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Chapter 1
New Chapter


These 2 chapters are samples of "Black Wolf at Rosebud ", the
second in the "Black Wolf" series.  This ebook may be
purchased at https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/4389. 
Others in the series are "Black Wolf: Lakota Man," “Black Wolf on
Tour,” and "Black Wolf: Loco Lobo."



 

“Build your walls.  I’ll call your bluff.  Hide
your heart.  It’s not enough.

I’m not afraid to wait, you know, but I won’t get close
until you grow”.

 

 

 

 

 

 

CH   1 —   Rosebud

 

 

Lakota warrior Black Wolf clenched his teeth against the
excruciating pain in his leg.  Screams, smoke and gunfire
filled the air.  His best friend fell across him, a bullet
through his forehead, pinning the young man to the hard, icy
ground. Blood fell to the earth, freezing in the bitter cold. 
Black Wolf turned his head and watched in horror as his wife
lurched backwards, shot.  He tried to call to her, his scream
exploding through his chest and throat.  All the while,
mounted bluecoats rode through the frightened Lakota people,
firing, not only at the warriors, but at the elderly, women, and
children as well.  The white flag of truce hung, ignored, from
its pole.

Within a matter of minutes, hundreds of dead, dying and wounded
surrounded Black Wolf at Wounded Knee.  Bluecoats took him and
the other survivors to the Pine Ridge reservation in what would
become South Dakota.  When Black Wolf had healed, he traveled
due east to the adjacent Rosebud Reservation to live with his
father’s people.  He no longer had any other living
relatives.   

With bitter eyes and a dark heart, the warrior watched his world
change forever.  It didn’t slip away, bit by bit, as sand
slips through loose fingers.  One vicious, brutal tear
snatched away his life, the life of his tribe.  Black Wolf and
his people found themselves buried alive in a coffin the white-eyes
called a reservation.

The hopelessness of life there ate at his heart.  Though a
place of great natural beauty, Rosebud also represented great
pain.  The coming generation would never know the freedom of
riding across the plains or the exhilaration of a buffalo
hunt.  They could never become men in the Lakota fashion by
taking coup[i] on their enemy. The white-eyes
forbade the sacred Sun Dance.  The Great White Father had
robbed them of their ancient ways.  Instead of living on the
earth, they found themselves in uncomfortable square buildings with
hard floors.  Even the word “Sioux” wasn’t theirs, though the
white man insisted on calling them that.  They were
Sicangu[ii].   

The first bright spot in Black Wolf’s heart came on the day he
met Snow Moon.  The young woman had a capacity to rise above
the sorrow and to somehow bring him with her.  He could laugh,
could sing, could pray again.  With her, he found the courage
to start over.  They married and brought three sons into the
world in the daring belief that the desolation and poverty were
only temporary to people of such rich spirit.

Black Wolf determined to keep his and his ancestors’ way of life
alive.  If he could help it, there would be no forgetting.

“Sit,” Black Wolf instructed his eldest son one afternoon. 
“I need to speak to you.”

“Yes, Father.”  The young boy took his place beside his
father and waited in respectful silence.

“The Great White Father has forbidden the ways of our people,
but he is wrong in this.”  Black Wolf made sure the boy
listened.  “So I am going to tell you about the true
way.  When I tell you these things, you must promise not to
forget.  Do you promise?”

“Yes, Father.”  The boy’s eyes grew large, wondering.

“Also, you must promise me, when you are a man and have
children, you will teach them as well.  Do you promise?”

“Yes, Father.”

“And make them promise to teach their children.”

The boy nodded in silent acquiescence.

Grunting once in satisfaction, Black Wolf put a hand on each
knee and leaned forward.  “Seven is a holy number to the
Sicangu.  Do you know who the seven are?”

“No.”

“Father Sun is one.  Mother Earth is another.”  The
warrior pointed first to the ceiling and then to the floor. 
“The four sacred directions make up four more.”  He paused for
a minute, letting the boy take this in.

“But that’s only six,” the son observed.

“Yes.  Do you know who the seventh is?… No?  The
seventh is you.”  Black Wolf leaned forward and touched the
boy’s chest.  “Everywhere you go, you are surrounded by these
six.  You are the center. In order to walk in the Sacred Way,
in harmony with the earth and with Wakan Tanka[iii], you need to remember
this.”  

And so, the lessons began, with Black Wolf instilling the Sacred
Way in all his children.  As they married and had children, at
the white-eyes’ insistence, the children went to Catholic
school.  There, even their names were changed.  First
names had to be Christian names, like Joseph and Matthew. 
And, as a new thing to the Sicangu, the Great White Father
insisted they now have surnames.  Not sure what else to do,
Black Wolf’s children used their father’s name to be their own
surname and, thus, the surname of their children.  So began
the Black Wolf family. 

 

* * *

 

“Come on, Grandfather!  We’ll be late.”  Black Wolf’s
granddaughter knocked on his bedroom door.  Leaning her ear
against it, she heard muffled sounds and, after a few moments, the
doorknob turned.  She stepped back and waited.  When
Black Wolf opened the door, a surprised scowl met him.

“Why didn’t you wear the suit I laid out for you?  This is
your sixty-fifth birthday, and I wanted you to look nice for your
photograph.”

“That suit?”  The old man turned and pointed a
scoffing finger to the cheap, scratchy black suit lying across his
bed.  “I do not want to be remembered wearing
that.”

Sighing, knowing argument would be useless with her stubborn
grandfather, she took him by the elbow and led him to the front
door.  “Let’s go, then.”

At the studio, the photographer looked up in surprise at his
subject, then shrugged. Usually, men with slicked back hair, who
wore bowlers and suits, came in.  Women wore the style
favorable to 1926, with small print flowers on chintz dresses that
fell to just below the knee, their hair crimped in wave after wave
to lie tightly against their heads.  He hadn’t seen anyone
dressed like this for a photograph before.  

Black Wolf sat in the straight-backed chair, his own back just
as straight.  His long gray hair hung in two braids down his
shoulders, the ends wrapped in fur. While his sons and grandsons
had cut their hair short, in the fashion of the white-eyes, he had
steadfastly refused. Earrings of Mexican silver gleamed on his
ears.  A buckskin shirt and pants covered him, with intricate
beadwork decorating the shirt’s shoulders.  Snow Moon had made
him this shirt when they were both still smooth-skinned and full of
life, their babies tumbling like round-tummied puppies around their
feet. He had saved the shirt through the years in honor of her.
 A trade blanket, with its bold yellow and red stripes on a
white background, draped across one shoulder. His long-stemmed
pipe, dark from many years of tobacco smoke, rested regally in one
hand, as if Black Wolf held court, the photographer and camera his
subjects.

When the photographer finished, Black Wolf stood and walked to
his waiting granddaughter.

“I hope you’re happy with this photograph,” she fussed. 
“You would have looked so much nicer in your suit.”

Black Wolf grunted once and followed her out the door. 
Maybe one day she would understand.

 

* * *

 

Matthew Black Wolf, great, great grandson of the Lakota warrior,
Black Wolf, drove his new candy-apple-red convertible with the top
down through the beautiful late spring afternoon.  He had
almost reached Rosebud, where his grandparents lived. 
Matthew’s good looks matched his success.  His brothers and he
had formed their band, Black Wolf, in Austin, Texas and
were just now beginning to enjoy national popularity.  His
oldest brother, Caleb, was getting married the following week at
Rosebud to Sara Bradford, a popular blues musician.  Instead
of flying in with the rest of his family, Matthew drove up because
he planned to stay for a few weeks after the wedding.

He had tied back his long, black hair to keep it from tangling
in the wind.  Dark sunglasses shaded his coffee-brown eyes
from the South Dakota sun.  As he drove past the landscape,
his mind wandered to his past, to his heritage. 

He had never been to a Sun Dance, nor participated in an
inikagapi[iv], but
he had learned of them and of their significance.  The Sacred
Way had been taught to him, but, being brought up in a military
family always on the move, he had been surrounded by other
faiths.  Now, as guardrails and rest stop signs flashed by, he
tried to picture the land two hundred years ago. His imagination
conjured pictures of his great, great, great grandfathers on their
horses, painted for war, or for a great hunt. 

Glancing at the instrument panel on his dashboard, Matthew made
a mental note he needed fuel.  A few miles later, he spotted a
filling station and slowed to pull in.

Three young Lakota men leaned against an old red-and-white soda
machine while they talked, drank beer and killed time.  They
had all dropped out of high school, and now, only a few years
later, two were on probation.  All wore faded baggy jeans and
oversized t-shirts.

“Hey, look.” Joe pointed his chin toward Matthew’s car as it
slowed.  A cloud of dust billowed behind the car rolling to a
stop in front of a gas pump.

“Whee-yuuu!” Len stood and made a slow, admiring circle to
inspect the car.  “Now that’s purty.”

“This yours or did you rent it?” Gil asked, taking another swig
of beer.

“It’s mine.” Matthew got out and closed the door.  Lifting
the handle out of its slot on the pump, he began filling his
car.  An old man, wearing an equally old grease-stained
jumpsuit, stood inside the office behind a large rectangular,
flyspecked window, watching him. Faded stickers advertising
different brands of motor oil covered the pane.  Once the pump
clicked off, Matthew put his gas cap back on and walked the few
short steps toward the station door. 

The three vagrants stood shoulder-to-shoulder to block his
way.  They didn’t like Matthew, or his good clothes, or the
fact that he owned a new sports car.

“Excuse me.” Matthew stopped and waited, recognizing the
challenge.  His tall frame loomed over them.

“Or what?” Gil jeered and took a belligerent drink, the beer
making a sloshing sound in the bottle.

“Or nothing.  You got a problem with me paying for my
gas?”

“Nope.  Just with you.” Gil spit close to Matthew’s right
shoe.

“So, this is how you treat one of your own?” Matthew hoped to
shame them into stepping aside.

“Our own?”  Len howled in sarcastic laughter. 
“You’re not one of us.”

“I’m Matthew Black Wolf. Lakota, just like you.”

“Only on the outside, pretty boy.  Only on the
outside.”  Gil flipped the collar of Matthew’s expensive
leather jacket for emphasis.

“Get out of the way!” Matthew stared down Gil, the apparent
ringleader. 

“Now, boys,” the attendant pleaded from his place behind
them.  “I don’t want any trouble.  Not today.  Just
let him be.”

For a few long moments, Matthew and Gil glared at each other,
each waiting for the other to blink.  Gil shrugged, as if
suddenly bored. 

“Aw, you ain’t worth it,” he concluded.  “That jacket
wouldn’t fit me anyway.”  Looking over his shoulder at Len, he
added, “C’mon, guys.”  They piled into a derelict pickup and
roared, muffler-less, down the road.

 

* * *

 

Black Wolf’s grandson Billy and his wife felt proud of their
grandsons’ success, but stayed quiet about it.  The fact so
many people knew about the boys was good
enough.   

When Matthew stepped out of his car at three-thirty that
afternoon and onto the old wooden porch of the Black Wolf’s house,
his grandfather stood from his rocking chair.

“Hi, Gramps!” Matthew hugged the thin, stooped man.  “I
finally made it.”

“Good.  Good.”  Gramps patted his grandson’s shoulder
and looked behind him.  “Gram’s in the kitchen.”

“Where else?” Matthew laughed, picked up his two suitcases and
went inside.

Short and round described Juanita Black Wolf: her face, her
hands, her stature, but her eyes had an unmistakable cheerfulness
in them.  When young, she had been painfully shy. 
Matthew’s younger brother, Jay, often reminded her of herself back
then.

“Matthew!  You’re here!”  She turned from the kitchen
sink and reached up to hug his neck.  Matthew kissed her on
her head as she asked, “Are you hungry?”

“Nope.  Not yet.”

“The front room is ready for you.”

“All right.  I’ll go put these away.”  He picked up
his luggage and carried it out of the kitchen and across the small
living room.  Matthew walked into the room his father had
shared with Matthew’s uncle, Frank, when they were boys. 
After unpacking his things and getting settled, Matthew walked
outside to sit with his grandfather.  Gramps sat in his
favorite rocking chair.  He ran the world from that
rocker. 

Matthew settled down in the straight-back chair on the other
side of the porch.  “You heard from Pops lately?”

“Yeah.  He called yesterday.”

“I guess they’re all pretty excited about the wedding,” Matthew
added.  “It’s gonna be crazy when everyone gets here.”

Gramps nodded in silent agreement as Juanita walked up to the
screen door, wiping her hands on a dishtowel. “Matthew, I don’t
know what you eat for breakfast.”

“Oh.  Okay.  I’ll make a run to the store and grab
some cereal.  Need anything else?” 

“No.”  Juanita shook her head and walked back to the
kitchen.  Matthew noticed his grandfather make a gesture for
drinking.  His wife didn’t like him drinking too much beer,
hence the silent hand gestures, but Billy thought this special
occasion called for such libation.

Matthew laughed and patted his grandfather’s bony
shoulder.  “Gotcha. I’ll be right back.”  Matthew got in
his car and drove away.

 

* * *

 

Lainie Two Kettles had an infectious laugh and a deep love of
life.  She didn’t stand out in a room, or command attention
but, once noticed, people found her hard to ignore.  She
carried herself with a combination of gracefulness, dignity and
self-confidence.  She loved people, though she didn’t tolerate
fools, and already, only two years out of college with her teaching
degree, had a reputation for being someone to reckon
with. 

Almost a carbon copy of her older sister, Lainie, in build and
expressions, Helen Two Kettles had a silliness about her people
found endearing.  She often got things mixed up in her mind,
which made for some interesting conversations.

“Lainie, Lainie!”  Helen ran down the street from her
parents’ house to her sister’s trailer after school and burst
through the front door. “Guess who’s here!”

“I don’t know.  Who?”  Lainie sat at her kitchen
table, sewing a button back on a blue blouse.

“Matthew Black Wolf!  Gil told me.”

Lainie continued with her work, frowning at the mention of Gil’s
name.

“Did you hear me?” Helen asked.  “Matthew!”

“Yeah, I heard.  What’s the big deal?”

“What’s the big deal?”  Her sister snorted and
flopped onto a chair.  “He’s just the biggest thing to hit
these parts — ever.  I mean, come on, sis, a famous rock
star?”

“He’s not that famous.  And I certainly don’t
think he’s the biggest thing to hit these parts, either.”

“Maybe not to you.”  Helen picked up the spool of
blue thread and started rolling it back and forth between her
hands.  “Anyway, a bunch of us are going over to the rec
center tonight.  He’s supposed to be there at seven-thirty and
I want to meet him.”

“Have fun.”  Lainie snapped off the thread with her
teeth.

“Don’t you want to go with us?”

“Not particularly.  I’m not in a groupie mood today.” 
She shook out the blouse and inspected her work.

“You are so boring.”

“Yep.  That’s me, boring.”

“Suit yourself.  I’ve got to go and figure out what to
wear.”  Helen set the spool upright and left for home.

Lainie sighed and shook her head when her sister slammed the
front door.  “Now, what do I want for dinner?” she
mused.  She rummaged through her kitchen and found everything
she needed except for one key ingredient — cheese.

“Rats.  Gotta go to the store.”  She grabbed her purse
and left.






[i] Counting coup meant
rushing up to an enemy and simply touching him by hand or with a
stick, in essence stating, "I didn’t kill you, even though I could
have, and you couldn't stop me." This brought the highest war honor
to the warrior and shame to the enemy who was "touched".

 




[ii] Sicangu -
[see-CHONG-goo]




[iii] Wakan Tanka – the
Great Spirit




[iv] inikagapi –Lakota
for “sweat lodge”














Chapter 2
New Chapter


 

CH   2 —   Decisions,
Decisions

 

 

At the store, Matthew put a few boxes of his favorite cereal in
a carrying basket and headed to the dairy section for milk. 
On his way, he swung by the beverage aisle to pick up a five-pound
can of coffee.  There could never be too much coffee,
especially with the Texas Black Wolf bunch about to hit the front
door. 

As Matthew considered his choices, he heard giggling.  He
looked over his shoulder, but couldn’t see anyone.  When he
reached for the brand he wanted, he heard the giggling again. 
This time he didn’t look up.  He put the coffee in his basket
and then snapped his head around in time to see two teenage girls
ducking behind the end of the aisle, their hands covering their
mouths, their eyes bright with conspiratorial excitement. 

He found it the same everywhere he went now, even here. The
band’s popularity had grown. Matthew shook his head as he walked to
the dairy section.  A pretty young Lakota woman stood in front
of the store’s assortment of cheeses. She wore jeans and a
sweatshirt, her shoulder length hair shining under the fluorescent
lights.  Holding a wedge of cheese in each hand, she looked
first at one and then at the other.

“Decisions, decisions,” Matthew joked, walking past
her. 

She looked behind her to see who had spoken.  “They keep
raising the prices,” she complained.  Matthew reached down
into the case, picked up a gallon of milk, and looked up at
her.

He’s handsome, she thought to herself, noticing his
broad shoulders and remarkable eyes.  “You’re not from around
here, are you?” she asked out loud.

“No.  Just visiting my grandparents.  I’m
Matthew.”  He took a few steps toward her.

“Matthew Black Wolf?” she guessed, her eyebrows
raised.  When he nodded, she broke out laughing.

“What?”

“Please, excuse me.  It’s just that my little sister is
gonna kill me.”

“Why?”

“She’s at home right now agonizing over what to wear tonight
when she meets the Matthew Black Wolf at the rec
center.  I needed cheese and ran into you here.”

“Oh. Am I supposed to be at the rec center tonight?”

“Apparently.  At seven-thirty.  That’s what she thinks
anyway.  I’m Lainie, by the way.”

“Hi, Lainie.” 

“I guess you’re here for your brother’s wedding.”

“You know about that?”

“The entire reservation knows about that!”  Lainie put back
one wedge of cheese and turned to leave.  Matthew thought she
looked pretty and seemed nice and he wasn’t ready for her to
go.

“Where do they keep the beer?” 

She pointed toward some aisles.  “I’ll show you.”

They walked to the aisle with cold beer but, before they turned
down it, Matthew grabbed Lainie by the elbow, stopping her.

“Wait a minute.” He stepped back.  The three men from the
gas station stood at the far end of the aisle and Matthew didn’t
want Lainie getting involved in any continuing trouble between
them. 

One of the men watched the front of the store, while the other
two slipped bottles of wine down the sides of their baggy
jeans.  Gil nodded once they were ready and the three strolled
to the checkout counter.  Len paid for a pack of cigarettes
and they headed out the door.

When the three left the aisle, Matthew and Lainie walked to the
beer, where he picked up a six-pack.  “For Gramps,” he
explained.  “If I get him a whole case, Gram will kill
me.  If I don’t get him anything, he’ll kill
me.  This way, I might get to live.”

Lainie chuckled and then grew serious.  “Why did you stop
us from coming down the aisle just then?”

“I ran into those guys earlier at the gas station, and I didn’t
want to reopen the argument.”

“Oh,” Lainie frowned.  “I’m sorry they gave you trouble,
but that’s what they seem to do best.”

When they got to the checkout, Matthew took the cheese from
Lainie’s hand and put it in his basket.  “Let me. This will
really drive your sister crazy.”

Lainie started to protest, but the mention of her sister made
her laugh.  “Okay, thanks.”

As he paid for his groceries, Matthew spoke to the
cashier.  “Those three guys who came through stole some wine
just now.  They hid the bottles in their jeans.”

“Oh, not again!” the cashier protested.  Grabbing the
intercom, she called the store manager to the front.  He told
the cashier to call the tribal police while he grabbed one of the
box boys and hurried outside to stop the thieves.

 

* * *

 

Matthew’s cousin, Daniel Black Wolf, sat at his desk in the
Tribal Police Headquarters.  His working papers lay on the
otherwise neat desk.  To one side stood a silver-framed
picture of a lovely, young woman — his wife, Rose.  Her long,
dark braid fell across one shoulder, her beautiful eyes and gentle
lips smiled at him whenever he took a moment to look at her. 
Dan and Rose were childhood sweethearts, and her death three years
ago nearly killed him as well. 

In front of the photo sat a well-used dark blue mug, the
remaining coffee in it long since gone cold.

Dan’s tall frame filled his gray swivel chair, his knees just
fitting underneath the desk. Resembling his famous cousins in both
his good looks and muscular build, he twirled a pencil close to his
mouth, while his eyes stared, unfocused, at the floor. 
Matthew should be in today or tomorrow, arriving before the rest of
his family for Caleb and Sara’s wedding.  Dan’s thoughts
started with that and then wandered.

 

* * *

 

While Dan’s cousins had moved all over the place, never having a
home base, Dan had always lived in one spot.  His house now
stood half a mile from the one where he grew up.  He loved
this place, the outdoors, the beauty here, so wide open and
free.  

Family meant everything to Dan.  Aside from that, he felt
most proud of his job as a tribal policeman.  The fact he
could ensure peace in Rosebud made him happy.  He didn’t get
up every day chomping at the bit, ready to go into the
office.  Some mornings he wished he could throw the alarm
clock out the window and go back to sleep but, overall, he loved
his job.

Dan’s gaze rested on his wife’s photo. His marriage to Rose had
been far too short.  They grew up together, attended the same
schools and were good friends by the time they hit junior
high.  The week after they graduated from high school, they
married.  A lot of guys liked to shop around, “look at the
menu”.  Not Dan.  He sometimes wondered if he’d been
wired differently.  Once he fell for Rose, there was
no menu.  She had his heart and Dan felt content to let it be
so.  Her love covered him and filled in the lonely places he
didn’t realize he had until she died.  Because they married so
young, and because neither had ever loved another, neither of them
had to work through the pain of bad past relationships.  This
gave them an innocence and naivety in their love for each other. On
some level, they both knew it was special, different, blessed, and
they felt grateful.

Rose loved horses.  For their first wedding anniversary,
Dan gave her a beautiful Appaloosa gelding.  Normally, he
couldn’t afford such an expensive gift, but the month before, he
had saved a man’s life with CPR.  The man felt he owed Dan
something, and he almost gave the horse away.  Rose’s eyes lit
up when Dan drove her to the stables.  She teared up and
kissed him.  Then she went into the horse’s stall, and Dan
didn’t see her again for an hour.  By the time she came out,
the animal gleamed from the grooming it had just received.

On weekends, Dan would rent a horse, and Rose and he would ride
out into the wilds.  Many times they’d camp overnight and fall
asleep, talking by the fire, lulled by the river.  Not sure if
it was his heritage or his own imagination, Dan liked taking her
out on overnight trips, catching their dinner from the river,
living like their great grandfathers had all those years ago.
 He felt most connected here to the Sicangu, to
Wakan Tanka, and the contentment filled his spirit. It
felt right.  It suited them both, and they never felt happier
than at those times.

When Rose died, Dan’s heart ripped in two. He swore he heard the
sound!  He never forgot that evening.  She had gone to
the store and planned to be back within the hour.  Nothing out
of the ordinary.  He was watching a game on TV, relaxing,
drinking a beer, when the phone rang.  Everything stopped —
his heart, his breathing, his reason.  She was dead — killed
in a head-on collision by a drunk driver.  This didn’t make
any sense.   It couldn’t be true.

And yet, a few days later, Dan felt like he floated above the
gathering at her gravesite.  He watched them lower her
casket.  He saw people talking to his body.  None of them
realized he wasn’t in there. He rose above them, high up where the
pain couldn’t reach him.  For days and weeks and months after
that, he willed himself every night not to wake up in the
morning.  And yet, every morning, he woke to an empty house,
empty arms. The pain became blinding, unbearable,
unrelenting.  And grief?  He never understood the meaning
of that awful word until it burst through his door and lodged in
his gut.

As time crept by, the sharpness and bitterness of the pain
faded. He sold Rose’s Appaloosa and hadn’t been riding since. 
He still questioned fate, but not at the screaming,
glass-shattering volume of the recent past.  Slowly, as he
buried himself in work just as Rose lay buried in the earth,
slowly he began to look up and to notice things
again.  The sky shone deep blue that day.  The kids
across the street laughed while they played touch football the
night before.  The neighbor’s roses showed off their beautiful
shade of yellow that year. 

Then one day, over a year later, while out on patrol, Dan saw
two young women standing outside a trailer, talking and
laughing.  He recognized them as the Two Kettles sisters,
Lainie and Helen.  Lainie had been a few years behind him in
school and, now, taught school herself.  Helen still attended
high school.   Dan rolled to a stop beside them and
rested his elbow on the open window.

“Hi!” he greeted them.  “Nice day to be outside.”

“Yep.  Sure is,” Helen agreed.  “We were talking about
the rodeo this weekend.  You going?”

“Oh, probably not.”  Dan didn’t feel ready for any social
life.

“Well, we’re going,” Helen announced.  “I wanna see the
cowboys.”

“Have fun.” He smiled and started to drive off. 

Before he could, Lainie put her hand on his elbow and leaned
in.  “I wish you’d go. Maybe we’ll see you there.”

Something in her eyes — a light, a friendliness, something — cut
through the gray gloom that mummified him. Even though just a
glimmer, it still reached him.  Dan had no words; the
sensation startled them out of him, so he nodded and drove off.

Dan didn’t go to the rodeo but, that weekend, as he watched the
trucks pulling horse trailers, watched the streets fill up with
visitors, he wondered if Lainie enjoyed herself.  That
weekend, he took off his wedding ring.

 

* * *

 

Dan sighed in his reverie as the police radio crackled to life
about a theft at the grocery store.  Standing, Dan tossed the
pencil onto the desk, where it rolled until it clicked to a stop
against the coffee mug. He nodded once to his partner, Kele, and
they filed out together to answer the call.

 



 

These 2 chapters are samples of "Black Wolf at Rosebud ", the
second in the "Black Wolf" series.  This ebook may be
purchased at https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/4389. 
Others in the series are "Black Wolf: Lakota Man," “Black Wolf on
Tour,” and "Black Wolf: Loco Lobo."
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https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/4284



	


T'on
Ma (2008)
~~~2 Chapter Sample~~~

T'on Ma (first book in the T’on Ma series) is set in Texas during
the 1850s, when Lana Cooper meets Two Hawks, a young Kiowa warrior,
who gives her the name T'on Ma, Kiowa for Water Woman. Lt. Liam
O'Connell is a West Point graduate assigned to Ft. Worth. On a
scouting mission, he meets the Cooper family. One look at Lana and
he knows that he must pursue her. Through adventure, captivity,
betrayal, marriage, and death, these three lives intertwine as Lana
tries to find her way between two men who she loves. Her choices
cost them all.

Available at

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/4196



	


Little Wolf
Ranch (2008)
~~~2 Chapter Sample~~~

Little Wolf Ranch is home to two families trying to find their way
in a new, confusing world. Both have lost their footing, one to the
Indian Wars and one to the Civil War. Together, they must confront
their past before they can claim their future, their loves and
their dreams.

"Little Wolf Ranch" is the third in the "T'on Ma" trilogy.

Available at

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/4276



	


Kuy
Syan Joshua (2008)
~~~2 Chapter Sample~~~

The story of Kûy Syân Joshua tracks two diverse ways of life: Kiowa
and white. In 1851, Lana Cooper, a white woman, makes a choice to
live with her Kiowa husband, Two Hawks, thus keeping her family
from knowing she’s alive. While the western frontier brews in
hostilities between indigenous tribes and bluecoats, back east, the
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
somehow piece his world back together. These two lives dance and
weave around each other, bringing them closer and closer to the
truth, while Lana and Two Hawks fight to keep their family alive on
the high plains of Texas.

This is the second in the "T'on Ma" trilogy.

Available at

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/4274



	


Black
Wolf on Tour (2008)
~~~2 Chapter Sample~~~

“Black Wolf on Tour” tells of the youngest Black Wolf brother,
Joaquin. He is rich, a talented drummer, young, famous, handsome —
and already jaded. Romantic relationships mean nothing to him, and
his cavalier attitude concerns his family. He refuses to change,
until Life teaches him a better way.

This is the third novel in the Black Wolf series.

Available at

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/4390



	


Black
Wolf: Loco Lobo (2009)
~~~2 Chapter Sample~~~

“Black Wolf: Loco Lobo” shows how Joaquin Black Wolf, talented
drummer for his and his brothers’ band, tries to put his shattered
life back together, one piece at a time. Ghosts and nightmares and
hallucinations haunt him at every turn, making him doubt his own
sanity and his own heart. He turns to his family’s beliefs for
help, but will their ancient rituals heal him?

This is the 4th novel in the Black Wolf series.

Available at

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/4391
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