
The crimson light behind the window shade reminded Leonard of a sunset. 

Except this light blinked. If he were to pull the shade aside he would see the word 

“Hotel” flashing on and off, splashing like blood on the snow below.  

The room was uncluttered, like his home in the valley, but there the resemblance 

ended. Here, cockroaches scurried from sight if he turned on the lamp in the night, and 

the fabric arms of the armchair in the corner had darkened over the years from the 

sweat of those who’d sat there before him. 

Leonard put his coffee cup on the nightstand and sat on the bed, sinking low in 

the lumpy mattress. The picture of Snow and Alejandro he had stolen leaned against 

the bedside lamp. He studied their faces again, as he had so many times since last 

night. 

“Bring the children home,” Leah Umemoto had told him when she learned he 

would make this journey. “Bring them back to their people.” 

He and Leah had made a pact three years ago. Both had lost loved ones due to 

alcoholism, drug abuse and depression. They had to reclaim the lives of the Yakama 

youth, they’d decided. Coming to Chicago was part of Leonard’s journey to do that. 

“Too many of our people have no self-respect anymore,” Leah had said. “In the 

old times, every newborn was sacred. Children were taught the Yakama virtues daily: 

how to live, who you are, where you come from. Today they have no one to guide them. 

They get caught up in drugs and alcohol and dysfunctional families.” 

Leah fulfilled her pact by visiting schools and telling traditional stories of their 

people. Leonard had become a volunteer at the local children’s youth club, playing 

basketball, leading field trips—mentoring, Leah called it. Recently, however, he had 



come to understand that he had a more personal purpose to fulfill first. He had to try to 

make a difference in the lives of his own niece and nephew. 

He pulled his wallet from his back pocket and fumbled in the well-worn folds for 

the picture he had carried for twenty years. Rose at twelve, younger than her daughter 

was now, but when he held the faded snapshot next to that of Snowflake, the 

resemblance was there. In the nose and mouth and in the sadness of the eyes. 

“Soul sickness,” he told Snow’s glossy smile. She had a bad case of it. As had 

her mother years ago. He had tried to convince Rose to stay on the rez, but she’d fallen 

in love with a young man from Chicago who was not satisfied with the quiet country life 

the Yakama community shared. He’d wanted to move to Seattle, so she would go, too. 

Leonard sighed and put Rose’s picture away. If the mother wouldn’t listen, he 

could not expect the daughter to, either. Not yet, at least. He was a stranger to her. 

Snow hadn’t recognized him at the train stop earlier, though she looked straight at him. 

Had he changed so much in four years, or had she? 

Drawing up his legs, he moved to the center of the bed, ankles crossed, wrists on 

his knees. With eyes closed he pictured the room around him: rat droppings, stained 

and peeling wallpaper, frayed threads in the dirty rug. Then he reimagined the image in 

his mind until the droppings became deer scat along a wooded trail. The shredded 

wallpaper fell like flakes of bark from a River Birch. The carpet turned into a wild array of 

Larkspur and Wooden Nightshade dotting the valley. He pictured himself sitting in the 

middle of all this, breathing in the fresh scent of his homeland.   

He remembered the first ceremony he attended in the Toppenish Longhouse. 

Their prayers had flowed east, through the open doors facing the sunrise. The 



Longhouse had been finished only a few months before and the smell of freshly 

timbered wood mixed with the spring wheat greening in the fields. 

The worship leader at that time claimed to have returned from the dead with 

visions meant to lead the Yakama Nation. Leonard’s last name had been Classon then, 

christened and raised in the beliefs of the Selah Lutheran Church. When he was 

eighteen, he’d scorned the idea of the Seven Drums Religion his grandfather insisted on 

preaching to him. A boy that age thought he knew all there was to life.  

Snow no doubt thought the same thing. In some ways she was smarter about the 

ways of the world than he was, despite his years in law enforcement. What would she 

think if she could hear the Revenant Worship song? Would she understand how the 

words make the taste of the salmon they ate afterward so much sweeter, how the beat 

of the drums pulses in your brain and your heart like a language forgotten long ago? 

He heard his grandfather’s words speaking in their native tongue. All creation is 

capable of having a spirit. And so therefore deserves respect. 

That sentiment, no doubt, would be met by the girl with scorn and probably even 

anger. She had little or no respect for anyone or anything because she had received 

none herself. 

Which might be the only reason she didn’t trust this Mordechai Levinson. The 

man at the pizza parlor—Jack, was it?—had certainly been quick to discount her 

concerns. The reporter women, though, had not sounded so sure. That was when 

Leonard knew he had to meet the man, to decide for himself. 

The smell of melted mozzarella and spices and tomato sauce wafted its way 

through his meditations and his stomach growled. Leonard sighed and stretched his 



legs out in front of him. There would be no cleansing his mind tonight. He reached for 

his cell phone and checked the time. 

He should have stolen two pizzas, he thought, as hunger rumbled again. One to 

eat. It was too late to think of that now. He checked his phone’s GPS directions to the 

Gold Coast condo. Twenty minutes to bike there, no more. It was important to arrive 

while the just baked aroma still leaked from the insulated carryall. 

Leonard pulled on his coat and wrapped a muffler around his neck, pulling it up in 

the front to capture his warm breath. His plaid cap with fur-lined ear flaps had been a 

gift from Leah, which brought her words to mind again. Bringing the children back meant 

more than just traveling the miles between home and here, she had reminded him.  

Their hearts and minds must be brought home as well.  

Once he reached the sidewalk, Leonard strapped the pizza carrier on the back of 

his bicycle. Then, throwing one leg across the seat, he pushed off into the slush. He had 

been in Chicago over a week. He’d tested its temperament, smelled its breath, and 

ridden its alleyways just like Yakama horse chasers learned to know a new colt 

captured from the wild herd. He’d exchanged words with the blind man who sat on the 

corner of LaSalle and Chicago and made wide circles around the few who had the stink 

of soul sickness on them. 

After that, he knew he’d been right to come this far. Alley and Snow would wither 

and die in the arid sandy soil of this city. Like so many young people from his tribe, they 

were like ghosts from a lost generation and needed to be saved from unworthy lives, 

from themselves. 



The doctor lived in a far different area than the one the children had grown up in. 

Gold Coast residents took pride in assuring that their neighborhood lived up to its name. 

Whether living in the hundred-story John Hancock building or an historic stone mansion, 

they spared no expense in keeping up appearances. 

Levinson’s building was only twenty stories high and one block too far west to 

have a million dollar view of the lake. It did have a doorman, however, stationed just 

inside the front doors in a spangled uniform. Though Leonard had been raised on an 

Indian Reservation and called a small cottage in a grazing meadow home, he knew 

ways to get inside a secure building.  

 “Little old to be delivering pizzas, aren’t you?” the doorman asked when Leonard 

finally reached his destination. 

Leonard only nodded and let his eyes drop in shame, waiting. He had doctored 

his coffee with just enough whiskey to paint a picture of an old Indian trying to scrape 

together a few pennies at an honest job. 

“Be quick about it then,” the man said, turning away to greet a resident pulling up 

in a taxi. 

In the vestibule, Levinson was clearly labeled on unit 702 of the intercom. 

Leonard entered the extension for 703 and continued down the row until one person 

responded to his announcement of “Pizza delivery” by buzzing him through the inside 

door. 

The hallway on the seventh floor had gold and green striped wallpaper above 

gold painted wainscoting. The patterned runner rug looked like it had been replaced 



recently and there was a faint smell of carpet glue still in the air. Unit 702 was at the end 

of the hallway next to a window that looked out along State Street.  

The evening news leaked into the hallway in a low hum. When Leonard lifted his 

fist to knock, another sound stayed his hand. 

“How dare you come here?” The man’s words were high-pitched with anger. 

“How did you find out where I live?” 

It was Snow who answered. “I will find you wherever you go,” she shouted. “I’ll 

hunt you down like a dog if you hurt my brother.” 

“Enough melodrama, Ms. Ramirez. Put down that ridiculous paring knife. You’re 

not making this any easier.” 

“Fuck easy. Things are done being easy for you. I found something that’s going 

to make things hard as hell unless you do what I say.” 

“Where did you get that? Give me—” 

A police car drove past outside, sirens blazing, then Snow’s voice, shrieking, 

rose over the sound. 

“Touch me again and I’ll kill you, you bastard. Stay away.” 

The doctor just laughed. 

“Just stay away from me and Alley, or I’ll show this proof to everyone, got that? 

Everyone.” 

The door burst open and Snow charged straight into Leonard. He dropped the 

pizza box and grabbed her with both hands, but she pulled away and fled down the hall. 

Levinson stood in the doorway looking after her. The doctor’s graying hair receded from 



his forehead and smudged spectacles perched on his nose. He seemed startled to find 

Leonard staring at him and quickly withdrew, slamming the door behind him.  

By the time Leonard made it outside, Snow was halfway down the block. She 

looked over her shoulder twice, keeping to the shadows. Even from this distance, 

Leonard could tell she was shaking. 

Leonard followed slowly, walking his bike. Two blocks away, she grabbed a 

backpack from behind a dumpster and disappeared around a corner. When he reached 

the mouth of the alley he saw her leaning against the brick wall, curled forward. As he 

drew closer he saw that she was crying.  

He stopped and waited. When she finally noticed him, she started, standing 

straight and looking around her as if for a weapon. When he did not move or speak, she 

calmed. 

“What are you looking at, old man? I’m not selling anything so get the hell out of 

here.” 

“You’re selling your soul,” he said quietly. 

She raged at him then, vituperative, filthy words that edged on hysteria. When 

that did not make him go away, she reached down and found garbage to throw his way, 

candy wrappers, a whiskey bottle, a handful of soil and weed pulled from a crack in the 

asphalt.  

Still Leonard waited, unmoving, holding his bike upright. The lightpost was 

behind him. He couldn’t be more than a silhouette to her, a target she couldn’t reach, 

either with her projectiles or her venom. 



Finally she was spent. She crouched in the alley, hands filthy, face livid with 

anger and hatred and, etched under it all, fear. The pale light made her look like a child 

who had been playing in the dirt. Tears had washed paths through the grime on her 

cheeks. Wisps of hair stuck to her wet face. 

“Why don’t you go away?” 

She said the words quietly as if she wasn’t expecting an answer. So he did not 

give her one. “You are in trouble.” 

A siren shrilled again in the distance. She looked toward the sound, then back at 

him.  

The scene brought to mind a movie he’d seen once based on a comic book 

super hero. Sirens wailing in the background, angled shadows in a dark alley, a street 

urchin looking up in fear at a shadowy, unmoving figure. He laughed a little, even 

though she bristled at the sound. 

“I can help you,” he said. 

Her resentment released like an untied balloon. She reached for her backpack 

and stood up, shrugging it on as she said, “No one can help me. I’m beyond it.” 

That provoked another chuckle. “I see what the doctor meant by melodrama. You 

do seem to enjoy it.” 

She was on the alert again, but more cautious than fearful. 

“What doctor?” 

“Levinson. Do you really have evidence against him, or were you bluffing?” 

That was enough, of course, for her stay and listen. “Who are you? How do you 

know about him?” 



“Pizza delivery. You ran into me in the hallway, remember? You weren’t exactly 

whispering at the man.” 

“Don’t give you a right to stand there listening. Or to follow me. What do you 

want?” 

“To help you. If you’ll let me.” 

“What do you get out of it?” 

Leonard hesitated. If she didn’t remember him, now was not a good time to 

reintroduce himself. A good poker player knew to keep his cards face down until the 

hand was played out. 

“I have a nephew,” he said, “who is Levinson’s patient. It’s my job to keep him 

safe.”  The truth in his tone convinced her. Leonard saw her resistance melt as he said 

the words. “Show me this proof Levinson is harming patients, and I’ll find a way to use it 

against him.” 

He waited until she nodded, then turned to lead the way. They walked in silence 

down the street. She kept her distance from him, and would not come up to his room 

when they got there. But she waited downstairs while he took his bike up and agreed to 

let him buy her a gyro at the café down the road. 

By the time her belly was filled, he would have her believing every word he told 

her. 

 


