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[Sounds of a semi-desert landscape with scrub trees and
sagebrush. Sound of wind--and faintly in the background,
the sound of a Death Song being sung by an old Indian woman. ]

RANCHER VO: It’s an old story that never seems to have an

end out here. 0ld ways give way to new--which give way to things
even newer still. It’s never easy--there’s always a

fight with change, and probably always will be.

The different tribes fought with each other--then with the
strange white trappers an’ traders. Then both fought with the
settlers, who brought their fences an’ their cattle--and all
three fought with the newcomers, who brought the railroads an’
the towns--with their straight streets--and the houses with
their parlors--the fancy stores and saloons--and with the lawmen
who enforced the rules--always the rules. And those rules kept
changing--making it hard to remember the old ways.

I'm no different. I grew up in the store my family had run since
it was a lone trading post in the middle of nowhere. When I was
grown, I ran that store--learning to hate shopkeeping, with its
ledgers and inventories--and the ever growing list of rules that
tied me in knots. So when I got the opportunity to sell,

I jumped at the chance--and took to raising cattle, a decision
I’ve never regretted. The rules are still there--but they’re at
a distance. If your fence gets broke, you fix it--and go round
up the strays who got out.

(Sounds of wind and Horses hooves growing closer)
RANCHER: Find anything in the breaks?

HAND: Nossir. Jumped a nice muley buck, but no sign a’ those
steers.

RANCHER: We’ll worry about that buck after we find these
knotheads and get ‘em back behind the wire. I found tracks
coming down off of th’ ridge--looks like they’re headed up this
box canyon.

HAND: If they’re there, we’ll have ‘em quick.

RANCHER: ©No sign of tracks coming back out--so those boneheads
gotta still be in there. Let’s go get ‘em and get ‘em home.
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(Hoofbeats heading into the canyon fading out. Sound of a
trickling stream as hoofbeats come closer.)

RANCHER: They’re running outta places to hide. Should be able ta
find some soft tracks over by that crick to let us know which
way they’re headed. (Sound of dismounting; footsteps getting
closer to the spring) Ya see anything?

HAND: They was here--but it looks like they’re still headed in.
(Sound of boots scuffing dirt then stopping) Hey--what’s this?
[Sound of hands rummaging in dirt] Gosh, Boss--there’s--

bones here! They look--human. Prospector, don’tcha think?

RANCHER VO: That was my guess, too. But when I got close,

I saw--protected by a log--scraps of faded cloth that looked
like it’d once been a respectable lady’s dress. And inside that
cloth, human bones--it was true. I tried to push it back under,
but it was too late.

HAND: Gosh! that ain’t no shirt--that’s a dress! It wadn’t no
prospector at all, 1it’s a WOMAN! (Awestruck) Hey--dintcha’
have a crazy old aunt who ran away with the Injuns?

RANCHER: Nonsense. It could be anybody.

HAND: What if it was her! My Ma used to say my Pa and my
uncles was part o’ the search party that went lookin’ for her
back in ‘Seventy. Wasn’t that when that crazy Injun lady went
missin’?

RANCHER VO: It was no use trying to pretend--least not to
another man--that I didn’t know about my Indian aunt. So my mind
started driftin’ back--back to that time forty-odd years ago
when she first showed up at our home--my aunt who’d been living
with the Indians.

[Sound of rocks being thrown at a bottle]

I was nine-years old--an’ our household was full of women back
then--Ma and my three aunts, who I called (not to their faces)
AUNT BOSSY, AUNT GABBY and AUNT PRISSY. They annoyed me with
their bustle--and with their chatter--and dominated my poor
UNCLE, who did his best to escape them behind the counter of the
Store.

[Sound of the store doorbell as a someone enters.]
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UNCLE: May I help you today, sir?
AUNT BOSSY [whispered in bossy tone]: Ask him for his LIST!

RANCHER: When Ma told me the Lost Sister was coming to

live with us, I couldn’t believe it. Indians had killed my
father, a cavalry lieutenant, two years before. I hated Indians
-—an’ looked forward to wipin’ ‘em out when I got older.

BOY: What’d she live with the Indians for?

MA: They captured ‘er--when she was a little girl. She was
three years younger than you are. Now she’s comin’ home. 21

BOY: If them Redskins ever got ME, I wouldn’t stay with ‘em
long!

MA (loving): Ah! They won’t get you--they’ll NEVER get you. 9

RANCHER VO: Ma wasn’t exactly happy around my aunts--but she
flat out refused take us back East where she came from. Uncle
did mind the store--

UNCLE [extremely mild-mannered]: May I interest you in
something, Ma’am?

RANCHER VO: --but he was just Aunt Bossy’s husband. The only man
who had really belonged--was my father, my aunts’ baby brother.
Ma stayed to protect my heritage.

AUNT BOSSY: Go out and play now--you’re in your Uncle’s
way here in the store.

RANCHER VO: One day, Major Harris from the fort--came to the
store to let us know my Indian aunt was coming. Neither Bossy,
Gabby or Prissy had ever seen the one they called the

Lost Sister. She’d been taken in a raid before they were born.
Aunt Mary had known her--she was older--but she lived far away
and wasn’t well.

AUNT BOSSY: Of COURSE she must come to us! She’s our own
flesh and blood. Our poor, lost sister--torn from her
home forty years ago!

MAJOR HARRIS (bluntly): She’s been living with the hostiles all
these years. She was only five when she was taken. It’s
reasonable to assume she’ll behave like an Indian woman.
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AUNT BOSSY: MAJOR HARRIS! I CANNOT permit anyone to speak that
way about my own dear sister!

AUNT PRISSY (Entering perturbed): Perhaps we should have
dresses made. We don’t know what she’ll have with her!

AUNT BOSSY: The’ll be time enough to take her to the dressmaker
after she settles in a day or two. Then she can shop to her
heart’s content.

AUNT GABBY (Entering excitedly): ALL the ladies in TOWN are
anxious to MEET her! We must have them ALL over for TEA!

AUNT BOSSY: Now girls--we mustn’t ask her too many questions at
first. She must rest awhile. She’s been through a
TERRIBLE EXPERIENCE.

HAND (In the Present): From what I heard, it musta’ been.
Forty years livin’ with those savages musta’ been AWFUL.

RANCHER: It was the only life she knew.

RANCHER VO: I didn’t dare try to explain she’d married a

brave who loved her--an’ that she’d loved him--and had

raised his three children. Yes, she HAD been through a

terrible experience--just not the one my aunts thought.

She’d been wrenched from her family--watched her husband and her
people killed--and now was being turned over to strangers.

She hadn’t been FREED--she’d been made a CAPTIVE.

HAND: But weren’t your aunts her FAMILY?

RANCHER: Them? No, they were total strangers. They weren’t even
born when the Indians took her.

(SOUND of a coach stopping outside, horses neighing.
Steps of people climbing off the coach.)

AUNT BOSSY (Throwing open the door and stepping onto the foot
board) : Welcome Dear Sis—

RANCHER VO: Ma and me watched as Aunt Bossy’s cry died on her
lips--and her outstretched arms dropped to her side.

You see, the Lost Sister was a legend--the captive child,
with blonde curls and big blue eyes--a fairy child who ran on
dancing feet. But what came out of that coach was an old woman--
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in worn moccasins, wearing a ugly dark dress that didn’t fit her
bulging body. Her grey hair was growing out from being cropped
short to get rid o’ lice. She stood--staring, helpless among her
captors. An INDIAN INTERPRETER, a half-breed with greasy hair

to his shoulders--an Army tunic over his native dress--

stood beside her.

AUNT BOSSY (Recovering her composure): Poor dear! I'm your
sister! Sis-ter. [Pause] And these two [Pause] are your sisters
as well. [Pause] You must be--tired--from your long journey.

[Pause] Please, come into the parlor. Ahem--Major Harris, must
this (indicating the Interpreter) PERSON accompany us inside?

MAJOR HARRIS: You won’t be able to talk to her unless he’s
present. NOT because it’s regulation mind you. But because she’s
forgotten English. Technically, your sister’s still a prisoner.
She’1ll be in your custody--she may walk in your fenced yard,

but she must not leave it without official permission. Ma’ams,
this may be a heavy burden to you all--but she's been told all
this--and has expressed a willingness to conform to these rules.
I don’t think you’ll have any trouble keeping her here.

If T did, I wouldn’t have brought her. Good afternoon, Ma’ams.

LOST SISTER (Haltingly): Mah-Ree?

AUNT BOSSY: Mary? Oh! Aunt Mary lives far away. [to a child]
Far--away! And she isn’t well--isn’t well!--but she’ll come as
soon as she’s able to. Dear sister Mary!

RANCHER VO: When the interpreter translated this, the
Lost Sister looked sad and had no more to say. If this was
her new prison, well--she would endure it.

AUNT PRISSY: But--where are her THINGS?

AUNT GABBY: Perhaps tomorrow--we can take her to the store--
to see what she’d like.

AUNT BOSSY (Quietly): There’s no hurry.

RANCHER VO: Aunt Bossy, you see, understood before the others that
the Lost Sister was going to be a problem. I don’t think she ever
stopped hoping that one day she’d end her stubborn silence--and
begin to relate the events of her life among the savages over a
cup of tea in the parlor.



176  HAND: She couldn’t speak English?

177 RANCHER: Nope. No more than she could flap her arms and fly to
178 the moon.

179 AUNT BOSSY [whispers to sisters]: I think it best if we make her
180 something proper to wear ourselves.

181 RANCHER VO: It was no surprise when they decided not to take
182 their Lost Sister shopping. Instead, they made her a handful of
183 dresses--and told her with signs--and some interesting

184 pantomime--to change her dress, which she did.

185 She was a model prisoner, my Indian aunt--and she accustomed
186 herself--finally--to sitting on the chair in her room.

187 She seldom came out--which was a relief to her sisters.

188 She preferred to stand--hour after hour--looking out of her
189 bedroom window--staring at the blue mountains.

190 AUNT GABBY: We’ve brought you a pair of ladies shoes from town,
191 my dear.

192 RANCHER VO: She accepted--but she always wore moccasins--never
193 the fancy shoes her sisters bought her. Though she seemed to
194  treasure those fancy shoes all the same.

195 HAND: Why’d she keep them on the mantle?
196  RANCHER: Because they were a gift--I suppose.
197 BOY: Why don’t she ever wear the shoes her sisters give ‘er?

198 INTERPRETER: She wife of Great Chief. She know how, act humble
199 to those not so high.

200 RANCHER VO: Later..

201 INTERPRETER: Why don’t you ever wear the shoes those
202 crazy women give you?

203 LOST SISTER: They’re pretty but--why would I want to
204 pinch my feet?

205 RANCHER VO: To my aunts’ chagrin, she refused to sleep in the
206 bed in her room. She insisted on sleeping on the floor. She
207 didn’t eat with us either.
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[Sound of Lost Sister loudly chewing and slurping and handling
her food]

BOY [whispers]: Ma, why does she eat with her hands? An’ make so
much noise?

MA: That’s how Indians are taught to eat, son. 8
BOY [excited]: Really?!
HAND: Golly!

RANCHER: After that, Aunt Bossy never had her to the
table again.

AUNT BOSSY (finding a slow-witted child): Now--there you are!

RANCHER VO: As their Christian duty, my aunts took turns
visiting their Lost Sister a half an hour each day. Aunt Bossy
took it upon herself to make her talk. MAKE, I said, not teach.

AUNT BOSSY: What are you looking at, dear? What in the world is
there to see out there? The birds--are you watching the birds?
Why don’t you try sewing? Or you could go take a little walk in
the yard. Don’t you want to go out for a nice little walk?

RANCHER VO: But the Lost Sister Jjust listened--and blinked.
Aunt Bossy could’ve understood an Indian woman’s not being able to
speak in a civilized tongue--but her sister was NOT an Indian.
She should be able to talk the language her sisters did.

AUNT BOSSY [losing her patience]: Please say something, my dear!

RANCHER VO: Aunt Gabby talked to my Indian Aunt too--but she was
delighted not to get any answers--and not to be interrupted.

AUNT GABBY: --and so I TOLD her, in NO uncertain terms--that I
was simply NOT going to be saddled with restocking BOTH the
Notions section AND the Dry Goods--while HER good-for-nothing
HUSBAND wastes ALL of his time in the LIVERY with his PRECIOUS
horses--

RANCHER VO: Aunt Prissy, meanwhile, went at her duties like a
martyr--clutching her Bible and reading aloud from it until her
time was up.

PRISSY (Grimly): And Jacob said to his mother, “And my Brother
Esau is an hairy man--but I am a smooth man..”
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RANCHER VO: Aunt Prissy always took her clock with her so that
she wouldn’t be tempted to cheat.

HAND: Sounds awful!

RANCHER: It was. Life in that house--full of childless women--
was pretty dreary for a boy like me. But I could sympathize with
my Indian aunt, because apart from my Ma, I felt just as trapped
as she did.

HAND: What about yer uncle?

RANCHER VO: Uncle knew who wore the britches in the family--
and it wasn’t him.

AUNT BOSSY [frustrated]: Now go and help Mrs. Johnson with that
fabric--GO!

UNCLE [meekly]: Yes, dear.

RANCHER VO: He could be pleasant with customers at the store--
so long as Aunt Bossy wasn’t in the room--

UNCLE: Why that’s lovely, ma’am.

RANCHER VO: But the rest of the time, he was pretty much not
there.

AUNT BOSSY [complaining]: If that husband of mine wasn’t bad
enough, now I have ANOTHER child--our dear sister!

RANCHER VO: Within a short time, my aunts had reached the end of
their tether. The Lost Sister did nothing because there was
nothing for her to do. Her gnarled hands musta been skilled at
squaw’s work--butchering meat--scraping and tanning hides,
making tipis, beading an’ embroidering ceremonial clothes.

But her skills were useless--and unwanted--in a civilized home.
She ate in her room, slept on the floor, and stood for hours
looking out the window. It couldn’t go on.

HAND: What happened?

RANCHER: Nothing--not until Aunt Mary was well enough to travel.
In the meantime, Ma was called upon to bear her share of the
family duty.

MA: I'm afraid I’1ll start crying in front of her. 9
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AUNT BOSSY: Just do your best, my dear. Speak loud and slow--
and don’t use large words.

RANCHER VO: I listened outside the door when Ma went in.
My Indian aunt said something--then said it again until
Ma guessed what she wanted.

MA: Oh--I see! [Footsteps, door opened] Son, come in here. 7

RANCHER VO: Ma put her arms around me as I stood beside
my Indian aunt’s chair. She nodded--and that was all there was
to it.

Later--
MA: She likes you. (kissing the Boy) And so do I. 7
BOY: But I don’t like HER--she’s STRANGE.

MA: She’s just sad, son. She had a little boy like YOU once,
ya know. 14

BOY: What happened to him?

MA: He grew up and became a great warrior. She must be
proud of him. 14

BOY: Did he ever fight Papa?

MA: I don’t know. The Army has him in prison somewhere.
He’s a dangerous man. 14

RANCHER VO: And he was. A proud man, a chief. A bird of prey
whose wings the Army had clipped--after years of trying. That
was one thing my Ma and my Indian aunt had in common: they both
had sons. Aunts Bossy, Gabby and Prissy were childless.

[Sound of a rock being thrown at a bottle and breaking it]
BOY: Gotcha!

RANCHER VO: I took to playin’ in the yard so I could stare up at
her as she stood looking out the window at the blue mountains.
She never smiled at me like my other aunts did--but she’d

look at me sometimes, deep in thought, as if measuring my worth.
I could get her to look at me sometimes--by performing athletic
feats--1like walking on my hands. [sound of walking on hands]

For some reason, I valued her silent attention.

10



308 MA [yelling]: Time for dinner, son. 4

309 RANCHER VO: I only saw her scowl twice. Once when Aunt Prissy
310 slapped me--

311 [Sound of a slap.]

312 AUNT PRISSY: That’ll teach ya!

313 LOST SISTER: Why did that sour lady hit that good boy?
314 INTERPRETER: She said he took an apple from the barrel.

315 LOST SISTER: An apple from the barrel? We don’t hit a good boy
316 for that!

317 HAND: And I thought Injuns were cruel.
318 RANCHER: That’s what they think of us.
319 BOY: God damn it, Ma--leave me be!

320 RANCHER: That time, my Indian aunt’s scowl was for ME.
321 I never did that again.

322 BOY: Aunt Prissy, can Indians go to heaven?

323 AUNT PRISSY: Indians are godless heathen sinners who are
324 unworthy of salvation.

325 BOY: But in Church they say All have fallen short and are in
326 need of salvation.” Doesn’t that mean Indians too?

327 AUNT PRISSY (irritated): Don’t you have chores to do? Stop
328 asking silly questions.

329 RANCHER VO: One day a young LIEUTENANT arrived--with the
330 Interpreter. Aunt Bossy carefully placed a towel on the
331 chair where the Interpreter was to sit.

332 AUNT BOSSY (friendly to Lieutenant): No you sit here,
333 Lieutenant.

334 LIEUTENANT: Thank you, ma’am.
335 AUNT BOSSY [far less friendly to Interpreter]: And you--here.
336 RANCHER VO: Ma brought in my Indian aunt.

337 INTERPRETER: The young warrior chief and these crazy women want
338 to take your picture.
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LOST SISTER: They’ve already captured my body--now they want to
capture my spirit, too. NO.

INTERPRETER (to Lieutenant): She say No. Take picture,
take one’s spirit.

LIEUTENANT: But Ma’am--your son’s had his picture made.
Don’t you want to see 1it?

INTERPRETER (to Lost Sister) They have a picture of Eagle Head.
They want to show it to you.

LIEUTENANT: If we show you his picture, will you let us take
your picture?

INTERPRETER: (to Lost Sister) The young warrior chief says
you can see your son’s picture, 1f you let them take yours.

LOST SISTER: Only if they let me KEEP Eagle Head’s picture.
His spirit will be safe with me.

INTERPRETER (to Lieutenant): She say, she KEEP picture of
Eagle Head, you take Eagle Head mother picture, okay.

LIEUTENANT (to Lost Sister): No, I'm afraid you can only
look at it. It belongs to us.

INTERPRETER: They say you can’t keep it.

LOST SISTER: NO! I have nothing of my son! Only for his
picture will I do this!!!

INTERPRETER: She not want look. She keep--or nothing!

RANCHER VO: My Ma shivered as we watched--for she understood
something my aunts never would.

MA (breathless whisper): She’s gambling for high stakes--
all or nothing! 8

BOY: Will they let Her keep the pi’ture?
MA: I believe they will, son. 5

RANCHER VO: Ma was right. That photo’s the one in all the
history books--the half-white chief--the brave and valiant
leader who was not quite great enough to keep his people free.
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Though you’d never guess it, that photo was taken after he was
captured. Head held high--eyes staring with boldness--but not
contempt--his long dark hair braided on one side and curling on
the other--and, in his hands a pipe like a royal scepter.

I asked more than once to see that photograph.
BOY: Can ya ask her if I can see his pi’ture again?

RANCHER VO: That image of the captive but unconquered warrior--

did it ever have an effect on me. I began to control my temper,

to cultivate reserve as I grew older--to stare with boldness but
not contempt at people who offended me.

INTERPRETER: The Boy wants to see the picture of Eagle Head.
LOST SISTER [chuckling]: Again?

RANCHER VO: I never met him, my Indian cousin--but I took
silent pride in him: Eagle Head--the noble chief of his tribe.

[Sound of woman stepping into coach.]
AUNT BOSSY: Here we go, sister—--next to me.
[The coach door closes, whip is lashed and coach moves off.]

RANCHER VO: My Indian aunt went like a child to the
photographer’s studio--early in the morning--when there’d be
fewer folks on the street to stare. Her photograph’s not proud,
but pitiful. She looks out with no expression--no emotion,

no challenge--only the face of an aging woman with chopped grey
hair. The aunts put a copy in the family album.

One day..
[Sound of running footsteps and open/close screen door].

AUNT GABBY: Sisters! Sisters! It’s a letter from sister Mary!
She’s coming, she’s coming!

RANCHER VO: At long last, Aunt Mary, white and trembling--
exhausted from her illness and the long journey--finally
arrived.

AUNT BOSSY: Dear sister Mary--we’re so sorry that dirty,
lazy interpreter hasn’t arrived like we asked for. Major Harris
called him back to the fort at the most inconvenient moment.
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You must be so tired from your long journey. Perhaps it would be
better if you took a long rest before tirin’ yourself further.

AUNT MARY: I've waited forty years for a meeting I gave up hope
of ever seeing.

AUNT BOSSY: Mary dear, I'm afraid I must prepare you for a
terrible shock. I'm afraid our dear sister is--

RANCHER VO: It must have been the sound of that familiar voice
from all those years before.

(Door’s thrown open)

LOST SISTER: MAH-REE! MAH-REE!!!
AUNT MARY: OH DEAR, SWEET SISTER!!!
LOST SISTER MAH-REE! MAH-REE!
[Sounds of weeping]

RANCHER VO: Bossy, Gabby and Prissy left the room in embarrassed
silence--leavin’ only Aunt Mary and her Lost Sister. So much to
tell, so much hardship and fear--and so much joy and triumph
too--and the older sister now here who could hear it all and
understand.

HAND: I thought you said there weren’t no interpreter.

RANCHER: Weren’t no need for one with those two. They sat
holding hands while the Lost Sister, now grown old and a
grandmother, told what had happened during those forty years.
Aunt Mary--she didn’t understand a word--but didn’t need to.

AUNT MARY: Is this a picture of your son? My, isn’t he handsome!
A fine boy. You must be SO PROUD.

RANCHER VO: She understood the tone--if not the words--my Indian
aunt--and the tone was admiration. Her son was accepted by the
sister who mattered. Aunt Mary didn’t try to make her

Lost Sister talk. She just sat with her for hours while the

Lost Sister poured out her soul. Just not in English.

AUNT BOSSY: Mary dear, I simply can’t understand how you can
sit and listen to all that heathen gibberish day in and day out.
I simply can’t understand why our dear sister is being so
stubborn about conversing in a civilized language.
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AUNT MARY: You never mind--there’s plenty of time for her to
learn English again. I think she understands more than she lets
on. I asked her if she’d like to come live with me--and she
nodded. We’ll have the rest of our lives for her to learn
English. But what she’s been telling me--she can’t wait to

tell that. About her life, about her son.

AUNT BOSSY [thrilled inside]: OH! Are you SURE, Mary dear, that
you’re up to the responsibility for having her?

RANCHER VO: Though she made a great show of it, Aunt Bossy was
terrified Aunt Mary might change her mind.

AUNT BOSSY (sighing dramatically): I do believe she would be
happier with you--though we have done all we could.

RANCHER VO: And while Bossy and the other two couldn’t be
happier at the thought of the Lost Sister being someplace else--
so, it seemed, was the US Government.

MAJOR HARRIS: Ma’am.
AUNT BOSSY: Major Harris.

MAJOR HARRIS: Ma’am, if it’s agreeable to you--to transfer
custody of your sister, who was captured, to your sister Mary--
well, the US Government will present no hindrance.

AUNT BOSSY [in a rush]: Yes, it’s agreeable, Major--perfectly
agreeable.

MAJOR HARRIS: We will now have this explained to her so that
she’1ll understand what she’ll be undertaking. If we can get her
cooperation and if she understands where she’s going,

this’1ll go a lot easier. [Footsteps] Interpreter, tell the lady
we will allow her to travel by next week’s train with her sister
Mary, providing she agrees to cooperate. If she refuses, we will
be compelled to transport her under escort, which will be far
less pleasant.

RANCHER VO: The Interpreter and my Indian aunt talked back and
forth for a long time--until the Major began to grow suspicious.

MAJOR HARRIS (Under his breath): Why are they jabbering on so
long, Lieutenant? Interpreter, what’s the holdup? Does she
agree to cooperate or not?
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INTERPRETER: She ask many question about journey--about
riding on Iron Road. I explain--and she say--yes--she go--with
Sister Mary. It hard--make her understand--how far journey.

MAJOR HARRIS: Go out by the wagon and wait for me.
INTERPRETER: I go. (Footsteps away.)

MAJOR HARRIS: They talked an awful long time, Lieutenant--
to discuss a few travel arrangements.

LIEUTENANT: Yessir.

MAJOR HARRIS: After that bad business up North with Red Cloud
and the Fetterman Massacre, the reservation’s been buzzing with
rumors. I don’t know how far we can trust any of these

so-called “friendlies”--like our trusty Interpreter here. Keep a
close eye on him, Lieutenant.

LIEUTENANT: Yessir. [Footsteps away.]

MAJOR HARRIS: Ma’am--please have the prisoner ready for
transfer by ten o’clock this coming Tuesday morning. We will
have the escort at your door.

AUNT MARY: Must you insist on calling our poor sister a
prisoner? Hasn’t she suffered enough?

MAJOR HARRIS: Ma’am, your sister was apprehended with her
tribal band in the middle of a raid on settlements. She was
captured while trying to escape with other hostiles who wounded
two of the rescue party. I'm sorry if the word offends you,
ma’am--but in the eyes of the US Government, she is a hostile
who attempted to escape custody. Your removin’ her from the
Territory--and from the reach of her people--relieves us of
having to devote the resources to keep an eye on her--so we'’re
grateful to you--and happy to assist. But make no mistake--
we’re not doin’ this out of the goodness of our hearts. Until I
have your sister safely on the train pulling out of town

next Tuesday morning at five minutes after ten, I shall not
rest easy. Good day--ladies.

RANCHER VO: Things came to a head much sooner than the Major or
anyone else expected. It began when Aunt Gabby brought in my
Indian aunt’s breakfast the following morning.
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AUNT GABBY [Sound of a shriek and china crashing]: She’s GONE!
She’s gone out the window! She’s gone out the window!

AUNT BOSSY: Impossible! That window’s was fixed to raise no more
than a foot! How could she open it all the way?!

BOY: Betcha she took with ‘er the pi’ture of her son.
MA: Go outside, sweetie. 3

AUNT BOSSY: No, wait! [to Boy] Run to the store--and tell your
Uncle to ride to the telegraph station--and wire the Major to
come at once! GO!

[Footsteps of Boy moving away]

AUNT MARY (Tearfully) Oh, why did she go? I thought she was
happy to go with me! I thought we’d be happy together!

AUNT GABBY: Oh the shame! How could our own dear sister
bring such humiliation upon us! How will we explain this to the
ladies in town!?!

AUNT PRISSY [with righteous anger]: It’s clear she brought
heathen depravity with her into our home. What vile customs did
she practice all those years among those filthy aborigines?

Lie down with savage dogs, rise up with savage fleas!

AUNT BOSSY [Regaining composure and taking control]:

Draw the blinds, sisters. And lower your voices. Let’s not make
a bad situation worse by losing our heads. It’s clear we’ve
failed because of our dear sister’s folly in letting the Indians
make a complete savage out of her. We must make it plain to
Major Harris that we were beguiled by her native cunning--which
allowed her to get away--despite our best efforts. She’s gone
back to her own--and we must wash our hands of her!

RANCHER VO: Later..

BOY: Why’re they all so angry at her, Ma? Why’d she run away?
Where’d she go?

MA [gently]: The poor thing’s been so unhappy here. Your aunts
don’t understand. Aunt Mary means well--but taking her out of
the Territory--that takes her far away from the only life she
knows—--and the people she loves. The only thing missing from her
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room was the dress Aunt Mary gave her--and the picture of her
son. I hope she can make it back--to her people. 67

RANCHER VO: Soon the Major arrived--along with the Lieutenant, a
dozen troopers and six civilian scouts. The Interpreter had
vanished too--together with two dozen braves from the reservation
-—and their families. All signs indicated they were heading North.
The Lieutenant was then sent with the scouts to search for any
traces of what direction the Lost Sister was heading--and they
returned shortly.

LIEUTENANT: The old gal left a pretty clear trail heading
directly South. But the signs petered out when we got into open
country.

MAJOR HARRIS: That cunning BASTARD!!! He leaves an obvious trail
going North to make us believe he’s headed to the Dakotas--

but then he slips a message to his Momma to let her know he’s
really running South--to get across the border--while we

look for him in the wrong direction! Too clever for his own

good THIS time! Lieutenant, you take a message to

Sergent Barnes to call back C Troop from the Northern pursuit--
and to catch up with me and the rest of the Regiment following
the trail SOUTH. Take one of the scouts with you. I’1l get the
rest of regiment ready to move out in two-hours’ time.

HAND: They never did catch Chief Eagle Head in the South,
did they? I heard they caught him far away from here.

RANCHER: That’s right--he and his band ran free for another
year before they cornered him--far up North. But they didn’t
catch him that time--thanks to her.

HAND: Well guess we’d better head back--and bring a mule to
collect her bones, eh?

RANCHER: ©No. Let her lie where she is. You go find those
steers.

HAND: But--ya can’t just leave her here! It isn’t decent to
leave a white woman unburied!

RANCHER: She never was a white woman. She lived most of her life
a member of the tribe--where she married and raised her children
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-—and grandchildren. Like one of her own people, she chose the
path that led her here. Here she stays.

HAND: If she was my aunt, I’d bury her in the family plot.

RANCHER: She’s in the family ALBUM. She doesn’t need to be in
the family PLOT. I won’t make her a captive again.

HAND: Well it just doesn’t seem RIGHT to me. [Horse rides off].

RANCHER VO: I watched my him until it he rode out of sight. Then
I got down off my horse and kneeled next to the
log to pay my last respects.

[SEFX over rest of the narration]

I see it now. Your plan never was to join your son. On his
flight from the reservation, speed would be everything. A
mother--even a loving one--would only slow him down. Another
mouth to feed--with tired feet and old bones--would allow the
gap to close too soon. So you chose to widen the gap. After
figuring out how to remove the peg in the window so it would
open all the way--you slipped into the yard--and followed the
stars on the path you’d chosen as soon as you learned of your
son’s plan.

You traveled fast. Your moccasins left a clear path for the
Army’s Indian scouts to follow SOUTH--cunning men who could
read every turned stone, bruised leaf, and broken twig to find
what they were hunting.

After ten miles, when you’d drawn far enough away, you slowed up
to take the time to cover your tracks--because you were just as
skilled as they were. That’s when your path--your careful path--
brought you up here--to this little spring in the blue mountains
you’d stared at from your window--carrying only what was needed
for your final journey: the blue dress Mary had given you--and
Eagle Head’s picture to keep his spirit safe--and to draw
strength to complete your final task.

As you sat by the spring and waited for death, his face gave you
the strength to welcome the end when it came.

Your sacrifice couldn’t buy him his freedom forever. They
cornered him finally far to the North, where he sang his Death
Song and died in battle, as a warrior should.
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But you bought him another year.

I can hear your Death Song now.
It’s a happy one.

I hope you remembered me in it.
THE END

190 words
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Somehow,

I know you did.





