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YOU ARE MINE, HEART FLOWER!



Unable to halt himself, he lifted his empty hand and allowed his fingers to brush a stray lock from her flushed cheek. Without breaking their gazes, his head bent forward and he fused their mouths, and was thrilled to his core when she responded.

Caroline lacked the willpower or wits to refuse his intoxicating kiss. Her arms slipped around his waist and she leaned against him, suddenly feeling weak and trembly. She felt his arms embrace her; then, he pulled her closerif possibleto him.

War Eagle felt charged with energy and strength, with joy and pride, with hope and pleasure. Niye mitawa, Kawa Cante, he murmured before kissing her a final time. He must not risk them being found like this, hard as it was to halt their closeness and revelation of feelings. Nisnala ya yo, he told her. You go alone, before someone came searching for her.

She smiled and nodded compliance. She told him to be careful. Itonpa. Return soon.

As she walked away with the loaded sling suspended over her back, he raised the crushed blossom to his nose and smelled its sweet scent. He recalled his final prayer words from last night: Show me if I can have the flower of my heart. Had the Great Spirit answered him this soon and in this manner? With all of his being, he hoped so. He untied the thong of his medicine bundle and placed the special coup inside it, and smiled in victory
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Chapter One





With his dark eyes narrowed, War Eagle lowered the field glasses his older brothers wife had given him many seasons past during other difficult and dangerous times. He studied the troubling scene that was taking place not far beyond his concealed position near his best friends: Swift Otter, Rivers Edge, Bent Bow, and Broken Lance, who was also the son of his fathers sister. While the rest of their hunting party was busy elsewhere, they had been scouting the buffalo herds size and movements when he sighted the grave intrusion. They had hidden their horses behind a hill, climbed it, and lain on their stomachs, checking out the situation. He glanced to his right, then to his left, all faces turned toward him with expectant expressions, for he was their chiefs son, their shamans grandson, and todays leader.

He took in a deep breath and slowly released it. He almost wished this awesome decision would not be thrust upon him, but there was only one path he could ride. He whispered, We must gather the other hunters and attack, my friends. We cannot allow them and their weapons to reach the other soldiers. If they do, their numbers and powers will soon be too large for us to defeat.

What of the bluecoats treaty with the Oglalas and others?

For a brief time, War Eagle thought about the deceitful Long Meadows Treaty that had been forced upon the Indiansally and enemy tribes alikenear Fort Laramie in what the white man called 1851. If the bluecoat leaders truly wanted peace with us, Broken Lance, they would not be sending more soldiers and big thundersticks into our lands. Do not forget what my second brother learned when he last rode to the forts called Laramie and Kearny. Cloud Chaser was told they had sent for their great war chief named Harney to come and punish all Lakotas for the death of Grattan and his bluecoats and for the daring raids carried out by Spotted Tail and Little Thunder. Did we not strike our winter camp early and come to the grasslands to be ready to hunt the buffalo as soon as the great herds gathered? We hurry to hunt and prepare our meat and hides so we can return to the sacred Black Hills to ready ourselves to meet Harneys challenge, for a bloody conflict is stalking us. Many soldiers come from far away and send powerful thundersticks to destroy us and steal our lands. Already their forts almost surround our territory. They seek to slay us as Grattan tried to do at the camps of our Brule brothers Little Thunder and Spotted Tail before the last hot season was gone.

Should we ride to camp to ask our council if we can attack them?

War Eagle knew the main camp was nearly a days ride away on the White River near the Badlands, which would make another days ride back to the soldiers position. He looked at the son of their war chief, Blue Owl, and explained his reasoning. If we did so, Bent Bow, they would be out of our reach before we returned or others could have joined them, and we would be forced to battle them on another sun when their number might be larger than ours. Only a few more hunts, and the drying and storing of the meat remained to be done before their return to the sacred hills to ready themselves to face an unknown destiny, but trouble had come before the completion of their seasonal tasks. I make this choice for the safety and survival of our people and allies. If it is wrong, I will offer myself up to be punished for it, even at the risk of banishment or death. The bluecoats will be slain fast and with mercy; we do not seek to torture them for the false words and bad actions of their leaders.

He took another breath. A white woman rides with them, he said. She must not be harmed, for that is not our way; I will take her captive. Do you agree with me, my friends?

The warriors nodded. The youngest son of Chief Rising Bear of the Red Shield Oglalas told them, We must set a cunning trap, my friends, and destroy this dark threat before it can join with other evil forces and destroy us. Come, let us gather the others and prepare to attack, for our hunting party must become a war party to save our lands and people.

War Eagle observed the steady approach of the unsuspecting enemy; he had guessed their path of travel. The men and wagons would pass along the flat area between the grassy hills behind which his large band was scattered out and concealed. When their targets reached an entrapping point, the attack began. Without delay or error, the warriors swarmed from hiding and swooped down, sending forth a flight of arrows. To catch the soldiers by stunning surprise, no whoops were shouted to alert them to their imminent peril. Arrows thudded into bodies; men fell from their saddles. Only a few of the blue-clad foes were able to seize their weapons and fire them, their hasty and desperate shots missing their attackers. Two who whirled their mounts and tried to flee found it impossible and were quickly slain. When three soldiers attempted to charge the braves blocking the terrain ahead, they were met head-on by warriors who could shoot multiple arrows before they could get off a single blast.

War Eagle had ridden straight for the groups leader, closing the distance between them fast. The officer no doubt realized he was in command of the assault, and he accepted the unspoken challenge. Lacking time to pull a long thunderstick from its leather pouch and prepare to discharge it, the captain withdrew a saber, waved the shiny blade above his head, and shouted profanities. War Eagle ignored the mans courage as he nocked and released two arrows with amazing speed and accuracy. He saw the officers chest accept the sharp tips, the mans shoulders jerk in pain, and his body give way to death, slumping forward and then plunging to the ground. Without hesitation, War Eagle galloped toward his next unfortunate enemy; he could not give a foehowever worthya fighting chance at survival

Caroline Sims watched the one-sided battle in rising fear as soldiers clashed with bronze-bodied men clad in loincloths and moccasins, their black hair whipped about in the wind. It was as if they were demons who had been spewed forth without warning from the bowels of the earth, or perhaps from hell itself. Her ears were filled with mingled sounds of shouts and curses, gunfire, the whinnying of startled horses and the thundering of unshod hooves and iron shoes. She saw dust and broken grass flung wildly into the air, and feather-tipped shafts swishing lethally across its unseen currents. When she turned westward on the hard seat, the suntwo hours past noonalmost blinded her and made her squint as she tried to take in the terrifying scene. Tension added to the sweltering heat; her mouth and throat felt dry, but that wasnt the reason she did not faint or scream in terror. It seemed that she was trapped in a nightmare and could not move.

The driver of her wagon had been killed and had fallen to the ground shortly before the team halted its movement. As her anxious gaze darted in all directions, she realized there was no place to flee and hide, as Indians surrounded her. There was no weapon within her reach. Even if a rifle had been nearby, no doubt she would be slain before she could ready it to fire, and attempting to do so might imperil her still more. The harness ribbons had fallen to the ground between the wagon and the last two mules, so she could not seize them and send the team into a swift run from danger. In fact, she was fortunate the animals had not bolted and possibly crashed the wagon and injured or killed her.

Caroline recalled a trapper at the fort saying that Indians respected grit and good sense, so it was best if she faced her fate revealing those traits, and maybe doing so would earn her her survival, though she doubted it. She gripped her deceased parents Bible, which she had been holding and pretending to read during the long journey, a trick to remind the lonely and lusty soldiers that she was a lady and to imply that God would punish them if they accosted her in a crude or physical manner. As her tension increased and the early August sunshine beamed on her with unmerciful blazing rays, she climbed down from the wooden seat and leaned against the covered wagon to find shade and a cooler temperature. She ordered herself not to panic and to keep her head clear for what lay ahead. God, help me, for I do not know what to do or how to behave under these grim circumstances.

War Eagle guided his horse to where the young woman was standing near one of the three wagons. He was amazed she was not yelling or crying. She made no attempt to flee or to use a weapon against him or to run at him with balled fists to strike him. She clutched to her heart what he knew, from his half-white brother, to be a Bible. Her head was lowered and her eyes were closed as he heard her softly murmuring a prayer. No doubt she had heard his approach, but his presence did not halt her action. He could not see her face and expression, as the wide band of her head cover and her lower chin prevented it. He dismounted and stood before her, admiring the hair, yellow like the sun, which flowed over her shoulders. Her stance was straight; the top of her head came to his chin. Surely she was no heavier than a small doe. He noticed the way her chest rose and fell with her rapid breaths, exposing her fear, though blended with courage. Since he began each day and event with prayer, he did not intrude on her communion with her Creator. He always asked the Great Spirit for guidance and protection in all things and his existence revolved around his beliefs. He assumed it was the same for her, so he waited for her to finish.

Caroline was aware that someone was standing before her. She was confused by his silence and dreaded a confrontation. She was afraid that if she looked up at him, she would be staring into the face of the devil or pure evil. She had left Fort Pierre almost six days ago, so she was certain no rescue party was approaching. She had been told they were to cross the White River and grasslands, skirt west of the Sand Hills, reach the North Platte River Road, and travel southeast to Fort Kearny where her brother had been reassigned during her journey from the South to the Nebraska Territory.

Now, she would never see David again; and her death, added to those of their parents, would pain him deeply and he would blame himself for sending for her. What if, the horrible thought entered her mind, Davids troop also had been ambushed and slain, perhaps by this same ferocious band? What if her beloved brother was 

No, she must not think such heartrending thoughts! Without lifting her head, she opened her eyes and saw feet clad in moccasins, long and firm legs, a loincloth, dark skin at the hips, strong-looking hands resting at his upper thighs, and a narrow waist where a beaded belt held a pouch and a knife in a sheath near a flat stomach.

Although he was not holding a weapon, her heart pounded and she assumed death was imminent. She swallowed with difficulty and forced out the words, I am ready to die now; I have made my peace with God.

When the man did not speak or move, she slowly lifted her gaze. It traveled up a bare chest with two scars, passed muscular arms and broad shoulders, and halted on his face to find him staring at her with eyes so dark brown they appeared almost black like his long hair, or as ebony as the two slashes painted across his cheekbones. She was astonished by two things: his alert gazethough unreadablewas not cold and hard, and he was handsome, very handsome. Unable to help herself, she matched his stare.

When Caroline realized her breathing had increased its pace, her cheeks felt hot and itchy. She looked away and saw Indians recovering their arrows and gathering soldiers bodies and horses. She also noticed that none of the warriors were scalping, robbing, or mutilating their victims. The man near her made no attempt to attack or kill her, but she moistened her lips andto learn her fateasked, Why do you hesitate? I am unarmed and there is no escape. Slay me if that is the evil you have come to do.

War Eagle noted that her eyes were as blue as the sky, large and clear, and displaying a mixture of emotions. Her lips were the color of pale sunset; her skin, not as white as the clouds. Wind played with the free portions of her hair, blowing it across her beautiful face, then away from it again. Her hair was as long as his sisters, but had a rolling shape like the grasslands surrounding them, even curly in some places like the buffalos cape. Oddly, he yearned to reach out his hand and feel it, but knew that would frighten her even more than she already was, and it was a foolish yearning. He saw the glow on her cheeks, signs of rapid breathing, and her trembling, yet she did not beg for her life or curse him.

Whites bring evil to our land. We must defeat them before they destroy us. Wanbli no slay enemy women and children. You no die; you come to my camp.

As she listened, Carolines gaze widened. You speak my language?

To prepare for the dark times ahead, he had learned and practiced English with his first brothers wife since their joining during the lands rebirth time four circles of the seasons ago. Dewdrops had learned it from a trapper who lived with her Brule band, and she had used it to trick and to spy on the whites while riding at Wind Dancers side against their foes. He had learned more from his second brother, who had been taught by his captive white mother and by the white couple who had stolen and raised him from eleven winters old until the last hot season when Cloud Chaser returned to them and earned his way back into their lives and band. I speak white mans tongue little, he told her. It wise to know enemys ways and words.

But Im not your enemy, and I didnt come here to bring evil.

You white-skin; white-skins, enemies; make war on us.

Caroline grasped his matter-of-fact tone and expression. Since her parents tragic deaths in Georgia last year, she had learnedsometimes with reluctance and at the hand of a cruel fatehow to take care of herself in difficult circumstances. She knew she must use all of her skills, strength, intelligence, and courage to survive. After considering his words, she replied in a gentle tone, But I dont even know you, and you dont know me. Why do you want to kill an innocent stranger who has not done you any harm? Is  Wanbli your name?

He nodded. It mean War Eagle. Son of Rising Bear, chief of Red Shields. We Oglala. Lakota. Dakota. What white-skins call Teton Sioux.

She had heard the words Oglala, Lakota, Teton, and Sioux from the people at Fort Pierre and from the soldiers before and during their journey from there to Fort Kearny: allegedly fierce warriors who were hated and scorned by her traveling companions, warriors who believed they were the so-called rulers of this vast domain. It wasnt a good sign that he considered all white-skins as enemies. Yet, he was talking to her, a mere woman, a foe Perhaps she could reason her way out of this grave situation, despite the slaughter that surrounded them.

Im Caroline Sims, she began. I came here to meet my brother at Fort Pierre, but he was sent to Fort Kearny before I arrived. These soldiers were escorting me there. Why did you murder them, and why are you going to capture and harm me?

War Eagle found himself impressed by her wits and behavior; it was as if she were using three of the Four Virtues that he and his people honored and practiced: Courage, Wisdom, and Fortitude; perhaps she revealed the fourthGenerosityon other occasions. You should not come to our land; we at war here, he told her. Soon, we ride for my camp.

No, I die here or you let me ride back to the fort. She spoke with false bravado before she could stop the demand from leaving her lips. She watched his body stiffen and his gaze narrow and darken at her words. That was stupid and reckless; now youve provoked him to anger!

War Eagle placed his hands on his hips, glared at her, and warned in a stern tone, You come easy way or hard way; choice yours, woman.

Caroline studied him for a few minutes, then realized it was foolish to defy him. If she did so, he could become riled and violent, and he could turn her over to his men to be  I will come with you, War Eagle, but if you try to harm me, I will fight you to the death.

War Eagle grasped her true meaningforcing her to his matwhich was not something he would do. Your choice wise, woman.

Forcing herself to use a polite and soft tone, she corrected him. My name is Caroline, not woman, War Eagle.

He touched her shoulder with one hand and said, You woman. He touched his chest and said, I man. Why bad to call you woman?

With his men working quietly, and with her back pressed against the wagon, his body filling her view, and her mind on matching wits with his, she briefly forgot about the gruesome sight encompassing them. Its the bad way you said it, War Eagle. She lowered her voice and said gruffly, Woman, like an insult. My name is Caroline.

He knew the word insult, for he and his people had been ridiculed many times by whites and enemy tribes, and he hated being mocked and belittled even by a foe. For a reason he did not understand, and while being drawn unwillingly to her blue gaze and gentleness, he complied with her softly spoken request. Ca-ro-line. It hard word to speak.

Speak it faster, as one word, not three. Caroline, she said again with a half smile. Perhaps she could trick him with southern charm!

Caroline, he echoed, and watched a full smile capture her mouth and a sparkle like sunshine dancing on water fill her eyes.

Thats good. Thank you, War Eagle.

As she smiled again, he surmised she was impressed by him. He scolded himself for being even slightly tempted by her beauty and favorable manner, and for standing there talking with her as if they were friends. He must not allow her to touch his heart and mind in a forbidden way. He summoned a stoic expression and firm tone as he commanded, No more talk. It wise to be silent; woman not speak orders to man. If you speak or do bad and shame me before others, I punish you; that our way.

Caroline grasped the sudden change in his mood and the warning tone of his voice. Perhaps, she reasoned in haste, he was embarrassed and alarmedeven vexedby his brief softening toward her, the enemy. Perhaps Indian women were viewed and treated as lowly and servile beings, as in the Arab countries. For certain, something repellent had assailed him. Minutes ago, he was being genial and kind; he had almost grinned and shown a sense of humor during the amusing name incident. Now, he was acting distant, brusque, and intimidating. She cautioned herself to silence, feigned respect and obedience. For now, that behavior seemed wisest, unless he attempted to ravish her; then, she would fight him to the death with her bare hands! She had not lived to the age of nineteen and guarded her chastity so strongly to come there and be ravished and humiliated and permanently entrapped by what the soldiers had called savages. Until a moment ago, she had not believed that word described him; now, she wasnt certain. She hoped that all he wanted was a slave to serve him and his family, just as unfortunate blacks did for their white masters. For now, she must bide her time until she could escape or be rescued

War Eagle stepped to the rear of the wagon and looked inside. Just as he had expected, the cloud-colored blanket covered a cannon whose firehe recalled from past experienceroared like thunder during its use; it was a symbol of the white mans encroachment, greed, and impending plans. The awesome weapon must be destroyed so it could not be used against his people or their allies. He knew the hard object could not be chopped to pieces with stone or even the white mans iron hatchets, but he could place it where the soldiers could not find it. After today, a least there would be fewer weapons and men to battle them.

He returned to where Caroline awaited him, her head lowered again. War Eagle tie hands? Yes? No? You be good? Bad?

When she lifted her head, her gaze revealed sadness and reluctant compliance. He knew he was to blame for the losses of her joy and spirit, but he quelled his strange reaction.

Caroline saw his momentary wince as if he felt guilty about hurting her feelings and intentionally frightening her, yet, she knew he could neither apologize nor explain the motive for his sudden sternness. Perhaps he only had corrected his prior slip toward her and was putting things back in the proper order for their captor/captive relationship before they joined the others for departure. Though she had seen his other side and could not forget it, she knew it was perilous to defy or to befriend him before his band. I will be good, unless you try to harm me.

War Eagle was aware of her intense scrutiny. He reasoned that she was thinking over her situation and accepting it. Get possessions from wagon. We ride for camp.

Caroline nodded her gratitude and obedience. She climbed aboard the wagon to gather what she could carry easily on a horse, which didnt include her two travel trunks. She flung them open, grabbed a fabric bag, and stuffed simple clothing and a few of her favorite things inside it: the Sims family Bible, several photographs, and a rag doll her mother had made for her as a child. She didnt gather frilly dresses and hats or satin slippers or thick petticoats, as they would be unsuitable in her new surroundings and role. She hated to leave her belongings behind, but she could take only so many items with her, and those must be practical ones. She rushed because she didnt know how much time he would give her to make her choices.

At one point, she glanced back at the cannon that was bolted to the wagon bed. She remembered that he had looked inside, so he knew it was therea weapon of great power and destruction, and perhaps the reason for his attack. War, she mused, was a costly, cruel, and sacrificial event that men believed they must engage in from time to time, no matter how much suffering and loss their families had to endure. Could she blame him and his people for trying to protect themselves and their lands? She pushed those grave matters aside and returned to her selection task.

When she uncovered the black dress she had worn at her parents burial, she clutched the wrinkled garment to her heart, closed her eyes, fought back tears of renewed grief, and took a deep breath. If only they were still alive, and if only that unscrupulous and greedy banker had not snatched away her own and Davids inherited propertyhome, furnishings, land, stock, even her mothers best jewelryto cover a large and alleged overdue loan she could not pay, or if only the grim news had reached her brother in time for him to take an emergency leave to thwart that mans evil, or if she had accepted William Crawfords proposal, she would still be in Georgia, safe and free.

Despite her dire straits after her many losses, she could not bring herself to marry William. He was considered by most females to be a good catch, but she did not love or desire him, and she had not believed he would be a good husband or father for her children, regardless of his social status or exceptional looks or charming traits. So she had packed her remaining possessions and left the South to begin a new life in the West with her brother. Now, that chance at a fresh start was also lost to her, unless she could find a way out of this predicament.

Predicament, her mind scoffed, thats a mild word for the trouble and danger encompassing you!

Caroline realized she could not change the past, and must deal with a difficult present. In a way, she had that same wicked banker to blame for her current crisis; if he had not, due to a generous heart and nature, allowed her to keep enough money for her journey, she would not be here today. No doubt the grasping beast had done so to be rid of her as fast as possible before others could learn of his actions and view him in the same dark light in which she did!

Caroline put aside the dark dress and those unsettling thoughts and went back to her task. After it was finished, she replaced the dislodged items and fastened the trunks; why, she did not know. Perhaps it was with the hope that they could be recovered later. She tossed the bulging satchel to the grass and climbed from the wagon, her heart pounding as her unknown fate loomed closer.

War Eagle stood a short distance away, facing her and talking with several of his men whose backs were to her. She assumed he was their leader and was giving them their final orders. She could not prevent herself from staring at him. Strands of ebony hair were tossed about by the prairie wind, as if an enchanted Mother Natures fingers were playing with them; the top and side sections of his hair were secured at the back of his head with a leather strip. His features were bold and appealing, accurately proportioned for the size and shape of his face. Even the black slashes on his prominent cheekbones looked sensual on him. He had compelling dark eyes, full lips, and even white teeth. She would guess him to be a little over six feet tall and at the ideal weight for that height, and his age, near hers. His muscular body looked strong and well honed; his flesh, sleek and almost unmarred. She couldnt guess how much of his skin coloring was due to his Indian heritage or how much was obtained from years spent outside, and now the slowly lowering sun seemed to enhance its dusky shade. When he had stood near her, he had smelled of fresh sweat and animal scents; an odor neither overpowering nor unpleasant. He was the perfect image of a man to be in charge of others and important decisions. He was indeed handsome and virile and no doubt stole the hearts of many females, even if he had a wife and children.

A wife  If one existed, was she being captured to become her slave? If so, how would that woman view and treat her? What would a wife think and feel about her husband bringing another female, a stranger, an enemy, into their abode? From the tepee she had been shown outside Fort Pierre where friendlies and beggars camped, those hide dwellings had only one room, offering no privacy. At those dismaying thoughts, apprehension filled her. Please, dear Heavenly Father, dont make this situation any more difficult than it already is.

War Eagle saw Caroline slyly watching him and patiently waiting for him, though he concealed that knowledge from her and his friends. He finished speaking with the others, then rejoined her at the wagon, along with his best friend from camp, Swift Otter, who was also a Sacred Bow Carrier. That small group of men were among the highest-ranked warriors in charge of his peoples protection and the most prominent in battles. He glanced at the fat pouch on the ground, then looked at her. You ride with War Eagle. Swift Otter carry possessions. Come, we go.

Caroline watched the warrior pass his weapons to his friend, no doubt to put them out of her reach for his safety; they could be tossed back to him if danger approached. Then, he leapt upon his horse with great agility and extended his left arm to her. She grasped it and found herself hauled up behind him. As she had ridden horses and even a mule since childhood and sometimes double-back with her brother, in one lithe action she had tossed a leg over the horses rump and taken her assigned place. She straightened the bottom of her dress, grateful it had a full skirt to aid her movements and to allow her to retain modesty. She slipped her arms around his waist, knowing that was expected and necessary to avoid being thrown off during their ride. She realized how close that made the contact of their bodies and how his bare flesh felt warm and smooth to her palms.

Since much of his height was in his long legs, she could peer over his broad shoulder. She saw his friend mount his own horse with her bag and nod that he was ready to travel. As their journey began, she noticed that three Indians were driving the wagons away; others were leading army horses with soldiers bodies strapped across them; the rest of the large group waved to their companions and rode in a different direction.

To keep her wayward thoughts off the man before her and her unknown fate that loomed ahead, Caroline viewed the vast landscape of grassland and rolling hills; in many spots, large buffalo grazed in massive herds that stretched out farther than she could see. It was an awesome sight and distracted her for a while.

Soon, they reached a lovely river and followed its treeand bush-lined banks until it veered southwestward. She, her captor, and Swift Otter continued along the waters course, but the wagons and bodies were taken onward in a westward direction. The largest number of warriors had not rejoined them, but she didnt know why. She wondered how far away his camp was, as the hot August sun began to set.

War Eagle glanced to his right and watched part of his band heading onward to Makosica. He knew why they were traveling to the area known by Indians and Whites as the Badlands; some of his party were going to shove the cannons, other weapons, and wagons over its steep bluffs in places where the army could not retrieve them. The soldiers would be buried ?? winding canyons there, their final resting places covered ??cks for concealment. Even if the slain bluecoats were ?? knew arrows with telltale Red Shield markings ?? removed, and would be used again during future ?? or battles. The mules and horses would be released to roam the grasslands, as far away as his men could lead them in the passing of one sun, as it would be perilous to keep those animals in or near their camp. The remainder of his party was running a large herd of buffalo over all wagon and horseshoe tracks so that no revealing trails could be sighted and followed; then, they would return to the big hunt, which had been halted earlier to carry out those tasks.

As for him and Swift Otter, they were returning to the main encampment to relate those deeds to their chief and people, and to leave Caroline there while he and his friend rejoined the hunting party for a few more days. He could not surmise what his father and the council of Big Bellies would say and think about his attack, or what they might do to him for it. Yet, he was certain his oldest brother, Wind Dancer, who was to become their next chief, would have taken the same protective action. As to Caroline, once more he could not guess what the reactions to her would be. Surely they would agree he had no choice but to capture her after the lethal attack on her traveling companions, and he was sure his father and the council would not order her death.

War Eagle felt her soft arms around his waist and the way her body pressed close to his bare back. He could not help wondering what she was thinking and feeling. She must be afraid and worried, maybe plotting an escape or praying for a rescue, though neither would happen, as he would not allow it. He was impressed by her continued display of courage and obedience and was relieved that she did not provoke him to use force on her for defiance.

War Eagle did not have to look back at Caroline to see her face. His minds eye could envision it with ease and detail, her coloring so different from his and his peoples. She was beautiful and tempting, just as Cloud Chasers white mother must have been to their father long ago during one night of weakness on Rising Bears part when the chief was consumed by grief and loneliness over the loss of his beloved mate to the Pawnee. But Winona had been returned to them by the Great Spirit, and OmasteMargaret Phillipshad been taken by death. If his mother had not escaped her cruel captors many seasons after she was taken by them and was believed to be dead, he and his younger sister would not exist; and perhaps Omaste would still be with their father, tending his two brothers. Would Rising Bear, chief of the Red Shield Oglalas, have made Omaste his wife if Winona had never returned? Somehow War Eagle knew that would never have happened. It had been difficult enough for his father to accept having a half-white son. That had taken place last summer, and only because Cloud Chaser had proven his worth and loyalty to them, proven his Lakota blood was stronger.

Those thoughts compelled War Eagle to ask himself why he hated the whites so fiercely when his father had mated with one, although only once. His second brother was half white, one of his best friends, Red Wolf of the Cheyenne, was half white, and Red Wolfs mother was all white, as was the girl behind him. It was obvious to him that he did not detest all whites, just most of them, and in particular, the soldiers, their leaders, and greedy hunters and settlers. Perhaps it was easy to accept Cloud Chaser because he almost looked pure-blooded, and Red Wolf did not hint strongly at possessing enemy blood. If more of their race were like those three women, peace would be possible with them. But they were not. They craved all that the Indians possessed, craved their destruction so they might feel safe in stolen lands. War was inevitable.

What about Caroline? What will happen to her in our camp whennot ifwar with her people comes?

Rising Bears third son did not want his mind to dwell on that oddly troubling thought, so he dismissed it. He glanced at Swift Otter and said in their language, It grows dark soon, my friend, and we still have a long way to ride. We halt here and finish our journey on the next sun. There is no need to reach our camp while it sleeps. There is much for us to reveal, so we should be rested.

That is true and wise, Swift Otter said.

War Eagle reined in his horse and slid to the ground. We camp here, he said as he extended his arms upward to Caroline.

Caroline became tense at the thought of what might loom ahead during the night with the two warriors. Even so, her cold and quivering hands clutched at his hard forearms as she was assisted down by his grip on both sides of her waist. He released her instantly and turned to tend his horse.

Her mind shrieked, What now?







Chapter Two





Caroline summoned her courage. May I be excused? she asked. She could tell from her captors baffled look that he did not understand the meaning of her query. Visit the bushes, she said and pointed to them.

War Eagle nodded permission, then warned her, You run, I chase, punish. It name leja.

Caroline nodded. Embarrassment burned her cheeks as she committed that Lakota word to memory. She went behind the dense greenery growing near the rivers bank and relieved herself in a hurry; though for some reason, she trusted him not to intrude on her privacy. She noticed that he had used a matter-of-fact, even slightly affable, tone of voice. She rinsed her hands in the river, dried them on the hem of her dress, and awaited his next order.

The two men sat down on the grass beneath a large tree, their horses grazing and drinking in contentment nearby. She watched the men retrieve food from leather pouches and begin to eat, occasionally sipping water from strange bags. She took a seat on the grass not far away, close to the edge of the trees remaining shadow. When her stomach growled in hunger, she placed a hand over it to muffle the sound. She glanced around as the men ate and drank and talked in their language. Although she yearned for food, she did not ask for it; she was uncertain about the way a captive was treated and should behave to avoid injury or death. It seemed best to remain as still and quiet as a mouse trying to go unnoticed by a ravenous hawk circling overhead; or in this instance, a war eagle.

As she gazed at the river, her heart and mind ached to know her brothers location and condition. Was David alive or dead, wounded or unharmed? If alive, he couldnt possibly know about her grim fate. When he learned about it, what action would he be allowed to take, if any? Surely somebody would come searching for them when they failed to reach Fort Kearny on schedule. But what would have happened to her by then, and would she be found and rescued?

Carolines thoughts were interrupted when War Eagle nudged her shoulder with a gentle touch. Startled from her reverie, she looked up at him. The handsome warrior appeared to tower over her, yet neither his stance nor his expression seemed menacing. He held objects out to her.

War Eagle passed her the water bag and said, Mni. Drink. Wasna. Eat, he added. As he gave her the second object his keen senses noted that she appeared alert and wary but not terrified, and that pleased him. An odd warmth spread through his body as she gazed up at him with wide blue eyes. He had. never experienced such strange alarm and tension, even during stealthy raids and perilous battles, as he did at that moment when unwanted desire claimed him. She was nothing more to him than an enemy captive, but a mysterious and potent force drew him to her. He knew he must not surrender even slightly to those sensations; he must resist them with all of his might. He must not dishonor himself and his rank or be cruel by taking her for the mere release of physical urges. He warned himself to put a safe distance between them as fast as possible so as to resist her unnerving magic.

Caroline accepted the offerings, fearing to reject them and offend him; and she needed her strength for what loomed ahead. She nodded and said, Thank you.

After the warrior rejoined his friend, she sniffed the unknown food, bit off a piece, rolled it around on her tongue, chewed, and swallowed. She was surprised and gratified to find its flavor pleasant. It seemed to be some kind of bread with dried nuts and berries. As she sipped from the Indianstyle canteen, she committed the two new words to memory: mni for water and wasna for bread or food. Since she would be a captive in his camp until she escaped or was rescued, she should learn all she could about his culture, ways, and language. She had heard only bad things about Indians from the soldiers and most of the settlers she had encountered at Fort Pierre during her short stay there, but were they all true? If not, which ones were accurate?

As she ate and drank, Caroline called those peoples opinions and assertions to mind. Especially during her five-day journey with the soldiers who were compelled to travel slowly due to heavy wagons, she had overheard many things. The men had talked and laughed about spoiled meat, insect-infested flour, skinny cattle, inferior blankets, and a lack of or sorry condition of the annuities promised to the Injuns in the Laramie Treaty of 1851 in exchange for peace with the whites and with enemy tribes and for permission to cross certain areas of their lands. They had jested about giving Indians more whiskey to dull their brains and weaken their bodies and spirits, and bringing in more diseases to slay them as with past epidemics. They had revealed their greed for the fertile land so perfect for ranches and farms, for roads and for more forts to be built for protection. They had joked about enslaving Indians and teaching them to pick cotton and tobacco and sending them to the South to work on plantations or driving them northward into Canada where they could starve and freeze or become the problem of the Canadians. They had ridiculed redskin customs, beliefs, rituals, and appearances. They had bragged about how the army was going to whip the Indians so badly they would be running with their tails between their legs like dogs and licking their wounds for years to come, if they allowed any of the savages to survive. They had talked of total conquest, subjugation, humiliation, destruction of Indian villages and way of life, eradication, and outright slaughter, even of squaws, breeding brats, and gray-heads.

If such grim atrocities already had occurred and moreworsewere planned in the near future, Caroline asked herself, could she blame the Indians for their defensive and retaliatory actions? Whites were deceiving them, encroaching on their lands, bringing in weaponsas with those cannons and crates in the wagons with herand more soldiers for an impending assault; so it was natural for the Indians to assume they were being challenged to war.

What, she wondered, was the truth? No doubt both sides believed they were in the right. How did David feel about his role in the gruesome matter, and what horrible orders had he been forced to carry out since coming to this territory? No, dont think about such awful things!

Caroline watched as War Eagle built a small fire, no doubt to provide light during the blackest phase of the new moon. Perhaps he only wanted to make sure he could keep her in view all night. He neednt worry, she told herself, as this was not an opportune time to risk an escape. She could not get far without a horse, and she could not flee afoot in total darkness. To attempt such an obviously futile feat would only serve to provoke him against her. She watched him gather some items and walk toward her, an animal skin draped over one arm. She was surprised when he unfolded a buffalo hide and motioned for her to lie on it.

Sleep. We ride to camp on new sun.

Caroline thanked him and handed him the two pouches. She watched him nod, then rejoin his friend and lie down on the thick grass next to Swift Otters furry mat, implying he had given his to her. She told herself she should be grateful to War Eagle for not slaying her on sight, for not harming her so far, and for being generouseven gentle.

Caroline settled down on the soft hide, her back to the men and facing the river. She didnt want to think about the disturbing fact that she was lying on his bed. She had seen the way he had stared into her eyes for a few moments, then averted his gaze as if she made him as apprehensive and confused as he made her. What if he found her appealing as a woman? When they reached his camp, would he keep her as his slave or give her to another to avoid temptation? If so, how would that person treat her? Since he had shown her such kindness so far, Caroline prayed she would remain with War Eagle; yet that thought troubled her.

She tried to discard such thoughts and go to sleep, but they continued to race across her restless mind; and the location he had chosen for camping was a busy one. Crickets, frogs, other nocturnal insects, and birds created loud and almost competitive noises. A few animals came to the river to drink not far away. The horses moved about and swished their tails. The fire crackled and popped from feasting on dry wood. She smelled its smoke, along with the fragrant scents of wildflowers and crushed grass blades, and the odor of horse droppings when the seemingly incessant wind changed direction and blew toward her. Fatigued, she eventually became accustomed to the sounds, sights, and smells and slumber overtook her

Caroline was awakened when her shoulder was nudged as she lay on her left side. While her senses were still groggy, she rolled to her back, took a deep breath of fresh air, and opened her eyes to a now familiar sight, War Eagles arresting face. He knelt beside her and spoke to her in a mellow tone.

We ride soon. Eat. Drink. Leja.

Caroline sat up and rubbed heavy lids. She could hardly believe she had gone to sleep and slept so deeply. The sun was rising in an untroubled blue sky and birds were singing in the trees and bushes along the riverbank. A pleasant breeze wafted across her. She concluded it was going to be a lovely, but hot, day, one filled with unknown things. After he returned to his friends side for his morning meal, she knelt by the river to bathe her face and hands, doing the task slowly since she dreaded joining the intimidating strangers.

As she reached for the hem of her dress to dry her hands she heard a terrifying noise to her right and froze in alarm. Without turning her head, she glanced in that direction and saw a large snake atop a nearby log. Its fat body, triangularshaped head, a pit on each side, and evil-looking eyes told her it was poisonous; the multiple rattles on its tail exposed that fact. Within easy striking distance of her, it seemed to stare menacingly at her as its forked tongue flickered in and out of its mouth. She knew the snake detected her presence, perhaps viewed her as a threat, and would strike if she moved to escape or to attack it.

Suddenly an arrow thudded into the vipers head, pierced both sides, and pinned it to the log. That action caused its body to thrash about wildly in a futile attempt to free itself, Carolines wide gaze retraced the shafts path and she saw her captor standing about fifteen feet away as he lowered a bow, then walked toward the imprisoned snake. She watched him cut off the vipers head and rattles, the latter of which he kept.

You hurt? War Eagle asked.

Caroline shook her head, still too frightened and shaky to speak. She saw him nod understanding and rejoin his friend. She remained there for few minutes as she calmed herself, wondering if he had been spying on her or simply had heard the snakes warning sounds. As she settled her frayed nerves, she refused to glance at the bloody creature. Unable to avoid the inevitable any longer, she joined the men and thanked her captor for saving her life. He kept silent and only nodded again.

When War Eagle gave her more of the same food she had eaten the night before, she consumed it without delay while he recovered his sleeping hide and readied his horse for departure.

Then the final leg of their journey began.

After a couple of hours of riding, Caroline saw an encampment looming ahead, countless tepees with poles jutting skyward from each of them. Even at that distance, she saw many peoplewomen, men, and children of various ages. She trembled and tightened her grasp around War Eagles waist as if seeking protection and courage.

War Eagle felt and heard her reaction to the sight beyond them. Before he realized what he was doing and could halt himself, he placed one hand over her interlocked fingers, stroked them, and whispered over his shoulder, You not fear; we not slay or harm enemy women and children.

Relieved, Caroline laid her cheek against his back, took a deep breath, closed her eyes, and murmured, Thank you, War Eagle, but Im still afraid of whats to come.

Fear good; make you obey and no be punished.

His tone of voice had altered from compassionate to almost stern as they reached the sprawling village. The two warriorsamidst the stares of their peoplewound their way between tepees to a large clearing. During their passing, all work and play ceased. Caroline saw some women and men whispering to nearby companions. A few motioned toward them as they talked in low voices. Some ran past tepees, no doubt to spread the news of their arrival to others who had not yet seen them. Dread caused her heart to beat faster as she realized she was totally surrounded by, and at the mercy of, The Enemy.

A buckskin-clad crowd gathered around, most with expressions of curiosity and confusion. As some of the darkhaired females openly stared at her, Caroline released her hold on the warriors waist and rested sweaty and shaky hands on her thighs. Four males stepped close to her captors horse and studied her for a minute: two slightly older than War Eagle appeared to be, one at least twice his age, and an elderly man with gray hair and a serene aura. When the middleaged man spoke with War Eagle, she assumed him to be their leader, perhaps his father. She lowered her gaze and focused it on the back of her captors waist. All she could do was await her fate, as she could not understand their language. Be still and silent; dont do anything to offend or provoke them against you. Please, God, guide me and protect me.

In Lakota, Chief Rising Bear asked his third child, Why do you and Swift Otter return to camp without the others, my son, and bring a white woman with you? Was there trouble during the hunt?

War Eagle remained mounted so everyone could see and hear him. Yes, Father, we battled with bluecoats on the past sun, but no Red Shield was lost. We slayed them, but I spared her life, as is our way.

Rising Bear replied, It is not our way to take white captives, my son.

I could not leave a helpless female on the grasslands alone to die or be found and abused by an enemy band or found by other soldiers, for she would tell the white-eyes who did that deed, which would endanger us.

The chief nodded and praised him. That is true and wise. We must call the council together so you can reveal your news to us. Take the woman to our tepee and leave her with your mother and sister.

War Eagle nodded. The crowd parted for him to do as his father, their chief, had commanded. He guided his horse to the side of the largest and most highly decorated tepee, situated in the inner circle in a place of honor. He dismounted and helped Caroline to the ground, then handed his reins to a young boy who took charge of the horse. Come, he told her and led her to the waiting women near the tepees entrance. He pointed to the oldest one and said, Mother, Winona, and to the youngest and said, Sister, Hanmani. I go. You stay.

Caroline nodded understanding and compliance before he left on foot. She looked at the women who gazed at her, thankfully without loathsome expressions. She pointed to herself and said, Caroline.

Hanmani, who was astonished by her youngest brothers action, said, Sit, as she motioned to a rush mat nearby. I give you water.

You speak English, too? Caroline asked.

Speak little. Know more. Not Mother. Not Father. Brothers, yes.

Caroline was relieved that at least some of them knew her language, as that would help her understand their orders and learn their tongue. She took the assigned seat and sipped from the water bag the young girl handed to her. As she returned the bag, she smiled and said, Thank you, Hanmani, and saw the girl nod. She watched the two women return to their tasks nearby, working with buffalo hides and meat drying.

At that time, she thought it was best to hold her silence until she was spoken to, though they seemed to ignore her presence and chatted amongst themselves in low voices. She saw an Indian man pause and stare at her from across the center clearing; there was something intimidating in his frigid expression, narrowed gaze, and stiffened body, which she found alarming. Who was he? And why, since she was a stranger and a mere woman, did hate and repulsion seem to emanate from him like an evil force? Relax, Caroline, dont surmise the worst until you know the truth

* * *

When the men gathered in a group beyond the tepees and sat down on the grass to listen to the report, Rising Bear asked, Why did you attack and slay the bluecoats, my son?

After War Eagle explained his deed and motives, Runs Fast accused, You will call down the white war chiefs anger upon us, as with the Brules.

Have you forgotten, my uncle, the great white war chief Harney and other white leaders blame all Lakotas for what the Brules did to Grattan and for their many raids before and after that battle? They do not listen when they are told Grattan was the first to attack and spill blood or that other bands are not to blame. They use Grattans death as a reason to slay all Indians and take our lands. They do not speak the truth or honor their treaty with us and our foes. We must attack all small parties of bluecoats and destroy their powerful weapons before they join as one big force against us.

Runs Fast debated, The whites and bluecoats are many; more will come to replace them, and they will bring more of their powerful weapons. Arrows, lances, and war clubs are weak against the giant thundersticks.

War Eagle looked at the husband of his fathers sister and agreed. That is true.

Before he could continue, his uncle challenged his words. So why do you call down their anger upon us with your attack?

Using great restraint to master his annoyance and a calm tone to conceal it, War Eagle repeated his motives and went on to say, While they receive word and journey here, that will give us more suns of peace and more suns to prepare for the great battle that is certain to strike at us before the cold season, for Harney will reach our lands soon as my brother Cloud Chaser learned during his visit to their forts. He reminded them, My war party removed the arrows with Red Shield markings. They pushed the big thundersticks over the bluffs of Makosica. Some buried the bluecoats bodies there in Mother Earth, as is their custom and where they can not be found. Others drove buffalo over their trail and ours to conceal them before they returned to the great hunt. Even if such signs are found by their scouts, they will not know who did that deed. If you doubt my cunning, we can put out false signs of the Crow to lead the bluecoats to our enemy and to blame them, as we did long ago when I followed my brother Wind Dancer and his wife, Dewdrops, during their sacred vision quest.

War Eagle then asked Wind Dancer, Since you will become our next chief, my brother, what would you have done if you had been our leader on the past sun?

Wind Dancer replied, I would have ridden the same path as you did. My head and heart tell me you showed great courage, cunning, and wisdom. It is much easier and safer to destroy small bands of soldiers than to defeat a large force of them after they unite to attack us.

That is true, Two Feathers agreed, but I say the white girl must die as the bluecoats did. It is too dangerous for her to live with such secrets.

No. Cloud Chaser hastily refuted their cousins cold and cruel words, It is wrong to slay a helpless female.

War Eagle tensed in dread as he watched Two Feathers expression harden with determination, for the breach between his second brother and cousin was a long, deep, and hostile one.

A white female is what you mean, Two Feathers said. Your feelings run in that direction because you are half white and have a bond to her.

War Eagle was stunned by his cousins display of antagonism, as the man had kept such bad feelings concealed for almost a year since Cloud Chaser had earned his way back into their band.

Cloud Chaser stiffened. That is false, Two Feathers. I have proven that my Oglala blood and bond is strongest. I speak against your words because it is not the Red Shield way to kill women and children, be they white or Indian enemies. If War Eagle agrees, I will accept the white woman into my tepee to help Dawn with her chores and the tending of our son. I will prevent her escape, so she will not endanger us.

Two Feathers argued again in favor of her death, claiming she would spy on them, flee, and reveal their location or tell of War Eagles grave deed to the soldiers. Or, he reasoned to sway others to his side, white soldiers could sight her in their camp, which would provoke an attack on them. He loathed and distrusted all whites, and he had even hoped Dawn would lose the half-breed child she had carried, but those prayers had gone unanswered and his hopes for victory over his rival had been defeated.

Even the infants nameCasmu, meaning Sandexposed its inferior and mixed bloodline, for its flesh was paler than a true Oglalas. He refused to accept the reason why the child was given that name, his birth coming upon a sandy stretch of terrain, as it was their custom to choose something close by during a babys arrival. Somehow and in some way, he must be rid of his foe  and take Dawn as his mate!

War Eagle made a difficult decision and revealed it. Cloud Chaser speaks true of our ways, Two Feathers. I vote she lives. If others agree, I will give her to my second brother and his wife as a gift.

Nahemana now spoke. My grandson speaks wise on this matter. I say she must not be slain and must live in the tepee of Cloud Chaser. Who votes with me?

Since their shaman was well respected and deeply loved, the council and other warriorseven those who agreed with Two Feathersconcurred with Nahemana as did Chief Rising Bear.

War Eagle sighed in relief and from gratitude to his father and grandfather. From the corner of his eye, he saw Two Feathers scowl and study him closely. He resolved he must say and do nothing to let that defeated man learn of his forbidden feelings for the white girl, as his cousin would surely seek ways to shame and harm him for her presence there, for winning their verbal battle, for helping Cloud Chaser defeat him once more. He wished the conflict between the two men did not run so deep and strong, but it had been that way since his half brothers birth. He worried that one day it would come to a lethal battle between them, as Two Feathers refused to bury the sharp hatchet between them. If only he knew why Two Feathers detested Cloud Chaser so much, he could settle the rivalry, but the mans motivation remained a mystery to him. At least his cousin had not been allowed to harm Caroline for revenge. He wondered how she would feel about being given away to another.

With the decision made, everyone must honor it, as was their custom. The impending hostile situation with the soldiers was discussed for a while longer; then the group dispersed to return to their chores.

War Eagle asked Cloud Chaser to go with him to their fathers tepee to fetch Caroline, as Wind Dancer was busy speaking with other warriors and their father about their impending return to the Black Hills. Did I do wrong to bring her here? he asked.

Cloud Chaser shook his head. No, you could not leave her there alone. You know her fate if Crow or Pawnee had found her or bad white men who sneak and hunt buffalo on our lands. And it was too far and dangerous to take her back to the fort. You did what is best for us and for her. She will be safe in my tepee, and she will help Dawn with our baby.

Cloud Chasers response pleased War Eagle and caused him to smile. That is true, my brother, for she is strong, brave, and wise. She gave me no trouble during our journey. Her name is Caroline. She is the sister of a bluecoat; she came to this territory to join him.

Cloud Chaser glanced at him in surprise. You spoke to her in English? He also noted a strange softening of his brothers voice and expression when War Eagle spoke of the white girl.

Only a little. She had to grasp my words to obey them.

She was afraid?

Yes, but not weak with tears or bad with her tongue and actions.

That is good. She Cloud Chaser halted before they reached Rising Bears tepee, as he sighted Caroline sitting on a mat near the entrance. Her appearance shocked him for a moment. She favors my mother.

War Eagle also paused to reply, Yes, she has sky eyes and sunny hair and pale skin. Does it pain you to be reminded of Omaste?

A little, Cloud Chaser admitted. He had loved his mother, who died when he was young. She is pretty.

If you say so, I believe you. Come, you must take her to Dawn.

Cloud Chaser was almost amused by War Eagles offhanded reply. He suspected that his youngest brother was well aware of the girls beauty and wanted to get the lovely girl out of his sight, perhaps to escape temptation. Was it possible a white girl could affect him in a physical way? If so, that would certainly present them with a grave predicament

Cloud Chaser approached the wary female, who stood immediately and clasped her hands tightly before her waist. My name is Cloud Chaser. I am the brother of War Eagle, he said, motioning to the man beside him in case she did not know her captors name. You will live and work in my tepee. When he witnessed her alarmed reaction, he rushed on to explain, You will help my wife with her chores and with the tending of our baby. If you obey and do not try to escape, you will be safe with us in all ways. In time, perhaps you will be happy in our camp if you allow yourself to do so. Do you agree to my words?

Do I have a choice? Caroline asked in a polite and careful tone.

No, but it will be easier on everyone if you agree and behave.

How long will I be held captive here?

Until there is peace with the white man.

In other words, forever; am I correct in my observations?

You are an intelligent and brave woman, Caroline, or so my brother told me, and from what I see and hear. Cloud Chaser watched her glance at War Eagle in surprise. A gleam of relief and gratitude shone in her blue eyes. Come, I will take you to meet my wife and infant son. Dawn will teach you what you must do. In our tongue, she is called Macha, which means Dawn.

Will you teach me your language? You speak English very well.

Without explaining why that was true, Cloud Chaser said, If you want to learn our language, we will teach it to you. Come.

Before Caroline followed Cloud Chaser away, she glanced at War Eagle once more, baffled by this turn in events. He had allowed his brother to do all of the talking, but he had observed her closely during their conversation. Good-bye, Wanbli, and thank you.

Why thank me? the warrior asked, though he surmised the reason.

You know why.

From inside his parents tepee not far away, and while keeping out of sight, Two Feathers observed the meeting at Rising Bears tepee. During the short talk between Cloud Chaser and the girl, he witnessed the expressions on the captives and his younger cousins faces. There was no doubt in his mind that she was beautiful and tempting, even to him. What unattached man would not want to throw her upon a mat to appease his cravings? So, he mused, perhaps War Eagle finds you desirable and it frightens him, just as you find my cousin good to look upon and be with. Perhaps those reluctant feelings will be useful to me.

Two Feathers reminded himself he had not given up on his two bold plansto possess Dawn and to become the next Red Shield chief. If he was right about War Eagles forbidden desires, all he required for success was the death of Wind Dancer and Cloud Chaser. War Eagle would shame himself over the white woman and lose his right to that rank. No matter how hard War Eagle battles his great hunger he will yield to it one sun, just as his father yielded to Omastes evil magic long ago and shamed himself. Perhaps I should silence my protests against her and allow War Eagle to dig himself a deadly trap, or perhaps I can provoke him into doing so







Chapter Three





Rising Bear took a stroll beyond the camp with his wifes father to talk in private with the shaman. I fear nothing good can come of holding a white woman captive, so why did you speak for her to stay here?

In a gentle tone, Nahemana reminded him, Do not forget, our chief, Cloud Chaser came from your union with Omaste. Was she not a good woman though her skin was white, and was not the birth of your second son by her good? I believe it was the will of the Creator for you to mate once with her to bring forth the seed that has done many great things for us.

That is true, Wise One, but I sensed a strange hunger in War Eagle for her and it worries me, as it will trouble others. I do not want him to suffer as I did over a forbidden bond with a white woman, for she is unlike Omaste was. Omaste was given to me; War Eagle captured this girl. Omaste was a friend to us; that girl is an enemy, and could be a danger to us.

My grandson did not keep her for himself, my chief, Nahemana said. He gave her to his second brother and Dawn as a helper. Even if he has feelings for her, how do we know the Great Spirit did not place them within his heart and head for a purpose? Wakantanka often works in mysterious, and sometimes painful, ways. Many troubling thoughts have come to me during this hunting season; I sense large peril not far ahead. On the past moon, I prayed to the Creator to send us a sign on this sun; and War Eagle brought the girl to our camp, a female with hair that glows like the sun. I say it is wise to allow her to live with us for now.

If what you say is true, Wise One, I will not intrude in the workings of the Great Spirit, but I pray it is not so. If the Creator speaks other words to you and she must die or be freed, whisper them into my ear first.

It will be as you say.

While they ate the midday meal and Macha breast-fed their infant son with her back to them for privacy, Cloud Chaser asked Caroline about herself. He needed to learn all he could about her and what she knew, if anything, about the armys war plans. Besides, he could think of no valid reason to be cold or cruel to an innocent female.

Caroline decided it could do no harm to reveal the losses of her parents and property and her trip west to join her brother. She related her grim information as the man listened and watched intently. Afterward, he offered her sympathy  then made a provocative statement.

Such tragic losses should help you grasp how Indians feel about the white mans encroachment.

Why did your brother attack us? she countered. We did nothing wrong or threatening, unless its a crime to cross your lands. We were taken by surprise and all the soldiers were killed. Why?

Your brother is a soldier. What did he tell you about the troubles in this territory? Why did he come here to help your people steal our lands and to slay us when whites have plenty of land elsewhere?

David didnt tell me anything about this kind of trouble and danger. If he had known it was so bad, he wouldnt have allowed me to come and be imperiled like this. Hes a good man. He joined the army for two reasons: he wanted to see the West before he settled down and took over the plantation for our father, and he wanted to escape the pain of the woman who broke their betrothal. All I know about the hostilities was told to me by soldiers during my short stay at Fort Pierre and the five-day ride across the grasslands before I was captured.

Cloud Chaser nodded. Did they tell you the white leaders are sending their best general here to subjugate or destroy us? They plan to attack as soon as he arrives at Fort Kearny, where your brother was sent. Thats what those wagons were for that War Eagle attacked and destroyed with just cause; and those men were slain before they could join forces with the other soldiers to attack us.

Caroline was alarmed. Is there no hope for peace between the whites and Indians?

Cloud Chaser shook his head. In September of fifty-one, Indian nations in this territory were tricked, bribed, and coerced into signing a treaty at Fort Laramie to evoke peace between Indians and whites and between enemy Indian nations. It failed because some nations or tribes refused to sign and because whites didnt keep their side of the bargain. This current trouble started last August over the simple killing of a stray cow that wandered into a Brule camp and was slaughtered and eaten. A soldier named Lieutenant Grattan went to their camp to recover the cow or to arrest and punish the slayers. He took many men and even cannons with him, and a drunken and abusive translator. Naturally the Brules felt they had done nothing wrong and refused to surrender their friends to be punished for a foolish reason.

Cloud Chaser observed her closely as he continued. The soldiers fired first and killed the chief, the very man who had been chosen by the whites as the head chief of all Lakotas for the treaty council and signing, a man of peace who was once a great warrior. The Brules killed the entire unit while defending themselves and their camp. Some raided the American Fur Company, others raided at Fort Laramie to replace the animals slain and to retaliate for lost lives and for damage done to their camp. But the owner and workers at Bordeaus Trading Post were not slain. Nor was Private Cuddy, the one survivor of the battle; he and others told the officer at the fort what happened, but their words changed nothing. Your government and army blame all Lakotas for those deeds and plan to punish us all, though we were not involved in that battle or those raids. Remain silent for now and I will speak more after I wet my throat.

Cloud Chaser took a deep breath and a few sips of water and said, Let me explain about our nation so you can understand my meaning better. Our nation is called the Dakotas; it is like a giant tree with three huge branches: the Dakota, Nakota, and Lakota. Each branch has many small tribal limbs, with the Lakota, which is often called the Teton, having the most, seven. Each tribe has many bands, like leaves on the limbs. We belong to the Oglala tribe and the Red Shield Band. The Brules are also Lakotas, Tetons. They are our allies and friends, but we are not of the same limb.

Why are you called Red Shields? Does it signify blood, death?

In years long past, band members carried red shields to represent the earth color of the sacred racetrack, Cloud Chaser explained. The tall black ridge of the first rim of our sacred hills far away parts the grassland from a valley where red dirt forms a near circle around the inner mountains. Long ago, The People and animals began to hunt, slay, and eat each other, destroying the harmony between them. The Creator was displeased, so He commanded the animals to race around the red trail to learn if they would be predator or prey in suns to come. A halhate, a magpie, raced for The People; he used trickery and won, so man earned the rank of hunter and animals, the hunted. To show their victory, hunters carried red shields to remind the animals of that great race. Many seasons following that time, warriors were told to make different shields during their vision quests.

Caroline found that story interesting but it wasnt what she needed to learn. Why is the army so convinced all Lakotas are to blame for the Grattan incident? Why doesnt your father or the other chiefs explain matters to them?

They see all Indians as the same, as the enemy. They have been told of their mistake, but it does not matter to them. It gives them an excuse to attack us and take our lands. To do so is like punishing the French for evil deeds done by the Spanish because both peoples have white skin.

But the soldiers said Lakotas are carrying out raids and killings. So did you earlier, she thought, but didnt remind him of that.

Some raid stages so soldiers will have no pay and supplies and will become disgruntled and perhaps leave. Horses and goods are stolen to feed people and to use for escape after destructive attacks on their camps.

Caroline queried, May I ask you a personal question?

Yes, but I might not answer it.

She hoped she was not offending him when she asked, Are you an adopted son to the chief? Are you white or part white, and is that why you speak such excellent English? And look a little mix-blooded?

Cloud Chaser did not think it was smart to tell her about his parents and his birth. I am the blood son of Rising Bear. I was born and lived in this land until I was ten, when I was attacked and wounded by our enemy the Crow. I was found by a white couple traveling in a wagon to Oregon. While unconscious, I was taken there with them and was reared by them. I didnt know how to return home and was told my band had been slain. When I became a man and learned the truth, I returned to my family and people. I am Oglala by birth.

Caroline didnt doubt him, but sensed there was far more to his story. Is that why you hate whites, for stealing you and deceiving you?

No, for they were good but misguided people who yearned for a son and believed their God had sent me to them. That was all he would tell her; he felt it was not smart to expose too much about himself to her.

We did not start this war, he went on. We did not travel to your lands to steal them. When white trappers and traders first came to this territory, they were greeted in friendship. More and more came. Greed was born in them and sprouted swiftly. They made themselves our enemies. But enough talk of such dark things.

Caroline realized he wanted to change the subject, so she asked, How old is your son? Whats his name?

He is two months old and is called Casmu, which means Sand. My wife is Macha, which means Dawn. He smiled at his beloved as she looked around when he spoke her name. I am Yutokeca Mahpiya, Cloud Chaser. If you wish to learn our language, I will teach you. I warn you now, Caroline, it would be foolish and dangerous to dupe us, disobey, or escape.

I understand, and Ill do as Im told. What do you want me to do? Where will I She halted as her captor ducked his head and entered the tepee, carrying her fabric satchel in one hand, and glancing at her with a strange look.

War Eagle spoke with his half brother in Lakota. I come to bring her possessions. They were on Swift Otters horse. Does she obey you?

A confident Cloud Chaser nodded as he said, I believe she is a good woman and will give me no trouble. Does that please you?

Yes, for I would not want trouble to come from my action.

Cloud Chaser saw how War Eagle looked at the captive. He also saw Caroline gaze at the younger warrior, then blush and lower her eyes. Trouble will come, he told War Eagle, but it will not be caused by your brave deed. It was generous of you to allow her to bring her possessions with her.

I allowed her to bring only what could be carried with us. The rest of the hunters will return on the next sun. When the third sun rises, Father says we will strike camp and leave for the sacred hills. There, we will prepare for war with our enemy.

I wish peace could come this season, my brother, but it will not be so with the white war chief riding to our lands to challenge us.

That is true, War Eagle agreed. What words did she speak to you?

Cloud Chaser told him, then added, She knows nothing of use to us in the coming conflict.

Do you think she would reveal such words if she knew them?

Cloud Chaser pondered this, then nodded. He wanted to question War Eagles thoughts and feelings about the girl, but decided it was unwise; he needed to do all he could to draw War Eagles perilous attention from her. Did Father order out more scouts to watch for signs of trouble and for the camps protection?

Yes, and I ride to obey him. War Eagle smiled at Macha when she turned and greeted him. Casmu grows larger and stronger each sun. He looks at many things with keen eyes. Soon, my brother will have a shadow trailing him, he joked with a grin.

That will please him, Macha said. One sun, you will know such feelings, for you are a man now and should seek out a mate.

I have much to do before that sun rises. I must help drive the enemy from our lands and protect our people.

You are strong, so you can do both tasks at the same time, as do your brothers. I have seen young women watching you with desire in their gazes.

War Eagle ruffled Casmus dark hair, grinned, and said, I ride before you choose a wild female for me when I am not ready to tame one.

If she loves you as I love Cloud Chaser, no taming will be needed.

Help me, my brother, for your wife seeks to push me into a trap.

Cloud Chaser chuckled. If the right woman shares that trap, you will be happy there with her, as I am happy in mine.

I did not know men viewed unions as traps, Macha said. Why have you not shared that secret with me before, my husband?

Caroline listened to the genial exchange, though she could not grasp their Lakota words. It was obvious to her that they were a close-knit family, and that all three had forgotten her presence for a while. From their cheerful tones, expressions, and gestures, she surmised they were joking about something or someone, perhaps having to do with the child since their attention mainly seemed focused on the baby. During the mens earlier talk, she had heard her name mentioned several times. She wished she knew what had been said. For certain, the warrior who had captured her was difficultimpossibleto ignore. She found herself wanting to stare at him, talk with him, learn everything there was to know about him. She watched him tousle the infants ebony hair for a second time, then depart without even glancing in her direction.

Cloud Chaser passed her the satchel, which she accepted with relief and joy. He asked which items she had selected from her belongings to bring with her, perhaps in an attempt to learn more about her. She opened the bag and said, I have no weapon inside, in case that thought had entered his mind. Only clothes, photographs of my brother and parents, a rag doll my mother made for me as a child, and our family Bible. Would you like to examine the contents?

No, but show me the photographs.

Caroline handed the prized objects to him, and prayed he would not keep or destroy them. She watched him gaze at the two pictures for a long while, especially her brothers, before returning them. After thanking him, she inquired, Where shall I put my satchel?

Cloud Chaser pointed to an area near the colorful dew cloth, an added interior layer for deflecting rain and smoke to the outside and to beautify the dwelling.

She stood and placed her belongings where instructed, noticing how clean and orderly the tepee was kept by his wife. A home Would she, Caroline fretted, ever have her own home? A family? Freedom? True love and happiness? At present, those longtime dreams looked bleak. Yet, she must not lose faith in God or herself and become despondent or reckless. She must make the best of the situation until it changed.

Caroline told Cloud Chaser what she had been thinking about his wife and added, Shes also a good cook; the meal was delicious. How do I thank her in your language?

Although Macha spoke some English, Cloud Chaser had instructed his wife to conceal that ability so she could glean information on the sly. The word is pilamaya for thank you. Good food is woyute waste; it translates to food good. Our sentences are different from English. The main word comes first. Speak to her before I tell you more.

Caroline realized Cloud Chaser had learned a lot while living with the whites which might be advantageous to her during her predicament. She smiled at Dawn and said, Pilamaya, Macha. Woyute waste.

Macha smiled and nodded her gratitude. She listened as her beloved husband taught the white female a few Lakota commands for communication during their chores. She was amused as Caroline repeated them until she could speak them correctly. She was proud of her husband for his keen wits and kindness. She had never been sorry or ashamed for fleeing with him during the last hot season or for becoming his wife under the white law before joining to him in their custom. It had been a long, hard, and perilous task for him to earn his way back into their band, but the Great Spirit had blessed them in countless areas. She yearned for peace to return to their land so they could have safety and harmony again, but she feared it was not to be, at least not during this or the coming season. She also feared for her husbands safety and survival, as he was the one who rode to the forts to spy on the bluecoats, placing himself in great danger each time he carried out that brave and cunning deed. With the rising of each sun and moon, she prayed for all she loved to be protected from harm. Her thoughts were halted when Cloud Chaser said he had chores to do and that Caroline was ready to help her with her tasks. She watched him rise, send her and Casmu an adoring smile, and depart to join other men.

Macha said, Uwo, Caroline, and motioned for her to come.

That night, a weary Caroline lay on a buffalo hide assigned to her as a sleeping mat. Hers was positioned near the back edge of the tepee, with the couples unrolled in the center, between her and the entrance, along with the infants cradle-board where the baby slumbered in serenity. Considering how hot it was during the day, she was surprised and pleased by how cool and pleasant it was at night on the vast grasslands and near the river, and especially inside the tepee. A refreshing breeze wafted into the dwelling and swept upward to a wide-spread ventilation opening, creating a steady and soothing airflow. Outside the tossed-back flap was a small fire to provide light during the dark new moons phase, as it would send forth too much unneeded heat if burning inside.

She was tired and drowsy, as she had worked hard after her long ride. After Cloud Chaser left them alone, the baby had been laid on an animal skin beneath a wooden stand topped with branches to provide shade. She and Macha had tended to his needs whenever necessary and had kept watchful gazes on him. She had helped the Indian woman cut buffalo meat into long thin strips and suspend them over high and sturdy racks to dry for preservation. They had fetched water from the river and gathered scrub wood and buffalo chips as fuel for a fire to cook the evening meal, a stew of fresh meat and wild vegetables, that simmered for hours.

Other than War Eagles mother and sister and Machas mother, no other women approached them during their labors, as if it were forbidden or perhaps her presence was repulsive. Only Hanmani had half smiled at her during those two visits. Other women, mostly females around her age, observed her for brief periods. From their expressions, she concluded that they were vexed by her presence, or by her capture by the handsome War Eagle. A few times, she caught some of the men glancing at her, but for the most part, they ignored her, which suited her just fine.

After they had eaten at dusk, she and Macha stored the tools for their tasks, checked on the meats safetyfrom wild animals, she supposedtended the baby, unrolled the mats, and lay down on them. For a short time, she had heard the couple whispering as they snuggled together. She didnt know what they said, but it was evident they were deeply in love. She couldnt help wondering how long it would take them to resent the loss of their privacy. What would happen to her when that dreaded day came? Would she be given to another family, endlessly passed around from tepee to tepee, perhaps left in the wilderness to die alone, or be returned to her captor?

Caroline took a deep but quiet breath to quell those harsh concerns.

Stop worrying and get to sleep! Youll probably have a longer and harder day tomorrow, so you need your rest.

The next day was filled with those same chores and more. She watched as the rest of the hunters returned with loaded travois from their final task, and the women set about to handle the meat and hides. They rode into camp shortly before the return of the braves who had taken the wagons away, which evoked another gathering of the men present to speak with them.

During the hottest part of the day, she and Macha washed clothes in shade provided by trees growing along the rivers bank and spread them out on bushes to dry.

Later, at the waters edge, she and Macha gathered rushes to make backrests and sitting mats and trays for carrying items. During each trip to and from the tepee, Caroline caught furtive glimpses of War Eagle as he talked or did tasks with other men.

As the August sun sank into the horizon, they foraged the surrounding area for greens and dug up bulbs to be used in their next few meals. She learned which plants were edible, which ones to avoid, and which ones were used for medicines and dyes. She was amazed and impressed by how the Indians used the wild offerings of nature for survival. She also discovered that nothing from the great hairy beasts they slew went to waste. Horns became weapons and tool handles, drinking cups, and diggers. Hooves became glue. Hair was fashioned into balls for children and other items. Bladders and stomachs made excellent water bags and supply pouches. Hides would be turned into tepees, clothing, and shoes. Sinew provided thread for sewing. Bones became tools and weapons. The meat was the main source of their nourishment, especially in the winter when snow covered the ground and many animals migrated to other locations. Of course, other creatures were slain for those same uses, but the buffalo was their main provider for survival. Now, she understood why the Indians were so concerned about white men slaying the beasts only for their hides. It was clear to her that stopping those hunters would go a long way toward peace.

* * *

As War Eagle furtively observed Caroline while she did her chores, just as he had done yesterday, he wondered if she hated him and viewed him as a savage, a fierce hostile, as most whites did. Surely she was frightened by and distrustful of them, of him, even though she had given him a gift of gratitude for the snake rescue. He touched the pezutaozuha suspended around his neck where he had placed a white circle the size of his two thumbnails. Carved in black upon what Cloud Chaser told him was whale ivory was a scene with a big fish, a strange boat, clouds, and water. His brother had said it was called scrimshaw and had been done by the chief of a boat that captured huge fish called whales, which swam in the big waters far away. A yellow circle on its top revealed it had been suspended on a thong of some kind and worn around her neck after her brother gave it to her long ago, according to what she had told Cloud Chaser. He was amazed she had parted with it, but it must have been the only possession she had with her that was an appropriate gift for a man, and she had felt compelled to thank him for saving her life and for bringing her to a camp of good people. But did that alter her feelings about them? About him?

Neither he nor they had mistreated her, but perhaps she was being obedient and even friendly to Cloud Chaser and Macha only to avoid punishment or death. He tried to study her in closely guarded secret, as he did not want others alerted to his interest in her. He could not help desiring her. With her sunny hair and sky-colored eyes, she was beautiful and alluring. Cloud Chasers mother had those same colorings and agreeable traits when she was their fathers captive long ago. Perhaps some white females possessed great magic and could not be resisted, which would reveal why their father had taken Omaste once when he was suffering in a weakened state and she was comforting him. Perhaps because Caroline was forbidden territory made her a stimulating and tempting challenge.

War Eagle remembered during the last hot season how Cloud Chaser had said that Macha made his heart sing loud. He himself had jested, I do not know of such feelings to this moon, but they must be powerful, for your eyes glow with flames like the fires and your voice becomes soft as the rabbits fur when you speak of her.

He had not understood such emotions at that time, but since meeting Caroline, they had become as clear as mountain stream water to him. His second brother had advised, Allow Wakantanka to choose your mate for you as He did for me and Wind Dancer and your spirit will soar as ours does and you will find great happiness and victory in your joining. Yet, no Red Shield or other Lakota woman had drawn him as this white girl did. She made his heart sing loud, though his mind rebelled.

Had the Creator guided him to that location so he could find and lay claim to Caroline? How could a white woman be chosen as his mate? Why did his spirit soar as the eagle at one time and then plummet to the earth? How could he, son of the chief, grandson of their past chief, grandson of their shaman, a great warrior, a hater of bluecoats and white encroachers, desire one of the enemy? How could he take one into his life, arms, heart? Cloud Chasers final words to him filled his ears as if he were hearing them spoken again: If we allow the Great Spirit to guide our steps, War Eagle, we must be willing to walk the path He chooses for us and at His pace. It was the same for Wind Dancer; Dewdrops walked into his life and heart when he did not expect such a glorious event. Perhaps it will be the same for you.

War Eagle knew that he must not dishonor himself. He must not allow his strange hunger for Caroline to increase, though it was gnawing at him from head to foot. What if it drove him wild and senseless, and made him reckless and weak? No, it must not! It could not, for they were foes and strange and he was too strong-willed, a man of great pride and honor. How and why did she affect him so strongly? Should he throw away the gift in his medicine pouch or return it to her? A stimulating and distracting hunt was what he needed! He went to ask Swift Otter to join him, as the deer would be foraging nearby at dusk.

On the third evening in the camp, Caroline saw a warrior approaching, the same man who had worried her with his hateful stares upon her arrival. She quickly averted her gaze to the two rabbits roasting on spits over a fire beside the tepee. Macha was inside feeding her baby.

Cloud Chaser, who was sitting on a rush mat near the entrance as he worked on his weapons, looked up and watched his cousin nearing him. He noted that the mans expression was stoic and his stride was purposeful. He could not imagine what inspired the unusual visit and was shocked when he soon learned the reason for it. He greeted the man in wariness.

Two Feathers announced, I have come to trade for the white woman. I will give you two of my best ponies for her.
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