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ya, the nine-headed goddess of tumultuous change, stared 
at me all that first night. Actually, I was the one staring at 
her, given she was nothing more than a hand-carved block 

of African wood. But it felt like she was staring back, even more like 
she was trying to say something. Since I have only one head and it 
is skeptical of anything supposedly divine, I couldn’t make out a 
damn word. 

I did notice, though, that she was not wrapped in anything 
remotely African, but instead a help wanted section of an Arizona 
newspaper. I also noticed a huge coffee stain next to a job as a 
bookmobile driver on a Navajo Indian reservation. 

Of course, a coffee stain alone would not have done it for me. 
But I’d ordered the statue when I was in Nigeria years before, and 
I’ve spent my career studying indigenous shamans from around the 
world. Was it mere coincidence she arrived on the very day I had 
been turned down for funding on a project that would have allowed 
me to begin studying Native American shamans? 

On the other hand, I have no great affinity for Oya. I don’t 
even know much about her beyond a notorious reputation for 
tornadoes and windstorms. I just thought she looked cool enough 
to add to all the other statues I’ve collected over the years. So, maybe 
it was a sign from the goddess, and maybe I just needed a job. 
Whatever the case, that’s what got me here, waiting for Jimmy Two 
Feathers in a trading post that looks like a cross between a cheesy 
five-and-dime and a sacred burial ground. That, and the desperate 
hope that all the other bizarre coincidences that have been littering 
my life for the past ten years are actually leading somewhere. 

Jimmy knows I’m here. The RV outside is a dead giveaway. As 
usual, he’s making me wait. I finger the weave of a small, three-
hundred dollar rug I’d love to purchase but have no place to keep, 
silently sending a greeting to the three Navajo Yeí spirits woven into 
the fabric. I get no discernible reply. 

O 
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Any time now, Jimmy. 
I don’t mind the wait, really. It reconfirms what I’ve been 

suspecting these past six weeks—that there is something going on 
here worth knowing about. Jimmy makes it pretty obvious. Always 
slinking around when I come in, speaking in a guttural, horsy kind of 
whisper, his eyes shifting like he’s making sure no one sees us doing 
business. It’s kind of strange, because around everyone else he’s a 
hyper-friendly salesman who knows how to get even the thinnest 
wallet open. 

At first, I thought he must have thought I was up to something 
covert, as if my bookmobile was really a cover for some 
governmental spy ring sent in from D.C., which I did mention was 
my hometown that first day we met. Or, like most of the Navajo 
out here, maybe he was just wary of tall, independent women who 
travel around in uninvited, oversized RVs. 

I don’t think it’s either of those things anymore, though I can’t 
yet say what I think it is. In the end, it doesn’t matter. I play along, 
shifting my eyes and roughing up my whisper, because Jimmy’s got 
the best quartz crystal you’ve ever seen. And if I have a true love, it’s 
quartz. I’m even working on my slinking, though I doubt I’ll pull it 
off. I’m a straight shooter by nature, and thus far, whenever I’ve tried 
to add a little mystery to my gait, I’ve just looked like I had one of 
my beloved rocks in my shoe. 

I’m pretty sure he sees through my efforts anyway. Deep inside 
the trader’s heart, there’s a hard- as-granite spiritual wisdom you 
don’t find in every man out here, no matter how pure his tribal 
blood. I can see these kinds of things. Just like you can’t kid a kidder, 
you can’t not see a seer. 

Now that I think of it, maybe the slinking routine is a game we 
both play so we can pretend we don’t see what we do in each other. 
The idea sends a shiver down my spine and a cold energy racing 
along the bottom of my veins. It makes breathing harder and 
everything I see begins to appear more vivid, as if alive. 

I know this feeling. I had to feel it a dozen times, just before 
unexpectedly meeting some revered shaman or spiritual guru, before 
I would finally admit there was a reliable connection. But then, 
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some of us like our epiphanies to fit neatly into rational, reasonable 
little boxes, even when they pertain to what I like to call the Great 
Mystery. In short, some of us are slow learners. 

I hear the dull swish of the heavy rug door that separates 
Jimmy’s private quarters from the back room of the store and look 
up to see his stubby, leather-like hands carefully unwrapping 
something that resembles a small fireplace log. By the shake of his 
hand I’d gauge it weighs at least a few pounds. No way this is what I 
ordered. 

“I asked for hematite,” I whisper, going for the horsy sound. 
“Wait,” he grunts, fumbling with the bright, multi-colored cloth 

wrapping. His lips are pursed and his heavy eyebrows furrowed, 
making his fifty-some years look like more. 

“Hematite,” I repeat. “You know, little smooth drops of silvery 
stone, looks like dark, solidified mercury?” 

No response. I wait as he fumbles. 
“How much?” I finally ask, knowing whatever the price, it’s 

likely to cost me more than the hematite. Jimmy could out-con even 
Raj, the best Asian jeweler I know. Raj could bait and switch faster 
than you could take one sip of the orange soda he insisted you 
enjoy as his honored guest. 

“Wait,” he grunts again, though I get the sense he’s taking his 
time on purpose, getting some kind of dramatic mileage out of the 
mystery. 

Serves me right. I didn’t really need the hematite. I only wanted 
an excuse to get back in here, where the action is. 

I wait, reminding myself it’s not so much the extra money Jimmy 
is after, but the joy of the hunt. His true delight is in the kill of the 
cash register. You can see it on his face, just below the surface if you 
are looking, every time the antique machine dings and thrusts itself 
open. It gets downright obvious when his new credit card machine 
gets a swipe. Pure delight pushes past a mouth full of tooth decay. 

“I’m not paying more than...” I start to argue, but at last the 
prize is unveiled. My jaw drops and the rest of my words won’t 
budge. 

We both look in silence. 
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“Where the hell did you get this?” I finally demand. I try to keep 
a clean mouth out here, my way of appeasing the Navajo elders who 
are kind enough to let a white woman roll a gas-guzzling monster up 
and down their sacred land day after day. But I forget more often 
than not. 

Jimmy says nothing. 
“This isn’t what I ordered,” I say, stating the obvious. “You like 

it,” he says with a sly smile. 
Like it? Shimmering shards of soft opaque stone, in a huge, nearly 

transparent slab that pulsates with vitality. I’ve never seen a piece of 
selenite so lovely. 

But more than the actual slab is what went into getting it. Jimmy 
has a way of knowing what stone I am going to ask for next, 
especially if it is one I dreamed of the night before. All last night this 
very slab had danced in front of what the New Agers over in Sedona 
would call my third eye. It was singing to me, like a lover cries for 
the beloved long gone. One might say it was just a dream. But 
before coming to the reservation, I was never one to dream. Not 
even as a kid. 

I try to eye him directly to let him know I know something funny 
is going on. A true Navajo, he avoids my gaze. 

“Forty-nine, ninety-five,” he offers. 
Fifty bucks. High for selenite, but peanuts for the magic I feel 

leaping around my gut. 
“Where’d you get it?” I ask, reaching for a casual tone. I want to 

know who is listening in on my dreams, or maybe even sending them 
to me. My intuition tells me, as it has before, that it’s someone 
other than Jimmy. 

“A Chief,” he replies. 
Bingo! 
My head jerks upward. This time I succeed in locking his eyes. 

“What Chief?” I nearly yell. 
The volume startles him. He looks away and shrugs, like it’s no 

big deal. But it is overdone, giving away the truth. It is a big deal. A 
really big deal. 
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“What Chief?” I repeat, this time softer and with a forced smile. 
“Let the selenite tell you,” he replies, pushing the stone toward me. 

I lose the smile and take the slab. Slivers too soft to penetrate 
the skin flake off in my hands. It sends me reeling, threatening my 
balance. Magic. 

As if from a distance, I hear Jimmy repeat his offer. 
“Yes,” I reply, too awed to bargain, too caught up in what dreams 

may come next, not to mention when and how I will meet this 
Chief. 

“Hell yes.” 



 
 

2 
ary Margaret Hathaway,” Eric says slowly, holding me 
at arm’s length after a long hug and seductive once-
over. “You don’t look a day over twenty-five.” 

That’s Eric for you—still thinking flattery will get him anywhere. 
Why not? He’s the one who doesn’t look over a quarter century, 
when we’re both ten years past it. Flattery probably still gets him 
most everything he wants, like it always did in college. That, and the 
millions he has floating around, even after three divorces. 

He blips the alarm to his European convertible, puts his arm 
around my shoulder and starts walking me toward my bookmobile. 
I nearly stumble in the fancy shoes I keep tucked away for special 
occasions. Today hardly qualifies as a special occasion, but it has 
more potential than any other event in the last half year, and I’ve 
got to remind myself I’m a woman every now and then somehow. 

“I really appreciate your taking the time to show me around,” he 
says. “I want the new shop to be loaded with real Indian artifacts, 
but I wouldn’t know a genuine article from a Made-In-China teepee. 
When I heard you were out this way, I thought, what a perfect 
excuse to see you and get a little...” he hesitates, raises his eyebrows 
in innuendo, “consulting.” 

He stops and stands back to look me over again. “When did you 
get so pretty?” There is a dripping sincerity in his voice. “I mean, 
you always did look good. Nearly six feet,” he reaches out to touch 
my hair as I pull back, “with those dark curls and magic blue eyes.” 

I roll my eyes in the most unmagic way I can muster. 
“Now that you’ve put on a few pounds,” he continues, as if I 

asked for his updated assessment, “you don’t look so scrawny and 
lanky. In fact, a little makeup and you’d have the men howling at the 
moon out here.” 

I shake my head, unable to process all the backhanded 
compliments at once. I’m tempted to tell him that the last thing a 
little makeup will do is get the men howling at the moon over me, 

“M
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given that the Navajo put makeup only on their dead. He’s trying so 
hard, I don’t have the heart. 

“Cut the crap,” I say. I’m more than willing to help him sort his 
plastic teepees, but I’m going to draw the line hard and fast when it 
comes to my personal attributes going up on his chopping block. 

He offers an exaggerated sigh. “Mary, Mary. You never could take 
a compliment. Is it so hard to believe I find you pretty? We were 
lovers once, you know.” 

“Once” is the key word here, pal. 
The only reason I’ve agreed to see him again is because bringing 

a paying customer to the Two 
Feathers Trading Post is a perfect way to win brownie points 

with Jimmy. In my mind, I bring 
Jimmy a customer buying in bulk and he tells me where I can 

find this Chief. Easy trade, though Eric obviously has other ideas. 
To be honest, I was a bit curious about what might happen 

between us myself. People can change over the years after all, and 
it’s been a long time since I’ve had any intimate companionship. 
One look at him getting out of his perfectly polished car, though, 
and I knew it hadn’t been that long. It’s not that I disdain flashy 
millionaires. I just know better than to think we have anything in 
common. 

“Thanks for the compliment,” I say with a flat smile. 
He smiles back, then puts his hands in his pockets, as if satisfied 

to have made some headway. “So how’s the bookmobile business?” 
he asks as he climbs into the passenger seat. He’s a good six- four, 
but it still seems to swallow him. 

I give a fatalistic shrug, unimpressed with my forty-foot 
monster, ironically dubbed by its maker as the Ultimate Advantage. 

“What’s the problem? Isn’t it all free, like a library?” 
I sigh and shrug again, trying to decide if I want to go into it all. 

Better offer the condensed version. 
“The Navajo Nation never asked for a white woman with a fancy 

degree to drive books around their reservation in a huge RV. 
Especially one funded by a rich white pompous ass who thinks he 
knows what a proper education is.” 
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“So that ‘Master’s In Generics’ is really paying off,” he jests, 
grinning as he gets in his digs about my studying sociology instead of 
taking his advice to get a “real” degree in something like business or 
law all those years ago. 

I don’t bother to mention that I’ve now studied shamans from 
fourteen tribes in five different countries and completed everything 
but my dissertation for my Ph.D. Why, when despite twenty-six 
boxes of research, I can’t seem to get a damn word written? 

“I assume the whole project will be nixed any day,” I add. “In 
fact, I can’t imagine why it hasn’t been already.” 

Eric grunts a laugh. “They’ll boot you off just for trying to 
help?” 

“It’s all right,” I reply, not wanting the Navajo to be blamed. 
“The white man is still too quick to run over indigenous people with 
our own ideas of what constitutes an education.” 

Truth is, if I had known what I was getting into, I would never 
have taken the job. Which is probably why that information wasn’t 
revealed to me in the first place. 

“It’s not what I think I’m here for, anyway,” I add softly, almost 
to myself, then instantly regret it. “Uh-oh, here it comes,” my 
companion jests, grinning really wide now, showing off his large, 

perfectly straight teeth. 
I drive in silence, a statement more than punishment, only now 

realizing how much I want to tell someone what really is going on. 
But who would understand, when even I don’t? And what is there to 
tell? That shamans from every part of the world have divined for 
me a destiny beyond any I’d have dreamed of for myself? That each 
one then simply blessed me and sent me on my way? That again 
and again I have been left so desperate to put the pieces together 
that I’d follow clues like bread crumbs, all the while wondering if it 
wasn’t just some ego-centered hoax? Who would believe what I 
couldn’t believe myself most of the time? Certainly not Eric. 

“I’m sorry,” he backpedals, sounding genuine. “Tell me what you 
think you’re really here for. I want to know.” He leans toward me, 
looking at me so intently you’d actually think he was interested. I 
wonder if that is part of his gig now, to get his hooks in deeper. 
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Probably something he learned in a Fortune 500 seminar. “You still 
want to save the world, right?” 

I take in a full breath and exhale slowly. So, he did know me. A 
little anyway. The idea of being known, truly known, by anyone sets 
off a pang in my heart. It is something that lives in me, like a lost 
hope I can’t remember, no matter how hard I try. I look at Eric, 
considering an honest answer. 

No. Best keep it light with the likes of him. 
“All the world that I can,” I reply with a pasted on beauty-queen 

smile, then lean over with a nudge to his ribs and add, “which I’ll lay 
odds doesn’t include you.” 

“I’m beyond saving.” His voice is low and soft, surprising me. I 
can tell he believes it. It makes me lower my defenses long enough 
to really feel for him. 

“Nobody’s beyond saving,” I offer, “unless they think they are.” 
“Like I said...,” he answers forlornly, now looking out the 

window. 
I look with him at the glorious sun-baked landscape of ruddy 

golds, pale yellows, and muted greens. Though I have traveled this 
road hundreds of times, I am still in awe of the giant red mesa in 
the distance. Struck afresh by the early morning light, it seems to 
eagerly await each new inch of the sun’s illumination. The scent of 
sage and sandy earth is evident, even after being filtered through the 
air conditioner. I’m grateful. There is nothing like a good whiff of 
Arizona to bring you to your senses. 

I am tempted to suggest that Eric take a long look and an even 
deeper breath, to point out that the land is alive out here. Mother 
Earth is willing to communicate if we are willing to learn a new 
language. I resist the temptation. She can speak for herself. Certainly 
her natural inspiration is far more capable of working a miracle for 
him than I am. 

We drive in silence, past the mysterious, nature-carved hole in 
the stone landscape that gives the town of Window Rock its name. 
At last, we turn onto the half-mile dirt drive that leads to the Two 
Feathers Trading Post. My breath quickens and my heart nearly hurts 
from excitement. It’s been a long time between gurus. 
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“So,” Eric says, “is this Feathers guy a haggler, or is it best to just 
go with whatever wholesale he’ll offer?” 

“You two were made for each other,” I reply, then park and 
jump down from the RV. I imagine 

them having at it over a few dozen handmade turtle rattles. Yet 
I know who will suffer most if Eric keeps pushing for a rock-bottom 
price. 

“Haggling is expected,” I add. “But try to remember that it’s not 
just Jimmy you have to consider. Indian craftsmen and women will 
use their portion of the earnings to eat this winter, so be as generous 
as you can.” 

He looks at me like I’m from outer space. Again, I feel the pain 
of witnessing a life without meaning. Yet the notion instantly draws 
me up short. What am I thinking? Eric’s life has as much meaning as 
mine. I’m as big a fool as my boss, thinking I know better what 
another man needs. 

Besides, my way has hardly gotten me where I want to go. Who 
am I to preach? 

I walk into the shop with my head bowed in self-recrimination. 
Not two steps in the door, I trip over Jimmy’s elderly mother, 
known to the tourists as The Sandwich Lady, toppling her and 
scattering her goods on the floor. 

“Aaaeeeee,” the short, rounded woman squeals, her bright 
purple skirt hiked up, revealing knobby, well-aged knees. 

“Ah, shit,” I whisper to myself. 
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’m so sorry—I didn’t see you,” I offer, fussing profusely, 
though I know Jimmy’s mother doesn’t speak a word of 
English beyond her one line of “Sandwich, egg and bacon, 

mutton and cheese, one dollar.” Her tortilla breakfasts, each tightly 
wrapped in a piece of tin foil and a napkin, are a favorite among 
natives and tourists alike. 

“Aaaee, Aaaee,” she yells in pain, glaring at me. She stands, then 
begins testing her foot with 

her weight. The cooler she carries has opened and several of the 
sandwiches have been flung across 

Jimmy’s dusty floor. 
“Eric,” I command without looking at him, “buy the ones on 

the floor. Make it look like you really need that many.” 
To my surprise, he quickly falls into action, putting on his 

charismatic smile while assessing the damage. He puts out his ten 
fingers and says “Sandwich?” 

The woman nods after glaring at me again, not fooled for a 
moment. He picks up the foil 

packages, counts ten—nine from the floor and one from the 
cooler—and goes for his wallet. Jimmy makes his way toward the 
commotion. 

“Mutton and cheese,” The Sandwich Lady says in a heavy native 
accent, pointing to several of them with a permanent marker slash, 
“egg and bacon,” she points to the others marked with a circle, “one 
dollar.” It’s obvious she’s in pain, but I know her sale is more 
important to her. Her pride, too, no doubt. 

Shit. Shit. Shit. 
He gives her a ten. The woman stands tall and proudly flattens 

her skirt. With a final angry look to me, then to her son, she limps 
off. 

Eric unwraps the foil of one of the egg and bacon tortillas and 
takes a bite. “Hey, these are good.” 

“I
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“She cooks with her soul,” I say, wondering why today of all days 
she has to show up so early. It is usually noon before she arrives at 
this shop. 

“It was an accident,” Eric assures. 
It is nice of him to say, but the idea offers no comfort. Knowing 

me, I’ll instant-replay the whole incident for days. Good old Catholic 
guilt. Enough of it in childhood makes total renunciation later in life 
nigh impossible. 

“Too bad,” Jimmy says, looking at me like I was the one who 
had been hurt. 

“I feel terrible.” Selfishly, the feeling is not only for her. How am 
I going to get Jimmy to tell me anything when I’ve just run down his 
mother? 

“She will be fine,” Jimmy replies without emotion. “You? I’m not 
so sure.” 

“This is a friend from Phoenix,” I tell Jimmy, quickly pulling out 
what ought to have been my trump card, now just hoping to break 
even. “He wants authentic Native American crafts to sell in a new 
shop he is opening. I told him you were the man to see.” 

Jimmy grins and nods repeatedly. “I can get you everything you 
need. My people make the finest you will see anywhere on the 
reservation. One-stop shopping!” 

Eric smiles and shoots me a knowing look. I nod once, trying to 
be glad for him. 

“First, I must talk to the lady,” Jimmy says, surprising me. 
My heart beat had begun to settle, but this sets it roaring again. 

He pulls me to the back room, then ignores me to put some 
finishing touches on a box he is readying for the mail. 

Just like a Navajo, playing it close to the vest even when they 
want to talk. Or so I’ve come to conclude. Six weeks out here and 
most of what I know I’ve learned from the children’s books on the 
bookmobile and a few weaving women I saw years ago at a 
Smithsonian program back home. I won’t let myself read the other 
books. I like to learn first-hand about a tribe, getting to know them 
for who they are today, before I read how the historians have chosen 
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to remember them. Problem is, the Navajo don’t seem to want to be 
known, at least not by me. 

Jimmy’s gestures are wide, drawing attention to what he is doing, 
as if he wants me to see without having to speak of it. 

He lifts a handmade drum from the box. A mere six inches tall 
and some twenty inches around, it is made of tightly pulled deerskin, 
with ancient symbols that make your eyes cross to look at them. 
They are deeply soaked into the hide, more like a huge tattoo than a 
paint job. Looking at me, he bangs the drum once to declare its 
stunning, deep resonation, then nestles it gently into its wrappings 
again. 

The sound sends a chill up my spine and sets me rocking from 
heel to toe. I’ll bet a month of my dismal pay this drum is 
important, or will be. 

Jimmy scrawls the address at an angle perfect for my viewing. I 
pay attention, which seems to satisfy him. He addresses it to Mary 
Margaret Begaye on Juniper Street in Scottsdale, with the return 
marked “Wyunetta Morningstar” in care of the shop. None of it 
means anything to me, beyond the recipient having my own first 
two names. 

“Is this what you brought me in here for?” I ask. 
Jimmy doesn’t look up. “My mother. You gotta catch up to 

her.” 
“Do you think she needs a doctor?” 
He waves off my concern. “The Chief has sent for you. She 

knows him. That’s why she was here early. She knew you were 
coming.” 

“Damn!” I say, mumbling a second, internal “damn” for 
forgetting my language with him yet again. “Why didn’t you tell me 
out there?” 

Jimmy shifts his eyes. “Your friend. He is not like you. He is not 
a part of the plan.” 

“And I am?” My breath is getting harder to control. A plan? 
Jimmy has never said anything like this before. It’s like, suddenly, 
I’m in the loop. 
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“Go after her. She will not want to help now. She will see this as 
a bad sign.” Jimmy willingly looks me in the eye, a shocking gesture. 
In his eyes, I see he is speaking in earnest. It is almost as if he is 
somehow rooting for me. 

“You must prove to her that you are The One,” he says, putting 
the package on a shelf behind him. 

“The One to what?” I ask, frantic. My mind races to cover the 
details. What am I going to do with Eric? And the bookmobile? 

Jimmy does not answer. It doesn’t matter. I rush back to the 
main area of the store where my companion is picking up cheap toy 
drums with seeds on either side, batting out a puny beat. 

“These are fun,” he says. 
“I have to go,” I reply, breathless. “You can drive the RV, can’t 

you?” I pull out the keys and shove them in his hand, knowing that 
if I can drive the monster, anyone can. 

“What? You can’t be serious.” 
“I’m really sorry. It’s important. Leave it in the parking lot where 

we met. I’ll get it somehow.” 
“Well, uh, wait...” He stalls while I shake like a jumping bean. “I 

don’t want you to get stranded. 
Why don’t you take my cell phone? Call me when you want me 

to pick you up.” 
Through the window I see my guide getting farther and farther 

away. I can’t think straight. “It could take days,” I say. 
He smiles at me warmly. “Then it takes days. This seems 

important.” 
“It is.” I take the phone, more to keep him happy than because I 

have any intention of using it. He follows me toward the door. 
“Thank you,” I offer, surprising myself by hugging him. 
“Hey,” he says, pulling back but keeping a hand on each 

shoulder. “I’m just a dumb jock on a shopping trip. But I know one 
kind of genuine article when I see it. If anyone can save the world, 
Mary, it’s you.” 

The unexpected support touches me, but I see the old woman 
has made it beyond the drive, now limping only a little. I give Eric’s 
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arm a quick squeeze and take off, only to run smack dab into 
Jimmy again. Will my every step be thwarted? 

“Find the one who is lost, my sister,” he says in a solemn voice. 
“We cannot live without faith.” 

The one who is lost? Who is that? The Chief? But then how 
could he be asking for me? My urgency leaves me unable to think. 
The only thing I know for sure is my guide is getting away. I bob my 
head in agreement to whatever it is Jimmy is asking of me. “Now 
go!” he urges gruffly. 

I bolt out. Halfway down the long drive, my side aches. I want to 
call out for Jimmy’s mother to wait up, but realize I don’t know her 
name. I don’t even know Jimmy’s real last name. It’s not like I can 
just yell out “Hey, Sandwich Lady,” or “Wait up Mrs. Two 
Feathers!” 

Ah, well, name or no name, it doesn’t matter. My destiny is 
hobbling up ahead of me, finally in clear sight. There’s no way I’m 
turning back now. 


