indistinct 
grasses and weeds ahead.  They were a quarter mile from the row of  build-
ings that made up the family farm and business.  Creep lowered his head as 
the erect hair on his upper back quivered.  Lionel allowed the dog to ex-
press himself  and, holding perfectly still, moved his eyes slowly from side 
to side. 

A flicker of  gray against darkness in the direction of  the barn captured 
his attention, and the dog’s.  Creep was so attuned to the family that, had 
the movement been that of  Madeleine or Cyleine, or had it been even 
Brigg or Larry, Creep might have noticed and dismissed it, or noticed and 
whined for permission to trot ahead in greeting.  The growling grew more 
angry.  Then Lionel saw it, fleetingly.  Halfway between the imposing barn 
and the spot where he knelt beside his dog, a low form, as undifferentiated 
from the background as a locomotive’s puff  of  steam in a midnight fog, 
floated swiftly from the concealment of  one tall tuft to another. 

Lionel laid a relaxed hand on Creep’s back and recalled that this would 
be a moonless night — that it would be a waxing crescent within a day or 
two, but that conditions were perfect for a predator with superb night vi-
sion.  On such a night, not only were herdsmen, for instance, unable to rely 
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upon the moon to betray cougars and wolves to sheep and shepherds, but 
the predators themselves were more active and more daring under the 
cover of  dense darkness. 

By its behavior, Lionel was almost certain that the animal was a great 
cat — a puma-of-uniform-color, according to its scientific name, Puma con-
color — seldom seen but always known by the manner of  its kill.  Creep 
bared his teeth, which were wet with saliva, and hissed more than he 
growled.  Two hundred yards separated them from the spectral predator, 
and nobody moved, not even the cougar, for what Lionel estimated was 
eight minutes. 

Much closer to them than where the puma had last become invisible, 
the grass was suddenly churned with the erratic dodging and circling of  the 
chase.  Creep set to barking while Lionel held him by the collar.  It was im-
possible that the puma had failed to notice the man and dog initially wan-
dering in its direction, therefore Lionel guessed that their stillness had 
eventually allowed the cat to dismiss the threat they presented, and the 
jackrabbit, probably aware of  the cougar at first, simply reached the end of  
its attention span and made the first move. 

Creep’s uproar threw the puma off  its prey and it loped off  to the 
south, toward the cover of  the higher hills.  Even without visual contrast 
and defining hues, Lionel clearly made out the disappointment and humilia-
tion in the hurried motion of  its distant exit.  The lucky lagomorph, which 
Lionel never really saw but could assume from the action, lived to contem-
plate wherein lay its greater danger: besieged by a silent specter or threat-
ened by a bellowing beast. 

Lionel released Creep, who immediately sat, evidently reluctant to move 
just yet, but move he did as Lionel strode on ahead.  Both were a little 
spooked by the encounter.  Lionel realized that, although a puma — 
cougar, mountain lion, all the same creature — was seldom seen anywhere 
near the town, he was afoot in the darkness without even the sheath knife 
he usually wore, forgotten this evening in the wake of  his acquiescence to 
the school’s rules about carrying practical tools. 



FIVE: THE BORING FAMILY 

Wilton Straed was last to come to the table for dinner, which earned 
him a mother’s look of  mild reproach and a father’s rebuke-by-silence.  He 
plopped onto a dining room chair before a plate holding a triangular 
arrangement of  pork chop, mashed potatoes, and boiled green beans.  He 
was coming in late on the conversation, but as he entered the room Wilma 
Straed was saying: “Didn’t you meet any kids today besides the Indian girl 
you brought home, Garnette?” 

With her nose aimed at her plate, Garnette peeked over her glasses and 
scanned the blurry faces around the table.  The only eyes she met were 
Wilton’s, the moment he was hitting the chair across from her. 

“It would have been nice of  you to alert me somehow,” Wilma went on,  
“why you brought this girl home with you and not someone we might want 
to get better acquainted with?” 

“I saw her struggling with something in English class.  It’s in my nature 
to help.” 

“And it was the last period of  the day,” Wilton offered.  “There 
wouldn’t have been any more school time, and…” 

Wilma interrupted dismissively: “I don’t wonder that she is struggling 
with English; their own language is so limited, I suppose.” 

Wilton shared a glance with his sister before she bored in: “Well, I’m 
going to help anyway, if  she wants me to.  Friday we’ll get our quizzes back 
and I’ll see how bad hers is.”  Garnette had to explain how there could 
possibly be a quiz on the first day. 

Wilton turned the focus onto himself.  “I ran into my ham radio buddy 
after school.  He was at Follard’s getting gas.  He looked over at the 
Packard and recognized my call sign on the window decal, ke3tlu.”  Be-
fore leaving Virginia Wilton had looked for and found a ham operator in 
Spearfish as soon as he learned they would be moving.  “He’s an old — 
well, forty — sorry, Dad — Korean war vet.  We didn’t have long to talk 
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and I told him I need to make a date to go see his equipment.  It’s old.  If  
you think mine is complicated…” 

“Did you make any friends in school today?”  Leroy “Rex” Straed had 
uttered something at last. 

“No one I’d bring home unannounced,” Wilton replied, knowing this 
would stymie the automatic “Good” response from both parents.  “But I 
did have a good talk with the cross-country coaches.  They said if  I had 
wanted to go out for the cross-country team I should have been here two 
weeks ago when practice started, but when I showed them Coach Aswelt’s 
letter of  introduction and they saw some of  my times and that I’ve been 
practicing all summer, they said they might have to ‘open the door’ as they 
put it.” 

Rex asked: “Did you run today?” 
“Uh, nope.  But I can after supper.” 
“On a full stomach?”  
“After the dishes, just a lazy mile or two.” 
“Do stretches instead,” Wilma suggested. 
“Yeah, good idea.  I’ll do some squats.  I did drive a circuit today to map 

out a route.” 
“What does your ham operator friend do for work?” Wilma wanted to 

know, awkwardly changing the subject. 
“He works at the college.” 
“Doing what?” 
“I don’t know — something about electronics.” 
“Does he teach there?” Rex perked up. 
“Not sure,” Wilton lied, then decided to let them have the truth.  “He’s 

their night security guy and maintains their intercoms and their two-way 
radios.” 

“A policeman,” Wilma sniffed. 
“Doesn’t the college have a track?” Rex pressed on.  “I tried to tell you 

to enroll for an advance placement course and you might be able to run for 
the college team.  But of  course you couldn’t be bothered to come west 
soon enough to accomplish that…” 

“To think of  your future,” Wilma added. 
“A track would be fine for track-and-field running,” Wilton said, “but 

cross-country is like grand prix racing, not nascar.” 
The conversation continued in this vein, as it did every evening, with 

one or the other of  the Straed children taking the heat, until the dishes 
were washed and everyone went separate ways. 

Wilton went to his room, pushed some unpacked bags and boxes aside, 
stripped to his boxer shorts, and began with some stretches.  Minutes later, 
as he was doing sit-ups, Garnette came in carrying a portable record-player 
and dressed in sunset yellow pajamas still creased with the package folds.  
She sat the phonograph on Wilton’s dresser and plopped herself  on the 
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edge of  the bed. 
With each sit-up Wilton touched an elbow to the opposite knee.  When 

they heard the theme music for a “Perry Mason” rerun coming from 
downstairs they knew they would be left alone for an hour. 

Wilton recognized the gold Musicor label as Garnette examined both 
sides of  a Gene Pitney 45, pressed it onto the turntable, and expertly 
dropped the needle.  “‘Town Without Pity’ sounds like ‘Perry Mason’ to 
me.  Does it to you?” she asked, reducing the phonograph volume on the 
opening fanfare in B-minor.  She busied herself  getting comfortable and 
didn’t wait for an answer.  “What if  Spearfish is a town without pity?” she 
asked after the song ended. 

“We… shall… see,” Wilton grunted through his sit-ups, reclining after 
each word.  He continued with the boring repetitions. 

“What did you think of  Cyleine?” she asked next. 
Wilton was straining and counting to himself, but after a second’s delay 

he asked, “Who?” 
“Cici, I mean.” 
“Very pretty,” he answered without hesitating. 
“That’s not what I mean.  I mean, do you approve?” 
Wilton sat still at last and faced her.  “Do I approve of  an Indian friend, 

you mean?  Where the hell does that come from anyway — ‘Why not 
someone we’d want to get to know?’?” 

Garnette laughed.  “At dinner I was thinking of  your friend, Jyles.” 
“Me too!” Wilton grinned.  They were remembering an exchange stu-

dent from Kenya, also a cross-country runner, whom they had befriended 
together in Richmond during the past school year.  “I kept wishing he 
would ask you out,” he told her, “but he was too formal.” 

“I wish he had, too, just so I could watch Dad stammer,” Garnette 
smiled.  “Well, not just for that, actually.  Do you miss him?” 

Wilton waxed wistful.  “We would have already run this state from one 
end to the other by now.” 

“Cici has a brother, you know,” Garnette mentioned.  “Did you meet 
him today?” 

“At school?  I wouldn’t know.  There were some Indians.” 
“He’s about your height, and he has short hair — well, long but no 

ponytail — and a bandana or something around his forehead.” 
“Oh,” Wilton drawled it out.  “If  it’s who I’m thinking of…” 
“What?” 
“Ha!  I’m thinking of  the expression, ‘If  looks could kill,’” Wilton said. 
“No!  Really?” 
“Maybe I just read him wrong,” Wilton left off, flipping over to do 

some push-ups. 
“I think you’re misreading him.  He has — I don’t know — a naturally 

fierce face,” Garnette said, and described her encounter with Lionel.  
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Wilton half  listened, but he occupied his mind during his push-ups by re-
flecting on their just-completed trip from Richmond to Spearfish. 

Through the summer they had lived with the family of  their father's 
older sister, Xaverine, her elusive husband, Rob, a lawyer lost in his work, 
and their three daughters, one girl Garnette’s age, and the other two 
younger by stages of  a couple of  years each.  The cousins were also their 
close friends, and during this last summer together they all hung out with 
other friends they had known since elementary school.  Meanwhile, Leroy 
and Wilma Straed had come ahead to Spearfish, moved into the present 
house, and Rex had begun his new job. 

The summer ending, Wilton and Garnette delayed as long as they dared 
before mapping a route that took them almost 1,900 miles westward.  They 
did it in three days, in the Packard, with an overnight stop to stay with 
some of  their parents’ friends who had previously moved to Lima, Ohio, 
and with other friends they all knew in Warsaw, Minnesota.  Leroy and 
Wilma had made the same stops on their way west. 

The 1941 Packard Super Eight One Sixty in Barola blue and silver 
French gray, Model 1904 touring sedan, was Rex Straed’s high school grad-
uation present from his father, purchased new from the Mooers Motor Car 
Company in Richmond.  Through his college years — the war years, Rex 
drove it but little.  Gasoline was both expensive and often scarce.  After the 
war, with a new wife and with colleagues to impress, Rex bought a 1947 
V12 Lincoln Club Coupe.  He left the Packard in a garage at his sister’s 
house and, in essence, forgot it.  In time, Xaverine registered it as her own 
but rarely drove it.  Once Wilma was ready to bring their first baby, Wilton, 
into the world, it was time to trade the sluggish Lincoln for a stylish, facto-
ry-white 1950 Coupe DeVille.  From then on, Cadillac was Leroy’s marque 
de prestige, and so far, always in white. 

  The Packard’s registration was still in Xaverine’s name, but two years 
ago, once Wilton had earned his driver license, it became “his” car.  And he 
was crazy about it. 

Freshly waxed and with a change of  oil, new filters, and two new tires, 
the Packard had been a contented partner for twelve to fourteen hours a 
day on the journey westward.  Garnette played the am radio’s knobs like an 
Etch-A-Sketch expert.  Other drivers waved and honked.  Whenever they 
rolled up to a gas pump and crawled out for rest rooms or root beers, peo-
ple would approach the car and timidly ask the obvious questions.  At one 
stop, they posed to let someone take a photograph of  them beside one 
front fender’s side-mounted spare tire and never enlightened the photogra-
pher when he mistook them for newlyweds. 

After they left Lima, by which point the road had become a smooth, 
straight trace across the flatlands, Wilton let Garnette drive during daylight.  
She had excelled in driver education just a month earlier, in large part due 
to daily practice with him, proving herself  a fast learner, quick to adapt to 
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the clutch, and maneuvering without power steering or power brakes.  On 
the trip she would often cruise at 60.  Within days of  her arrival in South 
Dakota the mail would bring her newly-minted Virginia driver license, for-
warded from her aunt. 

The two had grown up almost as twins and certainly as best friends.  
Garnette’s predictably accelerated pre-adolescent development temporarily 
brought her abreast of  Wilton in height and puberty, although not yet in 
critical thinking.  Within a year, though, he pulled ahead of  her in stature 
and physique while her intellect pulled alongside his and matched his ad-
vancement. 

At last, after an uncounted number of  push-ups, Wilton rocked back 
and sat still on the floor, leaning on his elbows.  Garnette kicked a hand 
towel toward him that had fallen from the bed.  He mopped sweat from his 
head.  He glanced at her feet — bare, high-arched, the nails neat and un-
painted.  She stretched one foot and nudged a supporting elbow.  He rolled 
quickly and grabbed for her ankle, but she had foreseen that and coiled her 
legs onto the bed.  He arched his back, planted his hands behind his shoul-
ders, shoved off, and stood. 

They didn’t need to speak of  it; she was neither athlete nor acrobat.  
Nor was Wilton, but he had maintained a level of  fitness that made him a 
competitive runner. 

With no taste for team sports, he could tolerate the minimal organiza-
tion surrounding cross-country running and he enjoyed the solitude and 
challenge of  the individual effort.  He was free to join pace with a slower 
teammate if  he wanted to or burst forth in a race against another competi-
tor or against himself. 

He allowed that he might not follow through with track-and-field in the 
spring.  It was his senior year.  Perhaps, in his last couple months of  high 
school, he would be better to spend time on academic endeavor and class 
standing. 

Garnette’s record, on its second replay, ended and the needle parked 
itself  automatically.  She shrugged.  Unabashed standing before her in only 
his undershorts, Wilton stretched a couple of  times and then left for the 
bathroom.  She carried the record player back to her room and then fol-
lowed him. 

Just as they had shared this space in their previous house with a mini-
mum of  propriety, Wilton had already stepped into the shower without 
closing the bathroom door.  Garnette walked into the small room, took 
care of  her teeth, and then used the toilet. 

“I’m scared,” she said, once she returned to the sink and regarded her-
self  in the mirror. 

From behind the curtain he asked: “Of  what?” 
“That we’ll have to move again next year.” 
Wilton wanted to reassure her, but he believed he knew more than he 
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was supposed to.  He restrained himself.  He answered, instead: “We need 
to make Dad feel comfortable here.” 

“Mom, too,” she said. 
An arm reached around the curtain for a towel.  Garnette steered his 

hand.  A few seconds later he emerged, wrapped. 
“She was on the phone all day trying to nail down her beauty shop.” 
“Geez,” Wilton said, nudging Garnette from the sink and thrusting his 

chin toward the mirror.  She pasted his brush and handed it to him. 
“Your breath stinks,” she said, and left the room. 
Wilton contemplated their new living situation long into the night. 

* * * * * * * 
Their mother was born Wilma Tifga in Enigma, Berrien County, Geor-

gia, before the town became famous for being obscure, and grew up in 
Atkinson County along Willacoochee Creek.  Her mother — their grand-
mother, Maletta Tifga, earned a little money from the late 1920s and 
through the Depression by sewing gowns and dresses.  Wilma’s father, 
Francisco Tifga, who called himself  Frank, was a subsistence farmer, but 
he used to help in the dress shop too, making sure the equipment ran well 
and creating custom tables on which to lay out large spans of  dress-making 
material, but also, some speculated, so that he could get his hands on the 
girls when they came to the shop in the front of  the house to try on their 
dresses — hold a seam at ankle level so it could be pinned, for instance, or 
grip a bodice that needed to be taken in. 

When Wilma was about thirteen her mother began entering her in beau-
ty pageants locally, then regionally and more distantly.  When she was sev-
enteen, Rex Straed, a college junior, was in the audience somewhere in Vir-
ginia while his own fiancée participated in the pageant, and he saw Wilma, 
who by this time was competing on stage far and wide. 

She had a singular way of  planting her feet when she walked; from his 
seat at the lip of  the stage the sensation struck Rex that she was pressing 
the ball of  her foot into his chest to propel herself  with each step.  As she 
passed him a couple of  times, in a stride that seemed to him to presage a 
striptease, she gave her eyes to him inattentively, as she did to anyone else 
in the auditorium.  Instantly enchanted by fantasy images — chasing her 
into the water on a beach, parading her at a party, and running with her, 
laughing, into a bedroom — he dropped his own girl so he could pursue 
this new goddess. 

It took him several months, after he first saw her, to locate her and 
make his pitch.  Wilma graduated high school on D-Day, the same spring 
he was graduated from college with a degree in business accounting. 

Leroy Straed avoided military service by the unique device that he was 
born in 1924 in Switzerland.  His parents, Albert and Sela Stræde, who 
were both from long lines of  international bankers, came to the United 
States in 1938 right after Germany annexed Austria.  Theirs was an official 
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mission to assure that Swiss assets held in the United States remained se-
cure from seizure during the almost-certain outbreak of  continental war in 
Europe. 

Albert took an official diplomatic position during FDR’s second term as 
President.  Neither they nor their son Leroy ever changed citizenship, and 
during the war, once Leroy was in college in Virginia, his parents left him 
and his older sister Xaverine behind and made the treacherous return to 
Switzerland.  Their two oldest sons had never left Europe before the war 
and helped repatriate their mother and father.  Xaverine had begun work-
ing as a secretary in a law office in Richmond and Leroy, a foreign college 
student in the U.S. and son of  a diplomat — by then calling himself  Rex, 
was ineligible to be called up to serve. 

Once he found Wilma at another pageant venue he began wooing her, 
impressed her parents with his foreign banker roots, and, upon sniffing the 
air in south-central Georgia, married her in a country church and rushed 
her back to the sophisticated environment of  urban northern Virginia. 

The whole courtship and evacuation to Virginia’s faux-aristocracy left 
Wilma breathless.  Her own birth had been the antithesis of  a Zürich nativ-
ity.  In the early summer of  1927, her parents were on their way home to 
Willacoochee from Tifton, where they had sold some piglets, a distance of  
about 30 miles.  Maletta realized she was in labor as the pig transaction was 
being made but kept her mouth shut throughout the negotiations.  It was 
her first pregnancy, and she was in denial that her time had arrived at last. 

As they reached Enigma and were about halfway home, Maletta was in 
so much pain that Frank parked the wagon and ran to a house for help.  By 
the time a couple of  women came out in a pouring spring rain, Maletta was 
crowning.  They laid the mother on a blanket in the yard and finished the 
birthing under the shelter of  another blanket held high on one side by 
Frank, and secured on the other side by one of  the women, who sat on the 
lower edge.  Frank gave the women each a half  dollar from the proceeds of  
the day’s business and then drove mother and baby home to Atkinson 
County. 

Whether Wilma’s name derived from the names of  the two towns, 
Willacoochee and Enigma, remained obscure to Wilton and Garnette.  
Francisco’s surname was Tifga, the origin of  which was lost.  His ancestors 
had immigrated to Georgia from Malta.  Did the name, Tifga, have a lin-
guistic origin in the Maltese islands, or did it refer to Tifton, Georgia, 
where he was born? 

Wilton and Garnette both knew that much about their parents.  Wilton 
had gleaned elements of  their courtship saga from all-male country club 
brag sessions he had attended as his father’s guest.  Hearing his mother 
acclaimed for her titillating attributes embarrassed him, as much for her as 
for himself. 

They had not yet met their Swiss grandparents, but year after year Rex 
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assured his children that they would one day enjoy a surprise trip to Eu-
rope.  They both remembered meeting their Georgia relatives one steamy 
summer weekend when Rex was forced to drive his family to Tifton to at-
tend Grandpa Frank’s funeral.  Both pre-teens, they were astonished and 
amused to see Wilma, arriving in her white Cadillac, treated as if  she were 
Cinderella. 

To Wilton, it seemed at first that his father had taken the job in South 
Dakota on a whim.  Cheerful if  not ebullient, he had announced it one 
evening at dinner.  A couple of  weeks remained before Wilton’s junior year 
and Garnette’s sophomore year in high school in Richmond would come to 
an end.  Wilma had already heard the news earlier in the day. 

South Dakota? 
Leroy call-me-Rex Straed was an established senior accountant, al-

though not yet a partner, in an expanding northern Virginia accounting 
firm that was gaining influence in the District of  Columbia as well.  By his 
mid-thirties he was an arresting presence in any gathering.  His six-foot-five 
loftiness was topped with a crop of  neatly-trimmed but wavy color-drained 
sandy hair.  He had the voice of  a baseball announcer, the fixed smile of  a 
full-page toothpaste advertisement in Look magazine, and bore such a re-
semblance to singer Jimmy Dean that strangers would approach him for an 
autograph, to his conceit and delight.  He was an inch taller than the Texan 
and older by just three years.  And he could not sing, or at least had never 
assailed anyone by attempting to. 

Rex foresaw the advantages to himself  in early golf  lessons — he was 
already a practiced drinker — and anticipated as well the advantages to his 
profession in the early stirrings among federal agencies toward requiring 
“compliance” with regulations.  Instead of  promoting the lobbying of  
Congress, though, he urged his colleagues to pressure the heads of  federal 
agencies themselves to begin inserting compliance requirements into fund-
ing and authorization bills that members of  the House and Senate would 
never read. 

It worked.  Model language that he had helped compose was slipped 
into dozens of  bills re-authorizing the missions of  existing agencies and 
into bills creating new ones.  Requiring evidence of  compliance meant that 
a business not only must comply with governing regulations, nor only attest 
that it is complying, but also must prove that it is complying.  Failure to 
comply with a regulation would become one kind of  crime.  Failure to 
prove that one is complying created a new category of  offenses, even if  the 
requirements of  the governing regulations were being met. 

A few rather large corporations, startled by the double-jeopardy in such 
a concept, weakly waved the Constitution in the air.  Their lawsuits, gener-
ally constructed on the premise that, if  they had already proved to the fed-
eral government that they have complied with a “law” — in truth a regula-
tion written by lawyers employed in a federal agency — then they could not 
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later be charged with violating that same regulation during the period of  
proven compliance.  A judge or two feigned confusion, another judge 
threw a case out as frivolous, and another dismissed it as vacuous since the 
company in that one had neither been charged with failing to comply with 
a regulation nor of  failing to prove compliance, ergo what was the compa-
ny worried about? 

Leroy Straed’s strategy for forcing private enterprises to prove that they 
are complying brought an explosion of  new jobs for accountants and a 
newly expanding specialty in accounting: that of  compliance auditor. 

Demand for auditors outstripped supply.  Colleges cobbled together 
new programs and new degrees in order to deliver more accounting gradu-
ates, young men mostly, eager to add on-the-job training in the police work 
of  compliance auditing, examining not whether a company has complied 
with a regulation but whether the business has properly documented that it 
complied, with penalties for violations as minute as failing to abbreviate 
correctly. 

Rex was promoted, after a fashion, year after year as his children were 
growing up.  They saw less and less of  him.  Wilton, especially, assumed 
that, in his father’s importance to his employer was the implication that the 
son must emulate the father.  By the time he was ten, and especially when 
Rex was around for more than a few hours, he was careful to dress as his 
dad did.  By the time he was twelve, he was pretending an interest in golf. 

An eighth-grade teacher, though, diverted him to the seemingly infinite 
possibilities of  ham radio.  By the time Rex presented him with his first set 
of  golf  clubs, at fourteen, Wilton was already more interested in solitary 
pursuits — ways to spend time with himself  which had their own intrinsic 
rewards, and in often-informative conversations with faceless voices on the 
airwaves.  He was better informed of  news from around the world, from 
people witnessing the action, than anyone who read the local newspapers. 

With fake enthusiasm, Wilton golfed with Rex and his cronies three or 
four times over several months before admitting, to himself  anyway, that 
there was no way he would ever find satisfaction in wandering around 
groomed lawns in the company of  men — all men, for the women were 
required to golf  separately — and enduring suffocating conversations while 
assuring that he kept his shoelaces dry and his pastel trousers spotless. 

One cool spring day when he was in ninth grade, under impulse rather 
than impetus, Wilton opened the side door onto their suburban Richmond 
driveway and took a jog.  His body mounted a celebration at the release, as 
a cheer of  victory gradually rolls across a country upon the news of  win-
ning a war.  With golf, as with every behavior around his parents, his cells 
all felt compelled to adhere to an expected form of  unnatural comport-
ment, an imposed routine, even a pace of  movement that, once initiated, 
permitted no deviation.  Sometimes he felt as though he must not cross a 
room any more quickly than a vine would grow.  At other times, to placate 
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his mother’s sense of  urgency or his father’s sense of  superiority, he knew 
that he wouldn’t act quickly enough if  he could beat a lightning bolt across 
a mountain. 

Running, for the time he engaged in it, was complete freedom.  So he 
put more time into it.  In the summer before tenth grade he turned out for 
the school’s cross-country team.  Jogging for pleasure, and certainly for 
escape, could only provoke his parents’ displeasure.  Running competitively 
might, he guessed, and did, earn some grudging praise.  His dad, though, 
construed the nonconstructive habit of  running as preparation for a more 
“productive,” in his word, team sport such as baseball and tried to goad 
him in that direction. 

But Wilton hated the whole concept of  boys’ teams.  Why isn’t team music 
as important for character-building and mental development as team sports, he won-
dered, then realized that everyone knows the answer to that.  The only fe-
male high school principal he knew of  in Virginia was fired like a losing 
football coach after one year in the job for suggesting that spending on 
athletics should be no greater than the music budget. 

It had been a shock, when he started seventh grade, to discover that all 
the boys were required, twice a week, to go into a locker room and strip 
naked, shower together, and endure the forced comparison of  body hair 
and penises against the hurrying, leering presence of  a teacher.  The same 
perversion would continue to be imposed under the ægis of  physical edu-
cation in every grade through the twelfth.  He found that, unless he jostled 
toward the front of  the pack in the gang shower, which meant squeezing 
against other boys’ bodies, he couldn’t spend enough time under the spray 
to wash away the sweat after gym class.  The queerest boys, therefore, were 
the cleanest.  He finally decided he’d rather stink than snuggle under the 
shower head with a kid who liked the contact.  And there was always some 
asshole under the next shower head who would crank a knob to scald or 
freeze him when he wasn’t looking or who would shove him into an em-
brace with his nearest shower partner to prevent landing on his butt. 

Team sports just quadrupled the frequency of  these nauseating encoun-
ters.  Cross-country running, on the other hand, since it occurred well after 
school and seldom resulted in a mandatory locker-room meeting afterward, 
always left him the option to leave the track and take himself  home without 
the discomfiture of  communal bathing.  It was called a cross-country 
“team,” but it was effectively a competition of  individuals. 

Stretched on his bed after this first day of  twelfth grade, Wilton allowed 
random tidbits of  all this history to pour across his consciousness as an 
unruly crowd pours across a parking lot after a big late-evening basketball 
game.  He could only wait until various memories tarried, mingled, and 
finally coalesced at their respective conveyances and drove themselves 
elsewhere within the dark recesses of  his subconsciousness. 

Once cleared, his mind summoned the simulacrum of  his sister.  Wilton 
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regarded Garnette with consummate tenderness.  Throughout his child-
hood he felt as though he were raising her himself.  Before either had be-
gun to talk, they had contrived their own silent language of  facial expres-
sions, body gestures, hand signals, and touches that contained redirection, 
entreaty, wisecracks and drollery, warning and outright command.  Long 
after he had begun to speak, it still remained easier to communicate with 
her in their own private parlance.  They still used it often unto the present 
day. 

Even though he regarded himself  a poor judge of  her allure, Wilton 
understood by the prevalence of  probing questions from other boys that 
some found her attractive.  Their junior high and high school in Virginia 
were large enough that no one could know everybody, so it happened of-
ten: Boys who didn’t know of  his relationship to Garnette would ascertain 
that she was his sister, and their next word to him was often: “Wow.”  Some 
would ask right away whether she had a boyfriend.  Once in a while one 
would ask outright what it was like to live with a beautiful girl.  A beautiful 
girl?  Was she?  To his eye she was mostly ordinary-looking, a familiar daily 
sight.  But so was his mother — to his eye, and yet, men stumbled and 
bumbled in her presence, staring overlong. 

After probing, it usually took little time for any curious boy to discover 
that Garnette could not hear, and then the kid would normally fade into 
the crowd, some more politely than others.  It wasn’t that Wilton couldn’t 
appreciate her femininity.  But, to his mind, in junior high she was far too 
young to be leered at and pursued.  Despite her growth, to him she was still 
thoroughly a child and still retained some of  that sibling disgustingness that 
he was guilty of  too. 

Their mother’s attention to Garnette only complicated things.  By the 
time her daughter was thirteen Wilma was experimenting with sculpting her 
God-given light-brown hair into sprayed spherical coiffures, treating it with 
rinses, highlights, and blonding agents, and sending her to school in clothes 
which were, of  course, better suited to a “beauty contest” as Wilton saw 
things.  Was he the only one to see that Garnette was a person in her own 
right?  Did she need to be arranged, managed, manipulated?  And if  she, then why not 
he? 

Garnette cooperated with all of  her mother’s creative endeavors, never 
realizing that Wilma was only trying to create a first impression that would 
compensate for someone’s later detection that her daughter was deaf.  And 
deaf  was still the word commonly applied, even when hearing was partial 
and communication was but moderately impaired, as was the case between 
her two children.  It was Wilma’s subservience to the dictators of  temporal 
fashion which saddled Garnette with the horrible new glasses she had worn 
since the late spring of  her sophomore year, just a few months before ar-
riving in Spearfish. 

Garnette, though, was plainly content with her lot.  She was curious 
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about boys, as Wilton knew from the questions she sometimes posed.  But 
she seemed only mildly interested.  “If  there’s something I need to know, 
you’ll tell me,” she had said to him instructively one day at the start of  
school a year ago.  Yes, there was something he needed to tell her and he 
did: Keep your legs covered above the knees.  If  his own eyes could barely avoid 
following other girls’ legs into the shadows of  their skirts, he knew what 
every young buck, as innocently impelled as himself, was doing when one 
of  them saw Garnette’s legs.  And Wilton had certainly seen her skirt-less.  
But she was part of  him — more truly his child and his twin than a 
provocative girl with secrets beneath her clothes.  

Thinking of  his own tenth-grade biology course, at a time when every-
thing female fascinated him to the extreme, he recalled a conversation in 
class.  The lesson was on pheromones, stressing that many species of  in-
sects are attracted to chemical stimuli.  For some mammals it takes an ol-
factory trigger to stimulate sexual attraction.  For humans, and almost 
uniquely for human males, sexual arousal follows a visual stimulus, al-
though for a prolonged adolescent period all the other senses are quick-
ened as well, not just at the sight of  a body or a face but also by the undu-
lation of  an eyebrow, the inflection in a glance, the innuendo in a word, the 
timbre of  a voice, a girl’s warm exhaled vapor, an ephemeral gleam in a 
wisp of  hair, the soft fragrance of  freshly-washed skin and the wafted 
cheddar-sharp betrayal of  sweat, and, joy of  joys, by a daringly fleeting 
touch. 

Wilton recalled the singular thrill of  his junior year in Richmond when 
the prettiest girl he knew, who hardly knew him, passed him a mineral sam-
ple in chemistry lab and, distracted by a side conversation, left her finger-
tips pressed into his palm for several seconds, forgetting that she needed to 
release the fragment before he could grasp it without taking her with it. 

But it was the visual prowling which boys do that Wilton most tried to 
impress upon his sister.  She said: “I’ll take your word for it,” and took 
charge of  her wardrobe herself.  Wilma would have dressed her and tressed 
her daily as a pageant contestant with the belted waist that was becoming 
popular and with maximum permissible thigh exposure, especially calculat-
ed to provide a visual stimulus and, presumably, to elicit a salacious reaction.  
In fighting back, upon Wilton’s advice, Garnette went very much retro but 
with a flair of  her own that had some calculated European influence.  She 
ditched the petticoats of  her pre-teens and her mom’s fondness for flared 
skirts but was personally inspired more by Jackie Kennedy than the Lon-
don mod scene. 

She had no role models near at hand for her fashion sense, and it did 
run from the sedate to the gaudy but remained modest and still feminine.  
Their cousins across the back fence in Richmond — with a wooded neigh-
borhood park between them, Freda, Sonie, and Katja, mostly took their 
fashion orders from the ambiguous, leaderless, daily-changing ukase which 
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teenage girls ritualized and conformed to. 
When Wilton at one point repeated their aunt Xaverine’s remark to 

Wilma that Garnette was making quite a fashion statement with her choic-
es, Garnette told him: “Well, I’m speaking in tongues, then, because I have 
no idea what I'm saying except that I’m not saying what everyone wants me 
to say.  People can translate it any way they want to but they’re putting 
words in my mouth.” 

Fashion was a passing parade to Garnette, to be viewed from the side-
lines with no suspicion that she was supposed to be stumbling along with 
it.  The girls in charge of  the schools’ girl-rules were always prattling apur-
pose so that Garnette could hear only the twittering of  voices.  She realized 
that the content was all piffle and that she and her appearance were often 
the subject of  it. 

At one point, when she was in seventh or eighth grade, Wilton had 
made a comment, referring to himself, that school was a test to see whether 
he could emerge as an individual without the need for approval, friends, or 
romance.  Those were not his exact words.  That was her later message 
from whatever he had actually said, and it stayed with her.  Garnette would 
emerge from the hell of  seventh to twelfth grade as her own individual, not 
hardened but toughened, not bitter but seasoned, not resentful but forbear-
ing.  For she was not unloved.  She was underestimated and misunderstood 
by everyone except her brother, truths that she apprehended patiently and 
wistfully.  Wilton was her guide, her protector, her interpreter of  all things.  
He would open her comfortable stall and lead her into the glare of  adult-
hood when the time was right, and since he himself  was not moving very 
quickly into the cauldron of  social turbulence, she was complacently wait-
ing for his signal. 

She happily helped Freda, her own age, fix herself  up for the daily cat 
fights in school, but she was not interested in emulating any of  those who 
clawed their way to the best doorways and other prime locations where 
they could display themselves for the boy-of-the-week. 

It struck Wilton strange that his sister seemed indifferent about boys.  
She clearly enjoyed following her cousins’ capers, flirtations, and melodra-
mas, but she excluded herself  from the theatrics of  it all.  It was a battle 
she would not join.  At least not yet. 

Look at me critiquing her non-existent love-life! Wilton thought, as the aware-
ness of  their parallel situations coalesced before him as a pair of  cavorting 
apparitions.  Maybe she is interested in a boy or boys, just as I’m interested in a girl or 
girls, but I’m too self-damning to act on it. 

No, self-damning wasn’t accurate.  Neither of  them was guilty of  faults 
of  character.  Self-conscious?  Well, who isn’t? he said inside himself.  Self-con-
demning for lack of  attractiveness and charisma?  Yeah, that might apply to both 
of  them, although Garnette certainly drew the eye if  not the approach of  
almost every male he knew. 
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Their eyes were upon her.  And yet he didn’t stand in the way and glare 
back at them.  He had instilled in her a sense of  modesty, which she had 
enhanced with a sense of  style all her own, and he approved.  He loved 
watching her step out into the world each day with the élan of  a virtuoso, 
her body, mind, and innocence as her instrument.  But he knew that the 
self-confidence she evinced depended, up to now, on his backbone, not her 
own.  Not yet.  If, upon stepping out, she turned and found him missing 
from her flank she might readily collapse in confusion; forsaken, like a 
soloist in her public debut who scans the audience for her teacher and finds 
him absent. 



SIX: THE REVEAL 

Day two of school, Thursday.  Garnette occupied herself  with 
getting oriented.  Upon encountering Cyleine in a hallway around 10:30 and 
after regarding her friend’s already work-worn appearance, incautiously she 
blurted: “Where have you been?” 

Cyleine, in return, spent a moment to look Garnette up and down.  
Everything about the girl was immaculate. 

“I’m sorry,” Garnette said, taking the return look as a reproach.  “I 
hope it wasn’t fizz-head or something like that.  Well, actually, I hope it 
was!”  It was too late to back-paddle. 

“Fizz…?  Oh, dumb name, physical education, don’t you think?” 
Cyleine reassured her with a cockeyed smile, then hooked arms with her 
and steered her into a restroom.  Discovering that they were alone, she 
produced a hairbrush and handed it to Garnette.  “Just the back,” she said, 
tipping her chin toward the ceiling and letting her hair cascade toward the 
floor. 

“You’re punishing me!” Garnette laughed. 
Cyleine straightened and then laughed too.  “I need…” 
“A stool!” they sang together. 
Garnette knelt anyway and made a few passes through Cyleine’s very 

long black hair.  Then she handed back the brush. 
“I hate morning exercises,” Cyleine said, leading the way into the corri-

dor.  “And, actually, I should be the one who’s sorry.  For staring.  I was 
noticing that you, uh, don’t seem to wear makeup.” 

“I knooow!  I see what my mom does to herself  every day, and she 
wasted years giving me lessons and buying me buckets of  stuff.  But I don’t 
have time for that.  And, really, who cares?  I ask you.”  At this, Garnette 
removed her glasses, squinted toward her friend, and took a step backward, 
nearly tripping over an unattended gym bag next to an open locker. 

“You’re a beauty,” Cyleine told her. 
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“No, but you’re nice to say it.  That’s what my mom would call me if  I 
piled on the paint.  But I’m not interested in impressing anyone.  And if  I 
have to sweat in Jim’s shorts today, nobody will care.  At least it comes after 
lunch.”  Walking together toward a stairway, Garnette went on: “The truth 
is, I add a little tiny bit of  shadow here” — she pointed — “and some thin 
liner here, and some gloss on my lips; I bet you can’t see it.” 

Cyleine closed one eye for effect and looked, then shook her head.  
Garnette’s outfit this day confirmed, though, that she wasn’t trying to im-
press.  She wanted to blend in.  She wore a dress made from denim over-
alls, complete with suspender straps, that looked soft, comfortable, and 
exactly like what was on at least half  the upper two grades at least once a 
week.  Under this she had a button-up plaid shirt in green and blue, equally 
relaxed-looking, although the lighter greens in the design may have been 
distractingly bright.  Tan boots with side buckles completed the look. 

Incongruously, her hair, ballooned out all around and flipped up at the 
shoulders, screamed Lesley Gore. 

“Garnette, what color is your hair, really?” Cyleine heard herself  ask as 
they began walking again. 

“My mom knows all the colors.  She’d call it light brown.  It’s like wet 
sand.  On Werner’s charts it’s either seventy-two wine yellow or thirteen 
yellowish-gray.” 

“Gray?” Cyleine scowled, tacking on: “They have charts for hair color?” 
“Not for hair.  You never studied Werner’s colors?  You’ll see.  Mom 

doesn’t want to hear it but I’m going to go natural, and that’s somewhere 
between sepia and burlap.  I was letting it hang over my shoulders this 
summer but she had to cut it and fix me up for school.  But nobody wears 
it that way here — I like that about this place!” 

The two quickly compared schedules, and Cyleine sighed after they 
parted.  She needed to back off, she thought.  She had been tempted to 
urge Garnette to loosen up on the molded, dyed hair, but the girl spared 
her the bother.  Did Garnette have the grit, though, to challenge the au-
thority of  her mother, the hairdresser?  Cyleine would absolutely never al-
low her own mother or anyone else to take command of  her hair. 

* * * * * * * 
Friday again brought them together in two classes, chemistry and Eng-

lish.  Neither could guess how they would survive chemistry, although 
Cyleine had her brother to lean on and Garnette thought she may also have 
a comparable advantage, provided Wilton had understood it.  There was no 
chance to choose adjoining seats, and neither girl was sufficiently sure of  
the relationship to propose it.  They could hope to be lab partners, they 
decided, once those assignments were made. 

English, henceforth, was the last class three days a week.  Cyleine ar-
rived early on Friday and quickly assessed the scene.  Rectangular sheets of  
paper hung like pennants on long strings strung across the light fixtures at 
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the front of  the room.  Absent the bold colors luring you in to look at OK 
Used Cars, the effect was just as inviting.  On each sheet, printed large, was 
a pair of  words, sometimes two pairs — homophones. 

The teacher’s desk held two piles of  papers.  Cyleine passed closely 
enough to assure herself  that the graded quizzes were in one pile.  The 
other appeared to be copies of  a handout.  She was about to casually turn 
down an aisle when she apprehended what Turn-bullet was writing on the 
blackboard.  On the left was a list of  homophone pairs that clearly were 
her own and, in all certainty, no one else’s.  He was near the bottom of  the 
right-hand board finishing a list of  pairs that clearly were not her own but 
which also seemed a bit farcically mis-matched. 

She panicked to realize that she was about to be singled out for her list.  
Then she watched as Garnette wrapped herself  gracefully around the 
doorpost while two other girls squeezed past her in the opening.  Cyleine 
had only felt overlooked and discounted by those two, but to see them 
derogate the new girl ignited a low boil in her.  Garnette was unfazed.  As 
she took in the welcoming, white-bannered festival she was only further 
confused to spot Cyleine gesturing subtly but urgently toward side-by-side 
seats. 

Garnette’s outfit this day was a compromise between the formal gaiety 
of  her Wednesday dress and her Thursday overalls.  Today she wore a 
knee-length tan, suede A-line skirt with a short-sleeve, V-neck sweater in 
black-and-tan stripes.  Low, black heels raised her an inch taller on long, 
elegant legs, brightly bare only from the knee down. 

With humor and voice, pacing and fluidity, brawn, tact, and a sudden 
glare that could seer or heal, Mister Turnbull could have commanded a 
roomful of  convicts if  so assigned.  High school juniors were still mal-
leable, but he knew that, to maintain influence, it was vital to meet each 
one at an individual level and to stay on topic.  There were still those within 
each class who yearned to learn.  Most may not share his passion for lan-
guage, but at least he might convey why he had a passion for it. 

“You birds have astounded me on this pop quiz,” he began as he called 
out names and criss-crossed the room to hand them back.  “Every one of  
you, it seems, had a pair that I didn’t have in my collection yet.  If  anyone 
wants to see my collection, by the way, you can pick up a copy on the cor-
ner of  the desk any time.” 

“Are these the ones we added to your list?” one boy asked, pointing to 
the streamers overhead. 

“They sure are.” Turn-bullet told him.  “So, what’s the point in having 
two ways to spell words that sound the same?”  He stalked the room but 
wasn’t willing to acquiesce to a commanding silence.  “Anyone.  Extra cred-
it.” 

More silence.  “Don’t make me embarrass the new girl.  Come on.” 
“If  we’re birds, what bird am I?” piped up the boy who’d spoken be-
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fore. 
“You’re a crow.  So from now on, when I call on the crow, I’ll be talking 

to you.” 
“Why a crow?” 
“You’re alert, curious, bold,” Turn-bullet returned right away. 
“Only one crow?” 
“Only one pheasant, only one crane…” 
“I’m already a crane,” said Ivan Crane. 
One girl, smiling dangerously, asked: “What bird am I?” 
“Mourning dove,” the teacher replied without missing a beat and turned 

his back on her. 
“Can I be a woodpecker?” came a male voice from the back, with up-

roarious results. 
Mister Turnbull returned to his question: “Words that sound the same 

but are spelled differently depending on how they’re used…” 
Garnette’s hand went up, but cautiously. 
“May I introduce you?” Turn-bullet asked. 
“I’m Garnette Straed,” she said as she turned sideways to take in the 

whole class. 
Aware that, in this town, the rest of  the “birds” had been acquainted 

since elementary school or since moving here years earlier, Turn-bullet 
asked: “Where are you from, Garnette?” 

“Richmond, Virginia.” 
An audible snicker followed that, as it would have even if  she had said 

“Rapid City.”  He ignored it and gestured with his palm to bid her answer 
the question. 

“Yes, um, the spelling might say something about the word origin.  And 
its meaning.”  Garnette did not ask what bird she was.  She was afraid he 
would call her a flamingo. 

“Absolutely true,” Mister Turnbull affirmed. 
The talkative crow asked: “Was that the right answer?” 
“Let’s go from there,” the teacher plowed ahead.  “When we’re reading 

and see a word that’s part of, or a partner in, a homophone pair…” And so 
the lesson continued.  There were snickers each time he said 
“homophone.” 

Later in the period, using a pull-down chart, he discussed related terms 
constructed on the root, homo-: how a homonym pair or a heteronym pair 
are homographs and how a homophone pair are either heterographs or 
homographs. 

“When we’re reading, our brains associate the spelling with the mean-
ing.  ‘Prey’ — p-r-e-y, and ‘predator’ have a common origin.  So when I 
read the word ‘prey’ I don’t think of  ‘pray’ to God.  But when I hear it 
spoken, I don’t have that advantage.  What’s my clue, then, when ‘prey’ 
with an ‘e’ comes up in a conversation?” 
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Context was the word he wanted, and eventually it came. 
As he continued with some discussion of  particular pairs of  homo-

phones he assigned avian identities to a few more students, but not all.  
Cyleine became a swift.  She liked that. 

And then someone pointed out that there are plenty of  sounds that still 
have not become words.  Turn-bullet invited his birds to rattle some off.  
They did and laughed at each other’s nonsense words.  “How would you 
spell ‘gloff ’?” he asked.  The answers ended in ‘-off ’ and ‘-ough’ and ‘-oph’ 
among other suggestions.  Even nonsense words, they concluded, could 
come in homophone pairs. 

Going to the blackboard at last, just before the announcement bell, 
Turn-bullet stood before the two lists he had written at the start of  class.  
“I would like to ask the two people who included these words in their lists 
to come find me after school today, unless there is somewhere else you 
need to be, and it’s all right if  there is.  I think you’ll recognize your words.  
I just want to learn more about how you came up with them.” 

Garnette recognized her words but had no idea who might claim the list 
on the left.  Cyleine, for her part, knew her own words but felt a little sorry 
for whoever had compiled the other list. 

Came the bells, the dismissal, and several of  Turn-bullet’s birds picked 
up copies of  his list as they passed his desk.  Halfway down the first flight 
of  stairs and trailing the rest of  the class, Garnette slowed her descent at 
the same moment that Cyleine did just below her.  Cyleine turned around, 
and Garnette, two steps above her, squeaked: “You!?” 

Cyleine mimicked her, and they both charged back up to the classroom.  
For a couple of  seconds they were a pair of  first-graders jostling one an-
other in the doorway.  They were waving their quizzes at each other as they 
pounded into the room. 

Mister Turnbull ascertained first that neither was aware of  the other’s 
work.  On the board he had included not all of  Cyleine’s words but, for 
instance, bans banns, besot besought, broom brume, cedar seeder, censer censor sensor, 
coo coup cuckoo, djinn gin, invade inveighed, jewel Joule, knap nap, oar or o’er, rack 
wrack, road rode rowed, rot wrought.  “Yours contained a fair number of  triples, 
as well as homophones that begin with different letters.” 

“Did I break the rules?  I know you said pairs that begin with the same 
letter.” 

“No, I said for each letter of  the alphabet, if  you can, list a pair.  A 
triplet includes at least one pair, yes?  And if  both words don’t begin with 
the same letter… oh, never mind!” 

“Do you accept Joule?” 
“Of  course.  But make it lower case, like ‘diesel.’  In its technical use it’s 

a word, not a name.  You’re a reader, like your brother, I take it.” 
She nodded, and added: “I like certain poetry.  But only certain stuff.” 
“Oh, we’ll touch on that this year but you’ll do more with it next year 
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when you study Shakespeare,” Mister Turnbull told her. 
Cyleine cringed a little.  She was a connoisseur of  words, not a lover of  

jingles and long tales in verse.  But she had seen one live play by Shake-
speare and recognized his genius, so she relaxed at that. 

To Garnette, Turn-bullet said: “Homophones are pairs of  words that 
sound the same.  You have made quite a list of  approximations, and per-
haps I see that you are trying to show how closely they might match…” 

Garnette had already laid her things on a student desk.  She scooped the 
hair back on both sides of  her head and said: “They sound the same to 
me.” 

Cyleine and the teacher both stared openly and silently. 
“They’re BTE Auriculettes.  BTE — behind-the-ear.” 
Cyleine’s eyes began to fill with tears.  She picked up Garnette’s quiz 

from the desk and looked directly down at it, the better to hide her counte-
nance.  Mister Turnbull’s list on the blackboard included several of  her 
pairs, but Cyleine silently read through the rest on Garnette’s paper, paus-
ing often at such entries as access axes axis, accident occident, carotid garroted, 
defied divide, feudal futile, filleted flayed, fire crackle firecracker, line lion lying, mare 
mayor, pair pare payer pear, parade prayed preyed, pronounce pronouns, rider writer, 
sects sex, udder utter, violence violins, weal (we’ll) wheel, why wye…  At the bottom 
lay a number of  peculiar sentences — What you acquire may be a choir without 
context.  An arrow is a narrow shaft that gets ahead with a head of  mettle-tested metal.  
And finally there was one more pair of  words, out of  alphabetical se-
quence: Cyleine saline, but sweet and serene would be better matches. 

Garnette and Turn-bullet had been discussing other entries while she 
was reading the list.  They were still on the subject of  contractions; Gar-
nette had included many. 

“You have both awed me today,” Turn-bullet concluded.  “The handout 
— you’ve already taken it I see — has all your words in it, and, Garnette, 
I’ve placed most of  yours, anonymously of  course, in a section called ‘ap-
proximations.’  Please don’t take offense at that.” 

“Mister Turnbull, I don’t take offense at anything,” Garnette smiled as 
she gathered her things.  “That’s the best way to mirror insults back if  they 
were intended and to let them disappear quietly if  they weren’t.  Not that 
you’ve insulted me, but that’s how I handle it.” 

Cyleine merely said: “Thank you, Mister Turnbull,” as she followed 
Garnette to the staircase. 

 * * * * * * * 
At the first crosswalk outside the school, Wilton held his Packard at a 

stop sign while his sister and her black-haired friend crossed.  He called 
out: “Free rides until four o’clock!” 

“What happens then?” Cyleine heard herself  ask.  She could see that 
there was already an extra person in the front seat and possibly yet another 
head in the back. 
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But he didn’t respond.  Probably he hadn’t heard her; they had reached 
the opposite sidewalk.  “He has a cross-country meet,” Garnette provided.  
“But he won’t be running, officially anyway.  He doesn’t know the course, 
yet.” 

“Wow — I didn’t know he was a runner.” 
“I thought I told you,” Garnette shrugged. 
“I mean, on the team.  I didn’t know that.” 
Just then, another big car eased to the curb beside them.  The windows 

were down.  Cyleine’s shoulders slumped, but in relief.  She swung the back 
door open, valet-style, but Garnette was already helping herself  to the va-
cant side of  the front seat. 

“Bayleine welcomes you,” Lionel said to both girls as they closed the 
heavy doors.  Cyleine rolled her eyes as he steered away from the curb. 

Garnette glanced to her sides for a seatbelt and then laughed.  “I’ll 
bite,” she said.  “Who welcomes us?” 

“Lionel, stop the car,” Cyleine commanded from the back. 
He glanced over the seat at his sister and then pulled once more to the 

side of  the street.  Cyleine let herself  out on the right, but left her door 
open, and then pulled Garnette’s door open as well.  “Just walk around the 
car,” Cyleine said.  “Come on, do as I say.” 

Garnette followed Cyleine around the front, out into the street to view 
that side of  it, and then the rest of  the way around. 

Lionel said through the open windows: “It’s a ‘fifty-four Buick Road-
master.” 

“Our mom’s car,” Cyleine added, standing on the sidewalk once more, 
beside Garnette, who was staring at the hood ornament, a wide chrome 
ring with a glistening cigar mounted through it, piercing the future. 

Garnette was the first to slide back into her seat, then Cyleine into hers.  
Lionel pulled back into the sparse traffic. 

“I get it,” Garnette said.  “But is it B-a-l-e-e-n or B-a-y-l-e-i-n-e like 
Cyleine?” 

“The latter,” Lionel assured her. 
“Our mom is Madeleine, and our sister was Rayleine.” Cyleine said. 
“Oh, wow, that’s so cool!” Garnette said.  She did not fail to notice the 

“was” before Rayleine. 
Cyleine didn’t fail to notice how carefully Garnette pronounced her 

words, as if  speech had not come naturally to her.  Perhaps she didn’t even 
think in words.  It sounded as though a word service within her head — 
Cyleine pictured a ticket window concealing all but the weary torso and 
arms of  an anonymous word-giver — was delivering distinctly separate 
terms to her just before she uttered them, perhaps words in randomly dif-
ferent fonts scissored individually from glossy magazine pages and pasted 
together on a continuous strip that passed before her inner eye when it was 
time to speak. 
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It was a subtle quality.  All the appropriate inflection was there, al-
though she would sometimes pronounce things with a curious emphasis, 
the stress on “school” when she said “high school,” for instance.  And every-
thing always made sense, or almost always.  There was that telltale quality of  
sentence construction that implied a first language other than spoken Eng-
lish. 

Cyleine noticed as well that, when she was listening, Garnette used her 
eyes as word-lifters, following the other person’s lips and body language 
and gestures, all the while concentrating on the other speaker’s eyes.  It 
must give her headaches, Cyleine guessed, the way concentrating on spoken 
Latin had battered her brain through the latter months of  her second year 
as a student of  that language.  Spanish was not taxing her this year, perhaps 
owing to similarities in the vocabulary.  It softened the blocky structure of  
Latin, making it fluid. 

Lionel took a “scenic” route through town.  After a brief  silence he 
turned to Cyleine and offered to take Billow for a run if  she and Garnette 
had any other plans. 

Garnette seized the opening.  “If  you both feel like riding today, would 
it be forward of  me to invite myself  to join you?  If  there are enough sad-
dles or whatever?” 

Lionel focused plainly for a long second on Garnette’s gleaming lower 
legs beside him and then, for another long second, on the clothes that cov-
ered the rest of  her.  Cyleine understood the predicament of  the outfit, but 
even more, she went cold to imagine pulling up to Garnette’s house in 
Bayleine with Lionel at the wheel and waiting there for Garnette to change 
clothes.  It was too late to switch to Wilton’s car, and he, clearly, was trans-
porting teammates to a meet, although it was probably only somewhere in 
town. 

As Bayleine rolled back through downtown, Garnette scanned the 
storefronts along West Jackson just before they came to Spearfish Creek.  
“Clothes.  Where can I buy clothes?” she asked. 

Twenty minutes later Garnette and Cyleine walked up alongside the old 
Buick and both hopped into the back seat.  Cyleine carried a bag while 
Garnette adjusted her new belt.  From cowboy hat to cowboy boots she 
wore an entirely new outfit and was ready to ride.  Cyleine was wide-eyed 
but smiling.  She had never before watched someone snatch clothes from 
bins and hangars so quickly nor seen $60 materialize so instantaneously, as 
if  from nowhere, to pay for it all.  Lionel steered Bayleine homeward and 
the three climbed out in the shadow of  the barn. 



SEVEN: CHANCE ENCOUNTERS 

Lionel disappeared like a spirit in the direction of  the shop but 
was back in what may have been only a minute to find the girls inside the 
barn.  Affairs at the Comosh shop were usually relaxed on a Friday after-
noon.  Nothing official happened there on a Saturday, although one could 
be sure to find Larry or Brigg, Madeleine or Henry Clay — or Lionel, tin-
kering on something, often accompanied by a friend spewing tall tales 
tinged with tobacco smoke. 

So Lionel didn’t stay at work after school.  Inside the barn, after culling 
three horses from the corral — (certain others needed to be kept apart), he 
and Cyleine smoothly saddled their mounts: Billow for Cyleine, Omelette, a 
gelding paint they were boarding, for Lionel, and Whistler, the blue grulla, 
for Garnette. 

Cyleine watched in amusement as her brother instructed Garnette on 
mounting Whistler and adjusted the stirrups for her.  The girl was en-
grossed in his instructions and he clearly enjoyed her closeness. 

With an awkward rider astride and in the company of  her barn-mates, 
Whistler suppressed any excitement she may have wanted to express and 
carefully carried Garnette out into the sunlight.  Garnette held her reins 
and, from his perch atop the paint, Lionel held her by a lead. 

Billow circled twice, restrained by Cyleine, and then exploded toward 
the horizon when the grip on her reins relaxed.  Lionel and Garnette now 
sat on side-by-side mounts. 

“OK, we’re only two horsepower between us,” Lionel said.  “Your 
lawnmower has more power than that, so this should be manageable, 
right?” 

“I’d fall off a lawnmower if  I tried to ride it,” Garnette told him. 
Lionel let pass all thoughts about center-of-gravity and the wasted heat 

in a two-stroke engine, never mind that you don’t ride most lawnmowers.  
“You have good balance up on that horse, and Whistler has good balance 
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too, meaning she does things as well to her left as she does to her right.  In 
a little while I’ll show you how to tell her when you want her to turn 
sharply.  It’s all in the hind quarters, but watch how I tell Omelette to go 
only a little right or left.” 

Almost imperceptibly he eased the horses into a very slow walk, and 
with one quarter of  his mind engaged in that activity, he began a lesson on 
riding.  Before she realized it, Garnette was controlling Whistler herself, 
turning left and following Omelette, then right and leading Lionel’s horse. 

With another quarter of  his mind, Lionel was studying Garnette.  She 
was beguiling — not what he would call glamorous, but easy on the eyes.  
It was intriguing to watch her.  She had what he would call a grand smile, a 
different bearing and gait, a different demeanor from anyone else.  Hers 
was a raw beauty; at moments she looked quite ordinary, on occasion she 
seemed arrayed as if  deliberately to blunt her natural comeliness, and yet 
there were instances when she was nothing less than strikingly attractive. 

The hair, for instance.  It was too forged and starched.  Left to its origi-
nal — what he guessed was whole-wheat brown — color and natural 
growth, body, and contour with a minimum of  ministration, it would en-
hance her other features splendidly.  And those glasses!  Their friend, Car-
rie Morelli, wore a pair of  plain rounded frames that simply complemented 
her cute little face.  Could someone persuade Garnette to try some less-
distracting frames? 

Then there was her awkwardness of  movement, a sort of  hesitant 
grace.  She moved, and spoke, and conferred her glances — and performed 
so many maneuvers — as one who might have just recently joined the hu-
man species — born beyond this solar system and transplanted but not 
perfectly programmed.  She seemed to contemplate everything before us-
ing it, saying it, doing it, or ending it.  Indeed, there was a transitory delay 
in everything she did, once it occurred to her to do it, but that’s not to say 
she was slow, only purposeful.  It struck Lionel most charmingly in her 
unique way of  holding his gaze for a quarter of  a second longer than po-
liteness permitted.  She would also prolong a touch by that charged interval 
— those touches that had necessarily happened in preparing the horses.  
Beyond its charm, that electric pause had implications in intimacy, he sus-
pected as well. 

The remaining half  of  his conscious presence was recalling, with an 
inward shudder, the last girl he had taken riding, although there had been 
nothing he needed to teach her, either about horses or anything else.  Linda 
Stellars was from a Sihasapa family whose surname had been more insidi-
ously corrupted than Comosh.  In the 1880s they were dubbed Steals 
Horses, which the first generation under that name mumbled down to 
Stelors and the next generation deliberately mangled until it came out Stel-
lars. 

Lionel met Linda late in the previous summer, just over a year ago, at 
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the Pennington County Fair in Rapid City.  They were both sixteen.  His 
mother was managing the modest Comosh Company booth, fortuitously, 
for her, situated near the grandstand.  Madeleine insisted on complete su-
pervision of  their display because it featured a rebuilt and repainted Hes-
ston Model 100 Windrower, which showed off  some of  her best painting 
work. 

Elsewhere at the fair, Henry Clay was smoking a peace pipe — his de-
scription of  participating in a group conversation for the purpose of  per-
suading and negotiating — with some of  the fair’s organizers to promote 
the idea of  re-packaging the county fair as an attractive venue for the South 
Dakota State Fair, in case its organizers ever decided to move the state fair 
westward from Huron, and if  not a state fair for western South Dakota, 
then Henry Clay could envision a Central States Fair for their end of  the 
state and surrounding counties in Nebraska, Montana, Wyoming, and 
North Dakota.  He was well enough acquainted with agricultural people 
and their needs beyond the borders of  his own state to believe a Central 
States Fair would be a regional success.  

Lionel waited in line 50 yards from his mother’s display on a mission to 
buy her an ice cream cone.  A girl with hair of  coffee-black satin and a 
gleaming smile across her autumn-warmed face had drifted past the Co-
mosh Company display earlier, failed to catch the tall boy’s attention, and 
now appeared at the side of  the ice cream stand, eyeing him.  He became 
aware of  her but concentrated for the moment on his purchase.  When it 
came his turn, Lionel paid for two cones, one for Madeleine and one for 
himself. 

Shortly, the vendor reached through the serving window and propped 
one mounded butterscotch cone in a stand on the narrow countertop.  As 
Lionel watched him scoop pistachio for his mother into the second cone, 
the vigorous-looking girl deftly, coyly, lifted the first one from the stand 
and laid it against her grinning lips as she peered across the melting top of  
it. 

Lionel wrapped a napkin around the second cone and, together, they 
delivered that one to Madeleine while sharing the first one on the way.  For 
a while, Lionel and Linda strolled the midway, trying the rides and guessing 
at each other’s first name.  He gave her a hint: His began with L-i.  That 
freaked her out, she said, because hers began with L-i, too.  He thought she 
was teasing.  For kisses, she gave out the rest of  her letters and, for more 
kisses, he revealed his.  For the remainder of  the day, then, they wandered 
into secluded corners between the sagging wooden buildings and behind 
horse trailers, to kiss and rub against each other until someone with legiti-
mate business in any such spot would interrupt them. 

They exchanged precious little information about themselves, and at the 
end of  the afternoon, Lionel rode with his dad to gather Cyleine from 
Toleda’s house so they could tend the horses at home together. 
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When next he saw Linda Stellars, she drove a pickup truck into the yard 
in front of  the Comosh Company on the weekend after school had started, 
towing a twin-axle flatbed trailer loaded with a wrecked seeder.  The Satur-
day drop-off  had been arranged by phone a few days earlier.  Lionel had 
seen the girl’s father at the fair, and on the equipment delivery her dad had 
ridden along from North Lemmon, just across the North Dakota line.  Li-
onel could only speculate that Linda’s father had intended for her to meet 
up with him again.  She too was just starting her junior year in high school 
at the time. 

Lionel showed her around the shop briefly and then walked her to the 
barn while the men took care of  business and discussed mutual acquain-
tances. 

After some intense kissing in an empty stall, Lionel considered leading 
Linda up a ladder into a corner “office” in the loft but chose, instead, to 
sneak her into Bayleine’s back seat, parked in the sun and away from occu-
pied buildings.  By the end of  this visit he still knew nothing about the girl 
except what she looked like with nothing on and what it felt like to lose 
almost all control. 

When notified three weeks later that the work had been finished, Linda 
returned on her own with the empty trailer in tow to pick up the repaired 
equipment.  Once it was loaded for her the two of  them once more wan-
dered into the barn.  The cloudy, late-September stillness discouraged dis-
robing.  Certain only that he didn’t want to send her away too quickly, Li-
onel suggested saddling a couple of  horses and taking a ride. 

Linda Stellars, to his astonishment, turned out to be an accomplished 
high school rodeo competitor.  Out onto the fields she charged.  For a 
quarter hour, on Hocus Pocus, a boarded horse that she had never seen 
before, she performed stunts and jumps and laid challenges before him that 
he could only decline to attempt.  At last she pulled up alongside him, 
rolled herself  from her saddle onto his lap, facing him, and began a serious 
assault on his mouth.  She seemed to have four hands.  They were every-
where. 

While he longed to take her to the ground, the cold be damned, he put 
his strength to use to end her squirming in the saddle.  As the horses 
walked back toward the barn, one with two riders, one with none, Lionel 
took what he could from the encounter while she chattered and teased. 

What might have been a chance comment on her part made him freeze 
in his seat: “Have you ever tried a daisy chain?” Linda asked. 

“A what?”  He had heard the term before but had only a guess at its 
meaning. 

“A daisy chain.  A three-some.” 
“For sex?” 
“Of  course, for sex,” she laughed.  “Do you know someone we could 

do it with?” 
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“Do you…?” 
“All the time!  It’s like…” 
Lionel hadn’t even “done it” alone with anyone, not to mention with 

two, although his earlier encounter with her had been a technical miss.  Al-
though a certain word had not been spoken by either of  them, all that had 
occurred between them so far, in Lionel’s opinion, should be confined to 
the intimacy between two, and only two, devoted individuals who were in 
love.  He couldn’t conceive sharing that intimacy with her while a third per-
son watched or, hideously, participated.  And it creeped him out completely 
to think of  surrendering himself  to a girl whose body had been used by 
any number of  others — and would be again.  

He wanted to slap her off  his horse, relieved that he had never told her 
his own horse’s name, Balls Afire.  Instead, he reined to a stop and slipped 
off  the cantle, leaving her alone and facing backwards in the saddle. 

“Linda, I can’t do that,” he said from the ground.  “I can’t do this with 
you any more.” 

To his horror, a great sob rumbled from within her and the girl cried.  
For real.  She turned herself  forward and trotted his horse back to the 
shop.  He hopped onto Hocus Pocus and trotted behind her.  At her truck, 
she dismounted beside the driver’s door, freeing his horse.  Lionel remained 
seated, seized her loose reins, and held steady as she made a wide turn in 
the yard and pulled the heavy trailer onto the road.  Neither he nor the 
shop ever heard any more from the Stellars family, and his parents never 
asked why she disappeared so abruptly. 

He began to bring his full attention back to Garnette and his task.  At 
the same time, Billow was trotting toward them, Cyleine smiling broadly.  
Watching her approach as the vision of  Linda Stellars was evaporating, Li-
onel regarded her horsemanship.  She was a splendid rider, just not trained 
for or interested in rodeo.  And, although he had no desire to see his sister 
undressed and could only vaguely recall vignettes from their early child-
hood when she had nothing on, he realized that, without clothes, she must 
look very much like the North Dakota girl.  Cyleine, though, was intensely 
modest even at home, so he would neither know nor think any more of  it. 

“Even Billow wanted to turn around,” Cyleine said, once she had come 
abreast of  them.  “I guess she can’t stand not knowing what’s happening 
back here.  And I really shouldn’t leave you two again.”  Garnette giggled, 
demurely.  “Five or ten minutes was long enough for Billow,” Cyleine went 
on. 

She had barely an inkling that Lionel had ever met Linda last summer; 
of  that he was glad.  She knew only that he had taken a visiting girl riding 
and that he hadn’t saddled two horses at the same time since then.  Will she 
have the decency not to mention it now? Lionel wondered. 

Garnette, still in the saddle, said: “Watch.”  As brother and sister sat 
still, she walked Whistler a few yards forward, then slowly turned and 
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walked her back.  “Lionel made me understand that a halter doesn’t mean 
that a horse isn’t free.”  She patted Whistler’s neck.  “It reminds the horse 
that she has a relationship with the rider.” 

Cyleine raised her eyebrows at Lionel.  He shrugged. 
“And he also said when I’m not mounted but holding the lead, I only 

have to lay it in my hand and just not let it slide out.  Whistler understands 
I’m holding her and she can’t run away.  It’s a way to play telephone with 
the horse.  She can put tension on it to tell me something, or I can, to give 
her a cue, but otherwise, she is free to drink or graze or look around.” 

Lionel and Cyleine both looked at her blankly. 
“I’m paraphrasing here,” Garnette smiled and patted Whistler again. 
“I said all that?” Lionel asked. 
“You said a lot more.  I just concentrated on the message.” 
Lionel, aware that he had been reliving the past while conducting a les-

son, vowed henceforth to keep his whole brain on the present subject. 
The quarter-brain that had been focused on Garnette herself  had fed 

him but little information.  She sat heavily in the saddle only at first.  He 
recalled correcting that, so now her posture was at graceful ease.  When, a 
moment later, she commented that her thighs hurt a little, he knew she was 
getting it right. 

Together, the three of  them rode slowly along the outside of  the corral, 
then onward for a quarter mile into the open.  They mostly talked horses.  
On the way back Cyleine asked: “What will your mother say when you 
come home in these clothes?” 

“Oh, she won’t even notice.  But if  she does, I’ll tell her it’s for a part in 
the school play or a chorus concert or something and she’ll let it go.” 

Back at the barn a few minutes later they worked together to manage 
the horses and stalls.  Then Garnette took her bag of  school clothes and 
walked the short distance home. 

Once their mom and dad had retired to their room for the night, 
Cyleine shouldered Lionel’s bedroom door open with Turn-bullet’s list in 
her hand.  They didn’t often confer in the evening like this, so Lionel paid 
attention.  She had brought the list in case she decided at the last minute to 
talk about words instead of  what was on her mind. 

The word list would have been a weak excuse for visiting him, so she 
approached her thoughts head-on.  “Lionel, I found out something today,” 
she said, leaning in the doorway.  He was sitting at a table in his room with 
a floor lamp drawn close.  Some small metal parts were laid out on a hand-
kerchief  before him.  He gestured toward his bed and Cyleine skipped over 
to sit there.  She admitted she brought the list in case he wanted to talk 
about Mister Turnbull again. 

“Naw,” he said.  “What’s really on your mind?” 
“Garnette,” she said. 
“Uh-oh.  Is there a dark side to her that I didn’t see?” 
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“Oh, gosh, no!  Lionel, didn’t you notice something about her yet?  
You’ve spent some time around her.” 

He considered joking with her, but she was onto something serious.  
“I’ll say this: She’s unusual.” 

“How?” 
“Kind of… kind of  robotic, actually.  I did wonder today whether 

there’s something a little weird where she came from.” 
“In Virginia?” 
“No, I mean her, uh, family.  She’s weighing everything that happens 

against some… I don’t know — some standard, some script, some precon-
ception.” 

“She thinks differently, is that what you noticed?” 
“Yeah, that’s it.” 
“Lionel, Garnette is deaf.” 
Lionel looked hard at his sister with an expression of  blank puzzlement. 
Cyleine went on: “Hearing aids help, a lot I guess.  But — plug your 

ears.”  She showed him what she meant, with a fingertip deep in each ear 
canal, and he followed along.  “I think she doesn’t even hear this much 
without them.” 

“What?” 
They removed their fingers and she repeated her last comment. 
“Cici, I had no idea,” Lionel said. 
“I just want you to be sensitive about it, that’s all.” 
“Consider my mind blown.” 
“Mine too,” Cyleine agreed and swung her legs off  the bed as if  to 

stand. 
“Now a few other things make some sense,” he said.  He thought back 

to eavesdropping two days earlier as she practiced introducing herself  to 
him.  “And whether she’s your friend or not, I wouldn’t make fun of  her.” 

“Well, you do sometimes — make fun of  people.” 
“Sometimes they deserve it.  That’s different, when they’re full of  crap, 

lying, putting you down.” 
“Me?” Cyleine asked. 
“Not you.  You know what I mean.” 
“Yeah.  Thanks.” 
“Thanks for tipping me off.  She’s actually pretty darn interesting.” 
Cyleine concluded that she had done right by Garnette in telling him 

but also felt she had done the right thing for him. 
* * * * * * * 

For the two eleventh-grade girls school entered its drudge period. 
Lionel joined both Madeleine and Henry Clay in urging Cyleine to ease 

up on Billow’s daily runs, not because the horse couldn’t withstand it, but 
— at least for their parents, whose view of  time encompassed months at a 
glance — because winter would decisively interfere with it.  Lionel had an-
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other concern in his near-certainty of  the twilight prowler’s identity, which 
he had not disclosed to anyone yet, but pointed out that nightfall would 
come earlier and earlier, snow would pile up, never mind that the worst 
would come in March and April, their snowiest months.  And with that, the 
stunning cold would inject the danger of  instantaneous frostbite or worse 
if  she had an accident out in the open somewhere. 

The family owned one decent snowmobile, and there were more among 
their neighbors if  a search needed to be mounted, her father told her.  
Cyleine said: “I get your drift.”  Billow was a young horse, and the daily 
runs had become a habit only over the summer. 

A week after Garnette’s first riding session, Lionel joined Cyleine briefly 
to start her on a second lesson but then returned to the barn and managed 
the horses while Cyleine took over teaching.  He had to think about some-
thing Garnette had said: that her brother, Wilton, was interested in learning 
to ride, too.  Lionel had barely thought about the guy since school started.  
He had deduced that Wilton Straed was one of  the jocks, a society of  sorts 
that included some of  the Indians in school but which Lionel had never 
been interested in joining.  Wilton was tall — maybe a couple inches taller 
than Lionel himself, and, where Garnette was light and pleasantly con-
toured — lily-of-the-valley came to mind — Wilton was angular, mechani-
cal, brittle like cedar perhaps, even ungainly — at least as Lionel saw him, 
and was always wearing an annoying, cloying smile. 

There was no way, he decided, that he was going to let Cyleine give 
Wilton riding lessons on her own, even with Garnette in tow.  Lionel rec-
ognized the contradiction in his thinking, that it was all right for him to 
teach Garnette but the parallel to that was not OK.  Some things were just 
not right, he decided, double standard be damned. 

So far Cyleine had not even offered to do it.  But Lionel resolved that 
he would be better to intervene before it was too late.  When the girls re-
turned to the barn to find all the work done except the little that remained 
for Billow and Whistler, he heard himself  offering to give Wilton “a lesson 
or two while there was still a chance before winter.” 

It sounded a little funny to Cyleine that he mentioned winter again, 
which, it was true, would begin way before the definitive solstice.  But late 
September was a long way even from late November.  She let that go and 
gave him a quick hug, as much from relief  that it would not fall to her 
alone as to thank him for rising to it.  Garnette did some calculating aloud 
regarding Wilton’s cross-country schedule, and then the subject faded for 
the time being. 

Around the third week of  school, Garnette and Cyleine asked Mister 
Turnbull for extra credit if  they worked together on some other word lists.  
He asked how they thought he would apply extra credit, but he also knew 
the answer to that.  “It will solidify your already strong standing,” he told 
them both, but then asked what they had in mind. 
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Cyleine explained: They would collect words that have alternate mean-
ings, for instance, like hail a taxi and hail that falls from the sky.  They 
would find words that have alternate pronunciations within the same mean-
ing, such as alternate, the verb, and alternate, the adjective; like wound, an 
injury, and a mainspring that is wound.  Words that have alternate spellings, 
such as plow and plough, draft and draught.  Maybe they could think of  
other word anomalies, as well. 

The teacher encouraged them to go forward with the work. 
Cyleine could not avoid the daily barn chores, nor did she want to.  

Partly to her relief  — that she wouldn’t need to face Missus Straed every 
day, and partly to her chagrin — that she would forfeit much precious soli-
tude, she permitted Garnette to accompany her home on some days to 
help.  On those days when Garnette did not, Cyleine still took Billow for a 
run, although she sometimes led the horse outside to trot alongside her or 
run ahead while she, herself, ran and silently sorted her thoughts. 

One Monday afternoon, about the end of  September, with Billow at 
her side, she had run a fair distance toward the south, where the ground 
rises steadily approaching the nearby Black Hills.  She was winded from the 
gradual incline, perspiring as well.  A clear sky, crisp breeze, and unpleasant 
chill foretold an overnight frost, but running had warmed her.  It occurred 
to her to mount and ride Billow back, but this could mean she would cool 
down too quickly.  Pondering, she mounted the horse bareback anyway and 
was about to rein her around toward home when she spotted a human fig-
ure a third of  a mile farther toward the hills, moving with apparent haste, 
on a tack toward town that would eventually intersect her own. 

Almost immediately, she guessed who it would be.  Wilton Straed, if  it 
were he and if  he were just running for fitness, would not have known that 
she too had come this direction, for he had apparently gone out before she 
did.  She had no prior idea that he was out here either.  She sat, transfixed, 
as he followed his own course.  When it was clear that he did not intend to 
detour in her direction, although she and Billow together stood as a beacon 
above the fields, Wilton waved.  Cyleine waved back and then did the only 
decent thing.  She spurred the horse and trotted over to meet him. 

Wilton continued jogging but, as Billow drew up beside him, he laid a 
hand momentarily on the horse’s flank, behind Cyleine’s foot. 

“I’m trying to beat my own best time on the two-mile: ten-ten,” Wilton 
said, issuing the words between measured breaths.  “I don’t think I’m going 
to, though.”  His stride was very long, by Cyleine’s estimation, although he 
wore a grimace and held one shoulder high with the arm cocked across his 
waist.  He was contorted by some inner discomfort, but still he kept up the 
pace. 

“How much farther?  For two miles?” 
“The construction gate, by the college.” 
Cyleine knew the spot.  It was nothing more than a shelter beside the 
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nearest street where workers could convene and trucks delivering materials 
could check in.  She was keeping an eye on him, to make sure Billow didn’t 
edge too close to him and so that, if  he did stumble — for he seemed so 
rigid and on the brink of  collapsing — he wouldn’t tumble beneath the 
horse. 

She considered, for a moment, his uniform.  He was wearing the pine 
green with yellow trim that must have come from his old school — a 
sleeveless top and abbreviated shorts.  It fit him a bit tightly, but not so 
snugly that he appeared ridiculous.  He must have grown some in the year 
or years since he first donned it.  The outdoor temperature, which surely 
wasn’t above the mid-forties, rendered him miserably under-dressed if  he 
weren’t generating his own heat.  His running shoes were yellow-browned 
from the dirt road he was on, and his loose socks, yellowed and dusty as 
well, reminded her of  the poster of  Pete Maravich that used to hang in 
Lionel’s bedroom.  “See if  you can keep up,” Cyleine suggested, and she 
nudged Billow into a slightly faster trot. 

Wilton met the pace.  Again he spoke in a controlled staccato: “I’m go-
ing riding with” — he paused — “your brother.” 

“I know.  You mean a lesson or two, right?” 
“Yep.  A couple more meets next week and then cross-country will be 

over.  After that.” 
“Unless you get into the championships,” she said, and then feared she 

was taunting him. 
“Ha!  We’re not that good.” 
“Why two miles?  Isn’t cross-country something like two and a half ?” 
“Yep, four thousand meters.  But two miles is a track-and-field distance.  

If  I can do that in ten minutes, I can do two and a half  in thirteen — 
about.” 

“Have you ever?” 
“What?” 
“Done it in thirteen?” 
“Nope.” 
Cyleine could see how difficult it was for him, so she stopped making 

him talk.  Wilton held with Billow’s pace for a few more seconds, then he 
sprinted ahead with an astonishing burst of  speed.  It took her two or three 
seconds to catch up on the horse.  When she did, he fell back to his earlier 
pace. 

“Wow,” she commented.  He didn’t reply but pumped his cheeks as he 
worked on his breathing.  When the construction gate, unmanned since 
four o’clock that afternoon, was a half-minute away, Wilton checked his 
watch.  Past the gate, he leaned forward to rest his palms heavily on his 
knees, then danced a few circles and jogged in a wide circuit for another 
minute or so.  Cyleine dropped to the ground and waited.  From a pile of  
pallets nearby he retrieved a pair of  sweatpants and hopped into them, then 
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grabbed a sweatshirt from the same hiding place and pulled it on. 
“Garnette says you run sometimes,” Wilton commented, facing her 

with a grin, his face blotchy in pink and white.  Dusk was closing around 
the town in the way a theater will slowly dim the house lights before a per-
formance. 

Cyleine made up a couple of  excuses for exercising the horse without 
actually riding her.  She didn’t want to attempt explaining her own reasons 
for staying fit and active.  It wasn’t just to keep her weight in check, al-
though there was that.  It conformed with her idea of  remaining healthy 
overall.  She liked herself  better when her muscles ached a little, when she 
had paced her breathing to her stride, even when, as now, her skin felt the 
moist cling of  her jeans and the rest of  her clothes hung loose and drafty 
after exertion.  She had never run competitively, she said, and waited for 
him to suggest that they run together. 

She wondered, too, how he planned to go home, although it wasn’t far.  
As if  in reply, although she hadn’t asked, he waved an arm toward the cam-
pus and said: “My car’s on the other side of  the big building there.”  He set 
out slowly in that direction, so, while still on foot herself, she walked Billow 
along with him.  They passed a tree, and Cyleine could see the Packard 50 
yards away.  At that point, she sprang to Billow’s bare back, for beside the 
car stood a very tall man.  Another man seemed to be extracting himself  
from a discussion with the bigger fellow and managed to retreat a few steps 
at a time while still being regaled. 

Wilton turned to Cyleine and said, simply, “My dad.”  Curious enough 
to ignore her better judgment, Cyleine stayed alongside as Wilton ap-
proached the car, until she reached a respectable distance either for conver-
sation or escape. 

“Just in time,” Rex Straed said to his son. 
Wilton ignored the bait.  “I’m under ten-twenty-five today,” he said.  “I 

took a run out toward the hills.” 
“I just assured the dean that I’d speak to whomever owns this car.  You 

can’t park it on campus, Son.” 
Cyleine clucked to herself: Is the dean stupid?  “Whomever owns this car” — 

it has Virginia plates! 
Wilton bootlicked, as she saw it: “Good advice, thanks, Dad.” 
Rex looked past his son toward Cyleine, high atop Billow, but he didn’t 

actually make eye contact even though his were nearly level with hers.  He 
must be six and a half  feet tall, she guessed. 

“This is Rockie’s friend, Cici,” Wilton said. 
“From the reservation,” Rex said, not quite as a question. 
Cyleine dared to speak: “The Comosh Company, Comosh Equipment.”  

She pointed across the campus.  “We live right over there.”  Then she 
thought hard about how Wilton had worded the introduction. 

Rex went on: “You can’t just run any old place you please out here, 
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Wilt.  You don’t know whose land that is.  It could be the reservation.” 
“My family owns it, where he was running,” Cyleine responded, trying 

to be reassuring.  She wanted to add: We owned it for ten thousand years, and 
then your friends came along a hundred years ago and made us buy it from them.  She 
held her tongue. 

Rex challenged: “I’m not the one to say, but I think horses aren’t sup-
posed to be brought on campus.” 

Cyleine wanted to laugh bitterly.  Again she withheld comment. 
Rex went on: “So you met up out there, did you?” 
“By chance, Dad.  It’s not as if  I would be expecting someone out 

there.  Hey, do you need a ride home?” 
“No, I have a meeting.  And then your mother is going to come to a 

banquet this evening.  She’ll need to use this car.” 
“I can bring her over.” 
Rex began to walk away.  “You let her use the car if  she wants to, un-

derstand?” 
“Sure do, Dad.” 
Wilton stood for a moment, watching his dad stalk away.  When he 

turned back toward Cyleine, she and Billow were nearly past the tree and 
breaking into a gallop.  He wondered how she could have ridden away so 
quietly. 

Cyleine fought her disappointment in being introduced as Garnette’s 
friend.  Why wasn’t she his own friend?  Well, except for a few hellos in the 
school hallway and a couple more at their house, they had really not even 
spoken to each other.  What was she looking for?  Gallantry?  Mettle?  
“Dad, this is my new friend, Cyleine.”  Courtesy on the part of  Leroy Straed?  
Deference?  “Very pleased to meet you, Cici.”  She berated herself  for lying, 
too.  Her family did own some land near the stretch where she had inter-
cepted his run, or he her ride, and perhaps even part of  where he had 
charted his two-mile course.  But it wasn’t all theirs. 

She was about fed up with the Straed parents.  And she didn’t even find 
Wilton attractive.  Or interesting.  He had his father’s head and hair the 
color of  a paper sack — trimmed the same way, too, thick and wavy on 
top, tapering slightly toward the ears but still full, shaved squarely and 
sharply at the sideburns and across the back.  Both wore glasses.  Wilton’s 
were thick at the metal rims and so big around they seemed to obscure 
most of  his already huge face.  He was a pretty ordinary guy, altogether.  At 
school she could tell that he had a few friends among his fellow runners.  
But he was not popular. 

Then again, neither was she, by her own assessment, attractive or inter-
esting.  Popular be damned.  Perhaps he liked to keep to himself, as she did.  
Figuring out what pleased other people took a lot of  effort and was rarely 
anything but futile.  She didn’t care to waste her energy on it.  One-on-one 
friendships gave her all the social involvement she wanted.  On the other 
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hand, Garnette loved her brother.  Indeed, she had told Cyleine, so often 
and in so many ways, that Wilton had saved her life.  Not literally, as from 
the jaws of  a shark, but he had been the first to recognize her sensory 
deficits, hearing first and then vision. 

Cyleine cheered up by the time she reached the comfort of  the barn 
and the therapeutic act of  brushing her horse.  She couldn’t help smiling as 
she replayed some of  the lighter moments she had enjoyed so far in Gar-
nette’s company. 



EIGHT: THE SPEECH 

Garnette and Cyleine were given permission to spend their study 
hall time together in the English classroom, when available, and in the li-
brary.  They had begun a systematic search for words. 

As she was learning to speak, words with one spelling but alternate 
meanings or alternate pronunciations baffled Garnette.  The thieves turned left 
and left the church after they stole the stole.  To my utter astonishment I was not able to 
utter a thing.  Well, he thought, I wasn’t able to draw water from the well very well.  
She focused on these.  Cyleine concentrated on words with alternate pro-
nunciations.  His weird affect didn’t affect her.  Tonight she would perfect the perfect 
soup.  Reaching to close the window, he realized he was not close enough.  They were 
free to read anything the school had available.  So one day they could be 
poring over National Geographic and another day they would be deep into 
The Great Books of  the Western World.  When either of  them discovered one 
for her list, or sometimes for the other’s list, both would share the excite-
ment. 

Within the first weeks of  school, Cyleine had visited the Straed home a 
couple more times, where Garnette cheerfully showed her mother how 
they were now generating lists of  words and offered more explanation than 
Wilma cared to hear. 

It was Cyleine’s lasting impression that she would flee in horror if  or-
dered to spend 24 hours in this household.  It appeared to be furnished 
with everything advertised on television for the modern home, but with a 
stab at grandeur.  Polished silver gleamed from behind glass cabinet doors 
near the dining table.  A hundred cut crystals, dangling in rings around a 
hidden ceiling lamp, shattered and scattered the sun’s low afternoon rays — 
nature’s impressive intrusion into the stiffly-ordered house.  Paintings of  
improbable cityscapes, framed in gaudy gold, dominated each large wall 
space.  Tall candles stood unlit on every horizontal surface.  This much 
made the house appear prepared to host the entourage of  a visiting digni-
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tary.  Worst of  all, a shelf  unit that could have held a hundred useful books 
was instead crowded with dozens of  dolls which, Cyleine realized, were 
meant to resemble Missus Straed. 

On a Thursday afternoon, at Garnette’s house after school, ostensibly 
to study words, Garnette steered Cyleine, for only the second time, to her 
own bedroom.  From the first it had not been what Cyleine expected.  The 
room was freshly painted this time, now a pastel orange, and some things 
had been added — newly unpacked, Cyleine supposed.  On a plain oak 
dresser stood a small trifold mirror.  Before, there had been only a hand 
mirror, and yet there was still no other mirror in the room.  A three-shelf  
stand held some books and a couple ragged stuffed animals.  On top of  it 
rested the portable record player that had been there before along with a 
thin stack of  records — singles, 45s.  A simple, white chenille bedspread 
was tucked under and around a thin pillow on a “twin” bed, and beside the 
bed on a stand stood a small, painted and glazed ceramic lamp in the shape 
of  a happy Dumbo. 

Garnette’s dresser now also held one of  her mother’s foot-tall dolls, 
mounted on a hidden stand.  As Cyleine examined it closely, Garnette ex-
plained: “It makes my mom feel important in my world.  Yeah, the face and 
legs, and the arms are made from a pair of  my grandmother’s underpants.” 

Unintentionally Cyleine’s face registered repugnance. 
“I knooow!” Garnette agreed.  “I never had a Barbie or Wets-’er-Bedsy 

doll.  Just this and a Rackety Ann.” 
Cyleine let it pass.  She had grown up playing with Rayleine’s Betsy Wet-

sy doll.  
“My mom paid to have dolls created in her likeness and wanted to start 

a doll collectors’ museum in Virginia.  My dad opposed it in our high-class 
Richmond society.  She thinks he might allow it in a small town.” 

He might allow it?  Cyleine cringed inwardly but shrugged in response. 
“That was her plan after I turned down her offer to turn me into a 

pageant princess,” Garnette went on.  “Not to become Miss America — 
she didn’t believe they’d let me compete.  She once offered to start a Miss 
Deaf  America corporation in every state and maybe I could win it the first 
time sort of  as a Thank you to her for getting it started.  But that just makes 
you think: Well, let’s have a Miss Blind America or Miss Dwarf  America, 
you know?” 

“Miss American Indian,” Cyleine suggested. 
“Right!” Garnette agreed.  “See what I mean?  What’s the point of  any 

of  it?  The most beautiful girl?  Not that you couldn’t be the most beautiful 
Indian, but I happen to think it’s what you do that matters, not what you 
look like.  Wilton thinks it’s creepy for a bunch of  girls to all get naked al-
most and let a bunch of  men judge them on their legs and stuff, but that’s 
what our mom did for years.  And in gowns and stuff  too. 

“Not that he wouldn’t like to be one of  the judges.  He said he could 
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enjoy doing that until he thought about his mom or his sister or his girl-
friend being stared at in her underwear and then it just seems immoral.  I’d 
think: OK, six judges have just crowned me the most beautiful deaf  girl in 
America.  Does anyone really care about that?  I guess I wouldn’t ever have 
to do anything else for the rest of  my life because I’ve reached the pinnacle 
of  success right there!” 

As her friend was talking Cyleine was looking her over and decided that 
Garnette was right on all counts but was also underestimating her physical 
assets.  She could win a beauty contest, but she did little to emphasize her 
good features.  And that made her all the more genuine.  Cyleine turned 
her attention back to the bedroom itself. 

On the wall hung a single unframed oil painting on stretched canvas, 
maybe ten by fourteen, depicting a beach with a small girl on hands and 
knees in a lime green swimsuit reaching with one arm around a sand castle 
under construction.  There was energy in the foaming waves under a light 
azure sky, heat in the toasted sand, industry in the carefully-sculpted struc-
ture.  A pale pink sunburn tinged the upper sides of  the girl’s otherwise-
white-skinned long legs and arms.  Contented aloneness pervaded the 
scene.  The initials G.A.S. were discreetly woven into the beach grass in a 
lower corner. 

“I did that in ninth grade art class,” Garnette said over Cyleine’s shoul-
der. 

“I can’t stop staring at it!” 
“That was when I was eight.  I mean, that’s how I remember it; how I 

think it would have looked to anyone else.  It was really quiet that day.  I 
wasn’t allowed to wear my hearing aid; you know why?  Because I might get 
sand in it.  Not water.”  Touching one ear reflexively, she added: “I only 
had one then.” 

“Water would have ruined it, wouldn’t it?” 
“I was afraid of  it then.  The ocean.” 
“This should be downstairs where everyone can see it.” 
“Says you.  That’s not what my mom would say,” Garnette chuckled.  

Then she switched.  “Know why I brought you up here?” 
“No,” Cyleine admitted without concern. 
Garnette carefully removed her eyeglasses.  “Notice any makeup?” 
“No, I never do.  I mean on you.  I sure do on other people, though.” 
“On my mom?” 
“Uh, yeah.  Especially the lipstick.” 
“I knooow!  Scarlet!  Ugh, right?” Garnette said, squaring her glasses 

back in place with both hands.  “I don’t need to magnify lips like these, 
anyway.”  Which is true, Cyleine thought, marveling at their almost meaty 
fullness.  Garnette went on: “I give them a touch of  their own color, just to 
keep them glowing.  You’ll need to get your own color.  Then… watch…” 

Garnette pulled at her own cheek and did something beside her nose 
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that Cyleine didn’t catch.  “And I do a tiny bit around my eyes,” she said, 
dabbing expertly behind her glasses. 

Then she reached into a drawer and brought out a small, tin box like a 
lunchbox.  She lifted a couple items from it, laid them on the top of  the 
dresser, and turned back to Cyleine.  Wielding a small brush, she asked: 
“Have you tried any of  this yourself ?” 

“Nooo,” Cyleine protested insincerely. 
“Can I try something?” 
“OK, but…” 
“Very, very little,” Garnette muttered as she brushed Cyleine’s lashes 

and then rubbed something onto her upper eyelids. 
Cyleine quietly mumbled, trying to hold still: “OK.” 
Garnette said: “Some shading…” as she experimented for a minute on 

one eye, then a minute on the other.  Then she worked a different shade 
into the first.  Changing tools, she laid a warm hand on top of  Cyleine’s 
head to press a thumb over each eyebrow, and said: “Eyebrows… eye-
brows…  There!”  She studied the results and then rummaged for another 
tool.  Applying it to matching contours on each eyebrow, she commented 
that it didn’t really need anything but to be evened up.  She laid down her 
applicator and picked up the trifold mirror for Cyleine’s use. 

“I… don’t see anything,” Cyleine told her. 
“That’s what I had in mind.” 
Cyleine looked at herself  again and shrugged.  “Well, I do see, because 

I’m looking for it, and, it’s more like I wish I looked.” 
Garnette took the mirror and said: “We need to get you a couple things, 

because your color is richer and your eyes jump right out.  I mean, they 
don’t bulge out, they’re just so dark they’re totally commanding.  I need eye 
shadow from pink to purple.  I darkened this beige with purple for you.  
But you need to get a couple things between peach and cinnamon.  Your 
lashes, though!  I wish I was born with those.  They’re just right.  You al-
most have to do something to make them more understated.  That’s why 
you can’t see what I did.” 

“Why do anything?” Cyleine asked. 
“It’s simple.  You need to take charge of  what people see.” 
“But I don’t see any makeup on you.” 
“You’re not supposed to!  And sometimes I want to burn these glasses, 

but I figured I may as well use them to my best advantage.  So I don’t try to 
make my glasses disappear into my face the way Wilton does with those 
metal ones.  Anyway, we’ll start all over when we get you the right colors.  
Then I’ll show you how to do a tiny bit more at a time — this much — 
what we just did — for one week, a little more for a week, then maybe hold 
right there or go a little more, but not so your mom will say ‘ARE YOU 
WEARING MAKEUP?’ — and then when you want to really dress up — 
for a dance, maybe — then you do your basic stuff  and enhance just a little 
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on that and he won’t know what hit him!” 
“Who’s ‘he?’” 
Garnette gave her a look of  exasperation.  “Is there never going to be a 

‘he?’” 
Cyleine smiled.  “I hope so.”  She wondered how Garnette could be so 

positive.  Hearing aids and glasses, Cyleine decided, would make her want 
to go live alone on the prairie. 

Later in September Cyleine at last managed to keep Garnette at her own 
house while she began preparing supper.  The contrast between their two 
homes Garnette found enlightening and humbling.  Where the Straed 
house rested high on a foundation, this one nestled closer to but not direct-
ly on the ground.  It was probably no smaller inside than the house she 
lived in, but it seemed so.  Perhaps the lower ceilings — adequate but not 
eight feet high — contributed to the homey impression.  Perhaps the dark-
er walls, decorated with comforting things like quilts and dried flowers, 
made it seem smaller and more inviting.  While the house on Iris Street, 
even to Garnette, felt sterile, formal, institutional, the Comosh house was 
furnished as if  to welcome the honorable-mentions after a local rodeo or 
to enfold a weary stranger just rescued from a snowstorm.  Garnette exam-
ined the walls and shelves as she might if  freely roaming a local museum. 

Cyleine showed off  her recipe book as she sliced some beets into a new 
stew.  “This is number thirty-eight, for tomorrow,” she said.  “Tonight’s 
supper is leftovers, number thirteen and number two.  Take the cover off  
that bowl there; you’ll see.” 

Garnette asked: “Is this what you mean by ‘tovers for lunch?” 
“Want me to bring you some tomorrow?  Not that.  It’ll be all gone.  

Tomorrow could be a surprise.  I’ll have to see what else is in here,” Cyleine 
said, nodding toward the refrigerator. 

“Yes!  This is, what, a salad?” 
“Yep.  It’s a complete meal, though.  A lentil salad with roasted cau-

liflower and roasted mushrooms.  Everything you need is in it.  The trick to 
lentils is to boil them in chicken broth, and then when they’re cooked and 
still warm, cover them with this dressing.”  She pointed to the part of  the 
recipe that listed olive oil, red wine vinegar, and mustard for the dressing. 

Garnette read the recipe for thirteen, then looked at several others.  
Evermore after this, new worlds in food continued to open to her as 
Cyleine provided her a couple of  lunches a week between those Garnette 
brought for herself. 

One day on their walk to school, soon after they were set loose on their 
word quest, Cyleine, her eyes bursting with inspiration, shook Garnette’s 
shoulder and exclaimed:  “Garnette!  You have to tell the class the stuff  
you’ve told me!  How you learned to talk and why it was so hard!” 

Garnette scowled.  “You mean give a speech?”  She had already casually 
allowed her hearing aids to be seen by a few students but had not overtly 
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uncovered them. 
“Well, kind of.  Just talk about it.  I love all the little things you’ve told 

me, how things didn’t make sense, how your brother was your guide, how 
he told your parents — all that!” 

“That was so long ago.” 
“Yeah, but you’ve just told me as if  it was still fresh.” 
“It is.  I’ll never forget.” 
“You didn’t make it up, did you?” 
“How can you make up stuff  like that?  No.” 
“I don’t mean so they’ll make fun of  you.  I think people need to un-

derstand — not just about you but about anyone else who… who doesn’t 
have a full toolbox, so to speak, when the job begins.  The job of  life, you 
know?  You have the gift for saying it.  There are a lot of  people who 
would say it if  they could, but they don’t have a voice, or if  they have the 
voice they don’t have the words, or the gift for getting it across if  they do 
have the words.  You have all of  that.” 

Garnette didn’t need a lot of  coaxing.  A day later, they had persuaded 
Mister Turnbull to let her talk about it before their English class.  Language 
was the subject of  the course, after all, and language had come to Garnette 
with great difficulty.  The teacher suggested that he turn the period over to 
her on the following Monday and he would say that he had asked her to do 
it. 

Although Cyleine argued that she would have looked dazzling in a 
miniskirt, and could have worn one modestly, Garnette maintained that she 
always avoided the style.  She didn’t trust her own sense of  balance, and, if  
she were to trip and sprawl, a miniskirt would only magnify her embar-
rassment.  “Haven’t you noticed,” Cyleine recalled her asking, “how often I use a 
wall to steady myself  or grab a chair as I walk past it?”  On the day of  her 
“speech” she wore a black knit vest over a white blouse, a fringed wool 
skirt in a predominantly red tartan, and black tights with flats.  And she had 
rinsed all the starch from her hair so it could bounce freely behind her in a 
ponytail.  A tan-colored hearing aid clung possessively behind each ear, like 
a little monkey with a long arm plunged into the ear canal. 

Turn-bullet was prepared to hear her stand and announce only that she 
was wearing hearing aids, but he had prepared to give her the entire class 
period. 

Monday came quickly.  Once the room was filled and the bell rang, Mis-
ter Turnbull stood to calm the class and then, without a word, bowed to 
Garnette and then backed out of  the way.  Garnette stood and walked 
front and center.  The class nearly stopped breathing. 

“Hi.  Everyone.  I’m Garnette Straed, I guess you know.  Mister Turn-
bull gave me the opportunity to say something to you.  So here it goes.  
Um, first, I guess you know that my brother and I came here from Virginia.  
That's where I was born.  Well, he was born in O-hi-o, but that’s a different 
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story. 
“So, last spring he was the one who told me we were going to move — 

to Beerfest, South Dakota.  That’s what I heard, anyway.  It’s near Vapid 
Sadie, he said.  Not far from Scourges.  ‘Beerfest?  Beerfist?  Bearfist?’ I 
asked.  He kept repeating it and I kept asking: ‘Experiment?  Spearmint?’  
Then he said it in sign language: Spearfish.”  Garnette was careful to mis-
pronounce the towns’ names as she had heard them.  Her enunciation of  
many words carried echoes of  drills in elocution, once a standard course of  
study in public schools but, for her, a method concocted by her brother.  
She also spoke with tonal hints either of  a first language other than English 
or of  learning to speak years after the structures of  certain anatomical 
parts had developed, from her larynx to her lips. 

She continued: “Some of  you already know that I have a hearing prob-
lem.  I had trouble with the parse of  speech, you might say.  And, as Paul 
and Charlotte, and Bonnie back there do — Hi, Bonnie! — I need fairly 
strong glasses to see.  Lots of  people need glasses, and it’s pretty obvious 
by fourth or fifth grade, and so our parents get the note from school that 
we’ve been tested and — guess what! — we have twenty-forty vision and 
there aren’t enough seats right under the blackboard, so we’re sending this 
note home to say you have to buy your kid some glasses.  And Mom and 
Dad squawk for days about where are they going to get fifty dollars to pay 
a doctor and to buy us glasses and we hear: ‘You just want them so you’ll 
look smart,’ and we’re thinking ‘Now I’m going to be really hideous,’ and 
then we come to school after Christmas vacation wearing them.” 

Garnette turned to look for Mister Turnbull, then glanced the other 
direction.  He was by the door, and the principal was standing in the door-
way, apparently listening.  Garnette beckoned to him.  The principal stayed 
in the doorway and gestured for her to go on. 

“Well, I’m actually here to tell you I have a profound hearing impair-
ment, sixty to eighty percent of  the entire audible range in each ear.  I’ve 
had it since birth.  There’s no reason that anyone knows for sure, but my 
aunt says that my mother had German measles when she was pregnant 
with me.  If  she did, she doesn’t need to feel guilty.  But she won’t talk 
about it. 

“Other than that, I didn’t have scarlet fever as a baby and nobody 
dropped me off  a balcony, although maybe my older brother wanted to a 
few times.  We did fall down the basement stairs together when I was nine, 
but they already knew I was ‘deaf ’ by then. 

“I don’t think of  it as a hearing loss, though, because I didn’t lose it; I 
never had it.  Now, you might wonder what it was like when I was a baby 
and learning to walk and not talk.” 

Garnette paused. 
“Well, I wonder too, because who remembers that time?  I sure don’t!  

They say your conscious memories go back to about the time you learned 
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to put words to things and ideas.  But I didn’t have words until I was at 
least five years old.  Even then, they were words I made up.  My way to say 
‘Mama’ was” — she made a pouting face by shoving out her lower jaw.  “It 
was only much later that I finally understood that, when I made that face, 
she thought I was about to cry, so she’d pick me up.  So that was my word 
for Mama.  Later I called her ‘Moo.’” 

That brought some snickers. 
Suspecting that she might be exceeding her allotted time, Garnette 

looked once more for Mister Turnbull.  She found him seated at his desk, 
behind her, but the principal was seated next to him and two other teachers 
stood with their backs to the blackboard. 

She went on.  “My brother, Wilton, is a year and a half  older than I am, 
and he was the first one to realize that I couldn’t hear.  And he was the first 
one to point out that I couldn’t see either, once he realized he had the same 
problem. 

“I called him Wig-on when I first realized that people had names and 
then heard someone else pronounce his name.  And the best I could do 
with my own name at first was ‘Roggy,’ which he changed to ‘Rockie.’  Be-
fore that, though, Wilton and I had this made-up language.  Part of  it was 
gestures, actually our own sign language, and part of  it was certain ways of  
touching, and part of  it was making faces. 

“Wilton has as much trouble seeing things at a distance as I do, so he 
has glasses too, but he had no trouble learning to talk.  He just thought I 
would catch up to him, but in the meantime he made up ways to tell me 
things and ways I could tell him things.  He knew I couldn’t hear by the 
time he was four or five.  By the time he was six or seven, he was getting 
tired of  interpreting for me.  And, I later learned, my parents would tell 
him: ‘Let her speak for herself !’” 

Again, Garnette paused in her monologue as she took a few steps to 
reach her desk.  The classroom sat silent, waiting.  All eyes were on hers 
and she continually made contact with every other pair in the room, includ-
ing those behind her. 

She pulled something from a small bag at her desk and held it up.  “My 
first hearing aid,” she said.  It was a metal instrument about the dimensions 
of  a pack of  cigarettes, with a twisted two-wire cord dangling from it. 

Indicating the metal box part of  it, she said: “This part clipped to my 
clothes somewhere.  And I didn’t wear brassieres when I was six” — at 
this, with a coquettish grin she curtsied — “so I usually wore two shirts.  
But it still bulged out somewhere.” 

Still at her desk, she took a tattered piece of  paper from her bag.  This 
she carefully wrapped around the box.  Now it was a pack of  Camels: plain 
paper with segments from a Camel pack raggedly taped to it. 

“When I was eight I actually could draw pretty well, but crayons didn’t 
make a very good camel.  So mostly, people didn’t catch on.  But I thought 
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I was cool.  Then when I was about ten, I found an empty pack on the 
street, so I used that, and here it still is!  For one thing, wrapping the re-
ceiver interfered with reception — I didn’t understand that at the time.  
Then, when Dad found my ‘Camel pack’ in my room one night, all hell 
broke loose.”  She put the old hearing aid back into the bag and walked 
confidently to the front again. 

“You would think that would have solved all my problems, my hearing 
problems.  In a simple sense, it did.  I could hear: loud, confusing bursts of  
sound in one ear.  The truth is, I could hear a little bit since birth — enough 
that my  baby brain must have paid some small attention to it, but my con-
scious brain mostly ignored it until I had this. 

“But, once I started wearing the hearing aid, my language problems had 
only just begun.  See, words come in two ways.  The written word is some-
thing you can trust.  You don’t hear it, you see it.  You can look at it for as 
long as you want to.  Its meaning doesn’t have to escape you.  The spelling 
can tell you what other words are related to it.  Maybe as you look at it you 
hear it in your head, too.  The spoken word, on the other hand, is tossed 
into the atmosphere to mingle with steam hissing from a radiator and peo-
ple rudely interrupting from the television and car noises outside, and I had 
to begin to separate words from all the other sounds in the air. 

“So, here I was, rapidly and eagerly learning language when I was six, 
seven, eight.  Learning language, first the spoken part and, right behind the 
spoken part, the written part.  I could draw really well, because that was 
another language Wilton and I shared.  But, the spoken part… well, let me 
give you an example.  One day a woman we were visiting asked my mom, 
‘Does your family eat chalk a lot?’  Mom said: ‘Oh, yes, we all eat chalk a 
lot.  We love it!’ 

“Well, I wanted to cry!  Mom, I wanted to say, I’ve tasted chalk!  I hate it!” 
The class had a good laugh. 
“Another time — I was almost nine — we were getting gas on our way 

to drive to Connecticut, and someone asked Dad, ‘What will you do 
tonight?’ and he said: ‘I guess we’ll have to stain a motel.’”  She mimed 
painting a wall. 

More laughter. 
“I have some cousins back in Virginia, and I was playing with one — 

we were twelve I think — and I thought I heard her say ‘Crush my heart 
and hope you die!’  That really hurt my feelings.  I shouted back at her, 
‘Crush my heart and I hope you die!’  I ran to my aunt and… well, you get it, 
I guess. 

“When I was thirteen, my friend’s older brother was in a plane crash in 
Vietnam, and the family was very religious, so when they heard about it, 
what did they do?  They went to church and — parade!  A solemn parade, I 
assumed. 

“But this sort of  thing still happens to me every day.  The night before 
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school started this year, my mom asked me: ‘Will you cut off  your armor 
tomorrow morning?’  Sometimes I get sarcastic with her, but I wasn’t at the 
time, so I wondered why she was implying that I had my armor on.  So I 
had to go back through the sentence and try to discover what word I 
missed or mis-heard.  Meanwhile, she was still talking, so I missed every-
thing in the next two sentences, too.  So by then she was frustrated, be-
cause I wasn’t listening.  And I wasn’t!  I was replaying the first sentence 
still trying to make sense of  it.” 

“Did you cut off  your armor?” Nick, one of  the boys, asked. 
“Nope.  And just yesterday I heard you ask Paul: ‘Do you have the 

cheese to make rocks?’” 
The class cracked up. 
Paul brightened and supplied the translation: “Nick asked whether I had 

the keys to his truck!” 
Someone else piped up: “What was your mom asking you?” 
“‘Will you set up your alarm for tomorrow morning?’  She finally re-

peated it, and then I could tell what she meant.”  Garnette realized that she 
was no longer standing at the front of  the class but had centered herself  in 
the room.  Everyone was turned to look at her. 

“I still have problems with the direction a sound is coming from, and 
whether it’s a voice on television or a real person speaking.  And sometimes 
I think it’s a voice but it’s a chair scratching the floor.” 

Another pause.  She thought about the many ways Mister Turnbull 
would use movement and even the way light fell on him from the windows 
in order to keep the class attentive.  She moved toward the wall away from 
the windows so no one would have to endure the intense daylight outdoors 
in order to see her.  “But I have to tell you guys about another thing.”  
Garnette looked down and then back toward Mister Turnbull.  He nodded.  
She looked at the class.  “It’s about music.  See, after I started wearing the 
old hearing aid, I could actually hear music.  But the thing is, it was just 
noise.  Just thumping and whining noise.  And in our house, my parents 
owned a record player but they never put anything on it.  And I didn’t care, 
because it was nothing to me anyway.  Then, one day when I was nine — 
I’ll tell you in a minute where we were — it was quiet in the house we were 
at except there was this exquisite sound.” 

Garnette sucked in her lower lip.  Her eyes began to glisten.  “I ran to 
the room where the sound seemed to be coming from.  For once I guessed 
right and didn’t go in the wrong direction.  It was a record.  It was music.”  
She paused.  “I finally understood music.  It was Tchaikovsky’s Piano Con-
certo Number One.”  Again she stopped.  “Van Cliburn,” Garnette contin-
ued in a high, soft voice. 

“It was a whole new experience.  And when I think of  Paradise, where 
we finally meet God, I know I’ll hear music the way I’m supposed to.  I 
have that record now, too.  But I only play it when I know I can cry with it 
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in private.  It’s that beautiful, you guys. 
“And now I’ll tell you where I was when I first heard it.  When I said we 

were going to stain a motel on the way to Connecticut — I didn’t know 
then how far Connecticut was or even where it was, so I didn’t understand 
that we would have to stay somewhere overnight.  It was a surprise trip for 
my birthday, and we were actually going to meet Helen Keller.  My parents 
arranged it.  I guess I was a handful, and they wanted me to meet the per-
son who had mastered the worst sensory problems a person can have, be-
cause she had been a handful for her parents, too. 

“So we were at her house on my ninth birthday.  And I met Helen 
Keller and we were talking, through an interpreter because I didn’t do sign 
language yet, especially not the way she did.  She could actually say some 
things, though, Helen Keller could, so I had a little conversation with her 
while she touched my face or held my hands.  But it was in her house 
where I first heard Tchaikovsky.  It wasn’t on for her benefit, though.  They 
just had it playing for atmosphere.  For the person who stayed with her 
some of  the time, I guess.  And that’s one thing that just about kills me 
now: I was listening to the most beautiful music in the world in the house 
of  a person who would never hear it at all.  Until she went to Paradise, that 
is.” 

“What did Helen Keller talk about?” a student asked. 
“I don’t remember much about meeting her except that she told me to 

look at the stars; that she most misses being able to see the heavens and the 
twinkling of  stars above.  She didn’t remember seeing stars — before she 
went blind, but she had a vague recollection of  seeing the moon and she 
could imagine stars all around it.” 

Garnette brightened.  “Here’s another one.  I’m almost done, I promise.  
But when I was, oh, ten or eleven, there was an orchestra on television and 
my aunt said: ‘Don’t you just love the sound of  violins?’  Then, not an hour 
later, my brother turned to a show and our aunt said, ‘No, you can’t watch 
that — there’s too much violins.’  He understood her, but I didn’t because, 
to my ears, there’s no difference between” — and she pronounced each 
one carefully — “violence and violins.” 

She turned to Mister Turnbull once more and then back to the room.  
“I just want to say one last thing.  That quiz we had on the first day — 
words that sound alike — that’s what I’ve been dealing with ever since I 
could hear.  Ever since I started using language.  That crazy list Mister 
Turnbull put on the board the next class?  That list was mine.  You guys are 
lucky.  It comes easily.  Easier, anyway.  But what saved me was a brother 
who read to me a lot and made up word lessons for me and made me read 
to him aloud and drilled me over and over on how to pronounce things, 
and I had teachers along the way who pushed me to read a lot, too.  And, I 
guess, I caught the fever to learn.  I struggle all the time with words I hear 
but I’m not daunted at all by written words.  And I love them, and I’m go-
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ing to master them.  I still haven’t thought much about other languages, 
though.  I hear some of  the things coming out of  the Spanish class, and I 
think: Who can make sense of  that?!  I wish I could, so one of  my goals in 
life is to study and learn to speak Spanish.  Or Greek.  Or Chinese, which 
my brother studied in ninth and tenth grade.” 

As she returned to her desk she said: “Thank you, Mister Turnbull, for 
letting me talk.” 

The other teachers and the principal each gave her longing looks.  One 
was shaking her head slowly.  Another waved softly and smiled. 

Turn-bullet looked at his birds and then picked up a piece of  paper.  He 
also raised the pull-down map that had been covering half  of  the black-
board, revealing a list that the students had already seen: ascend ascent assent, 
accident occident, carotid garroted, and so on. 

Mister Turnbull had about fifteen minutes to add his own coda.  “When 
I received your quizzes on the opening day, every one of  you had written a 
good solid list.  There were a few words that I questioned, because there is 
a subtle difference in the pronunciation of  ‘lightening’ versus ‘lightning,’ 
for instance.  Between ‘close’ and ‘clothes.’  For pairs such as those I gave 
half  credit, as you know by now.  I even gained quite a few new pairs for 
my collection, and overall I was pleased with everyone’s work.  But one 
person, obviously a good reader, added numerous new pairs to my list, and 
we two have already discussed that.  And then this other person, as we’ve 
just heard and as you see here, came up with a list that at first made me 
wonder whether she was mocking me.  These are only some of  the dubious 
homophones that she listed that day.” 

He nodded at Garnette.  “And so we had a conference, and I learned a 
little bit of  what she has just shared with you.  And because I learned so 
much, I was eager for all of  you to learn from it, too.  Because she per-
suaded me that, to say that two words sound alike, is strongly subjective.” 

Turn-bullet went on to discuss the difference between “subjective” and 
“objective.”  In the period’s last minutes he pointed to the pair, “tar” and 
“tire” on the board, and asked: “Why would someone say these two sound 
alike?  Anybody?” 

“Because in the South, they say ‘tire’ like ‘tar,’” came an anonymous 
reply. 

“Which makes it a ‘subjective’ judgment that they sound alike,” the 
teacher added.  Checking the clock, he quickly jotted a list of  words on the 
blackboard, told the class to write them down, then abruptly lost his audi-
ence’s attention at the first bell. 

Cyleine added them all to her notebook, though.  She would be ready 
for the next session, when they would discuss abrupt, bankrupt, corrupt, dis-
rupt, erupt, interrupt, irrupt, and rupture. 



NINE: GUESTS FOR SUPPER 

Cyleine took Billow for an exhilarating ride after hearing Gar-
nette’s speech in school.  Still discouraged by the encounter with Wilton 
and his father of  a week earlier, she returned from the distant fields and 
was met outside the barn by her older brother, Webster Comosh, who sat 
in the driver’s seat of  a surprisingly clean and newer-model Chevy.  On the 
other end of  the front seat sat a young Indian whom Cyleine did not rec-
ognize.  Webster greeted his sister through the open window and then en-
deavored to extract his heavy body from the car.  His companion exited on 
the other side. 

“Mom and Lionel are in the shop.  I guess you’d know that,” Webster 
said. 

Her perch on the horse’s back gave Cyleine a sense of  security, a com-
manding elevation, an appreciation why superior cavalry officers are de-
picted in the saddle while their troops remain afoot.  Her already-compro-
mised mood sank further, though, when she realized she must dismount in 
order to pass into the barn.  She could, she calculated, remain on Billow 
and ride around to the back before getting off.  But Webster was here, not 
out back, and she needed to deal with him. 

She dismounted.  “Yeah, they’re working,” she acknowledged.  “And 
Dad’s gone over to Sturgis for something.  Probably be right back.” 

“Good,” Webster said without meaning Good he’s gone.  “Hey, this is 
Tanner Engine.  My wife’s nephew, if  you know what I mean.” 

“Is Judy with you?” 
“Naw.  She’s working.  Well, so are we, in a way.  I’ve started this busi-

ness, and Tanner is my driver.” 
That left Cyleine puzzled.  Tanner had been in the passenger seat. 
“We came to see if  we can offer Dad some services now and then.  He 

spends so much time on the road hauling equipment, I was explaining to 
Tanner.” 
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Tanner walked around the car and stopped when he reached Billow’s 
muzzle.  He met the horse’s eyes and spoke softly to her, then acknowl-
edged Cyleine.  She watched his interaction with the horse.  That would tell 
her a lot. 

Webster went on: “Mom is coming over in a little bit.  Been hunting.  
Brought her some birds.” 

Cyleine was able to smile at this news.  She liked the grouse and pheas-
ants that she and Lionel sometimes shot.  They were lean, flavorful, and 
gave her opportunities to do great things with spices.  Then she frowned.  
“It’s not the season, yet.” 

“On the rez, Kiddeo.  Rez rules.” 
“Oh, yeah.”  Still, she had her doubts. 
“Mom said maybe you and she would roast one up for supper, if  you 

don’t mind Tanner and me staying for a while.” 
She wondered: Did “a while” mean until dark or until Christmas? 
“And I thought you might like to meet Tanner, too.” 
The young man walked toward her, stroking Billow’s neck as he ap-

proached.  She offered a handshake.  He returned it politely. 
“You can see he’s good with horses,” Webster prattled on. 
By now Cyleine realized what bothered her about Webster.  He had 

added sixty or eighty pounds to his girth — that much hadn’t escaped her 
at all, but his hair, long and always unwashed-looking, was about one-third 
gray.  Even their mother’s hair was only half  gray. 

Madeleine exited the front of  the shop, a hundred feet away, and head-
ed straight in the direction of  the crowd before the barn.  The sight of  her, 
even as she rubbed her hands with a rag while she eyed the gathering, gave 
Cyleine a surge of  joy.  She watched as her mother walked directly, erectly, 
confidently, and strongly toward them, which was also the direction to the 
house, which sat on the other side of  the barn. 

Madeleine Comosh was Cyleine’s idol.  The woman, now 51, an inch or 
two taller than her daughter, projected a feminine figure that could still ad-
mirably fill a party dress — if  she even owned one, but a figure that could 
also give a wrestler pause before tackling her.  If  Cyleine could live much 
the same way her mother did right now, she would be happy.  Work such as 
Madeleine’s chosen job did not daunt her.  Living modestly in obscure 
anonymity did not discourage her.  The thought of  marriage to a good, 
cheerful, wise man, such as her father, heartened her.  Producing a disap-
pointing child like Webster did not even worry her. 

“Webster, Dear, let’s go clean those birds,” Madeleine said as she con-
tinued walking past the cluster loitering at the barn entrance. 

“What makes you think they aren’t cleaned?” Webster complained. 
“Why would I think they already are?” she retorted. 
“Tanner, help Cyleine in the barn, will you?” Webster ordered, and he 

yanked a cooler from the car’s trunk. 
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Cyleine suddenly panicked inside, not because she was now forced to 
entertain a stranger, but because she had chosen from her thoughts some 
subjects for further scrutiny and this new element would only interfere.  
She knew that for the next hour, or two or four, she would struggle to hold 
the threads of  all that had beset her thinking this day. 

School work was the least of  her worries, but there were tidbits from 
her classes that she truly wanted to retain.  She was actually learning, and 
wasn’t that the point of  school?  A discussion in history class had stimulat-
ed her curiosity.  Something she and Garnette had done in chemistry lab 
suddenly made sense.  In English, Turn-bullet had asked what his birds 
thought: Which came first in human evolution, spoken language or recep-
tive language?  She had taken notes furiously during that lecture.  She loved 
his lectures. 

She still could not sort out Wilton Straed’s behavior — self-conscious 
perhaps — or his father’s.  She had dismissed asking Garnette about it.  
Now all the thinking that she needed to do would be postponed by Web-
ster’s inopportune imposition. 

As she climbed the short ramp into the barn ahead of  him, Cyleine 
handed Billow’s reins to Tanner.  She knew the horse would follow her.  
She just wanted to see how Tanner would handle Billow’s assertiveness.  He 
turned his attention to the mare and kept quiet as he followed Cyleine into 
the aisle, the horse fully accepting his lead.  Once they halted, Tanner 
commented: “She’s a young mustang — I’d say — two-year-old?” 

Cyleine prepared the stall.  “Close enough,” she answered. 
“These others —” he began, looking around, taking in the horses. 
“Some are ours.  Some we’re boarding.  That’s a good income for me.”  

Then she thought to ask: “What do you have for horses?” 
“One of  my own, a paint.  A reject from some breeding program in 

Missouri, but they didn’t know what they were giving up.”  Tanner felt 
down the length of  Billow’s nearer front leg, then went on: “He’s an old 
stud, but an all-day rider.  And I manage some range horses for the rez — 
ervation.  Plus daily horse duty for a few other owners.” 

There was no bragging in his answer, but still, it sounded a little vague 
to Cyleine.  Together they returned the animals to their stalls which had 
earlier been turned out into the corral, contained Billow in her enclosure, 
and then Tanner set to work on the stalls at one end while Cyleine worked 
toward him from the other. 

Not much was said for a while.  She sincerely wanted to head right to 
the kitchen and work on supper after this, but that realm now belonged to 
her mother and her special guest.  Meanwhile, with the work done, Tanner 
helped himself  to a tour of  the barn.  After asking whether they owned 
this or that — farrier tools for instance, veterinary equipment for another 
— and learning that these were not services the family performed them-
selves, he masked his disappointment by asking about certain power tools 
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that he seemed to be searching for: a drill press, a sheet metal brake, a lathe. 
Cyleine explained that the family’s equipment repair shop, next door, 

held pieces such as those.  Anxious that it might relieve her of  his compa-
ny, if  she could palm him off  on Lionel or Larry or Brigg, she offered to 
take him over to see.  As she spoke, she heard a vehicle pull up outside and 
before Tanner could answer, Henry Clay strode into the barn. 

“Hey, Dad!” 
“Hey, Girl.  Hello…” 
“Tanner,” the visitor said and offered his hand. 
Henry Clay wasn’t close enough, but said: “No time.  Cici, a horse has 

been hit down on Eighty-five.  Not bad perhaps, but they can’t bring it in.  
I said I have a daughter who can talk horse.” 

Seeing her turn toward Billow’s stall, he added: “Too far for that.  We’ll 
go in the truck.” 

She already knew that Tanner had nowhere else to be for a matter of  
hours, so she gestured for him to follow.  She jumped in the middle and 
Tanner took the end of  the pickup’s bench seat. 

Henry Clay explained as he pulled out.  “It’s saddled — mare, gelding, I 
don’t know — and a passing truck, small truck, swiped it with its mirror, 
they think.  Might have hit its nose.” 

“That could be bad,” Cyleine said. 
“Rider?” Tanner asked. 
“The rider was leading it, not on it,” Henry Clay said.  “I just came onto 

it.  The guy was on the ground but unhurt.  I could see the horse tearing 
off  over the field.  There were two more mounts there, being led.  They 
took off  after it.” 

Henry Clay maneuvered through town safely but impatiently, grumbling 
that he should have gone north on McGuigan to the Interstate instead but 
arguing that he hated to go north to go south.  They finally shot out onto 
East Colorado. 

“How’d you end up on Eighty-five if  you went to Sturgis?” Cyleine 
asked. 

“Taking a hitchhiker to Deadwood,” was the reply. 
Cyleine’s legs had to share space with Tanner’s in the 1959 Chevy 

Apache 31 Deluxe pickup so Henry Clay could exercise the floor shifter 
like a circus ringmaster with his cane.  The four-wheel-drive Fleetside was 
Henry Clay’s personal ride, and he still considered it a new truck.  Tanner 
was clearly aware of  Cyleine’s closeness, shoulder to shoulder, hip to hip, 
knee to knee, as they rode, but took care to be polite about it.  At times 
their fingers touched as each one braced a hand against the dashboard dur-
ing a turn. 

Cyleine checked a couple of  times to see whether he was looking her 
way, but evidently he was being careful to avoid that much familiarity.  And 
then it struck her: Maybe she was essentially and altogether undesirable.  
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Wilton Straed had seemed to hold her at arm’s length last week and she had 
barely seen him since.  Now Tanner — What was his name? — was tolerat-
ing her nearness only as long as he had to. 

It was about a two-mile trip and was over mercifully soon.  They 
stopped behind a row of  vehicles that now numbered six or seven, and one 
was an ambulance.  What was probably the offending truck was parked on 
the opposite side of  the road from the cars which had arrived from town.  
In seconds, they were able to ascertain that the man on the ground, while 
not struck by the truck, may have suffered a fracture or two from colliding 
with the earth or the injured horse or both.  He was on a stretcher now and 
joking with the ambulance team. 

No other horses were present, but one bystander described hearing a 
couple of  shots fired from the direction they had all gone.  At least one 
other pickup truck had entered the field in pursuit.  And, as quickly as it 
took to gather this knowledge, the truck that had set out in pursuit ap-
peared in the distance, now returning, bouncing slowly over the terrain.  
Beside it a pair of  mounted riders kept to windward to avoid its dust. 

Minutes of  awkward standing around passed.  Henry Clay, during this 
hiatus, learned that Tanner had ridden out in Webster’s new car and that 
the two of  them would be guests for supper.  Cyleine stifled her grief  upon 
hearing, at last, the confirming words: The “animal” had been 
“dispatched.”   It was found on the ground, bleeding heavily from the nos-
trils and gasping through the damage.  It couldn’t have been restrained even 
if  the pursuers could have bound its legs, and it was shortly going to drown 
in is own blood.  This certainly felt like a heel grinding her day into the 
dust, and yet there were hours ahead to be endured. 

Another, slower, trip on the pickup’s front seat afforded her more time 
for misery.  Henry Clay was angry.  Tanner Strange-name — What was it? 
— pressing against her now with apparent intention, was chattering, feign-
ing cheerfulness. 

Home at last, Cyleine left Tanner with her father and hurried to the 
bathroom first before joining her mother in the kitchen.  She was safe now 
but knew there still remained the ordeal of  Webster’s departure and the 
rituals that normally accompanied that. 

Lionel had put in two hours at the shop after school, tuning a small 
diesel tractor and listening to Larry’s selection of  rock-and-roll radio.  He 
had strolled over to the house while Henry Clay and his sister were away on 
the failed horse rescue.  Word of  Webster’s presence had reached him, but 
he didn’t make any effort to knock off  work early. 

By the time Cyleine joined the party in the dining room, which served 
as their living room and family room at times like these, the brothers were 
sharing a good laugh over something.  The kitchen was a mess — another 
bummer to further sap her spirits.  Madeleine was in good humor, though, 
and immediately employed Cyleine in a mop-up while something in the 
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oven permeated the rooms with a delectable aroma. 
Henry Clay and Tanner followed her earlier entry within a minute.  

Their conversation suggested that they had briefly visited the shop.  
Against the coordinated onslaught by mother and daughter the mess re-
treated quickly.  Cyleine was glad to fade into the shadow of  her brothers 
and parents.  Tanner seemed to be following the men’s intersecting conver-
sations. 

Lionel used the word Trickster once in addressing Webster.  It seemed 
not to offend.  In Webster’s absence, Lionel was known to call him Gang-
ster, Shyster, and Lobster — the latter an oblique reference to his balloon-
ing size. 

The supper passed pleasantly.  Maybe it was Judy’s absence that loosened the 
family’s tensions, Cyleine speculated.  She paid no attention to the informa-
tion that an astute listener might have gleaned from the general chaos.  
Since coming into the kitchen she had been able to gather her scattered 
thoughts as coins spilled onto a busy street and at last she was emptying the 
bag of  change into the coin sorter between her ears.  It was a satisfying 
sound that only she could hear.  How do you suppose Helen Keller would conjure a 
sound to accompany the image of  spilling coins, she wondered. 

Some information from the chaos of  conversation did creep into her 
sorting machine, and this she retained as slugs among the coins until she 
could question someone later. 

When the meal was finished and the conversation waning, Webster was 
supplied with some provisions wrapped in foil and he himself  led the way 
to the door.  As the family spilled into the moonlight, Cyleine fell back, 
intending to be the last one out.  But there was one missing: Tanner. 

The newcomer came up behind her as a supplicant.  She turned to face 
him. 

“Have to go,” he said. 
“It was nice meeting you.” 
“Me too,” he said, and then chuckled at the gaffe.  So did she. 
“Can I call you?” he asked. 
She had to answer.  He was going around her now, about to reach the 

open doorway.  The rest of  the family, including the dogs, was outside.  She 
followed him out.  “Yes,” she answered. 

The farewells were warmer than usual — warmer than Cyleine could 
remember ever before.  The night was going to be genuinely cold, and so, 
as soon as the car backed around to aim for the road, Henry Clay ushered 
Madeleine back indoors. 

Before Lionel could squeeze past her into the house, Cyleine nudged 
him back outside.  The door closed from inside.  Creep had stuck with Li-
onel.  “Did I hear diabetes jokes in there?” she demanded after a moment. 

Lionel looked puzzled.  “Girl, your head was in a cloud in there.  Were 
you all ga-ga over that boy or something?” 
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She drew back as if  to punch him but it was a feint.  He knew it and 
pulled her close for a hug.  It was quick; she withdrew. 

“Take a walk,” he said. 
“It’s cold.” 
“Barn coats.” 
“OK.” 
They hurried to the barn and found their coats on a post.  On the way, 

Lionel told her: “Dad says Webster already has both feet on the elevator 
bound for Paradise.  He’s just came to wave good-bye before they draw the 
golden gate across and pull the handle.”  Without turning on a light, Lionel 
led the way along the stalls and listened to the horses.  There was enough 
glow from the house and the sky to make out a few contours, betraying, at 
least, where their bodies stood.  The foal was curled in a corner of  his 
mother’s stall, Halo standing guard.  The others were resting. 

They walked on through but, before stepping out the back, Lionel 
twisted a board in the darkness, removed a holster from behind it, and 
withdrew a Smith & Wesson Model 29 revolver with a six-inch barrel, 
chambered in .44-magnum.  He thrust it up under his coat, and then down 
inside his belt and against the small of  his back. 

Cyleine figured out what he was doing.  Its hiding hole in the barn was a 
family secret, and in the six or eight years they had kept it there it had dis-
patched one coyote and had disintegrated a dozen rats.  Cyleine had gradu-
ated to target shooting with it after starting with the usual rimfire rifles and 
revolvers. 

“What now?” she asked.  They strolled out under the stars. 
“Saw a puma out here last no-moon,” he said.  He preferred the scien-

tific name but never disputed the cat’s other monikers. 
“Shit,” she said.  “You should have told somebody.” 
“Yeah.  Well, now I’m telling you.  Just be ready, that’s all.  That’s one 

reason I wanted you to ease up on your runs with Billow, and especially 
don’t take her out after dark.” 

“Well, get my old ‘twenty-seven out of  the safe, then, if  I need to start 
carrying.” 

“Will do.” 
“Now, what about diabetes,” Cyleine asked.  “Does Webster have it?” 
“Bad.  He’s gonna die from it.” 
“When?!” 
“He doesn’t know.  He’s just not treating it and knows it.  Dad was do-

ing his peace pipe thing in there.  Where the heck were you, anyway?” 
Cyleine shuddered limply.  “I had a bad day.  Nothing big, just a lot of  

little things.  My head’s a mess right now.” 
“It wasn’t Tanner Engine, then.” 
“He was just one of  the little things.  What do you mean, ‘Engine’?” 
“That’s his name,” Lionel grinned. 
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“That’s not a name from any reservation, not that I’ve ever heard.” 
“He’s not rez.  He comes from somewhere east of  Cottonwood,” Li-

onel corrected.  They were a few dozen yards into the fallow field beyond 
the corral, the night starlit but starting to feel like what they used to call 
“mystery dark” when they were little. 

“He told me he’s a senior, I assume in high school,” Cyleine said, kick-
ing at nothing.  “I just assumed he was on the reservation with Webster.  
He’s a nephew of  Webster’s wife Judy.” 

“And you’re her niece,” Lionel chided.  “So, are you going to date your 
cousin?” 

“He’s not our cousin!” she barked.  “And damn!  I said Yes when he asked 
if  he could call me.” 

“Oh, well.  He has good manners,” Lionel said approvingly.  “And he’s 
‘Injun,’ so Mom and Dad won’t squirm.  I don’t think they would, anyway.” 

“Squirm about what?” she asked. 
“If  we dated a non-Indian.” 
“They wouldn’t care,” Cyleine said confidently. 
“Speaking of  non-Indians, when am I going to give your friend’s broth-

er riding lessons?” 
“That’s another one of  those little things,” Cyleine said. 
“What’s his name?” 
“Yeah.” 
“That wasn’t a yes-or-no question,” Lionel dogged her. 
“Oh.  Wilton.” 
“Same last name as Garnette?” 
“Yes, Dummy!  It’s Straed.  And what kind of  a name is ‘Engine’ any-

way.  Like train engine or fire engine?”  Then she huffed: “Do you suppose 
it’s Tanner ‘Injun’?” 

Lionel ignored that and chided: “Speaking of  Wilton, let me know if  
my impression of  him is right.  You might benefit from a little social life.” 

“Who are you dating, then, Mister Social Expert?” 
“I’m giving it some thought,” he allowed. 
“Let me know how it turns out.” 
“What happened with… Wilton, anyway?” Lionel asked, stopping to 

wait for an answer. 
“Nothing,” she shrugged again.  “I mean I saw him out running the 

other day, but then I met his dad, too.  What… what an asshole!” 
“Well, that’s my impression of  your buddy, Wilton, too.” 
“He’s not.  Garnette’s not, is she?” 
“Not in my book.  I see why you like her.” 
Cyleine thought back to Garnette’s speech in English class and the role 

that Wilton seemed to have played in raising her.  “She’s not the same, but 
she picks right up where…” 

“Where you left off  with Toleda?” 
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“Yeah, but she’s actually more than that, even,” Cyleine said, pondering.  
“There are more dimensions to her.” 

“You can say that again!” Lionel agreed.  They were walking aimlessly, 
side by side. 

Cyleine nudged him to throw him off  balance.  An instantaneous vision 
of  Lionel and Garnette together buoyed her spirits, but then she sank again 
when she contemplated how Garnette’s impairment might deter him, fair 
and kind though he were.  At least, she knew, he wouldn’t disparage the girl. 

“You haven’t met her mom,” Cyleine said. 
“Do I want to?” 
“Not especially.”  Cyleine considered quoting a couple things Wilma 

Straed had said in her earshot.  She refrained.  Lionel didn’t need to hear 
right now: “Indians have traditions they have to follow, Garnette.  We’re raising you to 
be a lady, though.  I’m sure your friend will understand.”  There was more, and it 
all sounded like that, like their family had to stay above savages and jungle-
dwellers. 

But Cyleine had a conflicting impression of  Garnette’s parents when 
she recalled all the things they had done for their handicapped child — 
expensive hearing aids, stylish if  ugly glasses, a trip to meet Helen Keller, 
an unlimited wardrobe.  And, somehow, both Garnette and Wilton had 
developed a gentleness and genuineness in their social intercourse that was 
fostered by someone, if  not their parents. 

That thought had a warming effect on her.  Maybe Wilton’s behavior 
earlier was not rejection.  Maybe he was exhausted.  Maybe she hadn’t seen 
him around much because of  cross-country practice.  Maybe he was caught 
off-guard by her and the horse that day.  Maybe he was awkward around 
girls, and even it he didn’t find Indian girls attractive maybe he was awk-
ward around them anyway.  Well, around her, that is; there weren’t many 
others in the school population.  Simplest of  all, maybe Wilton was just 
shy. 

She and Lionel had meandered around all three buildings of  the family 
cluster, Creep at their side.  Nothing else had stirred as they returned to the 
barn. 

“I have to look — I probably have homework,” Cyleine said, hanging 
her coat back on its post. 

“I know I do.  Physics.  But it’s interesting, so I’ll do it.  Mom would like 
to see me graduate.” 

“Not just Mom, you dimwit!  I’ve already bought a special dress for 
your graduation.” 

“You in a fancy dress!  That I’d like to see.” 
“You will.  If  you graduate.” 
Lionel yanked her into a quick hug and kissed her forehead.  “Love ya, 

Snana.” 
She squeezed him tightly in reply. 



TEN: THE RECALCITRANT SON 

For days Wilton brooded over his reticence before Cyleine.  He 
functioned mechanically.  Running didn’t leave him as much time to think 
as he hoped it would.  Instead, he had to remain obsessed with his time, his 
route when practicing, his next three or four steps on uncertain ground, 
and when competing, he had to work on his strategy.  He didn’t withdraw 
into an imaginary shell, however the smiling, gregarious Wilton people saw 
completely masked the brooding, worried man within. 

Throughout his life his father rarely conferred with him on personal 
matters, but after meeting Cyleine that afternoon, Rex Straed gave his son a 
stern lecture.  “Indian girls are known to lure men into some regrettable 
situations.  In Europe, it’s the Gypsies.  Indians are the Gypsies of  Ameri-
ca, Wilt.  They worship the sun and the dirt.  It sounds nice when you say 
‘earth’ but it’s still dirt.  They paint themselves with it and dust their bodies 
with it.  Dirt and blood. 

“Go out to one of  the reservations some day — go ahead and see! — 
some day when they’re having one of  their ceremonies.  They believe that 
stuff.” 

And what do you believe? Wilton wanted to ask.  He was only eleven when 
President Kennedy was inaugurated, but he remembered his father’s fury.  
A Catholic for President!  They don’t believe in birth control, so look at them all having 
eight, nine, ten kids!  More babies, more Catholics!  With one as President, now every-
one is going to want to be Catholic!  They pray to Mary and Joseph, for Christ's sake!  
Come on! 

Rex Straed was forgetting that his sister had married a Catholic and she 
didn’t have eight-nine-ten children.  And he couldn’t even vote.  Rex had 
never sworn an oath of  citizenship in the United States.  But he preached 
the line of  a firm Democrat, so it shook his convictions to the core when 
“Jumpin’ Jack Kennedy” was elected.  Who’s next?  A Jew?  They crucified 
Christ for — well, for Christ’s sake!  And they don’t regret it! 
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Since then, Wilton had watched his father tread an ever-narrowing path 
through the world.  Automobiles, for instance.  Anyone who drove a Ford 
or Chrysler product was an idiot.  Anyone who drove a Jap car ought to be 
rammed off  the road.  And what was this with all the “oriental” restaurants 
springing up?  Don’t people realize what they eat over there? 

And Wilton was expected to adopt all Rex’s opinions.  “Look how well 
your father has done, Wilton,” his mother had said recently.  “You should 
follow his advice.  You can’t be successful if  you ignore everything he has 
to say.” 

Being successful meant “getting into a name brand college,” as Rex put 
it, “earning a degree in other people’s money,” and “playing the game.”  
Wilton at first assumed that the game was golf, but last spring, just before 
the sudden move to South Dakota, Wilton realized it was the overall game 
of  moving, not just within, but also among, the ever-changing “right” cir-
cles, impressing the right people, learning what alliances must be made and 
which others avoided or dissolved, destroying some people along the way, 
and agreeing with people who were dead wrong in order to manipulate 
them. 

Once every couple of  weeks or so in Virginia, starting before he en-
tered tenth grade, he had endured long, boring lectures from his father, 
sometimes sprung upon him when Wilton had a friend in the house, some-
times when he was alone but when his father had a professional colleague 
in the house, but usually when Rex cornered him one-on-one. 

Typically after dinner and swirling an amber-colored drink over ice 
cubes, Rex would expound on some principle of  finance or record-keeping, 
law or marketing.  When the boy was fifteen, Rex brought home pads of  
ledger paper and encouraged Wilton to tally anything, just to get the hang 
of  it.  “Add up your mom’s grocery slips, and look at the errors you find!  
Take this ledger book to the store when she goes and take down the prices 
before she pays.  You can catch them punching it up wrong right at the 
register.  See these columns?  This is how you can do a budget, see?  You 
write what you expect to spend here, and next to it you can list what you 
actually spent.  You put the difference in this column…” 

Rex showed him that the back of  each ledger page was blank.  “This is 
for taking notes.  Take notes, Wilt.  You’ll come back to them some day 
and be grateful that you did it.” 

Wilton took notes, usually out of  boredom, often to impress his father 
that he was listening, but sometimes so he could research a wild-sounding 
statement that Rex had made.  Now, years later, he was looking at those 
notes with mounting disgust. 

After about a year of  these lectures, as he was battling his way into his 
junior year of  high school, which for a time made him feel like a gladiator 
swinging a great sword to cut a swath through the pressures and demands, 
Rex pinned down his audience of  one for a long evening lecture.  Wilton 
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still had the notes: “Just think!  You’re an international banker.  You’ll be 
jetting off  to Zürich,” — Rex pronounced it ‘Züri’ as his own parents did, 
without the closing consonant — “speaking three languages, carrying 
briefcases stuffed with millions in negotiables.  Countries’ll be consulting 
you on international finance: ‘Should we inflate our currency, and if  so, 
when?’  ‘Should we change our unit from lire to francs?’  ‘Will the U.S. ac-
cept these terms or should we wait until after the election?’” 

It was during that harangue that a curtain in his mind suddenly fell, il-
luminating his father clearly.  Governments didn’t consult him.  Rex Straed 
didn’t speak three languages.  He uttered some halting German at times, 
but didn’t seem to know a word of  French.  He had never flown off  to 
Switzerland on business, even though he had been born there and ambigu-
ously promised to take his family there some day. 

Once, overhearing his parents when such a trip was mentioned between 
them, Wilton recalled his mother whining: “We can’t parade that girl in 
front of  normal people there, Leroy!  Falling down and scraping herself  up, 
blubbering the nonsense she thinks is talking, snagging her machine on 
posts and knobs and ripping her clothes?  What if  they try to talk to her?  
‘Oh, you’ll have to excuse Garnette.  She doesn’t even speak English!’” 

Nevertheless, Rex had a job that paid well.  Their suburban Virginia 
neighbors, Wilton reflected, had included judges and retired senators, 
diplomats and tycoons, people quoted on television and in the newspapers.  
After what he deemed a wasted freshman college year elsewhere, Leroy 
“Rex” Straed had been hired right out of  a three-year degree program at 
the McIntire School of  Commerce and Business Administration into the 
firm of  Dessel & Groute, Certified Public Accountants, in Richmond.  
Evidently they had seized upon Rex's heritage: his ancestors’ long, albeit 
rather inconsequential, record of  ethical, confidential Old World banking. 

As happens whenever someone would first meet Rex Straed, Dessel & 
Groute must have been momentarily awe-stricken at his presence: six-foot-
five in his stockings so an inch or two taller with his upswept hair and his 
thick-soled polished leather shoes, wearing, as he typically did even now, a 
silver-gray suit tailored over slim legs and broad shoulders, boasting a wide, 
heavy chin matching the curve of  a naturally smiling mouth, an understated 
nose rising cautiously between unblinking, pill-blue eyes centered on pin-
hole pupils.  All of  this was topped by an assertive forehead circumspectly 
draped in locks of  light maplewood hair kept scrupulously trimmed around 
the neck and ears but disarrayed on top enough to suggest that he had just 
returned from some vigorous but pleasant outdoor activity. 

Wilton knew that his Swiss grandparents, Albert and Sela Stræde, with 
the æsc character in place of  ‘a’ and ‘e’ — they pronounced it “Shtrīd-eh” 
with a trilled ‘r’ and a long ‘i’ — had lived in Alexandria, Virginia, that Al-
bert was a diplomat during Franklin Roosevelt’s seemingly interminable 
reign, and that they had returned to Zürich in 1941, not long before the 
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United States was compelled to go to war in Europe.  Wilton knew, too, 
that, although his father and his Aunt Xaverine had spent their teen years 
and beyond in the United States, neither had ever played high school or 
college sports.  Rex, however, acted as though he had personal connections 
with the Washington Senators expansion baseball team.  He cheered for 
them, wagered on them year after year with agonizing results, and occa-
sionally wore a franchise jersey or hat to perpetuate the impression of  a 
connection. 

Wilton pretended an interest in baseball during his pre-teen years.  He 
collected baseball cards and, in fourth grade, even once tried out for a pony 
league team.  He hadn’t yet discovered that he needed glasses himself, so 
when he didn’t even raise his glove to intercept a few balls bunted right at 
his shoulder, he was politely sent home for being non-athletic.  He suspect-
ed, himself, that he would never see a ball arcing toward him through the air.  
Rex was disappointed but promised Wilton another try.  To his relief, his 
father never followed through on that. 

Wilma Straed was a dutiful wife and an adequate, if  clueless, mother.  
Babies bewildered her.  Marriage mystified her.  Sex rattled her.  There was 
something of  the truncated childhood still within her, though, when 
Wilton was young.  Among his early memories, she would be hanging 
sheets on a clothesline and he would dart and hide among the waving, 
breeze-blown banners as his mother, laughing, a child again herself  — or 
perhaps not again but finally — chased him and pretended not to find him.  
He remembered going to church with her when Garnette could still be car-
ried on one arm, and meeting the stern man in the black robe who, Wilton 
suspected, must be God.  Where that had been, among the neighborhoods 
they lived in early in his childhood, and what church, Wilton couldn’t now 
guess.  Maybe with Aunt Xaverine’s family?  Neither of  his parents had 
attended church in recent memory. 

He remembered standing beside the kitchen countertop, not tall enough 
to see over it, and inhaling the sharp odor of  tomatoes stewing, and he 
remembered being splashed in the face by a few droplets of  boiling tomato 
juice as his mother poured from a pot into a sieve.  But, while he also dis-
tantly remembered some instances when she kneaded homemade bread 
and rolled out pie crusts, he also knew when it had stopped, and he felt 
oddly responsible for the change.  For he had been the one to insist that his 
delightfully playful, devoted, oblivious little sister couldn’t hear. 

The pall that fell over the household, once his parents both acknowl-
edged the deficit, remained to the present day.  Wilton learned to become 
invisible in the house during those early times when his parents argued.  He 
and Garnette were usually headed for bed by the time Rex came home 
from work, so he heard only the opening salvos, but Wilton knew they 
weren’t that brief.  He came to depend on Rockie, as she eventually learned 
to call herself, for childish affection and for the infectious benefit of  her 
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continuing gaiety and innocence.  And Garnette, although she had little 
idea of  it at first, was closely protected by Wilton, both at home and at 
school. 

As Wilma, effectively alone in the world while dealing with phle-
botomists and doctors and insurance gatekeepers, focused attention on her 
daughter, she neglected the self-indulgence she had previously enjoyed in 
her own beauty routines, wardrobe, and social interactions.  These mainly 
involved back-and-forth visits with their Virginia neighbors and strolling in 
the nearby, upscale neighborhood village center.  Once her days became 
filled with attending to Garnette’s needs, not to mention the distractions of  
first one child and then two in elementary school, Wilma no longer found 
time to cook.  After the children went to school each day it became her 
habit to go back to bed.  Arising at noon and sometimes later she would 
prowl the house in a daze, trying to organize a load of  laundry, starting to 
plan a meal but succeeding only in making notes, drawing a damp cloth 
across an empty tabletop but leaving it to raise the grain and make a stain 
on a wooden hutch or dresser. 

Wilma maintained an appearance of  order in the household.  Nothing 
piled up except dust.  Perhaps, one might have surmised, she needed glass-
es too, but was too vain to submit to an eye examination.  Magazines came 
in the mail and went right into the trash, often on the day they arrived.  
Dirty dishes would certainly betray a loss of  control, so by early afternoon 
the kitchen was always spotless.  From then until the end of  the day she 
prepared nothing except Swanson TV Dinners, and these were served to 
Wilton and Garnette in their original compartmented aluminum trays with 
plastic utensils, so there would be little to wash.  The refrigerator never 
again held leftovers or homemade desserts.  (Dessert came in the prepack-
aged meals in the form of  a sticky cobbler or a brownie-colored lump.) 

Stimulated by the move to Spearfish and the challenge of  working in a 
smaller kitchen, Wilma tried her hand at cooking once again.  Alone with 
her husband for the summer, at least from dinnertime through breakfast 
time, she had only the two of  them to serve.  It was fun for a while; it oc-
cupied her.  If  she wanted to buy groceries in the morning for the evening 
meal, she merely needed to drive Rex the half  mile to his building on cam-
pus, shop leisurely, and spend the afternoon preparing one of  the four or 
five menus they were accustomed to.  At least he was timely, even though 
his days were long, and, usually upon her instigation, their dinner hour oc-
casionally dissolved into a summer night that took them back 20 years, with 
only a window screen between her self-conscious nudity and the seven fires 
of  the Pleiades. 

Once Wilton and Garnette arrived in Spearfish, in late August, Wilma 
surprised them with her return to home cooking, and although both of  her 
children had become accustomed to some more diverse foods in their 
aunt’s home, together they praised their mother’s efforts and gave her some 
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support in the kitchen. 
Wilma also caught herself  looking ahead to — but not looking forward 

to — the day when Wilton would leave to pursue his calling.  She sup-
pressed these thoughts, for, on the heels of  his departure, Garnette would 
also soon follow to pursue — what?  Wilma could not imagine. 

Time had been a whirlwind for Wilton through the family’s transitions.   
Weeks passed in a snarl, months in a mass, a year at a time lacking defini-
tion, but now, with only three months to go before he would turn eighteen 
and only a few more beyond that before he could walk away a free man, 
those years seemed terribly compressed.  But how could he “walk away?”  
Maybe Garnette wasn’t thinking about it yet, but he surely was.  It was time 
to apply to colleges.  Wilton recoiled at the idea. 

Rex had offered his son little direction for college applications.  Perhaps 
he believed that his lectures over the years provided enough practical wis-
dom and that Wilton would now know where to apply.  Neither Rex nor 
Wilma had even asked what career path he might be considering, although 
his own casual comment about adapting his photography hobby to a future 
in marketing drew a sneer from his father and the remark: “Remember 
what we’ve talked about, Wilt.” 

What “they” had talked about was Rex’s idea of  any career that might 
put him in charge of  other people’s money, either to tabulate it, as Wilton 
regarded accounting, or to invest it, or to calculate various ways to rescue it 
from the tax code, or to “vacuum it off  the streets,” as Rex had once re-
ferred to the business of  luring customers into a bank to leave their money 
for “safe keeping.” 

“That’s how banks started,” Rex had averred in one of  his lectures.  
“You needed a place to park your gold so you could sleep at night.  Before 
that, what did people do with their money?  They saved it, until it was 
stolen.  Dumb.  They hid it, until they forgot where.  Dumb again.  Some 
lent it out at interest — private lenders.  Unscrupulous lenders.  It just goes 
to show that common people shouldn’t be trusted with money. 

“A bank was the solution.  Unscrupulous banks popped up, of  course.  
But once the government stepped in to regulate them, you could trust your 
local bank.  They would hold your gold for you, or your silver or other as-
sets.  They would make safe, sure-fire loans using your money, and if  you 
left your money in there long enough for the loan to be paid back with in-
terest, then the bank would share that profit with you.  Bad, bad way of  
doing business, I say.  What the banks need, Wilt — the banks need to find 
a way to make you pay the bank to keep your money safe for you.  And they 
will find a way.  That’s why you might want to become a banker.  The gov-
ernment’s working on it, too.  The government protects the banks, so the 
banks will protect the government. 

“When’s the last time you took gold down to the bank and asked them 
to hold it for you?  Gold is gone.  Say good-bye to silver, too.  We’ll never 
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see it again.  But what’s the good of  money that has solid value like gold 
when everybody wants a share of  it?  Do you realize, Wilt, that all the gold 
ever mined in five thousand years in the entire world would only fill an 
Olympic-size swimming pool?  How can everyone have a share of  that?  
No, it’s better that the government keeps the precious stuff  out of  ordi-
nary people’s hands.  It’s only good for international exchange, and that’s 
where you want to be! 

“The government needs to shave a few cents off  of  every little transac-
tion, though.  Every time you buy an onion at a farm stand, the govern-
ment needs to peel off  its two cents.  If  you pay for that onion with some-
thing that has real value, then how does the government get in on it?  It 
can’t.  It needs a way to track everything you buy.  So out went the gold.  
Now out goes the silver.  All you have left is paper.  Banks are right in there 
to help bring this around smoothly.  It’s coming.  When the banks help the 
government, the government helps the banks.  You want to get in the mid-
dle of  that!  That’s what I say.  And watch out for Tricky Dick in the next 
election!  You won’t be old enough to vote yet?  That’s right!  Well, keep an 
eye on it, then!  We need to move closer to trading with China.  If  the fools 
give Nixon another run at the White House, he’ll only set that back another 
decade!  Get him out of  the way, and China will open right up.  You can 
talk Chinese now.  You want to get in the middle of  that, I’m telling you, 
Wilt!” 

The moment the light came on for Wilton — the instant when the cur-
tain fell — occurred on the day when he turned his father’s advice upside 
down and asked himself  why he would want someone else to be in charge 
of  his own money.  Wouldn’t the person whose career it is to handle and 
skim someone else’s money be the worst kind of  person to handle his own 
wealth? 

As the cross-country season in Spearfish neared its close, Wilton decid-
ed there were four definable options but only one valid choice.  His father’s 
ideal was to see him ruling the world of  international banking.  If  he be-
came merely a lawyer on the fringe of  that hell, he would barely be consid-
ered successful.  So only admission to the best accounting school would 
satisfy Rex, and there would be no talk of  any “year off  to find himself,” 
which Wilton didn’t need anyway. 

Then there was the choice that Wilton found comfortable.  Black Hills 
State College lay right down the street.  He could avoid the stigma of  the 
year off  and undertake a program that might — just might — allow for a 
smooth transfer to a prestigious accounting program somewhere else a year 
later.  This option assured Garnette the security of  his presence until she 
finished high school.  Only two problems clouded this path: Rex would 
never pay for it this way, and Wilton had no intention of  pursuing a career 
in finance anyway.  Staying close by in college would make him a pariah in 
his father’s world.  He would need to move out of  the house — maybe into 
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a dormitory, and get a job with enough hours to pay for everything on his 
own. 

Even less appealing than these was the option to skip college altogether, 
stay in the area without Rex’s support, disappear into the masses, and take 
any menial work that would sustain him there for at least a year.  Ultimately 
he would surrender to a permanent grind with barely the resources to sup-
port a cheap rent — the fate of  a great many who “reject college and col-
lect garbage” as his father saw it.  How, then, could he stand as a role mod-
el to his sister, give a wife hope for greater things, or inspire his children?  
All this assumed that Garnette looked up to him even now and that any 
woman would ever deign to marry him and join with him in making chil-
dren. 

A real choice remained.  It paid well and included insurance.  It offered 
some prestige, although not of  his father’s kind.  It might get him close to 
Switzerland, due to America’s continuing military presence in Europe since 
World War II, although Europe held no particular appeal for him — but it 
would also bring him to any of  several other places in the world as well.  It 
had longer-term benefits, including support for college.  Its chief  drawback 
was the requirement to leave Garnette for long periods, but it would afford 
the means to visit her.  And she might look up to him while he was on this 
path. 

He could join the Army. 
Faking interest in college would be easy.  In October he began writing 

to request early-admissions packets from brand name schools.  When the 
packet arrived from Harvard Business School, he saw the pride in his fa-
ther’s reaction — and loathed him.  He nurtured his anger over the man’s 
disdain for Cyleine and her heritage.  It fanned his smoldering acrimony to 
consider the wasted hours, week after week, month after month, dissipated 
in the fusillades of  his father’s lectures.  And the choler of  his own weak-
ness in the shadow of  this tyrant threatened to consume him with self-
loathing. 

But he would not hate himself, he decided.  The curtain had fallen.  His 
father brought home plenty of  money, but as an exemplar for his son and 
an archetype for his descendants, he sucked.  Wilton knew he was better 
than that. 

Taking his time, he carefully completed the Harvard forms and accept-
ed a check from Rex to include with the application.  But before mailing it 
he crafted an essay with vaunted references to his family’s history and in-
sinuations of  generous support once he became an alumnus.  Rex and 
Wilma praised the essay, and then he did the same with four other careful-
ly-chosen schools. 

Just as this application process was getting under way cross-country 
season ended after the regional meet with a banquet on October 14th, a 
Saturday.  Wilton attended with his mother and his sister.  It pleased him a 
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lot and disturbed him a little to see how closely Garnette was being ob-
served by all the boys — and men — at the event.  She remained close 
enough to him throughout the proceedings that he encouraged any misap-
prehension, by those who might never never have seen them before, that 
she could be his girlfriend.  The few Indians on the regional teams pulled 
down the top awards.  This didn’t surprise him, and within himself  he 
countered some dim jealousy by accepting how closely he had come to 
standing out on his own with no heritage of  natural ability or family history 
of  athletic achievement. 

On the Sunday after the banquet, Garnette reminded him that Lionel 
Comosh had mentioned a riding lesson.  She had now enjoyed two sessions 
with Lionel, the second one abbreviated but continued by Cyleine.  Since 
then, Cyleine had taken her riding twice more.  On the latest excursion they 
had followed a trail along a creek and into some beautiful country Garnette 
never would have seen from a car. 

Wilton pledged to approach Lionel at school and set a date.  And even 
though he would see Cyleine around school or in town with Garnette 
sometimes, without his sister at other times, he imagined a canyon between 
her and himself  across which no bridge was possible.  The episode along 
the running trail became more dreamlike as time passed: An “exotic” vision 
of  loveliness astride a galloping black horse named Billow angled toward 
him across the grassy waves, her streaming black hair in harmony with the 
horse’s tail, a beauty who had no need to give him the time of  day but who 
made the overture, then gave of  her own time to ride alongside him.  Exot-
ic, though, she was not.  Nor a Gypsy.  She was indigenous; he was the ex-
otic one.  He wished he could brag to a couple old friends back in Virginia 
about the girl approaching him on a speeding steed and then daring him to 
outrun her.  To Wilton, it was becoming apparitional, but it had truly hap-
pened.  And he had blown it. 

Thinking of  what lay ahead he also considered that he had not yet set 
up his ham radio in Spearfish.  On an impulse spurred by the vagaries of  a 
future less charted than his father would suspect, he called Heckie Alder, 
the ham radio buddy in Spearfish whose acquaintance he had cultivated on 
air before packing up to move.  The kindly veteran’s voice rose in excite-
ment over the phone as Wilton described in greater detail what his equip-
ment consisted of. 

“Someone gave me a DX-40 and I was hooked,” Wilton explained.  “I 
still have that.  Then along came the S-line, and SSB was available to every-
one, and that’s what I’m on now.” 

Heckie asked: “Which ones?” 
“Collins 32S-1 and 75S-1.” 
“Geez, Young Man.  I’m still on an HW100.  I was hoping to sell some 

things I have lying around here — raise a little money and get me an S-3, 
but even an S-1 would turn my life around.” 
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The next day Wilton drove his dusty old Packard into the dooryard of  a 
long mobile home north of  town.  An antenna was his assurance that he 
had found the right place, but he went to the door first, before presuming 
to unload any boxes. 

A pleasant, high-pitched man’s voice inside answered his knock: “Just a 
minute!”  A full minute did pass before the door was forced open against 
hinges pained with crepitus.  As tall as Wilton, with a white mushroom 
complexion that made him appear nearly atrophied, the man was likely no 
older than Rex Straed.  Gaunt in the skull and limbs but rotund around the 
middle, Heckie stood in the opening, warmly dressed in a flannel shirt and 
denim overalls.  At least Wilton had already encountered him, that time at 
the gas station, apart from his dwelling and had dealt with a first impres-
sion.  Now he had to deal with the tropical swelter that poured from with-
in, yellowed by a stench that blended rotting legumes, oft-spilled beer, and 
stale cigarette smoke. 

Wilton introduced himself  and followed the radio man inside.  Heckie 
gave him a tour of  his existing setup, then they strolled out to the Packard. 

“Geez, I hate to lose you on the air,” Heckie told him.  “You’d let me 
try it all out?” 

The temptation was to give it to the man.  But Wilton said it made no 
sense for it all to sit in boxes.  His senior year of  high school was too busy.  
“You try it and, I guess, tell me what it’s worth and if  you want an S-1, well, 
make an offer.  The antenna is in these two here, too,” he said as they ex-
amined the boxes filling his car. 

In another few minutes they transferred the cartons into the trailer. 



ELEVEN: SISTERS 

Tanner called three days after his visit with Webster.  Meanwhile, 
school kept Cyleine hustling.  She rode the crest of  the academic wave.  
Not to stay above it meant being swallowed by it.  She rode Billow less and 
less often but did give Garnette a couple more lessons — meandering trail 
rides really.  During and after school they continued adding to their lists of  
special words, and Mister Turnbull allowed that it may as well be a year-
long project. 

The riding lessons took place right after classes, planned only a day 
ahead of  time to be certain of  the weather.  Lionel gave them a head start 
by driving the girls home from school on those days, and he joined them 
partway through the fourth lesson.  By this time Garnette and Whistler 
were a well-mated pair.  Cyleine enjoyed both the extra help in the barn 
each time, especially on days they didn’t ride, and came to look forward to 
her friend’s company. 

Cyleine found the contrast between them enlightening.  Garnette was 
candid and forthright.  She disliked no one.  Nothing offended her.  Her 
own shortcomings amused her, although Cyleine sometimes contested 
Garnette’s self-impugning remarks.  Cyleine didn’t envy Garnette any phys-
ical attributes, for the wellspring of  the girl’s charisma was nothing more 
than her innate poise, her lack of  guile, perhaps even an uncomplicated 
naïveté.  All of  this was written in her smile, reflected in her laughing eyes, 
and borne in her exuberant carriage.  Although Cyleine was not one to be 
attracted to another female, her only question was, to her, the obvious one: 
Why had none of  the boys approached Garnette, even with an indecent 
proposal if  nothing more honorable? 

Before reaching Spearfish, Garnette had not expected ever to meet an 
Indian.  She could only guess that all Indians kept to their reservations, 
came out to do good-natured re-enactments, sometimes banded together 
to cause political disturbances, and sold baskets and jewelry to tourists who, 



110 Cold Morning Shadow

presumably, paid a gate fee and toured one reservation or another, proba-
bly with an Indian guide. 

She was anxious to learn as much as she could about “native 
Americans,” even learn a few words of  some aboriginal language if  they 
didn’t speak English very well.  She surmised that only a few Indians made 
it into mainstream American commerce and society.  She remembered a 
school assembly, when she was in eighth grade, where a Choctaw man, un-
expectedly dressed in typical academic trousers, shirt, and necktie and with 
short hair, came and performed a dramatic reading about the Trail of  
Tears.  The speaker’s stature — shorter than she expected, his severe mien, 
and the incongruous outfit made her think he was modern-day Peruvian 
instead of  a son of  an indigenous North American tribe. 

Before she met Cyleine, it hadn’t occurred to her that a population of  
Indians included girls such as herself.  All of  her misconceptions had 
changed on the first day of  school, and her fascination with Cyleine’s fami-
ly had not abated. 

Garnette knew that her friend was equally, if  not happily, intrigued by 
her own family.  Wilton seemed always to be occupied after school, either 
with his running, for as long as that was called for, his car, or his latest 
hobby which involved cameras and film processing in the house’s cramped 
basement.  Wilma paid no heed to Garnette’s comings and goings except to 
snare her daughter as an audience for her latest vexation over her business 
plans or the troubles involving her family in Georgia.  Where Garnette 
hung out most of  the time after school, Wilma didn’t seem to care.  She 
would occasionally ask Wilton, if  he were home, and the response that his 
sister was hanging out with her girlfriends was sufficient.  Garnette always 
appeared by six o’clock and turned herself  over to Wilma’s dominance for 
the next two hours. 

With dinner past, she and Wilton would retire to their rooms and their 
separate studies or personal pursuits.  From nine to midnight, if  either of  
them had any concerns, one would seek the other.  There had been times, 
although not since leaving their home in Virginia, when Garnette would fall 
asleep on Wilton’s bed as they talked.  He would gently relieve her of  her 
glasses and hearing aids, tuck her in, and then go sleep in her bed. 

Rex Straed was always at work, or at some obligatory social engage-
ment, until six or seven o’clock and then, except for some superficial ex-
change about everyone else’s day, only talked about himself. 

As they worked in the barn one afternoon, once she had a third lesson 
behind her, Garnette asked whether Cyleine thought she could write to her 
cousins in Virginia and brag that she was now a cowgirl.  Cyleine told her 
that she needed to attend a rodeo and then ask that question. 

“Do you do rodeo?” Garnette asked.  Whistler had stayed free in the 
barn after her stall was cleaned.  She walked up behind Garnette and 
nudged her between the shoulders. 
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“You don’t ‘do’ rodeo!  You rope, or you race — lots of  kinds of  rac-
ing, or you can even do whip cracking.  You need to see a rodeo.  Dozens 
of  separate events.  Competitions.” 

Grasping Whistler’s bridle and stroking her face, Garnette asked: “So, 
which thing do you do?” 

“I don’t do any of  them.  I ride for… I like my own company.  And, 
really, if  I have one good friend…” 

“You pretty much stick to one good friend and don’t pay attention to 
the crowd,” observed Garnette. 

“That’s me,” Cyleine reflected.  She helped turn Whistler back into her 
stall. 

“That’s always been me, too.  You had your friend, Toleda?” 
“I’d like to take you out to visit her family some day.  I owe them that.” 
“They cared about you,” Garnette surmised. 
“They still do.  They’d be happy to meet my… you.” 
Garnette leaned against Whistler’s stall.  “Tell me more about her.” 
Cyleine was brushing Billow.  “‘I pronounce it “To-LAY-da,”’ she would 

say.  She wished she could use the accent aigu over the ‘e’ in the middle — 
like in café — but she realized that an accent grave was the correct mark for 
it.  But since grave is spelled like ‘grave’ it seemed morbid, so when she had 
the chance to spell her name for someone, she declared that it was ‘spelled 
with no accent grave.’” 

Cyleine paused, recalling more impressions of  the girl.  How could she 
explain?  Toleda would become seduced by an idea and she would seize it.  
She would instantly dash headlong in that direction, paying no mind to 
preparing, giving no heed to what might occur if  she reached her objective, 
never suspecting that she might be under the spell of  a mesmerizing mi-
rage or might be chasing a lure into a trap.  Some called her impulsive.  
That better describes a toddler tasting dust kitties.  If  Nancy Zacchini had 
offered thirteen-year-old Toleda the chance to slither feet-first into the bar-
rel of  the Quaker Oats cannon three years ago at the New York World’s 
Fair, Cyleine is certain she would have jumped at it. 

Inadequately, Cyleine conveyed some of  this to Garnette, who remained 
motionless for much of  a minute, then stepped up to her friend and em-
braced her.  They separated, both in tears but laughing at themselves. 

“What about you?  Who was your best friend?” Cyleine asked, feeling 
bold while apprehending that the conversation shouldn’t be all about her-
self. 

“Oh, my cousin Freda.  Pronounced like ‘Afraid-a,’ and she would cor-
rect people if  they said Free-da.  My dad’s sister, Xaverine, moved to our 
neighborhood in Richmond when I was six.”  Garnette took the brush 
from Cyleine and gave Whistler some attention with it.  “Uncle Rob is a 
lawyer but he was also a rep for some medical supply company, and he 
traveled a lot — still does.  He’s American but after he met Xaverine over 
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here they moved to Europe and they lived there until their third baby was 
on the way.  He brought his whole family back to Virginia then, and they 
just stayed.  But Xaverine was… not a mother, but, maybe more like an 
aunt to me.” 

She is your aunt, Cyleine reflected silently but said: “You stayed with her 
until the summer was over?” 

“Yeah.  But it was time to go.  Freda, she turned into a social queen 
when we were in seventh grade.  She’s hot stuff  now because she was born 
in Europe.  Up to sixth grade — it was a small school — we were still kids.  
We played with dolls and did puzzles and pretended to sing like Dinah 
Shore.” 

“That was Toleda and me,” Cyleine said while moving some empty feed 
sacks. 

“They lived behind us,” Garnette reminisced.  “There was a little city 
park between us, so we couldn’t just wave at each other out the back win-
dow.  We had a fence and a hedge, and they had a rock wall, and we treated 
the park like a back yard.” 

Garnette paused in her brushing.  She picked up a hay fork and used it 
to trace the cracks on either side of  a floorboard, then looked up wistfully. 

“In junior high, Freda lost her self.  Well.  No.  She quit being herself.  
She created this false self  that was crushed when everyone her own age 
didn’t approve of  her.  She thinks Bobby Vinton is singing to her.  She buys 
magazines for girls that are only about how to turn boys on and how to 
become famous.” 

Cyleine agreed.  “I’ve read some of  them.  They have these articles 
about how you to can become a rock star or a movie star, so…” 

“Just do it!  Just be popular…” Garnette yipped. 
“What are you waiting for?” Cyleine urged. 
“And you have to be sexy…!” Garnette sang.  “And suddenly you’ll be 

famous too!” 
“I don’t want to be famous,” Cyleine laughed, sounding relieved.  “So I 

don’t read the magazines, or else some magic dust will fall out and plunk 
me in Hollywood.” 

“I just want to be famously obscure!” Garnette sighed. 
“Yeah,” Cyleine added.  “When people don’t talk about me I want it 

clear that I was reliably elusive, obviously enigmatic.” 
“Sexsationally dull,” Garnette nodded, then added toward Cyleine’s sur-

prised face: “That’s how I first heard someone say it!” 
“Strikingly inconspicuous,” concluded Cyleine. 
“Do you see magazines for teenage boys about turning girls on?” Gar-

nette sneered.  “Freda’s still over-awed by popularity.  She’s best friends 
with this week’s top pussycat in school.  Next week she’ll dump her for the 
new top cat, and the week after that someone will whisper to her that she’s 
the most popular girl in school and the one who told her that will be her 
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best friend for a week.  She’s in a continual Miss America contest.” 
“I see them all the time, Miss Americas.”  Cyleine coughed and caught 

some spit in her hand.  She wiped it on her jeans.  “Look at these hands!” 
she laughed.  “These look like miniature versions of  my brother’s — my 
dad’s shop-stained fingers — calloused palms, nails all beaten back.”  She 
sighed.  “I was kind of  obsessed a couple years ago over all the places 
where my body felt like dough.  Toleda would say she wished I’d give her 
some.  I wanted to weigh less, but not look like her, wasting away.  She 
wanted to weigh more.  Then one time I heard my dad say he’s glad my 
mom isn’t skinny.” 

Garnette gawked at Cyleine.  “Your mom is — well, not thin but not fat 
either!  She looks good!  You should hope to look like her in, what? — thirty 
years?” 

“I hope I do.  My dad’s still in love with her.  Isn’t that weird?” 
“Or cute,” Garnette said. 
“And I value his judgment.”  After a second, Cyleine concluded: “If  she 

looks good to him now, I’m not worried about it.” 
“I love how you love your dad.” 
“Me, too.” 
“So, get this,” Garnette saw how to approach her subject: “Freda was 

already barely eating — barely healthy, but then she decided only she could 
tell how her body looked to other people.  And it wasn’t even boys it mat-
tered to.  It was how she thought her body looked to other girls.  I was 
thinking: The boys are falling all over the girls with a little muscle on their 
bones, but she’s in a contest to be the ‘most attractive to boys’ in the eyes of  
other girls.  See what I mean? 

“We were best friends before junior high.  Now she has this imaginary 
audience of  girls that she performs for.  If  the right boy doesn’t notice and 
the wrong boy does, she blows a gasket.  Meanwhile, all the other girls are 
so obsessed with themselves that for days on end no one notices what Fre-
da looks like.  She puts all that time into it — for no one.  And wherever 
she looks, there’s always someone prettier than she is, or so she thinks.  
What she wants is impossible if  you ask me: for the world to come to a 
standstill and cheer when she walks by.  And then if  even one person actu-
ally does notice, she thinks the whole world is cheering.” 

“Pars pro toto,” Cyleine muttered. 
Garnette backed herself  up to sit on the top rail of  Whistler’s stall.  “If  

she would let up and actually accept herself, she would be the most beautiful 
girl in Richmond.  Instead, she’s never had an original thought since she 
started shaving her armpits.  Even my mom said she lets others do the 
thinking for her.  It seems to me, yeah, she isn’t thinking for herself  but she 
and all the rest of  them are swimming like a school of  fish but with no 
instincts.  The rest aren’t doing the thinking either.  No one is.” 

“They decide things with a Ouija board — that marker thing I mean,” 
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Cyleine suggested. 
“Right!  There’s like a ‘Woooo’ spirit voice that hypnotizes them…” 
Cyleine jumped in: “Tom and Jerry!  The mesmerized mouse floating 

along following the cheese odor!” 
“That’s it.  And Freda — now she looks like — well, I can’t say it.  It 

breaks my heart.  And her little sisters are basically going the same way, but 
they’re even more weird.  Sonie is into spooky stuff  and believes in all this 
crap about the occult, and Katja was afraid to start junior high when we left 
last month because when she looks at her sisters she doesn’t think she will 
understand how to be a girl.” 

Cyleine was relieved.  This is what she already knew about the girls she 
was acquainted with, but Garnette had found the words to describe it.  
“What about you?” she asked at last. 

“Me — I can’t pretend I’m a diamond.  I know I’m a garnet.  There can 
be fifty girls all trying to sparkle like a ring stone and — well sometimes I 
think there is probably only one genuine gem among them but the truth 
could be” — Garnette made sure Cyleine was looking her way — “that 
every one of  them is a gem, if  she’d accept herself.” 

A bell pinged in Cyleine’s head.  You’re the only genuine gem, she wanted to 
say but didn’t.  “One day a long time back I had this revelation,” she said 
instead.  “They have their rules that they think everyone has to obey.  So I 
don’t play by their rules.  It frustrates the hell out of  them, and all they can 
do is pretend you don’t exist.  So they don’t own me.  I own me.” 

“You own your self,” Garnette chirped.  “It’s what I’m saying!  I can’t 
have one self  that’s authentic and another self  that’s ‘culturally scripted’ — 
that’s Wilton’s term for it.  I’d rather have one friend than run with a 
crowd, even if  a crowd would have me.  So mostly my one friend has been 
my brother — still is — and now you alongside him, and the other was 
Wilton’s friend, Philip.  He wasn’t a boyfriend, though.  Not in any real 
sense.  But we sort of  looked like a couple.  He was slow-maturing.  And so 
dull!  But handsome!  And that was the funny part: He was Mister Baseball 
because his father used to play for the Senators.  So all the girls fell at his 
feet.  He didn’t even notice them.  He wasn’t ready for girls, but I was easy 
picking because I was always around Wilton.  Ha!  Probably I put him off  
girls for a few years longer.” 

“Maybe there was something a little mixed up in him,” Cyleine pro-
posed. 

“Naw, I don’t think so, but even if  he likes boys I wouldn’t call it wrong.  
He just has to accept himself  then.  More likely, I think, he couldn’t figure 
girls out and I didn’t fawn over him.  I just treated him like a neutral party, I 
guess.  I could have been interested if  he showed any interest, but he was 
teaching my brother photography and Wilton tried to get him interested in 
radio.  Philip played Little League baseball, but he wasn’t even interested in 
that.  We kissed sometimes, but he didn’t care, like I was his sister or some-
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thing.  Freda kept hoping I would have a break-through with him.” 
“A what?” 
“That’s what they called it, so they could talk about it openly.  ‘Cindy 

and Wayne had a break-through Saturday!’  It was code for breaking 
through your clothes — breaking your hymen I guess.  ‘Freda, are you go-
ing to have a break-through?’  ‘I’m not breaking through with that jerk.’  I 
think the only thing that holds the princesses back is not wanting everyone 
to know they broke through with the wrong guy.” 

“I think the girls here are fascinated with you,” Cyleine said.  “Probably 
you totally baffle them.  You’re… undefinable.” 

“Maybe ‘absurd’ is more like it.  They can’t resolve the unresolvable.  I 
don’t want to compete for some self-important guy who isn’t going to look 
twice at me anyway.  I just think: Why murder who I really am just to put 
on a show?  I think Freda is mostly disappointed that I didn’t follow her 
rules, because if  I did she would always see me as a pathetic understudy.  
I’d always be beneath her, one of  her loyal worshippers, and she could pre-
tend to like me.  What I did: I decided those people just don’t exist.  Like 
Wilton says: People complain that all the gold is locked up in Fort Knox.  
OK, then it doesn’t exist.  People waste all that energy and get killed taking 
it out of  the ground and then bury it right back in underground vaults.  
Well, let them do it.  It doesn’t have to affect me.  I figured out years ago 
that the Everly Brothers and Bobby Vinton weren’t singing about me.  OK, 
they don’t exist.  I can enjoy their songs but it doesn't matter who’s singing.  
I can move on.” 

“Let’s get going, then,” Cyleine said, jumping off  her own perch and 
gathering the scattered tools. 

* * * * * * * 
On the day of  their fourth riding lesson, Cyleine and Billow led 

Whistler into a trot, Garnette undulating lightly in the saddle.  She settled 
into the rhythm of  it, shivering in the afternoon chill.  It was October.  The 
equinox had long passed, and this day’s ride would last well past dusk. 

Garnette felt liberated.  Cyleine was so different.  No, that wasn’t it.  
Cyleine’s world was so different from her own that any likeness seemed un-
likely.  Cyleine was liberated.  And yet, as she beheld the daily routines of  
the Comosh family, Garnette saw the similarities with her real self.  Watch-
ing Cyleine’s unity with Billow, Garnette swelled with adulation, not envy.  
They were handsome together.  And Cyleine was beautiful without the 
horse.  In Garnette’s eyes, she was appealing, athletic, one with nature as 
well as with an animal.  Garnette knew nothing of  nature except what she 
had memorized in school and the little she had learned from planting flow-
ers with her mother.  She knew, though, that nature in a book and nature in 
the air were as different as words in a book and words in the air, as she had 
explained to her English class some weeks ago. 

They covered a fair distance before Lionel, on Balls Afire, came abreast 
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of  them.  Right away Garnette noticed the butt of  a carbine riding along-
side his right leg as if  eager to be drawn quickly.  He wore a kerchief  
around his forehead with the tail of  it dangling in back, over his hair. 

All three reined in. 
“Are you packing?” he asked Cyleine. 
She pulled her jacket aside where a revolver rode in a belt holster. 
Garnette had been waiting for this opportunity.  “So, when are you go-

ing to teach me to shoot?” 
“Honey,” Lionel answered, “when you’re good and ready.  You still need 

— oh — ten or twenty riding lessons before we can enter you in the fair.” 
“Whew!  I thought you were going to say ‘rodeo.’  But what do they do 

at the fair?” 
Cyleine explained in a sentence some elements of  western dressage. 
“Naw, we won’t wait that long to shoot,” Lionel speculated.  “But 

maybe we’ll set it aside for a while.” 
With Cyleine on one side of  Garnette, Lionel attached a lead to 

Whistler on the other side, and together they added some maneuvers to the 
circuit they were trotting.  Lionel then called for a canter.  Garnette lost her 
hat but rode on bravely.  Cyleine circled back and found the hat, fearful 
that Lionel would next try for a full gallop. 

He did not.  Once again they reined in.  “Enough,” he called. 
Garnette hooted enthusiastically.  “You guys!  I love this!” 
“You’re going to work for it, then,” Cyleine chided. 
“I will!  I’m so grateful.  Nothing like this has ever happened to me.” 
They turned and let the horses walk them back toward the distant build-

ings.  Garnette suddenly gushed: “What did the native Americans ride be-
fore they had horses?” 

Lionel and Cyleine grinned at each other first and then laughed out 
loud.  Even Whistler bobbed her head in some sort of  camaraderie with 
the response. 

Garnette went on: “I mean, I know the Spaniards or Egyptians or 
somebody — I know it wasn’t Egyptians, come on you guys — Spaniards 
brought the first horses here or somebody.  Did everyone just walk every-
where?” 

“Running seems to, uh, run in our blood,” Cyleine said.  “So I’m pretty 
sure our ancestors ran a lot.” 

“And let me ask you,” Lionel said, “if  we’re the native Americans, what 
are you?” 

Garnette thought about it.  “Caucasian?”  That was all she had. 
He pressed her: “Where in the Caucasus Mountains were you born?” 
Cyleine had heard a version of  this conversation once before, related by 

their father when Henry Clay told it over supper one night.  Larry Lorbiec-
ki from the shop, a self-described Pollack from Woodbury, Minnesota, mis-
applied the appellation, native American, in the same fashion. 
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“Well, Wilton was born in Ohio and I was born in Virginia, so then I’m 
a native Virginian,” Garnette dug in. 

Lionel finished her off.  “Then you’re a native American.” 
“I see, I see that.  Then you don’t mind being called an Indian?” 
Recalling Henry Clay’s characterization of  the exchange with Larry, Li-

onel brought the lesson forward.  “‘Indian’ is your word.  Your ancestors 
had names for my ancestors.  And mine had names for yours, by the way.  
None of  those were too pretty.  ‘Indian’ was just geographically wrong; we 
all know that.  ‘Sioux’ — now some think that was from the French, sug-
gesting snakes.  You know, like sous les pieds — something to be trampled.  
My dad thinks it’s from an Anishinabe word meaning ‘little snakes.’  I don’t 
know.  It doesn’t come from the Lakota.” 

“Back before any Spaniards came or other Europeans,” Cyleine added, 
“the tribes here all had names for each other, and for themselves too, al-
most like family names today.  And even then, the names for the other 
tribes weren’t always complimentary.” 

“So, ‘Indian’ is OK?” Garnette asked sincerely. 
“If  you have to classify me, yeah.  It’s OK, so long as Indians get to use 

any term we want to for non-Indians.” 
Clopping along, she turned it around then.  “How do you classify me?” 
“You’re becoming one of  my favorite people, so I’d put you in that cat-

egory,” he told her. 
Garnette was pleased, but still baffled.  Cyleine’s mind stirred with ideas 

but words eluded her.  Then, as if  from nowhere, she said: “I think group-
ing people by who their ancestors were just divides us.  All that matters to 
me is who I am and who you are, and I have to tell you, Garnette, you’re 
not just one of  my favorite people; you are my favorite person.  I love you.” 

Lionel steered his mount a couple of  paces to the side.  This was get-
ting personal, and he didn’t know whether he should leave. 

Garnette’s face was largely obscured by the thickening darkness as well 
as her glasses.  Still, the tears glistened as she straightened in the saddle.  
“Oh, Cyleine, I so needed that!  I love you, too.”  Then she spurred her 
horse to a trot and left the other two to make their own way to the barn. 

Cyleine fell in beside her brother.  “I needed that, too,” she said toward 
Garnette’s back, but knowing it wouldn’t be heard that far away.  “And be-
fore it’s too late, Brother of  Mine, I love you.  And thank you.” 

“You sure can pick them,” Lionel grinned.  “And I mean that as a com-
pliment.”  They rode in silence for a couple of  seconds, and then he added: 
“I like her a lot, too.”  A couple seconds later: “You know what you have 
there?” 

“What?” Cyleine asked, almost inaudibly. 
“A sister.  For life.” 
“Yeah.” 
“I love you too, Cici.” 



TWELVE: IGMUWATOGLA 

Garnette and Wilton sat up late together that night, in her 
room.  Pondering the choices that lay before him, he wanted to test some 
of  his thinking on her, but she was expansive.  She sat on her bed and con-
tinually fidgeted with a 33 LP, which he knew to be her favorite Bach, the 
Toccata and Fugue in D Minor.  She didn’t put it onto the turntable, 
though.  And, instead of  raising his concerns for himself, he held back and 
let her talk.  She impressed him with her description of  trotting off  by her-
self.  “I have a best friend, Wilton!  When have I ever had a best friend?” 

She reminded him that he, too, had an invitation for riding lessons.  
“You at least need to try it.  It’s like, I don’t know, playing the guitar or 
something.  You wonder how anyone can do it, and it looks so impossible, 
but then someone puts one in your hands and teaches you two chords and 
you strum it and — voila! — a song!  And maybe you never get to play a 
whole tune, but now you know what goes into it.  It isn’t a mystery any 
more.” 

The guitar was an apt example.  Although she couldn’t carry a tune if  
the composer wrote on the palm of  her hand, she had tried to learn a little 
on their cousin’s guitar.  Somewhere there was a photo of  her at about thir-
teen, topped in a white cowboy hat, standing before a microphone and 
wearing a blue sequined dress trimmed in white, with a white guitar slung 
before her.  Wilton had taken the picture and loved it.  She was only posing 
while Lesley Gore whined “It’s My Party” on a 45, but it was a moment 
captured that he would always treasure. 

“I asked Lionel tonight if  I should send you over.  He said just meet 
him at the shop after school some day and he’ll work it out.” 

“Thanks, Rockie.  There’s nothing holding me back now.”  Wilton sank 
inwardly at Lionel’s name.  Then he brightened a little.  Maybe Lionel 
would be the instructor, but Cyleine ought certainly to be around. 

He pulled up at the Comosh Company the next afternoon.  Lionel must 
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have been watching for the Packard.  He walked out and met his student at 
the driver’s door.  Wilton, though, on some impulse borne of  instinct more 
than breeding, stepped from the car and extended a hand.  Lionel took it 
and both held the grip honestly and firmly for a couple long seconds. 

The first moments were awkward.  Wilton, slightly taller but made to 
look more so by the dense and untamable hair that topped his head, 
loomed slightly over his teacher.  To his perception, in Lionel’s face was 
manifest the permanent fury of  all the living sons of  all the Indians tram-
pled, burned, and slaughtered not by Wilton’s ancestors but by someone 
else’s.  Lionel’s eyes were the mica window into the furnace of  his ances-
tors’ still-burning rage. 

To Lionel, Wilton was not just the son of  one presumably-wealthy man 
but the son of  inconceivable privilege.  From the razor-straight terminus 
of  each sideburn that swooped down either side of  his wide face to the 
gleam on his round-toed leather shoes to the wine-red leather of  his watch 
strap and matching belt, from the cuffs of  his creased, khaki trousers to the 
padded V-neck of  his cream-hued sweater — to Lionel, Wilton was clearly 
a boy who had never set foot outdoors any farther than the edge of  a curb 
in order to hail a taxi or to raise an umbrella over the rear door of  a limou-
sine. 

But Lionel had to remind himself  that, since arriving here several weeks 
earlier, Wilton had run daily on marked and unmarked tracks and trails 
around this town.  He had run a lot — a hundred? two hundred? miles al-
together — through nearby fields and woodlands.  His feet had pounded 
the uneven range and dry roads that, yes, Lionel had sometimes jogged 
himself  but now was content to cover by something saddled or steered.  
And wasn’t Wilton the innocent sibling of  his sister’s wonderful friend, the 
girl, indeed, on whom Lionel’s thoughts had dwelt for the preceding twen-
ty-some hours and ever more often in the days leading to the present?  The 
evidence was frequently before him, in the girls’ conversations, that Gar-
nette loved her brother as much as Cyleine loved hers. 

“Wilton Straed,” said the one, upon releasing the handshake. 
“Lionel, Cold Morning Shadow,” said the other.  The name’s effect was 

momentarily chilling on Wilton, but his demeanor belied nothing. 
Before either could utter his first sentence, Henry Clay walked into the 

afternoon shadow in front of  the shop, passing a rag over the palm of  one 
hand.  He had witnessed the handshake from inside, so he felt secure in 
interrupting.  His attention was on the car. 

Wilton reached for the man’s hand and they shook.  Wilton repeated his 
name. 

“My dad, Henry Clay Comosh,” Lionel supplied. 
“I’ve seen this car around town,” said Henry Clay.  “You know what 

they say about a Packard…” 
The three of  them said it in unison: “‘Ask the man who owns one.’” 
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Wilton said: “Key’s in it.” 
“I’ll take a raincheck,” Henry Clay told him.  “I’d like to treat it as I 

would my own, and I wouldn’t get in that one right now, either.”  He point-
ed to the handle of  a screwdriver plunged into a rear pocket, the rag in an-
other. 

Henry Clay went to the passenger side and expertly opened the hood’s 
right-side panel.  He bent low over the manifolds, tilted his head to exam-
ine the carburetor, and even touched a hand to the warm, clean green sur-
face of  the flat head between two of  its eight spark plugs.  He guessed, by 
the temperature, that it had just been driven about two miles.  Lionel 
grinned but said nothing.  Henry Clay stood back up, and as he was closing 
the hood he said: “Great engines, Packards.  A hundred sixty-five horse-
power, that one, if  I remember right.  You know, those airplane engines 
they built during the war had a five-inch bore and a six-inch stroke?  Over 
sixteen hundred cubic inches!  And an updraft carburetor — did you ever 
see one of  those, Lionel?  Cadillac used updraft carbs in some of  their big-
ger engines, too.” 

He peeked in a window and seemed genuinely interested in taking the 
car for a drive some time.  Turning toward the shop, he said: “I’ll leave you 
boys to your business.” 

“Thanks.  We don’t get much chance to talk at school,” Wilton said, 
watching Henry Clay return to the shop.  Lionel couldn’t dispute that.  
They weren’t in different tracks, just completely different schedules of  
mostly the same courses. 

“So-so for the cross-country team, I see,” Lionel commented.  “But you 
turned in some impressive times.” 

“Thanks, yeah, but I’m glad it’s over.” 
Lionel began walking toward the barn.  Wilton closed the gap and 

walked alongside.  “You planning to do basketball or anything else like 
that?” Lionel asked.  “Any other sports?” 

As the truth gripped him, Wilton’s spirit retreated into his core.  For no 
one had yet asked the question so directly.  Eight months remained in the 
only life he had known, and then…  College in some eastern state, or basic 
training in some military branch: Either would be as disruptive as would a 
bomb landing on him right now.  

“No.  I’m done with it,” he replied, trying to conceal his surprise at the 
finality of  his reply. 

“So, college then?” 
“I’m applying, but…” 
They paused a dozen paces from the corner of  the barn.  Lionel looked 

at him squarely. 
“…But I don’t know yet which way I’ll probably go,” Wilton finished.  

Then his manners caught up with him.  “You?” 
Unlike Wilton, Lionel was not switching between deep contemplation 
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and conscious awareness.  His senses sharp, he wanted to get beyond this 
encounter.  “I have a school picked out in Wyoming,” he said, and before 
the subject could be prolonged, he stepped to the barn door and slid it 
open enough to permit a person or two.  He proposed: “I figured, meeting 
you the first time, we’d just get an idea what you were hoping to get from 
this.  Then decide when to start.” 

“Oh, definitely.  I’m not, uh, dressed for…” 
“For even stepping inside the barn,” Lionel said frankly. 
Wilton nodded.  “It was really just a spontaneous Hey, I should try this 

after my sister and Cici had done it.  I mean, after all, here we are in the 
‘wild West’ and that’s what a lot of  people do.  So, really, I was just hoping 
to try horseback riding so I could — well, not brag, but at least be able to 
say I’d honestly done it while I was here.” 

“Well, that’s sort of  like taking a pony ride at the fair.  I think we can get 
a level or two past that.  There are eight horses here right now, and we can 
fix you up with one.  You tell me when’s a good day for you and I’ll have a 
mount ready.  Oh, and we’ll start with some barn work, let the horse get 
acquainted with you before you presume to get on.” 

“Makes sense.” 
“Maybe we’ll mount up and take a tandem walk in the field your first 

day here.  Maybe not.  See how it goes.” 
“OK, I’m in!  Tomorrow, by any chance?” Wilton smiled, his tension 

eased by something to look forward to.  “And, thanks in advance.  For tak-
ing the time.” 

“We can do tomorrow, sure,” Lionel said, figuring that he may as well 
get on with it. 

As they turned back toward the Packard, Lionel relaxed too.  “Maybe 
when my dad gets to drive it…” 

“You can take a turn, too,” Wilton assured him. 
* * * * * * * 

That evening, a Thursday, Lionel told Cyleine of  the plan.  She bristled 
at first.  That barn is my private place, she grumbled inside herself, although 
she admitted just as quickly that it was not.  She was able to get a lot of  
thinking done while working in there, that’s all.  Her mother was now turn-
ing the horses out while Cyleine was in school each day, but she still main-
tained the stalls and handled feeding and watering and everything else.  Li-
onel told her he would include those chores while Wilton was there with 
him.  That was good, she told him, because she had a date with Tanner and 
that way she wouldn’t have to take him in there again. 

After school on Friday, Lionel took the rest of  the day off  from the 
shop.  Wilton parked the Packard in the shade of  the barn at four o’clock, 
as scheduled.  Watching him emerge from the car reminded Lionel of  a 
folding ruler opening itself.  Predictably, he wore an all-new rodeo outfit.  
The shirt was black with shoulders and collar trim in red.  Set off  by a dis-
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creet silver buckle, the jeans were dark blue but had been expertly softened.  
His brown stetson matched the color of  the new boots.  An insulated 
western jacket of  split cowhide, mercifully un-fringed, hung open, revealing 
the belt buckle.  Only his glasses seemed out of  place. 

Lionel’s hair, although still just over his neck, was restrained for the 
evening by a turquoise bandana.  Oh great, he thought, too late to change 
anything: Tonto and the Lone Ranger.  He gestured for Wilton to step on into 
the barn. 

Wilton had never seen the inside of  this barn, and he was hard pressed 
to recall ever visiting any barn before.  As usual, the world outside was 
bright.  The cavern inside was streaked with dusty, slanting sunbeams. 

Lionel started the tour by patting the wall to his left: “The tack room’s 
in here, where we keep horse-related gear.  Four stalls to the left here, 
they’re all full.  Six stalls over here, three are empty right now.  This mare, 
here,” he said, pausing to lean on a gate, “has a four-month-old foal.  Halo, 
come here.” 

Halo, all white but for some freckles across her rostrum and down her 
chest, bobbed over to greet Lionel.  She paid no attention to Wilton, stand-
ing next to him.  Her foal, an all-white colt but still a suckling, stayed at her 
side. 

“Reach up slowly, so she can see your hand coming, and scratch her 
between the ears,” Lionel said.  Wilton did.  Lionel went on: “She’s a five-
year-old broodmare.  We took her in trade for some work we did at the 
shop, a year and a half  ago.  She had already just been bred.  She’s an excel-
lent saddle horse.  Mostly I ride her bareback, though.” 

They moved on.  Lionel stopped at the next gate.  “This is one we’re 
boarding.  Hocus Pocus!”  That horse stood against the back wall and 
stared at him.  Lionel explained what gelding meant. 

Next was Billow.  She was already at the gate, expecting to be ripped 
from her confinement and sling-shotted across the plain.  “This one’s my 
sister’s horse.  Billow.  I would give her a run if  you weren’t here.  But I 
don’t think she would accept a slow walk unless Cici was on her.  She’s out 
with her boyfriend right now, so it doesn’t look as though Billow will get a 
run tonight.”  He nuzzled the horse, and then turned to the other side. 

“Whistler.”  He stroked the long face and neck.  “What can I say for old 
Whistler?  Billow was her last foal.  They’re both officially mustangs.  But 
Whistler’s eyes are failing.  She’s only about twelve, but she’d like to follow 
you around like an old dog, now.  I’d ride her tonight, but I want to be able 
to move fast if  I have to.” 

Lionel moved over one stall, to the one across from Hocus Pocus.  A 
compact paint in white and brown snorted and nuzzled him hard.  “This is 
Balls Afire.  He’s ten.  He’s been my horse since he was born, which was 
the year ‘Great Balls of  Fire’ came out.” 

Lionel indicated the remaining two stalls.  “We’re boarding these two 
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shires here.  They’ve been breeders, but I don’t know what’s going to come 
of  them.  Hey, Clipper.  Hey, Lorry.  Our mom came over at lunchtime and 
turned them out to the near pasture, beyond the corral.  I brought them 
back in when I came home.” 

Wilton was having a good look around the walls of  the barn by now.  
High above, a second story held bales of  hay stacked in casual disarray.  He 
was surprised that the horses seemed smaller than he expected they would 
be, even the two shires.  His heart shuddered when Lionel mentioned 
Cyleine’s date, but it had been stated without animus, merely as informa-
tion. 

Lionel took Wilton into the stall with Balls Afire and described the 
parts of  the animal.  He attached reins to the bridle, mounted the horse 
bareback, and described how he guides a horse from above using his knees, 
the reins, his voice.  He described how he reassures the horse with sound 
and touch.  Referring to Halo, he said: “When you’re on her, your horse is 
always a part of  you.  You’re a part of  her, too.  You want her to feel that 
she needs you there.  She will let you be her brain as long as you make any 
sense at all.  See, without the herd, she wouldn’t know what to do out there.  
It’s her instinct to let the herd tell her when to graze, when to run, which 
way to turn, when to stand still.  Without the herd, she wants her compan-
ion.  That’s you.  And when her companion is new to her, she’s content to 
follow another familiar horse.” 

“Makes sense,” Wilton answered. 
Lionel dismounted and held one of  his horse’s feet to explain horse-

shoes.  Then, giving Wilton the lead on Balls Afire, he walked Halo from 
her stall.  Together they stood to the white horse’s left and talked to her.  
Then, when the foal was on her opposite side, Lionel sprang lightly onto 
her back.  She seemed not to notice.  He rolled back off  her and took both 
leads. 

“Looks easy,” Wilton said.  “But I didn’t see how you did it.” 
“We both have the advantage of  height and long legs, so we can make it 

look easy.  Cici does it, too, but she has strong legs and her own technique.  
She starts out in this same position, though.”  Lionel took a position beside 
Halo’s neck, facing her tail.  “To mount a horse, always come up on her left 
side.  Any horse.  They’re taught that people mount from their left.  Get 
your shoulder right up close so you’re touching her shoulder.  Now she 
understands that you may be about to mount.  So she needs to shift her 
own weight — See? — to her right legs, her opposite-side legs.  If  she 
doesn’t, she’ll be off  balance when you swing up.  So, when you step up to 
her shoulder facing her rear, lay your left hand on her withers — here.  
Don’t try to pull her toward you, but you can put all the downward pres-
sure you need to here.  Now hop on you left foot a couple of  times — 
however many times you need to to get your spring, and then roll up onto 
her.  Spread your legs wide when you spring up and keep your left knee out 



124 Cold Morning Shadow

to your side, not close to your chest.  I’ll do it again.”  He did, squared him-
self  to sit erect, and then rolled off  her once more.  He took both horses’ 
leads and said: “I should have been gripping the reins, too, just to show 
you.  Want to try it?” 

Wilton laid Halo’s reins in his left palm and imitated Lionel’s technique.  
It felt easy, and he centered himself  immediately.  Halo turned to look at 
his knee. 

“Pull your knees forward,” Lionel told him.  “You won’t dangle your 
legs as you ride.  Your knees grip her here and you give her signals with the 
way you use them.” 

Halo twisted her head around again to verify what had happened and 
seemed unperturbed.  Wilton stroked her neck with a broad hand. 

“Keep your head down so you don’t collect spider webs,” Lionel sug-
gested.  He removed the lead from Balls Afire, then looped Halo’s lead 
over his shoulder and tucked the end under his belt.  He tied his horse to a 
rail and led Halo by the bridle the length of  the barn and back.  The colt 
quietly followed.  Halo was content. 

Lionel said, “We have a good half  hour of  daylight if  you think you’re 
ready.  We can clean up when we get back.” 

Encouraged and smiling, Wilton said, “I’m ready.” 
Lionel let go the bridle and reached over into his horse’s stall.  Retriev-

ing a rifle, a .30-30 Winchester model 94 in a scabbard, he slung it over one 
shoulder so the stock protruded behind his head.  Then he led Balls Afire 
by the bridle into the horizontal rays of  sunlight stabbing the back of  the 
barn.  Wilton, astraddle, ducked through the doorway behind him. 

Lionel mounted his horse and led the way into a fallow field some dis-
tance behind the barn.  “Let’s just walk in circles,” he said, and began a 
wide circular circuit.  One thing disturbed him, but he didn’t speak of  it: 
Creep wasn’t around.  The last he had seen the aging dog, he was lying near 
the front door of  the shop alongside his littermate, Slop. 

The dog served to calm the horses, and with Halo bearing a stranger 
and with the colt at her side, Lionel would have preferred that influence.  
Oh, well. 

“Over there, the black Hills?” Wilton asked, as soon as they were under 
way. 

“Paha Sapa,” Lionel explained.  “The Lakota tribe claims it as our tradi-
tional homeland.  But the truth is, our ancestors, Cici’s and mine, kind of  
spilled over from Minnesota a couple hundred years ago — Care to wonder 
why, Mister post-European guy? — and they drove out the other Pre-Ams: 
Crow and Pawnee, Kiowa and Cheyenne.  But the tribe holds that wherever 
our ancestors lived the land is sacred.  A lot of  our legends arise in Paha 
Sapa.  It’s a ‘terrestrial mirror of  the heavens above,’ so the tribe says, and 
so it’s the basis for ancient star charts and Lakota astronomy.” 

“Not an actual map, then,” Wilton speculated. 
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“If  it is, it’s not accurate.  I think of  it as a reflection of  sorts, a sample.  
And by ‘heavens’ it doesn’t mean the Paradise of  God, it just means the 
skyscape, as I think of  it.” 

Wilton pondered.  “I’m fascinated by the stars — astronomy,” he said. 
“So am I,” Lionel told him as he dismounted and scooped some dirt 

with one hand, which he then slowly poured from his palm and back onto 
the ground.  “The tribe has rituals that commemorate the cycles of  the 
earth and the universe and that honor all of  mankind.  Certain ceremonies 
have to be conducted at specific locations in He Sapa” — he swung back 
onto Ball Afire — “for those who believe in it, anyway.  I mean, I don’t 
mock it.  The members who practice all that are a kind of  living history 
museum, you could say.  I just take a more… catholic approach — with a 
lower case ‘c’ — and upper case.”  Lionel felt like kicking himself; he was 
talking too much. 

Bobbing slowly beside him, Wilton had been regarding him respectfully.  
“I see what you’re saying.” 

Lionel thought, What the heck, and kept talking.  “And then — I know, 
not your ancestors! — but somebody new came up against defenders like 
Crazy Horse but couldn’t defeat them, so they pulled a different tactic.” 

“The Treaty of  Fort Laramie, ninety-nine years ago,” Wilton said. 
“Wow — you’ve been studying some history!  Yep.  That put an end to 

Red Cloud’s War when it granted the Black Hills and other lands and hunt-
ing rights all over the West to ‘the Great Sioux Nation,’ the Oceti Sakowin.  
That didn’t last a decade before the feds took the Black Hills back for min-
ing gold.  Then my grandfather succeeded in buying five hundred acres 
back from the government in the 1920s.” 

“Wow, nice chunk of  land.  And you still own it?” 
“My parents do.  But they cheated him on it, my grandfather.  It’s been 

surveyed and comes out to about three hundred ninety acres.  We think the 
land agent kept a hundred for himself, because he thought there was gold 
on it.  But we don’t know where, out here, that other hundred would have 
been.  It’s all average ground, nothing to get excited over.  Most of  ours is 
leased out to farmers who grow sorghum and soybeans and alfalfa, and 
some of  it’s pastureland.  They rotate the crops, if  you know what that is.” 

“Yeah, I do.  Ironic that four post-European guys have their faces 
gouged out of  a mountainside in the Black Hills.” 

“Not ironic.  Insulting.  And I’ll admit to some mixed emotions about 
them.  They had their faults, but I can allow that, if  it weren’t for them, we 
wouldn’t have the freedom we do in this country, thanks to Jefferson espe-
cially.” 

“He owned slaves.” 
“He had his faults…”  Lionel smiled at that irony.  He realized that late-

ly he often sounded as though he couldn’t make up his mind who he was 
— what group he belonged to.  But he also realized that he was, before 
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anything else, an individual.  To belong to a group meant surrendering 
some control of  his individuality to the group.  That was the greater part 
of  his struggle: He would surrender nothing of  his identity to a group.  If  
the post-Europeans had contributed anything to this country, why shouldn’t 
he let their improvements influence his identity?  Why shouldn’t he laud 
and promote it?  Why shouldn’t he embrace it?  Jefferson’s ideas of  free-
dom?  German sausage?  Wilton’s sister? 

He chuckled inwardly at the mental image conjured by the last thought.   
“So, what do I need to know about you, Wilton Straed?” 

Wilton thought fast.  If  he talked a little about his sister, maybe Lionel 
would talk about his.  But Cyleine was clearly not interested in being talked 
about, so he went right to the safe stuff.  “I’m kind of  the academic type,” 
he began, then he inserted: “Hey this horse is really comfortable.” 

“She ought to be nervous, her foal being outside this late.  If  I weren’t 
here, she would be.  You’re doing really well.” 

“So, you want to hear more?” 
“You haven’t told me anything yet.” 
“Well, clearly we aren’t rural types.  Yet.”  Wilton used the plural pro-

noun deliberately, hoping to provoke any random revelation from Lionel 
about Cyleine.  “But I have to say, this is beautiful country.  I’ve covered a 
lot of  miles outside of  town running cross country and practicing.  People 
teased me about snakes and stuff, but I thought, if  it was all that danger-
ous, Indians wouldn’t have survived here.” 

“Virginia has snakes,” Lionel suggested.  He began leading them on a 
straight path into the field. 

“Sure, and bad ones at that.  I carried a whistle all the time out there, 
running.  Not that I would have had breath enough to blow it, though.” 

“Did you expect someone would hear you blow a distress call?” 
“No, just to scare away coyotes, I guess.  I can outrun any snake.” 
“So, what did you mean by ‘academic type’?”  Lionel was fishing to see 

whether he would mention the biological sciences or engine mechanics, 
given that Wilton had that excellent automobile. 

“In school, I’m kind of  into languages.  Not English, so much.  Gar-
nette likes words.  They’re really important to her — she struggled hard at 
first, you know, because she couldn’t hear.” 

“I know.  You’re a saint to her.” 
“Thanks.  Yeah, well I like history, too, and in eighth grade I did this big 

school project about the Great Wall of  China.  And one of  my teachers 
told me about a Mandarin Chinese course for high school kids at the Uni-
versity of  Richmond.  So in ninth and tenth grades I learned some Chinese.  
Useless, right?  I guess so, but it was kind of  a mind-bender.  I’m not good 
at it but I learned how your language depends on how you think and vice 
versa.” 

“Aren’t you taking Spanish-two now?” 
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“Yeah.  Way easier than Chinese.”  Wilton was a second-year Spanish 
student.  Cyleine was in the first-year class. 

“So, languages.  Anything else?” 
“Well, I’ve been into ham radio since I was fourteen, but I’m giving that 

up.  That’s where I was before I came over here today.” 
“Where’s that?” 
“Helping a guy set it up who wants to buy it.  I talked to him before we 

moved here, when my dad first said we were coming to Spearfish.” 
“You talked to him by radio?” 
“Sure.  You know shortwave?” 
“Is that a language?” Lionel joked. 
Wilton took him seriously.  They were about a quarter mile from the 

barn now and continuing into the open plain.  The sun had dropped below 
the horizon, accentuating the late-October chill.  The little color left on the 
landscape was leaking from the afterglow of  day. 

“It’s a band for ‘ham-fisted’ amateurs — that’s where the ‘ham’ comes 
from.  Anyway, Heckie Alder wants to buy it but he doesn’t have any mon-
ey until he sells a motorcycle first.” 

The instant Lionel heard Heckie’s name he drew up and rotated in the 
saddle to face Wilton. 

“It’s you!  Guess who he hopes will buy that bike!  Did you give him a 
price?” 

“Not yet.  He’s going to try it out and tell me what he thinks it’s worth.” 
“You’re not much of  a salesman, are you,” Lionel commented but in-

tending no offense.  “Is it worth, like, eight or nine hundred?” 
“All my stuff  altogether probably is.  You’re after his motorcycle?” 
“It’s an intriguing piece,” Lionel allowed, figuring correctly that Wilton 

wouldn’t understand a thing about it.  “I just need to decide whether to go 
for it.” 

“Don’t hurry on my account,” Wilton reassured him.  “I told Heckie to 
take his time.  I can wait.” 

They rode in silence for half  a minute, negotiating a pitch in the ground 
separating two fields.  Questions ricocheted inside Lionel’s head, too many 
to organize so that any one could emerge coherently.  Wilton was screwing 
up the courage to initiate a question, and at last he did: “So, Lionel, where 
to after high school?  Garnette said you might take over the company some 
day.” 

“I’m looking into Wyoming Tech in Laramie, and, yeah, I’d like to take 
the company to a new level.  Get some investments into it.”  He drew Balls 
Afire to a halt and let Wilton come up alongside.  “I haven’t told my dad 
yet, and it could take a few years, but I want to branch out and get a dealer 
franchise in something.  Big equipment.” 

The sun was several minutes below the horizon as they faced the dim-
ming lace of  clouds that had brightly waved it good-bye.  Lionel looked at 
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the bizarre cowboy beside him, then ventured the question: “Where are 
you headed?  Harvard, I’d guess?” 

“I’m applying there — business school.  And others, but that’s all to 
please my dad.  Uh, Garnette doesn’t even know it yet, but I’m not going to 
college.  I’m joining the Army.” 

Lionel’s eyebrows sprang upward and he yanked Balls Afire around to 
the right, intending to face the barn and Wilton.  “What?!” he yelled and 
froze for an instant.  Wilton deftly began turning Halo.  But the shout was 
not for Wilton.  In the dim remaining hints of  daylight Lionel’s peripheral 
vision had picked up a torpedo speeding toward them from what was now 
his left, out of  the north — a color-drained form only as tan as the faded 
dried grass that parted in its charge. 

Halo reared in front of  him, effortlessly spilling Wilton just as Lionel 
kicked his horse from underneath himself, whipping the rifle from behind 
his right shoulder as he dropped to his feet.  Wilton’s white mare began a 
pirouette on hind legs, and the foal trampled Wilton as it raced in a wide 
circle to get behind her.  Launching itself  from the heap of  Wilton’s body, 
the cougar flew for the foal’s back.  At ten or so yards, Lionel fired just 
under Halo’s rearing head, risking a hit on mother or colt or both.  The 
shot appeared to go wide, so he cycled a round, led the still-catapulting 
predator, and fired again. 

Colt and puma tumbled twice or more on the ground and the cat 
streaked on southward in the high grass.  Lionel led it again and fired a 
third time.  He couldn’t perceive a result from the last shot. 

Balls Afire was hell-bent for the barn.  The colt lay on its side, emitting 
a weird, intermittent scream.  Halo hovered over it, unscathed.  Lionel ran 
to the fallen foal first.  Three or four punctures near the back of  the neck 
oozed dark fluid but there was no gaping or spurting wound.  The young 
horse tried to rise, though, and flopped back onto its side.  That’s when 
Lionel glimpsed parallel streaks on the farther side of  the neck, claw marks 
evidently, also oozing.  Only then did he spot the buckled front leg, which 
lay against the ground and was bent capriciously upward behind its neck. 

He turned to Wilton, who was puffing noisily and trying to rise.  The 
big rider uttered short howls as he pushed himself  erect with one arm.  Still 
clutching the rifle, Lionel knelt and helped him to sit.  Reflexively, Wilton 
hunched forward, Ah-ing with every quick exhale. 

Lionel was unnerved and irrationally frightened — irrationally, for the 
puma, no matter its hunger or disappointment, was not going to return to 
confront such resistance again.  “We have to go!  Wilton!  We have to go!  
Can you walk?” 

Wilton rolled onto his knees and one hand.  He drew his right arm up 
against his chest and continued panting.  Lionel swapped the rifle to his left 
hand and shoved his right shoulder into Wilton’s left armpit.  The foal 
squirmed in agony, and Halo danced around it while the two humans began 
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tripping awkwardly toward the barn. 
Inside of  a minute, Henry Clay became visible as a silhouette against 

the barn, swinging a flashlight.  Lionel cocked the rifle with one hand and 
signaled with a shot straight upward.  Henry Clay saw the muzzle blast and 
turned to fetch his pickup.  In another 90 seconds he had the two riders in 
his headlights and braked hard beside his son, who was now merely bearing 
Wilton up in a hug.  He told Lionel that Balls Afire was safely inside the 
barn. 

Once they were all squeezed onto the seat, with Wilton in the middle, 
Lionel told his father to go look at the foal, 50 yards farther into the field, 
where Halo stood, her head drooped over the young one’s sprawled form.  
While his father examined the injuries, Lionel scanned the ground and 
found the lead that he had saved earlier.  He clipped it to the mare’s bridle.  
Unwinding a rope from the bed of  the truck, he strung it out and fash-
ioned a longer lead, which he looped around the pickup’s bumper. 

Lionel climbed back in and slammed the door just as Henry Clay started 
driving with deliberate patience over the bumpy field.  Halo followed in 
protest.  “Did you hit it?” Henry Clay asked, meaning the puma.  He un-
derstood immediately what had happened once he saw the foal. 

“I couldn’t tell,” Lionel told him, leaning hard against Wilton to keep 
him erect. 

“I heard your earlier shots,” his father said.  As they reached the barn, 
Madeleine met them.  “We have to get this young man to the hospital,” 
Henry Clay said, thumbing backward toward the horse.  “Get her inside, if  
you can.  The colt is a goner.” 

“Igmuwatogla?” Madeleine asked, falling back to an aboriginal word for 
the suspect animal. 

“Yep,” Henry Clay answered, and once the horse was untied, he sped 
off. 

Wilton insisted on being let off  at home instead, a matter of  a few 
hundred yards.  “I can handle cracked ribs,” he squeaked, ignoring the 
growing pain in his swelling right hand.  “If  I need to go later, I will.” 

Reluctantly, Henry Clay turned into the Straed driveway and Wilton 
struggled out.  Lionel walked him to the side door but didn’t need to bear 
him up.  “Let me know if  you need help,” Lionel told him.  No one met 
them there. 

“Sure,” Wilton answered and let himself  inside. 



THIRTEEN: UNWELCOME GUESTS 

At 10:31 that night Cyleine slipped into the house.  She shuffled 
past the door of  her parents’ room on the back and yawned as she ap-
proached the kitchen sink for a drink.  At 10:33 the telephone rang.  She 
ran to it before a second ring.  It was Garnette, who was not one to use the 
telephone for social conversation.  Any other time, when they had talked by 
phone, it had been for agreeing on a time to meet or just to affirm that one 
of  them was on her way to the other’s house. 

Garnette opened with a predictable question.  “So, are you going to tell 
me about your date?” 

“We went to the movies,” Cyleine answered, more tired than she ex-
pected to be. 

“What did you see?” 
“Elvis in ‘Double Trouble.’  It was kind of  dumb.” 
“Ooh, I thought your mom didn’t like Elvis.” 
“Eh.  I don’t either, much.  But Tanner thinks he’s cool.” 
“Did Tanner behave?” 
“We can talk about that some other time.  I’m tired.” 
“Well, you need to know something.  And it’s not good.” 
Garnette went on to describe Wilton’s condition when he came home.  

It was a long call, and at the end of  it, Cyleine said, “Thanks,” audibly 
enough and then hung up. 

She went right to her brother’s room, which was opposite hers at the 
top of  the stairs.  She closed his door behind her.  He was sitting on the 
floor, a map spread before him under his floor lamp, his dog curled beside 
him. 

She stood over him for a long moment before speaking.  “Bareback, 
Lionel?  Really?  Bareback!  For God’s sake!”  She let her back slam against 
the wall and then she slid to the floor.  The rest came forth through a rain 
of  tears: “If  you wanted to kill him you could have just used your fists!  I 
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know you hate him, but he came here trusting you.”  Her red-hot eyes 
smoldered in her angry wet face. 

Lionel was going to stay silent and let her rant, but he had to interrupt 
her last charge.  “I like him, Cici!  I like him!  We were doing great!  He was 
doing great until we were attacked!” 

Cyleine’s eyes popped wide.  “What are you talking about?” 
“What are you talking about?” 
Cyleine blustered for a moment.  “You put him on Halo bareback and 

then off  you scampered with that colt trailing behind you.” 
Lionel stood and walked to his bed.  He flopped onto it and gazed over 

at his sister. 
Cyleine charged on: “He came over and you gave him a tour and he felt 

good about it, so you put him on Halo — and no, you didn’t scamper off.  
That’s not what she said, that was my word.  I’m not sure I would have 
even put a horse under him this soon!” 

“You weren’t here.” 
“You probably told him I was on a date.” 
“Just that.  Just by way of  explaining your absence.” 
Cyleine sighed heavily and shifted her back against the wall. 
Crying, she was still convulsed.  “I think what I heard was pretty accu-

rate,” she ran on, trying not to yell.  “You guys were out walking for about 
a half  hour, and everything was fine, and then Halo spooked for some rea-
son and threw him.  Apparently Pepper ran him over.  He’s not sure about 
anything after that.  This is according to Garnette.  She just called.” 

Lionel looked toward the ceiling, away from Cyleine. 
Cyleine noticed, and went on: “There’s going to be trouble.  Their fa-

ther is really mad.  That’s why she called.  He’s on the ‘warpath’ she said.  
She just wanted to warn us.  We’ll have to tell Dad and Mom.” 

“They both know everything you don’t know yet,” Lionel said, looking 
back toward her. 

“Do they know Wilton went to the E.R.?” 
“No, not that.”  He swung his feet to the floor and just sat.  “I didn’t 

either.  What else?” 
“He has three cracked ribs, a bruised hip, and three fractured” — she 

paused for the word — “metacarpals in his right hand.  Garnette says his 
hand is swollen like a turtle foot.  And he has some strange lacerations on 
his butt!  Something ripped through two layers of  denim.  And he lost his 
glasses.  Lionel,” she added, weeping, “I’m not allowed to see Garnette any 
more!” 

“Shit!” Lionel said, then leaned his face into his hands and stared at the 
floor.  “That’s not right!  But let me tell you, we did find his hat.  I didn’t 
even think about the glasses.” 

“So now tell me what I don’t know, and this better be good,” Cyleine 
commanded, once more in control of  herself. 
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Before he did, Lionel replayed it to himself.  It was just light enough to 
make out the shapes, and the white horse and colt stood out plain as day.  
He could see the lion launching itself  from Wilton’s crumpled heap on the 
ground.  The colt, Pepper, must have stepped on the hand in its hopeless 
attempt to duck behind Halo before the predator struck.  As best he could 
he described the attack for Cyleine.  “Your favorite foal didn’t make it,” he 
added.  Cyleine glared at him and sobbed anew.  “Doctor Matineau came 
and gave him the needle.  He’s in the pickup now, covered by a tarp.” 

“You didn’t shoot him?  Tell me you didn’t shoot him!” 
“Definitely not.  Doc made sure.  And it wasn’t the cat damage that 

killed him.  He probably would have survived that.  It was the leg.” 
“I would have…  Sorry…  I guess not.” 
“Dad and I drove out in the dark looking for the cat.  We found a blood 

trail, but we can’t cover ground in the truck the way we can on horseback.  
We’ll ride out in the morning.  I spent about two hours in the barn with 
Halo.  Came in just before you did.” 

Cyleine exhaled slowly.  “Poor Halo…” 
“So, you think Wilton doesn’t know he was run over by a mountain 

lion?” 
“If  he knew, Garnette would know.  That would blow her mind.  She’d 

still be freaked.” 
“Then he doesn’t know.” 
Cyleine asked: “Are you going to tell him?” 
“Let’s just say, if  his dad is going to come causing trouble, he’s going to 

hear about it, and if  I have my way, he’ll have the evidence.” 
“Lionel, they don’t have a bounty on them any more.” 
“I know.  It ended last year or the year before.” 
“You could be in trouble.” 
“Not if  it was attacking livestock.” 
“You better report it.” 
“You’re right, actually.  I better call it in tomorrow.” 
“You know what?  I really want to go see Wilton,” Cyleine said.  “I 

guess that’s out of  the question now.” 
“You don’t know how much I want to, too.  We’ll have to… huh…  

How do we get through to him now?  They sure won’t hand him the phone 
if  we call.  Can’t send him a card.  They’ll intercept that.” 

“I don’t want to lose Garnette!” Cyleine blubbered. 
Lionel crossed the area rug and slipped down the wall to sit beside his 

sister.  He hugged her and rocked her for a long minute. 
* * * * * * * 

Dressed for a day out in the open, Lionel eased himself  down the stairs 
at five-fifteen Saturday morning.  He found a biscuit in the refrigerator, 
grunted when he found no meat, broke off  a chunk of  cheddar instead, 
and went to the faucet for a drink.  His hand on the handle to fill a glass, he 
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glanced at the bottom of  the sink.  It held a skim of  water.  It was an hour 
until sunrise, but outside, in the glow from the kitchen window, he could 
see the hoar frost on things close to the house.  Everything was lightly 
frosted, and anything metal wore a heavier coat of  icy fur.  He thrust his 
face closer to the window when he realized that the lights were on in the 
barn 30 or 40 feet away.  Someone else had used the water tap not long 
before he stood here. 

He ran himself  a drink of  water and gulped it.  Then he stuffed cheese 
into the biscuit, shoved his breakfast through a sleeve in his coat, and be-
gan munching it as he plodded to the barn. 

Madeleine was grooming Halo, her dulcet voice wrapped around a 
soothing hymn.  Lionel stepped in and kissed her cheek.  He went through 
the barn anticipating early morning chores but saw that nothing had been 
left undone.  He thanked his mom, then made his way to Balls Afire.  
Thinking better of  it, since the horse had clearly witnessed the cougar at-
tack and would shun the morning darkness, he first threw open the west-
facing barn door, the one that framed the field where last night’s battle 
went down, and then entered Billow’s stall.  A dim glow to the east, visible 
through a pair of  small windows on the far side of  the barn, foretold the 
pending burst of  piercing sun rays and muted colors that were gathering 
for a cheerful Hello. 

Billow welcomed Lionel as he greeted her.  With a hand on her neck, he 
told his mother that he wanted to get out and begin searching before the 
sun could blind him.  As he was saying this, Henry Clay and Cyleine en-
tered at the far side of  the barn, each spooning cereal from a bowl. 

Ten minutes later Henry Clay on Hocus Pocus, Cyleine on Billow, and 
Lionel cautiously astride Balls Afire, rode slowly into the field.  Lionel 
veered right.  He wanted to begin where the puma might have crouched 
just before launching its attack.  Perhaps viewing the scene from that per-
spective would give a clue to its trajectory afterward.  If  it had a plan for 
further flight, even if  struck by a bullet, it may have followed through.  In 
last night’s darkness Henry Clay had visited the scene where the attack took 
place.  He and Cyleine made for that spot now to search for Wilton’s glass-
es.  After a few minutes, Lionel trotted over just as Henry Clay stood up 
and raised the missing eyeglasses over his head.  Cyleine, scouring the grass 
a few feet away, leaped and took them from him.  She already held two .30-
30 cartridge casings.  She figured the third one, ejected when Lionel pre-
pared to make his signal shot, might never be found, and the fourth casing 
would still be in the Winchester. 

As she examined Wilton's lenses for damage Lionel showed his dad 
which way he thought they should ride to track the cat.  Cyleine announced 
that the glasses, although loose-jointed — and that probably from normal 
wear — had not suffered.  After conferring for another minute, Cyleine 
rode back to the barn as father and son plodded southward, in the direc-
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tion of  Crow Peak. 
“Why Crow?” Henry asked, scanning the dried grass between their 

horses.  “Other hills are closer.” 
“From back there, and low to the ground, I can see Crow.  If  I were a 

cougar planning an escape route, I’d head for what I can see.  If  I weren’t in 
a hurry, I might head for someplace else that my nose can find or other 
lesser landmarks.” 

“Good reckoning, I reckon,” Henry Clay said. 
* * * * * * * 

Wilton blinked at the sharp morning glare.  Emerging from a drugged 
sleep, he heard a soft rustle nearby.  Garnette’s grinning face rushed toward 
his, stopping only to yell right at his nose: “He’s awake!” 

“Help me up,” he groaned, detecting his mom’s presence in his door-
way.  When Garnette took his hand, he brushed it away and fell back.  “I’ll 
do it,” he mumbled.  Wilma approached with a plate of  cold toast and a 
juice glass filled with lukewarm orange liquid, probably Tang.  Wilton ur-
gently needed to pee.  He thanked his mom and promised to come down-
stairs as soon as he could. 

Fussing and muttering, Wilma gave Garnette a quizzical look and left 
the room.  Wilton rolled from his low bed onto his knees on the floor.  
“Let me crawl,” he told Garnette. 

“Go ahead and try,” she said. 
He discovered the ball of  gauze holding his right hand together and 

moaned. 
“That morphine works pretty well if  you didn’t even know you lost a 

hand,” his sister commented matter-of-factly.  Glancing at the gauze ball 
where his right hand should be, he knew it for a joke, but the pain caught 
up with him.  There was no way to hold it that gave an iota of  relief.  Using 
the bed, her lift under his left arm, and the strength in his own legs, he 
managed to stand.  Garnette stayed with him out into the hallway and on-
ward to the bathroom.  She steered him to the lavatory.  Checking the mir-
ror, he realized he was in yesterday’s tee-shirt but unfamiliar underpants 
and he was still unbathed.  Shallow breathing was tolerable.  He sidled to 
face the toilet and leaned a shoulder against the wall.  Feeling around with 
his free hand he found bandages on his butt.  Garnette stepped into the 
hall and waited next to the open doorway. 

“I need a shower,” Wilton said softly through a dry mouth. 
“You sure do,” his sister replied.  “What can I do?” 
“Pick me up if  I fall,” he told her as he began splashing the rim of  the 

toilet with a split stream. 
“I’ve already handled you enough,” Garnette said.  She could see his 

hanging head in the mirror while he urinated.  “Don’t fall.  It took me and 
Mom and a nurse to change your underwear.  I don’t think the nurse wants 
to come here and see your dangly stuff  again.” 
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“Whose shorts are these?” 
“Just some they had at the hospital, from the man who died.” 
“Who died?” 
“The old man on the other side of  the curtain.  His family brought him 

clean clothes but he didn’t need them and you did.  Well, just the under-
wear.  Hey, I brought you the Saran Wrap,” she said and went to her room 
to retrieve it.  He was wiping the outside of  the toilet with a wad of  tissue 
when she came back.  “Let me cover your hand with this first,” she offered. 

 “What the heck?  I can’t even get this shirt off  over my hand,” Wilton 
griped.  Garnette pulled a pair of  scissors from a drawer below the sink.  
As she was cutting off  the tee-shirt she recounted his injuries, in case he 
had missed any information the night before.  His ribs wouldn’t allow him 
to twist and look at the large white patch on his rear end.  In fact he could 
barely remember the trip home from the accident or the ride to the emer-
gency room.  He accepted that his glasses were gone.  He had an old pair 
he could squeeze into.  But it was difficult to believe that it could be several 
days before he could have a cast on his hand.  The swelling didn’t permit it 
last night. 

Wilton stood still while Garnette packaged his hand and sealed it with 
tape.  “You can’t get this wet,” Garnette told him, patting the bandage pro-
truding above the strange underpants.  “I can tape some plastic over it 
too.” 

Still groggy and tottering, he considered her dumbly. 
“Mom or me; who would you rather have do this?” 
What the hell, he thought, and dropped the undershorts. 
His sister snickered as she knelt and taped a large square sheet of  clear 

food wrap over half  of  his rear end.  “Yank it off  quick when you’re 
done,” she advised.  “Fast or slow, you’re going to lose some of  your fur 
either way.” 

When she stood to leave he reached in to turn on the shower. 
“I’ll bring you some fresh shorts,” she said.  “Here’s your robe.  And I’ll 

close the door so no one sees you like this.” 
“Thanks,” he grumbled. 

* * * * * * * 
At a little before nine, just as he was parking the truck, Lionel advised 

his father to stay in his seat while an unusually tall man crossed the pave-
ment between the Spearfish Police Department and a white Cadillac.  After 
the car drove away they went inside themselves. 

The officer on duty, Sergeant Lane Hoyyer, remarked that it was highly 
convenient to have the other side of  the story walk in so quickly without 
being summoned.  Lionel provided his version of  the incident, reported 
the loss of  the colt and his attempt to stop the attack, and finally their suc-
cess in tracking the slow-dying predator.  Balls Afire had accepted that the 
puma was dead and bore the blanketed burden behind Lionel for the trip 
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back to the barn.  Lionel speculated that the horse might have protested 
carrying the carcass in any other direction.  Both the colt and the puma 
were now under wraps in the pickup outside. 

Moonlighting as a police officer, Hoyyer normally worked as a state 
wildlife biologist.  He now summoned himself  for that role in order to ex-
amine the specimens.  Uncovering the bodies and shifting them one at a 
time toward the tailgate, Lionel showed him the foal’s neck and then the 
tiny bullet wound in the puma’s right flank.  Lionel also told him where he 
could probably see additional claw marks on the human victim, for they 
had discovered blood on the truck seat this morning.  Although, he cau-
tioned, the man who had just left the police station probably didn’t know 
yet that it was a cougar which had scarred his son. 

The lion’s mouth was filled with coagulated blood.  Shot from behind 
while quartering away in full flight, no doubt a 150-grain bullet had entered 
behind the rib cage where Lionel had found the wound, and somewhere 
within the animal’s chest the hot lead had piled up tissue and come to rest, 
perhaps above the sternum.  Henry Clay confirmed that they had tracked it 
at daybreak to a short yellow pine tree just a mile south of  town where it 
had climbed to the first sturdy branch about three feet off  the ground and 
had died draped across that branch.  Officer Hoyyer asked whether they’d 
mind holding onto the evidence until he could call in a partner and they 
could take it from there. 

“My theory is this,” Hoyyer told his visitors over the bed of  the truck, 
“Up until now coyotes have been poisoned in the Black Hills.  And we’re 
always finding dead porcupines near these poison sites.  What eats porcu-
pines?  Pumas.  It’s possible that the pumas, cougars, whatever you want to 
call them, see an easy meal — a dead porcupine, and fall victim to the poi-
son.  I’ve tried on a few occasions to have a conversation about this with 
other biologists, but I get no takers.  I can’t say I blame them; this has al-
ways been a politically-charged topic.” 

Lionel told him of  the earlier encounter with what he believed was a 
cougar when Creep was with him but when it was too dark to tell.  The 
animal was alone and too swift and silent to be a coyote, the other logical 
large predator that might be suspected. 

“I never see a coyote in the Black Hills,” Hoyyer said.  “But I think the 
political will is there now to stop poisoning them in the next year or two.  
And I bet when they stop it you are going to see coyotes come back a-plen-
ty.  Pumas don’t reproduce quite so fast as coyotes, so even by ending the 
bounty on lions like we just did, I bet you won’t see them much any more 
after the coyotes come back.  I know, these are only my speculations, but I 
believe there has been a breeding population of  pumas in the this corner 
of  the state for quite some time.  Take this one here,” he said, and lifted the 
canvas again.  “An old male.  Kind of  a slow animal by now.  Forced out of  
his familiar hunting ground by his own offspring, I’d bet.  This is probably 
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the one you saw a few weeks ago.  And the porcupine thing: A friend of  
mine in Wyoming is a taxidermist who mounts legally-taken cougars in that 
state.  He said he has never seen one that didn’t have at least a quill or two 
in it.” 

The officer then took them inside again and told them of  his previous 
visitor.  Leroy Straed had charged Lionel with reckless negligence in seating 
his son on an “untamed” horse.  As a result of  that act, his son Wilton had 
sustained fractured ribs, lacerations, and a fractured hand — and had lost 
his glasses. 

Lionel affirmed that he alone had arranged the riding lesson, that he 
was in fact a juvenile for purposes of  prosecution, and that Henry Clay’s 
role had been only to deliver the other boy to the door of  his parents’ 
house, the destination of  Wilton's choice, under a mile from the site of  the 
incident.  Henry Clay added that Lionel would readily assume the responsi-
bility for Wilton Straed’s medical expenses, if  that could be conveyed to the 
boy’s parents. 

They all three realized that neither Wilton nor Leroy Straed suspected 
that a cougar attack had happened. 

* * * * * * * 
Fifteen minutes after Garnette, carrying his empty plate and glass, left 

him draped in a comfortable bathrobe, Wilton lowered himself  gingerly 
down the staircase.  From the bottom of  the stairs he could see that Gar-
nette, in the kitchen, was on the telephone and writing notes on a pad.  
Wilma was reading from the pad and then, after every couple of  words 
appeared, was standing back with a look of  alarm and a hand over her 
chest.  Garnette’s eyes gave Wilton a glance filled with shock when he ap-
peared in the doorway.  Before he could obtain any information from that 
little scene, his father walked into the kitchen from the side door. 

Ignoring the gathering before him, Rex loudly started right in: “OK.  
We’re definitely pressing charges.”  Toward Wilma specifically, he said: 
“The police have the report now.  And there was no one at that boy’s house 
when I went over, or I could have wound this up by now.” 

Garnette said Thanks and hung up the phone while Rex was pontificat-
ing.  Wilma was tongue-tied, Wilton was ignorant, so Garnette cornered 
her father in the kitchen. 

“There’s a lot more than we knew last night,” she began. 
“There’s a lot more that you need to hear, so listen and listen good.  

There will be no more contact between you two and that Indian family.  
Am I making myself  clear?” 

Both of  his children began speaking, but he cut them off.  “No contact 
even at school, understand?  I can back this up with a legal order, or you 
can just say ‘Yes, Dad,’ and it will be final.” 

Garnette handed the pad of  notes to Wilma and went to steer her 
brother toward the front of  the house. 
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They heard Wilma’s uncharacteristically-decisive voice explaining: 
Wilton had been struck down by a mountain lion that was attacking his 
horse, Lionel had shot the mountain lion and now had it at his house for 
the wildlife biologist to pick up, the police had just been shown the dead 
cat and will not likely bring charges for the expert kill, and Cyleine recov-
ered Wilton’s glasses this morning. 

“All the more reason for the kids to stay away from them,” Rex 
stormed.  “Those people are as wild as the country they crawl around in.  
We’re raising Garnette to be a lady, not a squaw, not a country-western 
cowgirl.  And Wilt, for Pete’s sake, running back roads through Indian ter-
ritory because he doesn’t want to join a basketball team — we’re going to 
have a talk about that when baseball…”  He trailed off  when he glanced 
toward the living room and saw Lionel and Cyleine both standing with his 
own two children.  Wilton was adjusting his glasses over his eyes using his 
good hand. 

“Well, good of  you to come!” Rex blared once his brain processed the 
unbelievable sight before him.  “Perhaps I need to say it only once more: 
You two from down the road will have nothing more to do with these two 
here!  Say good-bye and, uh, we do appreciate your bringing the glasses 
over.” 

Lionel hooked Cyleine’s arm and they exchanged looks with Garnette 
and Wilton before exiting by way of  the front door. 

END OF CHAPTERS 1-13 (FIRST QUARTER OF THE BOOK)
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