Tom shook his head and answered, “Always someone that wants their meat ruined.”

The rest laughed at that. It wasn’t long before the food was dished out.

Livie took a spoonful of the stew and said, ”Not bad. Who taught you to cook, Scott?”

He laughed, "Taught myself out of desperation. My mom tried to teach me when I was young. Wish I had listened then."

Livie smiled, “Looks like you taught yourself pretty well.”

“The rest of you lie if you have to," said Scott.

"Hmmm, not bad.” said Sam.

"Does that mean not good too?"

Sam chuckled and shook his head, "No, it actually tastes pretty good."

"Whew." said Scott.

Everyone made sure to give Scott a load of grief at first but later let him know it was good. Tom did a great job with the steaks, even cooking Janet’s a little longer. They didn’t talk much while eating, the dinner tasted so good. As they ate, Livie caught the Sheriff looking at her every now and then; his gaze held for just a bit longer than a casual glance. She smiled a couple of times as he quickly looked down t his food. After they finished, cleanup went quickly as one pot meals typically did. 

Livie and Janet walked out onto the pavement where they surveyed the route ahead with their binoculars. 

"That a building off in the distance there on the left?" asked Janet.

"Looks like it," responded Livie. "Might be coming up on the first trading post tomorrow."

Just then, Scott walked up, "See anything?"

Livie spoke up first, "Might be a trading post ahead."

"That would be the old Sacred Mountain trading post. The San Francisco Peaks are sacred to the Navajo. Hopi too, as far as I know. They still travel to the peaks for herbs."

The trio were quiet for a moment and Scott added, "There are still a few homesteads out here. We'll want to steer clear of those. The homesteaders aren't partial to visitors, especially sheriffs or government looking types."

Livie nodded and the group returned to camp.

Scott rolled out his bedroll and plopped down on it. Livie joined him sitting down nearby. "So what do you think?" she asked him.

"Think about what?"

"Our mission."

Scott shrugged his shoulders, "Don't rightly know. Should be interesting at the least."

She nodded at that, "Hope we can help."

"Yeah, it's nice having power but at the same time, when things break down it is tough to replace or repair."

"True."

Changing the subject, Scott asked, "So you lived on the rez for a while?"

"When I was a kid."

"Enjoy it?"

"I did. Had a bunch of friends. Lived at Chinle."

"How'd you learn Navajo?" 

"Navajo? My dad taught me to begin with and I asked my friends what things meant. Dad pushed me to learn it as best as I could. When we moved away he bought me the Navajo Rosetta Stone language course."

"Ever think you'd use it again?"

"Didn't know. Didn't care. I was enthralled with the language."

"I only know a few words. Yatahey, oo, and bilagana."

Livie laughed, "That would be yá'át'ééh, óó', and bilagáana.
"

"Whatever." said Scott with a smile.

The two sat there for a moment before Livie asked, "You originally from Flag?"

"Grew up in Phoenix before we moved to Flagstaff. I went to NAU. Studied Criminal Justice. Eventually got on with the Sheriff's Department."

"So you were a sheriff when it all went to hell?"

Scott nodded, "Spent some time in jail when I spoke up about peoples' rights."

"You know my Grandfather, then?"

"Sure do. A bunch of the old guys like him were instrumental in helping to get things righted."

"You ever marry?" asked Livie?

Scott shook his head, "No, never did. Had girlfriends over the years but never married. You?"

"Same for me." answered Livie, "But not girlfriends. I had boyfriends."

The two laughed at that. They talked for a few more minutes about living in Flagstaff before Livie excused herself, "Should probably turn in."

"Night, Livie."

She smiled at him and went off to fix her bedroll.

Later as Livie lay there, she looked up at the stars. As the clear sky deepened into darkness, she wondered how her sister was doing in California. There was no way to find out short of going there herself. At least her brother would be stopping in Flagstaff on a regular basis. Her last thoughts were on Scott. He was a handsome and rugged man. He had to be at least ten years her senior. She smiled as she drifted off.

Road down to the Rez

“If you would like some.” answered the waitress.

The group all ordered the special and as the waitress walked off to the kitchen to put in their order, Livie asked, "Which is how far from Page?"

Billie answered, "Just a day."

"Good. We'll be there soon. First order of business when we arrive will be to check in with the city council or whatever the equivalent is."

"That will be the local Chapter House." interjected Billie.

"Alright." said Livie, "When we get to town we'll ask the location."

As they waited for their breakfast, Livie sat and thought as the others chit-chatted; “I could get used to this kind of travel. Good friends, good food, and no one trying to take everything we own from us.” Gazing out the window she looked out on the Navajo landscape. Rocks. Lots of rocks. With the occasional bit of grass and scrub brush. In this area, water was scarce except in washes and streams. It was a real contrast to Flagstaff with the tall Ponderosas and grassy meadows.” She was brought out of her contemplation when the food arrived. 

“Sure looks good!” said Joe.

They all dug into their food; no cenversation except for the occasional “mmmm” as they ate.

After breakfast the team walked to the stables to get saddle up. Bud was ecstatic to see the women and followed them as they made their final preparations. Livie gave the stable boy a dime and said, “Ahééhe." (thank you) The lad smiled and nodded then helped her adjust the packs on her packhorse. 

"That was a nice treat." said Janet, "Too bad we couldn't find some real men for a date."

Sam rolled his eyes as Joe said, "Double burn. You WOULD remember that."

The all laughed at that, but Livie thought her time with Scott, although short, had been very nice, and his kiss. Livie, touched her lips as she thought back on it. The barest whisper of a touch as their lips met, topped off a good day.

Janet looked at Livie quizically and called out, “You fall asleep on your feet? And what is with that silly grin?”

“On nothing, I'm awake.” replied Livie, “Just thinking. We'd best be off.” With that she mounted up, followed by the rest. They rode to the bridge over the Little Colorado and headed north. After crossing the bridge, Billie took the lead again.

Livie noticed later in the day that there was a wash off to their right. Like most washes in Arizona, this one was just a bed of sand. They rode between it and the road until they came to the turnoff to Tuba City. Crossing over the road, they followed the wash for some distance.

As they rode along, Livie thought she heard gunshots, “You hear that?”

Scott was in the lead and held up a hand and the group stopped. Livie and Sam took their rifles out of their scabbards and held them at the ready. Scott chambered a round into his shotgun and the group set off again, slowly, with Scott in the lead and Livie and Janet taking the rear, the dog pacing close beside Lee.

Billie moved off to the left, closer to the road, as the team rounded a bend in the wash. Ahead, there was a homestead. They could easily pick out a modern looking house, a couple of hoghans
, a sheep corral, and a few other buildings. They didn’t see any movement outside and the sheep were out of the corral which was odd.

As they approached the modern house, it was quiet, too quiet. Not even the local birds were making noises. Sam pointed off to the right, "Looks like they have a small barn, door is open and so are the corral gates. Horses gone."

It was then that Livie and the others noticed a body lying near the watering trough. Scott ran over to it followed by Janet. Joe dismounted and took his emergency aide bag off of his pack horse and waited. Livie and the others took up the watch; all had a firearm at the ready.

"Damn, it's a man and looks like he was butchered. Cut up and stabbed bad. Shot too. He's dead." said Scott. He then went over to the barn and looked inside, "yeah, horse barn. No horses. Some saddle racks are empty too." 

Scott pointed to Billie and Joe, and then to the house. Billie dismounted and the two approached the building. The front door was open. Each took a side of the door and Billie took a quick look inside before whispering to Joe, "No movement. I'm going in."
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	 Traditional Navajo dwellings. Also spelled hogan.





