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My name is Eagleheart I am a great apache warrior.  I am a member of the Chiricahua we are the nomadic aggressors of the Apache’s.  We wander the deserts and mountains west of the Rio Grande, making raids into Northern Mexico and as far west as the Arizona Territory.  When we are not raiding we make our home in the Dragoon Mountains which have always been our stronghold.
	Last year the White Eyes came to Apache Pass in the Dragoon Mountains to make a peace treaty with the Chiricahua.  But now our Chief, Cochise, makes war on the Navajos and this has angered the White Eyes and now they have marched against us.  Our warpath will last many years even though the White Eyes have many guns to kill us; we know this land and the arroyos belong to us, the Chiricahua.
	We will never lay down like whipped dogs and give up our nomadic ways as the White Man demands.  I, for one, Eagleheart, will fight them to the death.
	“Buckeye get your ass out of that bed, damn it; you’re dreamin’ out loud again, and by God, if you miss that school bus I intend to whip your brown ass apple red.”
	I opened my eyes to another blistering day, struggled out from under the stripped serape and stretched, yawned, all to shake off the reoccurring dream.  Yet it was not all that easy to let go, forget my dream.  It remained somewhere in my never land, that way I could snuggle and reclaim that dream and return to the mountains called the dragoon’s and join Cochise, or maybe even spend another night with Geronimo as his advisor, as I have done many other nights.
	Just last week I dreamed that it was l886, I was with Geronimo.  You remember he was the last great chief of the Chiricahua Apache.  When the dream ended, I was standing alone on the mountain top, my eagle feathers spread out from my face, which was covered with that paint of war.  I sounded the cry of death as I spread my arms and leaped into the unknown to give the greatest sacrifice of all.
	But, let me ask you, “Do you believe a warrior as great as Eagleheart could do less for his Apache brothers?”  Eagleheart would never be carried off to some Florida or Alabama prison like Geronimo and the other braves.  No never in a thousand years.  The answer is carved in the stones of the Dragoons. “Death before Dishonor.”  Wait that’s the Marine Corp Motto.
	Yet I tell you that I will fight the White eyes forever.  Men with names like Daniel Boone, Davey Crockett, or Custer, Harrison, Jackson, Miles, Reno, Saint Clair or Sheridan, Smith and so on and so forth, for I am Eagleheart, the spirit that travels the deserts and mountains of the past as a proud Native American defender.
	“Buckeye, you’re gonna’ miss the damned bus and I ain’t drivin’ ya’ to school damnit.  Now light a fire under it, boy and quit dreamin’ that damn nonsense.”
	“God, how I dislike that woman, almost as much as I hate my name ‘Buckeye’,” I whispered to myself, and turned to look at myself in the mirror.  It was an ugly face.  So many pot marks, I looked like a unpeeled potato that someone had taken a paring knife to remove the little eyes  “Buckeye” I repeated in a whisper.  I remember how I got tagged with that God awful name.  How in the hell could I forget, I was looking at the reason in the mirror.
	I guess I should start at the beginning, and that was at my birth, which was the reason for mom’s death.  I have nine brothers and five sisters.  Lot’s of the boys and some of the girls are dead now.  What’s left of the girls have left the Reservation.  Once a blue moon one of ‘em will call or send a post card from the city.  So, I’m the only one left on the ‘res’.
	I’m told that I weighed in at a hair less than fifteen pounds at birth and a shade leaf less than two feet long.  So, I guess ya’ know that would kill a woman, and it surely did.  People on the ‘res’ tell that my mom delivered all the other kids without a hitch, but the medicine man said hat my huge body tore her open like a battleship takin’ a torpedo in the underbelly.  They also tell that she bled profusely and died before our drunken father could be sobered up enough to drive her to the White Eyes Doctor off of the ‘res’.  No one blames our father, I guess because he’s dead and buried now too.  He did in his liver and then his liver reciprocated and did him in.  He’s buried up behind the shed next to the bluff by Mom, it looks over Dry Creek.
	Now as far as my name goes, “Buckeye.”  You see, I was not only two feet long when I was delivered, everybody thought I was blind in my left eye as well.  But I ain’t blind.  I’m what’s called cocked eye’d in my left eye.  At least that’s what folks here about call it.  Plus, when my second set of teeth came in early and extended outward from my lips and begun to grow apart, that’s where the ‘Buck’ come from.  So my buck teeth and cocked eyes got me the name “Buckeye”
	That sure ain’t my real name, its Billy Bent Feather I won’t try to explain our last name, who gives a shit anyway?  I don’t believe anybody on the ‘res’ has ever called me ‘Billy’ and they damned sure ain’t ever referred to me as Mister Bent Feather, either.  
	“Buckeye, I can see the bus comin’ down the draw.  Are you goin’ to make it or not?  I got me a fresh switch, just in case you miss it, okay?”
	I sped by her, doin’ somewhere in the neighborhood of ninety mikes per hour, snatched my brown paper bag, with two peanut butter sandwiches, and a couple of old man Snoon’s green apples and never looked back, without as much as a goodbye, have a nice day.  O! She takes care of me, that’s for sure the Indian Affairs office see’s to that.  Her name is Hansen, yep, you guessed it, and she’s a White Eyes.  How she got the job is what I can’t figure out, why she come here is anybody’s guess, I think she don’t like natives, that’s what I think, that it or leave it.
	She’s always bantering about with the willow branch, acting like she’s some kind of warrior, with a Comanche bull whip.  But the truth is, she ain’t laid it to me, and I know why; she’s afraid of me.  Everybody on the ‘res’ is afraid of me because of my face.  When I lose my tempter, my face is reason enough to get to runnin’ the other direction.  It’s not just my eye, buck teeth or ruddy complexion that puts the fear of God into these people, I’m only fourteen years old and stand sex feet four inches from the ground up in my bare feet.  About my feet, I wear a size sixteen shoe.  Ms Hansen says I should be wearin’ the boxes, instead of the shoes.  Kind of dumb, huh?
	So, you know I don’t look like much, but one thing you should know about me, is I ain’t stupid  I ain’t braggin’, I can tell you that I am the smartest kid that goes to  the reservation school.  I’m ion the Tenth grade and I have never got grade under an ‘A’ minus, and they were few and far apart.  Like the teacher says, like my teeth.  Old man row, he’s a smart ass, or thinks he is, like everybody else around here.  I know I’m ugly, anyone with eyes can see that, I don’t let it get under my skin, either.  It’s like I tell folks, there’s no tellin’ what I could do if I lost my temper,  I tower over everyone, including the teacher, Mr. Crow, I call him dancin’ Dick because he’s always scratching his balls when he stands there with his little wooden pointer pointing at the blackboard.
	I got one friend, his name or at least hat I call him is ‘Balloon’.  He tells me that I shouldn’t tease Dancin; Dick because he might have some sort of rare disease.  I told Balloon, “no kiddin’, he’s sufferin’ from rotten crotch.”   One day I left a can of jock powder on his desk, I thought it would help his disease.  I never told Balloon, because that little fat shit can’t be trusted.  He’s just weak, that’s all.  I mean when it comes to standin’ up for a guy.  He breaks down and folds his hand at the first sign of trouble.
	You know, it was like the time I was runnin’ a trap line on Dry Creek and snagged a skunk.  I thought it was really neat.  Oh! , sure it stunk to high heaven, but I always figured the black and white stripes on those nocturnal little rascals was beautiful.  So when I sprung the trap and found that he was playing possum on us, then fired off a round of his scent and it hit Balloon right between the eyes, and who couldn’t a kept from laughin’.  Balloon took to cryin’ and ran off with his tail between his legs, like a whipped dog, and screamin’ to high heaven as he disappeared up out of the draw.  He still says that I killed that skunk and tells me he ain’t ever goin’ to forgive me for that.  The truth is, the damned thing died on its own and I ain’t had a thing to do with it, and I swear on that before the spirit of Cochise.  I sure as hell wasn’t about to throw away a great hide like that skunks.  So like any other Indian warrior, I skinned it out, stretched on a home made rack and sun dried it.  When it was completely dry I made myself a hat.  Fact is I never had a lot of friends, but when I was wearin it, weren’t a soul that would come close to me.  In fact they’d cross the road if they seen me comin’ their direction.  It didn’t matter because I ain’t all that much of a chatty person anyway.  I never admitted it, but this time I may have crossed the line, because I hid it under Ms. Hansen’s mattress.  She fussed about a skunk outside her bedroom window for the longest time, then wouldn’t ya’ know it, Balloon gave me up.  When he did, I took to sleepin’ out in the hen coup for a few nights.  When I didn’t come into the house the old woman got scarred, but her threats about the willow branch remained just that, a promise of what would happen if I ever put anything under her mattress again.  
This is a good time to explain about Balloon and how it was we come to be friends.  You see, in the beginning’ everybody thought that Balloon was a descendant of Moses. You, can’t imagine how many stories was bein’ spread around the ‘res’ some were sayin’ Balloon had come back to save his people.
	When he was a new born, some folks found him bundled up in a wicker basket down on the bank of Dry Creek, behind the general store. Right away the Jehovah Witnesses took to telling everybody that Balloon was a special baby, a descendant of Moses, the way he was found in a wicker basket and on a river bank.  That story spread like a fire in desert brush.  
He was a lean kid, until he was about six years old.  Then he caught some sort of thyroid condition and began to put on the poundage.  The tribal doctor treated him with all sorts of his secret herbs, tryin’ to stop him from gainin’ anymore weight.  Nothing helped and by his eighth birthday he stood four feet and weighed in at over a hundred and seventy pounds.
	Folks put any rumor of him being descended from Moses,  and gave him a new name, which he carries to this day.  “Balloon”
	Balloon and me come together by the way we looked.  People often referred to us as The Long and Short one’s. You know that really pissed me off, so I got a book to read up on cults from Haiti, and Haitian Witchcraft, so I could learn how to make them little dolls and stick straight pins into the coverings.  I don’t believe I ever really got the hang of it, at least if I did no one died that I know of.
	In the end, Balloon, was Balloon, the short fat one, and I was the tall ugly one with a cocked eye and buck teeth.  It’s true what they say, we are an odd couple.
	I remember one day, Balloon and I went down to the creek to do a little fishing.  That’s rare, because it’s not often that Dry Creek has any water, it’s only after the spring run off that there is enough flow to fish.  I’ll go to hell if trout don’t come down from the mountains then, how, you tell me, I can’t figure it out.  The medicine man says they come out of the clouds to feed the Red man.  I ain’t buyin’ that, if anything, the must swim up stream from somewhere below.  You know Medicine Men; they’ve always wanted to put a mystical bunch of crap on everything.  I suppose because there’s not much that happens on the ‘res’
	Anyway, Balloon and I was baiting our hooks and the sun was behind us.  Our shadows and feathers were reflected in a small calm pool of back water.  It was surrounded by volcanic rock.  I looked at our reflections in the water and whispered;
	“Damn,”  “What’s the problem,” he asked as he jumped back, thinking I seen a rattler in the rocks.  You know I don’t remember telling him, that it was our images on the still water that shocked me.  We were a frightful pair, those reflections were scary, and no one will deny that, not even me.
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 CHAPTER TWO
                                                            JUST IN TIME

	Everyone knows how damned lean it is around the ‘res’.  No one’s got a job, or at least damned few have one.  This brings me back to my family.  It’s like I said, I did have nine brothers and five sisters, so counting me there were fifteen children born to Donna Ben Feather over a period of twenty years.  Since she died delivering me, I can’t tell you much about here, other than she was a fertile woman.  Common sense would tell you that much.  My dad, he was a professional drinker, he drank up our Indian money every month, and we were dead broke by first weeks end.
	He died and left his legacy of alcoholism to his kids.  Within ten years of his death, six of my brothers had either succumbed to the liquor bottle or committed suicide.  Two by hangin’, two by head shots, and two from cirrhosis of the liver, which is an ailment fold on the ‘res’ consider a contagious disease, they say it’s in our genes.
	Of my five sisters’ three left the ‘res’, never to return, and rarely write.  That leaves two, one I call Mary Many Cows, because of her humongous tits, and the other one, and I call Silly of the Lilly’s because she’s a bubble off level in all directions.
	Yet, both got lucky and snagged a husband.  I don’t know why you could call it anything but “luck”.  Maybe it was a flip of the coin.
	I was telling you how destitute we are for work around here.  Theirs is no industry, that’s the main reason so many chiefs go down into the flames of alcoholism.
	I finished high school at the top of my class, graduated with honors.  Balloon, on the other hand barely squeezed out a certificate, as one of the lowest achievers, ever.
	It was June, the tourists were on the highways and it was time to throw rocks at the passing cars, from our hidden vantage points behind the big boulders along the road.  Some folks stopped and chased after us.  In fact one guy actually caught us.  But when he seen the chicken feathers I had dyed brown sticking up from behind my head, he turned tail and lit out like a wounded deer back to his vehicle and sped off, never looking back.  Only his rubber on the highway told that he had been there.
	I was six feet six inches now, so you can imagine what a person would think when they came up on me with my one cocked eye and buck teeth, it scared the shit out of everyone.  That fake chicken feather helped too.
	In reality I’m a quiet sort of guy who like most teenagers, like a little excitement.  The only excitement around these parts is throwing rocks at the tourist’s cars.  Or kids jumping back and forth on the Shell Oil tanks on the ‘res’.  There about fifty feet tall from the ground up and spaced about 6 feet apart.  I was always pretty good at jumping across because of my long legs.  In fact, I believe I could’ve
Stepped across from one to the other just as easy.  Then one day Sammy Three Fingers fell and hit his head, right then I decided, well me and Balloon decided it wasn’t all that exciting anymore.  Now Sammy walks around dragging one leg, and one of his arms hangs limp at his side.  Plus he doesn’t talk all that well anymore either.    Kids are downright cruel, the only way Sammy can keep a friend, is if he let’s them stick a pin into his paralyzed arm.  If I see it I kick the shit out of ‘em, you can count on that.
	So if you don’t like the free movies, they show on the old screen, there sure ain’t a hell of lot a fella ‘can do on a Saturday night on the ‘res’.
	The first summer after graduation went slow for me, and Balloon too.  There was talk of a film crew coming to the ‘res’ to shoot a film.  I had an interview for a part in it, but they never came, and Balloon, was happy about that, he tried not to show it, but he was jealous.  I don’t know why, he ain’t no chief, brave, hell he ain’t even an Indian.  His skin is as white as white gets, brown hair, with a colic sticking straight out from the side of his head, strange, right?
	We were both eighteen years old, when we made the decision to leave the ‘res’ and head into Santa Fe, to find a job.  We were both penniless.  We left with the cloths on our backs, two peanut butter sandwiches, and a bag of apples we stole from old man snoot crabapple tree.  Those apples are sour to the taste, even when they are ripe; every bite causes a body to pucker up.
	I would be lying if I told you I wasn’t nervous.  No matter what I told myself, I couldn’t bolster my spirits.  When we got to the highway leading into the city, we were sucking up dust, grit and diesel fuel left behind by the big rigs.
	O! Damn sure I watch their faces as the sped by, car after car, trying to look off in the other direction, pointing out the window, to hide their embarrassment.  I’d bet a dollar to a doughnut, I knew what they were saying to one another.  “Hey Doris, look, a jack rabbit.”  I put a hex on their cars and trucks as they passed us by, hour after hours, all day long.
	I can’t say that Balloon, and I looked all that inviting out there on the highway, bandana’s wrapped around our foreheads.
	A couple of hours into the hitch hiking ordeal, I began to imagine, things like death, could we die out here on the highway, in front of all of these tourists looking on?
	Balloon, looked at me, all frizzled up, “You I think we might have walked too far, Buckeye, I’m really thirsty?”  I just looked at him sitting there on the highway all balled up.  He reminded me of a tumble weed getting ready to blow across the desert,
	The heat was rising up from the asphalt; you’d think that if you waded far enough, you could just dive into water and take a nice cool swim.  “Mirage” I blurted out, they ain’t about to fool this Indian.
	“Come on Buckeye, I know you got a bottle a’ water, give me a drink.”  The little fat ass must have seen me fill the coke bottle at the house before we left.  “Okay, take a drink, but take it easy, Balloon, that’s all the water there is between here and Santa Fe.”  I couldn’t believe my eyes, the little fat ass, drank the entire bottle in two gulps.  I screamed, and brought my size sixteen full bore into his butt.  The bottle flew and before either of us could do anything about it, it rolled end over and end and exploded in a million small pieces.  Now glistening diamonds against the hot asphalt, the final drops sucked into the thirsty highway.
	“I’m gonna’ kill you Balloon, and bury you right out here in the desert sand.   No one is ever going to know what happened to you.”
	“Please” he pleaded and took off running for the strands of barbed wire that ran along the highway.   I stopped the chase when I looked down and seen a baseball cap lying along the highway.  It was bright yellow and looked new.  Written across the dome was the word ‘PETERBUILT.”
	The moment I seen the hat, I forgot Balloon and my anger and picked up the cap, inspected it inside and out.  It was brand new as far as I could see.  I was hot, my body stunk, I was traveling with a fat false prophet that had sucked down every drop of my bottle of water without thinking of me or my needs yet I was happy.  Why would a man under these circumstances be happy?
	I’ll tell you why, I was twenty years old and I had never had a new cap.  I pulled off my bandana and drew back my thick long black hair and slid the hat onto my head.  “Magic” I said aloud, I felt reborn.
	“That’s sure a nice cap, Buckeye, can I try it on?”  “No, you little weasel, you can’t even touch this cap, and do you understand me?  If I ever see you with this cap on your head or in your hands, I will choke the life out of your body.  Never ever touch this cap Balloon.”
	“Okay, okay, I won’t ever touch your cap.  It looks good on you Buckeye.  How do you figure it came to be on the highway, anyway?  Balloon wondered.
	“It blew off of a truck driver’s head, that’s how, but it’s mine now.  You understand Balloon, it’s mine now?”
	“Hey, Buckeye, you look like a truck driver. I mean it.  You look just like a truck driver with that cap on.  Maybe if we get back up there on the highway, some eighteen wheeler will see you and stop for us.  You know, maybe they’ll think you’re a truck driver too.”
	“Yeah, maybe, that makes sense, doesn’t it?”  I answered and began to climb back up onto the highway, to see if he was right.  Within five minutes here comes a big rig snortin’ at us full speed towards Santa Fe.  Our thumbs went out, and we could hear his air brakes from a block away, he came to a stop on the shoulder and bid us to get in.  Being that I’m so tall, rightfully I should have got the window seat, but everything happened so damned fast, Balloon, got it and I was stuck in the middle.
	It was God awful hot, the driver had the windows rolled up and the air conditioner cranked on high.  Beads of sweat were forming over my cocked eye, I must have looked a mess, because the driver looked at my face and was either scared or he pitied me.
	I smiled, allowing my teeth to lead the conversation, “Howdy, headin’ for Santa Fe” I said nonchalantly.  The air bled off of the brakes, and the truck slowly gathered momentum as the driver up shifted, turned to us, well me I guess and said.  “Damn, you sure got a sour smell to ya’ son” he hesitated then continued, “Son of a bitch, you boys are down right foul.”  The truck slowed, and he continued as he eased over onto the siding.  If you’re figurin’ on getting’ to Santa Fe, you boys are gonna’ have to ride in the back of the truck with the cattle.  ‘Cause I damn sure ain’t about to smell you boys all the way into the city stinkin’ up my cab.  The truck’s air brakes sounded, and slowed to a stop.
	“ Climb into the rear, if you want, them cows back there might can stand ya’ ‘cause I damn sure can’t,  I’m warnin’ ya both, stay clear a them critters horns, they’re long horns, and they snag ya’ in a beat of the heart.
	There was only a minute to climb in back there and close the damn gate before he closed the gate and the truck began to roll down the highway.  The driver wasn’t lying, those long horns, weren’t all that happy about visitors comin’ on board.  I figure they knew they were headin’ for slaughter and this might be an opportunity to get even with humans.  It was worse for Balloon, because he was so damned short, and was almost under foot, it was all he could do to crawl under, over and around them critter’s without getting’ horned or stepped on.  To save ourselves we decided to climb up the slats on the wall of the trailer, and get above the cattle.  I climbed quick enough, but Balloon, almost got stuck in the ass by the meanest of mean long horns, It was a crucial minute, take that to the bank, but he made it just by the hair on his ass.
	Maaaa, maaaa.  They bellowed, you could tell they were pissed, they were pushin’ squishin’, and gettin’ up as close as they could.  We were hangin’ high up on the slats like a couple of bats or chimpanzees, held captive by circumstance.
	“Ya’ think there’re pissed off, Buckeye, on account’ of the way we smell?”
	“Shut up, Balloon, them damn cows smell worse than we do>”
	“Think so?”  Balloon questioned
	It was a two and half hour ride into Santa Fe’s Stock Yards, and finally released from the cattle truck, a ride that we weren’t about to forget.
	As hungry and thirsty as we were, it wasn’t life threatening, and you might say we had a decent day ahead of us.  We met Mr. Bouveiu, he owned the stockyards and was looking for two men to off load material that was in a box car along the siding near there.   We were in the right place at the right time, and ready to work off loading the used bricks, millions of them, as they say “ass deep to nine foot Indian





CHAPTER THREE
SEE WHAT THE MORNING BRINGS

	Mister Bouvieu decided to wait until the next morning before taking us to the rail yard siding, where the boxcar was waiting to be off-loaded.  Also to explain what and how we were to conduct our job unloading the used bricks.
	“Now you boy’s” he began, “look like you can handle unloading these bricks.”  Then he unlocked the big brass padlock securing the bricks behind the massive sliding door.  When the door was fully opened we could see inside of the sixty or so foot of box car loaded from end to end with used bricks.
	“Buildin me a new place on the outskirts overlooking town.  What I need you boys to do is off load these bricks onto them pallets over there.  Think you fella’s can handle that little chore?”
	I looked down at Balloon, for some reason I felt helpless, alone, how could Balloon lift so many damned bricks.  I turned and looked at Mister Bouveiu, and asked;
	“One brick at a time is that what you talkin’ about sir>”  
	“Hell no, not one brick at a time, I got a six brick cinch layin’ up there on top of the bricks, climb up there and I’ll show ya’ how it works.” He suggested
	I climbed up on top of the stack of used bricks, using my Indian sure footedness, finding little indentations in the bricks to squeeze my fingers and toes into.  Then crawling on my belly like a damned reptile, I leaned out over the bricks and asked, “Hey Mister<” taking the cinch in hand, asked “is this what you’re talkin’ about?”
	“Exactly, now look, just slide the two clamps down over the side of six bricks and lift up, see there how it works, it closes on the bricks.  Go ahead try it see what happens son?”
	I followed his instructions and lifted up on the lever, both sides moved inward, closing against the bricks, securing them in place, simple enough, I thought.
	“That’s fine, now just hand it on down to me.”  He ordered
	I leaned out as far as I could without falling and lowered the metal harness that bracketed the bricks.  Mister Bouveiu reached up and took the handle from me and as slick as snot sat on the half filled pallet.
	“By God, I do believe you boys can do a decent job for me.”
	“What’s the pay?”  Balloon blurted out
	Mister Bouveiu, smiled and replied, “A penny a brick son, there’s damn sure a lot of pennies in this here box car and the one parked behind it.  You boys can make a small fortune off loading these box cars for me.  Of course, you both understand that I charge for broken bricks, just in case you might drop some and they’re damaged.”
	“How much you charge for broken bricks sir?”  Balloon questioned
	“Ten cents a piece son, and that’s damn sure a fair price, I mean considering what I had to pay for ‘em.”  He waited a few seconds and let that settle in with us, then continued.  “That’s not even figurin’ what it’s costin’ me to keep these cars here on the sidin’.”
	“Where’s the fella’s that ya’ had off loadin’ these bricks Mister?”
	“What?”   Mister Bouvieu, seemed shocked that Balloon would ask the question
	“Ya’ got a pallet here half filled with bricks, who put ‘em there for ya’ sir?”  Balloon continued question.
	“Oh! sure just a couple of lazy son’s a bitches that didn’t know their asses from a hole in  the ground.”
	I looked around on the top of the pile to see how many had been removed, all I could see was a small pile, then I looked at the rest of the box car, the bricks were endless in both directions.
	Balloon was still questioning Mister Bouvieu, “How come they didn’t load these bricks when they were already on the pallet’s before they put ‘em in the box cars, it sure would have been a damn site easier, if they’d a done it that way sir?”
	“Because the pallet company was out on strike, and if they would have pit ‘em on pallets, you boys wouldn’t be off loadin’ for me, now would ya’?”  Mister Bouvieu paused then asked Balloon, “so what’s it gona’ be son, you want the job or not?”
	“We’ll take it sir. We ain’t eaten nothin’ but a peanut butter sandwich since we left the reservation yesterday.”  I squealed, my voice pitching into a need for food. He turned his attention from Balloon and looked up, “You want the job?”
	“Yes sir, but could we get an advance so we can eat before we get started.” My pleading eyes told the story, better than my words.
	“Tell ya’ what boys, here’s what I’m gonna’ do for ya, you go ahead and get started here,  I run down to the hamburger stand and pick up a couple of burgers and fries, and a coke.  That should hold ya’ ‘til noon.  Then I can take a better look at how you’re doin’ how’s that sound?”
	“How long ya’ think that’ll take Mister Bouvieu.”  Balloon asked, rather sheepishly
	“I, ‘spect that depends on whether you boys want them burger’s rare or well done, and when I get started.  Now do we have a deal here or not?”
“Yes sir,” I answered and shot Balloon one of my menacing faces, he shook his head yes, confirming the deal.
	Mister Bouvieu was turning his car around to leave as the first of his bricks came crashing down of Balloon’s head.  “Damn it” he screamed, as if it was my fault.
	“Hey asshole you can’t put your hand under the thing because that releases the clamps.”
	“I know that now Buckeye; it was my head t hey came down on, wasn’t it?”
	By the time Mister Bouvieu returned we owed him sixty bricks, which worked out to, we owed him six dollars for sixty damaged bricks.  That didn’t take into consideration Mister Bouvieu would seize on the opportunity of reviewing any other’s that he deemed chipped, it wasn’t working out for us financially for Mister Bouvieu or us.  I being heavy in calculations determined that if things didn’t take a change for the better, by the end of the day we would owe him more that he owed us.
	We ate the burgers, drank the coke, and decided to send Balloon up on top of the pile to be the passer down guy.  It appeared to flow a little better for the remainder of the morning, we had made up half of our losses by noon, now we only owed Mister Boulieu, three dollars.  It became a twelve hour day, finally when we sat down on the edge of the box car, we had successfully unloaded three pallets of uninjured bricks and Mister Boulieu seemed happy with our progress.  So, when we tallied up our wages, after deducting the hamburgers, fries, and coke, we had earned twelve dollars and seventy five. Cents a piece.  Three pallets contained exactly 4,800 bricks each.  If you times that by three you get 14,400 bricks, at a penny a piece you arrive at one hundred and forty four dollars [$144, 00].  Now as Mister Boulieu explained things.  You first deduct the broken bricks which he estimated to be one and a half of the total ricks unloaded, that reduced our days wages by half, meaning that we seventy two dollars [$72,00],  Next, he deducted the meals, which added up to seven dollars each {$7.00], that took away another fifteen dollars, [$l5.00].  Bringing the total gross earning to fifty three dollars {53.00].  Next, he charged us one dollar {1.00] a piece each way for our ride to and from the rail site.  That’s another four dollar [$4.00] deduction, and now we have total gross earnings of twenty five dollars [$25, 00] a piece.  We had also agreed to a charge of twenty two fifty [$22.50] for both of us as rent for the dingy room.  Leaving twelve fifty [$12.50] a piece.  Or a little over a dollar an hour for busting our asses for twelve long, hot, miserable hours.
	“How long ya’ figure before he picks us up Buckeye?”
	“Now how in the hell would I know the answer to that question Balloon he said before dark, didn’t he?”
	“Yeah, that’s what he said, and it’s been over two hours since it got dark.”
	“He’ll be along, he left a jug of water, didn’t he, we ain’t gonna’ die a’ thirst Balloon.”
	“I’m hungry>”  “Shut up, so am I, but that ain’t gonna’ get his ass here any sooner Balloon.”
	I jumped down from our little three by three spaces we had emptied so far, picked up a stick and asked, “You know how long this box car is Balloon?”
	“No, why ya’ askin’ pretty long though.”
	I stepped it off, “The way I figure it Balloon, is it’s about sixty feet and twelve feet wide, and floor to ceiling about ten feet, give or take a foot.””So, what’s that mean Buckeye?”
	I took my stick and began to scribble in the sand.  “Well, let’s see, if it’s twelve by sixty and ten feet high,” He interrupted me.
	So, what are ya’ getting at Buckeye?”  He asked
	“I’m getting’ at how many cubic feet are in this box car, and how many bricks are in a cubic foot, that’s what I’m gettin’at dummy.”
	“So, how many are in here, anyway?”
	“It adds up to 7,200 cubic feet.” I answered, and watched him try and count the stars with his thumb
	“So what’s it add up to Buckeye?”
	“Dip shit, it adds up to ninety bricks to a cubic foot, which mean’s we’ll die here unloading this damned box car, let alone the next one.  That’s what it means.”
	That took his attention from his star count, “Buckeye, Mister Bouvieu said he ain’t gonna’ pay us ‘til we get the box car unloaded.”
	“You idiot, he’s got us working here for nothing.  I say we quit.”  I turned threw the stick into the box car.
	“What does that mean; we worked all day for nothing Buckeye?”
	“Not if I threaten him when he gets here Balloon, you can be damn sure he’s goon pay us, of course I hadn’t worked out Mister Bouvieu’s calculations from his perspective at that point, it was all a matter of who’s the bully here.  I show him my face and he’ll melt like a frosty day in sunshine.
“So, ya’ think he’ let us stay at the motel tonight Buckeye?”
	“Who gives a rat’s ass?  We can stay anywhere we want when he pays us Balloon.”
	Balloon, did not have time to comment, at that moment Mister Bouvieu’s head lights jumped up and down over the rail road tracks announcing his late arrival.  Balloon, jumped from his perch on the edge of the box car to greet his soon to be ex-employer.  He was in a sad shape of affairs, his hands were blistered, and the crotch of his pants was torn out exposing his shorts.  I wasn’t much better, but was ready to stand my ground against the tyrant.
	The cloud of dust escaped into the night sky, and we heard Mister Bouvieu’s voice calling out.
	“You boys okay, sorry a little late, come on get in.”  He hesitated while we got in his pick up, before continuing.  “I’ll get you boys to the motel so you can wash up, there’s a café down the street, you can get your selves something to eat before you crash, tomorrow is another day, got to keep working, don’t we boys?”
	He circled and headed for the tracks.  “You boys are quiet, long day, a good day’s work ain’t never killed a body, has it?”   His question was directed to both of us.
	Balloon, sat in the middle, he looked down, and mumbled “We quit, Mister Bouie.”
	Mister Bouvieu turned his attention from the road and looked squarely at Balloon and asked,
	“What’d you say son?”
	“We quit, we want our money, that’s what I said?”
	“You quit, you quit,” he repeated, and continued, “you boys ain’t got nothin’ comin’ remember that was the deal we struck, and you ain’t goin’ back on the deal are ya’?”
	The hairs on my neck come to attention. “Screw the deal Mister, we worked all day, twelve hours, waited three more for you to come and pick us up, we want our money, that’s the end of the story.”
	He made his mistake by looking over at me, I’m pretty damned crazy looking when I’m pissed, and I was defiantly pissed.  His face showed it, he was panic stricken and stopped the truck on the main drag.   
The traffic was heavy other motorist were sounding the horns at him.  He asked, “You threatening me son?”
	“You bet your sweet ass I am Mister, we want our money before we get out of this damned truck, and you understand me Mister Bouvieu
	“Get out of this truck, nobody threatens a Bouvieu.”  He reached across the seat and opened the door.  I took the opportunity of givin’ him a little assist, and he found himself sittin’ on the sidewalk.
	“I looked down at him sittin’ there, he looked so small and pitiful, and he reminded me of a huntin’ dog wit his ear’s hangin’s down.
	“We ain’t getting out ‘til were paid Mister.”
	He broke weak, considerin’ the situation he was in and said in whipped dog voice.
	“Okay, I’ll give you twenty dollars, I don’t want any trouble.” He said as he squirmed to his feet.
	He never waited for a reply he all but threw a double sawbuck at us and said,
	“Tomorrow after I check the bricks we can settle up, fair enough.”  Now get out before I call the cops.”
	I took the twenty, and jumped out Balloon following.  “Tomorrow then, you son of a bitch, or you’ll find out what scalpin’ means, you white eyed bastard.”
	Mister Bouvieu, didn’t hear most of my promises, he had already said his goodbyes and was in the wind.
	The railroad tracks ran parallel with the sidewalk; we slid through the tall grass and walked along the tracks towards the city lights.
	“You shouldn’t yelled, at him Buckeye.”  Balloon said giving his opinion, then continued, you don’t know what a guy like that’ll do Buckeye, he ain’t happy, I can tell ya’ that for sure.”
	“I suppose you think I should’ve let that bushwhacker just beat us out of our wages, is that what you think Balloon?”
	“No, that ain’t what I think, but you shouldn’t scare people with the cocked eye either, that’s all I was sayin’.”
	“Screw you and what you think about my cocked eye Balloon, you’re just white eyes.”  
	“Shut up Buckeye” He shouted at me and dropped back twenty paces behind.
	Our attention was diverted from Mister Bouvieu, to the two squad cars rapidly approaching with sirens and lights flashing, the sped right past us and continued a couple of blocks and made U turns and returned to the place where Mister Bouvieu had evicted us from his truck. I fell onto all fours and continued to keep a watch on the cops.  Balloon came slithering up from behind on his belly like a pregnant walrus.
	Balloon, whispered “Buckeye the bastard called the cops on us, I’ll bet he don’t want to settle up tomorrow either, ya think.”
“Come on follow me.”  I said in a low voice, because sounds carry at night, and I damned sure didn’t them cops to learn our position.  There were oil storage tanks about fifty feet down the tracks.  “Balloon, we’ll climb those tanks and wait, okay?”
	Once on top we could see their flashlights swingin’ up and down the tracks, never once looking up, thank God.  We could hear what they were sayin’ clear as a bell.
	“Could be anywhere Mister Bouvieu, never know about crazies like that, you’re lucky to be alive, that’s the good part of this sir.”
	Another cop tuned in, “Yeah, they might have caught a ride, for all that we know, back to the ‘res’.
	“Damned Indians, anyway, sorry I took ‘em on, I knew they was trouble, ‘specially the big one, he was God awful ugly, can’t believe anybody would pick ‘em up, and at night too.”
	“That was Bouvieu; I’d know that voice anywhere.”  I mumbled 
	“You say he’s over seven feet tall, shouldn’t be hard to spot then, right Joe?”
	They were leaving the rail road tracks, heading back to the squad cars, the last thing we could hear was;  We’ll keep an eye peeled for ‘em sir, count on that.”  And they were gone.
	“Buckeye, did you hear what Bouvieu said about your skinnin’ knife they think you’re armed and dangerous now.”
	“Shut your hole, I didn’t hear any of that Balloon.”
	“I did, they’re out to get ya’ Buckeye.”
	“Not me asshole, us, were together, remember>”
	“Buckeye, ya think we otta climb down and make a bee line back to the ‘res’?”
	Ya’ know what Balloon, I think somebody dropped you on your head, were gonna sleep here tonight under the stars, and at first light we’ll see what the mornin’ brings, okay, now go to sleep>”


CHAPTER FOUR
   			          FORT LARAMIE 1854

	It was a damned lucky thing the Balloon, saw me tossin’ and turnin’ and tied my ankles off with his belt to the ladder.  If he hadn’t of done that, I would have been a lot shorter after the fall.
	The stars were alive in the sky we both laid there for the longest time speculating about the universe.  He was still talkin’ when I fell into the deepest of sleeps, you know what that means,” I dream, and  bein’ on the top of  the oil tanks fifty feet up, wasn’t a good place to dream.
	The dream began as I powwowed with many other braves and Chief Little Crow.  He was tellin’ us that we had to kill many White Eyes that night.  The moonless night covered with dark rolling clouds could have offered not better opportunity.  The plan was to lay siege to Fort Laramie, in Wyoming Territory.  We had been attacking in and around the nearby Army Posts for several months without much success.  You must understand, Little Crow was a warrior, and Sittin’ Bull and Crazy Horse, was not about to pull in his reigns .
	The night was closin’ on us fast, we had to make our move so we would have the advantage of surprise.
	The year was eighteen sixty two {l862.  Little Crow was had become a great Sioux warrior, and with me “Eagleheart” at his side was an inspiration to the other braves.  We led the war party north to the land of the White Eyes, a land we had named, Minnesota.  Before that night had ended we had massacred hundreds of settlers in a place the White Eyes, called New Ulm.  Now we were retreatin’, we were being chased and cut down by the U.S. Calvary.  Little was captured, but not me, not Eagleheart. I escaped their trap and joined Red Cloud and many other strong chief’s were preparing to run the White Eyes out of Sioux territory.
	By 4:00 A.M. I was back at Fort Laramie watching  the signing by the Sioux agreeing to live on the reservation.  Not me, never.  By 4:30 A.M., I was seated with Sittin’ Bull and Crazy Horse, the year was 1874.  Gold had been discovered by the White Eyes in the Black Hills in the land of the Dakota’s. Miner’s poured into our land and disregarding our territorial rights and violating the treaties.  Skirmishes were breaking out and the U>S> Calvary ordered all of the Sioux Nation back onto the reservations.  It was after the powwow with the White Man, that Sittin’ Bull and Crazy Horse declared to the braves “We are an island of Indians in a lake of White eyes .  The White Man wants war with the Sioux Nation, then we shall give them war.”  It was the bravest of all the braves, was me, “Eagleheart” and I cried out over the flames of our destiny “Kill the White Man, if you see him, kill him” this became our cry of battle.
	The dream ended, I was hanging upside down from the top rung of the ladder, attached by one angle.
	“Help me Balloon, Ahhhh, please help me, I’m fallen’.  I screamed for what seemed to be an eternity, “help me please.
	“Holy shit’s on fire, Buckeye, lucky I strung ya’ up by the ankle buddy.  Hang on, I’ll help ya’ pull yourself back up.  Ya’ look like a bat hangin’ there buckeye.  Damn lucky I decided to tie ya’ off to the ladder, or you’d be a flying’ bat, wouldn’t ya’?”
	I squirmed as little as possible, “Look Balloon, there’s no tellin’ how long your belt is goin’ to hold, ya’ gotta’ climb down below and push, got it?”
	“What, you crazy Buckeye, that belt gives and we both go down.  I ain’t givin’ ya’ my hand either, big as ya’ are you’d pull me down with ya, know, ‘afraid you’re gonna have to go this one alone.  What ya’ need to do, Buckeye, is get ya’ a good hold a one of them ladder rungs and I’ll cut the belt and well ya’ see what I’m getting at right?”
	“You wimp, you little wimp, I should a kilt’ ya’ out there in desert and buried ya’ in the sand.”
	“Now, buckeye, if’n you’d  done that, who’d a tied ya off on the top of this oil tank.  No, just take a good hold of one of those rungs and I’ll cut ya’ loose.”
	“Wait, for God’s sakes, I ain’t ready, you’re gonna kill me Balloon?”  He was cutting the belt with my skinnin’ knife, and it was sharp, real sharp, before I could tell him to wait a little longer the belt gave way and my feet fell by me a hundred miles an hour, but I had a death grip on one of those rungs and hung on for life.
	I climbed up, thrilled to be alive, “Okay, you were right, I’m sorry I yelled at ya’.”  Perspiration, clung to my body, my clothes were wet to the skin, a wind was kicking up and shivers ran up and down my body like rat’s chasin’ cheese.
	That upside down, hangin’ by my ankle ended any hope of more sleep.  Plus the fear that I might fall of the tank, dreamin’ about my past life was scary too.  My nerves were a jumbled mess.  Comin’ up out of a dream like that, I mean jumpin’ from one century to the next, fightin’ against General Crook at the battle of Rosebud is southern Montana and awakening from the downward fall off a Shell Oil tank, was no than I was ready to endure, especially, thinkin’ about Mister Bouvieu, and what could be waitin’ for us come mornin’.
	“Balloon!” I said layin’ lookin’ up at the universe. “Ya know what, you saved my life, what made ya think to tie off my ankle to the ladder?”
	I figured you was dreamin’ them Indian stories, and you was  tossing and turnin’ so when you got to close to the side of the tank, I just took my belt and tied ya’ off.”
	“That was a real small\rt move Balloon, ya’ ya’ know what?”
	“What?” he questioned, turning onto his side to face me.
	“I ‘ promise I ain’t ever in my life gonna’ call ya any more names, I swear to it on my Indian ancestors, okay?”
	“Thanks, Buckeye, that’s thoughtful of ya’.  But, I was also thinkin’ to myself, that if ya’ fell off of the tank and died, I’d have to face Mister Bouie alone come Morning.”
	“You little……….”
	“Don’t say it Buckeye, you said…..”







CHAPTER FIVE
  			       PRISON, LIFE GONE BAD

We stayed in the shadows, as we made our way down the tracks, hidin’ from the street traffic.  Using’ the rail cars  on the sidings every time we could. The Sun finally peeked up from behind the mountains behind us and made long shadows on the rail road ties.  City buildings were becomin’ larger, but foot traffic had not yet begun to move.  We seen a park on the other side of the street, and beckoned us, “Come”.  In the center of the part was a small lake or large pond.  Ducks or Mallards were swimming, lookin’ for a hand out from some homeless folks.  I thought they looked like wild birds, but, they must have just settled down in the middle of town.
	We sat down on a bench, and both of us fell asleep.  The warm Sun penetrating our backs and only the occasional hiking of an irate motorist woke us.  We felt save there, homeless folks mingling with one an other, made everything seem alright and try and make it back to the ‘res’n began to complain about being hungry, 
	“I’m starving’ to death Buckeye, I need food.  I figured he’d seen the Jack In The Box, across the street when we came into the park, it was closed then, but it was open now, and he was winnin’.  The other homeless people were beginnin’ to listen to his complaints.  But,. I foot a foot down and told him that we weren’t gonna give up our position it wasn’t safe to be movin’ around.  So I stood up and invoked my size over him sitting on the park bench.
	“Balloon, you’re gonna get us caught by the damn cops, with that fat belly of yours.” I said it and I meant it.  I had a plan, and by God we were gonna’ follow it come hell or high water.   It was simple enough, we would separate and try and make it back to the ‘res’ .  I knew the law dogs were gonna’ be on the look out for us.  I mean go figure, a short fat kid and a big tall Indian together, we’d be meat for fodder travelin’ together.  Separating we would throw them off of our trail.  Plus, cops ate at those fast food joints, we’d be most likely be seen eatin’ there.  There was another café, named “Bob’s”, but it was too risky, a big hamburger sounded good, but it was a matter of life or death, I chose life.
	The pan was to go to the First National Bank of New Mexico, change the twenty dollar bill for two tens and split the money.  We knew the bank wouldn’t open until ten [10 A.M.] .  I decided to take the opportunity to get a little more sleep, while Balloon, talked to the ducks.  
	Within minutes I was revisiting my past with Eagleheart.  I was on the war path somewhere eastern Montana, General Custer was surrounded and I was heaping misery on his soldiers.  It was Balloon’s duck calls that brought me back to the present.  He had plucked a piece of swamp grass and made himself a duck call.  He found that if he placed the reed between his lip and blew it made a squeaking noise, one that pissed the duck’ and me both off.  He saw that his attempts t call the ducks had awakened me.
	“Hey Buckeye, it’s ten o’clock, I just asked a guy, he had a watch, so I asked him what time it was, and he said ten o’clock .”
	“Okay, okay, so it’s ten o’clock.  You wait here, I’ll go down the street to the bank and cash the twenty, I’ll be right back, now wait here, don’t go anywhere, do you understand what I’m tellin’ ya’ Balloon, do ya’?”
	“Yep, ya’ want me to wait right here, don’t go no where, wait right here, right?”
	“Fine stay right here.”  I replied, and headed across the park towards the First national Bank of New Mexico to split the twenty dollar bill.
	“Okay, Buckeye, but hurry up, I’m tellin’ ya, I need food! Bad, real bad>”  He screamed after me as I high tailed it across the grass, readin’ the little sign that said KEEP OFF OF THE GRASS, newly seeded	“Take a drink of water from the fountain you’ll make it just fine.”  I called back to him and was gone..
	I kept the twenty in my pocket when I went into the bank.  I looked around, there was an armed guard just inside the door, and he looked me curiously and nodded without a greeting.    All I was concerned about was splitting the money, Balloon, get’s his and I get mine and we separate and get our asses back to the ‘res’.  
	There was a lot of different lines, customers waiting, fidgeting with their kids, young women, old women, some in street clothes others in business suit. I got in one, but it was too long, so I changed to the shortest line,  all suits, if you know what I mean.  I was almost to the front of the line and I see a sign, COMMERCIAL ACCOUNTS ONLY,
	“Dam nit” I said in much to loud of voice, people turned and starred me down, so I jumped back into the longer line, in front of a fat lady, who had got into the line when I left for the shorter line.
	“Oh! No you don’t you got out of line, I’m next she yells so loud everybody could hear.”
	I yelled back, “Hold up here……” she cut me off,
	“He’s robbing the bank!!!!!.”
	The guard moved so fast, I didn’t even see him coming from behind me.  
	“On your belly, now, or I will blow your head off>”
	I tried to tell him I was just trying to break a twenty dollar bill.  But the alarm had already been sounded, sirens, could be heard from every direction.  I was screwed , I was dirty, smelly, my cocked eye, bucked teeth, and height all played a part of the situation.
	Cops, ran into the bank and everyone in there was tellin’ ‘em, “He tried to rob the bank, that lady over there, caught him.”  
	The place was a buzz,  within minutes the F.B.I. was swarming like bee’s to honey.  I was hand cuffed, and hauled off to the Untied States Federal Court House and placed into a holding cell.  I could hear the guards talkin’ to one another, 
	“Hey Roy, did anybody hit the kid, I mean, did you see his eye, he must have really got clobbered, wouldn’t ya’ think?”
A couple of suits tried to question me, but I knew they couldn’t get me to talk until I had an attorney.  I was there for a couple of hours before the transferred me to an office on  the main floor.  When we stepped out of the elevator, Balloon was standing there, head down, but there none the less.
	“Hey, see that fat guy, that’s my friend, he can tell ya’ what I was doin’ in the bank, I sure as hell wasn’t robbin’ the damn place, I was  tryin’ to break a twenty.”  That got them F.B.I.’s laughin’ alright.
	“Son were you in on the bank robbery, with this guy?”
Balloon looked up, startled, I believe, and blurted out, 
	“Bank robbery, he was robbin’ the bank?”
	“That a boy Balloon, you tell ‘em.”  I yelled as the pushed me past him and down the hall and into a room with three chairs and a table, and a mirror, which I knew was really to let them see me thru the glass, I ain’t no dumb bell, I seen them shows on T.V..
	When the door opened and two suits entered, I could see Balloon, he was just outside t he door talkin’ to some of the cops, I could hear what he was sayin’ it happened to damned fast.
	I guess I did get hit on the head, I had a bump on the back of my head to prove it.  I told the suits, two things, and one was I wanted an attorney and the other was medication for the hit on my head.  Things had begun to swirl around me, I was dizzy, and my stress was takin’ a toll.  It was hot, the air conditioning was turned off in the room.  When I told ‘em I wasn’t talkin’ they took me back upstairs, the guards up there were lookin’ at nude pictures, lickin’ there chops.
	It was god awful hot in that little holding cell. A doctor came by and examined me and gave the “all clear”, but it wasn’t all clear, nothing was clear, not one damned thing was clear.  I still didn’t have an attorney either.
	I finally got a peanut butter sandwich and a fruit drink for lunch, same thing for supper.  I spent  night chained up to the metal bunk.  Why I needed to be chained was stupid, there was a steel walls, steel bar on the front two guards, and fifteen floors to get down before a guy could see the light of day.  As about Six {6 A.M.] they brought me the morning , Sweet roll, a cup of terrible Coffee which  I took it to be punishment.  A male nurse came by and wanted to examine me, but  that wasn’t about to happen, he seemed a little fruity to me, and I wasn’t in  the mood for sex.  
	An hour or so passed, and they came with a wheel chair. Placed me in it, chained me to it and wheeled me to the elevator, and a ride to the basement and a different cell where I waited to be escorted in an unmarked van.  Wow, daylight, sunshine, something I would not see again for many months.
















CHAPTER SIX
TICKETS ON THE GREY DOG

I didn’t see Balloon again after seeing him speakin’ to the cops just outside the door to the interrogation room.  It only through discovery that I learned that Balloon was witness for the government.
	I was held in county jail pending charges by the United States Attorney’s Office In Santa Fe.  I was being educated about the in’s and out’s of jail.  I was rapidly becoming a jail house lawyer.  I was given opinions, from men of every color all determined that I was not innocent.  Come on, I was tall, cocked eyed, buck toothed, who would buy into the innocent package without proof anyway?”
	It was many days before I was taken out of the county jail, shackled, and led nervously down the concrete corridor to a small office.  I appeared pale now, my brown skin, almost grey in color.  The only thing I could equate my flesh color to, was the skin of my dead brothers, lying lifeless in there cheep caskets..  Now I too was the color of death.  Maybe suicide was the answer to life for an ugly Indian boy.  O! it had crossed my mind more than once.  The one thing  that prevented me from going further, was the fact that I wasn’t guilty, and by god, I wasn’t about to go out without a fight, screw them, I’m Eagleheart, that’s what I am.  I continuously told myself.
	They sat me down in front of  the glass securing prisoners from their attorney’s.  I curly headed guy was sitting there waiting for me.  He held his business card up and pressed against the glass.
SAM LEVINE
ATTORNEY AT LAW
His card read.  He was a Jew.  I guess there suppose to be good attorneys,  aren’t they?  
	“I have been appointed by the court to represent you Mister Bent Feather.  I just wanted to meet you and allow you to fill me in, on why you tried to rob the bank.  I have been speaking to the prosecutor and he seems ready to make a deal.”
	“What deal? I didn’t try and rob the damned First National Bank of New Mexico, I innocent.”  I answered him in no uncertain terms.
	“Innocent, Mister Bent Feather, they have a lot of witnesses, even your friend is a witness, and how can I dispute them on your innocence I suggest you consider pleading guilty and take a deal.”
I was pissed, what kind of attorney goes for the deal before he knows the damned truth.  I tried to stay calm.
	I’m telling you Mister Levine, I am innocent, I never tried to rob that bank, I was just trying to cash a twenty dollar bill, the lady thought I said, HOLD UP, which I did, say, but not like she said I said it, you see what I am saying don’t you sir?”
	“No, I don’t really could you clarify that for me Mister Bent Feather?”
“Look, Mister Levine, there has been a mix up, and you have to believe me, I can’t take a deal because I didn’t try and rob that bank.”
	Mister, Bent Tree,…….”
	“Feather” I interrupted, “Bent Feather, not Bent Tree.”
	“Of course, sorry Feather, right you are, excuse me.  Now, Mister Bent Feather, I was about to tell you that I am privy to the Assistant United States Attorney’s evidence, I must say it is very impressive.”
	“What evidence?  I told you, I ain’t tried to rob no damned bank, simple and pure, I went to change a twenty and come out in hand cuffs.”
	Would that be one of the twenty dollar bills you stole from Mister Bouvieu the previous evening, one of those twenty dollar bills  Mister Bent Feather?”
“One of those twenty dollar bills, we only got one twenty dollar bill and we didn’t steal it either, we worked our assed off for twelve hours and that’s all the cheep prick paid us, twenty lousy bucks, and for that I’m sittin’ here for nothin’, I ain't guilty, and by God if you’re an attorney prove it dam-met and quit tryin’ to make a deal with the devil.”
	“Mister Bent Feather, what you say may be right, but that isn’t the story that your friend told when he was deposed.  He says that you were In Mister Bouvieu’s truck that night you allegedly robbed him, and I am confidant the U.S Attorney plans on calling Mr. Moses to the stand to, substantiate Mister Bouvieu’s testimony.”
	My cocked eyes always twitches when I get pissed, and it was jumping back forth violently at first the name Moses, that’s the one the Jehovah’s gave him and that lying Mister Bouvieu, really set my eye off.
	“Take it easy Mister Bent Feather, I will try and created a defense, but it will be no easy task, I assure you of that.”
	“”Call me buckeye, it’s what everybody on  the ‘res’ calls me>”
	“Fine, Buckeye, but as I was saying earlier, if we take this to trial and loose you’ll have a lot of time to wonder if you’ve made the right decision, you do understand the ramifications
 correct?  We will have a lot more to contend with other than Mister Moses Testimony, we will have to rebut sever eye witnesses, all of which will testify that they heard you say that you were holding up the bank.  So, unless you can tell me how I  can refute their statements of what actually happened I will be hard pressed in debunking them, you see what I am getting at Buckeye?”
	“All, I can tell ya’ Mister Levine is that I didn’t try and rob that bank, and Balloon knows I went there to cash the twenty dollar bill that we earned unloading bricks from a rail road box car for Mister Bouvieu.
“Fine, we will settle on the truth, now let’s see if the truth will set you free.  You have one hell of a story, it’s a far cry of what has been in the new papers and on Television, they say,  you’re guilty, son.”
	“How the hell do they know if I’m guilty or not, what about innocent until proven guilty , Mister Levine?”  
	“That’s the way it is suppose to work, but it doesn’t seem to be the case here, they have already convicted you son>”
	“So, I go to prison and I ain’t guilty, is that what you’re tellin’ me?”
	“Yes, that’s what I’m saying, if we loose you go to prison and you will not be reversed on appeal.  So whether you’re guilty or not, for standing up for your rights can cost year several years in a federal prison.  Proving your innocence, that’s going to be a chore.  Now one other thing I must mention, the State of New Mexico, has agreed  to drop the charges if you plead guilty to the federal offense.”
	“New Mexico, what have they to do with anything?”
	“New Mexico has filed charges against you and Mister Moses, alleging you robbed Mister Bouvieu.”
	That was the last time I was visited by Mister Levine for many months.  He would write and  tell me where the case was headed. Now he wrote that the prosecutor has refused to make a deal if I plead guilty.  They told him in so many words, :We caught the son of Bitch red handed, plead to the counts or go to trial and see how he fairs.
	Fourteen months had passed, dressed in second hand clothes, purchased from the Salvation Army, I was led into federal court in chains to try and prove my innocence to an all White jury.
	The court room was packed, not a seat to had, there were many faces from the ‘res’ attending the proceedings.  A lot of Balloons friends were there too.  I waited in a holding room while the judge took a crap, I deduced that from the pucker on his face.   As I sat there imaging what the outcome might be, I realized that most of the people seated in the court room were Jehovah witnesses.  I had always believed they were fanatics,  All the jokes about them coming to the door, popped into my mind as I waited to be escorted back into the courtroom and take a seat next to Mister Levine.  My mind was playing tricks, I began to believe that all of the Jehovah’s were there to testify against me or about me and support that weasel, Balloon, Mister Moses, indeed.  As I sat down, not a smile, only stoned faces panning stares at me. The bible thumpers would surely be my poison in the court room.  
	The trial began, the Assistant United States Attorney led witness after witness to the stand to testify after being sworn in, agreeing to tell the truth, the whole truth and nothing,  Everyone agreed to the testimony of  the previous witness.
	It wasn’t until Balloon was escorted into the court room that my blood boiled in my veins.  But, wait, Mister Bouvieu, wasn’t called, I asked Mister Levine, 
	“Hey aren’t they gonna call Mister Bouvieu?”
	Mister Levine, whispered in my ear, “different case Buckeye>”
	Balloon took the oath and I stared him down, my one time friend, lying about what happened, sending me to prison, the fat little Mister Moses as they kept calling him. Workin’ for the Fed’s.
	Will you state you true name sir for the record.
	“Ain’t got one that I know of>”
	“It says here that your last name is Moses, isn’t  that your correct name.”
	“That’s what  the Jehovah Witnesses named me.
	The judge turned and asked, “What?”
	The Jehovah’s gave me the name, ‘cause they found me in a basket down at Dry Creek.”
“Who?”  The judge continued
	But nobody calls me Moses no more, now the call me Balloon, because I took on so much weight sir.”
	“Put on weight?”
	“Yes sir, I got a thyroid problem sir>”
	I jumped and an yelled, “Ya’ got thyroid condition, you idiot>”
Sit down Mister Bent Feather, or I will have you escorted out of the room, I will have no further outbursts, is that understand?”
	I sat down.
	“Go ahead Mister, ahhhh.  Never mind, continue>”
	“You honor, may we approach the bench?”  the prosecutor asked, the judge nodded his approval. And the prosecutor and Mister Levine approached the bench.
	When my attorney returned and sat down, I asked,
	“What he want?”
	“we agreed that since Mister Moses could not identify himself for the record he would not be allowed to testify.”
	“You did what, agreed that the little pip squeak wouldn’t testify.”  I lunged for Levine’s throat but he was to quick and escaped my grasp.
Everybody was looking a t Balloon and missed my lunge.  
	“You may step down sir you will not be testifying today.”
	“Huh?”  Balloon said as slid from his perch	
	“You call him Levine, I mean it, he ain’t  getting’ away Scott free, you hear me, if you want to get out of this court room alive you better keep him on  the stand>”
	“I’d like permission to approach your honor.”  Another nod of approval and both the AUSA and Levine went to meet the judge for a second discussion. A meet ;receded out of ear shot of the jury.
	I watched Balloon’s face as he wondered over to  the jury box to explain to them in a loud voice, “ I swore to tell the truth abut what happened to my friend Buckeye, ahh, Mister Bent Feather.  He’s not a bank robber, he just went into the bank to cash our twenty dollar bill, what them folks testified too, wasn’t right, he ain’t never ever stole nothing from nobody.
	Meanwhile,  the judge, Mister Levine and the prosecutor were arguing about the name and  I do not believe they seen nor heard Balloon talking to the jurors.  Balloon finished and returned to his seat with the Jehovah’s.  Then changed him mind and walked right up to my table.  
	“Buckeye, I told the jury the truth”  He had tears in his puffy eyes”
	The judge began banking his gavel and yelling ORDER IN THE COURT, ORDER IN THE COURT.
	Levine was screaming, “Your honor this man has maligned me and is accusing me of malpractice.  I demand that he be sanctioned , brought before the court for extortion for his threats.”
	The AUSA, stood there, wondering how to respond.
	The judge reentered the proceeding, 
	“Hold your tongue, Mister Levine, I know what the prosecutor said.  One of the juror’s  wishes to address the court, be quiet.”
	“Why can’t the young man testify you honor.  Whether he thinks himself to believe he is or is not Moses, really doesn’t matter, he has something t say, I believe he should be allowed to testify.”
	“He can not testify because he doesn’t have a proper name ma’dam.”
	“the truth is, your honor, I am a practicing Jehovah Witness, I recall our church finding him along the banks of Dry Creek, everybody, knows about how he was found, in the basket and all and I say he gets to testify.  Poll the jury, your honor, I believe you will find that he has convinced us of his friend’s innocence.”  
All twelve jurors stood and addressed the court, to the person, they called out “Not Guilty”
	Balloons fats cheeks could be seen, exiting the court room.
	The Judge yelled out “Stop that man, he’s getting away”
	The bailiff ran and brought Balloon back into the court room.
“Mister Moses, the court has decided to allow you to testy, do you understand you are still under oath?”  
	“Okay, your honor, does that mean I don’t have to tell the lies the prosecutor said I would have to say to stay out of prison?”
	The prosecutor, leaped from his table and began to rebut Balloon’s comments.
	“Keep your mouth shut Mister Leander, you’ve done quite enough here, take a seat.”
	One hour passed and we everyone was escorted back into the court room to listen to the jury verdict.
	The Court began, before I hear your decision as to the guilt of Mister Ben Feather, I have decided to call for a mistrial.
	“Oh! No ya’ don’t judge, we’ve already decided that he’s innocent, again all the juror stood and professed their agreement as to my innocence.
	The judge banged his gavel, and an old man climbed down out of the jury box, and cried out,  “No ya’ don’t your honor, ya ain’t callin no damned mistrials here, we say innocent and damned if you’re gonna call it any different.”
	“sit down sir, this is not a lynching court,”
	“You could have fooled us, your honor,” the Jehovah lady commented
	“The jury is excused, Mister Bent Feather, you are hereby released from custody.  Mister Moses I am dismissing all charges against you in he interest of justice and will recommend that the State of New Mexico, recall their indictment as well.  You are free to go.
	I turned to Balloon, “Ya’ know what I’m thinkin’?”
	“What?”
	“I’m thinkin’ BIG MAC.
	“Me too”
e sat there, in the air conditioning at McDonald’s I couldn’t help but think that it was Moses that brought me out of captivity.


	


   




 
 


















 


	
                 
                                         
