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MARTIN CRUZ SMITH
is a master storyteller
whose latest novel,
GORKY PARK,
has topped the nationwide best-seller list.

T

In this book he explores a fascinating possibility:
the Indians had won limited victories in their
nineteenth-century battles, and for a hundred years
had maintained an unconquered Red Nation right
in the heart of the modern United States. It was an
affront to progress, an irritation to both the Ameri-
cans andthe Russians as they threatened each other
with their atom bombs.

Then, with one bound, the Red Nation leaped from
the forgotten corner where everyone tried to shove
it, to center stage. For the Indians announced that
they too had an atom bomb and were prepared to
- defend themselves—or to attack.
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INTRODUCTION

In the fall of 1969, in Paris, I ran into a friend of
mine, an editor. He needed books, and I needed money.
I hadn’t published any books before; on the other hand,
he didn’t have much money. It was a match.

S0, THE INDIANS WON was my first-novel, a great
idea harnessed to the rawest talent. Perhaps it was oo
great an idea; that in the year 1876, the Indians of the
United States had made a successful last stand. And yet,
not so wildly implausible. After the Civil War, the
American army was reduced to a standing force of
- 25,000 men. Most of the forces massed against insur-
gent Indians—Crow, Sho-Shone, Pawnee, Cherokee.
Our popular image of the U.S. Cavalry coming to the
- rescue is incomplete, unless you are willing to accept
' that the cavalry was led, supported and was frequently
- saved by Indian allies.

- We forget our history. The 1870s was an era of vio-
‘lence. The first great financial Depression threw
~millions out of work. Rioters fought militia and three
. states were declared under martial law. In New York
- City, police raided Communist rallies. The presidency
- was stolen by election-night bribes. The United States
- was a nation of anger and disillusionment, not eager to



press a war in what was then known as ‘“The Great
American Desert.’’

THE INDIANS WON took six months to write.
(Actually, five months of research and one month to
write, because my friend’s advance was then fully past
tense.) I remember the day and night when I wrote the
final fifty pages of the book. The modern part of the
_book 1s much the weaker, and in that concluding, sleep-
less passage, syntax and imagination came to a halt long
before the typewriter did.

Still, the book has a good heart, and the author’s
proceeds from this new edition will go to American

Indian causes. Since the Indians didn’t really win, they
should at least get royalties!

—Martin Cruz Smith

August 17, 1981
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In the chateau of Azay le Rideau, in the summer

- of 1875, a private conference was being held be-
~ tween representatives of five nations. These men had

met during the past five years to discuss internaticn-

‘al monetary affairs. They did not represent their
. countries so much as they represented countries
- within countries, that is, the sources of power behind

a nation’s power.
- The topic of discussion was investment. All had

~ experience in individual investment, especially in
~ Africa. This they cared to refer to as primitive fi-
~ mnance. The next step, made in twos and threes, fi-
. nally achieving a sort of concert, had been in China.
- This entente found that d1v1dmg the spoils before-

hand was a more efficient manner of colonization
9



THE INDIANS WON

and reduced friction between themselves. They were
among the most advanced thinkers of their time.

As their carriages drove along the Loire, they ex-
panded their thoughts into that land between fantasy
and profit. When a man named John Setter came to
talk to them, he found them naturally receptive.
They had considered America before, the land they
had left such a short time before.

During the Civil War in the United States, they
succeeded in having the Confederacy named a*bel-
ligerent” and liable to international acknowl-
edgement. They welcomed Confederate agents In
London and Paris and bought fifteen million dollars
in Confederate bonds. They built warships for the
Confederacy and the English government took them
past the Union blockade. Sympathy for the Confed-
eracy in European upper class circles was overt.

In 1861, Emperor Napoleon III sponsored a co-
alition by the states of Europe for intervention. The
Czar refused to join and the first coalition died. A
second coalition was proposed in 1862. Part of
Queen Victoria’s cabinet voted in favor of it but it
was decided to wait another year. A third coalition
arose in 1863 with general agreement between the
parties that a statement would be made recognizing
~ the Confederacy. Lee, on his way to Philadelphia,
was stopped at Gettysburg and the Confederate Ar-
mies retreated. There were no more coalitions for
intervcggion. One battle had ended their speculation.

There were other investments, though. A poor
one by Louis Napoleon on his own in Mexico, in-
stalling the doomed Maximilian. More cautious ones
followed the end of the war. The Credit Mobilier
financed construction of railroad lines into the Indi-

10



THE INDIANS WON

an Territories with just a little less return than it got
from its Chinese investment, taking forty-four mil-
lion dollars from the Union Pacific venture after

- bribing 2 member of the United States Congress to

serve as president and persuading the Vice President
to do its lobbying. They were not completely un-
aware of the wealth to be made in developing na-
tions.

The representative of the English houses, for ex-
ample, had visited Canada, the North country that

~ the Americans were always implying would soon fall

into their hands. Canada had been invaded twice in
vain by the ambitious Yankees, and now the vast

English monopoly on the Far West fur trade was

:: being challenged. The logic of the Americans
. seemed to be that since they owned Washington and
 Alaska, they should have everything in between, too.

‘-1...

I'..

- The Frenchman, the host, was offended by the
slight France had received in the execution of Maxi-
milian. His friend Jules Ferry demanded a return to
_ la gloire, but bad news was being received from
Han01 where the French Annamese empire was shak-

- en by the Black Flag guerrillas. His hopes were en-
~ couraged by the German representative, an appreci-
. ater of the local Vouvray. The German followed his
.+ Chancellor’s policy of diverting French energies into

- colonial concerns to take their minds off the fact
- that they had lost Alsace and Lorraine to Germany
durmg the 1870 war.

The other two representatives were less passionate
. about new speculations. The Russian came along

L nostly to be sure that nothing was said behind his
Jé ~ back about Asia. In regard to the rest of the world,

Ly he was most idealistic. Before he went to sleep each-

11



THE INDIANS WON

night, his lips made out the words, “Trans-Siberian
Railroad.”The Belgian representative was pure good
humor. Belgium, a small nation, sat on the Congo
while its missionaries surveyed a railroad line across
the interior of China. There were profits enough for
all, he said. Let us be friends.

They all agreed that it would be enjoyable to see
the United States humiliated in some fashion but
that they did not see how the humiliation might
occur. The possibility that Setter suggested, an Indi=
an Nation cutting the United States in half, was so
unlikely as to be ridiculous. Certainly, if the Indians
could come together and achieve some sort of mili-
tary stability and demanded only equipage in return
for contracts to the last great source of natural
wealth in the world, they would be interested.

But everyone knew that Indlans couldn’t stick to-
gether.

12
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Nothing lives long,
Except the earth and the mountains—
White Antelope

A few feet above the grass hung a flat layer of
blue-gray smoke. It seemed to cut in half the war-
riors who walked through it. Below, out of danger

. from the smoke, were the bodies of the soldiers,

- naked and white and red where trophies had been
~ taken.

The bodies stretched through a depression over the
prairies and on up to a hill. It was on a retreat to
the hill that most of them had died. There were two

~ hundred Wasich u, white men, sprawled among their

15



THE INDIANS WON

dead horses, their belts and caps. All of their
Springfields had been taken. They had come to the
Greasy Grass along the Little Big Horn to herd the
people they called Sioux back to their fort. They had
also come for revenge.

Twice, already, the army under Generals Crook
and Terry had been thrown back by the Lakota, as
the Sioux called themselves. Crook had almost lost
the 7th Cavalry at the Battle of the Rosebud. Only a
charge by his Shoshone scouts under Chief Washa-
kie had saved him from disaster. It was the job of
General Custer to fix. the Lakota in one place and
hold them until Terry arrived.

Even as they left the safety of their fort, the song
“Garryowen” beating jigtime, the 7th Cavalry was
expected. Sitting Bull hung from the sacred tree of
the Sun Dance until his breasts were torn out and he
achieved a vision. Hundreds of soldiers were falling
upside down onto the Greasy Grass. He would not
be able to fight but he would be able to say that the
attack by Reno was only a feint to divert the Indian
defense.

When Custer drew up his horses to charge
through the camp, as he had charged so well
throughout the Civil War and through undefended
Indian villages since, he gave the order to dismount
instead. In front and on his flanks were thé Lakotas,
the Tsistsitas, Inuna-Ina (Arapaho), their councils of
San Arcs, Oglalas, Uncpapas, Yankton, Santee and
Brule. In front, their bonnets quivering in the air,
were the great chiefs Gall, White Shield, White Bull,
and Big Road of the Lakota; Wolf That Has No
Sense, Yellow Nose, and Two Moons of the Tsistis-
tas; and in front of a]l, Tashunka Witko, They Fear

16



THE INDIANS WON

His Horses, the chief they called Crazy Horse. There
were fifteen thousand Indians in all

It took little more than an hour. Pte-san-hunka
_ (White Bull), twenty-six years old, had only been
bruised by a bullet. He knelt over a body, stripping
it. His friend Bad Soup staggered over with the ex-
hilaration of the fight and asked whether White Bull
wanted the scalp. White Bull said that the hair was
~ too short, although the struggle had been hard. The
Wasichu had shot at him, had clubbed him with a
rifle and then tried to bite his nose off.

“Look at him,” Bad Soup said.  “Pehin hanska
(Long Hair) thou ght he was the greatest man in the
world. Now he is there.”

White Bull stood up and displayed a matched pair
of pearl-handled pistols. When the pistols were
brought to They Fear His Horses, riders were sent
out to agencies in the West, the South, and north to
the Siksika, the Blackfeet. Two riders were sent with
a small herd of ponies for relays to the Canadian
“border.

- On July 6, the news had reached the East. In a
ladder of descending headlines, the New York
World said: “Custer Killed—Disastrous Defeat of the
American Troops by the Indians—Slaughter of Our
Best and Bravest—Grant’s Indian Policy Come to
Fruit—A Whole Family of Heroes Swept Away—
Three Hundred and Fifteen American Soldiers

~ Killed and Thirty-One Wounded.” The policy

derided was the new one of concentration, a change
from the previous one of extermination. General
Sheridan was placed in charge of ending the insur-
rection that had defeated two armies and liquidated
a third. Orders were sent from Washington via St.

17
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Louis that as the Indians broke their vast camp and
divided for fresh food for the winter, Crook and
Terry should follow them and wipe them out one by
one.

Along the Canadian border, the S]kSlka were not
roaming in small families as usual. For years their
hunting parties had been smaller and smaller, just as
the buffalo herds had been smaller and smaller. In
antelope shirts almost pure white, in bright leggings
made of Hudson’s Bay Company blankets, the tall
Siksika, the ones called Blackfeet, were coming to-
gether instead. The eight bands of the North Siksika,
the fifteen bands of the Bloods, the twenty-five
bands of the Piegan were all coming together and
heading south over the Sweetgrass Country. By the
time they assembled in the Montana Territory, Big
Lake would count six thousand of his people.

Tu-ukumah, Black Horse, was chief of the Co-
manches, the nation of horsemen who every year
rode as far down as Durango to rob the Mexicans.
Operating as companies, they brought hundreds of
slaves back to perform the drudgery of their camps.
Now they were leaving the slaves, as the bands
moved in the night from Fort Sill, the herds of ponies
like shadows, the noses of the stallions covered by
hands to keep them silent: the Detsanaguka (Wan-
derers) and their chief Quanah Parker, the northern
Yapa called Root Eaters, the daring Kotsoteka
(Buffalo Eaters) and the largest of the bands, the
fanatic Penateka (Honey Eaters). Leading the col-
umns away from Oklahoma Territory were the
Kwakari (Antelopes), at the head of a host two

thousand strong. The dust of twenty thousand horses i
rose in the dark. L

18
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In the west, there were a few more minutes of
daylight. The setting sun lit up a rolling sea of sun-
flowers. The sunflowers were winter fodders for the
Utes and yellow dye for their clothes. Ground up it
served as poezhuta sapa (coffee) and as cures for
their diseases. The flowers stained the feet of the
families as the two chiefs of the Utes, Omay
(Arrow) of the northern people and Ignacio of the
southern bands, met. A yellow sea waved in farewell.

White Sun Rising was dead six years in the Neva-
da sierras. His nation, the Paiute, lived on strips of
sage prairie bounded by giant mountains whose caps
were always lined with snow. His son, Wovoka (The
Cutter), was the new Prophet. Twenty years old, he
was a preacher of his father’s revelation—the resur-
rection of the Indian. The stolid, muscular Paiutes,
drawn by the vision, were leaving their farms and
hovels in the Nevada valleys and joining their
Prophet as his vision @read out. Their friends the
Banakwut (Bannock), led by Buffalo Horn, would
meet them at the Utah Territory.

General Oliver Howard was on the move, too. His
assignment was to move the Nimipu (Nez Percé) to
the Lapwai reservation. He had seven hundred sol-
diers of the 1st Cavalry to do the job. Since the chief
Old Joseph had died it shouldn’t be too hard, even
though the chief’s last words to his son were, “This
country holds your father’s body Never sell the
bones of your father and mother.” In-mut-too-yah-
lat-i?l (Thunder Going Over The Mountains) lis-
ten

The Modocs did not have to listen. When they
were taken to their reservation three years before,
fifty of them had broken away and into the Oregon

19




THE INDIANS WON

Lava Beds. There they held off twelve hundred sol-
diers for weeks. When they came down for an hon-
orable surrender, their leader, Kient-pos (Captain
Jack),was hanged. An entrepreneur claimed his body
and had it mummified. It went on tour of the East
with an admission of ten cents.

Over the lip of the Oklahoma Territory the Kaig-
wu (Kiowa) nation rode in answer to the call of
their allies, the Tsistsitas. On their left were their
most hated enemies, the Texans. The soldier society
of the Ka-itsen-ko (Real Dogs) kept watch in a sep-
arate line between the. people and the border. It

would take four more days to reach other friends,
the Inde. -

The Inde called the white men Pinda Lick-o-yi.
White eyes. The white men called the Inde,
Apaches. The Grant Company of Arizona paid two
hundred fifty dollars for an Inde scalp. With Co-
chise just buried, the three bands of the Inde were
led by Victorio, a Mimbreno, and Goy-ya-thle (He
Who Yawns), a Chiricahua. The white men called
Hc Who Yawns, Geronimo. They also said that the
two leaders would never come together, and then
they had forced them together. The 9th Cavalry was
ordered to force Victorio onto the San Carlos reser-
vation, the worst reservation in the country, where
the Inde were to hoe desert under rifle guard wear-

ing numbered discs attached to their clothes. Then
the Army joined the Mexicans in chasing He Who
Yawns. He wasn’t caught, but his wife and mother
and children were murdered and mutilated for the
bounty scalps and ears brought. By the time the
Kaigwu would arrive, Victorio and He Who Yawns

20




THE INDIANS WON

would be traveling with an extra thousand horses
freshly stolen from the 9th Cavalry.

In a force as natural and inevitable as a whirl-
wind, the Lakota, Tsistsitas, Kaikwu, Inde, Numa,
Paiute, No-ichi, Inuna-Ina, Modoc, Banakwut, Ni-
mipu and Siksika swirled onto the grasslands, sev-
enty-five thousand strong. Coming to the eye of
this force was the first convoy of arms from the
“Canadien Service.”

“Why not? It’s only happened a hundred times
before,” General Grierson said. The hair that
reached to his shoulders was black with shocks of
- white and his beard had the same startling contrast.
Although he was fifty, Benjamin Henry Grierson was
known as the Second Custer of the West.

. His blue tunic was stained and dusty. The cigar he
smoked left the puffing trail of a locomotive. Grier-
son turned his back on the aide and paced back up
the hall.
- “You folks have a short memory,” he said. “As if
- the Reds had never gotten together before. Never
heard of Metacomet or Pontiac or Tecumseh or
Blackhawk or Osceola or, Hell, you people are ig-
norant.”

“But, lately . . .” the aide said. Grierson seemed

as wild as an Indian to him. Being in command of

- the New Mexico District could do that.

“Yeah, lately,” Grierson said in exasperation.
- “And take notes of what I’m saying, for God’s sake.
General Sherman can read them later at his leisure.”
| The aide fumbled through his desk for paper.
- When he was ready, Grierson went on.

21
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“This alliance is just the latest in a series of alli-
ances. Take the Sioux and the Cheyenne, an old al-
liance. Thirty years ago, they became friends of the
Kiowa, the Apaches and the Comanches. The
Comanches happen to be very close to the Shoshone
and the Paiute. The Sioux are friendly with the Black-
feet. Now, three years ago the Cheyenne made friends
of the Pawnee, one of their worst enemies. The Ban-
nocks are friends with the Paiute and close to the
Nez Percé, who are very tight with the Crow.”

The aide stopped scribbling and looked up anx-
iously. Grierson walked over to the window and
looked out. Outside, women with parasols were fol-
lowed by children in short pants and black maids.
On the St. Louis street of bricks and earth, the tem-
perature bounced back at over 100.

“Well, the importance of this,” Grierson said, “is
that it’s new, Goddamn it. Sioux and Pawnee and
Kiowa don’t mosey up in the same tipi for no reason
at all. Indians on the Plains are fighters, it’s part of
their life, part of their religion. They live to fight
each other. When they stop fighting each other that
means they’re going to fight someone else, and so far
as I know, we’re the only opponent around. Now. . . .”

Grierson stopped as the door opened. General
Sherman, Commander of the Armies, stood at it; a
balding, paunchy man with a face glossed by sweat.

“Colonel, there must be a window in this building
that is not open. Find it. Ben, come on in.”

He ushered Grierson into his office, a long room

that contained the heat with mahogany. Files shed-

ding papers covered most of the floor. General Sher-
man brushed more papers off a chair and invited his
guest to sit down. ' ! |
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“You’ll have to excuse the colonel. Things are
confused here, as you can see. Right now we’re
tearing the place apart to find out which of our
agents is pushing the booze and the rifles. Goddamn
profiteers are getting too many men killed. Sell to
 the Army, sell to the redskins, what do they care.
Every bastard west of the Missouri looks to the
Army as his legitimate field of profit and support.”

Grierson said nothing. He rubbed his face with his
hands, trying not to look at the mess on the floor.
Sherman, a pale man, seemed lost in it.

“I know, I know, Ben. If I were in Washington,
things would be different. It’s impossible to run an
army a thousand miles from Congress or your quar-
termaster. Orders go back and forth, assignments,
countermands. The telegraph people are doing very
- well.”
~ “General. Why not go back to Washington?

There’s a war on. We need the Commander of the
Army in Washington. This is . . .” he gestured with
his hand at the files and let it drop.

Sherman popped out of his seat, beads of sweat
‘ringing his eyes. “Don’t say that. There is no war.
There are hostilities. Hostilities, that’s all.” He
stumped to the window and fanned some air on
himself, breathing slowly to calm down. “As for
me being in Washington, as soon as the President
~ decides whose advice he will take on military affairs,
. mine or the War Department’s, I'll go back. Until
~ then, as a matter of honor, not only mine but the

- United States Army’s, I shall remain here in St.
- Louis. At any rate, an election is approaching and
- we will be seeing the last of Ulysses. Then we can
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return in triumph, not in disgrace. In the meantime,
General, why don’t you get along with your re-
pOl't »

“Yes, General,” Grierson said. He had tried and
failed. He never thought that he could convince
Sherman to abandon his exile in this province town
of tanners and brewers. “The situation. The uprising
is general. The 9th Cavalry has fifty percent casual-
ties. Santa Fe and Fort Apache are the only places I
can guarantee safety. Last I heard as I left was that
the Pueblo and Navaho were putting down their
blankets, which is. . ..”

“Ridiculous.” Sherman stabbed a black cheroot at
him. “Apaches but not Pueblos.”

“Oh no? Thirty years ago was the last time they
got off their asses. They took over the state and
scalped the governor. Thirteen years ago, it was the
Sioux, the Arapaho and the Cheyenne after the gov-
ernor of Colorado announces he wants them killed.
Announces, if you can believe it! The next thing you
know is Denver is under siege. You don’t tell the
Indians these things, they’re not dumb animals. You
kill them but you don’t tell them in advance. Every
tribe has been active, every tribe has been getting
smarter, every tribe has been sending out feelers to
the others. I'm only giving you the outline of some-
thing that must be as plain as, Christ, the nose on
the President’s face. So why do you say it’s ridicu-
lous?”

Sherman smiled grimly and took a telegraph from
the inside of his tunic. “This is why, General. It’s a
message I received today, telling me that Congress
has set a new limit on the size of the Army of the
United States. You remember that we demanded an
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increase from thirty thousand to fifty thousand. We
got twenty-five thousand.”

“You mean, twenty-five thousand more.”

“No, General. Twenty-five thousand. Period. So,
when you tell me that we have a war in the Depart-
ment of the West, the Department of New Mexico,
the Department of Arizona and the Department of
Utah, I know and you know that it’s ridiculous.”

- Both men were quiet. Grierson realized for the
first time the strain the General was working under,
cut off from a friend who had become President and
betrayed him to a Congress that treated the Army as
a company of lepers and thieves. He was a hero,
they were all heroes who had been pushed aside by a
country that was busy making money. And now that

“the country had stopped making money and was in

the middie of the Great Depression, they had simply
been ignored. All the old heroes had left were cigars

-and whiskey. —

Sherman pulled out a desk drawer as if he were
telepathic and raised a bottle. A pair of shot glasses
appeared and the General poured out two stiff doses.

“Hell, Ben, have some leopard sweat and relax a
bit. We can’t get screaming at each other.”

Grierson took his and knocked it down. Sherman

. poured a second round. “There’ve been Indian

scares before and there’ll be Indian scares again.
We'll get through. It'll mean arming some militia,
using some more scouts, I know. We’ll do it. Tken
we’ll go back to Congress for some new appropri-

ations. Life goes on. That make you feel better?”

Grierson gritted his teeth and smiled. He let his
weary body fold up in the chair. A real bed with a
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goosedown throw was what he wanted, something
out of childhood.

Sherman tapped the bottle. “George Custer was
getting funny last time I saw him. Took his whiskey
with sugar, Indian-style. I heard that’s the way he
liked his women, too. That’s why his wife . . . oh, let
the dead rest. Think he let himself walk into some-
thm g?$!

Grierson found a filing box he could rest his feet
on.

“No more than the rest of us. Who expected half

the Sioux nation? You really want to know what I
think?” '

Sherman sat on his desk, his bone-dry eyes fixing
on Grierson. “I didn’t ask you to ride for a week to
come here and lie. Just don’t go off exaggerating.
Newspapers get hold of that sort of thing and they’ll
make it into another massacre. Go on.”

“It’s difficult. There’s nothing definite, but I've
been in command of the Department of New Mexico

for seven years now and I can sense thmgs Things
have changed. Times have chang

“Of course,” Sherman said. “More and more set-
tlers, homesteaders, lunatics looking for gold. I see
them going through St. Louis every day, wagon
trains of them. And railroads, they’ve changed the
West. And the buffalo, there’s less of them. I say the
trains are going to kill the Indians off, Phil Sheridan
says it'll be the buffalo. Either way, in enough time

there won’t be any problem. Just a few rotgut
. drunks to push off a cliff.”

“No. That’s how things were. Things have
changed. We've been taking the territory a little at a
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time, a thousand little bites. We’ve been winning a
continent with a two-bit war of attrition against a
world of naive primitives too ignorant and confused
to stop digging their own graves. That’s what I think
has changed. I think there’s real organization this
time. There’s more Indians than people think. Do
you know how many Indians fought in the War?
Ten thousand. I'm not saying that veterans are
mixed up in this thing, but I am saying that the nib-
bling has stopped. The real fighting has begun.”

Sherman shook his head. The Indian Wars were
the creation of the dime novels. It was moments like
this that he envied Sheridan going off to watch first-
hand the Prussians slaughter the French. That would
have been a war to watch.

“You promised you wouldn’t exaggerate, Ben. I'm
ordering you to get some sleep. You'’re all in, beat.
As for the Indians, forget about them. The President
is merely reaping the harvest of his new policy. I
told him long ago that unless the redman was exter-
minated that he would live forever as a pauper at
our national expense. Well, when the Indians head
for their winter camps we’ll track them down and
burn them, every mother’s son we find. And the
more Indians we kill this year, the fewer we have to
kill next year. That’s what I call a policy.”

Grierson could tell the interview was over and he
didn’t care. Sherman was slapping him on the back
like a hearty Lilliputian. He didn’t believe him. Who
remembered the Cheyenne charging at the call of a
bugle at Adobe Walls in ’74? Sherman, who had
been faced down by the Dog Soldiers ten years be-
fore, was back East and had forgotten. All those
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people east of some supernatural line drawn north
from San Antonio were from another world. Grier-
son imagined them on a stage, building their facto-
ries and cooking their pies and going to school, un-
aware that in the rear of the theater there was a
struggle going on with real blood and bullets, and a
horde of real savages ready to descend on them. It
would never happen, not to people in St. Louis or
Washington or Philadelphia. That’s why they lived
in another world. -

“You stick with-me on this, Ben, and I think I can
promise you another star.”

Grierson found himself out of the office and the
foyer and into the street. The boards of the sidewalk
measured his progress to a civilized hotel.

x*x % =%

Passenger Dionicio Duran arrived in Washington
from Mexico City in the early morning. He was a
short, swarthy man with a pencil mustache accenting
his wiry build. An ornately tooled attaché case com-
plemented the sharp cut of his suit. His neighbor on
the flight welcomed Dulles’ gray stripes with a sigh
after an endless tirade on tariffs offered by Sr.
Duran.

~“I am very proud of my English because I prac-
tice it,” Duran said with his hands out.

“Yes, yes, you do,” the importer from Roanoke
admitted. He turned down an invitation to a drink in
the airport bar by inventing a wife in the parking lot.

“Hasta luego,” Duran said without offense. He

took his -attaché case and raincoat and ambled to
customs, whistling.
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~ There were no hitches with the passport. Duran

picked up a taxi and let himself be swept away onto
the grass-bordered highway that ran into the city:
Washington was not new to him.

He checked into a room on the second floor at
the Mayflower, a single with a bath, a television and
a Bible. As soon as he locked the door, -he threw his
jacket and shirt off and washed his face with cold
water. The bed’s mattress was soft and uncorafort-
able, but he was determined to sleep.

It was dark, early evening when he was awake
again. Still, he could make out the features of the
room with no trouble. The print of the Pilgrims
stepping onto a beach, holding their crosses high to
exorcise any possible demons. The telephone. Wall-
paper in a mountain laurel pattern. A cardboard tri-
angle on the desk with a picture of a family boarding
a recommended tour., The metal bureau w1th the
Realwood finish.

- Duran rolled off the bed and flicked the television

A on. The picture rolled and rolled. He left it as it was

and went back to the bathroom. As he shaved off his
mustache, he could hear the set. It seemed to be a
variety show and a comedian was in the middle of
his monologue.

“. . . sure, we all have problems. I make a good
hvmg, got two beautiful kids, lovely wife, two cars.
But I pay for it. I got a mother-in-law. I pay. Now,
take the Cheyenne. A Cheyenne husband isn’t al-
lowed to speak to his mother-in-law and she’s not
allowed to speak to him. That’s the law. And we call
them s