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The Red Convertible
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\ow was the first one to drive a convertible on my reservation. And of course it
w27z Was red, ared Olds. I owned that car along with my brother Henry Junior. We
T owned it together until his boots filled with water on a windy night and he

bought out my share, Now Henry owns the whole car, and his youngest broth-
er Lyman (that’s myself), Lyman walks everywhere he goes. &5

2 How did T earn enough money to buy my share in the first place? My own tal-
ent was I could always make money. I had a touch for it, unusual in a Chippewa.
From the first I was different that way, and everyone recognized it. I was the only
kid they let in the American Legion Hall to shine shoes, for example, and one

bredhers

part owner, and of course there was no stopping me then. It wasn

the whole thing was mine.

W After I'd owned the Joliet for one year, it blew over in the worst tornado ever

seen around here. The whole operation was smashed to bits. A total loss. The
lator was up in a tree, the grill torn in half like it was paper. [ was only six-

teen. I had it al] in my mother’s name, and I lost it quick, but before I [ost it I

Syabax
ortance

had every one of my relatives, and their relatives, to dinner, and I also bouglﬂ)td

that red Olds I mentioned, along with Henry, leis ¢ % 2« w4 hory
o S The first time we saw it!'I’]] tell you when we first saw it, We had gotten a
G ride to Winnipeg, and both of us had money. Don't ask me why, because we

never mentioned a car or anything, we just had all our money. Mine was cash, a

big bankroll from the Joliet’s insurance. Henry had two checks—a weel’s extra

pay for being laid off, and his regular check from the Jewel Bearing Plant.

\» We were walking down Portage anyway, seeing the sights, when we saw it.

?bvf)’%':j(

few b

There it was, parked, large as life. Really as if it was alive. I thought of the word L
o PT because the car wasn’t simply stopped, parked, or whatever, That car™ e &

reposed, calm and gleaming, a FOR SALE sign in its left front window. Then,
before we had thought it over at all, the car belonged to us and our pockets were
empty. We had just enough money for gas back home.

b "] We went places in that car, me and Henry. We took off driving all one whole

TRTSEY ane 'O started off toward the Little Knife River and Mandaree in Fort

Berthold and then‘we found ourselves down in Wakpala somehow, and then sud-

R w wtie o oiue denly(We were over in Montana on the Rocky Boy, and yet the summer was not

b S 80" evenl half over. Some people hang on to details when they travel, but we didn't et
& e g them bother us and just lived/our everyday lives here to there.

I do remember this place with willows, [ remember I laid under thc zes

nd it was comfortable. So comfortable, The branches bent down allaro.  me
& Foaments
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o\ P et
likefaN t}e;t or a stable. And quiet, it was quiet, even though thel:e was a powwczlw
close enough so I could see it going on. ‘The air was not too still, not too win }II
either. When the dust rises up and hangs in the air around dancers like tll:at,
feel good. Henry was asleep with his arms thrown wide. Later on, hebwo e tt;p
and we started driving again. We were somewhere in Montana, or maybe on he
Blood Reserve—it could have been anywhere. Anyway it was_lwhere we met the

girl.

o AP i T
as ashaichet, like the nose on Red Tomahawk, the Indian who killed Sitting Bull, e 2= P
whose profile is on signs all along the North Dakota highways. Henry went off
to training camp, came home once during Christmas, then the next thing you
know we got an overseas letter from him. It was 1970, and he said he was sta-
toned up in the northern hill country. Whereabouts I did not know. He wasn't P A DA S
such a hot letter writer, and only got off two before the enemy cauﬁht im0

could never keep it straigh&x which direction those good Viemam sg iers were
\ Yorbured

SU\FT Nenny L-}w‘j. M\ﬂ S A from. DRl ~Tod D o - b - oph
: i s the first thing I noticed about \\» I wrote him back several times, even though I didn’t know if those letters
hC{ AlSlhher halrovsv:j ;Tol:lunfdirssenfogg‘;veiadﬂsili?rin oi\t, so we sfopped. That girl would get through. I kept him informed all about the car. Most of the time I had \
&L Shcfr‘:, assopshort herglsumber shirt looked comical on her, like a nightgo‘wgg. 1t up on blocks in the yard u:\)‘r“l?‘a’lf taken apart, because that long trip did a hard il
g}?tsz had jéans on and fancy moccasins and she carried a little suitcase. S job on it under the hood. dere ot 2

\1 T always had good luck with numbers, and never worried about the drif .t?:f‘f":f.l”f;”
myself. I never even had to think about what my number was. But Henry was

never lucky in the same way as me. It was at least thre§ xgars before Henry came 577,
home. By then I guess the whole war was solved In y

“Hop on in,” says Henry. So she climbs in between S, wotee koo relennd Beny

“We'll take you home,” I says. “Where do you live?”

“Chicken,” she says.

“Where the hell’s that?” I ask her.

“Alaska.” L i

o ” enry, and we drive.
© V\%kg}gt ;;y;ere gxd never wanted to leave. The sun doesn’t truly set there .
in summer, and the night is more a soft dusk. You mxghtsggze off, sometimes, e
but before you know it you’re up again, like an animal in nature. You never feel "o
like you have to sleep hard or put away the world. And things would grow. L}P W
there. One day just dirt or moss, the next day flowers and long grass. The g}llr ;
name was Susy. Her family really took to us. They fed us and put us up. We ha
our own tent to live in by their house, and the kids would be in and out of therew.M
all day and night. They couldn’t get over me and Henry being brothers, we L

ifferentWe told them we knew we had the same mother,.anyway.. ooy

{(\Jo(l;;dcsr?igdht Susy came in to visit us. We sat around in the tent talking of this,, 5 ]
and that. The season was changing. I‘tk\was getting darker by that time, and the
cold was even getting just a little'miean, I told her it was time for us to go. She
stood up on a chair. e 3

# ver seen my hair,” Susy said. .

L TXKJ; I'»i:asetl;'ue. Sheywas srandiri,g on a chair, but still, when she unclipped he’r
>uns the hair reached all the way to the ground. Our eyes opened. You couldn’t
ell how much hair she had when it was rolled up so neatly. "I‘he‘r‘] my brother
Jenry did something funny. He went up to the chair and said, “Jump on my
thoulders.” So she did that, and her hair reached down past his waist, aqd he
itarted twirling, this way and that, so her hair was flung out from side to side.

he left he said, “Now it’s yours,” and threw me his key. 'Qﬁgi;p"'j,’,,,‘f";(m, slogkstve ot ollee Lo,
\? “Thanks for the extra key,” I'd said. “I’ll put it in your drawer just in case I
need it.” He laughed. 2

€ Lo i proaraidiles Wik
\l When he came home, though, Henry was very different, and I'll say this: the
change was no good. You could hardly expect him to change for the better, I
know. But he was uiet, so quiet, and never comfortable sitting still anywhere A
but always up an moving around. I thought back to times we’d sat still for "
whole afternoons, never moving a muscle, just shifting our weight along the = /%~ @<
ground, talking to whoever sat with us, watching things, He'd always had a joke,
then, too, and now you cotldn’t get him to laugh, or when he did jt was more
the sound of a m?a’ﬁ*cﬁoldng, a sound that stopped up the throats of other peo-
ple around him. They got to leaving him alone most of the time, and I didn't

b

)

. : e Vicams »
away. Money still came very easy. I was sorry I'd ever bought it though, becaust’"< P G
3 . ; i Y, e A
of Henry. I was also sorry I'd bought color, because with black-and-white theww:-'wh
pictures seem older and farther away. But what are you going to do? He sat in"" > oL i e
5 dnpeiring ed,

front of it, watchin it, and that was the 9:}1 time he was completely still, But it R
was the kind of stillness that you see in'a rabbit when it freezes and before it will

\
& i i have 1 retty hair,” Henry says. bolt. He was not easy. He sat in his chair gripping the armrests with Ly
(§V I} alwizz Tlcf):gd?ﬁ:'ja:v : :;;Ill'l:'l;v :isgiiltcetéz w:,leh: g;‘d l;t. Ttt%e next mornrmg we might, as if the chair itself was moving at a high speed and if hh\efét‘go_at_aﬁ—}ﬁf .
: ,p‘zild tgok leave of those people : Rhatrgy b would rocket forward and maybe crash right rough the set. &on |

ot u :

sk O wia e D A [ ;lm (1]
vt reener pastures, as they say. It was down through Spokane and across
h:aol:;“&e;i’j bll(-i{a(h)crnl EﬁeieMontgna and very s):)onywe were racing the weather right along
+ g™« nder the Canadian border through Columbus, Des Lacs, and then were in
jottineau County and soon home. We’d made most of tbe an,ﬂth}at% syur:xgei B
rithout putting up the car hood at all. We got home just in time! e ;
¥57(ue 19 T don’t wonder that the army was so glad to get my brother that they turne
pee im into a Marine. He was built like a brick outhouse anyway. We liked to tease
44 im that théy really wanted him for his Indian nose. He had a nose big and sharp

Once I was.in the room watching TV with Henry and I heard his teeth click. PT5D

at something. I looked over, and he’d bitten through his lip. Blood was going posh Tt sheess

down his chin. I tell you right then I wanted to smash that twbe to pieces. Twent 4% op

over to it but Henry must have known what [ was up to. He rushed from his O

chair and shoved me out of the way, against the wall. I told myself he didn’s "4 "¢

know what he was doing. Ty
23My mom came in, turned the set off real quiet, and told us she had made i~

something for supper. So we went and sat down. There was still blood going

down Henry’s chin, but he didn't notice it and no one sajd anything, even
Doy M6 A LQJAL,{\‘\’B wag  Nnew. Psvahzhm wesrt ool
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hough every time he todk a bite of his bread his blood fell onto it until he was
:ating hi blood mixed in with the food.
£ i SV
i was not around we talked about what was going to :
L’%[:V}F Lee:—el e;rlge no Indian doctors on the res;rﬁ'anon,band myhmc;glu;%g%r; It_
. i i e he
-ome around to trusting the old man, Moses illager, becaus ity
d was jealous of her husbands. He might take revenge throug:
:Zﬁ? \3\%: \f/gre:?:ralid that if we brought Henry to a regular hospital they would
mar i ? id: “they just give them drugs.”
< 't fix them in those places,” Mom said; “they just give the
Z—\S)\ “j\;;::e&gg?dtn’t get him there ii the first place,” I agreed, “so let’s just forget
ibout it.” & *‘“"‘}: ‘g’ s t: P h;;f"
I thought about the car. &'twy b '
7"r"’l]f':‘l}::lr;y hag ngot even looked at the car since he’d gotten home, though like I
GL 2 aid. it was in tpatoncondidap and ready to drive. I thought the car might bring
(g Qd:*‘ ::he old Henry back somehow. So-I-b ided my time and waited for my chance to
W

= . . . ‘1‘1
%~ 1o interest him in the vehicle.

: O
M6 1Y B One night Henry was pff somewherer 1 ook myself 2 hammerr.l tI t\;vlzntta ;l)lgi ;ce):ﬁ;’

Ne M and I did 2 number-on its underside. acked 1t U r_ﬁ'&' ' e
Iﬁ?’ W< (tj!zi:biir erl ] Cr loose. By the time Twas done wi € car it looked Yy, W

life on reservation

worse ical Indian-car b iven all its :
N r‘(.)a”gs; a Bt \. o7} tha hbe dr Rt ¥ I Itd]u:ﬁ
Wil g , 3 alwa ay 2 =
“ hurt me, L'll tell you that! I threw dir ind .
’ :E:ﬁecltlric rtr:lape off the )sleats. I make it look just as beat up as I could. ThenT sat

ited for Henry to find it. . ' _ .
E%?di?%tﬁMggﬁ That was all right, because it was just getung
«*% o’ warm enough, not melting, but warm enough to work outside.
° “Lyman,” he says, walking in one day, “that red car looks like shxt..
= it's old,” I says. “You got to expect that.” ‘
NS “‘I\%Uv:r;;s!”osays He}r,lry. “Thgt car’s a classic! But you went and ran the p;is
1# 2 Dright out of it, Lyman, and you know it don’t deserve that. I kept that car in A-
) one shape. You don’t remember. You’re too young. But when I left, that car v\ias
' running like a watch. Now I don’t even know if I can get it to start again, let
it here near its old condition.” ) PR AN N
alo‘r‘lsvgeit)lroin tZyvt,” I said, like I was gettin% mad, “but I say it’s a piece of junk.
35Then I walked out before he could realize I knew he’d strung together more

2 LY Hope?
than six words at once. l SHAPT - el woabton afem

i i He was
o at I thought he’d freeze himself to death working on that car. '
' ‘\;ﬁ’%{‘“’%l(ztAtfthz;;:ll day, angd at night he rigged up a lictle lamp, ran a cord 011;2 the :ﬁn-
7 *"" dow, and had himself some light to see by while he worked. He w'?s hFter 3:(1)
he had been before, but that’s still not saying much. It was easier for 1rg ézwn
s _p the things the rest of us did. He ate more slowly and didn’t jump up;1 and o
S 3! during the meal to get this or that or look out the window. I put my hand in
back of the TV set, I admit, and fiddled around' Wl’th it goo.d, S0 th?tt it was
almost impossible now to get a clear picture. He didn’t look at it v.er};3 o tﬁn 3;11}17;
vy way. He was always out with that czr or ﬁiot;lng off to get parts for it. By the
1 i melting outside, he had it fixed. 0
%t ilvaﬁa?r‘l‘)]?;n feelingg down in the dumps about Henry around this umle. We hag
always been t " er before. Henry and Lyman. But he was s;luih a loner no
thX o

: i \
\ s together for a picture. Henry leaned his elbow on the red car’s windshield, and % *

*~¥"was heavy for him to lift and he didn’t want to bring the weight down all at once.

et
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that T didn’t know how to take it. So I jumped at the chance one day when Henry %
seemed friendly. It’s not that he smiled or anything. He just said, “Let’s take that

old shitbox for a spin.” Just the way he said it made me think he could be com-

ing around. \epet\ . aAIANN

3% We went out to the car. It was spring. The sun was shining very bright. MV{M&W
only sister, Bonita, who was just eleven years old, came out and made us stand

yhe took his other arm and put it over my shoulder, very carefully, as though it

324 “Smile,” Bonita said, and he did.
SWh\FT Fleshbeclq
3S That picture. I never look at it anymore. A few months ago, I don’t know why, s O 0
I got hispicture out and tacked it on the wall. I felt good about Henry at the v, w» >
time, close to him. I felt good having his picture on the wall, until one night’ =2 0"
when I was looking at television. I was a little drunk and stoned. I looked upfdtescs bsil
the wall and Henry was staring at me. I don’t know what it was, but his smile z\--‘* e
had changed, or maybe it was gone. All I know is I couldn’t stay in the same "
room with that picture. I was shaking. I got up, closed the door, and went into
the kitchen. A little later my friend Ray came over and we both went back into s el o
that room. We put the picture in a brown bag, folded the bag over and over®*™ =™
tightly, then put it way back in a closet.

3l Istill see that picture now, as if it tugs at me, whenever I pass that closet door. 4ot

The picture is very clear in my mind. It was so sunny that day Henry had to .

squint against the glare. Or maybe the camera Bonita held flashed like a mirror,
blinding him, before she snapped the picture. My face is right out in the sun, big 71%"‘%?
and round. But he might have drawn back, because the shadows on his face are

deep as holes. There are two shadows curved like little hooks around the ends Yo free rest%
of his smile, as if to frame it and try to keep it there—that one, first smile that = 3kl =
looked like it might have hurt his face. He has his field jacket on and:the worn-

in clothes he’d come back in and kept wearing ever since. After Bonita took the

picture, she went into the house and we got into the car. There was a full cool-

er in the trunk. We started off, east, toward Pembina and the Red River because

Henry said he wanted to see the high water. c-'s
Vg 35 beakilolly portomped §HVAT Hes g5 ek S‘@E;&,t&

37 The trip over there was beautiful. When everything starts changing, drying

up, clearing off, you feel like your whole life is starting. Henry felt it, too. The

top was down and the car hummed like a top. He’d really put it back in shape, * <> * .
even the tape on the seats was very carefully put down and glued back in layers. :; N
It’s not that he smiled again or even joked, but his face looked to me as if it was SRy
clear, more peaceful. It looked as though he wasn’t thinking of anything in par-

ticular except the bare fields and windbreaks and houses we were passing.

32 The river was high and full of winter trash when we got ther# The sun was, “wi"” "

still out, but it was colder by the river. There were still little clumps of dirty’

snow here and there on the banks. The water hadn’t gone over the banks yet,

but it would, you could tell. It was just at its limit, hard swollen, glossy like an

old gray scar. We made ourselves a fire, and we sat down and watched the cur-

rent go. As I watched it I felt something squeezing inside me and tightening and Siblvgs
trying to let go all at the same time. I knew I was not just feeling it myself; I % o

ry

A
. knew I was feeling what Henry was going through at that moment. Except that .-«
>~ T couldn’t stand it, the closing and opening. I jumped to my feet. I too! Copss
__F V
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by the shoulders and I started shaking him. “Wake up,” I says, “wake up, wake
up, wake up!” I didn’t know what had come over me. I sat down beside him
again.
}‘{g His face was totally white and hard. Then it broke, M all of a
sudden when water boils up inside them.
Lo “T know it,” he says. “I know it. I can’t help it. It’s no use.
A\ We start talking. He said he knew what I'd done with the ear. It was obvious
it had been whacked out of shape and not just neglected. He said he wanted to
give the car to me for good now, it was no use. He said he’d fixed it just to give
it back and I should take it. 3=y love ©
4 1“No way,” I says. “I don’t want it.” e
“That’s }(;kay, ¢ }}lle says, “you take it.” Sdres botess
“I don’t want it, though,” I says back to him, and then to emphasize, just to
emphasize, you understand, I touch his shoulder. He slaps my hand off.
“Take that car,” he says.
\“NCT,”TT}I.“M_ﬂ(e’m—c,” I say, and then he grabs my jacket and rips the arm
loose. That jacket is a class act, suede with tags and zippers. I push Henry back-
“ewe. wards, off the log. He jumps up and bowls me over. We go down in a clinch and
A ke : :
_— come up swinging hard, for all we’re worth, with our fists. He socks my jaw so
hard I feel like it swings loose. Then I'm at his rib cage and land a good one
under his chin so his head snaps back. He’s dazzled. He looks at me and I look
at him and then his eyes are full of tears-and blood and at first I think he’s cry-
ing. But no, he’s laughing. “Ha, ha!” he says. “Ha! Ha! Take good care of it.”
4% “Okay,” I says. “Oka —HalHal2
4\ T can’t help it, and I start laughing, too. My face feels fat and strange, and after
a while I get a beer from the cooler in the trunk, and when I hand it to Henry
he takes his shirt and wipes my germs off. “Hoof-and-mouth disease,” he says.
For some reason this cracks me up, and so w:g%feor a while, and
then we drink all the rest of the beers one by one and throw Hrem in the river
and see how far, how fast, the current takes them before they fill up and sink.
49 “You want to go on back?” I ask after a while. “Maybe we could snag a cou-
ple nice Kashpaw girls.”
\s W w~t He says nothing. But I can tell his mood is turning again.
13 b ¢ 40 “They're all crazy, the girls up here, every damn one of them.”
e ";,w, ~_ “You're crazy t00,” I say, to jolly him up. “Crazy Lamartine boys!”
s \o He looks as though he will take this wrong at first. His face twists, then clears,
and he jumps up on his feet. “That's right!” he says. “Crazier ’n hell. Crazy
Indians!”
471 I think it’s the old Henry again. He throws off his jacket and starts springing
his legs up from the knees like a fancy dancer. He’s down doing something
between a grass dance and a bunny hop, no kind of dance I ever saw before, but
neither has anyone else on all this green growing earth. He’s wild. He wants to
pitch whoopee! He’s up and at me and all over. All this time I'm laughing so
rd, so hard my belly is gegting.si in a knot.
" he shouts all of a sudden.
and jumps in. AVSTN poing veber
o4 . YA There’s boards and other things in the current. It’s s6 high. No sound comes
wo > /om the river after the splash he makes, so I run right over. I look around. It’s
517 3

Ny

Sover to the river
M}/\» ﬁe\‘ over

1 etting dark. I see he’s halfway across the water already, and I know he didn’t

L A asliat

» U Krows s "‘L‘a"ﬂ"‘
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S “My boots are filling,” he says.
S ho?

\ Hesays this in a normal voice, like he just noticed and he doesn’t kn s
to think of it. Then Re% gone. A branch comes by. Another brancl'Ill. Ando;vgvg}ilif MQ;L\L:M

5 7\ By the & CIRES D=
y the time I get out of the river, off the snag I pulled myself onto, the sun is 4
dow. : I.walk back to the car, turn on the high beams, and drive it up the Pank, —'M'jff”‘
Tput it in firse gear and then I take my foot off the clutch. I get out, close the desintey

N

door, and watch it plough softly into the water, The headlights reach i mov i
: : each in as the I
go ‘down, searchirfg; ighted even after the water swirls over the back end‘.}Il effcchie
wait. The wires sifort out. It is all finally_dark. And then/ there is only the water, w5/
the sound of it going a running and goirg and runping and running. ’ i
1984y
Heany LIA (
U M| ﬂe«»}s /vxf\,;\
%4 ‘—\eﬂr\,\j %M\Qd “pcu»é
hope llowed cada
b\/ e Q*app]\
A Ws he B0Y
Hhe e stops .. s sver
*NDVJ go  beck d rer<ed P’L”OM/OA i
éo <[+ "o M_) Q@/\/\/o)&“}\‘ DR TLQ/.
~ehurn >

3 bope o o A Ay § e

Yo oo L

nwle—D wr
e aoWa 4% Visusle  ad ;

.
Me%\ygb \




