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The following morning fog lay over the tall grasses and berry bushes. Nukitsi approached a warrior of his tribe Blowing Wind. "Aho, uncle. I am asking if you would accompany me and Kawoosa on a quest to find my father. He will know what to do to free my mother and sister from the Long Knives."


Blowing Wind was silent for a moment before replying. "I respect your request, Nukitsi, but I have to hunt the buffalo if  our remaining people are to have food for the winter that is soon coming. I wish you success on your journey."


Nukitsi was disappointed, but realized that Blowing Wind's words were true. Helping the band survive the winter was every warrior's first goal. He thought for a long while and came to a decision. Kawa and I will go alone. We will steal horses and count coup. We will be warriors when we reach my father.


The sun was now shining and the morning looked to be sunny and warm. Nukitsi scoured the camp for Kawa and found him by the stream, cleaning himself.

 "Kawa, my friend, how is your head? Will you be able to ride out tonight?"

Startled Kawa looked up anxiously. As he turned his head to look, he winced. 

"Nukitsi! You came up on me so silently, I almost fell in the creek! My head doesn’t hurt anymore. I can  ride tonight. How many of us will be going?"


Nukitsi looked away for a second before saying quickly. "Our warriors must hunt the buffalo, so only you and I can make this journey. It will be our chance to steal horses and count coup. If we prove ourselves and find my father, we will surely be taken on raiding parties when the green grass grows for the young ponies. Do you still want to come?"


"Of course, I’ll come! How can we do these things, though? We have not done our vision quest, we have no medicine power," replied Kawa.


Nukitsi stood quietly, rooted to the ground. In his desire to free his mother and sister, he had completely forgotten that two boys, just into their twelfth winter, who had not gone out to seek their vision, would have no help from a powerful spirit. He thought as hard as he could and an idea came to him.


 "We will be hungry and very tired as we try to find our way alone. One of us will have to guard while the other sleeps. Let's be open to a vision as we struggle to find our way. I will ask the Puhakat Tenapu, the medicine man, if he thinks we can find our medicine as we make our journey."


Sitting outside under a tree, gnawing on a deer rib, the medicine man watched as Nukitsi approached. Nukitsi spoke to the old man in a soft voice, "Can you help me, wise one? I have a problem and I need your help."


The old man replied equally softly,  "Some problems I have power for, but with others I cannot help you. Tell me what you need."


"I must find my father, Red Bull, who is somewhere toward the espanol lands. Only my friend Kawoosa and I are free to make the journey and we do not have our medicine yet. Can we see our totem spirit as we make our journey?"


The old man put down his bone and looked very carefully at the young boy.

 "Very strange and frightening things are happening right now, young man. For the first time the Blue Shirts have come on a long march into our winter camp and slaughtered our warriors and families, like Utes or Tonkawas have done in the past. We are now without food and tipis. I am lucky to be alive myself. If I had not been out looking for saplings for our bows, I would be in that bloody pool along with so many others or lying split open with my guts pulled out. This will be the hardest winter in my memory and some of us will die. You and your friend should go and seek your own food on this journey, but because you have not done your vision quest you have not had all the training that a young warrior needs. It is possible that you may find your medicine as you struggle on your way. Come to me after I rest for awhile and I will try to teach the two of you some things you will need to know."


Nukitsi retreated respectfully. "Thank you, thank you wise one." 

*


Just after the sun was overhead, Nukitsi and Kawa sat down by the old man. He started speaking in the gruff voice of a stern teacher.  "You must never be afraid. You must always be on the watch for enemies, travel on high ground if possible. You will not know the trail that you must follow, but your first concern will be water and you know the signs of water and the animal trails that lead to it. By following the sun and traveling towards the waters that become larger, you will make a slow route toward espanol lands. This, however, is also the lands of the taiboo. 


To keep from traveling in a circle, remember the landmarks. If you do not, you could travel carelessly into an enemy camp. Take your mule and lead your best pony. When you need a new pony for any reason, stake your mule and ride hard at night. Steal a new pony and eat the old one. I do not have time or patience to go through all the animals and ways to hunt them. I hope your uncles did a good job in teaching you to hunt. If not you will starve and never reach your father. Use all your training and never be afraid. Go this evening when it is fully dark."

*


Feeling shock at the realization that they would really make this journey, Nukitsi and Kawa sat on a rock by the clear stream. The weak sun shone coldly down on them. 

"I’ll go now and get one of my father's ponies,” said Nikitsi. He spoke to Kawa, as if he were the war chief of their two-man band. “We must have the supplies that still lie on the ground around the village. I can’t bring shields and lances. We have no power for those, but I can find us some bows and many arrows. We have our knives and our fire drills. I will try to find some winter robes. You must get paunches with water and par fleches with dried fruit and meat with tallow. Remember to bring your paint and pipe and tobacco.”


“Don’t forget we’ll need something to trade," Kawa replied sourly. "Maybe I can trade that knife my brother got on his last raid.” The two boys rose and left quickly. Nukitsi went to the area outside the village where his father's horses were hoppled. He chose a beautiful gelded two year-old with a black head and ears called a war bonnet. He whistled to the horse and it lifted its head. He loosened the hopple and jumped easily onto its back. He slid a light rope of braided buffalo hair around its nose and gave the horse a flick with a piece of rawhide. 


It was quick work to ride to his old village. Everything lay in ruins, teepees on the ground, robes and pots strewn everywhere. He looked for an arrow case and a good bow which he found quickly. Then he began the tedious task of searching for arrows. Within an hour he had found what he needed. Then he remembered the robes. With winter coming they would need protection from the cold. He found two robes and several small buffalo hides. 


He hoped they would not need to fight. Warriors did not carry all these provisions; they found their supplies on the trail. Nukitsi and Kawa were not on the warpath. They would need these supplies for their journey.


 As he rode back to meet Kawa, Nukitsi stopped at the pond where so many of his family’s friends had died. As he sat on the bank a little frog jumped onto his lap. It seemed to be content to sit there and Nukitsi wondered if it was a sign. Frogs were good luck. They were a symbol of change and energy. He was happy to have this great luck as he was setting off on the biggest challenge of his life. He prayed to the father to be brave and not turn back until he had found he father.
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