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.. up stiffly. Slender and defiat, she stood looking at her hus-
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The Grmdmg Ston:

By ELIZABETH W—ELLIS D HUFF

THAT man, he in this house'é
The deep, angry voice, speaking an Indian dialect,
broke the noon tranquility of t e.almost deserted Pueblo of
Santo Tomas; deserted becauseé most of the other mhab-
itants were out in the summer| fields, camping near their
small patches of growing crops} in one-roomed adobe ﬁluts
or beneath ramadas of cottonw’ boughs. In silence, the
irregular frontage of the long lines of continuous mu
houses stood sphinx-like, marklmg the birth of the buI}dln
urge of mankind. Like the eroded cliffs across the slug th-
rzo they seemed huge loaves of oven-baked bread, brown-
ing deeper in the bright semi-tropical sun, with here and
there the mud plaster, bits of Iﬂakmg crust, fallen gway,
disclosing the ends of age-old a;fobe bricks. a -
“You think every man comes here when you see him
in the plaza! There many houses in this plaza!” |"The
woman shrugged her shoulders and drew her short form

porsa ol

band for a single moment; the[n her green skirts sw1shed

against the white boot-tops of her moccasins, as she sw1ft1y i

_turned her back upon him. é

“If you stay in the fields eyery day and do your work, |
you not see so much!” She k;p,,,elt and bent over a great §
batch of wet clay upon a clothk on the ﬂoor and continued :

mixing it.

“Yes, stay in the fields so I not see what mlschle you:

do. I do my work! Who else ha:ve as much corn as I do?

Who else have no ‘weeds? And while I werk that mqm hei

come in here! Other houses, | yes' But there no pther

[ S P

I pass him at the corner!” |-

P v
..

“women in these houses at thJ time except o d g'rainmesii
and you! I went to the tradmg‘ post to get sugar. ng it
is!” He dashed the small so;hdly packed bag upon the

i - [299?/
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‘ clay floor at her feet. It burst, spilling its sliding grains in -
a large circle. ‘“You know I go there!” .
. - During their four years of married life, Pah-ah-pi and
| Tam-pohve had had frequent quarrels from jealousy; each
at times accusing the other of infidelity, though they had no
grpunds for the accusations, except a| vague feeling of
inéompatability, which caused a restlessmess neither could
define. This was Pah-ah-pi’s occasion. His strong face,
typically Indian, with its high cheek bon;es, long prominent
nose and sharp black eyes, was now tense with anger; and'
his lithe muscles, each one under separaﬂe and easy control
—free, yet compact—were now rigid. He had found this
man of ill repute almost in frant of their own door. 'I'he1
flush of aroused temper animated_his fine face. |
A vision of Tam-pohve in illicit embrace had blinded
him. His fingers tingled to get at her throat. His woman,
he saw her! His to embrace! He saw hlmself teaching her
this. He saw her devilish Chinese eyes cﬂosmg their slant-
ing slits as he choked her. He felt h1s arm beatmg her until
she knew she was his woman. . |
These mental visions of her gave Way to the actual
sight, but he could scarcely see her, for the whole room
looked red. Standing out against this.intense redness, he
saw her shrug and heard her refusal ta either affirm or
deny his charge. This enraged him more.| His whole form
quivered. His eyes reflected the red of his scarlet cotton .
shirt, his teeth set and his muscles jerked Wlth wrath.
“That man he in here with you! }Th»re no other
women !”’ S S
“How you know he with one woman|?”
Tam-pohve was freshly plastering the walls of their
room. That was why she had not yet moved into their tem- !
~_porary shelter out in the fields. She now picked up a hand-
a ful of wet clay and slapped it with vigor upon the wall.
“I know that man! I know you!” Pah-ah-pi almost."

-
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yelled the words at her, ag he g'r}abbed up ‘his bent sh1 nny i |

stick from the fireplace corner. | ii

Tam-pohve, still rubbing thg mud plaster with angry

force, saw his move. When h¢ stalked toward her, bhe

rushed unexpectedly and seized t le stock. - Pah-ah-pl jerked

his arm up to wrench it from: ler grasp,' but Tam-pahve

- successfully clyng to it. They jclosed, each strong bdy

straining against the,otheg, a sv['lftly moving conglomera-

tion of reds, blues and g‘;eens they bent and struggled

* violently for possession of the flck She was quick End

agile from fury, but Pah-ah-pi’s greater strength finally

. threw her to her knees and llf.ed the freed stick above
her head to strike. ‘ , ;

“I teath you to take othermen  Anto my house, you

moolz—pee ko, free to all men!” g' e o q

But in the tussle he had of,?L e Tam-pohve fariﬁher

and farther lntq the room, until £feyh 3 (Lﬁlnally been fo ,ced '

down beside the;grinding stenes - ¥ow as he was in thejacti

- of striking, she grabbed the ST ;,_: l it

‘against his uplﬂftefi arm. With a groan\,k hke a cuirse,

accompanied by the clatter of the stick upon the clay ﬂhor,

2N he grabbed the 1nJured arm w11:h[3 his free hand. ‘

; . Quick to use her advantage, @‘am—pohve jumped up b,nd

L held the stone menacmgly above his head. )
““Now you get out from here!¥’ she screamed. “Get out

get out, get out!” i

Step by step she forced him hackwards out of the open,

- door, forced him vanquished butg furious. He did not [see

their two small children, mere jbabies, whose single [red

garments- v{rere ‘half drenched a d mud besmeared fr: 'm§

- playing in éeepa;ge from the horse trough. They.had ¢ m%

toddling to 1the door, frightened and attracted by their ‘ar-%

ents’ angry vonces So, as he backed out, Pah-a \'

knocked the younger of the two‘down and there follov

- such penetrating screams from hﬁoth of them, that ne1the1§ '

his a.ccusatlons and threats nor 'E‘am-pohve S angry retorts
_ /

. JZ | | ! | |
. i i -
4 N ] .
i . ; A
T : . A -

. " Cos ) : : .
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could be heard above the shrieksi He wasitoo enraged to
grab for the child. A sheet of intense red hung before his |
vision. Those children were hers. Let hericare for them! '
That man! He could see him—red and grinning. Fires !
burned within; made -him blind! He turnied quiekly and
walked away. Tam-pohve as a mooli—pee-ko@ walked -before °
him. He did not see her snatch in the children from public
gaze, nor hear her slam the door and lock it. g
His anger, now growing sullen, and the intense pain in
his bruised arm, made him walk rapidly, scornfully ignor-
ing glances of old women peeping through the windows at
the sound of his footfalls. The cerise yarn tassels upon his
coil of black hair shook and his necklaces jangled. As he
passed the several groups,who had curiously rushed from
work to watch the row, under cover of house corners or '
doorways, he whispered explosively “Sang-ah-mah, sons of |
dogs, it is not their affair!” He set his face so they could
not. read behind it and walked purposefully on, holding. .
his injured arm. “Su-gah-clah-tu-nah that grinding stone!” |
Grinding stones! He and Tam-pohve were like two big
@ grinding stones, eaeh sloped the same way not to suit each
other, trying to work together, scratching and rubbing
without touching in the right places; instead of a small
stone fitting against a big one. She should be the liftle
stone. Her man, he should be one big, strong stone. The -
small one should fit the big stone. .Hah, Tam-pohve could °
not fit anything with her bossiness!. Her man-love! |
Soon he could see his brother’s purple striped shirt, °
where he lay sprawling on his back with both hands beneath
his neck, sound asleep under the shade of a tree. The water
from the irrigation ditch, which was supposed to be water- .
ing his corn, had broken the embankment of a carelessly
. made trench and was flowing over the bordering patch of
weeds. ‘ A
One lazy dog, accused Pah-ah-pi. In his present mood -
he had a keen desire to thrash the fellow, to beat the wholly

. ;

2 : i
. ‘ :
5 - - . : '
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- that she marry Wlith O-coo-wah! Sﬂme would have made h1‘

- would have ‘no timme for other ‘menE O-coo-wah’s wife w

‘lazy bumble bee. @%Aqas preﬁ:y,'s fat. She was prettlér

. what her husband said, if she had a good husband! Sk e
‘needed a boss and O-coo-wah needed one, too, so that l?

_ancient growing song came-fitfully with gusty. breezes;

" earth; a thirsty horse neighed and

+ O-coo-wah in a giood humor. O-cpo-wah looked up wi
shame in his glance.” When no burst of accusation ca

+

lazy life out of mm .Ev'ery winter;he came Wlth hlS empty

belly crying for corn. “No more corn I give if he and hlls‘
whole family starve. He no betterithan Tam-pohve! Suc:h 3

a brother, such a wife!” * A sudden vision made Pah-ah-pl
startle and qulcken his pace. Why had he not seen that
before? .
O-coo-wah, hls brother, had been in love with Tam-

pohve when she had married himself. Maybe it was rlght "

work. Then he Would have had mo time to sleep in the
growing season. |If she had to kéep O-coo-wah busy, she

One could g‘pt along peacefully wit] Poh-lah-mee-me. S
had no will ‘of her own. She Woul do what she was tol
Funny she was named butterﬂ‘fv Qhe was more like a fit

Tam-pohve’s 8 s1stér, but a very fferent person, 1ndee§1
e

3
7

than Tam-pohve, moré fat and more quiet. She would do

would have corn. ? :
The corn leaves, in a cluster iOf stalks at hls elbo Vs
rubbed rustlingly together as he p ‘ ed; men’s voices in ap

accompanied by the rhythmic ser

laughed teasingly., When he re::el,ehk d hjs brother, Pah-a?j

oman far behind him -

pi’s mood had changed because c}'}f that sudden though
which had come to him: Insteacf of kicking O-coo-wa
viciously as he hacﬂ intended, he plagced his moccasined fomg
upon his abdomen ['and gently shookf‘ him. - O-coo-wah awa

ened with a gullty start.  Pah:ah-pi was abut to scolt
him. ' Then he sud[denly compressed; his hps He must keej

‘.A“J'

N
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from Pah-ah-pi, he sensed something unusual, but hid the

question in his eyes. : . \ ,
Pah-ah-pi picked up the hoe and with a few deft

strokes with his left arm, closed the break-in the side of the

water course and isent the stream once more into the.corn

patch. His brother sat up and yawned in relief. '
Pah-ah-pi settled down beside him and leaned against

the tree. He must be cautious in telling O-coo-wah of his

plan! He sat for some minutes with a far-away look in his!

eyes, appearing npt to see the frequent, sly glances from

O-coo-wah, whose suspicions. were mnow thoroughly

aroused. Finally he began by a few casual suggestlons
about the corn crop and then:

“You need somebody to make you work, O- coo-wah or
you starve some d y"’

There was no answer, so he continued, idly pulling

apart the petals of an Indian paint brush, as if there were;

nothing important|to discus$: “You should have Tam-pohve
for a wife. She know many things. She do much work.
Poh-lah-mee-me, she is one fat prairie dog, just like you!”
Again he paused,| glancing sideways at his brother, but

0O-coo-wah was looking away, curious to know the real cause

» of this visit.

“Before we marry, ybu like Tam-pohve "better than

anyone else.”
; “Humph!” agreed O-coo-wah, looking down as he
rubbed the edges df the soles of his moccasins against each
other. ' .

“Yes, and 1t was right that you have her. I not know’

then. She keep her house plastered and clean and she cook
good food. I think she good wife for me; that is not true.

The Great Spirit make her for you. Your walls look like

_they tumble down all the time. Poh-lah-mee-me need some-
body to make her plaster them. ‘She no wife for you!”

“T never think ‘of it,” confessed O-coo-wah.

Pah-ah-pi paused long enough to get up and chop a
short trench, awkwardly with his left arm as before, for the
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other still ached from the blow ofithe grinding stone, %
send the irrigation water down ainew furrow; then he
. returned to his seat. S |
" “I see now what the Great Spirit, He want. He want
- you to have Tam-pcﬁhve to marry with you.” "
“She your wife,” @-coo-wah look;ed at hlm, studying his
brother’s face. ’ =
Pah-ah-pi sensed a tlnge of eag%rness in the reply
“Yes, but she imade right for you. She not like
prairie dogithat get fat and sleep. iShe like one ant w
work and push anether ant to make him work. You com
live with Tam-pohve, I live with Pohilah-mee-me. ‘I be onel

things in her house. Anyway, you heed Tam-pohve. She!
likes you.” v |
_} Pah-ah-pi looked up at floating white cloudé,' preten |
ing generosity - but|indifference to the outeome. YA tiny |
spot of sunlight, s g ting through {he Ieﬁaves,:made the orange| -
scarf about his head glisten. g
~ O-coo-wah did ot answer at ence. Then he ask
“What about those ichildren? You qave two. and I haxge |
_two. Who take them?” ¢ g
Pah-ah-pi repressed a smlle The curtaln of red anger |
which had hung before him was now shinirig blue. “Chil--|
dren they belong to their mothers. When methers tlg alge T

. sisters, all the chlldren they have twp mothers. Th
F dren can stay Where they like.. Pok -lah-mee-me S
\ all of them half of the time now.”
The reply seemed to bring content; to O-coo-wah After

a long pause, during which a small heéuse finch in the plum |
bushes nearby burst its little '11'ed throat in a chatter of
song, he asked, Jw - !
“Tam-pohve, she like to change? "”‘J ' I
“Tam-pohve, she always like yov.’f I quick and make |

her marry with me. Poh-lah-mee-me,,ii ' she like me. We get {

mixed up; I take the wrong girl. al not know then. |1}
know now.’ _ ° o

hds |

f L2

.t .
Ppbhshed by UNM Digital Reposm')ry 1932
\ . o
\

eagle to make Poh-ilah-mee-me run.{ Then ?%make her dol -

chil-| .
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Without further questioning O-coo-wah meditated for a
long while, as the irrigation water gurgled around a stone,
a stone which should not have been there between the corn
rows. Then, with pleasure lighting up his face, he nodded

" his head; “You ni;ht Pah-ah pil”

ickly here amd as quickly hidden. “Tam-pohve, she
art. Poh-lah-mee-me, she lazy like you, O-coo-wah.
am-pohve she better to marry with. You give me some-
hing else with Poh-lah-mee-me to make them equal.”

O-coo-wah hesxtated a long time, then asked:

“What you want?”’

Pah-ah-pi onsidered a moment, then, “What you give
me?”’ he asked.

“You tell me what you want.”

Again Pa.h-ah-p; hesitated. “You give me that bay
mare and her colt, with her harness and you gun? Tam-
pohve, she is a ﬁnp woman, she the prettiest woman in' the
Pueblo; she work all the time. I just give her to you be-
cause she likes you and because I see one vision that tell me
the Great Spirit make her for you.” 1 '

“Yes, Tam-pohve she is one fine woman, but rou want
everything I have to trade for her. I give youTPoh-lah—
mee-me and that colt!” |

Pah-ah-pi glanced shrewdly at hlS brother; thlen shook
his head. “Give me the colt . the harness . . . and the gun .
and I trade.” !

O-coo-wah shook his head. Pah-ah-p1 waltpd .The
irrigation water covered the weeds. Finally O-coo-wah
answered : “That too much.. I have 1no more harness for my -
wagon.” The corner of Pah-ah-pi’ s mouth thtcPed He
was going to get what he wanted. : s ;

“Then I takT the colt and -the shot gun and nothing
less!”’ i "
After a long pause, O-coo-wah shook his he d in con-
sent. Pah-ah-pl smiled, pushed himself up with his left =

!
|
!
[
|
i
|
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arm and the two men in silent understanding of their next
move toward sealing the bargain, aros¢ and together clos
the vent, sending the|irrigation water back 1nto the dltt;?
Then they separated, each going to his pwn home ) i
Tam-pohve ighored Pah-ah-pi when he came in; bu
she showed scornful guriosity as he gaf
ings, his saddle, harness and other things, and dragg
them, together with his wooden chest, gut of doors. He w%

conscious of her peeping, too, as he ﬁook the things ne
door to her sister’s house. She woulﬂ think he was jusi
staying there for the fime being becau e he was angry! He
smiled as he had a qulck vision of -coo-Wah’s entranc?
there. S

0- coo—wah slow as always, had on!y half finished gath;‘
ering together his pel*sonal possessmns "He pointed to the
shot gun left hangmg upon the walJ, and continued in
silence. Poh-lah-mee-me, looking bafled and tearful, stood
swinging her baby’s| cradle, apparendy only a bundle o%
figured orange cahcol cloth.” She look; appealingly fronll
_one to the other of the two men, as if} l to ask what she had
done to lose her husband and what it fll meant. l

does not like to do for somebody el ?
~affectionately at the troubled woman.
. she spends too much; time spoiling h 'r children and being
good to other people O-coo-wah is onpe fool. He does nol
know what he is losing.

Pah-ah-pi said notlung until O-coo- ah finally, avoi

ing to look at Poh-lah-mee-me as he; did so, -dragged hIs :

things from the room and closed the dgor. . . E

“Poh-lah-mee-me” began Pah-al I-pi, somewhat halt- l “
ingly, “I do not love Tam-pohve any m;ore She and I quaz{-— -
rel all the time. I come to live with you. I- let O-coo-wah

live with her. She make him work. You like me.” You let
me live with you?” o :

A
)

Bl o
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She gave the cradle a sudden jerk and looked at him
in wide-eyed amazement. For a few moments there was .

silence, save for the swishing rub of the cradle ropes around
the viga overhead, and the intermittent jingle of the
mother’s bracelets as she gave it its swinging pushes.
Finally she asked very softly, “O-coo-wah, he like to go?”

“0-coo-wah he need' Tam-pohve to make him|work. I
need to live with you. -0-coo-wah go to Tam-pohve] He like
Tam-pohve and he need a boss. You are too good to him.
He grow worse and worse-all the time! He like Tam-pohve
and I like you! You like to marry with me{ Poh-lah-
mee-me?”’

Poh-lah-mee-me’s bronze face ﬁushed ros11y, sehe looked

thoughtfully down at her bare, brown feet. The silver

squash-blossom beads and the silver horse shoe, the Navajo
medicine knife emblem, upon her breast rose|and fell
rapidly, but she did not answer. ,
“You like me, Poh-lah-mee-me?” -
She glanced up slyly in embarrassment “If Q-coo-wah
—if he happy-—and if you like me.’ :
“Then I live here!” He walked over and laced his
hand upon her. She glanced responsively into his face for

" a fleeting moment. B

Immediately Pah-ah-pi began arranglng hlS elonglngs

about the room and in the seeret store room, where private

property and the stone gods were kept, as if he had always
lived there and had only been away for a short visit. Poh-
la-mee-me left the baby swinging and set to work to grmd
fresh corn meal for supper. 4

the grinding stones, the jingle of bracelets and the soft rub
of the cradle ropes spoke peace and comfort to ah-ah-pi.
What a wild lifg he had been living in comparisgn to this?
When Tam-pohve had not. been quarrelling, she; had been
bustling about in confusion. At last he would have qulet
moments to think and a wife to do his blddlgg'

The soft tread of his moccasins, the rasping {\hythm of

‘10
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——
——————

The door suddenly creaked open ade O-coo-wah slipped
in. His whole beanng showed agitation, which he tried tol
conceal but could not.

“What is it?”’ demanded Pa.h-ah-p

_’;—“I

“Tam-pohve! She not let me take in my things. She|

say she know enough of men to ShOV{" her what dogs they
are.”
Pah-ah-p1 scowled then laughed jaloud. He could not

‘help admiring Tam-pohve’s a,udaclousr spirit when directed:

toward some one else; nor could he heg.lp being amused over
O-coo-wah’s predlcam_ent and his utter dejection. Poh-lah-
mee-me had stopped,.grinding and sat ; on her heels looking

sorrowfully at her erstwhile husband. . Then as they talked, |
she looked wonderingly from one to the other of the two :

"men. o LI

“Wants nothing more to do with men, ha, ha!” laughed :

Pa-ah-pi. “Tam-pohve could not live 4 day without a man!”

Then he bent double, shaking his bodf and swinging his tur- |
quoise ear bobs in convulsed amusen;:ent His merriment |

s

baffled O-coo-wah, but finally it changed his sheeplsh look o

to one of more confidence.

“Ta.m-pohve, she like to talk. Let her talk! She wants |-
much doing all the time. You go back Put away your ‘.

things. Make yourself at home and pp,y no attention to her.
- She. will’ come around all right?”—So saying, Pah-ah-pi
placed his hand upon O-coo-wah'’ssh plder, led him—now a
stranger in his own house—to th dofpr, pushed him gently
outside and then following he pu hed him mto the other
house, unseen by Tam-pohve as he 1;3 80.

Then slipping along the wall, P: h-ah-pl chuckled and|!

~ peeped in through the window. Tamapohve had grabbed up
the shinny stick and her voice was shrlll and angry.

“You come back in here when I tell to get out!” F

She paused for breath. As she dld S/p 8he heard a laugh
outside. ' |
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Swiftly Tam-pohve’s glance turned toward
and as quickly back again. Her mood changs
same rapidity. Dropping the stick, she thres

od with the
w back her

https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol2/iss4/5 {

head with a coquettish laugh; rushed to tﬂe surprlsed,

0-coo-wah and encireled him with her arms.

Pah-ah-pi winced. He had not thought of _
the bargain. - He shrugged his shoulders and gisiOned the
plump, comfortable Poh-lah-mee-me. There was no more
Tam-pohve to him! He turned away and went back into his
new home.

that side -of

It was a year later, on the day of the Koshire, the fun- -

making ‘ceremony, that Pah-ah-pi walked ahead of his fam-
ily into the plaza. His watermelon-colored jcotton shirt
was echoed in the two little garments behind him, all daz-
zling in the sunlight. Poh-lah-mee-me followed a few steps
behind, crackled and crunched in stiff silks; her legs three
times their normal size in a wealth of buckskin wrappings.
In the cerise shawl upon her back a tiny baby glept through
the jouncings of her pace; while the two -other children,
trotting to keep up, clung to her blue-bordered rose skirt.

The shadows along the adobe house-fronts
short, for it was near the noon hour. Only with difficulty
-could one crouch within their protectlorf Pakh-ah-pi found
a space and settled his family in its narrow strip of shade,
one of the many clusters of festal color schem. :

Just as he himself had stooped resting upon his moc-
casined heels, and had drawn out a handful of pifion nuts
from a blanket fold to munch and to share with his family,
~a similar Indian group came unhurriedly and arranged
themselves against the mud walls just beyon

Tam-pohve was leading, her quick steps accompanled
by the slithering of silks against buckskin, with O-coo-wah
awkwardly carrying the tiny sleeping babe. little sleek,
black head lolled to one side and its arm dangled loosely.

It was she who told her family where to sit and she who

carried the cloth bag of pine nuts. Blue, een, purple,

had grown

the window
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and pink formed the color medley, more subdued than Pop-.
lah-mee-me’s.
The grown-ups nodded and mLuttered greetings to one

another, as the childrén began plab,ymg aimlessly, running |

and 'pushing each other without mteﬁt

Suddenly down the steps and : p:mto the plaza, the black °

and white striped fun-makers canie running. Corn husks
rustled dryly over their ears, noddﬂ'ng above whitened clown
faces[ that grinned grotesquely, asl they made directly for
Pohiah-mee-me the loose ends of ]black loin cloths flapping
against protruding rumps. In pamc the children tried !to
hide behind her fat arms.

“One new little corn-stalk, I see! Fine! Fine!” -« . J

“Oho, but how is this?” The second koshdre friskéd |

over in front of O-coo-wah “Two'tahs, two yeahs, six l{, tle

stalks!”’ . », j
“This one, yours this one, yours; no, his; no, hers 1}10,

“his and hers; ne . . how is 1 7’ Both scratched their |

« heads covered Wlth whlte paste, in/ felg'ned perplexity.
crowd laughed uproariously. Color mounted in the ché

of Pah-ah-pi, below the horlzontal streak of re pajnt )

- marked there for the fiesta. He folded his arms d tried
to look ahead nonchalantly; but his evident discomfort and
effort to conceal it only amused the spectators the more.

Poh-lah-mee-me hid her face 'completely in her shawl; .

- sins; but Tam-pohve only stretched herself in pretended

O-coo-wah, with a bashful grin, looked down at his moc({:

composure, as she reached over to Fettle the baby more co
fortably in the striped shawl upon her husband’s back. As
the koshare trotted away to further horseplay, there was a
smile of satisfaction upon her pert lips, reﬂected in her
black slantlng eyes ' '

, =
y# A
- : )

One of the koshare chucked éhe baby under the chin. % :
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and pink formed the color medlev, more subdued tha,n' If"oh- A

lah-mee-me’s. .
The grown-ups nodded and muttered greetings to one

another, as the children began playmg aimlessly, runmng

and pushlng each other without intent.

Suddenly down the steps and into the plaza, the black
and white striped fun-makers came running. Corn husks
"rustled dryly over their ears, noddmg above whitened clown
faces that grinned grotesquely, as they made directly, for
Poh-lah-mee-me, the loose ends of black lom cloths ﬂappmg
against protruding rumps In panlc the chlldren trled to
hide behind her fat arms. :

One of the koshare chucked the baby under the chm
“One new littlé corn-stalk, I see!, Fine! Fine!”

-+ “Oho, but how is this?” The second koshare frlsked .

ovér in front of O-coo-wah. “Two tahs, two yeahs, six 11ttle
stalks!”’ s

“This one, yours\ this one, yours no, his; no, hers; no,
his and hers; no . . Jhow is;it?’ Both scratched their
. heads covered Wlth whlte paste, in feigned perplexity. * The
crowd laughed uproariously. "Color mounted in the cheeks
of Pah-ah-pi, below the horlzontal streak of red palnt
marked there for the fiesta. He folded his arms and tried
to look ahead noncha]antly {)ut ‘his evident dlscomforq and
effort to comceal it only amused the spectators the more.

Poh-lah-mee-me hid her fade completely in her shawl;

0-coo-wah, with a bashful grin, (looked down at hlS mocea-
sins; but Tam-pohve only stretched herself in pretended
composure, as she reached over to settle the baby more com-
fortably in the striped shawl upén her husband’s back. As
the koshare trotted away to further horseplay, there

smile of satlsfactlort upon her *pert lips, reflected in her
black slanting eyes : |
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