


ANASAZI 





A Navajo Prayer song 


-- Anasazi Museum at Chaco Canyon 





Today I will walk out, today everything evil will leave me,


I will be as I was before, I will have a cool breeze over my body.


I will have a light body, I will be happy forever,


nothing will hinder me. 


I walk with beauty before me. I walk with beauty behind me.


I walk with beauty below me. I walk with beauty above me.


I walk with beauty around me. My words will be beautiful. 





In beauty all day long may I walk. 


Through the returning seasons, may I walk.


On the trail marked with pollen may I walk.


With dew about my feet, may I walk. 





With beauty before me may I walk.


With beauty behind me may I walk.


With beauty below me may I walk.


With beauty above me may I walk.


With beauty all around me may I walk. 





In old age wandering on a trail of beauty, 


lively, may I walk.


In old age wandering on a trail of beauty, 


living again, may I walk.


My words will be beautiful. 
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The tracks of the death car were still visible, even after the rain.  They had turned off route 371 some 40 miles south of Farmington near Hunter Wash and mingled their image with others made in the spattered, hard packed sand of the dry arroyo.  The trail meandered through a sparse stand of creosote and chamisa bush.  Here and there a clump of Grama grass struggled to find soil and moisture in the arid sand.


In wet times Hunter Wash emptied flash floods from fierce fall thunderstorms or spring snow-melt into the Chaco River, which in turn flowed into the San Juan River a few miles to the east of Shiprock, New Mexico.  


It was not a wet period now, but it had showered briefly two days ago.  Puffy cumulus clouds had built up over the mountains and hills around Lake Powell in southern Utah early that afternoon.  


One had been born over a more humid updraft than its companions.  Starting stronger, it had drawn in their vapors.  Their puffy whiteness disappeared, then reappeared in its own billowing folds.  As the afternoon progressed, it tenuously poked its glistening top into the stronger winds aloft, to be warped and misaligned into the classic anvil shape of a thunderhead.


It drifted southeastward throughout the late afternoon, traveling along ancient cloud paths known for centuries to the Pueblo traditional religion.  It passed over a seventeen hundred foot natural spire in the open desert and drew three bright flashes of lightning.  


The towering ‘rock with wings’ was ‘The Great Bird’ of Navajo culture:  Its spirit had delivered them from the north country into the southwest desert.


To the early white settlers seeing the rock for the first time across the wriggling heat waves of shimmering desert sage, it seemed a multi-masted clipper ship in full sail.  The flat desert heat produced a mirage of rising and falling waves of water about the vessel -- hence the name ‘Shiprock’.


But desert mirages are, in fact, extremely dry.  There was little moisture in the path of the small storm and the arid country yielded only minimally to sustain it’s growth.  By the time the storm reached the death car eighty miles to the southeast its energy was almost gone, starved by the stingy humidity.


A few small dust devils had skittered along in front of the uplifting air of its leading edge.  A spattering of large drops hit the dry ground, kicking little puffs of dust into the air.  Then a more gentle rain ensued, only lasting a few minutes.  The marks of those first big drops were merely diffused by what the Navajo people describe as female rain, the gentle showers.





/”\  v     /”\   /””\ /\ 





The unmarked state police cruiser bounced to a stop on the rough track.  In spite of the recent dampness, a cloud of dust followed and overtook the vehicle.  Two men stepped out and fanned dust away from their faces with their hats.  


Both wore faded blue jeans.  The white man had a nearly new blue shirt and topped his head with a tan cowboy hat.  He was tall, broad-shouldered, leather-faced.  


The young Navajo was of medium height, athletically built.  His black hair was long, almost to his shoulders.  A thin mustache complimented an otherwise hairless  face.  He wore a faded blue cotton shirt with desert sand camouflage hunter’s cap.


Both men wore boots designed for desert country, a protection to shed mud and dust as well as to ward off attacks from stiff spines and lurking fangs.  It was said that everything alive in the desert has either fangs or thorns, either bites or stings. 


The two surveyed a jumble of footprints superimposed on the faded tire marks.  Chaco Rivers Joseph squatted and sighted intently along the ground at the marks.


Detective Sergeant Mike Turnbridge of the New Mexico State Police surveyed the area.  He wagged his head.  “The whole scene is pretty much trashed, huh?”


“Un huh.”  The detective’s statement sounded apologetic to Chaco.  Still, he was mildly surprised by the admission.  It wasn’t often in the years he had known Mike that the big cop had apologized for anything.  Not even for waking Tannie to contact him early this morning.  


Chaco couldn’t justify the expense of having his own phone.  After all, almost no one on the reservation or even very many in town had one until just a few years ago.  So he had an arrangement with Eddie and Tannie Bistie to use theirs.  He had given the Bistie’s number to a few friends and associates, including the detective.


He normally slept until about five during the spring and summer.  That gave him time each morning to step to the small sandy yard outside his garden apartment, greet the dawn and chant his prayer -- I walk with beauty before me, I walk with beauty behind me ...  Then he could eat breakfast and face his day.


But Tannie had awakened him from a deep sleep after another restless night of dreams.  It seemed he had dreamed every night for more than a month now.  


Not specific dreams that he could recall in detail, but vague, pleasurable, yet still troubling hauntings that seemed to linger without substance.  They weren’t nightmarish, they just left him feeling drained.


Friends and family were starting to notice his preoccupation.  His girlfriend, Anita Yazzie, had obviously become exasperated with him --- his lapses into nowhere had become too regular, had gone beyond the point of annoying her.  He could feel a tension in their relationship. 
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Tannie had knocked on his door until he dragged his pants on and stumbled to answer it.


“Phone!”


He checked the hall clock.  “Four thirty!  Sorry, Tannie,” he said to the back of her retreating form.  He sighed.  He’d have to make it up to her.


She led the way into her apartment and headed directly for her bedroom.  “It’s okay.  Just pull the door to on your way out.”


He lifted the phone.  “Hello?”  


“Ya ta hey, buddy.”


“Mike?  Wh ... what’s goin’ on?”


”Hey, buddy, we need some help on a case.  You available this morning to check something out?”


“I ... uh.  I told Anita ... I told my girlfriend I’d come to her place and talk to her uncle this morning.  I’d hate to have to wake her up ... and say I won’t be comin’ over.”  He mentally replayed recent conversations with Anita.  Yeah, he’d really hate that.


“Got something that might be a homicide.  I need to check it out before all the sign gets blown away.  You can call Anita from the car phone while we’re on the way.  We need to get goin’.  Can I pick you up?”  


He didn’t wait for an answer, but added,  “You get consultant rates, the regular deal like we’ve done before, pay at the end of the week.  We’ll stop and get a MacDonald’s on the way out of town.  They should be just about open by the time we get there.”


It was a familiar urgency.  Perhaps even more so than the previous times he had worked for the State Police or the Navajo Tribal Police ‘reading sign’.


Drop what you are doing and help us.  It didn’t happen every day, but when it happened, there was no time for anything else.  And he well understood the concern.  ‘Sign’ would quickly be replaced by the latest activities of wind and weather.


“Who was killed, Mike?”  Somebody getting killed in Farmington -- that would probably be someone you knew, or would very likely affect someone you knew.  There were a good number of homicides in the area, but they were usually ‘definitely a homicide’, not ‘might be a homicide’.


”One Eileen Tuchman, nurse at Farmington Women’s Clinic.  You know her?”


He paused.  “Unh uh.  Don’t know any women’s clinic people.”


“Everybody thinks it was a suicide.  Her coworkers said she was depressed.  Turned in a missing persons on her two days ago.  Then one of the Navajos that lives back along Hunter Wash was coming out to the trading post on 371 and found her.


“‘A mess in the road,’ he told us.  And he was right about that.  Even a nine millimeter does a messy job at point blank range.  Splattered blood and brains all over the driver’s side window and shattered it.  There was a suicide note on the seat beside her, apparently her handwriting.  She was from back in Indiana somewhere.


“Forensics found something strange in her blood.  Captain wanted me to see if I could get you to go out to the scene and see if there’s sign of anything wouldn’t support suicide.”


“I’ll be ready.”  He had a certain sense of duty about helping law enforcement officials.  But how would Anita respond to his begging off their plans again?  He sighed.  This was a priority request.  She’d just have to wait.  He’d make it up to her.


The two men had finished their Egg McMuffins in the cruiser on the way down 371.  With the sun streaming at him past Mike’s profile, Chaco calculated Anita should be up and about.  He pressed the numbers on Mike’s phone and hit the ‘SEND’ button.


When he pressed ‘END’ a few minutes later, Mike chuckled at him.  “Sounds like you’re staked out and left to dry, old buddy.  That was a lot of apology that didn’t seem to get anywhere.”  After a moment he said, “I guess it’s my fault for Shanghaiing you out here.  If I can put in a word for you ...?”


Chaco wagged his head slowly.  “No, I doubt if anything would help.  We do seem to be havin’ problems.”
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Woman problems.  Chaco sighed.  He shook his head to clear his thoughts and get back to ‘readin’ sign’.  He studied the tracks with intensity for a few more minutes, not moving from his squatting position.


This rain was something of an anomaly, coming in early June.  They usually waited until late summer and early fall.  But it was welcome.  It helped him read the sand story of events that had unfolded just as it had passed.  


He rose, stepped to the side of the trail, took a few steps along the path, then made a very slow circle around the scene.  There was no breeze across the normally windswept sage.  Lucky.


He squinted up to a glistening azure sky hovering over the copper-tan landscape, then peered back at the morning shadows along the dry ground.  In addition to the tire tracks in the old road, he found squiggly lines where a sand lizard had scuttled along before the little storm.  Its tracks were dimpled and partially obliterated by the raindrops.  It had probably been heading for a place to get out of the weather.  Or maybe the activity on the old road had scared it.


His scouting circle was perhaps fifty yards in diameter.  He found no evidence of any other beings having been in the circle in the past forty eight hours.  Eventually he came back to a spot a few feet from the detective.  “Is this mark exactly where the car was sitting?”


“Yeah, that’s even with where the front tire was.”  A flat scuff mark from a trooper’s boot had been scraped in the dirt of the trail at right angles to the tire mark.  He sighed.  “I wish you could have been here before they trampled everything to smithereens.  Had the Navajo Tribal Police and some green cops out here yesterday morning.  Even a squad of townies.” 


“Ambulance take her away?”  Chaco looked closely at a skinned branch on a chamisa bush, then out over the slightly sloping expanse of rusty dirt that supported vistas of sage and red-tan rock.


 “No, they put her in a carryall.  It backed around right there.”  Mike pointed to some scuffed and crushed creosote bushes and more well defined tire tracks curving out and back into the old road.  


Chaco had long ago seen and cataloged the marks of all the tires that had traveled the old road.  But the information that these belonged to the carryall made the picture clear.


“Didn’t pull up beside the Chevy?  Right along there?”  Chaco pointed with a brown finger, moving it back and forth parallel to the Chevy tracks, then batted at the persistent buzzing of a green fly.


“I don’t think so.  No, I know they didn’t.  They stopped back from the car.  When everybody got finished, got through dusting and shooting their photos, two of Mayport’s men helped get her out of the vehicle and into a body bag on a stretcher.  Then they walked back and put her in the carryall.  With the note we found on the seat there wasn’t much thought about it being foul play.


“It seemed pretty obvious to everybody that the lady had taken the hundred grain solution -- put a 9 millimeter slug through her right temple.  The gun was on the floor next to her right foot.  A Ruger P85/89 with a nine-round clip.  One empty shell casing on the right front floorboard, seven rounds in the clip, one, unfired, in the chamber, the safety off.  They checked the prints on the gun.  It’s pretty certain they were hers.  


“Funny thing.  Couldn’t find any prints on the cartridges.  But residue test showed powder on her right hand.  She was slumped behind the wheel, her head lying back, resting on the seat back, mouth wide open.  Blowflies had gotten to her through the broken window.”


“So what was it in her blood that made you think she was maybe killed by somebody else?”  Chaco was squatted now a few feet back toward the highway from the boot scuff mark.


“That was another funny thing.  Dr. Braxton did the autopsy.   He says he doesn’t think she could have driven herself out here --- she didn’t have much oxygen in her blood.  Fingernails blue as a hound’s ear.  Thought at first it was arsenic poisoning, but then discounted that idea when he did the blood analysis.  Said, ‘maybe she could have driven but he didn’t think so.’  Captain didn’t want to take a chance it could be something besides suicide.”


“Any footprints when you guys first got here?”


“Just the old man’s that lives down the track there was all I saw.”  He turned his head away, but not before Chaco noticed a definite sheepish look.  “Of course, that don’t mean Diddly Jack.  I don’t see things like you do.  Why I got you out here, buddy.” 


 “Captain on your ass some about lettin’ all that traffic tromp around?”  Chaco squinted up at the tall man against the bright sky.


“Now how’n hell did you know about that?  That damn blabbermouth, Jenkins.  He was listenin’.  And it was a private conversation, too.”  He had a glum look, then stared hard at Chaco.  “You didn’t even know about this ‘til I called you this morning.  Wasn’t Jenkins, was it?”


“Just a guess, Mike.  Captain Lopez isn’t one to overlook things.  He’d probably have everything figured for a homicide until there was no doubt.  Figured you might have your tail in a crack.”


“Yeah, yeah.  Anything you can tell about this might help me get back on his good side?  You figure anything out?”


Chaco grunted, “Uh huh.  We’re in luck.  I don’t know how they missed it but all your trompin’ big-foots didn’t get on this one little piece of ground right here.”  He pointed to a strip of dust just beyond his folded knee.


“What you see?  Goddamn, Chaco, I don’t see anything, maybe that little piece of glass  squashed into the ground?”


“Yeah, but that’s not the most interesting thing.  Different pattern of this tire tread along here.  Thing is, it stopped right next to the Chevy, close, but not too close for the Chevy’s back door to open.  You can tell because it’s different there.  Had a quick change in force.”


“So you think somebody put her body in the Chevy from another vehicle?  That would take two people, at least.  One to drive each vehicle ...  And it would be tough to do.  She wasn’t a small ...”


Chaco’s head was wagging.  He brushed at the green fly again.  “Uh uh.  Not from another vehicle.  But yeah.  It would take two people to drive the vehicles.  The getaway vehicle pulled up here after the Chevy was parked.  I saw where it had run over the Chevy track back there and again goin’ out.


“But I don’t think they put her body in there from the other vehicle.  Somebody got out of the Chevy back door and into the other vehicle without stepping on the ground.  That was after they drove here and swapped places with the woman, who was in the passenger seat.  He put her in the driver’s seat and shot her, then climbed into the back seat.


“This other vehicle track is wider, more broken looking at its edges.  He bounced the Chevy some when he shifted the woman’s and his own weight around.  He jostled both vehicles around when he moved his weight between them and widened and deepened the tracks a little where they were sitting on the ground.  And I think this other vehicle was a pickup with street tires and an open bed.”


Mike sighed.  “Well what damn color was it?  Don’t tell me you don’t know that, too.”  He half-joked and wagged his head in disbelief at Chaco’s evaluation.  “Now why do you think it was a pickup truck with street tires?” 


“Unh.”  Compliments were always nice, of whatever form.  “He didn’t scrape in the bushes hard enough to take any paint off.  It’s the tire pattern.  Not a mud grip type like with a four wheel drive.  Finer tread, with some wear, not real new.  And moving from one sedan to another would be hard.  The doors would both get in the way.  But you could make it from the back door of the Chevy to the open bed on a pickup where just one door would be ...”


He trailed off and stopped in midsentence.  “When you get back, make sure the lab people double check the edge of the left back door of the Chevy just in case it scraped against the pickup.  There might be some paint they didn’t notice.”


“I can make the call from here.”   Mike walked toward the cruiser.


“While you’re on the phone? ... Check if the gunshot residue test showed powder on the back of her trigger finger.”  Chaco started for the police cruiser passenger door.  Mike stopped and watched Chaco, his question hanging in the air.


Chaco said, “She was right handed?”


“Yeah.  That’s what her coworkers said.  So what?”


“Well, I bet he was holding the gun with her trigger finger under his.”  He mimicked a left-handed shooter pulling a trigger, the falling hammer his upthrust thumb.


Mike wagged his head and mumbled something unintelligible as he continued toward the cruiser.
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Morning sun peeped through a slit in the shadowy side of dissipated, streaky clouds as Chaco made his way toward his day-late rendezvous.  Long shadows still fell from the cottonwood trees along the edge of the San Juan River when his battered green Ford pickup pulled into the front yard.  He parked beside a vintage Pontiac sedan and another pickup, a black Dodge with a camper shell.  


He looked at the double-wide Princess trailer.  It was sitting on a concrete block foundation under some low hanging limbs.  This was the home of Dan and Lisa Yazzie and their daughter, Anita.


Chaco was reminded of a radio ad he had heard recently, claiming that over half the housing in New Mexico was of the ‘manufactured’ or  pre-fabricated type.  That was certainly believable.  There wasn’t a wealth of building materials in the area, with the exception of rock and clay for adobe brick.  Those materials made up most of the ‘smaller half’ of the housing.


Chaco pressed the horn and waited patiently for signs of life from the trailer.  It was a practice among the Dineh for visitors to give warning and wait for recognition.  Such a delay was a courtesy to give the receiving party an opportunity to ready themselves.


He rested both hands on top of the steering wheel, idly looking about the neighborhood as he waited.  Up the curbless street a man was digging with a long handled shovel.  The turned up earth looked relatively rich, dark and loamy.  


There weren’t very many places in northwestern New Mexico where you could say that about the dirt, except for where it was irrigated.  Mostly it was arid desert, but the river bottom made this dirt rich.


Floods had deposited minerals and topsoil along here for millennia --- dirt that at one time had existed as rock on the sides of the San Juan mountains in southern Colorado.  The floods had mostly been before all these houses had been constructed here.  Chaco wondered what would happen the next time the San Juan got out of its banks enough to bring new soil to this ground.  Sooner or later ...


Two small dark-haired boys cavorted about on the lawn beyond the digger.  A half flat football was the object of a rousing game of kick and chase.  A near-grown yellow cat crouched under a willow bush and watched the action from his refuge at the side of the yard.  Chaco wondered how many close calls the cat had had with coyotes.  Its owners must let it come indoors at night.


Rock-lined flower beds at the edge of the Yazzie trailer foundation boasted small but already blooming petunias.  Off to the side of the scraggly lawn, out of the shade of the cottonwoods, a small tilled area showed rows of healthy tomato and bean plants.  


They were beginning to climb small cut saplings tied to clothesline cord stretched between posts at either end of the rows.  Chaco busied himself counting the plants in the Yazzie garden. 


A couple of minutes went by before the door opened.  Dan Yazzie stepped onto the small black-iron railed porch and waved him in, watching his progress across the yard.


“Yah ta hey.”


“Yah ta hey, Hosteen Dan,” Chaco used the term of highest respect for his elder.  It translated roughly to ‘Mister’, with a sense of well-earned seniority.


“Come in.  I have coffee on.  My daughter is still dressing.  But we should talk.”  He held the beige aluminum and glass door for Chaco.


“Yes, We should talk, my father.”  Navajo custom dictated he use the personal possessive pronoun to refer to someone close in the family.  He was expected to be close to the family very soon.


He scuffed dust from his boots on the welcome rug at the door and walked past his host into a comfortable living room.  It was appointed with most of the amenities and niceties that modern mobile home manufacture affords.  Knickknacks and framed paintings adorned the corners and walls.  A beautifully woven Navajo rug covered most of the floor at the center of the room, representing a certain amount of wealth for the Yazzie family.


He waited politely for the older man to introduce him to the man sitting at one end of the sofa.


“This is Hosteen Billy Fasthorse.  He is my daughter’s uncle.  He is a hataalii with the Trembling Hand tradition.  He was born to the Red Cliff clan, born for the High Water People.”


Billy’s mother and father were from the Red Cliff clan and the High Water clan, respectively.  It was better for Dan to refer to Billy as ‘my daughter’s uncle’ than ‘my brother-in-law’ as it  was a term of higher respect in the intricate Navajo clan relationships.  This was especially important due to Chaco’s relationship with Anita.


The information that Billy was a Trembling Hand was news --- news that brought slight alarm.  He should have guessed it before.  Anita had not told him of this and he didn’t remember having known of it before.  He had never known that much about the Red Cliff clan.


He had only inquired of Anita enough information on her relatives to know that she was not close to him in blood, to know that their relationship would not be incestuous and forbidden.  He mentally berated himself for not paying more attention.  He should have dug deeper into her family structure and he wouldn’t have allowed himself to be in this position.


The younger man nodded referentially to the relative and waited to be directed to sit.  Dan motioned to the other end of the sofa and Chaco sat and mentally gathered himself for the conversation to come.  


“The rains start early this year.”  Dan said as he stepped to the kitchen area for the coffee.  It was a statement but Chaco knew that it was also a question.  ‘Did it rain enough to wipe out the sign at the death car?’  It was obvious that Anita had passed on some of their conversation from the morning before.  Otherwise, an inconsequential rain shower out in the desert would not be mentioned before coffee was even poured.  Dan Yazzie was interested in news of his work.


“They start early but do not bring much water yet.  Not too heavy to ruin the dust pictures.”  He would talk about it out of politeness to the father of his girlfriend.  But more than that, he liked and respected Dan Yazzie.  The man had been a guide for many years and had cared for his family with salary and tips from guiding Belacaani to hunt trophy deer, elk, sheep and antelope, not to mention providing his own family and relatives a steady supply of wild meat.


Dan soon returned to the living room with three steaming cups.  He distributed two to his guests and retired to his stuffed chair.


The coffee was fresh and good.  It was understood that Chaco would continue talking after taking a sip.  “A Belacaani nurse from the woman’s clinic was supposed to have killed herself with a gun.  She didn’t.  Someone killed her in her own car, then got out of her car without stepping on the ground and got into a second waiting vehicle.  I have not heard if the police have suspects.” 


 “Money or power.”  It was a simple statement from Dan.  “Or love. Or hate.  Maybe all.  But most likely for money.  With the Belacaani it is almost always.”  The other two men nodded agreement and sipped at their coffee.  Native Americans rarely had such motivations as money and power to kill fellow human beings.


There were knifings and shootings rather often at the bars and nightspots.  Crimes of passion.  Usually one of the Dineh, as the Navajo people were known, would get drunk and angry and violence would erupt.  But it would be out in the open.  There were few secret murders in Farmington.


Having discussed the matter as fully as necessary, Dan changed the subject.  “You working for the Guide Service again this year?”


Chaco hesitated, thinking a moment.  “Not sure.  Been thinking about starting my own guide service.  Like you.  I know a lot of Belacaani hunters now and I could probably do it.  But many things are to be considered.  Many headaches come with being an outfitter.  I like to just guide, but I could go after more of the Belacaani money.”  He paused while the older men waited patiently.  “I will probably just guide.  Don’t really want to run the whole show.”


Dan nodded in understanding.  “You could freelance with a partner.  You could do that without all the headaches.  Gives you freedom from just the one outfitter and lets you make more money.  Ten years it’s been good for this family.  We could pool up and back each other up, help with the outfitting chores.”


This was an idea that had occurred to Chaco before, but he had never thought Dan Yazzie would make him such an offer.  This was truly exciting.  Partnering with Dan Yazzie!  He couldn’t imagine a better turn of events.


But he could not make such a decision on the spur of the moment.  Nor was he expected to.  He would have been considered too impulsive.  “That’s something to think about.  Can I let you know this summer?” 


 “This summer is good.”  The older man nodded a moment.  “Now, my daughter’s uncle would like to speak to you.  He wishes to find what cures are needed for healing your spirit from the night weakness.  Did you not say to my daughter that you would like to know what cures you need?”


Chaco felt trapped.  Was Billy Fasthorse a well-meaning but misguided or whimsical shaaman?  Or was he simply self-serving, a charlatan or fraud? In Chaco’s experience there was no other category for  a hataali.  


He had thought that this meeting was to be in the spirit of counseling, from an esteemed uncle to a girl’s troubled boyfriend.  Now that he was aware that this would involve a traditional Navajo religious ceremony among strangers, he was disturbed.  He really didn’t want this.


But there was deep tradition among the Dineh that held to the old ways.  He must not offend this tradition or Dan Yazzie whom he admired and now was considering as a father-in-law and business partner, a much tighter relationship.


He considered his plight a few moments before directing his response to Dan.  “I have said to your daughter that I wished to find a cure for my problem, which is bad for the man-woman feelings.  I am honored that your daughter’s uncle would want to help me with finding a cure for my night Wolf.”  


He searched hard for the way to tell the old shaman that this was not what he wanted.  He wanted to cure the problem himself, without involving Anita’s uncle or other family members.  This was, after all, something between him and Anita, not really anyone else.


Chaco searched for words too long.  Hosteen Billy took the extended silence for assent.  He nodded, giving his brother-in-law a knowing look.  


“It is better we go to my hogan where your spirit will feel tuned to the old ones.  We can properly prepare your body for communing its sickness.  It will then tell of its anguish, show where the balance lies.  The proper Way will be made clear for the cure.  Then we will contact the one who knows the Way, who will sing the ceremony with the proper sand pictures and restore you to the Middle Way, to hozho.”  


He seemed almost to have gone into a trance as he talked, gaining in cadence and rhythm as he spoke.  His eyes unglazed and settled directly on Chaco as he sipped his coffee.


Chaco had suspected almost since the introduction to Billy Fasthorse that this moment was coming.    He sighed and mentally braced himself.  “My uncle, I know the ways of the People.  I know many Sings have been held that restored harmony for sick people.  And I am honored that you would go to the trouble of helping me.  But I need no Sing Way ceremony for a cure.


“My problem is only a small one that will be cured by getting proper rest and chanting my prayers with discipline.  I am poor and do not have sheep to feed to the Way watchers.  I must do this cure for myself.  I will battle my night Wolf and balance my spirit.  By doing so I will be stronger.  Anita and I will face this problem together.”


A stirring at one of the bedroom doors captured their attention.  It was the swishing of a traditional Navajo flowing dress skirt.  Anita rushed into the living room, beautiful as always, dark eyes flashing in a smooth, nut brown face, full sensual lips pursed.  She  stood near her uncle, looking hard at Chaco.  Her face was wooden, with only a dark emotion showing.


“Anita will not be facing this problem with you.  I have told my uncle of your weakness.  He is sure he can find the way to bring harmony back.  You have rejected his offer and have insulted him and me.  I can no longer find it in my heart to walk with you.  I wish not to be with you again.”  She turned and ran from the room with a great swish, leaving a startled look on the faces of the three men.


Embarrassment and humiliation flooded over Chaco.  He was almost in shock, his mind paralyzed.  After a few moments of silence his brain again began to function and he set his cup on the coffee table.  He stood and breathed a great sigh.


“I apologize for letting my small problems intrude on the harmony of your family, Hosteen Dan.  It was not gracious of me.  I thank you for your hospitality.  If you would still consider your generous offer to guide together we will talk this summer.  Hosteen Billy ...”  He nodded at the older man as he walked to the door and let himself out, leaving the two men facing each other with blank stares.


At his truck, he thought about the woman he had been considering for marriage.  He shook his head sharply and kicked each boot against the back tire.  Little clouds of dust fell from the tread.  It was over. Done.  Anita would never be the wife he wanted anyway, if she had no more tolerance for his problems than she had shown.  What would she be like if things really got tough for them?


He lurched into the truck, pulling himself under the wheel quickly.  He wasted no time leaving, his embarrassment and anger hot enough to leave spin marks in the dirt.


�
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“Fall out!” The order from Sergeant Potter Stoneman allowed ninety eight men to drop their rigid stance of attention.  They milled around a little and walked in a rough line to a window opening in the steel mesh of the arms storage room.  Each desert fatigue uniformed soldier faced Sergeant George Newhammer behind the small counter.


He handed a night scope to a soldier.  “This has too much oil on it, Boots.  Careful with the optics.  I don’t want to find it scratched or oil coated when it comes back.”    He continued handing out pieces of equipment, mostly M16 rifles and some heavier hand-held armaments attached to the unit.


A large table stood next to the window where cleaning rods, machine oil, bore cleaner and rags were stacked in neat rows.  Each man selected a set of cleaning supplies and walked back into the large open room.  They joined into small groups and squatted or sat to work on making the equipment gleam -- an age-old tradition of peacetime military units the world over.


This was the Second Light Infantry Company of the Farmington branch of the New Mexico Army National Guard attending a monthly meeting of the Desert Rifles, as their company was nicknamed.  These citizens were paid to sacrifice one weekend a month to be trained into a disciplined military unit.  They, with their weapons, must be on call for emergency orders from the governor of New Mexico, humorously designated ‘the chief roadrunner’, a reference to the state bird.


But mostly they were paid to keep their weapons clean.  At least that was the standing joke among the eighty-four men and fourteen women in the company.


The sixty or so dollars that a private received when “the chief roadrunner crapped” represented a substantial portion of the money that many of them earned the entire month.  If you didn’t smoke a lot of cigarettes or go to the bars frequently, you could almost get along with that much green from the state treasury.  At least it made good pocket money, when everything else you earned went for necessities.


The men chattered, the noise making hollow echoes in the large room.  Jimmy Snow squatted and sat cross-legged next to Chaco then folded a cotton cloth bore patch into a triangle.  He began threading it into the slot at the end of a cleaning rod.


“Chaco, my man, how you and Yazzie doin’?”  He checked the breech of the M16 then held it by the barrel and forced the patch into it.  He paid close attention to his work.  


Chaco paid careful attention to his work also.  “Dan and I may work together this fall.  Doin’ all right.”


“Hey, good, man.  You be walkin’ tall in the woods, you do that.  Nobody better than Dan, a good businessman, too.”  He paused and fixed a direct look at Chaco.  “But Dan’s not the Yazzie I mean.”


 Chaco stopped rubbing a spot on the rifle butt and looked at his cousin.  Jimmy was actually more like his brother.  “What we doin’ is nothin’.  I’m done.  Won’t be seein’ her any more.”


“Hey man, you givin’ me a green light?”  Snow’s pumping with the cleaning rod stopped.


“You got it.  You want it, you got it.  Maybe you’ll match up better’n me.”  It looked like chewing gum!  What dumb son of a bitch put chewing gum on a rifle stock? 


“Man, what happened?  You wanna talk about it?  I mean, you don’t want to say nothin’, it’s okay.”  He held the rifle backwards toward an overhead light and peered up through the inside of the barrel at the bright swirls of the rifling.  Then he rotated the patch and shoved the rod back into the barrel.


“I dunno.  Not much to say.  She wanted me to do some things an’ I don’t, you know?”


Jimmy Snow busied himself with the cleaning cloth.  “Well now, nobody gonna make Chaco Rivers Joseph do somethin’ he don’t wanna do.  So that must’a been it, huh?”


“Yeah, that was it.”


Jimmy Snow nodded.  “Sometimes a man just got to work things out on his own.  Don’t need to talk to nobody.  Just keep everything to himself so his best friend don’t know what’s botherin’ him.  So his best friend can’t help him get back on track, you know what I mean?”


“Yeah, Jimmy.  It’s real personal and I don’t think you’re gonna understand.  Hell, I don’t understand it.  You’d just laugh at me, I know it.”  He was remembering their years-long argument-discussions about Navajo traditions and metaphysics.


“Well, have I ever laughed at you?”


Jimmy Snow’s dead pan look of innocence brought a choking laugh from Chaco.  He almost doubled over remembering the innumerable times Jimmy Snow had laughed at him and all the times he had laughed at Jimmy Snow.


“Hell yes, you slick horse thief.”  He could see them stealing Belamy Bentham’s horse and riding it double out into the brush.  Belamy was Jimmy’s maternal grandfather.  They had stayed overnight, having a grand time of it.  The next morning Jimmy Snow was awake when his grandfather approached their camp.  He had sneaked out and left Chaco to receive the wrath of the old man.  They had laughed at each other about it for years.


“Well, this won’t hurt any more than that did, will it?  I mean, talk man and let’s see what we can do about it.”  He squirted gun oil on a clean patch and eased the rod back into the rifle.


“All right man, but I’m telling you this is weird.”  Chaco wagged his head.  It was hard for him to  believe he was going to talk about this to anyone, let alone Jimmy Snow.  “I guess the best place to start is with the dreams.”


“Dreams?”  Jimmy Snow looked at him quizzically.  “You mean like nightmares?  Maybe it’s a witching.  Or a spell.  Anybody mad at you?”


“No, hell no.  Not a witching or spell or anything.  Nothing like that.  They’re not ... nightmares.  They’re just weird.  And I think ... I know ... it has something to do with my troubles with Anita.


“Let me use that rod if you’re done.  Well, that’s what happened with Anita.  See, the dreams make me tired and I didn’t want to ... to ... you know, make love with her and she ...”


“Say what?”  Jimmy leaned closer.  “You didn’t want to make love to Anita?  Man I thought you told me you’d give your left nut to make it with her.  She’s a pretty woman.  She cold or something?”


“Unh uh.  You couldn’t say that.  In fact, hot.  We did fine for a while.  I was thinking about marrying her.  I guess ...”  He sighed.  “I mean, the dreams, they were nothing, at first.  You know, like a wet dream you just sort of remember the next morning.  Well, this was something like that.  You know, nothing you would get upset over, just something that happens.”


“Yeah, so why would it be such a problem?  You didn’t go telling her about it like it was better’n her or something?”


Chaco thought about it a few seconds.  “Maybe.”  He frowned and wagged his head.  “No, she couldn’t have thought that.  After a long time it started wearing me down.  I mean, sometimes I didn’t feel like making love.  Then it got so ... I couldn’t.  I think that was because I felt like I had to force myself to do it.  But that just won’t work.  You can’t force yourself.  You either want to or it don’t happen, you know?”


“Not sure about that.  So man, let me get this straight.  You had some wet dreams?”  All thought of working on the rifles ceased.  “What did you say?  She must have wondered what was going on.”  He paused.  “Like me.  I can’t believe a few wet dreams whacked you out that bad.”


Chaco shrugged and slumped.  “It wasn’t just a few wet dreams, Jimmy. It was over and over all night, for weeks.  It’s still happening.  Anyway, we finally talked.  And she wanted me to see her uncle.  He’d be able to help me fix my night weakness.  Billy Fasthorse.  I said okay.  So I went to her place and he was there.  And I find out he’s a hataalii, a Hand Trembler.


“You know I’m not into that.  I told him there had been a mistake and I didn’t have enough money for a big Sing and I didn’t want anyone else involved with my little problem.  Anita heard me saying all this and she rushes in and announces I’ve insulted her uncle and she doesn’t want to see me any more.”  He paused, remembering the scene.  “Man -- embarrassing!”


“Hey, you guys goin’ to clean rifles or what?”  Sergeant Stoneman glared at them.  They quickly began wiping the rifles.


Jimmy Snow rubbed vigorously and waited for Stoneman to move away.  “So that’s it?  You had so many wet dreams Anita wouldn’t date you any more?”


Chaco knew it.  Jimmy was trying hard to suppress a laugh.  The corners of his mouth were twitching and he looked away with his whole body shaking. 


“Damn you Jimmy Snow.  I knew I couldn’t trust you.  Damn you.  It wasn’t just wet dreams.  Something did it to me.”


“Say what?”  Jimmy Snow took on a more serious air.  “Did it to you?  This a hands on job?”  He doubled over, clutching his rifle in one hand, his side with the other.  He finally  became more sober, wiping tears from his eyes.  “Sorry.  I’m sorry.  Just couldn’t help it.  Too funny.”  He pumped his fist up and down in mock masturbation.


“Damn you Jimmy Snow.  This is serious.  I’ve got to figure out what’s going on.”


Jimmy looked at him with a suddenly straight face.  “I know what.  We’ll get one of the starlight video cameras and set it up in your room and we’ll catch what’s pumping you.  Then we’ll bring the tape in here and charge admission.  Make a killing.”  He doubled over again.  


“We’ll even show it to Anita.  She’ll have proof somethin’s gettin’ your best.  She can have her uncle do a Sing about it.  Then she’ll take you back.”  Jimmy’s voice choked off with suppressed laughter as he checked over his shoulder for Sergeant Stoneman.


Chaco felt his anger begin to rise.  “Damn you Jimmy Snow.  You’re the most irreverent son of a bitch I know.  You claim to believe in the spirits and all the old ways, but you’re the first one to crack jokes...”  He stopped, his brow wrinkling, looking at his friend’s face intently.  


“You know what, Jimmy?  You’re right.  You just gave me an idea.  Yeah.  That’s exactly what I’m doing.  I’m going into the movie business.  When this cleaning session is over, I’m signing out the night movie equipment.  I want to see what’s happenin’.  If it’s me that’s doin’ somethin’ weird I’m going to know it.”


“Well, how much are you goin’ to charge for admission?”


Chaco wagged his head.  He had to smile at his zany friend, though.  “This’ll be a private showing.”  The color deepened behind his ears as he wiped at the rifle and glanced furtively at Jimmy, hoping the unintentional pun had been missed.  No such luck.  The grin was as wide as Jimmy’s cheeky face.
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“I got a right to see it, Chaco.  You said you’d let me see it.  Hey, I signed for you.  You probably couldn’t have got the damn thing out without me.”  Jimmy Snow had called the Bistie number and Tannie had knocked on his door before Chaco finished reviewing the tape.  


He would definitely have to give her some extra money this month.  He was getting too many phone calls.  “You can if you want to, Jimmy, but there’s nothing to see.”


The video had been made the night before from the vantage point of Chaco’s closet shelf through the door left conveniently ajar.  The starlight lens had peeped through a cutout in the end of a cardboard box.  The requisite light for the video was provided through the soft illumination of a streetlight filtering into the room through slightly opened Venetian blinds.  The camera had recorded from midnight to four a.m.


He had made a temporary hookup of the borrowed armory VCR to his own small color TV.  It displayed a virtually still pale green monotone picture.  “I watched myself sleep for damn close to an hour.”  He paused.  “Well, I fast-forwarded through some of it.  Been through about three hours so far.  It’s  just me, sometimes floppin’ around, but mostly just asleep in one position.  You can see it, but it’s the most boring thing in the world.”


“Well, I’m disappointed.  I was hopin’ to see you doin’ somethin’ funny.”


“Well, I was hopin’ for somethin’, but nothin’ funny.  Talk about funny -- You taken Anita out yet?”


“You takin’ clients out?”  


“Yeah, I have to meet clients at the Navajo Reservoir marina in the morning.  They want rainbows.  You working?”


Jimmy Snow droned in his ear.  “Three big deliveries comin’ in this week.  That means busy, pal.”  Jimmy Snow worked as the manager of the produce department of one of Farmington’s largest supermarkets.  “Hey, I heard Barclay needs somebody first shift.”  Barclay, Inc. ran the local lumber and pulp mill.  ”Will Elkhoof said they’re hirin’.  Gettin’ a big run of aspen.  He says Joe Badger says you could run a front end loader and still take parties fishin’ once in a while.”


Chaco considered it, but not for long.  “Yeah, just guidin’ doesn’t pull enough dinero for me in the spring and summer.  Need more than the Guide Service is comin’ up with.  Maybe I’ll check it out.”


“Will -- he’s a pretty good man.  Likes to gossip.”


Chaco didn’t respond.


Jimmy Snow waited.  “Hey, Chaco, you still there?  You sleepin’?”


“Unh uh ...  no.  Just thinking about the tape.   Want to finish it, then go over to the Service and get a canoe for tomorrow so I won’t have to load in the dark.  Hey, I hope the Anita thing works out.”


A moment of silence.  “Okay, thanks, pal.  Hope the Barclay thing works for you.  Talk in a couple.  Tah hey.”


Chaco didn’t answer.  He was remembering wavy lines on the video screen.  He hooked the phone and thanked Tannie on his way out of her apartment.  She was in the kitchen rolling out a tortilla flatcake.  


“No, problem.  Send you a bill,” she smiled at him and nodded.  


He returned to his apartment and started the tape again.  Then he lay back on his bed and watched.  After a few minutes he spoke to himself, irritation in his voice.  “Nothin’s happenin’.  Just me, lyin’ there.  Flipped the sheet off.  Lying there in my shorts.  Wavy lines.  Tape’s got a bad section or that sixty five hundred dollar video camera has somethin’ wrong.  Well, Desert Rifles can charge it to somebody else.  I didn’t screw the damn thing up.”


He pressed the fast-forward-play again and didn’t bother watching at normal speed any more.  “What the hell am I gonna do?”  he asked the image.  His sleeping figure on the screen answered by twitching one arm.
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Streaks of pink light seeped over the eastern cliff tops and revealed a heavy mist rising from the dark surface of Navajo Reservoir.  Wispy vapors hovered over trout and panfish dimplings.  An occasional feeding bass broke the surface with violent activity.  


A walkway protruded with square structure into the lake.  Beside it there was a two hundred foot wide apron of roughened concrete that sloped into the water to give several boat trailers access to the water at the same time.  


The open boardwalk disappeared into covered walkways over the water.  They connected a large stable of slips for luxury pontoon boats and yachts rentable to the public for big prices throughout the summer months.


 The air was chilly, with the sun’s warmth still a couple of hours away.  Jack Elmo stood on the weathered pressure-treated pine board dock.  The husky young man’s smile was broad and warm as his handshake.


“Chaco, this is my wife Elena.  Meet Chaco Rivers Joseph.  Just call him Chaco.”


Chaco nodded and took Elena’s offered hand.  It was soft but from the intensity of her eye contact he suspected an underlying strength.


“Chaco can find elk where there aren’t any.  He says he can do the same for fish.  We’re going to put him to the test this morning.  How have you been, Chaco? ”


The guide nodded, smiling brightly.  Elena was pretty, with blonde hair and hazel eyes that sparkled with energy, she obviously took care of herself.  She was of medium height and slender, not quite fleshy enough to be his idea of the most attractive package.  But then, she apparently appealed to Jack.  That was what counted.


Jack had been his client on an elk hunt last fall, had been successful due to some hard work.  He liked Jack, he was ready to like Elena.  


The pretty nut-brown image of Anita Yazzie in her traditional skirt and tight blue flowered blouse edged into his thoughts, contrasting with the beauty of this woman. The thought of Anita was still painful.  And when he thought of her he thought of his other problem.  He pushed that thought from his mind with a little shake of his head.


Chaco was a little shy around whites, especially women.  He had never spent much time with them, had never had one along on a hunting or fishing trip.  He wasn’t quite sure what it would be like trying to get her to catch fish.  


He was a little apprehensive.  He had heard stories that the Belacaani women were pampered, not like most of the work-toughened Navajo women in his life.  Well, no matter, play it whatever way she wants.


“Busy, doin’ this and that.  Guidin’ a little, trackin’ for the State a little.  Ready to fish?”


“Ready.  Got everything right here.  Licenses, tackle.  Elena wants to catch some rainbow trout.  You think we can find them?”


“This time of year they won’t be too deep.  Rainbows and browns.  Kokanee, cutthroats and cutbows, maybe.  With spinning gear you can go as deep as you have to.  We’ll find them.  Let’s get everything in the canoe.  Put your rods and reels together while we travel.”
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Craggy snowcapped mountains rose in sawtoothed splendor from the mist far across the long view to the north.  Barely seen on the horizon, peeping over the nearer flat ridges were Hesperus, Wilson, Windham, Uncompagre to the north, and San Luis, Mesa and Windy more to the east.  Some of them were almost a hundred miles away, but the rugged peaks grabbed the attention of the fishing party as the light strengthened and the mist dissipated.


Other lesser peaks emerged, crowded around the fourteen thousand foot obelisks like babies.  If you knew just where to look you could see the Interstate going through Wolf Creek Pass to the northeast.  The upper end of the lake seemed to be swallowed up, disappearing into the open maw of southern Colorado.


Much closer, along the nearer shores, red rock formations rose here and there and reflected rosy or copper in the clear dark water.  Pictographs and petroglyphs marked the highest, most inaccessible cliffs, screaming ancient culture and history at the current passersby.  


Rock cairns placed in neat stacks at the top of the structures told of Indian communications efforts over the vast stretch of years that these crags and rocks had been their home, and the home of their spirit ancestors.


The young couple gazed in awe at the scenery, commenting on first one structure then another.  They asked an endless stream of questions, punctuated by the snap and whir of the camera Jack wielded as he twisted and ducked to frame a view just so.


The little fishing party wasn’t alone on the lake.  Here and there a motorboat roared past, the occupants hurrying northward to a favorite fishing area or picnic spot.  An early water-skiing party zoomed by, the power boat cutting the glass surface of the lake like a scalpel.  


The man and woman attached to the nylon tow ropes slid back and forth over the boat wake, leaning precipitously and bouncing.  As the group moved away on the froth of a white vee, their yells and whooping echoed from the face of the cliffs.


The canoe rose and fell on the calm lake surface, moving in and out of the fractured mirror images of mountains and cliffs.  Multiple reflections of dancing ochre walls waved swimmingly a few moments before smoothly re-congregating into their original mural.


Chaco’s nature was to be silent and observe, but he had learned that the Belacaani parties he guided were interested in local matters of history and culture.  He consciously kept up a running tour guide patter about the Navajo, Apache, Ute, and Hopi and Zuni Pueblo who had inhabited the area in years past and what they were currently doing with oil and gas leases and irrigation in the countryside about.


He had accepted storytelling as a necessary part of his job.  He observed that it gave clients a more enjoyable vacation and made him a highly sought after guide.  And when he relaxed somewhat he actually enjoyed it.  He played games with the stories, trying to tell the facts as he had been taught them, but to embroider and make them even more alive than with the traditional telling.  


He would never tell these stories in this way to one of his own people.  There were aspects of the ancient culture that he avoided, but embellishing some of the stories to the Belacaani was fun.  


Jack said, “I didn’t know you were such a yarn spinner, Chaco.  You didn’t talk that much when we were in elk camp last fall.  We could have used some entertainment then.  You should have seen him, Elena.  He was possessed --- determined to get me within bow range of a good bull.”


Chaco nodded and grunted.  “The elk had smelled us too many times.  They were ready to move into the next mountain range.  We had to be quiet.”


Jack said, “I’ll never forget that hike we took when I got my bull.  I never did tell you about it, Elena.  The details, I mean.”


“But I’m going to get the details now, huh?”


Jack pretended he didn’t hear.  “Chaco wanted to get in front of the herd.  We had to climb to the top of a hogback to get above and in front of them.  I thought I was in shape, but that damn near killed me.  I was so exhausted by the time we got there that I couldn’t even pull my bow.  All I wanted to do was fall down and breathe.”  


“I’ve seen you like that before.”


“Chaco kept me moving.  We got ahead of them and set up in a little draw where we could look over the edge and watch them coming.”


“Only place to hide down wind,” Chaco said.


Jack grumped.  “Hmph, It was always the wind,  the damn wind.  If there is a ghost of scent around, elk can see it on the wind.  I know they use their noses, but it’s like they can see your scent on the wind.  To them it’s a flag blowing around.”


Chaco smiled and chuckled.  “About right.”


“Anyway, we saw some cows coming.  They stopped just below us.  They are hard to fool.  When the bull comes along, they are going to spook if you make the slightest little movement or noise and you’ll never get a shot at the bull.  But they moved on along and we did see a bull a little way up the hill.


“It was a five by four.  Chaco said it was a satellite bull, not the herd bull.  Too small.  He would be the herd bull in a couple of years maybe.  We let him go on by.”


“He’s the one I want this year,”  Elena said.        


“Then the herd bull came into sight with another little group of cows.  I could see he was a six by six.  Chaco started singing to him.  ‘Chirping’, he called it.   Sounded like a bird.  ‘Keeaa, keeaa.’   Really shrill.  


“The bull seemed to get mad.  Ripped into a little evergreen tree and tore it to shreds.  I guess he didn’t like one of his cows being that far away from the herd.  He trotted up the hill, then stopped to shred another tree.  Like he was telling her what he was going to do to her when he got to her.”


Elena looked past Jack at Chaco and winked.  “Sounds like somebody I know.”   


“I would say I didn’t breathe for two minutes, except that I could smell him.  Like a barnyard.  But I still didn’t have my wind back from that Godawful climb.  By that time he was within twenty five yards.


“When he turned to work on that tree, Chaco said, ‘Take him.’  I finally got the bow steady without any of them seeing us and was able to get off a good shot.  They all bolted down the hill, crashing through the trees.  I wanted to go chasing after him, but Chaco said to wait.  So we waited.  And we waited.


“I thought he’d be half way to China.  When we went down to where he had been standing when I shot, there was no evidence I’d hit him.  Chaco said he was following the cows.  


“We tracked them... I mean, Chaco tracked them to a place where they split up.  He found which bunch the bull had gone with and then he found a little spot of blood.  Pretty soon there was a lot of it and even I could track him.


“We found him almost two hundred yards from where I shot him.  And then the work started.  Skinned him and butchered him out on the skin.  Good thing it was down hill to camp.  It still took most of the next day to get everything out.  I thought I was going to die about fifteen times before we got through.  About the most work I’ve done since I was a kid.  Elk hunting is not easy.  You still think you want to go?”


“Yep.  I want Chaco to take us back in there and get a really big one this fall.”


Chaco was surprised at her enthusiasm.  


Jack felt the little barb.  “Hey!  You don’t think a six-by-six is big?”


“Big, but not like the one I’m going to get.”


Jack was quiet for a few seconds.  “Damn, I love you, you crazy woman.  Why are you always toying with me?”


She laughed, her head thrown back, a happy sound.


Chaco thought about Anita Yazzie while he paddled.  They were almost a mile up the southmost wing of the reservoir before he stopped the canoe a hundred and fifty feet from a sheer ochre wall on the east side of the channel.  The shadow was still deep here with the water almost black, the mirrored image of the tall red and tan rock formation bending and rolling, now cracked by the sweep of a dipping paddle.


“Tie on a small swivel snap.  What spinners and spoons you got?”  Chaco eased forward in the canoe and looked into the open tackle box at Jack’s feet.  He selected several.  Using a pair of pliers, he bent the front end of the spoons slightly.  After each bend he held it against the sky, squinting.  Then he adjusted it a little and checked it again.   “When you get one of these snapped on, let me see it.”


“What does bending them do?”  Elena said.


“What bending anything’s head with a pair of pliers does.  Makes them act crazy.”


Jack laughed.  Elena didn’t laugh.  She was busy forming a clinch knot in her six pound test monofilament line to fasten the small swivel snap.


Jack finished attaching the small spoon to his snap.  He turned and looped the lure to Chaco.  A tiny squirt of spray from the pressurized can in Chaco’s hand covered the metal spoon.  He pointed.  “When we get to that cliff, drop it close to the rock.  Let it sink about twenty five feet, then jig it up with little jerks.  Slow.  Tiny little jerks.  Shorter is better.”


Elena flipped her lure to Chaco.  He sprayed it and flipped it back along the side of the canoe.  “What does that do?”


“Makes the lure slick so the resistance of the water doesn’t tire you out so much.”


The sideways look she gave him said she wasn’t buying it.  “Maybe it just makes a slick story,” she said to the silence of the two men.  


The canoe slipped along and eased to the edge of the cliff.  “Here,” Chaco nodded toward the red stone. 


Jack’s lure hit the water at the edge of the rock, then Elena’s dropped in a few feet farther along.


“Little jerks, like this?” Jack asked.


“Oh. Oh.  Something is on there.”  Elena’s rod was bent.  She brought the fish up with a pumping action, not allowing any slack, but not over-taxing the light line either.  She didn’t wind the reel when the fish was pulling out against the clutch.  She had obviously fished before.    


When the fish saw the boat, it swam under it to the other side.  She jammed the rod into the water and swept it around the end of the canoe to the other side to avoid rubbing the line on the canoe bottom.  She then had an open area on the other side of the boat.


Jack had been bringing his lure in to clear the way for Elena to play her fish, but he got a strike as well.  Fortunately, Elena’s fish was tiring and Jack’s was still deep so there was no danger of tangling.


Chaco picked up the net.  When Elena’s fish swam by he could see it shimmering in the water a few feet below, broken lines of silvery reflection.  He had seen many kokanee salmon come to net, but this was the first time the image had struck him as somehow ethereal.  He frowned. 


It came up a few feet and he intercepted it with the net.  It swam into the opening as he deftly lifted the handle.


“Is it a keeper?”


“Uh huh.  Nice kokanee.”  He measured it against the yardstick scale glued to the inside of the canoe.  “Twenty two inches.”


“Well if you guys are finished admiring that one, I have another to bring into the boat,” Jack said gruffly.


Chaco quickly removed the hook and dropped the fish into the cooler.  He had the net ready when Jack’s fish came by.  


Again he was struck with the visual impact of the passing fish.  It was ‘de jevu all over again’.  Something about the image of the fish in the water created a memory hit that he couldn’t quite grasp.  He captured the fish in the net.  “Twenty one and a half.”  


The party boated and released five fish of smaller dimensions, and caught three more keepers before moving up the lake.  By this time it was mid morning.  The sun had risen in a cloudless sky and along with it, the temperature.  


“We’ll go to another spot.  Maybe catch rainbows.”   They moved two hundred yards farther, into another spot of deep shade.  And they found the rainbows.  They released several small ones and kept two of twenty plus inches.


Jack laid his rod in the boat.  “This is fun, but I think we have enough.  Almost our limit.  That’s all the fish we need for several meals.  A really good haul.  What do you think, Elena?”


“I think every time we catch one Chaco looks like he’s watching a ghost.  Are there ghosts in the water, Chaco?”


Chaco was startled.  He prided himself on not showing emotion, a Navajo tradition.  But chinde was what he had been thinking.  The Belacaani woman had insight.  It was like looking at a ghost in the water when the fish swam by.


Perhaps it was the Yeis reminding him of their power in the heritage of Navajo spiritualism.  Praying was something too ingrained to forget, but his general view of spiritual matters differed radically from those held by his family, his ancestors.  


His association in the white man’s world had changed much of that for him.  He had compared what he learned from them with what he had been taught as a child.  


He no longer could accept the metaphysics of the Navajo religion.  The notion of witches putting spells on people sickened him.  The idea of Yeis lying in wait for some infraction of the labyrinth of rules and taboos was unappealing.  And just for an opportunity to wreak natural havoc on some unsuspecting Indian.  That was silly.


He still revered the old stories of witchcraft and spirits and Gods, but the baggage of mysticism had been sliced away.  It was like reading a book.  You could get pleasure from it even though you didn’t hang your every action on the capricious whims of imaginary Gods and spirits described in it.


In spite of his liberation he occasionally struggled with some small superstition or another, probably one so homogenized by culture that he hardly recognized it as such.  And at times he wondered briefly if some of the old legends could possibly have a basis in truth.


But now his intellectual strength was wavering.  Perhaps his rejection of his roots, of his traditional religion, had turned on him.  Maybe the spirits were real and were showing him who was in charge.


It seemed that lately, in everything he did he was seeing ghosts, being disturbed by ghosts, living with ghosts.  Were the Gods waging a personal vendetta against him, angry with him for not believing?  The Yei’s seemed to be visiting him at every turn, showing their power.


But no, he would not accept that.  It was something else.  He shook off the feeling.  He was not the first person to ever suffer doubts about breaking with religious tradition.  Trusting one’s own intelligence in the face of unknown and unexplained phenomena was always tough.  


“We should go.”


The water skiers and pleasure boats and traveling houseboats had become more numerous now, churning the lake, sending reflected sunlight dancing in every direction.  Motor boats and jet scooters buzzed and roared.  Houseboats churned by with laughing and screaming kids running around the decks.  Jack took a few more pictures with his whirring camera.


Chaco paddled back toward the landing, but his banter had stopped.  He was thinking about the shimmering images deep in the water.  And those on the starlight video tape.
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