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Chapter 1
New Chapter


These 2 chapters are samples of " Little Wolf Ranch ", the third
in the "T'on Ma" trilogy.  This ebook may be purchased at
https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/4276.  Others in the
series are "T’on Ma" and "Kuy Syan Joshua."

 

 

 

Ch   1 — Owl Prophet

 

 

[Jan 24 – Tues][i]

Fierce and feral, half his face painted black, the other half
white, with a whirlwind in yellow on his cheek, the
eighteen-year-old Kiowa warrior charged his stallion across the
frozen ground. Kûy Syân[ii] Joshua rode with
twenty-four others in the raiding party, his rifle sending leaded
death to the few freight wagons trying to outrun their
attackers.  His sixteen-year-old half-brother Blue rode beside
him, his gun raised, his lethal intent clear.

Kûy Syân Joshua’s mount, a chestnut stallion, also bore a
whirlwind, but in white paint, on its shoulder, its breath
billowing clouds of steam in the cold January 1871 morning. 
The brave’s long brown hair streamed loose behind him, his earrings
of Mexican silver winking in the sun, while his hazel eyes glared
their menace at Britton Johnson[iii] and three
other black freighters.

Sensing their doom, the wagons stopped and the men jumped to the
ground, their own rifles responding in smoky rebellion.  They
fought bravely, valiantly, but the odds of six-to-one overwhelmed
them, sealing their fate.  After several moments — mercifully
— it ended, and four bodies lay at odd angles in the dirt.

Kûy Syân Joshua leapt off his horse and sprinted to one of the
dead men, where he sliced off the dark, curly scalp.  Whooping
once and holding up his bloody prize for Blue to see, he remounted.
At well over six feet, he was the tallest man in his village and
already known to be as fearless as his stepfather, Yi
Ceŋtas (Two Hawks[iv]), who died the
fall before in a similar raid. Once the warriors mutilated the dead
to shame them in their next life, the raiding party raced across
the prairie, headed back to their camp.

Later, homesteaders came across the four maimed bodies and, from
sad experience, knew all too well the signs of a Kiowa
attack.  Telegrams to President Grant and congressmen burnt up
the telegraph wires as residents of the prairie screamed for an end
to the marauding.  The sons of the Kiowa warrior Yi
Ceŋtas took only slight satisfaction at the freighters’
deaths.  Until the entire Army left and the Kiowa lands
restored, there would be no end to the troubles.

The teenagers’ mother, Tˈon Ma[v], waited
at the hostiles’ winter camp in Palo Duro canyon, along with her
two younger children, one son, Bent Fox, eight, and one daughter,
Little Rain, ten.  Tˈon Ma, like Kûy Syân Joshua, was white,
her white name Lana Cooper O’Connell.  All of her other
children were half white, half Kiowa, and she raised them with
their father Two Hawks’ people.

Her blue eyes filled with relief at seeing her sons’ return, but
she would not express it in words.  There would be a feast
that night, and, after greeting her two oldest, she and Little Rain
began making preparations.

Almost twenty years ago, Tˈon Ma, or rather, Lana O’Connell had
started a trip from Ft. Worth, Texas to go to Georgia to her Army
lieutenant husband’s family after only a few short months of
marriage.  But a mishap changed all of that and she found
herself captured on the trail by Kickapoo, sold to the Apache, and
then rescued by the love of her life, Two Hawks. 

Choosing to let her family and husband think she died, she
continued her life as Kiowa.  Eight months later, she gave
birth to Kûy Syân Joshua, Liam O’Connell’s child.  It didn’t
matter that Two Hawks wasn’t the natural father.  Her life
wove itself with him and his people, and he raised Kûy Syân Joshua
as his own son. 

Many years later, Tˈon Ma had absorbed their way of life; her
blue eyes and her one white son the only things distinguishing her
from the others.  To the Kiowa, these things made no
difference.  As a widow, she lived under the protection of her
sons and no one saw any reason to send her away.

 

* * *

 

[April 17 – Mon]

Liam O’Connell looked out his office window, a deep scowl on his
handsome face.  Over time, gray fringed the temples of his
brown hair, though his hazel eyes looked as piercing as ever. No
longer with the Army, he still stayed at its beck-and-call as one
of its contractors in dealing with the Native Americans.  His
new orders told him to accompany Gen. Sherman on his tour[vi] of the western line of forts beginning at San
Antonio on May 2 and going as far north as Ft. Sill in the Oklahoma
Territories, where Liam was being transferred.

As a widower, he felt tired of uprooting his two daughters from
his second marriage and moving them from one post to another, but
he didn’t know what else to do.  If he went back to his home
state of Georgia, the stigma of being a “galvanized Yankee”[vii] hung over him like a black cloud, even five
years after the War Between the States had ended.  The
political career in Georgia he and his family had so carefully
planned only lasted a few years until the war began. 

Moving north did not offer an option, either.  His stint as
an officer of the Confederate Army prevented that.  The
O’Connell family fortune had vanished.  The ancestral home lay
in a pile of burnt ruins, the foundry business gone.  His
extended family fought for its survival as much as he fought for
his own, trying to make his way in this new, jumbled, confusing
world as someone who had been on the losing side of the war.

So, like it or not, he had to move once again, this time from
Ft. Harker, Kansas to Ft. Sill[viii].
 Liam felt like he had come full circle.  His Army career
had started at Ft. Worth twenty years earlier, just a few hundred
miles southeast of his new post.

At dinner that night, he seemed quiet.

“What is it, Papa?” Samantha, who had turned eighteen a few days
earlier, asked.  “You haven’t touched your dinner.”

“I’m sorry, sweetheart.  I guess I’m not hungry.” 
Pushing his plate back, he crossed his legs and picked up his
coffee cup.  “We have to move again.”

“Again?”  Becky, who had turned fifteen in
January, frowned at him from her place at the table.  “Where
to this time?”

“Ft. Sill.”

“In the Territories?”  Samantha didn’t try to hide
the disappoint-ment in her voice.  She wanted to move closer
east to big cities and people and something to do. 
Oklahoma sat at the end of the world.

“I know.  It’s remote.”  Liam studied his oldest
daughter.  Like him, she was tall, with brown hair and hazel
eyes.  A quiet beauty surrounded her, and a poise that belied
her inner turmoil.  As a young woman, she felt restless and
bored with Army posts and soldiers with their leering eyes and
stupid come-on lines.  Samantha wanted to meet “real” men,
with money and education and a future. 

Becky, blonde and vivacious like her mother, didn’t know a
stranger.  She made friends with almost everyone she met but,
if she didn’t like someone, there was no getting around her. 
Always the belle of the ball, always the one invited to parties
first, it never occurred to her others had to work for admittance
into the inner circle.

“I guess you’ll have to say goodbye to Mrs. Whitman,” Sam
sighed.

“Yes.  I suppose so,” Liam agreed.  Mrs. Whitman had
been widowed for two years and Liam had been mildly interested in
her.  While they had developed a friendship, there hadn’t been
time for anything more.  Now, there never would be.  It
had been this way for Liam since his second wife Sheila died when
Atlanta burned in 1864.  And that hadn’t been a happy
marriage.

“When do we leave?” Becky wondered if they would still be there
for the dance in two weeks.

“In a few days.”

Becky rolled her eyes at her sister upon hearing this
news. 

“I’ll be traveling with Gen. Sherman,” Liam continued. 
“So, I’m sending you ahead to Ft. Sill to get our housing set
up.”

“All right, Papa.” Samantha walked over and kissed his
head.  “We know the drill.  No houses facing north. 
Don’t want that Blue Norther to blow in the door.”

 

* * *

 

[April 28 – Fri]

At the end of the week, the two sisters began their journey with
a major, his wife and children to Ft. Sill.  Liam had made
arrangements by telegram to get them set up, so upon their arrival
several days later, the Quarter Master showed them to their new
housing.

Their possessions, sent ahead of their departure, had arrived
the day before and filled the living room in an unnavigable tangle
of boxes, trunks and bed frames.

Sam stood to one side, just inside the kitchen and put her hands
on her hips.  “Let’s find the coffee pot first.”

Becky cast a doubtful eye over the mess.  “Where do you
think it might be?”

“I have no idea.  Just start digging.”

A few hours of hard labor resulted in a path developing between
the bedrooms and kitchen.  They set up a bed in each of the
three bedrooms, hung wrinkled curtains across the front windows
with a promise to “iron them tomorrow,” and depleted the coffee pot
contents.

“I’m beat.”  Sam put her hands on her lower back and
stretched.  “Let’s call it a day.”

“Sounds good to me.”  Becky moved a box on the sofa and
plopped down in its place.

They both looked up at a knock on their door.  Sam opened
it to find a thin, middle aged woman with a basket.

“Hello.  I’m Alpha Haversham.  I live down the
way.”  She nodded over her shoulder to another row of
houses.  “I heard you two girls were moving here ahead of your
father and thought you might like some dinner.”

“Please, come in.”  Sam stepped back and gestured toward
the kitchen table.  “I think we’ve got some space over
there.”

“Moving is always so much work.” Alpha handed her the
basket.  “But, it’s part of military life, isn’t it?”

“It certainly is.  Oh, I’m Samantha O’Connell and this is
my sister, Becky.”

“Girls, it’s nice to meet you.  I won’t stay.  I know
you’re probably tired, but if you need anything, come get me. 
I’ll be glad to help.”

She reached for the doorknob and stepped out.

“Thank you again.  We’ll return your basket in the
morning.”

“No hurry.”  With a friendly wave, Alpha closed the door
and went home.

 

* * *

 

[April 29 – Sat]

The next morning, Sam tackled organizing the kitchen while Becky
went to the general store, stopping by the Havershams’ first to
return their basket.

“Hello, Becky,” Alpha smiled.  “Come in.”

“I can’t stay long.  I’ve got shopping to do.”  Becky
stepped inside, handing the basket over.  “Your dinner was
delicious.  Thank you again.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it.” Alpha gestured to a young man sitting
at the kitchen table. “I’d like you to meet my son Brad.” 

At seventeen, he wore his dark blond hair to his collar while
his gray-green eyes gave Becky a quick once-over.  He stood
and wiped his palms on his pants before shaking her hand. 
“Nice to meet you.  Ma says you just moved here.”

“Yes, my sister and I got in yesterday.  Papa will be along
soon.”

“If you need any help moving furniture or anything, let me
know.  My friends and I will be glad to pitch in.”

“Thank you.”  Becky smiled and turned toward the
door.  “I’ve really got to go.”

“Do you know where the store is?” Alpha asked.

“I think it’s down this street and to the right.”

“No.  It’s to the left.  Brad, why don’t you show Miss
O’Connell the way?”

“Sure.  Be glad to.”  He grinned and followed Becky
out the door.

They’d walked a few yards when two teenage boys greeted
Brad.

“Hey, guys.  I’d like you to meet Miss O’Connell.  She
just moved here.”  He pointed to first one boy and then the
other.  “This here is Charlie and he’s James.”

“Hello.”  Becky nodded her greeting to each one.

“Where you headed?” James asked.

“I’m showing her how to get to the store.”

“Oh, all right.”  Without being invited, they fell into
step beside Becky and Brad.

“Where you move from?” Charlie asked, trying to find something
to talk about.

“Fort Harker.”

“That’s in Kansas, isn’t it?”

“Yep.  Before that, we were in Ohio and before that at Ft.
Dodge.”

“That sounds just like my folks,” James chimed in.  He
stood tall and lanky, not quite grown into his hands and feet
yet.  “We’ve moved all over.”

“How come your ma didn’t come with you?” Brad asked Becky.

“She died in the war.”

“Oh.  I’m sorry.”  They walked a few steps before he
asked, “What happened?”

“They burned Atlanta.”

“Atlanta?  You mean, you’re a Reb?”

“I’m not anything.  I was a child then.”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right.”  Brad shrugged.  “My pa
fought for the North.”

The small group arrived at the general store, ending that
conversation, and Becky stopped outside the door. 
“Thanks.  I can find my way back.”

“I don’t mind going in with you,” Brad offered.

“That’s not necessary.  I’ll be in there quite a
while.”  Looking past his shoulder, she added, “It was nice
meeting y’all.  I’m sure I’ll be seeing you around.” 
Giving a sweet smile, she went in, leaving the three staring after
her.

As if on a silent cue, they turned as one and made their way
back home.

“She sure is pretty,” Charlie spoke up.

“She sure is.”  Brad poked Charlie’s shoulder.  “And,
remember, I saw her first.”

 

* * *

 

[May 15 – Mon]

“We’re leaving in the morning,” Kûy Syân Joshua announced to his
mother over dinner one night.

“We?”

“Yes, Blue and I.”

“With the war party?”  Kneeling in front of the fire, Tˈon
Ma set a bowl on the ground and placed her hands in her lap.

“Yes.  White Bear (Settainte[ix]), Eagle Heart,
many chiefs will go.”

Seeing the concern in her face, Blue tried to reassure
her.  “Owl Prophet will be with us, too.”

“Won’t there be trouble with the bluecoats?”

Kûy Syân Joshua explained, “No, we’ll be in Texas.  After
all, we never agreed to not raid down there.”[x]

“If you must.”  She knew better than to argue.  Her
two oldest sons had made a pact months before to avenge their
father’s death and to drive back the white-eyes, all
white-eyes, from their land.  Treaty after broken treaty kept
crowding the indigenous people onto reservations.  Her husband
had refused to go, leaving his stubborn refusal as an inheritance
to his equally stubborn sons.

 

* * *

 

[May 17 – Wed]

Crossing from Oklahoma into Texas two nights later, over one
hundred warriors gathered beside the Butterfield Trail,
anticipating a word from Owl Prophet, or Maman-ti (Touches
the Sky) by his Kiowa name, about the upcoming raids.  Relying
on his superior intellect, experience, and faith in his prophetic
powers, Kiowa chiefs consulted him to bring success to their
raiding endeavors.

That night, several groups ringed campfires, while a few others
guarded the horse herd.  A short distance away,
Maman-ti, with his back arrow-straight, sat on a hillside
to consult his oracle, an owl.  Kiowa braves refused to look
at the bad omen, so none noticed in the dark that Maman-ti
held only the skin of an owl with buttons for eyes.  When he
blew into it, the wings flapped, making it appear alive.

Maman-ti lit his pipe and washed himself in its
smoke.  Closing his eyes, he sought guidance from the spirits.
 It took a while for his thoughts to settle, for earthly
matters to fall silent.  Listening to his inner mind, he
focused on the voices there. Below him, anxious eyes waited, hoping
to hear a word from the other world.

An hour passed, then two.  The younger braves grew restless
and began to murmur among themselves.  Clouds scudded across
the moon, momentarily throwing things into even deeper shadow.

“Hooo.  Hooo.”  Every head jerked around,
every eye locked on Owl Prophet.  “Hooo. 
Hooo.”   

Blue gulped, wide-eyed and holding his breath, his heart trying
to hammer its way out of his chest.  He’d heard of Owl
Prophet, but had never seen him prophesy before.  Glancing at
his brother, he saw Kûy Syân Joshua just as enrapt.

Everyone fell silent — waiting; even the breeze stilled. 
The owl’s wings rustled softly, but it sounded loud to Blue’s
anxious ears, and he wondered if the bird would fly away.

Flickering campfire cast Owl Prophet in an eerie light. 
Raising both arms, he began intoning a prophecy, his voice full of
mystery.

“Tomorrow will be a day of success.  We will see two groups
of Texans.  The first will be small, and you may think we
could easily take it.  But, I have seen that we must let it
pass.  The second group will be larger.  That is the one
we can attack.  Be ready and follow my words, for there is
good medicine in them.”[xi]

He sat down, the prophecy over; murmuring swelled through the
camp as warriors discussed its meaning.

“Do you think he’s right?” Blue asked his brother.

“He usually is.  If White Bear believes him, then so do
I.”

“I wonder what the second group will be?”

“We’ll know tomorrow.  For now, let’s sleep.  It’s
late and I’m tired.”

Having been on many raids before, both knew how to quiet their
minds on the eve of an attack and soon, wrapped in blankets against
the cool night air, enjoyed deep slumber.






[i] Dates:  Since
this story is based on historical fact, many of the dates are part
of history.  Therefore, each date is listed at the beginning
of a new day.

 




[ii] Kûy Syân - Kûy [kwee]:
wolf  Syân [shawn]: little  

  
http://www.uusikaupunki.fi/~olsalmi/kiowa.html

 




[iii] Britton Johnson


http://www.tsha.utexas.edu/handbook/online/articles/JJ/fjo7.html

 




[iv] Two Hawks – Yi Ceŋtas:
 Yee [two] Shenta [hawks]

 




[v] Tˈon Ma –  Tone
[Water] Mah [Woman]

 




[vi] Sherman’s
tour of western forts –
http://www.texasbeyondhistory.net/kids/forts/7.html

 




[vii] Galvanized Yankee - a
Confederate soldier who had been captured and, while imprisoned,
offered a job with the Yankee army on the western frontier, mainly
to man the forts and deal with the Indian War.


 http://www.suite101.com/article.cfm/civil_war/100225

 




[viii] Ft.
Sill - The site of
Fort Sill was staked out on January 8, 1869 by Maj. Gen. Philip H.
Sheridan who led a Campaign into Indian Territory to stop hostile
tribes from raiding border settlements in Texas and Kansas.


http://sill-www.army.mil/pao/pahist.htm

 




[ix] Settainte – [NOTE: The
white tongue couldn’t manage his Kiowa name, Settainte (White
Bear), so all of his exploits recorded by them told of Satanta.
Both names are used interchangeably in this book, depending on who
is speaking.]

“Satanta, a member of the Kiowa tribe, was born in about 1830.
He was also known as Settainte (White Bear). He developed a
reputation as an outstanding warrior and in his twenties was made a
chief of his tribe.

    Satanta negotiated several treaties with the
American government including Little Arkansas (1865) and Medicine
Lodge (1867). Satanta agreed that the Kiowas would live on a Indian
Reservation. However, when they delayed their move Satanta was
seized by General George A. Custer and held as a hostage until the
migration took place.

    In 1871 Satanta led several attacks on wagon
trains in Texas. He was arrested at Fort Sill, Oklahoma, and at his
trial he warned what might happen if he was hanged: “I am a great
chief among my people. If you kill me, it will be like a spark on
the prairie. It will make a big fire - a terrible fire!" Satanta
was found guilty of murder and sentenced to death, but Edmund
Davis, the Governor of Texas, decided to overrule the court and the
punishment was changed to life imprisonment.

    Satanta was released in 1873 and was soon
back attacking buffalo hunters and led the raid on Adobe Walls. He
was captured in October, 1874. Unwilling to spend the rest of his
life in prison, Satanta killed himself on 11th October, 1878, by
diving headlong from a high window of the prison
hospital.” 


http://www.spartacus.schoolnet.co.uk/WWsatanta.htm

 




[x] “These Indians would return to
their reservations and would have the boldness to go to the agency
for rations and also wanted more guns and ammunition. It was their
claim that they had made no agreement not to raid, murder and steal
in Texas. They pretended to regard Texas as ‘free range’."


http://digital.library.okstate.edu/Chronicles/v013/v013p030.html

 




[xi] Owl Prophet – For a
direct quote, see the book, Carbine & Lance, The Story of Old
Fort Sill, by Colonel W. S. Nye; Copyright © 1937 by the University
of Oklahoma Press. All rights reserved.


http://www.forttours.com/pages/warren.asp

 














Chapter 2
New Chapter


 

Ch   2 — Warren Wagon Train

 

 

In May of 1871, Sherman and his entourage continued visiting
forts.  One of his company, Col. Randolph B. Marcy,[i] wrote in his daily journal on May 17th that the
plains seemed less inhabited by homesteaders then than they had
been in 1853.  Various tribes had killed or run off the ones
already there and scared any newcomers from making the
attempt.    

Sherman disagreed, not willing to believe the reports of
atrocities by the tribes.  He reasoned that lack of
water[ii] explained the scarce settlement in
the area.

The next day, May 18th, Sherman’s group rode east on the
Butterfield Trail through the Little Salt Creek Prairie around noon
on their way to Ft. Richardson, unaware of their danger.  The
Kiowa warriors, including Kûy Syân Joshua and Blue, watched their
passing, ignorant of who they let escape.

“There’s the first one,” Blue said to his brother.  “I
wonder when the second one will get here.”

“Patience. Don’t be in such a hurry.”

The time passed too slowly, though, and one hour turned to two
and then three.  Thunderheads built up along the
horizon.  Wealthy warriors sat on their mounts and the poorer
stood on foot, waiting for something — anything — to
happen.  Letting his impatience rule, Blue itched to leave and
raid homesteads, but Owl Prophet managed to keep him and the other
hotheads in check.

The wind picked up and the dark clouds loomed closer.  Kûy
Syân Joshua looked skyward and grimaced, thinking about his war
paint smearing in the rain.  At the sudden muttering running
up the line, he turned and spotted ten white canvassed wagons
moving east to west along the Butterfield trail.  Waiting
until the freight train reached the middle of the plains, away from
the trees, Owl Prophet nodded to Settainte who raised his
captured Army trumpet to his lips.  At his sharp blast, death
ran down the hill, kiyiing all the way, each warrior eager to be
one of the first four to count coup, thus bringing them one step
closer to being a chief.

Warriors fell upon the train like hungry buzzards on carrion.
The wagons, belonging to Henry Warren and led by Nathan Long, tried
to form a circle.  Kiowa separated the last wagon in the line,
sending the two teamsters diving for the ground. Jerking rifles out
of the leather boots slung underneath the wagon, they returned
fire.

Yellow Wolf and Big Tree made the first two coups, counting what
they touched as belonging to them.  Yi Ceŋtas’ sons
made the third and fourth, claiming two of the mules for
themselves.

Ringing the wagons in swirling motion, gunfire sent smoke
puffing into the air and bullets flying into men, animals and
wagons. Kûy Syân Joshua glanced over his shoulder, looking for
Blue.  His younger brother took aim with his Spencer rifle
while guiding his horse by knee commands.  Long black hair
whipped behind him and his head jerked when the gun fired. 
Without waiting, he pumped the action again, sending another bullet
toward the besieged teamsters.   Settainte’s
trumpet occasionally blasted above the melee, though no one paid it
any attention.

Seeing a break in the warriors, six teamsters made an escape for
the trees, running low to the ground, praying at each step that
they’d make it.  Kûy Syân Joshua broke from the circling
warriors and, with a few others, gave chase.  Raising his gun,
he fired and watched one man lurch up and hit the ground,
rolling.  The young warrior kiyied to his brother, rode to the
teamster and leapt off his stallion to take the scalp.  Just
before he remounted, he saw another white-eye fall forward,
dead.  Only four of the six made it to the trees alive.

Kûy Syân Joshua saw a few dead and knew four escaped.  No
one knew, though, how many white-eyes remained with the
train.  When the returning gunfire fell silent, the warriors
approached.  One impatient young brave, Hau-tau
(Gun-shot), anxious to count coup, stepped toward one wagon and
stopped.

“Be careful,” an elder warned him.  “There still might be
someone in there.”

Making up his mind, he walked over anyway and laid his hand on
the canvas.  “I claim this wagon and everything in it to be
mine.”

No sooner had those words left his mouth than the wagon flap
raised up and a wounded teamster, Samuel Elliot, shot him in the
face. Blue leapt off his horse and dragged the barely alive Kiowa
out of harm’s way while others swarmed the teamster. 

Walking to a dead white-eye beside another wagon, Kûy Syân
Joshua took out his bone-handled knife and frowned at the body,
rage and adrenalin coursing through his blood.  This enemy
should not be allowed to enter the spirit world able to feed
himself or to fight.  Kûy Syân stretched out the man’s right
hand and, in a chopping motion, hacked off the man’s index
finger.  The middle finger proved more difficult, making him
saw through the bone before it came off.  Blue stood over him,
watching.

“Go get our mules.” Kûy Syân Joshua sliced off the pinky
finger. 

“All right.”  Blue watched for a few more seconds before
turning toward his task.

Picking up all five fingers, Kûy Syân carried them to another
dead man and stuffed them in his mouth.  Now, two would be
humiliated in the next life.  Other braves around him also
made sure their enemy received similar treatment.

When the attack ended, the Kiowa discovered the wagons carried
corn, nothing but corn.  Seven teamsters and three
braves died in the fight. As the warriors collected their prize of
mules, new weapons and anything else of value, the heavens opened
and rain teemed down on the macabre scene.  Hurrying to
canvas-covered willow bark boats waiting on the Red River, they
loaded their stolen goods, rifles and their wounded.  Standing
in the flooding waist-deep water, the braves pushed the boats
toward home and safety.

One teamster made it to Ft. Richardson to report the raid,
sending all of Sherman’s previous beliefs about the Native
Americans crashing to the ground in face of irrefutable fact. 
On hearing this report, Sherman ordered Col. Mackenzie, commander
of the 4th Cavalry, to pursue and capture the renegades while he
continued on to Ft. Sill.  On Kûy Syân Joshua’s nineteenth
birthday, May 21, long columns of Army blue chased his brother and
him once again across the high plains. 

Liam could only shake his head and follow Sherman to Ft.
Sill.  He had predicted this trouble at the Medicine Lodge
Treaty[iii] four years earlier, but no one
would listen.  They paid for their deaf ears now.

Mackenzie’s detail later discovered bloated corpses floating in
several inches of rain water.  Six of the bodies lay
mutilated, some decapitated, their brains scooped out. 
Others, taken alive, died when the Kiowa placed heated coals on
their abdomens.  The seventh, the teamster who shot
Hau-tau in the face, suffered a much worse fate. 
Kiowa tied him to a wagon wheel over a fire and roasted him alive,
though none would personally admit to the deed.

The heavy rain washed away all the renegades’ tracks, leaving
the frustrated Army detail with the duty of reporting its failure
to bring in the hostiles.[iv] 

When Settainte’s band returned to the
Kiowa-Comanche reservation in the southern Oklahoma Territories,
Kûy Syân Joshua and Blue followed him there, moving their mother,
brother and sister with them.  Tˈon Ma hated the place, but
made the best of her situation.  Two Hawks would have been
furious with his sons for bringing her here, but they felt
determined to stay close to Settainte and his
leadership.  Of all the chiefs, his plan of action suited
their youthful zeal.  He told them he would request more guns
and ammunition from the reservation agent.

Tˈon Ma watched with increasing anxiety while her two oldest
continued their own personal war against the U.S. Government. 
Ever since the Army had killed their father, their anger led them
into one dangerous confrontation after the other.  They wanted
revenge!  More and more, they followed
Settainte.  She didn’t like it, or the popular
chief’s dangerous philosophy, but she could do nothing.

 

* * *

 

On Saturday, May 27, chiefs Settainte, Satank[v] and Big Tree, along with
other Kiowa, walked to the reservation agent, Lawrie Tatum’s office
to receive their rations.  The Army hired several Quakers,
including Mr. Tatum, as agents, because of their belief in
nonviolence. Before Tatum handed out the rations, several chiefs
and some of the young men, including Kûy Syân Joshua and Blue, went
into the office.  Standing in front of Tatum’s desk,
Settainte began his speech.

“You have given most of our annuity to the Texans.  I’ve
asked you many times for arms and ammunition and still don’t have
them, even though others’ requests have been fulfilled.  Why
don’t you listen to me?  You made us move here, close to the
Texans and we’ve had to fight them.  Now, though, we’re moving
with the Cheyenne to the Antelope Hills.  General Custer
arrested me a few years ago and kept me in prison, but that is not
the way of things now.  Arresting Indians is over. 
Because of these complaints, I took a hundred warriors with Chiefs
Satank, Eagle Heart, Big Tree and others into Texas.  We
captured a train close to Ft. Richardson, killing seven men and
driving away forty-one mules.  Three of my men were killed,
also.  If anyone else tells you they led this raiding party,
they are lying, for I am the one who did this.”[vi]

Settainte’s statement indicting so many chiefs of
murder dumbfounded Tatum.  Giving a hard look at
Settainte and the others, he left the room and hurried to
nearby Ft. Sill, looking for Gen. Sherman in Commander Grierson’s
home.  Settainte and the young men followed on his
heels and waited outside.  When Tatum gave his report, Sherman
stepped out, his eyes steely, his expression grim.  Knowing he
couldn’t legally arrest the chiefs on the reservation, he needed to
get all of them to the fort.

“Get Satank, Eagle Heart and Big Tree over here, on the
double!” Sherman shouted.  Turning to a sergeant, he issued
orders to post sharpshooters at surrounding windows.

Kûy Syân Joshua watched with concern as soldiers scurried across
the compound.  Not sure what this meant, an uneasy feeling
jabbed at his stomach.  Blue looked at him with a question in
his eyes, but his brother only shook his head.

Satank and Big Tree arrived, wondering why they were
wanted.  Sherman barked his orders to 10th Cavalry commander,
Benjamin Grierson, to arrest Settainte and the other
chiefs involved in the freighters’ murders. 

Having the advantage of understanding English, Tˈon Ma’s oldest
son knew instantly of the impending arrests and feared the soldiers
would kill Settainte instead.  They’d killed the
Cheyenne chief Black Kettle under a flag of truce two years before,
hadn’t they?  Kûy Syân Joshua pulled a pistol from underneath
his shirt, determined to defend his hero, and fired at the man
giving the orders, Sherman.  Catching the movement out of the
corner of his eye, Grierson pushed Sherman out of the way and the
bullet thudded into the side of the building.  At the same
time, Settainte threw back his blanket and reached for his
own pistol.  Before he could draw it, the building’s shutters
banged open and twelve rifles pointed down at the Kiowa[vii].

Soldiers fired a warning volley, stopping the warriors in their
tracks.  The Kiowa knew all too well the military’s capacity
to kill the entire village.  The Little Wichita River[viii] and Sand Creek[ix]
massacres had taught them that.

“You are under arrest for the murder of Nathan Long and six
other freighters,” Grierson told Settainte.

“Arrest that man!” Sherman simultaneously ordered, pointing in
Kûy Syân Joshua’s direction. Seeing that none of the chiefs ran
from being arrested, the teenager stood his ground.  Soldiers
put the indicted Kiowa in irons and led them to one of the stone
buildings on the post.

Kûy Syân Joshua looked over his shoulder for Blue. “Take
care of Mother,” he admonished in Kiowa just before a soldier
shoved him forward and led him away.

Blue stood motionless, watching his brother disappear into the
prison. 

“What’ll happen to them?” Blue overheard a lieutenant asked Col.
Grierson. 

“They’ll be tried for murder.” 

“And if they’re found guilty?”

“They’ll hang.  Every last one of them.”

Blue ran across the dirt, out of the post, and to their camp.
“Mother!  Mother!”  

 

* * *

 

Tˈon Ma stood outside her tipi, wondering what the gunfire
meant.  Seeing Blue running, she hurried to him.

“They’ve arrested Kûy Syân Joshua!”

“Who?”

“The soldiers.  They arrested White Bear, Sitting Bear and
Big Tree, too.”

“Why?”  Tˈon Ma placed her hand on Blue’s shoulder
while he tried to catch his breath.

“For killing the freighters.”

“But, I don’t understand.” She shook her head, her heart
racing.  “The others are chiefs who led that attack. 
What do the soldiers want with your brother?”

“Because he shot at one of the officers.”

“Just now?”

At Blue’s nod, Tˈon Ma felt the earth fall out from underneath
her. 

“Where is he?”

“In prison at the post.”

She turned to go to her oldest, but one of the chiefs, Eagle
Heart, walked to the post in answer to his summons from Sherman.
 When he neared it, young Kiowa warriors, aware of what had
happened, wanted to defend him and began shooting arrows into the
waiting soldiers.[x]  Gunfire rang out
as the soldiers killed one of the braves.

At the sound of shooting, Blue stopped his mother and pulled her
back.  “No.  It’s too dangerous right now. 
Wait.”

Tˈon Ma stared in the direction of the post, a deep frown on her
face.  “What will happen to them?” she spoke out loud, not
expecting an answer.

“One of the officers said they were to be tried and hanged.”

Tˈon Ma clenched her eyes shut.  She had rescued Two Hawks
from hanging once before.  She and Liam had only been married
a few months when he captured Two Hawks and his raiding party and
brought them in.  When she saw the finished gallows, she
couldn’t allow the Army to kill Two Hawks.  In a
desperate attempt, she betrayed her husband and helped the warrior
escape into the night.  Could she do it again for her
son? 

Anxiety reigned throughout the afternoon and evening. 
Rumors filled the camp.  All of the raiding Kiowa were to be
arrested in the morning. — Soldiers were going to surround the camp
and kill them all in the night. — All the rations were to be
stopped. — The chiefs were already dead, killed in their prison by
overzealous guards. — And on and on it went. 

Tˈon Ma listened, hoping none of them were true.  She sent
Blue to make a request that she could visit her son, but he
returned, shaking his head.

“Not tonight, Mother.  They are questioning all the
prisoners and won’t let anyone in to see them.”

“Maybe in the morning.”

“Perhaps.”  Blue sat down in the lodge, looking too grim
for a teenager.  “If they hurt my brother, I’ll kill them
all.”

Tˈon Ma wished, not for the first time, Two Hawks could tell her
what to do.  Everything was falling apart. 
Everything.

 

* * *

 

The interpreter sat at the wooden table with an officer,
kerosene lamps lighting the room in flickering shadow.  Three
soldiers stood against the wall, armed for any sign of trouble.

“You were with the raiding party that attacked the Warren
freighters?”  The officer watched Kûy Syân Joshua while the
interpreter translated the question into Kiowa.  The young man
stared first at one and then the other, refusing to answer.

“I wonder if he knows he’s white?” the officer asked the
interpreter and, shrugging, said, “All right, ask him again about
the freighters.”  At the repeated question, the warrior
remained silent. 

Settainte spoke up from his cell.  “He is just a
boy.  He had nothing to do with leading the attack.”

“But he was there, just the same.  Wasn’t he?” the officer
growled after the interpreter finished.  “And then tried to
shoot the general in front of God and all.”   He shook
his head.  “That is just plain stupid!”

They had been in there for hours questioning the chiefs, and it
had grown late. At Kûy Syân Joshua’s refusal to speak, the weary
officer sighed.

“We’ll break off for now,” he told the interpreter.  “But
we’ll start again first thing in the morning.”  Nodding to one
of the soldiers, he stood from the table.  The private crossed
the room and, grabbing the prisoner’s arm, led him back to his
cell.  The soldiers picked up the lamps and left, plunging the
room into darkness.  The key turned in the lock, securing the
door.  Sentries stood on watch outside.

The major trudged across the compound to Officer’s Mess, hoping
for some coffee and maybe some conversation.  A few men sat
around the table, discussing the events of the day.  When the
major walked in, they all watched him, eager for his news.

“So, how’d it go in there?” one asked him.

“Pretty much what you’d expect.  Except that young
one.  Wouldn’t say a word.”  He filled his mug with hot,
bitter dregs and sat down with his compatriots.  “I’ll get
more out of him in the morning.”

“Imagine trying to shoot Sherman,” another said.

“He wouldn’t be the first that’s tried,” a third added, to which
they all chuckled.

“I wonder if that boy knows he’s white,” the major
speculated. 

“White?”  Liam’s head jerked around.  He
remembered hearing years ago about a white boy who lived with the
Kiowa.  He wondered if he was the same one.

“Yeah.  Tall, light brown eyes.  But, if he understood
me, he sure didn’t let on.  Satanta spoke up for him, so I
know he’s been with them a long time.”

“I’ll have to see him for myself,” Liam told them. 

 

* * *

 

[May 28 – Sun]

The next morning found the prison a hive of activity. 
Since the chiefs had been arrested for murder, the Army felt it
only fair to give them legal representation.  The major and
his interpreter, soldiers and lawyers crowded the room.  In
his official capacity as liaison between the Army, the Government
and Native Americans, Liam also joined the hubbub.

Making his way across the room, he peered into each cell and
found Kûy Syân Joshua in the last one.  The teenager sat on
his cot, his head in his hands, his long hair falling forward,
wondering what this day would bring.  He wanted to see someone
from his family and yet didn’t want any of the bluecoats to see him
afraid. 

“Excuse me,” Liam said through the bars.  “I’d like to talk
to you.”

The white Kiowa didn’t raise his head.  He didn’t want to
talk to any of them, and didn’t want them to know he spoke
English.

“I’d like to help, if I can,” Liam continued, not sure if the
young man understood him.  “Have you seen a lawyer yet?”

He received no response.  The warrior wanted whoever stood
there to go away.

Before giving up, Liam tried one last time.  “If you need
anything, ask for me, Liam O’Connell.”

The brave’s head snapped around at the sound of his name.

“You!” Liam gasped.  “I’ve seen you before,
haven’t I?”  But, the context was wrong.  Kûy Syân Joshua
wasn’t a white man working in a tent saloon this time, which was
where Liam had first met him four years ago at the Medicine Lodge
Treaty.  Liam couldn’t remember where they’d met.

“Haven’t I?”

“Sorry, O’Connell.” The major walked up behind him, “But we’ve
got to take him for questioning now.” 

Liam stepped aside to let one of the soldiers unlock the
cell.  Unable to take his eyes off the young man, he watched
him being led through the crowded room to the interrogation
table.  If only he could remember!  Shaking his head, he
started to leave. 

“I’ll see you later,” he told the prisoner.  “Maybe then we
can talk.”

Kûy Syân Joshua still made no sign he understood anything. 
Staring at the center of the table, he refused to even look at the
interpreter or the major. 

Shrugging, Liam stepped through the door and into the bright
sunshine, squinting his eyes against the glare.  Taking one,
two steps, still partially blinded, he bumped into someone coming
around the corner.

“Oh, excuse me!” He stepped back.  “I didn’t see you.”

Looking down, Liam stopped breathing.  In front of him
stood a Kiowa woman who looked just like — “Lana?”






[i] Col. Randolph
Marcy

(1812-1887). Randolph Barnes Marcy, United States Army officer
and Western explorer, was born on April 9, 1812, in Greenwich,
Massachusetts, the eldest son of Leban and Fanny (Howe) Marcy. On
July 1, 1828, he entered the United States Military Academy at West
Point, where he graduated twenty-ninth in the class of 1832. 
From 1863 through 1878, the year of his wife's death, Marcy served
as inspector general of various departments of the army, and in1871
he accompanied Gen. William T. Sherman on his fact-finding tour of
the Texas frontier.


http://www.tsha.utexas.edu/handbook/online/articles/MM/fma43_print.html

 




[ii] Lack of Water
 (May 15, 1871, Sherman’s answer to a reporter)

“Although my tour of inspection is not yet complete, I have
already formed an opinion on the matter in question. I have come to
believe that these reports of Indian atrocities are
exaggerated-greatly exaggerated. True, as General Marcy pointed
out, the frontier is much depopulated. We passed many deserted
cabins along our way here. General Marcy faults the Indians. I
disagree. The settlers simply moved for lack of water. I have seen
not a trace of an Indian thus far to persuade me otherwise. I am
convinced that whatever Indians do cross the Red River enter Texas
only to steal horses.”


http://www.texasbeyondhistory.net/kids/forts/7.html
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[viii] Little Wichita River
Massacre

The battle of the Little Wichita River, a military engagement
between troopers of the Sixth United States Cavalry and about 100
Kiowa Indians led by Kicking Bird, occurred in Archer County on
July 12, 1870. Though the exact location of the conflict remains
unclear, experts claim that it took place in the northwestern part
of the county on the Little Wichita River, about six miles
northwest of Archer City and just south of the site of present-day
Lake Kickapoo.


http://www.tsha.utexas.edu/handbook/online/articles/LL/qfl1.html

 




[ix] Sand Creek
Massacre

Black Kettle and several other chiefs and several Arapahos
wanted peace. [Governor of Colorado Territory, John] Evans and
[military commander of the District of Colorado, Colonel John M.]
Chivington met with these chiefs at Camp Weld near Denver on Sept.
26, 1864. The Indians thought the whites wanted peace so the
Indians turned in their arms at Ft. Lyon and went to camp on Sand
Creek. Then on Nov. 29, 1864, without any warning Chivington, the
1st. Colorado Cavalry and the 100 Day Enlistees of the 3rd. Cavalry
attacked the sleeping village of the Cheyennes and one Arapahoe
family.

"The soldiers slaughtered the defenseless Indians in a most
brutal manner, killing men, women, and children indiscriminately
and mutilating in revolting fashion the bodies of those who fell.
Black Kettle and others escaped, but about one hundred and fifty
Indians, including White Antelope, were killed in this Sand Creek
Massacre."

(References- The Great White Father, The United States
Government and the American Indians, By Francis Paul Prucha, Univ.
of Neb. Press, 1984, Pages 458-59.)


http://home.epix.net/~landis/sandcreek.html
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These 2 chapters are samples of " Little Wolf Ranch ", the third
in the "T'on Ma" trilogy.  This ebook may be purchased at
https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/4276.  Others in the
series are "T’on Ma" and "Kuy Syan Joshua."
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live with her Kiowa husband, Two Hawks, thus keeping her family
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country is divided by Civil War. When the war ends, Lana’s first
husband Liam O’Connell finds himself on the losing side and must
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Matthew Black Wolf, keyboard player for his band, in a relationship
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for concerts and press junkets, surrounded by beautiful people and
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the Rosebud Reservation. Is his life too much for her? Will his
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“Black Wolf: Loco Lobo” shows how Joaquin Black Wolf, talented
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