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Dreams tell old man Paul T’Sosi he’s dying. So why is Navajo trickster, Magpie, trying to tell him
a far more terrifying secret? Hungry for revenge, Ma’iitsoh Dine’, the Navajo Wolf, is out for
blood. Summoning his darkest powers, the Witch of Ganado circles tribal investigator Charlie
Yazzie’s young son. Some may survive the witch’s evil vendetta, but others will die to settle an
old score. The unexpected happens when a woman from the past re-emerges to take control in
this fast paced thriller critics now hail as the best yet of Chappell’s sensational new southwestern
mystery series.Critics describe R. Allen Chappell’s writing as “embedded and close to the
ground” with an intuitive knowledge of the Navajo people and their land. Magpie Speaks,
number 5 in the series, cements Chappell's legacy and puts him in the forefront of modern day
Navajo Mystery storytellers.

From the Back Cover"Johnson and Savidge have given Christians a unique gift with Performing
the Sacred. Their clear love of theatre and deep faith in Jesus intersect to reveal the wonders
hidden in a live performance. They remind us that when theology and theatre meet the result is
insight into what it means to be human and a beautiful doxology to our God."--David
McFadzean, Hollywood producer/writer; cocreator of the television series Home
Improvement"Performance theory, history, criticism, theology, and worship are all brought
together in a refreshing new look at the old art of live theatre in Performing the Sacred. It is not
only an entertaining read by itself but also a unique and much-needed text for university theatre
arts courses."--Gillette Elvgren, Regent University"We have been waiting years and years for
theatre artists and Christian theologians to get back into serious dialogue, and there is hardly
anyone better prepared to lead us than Todd Johnson and Dale Savidge. This book is a hugely
significant conversation starter. Decades from now we will be saying that the conversation
began with this book."--Jeff Barker, Northwestern College"The panoramic sweep of more than
twenty centuries of theatre and theology is a tour de force. Christian playgoers, after reading this
book, will come to understand and appreciate even more deeply the theological dynamics of
incarnation, Trinity, and presence at the heart of theatre. Performing the Sacred deserves a
standing ovation!"--Peter Gilmour, Institute of Pastoral Studies, Loyola University Chicago"A
landmark book--the first full-length study that explores contemporary live theatre from the
perspective and experience of both the theologian and the theatre artist. Performing the Sacred
explores profound theological issues, but it never loses sight of the direct and immediate
encounter between theatre artists and their audiences--and how lives change as a result of that
real presence."--Peter L. Senkbeil, Concordia University, Irvine, CaliforniaAbout the AuthorTodd
E. Johnson (PhD, University of Notre Dame) is the William K. and Delores S. Brehm Associate
Professor of Worship, Theology, and the Arts at Fuller Theological Seminary. He is an ordained



minister in the Evangelical Covenant Church and the editor of The Conviction of Things Not
Seen.Dale Savidge (PhD, University of South Carolina) is the executive director and founding
member of Christians in Theatre Arts (CITA). He is professor of theatre and chair of the theatre
arts department at North Greenville University and has traveled the world as a theatre artist.
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Magpie SpeaksR. Allen ChappellDedicationThis book is dedicated to those Diné who still follow
the Beauty Way, and while their numbers are less each year, they remain the well from which the
people draw strength and feed the Hozo that binds them together.AcknowledgmentsAgain,
many sincere thanks to those Navajo friends and classmates who provided “grist for the mill.”
Their insight into Navajo thought and reservation life helped fuel a lifelong interest in their
culture, one I had once only observed from the other side of the fence.Cover, graphics and
layout, by Marraii DesignsCopyright © 2016 R. Allen ChappellAll rights reservedFourth
edition2-8-18No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form, including electronic media,
without express permission of the author or his agent.Table of ContentsMagpieThe DrunkThe
SurpriseThe PlanThe JourneyCoyote & MagpieThe KickerThe MistakeThe LawMagpie
WomanThe ShamanSalvationRedemptionMagpie SingsGlossary1MagpieIn that far-off time of
hunger and depredation, it seemed only right that he, being an old man and no longer as useful
as he once had been, should draw away from the others and plan his entrance to the nether
world. The very young were already gone and the few older children left to the clans grew weak
and even they were being silently judged; only the very strongest would meet the challenges
ahead. Before the old man should leave his people for good, however, there was a thing he must
do, something he wouldn’t have had the courage for in better days; one last thing to attend
before committing himself to that nothingness that lies beyond. He trembled at the thought of it.
These hard and desperate times clutched at him like fingers from the grave.~~~~~~The harsh
cry of a magpie shattered the stillness like a gunshot––Paul T’Sosi woke with a start and for just
a moment was unable to disengage himself from the dream. The same dream that had troubled
him for weeks, in the beginning only occasionally, but now nearly every time he nodded off,
which was often as he was old himself and took his ease where he found it.Magpie sat atop a
scrub oak and in the haughty manner of its kind cocked a sparkling eye at the old singer and
gurgled deep in its throat. Paul well knew magpies can speak should they take a notion and
could often see well beyond the world of man. With a flip of its tail, the bird flew down to the
sheep to land on the back of a ram, causing Paul to lean away from the shaggy-bark cedar and
peer down at the trickster. He could not shake the notion the bird was trying to tell him something
and wondered what it might be to make the creature so bold.Aa’a’ii picked at the ram’s lanolin-
rich wool and preened its feathers with an oily beak. The old man allowed his eye to follow the
bird for a long minute hoping for some glimmer of understanding, but eventually lost interest and
turned his attention to the sheep. He missed nothing; each ewe and lamb was accounted for as
natural as breathing, the herdsman’s instinct…not everyone had it. As the old man watched and
pondered the way of these things he let his hand fall to the dog beside him, old like himself but
still of good use when it came to the sheep. That’s about all the two of us are good for now, he
thought, just the sheep. The dog roused himself, came to attention, twitched, and readied
himself to launch with no spoken word to guide him, the lift of a finger or push of the chin enough



to send him bounding away to correct some laggard or tighten the flock. The dog, like the man,
made allowance for disparities of age.The dream had begun to wear on the old Diné, pecking
away at the edge of his mind even when awake. Paul knew he was the old man in the dream and
was certain now it was a message. He was, after all, Hataalii, a singer, and had come to expect
these premonitions from time to time––still he couldn’t make heads or tails of this one.The sun
was on the downhill slide, and finally Paul motioned for the dog to start the gather that would
take them close to sunset. His daughter and her husband probably wouldn’t be back from their
shopping, and it would be left for him to watch for the school bus. It wasn’t that Thomas Begay’s
children couldn’t manage for themselves. But those two young ones expected him to be there,
and he took a certain satisfaction in that.Secretly, of course, it was the children who were
charged with watching out for the old man, making sure he didn’t forget to take something for his
lunch, and found his way home with the sheep at the end of day. They now considered him their
acheii or grandfather and had acquired that particularly close attachment for the elderly so often
seen in Navajo children. The old still are given their due among the Diné.The breeze carried the
sharp edge of change––a sure harbinger of autumn in that country and to Paul’s way of thinking
the finest time of year in Dinéta. The thought of it caused him to sigh…did the dream mean this
would be his last?As he closed the gate the old man, weary now, looked across the corrals and
was pleased to see the girl and her brother already trudging up the rutted track. A little distance
behind them, first one, then another pickup turned off the highway and trailed along
behind.When Thomas Begay pulled his truck alongside his children he stopped and motioned
for them to jump in back with the boxes of groceries. They wedged themselves between two
water barrels filled at the free pump in Shiprock, then laughed as they dangled their legs off the
back of the truck, and listened to the water slapping around inside the steel barrels. They knew
that water would have to last at least a week. Over the years the government had thrown up
earthen dams to form water-tanks for range stock, but household water still had to be hauled. It
was just a part of life in the Diné Bikeyah. Wells could be drilled, but that was expensive and the
water, if found, was often not good.The children waved at their grandfather as Thomas’s blue
Dodge pulled into the yard ahead of Charlie Yazzie’s official tribal unit. Old Paul T’Sosi smiled
when he spied two-year-old Joseph Wiley propped up between Charlie and Sue. Paul thought
the boy an extraordinary child––certain he would someday make the people proud––all the signs
and omens pointed to it…but only if Paul could ward off the evil that threatened the boy. The old
singer had made many prayers on the night of his birth, and felt certain it was that intervention
that kept the child safe even now. The cord had wrapped around the infant’s neck while yet in the
womb. The young doctor himself called it a miracle the boy survived and Paul became even
more convinced it was his prayers that had made the difference.It was a particularly strong curse
laid by the Witch of Ganado those many years before and only time would tell if Paul T’Sosi’s
efforts might affect a permanent cure. Maybe that is what the dream is about, Paul thought. Does
it all go back to Harley Ponyboy? He was the one who had angered the witch.Edward Bitsinnii
had looked Harley right in the eye that spring day, when he declared, “Anytime you come near a



pregnant woman she will lose her baby.” He had then spat on the ground and washed his hands
in the air.It was widely known that Harley’s young wife, Anita, still blamed this curse for losing two
babies in a row. She was told by doctors not to try again.~~~~~~The water barrels were slid
down cedar posts from the flatbed truck and “walked” over to their place beside the hogan door.
Everyone helped carry in the groceries… and Lucy Tallwoman began telling her father how they
had met up with the Yazzies in town. When Sue Yazzie heard of the progress on Lucy’s new
blanket, still on the loom, she couldn’t wait to see how it turned out. This would be Lucy
Tallwoman’s third Ye’i piece in as many years; they were becoming her trademark, and had
made her well known among collectors. Other weavers thought her prices too high, and she
became the talk of that part of the Diné Bikeyah on account of it.In the brush arbor next to the
hogan everyone, even the children, gathered round the loom while Lucy Tallwoman explained
the meaning of the stunning piece––six crimson Ye’i, or spirit helpers, separated by stylized corn
plants set against a soft grey background. These were holy symbols for the Diné, and even the
children grew silent at the sight of them. The blanket had been many months in the weaving.
Commissioned by a wealthy New York collector, it was scheduled for delivery within the next few
days.Lucy pointed out the ch’ihónít’t, the nearly invisible spirit path woven into the lower edge of
the blanket. Each family of weavers passed down a traditional, but often different method of
weaving in that intentional flaw. It was sometimes no more than a thin cotton thread, barely
visible to the casual observer. Lucy’s mother, however, had taught her to continue the line out to
a loose yarn tail, which exited the blanket in the lower right corner. It was a very old way of
releasing the weaver’s spirit from a work, allowing her to move on to the next piece and not leave
a part of herself trapped in the finished blanket. In this way Lucy felt connected to her mother
and those other weavers who had gone before. She thought to herself in Navajo, In this way I am
a Navajo woman. Over the years this little wool “tail” had become her signature and was widely
recognized among knowledgeable collectors.Traditional weaving had come a long way from the
time when traders bought blankets by weight and Navajo women were reduced to pounding
sand into the finished work to make it weigh more and bring a decent price. Traders soon caught
on and would give each blanket a good shake, but the natural lanolin held the bulk of the sand
just the same.It had all begun around 1871 with the hated Indian agent William Arny, a
prejudiced man with a missionary mindset, and determined that Indians should see the light.
The Navajo called him the “Tarantula” and his single saving grace was initiating a campaign to
create a market for Navajo blankets back east. He thought the blankets to be the only viable
product the people produced––one that might help defray government expenditures in their
support. Arny, of course, was deeply involved in the marketing process and profited accordingly.
Those were the dark times after the peoples’ long walk from their incarceration down on the
Bosque Redondo, and to this day the stories of that travesty are passed down through the clans
and remembered.“I would like to get this blanket out of the summer hogan before bad weather
sets in,” Lucy confided as she and Sue Yazzie put their heads together to examine the piece.
She looked around to make sure the children weren’t listening and whispered, “Our old hogan is



getting a little cramped now that the kids are here. It’s a good thing they are in school during the
day, or I wouldn’t ever get anything done.” She said this last part with a smile and then, “But, still,
I don’t know what I would do without them. They are like my own now and are becoming a big
help with the sheep.”Sue nodded and smiled, knowing how much time little Joseph Wiley took
from her own day. She turned her attention back to the loom. “Well, it’s truly a beautiful piece of
work. I wish I could afford one like it someday, but I doubt that’s going to happen anytime soon.”
She smiled ruefully, “I have a smaller one my aunt wove for me when I was little, but it’s nothing
like this.”Lucy nodded, “With what this blanket will bring, Thomas thinks we will have nearly
enough put away to build a separate house, just for us. My father won’t leave the old hogan. He
says it’s a spiritual place and he needs that.” She reflected for a moment. “I’d like a real house
like yours. The electric people say the new lines will pass along the road soon, then it won’t take
much for us to have electricity right here, and we’re told phone service won’t be far behind the
electricity. Wouldn’t that be something?”Sue was happy for her friend and was well aware what it
meant to her. “You have come so far with your weaving.” She laughed as she said, “The trader
told Charlie he considers you the best weaver on the reservation.”Lucy Tallwoman had not heard
that, but in her heart knew it was true and smiled at the thought of it. She didn’t think it arrogant
to feel this way. Her mother had been a very good weaver and often told her, “There is
something extra in certain people that takes them beyond what others can do.” Lucy had already
proven this true.Sue knew most traditional Navajo have an inherent appreciation of art in any
form, but fine traditional blankets, or rugs as some Billigaana still insist on calling them, are
especially near to their hearts. They take great pride in any they are able to afford or those that
pass down through the family––they are never used as a floor covering in a Navajo home. Lucy
wove the lighter, more traditional blanket, not only a thing of beauty, but one that would keep a
person from the cold should they choose to use it in that way.The women remained in the brush
shelter, going over samples of wool collected from Lucy’s own churro sheep and the crocks of
natural dyes she preferred. These materials were hard to come by now, but in her view were
essential and one of the secrets of her success. Their soft earth tones mimicked the land itself
and were integral to the culture. Some weavers bought their wool already spun and substituted
modern aniline dyes, then pretended not to understand why collectors didn’t prefer the more
garish work.Thomas Begay and the other two men moved outside the shelter and stood
watching the children. The older two had taken charge of Joseph Wiley and were trundling the
toddler off to the sheep pens to see their lambs––gifts from their stepmother.Navajo children
acquire livestock at quite an early age and become responsible for their care, the thought being
that having their own stock might increase interest in the herding and general care of the family
flock. After accumulating a few animals, these young stockmen might be expected to contribute
the occasional one to the family larder, or for some ceremony aimed at the good of the people.
While sometimes hard for them, they learned the importance of giving and generosity, and how
those family clan members who have must endeavor to help those who don’t. It was hoped they
would see how everyone’s hozo benefits from this and allows them to take away a part of that



blessing for themselves.Charlie Yazzie knew that in olden times Navajo children enjoyed nearly
the same personal rights as an adult, and were never forced to give up any of their property
without their consent. They retained right of ownership over their personal possessions just as
an adult would.Charlie smiled as he watched Caleb and Ida Marie help his son through the
corral poles and work their way through the ewes to the lambs. This is the way it is meant to be,
he thought, older children watching out for younger ones; everyone responsible for everyone
else…learning from each other. This is the Navajo way and how it has always been…how it
should always be. Charlie didn’t consider himself a traditionalist in regard to some of the older
customs or beliefs, but still maintained strong ties to the culture in other ways. He thought of
himself as a forward-thinking Navajo, one who wanted his people to take their place in a more
modern Navajo Nation.Joseph Wiley wasn’t afraid of the sheep, even when the larger of the two
rams came right up to him, wrinkled its nose, and bared its teeth, the better to catch his scent.
The boy laughed and reached out to touch the ram––who shook his head, pawing the ground a
time or two before backing off.Even Paul T’Sosi smiled at this and was reaffirmed in his belief
that this baby was somehow special and worth the effort it took to shield him from evil.Charlie
Yazzie turned from the children and surprised the other two men by announcing, “I had a letter
from Professor Custer yesterday. You might remember he last wrote that things were not going
so well at the university.”Paul T’Sosi came immediately to attention. “I don’t remember hearing
about that. What has happened with the professor?” Paul still hadn’t forgotten being passed over
for a position on Custer’s last project which, as it turned out, was a good thing. Harley Ponyboy
had instead been given the job, and while he maintained it was not his fault, things had not gone
well. Paul didn’t really blame either man. He liked Harley and had, at the time, considered the
professor’s poor judgment a fault of his drinking. Harley being caught up in that had been his
own failing, in his opinion.Charlie went on, “Apparently there was some fallout from Dr. Custer’s
last project,” he paused and shook his head, “but still, the professor didn’t suspect his job might
be in danger. It seems a few faculty members in his department filed complaints and passed
along rumors of his drinking in the field. Everyone knew this was coming, of course, and most
were only surprised it hadn’t happened sooner.” Charlie frowned. “Everyone knew it…except
George Custer himself. In any case, he was offered the choice of retiring, and by virtue of his
tenure be eligible for a nice little pension… or he could battle the board of regents, something
that might not have ended so well.”Charlie looked at the other two before going on, “In the letter
he says he’s tired of resting on what few laurels he might have left, and is now considering
starting his own business, ‘salvage archaeology’ …claims it’s the big thing right now, what with
the renewed interest in the gas fields and increasing government mandates against violating
prehistoric sites. Charlie paused. “Not only is there some money to be made, but some real and
lasting good could come of it, too.”Thomas Begay cocked an eye. “And what might ‘salvage
archaeology’ be exactly?”“Well, I’m not certain myself at this point, but I’m sure George will be
more than happy to fill us in when he gets out here next week. He did say I should mention there
might be a job for you and Harley Ponyboy, should you care to join the operation.”Old man Paul



T’Sosi scowled. “He didn’t say nothing about me?”Charlie cleared his throat and looked away.
“Not in so many words, Paul, but I’m sure someone with your previous experience would be high
on his list.” Charlie was aware Paul had worked as a laborer under several prominent
archaeologists over the years, and that he actually had quite a good grasp of basic field
procedures.The old man snorted and turned toward the brush arbor before throwing back over
his shoulder. “Well, if he does mention me when he gets here, you tell him I’m too busy.”Thomas
Begay watched as his father-in-law walked away, and waited till he was out of sight before
shaking his head. “He’s in no shape to work an excavation, and I’m sure the professor knows it,
too. But the old man won’t let it go…it’s been a sore spot since that last dig. Maybe you could ask
the professor if there isn’t something Paul could do––he writes a fine hand and seems to know
something about fieldwork too.”Charlie sighed and looked away again saying, “I’ll see what I can
do, but Paul’s really not looking well. I’m not sure he’s up to it.”“Maybe not, but it would be nice if
he could at least have the satisfaction of turning down an offer.”“Hmmm, maybe… I’ll talk to
George and see what he thinks.” Charlie didn’t like leading the old man on if nothing was to
come of it.Lucy Tallwoman asked the Yazzie family to supper, but Sue declined, saying Charlie
had warned her they could only stay a few minutes. “He said he wants to stop by Harley
Ponyboy’s place on the way back into town––tell him about Professor Custer and the chance of a
job. Harley hasn’t had it easy of late and everyone knows he thinks a lot of the professor. Harley
says George is about the only white he’s known that treats him right.”~~~~~~Paul T’Sosi went
directly to his cot in the summer hogan and lay down to await the call to supper. He tried not to
fall asleep as that would bring the dream. Perhaps he would go to the sweat lodge in the
morning––maybe that would help. He and Thomas had built a small earth and stone sweat lodge
back behind the hogan and several people had already come to him for the service. He was still
thinking of the cleansing when he drifted quietly off to sleep.Later, haggard and irritable, the old
singer had come in, took his place at the table, and hunkered over a cup of coffee. He thought
only of the dream.There was more to the story of the Witch of Ganado than the rest of them
knew. He had known for years it might someday come to this––there weren’t many left who
would test the will of a witch…maybe even a yeenaaldiooshii. No, it was a job better left to him,
one who had trained under the same master. Their old uncle, Elmore Shining Horse, had taught
them both well, but in different directions.As he helped his children with their homework,
Thomas Begay occasionally glanced over at his father-in-law. Thomas had an unusually sharp
mind, and despite his own lackluster performance at boarding school, insisted his children
should do their best at the new day facility. This was a newer, more modern way of thinking for
Thomas. In his father’s day a child had only to say he didn’t want to do a certain thing and, within
certain limits, that was the way it would be. Thomas, however, had come to see the good in
education and considered the nearby school a great improvement over children being whisked
away to boarding school, where they might not see their families for months on end. He knew
how that was, and tried to help all he could to make this new educational approach work for his
own kids. His college-educated friend, Charlie Yazzie, had been a great influence in this



regard.Thomas glanced over at his wife as she busied herself at the cook stove. She hummed to
herself as she stirred a pot and readied their supper. He thought he had been fortunate to find
such a fine woman and one so good to his children. They both looked up to Lucy and took pains
to please her. Thomas couldn’t help but be proud and felt himself lucky beyond his due.Lucy’s
mind was elsewhere and it really didn’t register when her father mumbled, “I expect I’ll have to
kill him.”“Kill what, Shizhé’é?” Lucy asked, still not paying full attention. Perhaps it was that goat
with one horn he was talking about; the animal had a mean streak, had twice tried to hook one of
the children and would have, if not for the dog.“Why, that witch that’s causing all this trouble.” The
old man gazed into his coffee cup… didn’t like the look of it, and added more canned milk. “He’s
been needing a good killing for a long time.”Thomas Begay took notice at this and wrinkled his
brow. “What witch trouble is that Paul?” Thomas was still quite traditional when it came to
witches and grew cautious at the very mention of them.The old man didn’t answer, but stirred his
coffee furiously and stared at the far wall.Thomas was beginning to wonder if his father-in-law
might be losing his mind.2 The DrunkIt was nearly dark when Charlie Yazzie pulled up to
Ponyboy’s ramshackle trailer and found the place deserted, not a single animal in the corral and
Anita’s truck nowhere to be seen. The beginnings of a night wind stirred the dust of the corrals
and caused a loose screen door to bang.“Now where do you suppose they’ve gone off to?”
Charlie wondered. “They don’t get out much…at least Harley don’t; he hasn’t had a license to
drive for years. He doesn’t even have his mule Shorty any more.”Sue looked through a veil of
windblown dust at the deserted yard and pointed to the screen door hanging askew and
swinging noisily on its hinges. “It doesn’t look to me like they’ve been here for a while. When’s
the last time you saw Harley anyway?”Charlie rubbed his jaw. “I guess it’s been a week…maybe
more. He dropped by the office, but when he saw I was busy with a caseworker, told the
receptionist he would catch me later, and then just never came back. I’ve been so busy I hadn’t
really thought about it till just now.” He paused and raised an eyebrow at his wife. “That’s just not
like Harley at all.”On their way back into town Charlie looked over at Sue and said, “Tomorrow’s
Sunday. Thomas and Harley both are supposed to come in and help me fix the horse shed.” He
shook his head. “It’s only been a month since I finished the damned thing, and it’s already falling
down,” and then, almost as an afterthought, “…Thomas said it wouldn’t last.”In the dim glow of
the instrument panel Sue cuddled the baby on her lap and smiled to herself.~~~~~~There was a
storm that night; a low-pressure system formed over that rugged country beyond Ute Mountain
and sat itself astraddle the Colorado border. By midnight the Wind People raged down the La
Plata valley, howled up and down the frigid waters of the San Juan and for miles in either
direction the river whipped itself to a brown froth. The next morning Charlie stood at the corral
and scowled at his shed. It now leaned even more and threatened to come down completely
should there be more weather. He cursed out loud, causing the two horses to perk up their ears
and back even farther from the structure. They had been suspicious of it from the start and now
looked from the shed to the builder, and Charlie thought he could see blame in their eyes. He
cursed again, and glowered at the pair.When he thought about it, he had never actually seen



either of these horses in the shelter since he built it. His grandfather had probably been right.
“Horses don’t need no barn in this country,” he’d said. “They been doing alright without them as
long as there’s been any horses.” His grandfather hadn’t been one to mollycoddle livestock…or
people either, for that matter. Charlie thought that might have been because he had never been
mollycoddled himself, and probably didn’t know how to go about it.The crunch of tires on gravel
and clatter of a diesel engine coming up the lane meant Thomas Begay had arrived, and when
he got out of his truck, he was already smiling and pointing at the shed. Thomas never missed
an opportunity to say, “I told you so,” which was exactly what he did say as he settled himself
alongside his friend. Leaning on the top rail, he surveyed the afflicted shelter with a critical eye. “I
told you those corner posts should be stuck in the ground deeper…and as I said before, the roof
poles shoulda been a little closer together, too.”Charlie didn’t bother to look at him. “I thought you
were supposed to bring Harley with you?”“Well,” Thomas scuffed the dirt, “I’ve got some news
about Harley.” He looked down as he said this and Charlie could tell by his voice it wasn’t going
to be happy news.Both men considered the shed for another full minute before Charlie sighed
and asked what had happened with Harley Ponyboy; he already knew he wasn’t going to like
whatever it was.Thomas fiddled with a tiny splinter he’d picked up from the corral. “He’s drinking
again, for one thing,” then hastened to add, “But that’s likely just cause Anita left him last week.”
Thomas wanted Charlie to know there was good reason for their friend to fall back into the same
old trap. “Yep. Just up and pulled the rug out from under him, didn’t say a damn thing neither…
Took everything she could get in her truck and went to live with her mother over by Kirtland.”
Thomas shook his head. “She told her mother the only reason she didn’t kick his ass out and
take the place for herself was cause it wasn’t worth taking––said Harley had let it run down to the
point it wasn’t even fixable anymore.”“What th…”“Yeah… I went by the co-op early this morning
thinking he might be hanging around looking for a job, like he does sometimes. He wasn’t there,
but his father-in-law was, loading feed. He told me all about it when he saw I hadn’t already
heard. He knows Harley and me has always been tight.”“Anita left him because he was
drinking?”“No… I guess Harley didn’t even start drinking until after she left. This was about
something else, according to her father.”“He didn’t say what?”Thomas shook his head. “No, and I
didn’t ask him neither. I could see he was some put out about the whole thing…or maybe just
about Anita coming back home to live––one or the other, I guess. Anita was never an easy one to
get along with, you know.”Charlie realized he had been holding his breath and exhaled in a long
slow sigh. “I hate to see that, and I’m sure Professor Custer will be disappointed too, that is,
assuming George hasn’t started drinking again himself.” Harley and the professor had gotten
along quite well when drinking, as long as Harley could keep up. “They made an odd pair. You
wouldn’t think two so different people would take such a liking to one another, but they
did.”Thomas agreed. “Yes, yes they did…and Harley never really cared for no white people
neither.”“I suppose we ought to go find him before he gets himself in a jam.” Charlie was
watching two magpies in one of the young cottonwoods across the pasture. For a moment he
thought they were considering building a nest, but that wouldn’t make sense. The tree was too



short and spring too far off. He was sure they both were this year’s hatch; maybe the mild
weather was giving them the urge to start something.Thomas again eyed the ailing shed. “Do
you want me to hook onto that thing with my truck––pull it down, before it falls down and maybe
kills one of those horses?” He smiled. “Sue’s not going to like it if her horse gets killed.” He didn’t
look at Charlie when he continued in a whisper, “It’s going to have to be totally rebuilt
anyway.”Charlie briefly considered this. “No, I guess not. Those horses already know better than
go anywhere near it.” He knew Thomas was itching to show what his truck could do. Charlie, for
his part, still thought the shed might be saved, and hopefully without starting from scratch. His
friend knew a lot about building…but he didn’t know everything.Thomas nodded and studied the
horses as they looked on, and at last decided they were already on their guard, and not likely to
fall victim. He grinned at his friend. “Alrighty then, let’s go see if we can find Harley. Maybe he’ll
be sober enough to help us prop this thing up––if that’s what you’ve got in mind… I personally
don’t recommend it.”Charlie headed for the house to tell Sue what was happening, but he
wouldn’t mention the shed. Another perfectly good Sunday morning shot all to hell, was what he
was thinking. He told Sue he was afraid to let Thomas go looking for Harley by himself for fear he
might wind up just like him. Thomas and Harley had quite a history when it came to drinking.It
was still early and there was a decided nip in the air as the two Navajo left in Thomas’s truck.
Charlie thought it best they not take his tribal truck. If Harley was where they suspected, his
official unit would only make things harder. People down there didn’t like cops and anyone
whose vehicle had a tribal emblem on the door was suspected of being one.In those parts there
was really only one place an Indian was likely to get a drink of a Sunday morning and Thomas
was well acquainted with it from his and Harley’s rougher days.Magpie SpeaksR. Allen
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SingsGlossary1MagpieIn that far-off time of hunger and depredation, it seemed only right that
he, being an old man and no longer as useful as he once had been, should draw away from the
others and plan his entrance to the nether world. The very young were already gone and the few
older children left to the clans grew weak and even they were being silently judged; only the very
strongest would meet the challenges ahead. Before the old man should leave his people for
good, however, there was a thing he must do, something he wouldn’t have had the courage for in
better days; one last thing to attend before committing himself to that nothingness that lies
beyond. He trembled at the thought of it. These hard and desperate times clutched at him like
fingers from the grave.~~~~~~The harsh cry of a magpie shattered the stillness like a gunshot––
Paul T’Sosi woke with a start and for just a moment was unable to disengage himself from the
dream. The same dream that had troubled him for weeks, in the beginning only occasionally, but
now nearly every time he nodded off, which was often as he was old himself and took his ease
where he found it.Magpie sat atop a scrub oak and in the haughty manner of its kind cocked a
sparkling eye at the old singer and gurgled deep in its throat. Paul well knew magpies can speak
should they take a notion and could often see well beyond the world of man. With a flip of its tail,
the bird flew down to the sheep to land on the back of a ram, causing Paul to lean away from the
shaggy-bark cedar and peer down at the trickster. He could not shake the notion the bird was
trying to tell him something and wondered what it might be to make the creature so bold.Aa’a’ii
picked at the ram’s lanolin-rich wool and preened its feathers with an oily beak. The old man
allowed his eye to follow the bird for a long minute hoping for some glimmer of understanding,
but eventually lost interest and turned his attention to the sheep. He missed nothing; each ewe
and lamb was accounted for as natural as breathing, the herdsman’s instinct…not everyone had
it. As the old man watched and pondered the way of these things he let his hand fall to the dog
beside him, old like himself but still of good use when it came to the sheep. That’s about all the
two of us are good for now, he thought, just the sheep. The dog roused himself, came to
attention, twitched, and readied himself to launch with no spoken word to guide him, the lift of a
finger or push of the chin enough to send him bounding away to correct some laggard or tighten
the flock. The dog, like the man, made allowance for disparities of age.The dream had begun to
wear on the old Diné, pecking away at the edge of his mind even when awake. Paul knew he was
the old man in the dream and was certain now it was a message. He was, after all, Hataalii, a
singer, and had come to expect these premonitions from time to time––still he couldn’t make
heads or tails of this one.The sun was on the downhill slide, and finally Paul motioned for the
dog to start the gather that would take them close to sunset. His daughter and her husband
probably wouldn’t be back from their shopping, and it would be left for him to watch for the
school bus. It wasn’t that Thomas Begay’s children couldn’t manage for themselves. But those



two young ones expected him to be there, and he took a certain satisfaction in that.Secretly, of
course, it was the children who were charged with watching out for the old man, making sure he
didn’t forget to take something for his lunch, and found his way home with the sheep at the end
of day. They now considered him their acheii or grandfather and had acquired that particularly
close attachment for the elderly so often seen in Navajo children. The old still are given their due
among the Diné.The breeze carried the sharp edge of change––a sure harbinger of autumn in
that country and to Paul’s way of thinking the finest time of year in Dinéta. The thought of it
caused him to sigh…did the dream mean this would be his last?As he closed the gate the old
man, weary now, looked across the corrals and was pleased to see the girl and her brother
already trudging up the rutted track. A little distance behind them, first one, then another pickup
turned off the highway and trailed along behind.When Thomas Begay pulled his truck alongside
his children he stopped and motioned for them to jump in back with the boxes of groceries. They
wedged themselves between two water barrels filled at the free pump in Shiprock, then laughed
as they dangled their legs off the back of the truck, and listened to the water slapping around
inside the steel barrels. They knew that water would have to last at least a week. Over the years
the government had thrown up earthen dams to form water-tanks for range stock, but household
water still had to be hauled. It was just a part of life in the Diné Bikeyah. Wells could be drilled,
but that was expensive and the water, if found, was often not good.The children waved at their
grandfather as Thomas’s blue Dodge pulled into the yard ahead of Charlie Yazzie’s official tribal
unit. Old Paul T’Sosi smiled when he spied two-year-old Joseph Wiley propped up between
Charlie and Sue. Paul thought the boy an extraordinary child––certain he would someday make
the people proud––all the signs and omens pointed to it…but only if Paul could ward off the evil
that threatened the boy. The old singer had made many prayers on the night of his birth, and felt
certain it was that intervention that kept the child safe even now. The cord had wrapped around
the infant’s neck while yet in the womb. The young doctor himself called it a miracle the boy
survived and Paul became even more convinced it was his prayers that had made the
difference.It was a particularly strong curse laid by the Witch of Ganado those many years
before and only time would tell if Paul T’Sosi’s efforts might affect a permanent cure. Maybe that
is what the dream is about, Paul thought. Does it all go back to Harley Ponyboy? He was the one
who had angered the witch.Edward Bitsinnii had looked Harley right in the eye that spring day,
when he declared, “Anytime you come near a pregnant woman she will lose her baby.” He had
then spat on the ground and washed his hands in the air.It was widely known that Harley’s young
wife, Anita, still blamed this curse for losing two babies in a row. She was told by doctors not to
try again.~~~~~~The water barrels were slid down cedar posts from the flatbed truck and
“walked” over to their place beside the hogan door. Everyone helped carry in the groceries…
and Lucy Tallwoman began telling her father how they had met up with the Yazzies in town.
When Sue Yazzie heard of the progress on Lucy’s new blanket, still on the loom, she couldn’t
wait to see how it turned out. This would be Lucy Tallwoman’s third Ye’i piece in as many years;
they were becoming her trademark, and had made her well known among collectors. Other



weavers thought her prices too high, and she became the talk of that part of the Diné Bikeyah on
account of it.In the brush arbor next to the hogan everyone, even the children, gathered round
the loom while Lucy Tallwoman explained the meaning of the stunning piece––six crimson Ye’i,
or spirit helpers, separated by stylized corn plants set against a soft grey background. These
were holy symbols for the Diné, and even the children grew silent at the sight of them. The
blanket had been many months in the weaving. Commissioned by a wealthy New York collector,
it was scheduled for delivery within the next few days.Lucy pointed out the ch’ihónít’t, the nearly
invisible spirit path woven into the lower edge of the blanket. Each family of weavers passed
down a traditional, but often different method of weaving in that intentional flaw. It was
sometimes no more than a thin cotton thread, barely visible to the casual observer. Lucy’s
mother, however, had taught her to continue the line out to a loose yarn tail, which exited the
blanket in the lower right corner. It was a very old way of releasing the weaver’s spirit from a
work, allowing her to move on to the next piece and not leave a part of herself trapped in the
finished blanket. In this way Lucy felt connected to her mother and those other weavers who had
gone before. She thought to herself in Navajo, In this way I am a Navajo woman. Over the years
this little wool “tail” had become her signature and was widely recognized among knowledgeable
collectors.Traditional weaving had come a long way from the time when traders bought blankets
by weight and Navajo women were reduced to pounding sand into the finished work to make it
weigh more and bring a decent price. Traders soon caught on and would give each blanket a
good shake, but the natural lanolin held the bulk of the sand just the same.It had all begun
around 1871 with the hated Indian agent William Arny, a prejudiced man with a missionary
mindset, and determined that Indians should see the light. The Navajo called him the “Tarantula”
and his single saving grace was initiating a campaign to create a market for Navajo blankets
back east. He thought the blankets to be the only viable product the people produced––one that
might help defray government expenditures in their support. Arny, of course, was deeply involved
in the marketing process and profited accordingly. Those were the dark times after the peoples’
long walk from their incarceration down on the Bosque Redondo, and to this day the stories of
that travesty are passed down through the clans and remembered.“I would like to get this
blanket out of the summer hogan before bad weather sets in,” Lucy confided as she and Sue
Yazzie put their heads together to examine the piece. She looked around to make sure the
children weren’t listening and whispered, “Our old hogan is getting a little cramped now that the
kids are here. It’s a good thing they are in school during the day, or I wouldn’t ever get anything
done.” She said this last part with a smile and then, “But, still, I don’t know what I would do
without them. They are like my own now and are becoming a big help with the sheep.”Sue
nodded and smiled, knowing how much time little Joseph Wiley took from her own day. She
turned her attention back to the loom. “Well, it’s truly a beautiful piece of work. I wish I could
afford one like it someday, but I doubt that’s going to happen anytime soon.” She smiled ruefully,
“I have a smaller one my aunt wove for me when I was little, but it’s nothing like this.”Lucy
nodded, “With what this blanket will bring, Thomas thinks we will have nearly enough put away



to build a separate house, just for us. My father won’t leave the old hogan. He says it’s a spiritual
place and he needs that.” She reflected for a moment. “I’d like a real house like yours. The
electric people say the new lines will pass along the road soon, then it won’t take much for us to
have electricity right here, and we’re told phone service won’t be far behind the electricity.
Wouldn’t that be something?”Sue was happy for her friend and was well aware what it meant to
her. “You have come so far with your weaving.” She laughed as she said, “The trader told Charlie
he considers you the best weaver on the reservation.”Lucy Tallwoman had not heard that, but in
her heart knew it was true and smiled at the thought of it. She didn’t think it arrogant to feel this
way. Her mother had been a very good weaver and often told her, “There is something extra in
certain people that takes them beyond what others can do.” Lucy had already proven this
true.Sue knew most traditional Navajo have an inherent appreciation of art in any form, but fine
traditional blankets, or rugs as some Billigaana still insist on calling them, are especially near to
their hearts. They take great pride in any they are able to afford or those that pass down through
the family––they are never used as a floor covering in a Navajo home. Lucy wove the lighter,
more traditional blanket, not only a thing of beauty, but one that would keep a person from the
cold should they choose to use it in that way.The women remained in the brush shelter, going
over samples of wool collected from Lucy’s own churro sheep and the crocks of natural dyes she
preferred. These materials were hard to come by now, but in her view were essential and one of
the secrets of her success. Their soft earth tones mimicked the land itself and were integral to
the culture. Some weavers bought their wool already spun and substituted modern aniline dyes,
then pretended not to understand why collectors didn’t prefer the more garish work.Thomas
Begay and the other two men moved outside the shelter and stood watching the children. The
older two had taken charge of Joseph Wiley and were trundling the toddler off to the sheep pens
to see their lambs––gifts from their stepmother.Navajo children acquire livestock at quite an
early age and become responsible for their care, the thought being that having their own stock
might increase interest in the herding and general care of the family flock. After accumulating a
few animals, these young stockmen might be expected to contribute the occasional one to the
family larder, or for some ceremony aimed at the good of the people. While sometimes hard for
them, they learned the importance of giving and generosity, and how those family clan members
who have must endeavor to help those who don’t. It was hoped they would see how everyone’s
hozo benefits from this and allows them to take away a part of that blessing for
themselves.Charlie Yazzie knew that in olden times Navajo children enjoyed nearly the same
personal rights as an adult, and were never forced to give up any of their property without their
consent. They retained right of ownership over their personal possessions just as an adult
would.Charlie smiled as he watched Caleb and Ida Marie help his son through the corral poles
and work their way through the ewes to the lambs. This is the way it is meant to be, he thought,
older children watching out for younger ones; everyone responsible for everyone else…learning
from each other. This is the Navajo way and how it has always been…how it should always be.
Charlie didn’t consider himself a traditionalist in regard to some of the older customs or beliefs,



but still maintained strong ties to the culture in other ways. He thought of himself as a forward-
thinking Navajo, one who wanted his people to take their place in a more modern Navajo
Nation.Joseph Wiley wasn’t afraid of the sheep, even when the larger of the two rams came right
up to him, wrinkled its nose, and bared its teeth, the better to catch his scent. The boy laughed
and reached out to touch the ram––who shook his head, pawing the ground a time or two before
backing off.Even Paul T’Sosi smiled at this and was reaffirmed in his belief that this baby was
somehow special and worth the effort it took to shield him from evil.Charlie Yazzie turned from
the children and surprised the other two men by announcing, “I had a letter from Professor
Custer yesterday. You might remember he last wrote that things were not going so well at the
university.”Paul T’Sosi came immediately to attention. “I don’t remember hearing about that.
What has happened with the professor?” Paul still hadn’t forgotten being passed over for a
position on Custer’s last project which, as it turned out, was a good thing. Harley Ponyboy had
instead been given the job, and while he maintained it was not his fault, things had not gone well.
Paul didn’t really blame either man. He liked Harley and had, at the time, considered the
professor’s poor judgment a fault of his drinking. Harley being caught up in that had been his
own failing, in his opinion.Charlie went on, “Apparently there was some fallout from Dr. Custer’s
last project,” he paused and shook his head, “but still, the professor didn’t suspect his job might
be in danger. It seems a few faculty members in his department filed complaints and passed
along rumors of his drinking in the field. Everyone knew this was coming, of course, and most
were only surprised it hadn’t happened sooner.” Charlie frowned. “Everyone knew it…except
George Custer himself. In any case, he was offered the choice of retiring, and by virtue of his
tenure be eligible for a nice little pension… or he could battle the board of regents, something
that might not have ended so well.”Charlie looked at the other two before going on, “In the letter
he says he’s tired of resting on what few laurels he might have left, and is now considering
starting his own business, ‘salvage archaeology’ …claims it’s the big thing right now, what with
the renewed interest in the gas fields and increasing government mandates against violating
prehistoric sites. Charlie paused. “Not only is there some money to be made, but some real and
lasting good could come of it, too.”Thomas Begay cocked an eye. “And what might ‘salvage
archaeology’ be exactly?”“Well, I’m not certain myself at this point, but I’m sure George will be
more than happy to fill us in when he gets out here next week. He did say I should mention there
might be a job for you and Harley Ponyboy, should you care to join the operation.”Old man Paul
T’Sosi scowled. “He didn’t say nothing about me?”Charlie cleared his throat and looked away.
“Not in so many words, Paul, but I’m sure someone with your previous experience would be high
on his list.” Charlie was aware Paul had worked as a laborer under several prominent
archaeologists over the years, and that he actually had quite a good grasp of basic field
procedures.The old man snorted and turned toward the brush arbor before throwing back over
his shoulder. “Well, if he does mention me when he gets here, you tell him I’m too busy.”Thomas
Begay watched as his father-in-law walked away, and waited till he was out of sight before
shaking his head. “He’s in no shape to work an excavation, and I’m sure the professor knows it,



too. But the old man won’t let it go…it’s been a sore spot since that last dig. Maybe you could ask
the professor if there isn’t something Paul could do––he writes a fine hand and seems to know
something about fieldwork too.”Charlie sighed and looked away again saying, “I’ll see what I can
do, but Paul’s really not looking well. I’m not sure he’s up to it.”“Maybe not, but it would be nice if
he could at least have the satisfaction of turning down an offer.”“Hmmm, maybe… I’ll talk to
George and see what he thinks.” Charlie didn’t like leading the old man on if nothing was to
come of it.Lucy Tallwoman asked the Yazzie family to supper, but Sue declined, saying Charlie
had warned her they could only stay a few minutes. “He said he wants to stop by Harley
Ponyboy’s place on the way back into town––tell him about Professor Custer and the chance of a
job. Harley hasn’t had it easy of late and everyone knows he thinks a lot of the professor. Harley
says George is about the only white he’s known that treats him right.”~~~~~~Paul T’Sosi went
directly to his cot in the summer hogan and lay down to await the call to supper. He tried not to
fall asleep as that would bring the dream. Perhaps he would go to the sweat lodge in the
morning––maybe that would help. He and Thomas had built a small earth and stone sweat lodge
back behind the hogan and several people had already come to him for the service. He was still
thinking of the cleansing when he drifted quietly off to sleep.Later, haggard and irritable, the old
singer had come in, took his place at the table, and hunkered over a cup of coffee. He thought
only of the dream.There was more to the story of the Witch of Ganado than the rest of them
knew. He had known for years it might someday come to this––there weren’t many left who
would test the will of a witch…maybe even a yeenaaldiooshii. No, it was a job better left to him,
one who had trained under the same master. Their old uncle, Elmore Shining Horse, had taught
them both well, but in different directions.As he helped his children with their homework,
Thomas Begay occasionally glanced over at his father-in-law. Thomas had an unusually sharp
mind, and despite his own lackluster performance at boarding school, insisted his children
should do their best at the new day facility. This was a newer, more modern way of thinking for
Thomas. In his father’s day a child had only to say he didn’t want to do a certain thing and, within
certain limits, that was the way it would be. Thomas, however, had come to see the good in
education and considered the nearby school a great improvement over children being whisked
away to boarding school, where they might not see their families for months on end. He knew
how that was, and tried to help all he could to make this new educational approach work for his
own kids. His college-educated friend, Charlie Yazzie, had been a great influence in this
regard.Thomas glanced over at his wife as she busied herself at the cook stove. She hummed to
herself as she stirred a pot and readied their supper. He thought he had been fortunate to find
such a fine woman and one so good to his children. They both looked up to Lucy and took pains
to please her. Thomas couldn’t help but be proud and felt himself lucky beyond his due.Lucy’s
mind was elsewhere and it really didn’t register when her father mumbled, “I expect I’ll have to
kill him.”“Kill what, Shizhé’é?” Lucy asked, still not paying full attention. Perhaps it was that goat
with one horn he was talking about; the animal had a mean streak, had twice tried to hook one of
the children and would have, if not for the dog.“Why, that witch that’s causing all this trouble.” The



old man gazed into his coffee cup… didn’t like the look of it, and added more canned milk. “He’s
been needing a good killing for a long time.”Thomas Begay took notice at this and wrinkled his
brow. “What witch trouble is that Paul?” Thomas was still quite traditional when it came to
witches and grew cautious at the very mention of them.The old man didn’t answer, but stirred his
coffee furiously and stared at the far wall.Thomas was beginning to wonder if his father-in-law
might be losing his mind.1MagpieIn that far-off time of hunger and depredation, it seemed only
right that he, being an old man and no longer as useful as he once had been, should draw away
from the others and plan his entrance to the nether world. The very young were already gone
and the few older children left to the clans grew weak and even they were being silently judged;
only the very strongest would meet the challenges ahead. Before the old man should leave his
people for good, however, there was a thing he must do, something he wouldn’t have had the
courage for in better days; one last thing to attend before committing himself to that nothingness
that lies beyond. He trembled at the thought of it. These hard and desperate times clutched at
him like fingers from the grave.~~~~~~The harsh cry of a magpie shattered the stillness like a
gunshot––Paul T’Sosi woke with a start and for just a moment was unable to disengage himself
from the dream. The same dream that had troubled him for weeks, in the beginning only
occasionally, but now nearly every time he nodded off, which was often as he was old himself
and took his ease where he found it.Magpie sat atop a scrub oak and in the haughty manner of
its kind cocked a sparkling eye at the old singer and gurgled deep in its throat. Paul well knew
magpies can speak should they take a notion and could often see well beyond the world of man.
With a flip of its tail, the bird flew down to the sheep to land on the back of a ram, causing Paul to
lean away from the shaggy-bark cedar and peer down at the trickster. He could not shake the
notion the bird was trying to tell him something and wondered what it might be to make the
creature so bold.Aa’a’ii picked at the ram’s lanolin-rich wool and preened its feathers with an oily
beak. The old man allowed his eye to follow the bird for a long minute hoping for some glimmer
of understanding, but eventually lost interest and turned his attention to the sheep. He missed
nothing; each ewe and lamb was accounted for as natural as breathing, the herdsman’s
instinct…not everyone had it. As the old man watched and pondered the way of these things he
let his hand fall to the dog beside him, old like himself but still of good use when it came to the
sheep. That’s about all the two of us are good for now, he thought, just the sheep. The dog
roused himself, came to attention, twitched, and readied himself to launch with no spoken word
to guide him, the lift of a finger or push of the chin enough to send him bounding away to correct
some laggard or tighten the flock. The dog, like the man, made allowance for disparities of
age.The dream had begun to wear on the old Diné, pecking away at the edge of his mind even
when awake. Paul knew he was the old man in the dream and was certain now it was a
message. He was, after all, Hataalii, a singer, and had come to expect these premonitions from
time to time––still he couldn’t make heads or tails of this one.The sun was on the downhill slide,
and finally Paul motioned for the dog to start the gather that would take them close to sunset. His
daughter and her husband probably wouldn’t be back from their shopping, and it would be left



for him to watch for the school bus. It wasn’t that Thomas Begay’s children couldn’t manage for
themselves. But those two young ones expected him to be there, and he took a certain
satisfaction in that.Secretly, of course, it was the children who were charged with watching out
for the old man, making sure he didn’t forget to take something for his lunch, and found his way
home with the sheep at the end of day. They now considered him their acheii or grandfather and
had acquired that particularly close attachment for the elderly so often seen in Navajo children.
The old still are given their due among the Diné.The breeze carried the sharp edge of change––
a sure harbinger of autumn in that country and to Paul’s way of thinking the finest time of year in
Dinéta. The thought of it caused him to sigh…did the dream mean this would be his last?As he
closed the gate the old man, weary now, looked across the corrals and was pleased to see the
girl and her brother already trudging up the rutted track. A little distance behind them, first one,
then another pickup turned off the highway and trailed along behind.When Thomas Begay
pulled his truck alongside his children he stopped and motioned for them to jump in back with
the boxes of groceries. They wedged themselves between two water barrels filled at the free
pump in Shiprock, then laughed as they dangled their legs off the back of the truck, and listened
to the water slapping around inside the steel barrels. They knew that water would have to last at
least a week. Over the years the government had thrown up earthen dams to form water-tanks
for range stock, but household water still had to be hauled. It was just a part of life in the Diné
Bikeyah. Wells could be drilled, but that was expensive and the water, if found, was often not
good.The children waved at their grandfather as Thomas’s blue Dodge pulled into the yard
ahead of Charlie Yazzie’s official tribal unit. Old Paul T’Sosi smiled when he spied two-year-old
Joseph Wiley propped up between Charlie and Sue. Paul thought the boy an extraordinary
child––certain he would someday make the people proud––all the signs and omens pointed to
it…but only if Paul could ward off the evil that threatened the boy. The old singer had made many
prayers on the night of his birth, and felt certain it was that intervention that kept the child safe
even now. The cord had wrapped around the infant’s neck while yet in the womb. The young
doctor himself called it a miracle the boy survived and Paul became even more convinced it was
his prayers that had made the difference.It was a particularly strong curse laid by the Witch of
Ganado those many years before and only time would tell if Paul T’Sosi’s efforts might affect a
permanent cure. Maybe that is what the dream is about, Paul thought. Does it all go back to
Harley Ponyboy? He was the one who had angered the witch.Edward Bitsinnii had looked
Harley right in the eye that spring day, when he declared, “Anytime you come near a pregnant
woman she will lose her baby.” He had then spat on the ground and washed his hands in the
air.It was widely known that Harley’s young wife, Anita, still blamed this curse for losing two
babies in a row. She was told by doctors not to try again.~~~~~~The water barrels were slid
down cedar posts from the flatbed truck and “walked” over to their place beside the hogan door.
Everyone helped carry in the groceries… and Lucy Tallwoman began telling her father how they
had met up with the Yazzies in town. When Sue Yazzie heard of the progress on Lucy’s new
blanket, still on the loom, she couldn’t wait to see how it turned out. This would be Lucy



Tallwoman’s third Ye’i piece in as many years; they were becoming her trademark, and had
made her well known among collectors. Other weavers thought her prices too high, and she
became the talk of that part of the Diné Bikeyah on account of it.In the brush arbor next to the
hogan everyone, even the children, gathered round the loom while Lucy Tallwoman explained
the meaning of the stunning piece––six crimson Ye’i, or spirit helpers, separated by stylized corn
plants set against a soft grey background. These were holy symbols for the Diné, and even the
children grew silent at the sight of them. The blanket had been many months in the weaving.
Commissioned by a wealthy New York collector, it was scheduled for delivery within the next few
days.Lucy pointed out the ch’ihónít’t, the nearly invisible spirit path woven into the lower edge of
the blanket. Each family of weavers passed down a traditional, but often different method of
weaving in that intentional flaw. It was sometimes no more than a thin cotton thread, barely
visible to the casual observer. Lucy’s mother, however, had taught her to continue the line out to
a loose yarn tail, which exited the blanket in the lower right corner. It was a very old way of
releasing the weaver’s spirit from a work, allowing her to move on to the next piece and not leave
a part of herself trapped in the finished blanket. In this way Lucy felt connected to her mother
and those other weavers who had gone before. She thought to herself in Navajo, In this way I am
a Navajo woman. Over the years this little wool “tail” had become her signature and was widely
recognized among knowledgeable collectors.Traditional weaving had come a long way from the
time when traders bought blankets by weight and Navajo women were reduced to pounding
sand into the finished work to make it weigh more and bring a decent price. Traders soon caught
on and would give each blanket a good shake, but the natural lanolin held the bulk of the sand
just the same.It had all begun around 1871 with the hated Indian agent William Arny, a
prejudiced man with a missionary mindset, and determined that Indians should see the light.
The Navajo called him the “Tarantula” and his single saving grace was initiating a campaign to
create a market for Navajo blankets back east. He thought the blankets to be the only viable
product the people produced––one that might help defray government expenditures in their
support. Arny, of course, was deeply involved in the marketing process and profited accordingly.
Those were the dark times after the peoples’ long walk from their incarceration down on the
Bosque Redondo, and to this day the stories of that travesty are passed down through the clans
and remembered.“I would like to get this blanket out of the summer hogan before bad weather
sets in,” Lucy confided as she and Sue Yazzie put their heads together to examine the piece.
She looked around to make sure the children weren’t listening and whispered, “Our old hogan is
getting a little cramped now that the kids are here. It’s a good thing they are in school during the
day, or I wouldn’t ever get anything done.” She said this last part with a smile and then, “But, still,
I don’t know what I would do without them. They are like my own now and are becoming a big
help with the sheep.”Sue nodded and smiled, knowing how much time little Joseph Wiley took
from her own day. She turned her attention back to the loom. “Well, it’s truly a beautiful piece of
work. I wish I could afford one like it someday, but I doubt that’s going to happen anytime soon.”
She smiled ruefully, “I have a smaller one my aunt wove for me when I was little, but it’s nothing



like this.”Lucy nodded, “With what this blanket will bring, Thomas thinks we will have nearly
enough put away to build a separate house, just for us. My father won’t leave the old hogan. He
says it’s a spiritual place and he needs that.” She reflected for a moment. “I’d like a real house
like yours. The electric people say the new lines will pass along the road soon, then it won’t take
much for us to have electricity right here, and we’re told phone service won’t be far behind the
electricity. Wouldn’t that be something?”Sue was happy for her friend and was well aware what it
meant to her. “You have come so far with your weaving.” She laughed as she said, “The trader
told Charlie he considers you the best weaver on the reservation.”Lucy Tallwoman had not heard
that, but in her heart knew it was true and smiled at the thought of it. She didn’t think it arrogant
to feel this way. Her mother had been a very good weaver and often told her, “There is
something extra in certain people that takes them beyond what others can do.” Lucy had already
proven this true.Sue knew most traditional Navajo have an inherent appreciation of art in any
form, but fine traditional blankets, or rugs as some Billigaana still insist on calling them, are
especially near to their hearts. They take great pride in any they are able to afford or those that
pass down through the family––they are never used as a floor covering in a Navajo home. Lucy
wove the lighter, more traditional blanket, not only a thing of beauty, but one that would keep a
person from the cold should they choose to use it in that way.The women remained in the brush
shelter, going over samples of wool collected from Lucy’s own churro sheep and the crocks of
natural dyes she preferred. These materials were hard to come by now, but in her view were
essential and one of the secrets of her success. Their soft earth tones mimicked the land itself
and were integral to the culture. Some weavers bought their wool already spun and substituted
modern aniline dyes, then pretended not to understand why collectors didn’t prefer the more
garish work.Thomas Begay and the other two men moved outside the shelter and stood
watching the children. The older two had taken charge of Joseph Wiley and were trundling the
toddler off to the sheep pens to see their lambs––gifts from their stepmother.Navajo children
acquire livestock at quite an early age and become responsible for their care, the thought being
that having their own stock might increase interest in the herding and general care of the family
flock. After accumulating a few animals, these young stockmen might be expected to contribute
the occasional one to the family larder, or for some ceremony aimed at the good of the people.
While sometimes hard for them, they learned the importance of giving and generosity, and how
those family clan members who have must endeavor to help those who don’t. It was hoped they
would see how everyone’s hozo benefits from this and allows them to take away a part of that
blessing for themselves.Charlie Yazzie knew that in olden times Navajo children enjoyed nearly
the same personal rights as an adult, and were never forced to give up any of their property
without their consent. They retained right of ownership over their personal possessions just as
an adult would.Charlie smiled as he watched Caleb and Ida Marie help his son through the
corral poles and work their way through the ewes to the lambs. This is the way it is meant to be,
he thought, older children watching out for younger ones; everyone responsible for everyone
else…learning from each other. This is the Navajo way and how it has always been…how it



should always be. Charlie didn’t consider himself a traditionalist in regard to some of the older
customs or beliefs, but still maintained strong ties to the culture in other ways. He thought of
himself as a forward-thinking Navajo, one who wanted his people to take their place in a more
modern Navajo Nation.Joseph Wiley wasn’t afraid of the sheep, even when the larger of the two
rams came right up to him, wrinkled its nose, and bared its teeth, the better to catch his scent.
The boy laughed and reached out to touch the ram––who shook his head, pawing the ground a
time or two before backing off.Even Paul T’Sosi smiled at this and was reaffirmed in his belief
that this baby was somehow special and worth the effort it took to shield him from evil.Charlie
Yazzie turned from the children and surprised the other two men by announcing, “I had a letter
from Professor Custer yesterday. You might remember he last wrote that things were not going
so well at the university.”Paul T’Sosi came immediately to attention. “I don’t remember hearing
about that. What has happened with the professor?” Paul still hadn’t forgotten being passed over
for a position on Custer’s last project which, as it turned out, was a good thing. Harley Ponyboy
had instead been given the job, and while he maintained it was not his fault, things had not gone
well. Paul didn’t really blame either man. He liked Harley and had, at the time, considered the
professor’s poor judgment a fault of his drinking. Harley being caught up in that had been his
own failing, in his opinion.Charlie went on, “Apparently there was some fallout from Dr. Custer’s
last project,” he paused and shook his head, “but still, the professor didn’t suspect his job might
be in danger. It seems a few faculty members in his department filed complaints and passed
along rumors of his drinking in the field. Everyone knew this was coming, of course, and most
were only surprised it hadn’t happened sooner.” Charlie frowned. “Everyone knew it…except
George Custer himself. In any case, he was offered the choice of retiring, and by virtue of his
tenure be eligible for a nice little pension… or he could battle the board of regents, something
that might not have ended so well.”Charlie looked at the other two before going on, “In the letter
he says he’s tired of resting on what few laurels he might have left, and is now considering
starting his own business, ‘salvage archaeology’ …claims it’s the big thing right now, what with
the renewed interest in the gas fields and increasing government mandates against violating
prehistoric sites. Charlie paused. “Not only is there some money to be made, but some real and
lasting good could come of it, too.”Thomas Begay cocked an eye. “And what might ‘salvage
archaeology’ be exactly?”“Well, I’m not certain myself at this point, but I’m sure George will be
more than happy to fill us in when he gets out here next week. He did say I should mention there
might be a job for you and Harley Ponyboy, should you care to join the operation.”Old man Paul
T’Sosi scowled. “He didn’t say nothing about me?”Charlie cleared his throat and looked away.
“Not in so many words, Paul, but I’m sure someone with your previous experience would be high
on his list.” Charlie was aware Paul had worked as a laborer under several prominent
archaeologists over the years, and that he actually had quite a good grasp of basic field
procedures.The old man snorted and turned toward the brush arbor before throwing back over
his shoulder. “Well, if he does mention me when he gets here, you tell him I’m too busy.”Thomas
Begay watched as his father-in-law walked away, and waited till he was out of sight before



shaking his head. “He’s in no shape to work an excavation, and I’m sure the professor knows it,
too. But the old man won’t let it go…it’s been a sore spot since that last dig. Maybe you could ask
the professor if there isn’t something Paul could do––he writes a fine hand and seems to know
something about fieldwork too.”Charlie sighed and looked away again saying, “I’ll see what I can
do, but Paul’s really not looking well. I’m not sure he’s up to it.”“Maybe not, but it would be nice if
he could at least have the satisfaction of turning down an offer.”“Hmmm, maybe… I’ll talk to
George and see what he thinks.” Charlie didn’t like leading the old man on if nothing was to
come of it.Lucy Tallwoman asked the Yazzie family to supper, but Sue declined, saying Charlie
had warned her they could only stay a few minutes. “He said he wants to stop by Harley
Ponyboy’s place on the way back into town––tell him about Professor Custer and the chance of a
job. Harley hasn’t had it easy of late and everyone knows he thinks a lot of the professor. Harley
says George is about the only white he’s known that treats him right.”~~~~~~Paul T’Sosi went
directly to his cot in the summer hogan and lay down to await the call to supper. He tried not to
fall asleep as that would bring the dream. Perhaps he would go to the sweat lodge in the
morning––maybe that would help. He and Thomas had built a small earth and stone sweat lodge
back behind the hogan and several people had already come to him for the service. He was still
thinking of the cleansing when he drifted quietly off to sleep.Later, haggard and irritable, the old
singer had come in, took his place at the table, and hunkered over a cup of coffee. He thought
only of the dream.There was more to the story of the Witch of Ganado than the rest of them
knew. He had known for years it might someday come to this––there weren’t many left who
would test the will of a witch…maybe even a yeenaaldiooshii. No, it was a job better left to him,
one who had trained under the same master. Their old uncle, Elmore Shining Horse, had taught
them both well, but in different directions.As he helped his children with their homework,
Thomas Begay occasionally glanced over at his father-in-law. Thomas had an unusually sharp
mind, and despite his own lackluster performance at boarding school, insisted his children
should do their best at the new day facility. This was a newer, more modern way of thinking for
Thomas. In his father’s day a child had only to say he didn’t want to do a certain thing and, within
certain limits, that was the way it would be. Thomas, however, had come to see the good in
education and considered the nearby school a great improvement over children being whisked
away to boarding school, where they might not see their families for months on end. He knew
how that was, and tried to help all he could to make this new educational approach work for his
own kids. His college-educated friend, Charlie Yazzie, had been a great influence in this
regard.Thomas glanced over at his wife as she busied herself at the cook stove. She hummed to
herself as she stirred a pot and readied their supper. He thought he had been fortunate to find
such a fine woman and one so good to his children. They both looked up to Lucy and took pains
to please her. Thomas couldn’t help but be proud and felt himself lucky beyond his due.Lucy’s
mind was elsewhere and it really didn’t register when her father mumbled, “I expect I’ll have to
kill him.”“Kill what, Shizhé’é?” Lucy asked, still not paying full attention. Perhaps it was that goat
with one horn he was talking about; the animal had a mean streak, had twice tried to hook one of



the children and would have, if not for the dog.“Why, that witch that’s causing all this trouble.” The
old man gazed into his coffee cup… didn’t like the look of it, and added more canned milk. “He’s
been needing a good killing for a long time.”Thomas Begay took notice at this and wrinkled his
brow. “What witch trouble is that Paul?” Thomas was still quite traditional when it came to
witches and grew cautious at the very mention of them.The old man didn’t answer, but stirred his
coffee furiously and stared at the far wall.Thomas was beginning to wonder if his father-in-law
might be losing his mind.2 The DrunkIt was nearly dark when Charlie Yazzie pulled up to
Ponyboy’s ramshackle trailer and found the place deserted, not a single animal in the corral and
Anita’s truck nowhere to be seen. The beginnings of a night wind stirred the dust of the corrals
and caused a loose screen door to bang.“Now where do you suppose they’ve gone off to?”
Charlie wondered. “They don’t get out much…at least Harley don’t; he hasn’t had a license to
drive for years. He doesn’t even have his mule Shorty any more.”Sue looked through a veil of
windblown dust at the deserted yard and pointed to the screen door hanging askew and
swinging noisily on its hinges. “It doesn’t look to me like they’ve been here for a while. When’s
the last time you saw Harley anyway?”Charlie rubbed his jaw. “I guess it’s been a week…maybe
more. He dropped by the office, but when he saw I was busy with a caseworker, told the
receptionist he would catch me later, and then just never came back. I’ve been so busy I hadn’t
really thought about it till just now.” He paused and raised an eyebrow at his wife. “That’s just not
like Harley at all.”On their way back into town Charlie looked over at Sue and said, “Tomorrow’s
Sunday. Thomas and Harley both are supposed to come in and help me fix the horse shed.” He
shook his head. “It’s only been a month since I finished the damned thing, and it’s already falling
down,” and then, almost as an afterthought, “…Thomas said it wouldn’t last.”In the dim glow of
the instrument panel Sue cuddled the baby on her lap and smiled to herself.~~~~~~There was a
storm that night; a low-pressure system formed over that rugged country beyond Ute Mountain
and sat itself astraddle the Colorado border. By midnight the Wind People raged down the La
Plata valley, howled up and down the frigid waters of the San Juan and for miles in either
direction the river whipped itself to a brown froth. The next morning Charlie stood at the corral
and scowled at his shed. It now leaned even more and threatened to come down completely
should there be more weather. He cursed out loud, causing the two horses to perk up their ears
and back even farther from the structure. They had been suspicious of it from the start and now
looked from the shed to the builder, and Charlie thought he could see blame in their eyes. He
cursed again, and glowered at the pair.When he thought about it, he had never actually seen
either of these horses in the shelter since he built it. His grandfather had probably been right.
“Horses don’t need no barn in this country,” he’d said. “They been doing alright without them as
long as there’s been any horses.” His grandfather hadn’t been one to mollycoddle livestock…or
people either, for that matter. Charlie thought that might have been because he had never been
mollycoddled himself, and probably didn’t know how to go about it.The crunch of tires on gravel
and clatter of a diesel engine coming up the lane meant Thomas Begay had arrived, and when
he got out of his truck, he was already smiling and pointing at the shed. Thomas never missed



an opportunity to say, “I told you so,” which was exactly what he did say as he settled himself
alongside his friend. Leaning on the top rail, he surveyed the afflicted shelter with a critical eye. “I
told you those corner posts should be stuck in the ground deeper…and as I said before, the roof
poles shoulda been a little closer together, too.”Charlie didn’t bother to look at him. “I thought you
were supposed to bring Harley with you?”“Well,” Thomas scuffed the dirt, “I’ve got some news
about Harley.” He looked down as he said this and Charlie could tell by his voice it wasn’t going
to be happy news.Both men considered the shed for another full minute before Charlie sighed
and asked what had happened with Harley Ponyboy; he already knew he wasn’t going to like
whatever it was.Thomas fiddled with a tiny splinter he’d picked up from the corral. “He’s drinking
again, for one thing,” then hastened to add, “But that’s likely just cause Anita left him last week.”
Thomas wanted Charlie to know there was good reason for their friend to fall back into the same
old trap. “Yep. Just up and pulled the rug out from under him, didn’t say a damn thing neither…
Took everything she could get in her truck and went to live with her mother over by Kirtland.”
Thomas shook his head. “She told her mother the only reason she didn’t kick his ass out and
take the place for herself was cause it wasn’t worth taking––said Harley had let it run down to the
point it wasn’t even fixable anymore.”“What th…”“Yeah… I went by the co-op early this morning
thinking he might be hanging around looking for a job, like he does sometimes. He wasn’t there,
but his father-in-law was, loading feed. He told me all about it when he saw I hadn’t already
heard. He knows Harley and me has always been tight.”“Anita left him because he was
drinking?”“No… I guess Harley didn’t even start drinking until after she left. This was about
something else, according to her father.”“He didn’t say what?”Thomas shook his head. “No, and I
didn’t ask him neither. I could see he was some put out about the whole thing…or maybe just
about Anita coming back home to live––one or the other, I guess. Anita was never an easy one to
get along with, you know.”Charlie realized he had been holding his breath and exhaled in a long
slow sigh. “I hate to see that, and I’m sure Professor Custer will be disappointed too, that is,
assuming George hasn’t started drinking again himself.” Harley and the professor had gotten
along quite well when drinking, as long as Harley could keep up. “They made an odd pair. You
wouldn’t think two so different people would take such a liking to one another, but they
did.”Thomas agreed. “Yes, yes they did…and Harley never really cared for no white people
neither.”“I suppose we ought to go find him before he gets himself in a jam.” Charlie was
watching two magpies in one of the young cottonwoods across the pasture. For a moment he
thought they were considering building a nest, but that wouldn’t make sense. The tree was too
short and spring too far off. He was sure they both were this year’s hatch; maybe the mild
weather was giving them the urge to start something.Thomas again eyed the ailing shed. “Do
you want me to hook onto that thing with my truck––pull it down, before it falls down and maybe
kills one of those horses?” He smiled. “Sue’s not going to like it if her horse gets killed.” He didn’t
look at Charlie when he continued in a whisper, “It’s going to have to be totally rebuilt
anyway.”Charlie briefly considered this. “No, I guess not. Those horses already know better than
go anywhere near it.” He knew Thomas was itching to show what his truck could do. Charlie, for



his part, still thought the shed might be saved, and hopefully without starting from scratch. His
friend knew a lot about building…but he didn’t know everything.Thomas nodded and studied the
horses as they looked on, and at last decided they were already on their guard, and not likely to
fall victim. He grinned at his friend. “Alrighty then, let’s go see if we can find Harley. Maybe he’ll
be sober enough to help us prop this thing up––if that’s what you’ve got in mind… I personally
don’t recommend it.”Charlie headed for the house to tell Sue what was happening, but he
wouldn’t mention the shed. Another perfectly good Sunday morning shot all to hell, was what he
was thinking. He told Sue he was afraid to let Thomas go looking for Harley by himself for fear he
might wind up just like him. Thomas and Harley had quite a history when it came to drinking.It
was still early and there was a decided nip in the air as the two Navajo left in Thomas’s truck.
Charlie thought it best they not take his tribal truck. If Harley was where they suspected, his
official unit would only make things harder. People down there didn’t like cops and anyone
whose vehicle had a tribal emblem on the door was suspected of being one.In those parts there
was really only one place an Indian was likely to get a drink of a Sunday morning and Thomas
was well acquainted with it from his and Harley’s rougher days.2 The DrunkIt was nearly dark
when Charlie Yazzie pulled up to Ponyboy’s ramshackle trailer and found the place deserted, not
a single animal in the corral and Anita’s truck nowhere to be seen. The beginnings of a night
wind stirred the dust of the corrals and caused a loose screen door to bang.“Now where do you
suppose they’ve gone off to?” Charlie wondered. “They don’t get out much…at least Harley
don’t; he hasn’t had a license to drive for years. He doesn’t even have his mule Shorty any
more.”Sue looked through a veil of windblown dust at the deserted yard and pointed to the
screen door hanging askew and swinging noisily on its hinges. “It doesn’t look to me like they’ve
been here for a while. When’s the last time you saw Harley anyway?”Charlie rubbed his jaw. “I
guess it’s been a week…maybe more. He dropped by the office, but when he saw I was busy
with a caseworker, told the receptionist he would catch me later, and then just never came back.
I’ve been so busy I hadn’t really thought about it till just now.” He paused and raised an eyebrow
at his wife. “That’s just not like Harley at all.”On their way back into town Charlie looked over at
Sue and said, “Tomorrow’s Sunday. Thomas and Harley both are supposed to come in and help
me fix the horse shed.” He shook his head. “It’s only been a month since I finished the damned
thing, and it’s already falling down,” and then, almost as an afterthought, “…Thomas said it
wouldn’t last.”In the dim glow of the instrument panel Sue cuddled the baby on her lap and
smiled to herself.~~~~~~There was a storm that night; a low-pressure system formed over that
rugged country beyond Ute Mountain and sat itself astraddle the Colorado border. By midnight
the Wind People raged down the La Plata valley, howled up and down the frigid waters of the
San Juan and for miles in either direction the river whipped itself to a brown froth. The next
morning Charlie stood at the corral and scowled at his shed. It now leaned even more and
threatened to come down completely should there be more weather. He cursed out loud,
causing the two horses to perk up their ears and back even farther from the structure. They had
been suspicious of it from the start and now looked from the shed to the builder, and Charlie



thought he could see blame in their eyes. He cursed again, and glowered at the pair.When he
thought about it, he had never actually seen either of these horses in the shelter since he built it.
His grandfather had probably been right. “Horses don’t need no barn in this country,” he’d said.
“They been doing alright without them as long as there’s been any horses.” His grandfather
hadn’t been one to mollycoddle livestock…or people either, for that matter. Charlie thought that
might have been because he had never been mollycoddled himself, and probably didn’t know
how to go about it.The crunch of tires on gravel and clatter of a diesel engine coming up the lane
meant Thomas Begay had arrived, and when he got out of his truck, he was already smiling and
pointing at the shed. Thomas never missed an opportunity to say, “I told you so,” which was
exactly what he did say as he settled himself alongside his friend. Leaning on the top rail, he
surveyed the afflicted shelter with a critical eye. “I told you those corner posts should be stuck in
the ground deeper…and as I said before, the roof poles shoulda been a little closer together,
too.”Charlie didn’t bother to look at him. “I thought you were supposed to bring Harley with
you?”“Well,” Thomas scuffed the dirt, “I’ve got some news about Harley.” He looked down as he
said this and Charlie could tell by his voice it wasn’t going to be happy news.Both men
considered the shed for another full minute before Charlie sighed and asked what had
happened with Harley Ponyboy; he already knew he wasn’t going to like whatever it was.Thomas
fiddled with a tiny splinter he’d picked up from the corral. “He’s drinking again, for one thing,” then
hastened to add, “But that’s likely just cause Anita left him last week.” Thomas wanted Charlie to
know there was good reason for their friend to fall back into the same old trap. “Yep. Just up and
pulled the rug out from under him, didn’t say a damn thing neither… Took everything she could
get in her truck and went to live with her mother over by Kirtland.” Thomas shook his head. “She
told her mother the only reason she didn’t kick his ass out and take the place for herself was
cause it wasn’t worth taking––said Harley had let it run down to the point it wasn’t even fixable
anymore.”“What th…”“Yeah… I went by the co-op early this morning thinking he might be
hanging around looking for a job, like he does sometimes. He wasn’t there, but his father-in-law
was, loading feed. He told me all about it when he saw I hadn’t already heard. He knows Harley
and me has always been tight.”“Anita left him because he was drinking?”“No… I guess Harley
didn’t even start drinking until after she left. This was about something else, according to her
father.”“He didn’t say what?”Thomas shook his head. “No, and I didn’t ask him neither. I could
see he was some put out about the whole thing…or maybe just about Anita coming back home
to live––one or the other, I guess. Anita was never an easy one to get along with, you
know.”Charlie realized he had been holding his breath and exhaled in a long slow sigh. “I hate to
see that, and I’m sure Professor Custer will be disappointed too, that is, assuming George hasn’t
started drinking again himself.” Harley and the professor had gotten along quite well when
drinking, as long as Harley could keep up. “They made an odd pair. You wouldn’t think two so
different people would take such a liking to one another, but they did.”Thomas agreed. “Yes, yes
they did…and Harley never really cared for no white people neither.”“I suppose we ought to go
find him before he gets himself in a jam.” Charlie was watching two magpies in one of the young



cottonwoods across the pasture. For a moment he thought they were considering building a
nest, but that wouldn’t make sense. The tree was too short and spring too far off. He was sure
they both were this year’s hatch; maybe the mild weather was giving them the urge to start
something.Thomas again eyed the ailing shed. “Do you want me to hook onto that thing with my
truck––pull it down, before it falls down and maybe kills one of those horses?” He smiled. “Sue’s
not going to like it if her horse gets killed.” He didn’t look at Charlie when he continued in a
whisper, “It’s going to have to be totally rebuilt anyway.”Charlie briefly considered this. “No, I
guess not. Those horses already know better than go anywhere near it.” He knew Thomas was
itching to show what his truck could do. Charlie, for his part, still thought the shed might be
saved, and hopefully without starting from scratch. His friend knew a lot about building…but he
didn’t know everything.Thomas nodded and studied the horses as they looked on, and at last
decided they were already on their guard, and not likely to fall victim. He grinned at his friend.
“Alrighty then, let’s go see if we can find Harley. Maybe he’ll be sober enough to help us prop this
thing up––if that’s what you’ve got in mind… I personally don’t recommend it.”Charlie headed for
the house to tell Sue what was happening, but he wouldn’t mention the shed. Another perfectly
good Sunday morning shot all to hell, was what he was thinking. He told Sue he was afraid to let
Thomas go looking for Harley by himself for fear he might wind up just like him. Thomas and
Harley had quite a history when it came to drinking.It was still early and there was a decided nip
in the air as the two Navajo left in Thomas’s truck. Charlie thought it best they not take his tribal
truck. If Harley was where they suspected, his official unit would only make things harder. People
down there didn’t like cops and anyone whose vehicle had a tribal emblem on the door was
suspected of being one.In those parts there was really only one place an Indian was likely to get
a drink of a Sunday morning and Thomas was well acquainted with it from his and Harley’s
rougher days.
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Patti Simons, “Terrific. Excellent characters. Well told story. Fascinating Native American history,
belief system and relationships. Looking forward to what happens next in this ongoing journey.”

Sissy, “Intriguing story that never gets dull.. I'm hooked on this Navajo Nation Mystery series by
R. Allen Chappell. If you like Tony and Anne Hillerman bks, you'll love these Chappell bks,
maybe even better.”

dlsmith7, “Good read. Entertaining, doesn't drag. It's a good read and explains some things,
doesn't seem to get everything right, but seems mostly right. I enjoyed it.”

Ebook Library Reader j.hart, “Terrific narrator!. I felt like I was actually listening to the characters
speak to each other. The narrator switched up his voice in an excellent manner. Best narrator in
all Amazon books I've read.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Reminiscent of Tony Hillerman. This is one of a series set in the Four
Corners area that I found on kindle unlimited. I only wish all the stories were on kindle unlimited.
Charlie, Thomas and Harley work well together to solve present day problems on the Navajo
reservation.”

Ebook Library ReaderWayne Peters, “Review of this book.. An excellent book in the continuing
saga of the Navajo people. This book set some of the Navajo people to rest. As their names
should not be spoken, I will not mention who they are. That will be for the next reader to find out.
Trust me this will be an exciting read for the next reader. Fast paced and certainly well thought
out. The author has definitely put a great deal of effort into this book. He should be very proud of
his work in this book. It is one of his finest books in the continuing series of the Navajo people.”

B. Lozano, “Excellent, As Always. Wonderful series. This author is a really great story teller, and I
especially love the language used between Thomas and Harley.”

Anonymous, “A worthy entry to the series.. As a standalone novel, it's a good book. If you're
reading the series, it suffers from being formulaic, predictable, and repetitious. The series is set
in a very small world in which the crimes in each book always involve the immediate cast of
charaters, a trope that gets tiresome, at least to this reader.”

Scotty, “A little disappointed. A little disappointed. Thoroughly enjoyed the other books in the
series, especially 'Mojado' which I found hard to put down. One or two nice twists in this story
but, I thought, it was a way into the book before anything actually happened!”



Ebook Library Reader, “Old beliefs vying with new ideas.. An easy read. The usual characters
with more than a smattering of folklore and myth and the old ways and the new sometimes
battling to find the truth. Decent murder mystery on the Navajo reservation.”

hherron@lineone.net, “Love this series. Enlightening and humorous. Love the characters and
how they interact with one another.  Can't wait for the next book.  Wonderful.”

Antony  Redhawk, “Five Stars. very sound book”

The book by R. Allen Chappell has a rating of 5 out of 4.5. 1,278 people have provided
feedback.
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