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    [image: The Eagle Books. In the original Eagle Book series, a young boy, Rain that Dances, discovers an unhappy eagle. Mr. Eagle is tearful because many of the people in the community are developing a disease called type 2 diabetes. Rain that Dances invites his friends Thunder Cloud, Little Hummingbird, and Simon, to hear what the eagle has to say about staying healthy. The great bird assures the children that people can help to prevent type 2 diabetes by eating nourishing foods, being active, and following the traditions of their ancestors. Coyote and the Turtle’s Dream. In the original Eagle Books stories, Rain and his friends were about six years old. However, in this new story, Coyote and the Turtle’s Dream, they are entering the seventh grade. Once again, the eagle gives a warning to Rain, but this time it is about the disappearance of water on their reservation. Never forgetting the health messages taught to them by the eagle, the kids embark on a mystery/adventure to solve a riddle about ancient fossils that will restore the water’s flow. Hummingbird’s Squash. In Hummingbird’s Squash, our young heroes continue their adventures under the watchful eye of Sky Heart, the eagle. In this story, Hummingbird pursues an ambitious plan to grow healthy foods that will help the community prevent type 2 diabetes. Little does she know that Coyote is leading her, Rain, Boomer, Simon, and her new “sister” Arianna, on a path of knowledge that reveals what it means to embrace all of one’s relatives and honor the wisdom of ancestors.]

  


  
    [image: Hummingbird's Squash. Created by The Native Diabetes Wellness Program. Based on the original Eagle Books characters by Georgia Perez. Written by Terry Lofton. Illustrated by Patrick Rolo.]

  


  
    [image: Hummingbird’s Squash. Created by the Native Diabetes Wellness Program Written by Terry Lofton. Illustrated by Patrick Rolo. Graphic Design by Linda Beatty, Westat Graphics. Based on the original Eagle Books characters by Georgia Perez. DEPARTMENT OF HEALTH AND HUMAN SERVICES. Centers for Disease Control and Prevention. Division of Diabetes Translation. Native Diabetes Wellness Program.]

  


  
    [image: This book is dedicated to Buford Rolin, Chairman of the Poarch Band of Creek Indians, for his lifetime of achievement as an advocate for the health of Native peoples and his tireless work in the prevention of type 2 diabetes. For more information about CDC’s Native Diabetes Wellness Program and Eagle Books educational materials, please go to www.cdc.gov/diabetes/projects/diabetes-wellness.htm. Additional information about diabetes and diabetes prevention can be found at the National Diabetes Education Program’swebsite, http://ndep.nih. gov/. Under “Find Publications for Me,” select the drop down box for “Age” and find “Teens and Children.” Posted are tips for teens with diabetes, and tips for how kids can lower their risk for developing type 2 diabetes.]
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    [image: About Diabetes. Diabetes is a disease in which blood glucose levels are above normal. Most of the food we eat is turned into glucose, or sugar, for our bodies to use for energy. The pancreas, an organ that lies near the stomach, makes a hormone called insulin to help glucose get into the cells of our bodies. When you have diabetes, your body either doesn’t make enough insulin or can’t use its own insulin as well as it should. This causes sugar to build up in your blood. Type 1 diabetes, which was previously called insulin-dependent diabetes mellitus (IDDM) or juvenile-onset diabetes, may account for about 5 percent of all diagnosed cases of diabetes. The causes of type 1 diabetes appear to be much different than those for type 2 diabetes, though the exact mechanisms for developing both diseases are unknown. The appearance of type 1 diabetes is suspected to follow exposure to an “environmental trigger,” such as an unidentified virus, stimulating an immune attack against the beta cells of the pancreas (that produce insulin) in some genetically predisposed people. Researchers are making progress in identifying the exact genetics and “triggers” that predispose some individuals to develop type 1 diabetes, but prevention remains elusive. Type 2 diabetes, which was previously called non-insulin-dependent diabetes mellitus (NIDDM) or adult-onset diabetes, may account for about 90 percent to 95 percent of all diagnosed cases of diabetes. A number of studies have shown that regular physical activity can significantly reduce the risk of developing type 2 diabetes. The Diabetes Prevention Program (DPP), a major federally funded study of 3,234 people at high risk for diabetes, showed that people can delay and possibly prevent the disease by losing a small amount of weight (5 to 7% of total body weight) through 30 minutes of physical activity 5 days a week and healthier eating. For more information, visit the Centers for Disease Control and Prevention’s Diabetes Public Health Resource at http://www.cdc.gov/diabetes/consumer/index.htm.]

  


  
    [image: Preface. In 2005, the U.S. Centers for Disease Control and Prevention’s (CDC’s) Native Diabetes Wellness Program introduced children in American Indian/Alaska Native communities to the Eagle Books. In these stories, written by Georgia Perez, an eagle brings important messages about the prevention of type 2 diabetes to a young Indian boy and his friends. The eagle teaches that Native knowledge provides the wisdom and power that helps friends and families stay healthy. By eating the foods their ancestors did and being physically active, children learn that much can be done to prevent type 2 diabetes. Because the Eagle Books were so popular with elementary school children, we decided to develop books that would appeal to middle schoolers as well. In the first youth novel, Coyote and the Turtle’s Dream, Sky Heart (the eagle), Thistle (the rabbit), and Coyote lead Rain that Dances (Rain), Thunder Cloud (Boomer), Little Hummingbird (Bird), and Simon to deeper understandings about the health and well-being of their community. They learn that it is the people’s cultural values and their relationships to each other and their environment that are the sources of a healthy life in balance. They also learn from their new friend, Arianna, who has type 1 diabetes, that balance in nutrition and physical activity is essential for her health, too. In this new book, Hummingbird’s Squash, we once again find our heroes working to improve the health of families on the Medicine Cave Indian Reservation. In this story, the focus is on Hummingbird as she pursues a “giant plan” to grow]

  


  
    [image: huge fruits and vegetables that will provide abundant food to everyone. A bit full of herself, she believes that her “giants” will make Native seeds and growing methods unnecessary. She is unaware, however, that Coyote is playing tricks that will teach her and her friends about the history and wisdom of the foods their ancestors grew. His schemes also bring them into conflict with a school bully who has other plans for their giant garden. However, with help from Sky Heart, Thistle, the teachers at Thunder Rock Middle School, and their favorite store owner Boo, they find ways to prevent bullying and restore harmony to their school. By the way, you might like to know that in this story, Coyote performs the biggest trick (it is 9 feet tall) and oldest trick (about 4.5 billion years old) that he ever played. One of them is so spectacular (and traditional), the trickster even makes Miss Swallow, the science teacher, lose her cool! To help you imagine new characters and events in the book, Patrick Rolo returns as our illustrator. He brings Coyote’s tricks to life, and draws a terrific basketball game—not to mention a flying hamburger bomb that is pretty funny. Patrick has also updated the map of the town of Thunder Rock—just so you will know where you are. On behalf of the author, Terry Lofton, and all the people at the Native Diabetes Wellness Program, we hope that you enjoy Hummingbird’s Squash. If there are some words or terms you don’t understand, we have included a glossary at the back of the book. Don’t let a word stump you, just look it up and keep reading!]
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    [image: Full of Color, and Tricky Treats. Her characters still inspire us to write stories about good health and good friends. Continuing in his role as the principal illustrator for the Eagle Books project, Patrick Rolo (Bad River Band of Ojibwe Indians) has once again performed his magic for Hummingbird’s Squash. Patrick breathes life and excitement into the written characters with pencil and paint, motivating our graphics team to create products of the highest quality. Reading and reviewing manuscripts is an important job. For their insightful reviews and detailed feedback, we express thanks to Dr. Lawrence Barker, Associate Director for Science, CDC’s Division of Diabetes Translation; Melinda Frank (Navajo Nation), health scientist/epidemiologist with CDC’s Division of Diabetes Translation, Native Diabetes Wellness Program; Lorelei DeCora, R.N. (Ho-Chunk), our valued consultant and promoter of Eagle Books Talking Circles; and Arianna and Shirley Baros (the real Arianna and her mother) for sharing their very personal perspectives on the type 1 diabetes messages in the book. Other appreciated readers are Dr. Sanford Garfield, National Institute of Diabetes and Digestive and Kidney Diseases, National Institutes of Health; Dr. Carolee Dodge- Francis (Oneida Nation of Wisconsin), Executive Director of the American Indian Research and Education Center, University of Nevada, Las Vegas; Randy Chatto (Ramah Band of Navajo), Coordinator of the ERNEH Project: Empowering Ramah Navajos to Eat Healthy Using Traditional Foods; and Rosalie Carter, mother of the late Dr. Janette Carter of the Indian Health Service, who encouraged Georgia Perez to write the original story, Through the Eyes of the Eagle.]

  


  
    [image: The Wellness Program is grateful as well to the families and middle school readers who read early drafts of Hummingbird’s Squash. They represent the Navajo Nation, the San Felipe Pueblo in New Mexico, the Santee Sioux Tribe of Nebraska, and the Winnebago (Ho-Chunk) Tribe of Nebraska. Additionally, we want to say how much we welcomed the participation of Coach Darren Wilkins of Salem High School in Conyers, Georgia. He provided expert knowledge of basketball training techniques for boys of middle school age and advised us on basketball procedures and rules. Looking to the future, the Wellness Program further recognizes those who are building on the foundation established by the TLDC. We value so much the investment that has been madeby the Chickasaw Nation under the leadership of Governor Anoatubby and Judy Goforth Parker. They have enthusiastically supported development of “Eagle Adventure,” a program based on the four books in the Eagle Books series. A USDA-funded program, “Eagle Adventure,” was developed by Chickasaw Nation Nutrition Services in partnership with Oklahoma State University (OSU), under the direction of Stephany Parker, OSU Department of Nutritional Sciences. The program shows great promise as a significant means of Eagle Books sustainability. It has strong appeal to many tribes across the country and features a design that can accommodate books for older readers. And lastly, we acknowledge our wonderful partners on the Eagle Books project: Westat, for implementing the writing and graphics production for Hummingbird’s Squash, and Kauffman and Associates, Inc., the designers of our website and promotional strategies.]

  


  
    [image: Praise for Hummingbird's Squash. “Reading Hummingbird’s Squash was extremely meaningful to me. It portrays the importance of being a good relative—to one’s family and friends, and even to those who have forgotten how to be good relatives. Good relationships between people, like the sacred relationships between humans, plant life, and Mother Earth, help to create good health—whether it is preventing diabetes or healing the spirits of those who bully and are bullied.” —Lorelei DeCora. Winnebago Tribe of Nebraska (Ho-Chunk) Health Educator/Diabetes Talking Circles Facilitator Former Alternate, Tribal Leaders Diabetes Committee. “A great inspiration for all young and old! The story is fun and exciting and captivates the imagination. I can absolutely relate to the messages told by the children and whoever reads this book will as well. It teaches not only the importance of the health and wellness of our body, mind and spirit, but also the health and wellness of the renewable resources within our environment.” —Randy Chatto. Ramah Navajo, Project Coordinator Empowering Ramah Navajos to Eat Healthy Traditional Foods Project. “I read ‘Hummingbird’s Squash’ and was impressed with how good a story it is (independent of its purpose). The plot incorporates the life of the now older children in a world that is real and full of symbolism and imagination—all to teach the message of health. The children of the Eagle Book stories learn how their environment and culture is a source for understanding and how both, when lived as Native Peoples always did, lead to health and, as in the Diabetes Education in Tribal Schools K-12 curriculum, give the message—Health is Life in Balance.” —Dr. Sanford Garfield. National Institute of Diabetes and Digestive and Kidney Diseases. National Institutes of Health Co-Director of the Diabetes Education in Tribal Schools Health is Life in Balance, K-12 curriculum.]

  


  
    [image: “Promise the readers a tale of magic and adventure. Deliver them one even better than you promised. And, while you are delivering it, teach some important lessons about life and health, and teach those lessons in such an entertaining way that the reader might not even notice they are being taught. In other words, give them one thing under the guise of another. Coyote (on at least his relatively benevolent days) would approve of Hummingbird’s Squash.” —Dr. Lawrence Barker. Associate Director for Science Division of Diabetes Translation. Centers for Disease Control and Prevention. “My daughter, Janette Carter, would be so thrilled to see what has become of the Eagle Book stories with the second middle school novel, Hummingbird’s Squash. Janette’s faith in stories to “reach, teach and heal” has proved its worth to inspire the continuation of storytelling as a significant part of type 2 diabetes prevention programs. How fortunate we are to have the team who continues this work. The book is really a good one!” —Mrs. Rosalie Carter, Albuquerque, New Mexico1. “The story and character content segue from Coyote and the Turtle’s Dream to Hummingbird’s Squash is beautiful! The book constantly reinforces the message of hope and positive change, for our Native communities, families and within ourselves.” —Dr. Carolee Dodge Francis. Oneida Nation of Wisconsin. Executive Director American Indian Research and Education Center. University of Nevada, Las Vegas.]
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    [image: Chapter 1. Image of Coyote Lookings through a pair of binoculars; Sky Heart the eagle, and Thistle, the rabbit, stand behind him. Caption reads: “Ha! She can’t resist. She can’t. It’s too tempting. She’s going to do it! Tell Thistle what you see, Eagle.” Elephant's Toothpaste. Lester nervously licked his lips and lowered the flaming splint into the mouth of the test tube. As expected, his efforts were rewarded with a loud “Poof!” Murmurs of “Hey, cool” floated across the classroom in appreciation. Smiling, Lester looked up, seeking the approval of Mr. Pence, the 7th grade science teacher. “Thank you, Lester. So, what is the name of the gas that caused the ‘pop’ we heard?”]

  


  
    [image: Lester’s smile faded. He shrugged his shoulders and guessed. “Diesel?” Amid the laughter, the teacher sighed and double-wrapped his muffler around his neck. Mr. Pence was always cold. For him the early days of October were arctic, not crisp. He walked over to the thermostat and checked it for the third time that morning. It always read 70 degrees. Mr. Pence had tried putting ice cubes on the bogus instrument in hopes of pushing the room temperature into a balmier range, but to no avail. Resisting the urge to pull the thermostat off the wall, he wiped his ever-icy nose with a tissue and turned his attention back to the class. Mr. Pence nodded and smiled amiably, but suspicioned that Lester wasn’t being funny. A kindly soul, the science teacher always enjoyed a joke from his students. “That was a good one, Lester. You can go back to your seat. Well, anybody want to identify the gas?” Hummingbird shot up her hand.“Hydrogen! It’s hydrogen. That’s the gas that blew up the Hindenburg. It was this giant airship like a big blimp! I saw a movie on TV about it.” Remembering last week’s rubber tubing catastrophe, the science teacher thought, Yes, Miss Birdie, you do seem to like things that “go boom.” Checking his lesson plan, Mr. Pence noted that his star science student’s demonstration was next. “For our last activity today, we are going to generate oxygen from hydrogen peroxide. Hummingbird, come on up and show us how it’s done.” As Hummingbird came up to the lab bench, Mr. Pence whispered, “No antics, right? You promised you would be good.”]

  


  
    [image: Hummingbird whispered back, “I promise, Mr. Pence. No tricks.” “Okay, let’s take a look at the chemical equation for this reaction. And define what a catalyst is. We will be using a catalyst in this experiment.” While Mr. Pence went to the board, Hummingbird began to remove the items she needed from her cardboard “goodie box:” liquid soap, green and red food color, and a bottle of 3% hydrogen peroxide from the drug store. She wished that RD, Boomer and Simon (her best friends—of the boy variety) were in the 3rd period science class. They would love this demo! She and Mr. Pence had practiced the experiment the day before. It was really cool, but she was a little disappointed that it wasn’t more exciting. On a low hill overlooking Thunder Rock Middle School, Coyote crouched, half-hidden behind a clump of bushes. He balanced a pair of field glasses on his snout with one paw while he scratched aggressively at a flea with the other. This displacement activity released only some of the excited tension that was building in his quivering haunches. Staring intently through a window into Mr. Pence’s science class, the trickster began to hum and then sing-song breathlessly: “She’s gonna do it, she’s gonna do it” “So what are you so happy about?” The question came from an eastern cottontail rabbit that had quietly joined Coyote behind his bushy cover.]

  


  
    [image: Coyote ignored her. “Excuse me, but helloooow! Do you mind telling me why you wanted me to come here?” Ignored again, the rabbit became impatient and hopped in front of Coyote to get his attention. When she saw his new optical equipment, the rabbit knew full well that someone on the Medicine Cave Indian Reservation was short a pair of binoculars. She asked the question anyway: “Where did you get those?” Coyote still said nothing. “Don’t tell me. I know—you found them lying beside the road.” Annoyed, Coyote growled, “Shut up, Thistle! Can’t you see I’m working? “Hey, you asked me to this party. I didn’t volunteer.” Thistle shrugged and began to nibble while she waited for the arrival of Sky Heart, the eagle. Of all the “Animals of Stories,” he was the one to which Coyote would give most respect. Perhaps he would reveal his intentions to the Great Messenger. Presently, Thistle heard the eagle’s flapping and raised her head to watch him land in a nearby opening in the underbrush. Once on the ground, he advanced with hops so precise that he did not even rustle the dead weeds. Just like Sky Heart, Thistle thought, he never makes a big show. When his majestic white head appeared above a stand of golden rod, she called out, “Sky Heart! Over here.” With good humor, the eagle replied patiently, “Yes, Thistle, I see you.” “So, do you know what this is about?”]

  


  
    [image: “No, but it can’t be good.” Coyote jerked the glasses’ strap from around his head and held out the binoculars to Sky Heart. “It’s about these. I asked to borrow your eyeballs—just borrow them for just a few minutes. But, no, you wouldn’t share those precious peepers of yours. So I got something just as good.” He raised the field glasses back to his eyes and continued his vigilant observation. Sky Heart explained to Thistle. “He said he wanted to exchange eyeballs for a while. Thought I might enjoy seeing the world from his viewpoint.” Thistle harrumphed, “What would that be? The back end of another coyote?” The eagle laughed. “What are you looking at, Trickster?” “Look for yourself. You don’t need binoculars.” Finishing up his explanation at the board, Mr. Pence retrieved a small bottle of liquid sodium iodide from a locked cabinet off limits to students. The sodium iodide was the catalyst—the all-important substance that could speed up or slow down a chemical reaction. He would allow Hummingbird to handle the weak solution of sodium iodide since it was relatively harmless. Deciding to have some fun, Mr. Pence asked, “So, how many of you brushed your teeth with people toothpaste this morning?” Hands shot up all over the classroom. Sammie, one of Hummingbird’s friends, protested, “Mr. Pence, this is science—not health class. Besides, what else would we brush our teeth with?”]

  


  
    [image: “Sammie, I think you’ll find that science and health can really be two peas in the same pod.” As he expounded on the relationship between scientific research and good health behaviors, Mr. Pence set up a plastic safety screen at the front of the lab bench. This experiment was not considered dangerous because the 3% hydrogen peroxide was so weak (unlike 35% hydrogen peroxide which could severely burn the skin). But Mr. Pence always followed the rules—for safety sake and to protect the student’s clothes from exposure to the bleaching or staining effects of various chemicals. Smiling mysteriously, Mr. Pence continued. “All I’m suggesting, kids, is that there are other kinds of toothpaste. Today, we are going to make some very big toothpaste—like the kind that elephants use.” Several students protested, “Oh, come on, Mr. Pence, elephants don’t brush their teeth! You don’t mean elephant’s toothpaste!” “Yes, that is exactly what I mean—elephant’s toothpaste.” After he and Hummingbird had donned their safety goggles, aprons, and gloves, Mr. Pence stepped aside and said ceremoniously, “Hummingbird, please proceed.” Clearing her throat, Hummingbird described the procedure. “First, we add 20 milliliters (mls) of the hydrogen peroxide to the graduated cylinder. Next, we add 5 mls of liquid soap—a couple of good squirts. Then, we add food coloring.” She dribbled several drops of red food coloring down the inside of one side of the glass cylinder and green food coloring down the other side. Hummingbird looked up and smiled sweetly at the]

  


  
    [image: class. Then she wiggled her eyebrows up and down as if to say, Hang on. This is going to be fun! The class strained forward in their desks. “Ha! She can’t resist. She can’t. It’s too tempting. She’s going to do it!” His eyes gleaming, Coyote flashed a look at Sky Heart. “Tell Thistle what you see, Eagle.” Sky Heart turned his head and focused his extraordinary vision through the classroom window. “I see Hummingbird standing in front of a classroom.” Looking at her now, so grown up, the great bird smiled. He remembered this pretty Indian girl when she was a spunky little six-year-old. Yes, he thought, that was the summer when the “Animals of Stories” had talked to the Rain that Dances, Hummingbird, Boomer and Simon at the old tree stump. Talking to humans was something rarely done these days, but the message was too important to ignore. The people had to start eating healthier and moving their bodies. He, Thistle, and Coyote had decided that the children were the answer—the answer to helping their families and friends prevent type 2 diabetes. Coyote interrupted the eagle’s thoughts. “Yes,” the trickster chuckled, “Little Hummingbird is indeed who you see. Alarmed that Coyote was up to something, Thistle asked, “What is she doing Sky Heart?” “She’s holding a bottle over a tall glass tube.” “Yes, heeeee-heeeee. Whahhh! Haaa! Here it comes here it comes!!!]

  


  
    [image: “Then last, but certainly not least, we add the catalyst that will speed up the release of oxygen from the hydrogen peroxide.” Hummingbird held out her hand to Mr. Pence. As the bottle of catalyst transferred from teacher to student, Mr. Pence made a move that would set a string of events into motion that Hummingbird would remember for the rest of her life. What small innocent act, you ask, could be so momentous? He merely reached down to pick up a tissue he had dropped on the floor. In the moment that Mr. Pence diverted his eyes from Hummingbird, she made a lightning-fast decision based on a belief (the demonstration should be more exciting) and an assumption (more excitement meant a faster chemical reaction). Her decision? To add more catalyst. Instead of the recommended 2 mls, she poured half the contents of the bottle directly into the soap/hydrogen peroxide mixture. In a flash, not even a nano-second, a pink and green- striped soap bomb fueled by the oxygen from the hydrogen peroxide zoomed from the cylinder! At first it looked just like a gigantic squeeze of toothpaste, but as it blobbed out in ever bigger billows of bubbly foam, it took on the appearance of a shape-shifting, mutant, pinky-greenmushroom. Likeafungus, it began to grow up and over the safety screen where it fell in bulbous lumps on the floor. Hummingbird stumbled back from the still-blossoming eruption that obscured her view of the classroom and Mr. Pence. She could hear gasps, shrieks, and scraping desks as kids ran]

  


  
    [image: for the door or retreated to the back of the room, bunching up against the windows. Sammie yelled, “Bird! Get away from that thing!” The chemical reaction spawned “toothpaste” for several more seconds. Then, it stopped as abruptly as it had begun. The foaming mound seemed to emit a hot exothermic sigh as its short life expired. The hydrogen peroxide was “dead.” Each of its molecules (H2O2) had lost one atom of oxygen. All that was left over from the reaction was H2O—plain old water—and the catalyst.Quiet descended on the room. Hummingbird took several faltering steps backward and bumped into one of the now empty desks. Dumbly, she looked back and forth between her classmates and the humongous load of puffy goo that covered all of the lab bench, the surrounding floor, and Mr. Pence’s desk. Suddenly, the classroom door flung open! Miss Betty Swallow stood in the door frame, her eyes bright and alert for potential danger. Quickly scanning the classroom, she demanded, “What is going on in here?” Lester pointed his finger at Hummingbird and bleated in the whiny voice of tattle-tales the world over: “She did it…” Coyote flung himself into the air with glee. “She did it!” The field glasses went flying into a clump of bushes. “Yes, yes! She did it! ! Oh Gahhh, that was funny! Wahh. Ha-ha!” He rolled on the ground, pounding it with his fist. “Hee-Hee…haaaa!” He laughed so hard he started to choke. Gagging, Coyote fell down]

  


  
    [image: flat on his face, his shoulders heaving. He raised his head for a gasp of air; then he laughed some more. “Ha ha ha. Haaaaaa!” Coughing out the last of his delight, he finally rolled on his back, panting. Thistle looked to Sky Heart. “I couldn’t see it. Was it that funny?” Sky Heart’s beak was open. Stunned, he looked down at Thistle, then back at the scene in the classroom. “Well, let’s put it this way. It was very entertaining.” Thistle went searching for the field glasses. When she found them, she fit her eyes as best she could to the position of the eye pieces. She watched the classroom for a few seconds and asked, “Did she make that foamy stuff?” Coyote answered dreamily, “Yes, isn’t she wonderful?” Then he added with a sly grin, “Of course, I helped.” “Well, it looks like Miss Swallow just showed up,” Thistle reported. “Maybe she’ll put a stop to this nonsense.” “Awww…patooties,” Coyote pouted, “little Miss Betty is going to spoil everything.” Suddenly very annoyed, he barked, “Here, gimme those glasses!” Handing over Coyote’s new “eyeballs,” the little rabbit narrowed her own eyes and cast a suspicious look at the trickster. Suddenly she realized why Coyote had invited them to join him. Hopping over to Sky Heart, she whispered, “Coyote’s started a game, hasn’t he?” “Yes. A Hummingbird game. Looks like we are going to be busy.”]

  


  
    [image: “Right,” Thistle sighed. “Watch over her, Sky Heart, and let me know what happens. I have to get back to my nest building now.” Mustering the considerable muscle energy in her haunches, Thistle bounded into the brush and quickly disappeared. Coyote lowered the field glasses. Feeling empowered by his trickery, he stood up on his hind legs and toddled toward the low branch where the eagle now perched. Grinning at Sky Heart, the trickster declared, “I hope you’re in good shape, Eagle. This is going to be grand sport. And just in case you were worried, Miss Swallow hasn’t spoiled it.” “No indeed,” he giggled, “this game has only just begun!”]

  


  
    [image: Chapter 2. image of a human head, obscured by soap foam, emerges from mounds of suds. Suddenly, a hole began to drip open where the creature’s mouth should be. One of the boys hollered, “He looks like the Scream Monster!” A Catalyst for Bullies. “Where is Mr. Pence?” No one spoke. Worried, Ms. Swallow called, “Mr. Pence!” A peculiar sound came from the direction of the lab bench. Miss Swallow thought it sounded like a boot being pulled from a mud hole. All eyes turned to the front of the classroom where a greenish (minty fresh?) slurp of foam began to rise and take on the blurred outline of a humanoid form. The big bubble stretched out its arms as if pleading for help and began to blindly squish toward Hummingbird.]

  


  
    [image: Hummingbird’s hand flew to her mouth in shock. This is terrible, she thought, what have I done? Overcome by guilt, Hummingbird could only stammer, “Oh, Mr. Pence, I’m so sorry. Please…don’t be mad” The bubble creature cocked its head to the side, seemingly confused by the apology. It turned slowly, like a ship setting new coordinates, and headed toward Miss Swallow. Leaving a striped pinkish slime trail, it trudged step by step toward the beautiful 8th grade science teacher. Suddenly, a hole began to drip open where the creature’s mouth should be. One of the boys hollered, “He looks like the Scream Monster!” Miss Swallow ran to Mr. Pence. “Oh my gosh, David, are you all right?” She pulled off her lab coat and began to brush great wads of foam from his head and shoulders. From the mouth hole came the sound of laughter and protest, “No, no! Stop, Miss Swallow. I like it. It’s wonderful! I’m warm! I’m sooo warm! It’s the first time I’ve been warm in months!” “Yes, of course, the chemical reaction gave off heat. But we need to get this mess off of you.” Miss Swallow looked at the clock—the class period was almost over. The bell would ring in a few minutes. An expert at classroom management, Miss Swallow took charge. “Everybody, return to your seats and get your things together.” Amid the erupting classroom chatter, she continued issuing orders that would restore normalcy to the situation. “Sammie, run get the janitor. You, George, get some towels from Coach Brown.” To Mr. Pence s he said, “Thank]

  


  
    [image: goodness, your next period is planning. Hold on. I’ll be back in a few minutes.” She was almost out the door when she turned and called out, “Hummingbird, please remain. I want to talk to you.” When the bell finally rang, the class surged out of the trailer. Hummingbird dejectedly sat down next to a window and watched her schoolmates run to the main building. They can’t wait, she thought, to tell everybody in the whole school. She looked over at Mr. Pence who had removed his safety goggles and was untying the rubberized apron that had protected most of his lab coat and shirt. The bottom of his pants and shoes were another matter. Following Mr. Pence’s example, Hummingbird took off her safety gear and laid it on the desk beside her. Looking sadly at the goggles and gloves, her thoughts became glum and confused: I’m in real trouble now. What was I thinking Floyd, the school custodian, knocked on the door. “Heard you had a problem.” Mr. Pence pointed toward the gloppy mess. “Over there, Floyd. Sorry about the extra work.” “That’s okay, it’s my job.” Floyd wheeled in his bucket and mop, then hesitated. “It ain’t poisonous, is it?” Miss Swallow bustled into the classroom behind Floyd. She answered for Mr. Pence. “No, it’s harmless, Floyd.” As the custodian set to work, Miss Swallow handed Mr. Pence some towels and a clean track suit from Coach Brown. When he went to the trailer bathroom to change clothes, Miss Swallow took a seat beside the abashed young girl. Quietly she said, “Do you want to tell me about it, Hummingbird?”]

  


  
    [image: “I’m sorry, Miss Swallow. I don’t know what made me do it. I just wanted it to be more exciting, I guess. You know, go faster—be bigger? I didn’t know this would happen.” “What exactly did you do?” Casting her eyes downward, Hummingbird confessed, “I added more catalyst than I was supposed to.” Miss Swallow frowned and looked quizzically at Hummingbird. “Yes, but what else did you do?” Her voice quavering, Hummingbird replied, “Nothing.” Mr. Pence emerged from the bathroom—his arms crossed tightly up against his body. He was already cold again. The fact that he was wearing a dry pair of athletic socks, but no shoes, probably added to his discomfort. The enormous crush he had on Miss Swallow didn’t help either. Looking at her adoringly with his pale blue eyes, Mr. Pence said shyly, “Thanks so much for your help, Miss Swallow. That was a bit of a disaster.” Then he turned to Hummingbird. Feeling betrayed, he said, “I’m very disappointed in you, Hummingbird. You’ve become so irresponsible! Last week you didn’t follow directions and blew up two feet of rubber tubing. The week before that you turned a test tube into a missile.” Turning to Miss Swallow, he added, “It shot across the room and landed in our aquarium!” Tears began to form in Hummingbird’s eyes. If Mr. Pence was a mean teacher, she could at least have mustered some resentment toward him. But he had always been kind and understanding—even when she pushed the envelope sometimes. Now, she had let him down.]

  


  
    [image: “What I really don’t understand is where you got the strong solution of hydrogen peroxide. Who got that for you?” “Nobody. The 3% hydrogen peroxide was what I bought at the drug store, Mr. Pence. It was the same bottle I used when we practiced yesterday.” “That’s impossible.” Mr. Pence got up and went to the locked chemicals cabinet. He searched the shelves until he found the recently ordered 35% solution of hydrogen peroxide. It was still sealed. He stepped over some foam that Floyd had not mopped up yet, and picked up Hummingbird’s bottle of hydrogen peroxide and read the label. “Three percent,” he muttered. Miss Swallow explained. “Hummingbird, there isn’t enough oxygen in the 3% solution to create that big explosion.” Turning around inher seat, Miss Swallow called out to Mr. Pence who was examining Hummingbird’s “goodie box.” “There is something else that is puzzling me.” Hummingbird thought, Oh, no. What have I done now? After Mr. Pence rejoined them, Miss Swallow went on. “Hummingbird says that she added more of the sodium iodide than was called for…and that’s all she did. She believed it would make the reaction go faster and make more foam.” Mr. Pence laughed and shook his head. “That just doesn’t make sense.” Looking at both teachers, Hummingbird asked, “Well, isn’t that what made the foam blast out…instead of just dribble?” Miss Swallow said,“No, Hummingbird. There’s not enough oxygen gas released from the 3% solution to make the foam shoot]

  


  
    [image: out of the cylinder that fast. What’s more, the 2 mls of sodium iodide will immediately release almost all of the oxygen in the 3% hydrogen peroxide—so adding more catalyst won’t produce more oxygen. Without more oxygen, there won’t be more foam.” Brightening for a moment, Hummingbird asked hopefully, “So, I didn’t really cause the explosion?” “I don’t know what you did,” Mr. Pence answered. “What concerns me is that you intended to create a bigger effect. If not an explosion, then something like it.” The science teacher uncharacteristically became very stern. “Until I understand what happened here today, your participation in lab activities will be restricted. I’ll have to call your parents and talk to the principal.” He paused and then added,“This might even require a suspension from school.” Hummingbird’s face crumpled. “Suspended?” she whispered. Suddenly realizing the consequences of her actions Hummingbird jumped up from the desk.“Oh, no, Miss Swallow, the science fair! I might not be able to participate” Miss Swallow was very solemn. “Perhaps not, Hummingbird. A polite knocking at the door interrupted the teachers’ consideration of Hummingbird’s fate. The president of the science club peered inside the classroom. “Excuse me, Miss Swallow, but” “Oh, I forgot! Sorry, sorry, Chris. Please tell Miss Oliver I’ll be right there. I promised to do a demo for the sixth graders.”]

  


  
    [image: The boy withdrew, but did not immediately obey Miss Swallow’s request. Instead, he stood to the side of the door and continued to listen as he had been doing before his well- mannered intrusion. So, Hummingbird could be blocked from the science fair? He smiled to himself. Miss Smarty, it seems, may have taken herself out of the competition…Chris was pleased, very pleased, with this new development. Elated at Hummingbird’s misfortune, he slipped quietly down the steps of the trailer and headed back to the main building. There was a decided bounce in his step as he pondered how to use the “toothpaste fiasco” to his advantage. As he amused himself with devious thoughts, his smile suddenly twisted into an ugly smirk. Chris Sorrel didn’t like competition. He wanted the science fair’s blue ribbon for himself.]

  


  
    [image: Chapter 3. Image of a half-eaten hamburger, partially wrapped in foil, flies through the air. Suddenly, an incoming ball of tinfoil flashed between Arianna and Simon’s heads.Soap Bombs and Burgers. Hummingbird nervously clutched the note that Mr. Pence had written to explain her late arrival to her 3rd period class. She ran to the 7th grade wing, and then walked rapidly to her locker, avoiding the stares of the few students in the hallway. Releasing the combination lock, she jerked open the locker door and crammed in her science book. Fretting about the quiz she was missing, she tugged at the blue spine of her history book—too forcefully. The book and a pile of papers spewed from the locker and scattered on the floor.]

  


  
    


    [image: “Seems like everything is exploding today.” Hummingbird jumped. “Oh, hi. I didn’t see you, Chris.” Nervously, the young girl focused her attention on the 13-year- old boy who had slipped up on her so silently. Like her girlfriends, Hummingbird liked to engage in giggling chitchat about the most popular boys at school. Chris Sorrel, captain of the 8th grade basketball team, was at the top of their list. Good-looking and tall for his age, the girls thought that he was conceited. But that didn’t detract from his appeal, especially to Hummingbird, since Chris was also on the math team and president of the science club. Hummingbird reached down to pick up her papers. Her voice tight, shesaid,“So, I guess you heardwhat Mr. Pencesaid.” “Uh-huh. I wonder how long it will take Mr. Pence to trust you again? I’m sure it won’t be long. He’s so stupid—he’ll probably believe anything you tell him.” Not appreciating the comment about Mr. Pence, Hummingbird said, “I thought Miss Swallow asked you to deliver a message for her.” “Miss Swallow? She doesn’t order me around. Nobody does.” Noticing that Hummingbird had stopped picking up her papers, Chris said,“Here let me help you with those.” He walked across the hall and picked up a set of stapled sheets. He saw that it was a science test with a score of 100. Fixing Hummingbird with a bright stare, he crumpled the test in his hand and shoved it in his pocket. Smiling coldly, Chris shot his poison arrow. “Yeah, he’s so dumb he’ll probably believe what other people tell him about you, too.”]

  

  
  [image: Hummingbird froze. Not even breathing, she watched Chris turn and saunter down the hall. At the intersection with the 8th grade wing, he stopped in front of a glass partition to examine his reflection. Satisfied with his fashionable “bed head,” he disappeared around the corner. That morning, Hummingbird had come to school a bright, vivacious girl. Now the joy and the morning were gone. She glanced at the hall clock and saw that the bell would ring in a few minutes. Hummingbird returned the history book to her locker. She decided to take the late note to Mr. Braun, her history teacher, between classes. That way she would attract less attention. In the meantime, she would hide out in the girl’s restroom. Hummingbird walked quickly down the hall and gently pushed open the door to the girl’s restroom. She peeped inside. No one was there. She slipped into the last stall and locked it. Leaning her head up against the door, the former star of Mr. Pence’s class waited for the bell. She could feel herself sweating. Oh geez, she thought, what was that with Chris? Hummingbird knew that some kids didn’t like him or his brothers, but what had she ever done to him? What was he going to say about her? Oh, come on, please ring! Out loud, she whispered, “I’ve got to talk to RD…” Finally, the bell yielded to the clock and the halls came to life. The restroom door thumped open and the clamor of laughing, chattering voices immediately displaced the quiet. Stalls banged and faucets gushed as girls combed their hair, applied lip gloss, and traded the latest juicy tidbits. As Hummingbird expected,]
 
   
  [image: she was the tidbit. “Did you hear—she blew up Mr. Pence!” “I heard Miss Swallow had to save him!” “Yeah, she made a soap bomb!” “They say she put gun powder in the soap…” “Who said that?” “I don’t know, but Wanda saw everything…” The rumors grew and flew until the ‘elephant’s toothpaste’ had evolved into an explosion that could only be described as atomic. At last, the crowd dispersed and headed to the lunchroom. Hummingbird didn’t move. She stood staring at the stall door, but not seeing it. Her only thought was an irrational one. Maybe I can stay in here until school is out. Apparently, that would not be an option. A familiar and friendly young voice whispered, “Bird, you can come out now.” Hummingbird pulled the stall door open and peeked out. “Oh, Arianna! How did you know it was me? There’s nobody else in here, is there?” “I recognized your shoes, Silly.” Looking around, Arianna said, “No, they’re all gone.” “You heard all that? What am I going to say to people?” “I’d be more worried about what you were going to tell your mom and dad.” Since Arianna was temporarily living with Hummingbird’s family until her parents relocated to the reservation area later in the fall, she was well aware of her friend’s recent troubles in science class. “What really happened anyway?” “Wait until we get to the lunchroom.Then I’ll tell all you guys everything. Right now, I’ve got to take this note to Mr. Braun. Hummingbird and Arianna headed for the history classroom. Mr. Braun was standing in the hall, locking his door.]
 
   
  [image: Noticing the approaching girls, he said, “You almost missed me, ladies. ”Hummingbird said, “Mr. Braun, sorry I didn’t make your class. Um, here is a note from Mr. Pence.” Mr. Braun took the note, but didn’t read it. Smiling, he said, “I take it then that Mr. Pence has survived.” “Oh, yes. He wasn’t injured or anything.” “That’s good. So, you missed a quiz, young lady. You can make it up later. It won’t take long. Well, I’m going to lunch. Would you like to accompany me?” Both girls nodded. Thus, under the wing of her history teacher, Hummingbird approached the full glare of her new notoriety as the “soap bomber.” As they drew nearer to the florescent brightness of the lunchroom, Hummingbird felt as if she were being wheeled into surgery. She steeled herself for their entry. Suddenly, she heard her name being called. “Bird!” It was RD! With great relief, she watched Rain that Dances run to join them. Of all her friends, this slim, quiet boy with the faraway look in his eyes was the one who would most understand her feelings of disappointment and confusion. They had grown closer and closer ever since that long ago summer when the eagle had told Rain and his friends about the healthy ways of their ancestors. Now, the two of them spent hours talking about ways they could help their families and friends eat healthy traditional foods, play sports, and get active. Preventing type 2 diabetes was their dream. Her science fair project had been part of that]
 
   
  [image: dream. Now, she thought guiltily, because of her foolishness, the school might not see her project’s important messages. “Bird, I’ve been looking everywhere for you! Hi, Mr. Braun.” “Well, it looks like you are in good hands,” the history teacher said. He gave Hummingbird a reassuring pat and joined Mrs. Corn who was on duty as lunchroom monitor. Mr. Braun whispered something to Mrs. Corn that raised her observation of student behavior to a higher level. There would be no catcalls or heckling of Hummingbird with Mrs. Corn on duty. Rain looked hard at Hummingbird. “So, is it true? The ‘elephant’s toothpaste’ went bad?” “Yeah, real bad.”“Where have you been? Simon said you weren’t in history class.” Arianna told on Hummingbird. “She was hiding in the girl’s restroom.” “Well, she can’t hide in there,” Rain said, pointing to the cafeteria. “Come on, let’s go.”With Rain “riding shotgun” on one side and Arianna on the other, Hummingbird marched down the middle of the lunchroom. She kept her eyes focused on one goal—the table where Simon and Boomer were sitting. As they passed each row of tables, whispers and giggles replaced the normal din of conversation. Noticing the change in noise volume, Boomer looked up. He nudged Simon, and then started waving energetically. The easygoing boy with the megaphone voice and equally big sense of humor was a joyful sight to Hummingbird. Pulling his nose]
 
   
  [image: out of a book, Simon turned and waved, too. A “science freak” like Hummingbird, he was eager to ask her about the experiment gone wrong. Running the gauntlet without incident, Hummingbird slid into the chair beside Simon—her back to the lunchroom crowd. She breathed a big sigh of relief. Rain plopped down beside Boomer and pulled out a copy of this month’s Mammoth Boy, the boys’ favorite comic. He delivered it to Boomer as promised. The boys exchanged a wordless “thumbs up.” Taking the seat on the other side of Simon, Arianna asked, “What are you reading, Simon?” Rain and Boomer furtively watched Simon’s reaction. They knew that he really liked Arianna. Smiling, Simon said, “It’s called The Fall of the Dinosaur Empire, about the big meteorite that hit earth and wiped out the dinosaurs. It has great pictures.” Laughing, Arianna replied, “I should have known it was about dinosaurs. You love those lizards…” It was well known that Simon was the ultimate “dino-geek.” Shyly, Simon said, “Yeah, and more than ever now.” Everyone at the table knew exactly what Simon meant. In the weeks since Rain and Simon had returned the missing bones of the Great Turtle, the boys had talked to their friends constantly about the ancient creatures they had seen in her cave at Shell Ridge. Simon would never get those images of the great marine reptiles out of his mind. And he didn’t want to. Holding open one of the illustrated pages of the dinosaur book so Boomer could see it, Simon made an offer: “I’ll trade ya for that Mammoth Boy when you’re finished, Boom.”]
 
   
  [image: “You bet. Those dinos look cool!” Noticing that Hummingbird wasn’t eating, Boomer asked, “Where’s your lunch?” “In my locker. And I’m not going through the lunch line…” “Here, you can have some of mine.” Boomer cut his turkey sandwich in half and placed it on a napkin. Simon shoved over one of his cartons of low-fat milk, and Rain lobbed an orange across the table, hollering, “Catch!” Arianna opened a package of unsalted seeds and nuts (toasted) and a snack box of dried choke cherries. She offered them to Hummingbird. These snacks were some of the most popular traditional foods sold at Boo’s Gas ’n Grocery. (Arianna said the treats were good for kids like her who had type 1 diabetes and everybody else, too.) For sure, Hummingbird wouldn’t go hungry. Comforted by the presence of her good friends, Hummingbird launched into the story she knew they wanted to hear. She spared no details (even the fact that she could get suspended), pausing only to take bites of sandwich and sips of milk. Arianna and the boys hung onto every word. Ending her story, Hummingbird surprised them with Miss Swallow’s conclusion. “She said that extra catalyst couldn’t have caused the explosion of foam.” Intrigued, Rain asked, “Then how did it explode?” “I don’t know. If anybody could figure it out, I thought maybe Simon would be able to…” Boomer interrupted. “Wait, wait! If the catalyst didn’t cause the explosion—that means you’re innocent.” Putting two and two together with his lawyer’s genius for arguing “not]
 
   
  [image: guilty,” Boomer cried, “They can’t punish you for something you didn’t do!” “Yes they can. Mr. Pence said I was trying to make the experiment more exciting—without knowing what would happen. I had even promised him I wouldn’t pull any tricks.” At the mention of the word “tricks,” Rain frowned. “It just doesn’t add up,” he said quietly. Deep down, his subconscious mind began to dig into his experiences with all things tricky. Simon pushed his glasses up on his nose and said, “Okay, Bird, let’s go over it step by step. Where did you get the hydrogen perox…?” Suddenly, an incoming ball of tinfoil flashed between Arianna and Simon’s heads. The crumpled hamburger wrapper with the apple core payload hit Boomer right in the middle of his forehead. A runny goo of ketchup, mayonnaise, and meat grease ran down his nose and dripped onto his shirt. A sudden burst of loud laughter erupted from the other side of the cafeteria. Boomer’s eyes swiveled to a pack of kids who were “high fiving” Walter, an 8th grader. Known as Dumptruck, Boomer recognized him as a kid with a bigger reputation for being goofy than a real troublemaker. Like Dumptruck, his applauding fans, Tater Tot, Freddie, and Lester, were members of the Invisible Club—that bunch of kids in every school who hung out together because they were excluded from every other crowd. Tater Tot, a freckle-faced redhead who was a recent arrival on the rez, was actually visible because of his flame- colored hair, but so socially obscure that nobody even knew his real name.]
 
   
  [image: Boomer stood up and yelled, “Hey, Dingfod!” (For some reason, Boomer had recently invented the word “dingfod” to describe anyone he thought was acting like a dope or a jerk). Boomer forked his fingers in front of his eyes and pointed at Dumptruck. “Big D,” as some kids called him, got the message and the challenge that went with it. Unfortunately, Mrs. Corn did, too. She strode to Dumptruck’s table and ordered him to follow her. She also signaled Boomer to come forward. Wipingoff the ketchup mess with a napkin, Boomer griped, “Aww, man. What did I do? Nothin’!” “No sweat, Boom, you know how to talk to Mrs. Corn,” Rain assured him. “Yeah, but don’t wipe off all the evidence,” Simon advised. Boomer sighed and got up from the table. As he was making his way toward the teacher, a ripple of snickers followed him. Hummingbird’s eyes drifted in the direction of the mocking laughter—a table of popular 8th graders. Chris Sorrel was leaning back in his seat at the head of the table, presiding over his groupies. Yuk, Hummingbird thought, he isso stuck-up. She figured that Chris had put Dumptruck up to throwing the burger ball, but he was just too cool to even check out her reaction. Still thinking about tricks, Rain was curious about why Bird had started doing funny stuff in Mr. Pence’s class. “Hey, Bird, what were you trying to prove when you blew up that tubing last week?” “Huh? What?” Hummingbird looked at her friend—then her eyes wandered back to Chris.]
 
   
  [image: “Oh, nothing. We can talk later.” What’s Bird looking at? Rain wondered. He followed her gaze and saw she was looking at Chris Sorrel. They both watched him take a scrunched up bunch of papers out of his pocket and smooth them on his lunch tray. Satisfied to the paper’s flatness, he leaned over to Mindy Two Horses and whispered something in her ear. Mindy nodded. She took the paper, folded it, and placed it in her purse. She immediately got up from the table and left the lunchroom. Chris carefully folded his hands on the table and raised his eyes to Hummingbird. His face had no expression. His eyes didn’t blink. A chill came over Hummingbird. She gasped, “Why is he doing this?” Her next thought was, I’ve got to get out of here! Snatching up her sweater, she accidentally overturned Simon’s water bottle. The water streamed across the table and ran under The Fall of the Dinosaur Empire. Simon jerked up the book, yelling, “Hey! Watch it! This is a library book…” Hummingbird choked out an unapologetic “Sorry” and ran for the courtyard exit. Startled, Arianna cried, “What’s wrong with Bird?” Rain looked back to where Chris had been sitting, but the big man and his troops were gone. “I don’t know, Arianna, but we’re going to find out.” Anxious about her best friend, Arianna hurriedly bunched up the napkins and wrappers that littered the table and plunked the wad in front of Simon. “Here, please throw this away, okay? And please wipe up that water, Simon.” Then, she dashed after Hummingbird.]
 
   
  [image: Rain grabbed his books and followed Arianna. At the door to the courtyard, he called over his shoulder, “Hey, Simon, get Boomer’s stuff…” Simon sat there staring after his friends. Protesting his involuntary status as a busboy, he grumbled loudly, “Oh, sure. Want me to mop the floor, too?” Mr. Berry, the principal, was patrolling nearby when he heard Simon’s question. He smiled and thought, that young man should be on our ‘Keep the School Clean’ committee. Leaning over his new candidate for promoting lunchtime sanitation, the principal said appreciatively, “Mopping won’t be necessary, Simon, but thanks for offering.”]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 4. Frowning, Rain that dances stares at a cellphone. When it was Rain’s turn, he stared at the photo so long that Sammie had to ask for the phone back. Courtyard Conferences. Rain and Arianna stood inthe middle of the courtyard—the open space at the center of the school. From this hub radiated the three wings that housed the sixth-, seventh-, and eighth-grade classrooms. Each day Mr. Berry gave the students free time after lunch. He believed that unrestricted chatter and blowing off steam was healthy for middle schoolers. Arianna spotted Hummingbird sitting on a bench by herself near the sixth-grade wing. She wasn’t doing much chattering.]
 
   
  [image: Her two best friends meant to change that. They hurried over to find out what had scared her. “So, what’s going on with Chris Sorrel?” Rain asked. “Who’s Chris?” Arianna wanted to know. Being new to the reservation, she didn’t know all the kids at Thunder Rock Middle School. Unfortunately, the answers to both questions would have to be postponed. Being a girl with lots of friends, it was no surprise that other kids would want to talk to Hummingbird, too. Sammie, Star, and Little Deb (everyone called her that because her mom’s name was Big Deb) were suddenly swarming around Bird like inquisitive bees. They were nosy, to be sure, but they were supportive, too. “Are you okay?” Star asked. “That foam stuff didn’t get on you, did it?” “I told you it didn’t get on her, Star. I was there!” Sammie said impatiently. To prove it, she reached for her back pack. She fished out her cell phone, bursting to show everyone a photo she took of the ‘elephant’s toothpaste.’ Pushing the photo in front of Hummingbird’s face, Sammie insisted that she appreciate the catastrophe. “Look, look at that, Bird! It just went whoosh!” Reluctantly, Hummingbird glanced at the photo. “Yeah, that’s what it looked like all right…” Sammie passed around the phone. Until Arianna saw the size of the foam bomb, she didn’t realize how big it really was. When it was Rain’s turn, he stared at the photo so long that Sammie had to ask for the phone back. The girls couldn’t]
 
   
  [image: stay long—they were on the yearbook staff and had to turn in assignments to Mr. Braun for this afternoon’s meeting of The Flash. Star had drawn a new design of the yearbook logo—a Thunderbird with zigzag lightning coming from his beak. She thought it looked very “flashy.” Before they left, Little Deb tried to be reassuring. “Don’t worry Bird, everything will turn out okay. Mr. Pence really likes you.” A believer in the wonders of cosmetics, Deb dug out some blush from the bottom of her purse and gave Hummingbird’s cheeks a couple of pink swipes. She smiled, “You needed a little color.” Sammie agreed, “Yeah, that looks better.” Looking at the time on her cell phone, Sammie said, “Well, gotta run.” Making a little joke, she added, “Don’t worry about the picture, we won’t put it in the yearbook!” Suddenly, Rain said, “Hold up a second, Sammie, I want to give you my mom’s email.” He scribbled the address on a scrap of paper and handed it to her. “Um…send me the picture of the ‘elephant’s toothpaste,’ okay?” Waving “bye,” Sammie said, “Okay. No problem.” Hummingbird gave Rain a funny look. He just shrugged. “We might as well keep a picture of the explosion. It is pretty amazing.” Eager to pick up where they left off, Arianna repeated her question. “So who is Chris Sorrel?” Just then there was a commotion on the other side of the courtyard. A pickup truck had pulled into the delivery zone]
 
   
  [image: between the sixth-grade wing and the back of the school gym. Two young men got out of the cab and started unlashing a tarp that covered the bed of the truck. A small crowd began to gather—Boomer and Simon among them. Suddenly, Boomer’s yelled across the courtyard, “Hey, RD! Come on over! Joe’s got the new drum!” Excited, Rain said, “I better check it out. Be back in a minute.” Trying to lift Bird’s spirits, Arianna said, “Come on. Let’s go see the drum, too.” Bird got up without saying anything. As they walked slowly across the grass, Arianna made small talk. “Bird, do you like singing with the drum?” “Oh, yeah. It’s one of my favorite things.” Hummingbird’s mother, Darlene, had made sure of that. She was a well-known singer at pow-wows and had always encouraged her daughter to jointhecircleof “chorus girls” whosehighvoicescomplemented the lower register of the male drummers. As the girls drew nearer they saw Joe Red Crane, a tall man in his 70’s, get out the driver’s side of the truck. All the kids loved Joe. He managed the school’s heritage program which included Native language, drumming, dance, and Tribal history and culture. Joe taught the language and drumming lessons himself. He was glad to see the students’ enthusiasm, but asked that everybody stand back so that the big drum (almost two and a half feet in diameter) could be unloaded. The community had invested some dollars in this beauty—a deep barreled instrument made of elk hide and cedar.]
 
   
  [image: After the drum passed safely (but not without struggle) through the doors to the gymnasium’s band room, Joe came back out to remind the crowd that 7th grade drum practice would be at 3:30 that afternoon. The kids began to peel away. Only five minutes of free time remained before 4th period. The boys spotted Hummingbird and Arianna near the only clump of trees that shaded the courtyard. Arianna called out, “Looks like you didn’t get in trouble, Boom.” Arianna had no trouble hearing Boomer’s answer. Even when hewas tryingto talk quietly, hesounded like a P.A . system. “No, Mrs. Corn just told me ‘to control the volume of my voice.’” Boomer did a pretty good imitation of Mrs. Corn’s high-pitched warble. “Dumptruck got detention though.” Hummingbird waited until the five friends had re-grouped. Then she revealed her suspicions. “Chris Sorrel put Dumptruck up to it.” Boomer and Simon looked surprised. Rain did not. “Okay, I’m going to ask again,” Arianna sighed. “Who’s Chris?” Hummingbird finally answered. “He’s an eighth grader. If you weren’t new to the school, believe me, you’d know him. He’s really smart and athletic. He’s been the president of every club at least once, and he’s the captain of the basketball team. It’s like he’s the king of everything.” “His father’s on all these Tribal committees,” Boomer said, “and his mother runs this mail-order business. My mom works for her at Christmas. She says Chris’s mother is real nice.”]
 
   
  [image: “Well, his mom might be nice, but his brothers think they’re the big bosses around here. Like the rest of us are a bunch of dweebs,” Simon said resentfully. When his family had moved back to the reservation the previous year, Simon had had a run-in with Chris’s older stepbrothers, Jesse and Melvin. They had chased him out of the recreation center gym, threatening to beat him up if they saw him there again. The brothers boasted that the gym was their territory. They set the rules. Rule number one, according to Jesse’s balled up fist, was that only real Thunder Rockers could hang out there. Simon complained about the harassment to Clifford, his cousin, who was a junior at Thunder Rock High. He just shook his head and told Simon not to take it personally. A fan of old Star Trek reruns, Clifford joked that the brothers considered it their “prime directive” to make life miserable for everyone over the age of six. They got away with everything because the Sorrels were big wheels on the reservation. His message to Simon was to stay out of their way. Boomer broke into Simon’s disgruntled thoughts. “I told you, Simon, we’re not dweebs—we’re dingfods!” “Yeah, right! And I’m the biggest dingfod!” Giving Rain a playful punch on the shoulder, Simon turned his grouchiness on his best pal. “Thanks, RD, for getting me put on the ‘Keep the School Clean’ committee.” “How did I do that?” “Mr. Berry thought I was being so responsible. Cleaning up the mess you guys left.”]
 
   
  [image: Boomer started laughing. “Woo-hoo! Maybe you can work your way up to chairman of the ‘Keep the School Clean’ committee!” “Ha, ha. So funny,” Simon grumped. “Sorry, Simon,” Arianna apologized. “I guess that was kind of rude. Dumping that trash on you.” Simon melted. “Oh that’s okay, Arianna. I didn’t mean you. You can give me your garbage anytime.” The kids would have burst out laughing had it not been for the goofy smile on Simon’s face. Boomer cleared his throat. For Simon’s sake, he thought it best to change the subject. “So, what were we talking about? Oh, yeah, Chris. Why would he put Dumptruck up to throwing stuff at me? What have I done to him?” “I think Dumptruck was aiming at me, not you,” Hummingbird said. “Chris is trying to freak me out.” Boomer and Simon’s “Huhs?” and “Whys?” drowned out Arianna’s predictable question, “Who’s Dumptruck? What kind of name is that?” Hummingbird explained. “Chris overheard Mr. Pence get mad at me about messing with the ‘elephant’s toothpaste.’ So, he comes up in the hall and says some stuff like he’s going to spread rumors about me. Make Mr. Pence think I’m a creep or something.” Before Boomer could say it, Hummingbird said impatiently, “Yeah, I know, Boom, not creep—dingfod.” Finishing her story, she said, “He even took my science test we got back yesterday]
 
   
  [image: like he hated me or something and wadded it up.” Hummingbird imitated Chris balling up the paper in his fist. “That still doesn’t explain why he’s after you,” Simon said. Looking at Hummingbird, Rain said warily, “The test—that must be what he gave to Mindy?” Rain had been unusually quiet since looking at the photo on Sammie’s cell phone. He had not joined in the conversation very much until Bird reminded him of Chris’s actions in the cafeteria. “You saw that?” Hummingbird said, surprised. “Yeah. I wonder what he’s up to?” “Whatever it is, I don’t want to find out.”]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 5. Chris, Dumptruck, and Tater Tot stand together, trying to strike an arrogant pose. The boys spotted Chris and his two playmates on the walkway in front of the gym. Simon muttered, “Oh-oh. It’s Big Frog and the ‘toad patrol.’” Shake-Ups and Shake-Downs. As the kids were talking, Arianna spotted Mr. Pence walking across the courtyard. When he saw Hummingbird, the science teacher altered his route and headed toward the tree where the five friends had gathered. Arianna said, “There’s Mr. Pence and he’s coming over here.” “Oh, no,” Hummingbird whispered, “Does he look friendly?” Rain replied, “Not particularly. But he does look cold. He just tied a scarf around his neck.”]
 
   
  [image: Stopping short of the small group, Mr. Pence called out,“Hummingbird, could I see you for a moment?” Hummingbird swallowed hard and looked nervously at her friends. They watched quietly as she approached the teacher. He handed some papers to her. Despite straining to hear what was being said, all they could pick up was murmuring. When Rain saw Hummingbird’s shoulders slump, he thought, Uh-oh. Mr. Pence abruptly turned and walked away. Hummingbird didn’t move. She just stood there. The kids hurried to her side. Arianna was the first to speak: “What did he say?” She handed over a set of stapled papers to Rain. It was the test. “He said Mindy told him she found this in the garbage in the girl’s restroom. Since the test had a 100 on it, she thought the person who ‘lost’ it would want it back.” Simon asked the question that he thought Mr. Pence would have asked: “Why didn’t Mindy just give it to you?” “Oh, my name was conveniently torn off, like she didn’t know who it belonged to…” “But Chris knew Mr. Pence wouldn’t forget who made 100 on that test.” Simon replied. Hummingbird nodded. Then she took a deep breath and forced out her words in a frantic rush—as if she wanted to get rid of them as quickly as possible. “Mr. Pence said he was disappointed that I would throw away my tests. Because he thought I cared more about science than that. Then he said…” She stopped. A big tear slowly rolled down her face, smearing Little Deb’s pink blush. “Then he said he was disappointed]
 
   
  [image: to find out that I would say really…really nasty things about people.” The tears that had pooled on her lower eyelids suddenly spilled over into real misery. Their voices tumbling over each other, the kids protested their disbelief. “What? Come on, No way! He didn’t say that!” Hummingbird wiped her eyes with the back of one hand. “Oh, yes, he did. Look on the back of the last page…” Rain turned over the test.In large block capitals was written: MISS SWALLOW SAYS MR. PENCE IS A LOSER AND A DORK. Sky Heart heard the bell ring and saw the middle schoolers scatter as they headed back to their classrooms. The eagle had keenly observed Hummingbird’s dejected posture and the way that her friends gathered protectively around her. Clearly, she was upset. He had never seen this bright and beautiful girl cry before. From his perch on the telephone pole, the eagle turned his attention from the school and made a brief scan of Thunder Rock, the largest community on the reservation. The town was quiet. Feeling a bit stiff, he stretched out his wings and flapped them several times. Sky Heart had been on duty all morning and felt the need to fly. Hummingbird wasn’t his only concern on this day. His role was to give heart to anyone who sought the reassurance of his presence. He was a messenger of hope to all the people.]
 
   
  [image: The eagle launched himself and quickly rose into a low cloud. As he circled upward, his mind focused on Hummingbird’s tears. Yes, he thought, something was very wrong. He resolved to return to the school after his mid-day flyover. The last bell of the day signaled that exhilarated sense of freedom that meant only one thing—it was Friday. Students grabbed their books for homework assignments and teachers stuffed ungraded tests in their briefcases and totes. But these responsibilities could wait until Sunday evening. Tomorrow was Saturday! Rain and Boomer, however, didn’t have to wait for their good time. Drum practice was scheduled for that afternoon. They had convinced Simon to go along—at least to watch and listen. Simon was shy about learning how to drum. He had been teased by his cousins (not Clifford—he was cool) when they saw him trying to do some pow-wow dancing. They called him a “city boy” who didn’t know how to dance “ind’n.” Simon had become very self-conscious after that, but the boys thought Joe could bring him out of his shell. Needless to say, Hummingbird did not share her friends’ enthusiasm for the weekend, drums, or anything else. She and Arianna usually attended after-school activities. But not today. Hummingbird just wanted her mother’s comfort.]
 
   
  [image: Circling above the school, Sky Heart saw Hummingbird and Arianna join the crowd of students that were scheduled for the first bus group. As soon as he saw them board their bus, Sky Heart arced away from the scene below and made a wider sweep of the school area. He wasn’t surprised to see Coyote nestled comfortably on the hill above the classroom trailers. The eagle had to smile when he saw Coyote raisethe binoculars to his eyes. He was wondering who the old scoundrel was watching now— when a slight disturbance in the bus loading zone attracted his attention. Sky Heart lowered his altitude and re-directed his gaze to the group of waiting riders. He observed two boys herding a smaller child off by himself. Although he could not hear, the eagle could see what was going on. Keeping an eye on the two teachers on bus duty, Dumptruck slyly maneuvered the sixth-grade boy behind the hedge that bordered the front of the school. Thrusting out his hand, Big D said, “Okay, whatcha got left?” The boy reached in his pocket: “Just a quarter.” “Then, gimme it,” Dumptruck said impatiently. Tater Tot, who was on look-out, called out. Hurry up. Mrs. Biddy’s walking this way. Dumptruck gave his victim a kindly word of counsel: “Tell on us and you’ll be real sorry.” Then he pushed the back of the boy’s head and let him go.]
 
   
  [image: Tater Tot joined his partner in crime. “How much we get today?” Dumptruck fished out some coins and one crumpled dollar bill from his pocket. “About six dollars.” “Too bad we don’t get to keep any of it,” Tater Tot grumbled. “Is Chris watching?” Tater glanced toward the school’s big double doors. “Yeah, he can see Old Biddy’s getting too close. Come on, let’s go.” When the two boys vacated the cover provided by the hedge, Chris emerged from the school entrance. He walked toward the courtyard, knowing that Dumptruck and Tater Tot would follow. Suddenly, Chris side-stepped behind a fence that shielded a row of garbage cans. He didn’t like to advertise his association with Dumptruck or Tater Tot—especially when he was making collections. “Okay, hand it over. How much is it?” “Six dollars.” “Is that all? Last Friday it was fourteen.” “Yeah, but that was the field trip money from those girls.” Chris counted the money. He frowned and looked up with disgust at these idiots he intimidated into doing his dirty work. In Chris’s view, guys like Dumptruck and Tater Tot were the bottom of the social and mental ladder he used to rank people. Angrily he snarled, “This is nothing, man. You better find somebody else to squeeze.” In truth, Chris was more afraid than angry. His stepbrothers would be expecting more than this measly handful of change. The few times he hadn’t coughed up money from the middle]
 
   
  [image: school, they had made him very sorry. Chris turned his fear on the two boys. Smiling menacingly, he said, “Come up with more money or you’ll be having a little talk with Melvin and Jesse.” Dumptruck and Tater Tot hastily agreed, and the three boys continued on their way to the courtyard in search of new prey. At the same time Rain and his pals were headed down the 7th grade wing to the courtyard exit. Rain and Boomer were speculating about the new song Joe was going to teach that afternoon. They had learned memorial songs, veteran’s songs, and honor songs…Joe knew them all. A new song was always fun, but today was a special day. They would play the new drum for the first time. Even Simon was getting excited. As they exited the building, the boys spotted Chris and his two playmates on the walkway in front of the gym. Simon muttered, “Uh-oh. It’s Big Frog and the ‘toad patrol.’” At almost the same time, Chris caught sight of Rain. When he saw that Rain was with his friends, he switched his objective from a “shake-down” to “shake-up.” He thought it would be a good opportunity to put a little pressure on Little Miss Birdie’s buddies—especially Simon. Small for his age, Simon looked like a kid easy to push around. What’s more, he was too smart for Chris’s liking. Chris whispered to Dumptruck and Tater Tot, “Come on, let’s show’em whose boss around here.” Rain watched Chris strut toward them—backed up by his “muscle.” He couldn’t help but play out the frog joke: “Looks like they’re hopping this way.” Joining in the fun, Boomer popped off, “Don’t touch ‘em! You’ll get warts!”]
 
   
  [image: The boys fell out laughing. Or rather, Rain and Boomer laughed. Simon snorted. When he got really tickled, Simon inhaled his “ha-ha’s” and they came out as oinky snorts. Simon’s ‘nose grunts’ literally tore up Boomer. He started laughing so loud, other kids turned to see what was going on. Despite Chris’s big swagger, some of the puff went out of his chest. Why were they laughing? Anxious to buck up his tough guy image, he whispered to Dumptruck and Tater Tot, “Watch this.” Chris planted his feet apart, blocked the walkway, and launched his first dig. “Oh, look, it’s Veggie Man, the ‘you’ll get diabetes’ dweeb and Thunder Thud! The Soap Bomber’s friends! And the wimp, Simonosaurus!” The boys stifled their giggles. Trying not to move his mouth, Rain said quietly, “Don’t say anything.” Disappointed that his punch didn’t land, Chris tried again. “Hey, Simonosaurus’s new name is bigger than he is!” Like an audience that had been paid to applaud, Dumptruck and Tater provided the appropriate snickering and fist-bumps. Rain folded his arms and looked bored. Simon polished his glasses. Boomer scratched his stomach and performed his own ventriloquist act. “We’re psyching him out. He’s starting to sweat.” Getting desperate, Chris threw out a champion insult guaranteed to offend any self-respecting dino-geek: “You know, Simon, you’re so stupid, you got another brain in your tail to make your legs work!”]
 
   
  [image: Appreciating the intelligence and humor of the insult, Simon whispered admiringly: “Too bad he’s such a creep. That was funny!” Running out of patience, Boomer whispered back, “Yeah, well, explain it later. Right now I’m going to drum practice.” The boy with the big voice started rolling his shoulders, stretching his arms, and cracking his knuckles. Then he began to twirl his arms in circles. It was quite a show. Dumptruck and Tater Tot took a step backwards, leaving Chris out front and alone. Tater was freaked out. “What’s he warming up for?” After a couple of deep knee bends, Boomer announced his intentions. “Oh, yeahhhh…I feel a song coming on!” Feeling no guilt since their adversaries had been fairly warned, Boomer let loose with the Tribe’s flag song: “Our flag will stand forever. Under it the people will grow.” True to his name, Boomer’s singing was so deafening that Tater Tot broke ranks and ran off. Not being from the reservation, he didn’t recognize the flag song. To his ears it was an air raid siren that screamed, ‘Run!’ Suddenly the side door to the band room flung open. Joe Red Crane stuck out his head and called out, “Hey, fellas. You wanna sing—get in here!” Boomer halted his solo performance and yelled, “Coming, Joe!” When adults got in the act, Dumptruck wanted no trouble. He stuck his hands in his pockets and shuffled off into the grass— leaving most of the walkway unobstructed. Chris didn’t move.]
 
   
  [image: Boomer and Simon ran past Chris, but Rain lingered. After the door closed behind his two friends, he stepped closer to Chris. Quietly but firmly, he said, “We know you wrote that stuff about Miss Swallow and Mr. Pence on Hummingbird’s test, Chris.” Chris eyes flew open. He was surprised that his role in Hummingbird’s harassment had been so easily detected. Not only had the Veggie Crowd laughed at him, they were way too sharp. Pointing a finger at Rain, Chris said in a barely controlled voice, “If I catch that little runt Simon by himself, he’s gonna wish he never came back to this rez—or ever knew you guys….” Then he turned quickly and stormed down the walkway. Rain was shocked. In just a few minutes, Chris had gone from silly insults to real threats. Rain had always thought of Chris as just that stuck-up guy who lorded it over other kids. Now he wasn’t so sure. He seemed like he really wanted to hurt somebody—namely Hummingbird and Simon. But why? As Rain hurried past Dumptruck, he gave the big 8th grader a searching look that said ‘What’s with you?’ Big D turned away confused and not a little scared. He and Tater had backed out on Chris. He dreaded the consequences. Dumptruck knew he had to find Tater Tot before Chris did.]
 
   
  [image: Rain watched Dumptruck scurry away in the direction that the redheaded boy had fled. When Boomer stuck his head out the door and yelled, “Come on, RD!” he eagerly ran to join his friends. Entering the brightly lit band room, he was struck by the contrast between Chris’s dark anger and the happy voices of the boys standing around the new drum. Rain didn’t notice Joe coming over to offer him a drum stick. Of course, being lost in his thoughts was not out of character for Rain. Joe waved his free hand in front of Rain’s eyes. “Hey, RD, are you with us?” Startled, Rain re-focused his eyes on Joe’s kindly wrinkled face. Without any explanation for the unusual question, Rain asked, “Joe, in our language, what is the word for ‘bully?’”]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 6. Front view shot of Arianna, an 11-year-old Hispanic girl; her hair is pulled back in a ponytail and she is wearing her turtle necklace. “Well, um…Bird got in trouble in Mr. Pence’s class.” Looking from Darlene to Chick, she added, “Again.” Coyote Drumming. Hummingbird ran up the dirt path to her house, followed closely by Arianna. Because her mother, Darlene, only worked half days at the hospital on Fridays, Hummingbird knew she would be in the kitchen with Aunt Chick. Her aunt always brought over fresh vegetables from her garden on Friday afternoons. When she burst through the back door, the sight of her mother’s soft, round face, flushed from the heat of the stove, immediately brought on the sobs Hummingbird had held back all day. The distraught girl hesitated then called out “Mother…” in a tiny wail. Darlene immediately knew something was wrong. Her]
 
   
  [image: daughter only called her ‘mother,’ instead of ‘mom,’ when something was wrong. Darlene quickly abandoned the onion she was chopping and wiped her hands on a dishcloth. Alarmed, she asked, “Bird, what is it” Hummingbird ran to her mother and buried her head in her shoulder. Darlene, an inch shorter than her growing child, held her close with her with her short, sturdy arms. Aunt Chick, who had been stirring a bubbling vegetable stew, brought her big wooden spoon to a sudden stop. She repeated her sister’s question, only louder: “What is it!” When Hummingbird continued to cry, Arianna answered. “Well, um…she got in trouble in Mr. Pence’s class.” Looking from Darlene to Chick, she added, “Again.” Darlene guided her daughter into the living room, leaving Arianna and Chick to finish preparing supper. They sat down on the old blue and white afghan that had covered their couch ever since Hummingbird could remember. “So, what happened, Sweetie?” Between sniffs, Hummingbird haltingly told her mother about the events in Mr. Pence’s class. To comfort herself, she nervously picked at a frayed corner of the afghan. When she finished, Darlene sighed and said, “I told Mr. Pence when he called last week that you would be more careful. Now this, Bird. If you’re trying to impress other kids by pulling these…” Darlene searched for the right word. “Pranks…or whatever you call them…then you’re chasing after something this family doesn’t approve of. We thought you loved science because you wanted to find ways it could help the people—not because it gave you a chance to show off.”]
 
   
  [image: Somewhere deep inside, Darlene had struck a nerve. But the young girl wasn’t prepared to go there. “Mother, I do want to help the people. I just honestly don’t know why I did what I did. I know I was wrong. But I’m just so scared that everything I’ve done for the science fair is for nothing! If I’m suspended, maybe I can’t participate. And…and everybody is talking about me. Chris Sorrell is even trying to make Mr. Pence think bad things about me!” Squeezing her eyes shut, Hummingbird wailed, “Oh, nooo, Mom, now Richard and Dale will tease me— forever! (Richard and Dale were Bird’s older brothers who went to Thunder Rock High School.) “Bird, stop that. Richie and Dale aren’t the problem here. Now, look at me. What has Chris Sorrell got to do with this?” When Hummingbird explained about Chris’s bullying and the note written on her test, Darlene was puzzled. “I don’t know why he would do that. Are you sure he wrote it?” “Not exactly. But he took the test.” “I’ll talk to Miss Swallow. Don’t worry—she knows you better than that. She’ll set it right with Mr. Pence.” “Please, mother, when Mr. Pence calls, don’t say anything about it unless he does. It’s just so…embarrassing. Everybody is always talking about how he is always making goo-goo eyes at…” The ringing of the phone suddenly interrupted Hummingbird’s repeating the most popular grist in the school rumor mill. Aunt Chick called out, “For you Darlene. It’s Mr. Pence!”]
 
   
  [image: Hummingbird couldn’t listen. She got up and ran to the security of the bedroom she shared with Arianna. Banging the door behind her, she leaned against it, eyes tightly shut. Hummingbird trusted her mother to help her, but she dreaded what Mr. Pence would say. Slowly, Hummingbird opened her eyes. There on the table in front of the window was her science project—a careful mapping of the areas where the Tribe’s bison herd grazed and the plants that grew there. She had been working on it off and on since last summer. Now it was almost finished. The poster she had made of the reservation was actually quite pretty. Differently colored areas showed the presence of native and non-native plants, mostly grasses. Miss Swallow had suggested the project because the Tribe wanted to expand their native prairie land. The science teacher said controlling invasive plants that degrade native prairie habitat was critical to promoting healthy food for the bison, as well as protecting food and cover for wildlife. Hummingbird walked to the table and picked up some dried samples of non-native plants she had collected—European buckthorn, crown vetch, and loosestrife. She wrapped them in clear plastic film and laid them beside the sample of native grasses she had collected for her exhibit. The rustling sound awoke her old cat, Scooter, who had been sleeping on the windowsill. He jumped on the table and sat down, watching her labeling the plant samples. Not so strangely, this simple activity calmed her down. As she finished the last sample, she heard a small knock at the door: “Bird?” “Yes, Mom…?”]
 
   
  [image: The door opened. When her mother said nothing, Hummingbird turned around. Darlene’s face said it all. “Bird, Mr. Pence discussed the situation with the principal. They decided on an in-house suspension for three days next week.” Hummingbird simply absorbed that news and moved on to what she really cared about. In a quiet voice, she asked, “What about the science fair, Mom? Am I suspended when the science fair is going on?” “Yes, I’m afraid so. But Daddy and I will talk to Mr. Berry, Sweetie. Maybe we can get him to delay the suspension …” Hummingbird slowly sat down on the bed. “When is Daddy coming home?” “Sunday night.” Hummingbird said, “The science fair starts Monday morning, Mom.” Sympathetically, Darlene said, “I’m sorry, Bird. I wasn’t thinking.” Hummingbird picked up Scooter and sat on the bed. She started thinking about her father. Daddy will be so excited when he gets home. He’ll want to tell us all about the food sovereignty conference and the stuff that kids on other reservations are doing…and then Mom will say, ‘Do you want to know what Hummingbird did?’ Sighing, she stroked Scooter’s soft cheeks—his favorite thing. The cat pushed his head aggressively against her hand and purred. Suddenly, she kissed her old friend on the head and put him down. “Sorry, Scooter, but I have to finish my exhibit.”]
 
   
  [image: Darlene smiled. One thing you could say about her daughter—she wasn’t a quitter. By the time the boys left drum practice, it was getting dark. They stood in front of the school waiting for Gerald, Rain’s father, to pick them up. Tonight, Boomer and Simon would be eating supper with Rain’s family. Simon often ate dinner at Rain’s house when his dad, Henry, a long-haul trucker, was on the road, and his mom, Ellen, a nurse, worked the night-shift at the hospital. The appetites of two more 12- year-olds would put no strain on the cooking pot. Extra plates were already being set for his mother’s cousins and their kids who were visiting from another town on the reservation. Rain’s mom, Roberta, liked cooking for a crowd. Keeping an eye out for his dad’s car headlights, Rain started singing the new song Joe had taught them. Boomer chimed in, then nudged Simon to sing with them. Simon smiled shyly and shook his head. Boomer suddenly called a halt. “Okay, Simon, I guess I’ll just have to sing for both of us.” Rain clapped his hands over his ears. Laughing, he pleaded, “No, Boom, don’t!” Simon hollered, “I’ll sing—I’ll sing!” Fixing his eye on Simon, Boomer started the song. Rain joined on the second round, and as promised, Simon sang, but only the chorus. Boomer smiled, “Hey, that wasn’t half bad, Simon.”]
 
   
  [image: “Man, I could never sing like you, Boomer. You’re great.” “That’s why he is the lead singer for our drum,” Rain said. Changing the subject, Rain laughed, “Wow, Boom, when you started singing the flag song—I thought I’d die! Did you see how fast that Tater guy ran off?” “Yeah, he really freaked!” Then getting serious, Boomer asked, “So, are we gonna talk to somebody about Chris?” “Yeah, our parents I guess,” Rain said. He actually realized more than his friends that Chris wasn’t to be taken lightly. “We could tell my dad about it.” “Good idea.” Simon agreed. “I guess I should have told my mom and dad about Chris’s brothers running me out of the rec center.” Just then, Rain’s father pulled into the school driveway. As soon as the car stopped, the boys jerked open the car doors and piled in, chucking their backpacks where there wasn’t a stack of papers or a box of reports. Gerald, the economic developer for the Tribe, was notorious for bringing home office work. Turning to the boys who had some how squeezed themselves into the back seat, Gerald asked, “How was drum practice?” “Dad, you wouldn’t believe the new drum!” “Yeah,” Boomer said excitedly, “this drum is gonna make people wanna dance!” Eager to be part of the conversation, Simon added, “I could feel the ‘boom’ fill up my whole chest. Just like it was my heart beating.” Boomer looked over at Simon. Yeah, he thought to himself, that’s what Joe says—it’s the heartbeat.]
 
   
  [image: “Dad, Joe did a tobacco blessing for the drum and taught us a new song, too. He says we got to start rehearsing more—for the Harvest Pow-Wow. I thought we could go out to the shed and practice some after supper.” Gerald was glad to hear the boys’ enthusiasm. “I wish I’d known somebody like Joe when I was your age. Sure would have saved me a lot of catching up. The school I went to didn’t offer Native Heritage.” Fiddling with the dial on the car radio, Gerald followed up with the usual parent question. “So, what else happened at school today?” The boys exchanged glances. “Well,” Rain replied, “lots of stuff. Let’s see. Hummingbird blew up her science class.” Gerald glanced in the rearview mirror at the boys. “You’re kidding. Was anybody hurt?” “No, but it made Chris Sorrel start acting like a real weirdo.” “Yeah,” Boomer said, “he got this guy to throw a wad of hamburger at me in the lunchroom.” Simon figured he should get in his two cents, too. “Um… and Chris was real nasty to Hummingbird. He took a test of hers and wrote some stuff on it like Miss Swallow doesn’t like Mr. Pence.” “Even though everybody knows he’s in love with her,” Boomer explained earnestly. Confused, Gerald asked, “You mean Chris Sorrel loves Bird?” “No, no! I didn’t mean that!” Boomer protested. “It’s Mr. Pence who likes…”]
 
   
  [image: Finally finding the sports program he was looking for, Gerald interrupted, “Well, if it gets any worse than spitballs and love letters, let me know.” He turned up the sound and started listening intently to the latest NFL football analysis. Simon whispered, “Boy, did we sound lame.” “Yeah, lame,” Rain admitted. When he had asked Joe about the word ‘bully,’ he had said he should talk to his parents if he knew that bullying was going on. Now, Rain realized that adult ears could process information in different ways than expected, especially if you didn’t have their full attention. Next time he and his friends talked to grown-ups about Chris they would have to be a lot clearer. As Gerald pulled the car to the back of the house, the porch light flicked on. He had not even opened the car door before Danny and Del, Rain’s 5 year old twin brothers, and Margie, his little sister, came pushing through the screen door. Behind them, the yellow warmth of the kitchen framed the silhouettes of family—their outlines softened by steam from the stove’s simmering pots. As was his habit every night, Rain hugged Margie and ruffled the twin’s hair. Then he made an immediate detour to check what was cooking. Boomer and Simon headed to the small living room, its only light coming from the TV screen. Simon switched on a lamp and flopped on the floor beside Granma’s big brown recliner. Boomer made himself comfortable on the couch.]
 
   
  [image: Hearing the unusual sound of a laugh track from the TV, he said, “Hey, look, the weather’s not on. I didn’t think she watched Gilligan’s Island.” All regular visitors to Rain’s house knew that his great- grandmother was an avid watcher of the Weather Channel. Grandma said that as she’d got older she’d learned the difference between the things she could do something about—and the things she couldn’t. She said that wisdom lay somewhere between the two. Granma liked to say that people couldn’t control the weather—the biggest reality show on TV—but they could learn to recognize storm sign and to make themselves ready. She wasn’t much for fatalism. Rain came in and joined Simon on the floor. “Mom’s supper looks great. We’re having chicken & wild rice soup. It’s got carrots, celery and onions in it. And Mom’s made her baking powder biscuits.” Boomer’s voice awakened Granma from one of her little snoozes. “Oh, it’s you boys,” she smiled. “I must have dozed off.” She fished around in her chair for the TV remote. “Rain, where’s that clicker gone? How’d that show get on?” “Here it is, Granma. On the floor.” “Switch it over to the local weather, honey. I want to see what tomorrow looks like. I got a big day. Joe’s coming by to take me to the Senior Center.” “What’s going on over there, Granma?” Rain asked. Before answering, Granma pulled her sweater around her tiny, thin shoulders. “Well, us old folks are planning our own booth at the pow-wow. We’re meeting to come up with ideas for]
 
   
  [image: making some money for the center. Joe thinks we could raise money by selling stories. A dollar each. Kinda like folks used to sell kisses at fairs.” The image of herself selling kisses tickled Granma so much she started laughing at her own joke. As always, her good humor drew the boys in. Simon thought the storytelling was a great idea. Joining Rain on the floor, he said, “Say, I bet people would pay more than a dollar to hear Delbert’s story about the coyote and the cave. Not everybody’s heard it.” Granma reached over to tousle Simon’s head. “Just about the whole world’s heard about it now, Simon.” Simon cast his eyes down guiltily. “Yeah, you got kidnapped because of me, Granma Hettie. If I hadn’t told everybody that the Great Turtle was in the cave where the coyote took you and your brother, Delbert… well, then Vernon Smeed wouldn’t have thought you could show him where the cave was.” “Well, don’t you feel bad, Simon. It all turned out for the best. That fossil poacher got caught and didn’t make a cent off the old turtle. And you were a brave boy—helping Rain to put her bones back.” Sitting up in her chair, Granma looked around at each of the three twelve year olds. Smiling, she said, “You boys did the right thing. You’re all my heroes.” “Granma, um, we need some advice,” Rain said. “About that ‘right thing’ stuff. There’s a guy at school that’s trying to bully Hummingbird and he was messing with us today, too. Did you ever get bullied at school?”]
 
   
  [image: “I remember kids getting bullied. But nobody bothered me much. Not when Delbert was around. We really stuck together. That’s my advice. Stick together. Friends can look out for each other.” Frowning, Granma asked, “Did you say somebody’s picking on Hummingbird?” “Yeah, Chris Sorrel played a bad trick on her, ”Simon replied. “Oh, my, I hope she tells her parents or her teachers. Some tricks aren’t funny.” Looking at the boys over her glasses, she added, “I think we’ve had enough tricks for a while, especially the coyote kind.” Rain thought, Hmm, yeah, but has the coyote had enough of us? He walked over to the small table in the corner where Roberta had set up her home computer. He logged on. Roberta brought in the boy’s plates. Seeing Rain standing in front of her old PC, Roberta said, “Now, you guys eat before you start playing with the computer. Rain, get that pitcher of ice water by the sink, okay?” “Okay, Mom.” Rain brought in the water and put it on the card table. Then, he watched Roberta help Granma to the kitchen where the rest of the family was already seated. Once they were alone, he turned on the computer. “Hey guys, come over here. I want you to see something.” Walking over to Rain, Simon said, “Do you think Granma will tell your mom and dad about Chris?” “Yeah. They’ll ask me about it, for sure.” Laughing, he said, “I’ll get the facts straight next time.” “Come on, RD,” Boomer broke in impatiently, “Can we eat and look at what you want to show us? I’m hungry.”]
 
   
  [image: “Me, too,” Simon agreed. While Boomer and Simon picked up the card table and shifted it next to the computer, Rain logged into email. Not waiting for their host, the boys tucked in. After swallowing all of his soup in three slurps, Boomer threatened, “If you don’t want yours, RD, I’m gonna eat it!” Grabbing his plate, Rain hollered, “No way!” He shoveled in some chicken and rice and tapped the computer screen. “Take a look at this picture.” The boys got up and crowded in next to Rain. Squinting his eyes at the image on the screen, Boomer asked, “What’s that pink cloud?” With his mouth full, Simon garbled, “Hold it! Oh, wow!” He coughed and swallowed. “It’s the ‘elephant’s toothpaste!’” Boomer hollered, “Oh, geez, is that Mr. Pence? This is so bad! Who sent this?” “Sammie. She showed it to me at lunch.” “Oh yeah,” Simon said, nodding his head. “Bird is definitely going to get suspended. It’s huge! How did she do that?” “Do you see anything weird about the picture?” “The whole thing is weird, man,” Boomer said. “Look at the window.” Sammie had taken a shot that captured the view outside the back windows of the school room. Simon pointed his finger to a fuzzy shape that appeared beside a bush about forty yards from the classroom trailer. “What’s that?” Boomer stretched out his neck for a better view. “Call me a dingfod, but it kinda looks like…a coyote?” “Can’t be, Boom, the eyes are too big,” Simon said.]
 
   
  [image: Rain agreed. “I thought it was a coyote, too. But, yeah, the eyes are too big. Let’s try this.” He zoomed in on the shape and began enlarging the frame. The pixels broke up into a jig-saw puzzle, but the mystery was solved. Rain and Simon looked at each other—speechless. But Boomer, whose tongue was never tied, cried, “Binoculars. He’s got a pair of binoculars…!”]
 
   
  [image: Hummingbird stands in front of her science project poster, holding her cat on her shoulder. The poster titled “Invasive Plants Growing on the Medicine Cave Rangelands” displays a map of the reservation with circled areas showing the location of invasive plants. Sighing, she stroked Scooter’s soft cheeks—his favorite thing. Suddenly, she kissed her old friend on the head and put him down. “Sorry, Scooter, but I have to finish my exhibit.”]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 7. A hand holds a list that reminds a shopper to buy grape soda, ramen noodles, Bird peeped into shopping carts and observed what was being bagged at the cash register. Several times she picked up discarded shopping lists and coupons. Too Much and Not Enough. The next morning, Sky Heart watched the sun’s rays pierce the dark blue sky, bringing a new day to the Medicine Cave Indian Reservation. From his perch high atop a tall pine, he saw the community, both human and animal, begin to awaken and stir. Thistle was among the early risers, having already done some voracious grazing before the sun came up. After all, she was eating for her unborn babies. Sky Heart approved of the location she had chosen to build her nest. She was favoring an old brush pile overlooking a garden soon to be planted with winter vegetables. The pile]
 
   
  [image: of debris provided good cover and was surrounded by thick grasses. Noticing that she had finished her breakfast, the eagle glided downward to join her. “The eating is good here. May you produce many.” he said, using an old formal greeting among the animals. “Thank you, Sky Heart. Yes, it is a good place. That is Aunt Chick’s garden down there. She’s Hummingbird’s aunt, you know.” She paused for a moment to sample a bit of clover, but it was too mature and not to her liking. “So, tell me what happened yesterday at the school after I left.” Sky Heart described what he had seen in the school courtyard, paying special attention to Hummingbird’s interaction with Mr. Pence. “There were a lot of emotions— sometimes laughing, but also fear and anger. I can see what they do, Thistle, but I need your ears to understand what is going on.” He also expressed alarm about the disturbing behaviors he had witnessed after school: “Later, two boys took money from a small child, and then joined the boy, Chris, to start trouble with our young friends.” Thistle understood. “Just tell me where you want me to go. I will listen for us. It sounds like Coyote is working something big.” Hummingbird sat at the breakfast table—staring at the bowl of oatmeal. She had not slept well and kept rubbing her eyes. Although she was trying to be brave, the disappointed girl was not thinking positive thoughts. All she could think about was the gossip she had heard in the restroom—and the laughter]
 
   
  [image: in the cafeteria. Hummingbird had never been the butt of jokes before; nor had she ever been suspended. Arianna noticed her friend’s lack of appetite. She tried to think of something “perky” that would cheer her up. “Bird, I heard that Janie’s mom is having one of those make-up parties at her house. We could go and get some of those little samples…” Hummingbird picked a raisin out of the oatmeal with her spoon. She looked at the wrinkled brown fruit as if it were some kind of bug. Disgusted, she plunked the spoon in the cereal and pushed the bowl aside. “No, they probably wouldn’t want the soap bomber to spoil the party.” Darlene, who had just come into the kitchen, overheard her daughter. “Well, I think that you girls should come to the store with me. Arianna, Rain’s mom gave me some new recipes that are low carb. Check them out and see if it’s stuff you would like. Then, what do you say we go over to Chick’s and help her with her garden? I told her we might come over. It’s a pretty day.” Arianna always liked to try out new recipes and was eager to go. The grocery store didn’t have much appeal to Hummingbird, but she agreed to help her mother shop. Unenthusiastically, she pulled on her sweater and slumped to the car. The drive over to Medicine Cave Plaza wasn’t far. Darlene always shopped at the tribally-owned retail center. She believed in a dollar being touched several times before it left the reservation. By the time they arrived at the store, Arianna had thumbed through Roberta’s recipes and had selected two which she gave to Darlene—a cherry tart with only 23 grams of carbohydrates and a chicken enchilada recipe with 26 grams. She was always]
 
   
  [image: thinking about carbohydrates. She paid attention to the simple ones like table sugar that enter the bloodstream very quickly and raise blood glucose levels. She also was very aware of starches in foods like white bread that boost blood sugar levels almost as fast as table sugar. To keep an eye on her glucose levels, Arianna had to do several finger sticks a day. She had a little sticker that she used to prick her finger. After a drop of blood appeared she would put it on a special strip of paper and insert it into a blood glucose meter that fit in the palm of her hand. The meter had a small screen that displayed a number that told her how much glucose was in her blood. Arianna’s blood sugar could vary-- from low to high. If it was high before lunch, she would eat a lower carb meal; if it was low when she got home from school, she would eat a higher carb snack. She had to work at keeping her body healthy all day long. Arianna organized her shopping list carefully. She needed a variety of foods that would help to keep her blood sugar in proper balance. For snacks she loved crackers and part-skim milk cheese, all kinds of fruits (especially berries), and she was a big fan of celery and low-fat cream cheese. While Arianna went in search of her favorite snacks, Hummingbird got a cart and followed her mother to the produce. They picked over the fruits and vegetables. Because the reservation was very rural, produce that wasn’t in season or grown locally had to be trucked in. It was often expensive and not very fresh. Nevertheless, they found some decent bananas, oranges, and green peppers on sale.]
 
   
  [image: Picking up a plastic bag of grapes, Hummingbird noticed a small boy staring into her shopping cart. She recognized him. It was Donny, one of the elementary school children who rode her bus. He looked up at her with a puzzled frown. “You’ve got a lot of stuff.” Hummingbird looked back into the boy’s big brown eyes. She just nodded and smiled. Feeling a bit guilty, she didn’t know what to say. “I like grapes,” Donny said. Smiling, he reached into the fruit bin and picked up a large bag of grapes with both hands. He glanced over his shoulder at Hummingbird as he walked toward his mother, a harried young woman with a fussing toddler. She had no cart, only a hand basket that contained two loaves of day- old bread and some cartons of ramen noodles. “Mom, can we get these?” the boy asked quietly. “Put those back, Donny.” “But, Mom…” “They cost too much. I’ve run out of food stamps. It’s the end of the month.” “You got any WIC vouchers?” She sighed, “Yes, but that’s for formula. Nothing else.” The boy didn’t beg. He replaced the fruit and tagged along with his mother to the baby food. Hummingbird abandoned her shopping and followed them. From a distance she watched to see if they would buy anything else. When Donny and his mother headed to the checkout, Hummingbird began to circulate throughout the store. She peeped into shopping carts and observed what was being bagged at the cash register. Several times she picked up discarded shopping lists and coupons.]
 
   
  [image: Finally, Hummingbird sat down in an empty chair in front of the customer service desk. An idea—a big idea—was forming in her brain. Something wild—the ultimate “what if.” Hummingbird was staring straight ahead when Darlene interrupted her churning thoughts. “Bird? We’ve been looking for you. Where did you go?” “Mom, everybody’s just eating starch, starch, starch… starch and sugar, starch and salt. Our families can’t buy what they need! I’ve had it all wrong. I’ve got to find a way to speed it up. Not all this slow stuff!” “Speed up what?” “Growing vegetables! My science project is stupid. It’ll take years for a healthy prairie to produce healthier meat for people! I’ve got to do something now!” Exasperated, Darlene said, “Can we at least pay for the groceries first? Why don’t you and Arianna wait for me outside?” Hummingbird took Arianna by the hand. “Come on. You’re going to have to help me with this. I can’t do it by myself.” “Do what?” “Grow giant vegetables. And grow them really fast!”]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 8. A shovel and a claw rake lean against a shed wall, between two clay pots. Darlene saw the familiar look of determination that meant Bird’s mind was made up. “Let’s see what Chick says. Let’s get what we need from the shed and head on over to her garden.” A Giant Plan. Darlene drove home to drop off the groceries before heading over to Aunt Chick’s. She kept one eye on the road, while glancing repeatedly in the rearview mirror at the Hummingbird and the Arianna. The girls had their heads together, conferring quietly, but intensely. Words like “fertilizer,” “compost,” “irrigate” and “weeds” floated out of their conversation; and occasionally, Hummingbird made big round-shaped gestures with her arms. Darlene was sure that when they were ready, she would hear all about it. She didn’t have to wait long.]
 
   
  [image: After they had unloaded the car and put away the groceries, Darlene saw Hummingbird look at Arianna as if to say, ‘okay, here goes.’ “Mom, I…we…have a plan. Um, I’m going to keep right on with the science project. So, don’t think I’m dropping that. But, I want to start a new project. My idea is to…ah… grow really big fruits and vegetables. If they’re really big then they can feed everybody. There would be summer and winter vegetables—that way, we could have some all year round.” “Another project?” Darlene said doubtfully. “What kinds of vegetables?” “I don’t know yet. I promise I won’t try to do it all by myself. I want to talk to Daddy about it. And Aunt Chick, too. I know that Rain, Boomer, and Simon will help.” “It will be my project, too, Aunt Darlene.” Arianna said brightly. Darlene was skeptical, but she didn’t want to discourage Hummingbird’s ambition to make her community a healthier place. She could see that the girls working together would be a good thing, too. There would be time for hard questions and reality checks later. “I’ll talk to Daddy. I know he’ll help. He’s so proud of you. But, please, honey, don’t think you girls have to solve all these food problems by yourselves. Daddy and the guys at the bison co-op have been really successful this year. And he’s worked so hard on the Tribe’s food sovereignty policy. That’s all volunteer work and he’s done it because of you, Bird.” Glancing at her daughter, Darlene saw the familiar look of determination that meant Bird’s mind was made up. “Well, we’ll see what Chick says. Let’s get what we need from the shed and head on over.”]
 
   
  [image: After loading the trunk with garden tools, Hummingbird enjoyed the short drive to Aunt Chick’s. The road passed by green and yellow fields, edged by stands of red cedars and black locust trees. Hummingbird loved the eastern part of the reservation. Her family had ranched and done truck farming on this land for over a hundred years. Bird spotted Aunt Chick sitting in the backyard when they drove up. She jumped out of the car, eager to recruit her aunt into the “giant plan.” Leaving Arianna to wrestle with a shovel that had wedged in the trunk, Hummingbird grabbed a hoe and charged to the back of the house. Darlene followed, carrying a box of flower bulbs. Hummingbird was pleased to see her mother sit down in one of Chick’s old metal lawn chairs. Good, she thought, we can talk before we get to work. Thistle was snoozing in her nest when the chattering of human voices woke her. She had extremely sensitive hearing, although her ears drooped down instead of standing erect like a wild rabbit. This odd transformation had occurred many, many years ago when she had abandoned her homeland to follow the tribes to the west during the Great Removal. Since that time she had lived in many places and near many nations. Once a member of a powerful trickster family, she had abandoned their wily and joking ways. Now she was proud to live as an animal helper—mostly to children. Yawning, Thistle sat up. She began “nose blinking,” that funny wiggling of the nose that everyone imitates when they]
 
   
  [image: want to act like a rabbit. Her powerful sense of scent confirmed that people were visiting Aunt Chick. She squeezed from her nest enclosure and hopped on top of the brush pile. From that perch, she easily identified the visitors. Ah, she thought to herself, I can do some listening for Sky Heart. Thistle bounced down the slope of the hill, following the patches of brushy cover. She halted when she reached a fence overgrown with wild privet that bordered Aunt Chick’s backyard. Nestling in the camouflage, Thistle focused on the human’s conversation. Aunt Chick liked to be properly equipped before she started preparing one garden for its “winter sleep” and another for a winter crop. A great believer in electrical tape, glue, and never throwing anything away, she asked Hummingbird to repair some rusting spots on her old wheelbarrow. Pulling off a length of tape, Hummingbird launched her sales pitch. “Aunt Chick, what do you know about giant vegetables?” “Nothing much, Bird. Just the giant pumpkins I’ve seen at the Harvest Pow-Wow. Those are some whoppers, aren’t they?” “Well, we’re thinking of growing some. I thought you might let us use one of Grandpa’s old garden plots—maybe the one with the red fence around it?” “This isn’t the time of the year to start growing a giant pumpkin, honey, or any kind of pumpkin. They’re being harvested now.”]
 
   
  [image: “Oh, I know. I’m thinking of experimenting and getting ready for next year. So, um, the old shed might be perfect. You know, sprouting some seeds under a plant grow light; figuring out which seeds grow fastest. Then get a head start and set out some seedlings by April or May. Maybe Arianna and I could grow some winter vegetables, too.” “Grandpa ran an electrical line out to that shed years ago,” Aunt Chick said. “He used it for a workshop one time. But the electric doesn’t work anymore. It will get mighty cold in that shed without a heater.” “Boo could help us with the electricity,” Bird said. “He’s got tons of secondhand stuff in his garage. And RD, Boomer and Simon can till up the garden.” Aunt Chick looked at Darlene. “If she wants to work in the shed, it’s fine by me. Those old cold frames next to the shed are in good shape. They keep the ground warm. Good enough for some mid-winter vegetables.” Bird jumped up. “Come on, Arianna, let’s go over to RD’s house and tell him about the ‘giant plan!’” “Hold on, girls,” Darlene said, “there’s work to be done here first.” Aunt Chick handed a rake to Hummingbird. “Come on, ladies. Let’s do some cleaning.”]
 
   
  [image: Thistle popped open her eyes as the human voices began to fade. She peered through a crack in the fence and watched the women and two girls walking toward a recently harvested garden. Thistle knew that plot well. She recalled with relish the tasty treats that she had eaten there. Naturally, as a rabbit, she supported the idea of growing giant vegetables. However, she’d heard nothing that would explain the odd behavior Sky Heart had witnessed at the school the day before. Thistle was baffled. Sky Heart had said Hummingbird was upset. Upset? The girl was positively cheery! Thistle frowned. Have I missed something?]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 9. An old shed with shattered windows and a broken door. Hummingbird ran on ahead and stood in front of the shed door, which hung on valiantly by a single hinge. She waited until the others joined her: “Well, guys, this is it.” Sheds and Gardens. After raking off the debris from Aunt Chick’s vegetable patch, the girls took off. They followed the road for a short time, and then detoured along Salt Lick Creek until they came to the meadow near Rain’s house. Arianna challenged Hummingbird to a race across the expanse of tall yellow grass. The girls ran— laughing too much for it to be a real race—until they crossed Old Schoolhouse Road and reached the gravel driveway of Rain’s little blue house. They heard singing and drumming.]
 
   
  [image: Running around to the backyard, the girls saw Rain and Boomer beating on an old wooden wire spool. Simon was lying on the ground listening. When Boomer saw them, he stopped and yelled, “How do you like our drum?” Hummingbird was fast with the compliments. “You guys are sounding pretty good.” Pleased, Boomer said to Rain: “See I told you this old spool would work.” Jumping right in, Hummingbird said, “Um, guys, I know you’re practicing right now. But I wanted to talk to you about this really great idea I had. I thought you might want to help.” The boys looked at Bird like ‘what now?’ Glancing at Arianna for support, she said boldly, “I think we should experiment with growing giant vegetables.” “Who is we?” Rain wanted to know. “All of us. Look, if we want to get people to eat more fruit and vegetables, then we’ve got to grow more of it. But not little stuff—I’m talking about big stuff. Giant fruits and vegetables. Then we could feed everybody. You know, it would be like a short cut?” Rain was confused. “Isn’t your science project about helping native grass grow better—so buffalo can graze on it and produce lean meat? That’s about healthy food.” “Yes, of course, it is and it’s important to Miss Swallow’s Bison Project and the Bison Co-op. But it’s so slow….It could take forever to re-create native prairies, RD!” “How do you grow giant vegetables?” Simon asked. “Have you read up on it?”]
 
   
  [image: Cheerily, Bird answered, “Not yet. I thought you could do that Simon!” “Gee, thanks.” “Look,” Bird continued, “Aunt Chick is giving us the shed. And the garden for next spring and summer.” Boomer, whose throat was dry from singing, sipped on a cup of water and said, “Well, it sounds kinda crazy, but…” Rain interrupted. “What gave you the idea?” “When I was looking in people’s shopping carts at the grocery store. They’re just eating junk! The good food costs too much.” Bird stood up and crossed her arms. Fixing her friends with a firm stare, she declared, “And we are just sitting around doing nothing about it!” Rain stared back and crossed his arms, too. “You wouldn’t be trying to impress somebody, would you?” Simon picked up on what Rain was saying. “Yeah, like Mr. Pence? Getting back on his good side after the big blow up.” Miffed, Hummingbird yelped, “What? I’m just doing like the eagle told us!” Arianna gave Bird a funny look—a look that Simon didn’t miss. He thought to himself, I bet she’s wondering what Bird meant by that. “This shouldn’t be about how smart you are, Bird,” Rain said quietly. “If we agree to this, it should be because we really believe in it…”]
 
   
  [image: Bird was indignant. “Is that what you think I’m trying to do—show off?” Despite her protest, deep inside Bird was asking herself the same question. Is that what I am trying to do? Mom said almost the same thing… “Yeah, it’s perfect,” Boomer laughed. “Mr. Pence would be a big dingfod for suspending the girl genius that grew the giant turnip!” Irritated, Arianna asked, “Why are you picking on her?” “It’s okay, Arianna,” Hummingbird sighed. “They’re just keeping me honest.” Thinking more deeply about her motives, she confessed, “Well, yeah, it is kinda like ‘I’ll show ’em’ and ‘won’t they be sorry for suspending me.’ It’s not like I haven’t thought of that. But…I really do want to do this. I felt so guilty at the store. We had stuff in our shopping cart and other people didn’t.” Rain got up and laid his drum stick on the make-believe drum. “What do you say, guys? Are we with Arianna and Bird?” “I am!” Boomer yelled. “I’m ready for something big around here—besides Chris Sorrel’s mouth!” “I guess I could substitute a few ‘thunder vegetables’ for ‘thunder lizards,’ Simon smiled. “But, just for a little while, of course.” “Then, take us to your shed!” Rain cried. As the kids walked the short distance to Aunt Chick’s, Simon pulled Rain back and whispered, “Should we tell Bird about the coyote and the binoculars?”]
 
   
  [image: Rain glanced up ahead at Hummingbird. She was almost skipping she was so happy. “No, I think it would freak her out. Let’s just be cool for a while.” Hummingbird turned around and yelled, “Hurry up, guys!” Rain and Boomer ran to catch up. Passing by Aunt Chick’s house, Hummingbird pointed across a recently harvested field. “The shed’s behind that red fence over there.” The kids cut directly across the stubbly ground. Soon, they spotted the shed. It didn’t appear that the fence had done a very good job of protecting it from the wind. The little building was a bit worse off than Hummingbird remembered it. Its unpainted wooden exterior was badly weathered, the roof sagged, and the two front windows were missing some panes. Hummingbird ran on ahead and stood in front of the door, which hung on valiantly by a single hinge. She waited until the others joined her. “Well, guys, this is it.” “Looks kinda creepy,” Boomer said. “What does it look like on the inside?” He tugged open the door and the kids entered, hopping over some tall weeds that clogged the doorway. Shafts of afternoon light slanted through the broken, dirty windows, dimly illuminating a small room. Leading the way in, Rain stepped gingerly around a clutter of rags and rotten cardboard boxes. Almost immediately, he bumped his head on an old cobweb-festooned light fixture that hung by a single cord from the ceiling. It swung crazily, spewing out a cloud of dust with each back and forth. Pulling cobwebs out of his hair, Rain turned in a circle, quickly assessing the possibilities. “It’s going to take some work.”]
 
   
  [image: Arianna nodded. “Yeah, the mice have been having a good time.” Pointing at the droppings on the floor, she laughed, “There’s your fertilizer, Bird.” Trying to be optimistic, Hummingbird smiled. “Yeah, all I have to do is sweep it up in a nice pile. Yuk! Well, at least, it’s got lots of shelves. And there’s a table.” Simon was carefully examining the walls and ceiling, looking for signs of water damage. “Doesn’t look like there’s many cracks and it’s dry in here.” Reaching up to check a shelf that was coming away from the wall, he suddenly brought down an avalanche of dust that enveloped him from head to toe. Fighting for air, Simon erupted into a coughing fit that sounded like a barking dog. Boomer’s face lit up. “Gee, Simon, when you laugh, you snort like a pig, and when you cough, you…” Simon interrupted, “I know, I know,” he laughed. “…bark like Scooby-Doo.” Rain grinned at Boomer. “Unless we want Simon to turn into a “were-dog,” we better clean this place up.” “I need some air,” Simon wheezed and hurried outside. The kids followed him out into the clean afternoon sunshine. They fanned out, seeing what else the property had to offer. Happily, Rain found a water spigot that worked. (A godsend to Simon who cleared the dust from his throat with a cool drink). Arianna stumbled on a box of glass jars and old clay pots, and]
 
   
  [image: Bird unearthed a half-buried roll of tough plastic sheeting. But they didn’t find much else of use. However, moseying around to the back of the shed, Boomer made a major discovery. Looking to where the open ground rose toward a hill covered in small bushes and weeds, he spotted the wooden pole that had linked the shed to the utility pole on the road. “Yo, I found where the electricity line comes in!” Unknown to Boomer the wooden pole lined up almost exactly with the location of Thistle’s nest. He was actually staring directly at the rabbit, who was peering at him from a hole in her brush pile. With keen interest, she watched Boomer walk over to help Rain force open the garden gate. Then, as soon as the girls followed the boys to the garden, Thistle bounded down the hill—again. She found a convenient weed clump nearby and huddled there, listening intently. The kids checked out the garden. Boomer started walking off one side of the fence, following a gravel path that separated the fence from the garden soil. Figuring that his foot was approximately 10 inches long, he calculated that it was a fifty feet on each side. Dismayed by the weeds and poor condition of the soil, Rain said, “Doesn’t look like anything’s grown here in a long time. Man, this needs some big-time tilling. My dad can bring over our tiller.”]
 
   
  [image: Arianna turned to Bird. “So what kinds of vegetables grow really big?” “Um, I’m not sure. Cucumbers? Tomatoes?” Boomer said, “The only giants I’ve ever seen are the big pumpkins at the pow-wow.” “I’ve seen those on TV. They’re awesome! Are we gonna grow some of those?” Arianna asked. Hummingbird smiled pleasantly. “Sure, why not.’ “Hey,” Rain laughed, nudging Boomer, “you know who always wins the giant pumpkin growing contest at the Pow-Wow…” Boomer let loose with his best “evil” cackle. “Heh-heh- heh. Sure. Chris Sorrel’s family!” “Oh, crud,” Bird said, the smile dropping off her face. “I forgot about that.” Boomer was really tickled now. “If you win next year, Chris will really have it in for you. Then Dumptruck will have to throw rocks at me! I’ll be a dingfod for sure then.” “Well, Chris will be laughing his head off when he finds out my suspension starts next week. I’m out of the science fair, guys.” Rain was stunned. “You didn’t say it was next week!” He stared at her. She looked away and didn’t meet his eye.]
 
   
  [image: Rain and Simon hadn’t entered the science fair this year. Simon had been more interested in building dinosaur models and Roberta had put her foot down, saying Rain didn’t need any more responsibilities or activities—drum practice and basketball were enough. But Rain had helped Bird with her science project, mostly collecting plants. Hummingbird knew he cared about the project’s success. Feeling guilty, she said, “You know I’m keeping on with the science project.” “Well,” Rain admitted, “the science fair isn’t everything.” He was disappointed that the school wouldn’t see the project’s messages about healthy environments and healthy people, but he didn’t say anything. He didn’t want Bird to feel too terrible. Then switching back to the subject of Chris, he said, “You all might as well know, Bird’s not the only one Chris is trying to bully. He’s after Simon, too.” Simon started to laugh. “Oh come on, RD. He was just saying stupid stuff last night. He wasn’t serious.” “Yes, he was, too. After you left, he said you’d be sorry if he caught you by yourself.” “But why?” Bird sighed. “Maybe it’s because you’re one of the Veggie Crowd…or the Soap Bomber’s friend,”]
 
   
  [image: “I know why. It’s because I’m short—and he thinks he can push me around! I’m never going to grow!” “I think he’s jealous because you’re smart—like Bird,” Arianna said. Rain thought, ‘Veggie Crowd, jealous, smart, short, Bird’s friend’—apparently there were lots of reasons why someone might become Chris’s target. Resolving to buck up his friends’ spirits, he repeated Granma’s advice. He also added what Roberta and Gerald had told him after Granma had clued them in about the bullying. “Look, I think we should all stick together. Don’t go running around by ourselves. Chris and his toadies won’t bother us if we’re tight. And if somebody tries to start something, just keep cool and don’t get drawn into a fight.” Involuntarily, he glanced at Arianna. Would “has type 1 diabetes” be on Chris’s list of reasons to pick on a kid? Would she be next? Rain immediately cut off his thoughts. He just didn’t want to go there. Little did he know that at that moment Chris was aiming at another target—but it wasn’t Arianna.]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 10. Chris looks over his shoulder with an unfriendly expression on his face. Mindy liked Chris’s “bad boy” image. He was always full of surprises and never boring. He had everybody snowed… Coyote’s Diagnosis. Coyote lay on his back in the grass not far from the gravel road that led to the Sorrel’s house. Tired from his exertions, he snuggled into a comfy pile of straw and propped his head against a fence post. Thus positioned (with the handy pair of binoculars nearby), Coyote had a good view of the road and a nearby pasture. That morning he had woven into the pasture a complex network of over-lapping trails whose purpose only he]
 
   
  [image: understood. As he patiently waited for the one who would enter his web-like maze, he crooned a song a spider had taught him Round, round—loop and twist (sticky-sticky) Round, round—warp and weave (sticky-sticky) Round, round—trap and trick (sticky-sticky) Presently, a car drove up and stopped. A boy and girl got out from the backseat and waved to the teacher who had given them a lift. Coyote grinned. He picked up the binoculars and began to observe. Chris set a fast pace to his house, leaving Mindy Two Horses on the road. She hurried to catch up with him. Puffing slightly, Mindy tried to make conversation. “That was nice of Mr. Braun to give us a ride.” Chris didn’t say anything, so she tried again. “Gee, Chris, none of the other guys at the carwash raised as much money for the newspaper as you did. You’re sure to get editor.” She glanced at him to see if he appreciated the flattery she’d been heaping on him all afternoon. Unfortunately, a preoccupied smile on his face told her that he wasn’t listening. Mindy thought, Okay, time to be shameless. “Oh, Chris, I can’t wait to see your science project! Thanks for showing it to me. I know you’ll win first prize.” “What? Oh, yeah. I plan on it. You’ll be impressed by my exhibit. I’ve got it set up in Mom’s workroom.” Mindy smiled. Success! She liked Chris’s “bad boy” image. He was always full of surprises and never boring. Nobody knew him like Mindy. He had everybody snowed—the teachers most of all. Chris was always so polite, but she knew they couldn’t control him. His favorite saying was, “nobody tells me what to]
 
   
  [image: do.” What Mindy really liked was that other kids did what he told them to. Nobody ever pushed him around—he did the pushing. She had to admit to herself that Chris could be mean, and he was so conceited that it was a little creepy. Well, maybe more than a little… but it was worth it. Mindy liked the sense of power she felt when she was around him. “So, Mindy, we really jerked Hummingbird around last week,” Chris said, laughing. “Oh, yes! That was so funny!” “You know, I think it’s time we told everybody the truth about the Veggie Crowd.” “The truth?” Chris and Mindy didn’t know it, but they were approaching the part of the road where Coyote had laid down his first trail. In anticipation of what was to come, the trickster stood up. He began to watch more attentively. “Yeah, the truth. RD made up the story about his Granma following a coyote to a cave full of bones. I was there when…” Suddenly, Chris couldn’t finish his sentence. Even worse, his head abruptly started to vibrate like a tuning fork. Chris grasped his head in his hands, but he couldn’t stop the rapid shuddering or the slow twisting of his head to the left. When his head stopped turning, his whole body rotated so that he was facing forward. Then, he began to march, robot-like, off the road. Mindy watched Chris wading into the high grass. Mystified, she followed him. “Chris! Where are you going? I thought we were going to your house.” When he didn’t answer, Mindy got annoyed. “Chris…Chris!”]
 
   
  [image: Turning his head stiffly toward her, his eyes wide with terror, Chris found his tongue: “I don’t know where I’m going! I can’t stop!” But just as he said he couldn’t stop—he did stop. He stood rigidly at attention for several seconds—and then took off! He began running first in one direction and then the other— making a big zigzag across the pasture. Once he reached the other side, Chris began to run in circles that got bigger and bigger until he bumped into the fence that enclosed the Sorrel’s horse corral. Two young horses standing nearby spooked and dashed off to join an old mare drinking from a water trough. The old one raised her head and regarded the boy. Not liking what she saw, she led the youngsters to the other side of corral, where all three horses watched him warily. Chris held onto the fence for a moment. Then, without warning, he flung himself into another charge—but backwards this time! Mindy stood with her mouth open, staring at this bizarre sight. Alarmed, she saw that he was now retracing his steps to where she was standing. As he drew nearer, she could hear Chris panting, “Loop! Warp! Trick! Sticky! Sticky!” Before he got any closer, Mindy started to run, too. Coyote laughed as she dumped her backpack and doubled down on her speed. The last he saw of her, she was disappearing down the blacktop, headed in the direction of Thunder Rock. Turning his attention back to Chris, he saw that the boy was now standing in the middle of the gravel pathway where his journey had begun.]
 
   
  [image: Dr. Coyote sat back down on his straw couch, intertwined his fingers behind his head, and considered the evidence. He replayed Chris’s actions in his head—creating a mental map of the boy’s performance. Then he analyzed it, starting at the end and working to the beginning like a true trickster. First, he examined the backwards running. Coyote knew that a straight forward path lay within the trails he had laid down. That path led to respect, harmony, and sharing. It was immediately clear that was not the path Chris had taken. For most people, when they did something backwards they knew that it was the wrong way. Or as Coyote preferred to think of it, an unexpected way that would make people laugh or help them to think in a different manner. But for Chris, the backwards route reversed respect into disrespect, harmony into jealousy, and sharing into “always having to win.” Ahh, yes, Coyote thought, ‘warp and twist’ is right. Next, he looked at Chris’s circling patterns. Even Coyote struggled a bit with the meaning of it. Usually a circle indicated something whole, open, and complete. But, after much flea scratching and pulling at his whiskers, Coyote saw that Chris’s spirals were not truly circles, but the loops of snares that trapped the boy. Apparently, the snares had been woven and set by members of his own family—some consciously and others unconsciously.]
 
   
  [image: Finally, he studied the zigzagging. It was obvious that it was a lightning bolt. So, Coyote thought, there is some possibility for change—an unexpected adjustment so to speak. Lightning, the trickster knew, had the power to shock Chris—to transform him from what he was now to what he could be. Coyote stared at the captain of the Thunderbird’s basketball team. To himself, he said, “Hmmm, so lightning frees a Thunderbird.” The father of clowns laughed. So many twists in this maze! So many surprises! Remembering, he turned and looked toward Red Water Mountain. Raising the binoculars to his eyes, he smiled in delight as its crags and peaks drew close to him. Only he and Sky Heart knew that thunderbirds once nested there. Only the Trickster and the Great Messenger knew the real origins of Thunder Rock. But that was a very, very old story.]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 11. A computer screen displaying part of a blog entry that Chris has written. Chris’s jealousy provided him all the justification he needed to punch “enter” and launch his cyber attack. The Poisoned Apple. Coyote released Chris from his power. The boy awoke with no conscious knowledge of what had happened. He tried to pick up his sentence where he left off, but he was a little fuzzy. He strained to remember what he was talking about. Suddenly, the memory flooded in—the Veggie Crowd! Jubilantly, he smirked, “Oh, yeah! I was there when Boomer told Mrs. Corn they made up the whole story.” Pausing to let this information sink in, he added: “Let’s spread it around that RD is a fake.” Anticipating]
 
   
  [image: her enthusiasm, Chris glanced to where Mindy should have been standing. But she wasn’t there. Chris twirled around. Where did she go?“ Mindy!” He called out her name again, but there was no answer. Disappointment flickered over Chris’s face. He thought that the girl liked him. Shoulders hunched, with hands in his pockets, Chris began to trudge up the road to his house. As he walked, he became angrier with each step. By the time he reached the back door, Chris was furious with Mindy for dissing him. He flung open the door, stormed past his mother, and ran down to the basement workroom. Her reprimand, shouted from the top of the stairs, just made him angrier. So what if he’d almost run her down? So what if he didn’t say ‘Hello.’ What did she care? All she thought about was her mail-order business. Chris dumped his backpack and immediately went to check out his science project. The exhibit, now finished, was undisturbed. Not like last week when Melvin and Jesse had stolen three rubber balls that were part of his three-panel display. Althea, his mom, had made them return the balls, but his stepfather had said nothing. Chris twisted his mouth bitterly. They get away with everything. Chris reached out and carefully adjusted the text posters. Everything was ready for tomorrow—the first day of the science fair. The posters described how he had produced the rubber balls from the sap of a small potted rubber tree and the juice of morning glory vines that grew on an old fence near his house. The rubber, he thought proudly, was just like the stuff the Olmecs had made 3,000 years ago! Chris stood back so he]
 
   
  [image: could also see the full effect of the Maya ball court and players shown in the center panel. He had placed the white balls so that they seemed to be emerging from the picture. It was so cool! He loved his exhibit! Chris had labored over the project for this year’s Native Science theme. He’d spent hours drawing the illustrations of the rubber making process. But he never let anyone see how hard he worked. It wasn’t part of his image. Smiling, he fantasized about how proud his family would be when he won the science fair. But the smile quickly faded, to be replaced by the tight-lipped expression he usually wore when at home. His stepdad didn’t care about him, he thought. Nothing would ever be good enough. His mood turning hostile, Chris slid into a chair and popped open the laptop on the card table where he did his homework. Pulling a notebook from his pocket, he flipped to the page where he had jotted down Mrs. Corn’s password to a local message board for teachers. Peeping over shoulders while delivering messages for the school office came in handy at times. He logged onto the computer and went to a popular site called “Apple for the Teacher” that was managed by the local school board. Entering Mrs. Corn’s school email address and the password Popcorn32, Chris began his masquerade. Clicking on a forum about ‘student behavior,’ he pretended to be Mrs. Corn describing how Boomer had told her that RD’s interview with Granma was phony. Then he typed, “Maybe Rain’s saving his great-grandmother from a fossil poacher was all made up, too!” Giggling, he added: “What should I do? I feel so guilty not]
 
   
  [image: reporting my doubts. Maybe some innocent people have been sent to jail! All advice is appreciated.” Chris remembered the smiling photos of RD and Simon with their families (“Local Boys Foil Fossil Poachers”) in the reservation newspaper. His jealousy provided him all the justification he needed to punch “enter” and launch the cyber attack. Mrs. Corn marched across the parking lot, a box of The Thunderbird held proudly in front of her. She sniffed appreciatively. The language arts teacher loved the inky smell of fresh newsprint. Bustling into the school office, she glanced at the clock and signed “7:45” under the Monday column in the attendance ledger. Next, she bestowed a school newspaper on Louise Shield, the secretary, and then began to shove copies into the teachers’ mailboxes. Working her way down the alphabet, she bumped into Mr. Pence at the P’s. “Good morning, Mr. Pence. Would you like a copy of The Thunderbird? It’s hot off the press!” Without waiting for a reply, she thrust the paper in his direction and moved on to the R’s. “Oh, thank you, Mrs. Corn.” Wiping his nose with a tissue, he added, “Um…I just wanted to say that I understand your dilemma, but I’m sure there is an explanation. Rain and Simon seem like honest boys.”]
 
   
  [image: Mrs. Corn gave Mr. Pence a puzzled look. What is he going on about? Turning suddenly, she almost ran into Miss Otter. The 6th grade math teacher was looking at her sympathetically. “Oh yes, Mrs. Corn, I’m sure the Tribal police can confirm that the kidnapping really happened.” At the mention of the word, “kidnapping,” the two student office aides pricked up their ears. When Mr. Berry opened his door and asked Mrs. Corn to step in, their ears stood up even higher. Something was going on! By 8:00 the office was filled with faculty. The few teachers who had visited “Apple for the Teacher” soon had the whole room buzzing. The loud whispering suddenly halted when a muffled shriek was heard behind the closed door of the principal’s office. “What! What! I never, Mr. Berry!” In the silence that followed, the listeners strained to hear more of Mrs. Corn’s indignant protest. Without warning, Mr. Berry flung open the door and asked a student aide to notify Boomer’s homeroom teacher that he should report to the office. He stared at the teachers and barked, “Well, don’t we have some teaching to do today?” Looking everywhere but at the principal, the embarrassed crowd quickly dispersed. As teachers headed for their classrooms and office aides delivered their messages, a thick cloud of gossip began to form over the school. Had the fossil poaching ring been a hoax? Were Rain and Simon’s families in on it?]
 
   
  [image: Boomer hadn’t been at school five minutes before he was sitting in the hot-seat across from Mr. Berry. As the principal listened, he retold Granma’s story about a cave full of bones. Rain, Boomer explained, didn’t know that the story would be printed in the school newspaper. He was afraid that the fossil poacher, Vernon Smeed, would read the story and go after his Granma. Boomer looked apologetically at Mrs. Corn. “The interview was true. But I figured that you’d give us a pass to round up all the papers if you thought it was bogus. I’m sorry.” “That’s okay, Boomer. I didn’t give it another thought after we found out about the fossil poacher.” Turning to Mr. Berry, she said, “Boomer may have been a bit misguided, but his intentions were good.*” Mr. Berry took off his glasses and rubbed his forehead. Leaning across his desk, he asked Mrs. Corn, “Who else was in the newspaper room besides Boomer that morning?” “Some members of the newspaper staff,” Mrs. Corn replied. “Then, someone on your staff started this rumor.” Mrs. Corn looked shocked, but only nodded. Mr. Berry said, “I’ll make an announcement during homeroom tomorrow. I want this rumor stopped dead in its tracks. Mrs. Corn, I need a list of your newspaper staff.” * Note: As the reader can see, Coyote’s tricks can cause mischief long after they have been played. Indeed, some tricks may have no expiration date at all.]
 
   
  [image: Three Maya Indian ball players jostle aggressively, trying to knock a ball through a stone ring. Chris stood back so he could see the full effect of the Maya ball court and the players shown in the center panel. He had placed the white rubber balls so that they seemed to be emerging from the picture. It was so cool!]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 12. Miss Swallow stands looking to her right. Behind her, Mr. Pence looks in the same direction. “David, I just saw Chris Sorrel and two boys go over behind the air conditioner. Could you check them out?” Bullies R Us. Chris rushed into the noisy gymnasium, lugging a box and a big flat folder that held his posters. Everybody was setting up their exhibits and he was late. He searched the rows of tables until he found the numbered space reserved for his entry. Skirting around other students carrying an assortment of plants, posters, and papier mâché models, Chris made his way to Exhibit #10. Hurriedly, he assembled his table-top display. He was positioning his samples of latex and the rubber balls when Sammie looked over from a neighboring exhibit.]
 
   
  [image: “Wow, Chris. That’s awesome.” Chris nodded. “Yeah.” Sammie had stepped behind Chris to see his posters better, when Star and Little Deb ran up. To be polite, they briefly admired Chris’s exhibit, then excitedly drew Sammie aside. Big-eyed, Little Deb said, “Have you heard?” “Heard what?” “About all that stuff in the newspaper that said RD fought a fossil poacher and saved his Granma. It was a big lie. They’re saying that it was really RD’s father that was stealing the bones.” Chris’s hands suddenly halted their busy activity. “No way! You’re kidding!” “No really. Mrs. Corn said it’s true!” “Come on,”said Sammie excitedly, “let’s find Hummingbird! She’ll know what’s going on.” Whistling happily, Chris resumed arranging his exhibit. Yes, tomorrow would be the big day. The award ceremony was scheduled for first period. Chris closed his eyes, blissfully imagining his triumph. He smiled—for many reasons. The girls headed for the drive at the front of the school. While they waited for Hummingbird’s bus, Sammie dug as much information out of Star and Little Deb as she could. Most of it was nonsense from the “gossip virus” that was spreading like wildfire through the school.]
 
   
  [image: When Hummingbird’s bus finally pulled in, the girls ran to the curb. As the kids unloaded, they could hear the name “Arianna” and the word “pump” being repeated over and over amidst the usual chatter. Bird and Arianna were the last to get off the bus. Oddly, a muffled dinging sound seemed to be emanating from inside Arianna’s pocket. “What’s that noise? A cell phone?” Star asked. “No,” Arianna said wearily as if she had already explained it a thousand times. “It’s my insulin pump. I have type 1 diabetes. The alarm went off and I can’t make it stop. It means I have a low battery.” Sammie said, “Oh, your insulin pump,” like she knew what one was. “Come on,” Bird said to Arianna. “Let’s go to the office and call Mom. She’ll bring over a new battery.” Looking at their welcoming committee, Bird asked, “Were you waiting for us?” “Uh, yeah,” said Sammie. “We’ll go with you. We’ve got something to ask you.” The girls hurried to the office accompanied by the nonstop complaining of the pump alarm. Fortunately the office phone wasn’t in use. Bird called her mother. Darlene said she would be at the school in a few minutes. Bird explained Arianna’s situation to Miss Shield, and they took a seat in the waiting area. Reluctantly, Little Deb and Star said they had to get to homeroom, but Sammie didn’t seem to be in a hurry. She leaned over and said something that Arianna couldn’t hear. Hummingbird turned and looked at Sammie, her mouth open.]
 
   
  [image: Just then, Rain and Simon walked into the office. Simon nudged Rain and pointed at the girls. Surprised, Rain whispered, “What are you guys doing here?” But before anybody could say anything, the secretary announced the boys’ arrival. Rain shrugged his shoulders as he and Simon were herded into the principal’s inner sanctum. The soft ‘ding-ding’ of the pump filled the silence. Finally, Arianna asked quietly, “Are they in trouble?” A bewildered look on her face, Hummingbird said, “Let Sammie tell it.” Sammie started re-hashing every bit of rumor she had heard. Most of it was about Rain faking Granma Hettie’s rescue from the fossil poacher. Arianna quickly got fed up with all the baloney. “Just stop, Sammie! None of that is true. I was at the house. The fossil poacher tied up Aunt Sissy and took Granma Hettie. Margie, his little sister, saw everything.” Hummingbird was about to add her two cents when Chris Sorrel walked in. He gave the girls a dismissive look as he sauntered up to the counter. Plopping two extension cords on top of the “IN” box, he said to the student office aide, “Floyd said they don’t need these in the gym. They got enough.” Chris leaned against the counter, and coolly re-directed his attention to Arianna. “Why don’t you answer that call?” “It’s not a ring tone, Chris,” Sammie answered self- importantly. “It’s the alarm on her insulin pump, if you’d like to know!” Chris pretended to ignore her reply. Smiling, he said, “Sammie, did you tell them about my awesome science exhibit?”]
 
   
  [image: Hummingbird’s response was frosty. “We weren’t talking about you, Chris.” The homeroom bell suddenly rang, terminating their conversation. “Sorry, I gotta get to class,” he said, as if he were prematurely ending a friendly chat. He started to leave, then turned around and added spitefully, “I guess you better report to in-house suspension, Hummingbird, or you might get a detention for being late.” Sammie watched Chris wave “tootle-oo” as he disappeared into the moving crowd in the hallway. Looking at Hummingbird, she said, “I forgot you were suspended.” “Well, I haven’t forgotten,” Bird sighed. One would have thought that the cyber attack was bullying enough for one day. But, the success of the “poisoned apple” he had sent to Mrs. Corn emboldened Chris. Between homeroom and the end of third period, he’d devised another scheme. He couldn’t thank Sammie enough for the idea. Mustering his toad squad outside at lunchtime, Chris was, however, having a hard time getting across his plan. “But why call her Miss Ding-Ding?” Dumptruck argued. “How about Miss Ding-Dong or Miss Dum-Dum? That’s funnier.” “I’m not trying to make Arianna laugh! It’s the sound her pump…Oh, forget it. It’s about showing the Veggie Crowd they can’t laugh at me—at us, I mean.”]
 
   
  [image: Tater Tot, only half listening, was busy probing the mystery meat in the sandwich his mom had packed for lunch. He looked up at Chris and frowned: “How does yelling Miss Ping-Ping make them not laugh at us?” “Not ping! Ding! Ding!” Chris shouted. Exasperated, he switched targets. “So what’s going on with Simon? He’s walking around here like he owns the place.” “I stepped on his heels yesterday,” Tater offered. “It must’ve hurt.” Dumptruck giggled, “Yeah, but when he turned around, you said, ‘Excuse me.’” “So what did you do that was so great?” Tater challenged. “I thought up this great name for Simon’ cause he’s so little.” Dumptruck started giggling again. “I called him “Gnat-Boy!” Chris was impressed. “That’s pretty good. What did he say?” “Man, Simon’s so funny. He told me to ’bug off!’ Get it? Gnats are bugs?” Dumptruck cracked up. “Then, he said, ‘Get out of my way, I’m having lunch with a spider!’” “You fell for that?” Chris yelled. “You guys are totally worthless!” “We can’t do anything to Simon!” Tater protested. “He’s always with somebody. He’s never out of Boomer’s shadow. All of those guys stick together like glue.” “And the teachers are telling kids to snitch if they see anybody picking on people,” Dumptruck complained. “Well, we’ll just wait until there’s no little snitches around! I’ll meet you back here in fifteen minutes. Watch for Arianna.”]
 
   
  [image: Chris cut across the courtyard and slipped into a side entrance to the gym. Making sure that no one was around, he bounded up a short flight of stairs to a second tier of seats that looked down on the gymnasium. The upper level of the gym was deserted. Down below he saw a small group of teachers filing out the gym entrance. “They finished the judging!” he murmured to himself. Bending over, he scurried quickly to the side of the gym where he could see his exhibit. Peeping over the seats, he ran his eyes down Row 2, until he spotted Exhibit #10. Chris sharply drew in his breath. There it was! The blue ribbon! He stared unblinking at the award. It was beautiful! A blue sun had replaced the yellow one that illuminated the Maya ball players. The new sun’s ribbon rays fanned downwards proclaiming “First Prize” in gold letters. Worried that he would be discovered, Chris did not linger to savor his victory. He made a fast getaway by the same route that he had entered the gym. His head full of triumph, Chris wanted desperately to share his success with someone. He thought of Mindy, but dismissed it. She was still avoiding him. Pumped up by his win, he ran back to get Dumptruck and Tater Tot. Chris couldn’t believe how everything was turning out the way he’d planned!]
 
   
  [image: Miss Swallow was usually not in the cafeteria or the courtyard during first lunch. But today, her class was in another classroom watching a film. So, she was available to fill in for an absent teacher. She was walking slowly across the grass, keeping a casual eye on the milling students, when she spotted Chris pushing two other boys behind the library air conditioning unit. She wondered what he was up to. The boys didn’t appear to be part of his usual “crowd.” She strolled over to Mr. Pence who was also on lunch duty. Buttoning up his jacket, he said, “This wind is chilly, don’t you think?” “Yeah, it is a bit cool. Ah, David, I just saw Chris Sorrel and two boys go over behind the air conditioner. Could you check them out?” Obliging, Mr. Pence walked to a point where he could see behind the large metal box. The boys were leaning up against the wall. It was apparent that Chris was watching someone. Following his line of sight, Mr. Pence saw Arianna—who was walking alone toward the library. When she entered the covered library walkway with its brick lattice walls, Chris shoved the boys, hoodies pulled over their heads, toward her. When they hesitated, he balled up his fist and gestured aggressively. Reluctantly, they backed up, and then ran toward the defenseless girl. Realizing that something was about to happen, Mr. Pence also began to run toward Arianna. He signaled to Miss Swallow to get moving, too. They saw one of the boys dart behind the concealing brick lattice, shouting some “dinging” nonsense.]
 
   
  [image: The other boy slipped and fell, but jumped up and started waving his arms, hollering “Ding! Dong! Ding! Dong! Ding! Dong!” When Mr. Pence and Miss Swallow converged at the walkway, they could see the two boys circling a paralyzed Arianna, yelling in her face. Caught by the alert teachers, the assailants abruptly choked off the dinging and donging. Now instead of one frightened student, there were three. Dumptruck and Tater Tot backed away from Arianna. Wide-eyed and saying nothing, they nodded timidly when Mr. Pence ordered them to get to the principal’s office. Both Mr. Pence and the boys flashed a look toward Chris’s hiding place, but he was gone. Dumptruck and Tater Tot were on their own. Miss Swallow gently put her arm around Arianna and ushered her through the library door. Glancing over her shoulder, the stricken girl saw Mr. Pence leading the two culprits away. Like many children, Arianna’s first thought was ‘What did I do to them?’ Miss Swallow took Arianna to a nearby table. Very softly, she said, “Just take a deep breath, sweetie. It’s over.” Wiping away a tear with the back of her hand, Arianna said, “I don’t understand, Miss Swallow. They were making fun of the sound my insulin pump makes. It was only a low battery. Why are they making such a big deal about it? It’s because I have type 1 diabetes, isn’t it?” “No, Arianna. What just happened didn’t have anything to do with your having type 1 diabetes. Thunder Rock has a lot of people with the type 2 kind of diabetes—even some very young people. We’ll get to the bottom of it. In the meantime, I don’t want you to worry.”]
 
   
  [image: “Do you think they were picking on me—for the same reason they tried to pick on Simon and Boomer?” “They’ve done things to Simon and Boomer, too? “Yes, Dumptruck threw a hamburger at Boomer. And they called Simon names.” “Maybe they are picking on you for the same reason. We’ll just have to figure out what that reason is,” the teacher said. “Are you sure you’re going to be okay?” “Sure, Miss Swallow,” Arianna smiled. “I’m tough. Just write me a note to Miss Otter’s class. I’m late.”]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 13. A teacher’s planner lies open. Chris’s name, entered in the time block for third period, is circled. “I have a theory, Mr. Berry. But first, here is the list of newspaper staff I promised. I think there’s only one name of interest.” Toads and Targets. Miss Swallow left Arianna in Miss Otter’s good hands and headed directly to Mrs. Corn’s class. She had heard the rumors about the posting on “Apple for the Teacher” and felt that Mrs. Corn should hear about the most recent bullying incident. Miss Swallow knocked on the doorjamb of Mrs. Corn classroom. The language teacher was giving a test and motioned for her to come in. They went to a corner of the room and talked quietly. Miss Swallow described what had just happened in]
 
   
  [image: front of the library, and Mrs. Corn shared the information she had just discovered in her newspaper planner. Satisfied that they both had identified the master manipulator behind much of the bullying at the school, the two teachers agreed to share their conclusions with Mr. Berry. After the bell rang and she dismissed her class, Mrs. Corn shoved her new evidence into a manila folder and dashed to the school office. It was her planning period. She had time to talk to Mr. Berry and run off the test copies she needed for her 5th period class. She passed by the usual number of mischief- makers that sat slumped in plastic office chairs, waiting for their turn with the principal. Mrs. Corn spotted Dumptruck and Tater Tot, the guilty party in the “ding-ding” attack. She wondered if Mr. Berry had talked to them yet. Eager to find out, she leaned over the counter and asked Miss Shield, “Is Mr. Berry free?” Without interrupting her typing, the secretary said, “Go right in, Mrs. Corn. Everybody else has.” Mrs. Corn poked her head into the principal’s office. Mr. Berry, who was on the phone, waved her to a seat. She sat down quietly. “Yes, I understand. Miss Swallow told me about the threat Chris made against Hummingbird.” Mrs. Corn eyes flew open. She scooted to the edge of her chair. As he nodded and “uh-huhed,” the principal noticed Mrs. Corn’s agitation. He mouthed, “What is it?”]
 
   
  [image: Mrs. Corn scribbled on a scratch pad and handed it to the principal. He quickly read the note. “Well, I appreciate your calling. In fact, I’m glad you did. We’ve…uh… had an incident at lunch today. It involved Arianna, but she’s just fine.” Putting his hand over the phone, Mr. Berry whispered, “She is okay, isn’t she?” Mrs. Corn nodded. “Yes, Miss Swallow handled it.” “Mrs. Corn is here now to fill me in. We think it was some kind of bullying.” Mr. Berry paused. “I agree. There’s something going on.” Sweating, he wiped his forehead with a tissue. “Yes, we’ll get to the bottom of it. We want parents and guardians fully involved. I’ll keep in touch.” After a few pleasantries and more reassurances, the principal rang off. Mr. Berry gave the teacher a cheerless look. “So what did you find out?” “I have a theory, Mr. Berry. But first, here is the list of newspaper staff I promised. I think there’s only one name of interest.” Glancing at the list, the principal saw the name “Chris Sorrel” circled in red. Intrigued, he said softly, “Tell me about your theory, Mrs. Corn.” Mrs. Corn explained how she had pulled up her staff assignments for the first edition of the school newspaper. Chris Sorrel and Hank LaChaise had been assigned to distributing The Thunderbird in the lunchroom on the day in question. She]
 
   
  [image: remembered letting them into the newspaper room to pick up the stacks. That was when Boomer had showed up claiming that he had to round up the papers distributed off-campus. Concluding, Mrs. Corn said,“ So, as you can see, Mr. Berry, Chris was only one of two students who could have heard Boomer say that the interview was a fake.” “But Mrs. Corn,” the principal pointed out, “what if Chris or Hank told other students what Boomer said. Any one of them could have impersonated you on the ‘Apple for the Teacher’ website. I agree, however, that it is very suspicious.” “Be that as it may, Mr. Berry,” she countered, “there are other reasons to suspect Chris. I don’t think the phony blog was about me at all—just away to get at Rain and Simon. Miss Swallow told me that Chris had harassed Hummingbird, and that Mr. Pence saw him instigating the incident against Arianna.” Mr. Berry was surprised. “Really? I didn’t realize Chris was involved in that.” “Oh, yes.” Mrs. Corn described what Mr. Pence saw and gave details about the “dinging” and Arianna’s insulin pump. “Well, then, I’d better talk to the two young men cooling their heels outside my office. I’ll let you know what I find out.” Mr. Berry talked to Dumptruck and Tater Tot for almost fifteen minutes. Both boys were scared and clammed up almost immediately. The principal was a gentle man—never threatening. He could usually win a student’s trust pretty quickly. But he wasn’t successful this time. When asked if Chris]
 
   
  [image: had anything to do with their harassing Arianna, the boys just looked away and said, “No.” They had no motivation and were clueless about the connection to the insulin pump. Mr. Berry believed everything they said, except their denial that Chris was involved. An astute judge of children’s character and emotions, the principal recognized he wasn’t talking to “bad guys,” just scared ones. He gave them two days of detention and required each of them to write Arianna an apology. Stepping out to Miss Shield’s desk, he asked her to send a message to Miss Swallow and Mr. Pence to come by his office after school. Mr. Berry glanced at the clock. It was after 3:30. Only twenty minutes, he thought, before the Tribal council meeting starts. He was busy stuffing papers into his briefcase when Miss Swallow and Mr. Pence showed up at his door. “Come on and follow me out to my car,” he said. “I’ve got a presentation to make.” As they walked across the parking lot, Mr. Berry said, “So…I’ve been hearing Chris Sorrel’s name a lot lately. First, from you, Miss Swallow, about his bullying Hummingbird. Then, Mrs. Corn tells me she thinks he was the one pretending to be her on the teacher website. In fact, she thinks he has been targeting Rain, Simon, and Boomer—and now Arianna.” Miss Swallow said, “That’s what I think, too. It makes sense. Arianna lives with Hummingbird’s family. All this started with Hummingbird.”]
 
   
  [image: Stopping at his car, Mr. Berry said, “We may not have any proof that Chris is behind any of this. Despite what you saw, Mr. Pence, the boys making fun of Arianna today wouldn’t admit that Chris made them do it.” He looked at the two teachers, “Do we have any other evidence?” “Well, he took a science test of Hummingbird’s,” Miss Swallow replied, “and wrote an insult on it— to make it look like she wrote it. She saw him take the test, but she didn’t see him write on it.” Mr. Pence’s face flushed a deep red. He looked at Miss Swallow. Did she know what was written on the test? “What did it say—the insult?” Mr. Berry asked. “Well, um,” Miss Swallow stammered, “it’s not very nice. Ah…” Mr. Pence held up his hand to relieve her discomfort. “I’ll tell him, Betty. It said ‘Miss Swallow says Mr. Pence is a dork and a loser.’” He explained to the principal that one of his students, Mindy, had returned the test to him, thinking that a student had lost it. “David, it was an awful trick!” Miss Swallow said indignantly. “Hummingbird was so upset because you thought she wrote it.” Miss Swallow smiled sweetly at Mr. Pence. “And, just for the record, I don’t think you are a dork or a loser at all.” “Oh, the trick was on you, too, Betty!” Mr. Pence protested. “I hope you weren’t upset, either. I’m just glad Hummingbird didn’t write it.”]
 
   
  [image: Embarrassed, Mr. Berry interrupted. “Well, ah, this is getting a bit complicated and I have to go.” Eager to end the awkward conversation, he added, “Glad you two got that straightened out.” The principal slid behind the steering wheel of his car and started the engine. Backing out of his reserved parking space, he poked his head out the car window and gave his teachers a hearty assurance that all would be well. “We’ll work thisout. We’ve got some great kidsat Thunder Rock Middle School. Tomorrow’s Science Fair awards will be proof of that!”]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 14. The oval-shaped award is made of clear acrylic with the word ‘science’ etched on it. Only the first place trophy remained on the table. Wins and Losses. Coyote lowered the binoculars and grinned so big his mouth hurt. He had taken up his position on the hill overlooking the school, eager to observe the fun. The old yellow-eyed cuss hadn’t been disappointed. He’d never enjoyed so much “sticky- sticky” in his entire tricking career. And tomorrow would be even better! Yipping in glee, he couldn’t wait to tell Thistle. He loved boasting to the rabbit about how easy it was to make humans look incredibly silly. Thistle would get huffy trying to]
 
   
  [image: defend the people—which is why Coyote did it. He liked to get her riled up. The next morning, Mr. Berry pulled into the school an hour after Coyote and Thistle did. The principal parked his car and walked past the bushes in front of the auditorium, unaware that two animals were hiding inside the foliage. Coyote had insisted that they arrive before dawn, not because he feared discovery (or so he said), but because he wanted a good seat. Thistle tagged along to keep an eye on Coyote. After all the bragging he’d done the afternoon before, she had to see for herself what he was up to. Coyote watched Mr. Berry hurrying across the parking lot. The trickster nudged Thistle and giggled: ‘“Berries are good for thickening a stew. Don’t you agree, Rabbit?” Thistle sighed, “Yeah, the stews you cook up are thick, all right.” The principal rushed into the school office. He immediately detoured to the coffee machine. Miss Shield was waiting for him. She leaped up from her desk, blocking him before he could make another move. Gulping coffee, the principal stated the obvious: “Good morning, Miss Shield. I’m late.” The school secretary got right down to business. “You’ve got less than ten minutes before the assembly starts. Here’s the]
 
   
  [image: agenda. Oh, and Mr. Berry, please remember to acknowledge the teachers from the high school. They were a bit upset last year when you forgot to thank them for judging the science fair.” “Thank you. I’ll try to remember all that. Ahh, Miss Shield, what’s on my schedule this morning…after the assembly?” “You have a meeting with Hummingbird’s parents.” “Oh, yes, of course, about the bullying.” “And this afternoon you have a teacher observation, payroll, and a bully prevention meeting with the teachers.” With that final bit of information, Miss Shield reached for Mr. Berry’s briefcase, handed him his assembly folder, and herded him to the door. Offering a small measure of resistance to her secretarial efficiency, Mr. Berry hesitated at the door. He turned and handed his empty coffee cup to Miss Shield. “I think it’s about time we bought a new ‘Mr. Percolator.’ That coffee was awfully thick.” The principal headed to the auditorium. He was in a good mood. The science fair had proved to be a real success in the past few years, getting coverage in the reservation newspaper and local radio. He was hoping this year for a spot on the Tribe’s website. He went through the side entrance to the auditorium and was greeted with the babbling din of 300 middle schoolers. All the homerooms were present. Running up the steps to the stage, he spotted the photographer from “Around the Rez.” Mr.]
 
   
  [image: Berry stepped to the edge of the stage and called him over. “Hi, Steve. Let’s get a good picture of our first place winner. I want this Native Science fair to get some real attention.” After noting the photographer’s thumbs-up, Mr. Berry moved to the podium. He held up his hand. The auditorium fell silent as the whole school stood up for the Pledge of Allegiance. At its conclusion, the school band played a squeaky, but acceptable version of the national anthem, followed by “Thunderbirds Forever,” the school song. Mr. Berry always grew a bit misty when the kids sang the last refrain, “We will fly higher and higher, always together, always forever.” Following Miss Shield’s instructions, Mr. Berry moved smoothly through the assembly program, only glancing once or twice at the agenda. He thanked, blessed, and praised all those who participated in the science fair so profusely that the students began to grow restless. Taking note of the fidgeting, Mr. Berry got to the point. “Now I come to the part that we’ve all been waiting for. The awards for this year’s science fair: ‘Native Science: Yesterday, Today, and Tomorrow.’” As Mr. Berry called out their names, the “honorable mentions” began tromping up the aisles, accompanied by polite applause. But when the principal announced Little Deb’s name, a shriek went up from her girlfriends. To the sound of wild clapping, Little Deb bashfully crossed the stage to receive her certificate of merit. Mr. Berry joked, “Wow, I didn’t know that “Ash and Corn: Releasing the Nutrition” would be such a popular subject!”]
 
   
  [image: “I didn’t either,” Little Deb gasped, and ran off the stage. Mr. Berry reached for the third place plaque on the table beside the podium. It was time for the winning entries. He paused for dramatic effect and then proclaimed: “For ‘The Inuit Kayak: From Hunting Boat to Modern Sport,’ third place goes to Hank LaChaise!” After Hank had loped up to receive his award, Mr. Berry asked him if there was anything he particularly enjoyed about his project. Not one to talk very much, Hank said, “I liked learning about the boat design and how you could roll it back up if you flipped over in the water. That was cool.” Moving on after the applause for Hank, Mr. Berry became even more expansive. “Our second place prize goes to another outstanding student, Mindy Two Horses for her project, “Freeze- Dried Potatoes: The Inca Way!” Chris’s head jerked up. Mindy! Totally surprised, he whispered to Pooch, one of the boys on the 8th grade basketball team: “She entered the science fair?” “Yeah, she’s been working on it, forever. Man, don’t you ever think about anything but your own stuff?” Chris stood up and clapped loudly, hoping to get Mindy’s attention. But she never looked his way. Mr. Berry was really getting into it. Smiling, he invited Mindy to tell the school about her project: “Well, people in the Andes Mountains developed potatoes from these little wild tubers about 4,000 years ago. They preserved potatoes by freezing them and then adding water to make them soft again. They call it ‘choon-yo.’ It would stay good for like ten years.”]
 
   
  [image: Thinking, I hope Steve is getting a picture of this, Mr. Berry asked, “How did you make the ‘choon-yo,’ Mindy?” “I froze the potatoes in the freezer because it wasn’t cold enough to freeze them outside, and then I stomped them until they were mashed to bits.” “You stomped them?” the principal prompted. “Yeah, with my feet. But I washed them first.” “The potatoes?” “No, my feet. Then I laid them out to dry in the sun. And then I did it all over again. It’s just like the instant potatoes at the grocery store.” Mr. Berry laughed and said, “Well, I guess I have the Incas to thank for the potatoes we eat at my house. Thank you, Mindy.” The principal’s attempt at humor created some charitable laughter that accompanied Mindy as she walked primly down the stage steps. Chris waved to get her attention, but she was too busy “high-fiving” her friends as she took her seat. What is wrong with her? he thought. Only the first place trophy remained on the table. It was a clear glass oval with the word ‘Science’ etched onto its surface. On its base was a small gold plaque ewhere the first place winner’s name would later be inscribed by a local crafts shop. Mr. Berry picked up the award solemnly and composed his face for his predictable “inspirational speech.” Mr. Berry was a popular and admired principal, but his speeches, expected to motivate the student body and honor exemplary pupils, usually stimulated exactly the opposite. After five minutes of “applying ourselves…building character…good]
 
   
  [image: citizenship and community…the future is ours…and reaching for the stars,” the entire assembly was in suspended animation on its way to an outer arm of the Milky Way. Finally, Mr. Berry brought his oration to a merciful end. Opening his assembly folder, he continued: “I am pleased to announce that the winning exhibit is “The Invention and Manufacture of Rubber in Central Mexico.” A small stir erupted. Some of the students and teachers knew who was responsible for that project. The uninformed students craned their necks to catch a first glimpse of the exalted one that would claim the trophy. Mr. Berry enjoyed the building excitement. Yes, he thought, this is how it should be. These kids were really pumped up about the science fair! A big smile on his face, he swept his eyes proudly across the assembly. Suddenly, he noticed that a boy sitting in an aisle seat in the third row was beginning to rise. His smile froze. Slowly Mr. Berry’s eyes drifted down to Miss Shield’s agenda notes. Visually scrolling down the page, he had the most peculiar feeling that a big joke was being played. Perhaps Miss Shield had typed in “gotcha” or LOL? But no, no smiley face or other “funny” preceded the words: First Place Winner: CHRIS SORREL. The principal looked up. Chris was standing in the aisle, waiting for him to read out his name. Did the boy know that he had won? Mr. Berry cleared his throat, making the awkward silence even more awkward. Forcing a strained grin, he choked out, “The first prize goes to Chris Sorrel.” Chris characteristically swept back his hair with his hands and bounded onto the stage. The applause was uneven.]
 
   
  [image: The 8th grade basketball team was enthusiastic and the sixth graders were happy to clap for anyone. But Chris’s girl groupies were sitting on their hands. When you added some missing toadies (who spent a lot of time in in-house suspension) and the teachers that were now wise to him, Chris’s fan club had apparently shrunk. Determined to be fair, Mr. Berry congratulated Chris and held out the trophy. Smiling brightly, the boy grasped the translucent award and pulled it force fully from Mr. Berry’s hand. Holding the prize close to his chest, Chris glanced up at Mr. Berry—his eyes betraying a terrible, terrible need for approval. The principal was surprised by the boy’s vulnerability. This was the villain who had supposedly terrorized Hummingbird, maligned Miss Swallow, stolen Mrs. Corn’s identity, spread lies about Rain, and instigated the attack on Arianna? Feeling sorry for him, Mr. Berry asked Chris a few polite questions about his project. Unfortunately, the first prize winner provided more information about indigenous latex than anyone really wanted to know. Thanking Chris for his most interesting description of Maya rubber products, Mr. Berry signaled for Miss Swallow to bring the Big Foods manager on stage. Mr. Standing carried a big replica of a $1,000 check the grocery chain had donated to the school for science supplies. Making a brief speech, the store manager endorsed the benefits of investment in community schools, and reminded everyone that green peppers and cucumbers were on sale this week at the Big Foods Super.]
 
   
  [image: Mr. Berry brought the assembly to a close by congratulating everyone and asking all the honorable mentions and place winners to stay behind for pictures. Standing in front of the big check, he stiffly reenacted the presentation of the first place trophy to Chris. Blinded by the flash of the photographer’s camera, he didn’t see the high school teachers leave in a huff. He had forgotten Miss Shield’s last instruction. Coyote and Thistle vacated their front row seats and slowly made their way around to the back of the auditorium—staying hidden behind the hedge that bordered the building. Thistle had enjoyed the assembly and had shared some chuckles with Coyote who had to muffle his ‘yips’ when Mr. Berry had announced Chris as the first place winner. But now she wasn’t feeling very well. She had some discomfort in her back. As an experienced mother, she knew that her bunnies were about to be born. Coyote noticed her slow hopping. “You getting old, Ms. Rabbit?” he teased. “No older than you, Coyote. I just need to get back to my nest. The little ones will be here soon—but not right away. I have a little time.” “Ahh, well, then,” said Coyote, understanding the situation. The trickster and the cotton-tail retraced the path they had followed to the school. They didn’t advertise themselves, traveling instead in the shadows of the abundant weeds and]
 
   
  [image: shrubs. Occasionally they stopped so that Thistle could rest. Before long, Coyote spotted the rabbit’s brush heap. He also saw Sky Heart’s shadow cross their path as they climbed the low hill to the nest. “Looks like we made it, Thistle.” “Yes. And just in time, too.” She wiggled into the security of her nest and turned around so that her head poked out of the weedy enclosure. “I have to go. I hope all goes well,” Coyote said. “Sky Heart is here,” he added, jerking his nose skyward. “You won’t be alone.” Now that she was safe in her home, Thistle wasn’t quite ready for Coyote to leave so hastily. “I am curious. How did you manage to wangle the first place trophy for Chris?” “I didn’t. He won it fair and square.” Coyote smiled wryly. “I don’t meddle in everything.” “Well, you meddled enough to get Hummingbird kicked out of the competition.” Frowning, Coyote said, “Ahem, well, yes.” He had forgotten about that. “But I had my reasons.” Thistle suspected that the “giant plan” had something to do with those reasons, but she said nothing. Instead, she protested, “Chris has done a lot of bad things lately.” “I know, but he has a good mind. His project was a good one.” Coyote sighed. “But he only thinks of winning… and that’s the twist an old trickster like me can appreciate—winning for Chris is really losing.”]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 15. Two flower pots sit on each side of a bag of fertilizer. “Look at this, Arianna. This fertilizer is made of dried blood, and this one is seagull guano. Yuk! It sounds terrible.” Thinking Big. And so it seemed to Mr. Berry, too. Later that day, after his meeting with Hummingbird’s mother and father, the principal called Chris’s parents. Mr. Berry didn’t expect that they would welcome the reason for his call, but he was taken aback by the stepfather’s angry refusal to even discuss Chris’s bullying. In reply to the principal’s request for a meeting, Hoke Sorrel bellowed that Chris was “a star student and athlete, and no bunch of loser, jealous kids are gonna dump all over my son’s winning the science fair!”]
 
   
  [image: Offering some tactful comments to calm the situation, the principal quickly realized he was talking into dead air. Mr. Sorrel had hung up on him. Deeply dismayed, Mr. Berry hit the ‘off’ button on his phone. Frowning, he made a mental note to tell Ms. Shield to add another agenda item to tomorrow’s staff meeting: how to engage parents of students who bully. The angry words, however, had a very different effect on another listener. Having eavesdropped on the phone call, Chris was positively ecstatic! This was the first time the old man had ever shown any interest in him. Whether Hoke Sorrel really cared about his stepson’s achievements didn’t really matter to Chris. It was the attention that the boy craved. Even Melvin and Jesse were giving him “high fives!” Over the next few days, Chris became convinced that life couldn’t get any better. His family was backing him up against the teachers and kids like Hummingbird. And they were proud of his trophy, too. His mom, Althea, even put it on the shelf next to the plaque that recognized her mail-order business as “Tribal Enterprise of the Year” Not so strangely, the Sorrel family’s refusal to recognize Chris’s bad behavior actually resulted in a break for the tormented at Thunder Rock Middle School. Chris was just feeling too good to worry about being top dog. The bullying died down considerably, even though Chris and his cronies were by no means the only trouble-makers at the school. In fact, the whole school took a breather. Without distractions, Mr. Berry and the teachers were able to complete]
 
   
  [image: the school’s anti-bullying policy which they called “Being a Good Relative.” Dumptruck and Tater Tot didn’t get any new detentions; and the 6th graders were even leaving school with a few quarters in their pockets. As for the Veggie Crowd, Hummingbird’s exile ended and Simon’s heels were not trod upon. The “insulin pump incident” also receded, but Arianna made one request of Boomer—no more “dingfods” please. She’d been “dinged” enough. The only real moaning was from Rain and Boomer when they kept making mistakes at drum practice. The health messages in Bird’s science project got a hearing, too. Miss Swallow took Bird to present her science project to Dr. Bamsey’s freshman biology class at Medicine Cave Tribal College. Tom, Darlene, Aunt Chick, Arianna, and Simon had front row seats. Even Mr. Pence attended. Dr. Bamsey said her project was very important to the Tribal Food Sovereignty Program; he would make sure that her findings about land stewardship were featured in the College’s newsletter. It was a nice moment for Hummingbird and her father. As for the “Giant Plan” Hummingbird was moving ahead. Her imagination was fired up! Hummingbird couldn’t wait to get the garden going. Arianna was the first to notice that she was making plans. “What are you reading?” “One of Aunt Chick’s garden catalogs. I didn’t know there were so many varieties of giant veggies.” Banging the]
 
   
  [image: three-inch tome shut, Hummingbird looked up—her eyes full of ambition. “Arianna, you’ve got to have nitrogen, potassium, and phosphorus to make the plants grow big and fast.” Laughing at her own impatience, she said, “But it’s way too early to be thinking about that. We have to turn a dirty old shed into our experimental laboratory!” The girls started with their promised partners—Rain, Boomer and Simon. The boys helped them scrounge for all the goodies they needed—soap, mops and buckets, and a hose for cleaning; and all kinds of hardware and attic surplus that would make the shed fit for human use. Simon also brought a six-inch roll of bubble wrap. Where he got it and what it was for nobody knew—but the girls weren’t turning down anything. Recruiting other allies, Bird and Arianna discovered that electricity and mechanical items would not a problem, either. Boo volunteered his skills as an electrician as well as the vast contents of his junky garage. And Aunt Chick was a gold mine! She gave them all kinds of equipment and supplies: flower pots, potting soil, garden tools, seeds, and fertilizer. Even better, Tom offered to fix the fence and Gerald, Rain’s dad, was bringing his tiller. There would be a winter garden! Everybody assembled early Saturday. The kids took on most of the cleaning jobs while Boo, Tom, and Aunt Chick started the shed and fence repair. Soon their hammering and banging was accompanied by the steady chug of the tiller’s old Briggs and Stratton motor. When it jumped out of gear going over a hard spot, Gerald would just twist a couple of bolts and fire it up again. Nobody stopped except to gulp down some water.]
 
   
  [image: By lunchtime, the lights were on in the shed, the fence had new boards where there were none before, and dark furrows of newly-turned earth waited for spade and seed. The shed wasn’t exactly sparkling, but it was swept and mopped, and Boo had repaired the collapsed shelving and replaced the broken window panes with plywood. A big old table from Aunt Chick’s basement now sat under the overhead lamp. On it, the girls had assembled most of their garden products and Miss Swallow’s contributions: a couple of alcohol lamps, a thermometer, an old scale, and an assortment of beakers that had seen better days. Tired, but proud of their accomplishments, the “Giant Plan” work crew convened outside the shed to thank and congratulate each other on the morning’s labor. Aunt Chick wanted to get the project off to a good start, and had asked Tom to offer a blessing. They waited for Boo who was still inside the shed; he was testing a space heater to make sure the electrical outlet was working safely. Not realizing he was holding things up, Boo apologized and hurried to stand respectfully with the others. Tom said: “First, I want to express my thanks to our children, who have gathered us all together to help them do something good for the people. And I want to thank the Creator for the food gifts we are about to eat. Please watch over our children as they will be working hard to plant and grow food that will help our people to eat healthier and prevent type 2 diabetes. I ask our Mother Earth, and the seeds, sun and rain to work together, so that the vegetables for our people can grow in a good way. I ask these things on behalf of all our relations.”]
 
   
  [image: Everyone smiled. It was a very good day. Aunt Chick looked around proudly at her family and friends and announced, “Darlene’s got lunch on the table. Let’s eat!” After the morning’s hard work, the grilled buffalo on wheat buns didn’t last very long. After lunch, Hummingbird and Arianna thanked everyone by promising them a dish from their first giant vegetable (even though they knew that would not be possible until next summer). Boo said he was looking forward to it—he couldn’t wait to carve up that five-foot lima bean! When everyone left, Hummingbird and Arianna went back to the shed. They wanted to “play” in their new lab. Their first job was to inventory their materials. Hummingbird was interested in the bags of fertilizer (most of which had already been opened). Reading the labels, she saw they were either composed of inorganic chemicals or organic material that came from living things. Bird thought the organic ingredients were cool. “Look at this, Arianna. This fertilizer is made of dried blood, and this one is seagull guano. And here’s some feather meal and fish meal, and a sack of crushed oyster shells. Yuk! It sounds terrible!” “What’s guano?” “I don’t know. Look it up in Aunt Chick’s garden book,” Bird said, pointing to the table where Simon had piled the gardening books and a stack of Internet articles on giant vegetables. Excited by so many fast-grow ingredients, Bird couldn’t contain herself any longer. “Hey, let’s make some fertilizer for the winter vegetables!”]
 
   
  [image: “I don’t think you’re supposed to plant seeds in a lot of fertilizer,” Arianna said. “Simon read that it could burn the seedlings.” “I think you’re right, but it wouldn’t hurt to see what would happen if…” Hummingbird argued. She picked up a small unopened bag of inorganic fertilizer that said “5-10-5” —5% nitrogen, 10% phosphorus and 5% potassium. “That doesn’t sound too strong. We don’t have to use much. The directions say ‘add one tablespoon per gallon of water.’” Bird sorted through a ‘grab box’ of junk that Simon brought over, finding a bunch of plastic measuring spoons. Then, she filled a metal pail with water from the outside spigot, measured out a tablespoon of fertilizer, and dumped it in the water. Arianna said, “Is that all there is to it?” “Why don’t we jazz it up a bit?” Bird giggled. Reaching for the organic fertilizers, she measured out a teaspoon of dried blood, feathers, fish, and shells—tossing each spoonful into the pail. Grabbing the sack of seagull guano, she turned to Arianna and asked, “What did the book say it was?” “I haven’t looked yet.” Arianna opened the book at the index and turned the pages until she got to ‘G.’ Flipping to the referenced page, she read: The word “guano” originates from the Quechua language of the Andes and means “the droppings of sea birds.” Indigenous peoples collected guano from the coast of Peru for use as a soil fertilizer. It is high in nitrogen and phosphorus. The Incas assigned great value to guano, restricting access to it and punishing any disturbance to the birds with death.]
 
   
  [image: “Oh, cool! Indigenous fertilizer! We’ve got to have some of that!” Hummingbird chucked in a whole tablespoon of the guano for good measure. Now that the fertilizer was mixed, Arianna pulled down a sack of fiber peat pots and some potting soil from their newly- built shelf, and Bird opened three seed packets—turnips, carrots, and cabbages. “How many should we plant?” Arianna asked. “Let’s do twenty with fertilizer and twenty without. That way, if the fertilizer is too strong, we’ll only lose half of them.” The girls filled the fiber pots with soil, planted the seeds, and added some water to each. Arianna arranged the seeded pots in two groups of twenty on the table, and Hummingbird squirted a dropper full of fertilizer into only one group. Then she set up the plant-grow light and plugged it in. A ghostly florescent glow filled the shed. Arianna said, “Gee, it looks a little spooky.” “Spooky? It’s not spooky! It’s more like a night light,” Bird said whimsically. “When the seeds sprout, they won’t be afraid of the dark.” Satisfied with their first experiment, the girls cleaned up the spilled dirt and water splatters from their seed planting. They would come back on Monday afternoon to check out the seed’s progress. Hummingbird closed the door behind them and slipped the latch in place. Unfortunately, she had forgotten the old combination lock that Dale, her brother, had given her.]
 
   
  [image: “At last! Coyote griped, “I thought they’d never leave!” He’d been hanging out at Thistle’s nest all day—waiting to throw his whammy. Thistle had been out of her nest for most of the day and had now returned to nurse her new babies. She had given birth to a large litter—seven kits, all blind and naked. Tucking her brood around her, she gave Coyote an irritated look: “What do you care when they leave?” “It’s not like I don’t have a schedule to keep, you know,” he said pompously. “Schedule? You’ve been lying up there sleeping all day.” “Not at all. I’ve been observing. Waiting for my moment. I have my own plans for the winter vegetables.” “Like what?” “Like this,” he said. Coyote stood up and shook himself vigorously. Then, he pranced back and forth a few times, warming up his magic. When his power was near, he reached for it quickly—transforming the girls’ newly planted seeds with a little ditty: Cabbage to Coyote, Carrot to Coyote, Turnip to Coyote. Jinx and stinks! Make them mine! Make them mine!]
 
   
  [image: Pleased with himself, he said, “Well, Miss Birdie, let’s see how your garden grows now.” He reared his head back for a big laugh, but stopped. Thistle was giving him a disapproving look. “Can’t you leave that poor girl alone?” “The garden doesn’t have to be all mine,” Coyote joked. “Actually, Thistle, you didn’t let me finish. I am a very generous fellow. I fully intended to “deed” one of the plants back over to Hummingbird. Now pay attention.” He cleared his throat, “Ahem… Scratch a burr in the fur, Then the burr sticks on her. Birdie’s wish becomes a dish, Some say it smells like licorice. “That’s it, Mr. Big? That’s the magic?” the rabbit said not impressed. Smiling confidently, Coyote replied, “You’ll believe me when you see it. And you’ll agree that I’m big—very big.” Waiting for the school bus the next morning, the girls were thinking and talking big, too. Googling “biggest vegetables” on Sunday afternoon, they had found a cabbage that was 129 pounds and a carrot nineteen feet long! Hummingbird boasted, “Just wait, Arianna. Next summer we’ll have a crop like that.” Unfortunately, when the bus came, the girls suddenly had to “think small.” It was packed with kids from another bus that had broken down. There were only two empty seats left.]
 
   
  [image: Hummingbird squeezed over Little Deb to a window seat at the front; and Arianna moved toward an aisle seat at the back. Arianna plopped down just as the bus lurched forward. Her eyes drifted to the window and soon she was not seeing the passing landscape. Instead, she was thinking about the shed and what was happening to the vegetable seeds they had planted. Although the girls didn’t expect much progress, they planned to check out their little experiments that afternoon. Despite the intensity of her thoughts, Arianna’s eyes were attracted to the sweeping hand movements of her seat mate. Oh, she thought, he’s drawing! Silently, she watched him penciling in the reflection of fir branches in a mountain pond. Arianna could see that the artist knew how to draw water. Unable to keep quiet any longer, Arianna said, “That’s really good. It almost looks real!” The artist pushed back the cotton hood that had obscured his face and turned to Arianna. “Gee, thanks. I’m trying to get the light just right, but…” The rest of the sentence froze in his mouth. Recognizing Arianna, his jaw dropped like a stone. Arianna was equally startled. All she could see was a fireworks display of red hair. She almost hollered, “Tater Tot!” Recoiling from each other, they quickly broke eye contact and stared nervously ahead. They sat like two kids on ice for several miles—while the bus seemed to crawl slower and slower. Arianna looked on ahead and saw that they were behind a truck towing the broken down bus. Oh, this is just great, she thought, we’ll be on this ride forever!]
 
   
  [image: She decided to thaw a little. Glancing out the corner of his eye to gauge his reaction, Arianna said shyly, “Well, you don’t have to stop your drawing.” Tater Tot couldn’t stand the strain either. He murmured, “No, I guess not.” He made some half-hearted pencil strokes, but just wasn’t into it. Sighing, he shoved the colored pencils back into their box. Hearing the sigh, Arianna couldn’t help but respond. It just was in her nature. “Why did you stop? You’re a good artist.” “Not everybody thinks so.” “Then they must be crazy.” “Tell that to Chris Sorrel.” Arianna didn’t know what to say—so she asked another question. “Why don’t you draw cartoons for the school newspaper?” “Yeah, well, like I said, tell that to Chris.” “Well, I’m new here. I don’t really know Chris.” Trying to encourage the conversation, she continued, “Umm, my parents are moving here after Thanksgiving. But I’m living with Hummingbird’s family right now. I came early so I could start school here at the beginning of the year.” Tater Tot didn’t seem to mind being drawn out of his shell. “I’m new, too. I moved here last summer. My mom is a contractor for the Tribe. It’s just for two projects, but I should be here at least this year.” Quietly, he added, “Since my parents divorced, we move around a lot.”]
 
   
  [image: Feeling self-conscious, Tater Tot broke off the conversation and stared out the window. Several minutes went by while he struggled with his thoughts. Suddenly, he turned and faced Arianna. Biting his lip, he said, “Look, I’m sorry about hollering that ‘ding’ stuff at you. The principal said we had to write that apology, but I really meant it. I didn’t know about the pump and all—not until Mr. Berry told us.” “You didn’t know I have type 1 diabetes?” He shook his head. “No, I was just yelling dumb stuff because…because somebody told me to.” “But why?” Since he had started this, Tater Tot decided to plow on ahead even though he wasn’t sure why he was confiding in Arianna. “See, I’ve been to a lot of schools. And getting pushed around all the time really gets old. I guess I never had time to make friends… or something. Anyway, when I got here I knew it would be hard to fit in. So I thought I’d join up with the guys who do the bullying.” “That wasn’t very smart.” “No, I guess not. But it’s better than getting beat up all the time.” “I wouldn’t know about that. I just know it didn’t feel very good having everybody gang up on me. I never did anything to you.” As the bus turned into the school driveway, Tater Tot realized he needed to hurry up and make his point. “No, you didn’t. But, that’s not me, Arianna. I’m not really like that.”]
 
   
  [image: The bus pulled into the curb and kids started bunching into the aisles, eager to escape the over-crowded seats. Arianna grabbed her jacket and picked up her backpack. Frowning a little, she fixed her eyes on the red-haired boy and asked very simply: “So who are you…really?” Not expecting an answer to her odd question, Arianna turned around and joined the students spilling out the bus door. Tater Tot was right behind her. When they came down the bus steps, he saw Hummingbird waiting for her friend. Tater Tot hesitated when he saw the expression on Bird’s face, but answered Arianna’s question: “I’m really…Larry.” Arianna laughed a little: “Glad to meet you, Larry. I’m really Arianna.” Glancing at Hummingbird, Tater Tot muttered, “Well, I gotta go. I guess we’re all pretty late.” Bird watched the embarrassed boy flee the bus stop. Wide- eyed, she turned to Arianna. “You were talking to him? What was that all about?” “Tell you later, Bird. I don’t want to be late either.” “Oh, come on, Arianna! Tell me now! I won’t be at lunch today. I’ve got to…” Smiling sweetly, Arianna said, “Then you’ll just have to wait ’til after school!”]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 16. Leafy plants about 12 inches tall grow from a cluster of small pots. Coyote had said “Make them mine” and, indeed, the embryos in the fertilized seeds had become his. By late morning the next day, the plants were 12 inches high. Fast-Grow Formulas. Although Hummingbird was hard put to wait on anything, she was a model of patience compared to the seeds that were germinating in the shed. Whether it was Hummingbird’s fast- grow formula or Coyote’s whammy, the seeds would have been judged “whiz kids” by any measure. As soon as the water the girls had poured into their little pots had moistened the soil, their seed coats had swelled and split. Eagerly, they pushed their baby roots downward and their baby stems upward. As]
 
   
  [image: soon as the stem’s green bumps emerged from the soil, two leaves unfurled and joyously greeted the energy from the plant- grow light above. Coyote had said “Make them mine” and, indeed, the embryos in the fertilized seeds had become his. By late morning the next day, the plants were 12 inches high. Feeling tall enough, they redirected their energy toward their root system. Some roots soon forced their way through the bottom of the fiber pots and sent out scouts to capture (some might say “steal”) more nutrients from the bag of fertilizer on the work table. Other roots encircled their neighboring pots, pulling them into a close community of green relatives. By afternoon, having worked hard for almost 48 hours, the plants were exhausted. Shutting down the phloem and xylem flow, they rested before starting their next growth spurt. After school, the girls hurried to Aunt Chick’s, eager to see what their vegetable seeds were doing. As they walked, Hummingbird listened avidly to Arianna describe her conversation with Tater Tot. They had almost arrived at the shed when Hummingbird asked Arianna the question that most intrigued her. “So what did you say that made him apologize?” “I didn’t make him do anything. I just told him he was a good artist.” “Did he say Chris put him up to calling you Miss Ding-Ding?”]
 
   
  [image: “No, he just kinda said that Chris didn’t think he could draw,” Arianna said. “Like he was standing in his way or something. I don’t think he likes Chris.” “Well, I don’t either!” Hummingbird laughed and playfully pushed Arianna through the shed door. Arianna stopped suddenly. Puzzled, she said, “What is that, Bird?” pointing to a dark mass under the cold blue light of the plant-grow bulb. When Bird flipped on the switch to the overhead lamp, the answer to Arianna’s question prompted the biggest “WOW! the girls ever hollered. The prim rows of little pots they had planted the evening before had disappeared. In their place was a stand of seedlings about 14 inches high. They had tall leggy stems that bushed out at the top into a crown of pointy little leaves. Both girls jumped up and down, shrieking and laughing. “I can’t believe it! Look! Look! They just didn’t sprout—they grew! They’re so tall! I didn’t think anything could grow that fast.” Gasping, Arianna said, “The fast-grow formula worked! What do you think it was…the feathers or the oyster shells?” “No, it was the blooood meal…,” said Bird in her best Dracula voice. Hummingbird and Arianna started dancing around the table. Finally, they collapsed into a couple of wobbly lawn chairs from Boo’s garage. After catching her breath, Bird got up and examined the seedlings more carefully. “It must have been the fertilizer,” she concluded. “The pots without it have hardly done anything at all. There’s a couple with a little green nub poking up, but that’s all.”]
 
   
  [image: “Look,” Arianna said, “the roots burst out of the fiber pots. I guess we’ll have to plant them in the garden. They’re too big for the cold frames.” The girls found several cardboard boxes that they used to haul the plants outside. Then, Hummingbird got the shovel that Aunt Chick donated. She dug out four parallel rows in a far corner of the garden. As Bird dug, Arianna followed, inserting the plants at eighteen inch intervals and giving each a good drink of water. She had to pull apart the roots of some of the plants—they were so entangled. Arianna could have sworn the roots tightened up and actually resisted her tugging. After they were finished, the girls stood back and admired their work. Realizing that they had forgotten something, Arianna picked up a pot that had torn away from one of the seedlings. Looking at it, she asked, “Which are the cabbages? And which are the carrots and turnips?” “I don’t know!” Hummingbird giggled. “I forgot to label the pots. I guess I’m not a very good scientist.” Hummingbird was right. She hadn’t been thinking scientifically. And she wasn’t thinking that way now. A good observer would have noticed that the leaves on the plants were identical. But it would have made no difference if Bird had put a billboard in each pot that read “cabbage,” “turnip,” or “carrot.” They were all “coyotes” now.]
 
   
  [image: At supper, Hummingbird and Arianna could talk of nothing but their precocious seedlings. Tom and Darlene were glad to see Hummingbird so happy; but Dale and Richard were especially relieved. She had been no fun at all since the ‘elephant’s toothpaste’ episode. Looking around the table at her family, Bird said, “I just knew we could grow giant vegetables!” “I got to give it to you girls,” Tom said, smiling. “It sounds like you’ve found the magic formula.” “Right, Dad! We don’t need those old seeds of yours anymore. They’ll never be able to produce as much food as my giant vegetables!” Talking around a spoonful of carrots and celery, Dale said, “If they grow as fast as you say, you could grow a pumpkin and enter it in the contest at the Harvest Pow-Wow.” “Oh, my gosh, we could! A pumpkin! Arianna, wait ’til the guys hear about this!” Reaching for another helping of Darlene’s delicious chicken chili, Hummingbird’s father smiled and said, “Well, if you don’t mind, Birdie, I think I’ll hold onto those old Native seeds for a little while longer. You don’t know how nutritious your giant vegetables will be or even if they’ll taste very good. Right now, I’d say just be proud of your science project. That’s gonna help us work out the best way to improve the buffalo pasture.” But Hummingbird wasn’t listening. She was just thinking about that big blue ribbon.]
 
   
  [image: That night on the phone, before school the next day, between classes, and at lunch—all the boys heard about was the seedlings. After a whole day of Hummingbird’s babbling, enough was enough. They wanted to see them. Simon arranged to go home with Rain and help him with some chores he had to do for his mother. That way Rain could cut out faster and make it over to the garden before it got too dark. Boomer had no such obligations. He told the girls he was going to the garden as soon as he dumped his books. As eager as Boomer was to see the plants, he was a slow- poke compared to Hummingbird. As soon as she hit the house, Bird was in a race to see how fast she could shuck off her school clothes and throw on some old jeans and a hand-me-down sweater better suited to dirt and shovels. Arianna heard the back door bang shut before she could even take off her new jacket. She fumbled for some old clothes in her drawer, but then thought, Oh, forget it. Imitating Hummingbird’s fast exit from the house, Arianna raced after her sister scientist. “Wait up!” Arianna cried. “I can’t! I’ve got to see how big the plants have grown!” Arianna didn’t catch up with Hummingbird until she arrived at the garden gate. The two girls exchanged a look of anticipatory glee. Hummingbird flipped up the latch and pushed at the heavy slatted gate, which resisted her unbearable curiosity by digging deeper into the dry, weedy soil.]
 
   
  [image: “What’s wrong with this gate?” Hummingbird growled. “It’s never stuck this bad before.” When both girls put their shoulders to the gate, it surrendered, allowing a narrow passage. They squeezed through the splintery gap. The two girls stopped abruptly. Hummingbird gasped, but Arianna uttered no sound at all. She could only stare at a massive green blob lying in a nest of tendrils and floppy vines. “Oh my gosh…what is it?” Arianna asked. “Um…I don’t know. The leaves look like squash.” “But we didn’t plant any squash seeds.” “I know.” Hummingbird reached down and placed her hands on each side of the huge green blob. It was as wide as a truck tire. Arianna waded into the foliage that spread out from the four original rows where they had transplanted the seedlings. “Hummingbird, over here!” she squealed, “There’s another one!” “And one over there, too!” Hummingbird cried, pointing to a monster veggie that blocked part of the gravel pathway that encircled the garden. “Do you think they’re the seedlings?” “What else could they be?” “Maybe the fast-grow formula is too fast.” “Does anything look like cabbage, carrots, and turnips to you?” The girls jumped when the gate tried to block another intruder. “Hey, Bird! Arianna! How do you get through this thing?”]
 
   
  [image: “Just squeeze, Boomer!” Boomer compressed himself and popped through the gate. He didn’t expect to see a jungle on the other side. “Holy Moly! This is what you’re growing?” “Yes. Well, no. We didn’t know they’d look like this... or grow this fast” Arianna explained. “What are they?” “The squash that ate Chicago?” Hummingbird half-joked. “Well, they must be the ‘body snatchers’ ’cause that one over there is moving.” “Moving?” Bird choked. A grin began to plump out Boomer’s cheeks: “Yeah.” The three kids watched intently as the blob blocking the pathway began to rock back and forth. Boomer edged up on the oversized squash—very slowly. He stopped and cocked his head, listening intently. “Shhh, I can hear something,” he whispered over his shoulder. The girls went silent. They could hear a weird blend of licking, scratching, and smacking noises. Suddenly, the squash’s fat bottom bulged outward and a large piece of the outer skin split. Then, the scratching grew louder as the occupant began to dig faster from its overgrown interior. A hole appeared. “Oh gross! Maybe it’s a giant worm!” Arianna cried.]
 
   
  [image: “Not unless worms have fur!” Boomer shouted. “Look!” At that moment Coyote’s head popped through the hole. He pushed his paws through the small opening and widened it, allowing passage for the rest of his body. As he emerged, the squash’s skin collapsed into a shapeless green sack. Shocked, Hummingbird and Arianna stumbled backwards. But Boomer stood his ground. Coyote staggered as he tried to stand up. Unable to sustain his weight, he flopped on his haunches—his belly swollen with squash flesh. Glancing with disinterest at the kids, he emitted a loud, contented belch.]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 17. Their legs in the air and shoes flying, Hummingbird, Boomer, and Arianna fall backwards into the dense growth of the garden.…..shredded squash leaves and dirt drifted lazily down upon the scene. Coyote could barely make out the soles of three pairs of naked human feet. Obviously, he had burped the kids’ shoes off. The Big Burp-Off. Boomer laughed at the coyote’s unashamed burp—one that was not followed by “excuse me.” A free spirit, he didn’t believe in apologies for natural bodily functions either. Then, spontaneously, just as he did when his brother, Sam, burped— Boomer swallowed some air and burped back. Coyote’s ears pricked up. Was the boy offering a game? Of course he was! The trickster loved burping contests. But which belches, he asked himself, would be appropriate for a match with a human? Thinking for a moment, he decided to start with The]
 
   
  [image: Floater—a good choice, since his stomach was overstuffed and the burp didn’t require much air. Talking a small gulp, Coyote constricted his throat and produced a buoyant, almost silky belch that drifted slowly toward Boomer and dispersed politely. “I can’t believe it,” Boomer whispered. “He burped back at me.” Admiringly, he said, “Wow, he’s got control…” Frightened, Arianna tugged at Bird’s sleeve. “Come on, let’s get out of here. He might bite!” “Boomer,” Hummingbird protested, “Arianna’s freaking out…” The boy turned and put his finger to his lips: “Shhhh…not now.” Boomer and Sam’s burping battles usually involved only two performance features: length and loudness. He knew he couldn’t match the coyote’s technique, but he could demonstrate his longest burp. Sam had timed it at twenty seconds! Certain that the coyote would approve, Boomer downed a lungful of air and let rip a vibrating rumble that seemed to go on forever. Finally, to Hummingbird and Arianna’s great relief, the burp crossed the twenty second finish line and stopped. Boomer smiled proudly. Coyote was impressed. The burp had no finesse, but he liked the boy’s stamina and determination. However, to show the abilities of a true professional, the trickster replied with an “eructation”—a belch of interrupted short blasts. Requiring superb diaphragm support, each individual discharge of air was perfectly bounded; there was no bleeding of one blast into another. (Burping judges term this skill “bracketing.”)]
 
   
  [image: Boomer was blown away. He couldn’t wait to try that one on Sam! But, overcome as he was with excitement, he wasn’t thinking about who would teach him the burp commonly known among non-amateurs as the “Choo-Choo.” Realizing that the coyote was waiting for his response, he turned and warned the girls to put their hands over their ears. Then, breathing in deeply, he prepared for the burp that Sam called “The Howler.” Opening his mouth as wide as possible, Boomer emitted a guttural roar that would have shamed the male monkey for whom it was named. The burp’s only elegance was its very sharp and abrupt conclusion. Coyote broke eye contact with Boomer. He turned his head to the side and considered the situation. Boomer had violated protocol by escalating the volume too quickly—but the trickster liked the boy’s spunk. Nonetheless, the burping code of conduct required him to put Boomer in his place. Few people, if any, knew that Coyote was responsible for the loudest sound ever recorded in human history. He was the source of “The Bloop”—a low-frequency sound detected by scientists in 1997. The U. S. National Oceanic and Atmospheric Administration (NOAA) believed it originated in the Pacific Ocean west of the southern tip of South America. Most scientists believed The Bloop sounded more like an animal than an underwater volcano or earthquake, but they never offered any credible theories about its origin. In truth, it was the winning burp in Coyote’s contest with a Blue Whale. Glancing at Hummingbird and Arianna whose presence complicated things, Coyote weighed his options. Finally, he]
 
   
  [image: settled on a soundless belch called a “Grand Silence” or “GS” (pronounced “gas”) that would administer discipline, but not punishment. A “Trickster GS” was measured on the Fugita Scale like a tornado. Although soundless, it registered a F0 level, the equivalent of a forty mile per hour wind. As Coyote gulped air, the kids began to feel dizzy. He’d swallowed so much air that the garden’s barometric pressure had suddenly dropped. Already feeling light-headed, Arianna totally panicked when the coyote stood up on his back legs. She shrieked, “Run! He’s standing up!” Stupidly, as if it would reassure her new friend, Hummingbird smiled and said, “It’s okay. He does that.” Bird still had the silly smile on her face when they were struck by the gale force belch. There was no “It was like a train a-coming” warning—just a soundless wall of white wind that struck them flat on their backs. With their heads acting as plowshares, Hummingbird, Boomer and Arianna were shoved along the ground, scraping three straight furrows that halted just shy of the fence. The power of the tornadic gust unexpectedly did Aunt Chick a favor. It blasted the old paint off the fence— preparing it for a fresh coat. Coyote peered through the shredded squash leaves and dirt that drifted lazily down upon the scene. He could barely make out the soles of three pairs of naked human feet. Obviously, he had burped the kids’ shoes off. Concerned that he had used too much force, he trotted over to give them a sniff. First he checked out Hummingbird and Arianna. They were fine, just a little stunned. Then he turned to Boomer. With his muzzle poised]
 
   
  [image: over the boy’s face, Coyote examined him carefully. Apparently there was no harm done. Pausing to reflect, Coyote realized there were several things he liked about Rain’s oldest friend. Boomer was playful, receptive, and he managed his energy expertly. He thought the boy had a tendency to rush things, but understood that would change with maturity. When Boomer opened his eyes, Coyote withdrew and returned to the squash plants. The boy blinked away the dirt and raised himself up on one arm. He reached over and pulled Arianna up to a sitting position. She brushed back her hair and mumbled, “What happened?” Hummingbird, who was struggling to stand up, was clueless: “Whahhh, we fell down?” Then, as the kids’ heads began to clear, their eyes focused on the coyote. They jumped up and bunched together, staring nervously at the scruffy-furred creature. Coyote remained standing on four legs. No need to freak them out again, he thought, I’m through for today. He signaled his leave-taking with a short “Yip!” followed by a deep and very human chuckle. Then, the old mischief-maker sailed over the fence and was gone. Dancing from foot to foot, Boomer jabbed his fist in the air, yelling “Yes!” Arianna stumbled backwards from Boomer. “You’re happy? He almost killed us!” Getting angrier, she pointed a finger at Bird. “And what did you mean, ‘It’s okay, he does that?’ Does what? Huff and puff and blow your house down?” Boomer corrected her gently. “Uh, that was a wolf that huffed and puffed—not a coyote, Arianna.”]
 
   
  [image: Arianna stared at Boomer like he was insane. Exasperated, she furiously started brushing the dirt off her jacket. That’s when she saw the rip. Her new jacket was ruined. Counting to ten, Arianna closed her eyes.“I knew I should have changed clothes.” Hummingbird started to explain, but Arianna cut her off. “There’s something going on here you haven’t been telling me.” Arianna gestured wildly around the garden. “Coyotes jumping out of giant green things! Bur…bur…burping and…” Arianna took a deep breath and stopped stammering. Glaring at her friends, she added quietly, “And they don’t walk around on two legs, either.” With all the dignity she could muster, Arianna found her shoes and stomped off. She hollered over her shoulder, “I’m going to find out what going on and I know who’s going to tell me! Rain that Dances!” Boomer and Hummingbird followed her—at a distance. When they rounded a slight bend in the road, they saw Arianna, hands on hips, standing in front of two very startled young men. Puzzled, Simon said, “Hi, Arianna, we were just coming over to the garden.” “Well, someone already beat you to it. Like a coyote that stands up like a man? Sound familiar?” Rain glanced at Simon. “A coyote, huh?” “Do you want to tell me about it?” Rain nodded. “Sure, Arianna. We should have told you before.” When Boomer and Hummingbird caught up, he added, “Come on. Let’s sit down. It’s kind of a long story.”]
 
   
  [image: Rain told Arianna about the day the eagle showed up at an old tree stump near Salt Lick Creek. “I was fishing that afternoon. I looked over at the old tree stump and there he was. He looked kinda bummed out. I thought there was something wrong—so I went over and looked at him up close. That’s when he started talking to me. He said lots of things had changed on our rez—like people were just sitting around and kids were playing indoors too much and eating junk food. All that inactivity can make people unhealthy—maybe even get sick with type 2 diabetes. He said we needed to go back to our traditions—eating the food our ancestors ate and working and playing the way they did. Then, he said he had to go, but he would be back the next day to tell me more stuff. That’s when I brought Boomer with me.” “Oh, man,” Boomer said, “I remember it like it was yesterday. His wings were so huge! He started right off telling us to get moving—so we were running around and leaping and jumping all over the place! Remember that, RD?” Rain laughed. “Oh, yeah. We went totally bonkers.” “But it made him really happy,” Boomer went on. “Then he taught us a song about moving our bodies and played a game with us.” “Didn’t you think a talking eagle was a little strange?” Arianna said. “Not really,” Rain answered. “Maybe because we were little, it just seemed normal.” “The next day,” Hummingbird said, “Rain brought Simon and me to meet the eagle. He invited this rabbit to talk to us. She was really cute with these big floppy ears. Mostly, she gave]
 
   
  [image: us the low-down on healthy fruits and vegetables.” Looking at Boomer, she teased, “She had a hard time with Boomer, but she finally convinced him.” “Vegetables weren’t always my favorites,” Boomer admitted. “The last day the eagle came,” Rain continued, “he brought the rabbit and this coyote, too.” “Was it the same coyote that we saw today?” Arianna asked. Hummingbird and Boomer nodded. “The coyote tried to trick us into eating some cookies he’d stolen,” Simon said. “I think he was trying to teach us about “tricky” snacks. Like somebody says they’re good, but they really aren’t.” Simon smiled at Hummingbird. “He was warning us in a funny way, but Bird told him off anyhow.” “Yeah,” Bird remembered, “he said he wouldn’t trick us again.” Figuring that everyone had had their say, Rain said, “After that, we didn’t see the animals again—not until the beginning of this school year.” No longer angry, Arianna asked, “Rain, have you ever told anybody else about the eagle, rabbit, and coyote?” “When we talked about the animals, our parents just thought we were pretending or playing. Then later as we got older, we realized that we had been honored by something very special. That’s when we stopped talking. So, yes, you’re the first person we’ve told.” “Are you afraid to tell other people?” “No. It’s not that, Arianna. And, um, it’s not like we’re the only ones who have this knowledge. For sure, we’re not afraid to]
 
   
  [image: tell people what the eagle told us.” Looking for support from the others, Rain said, “I think we kept it to ourselves because the eagle chose us for some important purpose.” “Yeah, he picked us,” Bird said, “but we’re not really sure why.” Remembering the coyote’s spying on Hummingbird, Simon gave Rain and Boomer a guarded look. “What was the coyote doing at the garden?” Boomer couldn’t wait to tell. “Man, I wish you guys could have seen him! He’d been eating one of these big squashes. Oh, yeah, you gotta see these things. Bird made the mother of all fertilizers! They’re huge! Anyway, he did this big burp, so I burped back. We were burping back and forth…and then he just blew us away. It was the coolest trick in the world! Way better than the ‘elephant’s toothpaste!’” Bird’s antennae went up. She turned on Boomer. “What do you mean better than the ‘elephant’s toothpaste?’” Realizing he’d spilled the beans, Boomer hemmed and hawed. Hummingbird was instantly suspicious. “Did the coyote cause the explosion? Was he tricking me into doing that stupid stuff?” Rain spoke up. “The coyote was in the picture that Sammie took with her cell phone. He was watching you from the hill behind the school. He had a pair of binoculars. We would have told you before, but, um, we thought it just might make things worse.”]
 
   
  [image: “It’s been him all along!” Hummingbird wailed. “He’s been tricking me…” “He’s not always up to something bad,” Rain said, trying to reassure her. “He helped us before. He helped Granma. I know he did. He tricked the fossil poacher.” Hummingbird went silent, contemplating her fate as the butt of coyote jokes. Obviously, she thought, the coyote’s promise not to trick them was limited to preventing diabetes. He felt just fine about other kinds of tricks. Keeping an eye on Bird, Rain turned back to Arianna. “Anyway, now you know it all.” “Wow, no wonder you guys know everything about type 2 diabetes.” “And now because of you,” Simon said, “we know about type 1 diabetes, too.” Unable to contain his curiosity any longer, he pointed toward the garden, “Ah, do you mind if we take a look at the plants now? I’d like to see these ‘jolly green giants.’”]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 18. Thistle sits on top of one of the young coyote squash. Thistle stopped her twirling. She fixed her eye on Chris and spoke in a low, menacing growl: “I wouldn’t do that if I were you.” Guarding Gardens. That night, Hummingbird and Arianna talked late into the night. Bird was totally whacked out about the coyote. She suspected that the trickster had something to do with the squashes growing so fast, but she wasn’t sure. The girls decided that the best thing to do was to check it out with Miss Swallow. The next morning, Hummingbird stopped off at the science teacher’s classroom and described the miraculous growth of the “jolly green giants” (as Simon was now calling them). Miss]
 
   
  [image: Swallow said she’d never heard of seeds sprouting and producing fruit so quickly. She invited Bird to join her at her computer. They went web surfing. “Well, Hummingbird. This site says giant pumpkins can gain thirty pounds in one day.” “But, Miss Swallow, they were just sprouts the day before. Besides, the plants weren’t even from the seeds we planted. I don’t know what they were. The leaves looked like a squash” Miss Swallow frowned and shook her head. She was stumped. “Bird, I’d like to visit your garden. I want to see these plants for myself.” Hummingbird and Miss Swallow agreed to take a trip out to Aunt Chick’s on Thursday afternoon. Miss Swallow wanted to photograph the plants and gather samples. A thorough scientist, she would try to gather as much information as she could before the visit—which is what prompted her to call Alfred Badger to her desk during first period. Miss Swallow knew that Alfred’s father had experimented with various fertilizers, trying to speed up the growth of sunflowers and other produce that he grew commercially. “Alfred, has your dad ever used any fertilizer that could cause cucumbers or squashes to double or triple their size in just a few hours?” Looking surprised, Alfred said, “I don’t think so, Miss Swallow. That sounds pretty impossible. But if there’s anything you want to know about manure and compost, Dad can fill you in.” Miss Swallow laughed. The growth inducing properties of manure really wasn’t her thing. Turning on the overhead projector for today’s lesson, she said casually, “Actually, I’m]
 
   
  [image: asking because Hummingbird has been trying to grow some super-sized vegetables. She’s had some interesting effects from the fertilizer she’s using.” Chris Sorrel, who was also in the first period science class, saw Alfred talking to Miss Swallow. When he returned to his seat, Chris leaned across the aisle and asked what the teacher wanted. Alfred laughed. For years he had heard his father griping about the Sorrels always winning the blue ribbon for the biggest pumpkin at the Harvest Pow-Wow. Seizing the opportunity to give Chris a jab, he said, “Hey, Chris, tell your dad he’s got competition. Hummingbird’s growing some giant pumpkins or something. You just might get beat this year.” Alfred smiled when he saw Chris’s face darken. His punch had landed. “So, where’s she growing these pumpkins?” Alfred decided to draw out the fun. “She and her pals have been hanging out at her Aunt Chick’s. They’re probably growing ’em on her place somewhere.” Smirking, he added, “That’s across from our place, you know.” Chris ignored Alfred. He would deal with him later. He also ignored Miss Swallow and the class’s preparation for their seed classification lab. All he could think about was Hummingbird. What was she up to now? She was like a whack-a-mole game. You bang her head down in one hole and she pops up through another! When the bell rang, Chris rushed out into the hallway and headed for Tater Tot’s locker. He had a plan. He would round up Tater Tot and Dumptruck and they would do a little scouting at Aunt Chick’s after school. They’d find out what Hummingbird and the “Greenies” were growing.]
 
   
  [image: Chris was almost at Tater Tot’s locker when he saw that his toadie had a visitor. Was that Arianna? Hummingbird’s friend? Chris drew back against the hallway wall and waited for the girl to leave. Then he slid up silently behind Tater. “What are you doing with little Miss Ding-Ding?” Tater Tot didn’t look at Chris. He finished arranging the stuff in his locker. Then he pulled out his lunch bag and slammed the door shut. Looking up he said in a quiet voice, “She’s wants to show some of my drawings to Mrs. Corn. They’re looking for somebody to do cartoons for the Thunderbird.” “I got something for us to do this afternoon. And it’s not any of your cruddy drawing. You better be there.” “Sorry. My mom’s coming to get me. I won’t be around.” “Don’t be running out on me again, Tater,” Chris threatened. “Not like you did before.” Chris turned away and tramped to the lunchroom looking for Dumptruck. He wasn’t there. For once, his frequent in- house suspension was not a bad thing. Chris would have to do his dirty work on this own. That afternoon, Chris got off the school bus two stops early. He turned down Old Agency Road and headed toward Alfred’s house. He passed by a few horses and cows he guessed belonged to Aunt Chick. Their pasture showed no evidence of giant pumpkins. Nor did the yellowing fields of dried corn stalks reveal any garden patches. Puzzled, Chris stopped and looked around, waving off swarms of gnats that flitted about in the late]
 
   
  [image: day sun. Where was Hummingbird hiding the pumpkins? That’s when he spied the red fence behind Aunt Chick’s old ranch house. He headed in that direction. Sky Heart had been curiously watching Chris from a nearby power pole. Being suspicious of the boy, the eagle flapped into the still air and flew toward the fence. Circling above, he looked down into the garden. Were those big blobs what Chris had come to see? Maybe Thistle knew something about them. He banked away and flew the short distance to Thistle’s nest. Landing in front of her brushy house, the eagle rustled his wings, announcing his presence. Thistle called out to him from inside her enclosure. “Give me a moment, Sky Heart.” “Thistle, please hurry. It’s the boy, Chris. He’s headed toward Hummingbird’s garden. I thought you ought to know.” Thistle’s head popped out from the nest. “You mean Coyote’s garden, don’t you? Did you see the big green fruits?” When Sky Heart nodded, she went on. “They’re coyote squash. He grew them for his own eating. Ohh, he’s up to tricks. You should have seen him having fun with Hummingbird and her friends yesterday.” “Something tells me Chris is up to no good.” “Gardens are my territory, Sky Heart. I’ll go down there and see what’s going on. Watch the bunnies—they shouldn’t be much trouble. They’re sleeping. Oh, and back me up if I need it.” By the time Thistle had hopped down the hill, Chris was peering in the windows of the shed. Because the small building couldn’t be seen from Aunt Chick’s house, Chris had no fear of discovery. He pushed open the door and glanced inside. The]
 
   
  [image: work table immediately drew his attention. He made a quick inventory of the equipment and plant nutrients. However, it was the stack of articles on growing giant vegetables that told the tale. Chris rummaged through the photocopies quickly. So, he thought, she’s not just interested in pumpkins—she’s trying to grow everything big! Chris stomped out of the shed. This wasn’t turning out the way he’d planned. When he put people down, they stayed down! Foul as his mood was, it wasn’t as bad as a disgusting smell that seemed to be coming from the area enclosed by the red fence. Pinching his nostrils, Chris headed for the garden. Tiring quickly of the gate’s tug-of war, he kicked it open. At first, all he could see was “green.” Then the stink hit him. Chris gagged. The plants reeked like a locker room of stinky socks and sewage. Despite the tangle of pointy triangular leaves that would have discouraged most intruders, Chris pushed his way into the dense growth. In the 24 hours since “the big burp-off,” the plants had taken over the garden. Chris discovered the gravel path around the vegetable patch and followed it. He came upon some crushed leaves that looked like an animal’s bed and the empty skin of the squash Coyote had eaten. Beside it, another huge green-striped globe had taken its place. Chris squatted down to examine it. It reminded him of a gourd, but its size was awesome! But, true to his nature, Chris’s sense of fascination and wonder was soon overcome by envy and resentment. The gourd (or whatever it was) was twice as big as anything his family had grown. Hummingbird, that stupid girl, had discovered a way to win every giant pumpkin contest in the world!]
 
   
  [image: His heart thumping, Chris crashed about in the jungle growth, looking for something that he could use to smash the monster fruit/veg. He found an old ax handle leaning up against the fence. He picked it up and slapped it against his open palm. This would work fine. He would pulverize her giants! A sudden movement in the undergrowth alerted Chris that he wasn’t alone. Watchfully, he made his way back to his intended target. He was very surprised, to say the least, to discover a rabbit sitting on top of it. Waving his arms, Chris yelled, “Shoo!” But Thistle didn’t budge. She just stared at him. Somewhat unsettled by this unusual behavior, Chris hesitated. Chiding himself, he thought, So, you’re afraid of rabbit now? Chris sniggered, “Okay, bunny-wabbit. Stay where you are and get whacked!” He raised the ax handle. Thistle stood up on her hind legs and waved her paws over her head. Then she began to turn in a circle. The old girl hadn’t pulled a trick in many a year. She was rusty, but she still had the memory. She just needed a minute to get her trickster “groove on.” Chris’s mouth fell open. Was she dancing? Thistle stopped her twirling. She fixed her eye on Chris and spoke in a low, menacing growl: “I wouldn’t do that if I were you.” Scared silly, Chris staggered backwards and fell into a dank nest of leaves. Dropping the ax handle, he clutched at a mass of tendrils and stems, trying to pull himself up. The hairs on the stem’s rough surface chafed against his face and arms, already damp with sweat. He began to itch madly.]
 
   
  [image: Gaining his feet, Chris bolted for the gate. Once he had escaped the garden, he tugged off his shirt and slapped it wildly at his arms, trying to remove the prickly hairs. But they only burrowed deeper into his skin. Hollering gibberish, Chris ran like a crazy man toward the road, wriggling and pawing at his face. Thistle hopped over to the fence post where Sky Heart had perched, observing the whole performance. Looking up, she said, “Is he gone?” Sky Heart nodded. “Running like a turkey. Sorry, I left the nest. I thought he might hurt you.” “Oh, Sky Heart,” Thistle said, “you know I have a few tricks up my sleeve.” Still watching Chris, the eagle observed Thistle in his side vision. He smiled. “So, you used your power, Thistle. It’s been a long time.” “Yes, I didn’t want him to destroy the squashes. But, all I could manage was a scary voice.” “And,” she giggled, “an itchy rash.” “A bad rash?” “No, it’ll be gone in an hour. My power is weak, Sky Heart. Chris ran away, but the effect won’t last. He’ll be back.” Pointing to her left ear, Sky Heart said, “Your power may be stronger than you think.” Thistle reached up and felt her ear. It was standing up straight. Laughing, she said, “Ahh, the old power. I’m a wild rabbit now…”]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 19. An ax chops into a young coyote squash, spraying seeds and juice. Yellow flesh, seeds, and liquid sprayed from the gigantic wounds that Chris inflicted on the young behemoth. Pulp and Seeds. The next morning at school Chris stood staring at his reflection in a mirror in the boy’s restroom. He squeezed a small dollop of cortisone cream on his finger and dabbed it on the reddened skin under each eye. Thankfully, the itching had gone away after a shower, but his eyes looked like he’d been crying. Chris tried out several tough-guy faces in the mirror. He’d dare anybody to say anything about his weepy eyes.]
 
   
  [image: When Thistle’s little whammy had worn off the night before, Chris’s bravado had returned. He convinced himself that the talking rabbit was the result of a bad bologna sandwich he’d eaten for lunch. Determined to smash Hummingbird’s garden, he recruited his brother, Melvin, who was only too glad to lend a hand. Now he just needed some help from his toadies. Tater Tot was nowhere to be found, but Chris managed to rope in the unlucky Dumptruck. His other recruit was Freddie, a sometimes toad that was scared to death of Melvin and Jesse. Chris had originally tapped Lester, but he had the misfortune to ask “Who died?”—pointing to a tear rolling down Chris’s face. Immediately after school, Melvin picked up the “demolition” crew and they drove out to Aunt Chick’s property. Chris wanted to get there first before Hummingbird or any of her friends. Melvin parked his truck behind a stand of cottonwoods, and gave each boy a baseball bat. The trespassers approached the garden along a little rise behind it, rather than from the road. They actually passed within ten feet of Thistle’s nest. Chris didn’t bother to tell Dump and Freddie why they were destroying the plants—only that he wanted them gone. As they drew nearer to the garden, Freddie said, “Do you smell something funky?” Dumptruck laughed and whispered, “I thought it was Melvin.” Freddie started to laugh, but stifled it. Keeping an eye on Chris and his brother, he whispered back, “Hey, Big D, I wonder what we’re gonna do with these bats. Do you think we could get in trouble?”]
 
   
  [image: “Yeah, maybe.” The two reluctant vandals saw Chris up ahead, standing beside the garden gate. He waited for them to catch up. “Okay, there’s a bunch of super-stinky plants in there. Some kind of really big squash or gourd. We’re going to find every one and beat ’em to a pulp. Got it?” Freddie stood up on his toes, trying to see over the fence. “Yeah, I guess. What’s Melvin doing at that shed?” Chris laughed, “Don’t ask.” Just then, the boys heard the sound of shattering glass and banging metal. Freddie asked anyway, “That must be Melvin, huh?” Chris ignored him. He was squirting a tube of white cream on his face. “What are you doing that for?” Dumptruck wanted to know. Rolling down his sleeves, Chris smirked. “Don’t worry about it. Come on.” The boys followed Chris into the garden. It wasn’t hard to spot the squashes. Overnight they had continued to grow. Each one must have weighed 300 pounds. Chris began pounding on one that was growing near the gate. Its shell was immature and still tender. Yellow flesh, seeds, and liquid sprayed from the gigantic wounds that Chris inflicted on the young behemoth. Dumptruck and Freddie followed Chris’s example. Over the next thirty minutes, they battered, hammered, and crushed. Occasionally they heard loud thumping and what sounded like splintering wood coming from the shed. When they had finished liquefying the squashes, Melvin joined them to complete the job. Holding up an ax he found in the shed, he said, “Okay, who wants to chop up the vines?”]
 
   
  [image: Chris pointed at Dumptruck, “He does.” Panting and wiping sweat off his forehead, Dumptruck reached for the ax. “Okay, give it to me.” “Say, please,” Melvin grinned. Dumptruck gritted his teeth. “Please.” The bigger boy shoved the ax at him. Dumptruck glanced away and started chopping at the vines with a vengeance. He didn’t want Melvin to see the tears of humiliation in his eyes. Then, Chris, Melvin and Freddie provided the final insult by stomping the leaves into the ground. An appalling stench rose from the crushed greenery. It grabbed the back of the throat like something dead. Dumptruck was still hacking at a couple of vines when he realized that the others had stopped. He looked up. “Are we done?” Melvin laughed. “Yeah, we’re done. Hummingbird’s squashes won’t be winning any ribbons this year!” The brothers gave each other a fist bump. It was a great day for bullies. The boys rounded up their baseball bats and headed back to Melvin’s truck. Dumptruck tramped along with his head down. He said nothing, but his mind and spirit were anything but quiet. Riding in the back of Melvin’s pick-up, he realized that something important had happened back there in the garden. A metamorphosis had begun. He didn’t really understand how he had become a toadie, but he was sure of one thing. He didn’t want to be one anymore.]
 
   
  [image: Yesterday, Hummingbird and Arianna had raced to get to the garden. But today they weren’t exactly eager —not since running into the coyote. However, Bird reminded Arianna they should check out the plants since Miss Swallow would be making a visit tomorrow. Leaving the house, Arianna teased Hummingbird. “Yeah, Bird, ‘how does your garden grow?’ Did you hear any ‘silver bells’ or see some ‘cockle shells?’” “No, just some burps and blobs!” Arianna laughed, but got serious. “Will Miss Swallow be able to tell if the fertilizer had anything to do with them getting so big?” “Maybe,” Hummingbird said. “But none of our unfertilized seeds sprouted overnight. That makes me think it’s all the coyote’s work.” Caught up in their chatter, the girls had not noticed the paper that was blowing about in Aunt Chick’s pasture—not until a sheet blew up against Arianna’s foot. She picked it up. “Look, Bird, this is a page from that article on growing giant carrots.” “That’s weird. How did it get out here?” Alarmed, the girls ran the rest of the way to the shed. The door was standing open. Hummingbird glanced at Arianna: “I thought we shut the door.” They peeked fearfully in the doorway. The destruction was almost complete. Windows were broken, the worktable was turned over, and bags of soil and fertilizer covered everything in white and brown dust. Even Boo’s new shelves were hacked off the wall. What really hurt was the pile of debris on the floor]
 
   
  [image: that had once been the equipment that Miss Swallow donated and the pots of unfertilized seeds. There was nothing left of their laboratory. Arianna was crushed. “Who could have done this?” She crept cautiously into the shed, being careful not to step on any broken glass or nails. Hummingbird didn’t follow; she was already running toward the garden. Arianna was tip-toeing out of the shed, when she heard Bird crying: “Arianna! Arianna!” She dashed to her friend, but staggered to a sudden stop. The sight before her eyes was like nothing she’d ever seen before. Nothing was recognizable. The mysterious and miraculous squashes were no more. The garden looked like a salad that had been through a blender. A rotten salad that stunk to high heaven. Arianna pulled on Hummingbird’s arm. But she didn’t move. “Come on, Bird. Let’s get out of here! Whoever did this might still be around. Something bad has happened.” Finally, Hummingbird backed out of the garden. She mumbled, “We better tell Aunt Chick.” The girls hurried to the ranch house, but no one was home. Obviously, Chick hadn’t been around to notice any trespassers. The girls slowly walked home, totally depressed. At one point, Hummingbird started crying—which made Arianna start crying, too. When they got to the house, Bird told her mother and father what had happened. Tom immediately phoned the Tribal police to report the vandalism. When he hung up, Arianna called Rain, Boomer and Simon. She told them that the laboratory and the squashes were history.]
 
   
  [image: Sky Heart, of course, saw the attack and had flown immediately to alert Coyote. The eagle searched for him in his usual hangouts, but he wasn’t anywhere to be found. Sky Heart abandoned the hills and began looking closer to town. He finally found the trickster mouse-hunting near a dumpster in back of the Tribal college. “Thanks, Sky Heart, that wing-flapping scared off my snack.” “Sorry, but I thought you would want to know. Melvin and Chris just wiped out your big squashes.” Without even a “What?” the joking rodent hunter suddenly transformed before Sky Heart’s eyes. Furious that his squashes had been so insulted, he bristled into a spikey hair ball. (For a moment, the eagle thought that Coyote had turned into a porcupine.) Then, ears flattened and eyes burning, he reached for his power and disappeared in a blinding streak of light… Following a furry bullet isn’t that simple. Sky Heart had to gain some altitude before he could make out the trickster’s path. In places, it actually smoked! However, when the eagle arrived at the garden, he found Coyote quietly squatting in the middle of the green chaos. Watching the eagle find a perch, Coyote laughed. “What took you so long?” “I didn’t think I’d find you laughing, Trickster.” “I don’t like humans interfering with my business. But when they do mess with me, I find that I do my best work.” Very]
 
   
  [image: slowly, he added: “That makes me very happy.” Coyote sniffed the air. “Somebody has played a little joke here, and it wasn’t me.” He looked at Sky Heart quizzically. “You mean the stink?” the eagle asked. “Stink? You offend me, Eagle. I invented that perfume. It’s why the plant bears my name. I prefer coyote squash, but you may have heard it called coyote gourd—or maybe even stinking buffalo gourd. It’s all the same. I wanted something that would draw flies, but repel grasshoppers.” He sniffed again. “But I’m getting off the point. No, I was talking about a trickster joke.” Oh, that was Thistle. She tried to drive off Chris yesterday when he tried to smash a squash. It worked—but only for a short time. He came back with his brother and two other boys.” “I’ll stop by and thank her before I leave. Now I must begin. Good thing I didn’t eat that mouse.” Sky Heart didn’t know what Coyote meant—not until he waded into the lagoon of what looked like baby food spinach, and began his meal. The trickster stuck his nose into the glop that had once been his beautiful garden and began to eat the squash roots still anchored in the ground. He also snuffled around for any seeds he could find. He didn’t want to miss any of those. Sky Heart watched him slurping along for several minutes. But Coyote’s lip-smacking and burps (and other noises we won’t mention) proved to be too revolting for the bird. He soon retreated to Thistle’s nest. Before long, Sky Heart and Thistle heard a sloshing, gurgling rumble that sounded like a waterbed in an earthquake. It was Coyote dragging his swollen body up the hill. Even though]
 
   
  [image: the noise he made was disgusting, it was his appearance that made their eyes pop. He looked like a big undulating tick. “Need any help?” Sky Heart offered. “No, I got it,” Coyote panted. “I just need to lie down a bit. So I can digest.” Flopping down with a groan, he turned over on his back, breathing laboriously. Thistle hopped over to assist. “Here, sit up, Coyote.” He raised himself up and she patted him on the back until he rewarded her with two mega-burps. Lying back down, he thanked her. “Ahh, that was a serious burp—not recreational. I feel much better.” Breathing more easily, he said proudly, “I got it all: roots, vines, pulp and seeds.” “What are you going to do with it?” Thistle wanted to know. Holding his gut, he grinned and said, “Make a mountain for Hummingbird. I’ll plant the seeds with my own fertilizer.” Thistle screwed up her nose. “Eewww, that’s gross.” Sky Heart jumped in. “No, it isn’t Thistle. My bird relatives, the seed-eaters, do it all the time. Some plants depend on us to spread their seeds that way.” Coyote’s gut suddenly emitted a high-pitched whine that caused them all to stop talking. Looking down at his stomach with satisfaction, the trickster said, “We do what we have to.” Then he added, “Besides, Thistle, rabbits re-cycle nutrients from their pellets all the time. You shouldn’t be criticizing….” Thistle cut him off sharply. “Let’s not go there, please! That’s private rabbit business.” Coyote started to get irritated, but Sky Heart intervened. “She’s just prissy sometimes, Coyote. Forget it.”]
 
   
  [image: The trickster’s annoyance passed and he said. “Thank you, Thistle, for trying to protect the garden. Teasing a bit, he added, “I noticed that you used your power.” “Well, it wasn’t much,” she said, blushing under her fur. Then recovering herself, she said loudly, “I don’t know what your game is, Coyote, but I know you do things for a reason. Those boys had no right to mess with that squash!” “I agree. Chris and Melvin made a big mistake,” Coyote smiled toothily. Noticing that the sun was going down, Sky Heart said, “You better get going if you are going to do any planting this evening.” Coyote said, “So true, my friend.” He hiccupped and burped one more time; then whispered, “Later!” and was gone. A bit wobbly at first, he soon found his legs. He swung into an awkward, but steady gait that put him at the foothills to Shell Ridge in no time. He headed to an area he knew had tree cover and water. It wasn’t difficult to find a concealed spot that provided at least six hours of sunshine every day. Coyote began to scratch up the ground cover. He loosened the soil to at least four inches and then began to make his deposits. He pooped out the seeds at one foot intervals, making sure they would not crowd each other. Satisfied with the precision of his scat, Coyote raked dirt over the fertilized seeds with his paw. Remembering his promise to share with Hummingbird, he scratched “a burr from his fur” and planted it with one of the seeds. Now, it would sprout as “Hummingbird’s Squash.”]
 
   
  [image: He sat down next to the neat rows of freshly mounded soil. Now that his gut was empty, Coyote felt revitalized. In fact, he felt like singing. He warmed up with a few yips and howls. Finding his voice, he sang and sang coyote songs long into the night. Growing tired, he stopped and took a short snooze. Waking refreshed, he started singing again and was still singing when the sun came up the next morning. The seeds heard him.]
 
   
  [image: Coyote, his belly enormously swollen, lies on the ground, leaning his back against a tree. Thistle has her paw on his side and Sky Heart looks down from a tree branch. “Need any help?” Sky Heart offered. “No, I got it,” Coyote panted. “just need to lie down a bit. So I can digest.”]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 20. A swirling tornado approaches a small pot that contains the leaves of a turnip sprout. Coyote had become a buzzing cloud in which it was impossible to predict where or when he was. From inside the swirling uncertainty came the sound of wild cackling and the trickster’s conjure, “put everything back the way it was.” Back the Way it Was. Wednesday started out weird and it kept getting weirder as the day went on. Not long after the first bell, an unusual morning storm rolled through Thunder Rock that shorted out the school’s electrical system. The sky grew so black that the hallways were almost completely dark. For safety’s sake, the teachers were told to keep the kids in homeroom until the storm passed.]
 
   
  [image: Dumptruck sat in his desk, only half conscious of the downpour hammering the roof. He vaguely noticed that Mr. Braun was lowering the blinds, but paid no mind until he heard hailstones crashing against the windows. Now, the gray light that edged the blinds barely illuminated the classroom. Gee, he thought, it’s really dark in here. Taking advantage of the extra time in homeroom, Dumptruck slipped over to an empty desk beside Tater Tot. As usual, the red-headed boy was drawing— even in the dark. “Hey, Tater. Where ya been?” “Around. Staying out of Chris’s way mostly.” “Yeah, I figured. I heard he gave you a hard time ’bout talking to that Arianna girl.” “Word gets around.” “Look, ah, I’ve been thinking. About this stuff we’ve been doing for Chris.” He looked around and lowered his voice. “I wanna get out of it.” Tater Tot stopped his doodling. Dumptruck had got his attention. “How?” “I don’t know yet. But something tells me you don’t like it either…I thought maybe we could work on it together. You know, two heads better than one?” Tater Tot nodded. He was interested. “Um, so what is Arianna like? I mean, after you apologized and all?” Tater Tot was puzzled by Dumptruck’s questions, but he answered anyway. “I just talked to her a couple of times. She’s was pretty nice to me. She lives with Hummingbird.”]
 
   
  [image: At the mention of Hummingbird’s name, Dumptruck looked away. “You know, Chris has really got it in for Bird…and Simon. But, I don’t think he’ll tangle with RD and Boomer. So, I’m thinking tha…” A crack of lighting and thunder boomed right over the school. Mr. Braun looked up nervously at the rattling ceiling tiles. He directed the kids sitting near the windows to move to the other side of the room. Tater Tot didn’t have to be convinced. “Man, that lightning was close.” He followed Dumptruck back to his desk and took the empty seat next to him. Dumptruck lowered his voice even further. “So, like I was saying, I’m thinking maybe we should team up with RD and his friends.” “But, man, we’ve been messin’ with those guys. They don’t want anything to do with us.” “Tater, I know everybody thinks I’m dumb. But I’m gettin’ smarter all the time. Look, who do we know that didn’t bow down to Chris…and lived?” Tater Tot didn’t have to think about it. He replied immediately, “RD, Boomer, and Simon.” “Right. They kept their cool. Acted like he was being funny. It made Chris nervous, didn’t it? They didn’t run either. And no matter how much we dog Simon, he doesn’t freak out.” Leaning in closer to Tater Tot, Dumptruck added, “Besides, they’re best friends with Hummingbird.”]
 
   
  [image: “So?” “So like…” Dumptruck took in a deep breath and blew it forcibly out his nose— like he was purging a bad thought from his head. “I’ve done something really bad to Bird. If I can square things with her—then maybe we can make friends with the guys. She might even help us.” Tater frowned. “Like what? What have you done?” Dumptruck confessed his part in the attack on the garden. He gave Tater Tot the lowdown on Melvin breaking up the shed and Chris getting him and Freddie to help him destroy the giant squashes. Finishing his tale, Big D said, “Man, you never seen a bigger mess…or smelled anything so bad!” Tater Tot had listened avidly, his eyes getting bigger as the story went on. He even made Dumptruck tell him about the giant squashes again—they were cool. But the story made him uneasy. What if somebody called the police? Knowing that Chris had been looking for him the day before, Tater panicked, “Oh man, if this gets out, I hope nobody thinks I did it!” Trying to assure his friend, Dumptruck said, “Don’t worry, Tater, I’d tell’em you’re innocent.” Suddenly the lights came back on. The class whistled and clapped their hands. Kids started stirring about, gathering up their things. Dumptruck hurried to get his point across to Tater Tot before the bell rang. “Tater, we got to change sides on this thing. I want it to be the way it used to be—before we were doing all this bully stuff. I got to make this up to Bird… somehow. So, you think Arianna could help me?”]
 
   
  [image: “What do you want her to do? Besides, you did that “ding- ding” thing on her.” “Well, you did it, too! Anyway…I want her to get Hummingbird to talk to me.” Tater’s mouth fell open. “You’re not gonna tell Bird what you did, are you?” “Yeah, I am. I know it’s crazy.” Tater Tot thought about it, but only for a second. “Well, okay. I guess we’re both crazy. I don’t wanna take orders from Chris anymore, either. I’ll find Arianna.” Dumptruck pointed to the window. “Hey, look, Tater. The sun’s out.” It Tater Tot had gone looking for Arianna when the storm hit, he would have found her in Miss Swallow’s room—with Hummingbird. When the lights went out, Miss Swallow told everyone to just sit tight. Going on with business as usual, she called the roll and filled out the absentee slips. Writing in the dark wasn’t easy, but she was reasonably sure she hadn’t botched it too badly. Certain that Hummingbird and Arianna had come to give her an update on their plants, Miss Swallow made her way toward them in the darkened room. “So, tell me about your fast growing veggies, girls…how big are they now?” When there was no reply, Miss Swallow strained her eyes toward the dim outline of the two girls. “Bird, did you hear me? Is there something wrong?”]
 
   
  [image: A small voice answered: “Everything’s wrong, Miss Swallow. Somebody smashed them. The garden is ruined.” “Yeah, and they tore up the shed, too,” Arianna added. “We’d set up the lab already. They broke everything—even the stuff you gave us.” Miss Swallow’s attempt to ask more questions was lost in a crash of thunder and the continuous rumbling that followed. Whether it was because of the darkness or her inability to get more information (if only temporarily), Miss Swallow felt totally frustrated, even disoriented, by what she’d heard. Thinking about the bully attack on Arianna, she felt certain that the girls were being targeted again. When the lights came back on, Miss Swallow tried to offer a more positive face to the girls. “Bird, I was hoping that I could get some photos of your squashes, but now that they’re gone, let’s see what we can re-grow from what’s left. There must be some roots or seeds. We’ll go to the garden tomorrow and see what we can find.” Miss Swallow’s words, however, offered no comfort to Hummingbird. She was ready to hang it up. That afternoon, when she and Arianna returned to the scene of the crime, Hummingbird started chucking everything in the shed into a big pile. She refused to consider anything that could be salvaged. Although Arianna agreed that they should clean up the mess, she didn’t agree that they should abandon the project.]
 
   
  [image: “Please, Bird, at least wait until Miss Swallow checks it out. You shouldn’t throw away stuff that’s still good. She said there might be some roots or seeds that could be saved.” Handing Arianna a dust mask like the one she was wearing, Hummingbird said, “Look, Arianna, this was probably all some big trick of the coyote’s. He’s probably laughing his tail off right now. This was all a big mistake.” Arianna slipped the mask over her face. Now both girls sounded like they were talking from the bottom of a paper sack. “But Rain said that the coyote doesn’t always pull bad tricks. Sometimes he helps.” “Like he helped me blow up Mr. Pence, get suspended, and kicked out of the science fair? He wasn’t staring at me through those binoculars for nothing, you know!” “But, Bird, that’s when you thought of the giant vegetables. You might not have ever thought of growing them if he hadn’t…” Hummingbird interrupted. “Sure, he made me do that, too! Just so he could eat them. For Pete’s sake, Arianna, the coyote probably tore up the big squashes himself! “If he wanted to eat the squashes,” Arianna said logically, “why would he destroy them?” Hummingbird shrugged. “Well…I guess you’re right. That doesn’t make sense.” Suddenly, Arianna made a discovery. “Look over here, Bird, under Simon’s bubble wrap. It’s some of the pots you didn’t fertilize. They’ve sprouted! See their little leaves. Come on, Bird. Let’s plant them in the cold frames!”]
 
   
  [image: Hummingbird paused to think. Maybe Arianna was right. They shouldn’t totally abandon the seedlings or the idea of the giant vegetables. Giving in a little bit, she said, “Sure. We might as well give the seedlings a chance. But I’m not starting any more giant vegetables—not this season anyway.” To make her point, she emptied the remains of her fast-grow formula behind the shed. “If there are some seeds left, fine. Miss Swallow can collect them. Right now, let’s just clean up and put everything back the way it was.” Arianna rescued eight seedlings that had managed to survive Melvin’s wreckage. A couple of the little plants had spilled out onto the floor, but she tenderly pressed them back into their fiber pots. While Hummingbird continued her sweeping, Arianna transplanted the little cabbages, turnips, and carrots into the cold frames. When she returned to the shed, Hummingbird had bagged most of the rubble. The place looked better, but not good. Hummingbird switched off the light (at least something still worked) and the girls went outside to wash their hands. They didn’t know that the spigot was one of Coyote’s watering holes. He had been drinking from the hose when they had arrived at the shed. Coyote had heard everything they said.]
 
   
  [image: The trickster watched the girls wash up and brush off each other’s clothes. When they left, he waited impatiently as their silhouettes disappeared across the pasture. The sun was going down and twilight was fast approaching. The trickster trotted over to the cold frames and lifted the lid from one of them. Although he had excellent night vision, he was glad there was still some remaining light in the day. He wanted to make his selection carefully. After examining the characteristics of each seedling in detail, he chose a turnip. He pulled the seedling from its fiber pot and carried it into the shed. There he found one of the half-filled bags of dirt that Arianna saved from the garbage pile. Nestling the seedling into it, Coyote shaped the plastic bagging around it like a pot. Then, he placed it on the work table. Coyote sat down on his haunches and considered what the girls had said. So, he thought, Hummingbird knows I had something to do with the ‘elephant’s toothpaste’ explosion. Hmmm, someone is clever. He scowled. It annoyed him when humans figured out what he was doing. However, his irritation passed when he reflected on what Thistle had said. Maybe he was being too tough on Hummingbird. Too many “tricks” and not enough “treats?” Well, he would give her a treat (a tricky treat, of course). Yes, a great understanding that would put her ambitions and the giant vegetables in perfect perspective. And he would use her own words to do it.]
 
   
  [image: Coyote got up and trotted to the work table. He stared at the little turnip. Although its origins were far from this land, it would do fine for his purposes. Coyote’s powers were great. He took a deep breath and began to walk slowly backwards around the table. After four rounds, he picked up the pace— and the walk became a run. After sixteen rounds, the run had become a blur. After that, there was no counting. Coyote had become a buzzing cloud in which it was impossible to predict where or when he was. From inside the swirling uncertainty came the sound of wild cackling and the trickster’s conjure, “put everything back the way it was.”]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 21. A thumb and forefinger holding a loupe (or hand-lens) over some soil. Scooping up a small amount of soil, she examined it carefully, looking for evidence of animal or plant life. Strangely, she didn’t see any fungus filaments, insect debris, or even the casting of an earthworm. Green Ancestors. Ms. Swallow came running up the hall. “Sorry, girls. I hope you haven’t been waiting long.” The science teacher unlocked the door to her classroom. “Come on in. I’ll be just a minute.” The last hour of the school day was Miss Swallow’s planning period. As chair of the new Anti-Bullying Committee, she had set up some time with Mr. Berry to discuss the training for teachers scheduled next week.]
 
   
  [image: They had gotten into the details about teacher responsibilities and lost track of time. Miss Swallow disappeared into the lab storeroom; when she emerged she had a botany field kit tucked under her arm. Grabbing her sweater and purse, she announced, “Okay, let’s go see what kind of plants you were growing…and collect some seeds.” On the way over to Aunt Chick’s in her old station wagon, Miss Swallow quizzed the girls about who might have vandalized the garden. Naturally, Hummingbird thought of Chris, but she didn’t say anything. How could she prove it? Turning up the road to the old ranch house, they saw Aunt Chick pulling some sheets off the clothesline in the backyard. Miss Swallow pulled the car over and leaned her head out the driver’s window. “Hi, Chick! We’re going to take a look at what’s left of the garden.” Hummingbird’s aunt stuffed the sheets in a laundry basket, and walked over to the car. She leaned down and greeted Miss Swallow and the girls. “Go on up and check it out. I haven’t been to the garden myself, but I did see the shed. I can’t believe somebody would do that.” Looking at Hummingbird, she said, “An officer from the Neighborhood Watch came out. He said your dad called. I think he took some pictures.” Turning back to Miss Swallow, she said, “Come by and visit when you’re done.” Miss Swallow parked the car in back of the house and they walked the quarter mile to the garden. As they drew near the red fence, Arianna warned Miss Swallow about the smell: “The]
 
   
  [image: whole place stinks really bad—like somebody who never takes a bath.” Miss Swallow took out her notebook and wrote a note about the odor. “Sounds like a stinking buffalo gourd.” Looking over at Hummingbird, she asked, “You didn’t plant any gourd seeds, did you?” “No, just turnips, carrots, and cabbage.” Sniffing the air, she said, “Well, I don’t smell anything now.” “Don’t worry. You will!” The girls dramatically pulled open the gate as if to say, ‘Okay! Get Ready!’ Miss Swallow stepped inside. What she saw produced no gasp of dismay or even a minor “Yuk.” Her reaction was a flat “I don’t understand.” The girls stepped around Miss Swallow. Bewilderment couldn’t describe their expressions. Arianna mumbled, “Where’s the green stuff?” The garden looked like a parking lot on the moon. The dirt was so smooth it must have been vacuumed—or better yet, buffed with a floor sander. Surely, nothing had grown here in a hundred years. Hummingbird recovered first. She raised her eyebrows and silently mouthed one word at Arianna: coyote. Miss Swallow turned and asked, “Did somebody clean up the garden?” Hummingbird said, “We didn’t hear about it if they did.” “I’m sorry, girls. It will be really hard to prove that this garden was vandalized…or that anything grew here at all. Let me see what I can find.” Miss Swallow walked slowly toward the center of the garden, carefully scanning the surface for any]
 
   
  [image: remnants of crushed leaves, stems, roots, or seeds. She saw nothing. Next, she took her field kit off her shoulder and squatted down. She removed a small leather case from the kit and pulled out a loupe. Scooping up a small amount of soil, she examined it carefully, looking for evidence of animal or plant life. Strangely, she didn’t see any fungus filaments, insect debris, or even the casting of an earthworm. Miss Swallow stood up and called the girls over. Shaking her head, she said, “I’ve never seen anything like this. This soil looks completely dead.” “It sure wasn’t dead day before yesterday,” Arianna said. Baffled, Miss Swallow sighed, “Sorry, I don’t have any answers to this. Why don’t you show me the shed?” Hummingbird nodded and led the way. As they walked the short distance to the little building, Miss Swallow began to speculate about the destruction of the garden. “Girls, my biggest question is why anybody would be interested in destroying the giant squashes. I’m just disappointed I didn’t get to see them. I’m going to call the Neighborhood Watch and ask that officer to email me his photos.” Miss Swallow chattered on, talking about possible ways soil can be sterilized. But Hummingbird wasn’t listening. She knew of only one person who would be mean enough to destroy the giant squashes—Chris. But Chris couldn’t have turned the garden into a desert. Only the coyote could have pulled off that stunt. Lost in these thoughts, Bird led the little party to the shed door and started to push it open. But she suddenly stopped. Miss Swallow said, “Bird? Is something wrong?”]
 
   
  [image: “Yes…well, no, not wrong. It’s just…” Turning to look at the teacher, Hummingbird said, “Miss Swallow, it’s just that every time we open this door or go through the garden gate, it’s like there’s something on the other side that’s jumping out at us. Like a jack-in-the-box.” Understanding how the vandalism had shocked the girls, Miss Swallow said, “Do you want me to go in first?” Both Hummingbird and Arianna said, “Yes.” Confidently pushing open the door, Miss Swallow continued her absorbed discussion. “What did you use in your fertilizer, Bird? I’m curious about your formula. We need to get a sample of that.” But Hummingbird never had a chance to tell Miss Swallow that she had poured out the fertilizer. The beautiful science teacher, usually so smart, self-possessed and cool, was making an odd gasping sound. Oh, no! Bird thought, glancing at Arianna. What has the coyote done now? Hummingbird reached in and flipped on the light switch. An oddly-shaped tree about five feet tall was standing in the middle of the work table. The tin lamp above it directed its rays of light downward like a star in the heavens. In the darkness of the shed, only the tree benefited from the light. Wide-eyed, but making no sound, the girls stared at the strange plant. Their “surprise buttons” had been hit one too many times. But Miss Swallow was another story. She continued to make funny little noises as she pointed to the pineapple that was “blooming” from the top of the tree. Finally, finding her voice, Miss Swallow whispered, “Have you seen this…before?”]
 
   
  [image: Arianna shook her head and Hummingbird said, “No.” Miss Swallow walked slowly toward the work table. She started to say something about pineapples, but stopped when she saw a vanilla bean and a pawpaw on two nearby twigs. She quickly realized that she was in uncharted territory. She didn’t know what she was looking at. Circling the table, she began to count the different vegetables, fruits, nuts, pods, and flowers that dangled or blossomed from the tree. Miss Swallow was having a hard time figuring out something else. Were the different plants attached like ornaments or did they grow from the tree? She leaned over the table and parted several limbs which bushed out into shaggy grasses, clumps of differently lobed leaves, and tangles of vines. Hmmm, she thought, they look like they’re growing from a funny-looking stalk. A stalk? That’s not very tree-like! Then, running her eyes downward, Miss Swallow saw why. The tree was emerging from what appeared to be a large white turnip root. She laughed uneasily. In a low voice, she asked, “Do you know anyone that does grafting?” “No,” Hummingbird replied. “What’s grafting?” Miss Swallow didn’t answer. “Do you know anyone that keeps very, very old varieties of native seeds?” “My dad has some. He’s always talking about them getting contami…” Miss Swallow gasped. She put her hands on the table and leaned in to look at a spray of bumpy spikes growing from a long-leaved grass on a lower limb of the tree. “Oh my…I don’t believe it!”]
 
   
  [image: “What is it, Miss Swallow?” Arianna asked. “Come over here, girls. You’ve got to see this. First, she pointed to a grass clump with a spray of little feathery cobs with only one row of kernels. “That’s teosinte. See how each of its kernels is inside a husk? It’s the ancestor of corn that still grows in the wild today.” Then, pointing to the spray that drew her attention, she said, “Now look at this one. The little cobs have four rows of kernels. I think this is a very early stage of maize domestication—what corn looked like 4,000 years ago when our ancestors were first growing it.” Miss Swallow had seen photos of these tiny cobs before. Several had been found in Mexican caves. But no one to Miss Swallow’s knowledge had ever seen a living, growing specimen. Not until now, that is.]
 
   
  [image: Miss Swallow leans toward a bushy, short tree that is growing from a pot on a table. Gardening gloves and a watering can sit on the table nearby. Miss Swallow…leaned in to look at a spray of bumpy spikes growing from a long-leaved grass on a lower limb of the tree. “Oh my…I don’t believe it!”]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 22. An empty coffee cup sits on some scattered papers, with crumpled napkins nearby. By 1:00 a.m. Miss Swallow was staring at a pile of papers that documented the history of horticulture in the Americas. The Miraculous Tree. Regaining some composure, Miss Swallow said, “I’d like to look at this plant more carefully. We’ll have to carry it to the car.” Hummingbird emptied a cardboard box where she and Arianna had stored some of the undamaged garden tools. Then, the three of them carefully picked up the miraculous tree and placed it in the box. With Hummingbird on one side and Miss Swallow on the other, they carried it down the hill to the car.]
 
   
  [image: “Where are you going to take it?” Arianna asked. “To my classroom. I want to examine it there.” To herself, she mumbled, “I wonder if Dr. Bamsey is around tonight.” Miss Swallow opened the back hatch and lowered the backseats, making room for the tree which they laid gently on its side. Passing up Aunt Chick’s invitation to stop in, Miss Swallow drove the girls home. She told them to meet her in the lab before homeroom the next morning. Her intention had been to stop at Hummingbird’s and talk to her parents about the vandalism. But vandals and bullies had suddenly taken a back seat to the mystery that was on her backseat. As she drove to the school, Miss Swallow called and left a message for Dr. Bamsey. Unfortunately, her call went into his voice mail. He was out of town. She left a message, asking him to come by the school in the morning. Realizing that she was in for a long night, Miss Swallow stopped off at Boo’s. She told him she had a lot of work ahead of her and needed some big-time energy. Boo knew just what to do. He dispensed a large cup of coffee and wrapped up some fresh bean bread. He also insisted that she take the rest of a plastic container of thick vegetable soup his mom had brought by for his supper. Despite her protests, he added in a thermos of coffee and some extra cups and napkins.]
 
   
  [image: With Boo’s admonition not to work too hard still in her ears, Miss Swallow drove to the back of the school. She parked as close as possible to the side entrance near her classroom. Luckily, this was the door Floyd usually left unlocked until he was ready to leave. She could hear his vacuum cleaner in a nearby hallway. She followed the sound and asked the janitor for the key to the utility room. She wanted to borrow the hand truck. As usual Floyd was accommodating. He got the hand truck for her and wheeled it out to her car. Helping Miss Swallow load the tree on the truck, he tried to be extra careful. The teacher seemed mighty skittish about the funny-looking bush. Carefully secured, Floyd pushed the precious cargo to the lab. As the teacher nervously watched, he gently picked up the tree and placed it on the lab table she indicated. Curious, he asked, “This one of your experiments, Miss Swallow?” “No, not one of mine,” she said, with a smile. “Thanks for helping me. I’m going to be here late tonight. So, don’t worry if you see the lights on in here when you lock up.” Pushing the hand truck to the door, the janitor said, “Don’t work too hard now.” Betty Swallow had no intention of listening to Boo or Floyd. She got to work right away. First, she shot photos of the tree and each of its edible products. Satisfied that she had made a good visual record, she rewarded herself by popping off the lid of the still-steaming cup of coffee. One swig and she was wired! Powering up her laptop, she logged onto her accounts with several online science journals.]
 
   
  [image: Over the next few hours she managed to identify a good number of the specimens. Her list of plants included the wild and domesticated teosinte, knotweed, goosefoot, sumpweed, maypop or passion flower, pawpaw, sunflower, wild potato, wild bean, wild rice, wild barley, primitive squashes and tomatoes, pumpkins, gourds, hickory nuts, cacao, and vanilla. After stretching her legs and getting a drink from the water fountain in the hall, she was able to add amaranth, chili peppers, cayenne peppers, jicama, manioc, papayas, peanuts, pecans, quinoa, persimmon, sweet potatoes, and, of course, the pineapple. There was only one fruit on the tree that did not appear to be a food. It was the coyote gourd or stinking buffalo gourd she had mentioned to the girls earlier. She thought some of the tree products were possibly ancestors of today’s domesticated species. These were usually the small, hard, or bitter fruits and tubers like primitive squashes, beans, tomatoes, and potatoes; and seeds from primitive sunflowers or grasses like teosinte. Others were on their way to becoming domesticated (like the primitive maize), and still others appeared to have been formerly domesticated species that had reverted to their wild state (like knotweed and sumpweed). Those she immediately recognized looked very similar to foods and spices grown today like cacao beans (chocolate) and vanilla beans.]
 
   
  [image: Miss Swallow printed off as much information as she could find on the various foods and their origins. By 1:00 a.m. she was staring at a pile of papers that documented the history of horticulture in the Americas. There was no way she could plow through all the archeological sites, theories, and migrations of plant foods in one night. But she had a good start. Flipping through the journal articles, she found the one that would help her classify the foods into their areas of origin: the Andes, the Amazon, the lowlands of Mexico, and the Eastern United States. Although the coffee was gone, there was a cup of soup left. Maybe she could squeeze in another hour of work before hanging it up. Miss Swallow, however, worked longer than she meant to. At 4:00 a.m., she laid her head down on the lab table just to rest her eyes for a few minutes. When she woke up, the glare from the bright overhead lights was almost painful. She wiped her eyes with the backs of her hands. Ohhh, she thought, I must have dozed off. Sitting up, her shoulder muscles were so stiff she could hardly move her head. Rubbing the back of her neck, she murmured, “What time is it?” She glanced at the schoolroom clock. Six-thirty!]
 
   
  [image: Jumping up, Miss Swallow thought, I’ve got to get this place cleaned up! She grabbed the food wrappers, napkins, and empty coffee cups from last night’s marathon and chucked them in the garbage. Then, she raked her research papers and notes together into an untidy pile. She would have to organize them later. It was the tree that presented the real problem. Dismissing the idea of putting a trash bag over it, she decided, instead, to lock it in the supply closet. She dragged the tree across the classroom and into the small room where hazardous chemicals and breakable glassware were stored. Before locking the door, she gave the tree one last look. Only then did she ask herself the questions that she had been too excited (or reluctant) to ask before: Who did this? Where did the tree come from? With her head spinning, the science teacher grabbed her purse, cell phone, and laptop. She exited the lab and headed for her car. Maybe after a shower and a change of clothes she would be able to think more clearly. Please, Dr. Bamsey, she thought, be back in town today!]
 
   
  [image: Coyote turned over and snuggled into the pointy leaves of his namesake. Ahh, I’m comfortable—too comfortable, he thought. Why is that? Feeling the delicious warmth on his back, he murmured in recognition, “The sun.” He yawned and sat up. He made a quick perusal of his garden. Because of his excellent guardianship, there were no grazers about—no big ones, that is. However, he knew the little nibblers would be busy. No aphids, beetles, slugs, or grubs would make breakfast of his beauties. Rather, they would be his breakfast. Coyote began grooming the squash fruits that were in all stages of development. He picked, plucked, and licked up all the pests that would dare to eat the green-striped globes. He paid special attention to the young giant-to-be that he had named Hummingbird’s Squash. His belly full, Coyote lay back down. Noting the time of morning, he thought, well, it must have happened by now. Closing his eyes, he imagined himself spinning again in the wormhole that had turned back time. He smiled. Yes, the backward spiral could be slowed for a while, but once started, it couldn’t be stopped. Miss Betty Swallow was about to find that out.]
 
   
  [image: The kids arrived at the lab only seconds before Miss Swallow did. She was walking at a fast clip down the hall, talking on her cell phone. Arriving at the door, she said good-bye to Dr. Bamsey and rang off. Looking at Hummingbird, she said breathlessly, “Dr. Bamsey is coming over at noon.” Noticing the boys, she seemed surprised. “Oh, we have a crowd. I guess you told them about the tree?” While she was rummaging in her bag for the room key, Hummingbird explained. “Yes, Miss Swallow, they helped Arianna and me set up the shed and the garden. And they saw the giant squashes—before they were destroyed. I thought you might want to talk to them, too.” Miss Swallow stopped fumbling for the key. “Oh, of course. Sorry, boys, I’m just a little frazzled this morning” It wasn’t like the kids hadn’t noticed. Miss Swallow had big dark circles under her eyes; and her hair, which was still wet from a shower, had been hastily pulled back into a lop-sided pony tail. Nervously, she kept pushing down her shirt collar which stuck up on the side of her neck. “It’s just that last night was the most momentous of my entire life. I researched all night long. I didn’t leave the school until after 6:30 this morning. It was just as I expected, but had to prove to myself. That tree holds the whole evolutionary history of plant domestication in the Americas! The sweat and intellect of Native people over thousands of years!” She laughed giddily, “It’s like someone created it for our Science Fair!”]
 
   
  [image: Miss Swallow leaned up against the classroom door and closed her eyes. “Maize, beans, sunflowers, squashes, pumpkins, peppers, chocolate. I can see the grandmothers and grandfathers, generation after generation—selecting, growing, tending, trading…” Suddenly blinking open her eyes, she grabbed Boomer’s shoulder (because he was standing nearest to her) and cried, “Oh my gosh, kids! What gifts our ancestors left to us! Gifts that now feed the whole world!” As if coming out of a dream, Miss Swallow released Boomer’s shoulder. Getting hold of herself, she said more rationally, “We better hurry if you want to see the tree. Homeroom will be starting soon.” She found her key chain, unlocked the door, and led the little group to the supply closet. While Miss Swallow shakily shuffled through her keys again, the kids became aware of dozens of photos of flowers, fruits, and seeds scattered across one of the lab tables (Miss Swallow had overlooked those in her attempt to tidy up). They also couldn’t help but notice the stacks of Googled articles and handwritten notes that were piled up everywhere. Simon turned and looked at a bunch of hastily scribbled charts and diagrams that were taped haphazardly on the blackboard. Under his breath, he said, “Boy, she’s been busy.” Stepping over a splatter of coffee on the floor, Rain whispered back, “Maybe that’s why she’s so whacked out…” “Yeah,” Boomer agreed too loudly, “she’s acts likes he gonna faint or somethin’.” “Keep it down, man,” Simon warned. “She’ll hear you.”]
 
   
  [image: However, Boomer’s usual overstatement proved to be an understatement. When Miss Swallow opened the supply room door and turned on the light, she almost did faint. Her eyes grew wide and her mouth fell open. She stopped breathing. If she’d had anything in her stomach, it would have come back up. Trying to steady herself, she dropped her purse and clutched at the edge of a storage cabinet. Suddenly, she went down on a plastic box of chemistry equipment. Apparently, her legs had failed, too. The boys, in back of Hummingbird and Arianna, immediately knew something was wrong. “What’s going on? What happened?” Miss Swallow stammered, “My purse. Quick! My phone . . . photos.. .” Hummingbird picked up the purse and put it in her lap. Miss Swallow snatched it open and pulled out the phone. Fumbling frantically, she retrieved her photo album and scrolled down to the folder where she had stored almost thirty photos of the tree. It was empty… When Simon demanded again to know what was happening, Arianna answered, “I don’t know, I think Miss Swallow is sick.” But, Hummingbird looking around the supply closet began to understand. “Where’s the tree?” she cried. “Over there!” Arianna said. “Isn’t that the sack it was in?” The plastic sack was sitting on a piece of newspaper at the back of the closet. Rain, craning his neck over Boomer’s shoulder, said, “There’s something in it.”]
 
   
  [image: Consumed by curiosity, the kids edged respectfully around Miss Swallow and approached the sack. A spindly stalk lay crumpled over its folded plastic rim—like a dead white worm. The worm was sprinkled by copious amounts of a powdery black dust that radiated outward in a star shape. Looking at the others, Boomer asked, “What’s that black stuff?” Simon turned to Miss Swallow. “Um, Miss Swallow, do you know what it might be?” When she didn’t answer, Arianna said, “Maybe we ought to get somebody.” “I’ll go get Mr. Pence,” Rain volunteered, “and tell him she’s not feeling very well.” As he was leaving, he whispered to the stricken teacher, “I’m really sorry about the tree, Miss Swallow.” Simon heard voices in the classroom. “Pssst. Hey, some kids are starting to come in.” “You guys go on to homeroom,” Hummingbird said. “I’ll stay until Mr. Pence gets here.” Arianna pulled the door to, leaving it cracked. Noticing some more papers lying about on the classroom floor, she picked them up and put them on the lab bench. She thought they must be important because there were scrawls of hand-written notes with big exclamation points in the margins. She really felt sorry for poor Miss Swallow.]
 
   
  [image: Hummingbird did, too. She was also feeling a little guilty because if it were not for her, Miss Swallow wouldn’t have been pulled into the coyote’s tricks. She scooted over an old lab stool and sat down next to her favorite teacher. They sat in silence for a while. Finally, Miss Swallow stirred. She looked as if she was waking from a long sleep. Relieved, Hummingbird asked, “Miss Swallow, are you feeling better?” Miss Swallow turned her head slowly toward Hummingbird. Smiling, she reached out and took the young girl’s hand. Very quietly, she said, “One day you and I are going to have a long talk, aren’t we? Hummingbird sighed and said quietly, “Yes, m’am, I’m afraid we are.”]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 23. Joe Red Crane (full-face) speaks to Miss Swallow who is seen from the back of her head. With Joe’s help, Miss Swallow realized that the tree was a metaphor for the wonderful story of the people and their remarkable use of gifts from the natural world. Lessons and Confessions. After Miss Swallow went home that morning, Mr. Pence called Dr. Bamsey and told him that she’d had a shock and needed a couple of days off. He asked the biology professor to come by the school the next day. A substitute was called in to take over the 8th grade science classes and everything went on as if nothing had happened.]
 
   
  [image: But something had happened. After getting a few hours of sleep, Miss Swallow went to see Joe Red Crane. They sat together on the bleachers at the school’s baseball field and talked for a long time. Miss Swallow knew better than try to explain her experience with the tree rationally, but she would try to understand it. With Joe’s help, she realized that the tree was a metaphor for the wonderful story of the people and their remarkable use of gifts from the natural world. There was no uncertainty about that. The true mystery was the identity of the storyteller. Miss Swallow told Joe that she believed Hummingbird had the answer to that mystery. Looking kindly at Miss Swallow, Joe gave her his simple advice. “Hummingbird will tell you about it when the time is right—if ever. Until then, Betty, just appreciate what the story has taught you and share it with others.” The next day Mr. Pence met Dr. Bamsey during his planning period and took him to see the black dust in the supply closet. Unlocking the door, he lowered his voice so the students in the lab couldn’t hear: “I’ve never seen her like that, Dr. Bamsey. You know, Betty. She doesn’t get rattled easily.” Mr. Pence stood aside, shivering as usual. Dr. Bamsey went in to take a good look at the bag of soil and the fine powdery substance on the floor. Even though he was on the hefty side, he tiptoed delicately around the tree’s remains, careful not to create any movement of air (the dust was very fine).]
 
   
  [image: “This looks like carbon to me,” the professor said. “But not like the burned ash from wood. It’s more elemental like a mixture of coal and graphite.” Coyote would have agreed with Dr. Bamsey. Indeed, the tree (except for the turnip) had disassociated into molecules of carbon and a dozen other trace minerals—just as they had existed on the primitive earth millions of years ago. Turning back time, it seemed, just may have been the oldest trick Coyote had ever played! Continuing his observations, Dr. Bamsey said, “Betty asked me if I knew of any research about reverting plants back to their ancestral forms. I don’t know of anything like that around here, but I’ll check it out.” Squatting down so he could get a better look at the wilted stalk, Dr. Bamsey added, “She said it looked like someone had grafted some ancient species onto a turnip.” He shook his head and chuckled. “That looks like a turnip root to me…” Hearing the bell, Mr. Pence said, “The class is leaving for lunch. Let me show you some of Betty’s work from the other night.” Mr. Pence had gathered all of Miss Swallow’s work and carefully arranged it in a set of folders. He spread them out for Dr. Bamsey’s to examine. Almost immediately, the biologist recognized that most of the papers referred to domesticated plants native to North, Central and South America. He was most interested in one of the drawings (Luckily, Miss Swallow had made a sketch of a few of the fruits and vegetables). “Hmm, this looks like an intermediary stage between a wild and a domesticated tomato. I don’t recall seeing that before.” (Coyote would have laughed. Dr. Bamsey had never seen it because it]
 
   
  [image: had disappeared thousands of years ago.) The professor took off his glasses and started polishing them with a handkerchief. Squinting at Mr. Pence, he asked, “Did anybody else see this tree?” “Yes, two of our students helped her bring it to the school.” One of those students was staring at her uneaten lunch. Poking at her salad, Hummingbird sighed. “I should never have started the giant vegetable thing. The coyote’s made that pretty clear. It was all right there…like Miss Swallow said ‘the gifts our ancestors gave us.’ But I wanted to change everything—I wasn’t satisfied with those gifts.” Rain didn’t agree. “There’s nothing wrong with experimenting—trying to make something better. We wouldn’t have those gifts if the people hadn’t experimented.” “Rain’s right,” Simon said. “They never quit trying to grow different kinds of corn. Blue corn, red corn, yellow corn—corn that grows where it’s cold.” “I wish you guys had seen that tiny corncob Miss Swallow showed us,” Arianna said. “It was like a baby step toward making big corn. I kept thinking about the first people who grew it—the people who took those baby steps.” “Yeah,” Boomer said, getting into it. “Who grew the first popcorn? Who grew the first chili beans?” “No,” Hummingbird said, shaking her head. “RD was right the first time. I was just trying to impress Miss Swallow and Mr. Pence.”]
 
   
  [image: “Maybe that’s how it started out,” Arianna said, “but we all thought it was a good thing. Didn’t we?” But, not to be consoled, Hummingbird let out a long “Ohhhh” and slumped in her chair. “What now?” Arianna cried. Boy! she thought, Bird sure is a drama queen sometimes. “You should have heard the way I talked to my dad! He was trying to tell me about his Native seeds…but, noooo, I didn’t have time for that. That was too slow—I had to do it all my way.” Simon laughed. “Come on, Bird. Your dad will get over it. You can apologize.” Rain looked around the table at his friends. “I know the coyote jerks us around sometimes. And he’s been playing lots of tricks on you, Bird. But how else would you—we—really get it? The point is—there aren’t any short-cuts, no miracle pills. It’s simple: we honor the foods that feed us and keep us healthy. We do that by growing and eating them.” Glancing at Arianna, he said wistfully, and not without a little envy, “I just wish I’d seen that tree.” “The tree is one thing,” Simon said, “but what happened to the garden? That had to be the coyote too.” “Sure, it was. It was his garden,” Boomer said. “Sorry, Bird, but I don’t think your fast-grow formula did the trick. The coyote did the trick. I think he was really mad that somebody tore up the squashes and left that big mess. So he cleaned it up.” Boomer wadded up a napkin and expertly tossed it into the trash bag Arianna held open. “I just know I wouldn’t want to be one of the guys that did it.”]
 
   
  [image: Dumptruck stood at the cash register buying an extra milk. He was watching Arianna head to the garbage bin next to the window where students dropped off their dirty trays. He nudged Tater Tot who was in line behind him. “There she is, Tater. She’s alone.” When Tater Tot hesitated, Dumptruck said, “Go on! Talk to her.” The red-headed boy saw Arianna dump some trash and then hurry toward the courtyard exit. He changed direction and fast-walked toward her, catching her just before she went out the door. Not too loudly, he called her name. “Arianna!” She turned. “Could I talk to you for a minute?” “Yeah, I guess so.” Tater Tot led Arianna outside. “Look. Um, I know you’ve only talked to me a couple of times. But I have a favor to ask. You know Dumptruck—the guy that threw the hamburger at Boomer? Well, he wants to talk to Hummingbird. Would she go to the library right now? That’s where he is. It’s important…real important. Please?” The “please” got to Arianna. “Well, okay. But I can’t promise she’ll come.” “I’ll tell him you’ll try.” While Tater Tot ran off to get Dumptruck, Arianna looked around for Hummingbird. She was sitting alone on the bench by the gym.]
 
   
  [image: Crossing the courtyard, Arianna tried to think of what she would say. Chris’s toadies want to have a little chat with you? Yeah, that sounded convincing! By the time she was standing in front of Hummingbird (who was still stuck in “I’m so bad” mode), Arianna had just decided to spit it out: “Dumptruck wants to talk to you in the library.” Hummingbird rolled her eyes and gave Arianna the biggest “Oh, please” look ever. Quietly and rationally, she started counting on her fingers: “After the ‘elephant’s toothpaste,’ it was the giant squashes, and then the garden and then the tree. And yesterday it was the black dust.” Looking up at Arianna, she yelled, “Every time we turn around, our eyeballs are bugging out of our heads and we’re hollering ‘What! What?!’” Folding her arms on her chest (Hummingbird’s favorite grumpy- mood gesture), she said, “And now the biggest surprise of all; Dumptruck wants me to help him check out a library book!” “I didn’t make it up,” Arianna giggled. “Maybe it’s another coyote trick.” “I’m sure it is! What does he want?” “I don’t know. It seemed awfully important.” Hummingbird gave in. “Well, come on. The day couldn’t get any worse.” Dumptruck and Tater Tot were sitting at the same table where Rain had told Hummingbird about his dream of the eagle. The boys had wanted a private place to talk. They were lucky. The library was almost deserted.]
 
   
  [image: Tater Tot waved. Hummingbird glanced at Arianna and whispered, “This is so weird.” She half-expected the boys to start flailing their arms and yelling, “Ding-Ding!” Arianna smiled and waved back. “Come on, Bird. Be nice.” Hummingbird hated to admit it, but she was curious. Why would the boy they called “Big D” want to talk to her? Arianna walked on ahead and sat down. Bird followed reluctantly. Trying to “be nice,” she arranged a more pleasant look on her face. Apparently, it didn’t work. Dumptruck looked petrified. Hummingbird stood awkwardly. Finally, Tater Tot said, “Why don’t you sit down?” He nudged his friend. “Dumptruck has something to say. Don’t ya, Big D?” Hummingbird perched on the side of a chair and waited. Dumptruck said, “Hum…,” then broke down before he’d even begun his apology. After several false starts, he revved up his nerve and finally succeeded. “Hummingbird, I…I’m sorry.” Trusting a girl he hardly knew, Dumptruck blurted it out: “I tore up your garden!” Once he’d started, the rest of it rolled out like a flood: “And I’m sorry about throwing the hamburger at Boomer, and trying to trip Simon, and yelling ‘ding-ding.’” He looked at Arianna. “I feel really bad about that. And…” Dumptruck didn’t finish his “ands”—there were some other things he decided not to bring up. Tater Tot filled in. “I’m sorry, too. I was doing that stuff with him.”]
 
   
  [image: Dumptruck looked at the two girls sitting across from him. “Honest. I just want to stop before my mom finds out. She’s got enough to worry about.” Hummingbird wasn’t interested in Dumptruck’s other offenses—only the squashes. “You didn’t tear up the garden by yourself, did you?” “No. It was Chris’s idea. Him and his brother. He’s pushed us into doing other stuff, too.” Hummingbird muttered to Arianna, “I knew it was Chris.” “We just want Chris off our backs,” Tater Tot said earnestly. “That’s the real reason we’re telling you all this.” Dumptruck nodded, “Yeah, before we get in real trouble.” “What do you want me to do?” Dumptruck took a deep breath. “Talk to your friends—Rain, Simon, and Boomer. See if they’ll help us.”]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 24. A full-face view of Simon, a 12- year- old Indian boy wearing a big smile and a pair of glasses. Simon started snorting. “Man! What a great trick! They jump out of a hat like a rabbit—right in front of the captain of the basketball team!” Rabbits in a Hat. That afternoon, Hummingbird and Arianna waited for the boys at the bus pickup. The girls told them briefly about their meeting with Dumptruck and Tater Tot. Hummingbird informed everyone that they needed a “tree stump meeting.” They all agreed to meet in the meadow, before doing homework or anything else. This was top priority. Later that afternoon, Rain and Boomer were the first to arrive at the tree stump. They sat down in the grass, now crinkly]
 
   
  [image: and brown. It was early October and the days were growing shorter. Rain laid back, staring at the autumn sky, and began thinking about Miss Swallow and the coyote’s tree. But it was too complicated. He moved on to a less difficult subject. Glancing at Boomer, he said, “I can’t wait for the Harvest Pow-Wow.” “Me neither.” Boomer started beating on the ground, singing a Round Dance song under his breath. Rain joined him. “I know that one!” a voice shouted. “It’s a Two Step song!” It was Simon. He was running across the meadow; Hummingbird and Arianna were close behind. Rain and Boomer stood up and waited for the others to take their places around the old tree stump where the eagle had given them his healthy wisdom. Arianna positioned herself next to Hummingbird. This was her first meeting. Hummingbird told Arianna that they always took a few moments to think about the eagle’s messages before talking. Arianna thought about what the eagle meant to her. Because she had type 1 diabetes, he would want her to work hard at preventing damage to her body caused by imbalances in her blood sugar levels. She thought about her responsibility to eat healthy and be active every single day. Arianna knew that what she did today determined her health in the future. She felt sure that the eagle would want people with type 2 diabetes and other diseases to think this way, too. Yes, the great bird made her feel strong—strong enough to keep doing whatever she had to do to keep her body well. Boomer voice broke into her thoughts. “Okay, what exactly did Dumptruck and Tater Tot say?”]
 
   
  [image: Hummingbird cut to the chase. “They’re asking us for help—especially you guys.” “From us?” the boys cried. “To do what?” “To get Chris Sorrel off their backs.” Explaining, Hummingbird repeated most of the library conversation point for point—with the highlight being Dumptruck’s admission that he’d had helped Chris destroy the garden. “You mean he actually told on himself?” Simon asked skeptically. “Yeah,” Arianna said. “He apologized for messing with you guys and making fun of me, too. Tater told me that they didn’t know “ding-ding” was about my insulin pump.” Simon wasn’t convinced. “How do you know they weren’t jerking you around?” “Yeah,” Boomer said, “They could be playing us for chumps.” Hummingbird said, “I don’t think so. I’m sure they’re afraid of Chris—I think it’s because of his brothers.” Arianna backed up Hummingbird. “Bird’s right. Chris bosses them around all the time, and puts them down. Tater told me as much.” Rain had been quiet for most of the meeting. Finally, he spoke. “So what are we gonna do? Turn in Dumptruck for vandalism?” Hummingbird was shocked. “Huh? Turn him in? You mean like to Mr. Berry or to the police?” It was obvious that Bird didn’t want to do that. “Mr. Berry’s says to tell our parents or report it to a teacher if a bully is bothering us. Well, that was some bad bullying]
 
   
  [image: Dumptruck did—smashing the squashes. Didn’t your dad call the Neighborhood Watch to report vandalism? Didn’t a policeman come out and take pictures?” “I bet his photos disappeared like Miss Swallow’s did.” Hummingbird grumbled. “You know it. The coyote doesn’t like to leave evidence of his tricks,” said Boomer—now the big expert on coyotes. Rain was persistent. “Pictures don’t matter. Dumptruck said he did it.” Starting to get upset, Arianna cried, “But then we would get him in trouble when he’s trying to do what’s right.” Hummingbird shook her head. “This is complicated. What should we do?” Rain was ready with the answer. “Think like the eagle and the coyote.” “How’s that, RD?” Simon asked. “Actually, I don’t want to get ’em in trouble, either. I say let’s help the guys. Remember what the eagle said about keeping our traditions? Everybody working together, playing together. Dumptruck is a member of our Tribe. We should remember that. Tater’s not a member, but he goes to our school. That’s good enough for me. Besides, we shouldn’t push away anybody wanting to be friends with us.” Everybody nodded. Boomer said, “I think the eagle would go for it.” “So, how are we going to help them?” Simon asked again. Rain smiled devilishly. “That’s where the coyote part comes in.”]
 
   
  [image: Hummingbird laughed, “So you got it all worked out, Mr. Smarty-Pants?” “Maybe not everything, but here’s my idea. Coach Brown is holding tryouts next month for two positions on the 8th grade boys’ basketball team. What if they get on the team? We could get Boo to coach them, and Boomer and I can show ’em what we know. Even if they don’t make the team, they’ll get in good shape and be a lot healthier. That should pump up their confidence.” Arianna brightened. ‘Yes! That’s what Tater needs— confidence! Like with his drawing. He just needs a chance.” “They’re not exactly buffed up,” Boomer said. “They’ll really have to train.” “Don’t forget the food,” Arianna said. “They’ll have to eat healthy food.” Rain agreed it would be a lot of work. Then, he grinned. “But, here’s the kicker. We keep it all under wraps. Chris doesn’t know anything about it until the tryouts!” Simon started snorting. “Man! “What a great trick! They jump out of a hat like a rabbit—right in front of the captain of the basketball team!” “Chris will have a cow!” Hummingbird giggled. Simon choked back a snort. “I just thought of something. We might be keeping too many secrets. We’re keeping it a secret that Dumptruck tore up the garden and we’re not telling anybody that Chris was behind it. Should we do that? Remember how you guys promised not to tell anybody that Vernon Smeed was after Jimmy? That didn’t turn out too great, did it?” Rain sighed, “Simon’s right about that.”]
 
   
  [image: “But RD!” Hummingbird said. “The coyote fixed it so it looks like there never was a garden! How do we say Chris destroyed something that was never there?” Hummingbird was just beginning to appreciate how tricky the coyote really was. He sure made it hard figuring out the right thing to do. Boomer, boy of a thousand defenses and brilliant appeals (usually made to his mother) put on his best lawyer face. Hands behind his back, he began to walk back and forth, pretending to be in deep thought. (Boom watched lots of old Perry Mason reruns on TV Land and Judge Judy, too.) He halted dramatically. “Let’s forget Chris—for now. So, Mr. Berry says bullying should be reported. And it has been. Dumptruck reported his bullying to us. End of story. Besides, we accept his apology for all the crummy things he did, don’t we?” A chorus of “yeses” answered his question. Simon wasn’t giving up. “I still think Dumptruck should do more than just say he’s sorry.” Turning to the girls, Boomer said, “You planted the garden. And he did the ‘ding-ding’ thing on you, Arianna. So, how does he make it up to you?” Hummingbird didn’t hesitate. “That’s easy. Just stop bullying.” “And be real friends—if that’s what they want to be.” Arianna added. Boomer shrugged at Simon: “I rest my case.”]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 25. Full-face head shot of Boo, the store owner, standing in front of two boys. Only the backs of their hats are in view. He could see that his work was cut out for him. These guys had never seen a potato chip they didn’t like. Healthy Secrets. Sky Heart watched the kids at the tree stump. He was always happy to see them continue the tradition of remembering his messages about diabetes prevention. Arianna was there, too. The eagle noticed how respectfully she stood with her friends. Thistle would want to know that their little posse had officially added another member. As he flew toward her nest, Sky Heart saw Thistle trying to round up her bunnies. Several had broken away from their mother’s supervision and had scattered down the hill.]
 
   
  [image: “Need some help?” he called out. Thistle looked up, “Yes, could you herd those two down there toward me? And I’ll grab this one.” Sky Heart landed and flapped the two escapees toward their mother. She safely stuffed them back into safety of their brushy home. Out of breath, Thistle gasped. “Thanks? What brings you this way, Sky Heart?” “Rain and his friends were meeting at the tree stump today. They included the girl, Arianna.” “Oh, I’m not surprised. Coyote showed his power in front of her.” She laughed. “The burps, you know. I thought my eardrums would burst.” Nibbling on a bit of grass, she said, “They probably had to tell her about us. I’m glad. She teaches them about the other kind of diabetes.” “So what is Coyote up to? Have you seen him?” “He’s come by several times. All he talks about is his garden. Have you seen what he’s growing?” “I’ve spotted his work. His squashes are getting big—very big. I don’t suppose he’s said what he’s going to do with them, has he?” “No, nothing about the squashes. He was just going on about that thunderstorm earlier this week. Said he summoned it. He started yipping and yapping—you know how he does— about Rain that Dances being the hail and Boomer, the thunder. Something about lightning shaking things up. I just couldn’t follow him—he’s so crazy sometimes.” Thistle closed her eyes. She suddenly looked very tired.]
 
   
  [image: “Do you think the storm had anything to do with Hummingbird? Is he still playing tricks on her?” Thistle opened her eyes. “I don’t think he’s through playing tricks on anybody.” Turning to go into her nest, she said wearily, “I’m just too busy with my babies right now to worry about Coyote. But I’d say he’s planning more tricks. This game isn’t just about Hummingbird.” Thistle could usually read Coyote pretty well. His storm had blown the kids right where he wanted them—playing a joke or two that would teach plenty of lessons and bringing new players into his fun and games. One of those new players was Boo. Dumptruck and Tater Tot were already at Boo’s Gas ’n Grocery the next afternoon when Rain and Boomer got there. They were pretty excited about the basketball idea. They almost couldn’t believe that Rain, Boomer, and Simon had agreed to help them unload Chris. The boys huddled together to make sure that everybody understood the plan. Boomer laid out the details. “You guys wait out here while RD and I talk to Boo. If he says he’ll coach you, come on in and talk to him yourselves. Okay?” Dumptruck and Tater Tot looked a little nervous, but they nodded. Rain and Boomer casually walked into the store and went to the counter. They asked Boo if they could talk to him after he was through with his customers. Then, they drifted over to the]
 
   
  [image: comics and pretended to be looking at the new arrivals. They had bought this month’s Mammoth Boy, their favorite comic, last week; nothing else of interest was on the shelf. Keeping an eye out, Boomer saw Boo coming over and nudged Rain. “Here he comes.” Boo was smiling. He was always happy to see the kids who had given him the idea to sell healthy Native foods in his store. “What’s up, guys?” Rain took a stab at it first. “Um, well, we know you’re a really good basketball player and um…well, have you ever thought about coaching, Boo?” “Coach basketball? Noooo. I play on the men’s team at the rec center, but that’s all.” Boomer decided to pour it on a bit. “Well, everybody knows you’re really good, and uh, were like a big star in high school.” Uh-oh, Boo thought. I’m getting the Boomer treatment. His radar went up. “I thought you fellas got enough coaching at the school.” “Yeah, we do. Boomer and I are on the 7th grade team,” Rain said, “but there’s these guys we know that would like to try out for the 8th grade team. They don’t exactly play a lot. Not right now, that is.” Boo asked, “Can’t Coach Brown help out?” “Well, not really,” Boomer explained. “Because, see, it’s a secret that they want to tryout.” “A secret? Who exactly are these guys?”]
 
   
  [image: “They’re outside in the parking lot.” Rain answered. Boo walked over to the front window and peered over the top of the “everyday snack” shelves. Two boys were standing by the gas pumps. Hands in their pockets, they kept glancing anxiously in the direction of the store. Boo recognized Dumptruck, but didn’t know the red-headed boy. “He’s new,” Rain said. “His mother’s doing some contract work for the Tribe.” Boo frowned. “They don’t look very athletic.” Thinking Boo was going to say “no,” Boomer panicked and went for the “big beg” too early. “Boo, you gotta help them learn to play basketball! Please!?” “When are the tryouts?” Rain smiled sheepishly. “Um, in six weeks?” “Six weeks! Give me a break, guys! I’m not a miracle worker!” The crushed look of disappointment on the boy’s faces told Boo that there was more to their pleas than just basketball. “Okay, hold on. I’ll talk to them. But, you’ve got to fill me in on this big secret before we go any further. Deal?” “Deal, Boo!” Rain cried. “I’ll get ’em.” Rain charged to the front door and waved excitedly for the boys to come in. Dumptruck gave Tater Tot’s arm a playful punch. “He’s gonna help us!” The two would-be athletes skirted around a car pulling in to pump gas and hurried to meet their new coach.]
 
   
  [image: Boo watched as the boys followed Rain to the counter. He could see his work was cut out for him. These guys had never seen a potato chip they didn’t like. Trying to put them at ease, he smiled and said, “Come on in, fellas. I hear you want to be basketball players.” Dumptruck was eager to convince Boo they were serious. “We don’t expect anything for free. We promise to work real hard!” Boo got right to the point. “RD says you want to keep it a secret. Why is that?” Dumptruck tried to explain. “Well, ah, see there’s this guy, Chris Sorrel, that’s been makin’ us back him up when he’s bullying people. …and we don’t wanna do it anymore. He’s captain of the basketball team. He’d give us a lot of grief if he thought we were trying out. He likes to call the shots on everything.” Tater Tot chimed in. “Chris says we’re a couple of losers. But I don’t think Dumptruck and I are losers. We just want to do something right for a change—like play basketball.” “Yeah, kids on the same team don’t think about who’s popular or who’s different. But, mostly, we need to get some new friends,” Dumptruck added. Boo said he knew who Chris Sorrel was and asked the boys to go on. Tater Tot swallowed uneasily and went first. “I’m new here and thought that if I joined up with the bullies, they’d leave me alone. But I was wrong. I know that good basketball players]
 
   
  [image: get respect around here. I’m not saying I want to be a big hot- shot or anything. We just thought Chris would back off if…” Tater had been doing pretty well up to this point, but now he stumbled. “You know, if we were…” He stopped, at a loss for words. Looking desperately at Boo, he suddenly burst out. “I just don’t want to be ‘Tater Tot’ anymore!” Boo looked confused. “Tater Tot?” “That’s the name Chris gave me when my mom and I moved here last year. He says I look like an overblown french fry! I hate it! Everybody calls me that!” Rain, Boomer, and Dumptruck were surprised at Tater’s outburst. They didn’t realize how much he disliked the nickname. Dumptruck jumped in. “Yeah, he calls me Dumptruck because he says I’m a ‘big load.’ I don’t mind the ‘truck’ part. That sounds kinda cool. But ‘Dump’ really stinks.” The boys burst out laughing. Boomer roared, “That’s a good one, man!” Boo walked around from behind the counter. He put a hand on each of the boy’s shoulders. “All right, ‘Dumptruck’ is out from now on, Walter. And ‘Tater Tot’ is gone, too. I’m sorry, son, what’s your real name?” Self-consciously, the former “french fry” said, “I’m Larry.” Boo could understand why Rain and Boomer wanted to help these guys. They were in a tight spot. Boo sighed—he was a hooked fish. Looking at the boys, he said, “So how are we gonna keep this big secret?” Rain and Boomer smiled at each other. Boo was in.]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 26. Boo, knees bent and arms outstretched, watches as the two boys pass a basketball between them. Boo got the boys comfortable on the court—skipping, running backwards, hopping and landing, and moving laterally. De-Bullification. Over the next few weeks, Boo supervised the transformation of ‘Dumptruck’ and ‘Tater Tot’ into Walter and Larry. Everybody had a role. Simon volunteered to help Boo with strategies for physical conditioning and the girls took over the “training table”—nutrition was critical. Rain and Boomer’s job was on the court.]
 
   
  [image: As coach, Boo took his job seriously. He arranged for his buddies to take Walter and Larry out every morning before school for a half mile of running. After that, they’d do push-ups, sit-ups, and jump rope. He was working them up to running a seven-minute mile. For two hours every afternoon, Boo turned over the store to his sister, Kitty. Then he’d pick up the kids and they’d go over to the old school building used to house canned goods and produce for the Tribe’s food distribution program. The gym still had a pretty serviceable basketball court and middle schoolers never hung out there. It was the perfect hideout. Boo got the boys comfortable on the court—skipping, running backwards, hopping and landing, and moving laterally. Only after they showed him they could move, did he advance to the basketball basics: shooting, dribbling, jumping, and passing. Boo pulled everybody into running drills with the boys. Interestingly, Simon, Hummingbird, and Arianna proved to have a real talent for agility drills. Some days Boo ran the boys up and down the court doing layups until they were ready to drop. His favorite exercise was “the weave.” Later, when they had built some power into their action, he taught them some strategy fundamentals and how to improve essential skills like dunks and good jump shots. He knew they couldn’t possibly be expert at any “smooth moves” in just six weeks, but he wanted them to be familiar with a few of his favorite “fakes.” Mostly, he just wanted them to start thinking like basketball players.]
 
   
  [image: Watching the boys play two-on-two against Rain and Boomer, Boo could see that the hard work was starting to pay off. However, physical training was only half the story. It took a lot of coordination to get the boys eating right in such a short time. The boys’ moms were thrilled that their sons had become so motivated to get healthy (although they were in the dark about their reasons). However, they weren’t sure about the nutrition the boys needed. After doing some Internet research at reliable websites, Hummingbird and Arianna learned that young athletes engaged in high levels of activity needed lots of protein and complex carbohydrates to sustain their energy. Because she was a community health representative for the Tribe, Roberta was able to offer some excellent advice about nutritional requirements. With her help, the girls carefully planned Walter and Larry’s meals and snacks. Then they copied out the recipes and shopping lists and gave them to the boys to take home. Leona, Walter’s mother, was especially appreciative. She had been diagnosed with pre-diabetes; the glucose in her blood was higher than normal but not high enough to be diagnosed as diabetes. Worried that she might develop type 2 diabetes, Leona was happy to get information that would help her stay healthy, too. To show Walter that she was serious, she’d even taken the advice of the Tribe’s diabetes health educator and enrolled in the “Stop Smoking” program. As for Marge, Larry’s mom, the fresh vegetables from Aunt Chick’s garden were helping her to keep down the grocery bills. But mostly, she was just glad that her son was making friends.]
 
   
  [image: Soon, Walter and Larry were talking a new language. No one could remember who started calling a breakfast of whole grain cereals, fruits, and low-fat milk the “the starting lineup,” but it stuck. However, Boomer claimed he was the first to think of “MVP: Most Valuable Players” for lean meat, fish, poultry, eggs, beans, peas, nuts, and seeds (proteins for building muscle, of course); and Simon made up “dribbling,” to mean drinking enough water. Hummingbird and Arianna’s snack motto was “bench the empty calories.” Walter and Larry really took that one to heart. They had dropped sodas, chips, and candy from their snack list. Hummingbird and Arianna also advised the boys to make whole grains half of all the grains they ate. The complex carbohydrates in the whole grain foods burned slowly and gave them energy for a long time. Now their favorite snack was whole wheat waffles with peanut butter. To keep the message going strong, Hummingbird and Arianna made a sign that they hung on the gym wall: Complex carbs rule! Because the boys were frequently invited to eat at Rain’s house, supper began to look like an NBA training table. Before long, the program began to pay off. It was Rain that noticed first.]
 
   
  [image: “See, what’d I tell ya? You guys are looking good.” Walter and Larry stood in front of the full-length mirror that hung on the door of Roberta’s closet. Lying across his parent’s bed, Rain pointed out one of Walter’s more noticeable achievements. “Your stomach’s not sticking out, Walter.” (The kids no longer forgot and called the boys Dumptruck and Tater Tot. The nicknames had become ancient history.) The big eighth grader pulled up his T-shirt. “Hey, yeah. It doesn’t look like a doughnut anymore.” Larry was sucking in his breath and turning from side to side admiring his abdomen. “That’s because we’re not eating doughnuts, man.” Feeling happy about his healthy lifestyle, he added, “Good thing we didn’t start smoking like Chris wanted us to.” “Aw, man,” Walter said, “Chris wasn’t smoking. He was just showing off with those cigarettes. He thought it made him look tough.” Impressed by his emerging physique, Larry started flexing his biceps, too. He’d never had muscles before. Taking a cue from Larry, Walter inflated himself into a quivering crab pose like the “Hulk.” Rain laughed and jumped off the bed. “Hey, let’s do the Incredible Hulk!” The three boys were in various stages of transforming themselves into the green muscle-bound humanoid, when Roberta rapped on the door.]
 
   
  [image: “Sorry to interrupt, guys, but supper is in ten minutes. We’re having Granma’s venison and corn stew.” Doing a double take at Larry who had taken off his shirt, she cried, “Wow! You’re getting ripped!” Larry’s blush, the color of strawberries, set off his red hair rather nicely. He mumbled, “Thanks,” and smiled. When Roberta left to round up Margie and the twins, Rain said, “Seriously, guys, people are going to start noticing. You were just lucky you had health class instead of P.E. this quarter. It’s time to cover up if you don’t want Chris to figure out you’re up to something.” Walter replied, “I got some loose jeans and a real baggy hoodie I can wear. But I don’t think we can fool him much longer. We’re avoiding him and he wants us to do stuff. He’ll figure out something’s going down.” Suddenly, Larry announced. “One of my aunts gave me this dorky fleece sweater for Christmas.” Quickly trying to erase the “huh?” look on Rain’s face, he explained, “Uh, you know, under a jacket it would puff me out—cover up the bod?” Politely, Rain said, “Sure, Larry, that’d work.” But Rain was now curious about how the guys were avoiding Chris. “So, Walter, what does he think you’re doing every afternoon?” “I’ve told him I’ve got detention and stuff, and uh, I told one of his stuck-up friends that my mom said I gotta look after my little brother after school. I figured it would get back to him.” Larry had laid some false trails, too. “I spread it around that we signed up for tutoring. But who would believe we’d do that?”]
 
   
  [image: Turning to his best friend, Walter objected proudly, “We don’t need tutoring. My grades have come up since we’ve been doing homework with these guys. Yours, too, Larry.” Larry smiled. (He was smiling a lot these days.) “Yeah, just doing the homework kinda helps.” Rain heard the scraping of chairs being pulled back from the kitchen table. “Come on, guys, they’re gonna start without us.” Granma was sitting at the table ready to give her blessing when the boys sat down. Larry took a seat beside Granma and Walter sat next to Rain. As Roberta put the big pot of stew on the table, Granma leaned over to Larry. “Rain tells me you participate when Joe teaches Native language.” “Yes, ma‘am,” Larry replied. “Not everybody gets a chance to learn the stuff Joe teaches. Anybody can take French or Spanish at school. But a Tribal language is special. When we move away, it’s a way I’ll be able to remember everybody here.” Suddenly, Larry realized that the whole table was listening— including Walter, who had a troubled look on his face. “What do you mean ‘when you move away?’” he asked. “You know, when my mom gets a job somewhere else.” Looking back at Granma, Larry said sheepishly, “I like trying to learn the language, but I have trouble pronouncing the words.” Granma smiled at her great-grandson. “Rain, these are some fine young men you’ve brought home.” To Larry, she said: “After we eat, you come with me. I’m going to teach you to say the prayer I say every night before we eat. You might not pronounce all the words just right. But you’ll remember it for a long time— and know what it means—that’s even more important.”]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 27. Playing basketball, Chris, with a snarl on his face, elbows Larry in the ribs. Arrogantly ignoring the coach’s warning, Chris dug an elbow into Larry’s ribs. Drills and Thrills. Larry must have said Granma’s prayer a hundred times over the next two weeks—especially the part she’d added about asking for strength because he and Walter were trying so hard to become good relatives. He now understood what it meant to have friends that were really like your family. Larry wanted to make them proud. Finally, the fateful day of the tryouts arrived. Everybody was jumpy. The boys’ plan was to get to the locker room early that afternoon and dress out before anyone else. They wanted no premature run-ins with Chris and his buddies.]
 
   
  [image: They ate a high-protein lunch of grilled chicken sandwiches at lunch, and then went over to the music room where they met up with their new friends. Instead of best wishes, they got some of Boomer’s best jokes and teacher imitations. Walter and Larry (who had never seen his Mrs. Biddy) were rolling on the floor. The kids blew out the jitters like bad exhaust. Before going back to class, Hummingbird, still giggling, slipped them a whole grain snack bar to eat thirty minutes before the tryout. The rest of the school day was no problem. They had a quiz in health class, the last period of the day. It was a snap—true or false questions about “The Food Pyramid.” They’d been living it for six weeks. As soon as the dismissal bell rang, they headed to the locker room. The boys were surprised when Rain, Boomer, and Simon showed up a few minutes later. They said they wouldn’t be able to watch the tryouts. Coach Brown had closed the gym to spectators; only teachers were allowed. The guys wished them luck and said they would be waiting outside the gym with Hummingbird and Arianna. It was time to dress out. Walter changed into a new LeBron James T-shirt and baggies his mom bought him. Larry took off his shirt to reveal a “shooter shirt” that he’d borrowed from Boo. The boys ate their snack and put back on their hoodies. Then they gave each other a wordless fist bump, and strolled slowly down the hall to the big double doors that opened into the gym. The gymnasium never looked so big. Walter swallowed hard and glanced at Larry. He saw a flicker of nerves pass over his friend’s face. Walter did a Mrs. Biddy “squawk” and gave Larry his usual]
 
   
  [image: punch on the arm. They laughed nervously at each other and stood up a little straighter. Several basketball players from the high school were laying out markers for the drill stations. They would be assisting the coaches today. One of the bigger guys saw them and hollered, “If you’re trying out, sit over there!”—indicating the bleacher seats where the team candidates would assemble. Pulling their hoods down over their heads, Walter and Larry sat down and waited. The eighth grade Thunderbirds team soon began to drift in. Chris and his friends Pooch and Cruiser sauntered into the gym last, laughing over a private joke. Following them was a clump of seven boys who huddled together like a small bevy of quail. A high school assistant pointed to Walter and Larry and they quickly scurried to join the other members of their flock. A door banged open on the other side of the gym. All heads turned to see Coach Brown and his assistant, Coach Horn, striding across the court. Both men were in their middle thirties, tall, and broad-shouldered. They looked impressive in their dark blue Thunderbirds jackets. Halting in front of the assembled students, Coach Brown waved the current 8th grade team members to the bleacher seats behind the boys who were trying out. He smiled kindly and thanked the boys who were coming out for the team. He said he was sorry that there wasn’t a spot on the team for everyone, but he knew he could count on their good sportsmanship. Then he got down to business. Addressing himself to the team hopefuls, he said, “Okay, listen up. When I call out your names, come up and get a number from Coach Horn.” Reading from his clipboard,]
 
   
  [image: the coach quickly ran down the roster. When he called the last two names, Walter and Larry took off their hoodies and jogged over to the assistant coach. The gym went silent. Coach Horn pinned on the boy’s numbers and glanced over at Coach Brown. The head coach was staring point blank at Walter and Larry’s miraculous transformation. A small buzz started to waft down from the upper bleachers where a group of teachers had gathered to watch the tryouts. Chris slowly stood up. The expression on his face was a strange mixture of stunned surprise, sideshow gawking, and fury. Finally, a voice that came from one of the Thunderbirds asked the obvious. “Who are those guys?” “Dumptruck and Tater Tot.” Chris’s reply, whispered quietly between clenched teeth, was more like a conviction for high treason than an answer. He sat down heavily. Pooch leaned over and said, “So, now you know what they’ve been up to.” Cruiser laughed and shook his head. No way would he want to be in Dump and Tater’s shoes right now. When the boys returned to their seats, the coach finished up by explaining the tryout routine and how they would be judged. Smiling, he wished everyone good luck and promised not to keep them guessing too long. “The names of the three players chosen for the two team positions and one alternate will be posted by noon tomorrow.”]
 
   
  [image: The tryout started with drills. The coaches and their high school assistants took the candidates through dribbling, shooting, passing, and layups. There were also two agility drills laid out on the court—the Box and the Zigzag. Walter and Larry were the first ones lined up for agility. Larry turned around and gave Walter a confident thumbs-up. They had done these drills with Simon and the girls a hundred times. When it came their turn, the boys sprinted, sidestepped, and shuffled backwards with ease. Walter even showed a certain grace that didn’t go unnoticed. Coach Brown wrote “Excellent” beside both boys’ names on his checklist. Several Thunderbird players murmured their approval. “Dumptruck’s okay.” “Yeah, he moves pretty good.” Chris whipped around to see who was talking, but his teammates had gone silent. His scowl elicited a couple of snickers, but nobody had much to say after that. They were too busy watching the performance on the court. The two coaches scribbled away on their clipboards as the boys dribbled around cone obstacles, passed at targets on the wall, demonstrated layups with the left and right hand, and did their best to land a ball in the basket. When the coach called up two Thunderbirds, Robbie and Cruiser, to throw passes to the contenders, Chris snarled, “Make’em look bad.” They followed orders once it was Walter’s and Larry’s turn—making sure to mix in balls that were too short, too high, or off to one side. The harassment only put a spotlight on the abilities of the newly trained athletes as they dove, leaped, and did everything but somersault for the ball.]
 
   
  [image: Chris stood with his arms folded across his chest, glowering at Robbie and Cruiser as they ran off the court. Plopping down next to Pooch (who thought it was pretty funny), Robbie took a swig of water and shrugged. “Man, they were just too…” Chris cut him off with a short and snappy message, “Shut up or I’ll bust your nose.” Coach Brown blew his whistle and waved everyone off to the sidelines. Joining him at midcourt, Coach Horn said, “You ready to watch’em play some B-ball?” The head coach nodded. “Yep. I think we know who’s strong, but let’s go three-on-three, 10 minutes each. We should be done in a half hour.” Coach Horn randomly called out three sets of numbers assigned to the nine boys. By chance, Larry and Walter were two of the three selected for the first scrimmage. Dexter, a tall, thin boy was the third man. Coach Brown called out the numbers of the Thunderbirds who would play their opposition. Chris was ecstatic when the numbers for himself, Cruiser and Pooch were called. As he led his players onto the court, Chris whispered to Pooch, “This is gonna be sweet.” Coach Brown motioned to Chris and then to Walter to join him at center court for the jump ball. Tasting revenge, Chris whispered, “You’re history, Dumptruck.” Walter ignored him. His concentration paid off. When Coach Brown tossed the ball into the air, Walter was a little quicker. He tipped the ball toward Larry and the game was on. Larry dribbled toward the basket, trying to get around Cruiser who was a good defender. When Cruiser proved to be too good, he passed the ball to Walter.]
 
   
  [image: Chris moved aggressively to block Walter, forcing him to pass off the ball to Dexter. Then Walter turned quickly to screen out Pooch who was guarding Dexter. The screen would have freed Dexter to pass to Larry. He was in a good position for a shot. But instead of initiating the pass, the tall boy crumpled forward on his skinny knees and crashed to the boards. “Phweeeeeet!” Coach Brown stared at Chris, his whistle hanging in his mouth. Did he see what he thought he saw? Ready to chew nails, he marched angrily over to the captain of his 8th grade team. “Chris? Do you mind telling me what that was about?” Turning on his biggest “suck up” smile, Chris said, “Ahh, sorry, Coach. I guess I’m just too pumped or something. I didn’t mean to hit him.” Coach Brown looked around for his assistant coach. “Coach Horn!” “Right here. Behind you.” The coach spun around. “Oh, there you are…did you see that?” “Who didn’t?” Coach Horn and everybody else in the gym had seen Chris violently shove his left shoulder into the back of Dexter’s right shoulder blade. The assistant coach couldn’t believe it. Surely, there was some explanation. Turning back to Chris, Coach Brown said, “I’m calling that a flagrant foul, Mr. Sorrel. What do you think this is? An NBA final?” Widening his eyes innocently, Chris protested in his most ingratiating voice: “No sir. Really it was just a mistake.”]
 
   
  [image: In his firmest voice, the coach said, “I’m watching you Chris.” Turning away from Chris, he called out, “Where’s Dexter!?” The injured party said, “Over here, Coach.” “You okay?” When Dexter nodded, Coach Brown signaled to resume the scrimmage. Coach Horn announced the penalty. “Two free throws and the tryout team keeps possession of the ball.” Holding the basketball out from his body like it was a bomb, Dexter walked slowly to the penalty free-throw line. Walter gave him an encouraging smile and Larry murmured, “Just relax, man.” Dexter could feel every eye in the gym on him. He shrugged and said, “Well, here goes.” He shot two air balls. The ball went back into play. Chris and Pooch traded a triumphant grin as they moved in aggressively to box out the tryout team. In the confusion of the hustle, Chris saw an opportunity for a sneak hit. Arrogantly ignoring the coach’s warning, he dug an elbow into Larry’s ribs. When Larry dropped the ball, Chris hissed gleefully, “Can’t ya take it, Tater?” Dexter saw the foul and glanced toward the coaches, but they hadn’t seen it. They were watching Pooch who had possession and was passing the ball to Cruiser. Walter, Larry, and Dexter chased Cruiser down the court. They were unable to head him off. The Thunderbirds scored on an easy dunk. The points were rewarded by a few whistles and isolated claps from the Thunderbirds, but one look from Coach Brown quickly squelched the poor sportsmanship.]
 
   
  [image: Back at their goal, the tryout boys scrambled for a shot at the basket. Pressured by Cruiser and Pooch, Larry threw a quick pass to Dexter who surprised everybody by scoring two points. The Thunderbirds were so over focused on Walter and Larry that they made a common error. Don’t ignore any player on the court. Heading to the opposition goal, Walter jogged by Larry and puffed, “You okay?” Larry rubbed his side and gasped, “Yeah. I’ll live.” Grinning, Walter streaked by his buddy, mouthing silently, “Fake Layup.” Larry slipped back for the break the way Boo had taught them. He wondered how Walter was so sure he could get possession of the ball. But as promised, the big boy got a rebound. He hurled the ball to where Larry was waiting. Larry took off, but not so fast that Walter couldn’t catch up with him as he headed for the basket. That slight slowing put the Thunderbirds, all fast runners, right on his heels. At the net, Larry launched his jump and pretended to go for a layup on the right. Chris and his teammates rushed in to pick off the shot. They were so fooled they didn’t see Walter move in on the left. Larry knew this was his moment! He pulled back the fake and sailed the ball to Walter who snatched it and rammed it through the hoop. Coach Brown jotted something on his clipboard. Keeping an eye on the players, he walked slowly over to Coach Horn. “Calvin, that play look familiar?” The assistant coach shook his head and laughed. “Yeah, it’s got Boo all over it.”]
 
   
  [image: The coach blew his whistle to stop the play. “That’s fine, boys. Okay, next group!” Dexter headed back to the locker room, but Walter and Larry ran for the hallway where their friends would be waiting to hear the news. They shoved open the gym doors, momentarily making their fan club visible before the tension on the door closer cut off any further observation. But Chris and Pooch had glimpsed just enough to see Rain and Simon pumping their fists in the air. Pooch hooted, “Looks like the jokes on us, man…and the Veggie Crowd thinks that’s just fine.” Chris stopped and glared at Pooch. “Nobody jumps my ‘team’ and gets away with it!” The intensity of his fury took Pooch by surprise, although he was used to Chris’s moods. “Oh, come on, man. Let it go… ” But Chris spun on his heels and stomped after the coach. “Hey! You stopped the game. That’s not fair. We didn’t get to….” Coach Brown looked up from his clipboard. Was this kid yelling at him? In a commanding voice, over-enunciated but perfectly under control, the coach said, “You better check it, Chris.” “No!” Chris grabbed at the coach’s jacket. “You played favorites! You didn’t give us a chance to score again! No fair!” Coach Brown shook the boy off. “That’s enough. Get dressed and wait for me in my office. Now!”]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 28. A jacket hangs limply from a hook on a coat rack. Not understanding, the boy stood up and slipped off his school jacket. The coach took it and hung it up on a coat rack in the narrow hallway. Harvest Time. Chris sat slumped on a couch outside the coach’s office. He was enjoying himself. He’d come up with some great schemes for getting even with Dumptruck and Tater Tot. Chewing at a nail, he smiled when he thought about what Melvin and Jesse had in store for them. Confident that his stepbrothers were the ultimate weapon, Chris boasted to himself, “They’re gonna wish they’d never been born.” When he heard Coach Brown coming down the hall, he straightened up. Chris had rehearsed several]
 
   
  [image: “lines” that he’d used on teachers before. He had no reason to think they wouldn’t work on the coach, too. Coach Brown walked by Chris, ignoring him. He shut his door and called Chris’s mother. The conversation was short, but his mom understood that this was very serious. She told the coach she was worried about her son. She promised that the family wouldn’t shrug off the school the way they did the last time. The coach’s next call was to Mr. Berry. He gave a short summary of the situation and said he would come by the office shortly. Coach Brown stepped outside his office. To Chris he said quietly, “Chris, give me your school jacket, please.” Not understanding, the boy stood up and slipped off his jacket. The coach took it and hung it up on a coat rack in the narrow hallway. Chris eagerly opened his mouth, ready to let fly with a variety pack of prepared excuses and scams: “Nobody understands me, but I can trust you, Coach Brown;” “I’m just studying so hard that I’m tired and strung out;” and a new one he thought was brilliant, “I think I’m going through puberty.” The coach just walked past him. “Go home, Chris.” Coach Brown walked unhurriedly to Mr. Berry’s office. When he got there, a group of sixth graders and their parents were just filing out of the office. Mr. Berry opened his door and ushered out two sixth-grade teachers. To the teachers he said, “I think this shows just how important bystanders are in preventing bullying. I’m proud of you. You handled it just right.”]
 
   
  [image: The principal saw the coach and asked him to come in and sit down. Ashe passed by Miss Shield’s desk, she looked up and said in her world-weary way, “Welcome to the Fun House, Mr. Brown.” The coach parked himself in one of the armless guest chairs opposite the principal’s desk. Mr. Berry looked over his glasses at his athletic director. “So, you think he should be dismissed from the basketball team?” “Yes, I do.” The principal rummaged in his desk drawer for an aspirin, but only found an empty bottle. Closing the drawer, he sighed, “It seems Chris is a very busy boy.” “What do you mean ‘busy boy?’” “Our anti-bullying policy is paying off, Coach. We’ve got kids reporting that older boys are threatening sixth graders and stealing their lunch money. Several children in Mrs. Davis’s and Mrs. Freneau’s class confirmed it. They pointed a finger at Freddie. But he said Chris Sorrel made him do it. Chris threatened him—saying his brothers would beat him up if he didn’t deliver.” Not completely surprised (not after Chris’s behavior today), the coach asked, “What are you going to do?” “Suspension. Counseling, I suppose. It’s sad because he’s intelligent. Chris is smart and finds ways to get other kids to do his bullying for him. We thought he might be behind several incidents, but it was hard to prove. His father flat-out refused to hear anything about it. I’ll recommend family counseling. I hope the parents cooperate.”]
 
   
  [image: “Chris’s mother listened to what I had to say. She seemed very concerned. Anybody else involved?” The principal frowned. “Yes. You know Walter and Larry— the guys they call Dumptruck and Tater Tot?” The coach suddenly felt the floor drop. “Yeah? What about them?” “Well, Freddie said Walter and Larry had been doing the shakedown for Chris. He got roped in because they just weren’t around the last few weeks to do the collecting.” The coach stood up. “You’re kidding! They tried out for the team. Walter and Larry were my top choices. They outperformed everybody else on the court. It was like the Pillsbury Dough boys turned into the Transformers!” Suddenly things were getting very unpredictable. The coach thought, the captain of the basketball team is a mugger and the “good guys” he saw today are his goons? (Gee, can anybody say Coyote?) He sat back down. “How can I kick Chris off the team and put them on the team?” He looked up at the principal. “Miss Shield is right. It’s like a Fun House around here.” “You don’t know the half of it.” Mr. Berry thought about telling the coach that a scientist from the state university was coming to the school. Supposedly, he was going to investigate some strange black stuff that Mr. Pence claimed had been a tree until it collapsed into a heap of dust. But he decided not to. No reason to start rumors. Maybe the seventh-grade science teacher just needed to go to Florida at Christmas and get warm.]
 
   
  [image: The coach stood up and pulled on his jacket. “I’m gonna go see somebody.” “Who?” “Boo.” Coach Brown decided that he would walk over to Boo’s Gas ’n Grocery. He needed a few minutes to think. Smiling to himself, the coach was remembering that game Sky Bluff High had played against Thunder Rock back in February 1992. He was playing point guard for Sky Bluff when Boo had pulled that fake layup and Thunder Rock won 45–43. Boy! The rivalry between the schools was crazy after that game! Pushing open the double doors to the store, Coach Brown looked around for Boo. Kitty was at the register. “Your brother around?” She pointed to the back of the store. Down on one knee, Boo was stocking the lower shelf of baby foods and diapers. He looked up to see Coach Brown, hands in pockets, standing at the end of the aisle. “What are you grinning at?” “Got time for a cup of coffee?” Boo stood up. “Sure. That’s about it for the strained prunes.” Boo went over to his big Roast master coffee urn and pulled down the lever for two cups. Coach Brown added a squirt of milk and asked Boo the burning question: “So what do you know about Walter and Larry?”]
 
   
  [image: Now Boo was grinning. “You figured it out?” Taking a sip from his steaming cup, the coach smiled, “The fake layup. It was perfect.” Boo laughed. “I’ve never seen kids work so hard.” Then the coach dropped the bomb. “I hear they hang out with Chris Sorrel.” Boo stopped smiling. “Not anymore.” He told the coach about Rain and his friends coming to him about the boys. “Walter and Larry want to get away from Chris. I think they can handle it if he comes after them again.” “I hope they can. But, we still have a problem. I was going to put them on the team, Boo. But I can’t now. They stole money from sixth graders for Chris.” “I know,” Boo said casually. “But that shouldn’t keep them off the team.” The coach’s eyebrows shot up. “What? Why not?” “Because they paid it back. All $65 of it. They did odd jobs for me—when I wasn’t running their butts off.” Coach Brown was back in the Fun House. He went sliding and twirling across a spinning floor. Wheeee! “You know, Boo, this is gonna be all right!” Swigging down the last drops in his cup, he smacked his lips and said, “Thanks. That’s the best coffee I ever tasted!” The coach charged back across the road to the school. Mr. Berry was still in his office. They struck a deal. Walter and Larry would do community service as part of the school’s contribution to the Harvest Pow-Wow. That should set everything square.]
 
   
  [image: The weekend before Thanksgiving was the start of the Harvest Pow-Wow and Fair on the Medicine Cave Indian Reservation. Planning a pow-wow was no small job. The whole community was involved. The pow-wow committee had been working for months raising prize money, inviting drums, choosing head men and women dancers, screening traders and vendors, organizing the dance competitions, and debating the selection of a carnival company for the midway. In the week before opening day, the biggest challenge was organizing the volunteers who would set up and manage the pow-wow grounds. Coach Brown made sure Walter and Larry got in their basketball practice and had time to make signs, deliver trash barrels, and help set up the kitchen and tent where dancers would be fed. The boys would have been lying to say they were happy about being “kitchen helpers” and “trash pick-uppers” on the opening weekend, but “working the gates” and “parking/traffic” sounded like fun. All the kids were incredibly busy. But, unlike the basketball tryouts, nobody was suffering from butterflies. Although they would be entering drum and dance competitions, this wasn’t about winning—just fun. Rain and Boomer went into high gear with drum practice and everyone (except Simon) was trying to get down their dance moves.]
 
   
  [image: Today the boys were practicing for the grass dance competition in their age category. Rain liked to wear the deeply fringed apron that was part of his regalia. He said that he needed the swirling yarn and ribbons to give him the right feel of the “grass” swaying in the wind. As the grass dance song was ending, he repeated his last dance step on the right side of his body, and then tried to bring both feet down simultaneously on the ground. Frowning, Rain looked over at Simon who was holding an MP3 player. “You better replay that, Simon.” Protesting, Boomer cried, “Why? We’ve done it five times. I’m thirsty!” “’Cause we’re ragged on the stop. You gotta stop right on the beat, man.” “I thought I did.” “No, you didn’t, Boomer,” Hummingbird said. “Good thing today is a teacher planning day. Without it, you guys wouldn’t be ready.” She was sitting in one of the lawn chairs the kids had set up in her backyard. In between playing “judge” for the boy’s rehearsal, she was repairing some loose threads on her pink dance shawl. Simon started up the MP3 player again. Nodding his head up and down and bending his knees in a deep whirl to the left, Rain hollered, “Simon, you watching? You’re gonna enter next year!” “Yeah, I guess,” Simon said without much enthusiasm. Hummingbird looked up. “Come on, Simon. At least come with us on Grand Entry. Arianna is.”]
 
   
  [image: “She is?” he said brightly. Then he thought about the teasing. “Oh…nah, I’ll look like a goof.” “You gotta get over your cousins!” Hummingbird cried. “They’ll never stop making fun if you don’t get out there and show ’em you don’t care what they say.” A soft metallic thrumming/tinkling sound distracted Simon before he could think of a reply. It sounded like millions of little raindrops coming. Bird turned around, a big smile on her face. Arianna was running across the yard followed by Darlene and Aunt Chick. “Bird! Bird! Look!” “Oh! Arianna!” Hummingbird cried. “I knew it would fit!” Arianna twirled and jumped up and down, the hundreds of small tin cones on the jingle dress beating out a unified percussion. “Listen! I’m an instrument!” In the middle of her impromptu dance, she puffed: “Your mom told me the story about how the first jingle dress healed someone who was sick!” Finally coming to a stop, she looked down at the rows of jingles on the yellow satin dress: “It makes me feel good just wearing it. Maybe I shouldn’t say this, but I‘m glad you outgrew it!” “I just told Simon you’d be in the Grand Entry with us,” Hummingbird said. “You’re going to look just beautiful.” Arianna sneaked a glance at Aunt Chick. “You will, too, Bird.” Darlene said, “Honey, Aunt Chick has a present for you.” Aunt Chick held out a small paper shopping bag to her niece. “Keeping this secret wasn’t easy, Miss Birdie.”]
 
   
  [image: Bird accepted the bag and peeked inside. She gasped. She reached in and lifted out the most beautiful pair of beaded leggings she had ever seen. She ran her fingers over the smooth background of pink seed beads, so expertly applied that no glimpse of buckskin backing was visible. Blue stars edged the tops and bottoms, and fluttering down the leggings, Aunt Chick had sewn rows of lavender, blue, and deep purple triangles. They looked just like butterfly wings. Hummingbird could imagine the hours of labor and love that had been put into each stitch. Tears clouded her eyes. Hugging her aunt, she whispered, “Oh, Aunt Chick, you’re just the best.” Arianna ran jingling over to Simon. “You’ll be in the Grand Entry, too, won’t you, Simon? Looking for an excuse to bow out, Simon said, “But I don’t have any regalia.” “Come on. At least a friendship dance, for Pete’s sake!” Boomer shouted. Simon smiled. “Okay, okay. But only if Arianna dances next to me.” Sky Heart perched in a tall pine and watched the dancing. He had been observing the intense physical training that had been going on in recent weeks and was glad to see the kids just having a good time. When Simon started up the drum music again, the bird bobbed his head in time with the steady beat of the song.]
 
   
  [image: “Hey! You sleeping on the job up there?” Sky Heart looked down. Coyote was sitting at the base of the tree. “I haven’t seen you in a while, Trickster.” “I’ve been busy.” “So I’ve heard.” “You’ve been talking to Thistle,” Coyote said matter-of- factly. He shifted to a spot where he could see Sky Heart better. “I need you, Eagle. Bring the young humans to my garden. I have a gift for Hummingbird. A little coyote—a coyote squash, that is.” Batting his eyes at the bird, he pretended a pitiful plea: “Pleeeese?” “And just how am I going to get Rain, Hummingbird and their friends to your garden? It’s a long way from here.” Coyote ignored the question. His attention had already gone elsewhere. “I feel like a little dumpster-diving tonight. Care to join me?” The eagle looked away. “Stale hamburger buns? No thanks.” Coyote yipped at the eagle’s disdain for his appetites. “You eat carrion, Sky Heart. Give me a break!” “Maybe so. But it’s not pizza garbage!” Sky Heart was rarely irritated, but Coyote had dumped a real problem on him. He was the messenger, but how did he become responsible for this part of Coyote’s plan? Would it backfire on him like most of the trickster’s crazy schemes? Coyote trotted off. “I’ll be at the Trading Post Diner,” he sniffed. “You don’t know what you’re missing.”]
 
   
  [image: Sky Heart looked at the sun. It was time for his midday flight around the reservation anyway. He took off and flew toward the foothills to chart the shortest distance to the garden by road. As he soared above he saw a truck climbing steadily toward the area where Coyote had planted his seeds. A truck! Of course, the bird thought, why didn’t I think of Boo before?]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 29. Full-face head shot of Boomer, a 12-year-old Native boy; his mouth is wide open as he hollers. Boomer started running toward the clearing and disappeared into the trees. Within seconds, the shockwave hit. “Hey! You’re not going to believe this!!” Coyote’s Garden. The next afternoon, Sky Heart was waiting on a nearby telephone pole at Boo’s Gas ’n Grocery. With great relief he saw Rain, Boomer and Simon dashing over to Boo’s before their bus came. Launching his plan, the eagle fluttered down and landed on the roof of Boo’s big wide-bodied truck. Lowering his head so he could see thorough the store’s glass double doors, Sky Heart spied the boys at the comic books. Boo, he saw, was filling the coffee urns.]
 
   
  [image: When the two customers in the store left, the eagle went into his act. He flew to a pile of sticks he had deposited behind Boo’s garage the night before. He swooped low and picked up a big stick with the talons of his left foot. Then flapping above the truck, he dropped it on the cab! Bang! Before the noise had stopped echoing, he did it again—only with a bigger stick. BANG! By the time Boo got to the window, Sky Heart was dropping a bundle of sticks. Some of them hit the cab roof and others clinked and clanged in the bed of the truck. Boo hollered, “Hey, guys. Get over here!” The boys hustled to see what was going on. Boo said, “Look.” Sky Heart was perched on the rim of the truck bed—an extended foot firmly grasping another stick. Rain yelled, “It’s him!” Simon and Boomer simultaneously gasped, “The eagle!” The boys flung open the glass doors and ran outside. Rain stopped suddenly, causing the other boys to skid to a halt. Rain whispered, “We should show respect.” They walked slowly and quietly toward the eagle. The three boys were standing before the great bird when Boo came up behind them. Astounded, he watched as the eagle let Boomer gently take the stick from his talons. “You remember me, don’t you, Mr. Eagle? I’m Thunder Cloud. You don’t need this stick anymore. We’re here.” Boo knew he was witnessing something extraordinary. Unsure that he should even be there, he started slowly to back away. Rain and Simon heard him and turned around. Rain smiled. “Mr. Eagle, that’s our friend, Boo.”]
 
   
  [image: Sky Heart shifted his gaze to the man. Ahh, yes, the eagle thought, the one who will take us. Boo locked eyes with the Great Messenger. For a moment he felt like he couldn’t breathe. Finally, he managed to draw in a raggedy mouthful of air. At the sound of Boo’s gasp, Sky Heart emitted a shrill whistle: “Eeeeeeeee!” Everybody jumped. The boys had never been this close to the eagle when he called out. Rain knew that the eagle wanted something from the man—right now. “Boo, we’ve got to go somewhere. The eagle will show us the way.” Boo cleared his head and nodded. “Get in the truck. I’ll lock up.” Reaching into his pocket for his keys, he thought, Just follow the kids on this one. Just follow RD. As he was turning the door sign from “Open” to “Closed,” he saw the boy looking out the window of the truck. He whispered to himself, “Déjà vu. Just like Granma and Shell Ridge. Here we go again…” Boo climbed in the truck and said, “Where to?” It was Simon who replied. “I think this is about Hummingbird. We should pick her up at school—and Arianna, too. Their bus hasn’t come yet.” Rain added: “Even if it isn’t about her—she’d really be upset if we went off and left her.” “Is she in trouble?” Boo asked. “No, Boo. Nothing like that.” Trying to understand, Boo said, “But the eagle is trying to help her?” “Yeah, kind of,” Rain answered. He had never talked to an adult about the eagle before. He was afraid to say too much.]
 
   
  [image: Boo pulled the truck in front of the school gym and Boomer hopped out to get the girls. They were sitting on a bench in the courtyard. Boo watched Boomer pull up Hummingbird by her arm and gesture toward the truck. She took off running. Simon opened the cab door and Hummingbird jumped in, followed by Boomer and Arianna. Out of breath, she gasped, “Where is he?” Rain pointed to the eagle. He was perched on the roof of the gym. When Boo pulled out onto Old Schoolhouse Road, Sky Heart flew out in front of the truck and set a course for the foothills. Sitting in the front seat next to the window, Rain acted as the spotter, keeping them on the right path behind the eagle. As they drove out of Thunder Rock, Boo reminded everybody to call home on his cell phone and to keep buckled up. He was always super safety conscious when he was driving the kids. When he reached the state highway, Rain directed Boo to go left. Then, they drove fifteen miles before the eagle took them onto a two lane road that meandered up into a line of evergreen trees that bordered the northern foothills of Shell Ridge. Boo cut his speed. As the trees got denser, Rain was having a hard time keeping the eagle in view. When he completely lost sight of the bird, Boo pulled over. Nobody had spoken for a while. Boo looked back at Hummingbird and said, “Hummingbird, the boys thought you might have some idea what this is about.” She shook her head. “I don’t know where he’s taking us, Boo.”]
 
   
  [image: Rain interrupted. “There he is! He’s come back for us.” Sky Heart was circling over the truck. Boo started up the engine and continued up the road. Then, Rain saw the eagle perched in a tree next to a fire road that led into denser tree cover. As directed, Boo bumped off onto the unpaved gravel road and drove slowly. Rain couldn’t see the eagle now, but everybody could hear him calling. They kept driving. Suddenly, Boo jammed on the brakes. The eagle was standing in the middle of the road. Everybody got out of the truck. The bird flapped over to a tree about 20 yards to their left. The trees seemed to be thinner in that direction. Arianna walked to the side of the road and peered through the undergrowth. “I think there’s a clearing over there.” Boomer started running toward the clearing and disappeared into the trees. Within seconds, the shockwave hit. “HEY! YOU’RE NOT GOING TO BELIEVE THIS!!” Boo and the kids took off. When they caught up with Boomer he was pointing toward a huge mass of tangled triangular leaves that entirely filled the highland clearing. “It’s just like the garden at Aunt Chick’s, but bigger than…I can see this big…maybe it’s a…giant, uh…” He didn’t need to point— everyone could see it! “It” was the top of a golden dome that seemed to be floating on the surrounding greenery. Reflecting rays of late afternoon sun, the perfectly round object glowed against a background of cascading leaves, waving tendrils, and ornate curlicues of yellow tubular flowers that drooped dreamily into the green lushness. It was exotic and beautiful!]
 
   
  [image: Boomer yelled, “Come on!” and invaded the choking growth that surrounded the mysterious orb. Rain and Simon followed, helping him pull aside handfuls of leaves and vines. Here and there they discovered some green-striped squashes like those that had grown in Aunt Chick’s garden—and the remains of those the coyote had eaten. Finally, tugging aside a very dense cluster of obstructing vegetation, the boys saw daylight. The small party stepped through the opening into a sunny arena. Neither man nor child said anything. Lying there on its side, still connected to its umbilical stem was a vegetal wonder as formidable and bold as any geological formation. Unlike the green and white stripes of its juvenile stage, the fruit in its maturity had turned a deep golden yellow. But it was the size that was beyond words! King-sized, titan, behemoth, colossal, mammoth, or even gargantuan did not begin to describe it. Coyote had, indeed, grown a food mountain. After a few moments, Rain broke the silence. “Where’s the eagle?” Boomer yelled, “Up there!” Everyone looked up to see Sky Heart circling in the clouds far above. He called out to them once and then flew away to the south. Simon said, “I guess this (nodding toward the plant) is why he brought us here.” Hummingbird looked jubilantly at Arianna. “Obviously.” Arianna asked, “How big is the squash?” Rain walked around the massive yellow fruit. “I’d say nine feet. And about the same across.”]
 
   
  [image: Boo was flabbergasted at the level-headedness of Arianna’s question and Rain’s response. Strangely, the kids seemed to be getting over their shock rather quickly. Frowning, Boo asked, “How do you know it’s a squash?” Bird replied instantly. “It’s a coyote squash.” Remembering Miss Swallow’s identification, she added, “But some call it a coyote gourd or buffalo gourd.” Boo glanced at Bird. These kids knew a lot about this thing. “Well,” Boo said, “someone’s been sleeping here. See? There’s the impression of a body.” Boomer stooped over where Boo was pointing and picked up a clump of dead grass and crumpled leaves. A gray fuzzy wad was stuck on it. Boo said, “Let me see that—it looks like hair.” Boomer stretched up his arm and handed him the clump. Suddenly, Boo recoiled, almost gagging. “Good grief, Boom, don’t you use deodorant?” “It’s not me! Honest! I took a shower this morning.” Simon started laugh-snorting. “No, no, Boo. It’s the squash leaves,” Hummingbird explained. “When you step on them, they smell like (giggling) armpits!” “You got that right!” Teasing some hairs from the fur wad, Boo said, “This looks like dog or maybe coyote.” He sniffed it. “Boy, that’s bad.” Flicking the fur bits off his fingers, he added, “You ought to call it stinking coyote squash.” “Actually, I think that is one of its names,” Bird admitted. Suddenly, Boo’s face lit up. “Hey! Do you know what this could be? Global warming!”]
 
   
  [image: Hummingbird decided to come clean—at least a little bit. “Actually, this squash probably grew from some seeds I started in my Aunt Chick’s garden. I’m not exactly sure how a seedling got up here or how it got so big…but I did use a lot of fertilizer.” Suspicious, Boo said, “You’ve seen one of these before?” The kids said that they had not seen a yellow squash, but they were familiar with the smaller green ones. Hands on hips, Boo turned around and looked at the squash. “Fertilizer. Hmm, so that’s what this is…” Rain added some details. “Bird had the idea to grow some giant vegetables so everybody on the rez could have fresh food. Arianna was helping her. We were thinking of entering one in the pumpkin growing contest at the pow-wow.” Boo laughed. “Well, I’d say Hummingbird’s squash would win hands down!” Rain looked at Bird. “Boo’s right! We could enter it in the competition!” Everybody began to talk at once. “Where would we take it?” “When does it have to get there?” “Can we move it?” Boo walked over to the squash and started rapping on it with his fist. The reflected sound was dull and heavy. “It feels pretty solid to me. I think we could move it.” “How?” The kids cried. “You know your friend, Jimmy? Well, his Uncle Luther runs a small moving business. Maybe he’d know where to get a truck with a crane.” Arianna asked, “How much can a crane lift?”]
 
   
  [image: “Depends on the weight,” Boo said. “How much do you think this thing weighs?” Hummingbird smiled, “Ask Simon.” Simon always loved it when his friends said “ask Simon.” Thinking for a few seconds, he said, “Boo, do you have a rope or some cord in your truck?” Boo nodded. “Okay, somebody find me a stick about a foot long. I’ll be right back.” Boo was impressed. “Wow. Simon can really think on his feet.” Rain laughed. “Simon’s a smart guy. When we teach him how to grass dance, you’re gonna really see some fancy footwork!”]
 
   
  [image: A field of squash leaves leads to a gigantic round squash, towering above the small of figures of a man and five children. Neither man nor child said anything. Lying there on its side, still connected to its umbilical stem was a vegetal wonder as formidable and bold as any geological formation.]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 30. A truck hauls a huge round squash tied down in the truck bed. Somebody says a truck down there is hauling the biggest pumpkin you ever saw. They’re gonna enter it in the contest. Moving Mountains. Simon hurried to the truck and found a big coil of rope and a metal tape measure in Boo’s toolbox. When he returned, he tied the rope onto a stick that Arianna found. Then he gave the stick to Rain and told him to put it on the widest part of the squash—about 4.5 feet from the bottom. Simon ran around the giant with the rope until he reached the stick, measuring its circumference. He marked his end of the rope. Laying out the rope on the ground, he used the metal tape measure to measure the distance from the stick to the mark.]
 
   
  [image: Looking up, Simon announced the result. “It’s a little more than 28 feet around.” Then he explained his thinking. “When we were looking up stuff on the Internet about growing giant vegetables, there were lots of sites about giant pumpkins. We saw a picture of one that was about 15 feet around, and it weighed between 1,700 and 1,800 pounds. You remember that one, Arianna?” “Yeah, it was like the biggest one ever grown.” “So we’re looking at something double that weight?” Boo said. Simon turned around and looked at the giant squash. “Maybe. Pumpkins are mostly water. I don’t know how much water is in a coyote squash.” Boo dropped off the kids and drove back to his store. He had Luther’s phone number somewhere in his an old customer list. He reached him on his cell. Jimmy’s uncle listened patiently to Boo’s problem. When he started to explain that he was moving the big squash for Rain, Hummingbird and their friends, Luther interrupted. “Why didn’t you say so? I’d do anything for those kids! RD saved Jimmy from Vernon Smeed—that fossil poacher!” Uncle Luther offered to bring his flatbed truck or something better. He’d figure out the best way to move it. “We don’t want to drop the sucker,” he said. He suggested they meet at Boo’s Gas ’n Grocery no later than 8:00 a.m. They’d need an early start.]
 
   
  [image: The next morning all the kids were at the store except for Simon. He had planned to bring his dad, Henry, to help since he knew all about hauling heavy loads. Unfortunately, Henry got a late assignment to drive an oil tanker to California. So, Simon went on ahead with Hummingbird’s father, Tom, and her two brothers to show them where the giant squash was located. They would be clearing a path into the clearing for Uncle Luther’s truck. Hummingbird was so excited she couldn’t stand it. She and Arianna started jumping up and down when they saw a truck pulling a funny-looking trailer into the store parking lot. It was big enough to haul a small house. Uncle Ralph leaned out the cab window. “Everybody ready to do some movin’?” The girls shouted, “We are!” Looking down the road, Rain asked, “Where’s Dad?” “Right behind me.” Just then, Gerald came into sight, pulling a trailer with a loader on it. Boo appeared in the open door of his garage. “Wow, man. Look at that elevating platform trailer. You must have some friends!” “Well, if the equipment they use to lift the pumpkins for weighing isn’t strong enough, we can use this trailer.” Boomer came out of the garage wiping his hands on a rag. “Anything else, Boo?”]
 
   
  [image: “Nope. We’re ready.” Rummaging through his garage, Boo had drug out every conceivable tool that might be useful in transporting a giant coyote squash. The only thing missing was the food—but it wasn’t missing for long. Nadine, Boomer’s mom, drove up with her backseat and trunk loaded with high nutrition snacks, coffee for the adults, and lots of water. Going over the last details, Hummingbird announced to everybody that the squash had to be delivered to the farm pavilion at the fairgrounds no later than noon. Her mom, Darlene, had already filled out the entry papers. She would take them to the judge’s tent by 10:00 a.m, the deadline for registration. With that, everybody was ready to go. Boo revved up his truck and led out the convoy. As drivers passed the tight group of vehicles heading out of Thunder Rock, several waved. Others looked in their rearview mirrors, probably curious about where that bunch was going. They’d find out soon enough if they were going to the pow-wow. The procession made good time on the highway, but slowed down considerably on the roads leading into the foothills. When they reached the fire road, Boo pulled in beside Tom’s truck, which was parked on the shoulder. With some help from Boo, Uncle Ralph expertly turned the platform trailer onto the gravel road. He didn’t do much damage except for some smashed undergrowth and a couple of unfortunate saplings. Gerald followed easily.]
 
   
  [image: They drove very slowly to the clearing. Ralph stopped when he saw Simon and Tom signaling to him from an opening in the trees. Tom yelled that the ground was firm—the vehicles wouldn’t bog down. Then, walking on ahead, Bird’s dad guided the trailers to the giant coyote squash. Dale and Richard had stopped cutting back the squash plants when they’d heard the roar of the truck engines. Standing aside, they watched the trucks pull up as close as possible to the “Big Stinker” (that’s what Hummingbird’s brothers started calling the squash after they’d chopped a few of its vines and leaves). Shutting down their engines, the two men got out of their vehicles for a good look at the nine foot tall yellow ball they were supposed to move. All Uncle Luther could say was, “Well, Gerry, paint me purple! I’ve seen it all now…” Everybody gathered around and strategized how to move the squash onto the trailer. Their solution was to lower the trailer to ground level, push the squash with the loader up the trailer’s ramp, fit blocks around it once it was centered on the trailer, and then tie it down. Because it was perfectly round and tended to roll, they secured it with a chain, pulled a cargo net over it, and strapped it to six tie-downs. As an extra measure, Uncle Ralph attached the trailer’s cargo winch line onto the chain. With the squash lashed down securely (and some fortitude provided by a snack break), everybody pulled out of the clearing and headed back to the two-lane road. Once Uncle Luther was on the highway he accelerated somewhat, but was afraid to go too fast. Soon drivers started noticing the truck’s big yellow]
 
   
  [image: cargo; some were honking their horns. The more curious turned around and started following. It was 11:00. By the time that the trailer arrived at Jim Thorpe Road, Uncle Luther was leading a parade—which made the congested traffic near the fair grounds even worse. Old Mr. Curley, who lived in a house next to the industrial park, had been sitting on his front porch waving at the creeping cars. But when he saw the approaching trailer, he hollered to his granddaughter: “Suze, come out here! What’s that thing?” Suzanne opened the screen door and looked up the road. Standing on tip-toe, she was barely able to make out the top of the yellow squash. “It’s, uh, one those parade balloons. I think its Bart Simpson, Granddad.” As the mysterious yellow ball got closer to the pow-wow gate, people began to tag along beside the truck. “Say, what is that? Where’d it come from” “Where you taking it?” Uncle Luther leaned out the cab window and pointed to Nadine’s car: “Belongs to a kid named Hummingbird. It’s a squash. Gonna enter it in the big pumpkin competition.” The word began to spread along the road. Melvin and Jesse, Chris’s brothers, had been hanging out at the gas station across from the fair grounds when they heard the hubbub. Mildly curious, Melvin moseyed over to a bunch of rubber-neckers. “What’s going on?” “Somebody says a truck down there is hauling the biggest pumpkin you ever saw. They’re gonna enter it in the contest.”]
 
   
  [image: Melvin didn’t believe it. No way. Dad’s pumpkin last year weighed in at 1,500 pounds. Nobody could grow pumpkins bigger than Dad! He started jogging toward the truck. As he came up on the giant squash, he started laughing. People are so stupid! No pumpkin’s that big. It was probably a plastic container of corn oil or something. Melvin stopped and let the truck catch up with him. Walking alongside the cab, Melvin sneered, “Hey, that ain’t no pumpkin you’re hauling, Mister.” Uncle Luther wasn’t easy to rile. “Little girl back there says it’s a coyote squash. Some kinda gourd.” The cocky went out of Melvin. “What little girl?” “Name’s Hummingbird. Says she started the squash down here in her aunt’s garden.” Melvin didn’t bother to say ‘goodbye.’ He started running to the farm pavilion where the Sorrel Family had just unloaded their pumpkin. Finally, the parade made it to the gate entrance. Walter was taking tickets. He had been watching for Hummingbird all morning. She’d called the night before and told him they had an entry for the pumpkin competition. Chris hadn’t destroyed all the giant squashes after all! But now Walter was on pins and needles. The deadline was 12:00 p.m. and the clock was ticking.]
 
   
  [image: When he saw Hummingbird’s head sticking out the back window of Nadine’s car, he hollered frantically, “You better hurry! You only got 30 minutes!” At that moment, however, Uncle Luther wasn’t as concerned about time as he was about the turn. He was going to have to back up and make a sharp left to get inside the gate. He signaled to the four vehicles in their party that they would have to back up. Tom yelled back, “We can’t! There’s too many cars behind us!” Watching from the parking area, Larry could also see that the big yellow thing wasn’t going anywhere. He figured it had to be the squash. When Larry saw that it was Gerald towing the loader, he temporarily abandoned his community service. Running across parking lots A and B, and jumping a roadside ditch, he landed next to Gerald’s truck. Frustrated, Rain hopped out on the passenger side. “Man, where did all these people come from?” “Yeah, there must be a billion of ‘em. I gotta get back in a minute. I’m parking cars.” Gesturing up ahead, Larry said, “Man, that pumpkin’s awesome!” Gerald checked his watch and slumped further down in his seat. “Well, it doesn’t matter how wonderful it is if we don’t find a traffic cop.” Larry nudged Rain. “Hey! I know where the police chief is. I saw him writing a traffic ticket.” Rain perked up. “Don’t worry, Dad, we’ll get Willard.” Willard Fox Chief was cousin to Rain’s mother, Roberta. He’d come to Rain’s aid at Shell Ridge when Vernon Smeed had kidnapped Granma. Dodging cars, pow-wow dancers, and tourists, the boys found the police chief making assignments]
 
   
  [image: to a group of volunteers working “security.” Safety and moving cars efficiently were the chief’s top priority. When Willard saw the anxious look on Rain’s face, he asked, “What’s wrong, RD?” Rain wasted no time summarizing the situation. The chief told the boys to jump in his squad car. “Sounds like we got a traffic problem.” By the time they got back to the gate, the watching crowd had doubled in size. Jingling bells, waving plumes, and the flashing colors of brilliant pow-wow regalia created a riotous reception for the giant squash. Coyote would have been very pleased. Hummingbird, Arianna, Boomer and Simon had become tired of sitting in Nadine’s car and had joined Walter at the gatehouse. Miss Swallow was with them. Sammie and Star were there, too. They had grabbed Miss Swallow from the dance arena to come see “Hummingbird’s Squash”—the tag that was quickly replacing “the big yellow thing” among the chattering on-lookers. Hummingbird and Arianna were beaming. Now Miss Swallow would know that the big squashes had been real! When the squad car pulled up, the science teacher leaned down to the girls. “Don’t you worry. Willard will get it through.” And she was right. With whistle blasts, well-aimed pointing, and a commanding palm, Willard pushed back the cars to allow the trailer’s passage through the gate. Unfortunately, Miss Swallow was only half right. When Uncle Luther started his turn, the trailer’s left back wheel bumped into a pothole. Suddenly, the truck lurched and jolted the blocks loose. Hummingbird’s Squash tilted backwards, the cargo net split, and the big ball began to roll. Someone yelled, “It’s going in the ditch!”]
 
   
  [image: With horror, everyone watched as the weight of the squash unbalanced the trailer, lifting its front wheels off the ground. Only the chain and straps held the squash on the trailer. Then, one by one the straps began to pop as the weight of Coyote’s child strained them beyond their capacity. Hummingbird and Arianna screamed, and a loud “Ohhhh” went up from the crowd. Clinching his teeth, Uncle Luther growled, “Hold onnn…” He reached for the power switch to the cargo winch—the last trick up his sleeve. He prayed the winch would hold the chain. He knew he would have to reel in the line tight enough to support the remaining straps. The crowd watched anxiously as the winch whirred and then abruptly stopped. The straps held. The pull on the chain even rolled the squash slightly back toward the center of the trailer. The front wheels returned to earth. Willard gave the signal and Uncle Luther drove the truck slowly forward, unblocking the gate entrance. The crowd erupted into cheers, high-pitched trilling, and booms of approval from a drum group that had been stranded on the road. Tom and Boo jumped up on the trailer and replaced the blocks. Hopping down, they returned to their vehicles and followed Uncle Luther. When they pulled in front of the farm pavilion it was one minute before noon.]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 31. Torso view of Miss Swallow. From shoulders to forearm she is wearing traditional regalia with necklaces. Her hair is braided and she carries a shawl over her forearm. A northern traditional dancer, Betty Swallow was nothing less than stunning in her white buckskin dress, its heavily beaded yoke seeming to fall weightlessly from her shoulders. A Grand Entry. The squash convoy drove to a large open area that doubled as a parking lot and site for various contests and other events. It was big enough for the Tribe to host a tractor pull, horseshoe and archery tournaments, a kite flying contest, and a little kid’s parade. Bordered by the open-sided farm pavilion and the home arts building, it attracted a large number of visitors who came to see the livestock judging and crafts displays. Uncle Luther’s destination was a large tent, commonly called the]
 
   
  [image: “judge’s tent,” that served as the headquarters for all the fair and pow-wow operations. Uncle Luther parked the trailer and everybody jumped out of the cars. A tall, sandy-haired man came running from the entrance to the judge’s tent. It was Les Johnson, director of the local county extension service and a popular official at the annual fair. He called out, “Boy, you guys cut it close!” He shook hands with all the adults, greeting Tom and Gerald by name. They had served with Les on various agricultural business committees over the years. Turning to the kids, he asked, “Which one of you girls is Hummingbird?” Bird smiled and held up her hand. “That’s me.” “You’re famous, honey! The radio station’s got a reporter out here that’s been talking about nothing but ‘Hummingbird’s Squash’ for the last hour.” Looking around at the rest of the group, he said, “Don’t be surprised if he wants an interview.” “Well,” Darlene cut in, “he’ll have to wait until after Grand Entry. These kids have got to get dressed and over to the arena by 1:00.” Les’s cell phone rang. He excused himself and answered. “Johnson. Yeah? A protest?” After a long pause, he said, “Okay. I’ll bring’ em over.” Frowning, he re-pocketed his phone and said, “That was one of the pumpkin judges. He said that somebody’s filed a complaint against your entry. They say it shouldn’t be allowed in the competition.” Simon spoke up quickly. “Wait! That’s not right! It’s okay to enter a squash in a pumpkin contest. I read it on the Internet!” All the kids began to protest loudly.]
 
   
  [image: Tom motioned for everyone to pipe down. “Look, the judges will have to decide what’s fair. We’ll find out what the rules are. There must be some rules. Right, Les?” “Yep, we generally follow the policies set up by the International Pumpkin Federation.” A car horn interrupted any further discussion of pumpkin policy. Roberta was pulling in next to Nadine’s car. She’d been delayed waiting at the gate for a golf cart to take Granma over to the Senior Center booth. Leaning out the car window, she called, “Come on, kids! We’re going over to Joe’s camper to change clothes.” Rain ran up to the car. “Mom, you won’t believe it. We might get kicked out of the pumpkin contest!” “Well, you guys won’t be in the Grand Entry either, if you don’t get a move on.” Boomer grabbed a suit bag from his mom’s car and laid it on top of the other regalia that filled Roberta’s trunk. Jumping in the back seat next to Simon and Rain, he wasn’t surprised to hear Simon worry-warting. “Guys, I’ve got to do something to keep Bird from being disqualified!” Rain and Boomer just looked at him… what could he possibly do? Following Darlene to her car, Hummingbird was still making a big noise, too. “It’s gotta be Chris, Mom! That’s why he destroyed the squash at Aunt Chick’s. He wanted to keep us out of the contest!” Darlene turned around and gave her daughter a funny look. “What are you talking about, Bird?”]
 
   
  [image: Realizing she’d said too much, Hummingbird said, “Oh, nothing, Mom.” Getting in the car, she glanced at Arianna and whispered, “Me and my big mouth.” Arianna warned, “Yeah, you’re gonna get Walter in trouble.” Darlene lowered her head down to the car window. “Girls, I’ve packed everything in the trunk.” Handing the car keys to Dale, she said, “Just follow Roberta, we’ll meet you at the arena.” Before Hummingbird could protest again, she smiled sweetly: “Calm down, Bird. Just remember, whether you stay in the contest or not—you and Arianna got that giant vegetable you wanted…” As the cars pulled out with their disgruntled passengers, Darlene and Nadine headed over to the judge’s tent. Entering its dim interior, they saw that only a few people were about. Tom and Gerald were standing in front of a table talking quietly to Mrs. Elva Eddy, one of the judges. Apparently more interested in farm machinery than pumpkins, Uncle Luther had wandered away to check out a poster display of John Deere tractors. Suddenly, a man’s angry voice broke the silence. “Rules are rules! This is a pumpkin—not a squash contest!” Hoke Sorrel was shaking a paper in the faces of two pow-wow officials who didn’t seem to be very moved by his outburst. Putting an exclamation point on his anger, he turned abruptly and stormed out the back entrance of the big tent. Darlene sighed, and said “Oh, dear. Bird was right. It is the Sorrels…” Tom and Gerald came over and described the situation. “We’re supposed to come back at 3:00,” Tom said. “The judges]
 
   
  [image: are giving us an opportunity to argue against the protest. Hoke Sorrel says that squashes are excluded according to this…” He handed Darlene the same photocopy that Hoke had been waving around. Gerald explained, “It’s the official rules of the International Pumpkin Federation.” Checking his watch, he said, “We better get going. I’d like to get some pictures.” Darlene read the judging guidelines out loud as they made their way to the pow-wow arena. When she got to the part about the color requirements, Uncle Luther (who wasn’t a gardener) broke in. “Boy, some people really take this stuff seriously!” Darlene said, “If you think that’s serious, listen to this.” She was about to recite the rules about skin quality when they heard the host drum launch the song for the Grand Entry. Quickly stuffing the rules in her tote bag, she said, “The rest of this can wait.” Hurrying to join the huge crowd of spectators, they could see above the heads of the onlookers, the crook of the furred eagle staff begin its forward movement into the arena. Tom and Darlene broke off, looking for a pathway through the crowd. Uncle Luther, Gerald, and Nadine did the same. Finally, Tom found an opening behind a row of lawn chairs occupied by members of the Senior Center—just in time to see the men fancy dancers and grass dancers twirling past. He and Darlene watched as the traditional women dancers followed, their long fringed shawls, draped over their arms, swinging gracefully in time with the drum. Darlene nudged Tom, “Look, there’s Miss Swallow.” A northern traditional dancer, Betty Swallow was nothing less than stunning in her white buckskin]
 
   
  [image: dress, its heavily beaded yoke seeming to fall weightlessly from her shoulders. She looked like a willow in the wind. After the women came the boys. Tom and Darlene saw Rain and Boomer go by with the junior grass dancers. Knowing that Hummingbird and Arianna couldn’t be far behind, Darlene craned her neck, looking for the girls. Spotting a pink and yellow pattern emerging from the churning colors of the Grand Entry, she cried, “Here they come, Tom!” Tom raised his cell phone and snapped pictures as Hummingbird’s pink shawl spun past. Arianna was right behind her. Although a beginner, she side-stepped and zigzagged just as Aunt Chick had taught her—flashing a smile that was almost brighter than the jingles on her yellow dress. Being pressed by the people behind them, Tom and Darlene decided to make an escape—they needed air. Fortunately, they spotted Uncle Luther on the outer fringes of the crowd and joined him. They stood respectfully until the Grand Entry concluded with the invocation and closing song. After the spectators broke up, it didn’t take long for the kids to find them. Hummingbird called out, “Mom! Dad! Did you see us?” “We sure did. And Daddy got pictures.” Boomer’s tongue was hanging out. “Mom, if I don’t get something to drink, I’m gonna pass out.” Nadine said, “These kids need water. Let’s go back to my car and get out the cooler.” “Good idea,” Tom said. “We have to get back to the judge’s tent by 3:00 anyway. It’s almost 2:00 now.” Turning to Hummingbird, he said, “We’re going to have to defend]
 
   
  [image: your squash’s entry in the contest, Bird. Your mom’s got the official rules.” Arianna looked around, “Simon! Where’s Simon? He just disappeared before we lined up for the Grand Entry.” “He’s right over here!” Roberta answered. Everybody turned to see Roberta, Simon, and Miss Swallow hurrying around the periphery of the pow-wow arena. Simon was looking pretty sharp in a ribbon shirt that Darlene’s boys had outgrown. “Where did you go?” Rain asked. “Your mom took me back to your house,” Simon said. Smiling proudly, he said, “I printed off the websites of pumpkin contests where a squash was allowed into the competition.” Looking up at the science teacher, he continued. “Then we went to find Miss Swallow. She knows all about coyote squash.” Miss Swallow explained. “Simon remembered some information about coyote squash that I had…uh…thumb- tacked on my bulletin board. I’m sure that Hummingbird’s Squash is a stinking buffalo gourd. It’s sometimes called a coyote squash.” “Well, its leaves sure do stink!” Uncle Luther said. “Whew, yeah, that stuff is ripe. I can still smell it,” Tom laughed. Darlene fished in her tote for the copy of the rules. Handing the paper to Miss Swallow, she said, “These are the judging guidelines they gave us.” Miss Swallow glanced at the paper. A little smile passed over her face. “If somebody will drive me to the school, I’ll get my research folder.”]
 
   
  [image: “I’ll drive,” Nadine volunteered. “I’d like to hear more about this stinking gourd.” As they were leaving, Nadine turned and laughed, “Will somebody feed and water Boomer, please?” “Yeah, Mom,” Rain cried, “the food smells are driving us crazy! Can we eat?” Roberta said, “Let’s go over to Food Alley. Boo’s selling his Native snacks and the county extension service is serving up grilled corn in the husk, baked potatoes, turkey legs, and chicken and bison kebabs. Oh, and just wait until you see the Tribal health department’s booth! You’ll love it! It’s called ‘On a Stick.’ We’ve got veggie dogs—roasted potatoes on a stick, peanut butter on a stick—that’s peanut butter balls between grapes, turkey medallions on a stick, salad on a stick, frozen fruit on a…” “What about water on a stick...?” Boomer gasped. Gerald grabbed Boomer around the shoulders and pushed him playfully toward the vendor booths. “Come on. Let’s go find this boy some ice cubes.”]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 32. An easel holds a poster suggesting an illustration of the gourd family tree. Pointing to a family tree chart on the easel, she explained, “The pumpkins and squashes all belong to the gourd family and to a tribe of gourds called the Cucurbiteae.” Pumpkin Arguments. Hummingbird ran on ahead. It was just before 3:00. She slowed when she saw the crowd milling about in front of the entrance. Suddenly, a man with a microphone came running toward her. It was MC (Medicine Cave) Charlie, the DJ from KHOT—“The Home of the Thunderbirds”—the reservation radio station. He was doubling as the roving reporter at the pow-wow today.]
 
   
  [image: The rest of the group caught up to Hummingbird, just as she was wondering what it would be like to be on the radio. Biting off a wedge of potato from his veggie dog, Rain said, “Looks like he’s gonna ask you some questions.” Tom wiped his mouth with a napkin and said, “Why don’t the rest of you go on in? Bird and I will talk to Charlie.” Still munching, the little troop of “squash supporters” headed for the big tent, smiling at the DJ as they passed. Tom shook hands with Charlie, who announced into the microphone, “Well, folks, we’ve finally found the famous Hummingbird and her dad here at the judge’s tent. Let’s see what she can tell us about her 9-foot squash. How did you grow it so big?” “I don’t really know. Um, I put some fertilizer on the seeds and then it got transplanted and it just grew…kind of on its own.” “Uh huh. Well, everybody’s waiting for the judges to make the decision whether it’s eligible for the monster pumpkin weigh-off. What are you going to say to convince them, Hummingbird?” “Well, Miss Swallow is going to speak for us. Ah, I guess she’ll talk about its scientific classification—you know how it’s related to pumpkins?” “Sure, of course, its, uh, classification. I know our listeners will be really interested in that. Best of luck!” Looking for a more exciting interview, MC Charlie had quickly moved on to a small crowd gathered around a table advertising “Guess the Giant Squash’s Weight.” Granma Hettie was selling guesses for a dollar. The prize was a lap quilt pieced by the ladies at the Senior Center.]
 
   
  [image: Tom laughed and said, “We’ve got some enterprising elders around here.” Father and daughter ducked into the tent. Simon stopped them before they got past the entrance. He was handing out copies of his web searches about the eligibility of squash in pumpkin contests. Apparently, Granma wasn’t the only one being enterprising that morning. Giving a copy to Tom, Simon explained excitedly, “Maybe it’ll help us if we can get the crowd on our side!” Tom thought, this boy will be running for Tribal Council before he’s out of high school. Walter and Larry rushed past them, hauling in extra chairs to seat the still-growing audience. They stopped long enough to tell Bird they were pulling for her. Walter said, “Mr. Johnson’s letting us off parking lot duty so we can stay and see how it turns out!” Larry pointed to the portable bleachers that had been hastily assembled by some pow-wow volunteers. “Look, Bird, everybody’s here!” Mr. Berry, Coach Brown, and a small cluster of teachers had commandeered a whole row of the bleachers. Mr. Pence wasn’t with them—he was seated on a portable camp stool he had set up behind the judge’s table. “Thunder Rockers” from the middle school were sitting on some butcher paper they had spread out on the sawdust floor. Who needed chairs? Little Deb, Star, and Sammie jumped up from the group and ran over to congratulate Hummingbird. Sammie was gushing as usual. “This is so much better than the science fair, Bird!” Hummingbird bumped fists with her “gal pals” and said thanks. She was really glad they were there.]
 
   
  [image: Not to pass up a little enterprise himself, Boo was setting out bottles of water on the judges table, complements of “Boo’s Gas ’n Grocery.” He handed a bottle to Miss Swallow, who was already back from the school. She was busy moving the easel holding the John Deere tractor display to one side of the judges table. When she saw Bird, she called out, “Bird, will you help me put up these pictures of the coyote squash?” “Sure, Miss Swallow!” Bird went to the easel and took down the tractor advertisements. Pinning up the photocopies, she said, “Just think. If the coyote squash hadn’t been on the tree we found in the shed, you wouldn’t have printed off these pictures.” Miss Swallow reflected on Hummingbird’s comment. “You’re right, Bird. If it wasn’t for the tree, I wouldn’t know much about coyote squash.” She glanced at her stack of notes. “Maybe nothing at all.” Hearing a little stir in the crowd, she turned and looked toward the tent entrance. The Sorrel family had come in and was looking around for seats. A volunteer indicated three metal chairs at the front. Hoke, Melvin, and Jesse headed toward those seats, while Althea and Chris climbed to the top row of the bleachers and found an empty space on one end. Since his 10-day suspension began, Chris had been spending most of his time at home. He had focused on his school assignments and had attended a counseling session his mother set up with the Tribe’s Youth and Family Counseling Program. Chris had made only brief replies to counselor’s questions, but had opened up to his mother when they returned home. For the first time, she really listened to his complaints about Melvin and Jesse. In the days since then, things had been more relaxed between Chris and his mother. She had even stood up to his]
 
   
  [image: stepdad when Melvin started hassling him for getting kicked out of school. That was a first. Chris watched Hummingbird helping Miss Swallow. He wasn’t very interested in what his self-perceived rival was doing. Even when the judges entered the tent, he merely glanced at them with indifference. He already knew how this debate was going to turn out. Les Johnson, the contest coordinator, made his way to the judge’s table. He laid out a set of folders at each judge’s place containing the registration forms for the contest entries, the Sorrel’s complaint, and a copy of the International Pumpkin Federation (IPF) manual. He checked the microphones on the table, and then pulled out a chair for the senior judge, Elva Eddy. She was a well-known gardener on the reservation. Dave Corn (Mrs. Corn’s husband), famous for his prize-winning pie pumpkins, seated himself next to Elva. The last judge was Mike Good Face, a respected referee in the junior division at local Golden Gloves bouts. Mike had a reputation for being a fair man; everybody trusted his rulings. Looking around the tent, Hummingbird saw that it had just about reached capacity. The police chief, Willard Fox Chief, was one of the last people to squeeze in. He was escorting Rain’s great-grandmother (who was also Willard’s great-aunt) to some lawn chairs that had been set up for elders. Granma Hettie sat down and waved at Bird, mouthing, “Good luck.” Hummingbird waved back and quickly finished tacking up a hand-drawn chart Miss Swallow gave her. Then, passing on the “good luck” wish to her favorite teacher, she hurried to join her family and friends.]
 
   
  [image: Les opened the hearing by welcoming everyone and thanking the volunteers for setting up the seating so quickly. He reminded the attendees of the no smoking sign, and quickly reviewed the issue to be debated, explaining that Miss Swallow would answer the judges’ questions for Hummingbird. The judge’s questions, he added, would give the audience a good idea of the criteria for a qualified entry. Elva led off with a statement that would not have surprised anyone who had correctly read the rules of the International Pumpkin Federation. “Mr. Hoke Sorrel has protested that the fruit entered by Hummingbird is not a pumpkin and is, therefore, not allowed. We disagree with Mr. Sorrel. The IPF allows squashes to enter a giant pumpkin competition. The winner is the heaviest pumpkin or squash.” Someone in the audience impatiently called out, “Who cares what it is—how come it’s so big?” Elva nodded. “I know, I know. Like everybody here, I want to know how Hummingbird’s entry grew so large. But our job right now is to determine what it is, not how it got to be 9 feet tall. So, Betty, can you tell us what that big yellow thing is—a pumpkin or a squash?” Miss Swallow stood up. “No, Elva, I can’t.” Hummingbird’s yelp was lost in the crowd’s surprised reaction. Boomer protested—loudly, “That’s not what she’s supposed to say!” Nadine shushed her son but, like everyone, she didn’t know what Miss Swallow was up to. Rain and Simon didn’t miss the celebration in the front row. Hoke was clapping and Melvin and Jesse were “high-fiving” each other.]
 
   
  [image: When the audience settled down, Mike Good Face leaned forward and asked, “Then what is it, Miss Swallow?” “It’s the fruit of a plant whose scientific name is Cucurbita foetidissima. It’s a gourd—most often called the stinking gourd or stinking buffalo gourd. But sometimes called a coyote squash.” Miss Swallow continued, “I would like to request that this gourd be allowed in the contest. I have several photos of the plant here. As you can see, its fruit is normally about the size of a tennis ball.” Pointing to two photos, she said, “The stinking gourd has green and white stripes like a squash when it is young, and it’s yellow like a pumpkin when it is mature. Therefore, it meets the IPF’s color requirements for a squash and a pumpkin.” “Which is it most related to—a pumpkin or a squash?” Dave Corn asked. “Actually, a pumpkin is a squash—a winter squash. Sorry, I know this is very confusing. These plants are so closely related that it is hard to classify them as different.” Pointing to a family tree chart on the easel, she explained, “The pumpkins and squashes all belong to the gourd family and to a tribe of the gourds called the Cucurbiteae. One of the groups in that tribe is called the “cucurbits.” They are the edible gourds—like squashes and pumpkins. The stinking gourd is a cucurbit—but the fruit is poisonous. It is not edible.” Trying to smash Hummingbird’s Squash one more time, Melvin suddenly yelled, “Yeah, nobody would want to eat it. It stinks like a rotten sewer! Step on it and you’ll have to throw away your shoes!”]
 
   
  [image: Miss Swallow turned and stared at Melvin. How did he know what a stinking buffalo gourd smelled like? Of course, she thought, he would know if he had crushed its leaves…like in Aunt Chick’s garden. Willard was thinking similar thoughts. He had stepped out from behind Granma Hettie to see who was talking. Those were the same words that the Neighborhood Watch officer had used to describe that vandalism case. Willard made a mental note to ask Melvin a few questions. They both refocused their attention on the judges when Elva Eddy responded to Melvin. Playing on Miss Swallow’s reference to the “cucurbit tribe,” she joked, “Because a Tribal member stinks, young man, you wouldn’t take away his enrollment, would you? Maybe he just needs a bath!” Laughter rippled across the crowd. Elva held up her hand for quiet. Getting serious again, she said, “Betty, you just said that squashes and pumpkins are ‘edible gourds.’ Can we eat any part of the stinking gourd? Or,” she smiled, “is it really just a big weed?” Miss Swallow smiled, too. “No, it’s much more than a weed. Our ancestors roasted the seeds or ground them into flour. They’re really high in protein and healthy fats. Traditionally, the fruit has been used as soap and for medicines, and to control insects. I think we should take into account that animals benefit from the gourd, too—porcupines and coyotes eat the seeds. There are even new uses being discovered for the stinking gourd. The root can weigh as much as 220 pounds and can burn like wood. There’s some research showing it can be used for fuel in countries that have few natural resources.”]
 
   
  [image: The judges jotted down a few notes. Then they looked at Les and nodded. They had no more questions. Les turned to the Sorrels. “Is there anything you would like to say, Mr. Sorrel?” Hoke just folded his arms and stated forcefully, “A pumpkin is a pumpkin!” The judges got up and conferred with Les. He pulled a microphone toward him and announced that they were retiring to make their decision. People immediately began to stand up and chat with their neighbors, but nobody left. They weren’t giving up their seats. This show was too good. Elva, Dave, and Mike picked up their folding chairs and exited the tent. They placed them in a circle under a nearby awning set up for picnickers. Putting their heads together, they quickly arrived at the most important questions to be discussed. Mike went first. “What about the fact that it’s poisonous and can’t be eaten?” “We don’t eat giant pumpkins either—they’re just ornamentals. That shouldn’t be a reason to exclude Hummingbird’s entry,” Dave replied. “Okay, that settles that,” said Elva. “What about Miss Swallow’s request that we broaden the rules to allow gourds?” Not waiting for an answer from her fellow judges, she went on. “I don’t like the idea of excluding any plant in the gourd family. I think we should allow it as a gourd.” “But should we be creating our own rules?” Dave asked. “Why not? It’s our contest.” Elva was a big supporter for Tribal sovereignty. She had been an activist in her day and]
 
   
  [image: always took a stand for self-determination. “We should follow our own values. Why do we need the IPF? I say family comes before rules!” “But think about it, Elva,” Dave countered. “Can you imagine how much that thing out there weighs? The IPF would recognize our Tribe as growing the biggest “cucurbit” in the world! If we don’t go by the rules—the weight won’t count. Hummingbird’s Squash could put us on the agricultural map!” Elva considered this and backed off a little. Then she said, “But we all agree that it is in the same tribe as the squashes and pumpkins?” Both men nodded ‘yes.’ “Then we can safely classify it as a squash. That doesn’t violate any rules—even the ones about the color requirements. I think we’re done.” “We’re making the right decision,” Mike said, “but I’d like to offer a suggestion. Why don’t we have two divisions—one for pumpkins and one for squash. The winner of each division goes on to compete for the title of biggest squash or pumpkin. Hoke won’t win the overall title, but he can still claim he grew the biggest pumpkin—which will probably be true. Then, we write to the IPF and suggest that they include gourds in the competition. I’m with you, Elva, on the ‘family’ thing. We just need to change the rules, not break them.” Elva and Dave smiled at Mike. “You’re a wise man, Mr. Good Face,” Elva said. Apparently the crowd that had been waiting for their decision agreed. The cheer that went up could be heard across the fairgrounds.]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 33. Chris throws a ball, hitting three milk bottles that tumble in different directions. Chris bought three throws and aimed a fast pitch at the two bottom bottles. The bottles went flying and he won a small teddy bear. Holes and Soft Spots. The tent emptied quickly. Roberta and Nadine herded the kids back to Joe’s camper where they changed clothes. The moms wanted their regalia to be in good shape the next day when the junior dance and drum competitions were scheduled. The rest of the day they could run the midway. The plaintiffs in the great pumpkin/squash debate went their separate ways, too. Hoke Sorrel found his wife and admitted that, although he was disappointed, the judgment was fair. He]
 
   
  [image: would settle for the title of biggest pumpkin at the weigh-off. Melvin and Jesse’s sullen expressions said it all—they thought he’d been robbed. They slunk off without saying anything. Chris listened a while longer to his stepdad prattle on about keeping his pumpkin title, but he was sick of the whole subject. He told his mom he was going to play some carnival games—he would win her a teddy bear. Chris headed toward the midway but he didn’t get very far. Jesse was waiting outside the tent. He grabbed Chris’s arm from behind and spun him around. Sticking his nose in Chris’s face, he snarled, “If you had busted up that garden like you said, this wouldn’t be happening. You can’t even knock out some crummy squash. Now everybody’s laughing at us! Loser!” Chris immediately flared up, “Melvin was there, too. Why not blame him?” “Cause he’s my brother…and you’re not!” “Who would want to be your brother, Jesse? Huh? You and Melvin think the answer to everything is beating up people and being stupid. You’re the losers!” Melvin suddenly appeared behind Jesse. Backing up his brother, he said, “You better watch it, Chris.” Chris laughed. “If you could read, Melvin, you’d know that the rules allowed a squash in the contest. All that Hummingbird and that pile of green stuff she calls her friends had to do was prove that it was! Didn’t you see that stuff Simon was passing out? Miss Swallow had all the evidence. Dad made a fool of himself! I didn’t make people laugh at you—you did!]
 
   
  [image: “Yeah, well,” Melvin said smugly, “if you’re so smart—how’d the big science fair winner get suspended from school?” “Ha!” Chris snapped. “That’s nothing, Mr. Genius, compared to what’s going to happen to you. You just confessed to everybody with half a brain, like Willard Fox Chief, that you vandalized that garden!” Giggling like a little girl, Chris mocked, “‘Oooh, stepping on the leaves got stinky stuff all over my wittle shoes!’” A look of uneasiness passed over Melvin’s face. “No way, man. Busting up that garden was your idea. You just better keep you mouth shut.” Melvin turned away, glancing nervously at his brother. “Come on, Jesse. This guy’s crazy.” Still laughing, Chris shouted after them, “You’re so stupid you don’t even know Dad could still win!” Chris didn’t move for several seconds. He just stared at the backs of the stepbrothers that made his life so miserable— until they disappeared into the crowd. Then, head down, he started walking toward the midway. He trudged about aimlessly for a while before turning into Arcade Alley. The “Lucky Duck” shooting gallery caught his eye and he bought a ticket. But Chris couldn’t concentrate. He popped off several rounds with the toy rifle and hit nothing. Next, he tried the “Test Your Strength” game. He banged away with the mallet at the base of a tall scale that rose like a giant thermometer. But he came nowhere ringing the bell. His swing was too wild. Discouraged, Chris wandered around watching other people play the carnival games. He lingered at the Ring Toss and Dime Pitch, but they were boring. Finally, he focused on the]
 
   
  [image: Milk Bottle Topple. He watched player after player throw a ball at three milk bottles stacked in a pyramid—and lose their money trying to knock them over. Chris noticed that the three bottles toppled only when the ball was thrown with enough force at the ones on the bottom. He bought three throws and calmly aimed a fast pitch at the two bottom bottles. The bottles went flying and he won a small teddy bear. He did the same on the next two throws—trading his prizes up to a big teddy bear. Chris bought more throws…and more throws. Finally, the carnival worker running the game took him aside. “Say, kid, why you don’t move on. I gotta keep my job.” Chris smiled agreeably. No reason to be greedy, he thought. Mom will like the stuffed monkey, tiger doll, and gum ball pillow—but she’ll really love the giant teddy. The clown wig and “I’m with Stupid” T-shirt he would save for Melvin and Jesse. Chris’s bad mood seemed to have passed, but as Coyote said, winning always had a bad effect on him. Unlike Chris, Hummingbird, Arianna, and the boys had passed up the games—they were more interested in the rides. The girls started off slowly on the family rides. They rode the Spinning Sombreros and the Ballerina Twirl before moving up to scarier fare. They were standing in line with Rain and Simon at the Flying Octopus when Boomer challenged them all to the Loopy Anti-Gravity ride. He firmly believed that stomach- churning terror was the only way to have fun at a fair. They wisely decided to stick with the Octopus. Boomer later wished]
 
   
  [image: he had. He found out that gravity has a funny way of re-exerting its powers—especially on your lunch when you are strapped into a gondola car that’s upside down and thirty feet off the ground. After Boomer recovered, everybody headed back to the pow-wow arena. They were supposed to meet up with their families at 5:30. Social dances were scheduled about that time and everybody wanted to join in. Two very special visitors were already at the arena, hidden behind the stage where the well-amplified Master of Ceremonies was announcing the upcoming contests and which drums were singing. They had spent the afternoon watching the dancing competition and were now indulging in some chow provided by that well-known gourmet—Coyote. Thistle exclaimed, “Fruit salad! Where did you find it?” Coyote nudged the plastic container toward the rabbit. “Never mind, there’s more where that came from.” Sticking his head into his other prize, a large white paper sack, he dragged out half of a chicken sandwich. Coyote wolfed down his treat quickly, but Thistle wasn’t as hungry as she thought she was. “Thanks for finding this fruit for me, Coyote. But I’m suddenly feeling a little down…” Her chin started to tremble. “It’s just that it’s hard when my babies start foraging for themselves. I’m going to miss them so much.” Coyote stopped licking the mayonnaise off the sandwich wrapping. “Thistle, eat a pineapple chunk. You’ll feel better. Besides, your babies haven’t run off yet.” Cocking his head to the side like coyotes will do, he asked, “Were there any rabbits like you in this litter, Thistle?”]
 
   
  [image: “No, not this time. But over the many years, there have been some like me.” Thinking about this, she frowned and asked, “How old are we, Coyote?” “Well, let me see. We were born in that winter when the first story was told. That was long, long ago when it was cold most of the time.” “So, what does it mean when one of our children is like us?” Coyote thought carefully. He wanted to express himself in the right way. Finally, he said, “When one like us is born, it means that the stories the people tell about us are changing. If they only told the new stories, we would only live through our children. But, it seems they still like and remember the old ones, too. We are still here.” Then his mouth stretched into his big toothy grin. “The old tricks are the best! And I love to play them. They’ll be telling stories about me forever!” Thistle began to eat her fruit. Swallowing a grape, she said, “Coyote, you are so bad and so good, so wise and so crazy… You’ve lifted my heart today.” Suddenly the drumming and singing stopped and all the dancers came to a halt. “What’s happening?” Thistle asked. “Somebody’s dropped an eagle feather.” “Ohhh. Yes, of course. Everyone is standing. Sky Heart must be very happy when the people honor him.” “He deserves the honor,” Coyote said quietly. The animals watched as a ceremony was performed and the feather was returned to its owner. Then, the young men’s fancy dance competition resumed. After it concluded and the dancers got a drum roll, the MC announced a Rabbit Dance. “This is a]
 
   
  [image: social dance. Everybody come into the arena—men and women, all tribes, all visitors!” “Did you hear, Coyote? A Rabbit Dance!” “Maybe they are honoring you now, Thistle,” Coyote teased. “Look! There’s Rain and Hummingbird and their families, and Boomer and his mom.” Naming off the couples, she went on, “Walter asked Miss Swallow…oh, how funny—Larry is dancing with Margie. And Simon and Arianna—they’re holding hands! That’s so sweet!” Thistle squealed. When the social dance ended, everyone clapped and laughed as they exited the arena. “It looks like the kids are leaving. They’re headed toward the parking lots,” Thistle said. “It’s probably been a long day.” Her eyes gleaming, she hopped to the coyote. “When am I going to see Hummingbird’s Squash?” “Soon. Everybody’s going on supper break. Wait ’til it’s almost dark. Then we’ll leave before the people come back for Grand Entry tonight.” While Thistle continued to gawk at the comings and goings she found so fascinating, Coyote kept an eye on the sinking sun. When there was only the slightest tinge of pink on the horizon, he said, “Come on. Let’s go.” The two animals made a dash for the scrub on the periphery of the pow-wow grounds. Once concealed, Coyote leisurely guided the rabbit around to the farm pavilion. They squatted in some weeds behind an electrical transformer box that supplied power to the nearby buildings, tents, and booths. Coyote said, “Look over there.” Thistle peeked around the edge of the metal box toward the deserted area where the tractor pull would be]
 
   
  [image: held the next day. And there it was! The giant squash rested on the platform trailer—proud and regal. It glowed like dull gold in the dim light of the light towers that had winked on as the sun faded. Coyote said, “So, what do you think?” The sight of the squash—so pumpkin-like—over-stimulated the rabbit’s herbivore brain. She was enthralled. “Oh, it’s magnificent. Your masterpiece!” “Yes, it is,” he said proudly. “I want you to enjoy it.” Rubbing his stomach, the trickster said, “That half sandwich wasn’t enough for me. I’ll find dinner. What do you want?” Still gazing at the squash, Thistle drooled. “How about black bean soup, a southwestern Caesar salad, and a pumpkin smoothie for dessert.” “What? I’m not running a restaurant, Thistle.” “Oh, sorry! Never mind,” she said embarrassed. “I can pick off the lettuce and tomatoes from whatever you find.” After Coyote left, she settled in to “enjoy” the squash. She thought about the hours of tender care that he must have devoted to the needs of his plants. These pleasant thoughts made the little garden-raider very happy. Her spirits rose even higher as she listened to the muted roar of the midway that floated across the fairgrounds. Against the whirr and grind of the carnival rides, she could hear the booming of a drum warming up for tonight’s dance competition. Focusing her ears forward, she could even make out the exhilarated screams of rollercoaster riders, rising and falling with each plummet and loop of the track. But sight was as thrilling as sound. When she]
 
   
  [image: looked up, it was to thousands of twinkles and the beauty of the Ferris wheel’s neon-bright lights rotating against the night sky. Thistle was dazzled by the splendor of it all. She was turning her interest back to Hummingbird’s Squash when she detected some movement. Straining her eyes she tried to see what had attracted her attention. Suddenly, the Harvest Fair and Pow-Wow receded far away. She was looking at Chris Sorrel. Chris was walking swiftly and confidently toward the giant squash, sitting alone and vulnerable on the platform trailer (the other entries were inside the farm pavilion). He had waited until dark to make his move—patiently waiting for the extension service volunteers to close up the judge’s tent for the night. He carried a 5-foot tent stake he had found propped against an equipment van near the midway. Grasping the stake firmly, he whispered over and over under his breath, “Holes and soft spots—holes and soft spots.” He would show Melvin and Jesse how to win! Indeed, Chris had read the International Pumpkin Federation rules. He knew that soft bruised areas and holes that went through to the inner cavity of a pumpkin/squash would disqualify it. A winner had to be perfect. In a panic, Thistle watched Chris mount the back steps of the trailer and then circle the squash, examining it carefully. Suddenly, he went behind the squash and did not reappear. What was he doing? Then, Thistle’s sharp hearing picked up the sound of dull thuds. What she couldn’t see was Chris plunging his pocket knife over and over into a thin spot in the squash’s hard skin.]
 
   
  [image: Thistle looked around wildly. Where was Coyote? Although it was against all her instincts, she hopped out into the open area that offered little protective cover. She bounded quickly behind a sign pointing to the horseshoe tournament. At least it would give her some protection and a view of the squash’s other half. Thistle wasn’t prepared for what she saw. Chris had plunged the stake through a deep puncture he had made with the knife and was scissoring it back and forth—tunneling through to the heart of the beautiful squash. Appalled at the violation of Coyote’s creation, she watched him pull out the stake and push his arm into the opening. Behind her, Thistle heard a low growl. She gasped and spun around. Teeth bared and haunches quivering, Coyote was crouched, ready to spring. He howled and reared back, his power so near and angry that even Thistle’s hair stood up. The rabbit knew she had to do something—fast. Just as Coyote launched himself forward, Thistle somersaulted into the air, knocking the trickster aside. She reached for her power—as hard as she could ever remember—and hurled her judgment at Chris. Deflected, Coyote’s power shot toward the home building and shattered a window. Catching her breath, Thistle leaped toward the trailer, shouting over her shoulder, “Don’t, Coyote! Stop! Pull back your anger!” She jumped onto the platform. The rabbit was relieved when she heard Chris grumbling and yelling. “This is all I need. No bars on my cell phone! I hate this squash! My arm is…I can’t get out! Help!” She had feared that her power, dormant so long,]
 
   
  [image: was too wild and may have hurt him. Anxiously, she followed the curve of the squash until she spotted one of Chris’s hands braced against the floor of the trailer. She thrust her head out far enough to see him kneeling on one knee and kicking at the squash with his left foot. He tugged at his right arm, which was trapped in the squash up to the elbow. Furious, Chris shouted, “Let me go! You dumb, stupid piece of…” Suddenly, he caught sight of the nose blinking cottontail. He abruptly stopped his rant and stared, open-mouthed, as the rabbit hopped into full view. He jerked his head around, following her with his eyes as she hopped to his other side. Thistle was checking him out. Apparently, Chris was in no pain. Her whammy had done what she intended. He was trapped in his own wrongdoing—and would not be released by the squash until a kind human pulled him free. Chris stammered, “It’s you. That…that rabbit at the garden. But you’re not real!” Thistle turned her head and stared at Chris. Her eye reflected no light. Not being “real,” she was unknowable to him—which was really a shame. Thistle broke eye contact when Coyote began to yip, calling her to come away. Desperate, Chris pleaded, “No, don’t leave me. Help me get out. I was only trying to get the seeds!” His tail sagging, Coyote trotted to the trailer and looked up at Thistle. She hopped down and approached him. Quietly, she said, “I had to do something, Coyote. You would have hurt him. Are you calm now?” “Yes, my rage is gone. I’m grateful to you, Thistle,” he replied huskily. Suddenly, his face broke into a big smile. “Your]
 
   
  [image: ears! They’re up straight!” Admiringly, he said, “Your power is greater than I thought, little rabbit.” Climbing on Coyote’s back, she said, “Yeah, so you better watch it, you old rascal. Now take me home the way you brought me.” She leaned forward, spraddled across the top of the trickster’s backbone. Clutching his fur, she said, “Tell Sky Heart to come in the morning. He will take pity on the boy.” She glanced up at Chris, who was slumped against the squash— watching them with a stupefied expression. In Coyote’s ear, she teased, “He only wanted some of your seeds, Coyote.” Coyote yipped at the joke. “Ha! My dearee…there are no seeds. Hummingbird’s Squash is an only child!” Chris saw a gray streak zap across his line of vision—and the rabbit and coyote were gone. Completely whacked out, he jerked uselessly at his arm and started crying. Wiping his nose on the sleeve of his free arm, he looked up at the giant yellow fruit that had become his jailer. Kicking at it again, he whined, “I’ve gone craaaazy…and it’s all your fault!” After a few minutes Chris got control of himself. Surely someone would see him. Maybe Melvin and Jesse would come looking. That’s when he remembered that he’d told his mom he was going to spend the night at Cruiser’s house. That was his cover for the night. He’d wanted plenty of time to disqualify Hummingbird’s Squash. But his plan was too good. Now his family wouldn’t miss him. Chris got into the most comfortable position he could find and waited. He passed the first hour singing some songs under his breath and playing a mental game of tic-tac-toe. But time]
 
   
  [image: was dragging and he got cold. Intelligently, he used the stake to drag over the cargo netting that had covered the squash. He pulled it over his head. As the clock approached 11:00, the pow-wow arena closed down for the night. Shortly thereafter, someone shut off the light towers. Chris was left alone in the dark—with only his thoughts and Cucurbita foetidissima to keep him company.]
 
   
  [image: Coyote stands head forward with his head turned slightly to his right; Thistle sits astride his back. Thistle leaned forward, spraddled across the top of the trickster’s backbone. Clutching his fur, she said, “Tell Sky heart to come in the morning. He will take pity on the boy.”]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 34. Sky Heart perches on top of the home building at the fairgrounds. It was not clear to Sky Heart why Chris had chosen such an odd place to sleep. …he angled his wings to create a little air drag and settled gently on top of the home building. All In It Together. The gray light of morning found Sky Heart flying across the Medicine Cave Indian Reservation. Coyote had awakened him in that darkest hour before dawn to tell him that a boy needed him. The trickster’s only instruction was “go to Hummingbird’s Squash.” Approaching the pow-wow grounds, the eagle veered toward the farm pavilion where he had seen the giant squash the previous day. Circling above, he spotted it easily. The boy pressed up against its massive body was also easy to identify. It]
 
   
  [image: was not clear to Sky Heart, however, why Chris had chosen such an odd place to sleep. To better assess the situation, he angled his wings to create a little air drag and settled gently on top of the home building. Before long, Sky Heart saw Chris turn his head and restlessly pull off a wad of cargo netting that covered his shoulders and legs. He was on his knees with his cheek resting on the top of his right shoulder. Strangely, his right forearm seemed to disappear into the squash. Chris moved again, shifting his body around the unmoving arm, trying to find a more comfortable position. It became obvious to the eagle that he was trapped. Sky Heart took pity on the boy just as Thistle said he would. Looking for help, he gazed across the pow-wow grounds. Surely, some humans would be arriving soon. Luckily, he was right. He spotted a truck and a car turning in at the main gate. He launched himself into the air and followed the vehicles to Food Alley. He watched as the truck and car pulled up behind a vendor booth. Sky Heart circled over the booth, waiting for his moment. The driver of the truck got out and walked over to the car. Sky Heart recognized him! It was Boo! The eagle suddenly swooped downward, and skimmed just above Boo’s head. Les Johnson, the driver of the car, hollered, “Look out, Boo!” Boo had instinctively crouched when he felt the swoosh over his head. When he looked up, he saw an eagle landing on top of a shuttered food van. Les opened the car door and leaned out for a better look. “I’ve never seen anything like that! Have you?”]
 
   
  [image: Boo sprinted around to the passenger side of Les’s car and got in. “Les, I’m afraid you’re gonna have to wait for that cup of coffee. That eagle is gonna take us somewhere.” “Take us somewhere?” “Yeah, trust me.” Les gave Boo a “you gotta be crazy” look, but he dutifully followed the eagle when he took to the air again. Keeping the bird in view, Les drove toward the road that led to the farm pavilion. As he turned into the parking lot, Boo said, “There he is—on top of Hummingbird’s Squash.” Les drove directly across the lot, ignoring the areas roped off for the contests, and pulled up in front to the trailer. Boo jumped out of the car. Sky Heart raised his wings and called out a series of high- pitched whistles. His job was done. In amazement, Boo watched the bird fly away. Then, he focused his attention back on the squash. What was he supposed to see? Les leaned out the car window and said, “What do we do now?” Boo held up his hand for Les to be quiet. He’d heard something. In the silence, the men heard a small voice wailing, “Help me!” Without hesitation, Boo bounded up onto the trailer. He followed the cries to the back of the squash. Startled, he found Chris crumpled up on the trailer floor. Not understanding what was wrong, he squatted down and asked, “Are you hurt?” “My arm’s stuck,” Chris said weakly. “Hey, Les!” Boo yelled, “get up here. Looks like the squash rolled over on Hoke Sorrel’s son.” He reached down to give Chris some support, but as soon as he touched him, the squash]
 
   
  [image: released the boy with a soft slurp. Les got there in time to see Chris sink back against Boo’s leg. “Is he okay?” Les asked. “I don’t know. We better get him checked out.” Boo helped Chris to his feet. “Can you walk?” “Yeah, but my feet feel numb.” Les reached over to help steady the boy, but it was the squash that suddenly commanded his attention. “For the love of…. what is this?” He stepped back, shocked at the gaping slashes and clusters of ugly stabs that now spoiled the squash’s once pristine beauty. Looking down he saw a large hole, surrounded by pulpy bruises where Chris had kicked his feet, trying to free himself. That’s when he spotted the tent stake and the pocket knife that lay next to it. Les picked up the stake. Then he knelt down and inserted it into the opening where Chris’s arm had been. The entire 5 feet of the metal bar disappeared into the squash. Les looked over at Chris. “The damage goes all the way through to the interior.” Sighing, he said, “You know what that means don’t you, Chris? You did this, didn’t you?” Chris glanced away and said nothing. His expression was hard to read. Boo said, “So, what does that mean?” “The squash is disqualified. Out of the contest.” Mindful of the boy’s physical condition, Les added, “Let’s get somebody over here from First Aid to take a look at him. He needs to move—we can walk him around in the judge’s tent. What’s your phone number, Chris?”]
 
   
  [image: Luckily, Althea picked up Les’s call right away. He described briefly what had happened and assured her that her son did not seem to be badly hurt. She said she and her husband would come immediately. The early arriving volunteers at the First Aid station were just as responsive. Chris was complaining of thirst when Simon’s brother Billy showed up from First Aid. A well-qualified EMT, he gave Chris some water and checked out his arm for bruising, broken bones, and compression injury. Thankfully, no damage was done. Chris could feel and move everything; he had no pain. Boo also brought Chris a breakfast sandwich, figuring that he needed some energy after his ordeal. Chris was eating at the judge’s table when his mom arrived. She hurried over and sat down beside him. “Is your arm all right?” Chris put down the sandwich and wiggled his fingers. “It’s fine, I guess.” “Do you want to tell me about it?” Chris had had plenty of time during the long night to figure out what he wanted to say to his mother. Gradually, his growing exhaustion had forced all the excuses and lies out of his head. They took too much energy to think up. Instead, his explanation was short, matter-of-fact—and very truthful. “I damaged Hummingbird’s Squash so it couldn’t be in the contest. And I wanted the seeds so we could grow one even bigger. Something happened and I got my arm stuck in it. I was here all night. I lied about going to Cruiser’s.” In the same emotionless voice, he continued, “I tried once before to make sure she didn’t get]
 
   
  [image: in the pumpkin contest. I got Melvin to help me tear up her garden. He smashed their garden shed, too.” Chris laughed a little. “Melvin’s real good at smashing.” Dumbfounded, Althea asked, “But why, Chris?” Chris met his mother’s eyes directly. “I wanted Dad to win. That’s all. I thought I could make him care about me. I thought he might make Melvin and Jesse leave me alone. They hate me and I hate them...” Stunned by the bleakness of his motive, Althea put her arm around her son’s shoulder and hugged him. “We’ll work this out, Chris,” she said quietly. “Is there anything else you want to tell me?” Chris looked at his mother, desperately wanting to tell her about the rabbit and coyote. But he was afraid. If he told his mother he saw a rabbit riding on a coyote’s back, she might think he was seeing things. Would that mean he was crazy? The only other explanation was that the animals were real. What did that mean? Chris was stuck. He shook his head: “No, mom, there’s nothing else.” Althea smiled and said, “Finish your sandwich. I’ll be back.” Althea found Les Johnson and asked to see the damage. He took her to the squash. Appalled by the violence of the attack, Althea was deeply affected by the desperation that it revealed. She murmured, “I should have seen this coming along time ago.” “There’s probably going to be a police report,” Les warned her gently. “I’m just letting you know. Um, sorry, but I’ve got to go. We have to set up the scale for the weigh-off this morning.”]
 
   
  [image: Althea nodded. She was about to follow Les when she saw Hoke approaching the trailer. “What’s he done, Althea?” he angrily demanded. “He dug holes in Hummingbird’s Squash. It’s going to be disqualified.” Hoke looked at the judge’s tent. “Is he in there?” “Wait! Stop, Hoke. Come up here. I want you to see this.” Almost reluctantly, Hoke stepped up on the platform. His eyes went to where Althea was looking. “He did this for you, Hoke. To help you win. To make you care about him. We have not been calling out Melvin, Jesse, and Chris when they’ve done wrong. We’ve been using the excuse that boys will be boys, and we have let it get out of hand. This isn’t just about Chris. It’s about all of us. We have all got to make some changes.” Hoke stared at what Chris had done to make him “care.” He was shaken. Troubled, he said, “He did this for me?” Hoke had never spent much time thinking about family relationships. But, seeing this, he understood that Chris had been trying to reach out to him—in a confused and twisted way that was not really his fault. Hoke looked at his wife and said, “Let me talk to him. By myself, Althea.” Hoke walked over to the judge’s tent. Chris was sitting where Althea had left him. Hoke sat down. They talked. Chris told him the same thing he told Althea. Feeling scared, he asked his stepdad what was going to happen to him. Hoke said not to worry; they would work it out—together. Focused so intently on Chris, Hoke didn’t notice Willard Fox Chief standing at the end of the table.]
 
   
  [image: “Morning, Hoke. Can I talk to you?” Chris glanced up nervously. Hoke gave his stepson a clumsy, but fairly reassuring smile. He replied, “Sure,” and followed Willard outside where they could talk privately. When they were alone, Willard said, “About this squash thing. It’s vandalism, Hoke.” “Yeah, I know,” Hoke admitted. “I’m worried. We’ve got some real problems with Chris. Ahh, are you going to talk to him?” “Not right now. But stick around for a while.” Willard didn’t know Hoke all that well, but he offered him some advice. “Look, Hoke, there is somebody that can help you. Her name’s Bertha Lapin.” He took out a slip of paper and wrote a phone number on it. “She consults for Tribal Social Services. She’s helped families with a lot worse problems than you have. Sometimes folks worry that if they go to Tribal services, everybody on the rez is going to know their business. Bertha’s not like that; she zips it up.” Taking the phone number, Hoke said, “Thanks, Willard. I appreciate this. I’ll give her a call on Monday.” Awkwardly, he said, “Um, I see somebody I need to talk to. Thanks again.” Hoke had seen Tom, Luther, Hummingbird, and Arianna walking toward the farm pavilion. The weigh-off was scheduled in one hour. He didn’t know if they knew about the squash. Hummingbird’s father stopped when he saw Hoke coming toward them. The expression on his face said that he did.]
 
   
  [image: Chapter 35. The giant squash rolls down a hill, chased by a crowd. People screamed and scattered as the squash zoomed past them, on its way to…somewhere. The Offering. Hoke was out of practice when it came to offering apologies, but he made a humdinger that day. “Tom, before you say anything, I want you to know I’m pulling my pumpkin out of the competition. That’s only fair.” Taking a breath, Hoke continued. “And Hummingbird, I’m sorry for what’s happened. Chris won’t be hassling you anymore. I should have paid attention to those calls from Mr. Berry. I know about the garden and the shed, too. Melvin and Chris will make good on that. They’ll fix what needs to be fixed and pay you for the damages.”]
 
   
  [image: “It would be nice if they could put the shelves back up,” Hummingbird said brightly. “Yeah, and buy some more bags of that organic fertilizer!” Arianna added. Hoke had expected a bit more drama. But Hummingbird and Arianna had already discussed the coyote’s role in the squash’s fate. The girls just accepted that the trickster would do with it what he wanted. Tom was still a little steamed. “I just say it’s a darned shame, Hoke.” He got a bit more upset when Les came running over. “Tom, you’re gonna have to move the squash. We’ve got the tournaments and the kite flying going on this afternoon. I’m afraid it will get in the way.” Tom was startled. “You mean, we’re not gonna get a chance to weigh it?” Hoke looked surprised, too. “Yeah, everybody—including me—would like to know how much it weighs!” “Well,” Les said, “why don’t we find out right now? The digital scale is set up. It’s got a 5-ton capacity. And the weigh- off’s not for another hour. We can weigh Hummingbird’s Squash and your pumpkin, too, Hoke.” He added, “All unofficial, of course.” “Just give me a few minutes to hook up my truck,” Uncle Luther said. After securing the heavy-duty trailer hitch, he drove the squash to a small stage that had been set up in front of the main entrance to the farm pavilion. A large banner attached to the judge’s podium flapped in the wind proclaiming “The]
 
   
  [image: Annual Harvest Fair and Pow-Wow Monster Pumpkin Weigh- Off.” Hummingbird and Arianna were watching Uncle Luther lineup the trailer when Roberta’s car pulled in. The boys jumped out and ran over to see the scale, a square metal platform that rested on a piece of outdoor carpet in front of the stage. “Hey, Bird! We thought the weigh-off wasn’t until 10:00!” Rain shouted. “It isn’t,” Hummingbird replied. “This is the unofficial pre- weigh off.” She explained how Chris had made sure the squash would be a no-show at the official weigh-off. The boys jumped up on the trailer to get a good look for themselves. Although they were disappointed, they knew the coyote was directing this show. Boomer tried to lighten the mood. He leaned down to Arianna and whispered loudly, “Chris didn’t do anything. It was really attacked by a giant squash bug.” Rain and Simon laughed. Arianna climbed up on the platform to see for herself. “Well, it must have been a hungry bug! Don’t you want to see, Bird?” “No. I’d rather not. I’ll just remember it the way it was.” Tom asked the kids to get down. The men needed to figure out how they were going to get the squash on the scale. They decided that it would be easier to move the scale than the squash. There was plenty of room for it on the trailer. With a little help from the boys, the scale was easy to lift. Since the squash was perfectly round, a slight push would roll it onto the scale. For safety, Tom and Les tied several straps around the squash and held on. When Luther removed the blocks, Les gave the “Big Stinker” a gentle push. Cooperating, it slowly rolled a few inches and stopped. Tom smiled. “I think we got this under control.”]
 
   
  [image: “Okay, push again, Les.” Les repeated his low-energy nudge. But the effect was different this time. Suddenly, the straps started zizzing through Tom and Luther’s hands! Uncle Luther yelled, “Owww!” and the squash took off! It jetted across the scale’s shiny metal surface—and shot off the end of the trailer, sailing 10 feet before hitting the ground. People screamed and scattered as the squash zoomed past them, on its way to…somewhere. This section of the fairgrounds sloped slightly toward Jim Thorpe Road—a feature that the squash took full advantage of. It began to roll faster and faster—spinning end over end through a gauntlet of trucks and cars before escaping into a flat sandy lot. The lot was bordered by a low concrete parking barrier 200 feet further down the slope. By the time the squash hit the barrier, its momentum was so great—it launched into the air like a great flying sun, spun out of control and wobbled crazily toward the back of the fairground’s road sign. It hit the sign with a great thump and split right down the center! Everyone that had seen the runaway squash ran after it. The news of its escape spread quickly to the farm pavilion and the home arts building. They began to empty. Folks that had arrived for the children’s parade soon were hurrying to see what was going on. Les stayed behind to pick up the scale’s digital monitor that had crashed to the ground. He glanced to see if there was a weight reading—but the power cord was disconnected. Luckily, the monitor wasn’t damaged. Then, he ran to catch up with the crowd. Worried that someone may have been hit,]
 
   
  [image: Les was relieved to find that there were no casualties. Looking toward the road, he could see that Hummingbird, Arianna, and the boys had already reached the squash wreck. One half of it leaned vertically against the fairgrounds sign and the other half lay face down. The kids were standing in front of the vertical half, examining it closely. “Look,” Simon exclaimed, “there aren’t any seeds!” “Nobody’s gonna grow another one of these, for sure,” Arianna said. Peering into the large cavity at the center of the squash, Rain said, “It’s got a lot of empty space inside. Maybe it wouldn’t have weighed as much as we thought.” Boomer hollered, “Hey, I thought it would stink!” Hummingbird dismissed Boomer. “Oh, Boom, you know only the leaves smell bad.” However, she was slowly becoming aware that “not stinking” would hardly describe the squash’s smell. She sniffed and then sniffed again. “Does something smell awfully good to you guys?” And, indeed, it did. A heavenly scent was beginning to waft from Hummingbird’s Squash. It hovered momentarily over the curious crowd that had begun to gather, and then drifted on the wind toward the fairgrounds. The onlookers couldn’t decide what it smelled like. Some said it smelled like roasted hickory nuts; others swore it had an aroma like spring flower honey. One man moved forward to say they were all wrong: it was sweet- smelling—like a newly picked ear of corn.]
 
   
  [image: Boomer reached into the squash and dislodged a loose piece; he held it up to his nose. The fragrance prompted him to pull out his pocket knife and slice off a big chunk. He popped it into his mouth. Closing his eyes, he sighed, “Hmm…. it tastes like my mom’s corn casserole with those little green chilies she puts in it.” A voice called out, “Boomer! Stop! It could be poisonous!” It was Miss Swallow. “Excuse me. Let me through, please!” She rushed to Boomer, expecting him to be retching up stinking buffalo gourd. Instead, he offered her a piece of his “casserole.” Miss Swallow took the fruit and examined its delicate orange color and velvety texture. Puzzled, she said, “Maybe the giant form isn’t bitter or poisonous.” “And it’s seedless, Miss Swallow!” Rain pointed out. “Of course, that explains it. It’s more like a domesticated fruit.” “Yeah, and we know who domesticated it,” Hummingbird whispered to Arianna. “What are you going to do with it, Hummingbird?” someone in the crowd yelled. Looking up the hill, Hummingbird could see more people coming, including her father who had gone to fetch her mom, her brothers, Aunt Chick, and Gerald and Roberta. Joe Red Crane was with them, too. “Well, I wouldn’t want it to go to waste. We always wanted to grow a giant vegetable that could feed everybody. It just turned out to be a fruit, instead.”]
 
   
  [image: A large woman suddenly burst out of the throng that was beginning to look like the whole Tribe. It was Elva Eddy. “Here, let me taste it,” the head pumpkin judge demanded. Boomer reached into the squash and cut off a nice-sized lump. Elva placed it in her mouth and rolled it around, savoring the flavor. She announced her verdict. “Just like the dried meat soup with Indian turnips my granny used to make!” A honking car horn interrupted Elva’s decision-making. People made way for the pow-wow’s Arena Director, a big burly man who appeared to be in a very big hurry. It was Frank Big Weasel, owner of the local Jif Mart, and Boo’s biggest competitor. “What’s going on here, Elva? Nobody’s at the pow-wow arena and Grand Entry is in less than an hour! The schedule’s gonna be off!” “Well, there’s a reason we’ve got Indian Time, Mr. Frank Big Weasel! It’s so we can shove schedules around—instead of them shoving us! Right now, I think these folks would say the schedule is to feed everybody—right here, right now. Just like Hummingbird said.” Before Big Weasel could say another word, Boomer handed him a squash chunk. Elva nodded, “Go on, Frank. Eat it.” Obliging, he bit into the golden morsel and started to chew. “So, what does it taste like?” Elva prompted. Big Weasel got a faraway look on his face. He just smiled and licked his lips. Then he said, “It tastes like the blackberry pudding my wife makes, but it smells like some tobacco my dad used for a blessing once—he said it was flavored with licorice.” (Readers may wonder if Coyote had Big Weasel in mind when he threw]
 
   
  [image: the whammy on the seed that would become Hummingbird’s Squash. There is no way of knowing. The whammy could have been directed at a specific person or it may merely have sought out someone with a licorice memory). A cheer went up and everybody started pitching in. Guys grabbed axes, hand saws, and tarpaulins from the back of pick- up trucks. Women brought scissors and rolls of white paper that had been used to cover display tables at the crafts and homemaking exhibits. Even the little kids, who were signed up for the kite flying contest, offered their string. Naturally, Boo showed up with his rebuilt, 8.4 hp chain saw. Boy, could that baby roar! Built for “extreme logging,” it diced the big gourd like a Veg-O-Matic. In lickety-split, Hummingbird’s Squash was carved, wrapped, and tied. Elva organized the distribution, helped by the kids and their family members and friends. She declared, “This is going to be like old times. Old folks first. If you’re gettin’ some for grandma or granddad or somebody that can’t get it for themselves—you come up, too. Then families with kids. And young adults last.” Elva lined up her distributors in a “bucket line” for maximum efficiency. Dave Corn and Mike Good Face were her deputies, making sure everyone got a fair share. Hummingbird stood between Rain and Arianna, tossing the wrapped packages forward to Miss Swallow and Mr. Pence who handed them out to eager hands. Rain had never been happier in his life. “Bird, this is exactly what the eagle wanted us to do. The giant plan was the best idea you ever had.”]
 
   
  [image: “I might have had the idea, RD, but I sure didn’t grow the squash. I’m not even sure anymore if the idea really was mine.” “Well, I know one thing’s for sure,” said Arianna who was watching Mr. Pence snack on squash bits. “You’ll never be banned from science class again!” Boomer tossed a package to Rain over the girls’ heads. “Hey, where are Walter and Larry? I guess they gotta work, huh?” “They might be working the parking lots,” Rain yelled back. “We’ll find ’em.” An hour later, the giveaway was over. Hummingbird’s Squash had become “groceries.” Bird made up a couple of snack plates for Walter and Larry—fancily arranging the squash cubes in concentric circles. She made a plate for Rain’s Granma Hettie, too. Bird was really curious how Granma’s taste buds would interpret the squash. The other kids stayed behind to help clean up. The leftovers made a huge mess. The scraps of the squash’s tough skin alone must have weighed over a thousand pounds. Roberta phoned the Senior Center booth. They said Hettie was at the judge’s tent. She’d decided to enter her pickle recipe in one of the preserved foods competitions. Rain and Bird headed there first. Entering the shadowy tent, it took a few minutes for their eyes to adjust. They didn’t see Granma and turned to leave—and ran directly into Chris. Hoke and Althea were right behind him. They had just come from talking to Willard.]
 
   
  [image: Hoke nodded and said, “Hummingbird, please tell your folks thanks for not filing a complaint. We appreciate it.” “Oh, sure,” she replied like she knew all about it. Actually, Hummingbird didn’t have a clue, so she didn’t say too much. “We heard that everybody’s got some of your squash to take home,” Althea said. “They say it’s delicious.” “Would you like to try a piece?” Hummingbird uncovered the plate and held it out to Chris’s mom. Rain tried to be polite, too. He said, “Mrs. Eddy’s got extra packages of it if you want some.” Althea tasted the squash and smiled. “It reminds me of when I was a little girl—but I can’t quite put my finger on it.” Hummingbird looked at Chris, but he avoided her eyes. For some reason (she didn’t know why), Bird decided to set out across a shaky bridge to a place where she might not be welcomed. Holding out the plate, she asked, “Do you want some, Chris?” Chris hesitated and looked at his mother. She nodded, encouraging him. He picked up a piece of Hummingbird’s Squash and took a small bite. The expression on his face did not change. He said “thanks” and swallowed it quickly. At first he thought the squash tasted like medicine, but he decided it was more like grapefruit—extremely sour, with a hint of sweetness. Chris was not yet welcoming those who would reach out to him. He had a long way to go. But his ability to taste something friendly was a hopeful sign. Rain nudged Hummingbird. “We’ve got to get back. It’s getting late. Our dance contests are coming up.”]
 
   
  [image: “Yeah, we’ve got to go.” Offering the paper plates to Hoke, she said, “Would you like to taste the squash or share it with someone else?” Hoke smiled and took the plates. Althea said, “Thanks, sweetie.” As they walked away, Rain said, “Boy, Chris looked pretty miserable.” “I guess you would, too, if you were in a squash trap all night. Did you notice how he didn’t seem to like the squash that much?” “Yeah, everybody else thought it was great.” Rain stopped suddenly. “Hold on, Bird. Something just hit me. Most of the people that tasted it got this big smile on their face or said it reminded them of a food our ancestors grew…or maybe it was something a relative or elder made for them.” “Yeah, funny, isn’t it, that the squash tastes like all our traditional fruits and vegetables? Even stuff that we can gather like honey and nuts.” She laughed. “Gee, does it remind you of the miraculous tree…?” “Yeah, it does. And it’s exactly what the eagle wanted,” Rain marveled. “To remind us about our own healthy traditions. The coyote promised you he’d never trick us about type 2 diabetes again. And he didn’t!” “Rain, do something for me, please. Go to the tree stump and offer some of the squash to the eagle and coyote. And to the]
 
   
  [image: rabbit, too. It’s what she wanted us to do—taste everything. We should honor them. They’ve done so much for us.” Frank Big Weasel had stayed behind to supervise the clean-up. The big dump truck pulling out onto the main road was hauling off the leftovers to the reservation’s newly built compost piles. All the odds and ends would feed the community gardens planned for next year’s growing season.(Indeed, Coyote wouldn’t have appreciated the squash rind being thrown away as garbage.) He thanked the “sanitation crew”—Walter, Larry, Boomer, Simon, and Arianna—for helping out. Now he had to get back to the pow-wow arena. There was lots of event juggling to do. Anxious to find out what his most pressing problem would be, he opened his car door on the passenger side to get his event scheduler. A paper bag from Jolly Ed’s Corndog Heaven was lying on top of his papers. Puzzled, he picked it up and looked inside. It was his lost binoculars! Big Weasel was trying to figure out how they got there when he heard his name being called. Looking up, he saw two young men running toward him. One had a video camera on his shoulder. “Excuse me, Mr. Big Weasel! Could I talk to you? One of the kids over there”—he pointed at Boomer—“said you could tell us about the big squash.” “Ah, yeah. What do you want to know?”]
 
   
  [image: “I’m Brad Sommers. This is Todd…we’re from the NBC affiliate in the state capitol. We heard about your 9-foot squash. This could be a big story, Mr. Big Weasel. Big enough to make the nightly news. Yes, sir, I mean the national news!” “Uh-huh.” Big Weasel wasn’t much interested in the national news. He was still thinking about the binoculars. Looking around, Brad said, “So, um, where is it?” “The squash? Oh, it was over there,” Big Weasel said, pointing to a big wet patch on the ground in front of the fairgrounds sign. “Was? What did you do with it? Did you move it?” “No, we ate it,” he replied casually. Disbelieving, Brad slowly repeated Big Weasel’s words. “We ate it. You mean you ate the only 9-foot tall squash in the whole world?” “Well, we cut it up—so we could eat it.” Brad Sommers’ shoulders slumped in disappointment. Glumly, he kissed his big New York newsfeed good-bye. He told Todd to stow his camera (No, he didn’t want a shot of the wet patch!) and not to mention this to anybody back at the station. All he could say—over and over—as they drove the 150 miles back to the state capitol was “They ate it.” And indeed they did. Over the coming days, the people ate the squash fresh, frozen and pickled. But mostly they dried it and bagged it—just like in old times. Hummingbird’s Squash]
 
   
  [image: fed hundreds of people. It was baked, boiled, broiled, grilled, fricasseed, and bar-b-qued. It found its way into casseroles, pies, puddings, breads, salads, soups, and even a healthy recipe for sugar-free brownies. The shelves in a drug store couldn’t have held all the vitamins served up by the giant squash. But those were meals to come. At the end of this day, Rain that Dances sat at his kitchen table preparing a simple late- night snack. The young Indian boy enjoyed these quiet times when everyone else was in bed. As he cut an apple into slices, Rain thought about the drum competition held that afternoon. Boy, that had been fun! As much as he liked dancing, Rain had to admit that he liked drumming and singing most. He thought the guys should start practicing earlier next year. The 7th grade boy’s drum might place third in this year’s pow-wow—if they were lucky. But Joe had been proud of them. That’s what was important. But all that could wait. Tonight he had a promise to keep. Rain ate the last apple slice and put his knife and plate in the sink. Then, he went to the counter and got one of the packages of squash his mom had brought home. He unwrapped it and cut off several generous portions, placing them on three pieces of newspaper. These he rolled up and put in a paper bag. Grabbing his jacket and the bag, he slipped out the back door. The moon wasn’t quite full on this chilly night, but there was plenty of light for him to see. He walked purposefully down the driveway and across the road. Soon he was in high grass making his way across the meadow toward the creek. Long shadows from the cottonwoods that grew along the banks fell]
 
   
  [image: across his path. They made beautiful spindly shapes in the gray- silver light. He angled away from the creek when he spotted his destination—the old tree stump. Rain kneeled down next to the long-time gathering place and opened the bag. He took out the three packages, opened them carefully, and arranged the pieces of newspaper around the tree stump—one for the eagle, one for the rabbit, and one for the coyote. On each was an offering of thanks from the ripest part of the squash. These gifts were a small way to say we know you try to teach us, especially those of us who are troubled, and we love and respect you. This is what was in Hummingbird’s heart. These were the messages Rain promised to bring. In the pink of pre-dawn, the “Animals of Stories” came. Coyote and Thistle’s hearts were glad when Sky Heart told them that an offering was waiting. In a reverent manner, they positioned themselves around the tree stump. When they were ready, each animal ate a piece of the squash, accepting it as a sign of respect and affection. Once this ritual acceptance was done, they ate the rest of the offering as a meal. Coyote, however, did not eat all of his squash. He nosed out an especially tender piece and brought it to Thistle, laying it in front of her. Very simply, he said, “For the next generation.” Thistle understood and looked to Sky Heart. The Great Messenger picked up the squash in his beak and flew to her nest. Then Thistle climbed on Coyote’s back and held on fast. In a flash, she was home.]
 
   
  [image: Once there, the eagle and the coyote waited with the rabbit for her young ones to come. As the sun broke over the red fence at Aunt Chick’s, the young rabbits began to appear. Nose blinking, they quickly discovered the succulent gift that Sky Heart had placed on the ground in front of the rabbit hole. Gathering round, they nibbled until all that was left was the juice that moistened their chins. Then, they presented themselves to their mother, and she groomed them, giving them her blessing for the last time. Then, one by one they bounded down the hill toward the rising sun—eager to explore their world and to find their place in it. But they would always remember their mother’s lessons and the stories she told. And when a taste of goodness filled their mouths, they would think of her and hold in their hearts the memory of Hummingbird’s Squash.]
 
   
  [image: Cast of Characters. (In Order of Appearance). The Animals. Coyote: The Trickster. Coyote entertains himself by entangling the human characters in games and tricks that teach life lessons and lead them to deeper understanding of themselves and their culture. Fond of challenges and tests, he takes Hummingbird down a road that ultimately allows her to see her own limitations and reorients her direction to the extraordinary gifts and wisdom of her ancestors. Thistle: The Rabbit. Thistle keeps a close eye on Coyote’s antics and the magical garden he grows for Hummingbird. She states her disapproval when he gets too wild, but she understands his motives. Occasionally, Thistle uses her own trickster nature to control the fiercer aspects of Coyote’s power—especially when bullies cross his path. Sky Heart: The Eagle. Flying over the town of Thunder Rock, Sky Heart sees all. As the Great Messenger he watches over our young friends, as well as those whose behaviors trouble him. He gives warnings that protect them, guides them to good health, and accepts their love and respect when they recognize the healing power that he and the other “animals of stories” provide. The Kids. Hummingbird: (Bird). Rain’s best friend (of the girl variety). Like Rain, Hummingbird is totally committed to helping the community become healthy. Smart and popular, she is unprepared for the results of a Coyote trick that makes her vulnerable to school gossip and a bully. Undaunted by setbacks (and as bossy as ever), she launches]
 
   
  [image: a “giant plan” to grow oversized vegetables to feed reservation families—a plan that is soon under Coyote’s control. Chris Sorrel: A school bully. Captain of the 8th grade basketball team, president of school clubs, and winner of science fairs, he is known among the teachers as an outstanding student. Unfortunately, his “smarts” serve as a screen behind which he bullies younger and less popular students, and tries to bully others that present a challenge to his “rule of the school.” Arianna: Hummingbird’s new “sister.” Arianna is temporarily living with Hummingbird’s family. She is from a Hispanic family that will soon be moving to the community. Arianna has type 1 diabetes and teaches her new friends about this form of diabetes. A soft-hearted girl, she plays an important role as the person who brings students together to work out their differences. (The character of Arianna is based on a real girl by the same name. Like the character in the book, she is very active and loves sports.) Rain: (Rain that Dances; also called Rain or “RD” by his friends). The boy chosen by the eagle. Every day, Rain tries to spread Sky Heart’s messages about eating healthy and being active. At school, the kids call him “Veggie-Man,” but Rain doesn’t mind, because preventing type 2 diabetes is all-important. When Hummingbird devises her “giant plan” to solve the scarcity of plentiful fruits and vegetables in Thunder Rock, Rain signs up right away. He also comes to the aid of Hummingbird and others who suffer the plots of bullies. Boomer: (Thunder Cloud). Rain’s best pal. Friendly and loud, Boomer is the joker always ready for excitement and a game of basketball. When everybody gets stressed out, Boomer snaps them out of it with his good humor. Although he often speaks before he thinks, Boomer is very resourceful when the kids get in a tough spot—especially when bullies are around.]
 
   
  [image: Simon: The “nerdy” kid. Simon’s family has recently returned to the reservation after spending several years in the big city. Because he is small for his age and unsure how he fits in with other kids who have grown up in Thunder Rock, he is an easy target for bullies. However, Simon’s quick wit and intelligence help him work his way out of most confrontations. A wiz on the Internet, the “Veggie Crowd” depends on him as their “answer man.” Walter aka Dumptruck: A member of the “Invisible Club.” A student “nobody,” Walter wants to be accepted by other students and becomes one of Chris’s toadies. When he is forced to do something that shames him, he confesses what he has done and seeks help from Arianna and Hummingbird. Larry aka Tater Tot: A new boy at the school. Having been bullied at other schools, Larry tries to get on Chris’s good side by becoming one of his toadies, too. He soon regrets this decision and joins Walter in seeking a way to escape Chris’s control. Rain’s Family, Gerald: Rain’s father. Gerald works long hours as the business developer for the Tribe. He is sometimes puzzled by Rain’s obsession with healthy foods and physical activity, but he always helps his son and his friends with their projects, including their plan to enter a giant pumpkin contest. Roberta: Rain’s mother. Roberta works as a community health representative for the Tribe. She is proud of Rain and always tries to support his (and his friends’) interest in diabetes prevention. Roberta and Rain are very close and enjoy doing things together. Granma: Rain’s great-grandmother. “Granma” is Roberta’s grandmother and the heart of the family. She gives good advice to Rain, Boomer, and Simon about how to respond to bullies and teaches all the kids about being “good relatives.”]
 
   
  [image: Hummingbird’s Family. Darlene: Hummingbird’s mother. Darlene understands her daughter’s ambition to improve the health of her community. However, she also tries hard to help Hummingbird keep her energies and emotions in balance with her hopes and dreams. Aunt Chick: Hummingbird’s aunt. Aunt Chick offers a shed, garden plot, and tools to Hummingbird after her niece asks for her advice about growing giant vegetables. Tom: Hummingbird’s father. Tom manages the Tribe’s Bison Co-op and supports his daughter’s interests in Native science, particularly protecting the bison’s grazing grounds and raising healthy foods. Dale and Richard: Hummingbird’s older brothers. The boys suffer Hummingbird’s bad moods, but they support her “giant plan.” Chris Sorrel’s Family. Jesse and Melvin: Chris’s stepbrothers. Jesse and Melvin are well-known bullies at the high school. Their poor example and mistreatment of Chris has helped to create the situation that fuels his anger and bullying of other children. Hoke: Chris’s stepfather. Hoke is a distant father who allows his sons to torment Chris with no fear of correction. He puts Chris at risk by ignoring reports from the school that Chris is harassing other students. Althea: Chris’s mother. Although successful at her mail-order business, Althea’s relationship with her son is poor. Almost too late, she understands that the whole family must change if Chris is to be helped.]
 
   
  [image: The Teachers. Mr. Pence: The 7th grade science teacher. Mr. Pence recognizes Hummingbird’s gifts in science, but her reckless behavior in lab experiments forces him to discipline her. It is his well-known admiration for Miss Swallow that allows Chris to initiate a scheme that makes the shy teacher believe that Hummingbird disrespects him—a possible factor in the in-house suspension that initiates her dreams of the vegetable giants. Ms. Betty Swallow: The eighth-grade science teacher. Miss Swallow is the first teacher that Hummingbird and Arianna go to when they need questions answered about the habits of fast-growing plants and bullies. She joins them in investigating the mysterious destruction of Aunt Chick’s garden and becomes the target of one of Coyote’s more miraculous tricks. Joe Red Crane: A Tribal elder. Joe teaches Native heritage classes, which include language and drumming. He not only gives wise counsel to the kids about bullying, but also to Miss Swallow about events that cannot be explained by science. Mrs. Corn: The seventh-grade language teacher. Mrs. Corn becomes the target of a cyber bullying attack that discredits her as well as Rain and Simon. Angered by the ugly rumors that spread across the school, Mrs. Corn helps the school principal track down the identity of the attacker. Mr. Berry: The school principal. Mr. Berry, much-admired for his leadership and understanding of children, leads the teachers, parents, and students in adoption of a “stop bullying” policy at Thunder Rock Middle School. Coach Brown: The head coach. Coach Brown punishes Chris for poor sportsmanship and disrespectful behavior, and gives Walter and Larry a chance to prove that they can make the school and their friends proud of them.]
 
   
  [image: Dr. Bamsey: A biology professor. A friend of Miss Swallow, Dr. Bamsey examines one of Coyote’s astounding creations. He cannot explain its existence, but he knows that it is testimony to the amazing advances in horticultural science made by the Native peoples of the Americas. Other Characters. Boo: Owner of Boo’s Gas and Grocery. Boo remembers how Rain and his friends helped him boost sales at his store by encouraging him to promote healthy foods. In appreciation, he always comes to their aid. In this story he leads the kids in training Walter and Larry to achieve their athletic dreams, and helps them discover a very strange garden in the foothills of Shell Ridge. Uncle Luther: Owner of a small trucking business. To show how much he appreciated the kids helping his nephew, Jimmy, when he was in trouble, Luther uses all his driving skills to transport a big yellow ball called the “Big Stinker” to the Harvest Fair. True to his word, he gets it there just in time to enter a very big contest. Willard Fox Chief: The chief of police. Willard is the well-respected head of “law and order” on the reservation. He steps forward, not to administer punishment, but to help the Sorrel family find a counselor who can help them make changes that will heal the whole family. Frank Big Weasel: Owner of Big Weasel’s Jif Mart. Serving as the pow- wow arena director at this year’s Harvest Fair, Big Weasel helps to get the pow-wow schedule back on track when an unplanned opportunity for healthy food distribution suddenly arises.]
 
   
  [image: Glossary. A. Abandoned (to abandon): to leave without intending to return. Abashed: uncomfortable; embarrassed. Absentee: a person who is absent; not present. Accelerated (to accelerate): to increase speed. Accommodating: ready and willing to help. Adjustment: a correction or setting something right. Admission: an acknowledgment confessing a mistake or wrongdoing. Admonition: a criticism or warning. Adoringly: in a loving, admiring, or devoted way. Adversaries: those who oppose or resist another person. Advertising (to advertise): to publicize; promote; market. Afghan: a blanket or shawl made of knitted or crocheted colored wool. Agenda: a list of items to be considered as at a meeting. Aggressively: in a forceful or hostile way. Agility: ability to move quickly and easily. Aimlessly: acting without a goal or purpose. Air raid siren: a sound to warn of attackers from the air. Ambition: a desire to achieve a particular goal. Amiably: in a friendly and pleasant manner. Amid: during; in or throughout the course of something. Amplified (to amplify): to make bigger or louder. Annoyance: the act of disturbing or irritating, especially by repeated acts.]
 
   
  [image: Antennae: a pair of slender movable organs of sensation on the head of an arthropod (like an insect or a crab). Anticipating (to anticipate): to expect ahead of time. Antics: attention-drawing acts that are playful or funny. Aphids: small soft-bodied insects that suck the juices of plants. Appeal: a plea or request. Aquarium: a container in which living water animals or plants are kept. Arcade Alley: a section of a carnival or fair where games are played. Arced: (to arc) to move along a curved path. Archeological: science pertaining to ancient human remains and culture. Arctic: very cold. Assailants: those who attack violently with blows or words. Assumption: the belief that something is true. Astounded (to astound): to fill with puzzled wonder. Astute: having understanding and the skill to make good choices or decisions. Athletic: active; strong; muscular. Atmosphere: general feeling of a place or environment. Atomic: relating to atoms, atomic bombs, or nuclear energy. Auditorium: a room, hall, or building used for public gatherings. Avalanche: a sudden overwhelming rush of a substance like snow. Avidly: eagerly; greedily. Awesome: breathtaking or remarkable. B. Babbling (to babble): to talk foolishly, unclearly; or to talk too much. Baffled (to baffle): to confuse; to puzzle.]
 
   
  [image: Balmier: warmer; gently soothing. Banner: a long sign made of cloth or paper; a flag. Barometric pressure: the measure of the weight of the atmosphere above us. Beaker: a deep glass with a wide mouth and a lip for pouring. Beaming (to beam): to be full of joy. Bed head: a hair fashion in which the hair is untidy; hair that is messed up after sleeping. Behemoth: something of monstrous size, power, or appearance. Belch: to expel air suddenly from the stomach; a burp. Bevy: a group of animals and especially quails. Billow: a rolling mass (as of flame or smoke) that resembles a high wave. Bin: a box or barrel used for storage or to hold something (like garbage). Binoculars: an optical device, such as a pair of field glasses to see distant objects. Bizarre: odd; out of the ordinary. Bleachers: a stand of benches arranged like steps. Bleakness: lack of life, warmth, or kindliness. Bleated (to bleat): to make a sound like a sheep. Blind: an object behind which one can hide. Blissfully: in an extremely happy manner. Blood glucose meter: an electronic device to measure the blood glucose level. Blossoming (to blossom): to make an appearance; become evident; come forth. Blurted (to blurt): to say something suddenly and without thinking. Boasted (to boast): to speak with excessive pride.]
 
   
  [image: Bogus: not genuine; counterfeit or fake. Bonkers: crazy; mad. Botany field kit: equipment used to explore plant life. Botched (to botch): to make or perform clumsily. Bounded (to bound): to leap forward. Braced (to brace): to support against something. Bravado: false expression of bravery. Breather: a break in activity for rest and relief. Bristled (to bristle): to stand stiffly on end; to stick up like a bristle (a stiff hair). Broke ranks (to break rank): to desert a position; distance oneself from a belief held by others. Brood: a litter or group of offspring. Buck up: to pull oneself together; to rise to a challenge. Bucket line: a line of people who are passing objects (like buckets) from one to the other. Buckthorn: an ornamental shrub. Buffed: having excellent physical appearance; to be muscular as a result of bodybuilding. Bustle: to move with energy. C. Cackling (to cackle): to laugh or chatter noisily. Camouflage: to hide or disguise by appearing to blend in with one’s surroundings. Candidate: one who seeks to be chosen or elected. Carbohydrate: a compound (usually represented by sugars, fiber, and starches) that supplies energy to the body. Carbohydrates are found in dairy products, fruits and vegetables, and grains.]
 
   
  [image: Career: a long-term job or way of making a living. Cargo winch: a motor-driven hoisting machine having a drum around which a chain or rope winds as a load is lifted. Carrion: carcass of a dead animal. Cascading (to cascade): to pour in; to spill or tumble down. Casting: the fecal matter of an earthworm composed of dirt and plant matter. Casually: in an informal way; relaxed. Casualties: persons who are hurt as a result of violence or an accident. Catalyst: something that causes a rapid change or action. Catastrophe: a sudden and widespread disaster. Catcalls: yells meant to mock or express disapproval. Ceremoniously: formally polite. Ceremony: a formal observance that celebrates a traditional or religious activity. Challenged: demanding; difficult. Characteristically: being normal or expected. Charge: to accuse; to blame. Charitable: generous. Chattering (to chatter): to talk idly, continually, or rapidly. Chemical equation: a symbolic representation of what happens when chemicals come in contact with one another. Chemical reaction: a process in which one or more substances are chemically changed into one or more new substances. Chimed in (to chime in): to break into a conversation or discussion especially to express an opinion. Chitchat: small talk. Choke-cherries: Wild cherries growing in North America that are eaten dried and used in jams and syrups.]
 
   
  [image: Chorus girls: women who accompany a performance by singing or dancing together. Chug: a dull explosive sound that repeats. Usually made by a machine. Chump: a slang expression for a foolish person. Churning (to churn): to stir up; to shake. Clamor: any loud and continued noise. Classification: a group or class to which things belong. Clip: to move swiftly. Clumped (to clump): to cluster or group together. Clumsy: lacking physical coordination, skill, or grace. Clutched (to clutch): to hold with the hands strongly and suddenly. Cocky: to act in a bold or arrogant way. Cold frames: an unheated outdoor structure consisting of a wooden or concrete frame and a top of glass or clear plastic. Used to grow plants in the winter. Collapsed (to collapse): to fall or shrink abruptly and completely. Collections: collecting a sum of money (in this case, stealing money). Combination lock: a lock that opens when dialed through a sequence of numbers. Commercially: done with the intent to make money or profit. Commotion: noisy disturbance. Competition: a contest between individuals or groups. Complemented (to complement): to balance or harmonize with. Complex carbohydrates: carbohydrates that the body breaks down slowly. This slow digestion creates a constant release of energy. Complex carbohydrates are found in foods like whole grains, beans, oatmeal, brown rice, and vegetables like broccoli and spinach. The less healthy simple carbohydrates like table sugar, honey, candy, sodas, and some fruit juices enter the blood stream immediately, causing blood sugar levels to rise and fall rapidly.]
 
   
  [image: Complicated (to complicate): to make difficult or complex. Compliment: an expression of respect, affection, or admiration. Compressed (to compress): to press into a small space. Conceited: having an excessively favorable opinion of one’s abilities or appearance. Conclusions: what is assumed to be true after evidence has been examined. Conferring (to confer): to award; to give. Confessed (to confess): to admit. Confidently: having a sense of being sure of oneself. Congratulated (to congratulate): to express pleasure to a person, as on a happy occasion. Conscious: aware of one’s own existence, sensations, thoughts, and surroundings. Consoled (to console): to give comfort; lessen disappointment. Contemplating (to contemplate): to consider thoroughly; think fully or deeply about. Conveniently: suited to a person’s needs; usually referring to a suitable time. Converged (to converge): to come together and unite in a common interest. Coordinates: a set of numbers that show an exact position or location on a map. Coordination: the smooth working together of parts. Cortisone: a hormone used to reduce inflammation; often applied as a cream. Cosmetics: powders or creams used to beautify the face, skin, and hair. Counsel: advice. Countered (to counter): to go against.]
 
   
  [image: Crags: steep, rugged rocks or cliffs. Crinkly: wrinkled. Cronies: friends of someone who can bestow favors on them. Crouched (to crouch): to stoop or bend low with the arms and legs close to the body. Crown vetch: a perennial European herb in the pea family that spreads as a weed. Crumpled (to crumple): to press, bend, or crush out of shape. Cucurbiteae: is a tribe of the family of plants that includes the cucumber, melon, squash, and pumpkin. Curiosity: a desire to know or learn. Curlicues: fancifully curved or spiral-shaped figures. Custodian: one who takes care of something; a janitor. D. Dazzled (to dazzle): to impress greatly or confuse with brilliance. Debris: rubbish; messy remains. Decided: firm or certain as in “a decided bounce in his step.” Deed: to give; to make a legal arrangement that grants possession of something to an individual. Deemed (to deem): to believe or have an opinion. Degrade: to lower in value. Dejectedly: being low in spirits. Delicious: very pleasing to the taste. Demolition: destruction often by means of explosives. Demonstration: a presentation used by a teacher to show a process. Deodorant: a liquid or cream that destroys or masks unpleasant odors.]
 
   
  [image: Deposits: piles of something (as in Coyote’s droppings that contain seeds that germinate). Depressed: sad; discouraged. Descended (to descend): to move from a higher to a lower place. Desperation: extreme anxiety or hopelessness. Destination: the goal of a journey; a place to which something is sent. Detention: a place where one is detained or held as punishment. Determination: strength of mind; fortitude; or resolve. Detour: to go another way. Devious: sneaky and deceptive. Diagram: a chart; an illustration that shows the relationships between elements of a plan. Diaphragm: a sheet of muscle separating the chest and abdomen that helps one to breathe. Digital scale: an electronic measuring device. Dilemma: a difficult choice. Din: a loud confused mixture of noises. Dino-geek: a slang expression for someone who is crazy about learning everything there is to know about dinosaurs. Disappointment: a setback; failure; or feeling of dissatisfaction or frustration. Disassociated (to disassociate): to remove the connection between things; not related. Disgruntled: in a bad mood. Dismissive: treating someone in a rude or curt manner; ignoring someone’s presence or opinion. Disoriented: loss of one’s sense of direction in space; confused or mixed up. Dispensed (to dispense): to distribute or give out.]
 
   
  [image: Dispersed (to disperse): to give out or send off in various directions. Displacement activity: a behavior not relevant to a situation that makes a person or animal feel less stressed, such as a dog licking himself when being threatened by another dog. Disqualify: to make or declare unfit; to judge not eligible as in a competition. Dissolved (to dissolve): to melt; to collapse. Distraught: disturbed with doubt or painful feelings. Dome: a large rounded roof or ceiling shaped like half of a ball. Domestication: the act of adapting to living with human beings or serving their purposes. Doodling (to doodle): to scribble or sketch while thinking of something. Dorky: a slang expression for being like a “dork”—someone who looks silly or is socially clumsy. Dormant: not active but capable of becoming active. Dramatically: doing something in an exciting or emotional way. Dribbled (to dribble): to move forward by tapping, bouncing, or kicking. Drills: a physical or mental exercise that is regularly practiced. Dutifully: to do something without protest; respectfully. Dweeb: a slang term for a person that is socially foolish. E. Earnestly: serious in intention, purpose, or effort. Eavesdrop: to listen in on another’s discussion. Economic: based on the production, distribution, and consumption of goods and services. Edible: suitable for eating. Efficiency: done without waste. Elated: feeling or state of great pride and joy.]
 
   
  [image: Electricity: any presence and flow of electrical charges such as lightning and static electricity, the flow of current in an electrical wire. Elegance: having a graceful appearance or style. Elemental: relating to the most fundamental nature of an object, force, or issue. Elicited (to elicit): to draw out by skillful questioning or discussion. Emit: to throw or give off. Empowered: possessing a feeling of control or ability. EMT: emergency medical technician; healthcare provider who treats emergencies. Enchilada: a tortilla stuffed with meat or cheese and served with a chili spiced sauce. Energetically: doing something in a lively or vigorous manner. Entangled (to entangle): to be entwined; twisted together. Enthralled (to enthrall): to hold by or as if by a spell; charm. Enthusiasm: strong excitement and active interest. Enunciated (to enunciate): to speak very clearly. Enveloped (to envelope): to surround; to be enclosed by something. Eructation: the process of belching. Eruption: a sudden, often violent outburst. Escalated (to escalate): to increase, enlarge, or intensify. Escapees: persons or things that run away. Exasperated (to exasperate): to frustrate; to annoy. Exchange: a conversation between two or more people. Exhaust: the gas emission from an engine. Exhaustion: a feeling of fatigue; drained of energy. Exhilarated: overjoyed; very cheerful. Exited (to exit): to go out.]
 
   
  [image: Exothermic: characterized by giving off heat. Exotic: very different or unusual. Expansive: being in a good or talkative mood. Expired (to expire): to come to an end. Explosion: a violent expansion or bursting with noise, as of gunpowder. Expounded (to expound): to explain; interpret. Extra measure: something that is added to be more generous or effective. Extraordinary: remarkable. F. Faltering (to falter): to move unsteadily. Fantasized (to fantasize): to imagine in the mind. Fascination: a state of having appeal or interest; great attraction. Fashionable: very stylish; up-to-date in what one is wearing. Fatalism: belief or attitude that events are caused by powers beyond one’s control. Feathery cobs: referring to the appearance of the small cobs on the teosinte plant. Festooned (to festoon): to decorate with. Fidgeting (to fidget): to move about restlessly. Flabbergasted: astonished; totally surprised. Flagrant: so bad as to be impossible to overlook. Flattery: praise that is excessive or not sincere. Flickered (to flicker): to move irregularly or unsteadily. Fluorescent: glowing brightly. Fluttering (to flutter): to move with quick flapping motions. Foliage: a mass of plants or leaves; plant life in general.]
 
   
  [image: Food sovereignty: a policy adopted by a population to widen their control of the foods they eat. Foraging (to forage): to make a search, especially for food or supplies. Formidable: very impressive or strong. Formula: the required elements of a method or approach; the kinds of atoms and their quantities found in a compound or molecule. Fossil poacher: a thief who steals fossils. Fossil: a bone, body, or print of a dead plant or animal preserved in rock, earth, or tree resin. Fragrance: a pleasant smell. Frazzled: to be exhausted physically or emotionally. Fretting (to fret): to be nervous; upset. Fugita scale: the scale used to rate the intensity of a tornado by examining the damage caused by the tornado after it has passed over a man-made structure. An F0 tornado causes the least damage and an F5 the greatest damage. Fungus: any of a kingdom of living things (as molds, rusts, mildews, smuts, and mushrooms) that lack chlorophyll. Funky: having a strange or bad smell. Furtively: done in a sneaky or sly manner. G. Gargantuan: gigantic; of immense size. Gauntlet: a line of people standing opposite each other through which a person must run. The people strike or yell at the running person. To “run a gauntlet” is an expression that means to endure a difficult situation in which one is talked about or criticized. Gawking (to gawk): to stare; to look at someone rudely.]
 
   
  [image: Generation: the length of time between the birth of parents and their offspring. Geological: referring to the physical environment. Gesturing (to gesture): to make a movement of the body that expresses an idea or a feeling. Gibberish: nonsense talk. Giggled (to giggle): to laugh with repeated short high sounds. Gingerly: cautiously or carefully. Giveaway: an event in which gifts or other objects of value are shared freely with others. Glimpsed (to glimpse): to take a quick look; see a little bit of something. Glistening (to glisten): to be shiny or glimmering. Global warming: the heating up of the earth’s atmosphere and oceans that can be attributed to natural forces or pollution by humans. Glucose: blood sugar that provides energy to the body’s cells. Glum: gloomy and sad. Goggles: a pair of tight-fitting eyeglasses worn to protect the eyes from hazards. Gondola: a small enclosed car on an amusement ride. Goons: a person hired to beat up opponents. Graduated cylinder: a tall narrow container used for measuring liquids. Grafting (to graft): to join a plant onto another plant. Great Removal: the removal of Native American tribes from the eastern and southeastern states to the West by the U.S. government in the 1830s. Grist: the grain that is ground in a mill. It is sometimes used to mean the rumors that are being passed around in a “rumor mill.” Groove-on: a slang expression that means to be doing something with expertise or confidence.]
 
   
  [image: Grouchiness: an irritable and complaining condition. Groupies: a slang expression for fans who usually follow a rock group or rock star on a concert tour. Grubs: the wormlike larva of beetles and other insects. Guardianship: a relationship in which one person has legal responsibility for the care of another person or their property. Guiltily: having an uncomfortable feeling of having done something wrong. Gushed (to gush): to flatter; to admire too much. Guttural: characteristic of sounds made deep in the throat that are harsh or rough. H. Habitat: where a plant or animal naturally or normally lives or grows. Half-hearted: lacking spirit or interest. Haphazardly: done randomly or messily without a plan. Harassment: annoyance; pestering; or persecution. Harmony: a state in which everything works together in balance or in agreement. Harried: worried; stressed. Harrumphed (to harrumph): to comment disapprovingly. Hatchback: a car that has a rear door. Hawed (to haw): to hesitate in speaking as in the expression “to hem and haw.” Hazardous: dangerous; risky. Heckling (to heckle): to interrupt with the intention of being annoying. Hefty: quite heavy. Herbivore: a plant-eating animal.]
 
   
  [image: Hiccupped (to hiccup): to make a loud sound caused by a spasm of the diaphragm that pushes air through the vocal cords. Hindenburg: a German dirigible or airship (similar in appearance to a large blimp) that was kept aloft by hydrogen, a gas that is lighter than air. It exploded at Lakehurst, New Jersey in 1937 as it was trying to land during a lightning storm. When the hydrogen, which is highly flammable, ignited, the airship crashed in flames. Honorable mentions: awards that are given for work that is very good, but not the quality of a first, second, or third prize winner. Horticulture: the practice of growing fruits, vegetables, flowers, or ornamental plants. Hub: the central part of a circular object (as a wheel); a center of activity. Huddled (to huddle): to crowd, push, or pile together. Humanoid: having human form or characteristics. Humdinger: a striking or extraordinary person or thing. Humiliation: loss of pride or self-respect. Humongous: extremely large. Hustle: energetic movement in which persons can be shoved or jostled. Hydrogen: a colorless and odorless gas that is highly flammable; the simplest of all elements. Hydrogen peroxide: an unstable compound composed of two atoms of hydrogen and two atoms of oxygen (H2O2). It is used as an antiseptic, a propellant, and as a bleaching agent. I. Illuminated (to illuminate): to shine a light upon. Imitation: the act of pretending to sound or behave like someone else. Impression: an imprint or dent left on a substance, like the imprint of a foot left in clay.]
 
   
  [image: Indigenous: referring to peoples who are native to a particular part of the world (as the Incas are native to Peru). Indignant: offended; resentful. Inner sanctum: a private place where only certain powerful people are allowed to enter—in this case, the principal’s office. Inorganic: composed of matter that does not come from living things. Inspirational: in a motivating or encouraging manner. Instincts: behaviors that are based on automatic actions. Insulin: a hormone, produced by the pancreas, which helps the body use carbohydrates and fats for the energy it needs. It helps the cells in the liver, muscle, and fat tissue to take up glucose (blood sugar) from the blood and store it as energy. Intellect: brain power. Interfering (to interfere): to get involved in a situation without approval; to meddle. Intertwined: twisted together. Intimidated (to intimidate): to frighten people into doing one’s will by threatening them. Intrigued: being curious or very interested by something. Intrusion: wrongfully or inappropriately breaking into a conversation, a property, or the privacy of another person. Inventory (to inventory): to make a count of supplies or goods. Invocation: the part of a pow-wow when the master of ceremonies calls on the Creator and the spirit world to help the people and make the pow-wow a good experience. Involuntary: done without choice. Irrational: unreasonable; foolish. Irresponsible: reckless; careless. Irritated (to irritate): to annoy or aggravate.]
 
   
  [image: J. Jitters: a feeling of extreme nervousness. Jubilantly: expressing great joy. Juvenile: a young person, animal, or plant. K. Kernel: the inner softer part of a seed, fruit stone, or nut. Kits: the young of rabbits, badgers, beavers, ferrets, foxes, minks, polecats, raccoons, skunks & squirrels. L. Lab bench: a workbench in a laboratory. Laboriously: working in a hard manner; taking a long time to do something. Land stewardship: the responsible planning, management, and restoration of resources that are found on the land such as soil, plants, and minerals. Latex: the substance that is tapped from rubber trees; also a mixture of water and fine particles of rubber. Lattice: a framework of brick or wood that has open spaces. Launching (to launch): to take off with force. Leisurely: unhurried; at ease. Liberate: to free or release. Lobbed (to lob): to throw something (as a ball) in a high arc. Lobed: describing a curved or rounded part of an object like a leaf. Loosestrife: an herb related to primroses that has invaded farmland; a weed.]
 
   
  [image: Lop-sided: leaning to one side. Loupe: a hand lens used to magnify small objects so they can be seen. Low carb: not high in carbohydrates. Low-down: a slang expression that refers to information that everyone doesn’t know. Lurched (to lurch): to roll or tip suddenly. M. Magnificent: superb; glorious; grand. Majestic: imposing; splendid. Mammoth: enormous; massive. Maneuvered (to maneuver): to move or manage skillfully. Manila: the off-white color of envelopes and folders. Manipulator: a person who acts with the intent to get their way or to deceive. Marathon: a very lengthy activity like a long-distance run. Marine: relating to the sea. Marveled (to marvel): to fill with surprise or astonishment. Masquerade: pretending to be someone else; being in disguise. Matter-of-factly: speaking in a simple and concise way. Mayonnaise: a dressing consisting chiefly of egg yolk, vegetable oil, and vinegar or lemon juice. Meandered (to meander): to wander without a goal or purpose. Measly: so small or unimportant as to deserve scorn. Menacingly: in a threatening or sinister way. Metamorphosis: an extraordinary change in appearance, character, or circumstances. Meteorite: a meteor that reaches the surface of the earth.]
 
   
  [image: Metaphor: a symbol; a figure of speech in which a word or phrase is used in place of another to mean the same thing. Miffed: to be offended; displeased. Milky Way: the galaxy of which the solar system is a part. Minerals: solids that have specific chemical compositions and physical properties. They appear as rocks, metals, or crystals. Mocking (to mock): to tease; to make fun of. Molecule: the smallest particle of a substance having all the characteristics of the substance. It is always composed of two or more atoms of different elements. For instance, a water molecule is composed of two hydrogen atoms and one oxygen atom. Momentarily: in a short period of time. Momentous: very important; considerable. Moseying (to mosey): to move in a leisurely or aimless manner. Motto: a saying or phrase that represents the values of a person or organization (as in “Our motto is ‘The customer is always right.’”). Muffled: hushed; barely heard. Munchkin: a small person (derives from a population of very small people in the book, “The Wizard of Oz”). Murmur: to speak in a voice too low to be heard clearly. Mustering (to muster): to stir up or bring to action. Mutant: a malformed or altered individual, which arises from exposure to a process or event that causes them to change. Mystified (to mystify): to thoroughly confuse; to be puzzled. N. Nano-second: one billionth of a second. Natural resources: materials from nature that have various uses, such as timber, fresh water, or mineral deposits.]
 
   
  [image: Neighborhood Watch: group of residents who work with local law enforcement to keep their communities safe. Nestled (to nestle): to lie close and snug. Nibbler: a person or animal that eats small amounts of food bit by bit. Nose blinking: the term for a rabbit’s wiggling its nose up and down. Notoriety: bad reputation. Nudged (to nudge): to touch or push gently. Nutrients: sources of nourishment; healthy ingredient in a food. Nutrition: healthy diet. Nutritious: characterizes wholesome and nourishing foods. O. Objectives: aims or goals. Obliging (to oblige): pleased to help; glad to do a service for someone. Obscure: unclear; little known; hidden from view. Observations: spoken or written notes about something seen or heard. Occupant: a person or animal that is living in a certain place. Olmecs: the Olmecs were the first major civilization of Mexico, living in the modern-day states of Veracruz and Tobasco. They flourished during the period from 1500 BCE (Before the Current Era) to about 400 BCE. They laid the cultural foundations for the later civilizations of the Maya and Aztecs. Optical: using properties of light to aid vision. Optimistic: hopeful; confident; expecting everything to come out all right. Orb: something in the shape of a ball. Organic: describing a substance made from living things (a plant or animal product).]
 
   
  [image: Ornament: a decoration. Ornamental: a plant used for decoration, not for food. Over-enunciated: pronouncing every word so precisely that one speaks very slowly. Overstatement: a statement that is exaggerated or made too much of. P. PA system: a public address system. Papier-mâché: a material made of paper pulp held together with glue. Parallel: objects in rows that are located next to each other, move in the same direction, and are always the same distance apart. Paralyzed: to make powerless or unable to act, function, or move. Patooties: an exclamation of frustration. Patrolling (to patrol): the act of observing or guarding an area. Pawpaw: a fruit tree native to the eastern woodlands of the United States. Its edible fruit has the appearance of a mango. Payload: the capacity of an aircraft to carry its cargo and everything loaded on it. Peel away: to leave or fall away. Peered (to peer): to look at closely. Pellets: a small, round mass of a substance, like tiny balls; can refer to the dung of a small animal. Perceived (to perceive): to comprehend; understand. Perusal (to peruse): to read carefully or thoroughly. Phloem: the living tissue in a plant that carries nutrients (primarily a sugar called sucrose) to all parts of the plant. Photocopied (to photocopy): to make an image of printed material. Pixels: small elements that make up an image, as on a computer or television screen.]
 
   
  [image: Plant grow light: an electric light, usually a fluorescent bulb, that promotes plant growth indoors. Plaque: a flat plate or tablet that can be hung on the wall. It usually is awarded to someone to acknowledge a special achievement or event. Plummet: to fall straight down. Podium: a raised platform from which a speaker addresses an audience. Poised: getting ready to do something. Poison arrow: an expression that refers to a harmful message. Poisoned apple: a gift that appears harmless, but is actually dangerous. In the story, Chris’s posting to the blog “An Apple for the Teacher” may appear to be harmless, but its intent is to cause trouble. Poisonous: containing a substance that is harmful or destructive. Pondered (to ponder): to think or consider quietly, soberly, and deeply. Posse: a group that has a common interest. Postponed (to postpone): to delay. Pow-wow: a gathering of North America’s Native peoples where they meet to dance, sing, socialize, and honor indigenous cultures. Pranced (to prance): to walk or move about in a lively and proud manner. Prattle: to speak in a silly or childish manner. Precise: exact; accurate; specific. Precocious: showing mature qualities at an unusually early age. Prediabetes: a condition in which a person’s blood glucose levels are higher than normal but not high enough to be type 2 diabetes. People with prediabetes are more likely to develop type 2 diabetes. However, type 2 diabetes may be prevented or delayed in persons with prediabetes if they adopt a healthy diet, lose weight, and increase physical activity. Prematurely: happening before the proper or usual time.]
 
   
  [image: Prey: animals that are food for other animals. Prime: to prepare; to get something ready. Pristine: being unmarked; fresh and clean; perfect. Privet: a shrub that is used for hedges. Professional: persons educated or trained to do a specific job. Protocol: a set of rules or way of doing something. Psyching out: a slang expression that means to get someone distracted or upset so that they become confused or unfocused. Puberty: period when the body matures; a time of great change. Pulverize: to beat or grind into a powder or dust. Puncture: a hole or wound made by piercing. Purging (to purge): to rid; make free of something unwanted. Pushed the envelope: an expression meaning exceeding the existing limits; to go beyond what is usually accepted. Pyramid: a structure that has a square base and four triangular sides meeting at a point. Q. Quavering (to quaver): to tremble as in a shaky way of speaking. Quivering (to quiver): to shake or move with a slight trembling motion. Quizzically: curiously. R. Radar: a device that sends out radio waves for detecting the position of an object. Radiated (to radiate): to spread out from a center point. Raggedy: having a rough or uneven edge or outline. Rationally: in a reasonable or realistic way.]
 
   
  [image: Reception: an event at which people are greeted or the arrival of something is acknowledged. Receptive: open to new ideas; willing to listen. Recliner: a chair with an adjustable back and footrest. Recoiled (to recoil): to shrink back, flinch, or retreat. Recruit: to seek persons to join an activity. Reeked (to reek): to smell of a strong or disagreeable odor. Referenced: describes something being cited regarding its location or origin. Refrain: the part of a song that is repeated. Refuge: a hiding place; a safe place. Regal: of remarkable excellence or magnificence. Regalia: highly decorative dance outfits worn in the arena during pow- wows that have very personal meanings to the dancers. Register: in music, a register is the range of a note. To sing in a higher register, for instance, is to sing in a higher pitch. Rehearsed (to rehearse): to prepare; to repeat an activity until it is perfectly done. Relief: a sense of being released from worry or anxiety. Relish: enjoyment or delight. Relocated (to relocate): to move to a new location. Reluctantly: acting in an unwilling or half-hearted manner. Remnants: something that remains or is left over. Replica: a copy exact in all details; duplicate. Reprimand: a formal warning or scolding. Research: to investigate, study, or explore. Resentment: a feeling of anger in response to a wrong or injury. Resolved (to resolve): to reach a decision or settle a problem. Retail: describes a business that sells things to the public.]
 
   
  [image: Retching: trying to vomit. Retreated (to retreat): to return to a safe place or pull back from a difficult situation. Riled up: in an upset or angry state. Riotous: unrestrained so as to be festive and wild. Ripped: a slang expression that means having a fine muscular build. Ripple: to move like flowing water. Ritual: an act that is always performed in the same way to signify its serious or sacred nature. Rubberized: coated with rubber. Rumbling (to rumble): making a low heavy sound that seems to roll on and on. Rummaged (to rummage): to search quickly through the contents of a place or container. Rumor mill: the source of rumors that are repeated deliberately. Rumors: a statement or story that has not been proved to be true. Rustle (to rustle): to make a crackling or crunching sound. S. Salvaged (to salvage): to rescue or save part of something ruined or left after a disaster. Sanitation: an act or policy that promotes cleanliness. Sapling: a small young tree. Sauntered (to saunter): to walk without hurry; to stroll. Savor: to take pleasure in; appreciate. Scanning (to scan): to look over quickly; to look across a wide view. Scientifically: relating to the methods or rules of science. Scored (to score): to make points in a competitive game.]
 
   
  [image: Scoundrel: a rascal or crook; someone up to mischief. Scrawls: writings or drawings done hastily or carelessly. Screen: the word “screen” has many meanings that are used in the book. Noun: a monitor for a TV or computer; a partition or guard; a basketball move in which a player tries to keep an opposing player from scoring. Verb: to hide; to select using a set of criteria. Scribbled (to scribble): to write quickly or carelessly without regard to clarity or form. Scrimmage: a minor competition or battle. Scrounge: to search about and turn up something needed from various sources. Scrunched (to scrunch): to draw or squeeze together tightly. Scurry: to move quickly. Securing (to secure): to make safe; guard. Self-consciously: unsure of oneself; somewhat embarrassed. Self-possessed: in control of one’s emotions or reactions especially when under stress. Serviceable: still useful; lasting or wearing well in use. Shake-down: a slang expression meaning to steal money from a victim. Shattering (to shatter): to break or fall into pieces. Sheepishly: done or said with feelings of embarrassment. Shockwave: a rapidly moving energy wave (like a sound wave) that travels through the air and is heard as a loud crack. Shoveled (to shovel): to dig or clean out. Shrugged (to shrug): to hunch up the shoulders to express hesitation or uncertainty. Shuck: to remove an outer layer of something like corn, a nut, or an article of clothing. Shuddering (to shudder): to tremble or shake.]
 
   
  [image: Shy: to be short of a certain distance; almost there, but not quite Silhouette: the outline of a person or an object seen against the light. Simmering (to simmer): to stew gently in a liquid. Simultaneously: done at the same time. Sing-song: characteristic of speaking in a monotonous repeating way. Skirted (to skirt): to go around; to avoid. Skittish: marked by extreme caution; easily frightened. Sly: in a manner intended to avoid notice. Smirked (to smirk): to smile or say in an insincere manner. Snare: a trap; something that gets one entangled in problems. Snicker (to snicker): to give a small and often nasty or sly laugh. Snoozing (to snooze): to take a nap. Snout: a long nose that sticks out. Snowed (to snow): to deceive, persuade, or charm with insincere or flattering talk. Snuffled (to snuffle): to breathe loudly through a blocked nose. Snuggled (to snuggle): to pull in close especially for comfort or in affection. Sobs: crying; tears. Solo: to do something alone; a performance by one person. Solution: a liquid in which something has been dissolved. Somersault: to leap or roll head over heels. Sparkling (to sparkle): to give off small flashes of light. Species: a group of animals or plants so closely related that they can interbreed and produce fertile offspring. They have great similarity in DNA, body organization, and ecological niche. Specimen: a sample of something used for testing or examination. Spectator: an onlooker; a watcher; someone not involved in a situation.]
 
   
  [image: Speculating (to speculate): to think or wonder about a subject. Spewed (to spew): to gush out. Spikey: characterized by spikes (pointy). Spindly: being tall or long and thin in appearance; suggests weakness. Spirals: shapes that twist or coil in circles. Splatters: small amounts of a spilled liquid. Splint: a thin, flat piece of wood that is used to light or ignite various substances. Splintery: having little slivers or pieces of wood sticking out. Sportsmanship: fair play, respect for opponents, and gracious behavior in winning or losing. Spraddled (to spraddle): to ride, sit, or walk with the legs apart Sprinted (to sprint): to run at top speed especially for a short distance. Spunk: liveliness; spirit; courage. Spurt: to burst forth; erupt. Squatted (to squat): to crouch; sit on one’s heels. Squelched (to squelch): to hush up; to smother an intent or stop an action. Squinting (to squint): to strain to see with narrowed eyes. Stamina: endurance; ability to withstand hardship or stress. Stammered (to stammer): to speak in a halting manner. Status: position or rank in relation to others. Steeled (to steel): to fill with courage and determination. Stench: a very disagreeable smell. Stern: firm and not changeable. Stifled (to stifle): to choke back; suppress. Stooped (to stoop): to bend over. Stow: to put away.]
 
   
  [image: Strategy: a plan; an approach. Strode (past tense of “to stride”): took a very long step. Strut: to walk in a stiff proud way. Stubbly: having a bumpy or rough surface. Stupefied (to stupefy): to make stupid, groggy, or numb. Sturdy: firm; stable. Subconscious: the part of the mind in which thoughts occur of which we are not fully aware. Succulent: moist and tasty. Suit (as in the expression “to follow suit”): to be or act in agreement. Sullen: gloomy or resentfully silent; not sociable. Surged (to surge): to move forward as in waves. Surrendered (to surrender): to give oneself over to something. Suspended animation: a temporary loss of consciousness and breathing in which one continues to live. Suspension: a temporary removal (as in a suspension from school). Suspicioned (to be suspicious): to feel doubt and mistrust. Swagger: to walk or conduct oneself with an arrogant way; strut. Sweetly: done with gentle kindness. Swig: an amount drunk at one time. Sympathetically: being done in a kindly, sensitive, or caring manner. T. Talons: claws of an animal, especially of a bird of prey. Tarpaulin: a canvas covering. Teasing: to make fun of; to kid or joke with. Temporarily: lasting for a short term; not permanent. Terminating (to terminate): to bring to an end.]
 
   
  [image: Thermos: a container used to keep liquids hot or cold. Thermostat: a device that automatically controls temperature. Throng: a large number of people gathered together. Thumbs up: a sign of approval or congratulation. Toadies: people who flatter another, hoping to receive favors. Toddled (to toddle): to walk with short unsteady steps like a young child. Toddler: a young child just learning to walk. Tousle: to rumple or mess up in a playful way. Traditional: describing a long-established way of doing or believing; related to culture and custom. Transformation: a change in outward appearance. Transplanted (to transplant): to remove from one place and introduce elsewhere. Trespassers: people who enter unlawfully upon the land of another. Tribal sovereignty: refers to the inherent authority of indigenous tribes in the United States to govern themselves as “domestic sovereigns,” as opposed to the full independent sovereignty of the United States. Triumphant: having won a victory and being proud of it. Trophy: an award given to celebrate a victory or other winning achievement. Truck farming: growing vegetables for the market. Trudged (to trudge): to walk with much effort. Tubular: having the form of a tube. Tucked in (to tuck in): an expression meaning to eat. Tuning fork: a metal instrument that vibrates at a specific constant pitch when struck. It emits a pure musical tone that is used to tune musical instruments.]
 
   
  [image: U. Unapologetic: not being sorry for a wrong committed. Uncertainty: not being sure; doubt about something. Uncharacteristically: not showing normal or expected behavior. Uncharted: unknown; not located on a map, chart, or plan. Under wraps: a slang expression meaning to keep a secret or to hide. Underbrush: shrubs or small bushes growing beneath larger trees. Understatement: a statement that is expressed mildly; not exaggerated. Undulating (to undulate): to roll from side to side; or to heave up and down. Unenthusiastically: not excited. Unfurled: to open or spread. Unrestricted: without limitations; freedom. Ushered (to usher): to lead to a place; cause to enter. Utility pole: wooden pole used to mount an electric source. V. Vacated (to vacate): to leave or quit. Vacuumed (to vacuum): to clean by sucking up dirt with an electrical appliance. Valiantly: acting with bravery. Vandalism: intentional destruction or damage to a property. Vandals: persons who destroy or damage property on purpose. Velvety: soft and smooth. Vengeance: punishment given in return for an injury or offense. Ventriloquist: a person who can speak so that his/her voice seems to come from somewhere else.]
 
   
  [image: Vibrate: to move side to side or back and forth rapidly. Vigilant: alert to signs of danger. Vivacious: full of life and good spirits. Volunteer: a person who does a job without pay. Voracious: having a huge appetite. Vulnerability: being defenseless or weak; capable of being physically or emotionally wounded. W. Warble: to sing or speak in a high voice as if one were singing. The Weave: a basketball maneuver that involves players moving down the court in a “weaving” pattern. Were-dog: a play on the term “were-wolf” meaning a person who turns into a wolf. In this case, the term is jokingly applied to Simon who barks like a dog when he coughs. He is, therefore, a “were-dog.” Wail: to cry out in a sad way. Whammy: a spell or charm. Wheezed (to wheeze): to breathe with difficulty especially with a whistling sound. Whine: to make a shrill troubled cry or a similar sound. Wily: full of deceit; tricky. Witnessed (to witness): to observe; to be able to tell others what was seen. World-weary: being tired or fed-up with a situation. Wormhole: a tunnel connecting points that are widely separated in space and time. Wreckage: the remains from something that has been destroyed.]
 
   
  [image: X. Xylem: tubes in plants that transport water. Y. Yelped (to yelp): to cry out suddenly in a high voice. Yielded (to yield): to give in to the wishes of another. Z. Zoomed (to zoom): to rush or move quickly; to focus on an object with a computer, microscope or camera with the intent of enlarging or minimizing it in size (as in “zoom out” or “zoom in”).]
 
   
  [image: About the Native Diabetes Wellness Program. The mission of the Native Diabetes Wellness Program is to work with a growing circle of partners to address the health inequities so starkly revealed by type 2 diabetes in Indian Country. With social justice and respect for Native and Western science as grounding principles, we strive to support community efforts to promote health and prevent diabetes. To request free copies of the Eagle Books series, or for more information about the program, please contact the CDC. Phone: toll free 1-877-CDC-DIAB (877-232-3422). E-mail: diabetes@cdc.gov. About the Author. Dr. Terry Lofton is a senior study director at Westat. She has been Westat’s project director for the Eagle Books project since 2002 and has worked in public health for almost thirty years. A former middle school science teacher, Dr. Lofton often drew on the lessons of Native science in her classroom activities. She says that the collaboration with the illustrators of Coyote and the Turtle’s Dream and the Eagle Books project’s many friends in Indian Country has been the highlight of her career. About the Illustrator. Patrick Rolo, Bad River Band of Ojibwe, draws from his rich Native American heritage to illustrate the Eagle Books. Mr. Rolo’s career includes newspaper, magazine, comic book, and courtroom illustrations. Also a painter, his works in oil hang in galleries in Minnesota and Washington.]
 
   
  [image: Praise for Hummingbird’s Squash. “I absolutely love this book. Especially with the way it refers back to the stories from the Eagle Book Series about eating healthy and exercising, and to Coyote and the Turtles Dream about the fossils and restoring harmony back on the reservation. My favorite character in this book is the coyote. Once again, Coyote keeps the reader in suspense with his games and tricks. At the same time he sends messages about respect, harmony, and sharing. I can relate to the situations Rain and his friends experience at school. I would like to see a movie made out of this book. I can’t wait to read more fascinating books like this.” Derrick Chavarillo. San Felipe Pueblo, NM. “Hummingbird and Arianna & her friends try to help the community by growing really big vegetables. The coyote ends up doing a spell on them and he makes the elephant’s toothpaste explode on Hummingbird. The story fits all together with the coyote being the trickster, and the Veggie Crowd always being close to each other and stopping the bullies picking on them. It was pretty cool.” Caitlin and Lydia. Santee Sioux Tribe, Santee, South Dakota. “I liked the trickster coyote. He does all these tricks and he’s funny. But in the end, he helps everyone out. I liked Granma, too. She taught the boys her prayer in her language. She didn’t care if they didn’t say the words right, just so long as they knew what it means. And Chris’s mom, I admired her when she stood up for her son in the end. I liked the science experiments, too. I’d like us to have a science fair at my school like in the book.” Tony, Jr. Winnebago Tribe of Nebraska, Sioux City, Iowa. “Hummingbird’s Squash is a great book to read about type 2 diabetes. We can relate to the book with our life here on the Navajo reservation. Our family grows corn, squash and all kinds of melons, and Mr. Eagle and the Rabbit do watch over our garden fields. We thank you for the education provided to everybody who reads this book. This book makes us think of what we put into our mouths that may not be healthy for our bodies.” Reniah & Jacob Manygoats. Navajo Nation. “I have had a great time helping with Hummingbird’s Squash. I am so proud to be involved with the book because it provides valuable insight into the issues faced by those of us who have type 1 diabetes. I have had type 1 diabetes for quite some time now, and I know how difficult the daily challenges can be. I really enjoyed all the characters, too, and thought that the messages—about food choices, the importance of exercise, taking responsibility, and bullying—are helpful to everyone. Bullying is an issue that people often do not like to discuss, but it really needs to be addressed.” Arianna Baros (The real Arianna). Albuquerque, NM. To request free copies of the Eagle Books series, or for more information about the program, please contact the CDC. Phone: toll free 1-877-CDC-DIAB (877-232-3422). E-mail: diabetes@cdc.gov http://www.cdc.gov/diabetes/pubs/eagle/index.html. HHS Logo and CDC Logo.]
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he cared about the project’s success.

Feeling guilty. she said, “You know I'm keeping on with the

¢ project.
Well.” Rain admitted. “the science fair isn't everything”

He was disappointed that the school wouldn't s

¢ the project’s
messages about healthy environments and healthy people, but
he didu't say anything. He didn't want Bird ro feel too terrible.
Then switching back 1o the subject of Chris, he said, “You all
might as well know, Birds not the only one Chiris is trying 1o
bully. He's after Simon, too.”

Simon started to laugh. “Oh come on, RD. He was just
saying stupid stuff last night. He wasn't serious.”

“Yes, hewas, t00. After you left, he said youd be sorry if he
caughtyou by yourself.”

“Butwhy?”

Bird sighed. “Maybe it's because you're ome of the Veggie

Crowd...or the Soap Bomber’s friend,”

®)
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think this thing weighs?"

Hummingbird smiled, “Ask Simon.”

Simon always loved it when his [riends said “ask Simon.”
Thinking for a few seconds, he said, “Boo, do you have a rope or
some cord in your truck?” Boo nodded. *Okay. somebody find
me a stick about a foot long. I'll be right back.
Wow. Simon can really think on

Boo swas impressed.
his feer.”

Rainlaughed. “Simon’s asmartguy. When weteach him how
¢ some faney foorwork!”

to grass dance, yow're gonna really se
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‘L
heard Miss Swallow had to save him!” “Yeah, she made a soap
“Who said
" The rumors

she was the tidbit. “Did you hear

she blew up Mr. Penc

Bomh!” “They say she put gun powder in the soap.

that?” *Tdon’t know, but Wanda saw everything.
grew and flew until the ‘elephant’s toothpaste’ had evolved into
an explosion that could only be described as atomic. At last. the
crowd dispersed and headed to the lunchroom. Hummingbird
didn’t move. She stood staring at the stall door, but not seeing
it. Her only thought was an irrational one, Maybe | can stay in
here until school is our.

Appares

tly. that would not be an option. A familiar and
friendly young voice whispered, “Bird, you can come out now.”

Hummingbird pulled the stall door open and pecked our.

“Oh, Arianna! How did you know it was me? There’s nobody
else in here, is there?”

“T recognized your shoes, Silly." Looking around, Arianna
said, “No, they're all gone.”

“You heard all that? What am | going to say to people?”

“I'd be more worried about what you were going to rell
your mom and dad.” Since Arianma was temporarily living
with Hummingbird’s family until her parents relocated to the

reservation area later in the fall, she was well aware of her

friend’s recent troubles in science class.

“What really happencd

anyway?
“Waituntilwe gettothe lunchroom. Then Ul tell all you guys

everything. Right now, I've got to 1ake this note to Mr. Braun.”
Hummingbird and Arianna headed for the history

classroom. Mr. Braun was standing in the hall, locking his door.
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remnants of crushed lea tems., roots, or She saw

nothing. Next, she ookher fieldkitolThershoulderand squatted
down. She removed a small leather case from the kit and pulled
out aloupe. Scooping up a small amount of soil, she examined it
carelully, looking for evidence ol animal or plant life. Strangely,
she didn't see any fangus filaments, insect debris, or even the
casting of an earthworm. Miss Swallow stood up and called the

gitls over. Shaking her head. she said, “I've never seen anything

oil looks completely dead ™
“Tt sure wasn't dead day before yesterday,” Arianna said.
Balfled, Miss Swallow sighed, “Sorry, | don't have any

answers 10 this. Why don’t you show me the shed?”

Hummingbird nodded and led the way. As they walked
the short distance to the little building, Miss Swallow began o

speculate about the destruction of the garden. “Girls, my biggest

question is why anybody would be interested in destroying the
giant squashes. I'm just disappointed I didn't get to see them.
T'm going to call the Neighborhood Watch and ask that officerto
email me his photos.”

Miss Swallow chattered on, talking about possible ways

soil can be sterilis

. But Hummingbird wasn't listening. She
knew of only one person who would be mean enough to destroy
the giant squashes—Chris. Bur Chris couldn’t have mrned the
1. Only the coyole could have pulled off that
thoughts, Bird Led the little party to the shed
door and started 1o push it apen. But she suddenly stopped.

garden into a dest

stunt. Lost in the

Miss Swallow said, “Bird? Is something wrong?”
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Chapter 12

Bullies R Us

Chris rushed into the noisy gymnasium, lugging a box and a big
[at folder that held his posters.
vas late. He

verybody was setting up their

exhibits and he ed the rows of tables until

he found the numbered space reserved for his entry. Skirting
around other students carrying an assortment of plants,
posters, and papier maché models, Chris made his way to
Fxhibit #10. Hurriedly, he assembled his table-lop display. He
was positioning his samples of latex and the rubber balls when
Sammie looked over from a neighboring exhibit.
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social dang

Lverybody come into the arenamen and women,

all tribes, all visitors!
“Did you hear, Coyote? A Rabbit Dance!”
“Maybe they are honoringyou now, Thistle.” Coyote teased.
“Look! There's Rain and Hummingbird and their [amilies,
and Boomer and hismom.” Naming offthe couples, she wenton,
“Walter asked Miss Swallow...oh, how funny—T.arry is dancing
with Margie. And Simon and Arianna—they're holding hands!

That’s so sweet!” Thistle squealed.

When the social dance ended, everyone clapped and
ena. “lt looks like the kids a
Thistle said.

ning, she hopped

Liughed as they exited the a

leaving, They're headed toward the parking lots,
“It's probably bee

along day.” Her ¢

s gl

10the coyote. “Whenam I goingto see Hummingbird's Squash?

“Soon. Fveryhody's going on supper break. Wait til it's
almost dark. Then we'll leave belore the people come back for
Crand Fntry tonight”

While Thistle continued to gawk at the comings and goings
she found so fascinating, Goyote kept an eye on the sinking sun.
When there was only the slightest tinge of pink on the horizon,
he said, "Come on. Let’s go.”

The two animals made a dash for the scrub an the periphery

of the pow-wow grounds. Once concealed, Coyore leisurcly

guided the rabbit around to the farm pavilion. They squatied in

some weeds behind an clectrical transformer box that supplied
power to the nearby buildings, tents, and booths. Coyote said,
“Look over there.” Thistle peeked around the edge of the metal

box toward the deserted area where the tractor pull would be
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“Then last, but certainly not least, we add the catalyst

that will speed up the release of oxygen from the hydrogen

peroxide
bottle of catalyst transferred [rom teacher to student, Mr. Pence

Hummingbird held out herhand to Mr. Pence. As the

made a move that would set a string of events into motion that
Hummingbird would remember for the rest of her life. What
small innocent act, you ask, could be so momentous? He merely
reached dowm to pick up a tissue he had dropped on the floor.
Tn the moment that Mr. Pence diverted his eyes from
Hummingbird, she made a lightning-fast decision based on

a belief (the demonstration should be more

iting and

itement meant a faster chemical

an assumption (more
reaction). Her decision? To add more catalyst.

Instead of the recommended 2 mls, she poured hall the
contents of the botile direcily into the soap/hydrogen peroxide
mixture. Tn a flash, not even a nano-second, a pink and green-
striped soap bomb fueled by the oxygen from the hydrogen
peroxide zoomed from the eylinder! At lirst it Tooked just like
a gigantic squeeze of toothpaste, bur as it blohbed out in ever
bigger hillows of hubbly foam, it took on the appearance of a
shape-shifting, mutant. pinky-green mushroom. Like afungus,

en where it fell in

it began to grow up and over the safery sc

bulhous lumps onthe loor.

Hummingbird stumbled back from the still-blossoming

ew of the classroom and Mr. Pen

cruption that obscured her
She could hear gasps, shrieks, and scraping desks as kids ran
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“Oh, | know. I'm thinking of cxperimenting and getting

ready for next year. So, um, the old shed might be perfect. You

know, sprouting some seeds under a plant grow light; liguring
out which seeds grow lastest. Then get a head start and set out
some seedlings by April or May. Maybe Arianna and T could
grow some winter vegetables. t00.”

“Grandpa ran an electrical line out to that shed years ago,”
Aunt Chick said. “He used it for a workshop one time. But the
electric doesn't work anymore. 1t will get mighty cold in that

shed without a heater.”

“Boo could help us with the electricity.” Bird said. “He's got

tons of secondhand stulf in his garage. And RD, Boomer and

Simon can till up the garden.

Aunt Chick looked at Darlene. “If she wants o work in the
shed, it's fine by me. Those old cold [rames next to the shed are
in good shape. They keep the ground warm. Good enough lor
some mid-winter vegetables.”

Bird jumped up. *Come on, Arianna, let’s go over to RD's
house and tell him about the ‘giant plan!™”

“Hold on, girls,” Darlene said, “there’s work to be done

here first.”

Aunt Chick handed a rake to Hummingbird. “Come on,

ladies. Let’s do some eleaning.”
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Althea nodded. She was about to follow Les when s

Hoke approaching the trailer. “What's he done, Althea?
angrily demanded.

“He dug holes in Hummingbird's Squash. It's going 1o
be disqualilied.”

Hoke looked at the judge’s tent. “Ts he in there?”

“Wait! Stop, Hoke. Come up here. Twant you to see this.”

Almost reluctantly, Hoke stepped up on the platform. His
Althea w
Hoke. To help you win. To make you care about him. We have

eyes went to wh looking. “He did this for you,

. and Chris when they've done

not been calling out Melvin, Jc
wrong. We've been using (he excuse that boys will be boys, and
we have let it get out of hand. This isn't just about Chris. If's
about all of us. We have all got 1o make some changes.”

Hoke stared at what Chris had done to make him “care.” He
was shaken. Troubled, he said, “He did this for me?” Hoke had
never spent much time thinking about [amily relationships.
But, seeing this, he understood that Chris had heen Trying to
reach out to him—in a confused and twisted way that was not
. “Let me talk to

really his faulr, Hoke looked at his wife and sai
him. By myselt, Althea.”

Hoke walked over to the judge’s tent. Chris was sitting
where Althea had left him. Hoke sat down. They talked. Chris
told him the same thing he told Alihea. Fecling scared. he asked

his stepdad what was going to happen to him. Hol
worry; they would work it out—together. Focused so intently on
Chris, Hoke didn’t notice Willard Fox Chiel standing at the end
ol the table.






OEBPS/Images/ebhummingbirdsquash-000283.jpg
The prineipal saw the coach and asked him to come in and
sit down.

Ashe passedby Miss Shield's desk, shelooked upand saidin
her world-weary way, “Welcome to the Fun House, Mr. Brown.”

The coach parked himsell in one of the armless guest chairs
opposite the principal’s desk. Mr. Berry looked over his glasses
at his athletic director. “So, you think he should be dismissed
from the basketball team?”

“Yes. Ldo.”

The principal rummaged in his desk drawer for an aspirin,

but only found an empty bottle, Closing the drawer, he sighed.,

“It seems Chris i

avery busy boy

“What do you me

1 “busy hoy?"”

“Our anti-bullying policy is paying olf, Coach. We've got
kids reporting that older boys are threatening sixth graders and
stealing their lunch money. Several children in Mrs. Davis's
and Mrs. Freneau’s class coufirmed it. They pointed a linger
at Freddie. But he said Chris Sorrel made him do ir. Chris
threatened him—saying his brothers would beat him up if he
didn't deliver.”

Notcomple

(notafter Chris's
the coach asked, “What are you going to do?"
“Sus

intelligent. Chr

urpr schavior today).

cnsion. Counscling, | suppose. If's sad because he's

is smart and [inds ways 1o get other kids 10

do his bullying for him. We thought he might be behind several

incidents, but it was hard to prove. His [ather flat-out refused
10 hear anything about it. Tl recommend family counseling. T
hope the parents cooperate.”
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in the Hummingbird had ne

rheen the butt of jok
belore: nor had she ever been suspended.

Arianna noticed her friend’s lack of appetite. She tried 1o
think of something “perky” that would cheer her up. “Bird, T
heard that Janie’s mom is having one of those make-up parties
ather house. We could go and get some of those little samples...”

Hummingbird picked a raisin out of the oatmeal with her
spoon. She looked at the wrinkled brown fruit as if it were some

kind of bug. Disgusred. she plunked the spoon inthe cercal and

pushed the howl aside. “No. they probably wouldn't wan the

soap bombe

to spoil the party.”
Darlenc, who had just eome into the kitchen, overheard her

daughter. “Well, | think that you girls should come to the sto
with me. Arianna, Rain's mom gave me some new recipes that
are low carb. Check them out and see if it’s stull you would like.
Then, what do you say we go over Lo Chick’s and help her with
her garden? T told her we might come over. It's a pretty day.”

Arianna always liked to try out new recipes and was eagerto
go. The grocery store didn't have much appeal to Hummingbird,
but she agreed to help her mother shop. Unenthusiastically, she
pulled on her sweater and slumped to the car. The drive over
t0 Medicine Cave Plaza wasn't far. Darlene always shopped at
the tribally-owned retail center. She believed in a dollar being
touched several times hefore it left the reservation.

By the time they arrived at the store, Arianna had thumbed
through Roberta's recipes and had selected two which she gave
to Darlene—a cherry tart with only 23 grams of carbohydrates
and a chicken enchilada recipe with 36 grams. She was always
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th When he called the last
1wo names, Walter and Tarry ook off their hoodies and jogged

st

oach quickly ran down th

over Lo the assistant coach.

The gym went silent. Coach Horn pinned on the boy's
numbers and glanced over at Coach Brown. The head coach
was staring point blank ar Walter and Larry’s miraculous
transformation. A small buzz started to waft down from the
upper bleachers where a group of teachers had gathered to
watch the tryouts.

Chris slowly stood up. The expression on his face was a

strange mixture of stanned surprise

sideshow gawking, and

fury. Finally, a voice that came from one of the Thunderbirds

asked the obvious. “Who are those guy:

“Dumptruck and Tater Tol.” Chris's reply. whispered
quietly between clenched teeth, was more like a conviction for
high treason than an answer. He sat down heavily.

Poochleaned overand said, “So. now youknow what they've
been up to.” Cruiser laughed and shook his head. No way would
he want to be in Dump and Tater's shoes right now.

When the boys returned to their seats, the coach finished
up by explaining the tryout routine and how they would be
judged. Smiling, he wished everyone good Iuck and promised
not to ke

p them guessing too long. “The names of the thre

players chosen for the two team positions and one aliernate will

be posted by noon tomorrow.”
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the

whammy on the sced that would become Hummingbird's
Squash. There is no way of knowing, The whammy could have
been directed at a specific person or it may merely have sought
out someone with alicorice memory).

A cheer went up and everyhody started pitching in. Guys
grabbed axes, hand saws, and tarpaulins from the back of pick-
up trucks. Women brought scissors and rolls of white paper
that had been used to cover display tables at the crafts and

homemaking exhibits. liven the little kids, who were

igned up
for the kite flying contest, offered their string. Naturally, Boo

showed up with his

cbuilt, 8.4 hp chain saw. Boy, could that
Daby roar! Buill for “extreme logging,” i diced the big gourd like
a Veg-O-Matic. In lickety-split, Hummingbird's Squash was
carved, wrapped, and tied.

Flvaorganized the distribution, helped by the kidsand their
family members and Iriends. She declared, “This is going to be
like old times. Old folks [irst. Il you're gettin’ some for grandma
or granddad or somebody that can’t get it for themselves—you
come up, too. Then families with kids. And young aduls last.”

Elva lined up her distributors in a “bucker line” for
maximum cfficiency. Dave Corn and Mike Good Face were her
deputies, making sure everyone got a fair share. Humminghird
stood between Rain and Arianna, tossing the wrapped packages
forward 10 Miss Swallow and Mr. Pence who handed them out
to cager hands.

Tainhad neverbeenhappier in hislife. “Bird, this is exactly
what the eagle wanted us (o do. The giant plan was the best idea
youeverhad.”

)
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Chapter18

stlesiopped her tiring. Sh fived her eye an Chns and spoke i o fows menacing growi:
Twouldet do that i were you.

Guarding Gardens

Thatnight, Humminghird and Arianna talked late into the night.
Bird was totallywhacked out about the coyote. She suspected that
the trickster had something to do with the squashes growing so
fast, but she wasn't sure. The girls decided that the best thingto
ck it out with Miss Swallow.

dowas to

The next morning, Hummingbird stopped offat the seicnce

’s classroom and deseribed the miraculous growth of

the “jolly green giants” (as Simon was now calling them). Miss
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clch called a “Grand Silenee” or “GS”
(pronounced “gas”) that would administer discipline, but not

settled on a soundl

punishment. A “Trickster GS” was measured on the Fugita Scale
like a tornado. Although soundless, it registered a FO level, the
equivalent of a forty mile per hour wind.

As Coyote gulped air, the kids hegan to feel dizzy. Hed
swallowed so much air that the garden’s harometric pressure
had suddenly dropped. Already feeling light-headed, Arianna

totally panicked when th

oyote stood up on his ba
shrieked, “Run! He's standing up!”

Stupidly, as if it would reassure her new friend,

Hummingbird smiled and said, “Ii’s okay. He does that.”

Bird still had the silly smile on her fa

: when they w

struck by the gale force belch. There was no “It was like a train
a-coming” warning—just a soundless wall of white wind that
struck them tlat on their backs. With their heads acting as
plowshares, Hummingbird, Boomer and Arianna were shoved
alongthe ground, scraping three straight furrows that halted just
shy of the fence. The power of the tornadic gust unexpectedly
did Aunt Chick a favor. Tt blasted the old paint off the fence—
preparing it for a fresh coat.

Coyote peered through the shredded squash leaves and dirt

that drifted lazily down upon the scene. He could barely make
out the soles of three pairs of naked human feet. Obviously, he
otf. Conce:

much force, he trotted overto give them a snifl. First he checked

had burped the kids ned that he had used too

out Hummingbird and Arianna. They were [ine, just a little
stunned. Then he wurned to Boomer. With his muzzle poised

2.
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“p
Sky Heart looked down. Coyole was sitting at the base of

You sleeping on the job up the

the tree. “T haven't seen you in a while, Trickster.”

“I've been busy.”

“SoI've heard.”

“You've been talking o Thistle.” Coyote said matter-of-
factly. He shifted to a spot where he could see Sky Heart better.
“I need you, Eagle. Bring the young humans to my garden. T

have a gift for Hummingbird. A litrle coyote—a coyore squash,

that is.” Batting his eyes at the bird, he pretended a pitiful

“And just how am T going 1o get Rain, Humminghird and

thei

friends to your garde

? I#'s a long way from b
Coyote ignored the question. His attention had already
gone elsewhere. “T leel like a little dumpster-diving tonight.
Care (0 join me?”
The eaglelooked away. “Stale hamburgerbuns? No thanks.”
Coyate yipped at the eagle’s disdain for his appetites. “You
eatcarrion, Sky Heart. Give me a break!”
“Maybe so. But it's not piza garbage!” Sky Heart was rarely
irritated, but Coyote had dumped a real problem on him. He

was the messenger, but how did he hecome responsible for this

part of Coyote’s plan? Would it backfire on him like most of the

tricksier's crazy schemes?

Coyote trotted off. “U'll be at the Trading Post Diner,” he

sniffed. “You don't know what you're missing.”
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“Thistle leaned forward, spraddled across the top of the trickster’s backbone.
Clutching his fur, she said, “Tell Sky heart to come in the morning, He will take

pity on the boy."





OEBPS/Images/ebhummingbirdsquash-000266.jpg
Soon, Walter and Larryw

could remember who started calling a break[ast of whole grain

talkinga new language. No o

cereals, [ruits, and low-fat milk the “the starting lineup,” but
it stuck. However, Boomer claimed he was the [urst to think of
“MVP: Most Valuable Players” for lean meat, fish, poultry, eggs,
beans, peas, nuts. and seeds (proteins for building muscle, of
course); and Simon made up “dribbling,” to mean drinking
enough water. Hummingbird and Arianna’s snack motto was
“bench the e
10 heart. They had dropped sodas, chips, and candy from their

. Walter and Larry really took that one

apty caloric

snack list. Hummingbird and Arianna also advised the boys to

make whole grains hall of all the grains they ate. The complex

cd slowly and gar

carhohydrates in the whole grain foods burr
them energy lor along time. Now their favorite snack was whole
wheat waffles with peanut butier. To keep the message going
strong, Hummingbird and Arianna made a sign that they hung
on the gym wall: Complex carbs rule!

Because the boys were frequently invited 1o eat ar Rain's
house, supper began to look like an NBA training table. Before
long. the program hegan to pay off. Tt was Rain that noticed first.
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coyote waited with the

rabbit for her young ones 1o come. As the sun broke over the
red fence at Aunt Chick's, the young rabbils began lo appear.
Nose blinking, they quickly discovered the succulent gift that
Sky Heart had placed on the ground in [ront of the rabbit hole.
Gatheringround, they nibbled until all that was leftwas the juice
that moistened their chins. Then, they presented themselves to
their mother, and she groomed them. giving them her blessing

for the last time.

Then, one by one they bounded down the hill roward the

rising sun—eager o explore their world and to find their pla

in it. But they would always remember their mother’s 1
she told. And whe: s filled
their mouths. they would think of her and hold in their hearts

cssons

and the storic a taste

of goodne

the memory of Hummingbird's Squash.
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The other boy slipped and fell, but jumped up and star

d waving
his arms, hollering “Ding! Dong! Ding! Dong! Ding! Dong!”
When Mr. Pence and Miss Swallow converged at the
walkway, they could see the iwo boys circling a paralyzed
Arianna, yelling in her face. Caught by the alert teachers, the
assailants abruptly choked off the dinging and donging. Now
instead of one frightened student, there were three. Dumptruck
and Tater Tot backed away from Arianna. Wide-eyed and saying

nothing, they nodded timidly when Mr. Pence ordered them o

get o the principal’s office. Both Mr. Pence and the hoys flashed

alook toward Chris’s hiding place, but he was gone. Dumptruck

and Tater Tot were on their own.

Miss Swallow gently put her arm around Arianna and
ushered her through the library door. Clancing over her
shoulder, the stricken girl saw Mr. Pence leading the two cul prits
away. Tike many children, Arianna’s fust thought was ‘What did
Idoto them?’ Miss Swallow took Arianna 1o a nearby table. Very
softly, she said, “Just rake a deep breath, sweetie. Tt’s over.”

Wiping away a tear with the back of her hand, Arianna said,
“T don'tunderstand, Miss Swallow. They were making fun of the

sound my insulin pump makes. It was only a low batrery. Why
are they making such a big deal about it? Tt's because T have
type 1 diabetes, isn'tit?”

“No, Arianna. What just happened dida't have anything to
do with your having type 1 diabetes. Thunder Rock has a lot of
people with the type 2 kind of diabetes—even some very young
people. We'll get to the bottom of it. In the meantime, T don't

wanl you Lo worry.”
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Finally, he studied the zigragging. It was obvious that it was
alightning bolt. So, Coyote thought, there is some possibility
for change—an unexpected adjustment so to speak. Lightning,

the trickster knew, had the power to shock Chris—to transform
him from what he was now to what he could be. Coyote stared at
the captain of the Thunderbird’s basketball team. To himself, he
said, “Hmmm, so lightning frees a Thunderbird.” The father of

clowns laughed. Somany twists in thismaze! So many surprises!

Rem cd and looked toward Red Ware

cmbering, he turn

Mountain. Raising the binoculars to his eyes, he smiled in
delight as its crags and peaks drew close to him. Only he and
nested there. Only the

senger knew the real origing of

Sky Hear! knew that thunderbirds onee
it M
Thunder Rock. But that was a very, very old story.

‘Trickster and the G

(2
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Chapter 19

Yellow flesh, seeds. and iuid sprayvedfrom the giguntic wounds that Chiis inflicted
anthe poung helroch

Pulp and Seeds

The next morning at school Chris stood staring at his reflection
in a mirror in the boy’s restraom. He squeezed a small dollop

of cortisone e

am on his finger and dabbed it on the reddened
skinunder each eye. Thankfully, the irching had gone away after

but his

rying, Chris tricd

cral tough-guy face

in the mirror. He'd dare anybody to

say anything about his wi
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Asmallvoi

nswered: * Everything swrong, Miss Swallow.
Somebody smashed them. The garden is ruined.”

“Yeah, and they tore up the shed, 100,” Arianna added.
“We'd sel up the lab already. They hroke everything—even the
stullyou gave us.”

Miss Swallow’s atrempt 10 ask more questions was lost in
a crash of thunder and the continuous rumbling that followed.
Whether it was because of the darkness or her iability to get
more information (if only temporarily), Miss Swallow el torally
frustrated, even disoriented, by what she'd heard. Thinking

about the bully attack on Arianna, she fel

certain that the girls

were beingtargeted again.

When the lights came back on, Miss Swallow tried to offer
amore positive face 1o the girls. “Bird, T was hoping that T could
gel some photos of your squashes, but now that they're gone,
let’'s see what we can re-grow from what's Teft. There must be
some roots or seeds. We'll go Lo the garden tomorrow and see
what we can find.”

Miss Swallow’s words, however, offered no comtort o
Hummingbird. She was ready to hang it up. That afternoon,

when she and Arianna returned to the s s of the

rime.

Hummingbird starred chucking ¢
pile. She refused to
Although Arianna agre

sthing inthe shed into a big
cd.

1 that they should clean up the mess,

conside

anything that ¢

uld be salvag

she didn’t agree that they should abandon the project.

)
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goodness, your next period is planning. Hold on. Ill be back in

a few minutes.” She was almost out the door when she turned
and called out, “Hummingbird, please remain. T want (o talk
toyou.”

When the bell [inally rang, the class surged oul of the
trailer. Fummingbird dejectedly sat down nextto awindowand
watched her schoolmates Tun to the main building. They can't

wait, she thought, to tell everybody in the whole school. She

who had removed his safety gogles
and was untying the rubberized apron that had protected most
of his lak
another matie
tookotf
sadly at the goggles and gloves, her thoughts became glum and

at and shirt. ]

: bottom of his pants and shocs we

. Following Mr. Penc

example, Hummingbird

crsafety gear and laid it on the desk beside her. Looking

confused: I'm in real trouble now. What was I thinking?

Floyd, the school custodian, knocked on the door. “Heard
youhad a problem.”

Mr. Pence pointed toward the gloppy mess. “Over there,
Floyd. Sorry about the extrawork.”

“That’s oka

mop, then hesitated. *1t ain't poisonous, is it?”

v, it's my job.” Floyd wheeled in his bucket and

Miss Swallow bustled. into the classroom hehind Floyd.
She answered for Mr. Pence. “No, it’s harmless, Floyd.” As the

custodian sei to work, Miss Swallow handed Mr. Pence some

towels and a elean track suit from Coach Brown. When he went

Lo the trailer bathroom to change clothes, Miss Swallow took a
seal beside the abashed young girl. Quielly she said, “Do you
want 1o tell me about it, Hummingbird?”
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Miss Swallow was usually not in the c ria or the
courtyard during first lunch. But today, her class was inanother
classroom watching a [llm. So, she was available to [l in for an

absent teacher. She was walking slowly across the grass, keeping

a casual eye on the milling students, when she spotted Chris
pushing wwo other boys behind the library air conditioning
unit. She wondered what he was up to. The boys didn't appear to

be part of his usual “crowd.

She strolled over to Mr. Pence who was also on lunch duty.
Buttoning up his jacket, he said, “This wind is chilly, don't
you think?”

“Yeah, it is a bit cool. Ah, David, T just saw Chris Sorrel and
wo boys go over behind the air conditioner. Could you check
them out?”

Obliging, Mr. Pence walked 1o a point where he could see
behind the large metal box. The boys were leaning up against
the wall. Tt was apparent that Chris was walching someone.
Following his line of sight, Mr. Pence saw Arianna—who
was walking alone toward the library. When she entered the
covered library walkway with its brick latrice walls, Chris
shoved the boys, hoodies pulled over their heads, toward
her. When they hesirated, he halled up his fist and gestured
aggressively. Reluctantly, they backed up, and then ran toward
the defenseless girl.

Realizing that something was about to happen, Mr. Pence
also began (o run toward Arianna. He signaled to Miss Swallow
to gel moving, t00. They saw one of the boys dart behind the
coneealing brick lattice, shouting some “dinging” nonsense.






OEBPS/Images/ebhummingbirdsquash-000041.jpg
Hummingbird froze. Not even breathing, she watched
Chris turn and saunter down the hall. At the intersection with
the 8th grade wing, he stopped in [ront of a glass partition to
examine his reflection. Satislied with his fashionable “bed
head.” he disappeared around the corner.

That morning. Hummingbird had come to school a bright,
vivacious girl. Now the joy and the morning were gone. She
glanced at the hall clock and saw that the bell would ring in a
few minu

Hummingbird returned the history book to her

locker. She decided to take the late note to Mr. Braun, her

history teacher, between cl . That way she would attract

less attention. In the meantime, she would hide out in the

girl’s restroom.

Hummingbird walked quickly down the hall and gently
pushed open the door 1o the girl's restroom. She peeped inside.
No one was there. She slipped into the last stall and locked it.
Teaning her head up against the door, the former star of Mr.
Pence’s class waited for the bell. She could feel herself sweating.
Oh geez, she thought, what was that with Chris? Hummingbird
knew that some kids didn’t like him or his brothers, but what
had sh
Oh. come on, please ring! Out loud, she whispered, “I've got o
talk to RD...”

Finally, thehellyielded (o the clock and the halls came folile.

troom door thumped open and the elamor of Liughing,

hout her?

done to him? What was he going 1o s

The
chatteringvoices immediately displaced the quiet. Stalls banged

and faucets gushed as girls combed their hair, applied lip gloss,
and traded the latest juicy tidbits. As Hummingbird expected,
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for the door or retreated to the back of the room, bunching
up against the windows. Sammie yeTled, “Bird! Cet away from
that thing!”™

The chemical reaction spawned “toothpaste” or several
more seconds. Then, it stopped as abruptly as it had begun.
The foaming mound seemed to emit a hot exothermic sigh as
its short life expired. The hydrogen peroxide was “dead.” Fach
of its molecules (H,0,) had lost one atom of oxygen. All that

was left over from the tion was [,0—plain old water—and

the caralyst.

Quic
faliering sieps backward and bumped into one of the now
empry desks. Dumbly, she looked ba
classmates and the humongous load of pulfy goo that covered all

cral

ended on the room. Humminghird took sc

and forth between her

o the lab bench, the surrounding floor, and Mr. Pence’s desk.
Suddenly, the classroom door flung open! Miss Betty
Swallow stood in the door frame, her eyes bright and alert
for potential danger. Quickly scanning the classroom. she
demanded, “What is going on in here?”
Lester pointed his finger at Hummingbird and hleated in
She did ir...”

the whiny voice of tattle-tales the world o

Coyore [tung himself into the air with glee. “She did
The field glasscs went [lying into a clump of bushes. “Yer
She did it! | Oh Gakhh, that was funny! Wahh. Ha-ha!” He rolle
onthe ground, pounding it with his [ist. “Hee-Hee...haaaa!” He

s, yes!

laughed so hard he started to choke. Cagging, Coyote [ell down.

2.

©
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“Wow, Chris. That's awesome.”

Chris nodded. “Yeah.”

Sammie had stepped behind Chris to see his posters better,
when Star and Title Deb ran up. To be polite, they briefly
admired Chris's exhibit, then excitedly drew Sammie aside.
Big-eyed, Lirtle Deh said, “Have you heard?”

“Heard what?”

“About all that stuff in the newspaper that said RD fought

cr and saved his Granma. It was a big lie. They'r

saying that it was really RD’s father that was stealing the bones.”

Chris’s hands suddenly halted their busy activity.

o way! You're kidding!"
“Noreally. Mrs. Corn said it’s true!”
“Comeon,"saidSammieexcitedly, “let’slind Hummingbird!

She'll know what's going on.”

Whistling happily, Chris resumed arranging his exhibit.
Yes, tomorrow would be the big day. The award ceremony was
scheduled for first period. Chris closed his eyes, blissfully
imagining his triumph. He smiled—for many reasons.

The girls headed for the drive at the front of the school.
While they waited for Hummingbird’s bus, Sammie dug as much
information out of Star and Little Deb as she could. Most of it
was nonsense from th
wildfire through the

¢ “gossip virus” that was spreading like

chool.

2.
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H
Now that his gut was empty, Coyote felt revitalized. In fact, he felt

t down next to the

at rows of freshly mounded soil.

like singing. He warmed up with a few yips and howls. Finding
his voice, he sang and sang coyote songs long into the night.
Crowing tired, he stopped and took a short snooze. Waking
refreshed, he started singing again and was still singing when
the sun came up the next morning.

The seeds heard him.
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“Morning, Hoke. Can [ talk to you?”

Chris glanced up nervously. Hoke gave his stepson a
clumsy, but fairly reassuring smile. He replied, “Sure.” and
followed Willard ouwside where they could talk privately. When
they were alone, Willard said. “About this squash thing. It's
vandalism, Hoke.”

“Yeah, 1 know,” Hoke admitted. “I'm worried. We've got
some real problems with Chris. Ahh. are you going to talk
10 him?”

“Not right now. But stick around forawhile.” Willard didn’t
know Hoke all that well, but he offe “Look,
Hoke. there is somebody that can help you. Her name’s Bertha

ed him some advie

Lapin.” He took out a slip of paper and wrote a phone mumber
on it. “She consults for Tribal Social Services. She's helped
families with a lot worse problems than you have. Sometimes
folks worry that if they go Lo Tribal services, everybody on the
rez is going to know their business. Bertha's not like that; she
uips itup.”

Taking the phone number, Hoke said, “Thanks, Willard.

T appreciate this. T'll give her a call on Monday.” Awkwardly,

he said, "Um, | see somebody | need to talk to. Thanks again.”

Hoke had seen Tom. Luther. Hummingbird. and Arianna
walkingroward the farm pavilion. The weigh-otf was schoduled
in onc hour. He didn’t know if they knew about the squash.

Hummingbird’s father

stopped when he saw Hoke coming

toward them. The expression on his [ace said that he did.
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Arianna turned to Bird. *So what kinds of vegetables grow

really big?”

“Um, I'm not sure. Cucumbers? Tomatoes?

Boomer said, “The only giants T've ever seen are the big
pumpkins at the pow-wow.”

“T've seen those on TV. They're awesome! Are we gonna
grow some of those?” Arianna asked.

Humminghird smiled pleasantly. “Sure, why not.

“He;
who always wins the giant pumpkin growing contest ar the
Pow-Wow...”

Boomer let loose
heh. Sure.

“Oh, crud.” Bird said, the smile dropping off her face.

¢’ Rain laughed, nudging Boomer, “you know

with his best “evil” cackle. “Heh-heh
s family!”

Chris Sorr

forgot about that.”

Boomer was really tickled now. “If you win next year, Chris
will really have it in for you. Then Dumptruck will have to throw
rocks at me! T'll be a dingfod for sure then.”

‘Well, Chris will be laughing his head off when he finds
out my suspension starts next week. I'm out of the science

fair, guy

Rain was stunned. “You didn’t say it was next week!” He

stared at her. She looked away and didn't meet his ¢
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Antennae: a pair of slender movable organs of sensation on the head of
an arthropod (like an inscet or a crab)

Antivipating (to anticipate): Lo expect ahead of time.

Antics: attention-drawing acts that are playful or funmy

Aphids: small soft-hodicd inscets that suck the juices of plants

Appeal: a plea or request.

Aquarium: a container inwhich living water animals or plants arc kept.
Arcade Alley: a section of a carnival or fair where games are played.
Arced: ((o arc) (0 move along a curved path.

Archeologieal: science pertaining to ancieat human remains
and cullure

Aretic:

ry cold

Assailants: thosc who attack violently with blows or words.
Assumption: the helicl that something s truc.

Astounded (to astound): (0 il with puzzled wonder.

Astute: having understanding and the skill (o make good choices
or decisions.

Athletie: active; strong: museular.
Atmosphere: general feeling of a place or environment

Atomis

relating to atoms, atomic bombs. or nuclear cnergy,
Auditorium: a room, hall, or building used for public gatherings.
Avalanche: a sudden overwhelming rush of a substance like snow
Avidly: eagerly: greedily.

Awesome: brealh(zking or remarkable

B

Babbling (to babble): 1o talk foolishly, unclearly; or 1o talk too much.
Baffled (to baffle): Lo confuse: Lo puzde.
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When Thistle’s little whammy had worn off the night
belore, Chris's bravado had returned. He convinced himsell
that the talking rabbit was the result of a bad hologna sandwich
he'd eaten for lunch. Determined to smash Hummingbird's
garden. he recruited his brother, Melvin, who was oaly too glad
tolend a hand. Now he just needed some help from his toadies.

Tater Tot was nowhere to be found, bur Chris managed to
rope in the unlucky Dumptruck. His other recruit was Freddie,

a sometimes toad that wa,

ared to death of Melvin and Jesse.

Chris had originally tapped Lester. but he had the misfortune to

ask “Who dicd?”pointing to a tear rolling down Chri

Immediatelyalierschool, Melvinpickedupthe “demolition”™

erew and they drove out to Aunt Chig property. Chris wanted

10 get there first before Hummingbird or any of her [riends.
Melvin parked his truck behind a stand of cotlonwoods, and
gave each boy a baseball bat. The trespassers approached the
garden along a little rise behind it, rather than [rom the road.
Theyactually passed within ten feet of Thistle's nest. Chris didn't
bother to tell Dump and Freddie why they were destroying the
plants—only that he wanted them gone. As they drew nearer to

the garden, Fredd

aid, *Do you smell something funky?”
Dumptruck laughed and whispered, “T thought it
was Melyin.”
Freddic started 10 laugh, but stifled it. Keeping an eye on
Chr
what we're gonna do with these bats. Do you think we could get
in trouble?”

nd his brother, he whispered back, “L

BigD), Lwonder
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what'd Lte

ya? You guys arc looking good.”

Walter and Tarry stood in Iront of the full-length mirror
that hung on the door of Roberta’s closet. Lying across his
parent’s bed, Rain pointed out one of Waller's more noticeable
achievements. “Your stomach’s not sticking out, Walter.” (The
kids no longer forgot and called the bays Dumprruck and Tarer
Tot. The nicknames had become ancient history.)

The big eighth grader pulled up his T-shirt. “Hey, yeah. Ir

doesn’t look like a doughnut anymor

Larry was sucking in his breath and turning from side to

side admiring his abdomen. “That's becanse we're not cating

doughnuts. man.” Feeling happy about his healthy lifestyle, he

added. “Good thing we didn’t start smoking like Chris wanted
usto”

“Aw, man,” Walter said, “Chris wasn't smoking. He was
just showing off with those cigarettes. He thought it made him
look tough.”

Tmpressed by his emerging physique, Larry started flexing
his biceps, too. He'd never had muscles before. Taking a cue
from Larry, Walter inflated himself into a quivering crab pose
likethe “Hulk.” Rain langhed and jumped off the bed. “Hey, let's
do the Incredible Hull

of transforming themselves into the green musele-bound

The three boys were in various stages

humanoid, when Roberta rapped on the door.

)
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Cast of Characters

(In Order of Appearance)

The Animals

Coyote: The Tric
human characters in games and tricks that Leach life lessons and

er. Coyote entertains himself by entungling the

lead them (o deeper understanding of themselves and their cullure.
Fond of challenges and tests, he takes Fimmingbird down a road that
ultimately allows her (o see her own limilations and reorients her

direction (o the exiraordinary gifls and wisdom of her anceslors.

‘Ihistle: The Rabbit. This(le keeps a close eye on Coyole's antics and
the magical garden he grows for Hummingbird. She states her
disapproval when he gets too wild. but she understands his motives.
Occasionally, Thistle uses her own trickster nature to control the
lieraer aspeats of Cayole’s power—especially when bullies cross
his path.

Sky Heart: The Lagle. Flying over the town of Thunder Rock, Sky Ieart
scesall.

s the Great Messenger he watches over our young [riends.
aswell s those whose hehaviors trouble him. He gives warnings that
protect them, guides them 1o good health. and accepts their love and
respect when they recognize the healing power thal he and (he other
“animals of storics™ provide.

The Kids

Hummingbird: (Bird). Rain's besl friend (of the girl varieLy). Like
Rain, Hummingbird is totally commitied Lo helping the community
become healthy. Smart and popular, she is wnprepared for the results
of 4 Coyote trick that makes her valnerable to school gossip and a

bully. Undaunted by setbacks (and as bossy as ever), she Taunches
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“Chri;
very concerned. Anybody else inyolved?”

s mother listened to what | had to say. She med

The principal [rowned. “Yes. You know Waller and Tarry—
the guys they call Dumptruck and Tater Tot?"
The coach suddenly [elt the floor drop. “Yeah? What
about them?”
‘Well, Freddie said Walter and Larry had heen doing the
shakedown for Chris. He got roped in because they just weren't
wecks to do the

around the Last ollecting.”

The coach stood up. “You're kidding! They tried out for the

teamn, Walrerand Larry we: 5. They outperformed

everybody else on the court. It was like the Pillshury Dough boys

o my top choic

turned into the Transformers!”

Suddenly things were getting very unpredictable. The coach
thought, the captain of the basketball team is a mugger and the
“good guys” he saw today are his goons? (Cee, can anybody say
Coyote?) He sat back down. “How can T kick Chris off the team
and put them on the team?” He looked up at the principal, “Miss
Shield is right. It like a Fun House around here.”

“You don't know the half of it.” Mr. Berry thought ahout
coach that a ses

telling the entist from the state university was

coming 10 the school. Supposedly. he was going to investigate
some strange black stuff that Mr. Pence claimed had been a

tree until it collapsed into a heap of dust. But he deeided nol

t0. No reason to start rumors. Maybe the seventh-grade seience

Leacher just needed to go Lo Florida at Christmas and get warm.
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cs as the human voices

Thistle popped open her ¢ hegan
to [ade. She peered through a crack in the fence and watched
the women and two girls walking toward a recently harvested
garden. Thistle knew that plot well. She recalled with relish the
tasty treats that she had eaten there. Naturally, as a rabbit, she
supported the idea of growing giant vegetables. However, she'd
heard nothing that would explain the odd behavior Sky Heart
had witnessed at the school the day before. Thistle was baffled.
Sky Ho
positively cheery! Thistle frowned. Have I missed something?

2 The girl was

1t had said Hummingbirdwas upsct. Ups
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of debris and was st

provided good cove

rrounded by thick
grasses. Noticing that she had finished her breakfast, the eagle
glided downward to join her. “The eating is good here. May you
produce many.” he said, using an old formal greeting among
the animals.

“Thank you, Sky Heart. Yes. it is a good place. That is Aunt
Chick’s garden down there. She's Hummingbird's aunt, you
know.” She paused for a moment to sample a bit of clover, but it

Wwas too mature and not to he

liking. “So, tell me what happened
yesterday at the school after Tleft.”

Sky Heart des
courtyard, paying sp

sen in the school

attention 1o  Hummingbird’s
There wi

interaction with Mr. Pe: a lot of emotions

sometimes laughing, but also fear and anger. T can see what they
do, Thistle, but I need your ears to understand what is going
on.” He also expressed alarm about the disturbing behaviors he
had witnessed after school: “Tater, two boys took money from a
small child, and then joined the boy, Chris, to start trouble with
our young friends.”

Thistleunderstood. *Tusttell mewhere yonwant me to go. T

willlistenforus. Irsoundslike Coyore isworking somerhing big.

Hummingbird sat at the breakfast table staring at the

bowl of oarmeal. She had not slept well and kept rubbing her
cye
was not thinking positive thoughts. All she could think about

Although she was trying 1o be brave, the disappoin

ed girl

was the gossip she had heard in the restroom—and the laughter
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Boomer was blown away. He

uld’t wait to try that ox

on Sam! But, overcome as he was with excilement, he wasn't
thinkingabout who would teach him the burp commonly known
among non-amateurs as the “Choo-Choo.” Realizing that the

coyote was wailing for his response, he turned and warned

the girls to put their hands over their ears. Then, breathing in
deeply, he prepared for the burp that Sam called “The Howler.”
Opening his mouth as wide as possible, Boomer emitted a
¢ tor

guttural roar that would have shamed the male monke;

whom itwas named. The burp’s only elegance was its very sharp
and abrupt conclusion,
Coyole broke eye contact with Boomer. He turned his head

to the side and considered the situation. Boomer had violated

protocol by escalating the volume too quickly—but the trickster
liked the boy's spunk. Nonetheless, the burping code of conduct
required him to put Boomer in his place. Few people, il any,
knew that Coyole was responsible for the loudest sound ever
recorded in human history. He was the source of “The Bloop™—a
low-frequency sound detected by scientists in 1997. The U. S.
National Oceanic and Atmospheric Administration (NOAA)
believed it originated in the Pacific Ocean west of the southern
tip of South America. Most scientists believed The Bloop
sounded more like an animal than an underwater voleano or
carthquake, but they never offered any eredible theories about
its origin. In truth, it was the winning burp in Coyote’s contest
with a Blue Whale.

GClancing at Hummingbird and Arianna whose presence
complicated things, Coyote weighed his options. Finally, he
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A large woman suddenly burst out of the throng that was
beginning to look like the whole Tribe. It was Elva Fddy. “Here,
let me taste it.” the head pumpkin judge demanded. Boomer
reached into the squash and cut off a nice-sized lump. Flva
placed it in her mouth and rolled it around, savoring the flavor.
She announced her verdict. “Just like the dried meat soup with
Indian turnips my granny used to make!”

A honking car horn interrupted Elva's decision-making.

People made way for the pow-wow’s Arena Director, a big burly
man who appeared o be in a very big hurry. Tt was Frank Big
Wea

“What's going on here, Elva? Nobody's at the pow-wow arena

ownerofthelocal Jif Mart, and Boo's biggest competitor.

and Grand Entry is in less than an hour! The
e off!”
“Well, there’s a reason we've got Indian Time, Mr. Frank

edule’s gonna

Big Weasel! It's so we can shove schedules around—instead of
them shoving us! Right now, I think these folks would say the
schedule is to feed everybody—right here, right now. Just like
Hummingbird said.”

Before Big Weasel could say another word. Boomer handed
him a squash chunk. Elva nodded. “Go on, rank. Eat it
Obliging, he bit into the golden morsel and started to chevy.

“So, what docs it taste like?” Elva prompred.

Big Weasel gota laraway look on his face. He just smiled and
slikethebl
my wile makes, but it smells like some tobaceo my dad used lor

licked hislips. Thenhesaid, “ltras rrypudding

ablessing once—he said it was flavored with licorice.” (Readers
may wonder if Coyote had Big Weasel in mind when he threw
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“Plea
You shouldu’t throw away stulf that's still good. She said there

e, Bird, at least wait until Miss Swallow checks it out.

might be some roots or seeds that could be saved.”

Handing Arianna a dust mask like the one she was wearing,
Hummingbird said, *T ook, Arianna, this was probably all some
big trick of the coyote’s. He's probably laughing his tail off right
now. This was all a big mistake.”

Arianna slipped the mask over her face. Now both girls
sounded like they were talking from the bortom of a paper sack.
“But Rain said that the coyote doesnt always pull bad tricks.
Sometimes he helps.”

“Like he helped me blow up Mr. Pence, get suspended, and
kicked out of thy
those binoculars for nothing, you know!”

nee fair? He

st staring at me through

“But, Bird, that’s when you thought of the giant vegetables.
You might not have ever thought of growing them if he hadn't...”

Hummingbird interrupted. *Sure, he made me do that,
too! Just so he could eat them. For Pete's sake. Arianma, the
coyote probably tore up the big squashes himself!

“Tf he wanted 1o eat the squashes,” Arianna said logically,

“why would h stroy them?”
FHummingbird shrugged. “WelL...T guess you're right. That

doesn’t make sen:

Suddealy, Arianna made a discovery. “Look over here,
Bird, under Simon's bubble wrap. Its some of the pots you
didn't fertilize. They've sprouted! See their little leaves. Come
on, Bird. Lel's plant them in the cold frames!”
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Chapter 4

When it was llwins wrm, he siared at the photo so long that Sammie ha 10 0sk fo the phone back.

Courtyard Conferences

Rain and Arianna stood in the middle of the courtyard—the open.
space at the center of the school. From this hub radiated the
three wings that housed the sixth-, seventh-, and eighth-grade
classrooms. Fach day Mr. Berry gave the students free time afrer
lunch. He believed that unrestricted chatier and blowing off
steam was healthy for middle schoolers.

Arianna spotted Hummingbird sittingon abench by hersel
near the sixth-grade wing. She wasn't doing nmch chatrering.
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Bird a
reached in and lifted out the most beautiful pair of beaded

the bag and pe

Teggings she had ever seen. She ran her lingers over the smooth
background of pink seed beads, so expertly applied that no
glimpse of buckskin backing was visible. Blue stars edged the
tops and bottoms, and flurtering down the leggings. Aunt Chick
had sewn rows of lavender, blue, and deep purple triangles. They
looked just like butterfly wings. Hummingbird could imagine
ch stitch.

the hours of labor and love that had been put into e
Tears clouded her eyes. Hugging her aunt, she whispered, “Oh,
Aunt Ch

Arianna ran jingling over 10 Simon. “You'll be in the Grand

ok, yowre fust the best.”

Entry, too, won't you, Simon?

Tooking lor an excuse Lo bow out. Simon said, “But 1 don't
have any regalia.”

“Come on. Al least a [riendship dance, for Pete's sake!”
Boomer shouted.

Simon smiled. “Okay, okay. But only f Arianna dances next

tome.”

Sky Heart perched in a tall pine and watched the dancing.
He had b
bee

having a good time. When Simon started up the drum music

al training that had

n obscrving the intense phy

the kids just

ent weeks and was glad 1o sc

going on in e

again, the bird bobbed his head in time with the steady beat of

the song.
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“I'm sorry, Miss Swallow. | don't know what made me do
it. T just wanted it to be more exciting, I guess. You know, go
faster—be bigger? T didn't know this would happen.”

“What exactly did you do?”

Casting her eyes downward, Hummingbird confessed. “I
added more catalyst than T was supposed to.”

Miss Swallow frowned and looked quizzcally at
Hummingbird. “Yes, hut what else did you do?”

Hervoice quavering, Hummingbird replied, “Nothing.”

Mr. Pence emerged from the bathroom—his arms crossed

tightly up against his body. He was alres

dy cold again. The fact

that he was wearing a dry pair of athletic socks, but no shocs,

probably added to his discomfort. The enormous crush he had

on Miss Swallow didn't help either. Tooking at her adoringly
with his pale blue eyes, Mr. Pence said shyly, “Thanks so much
for your help, Miss Swallow. That was a bit of a disaster.” Then
he wrned to Hummingbird. Feeling betrayed, he said. “I'm
very disappointed in you. Hummingbird. You've become so
irresponsible! Last week you didu't follow directions and blew
up two feet of rubber tubing. The week before that you rurned a

test tube into a missile.” Turning to Miss Swallow, he added, “It
shot across the room and landed in our aquarium!”
5. It Mr. Pence

was a mean teacher, she could at least have musiered some

Tears began to form in Hummingbird's ¢

resentment toward him. But he had always been kind and
understanding—even when she pushed theenvelopesometimes.
Now, she had let him down.

W
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punch on the arm. They laughed nervously at cach other and
stood up alitlle straighter.

Several baskethall players from the high school were laying
out markers for the drill stations. They would be assisting the
coaches Loday. One of the bigger guys saw them and hollered, “If
you're trying out, sit over there!"—indicating the bleacher seats
where the team candidates would assemble. Pulling their hoods
down over their heads, Walter and Larry sat down and waited.

The
in. Chris and his friends Pooch and Cruiser sauntered into the

shth grade Thunderbirds team soon began to drift

gym last, laughing over a private joke. Following them was a
clump of seven boys who huddled together like a small bevy of

quail. A high school assistant pointed to Walter and Larry and

they quickly scurried Lo join the other members of their flock.

A door banged open on the other side of the gym. All
heads turned to see Coach Brown and his assistant, Goach
Horn, striding across the court. Both men were in their middle
thirties, tall. and broad-shouldered. Theylooked impressive in
their dark blue Thunderbirds jackets.

Halting in front of the assembled students, Coach Brown
waved the current 8th grade team members to the bleacher
seats behind the boys who were trying out. He smiled kindly and
thanked the hoys who were coming out for the team. He said he
was sorry thatthere wasn'taspot ontheteam for everyone, buthe
knew he could count on their good sportsmanship. Then he got
down Lo business. Addressing himself to the team hopefuls, he
said, “Okay, listen up. When 1 call out your names, come up and
gel a number from Coach Horn.” Reading from his cliphoard,
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Dr. Coyote sat back down on his straw couch, intertwined
his fingers behind his head, and considered the evidence. He

replayed Chris's actions in his head—creating a menial map of
the boy's perlormance. Then he analyzed it, starting at the end
and working to the beginning like a true trickster.

First, he examined the backwards running. Coyole knew
that a straight forward path lay within the trails he had laid
down. That path led to respect, harmony, and sharing. It was

immediately clear that was not the path Chris had taken. For

most people, when they did something backwards they kn
that it was the wrong way. Or as Coyote preferred to think of ir,

anunexpected way thatwould make people langh or help themto

think in a dil nt manner. But for Chris, the backwards route

reversed respect into disrespeet, harmony into jealousy, and

sharing into “always having 1o win.” Alh, yes, Coyote thought,

“warp and twist’ is right
Next, he looked ar Chris’s circling patterns. Even Coyote

struggled a bit with the meaning of it. Usually a circle indicated

something whole, open, and complete. But, after much flea
scratching and pulling at his whiskers, Coyote saw that Chris's
spirals were not truly circles, but the loops of snares that
trapped the boy. Apparently, the snares had been woven and

set by members of his own family-some consciously and

others unconsciously
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Th
Thistle, for trying to protect the garden. Teasing abit, he added,

Tic nnoyan

pa id. “Thankyou,

“I noticed that you used your power.
“Well, it wasn't much,” she said, blushing under her fur.
Then recovering hersell, she said loudly, T don’t know what
your game is, Coyote, but T know you do things for a reason.
Those boys had no right to mess with that squash!”
T agree. Chris and Melvin made a big mistake,

Coyote
smiled toothily.
Noticing that the sun was going down, Sky Heart said, “You

berter get going if you are going to do any planting this ¢

cning.”

Coyole said, “So true, my [ricnd” He hic
d, “Later!
gone. A bit wobbly at furst, he soon found his legs. He swung

upped and

burped one more time; the: and was

whispe

into an awkward, but steady gait that put him at the foothills to
Shell Ridge in no time. He headed to an area he knew had tree
cover and water. It wasn't dillicult to [ind a concealed spot that
provided at least six hours of sunshine every day.

Coyote began to scratch up the ground cover. He loosened
thesoiltoatleastfourinchesandthenbegantomakehisdeposits.
He pooped out the se

ds at one foot intervals, making sure they

would not crowd each other. Satisfied with the precision of his

scat, Coyote raked dirt over the fertilized sceds with his paw.

Remembering his promise lo share with Hummingbird, he

scratched “a burr from his fur” and planted it with one of the

seeds. Now, it would sprout as “Hummingbird’s Squash.”
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Chris stood back so he could see the full effect of the Maya ball

court and the players shown in the center panel. He had placed

the white rubber balls so that they seemed to be emerging from

the picture. It was so cooll
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d
the school might not see her project’s important messages.

m. Now, sh use of her foolishness,

thought guiltily, b

“Bird. I've beenlookingeverywhere foryou! Hi, Mr. Braun.”

“Well, it looks like you are in good hands,” the history
Leacher said. He gave Hummingbird a reassuring pat and joined
Mrs. Corn who was on duty as lunchroom monitor. Mr. Braun
whispered something to Mrs. Corn that raised her observation
of student hehavior to a higher level. There would he no catcalls

orh

kling of Hummingbird with Mrs. Corn on duty.

Rain looked hard at Hummingbird. “So, is it true? The

hant’s toothpaste’ went bad?”
“Yeah, real bad.”
“Whe
history class.

s have you been? Simon said you weren't in

Arianna told on Hummingbird. “She was hiding in the
girl's restroom.”

“Well, she can't hide in there,” Rain said. pointing to the
cafeteria, “Come on, let's g0.”

With Rain “riding shotgun” on one side and Arianna on
the other, Hummingbird marched down the middle of the

lunchroom. She kept her

e

foeused on one goal the fable
where Simon and Boomer were sitting. As they passed each
row of tables, whispers and giggles replaced the normal din

ol conversation.

Noticing the change in noise volume, Boomer looked up.

He nudged Simon, and then started waving energetically. The
easygoing boy with the megaphone voice and equally big sense
of humor was a joylul sight o Hummingbird. Pulling his nose
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the boy's face, Coyote examined him carefully. Apparently
there was noharm done. Pausingto reflect, Coyote realized there
were several things he liked about Rain's oldest friend. Boomer
was playlul, receptive, and he managed his energy expertly. He

thought the hoy had a tendency Lo rush things, but understood

that would change with maturity.

When Boomer opened his eyes. Coyote withdrew and
returned to the squash plants. The boy blinked away the dirt
h

Ariannaup 0 a sitting position. She brushed back her hair and

ed o

and raised himself up on one arm. He r and pulled

mumbled, “What happened?”
Hummingbird, who was struggling to stand up, was
cluel Whahhh, w
Then, as the kids' heads began to clear, their eyes focused

:ll down?

on the coyole. They jumped up and bunched together, siaring
nervously at the scrufly-furred creature. Coyote remained
standing on four legs. No need Lo [reak them out again, he
thought, I'mthrough for today. He signaled his Leave-takingwith
ashort “Yip!" followed by a deep and very human chuckle. Then,
the old mischief-maker sailed over the fence and was gone.
Dancing from foot to foot. Boomer jabbed his fist in the air,

yelling “Ves!”

Arianna stumbled backwards from Boomer. *You're happy?
He almost killed us!” Getiing angricr, she poinied a finger al

s that?” Does

Bird. "And what did you mean, ‘It’s okay, he doe:
what? Huff and puff and blow your house down?”

Boomer corrected her gently. “Uh, that was a woll that
hulfed and pulfed—not a coyote, Arianna.”

&
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Chapter?7

bird pespedinta s

it observecdwhat was being bagged at the cash,

register. Secera

dup disoarded shopping Tiss and coupons.

Too Much and Not Enough

The next morning, Sky Heart watched the sun’s rays pierce the
dark bluc sky, bringing a new day to the Medicine Cave Indian

Reservation, From his perch high atop a tall pine, he saw the

community, both human and animal, begin to awaken and stir.
Thistle was among the early risers, having already done some
voracious grazing before the sun came up. After all, she was
ealing for her unborn babies.

Sky Heart approved of the location she had chosen to
Duild her nest. She was favoring an old brush pile overlooking
a garden soon to be planted with winter vegetables. The pile
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Chapter 14

Ol the fist place lophy s on the e

Wins and Losses

Coyote lowered the hinoculars and grinned so hig his mouth
hurt. He had taken up his position on the hill overlooking the
school, eager to ohserve the fun. The old yellow-eyed cuss
hadn't been disappointed. He'd never enjoyed so much “sticky-
sticky” in his entire tricking career. And tomorrow would he
even better! Yipping in glee, he couldn’t wait to tell Thistle.
He loved boasting to the rabbit about how casy it was to make

humans look incredibly silly. Thistle would get hutfy trying to






OEBPS/Images/ebhummingbirdsquash-000184.jpg
1 him all along!” Hummingbird wailed. “He's been

tricking me.

“He's not always up 1o something bad.” Rain said, irying 1o
reassure her. “He helped us belore. He helped Cranma. Tknow
he did. He tricked the lossil poacher.”

Humminghird went silent, contemplaring her fare as
the butt of coyote jokes. Obviously, she thought, the coyote’s
promise not to trick them was limited to preventing diabetes.
He ks,

Keeping an eye on Bird, Rain turned back to Arianna.

It just fine about other kinds of tr:

“Anyway, now you know it all.”
“Wow, no wonder you guys know everything aboul type

2 diabetes.

“And now because of you,” Simon said, “we know about
Lype 1 diabetes, 100.” Unable to contain his curiosity any longer,
he pointed toward the garden, “Ah, do you mind if we lake alook
at the plants now? I'd like to see these “jolly green giants.”

&
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About Diabetes

Diabcies is a discase in which blood glucase levels arc above normal. Most
of the food we eat is turned into glucose, o sugar. for our bodies to use for
energy. The pancreas. an organ that lies near the stomach. makes a hormone
called insulin to help glucose get into the cells of our bodies. When you have
diabetes, your body either doesn't make enough insulin or can't use its awn
iusulinsas well as it should. This causes sugar to build up iu your blood.

Type 1 dishetes, which was previously ealled insulin-dependent
dinberes mellitas (LDDM) or juvenile-onser diabeces, may aceonut for abont
5 percant of all diagnoscd cascs of diabaics. The causes of ype 1 diaboies
appear 1o be much differeat than those for type 2 diabetcs. though the exact
machanisms for developing hoth discases are unknown. The appearance of
type + diaboios is suspoeted 1o follow exposurc 10 an “cnviranmental Lrigger,”
such as an unidentified virus, stimulating an immune attack against the beta
calls of the pancreas (that produce insulin) in some genctically predisposcd
people. Researchers are making progress in identifying the exact genetics
and “triggers” that predispose same individuals to develop type 1 diabetes,
but prevention remains elusive.

Lype 3 diabetes, which was previously called nou-insulin-dependent
dinberes mellinns (NLDDM) or adult-onset dibetes, may accouns for about go
percent to 95 percent of all diaguosed cases of diaberes. A mumber of studies
have shown that regular physical acrivity cau signihcantly reduce the risk of
develaping type 2 diabetes. The Diabetes Provention Program (DPP), a major
Sederally funded study of 3,234 people at high risk for diabetes, showed that
people can delay and passibly provent the discase by losing a small amaunt of
waight (5 10 7% of total hady weight) through 0 minuies of physical acuivily 5
days  weok and healthicr cating.

For more information, visit the Centers for Disease Control and
Preventiows Disbetes Public Lealth Resource at hotps/iwwe.cde.gov!
diaberes/consumer/index. hitm
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Chapter 35

People v scaticred s e squash zoomed post e, an i way G._sameiere

The Offering

Hoke was out of practice when it came to offering apologies,

but he made a humdinger that day. “Tom, bef

you say
anything, Twant you to know I'm pulling my pumpkin out of the
competition. That's only fair.” Takinga breath, Hoke continued.
“And Hummingbird, I'm sorzy for what's happened. Chris won't
be hassling you anymore. | should have paid attention to those
calls from M. Berry. I know about the garden and the shed, too.
Melvin and Chris will make good on that. They Tl [ix what needs
Lo be lixed and pay you for the damages.”
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“No. not this time. But over the many years, there hav

been some like me.” Thinking about this, she [rowned and
asked, “How old are we, Coyote?”

“Well, let me see. We were born in that winter when the
first story was told. That was long, long ago when it was cold
most of the time.”

“So, what does it mean when one of our childrenislike us?”

Coyore thought carefully. He wanted to express himself
in the right way. Finally, he said, *When one like us is born, it
means that the stories the people tell ahout us are changing. Tf
cy only told the
children. But, it scems they still like and remember the old

we would only live through our

storics.

ched into his
big toothy grin. “The old tricks are the best! And Ilove to play
them. They 1l be telling stories about me forever!”

Thistle began to eat her [ruit. Swallowing a grape, she said,
“Coyole, you are so bad and so good. so wise and so crazy...
You've lifted my heart today.”

Suddenly the drumming and singing stopped and all the
dancers came to a halt. “What's happening?” Thistle asked.

“Somchody’s dropped an cagle feather.

“Ohhh. Yes, of course. Everyone is standing. Sky Heart
must be very happy when the people honor him.”
“He d

The animals watched as a ceremony was performed and the

eserves the honor,” Coyote said quietly.

feather was returned to its owner. Then, the young men’s fancy
dance competition resumed. After it concluded and the dancers
got a drum roll, the MC announced a Rabbit Dance. “This is a
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“Do you think the storm had anything to do with
Hummingbird? Is he still playing tricks on her?”

Thistle opened her eyes. “Tdon't think he's through playing
iricks onanybody.” Turning o go into her nest, she said wearily,
“I'm just too busy with my babies right now to worry about
Coyote. But 'd say he’s planning more tricks. This game isn't
just about Humminghird.”

Thistle could usually read Coyote prettywell. His storm had

blown the kids right whi

he wanted them —playing a joke

or

two that would t

sons and bringing new play

into his fun and gam

One of those nd Tate

s Boo. Dumptru

Tot werealready at Boo's Gas 'n Groeery the nextafiernoon when
Rain and Boomer got there. They were preliy excited about the
basketball idea. They almost couldn’t believe that Rain, Boomer,
and Simon had agreed to help them unload Chris.

The boys huddled together to make sure that everybody
understood the plan. Boomer laid outthe details. “You guys wait
out here while RD and 1 talk to Boo. If he says he'll coach you,
come on in and talk to him yourselves. Okay?” Dumptruck and
- Tot looked a little d.

store and went

“Tate:

crvous, but they nodde

Rain and Boome

asually walked inro th

to the counter. They asked Boo if they could ralk to him after he

was through with his custome

s. Then, they drifred over to the
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asm, Chris glanced to where Mindy should hav
been sianding. But she wasn't there. Chris twirled around.
Where did she go?

“Mindy!" He called out her name again, but there was no
answer. Disappointment flickered over Chris's face. He thought
that the girl liked him. Shoulders hunched, with hands in his
pockets, Chris began to trudge up the road to his house. As he
walked. he became angrierswith cach step. By the time he reached
the back door, Chris was furious with Mindy for dissing him.

He flung open the door. stormed past his morher, and ran

down to the basement workroom. He:

reprimand, shouted
from the top ol the siairs, just made him angrier. So what il he'd

almost run her down? So what if he didn't say “Hello.” What did

she care? All she thought about was her mail-order business.

Chris dumped his backpack and immediately went to
check out his science project. The exhibit. now finished, was
undisturbed. Not like last week when Melvin and Jesse had
stolen three rubber balls that were part of his three-panel
display. Althea, his mom, had made them retwrn the balls,
but his stepfather had said nothing. Chris twisted his mouth
bitterly. They get away with everything.

Chris reached out and carefully adjusted the text posters.

Lverything was ready for tomorrow the first day of the

cience

fair. The posters described how he had produced the rubber

balls from the sap of 2 small potted rubber tree and the juice
of morning glory vines that grew on an old fence near his
house. The rubber. he thought proudly. was just like the stufl

the Olmecs had made 3,000 years ago! Chris stood back so he

@)
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Ornament: a decoration.
Ornamental: a plant used for decoration, not for food.

Over enunciated: pronouncing every sword so preciscly that onc speaks
very slowly

Overstatement: @ statement thartis exaggerated or made too much of

P

P4 system: a public address system.

Papier-miché: a material made of paper pulp held together wilh glue.

Parallel: objcets in rows that are located next to cach other, move in the
same direction, and are alwas the same distance aparL.

Paralyred: to make powerless orunable to act, fanction, or move.

Patooties: an cxclamation of [rustration.
Patrolling (1o patrol): the act of obscrving or guarding an arca.

Pawpaw: a fruil Iree native 1o the easlern woodlands of Lhe United
States. lts cdible fruit has the appearance of a mango.

Payload: the capacity of an aiceralt to carry its cargo and everything
loaded on it.

Peel away: to leave or [all away.

Peered (to peen): (0 look at elosely.

Pellets: a small, round mass of a subslance, like liny balls; can refer lo
the dung of a small animal.

Perceived (to perceive): (o comprehend; undersiand.

Perusal (toperuse): fo read carefully or thoronghly

Phlocm: the living tissuc in a plant that carries nutricnts (primarily a
sugar called snorase) o all parts of the plant

Photocapied (o photocopy): to make an imnage of printed materil.

Pixcls: small elements that make up an image, as on a computer or
televis

on sereen
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“I know why. It’s because I'm short—and he thinks he can
push me around! I'm never going Lo grow!”

“I think he’s jealous because you're smarl—like Bird.”
Arianna said.

Rain though, *Veggie Crowd, jealous, smart, shorl, Bird's
friend’—apparently there were lots of reasons why someone
might become Chris's target. Resolving to buck up his friends’
spirits, he repeated Granma's advice. He also added whar
Robe:
them in about the bullying. “Look, T think we should all stick

ta and Gerald had told him after Granma had clued

together. Don't o running avound by oursclves. Chris and his

toadics won't bother us if we're tight. And if somehody trics 10

start som

cthing, just keep cool and don’t get drawn into a fight.

Involuntaril

¢, he glanced at Arianna. Would “has type 1 diabetes™
be on Chris’s list of reasons to pick on akid? Would she be next?
Rain immediately cut off his thoughts. He just didn't want to go
there. Little did he know that at that moment Chris was aiming
at another target—but it wasn't Arianna.

(2
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Hummingbird paused to think. Maybe Arianna was right.
They shouldn't tolally abandon the seedlings or the idea of the
giant vegetables. Civing in alilde bit, she said, “Sure. We might
as well give the seedlings a chance. But I'm not starling any
more giant vegetables—not this season anyway.” To make her
point. she emptied the remains of herfast-grow formula behind
the shed. "If there are some seeds left, fine. Miss Swallow can
collect them. Right now. let’s just clean up and put everything
back the way it was.”

Arianna tescued eight seedlings that had managed to
survive Melvin's wreckage. A couple of the little plants had

spilled out onto the floor, but she tenderly pressed them hack

into their fiber pots. While Hummingbird continued her

sweeping, Arianna transplanted the litlle cabbages, Lurnips,
and carrots into the cold frames. When she returned to the
shed, Hummingbird had bagged most of the rubble. The place
looked better, but not good.

Humminghird switched off the light (at least something
still worked) and the girls went outside to wash their hands.
They didn't know thar the spigot was one of Coyote’s watering
holes. He had been drinking from the hose when they had

arvived atthe shed. Coyote had heard everything they said.

2.
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“Dad. Joe did a tobac

» blessing for the drum and taught
us a new song, 100. He says we got 10 start rehearsing more—for
the Harvest Pow-Wow. I thought we could go out to the shed and
practice some after supper.”

Gerald was glad to hear the boys™ enthusiasm. I wish I'd
known somebody like Joe when T was your age. Sure would have
saved me a lot of catching up. The school I went to didn’t offer
Native Heritage.” Fiddling with the dial on the car radio, Gerald

followed up with the usual parent question. “So, what cl
happened at school today?”

The boys exchanged glanc

- “Well,” Rain replied, “lots of
stufl. Let's see. Humminghird blew up her science class.”
Gerald gla

kidding. Was anybody hurt?”

d in the rearview mirror at the hoys. *You’

“No, but it made Chris Sorrel start actinglikea real weirdo.”

“Yeah,” Boomer said, “he got this guy Lo throw a wad of
hamburger at me in the lunchroom.”

Simon figured he should get in his two cents. too. “Um...
and Chris was real nasty to Hummingbird. He took a test of
hers and wrote some stuff on it like Miss Swallow doesn't like
Mr. Penc

“Even though everybody knows he's in love with her,’

Boomer explained carnestly.
Confused, Gerald asked, “You mean Chis Sorrcl
loves Bird?”

“No. no! I didn’t mean that!” Boomer protested. “It’'s Mr.

Pence who likes..

&
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Ih
see somebody.”

“Who?"

“Boo.”

. “I'm gonna go

oach stood up and pulled on his ja

Coach Brown decided that he would walk over to Boo's

Gas 'n Grocery, He needed a few minutes to think. Smiling to

himself, the coach was remembering that game Sky Bluff High

had played against Thunder Rock back in February 1992. He was
that fal

playing point guard for Sky Blutf when Boo had pul
layup and Thunder Rock won 4543 Boy! The rivalry between
th

hools wa

rary after that game!

Pushing open the double doors to the store, Coach Brown
looked around for Boo. Kitty was at the register. “Your brother
around?” She pointed to the back of the store.

Downon oneknee, Boo was stocking the lower shell ol baby
foods and diapers. He looked up to see Coach Brown, hands in
pockets, standing at the end of the aisle.

“What are you grinning at?”

“Got time for a cup of coft
Boostoodup. “Sure. That's about it forthe strained prunes.”
coff

rfor two cups. Coach Brown added a squirt of milk

Boo went over to his big Roastmas curn and pulled

down the le

and asked Boo th
about Walter and Larry

: burning question: “So what do you know
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atea high-protein lunch of grilled chic

atlunch, and then went over to the musie room where they met
up with their new [riends. Instead of best wishes, they got some
of Boomer's best jokes and leacher imilations. Walter and Larry
(who had never seen his Mrs. Biddy) were rolling on the floor.
The kids hlew out the jitters like bad exhaust. Before going hack
to class, Humminghird, still giggling, slipped them a whole
grain snack bar to eat thirty minutes hefore the tryout.

The rest of the
in health class, the last period of the day. Tt was a snap—true or

chool day was no problem. They had a quiz

tfalse questions about “The Food Pyramid.” They'd been living it
for six weeks.

As soon as the dismissal bell rang, they headed to the
Tocker room. The boys were surprised when Rain, Boomer, and
Simon showed up a few minutes later. They said they wouldn't
be able to watch the tryouts. Coach Brown had closed the gym
Lo spectators; only teachers were allowed. The guys wished
them luck and said they would he waiting outside the gym with
Hummingbird and Arianna.

Trwas time to dress out. Walter changed into a new LeBron

James T-shirt and bagies his mom bought him. Larry took off
his shirtto reveala “shooter shirt” that he'd borrowed from Boo,
The hoys ate their snack and put back on their hoodies. Then
they gave cach other a wordless List bump, and strolled slowly
down the hall fo the big double doors that opened into the gym.
The gymnasium never looked so big. Walter swallowed hard and
glanced at Tarry. He saw a flicker of nerves pass over his [riend's

face. Waller did a Mrs. Biddy “squawk” and gave Larry his usual
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“What [ really don’t une
solution ol hydrogen peroxide. Who got that for you?”

tand is where you got the strong

“Nobody. The 3% hydrogen peroxide was what T bought at
the drug store, Mr. Pence. It was the same hottle [ used when we
practiced yesterday.”

“Thar'simpossible.” Mr. Pence gotup and wenrtothe locked
chemicals cabiner. He searched the shelves until he found the
recently ardered 35% solution of hydrogen peroxide. Tt was still

4. He stepped ov

ome foam that Floyd had not mopped

up yet, and picked up Hummingbird’s bottle of hydrogen

peroxide and read the label. “Three pereent.” he muttered.

Miss Swallow explained. “Hummingbird, there isnl

enough o3 ¢ that big explosion.”

Turningaround inher seat, Miss Swallow called out to Mr. Pence

ninthe 3% solution o ¢

who was examining Hummingbird's “goodie box.” “There is
something else that is puzzling me.”
Hummingbird thought, Oh, no. What have I done now?
After Mr. Pence rejoined them, Miss Swallow went on.
“Humminghird says that she added more of the sodium iodide
than was called for...and that's all she did. She believed itwould

make the

tion go faster and make more foam.”

Mr. Pence laughed and shook his head. “That just doesn't

make se

Lookingat bothteachers, Humminghird asked, “Well. i

that what made the foam blast out...instead of just dribble
Miss Swallow said, “No, Hummingbird. There's not enough
oxygen gas released Irom the 3% solution Lo make the foam shoot
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Hoke nodded and said, "Hummingbird, pl tel

folks thanks for not [iling a complaint, We appreciate i
“Oh, sure.” she replied like she knew all about it. Actually,
Hummingbird didn't have a clue, so she didn't say oo much.
“We heard that everybody's got some of your squash to ake
home.” Althea said. “They say it's delicious.”
“Would you like to try a piece?” Hummingbird uncovered
the plate and held it out o Chris's mom.
Rain tried to be polite, too. I

aid, “Mrs. Eddy's got extra
packages of it if you want some.”
Althea tasted the

squash and smiled. “It reminds me of
when T was alittle girl -but T ean't quite put my [inger on it.”

Hummingbird looked at Chris, but he avoided her

For some reason (she didn't know why), Bird decided 1o sel
out across a shaky bridge 0 a place where she might not be
welcomed. Holding out the plate, she asked, “Do you want

some, Chris?

Chris hesitated and looked at his mother. She nodded,
encouraging him. He picked up a piece of Humminghird's
Squash and took a small bite. The expression on his face did
not change. He said “thanks” and swallowed it quickly. At first
he thought the squash tasted like medicine, but he decided
it was more like grapefruit—extremely sour, with a hint of
sweelness. Chris was not yet welcoming those who would
reach out to him. He had a long way to go. But his ability to
laste something Iriendly was a hopelul sign. Rain nudged
Hummingbird. “We've got to get back. It's getting late. Our

dance conlests are coming up.”
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“At last! Coyote griped. “1 thought they'd never le:
He'd been hanging out at Thistle’s nest all day—wailing o throw
his whammy.

Thistle had been out of her nest for most of the day and had
now returned to nurse her new babies. She had given birth to a
large litter—seven kits, all blind and naked. Tucking her brood
around her, she gave Coyote an irritated look: “What doyou care

when they leave?”

“It's not like T don't have a schedule to keep. you know.” he

said pompously.

“Schedule? You've been lying up ther
“Not at all. 've b

have my own plans for the winter

ing all day.”

on obscrving. Waiting for my moment, |

setabl

ike what?”
“Like this." he said. Coyole stood up and shook himsell
vigorously. Then, he pranced back and lorth a few times,

warming up his magic. When his power was near, he reached
for it quiekly—transforming the girls' newly planted seeds with
alittle dit;

Cabbage to Coyote.
Carrot to Coyute,
Turnip to Coyote.
Jin and stins!
Make them mine!

Make them mine!

)
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His
growth, looking for something that he could use 10 smash the

cart thumping, Chris crashed about in the jungle

monster fruit/veg. He found an old ax handle leaning up against
the fence. He picked it up and slapped it against his open palm.
This would work fine. He would pulverize her giants!

A sudden movement in the undergrowth alerted Chris
that he wasn't alone. Watchfully, he made his way back to his
intended targer. He was very surprised, to say the least, to
dise
yelled,

Somewhat unsettled by this unuswal behavior, Chris
hesitated. Chiding himsell, he thought. So, you're afraid ol

rabbit now? Chris

a rabhit sitting on top of ir. Waving his arms, Chris

hoo!” But Thistle didn't budge. She just stared at him.

d. “Okay, bunny-wabbit. Stay where
youare and gel whacked!" He raised the ax handle.

Thistle stood up on her hind legs and waved her paws
over her head. Then she began to turn in a cirele. The old girl
hadn't pulled a trick in many a year. She was rusty, but she siill
had the memory. She just needed a minurte to get her trickster
“groove on.”

Chris's mouth fell open. Was she dancing?

Thistle stopped her twirling. Sk o on Chris

and spoke in a low, menacing growl: “T wouldn't do thar if T

were you.” Scared silly, Chris staggered backwards and fell into

a dauk nest of leaves. Dropping the ax handle, he eluiched at a

mass of tendrils and stes

;. trying to pull himselfup. The hairs
on the siem’s rough surface chafed against his face and arms,
already damp with sweat. He began 1o itch madly.
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asking because Hummingbird has been trying to grow some
super-sized vegelables. She's had some interesting effects [rom
the fertilizer she’s using.”

Chris Sorrel, who was also in the irst period science class,
saw Allred talking to Miss Swallow. When he returned 1o his
seat, Chris leaned across the aisle and asked what the teacher
wanted. Alfredlaughed. Foryears he had heard his father griping
about the Sorrels alwa

winning the blue ribbon for the higgest

pumpkin at the Harvest Pow-Wow. Scizing the opportunity
1o give Chris a jab, he said. “Hey, Chris, tell your dad he’s got
siant pumpkins

Alfred smiled

1. His punch had landed.

competition. Hummingbird’s growing some

or something. You just might get beat this year.
da

“So, where's she growing these pumpkins?”

Alfred decided 1o draw out the fun. “She and her pals have
been hanging out at her Aunt Chick’s. They re probably growing
" Smirking, he added, “That’s
across from our place, you know.”

Chrisignored Alfred. He would deal with him later. He also
ignored Miss Swallow and the class’s preparation for their seed

when he saw Chri

‘em on her place somewher

classification lab. All he could think about was Hummingbird.
What was she up to now? She was like a whack-a-mole
game. You bang her head down in one hole and she pops up
through another!

When the bell rang, Chris rushed out into the hallway and
headed for Tater Tot's locker. He had a plan. He would round up
Tater Tot and Dumptruck and they would do a little scouting at
Aunt Chick’s after school. They'd lind out what Hummingbird
and the “Greenies” were growing.

2.
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fed hundreds of people. It was baked. boiled, broiled, grilled,
fricasseed. and bar-b-qued. It found its way into casseroles,
pies, puddings, breads, salads, soups, and even a healthy recipe
for sugar-Iree brownies. The shelves in a drug store couldn’t
have held all the vitamins served up by the giant squash.

But those were meals to come. At the end of this day, Rain
that Dances sat at his kitchen table preparing a simple late-
night snack. The young Tndian hoy enjoyed these quiet times

when s in hed. As he

ryone

t an apple info slices,

Rain thought about the drum competition held that afternoon.
Boy, that had been fun! As much as he liked dancing, Rain had

10 admil that he liked drumming and singing most. He thought

the guys should start practicing carlier next y

The 7th
grade boy's drum might place third in this year's pow-wow—il
they were lucky. But Joe had been proud of them. That's what
was important.

But all that could wait. Tonight he had a promise to keep.
Rain ate the last apple slice and put his knife and plate in the
sink. Then, he went to the counter and got one of the packages
of squash his mom had brought home, He unwrapped it and eur
otf s of
newspaper. These he rolled up and put in a paper bag.

al generous portions, placing them on three p

Grabbing his jacker and the bag. he slipped out the hack
door. The moon wasn't quile full on this chilly night, but there
was plenty of light for him to see. e walked purposefully down.
the driveway and across the road. Soon he was in high grass
making his way across the meadow toward the creek. Tong

shadows [rom the cotlonwoods that grew along the hanks fell
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the noise he made was disgusting, it was his app
made their eyes pop. He looked like a big undulating tick

“Need any help?” Sky Heart offered.

“No, I got it,” Coyote panted. *I just need to lie down abi.
So1 can diges..” Flopping down with a groan. he turned over on
his back, breathing laboriously. Thistle hopped over to assist.
“Here, sit up, Coyote.” He raised himself up and she patted him

on the back until he rewarded her with two mega-burps.

Lying back down, he thanked her. “Ahh, that was a ous
burp—not recreational. T feel much better.” Breathing more
casily, he said proudly, “1 got it all: roots, vines, pulp and sceds.”
“What are you going to do with it?” Thistle wanted to know.
Holding his gut, he grinned and said, “Make a mountain

for Hummingbird. Tl plant the seeds with my own fertilizer.”

Thistle screwed up her nose. “Fewws, that's gross.”
Sky Heart jumped in. “No, it isn't Thistle. My bird relatives,
the seed-eaters, do itall the time. Some plants depend on us to

spread their seeds that way

Coyote's gut suddenly emitted a high-pitched whine that
caused them all to stop talking. Looking down at his stomach
ster said, “We do what we have to.”

with satisfaction, the tricl
Then he added, “Besides, Thistle, rabbits re-cycle nutrients

from their pellets all the time. You shouldn't be eriticizing.

Thistle cut him off sharply. “Let’s not go there, please!
That’s private rabbit business.”
Coyote started 1o get irritated, but Sky Heart intervened.

“She’s just prissy sometimes, Coyote. Forget it.”
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Praise for Hummingbird's Squash

“Promise the readers a talc of magic and adsenture. Deliver them one csen
hetter than you promised. And, while you are delivering il, 1each some
important lessons about life and health, and teach those lessons in such an
entertaining way that the reader might nol cven nolice (hey are being tanght
Tn ather words, gisc them one thing under the guisc of another. Cayole (on al
least his relatively benievolent days) would approve of Hummingbird’s Squash.”

Dr. Lawrence Rarker
Associnte Director far Seience:
Division f Dighetes Translation

CGmsers for Discase Cantral and Pevsnsion

“My danghier, Janette Carter, would be so thrilled fo s
the Fagle Baok storics with (he sccond middle school navel, Hummingbirds
Squash. Janette’s faith in stories to “reach, teach and heal” hias proved its

e what has become of

worth o inspire the continuation of storyelling as a significant part of type
2 diabeles provention programs. low farlunate we are 1o have the Leam who
continues this work. Thie bookis really a good one!

Mrs. Rosalie Carter. Albuquerque. New Mexico'

“The story and character content segue from Coyote and the Turtle’s Drean to

Himmingbird's Squash is beautifull The book constantly reinforees the message:

of hope and positive change, for our Native communities. families and within
ourselves.”

Dr. Carvlee Dodge Franciy

Osida Nation of Wisoonsin

oot Uirectar

mericun indian foscarch ond Liucasor Cnier

Tiniversiy of Nevals, Lus Vigas

Pl s Asmivlesgments s, osalie Career s e macher of e re . ety Covor b mepived Gecrgia
Peseo v T
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Noticing the

approaching irls, he said, “You almost missed
me, ladies.”

Hummingbird said. “Mr. Braun, sorry I didn't make your
class. U, here is a note from Mr. Pence.” Mr. Braun took the
note, but didn't read it. Smiling, he said, “1 take it then that Mr.
Pence has survived.”

“Oh, yes. He wasn't injured or anything.”

“That's good. So. you missed a quiz, young lady. You can
make it up larer. It won't take long. Well, I'm going to lunch,
Would you like to accompany me?” Both girls nodded. Thus,

unde

hewingother historyte

her, Hummingbird approached
the full glare of her new notoriety as the “soap bonther.” As they
d
Hummingbird felt as if she were being wheeled into surgery.

r to the [lor

HE

at brightness of the lunchroom,

She steeled hersell for their entry. Suddenly, she heard her
name being called.

“Bird!”

Trwas RD! With great relief, she watched Rain that Dances
runto join them. Of all her friends, this slim. quiet boy with the
faraway look in his eyes was the one who would mostunderstand
her feelings of disappointment and confusion. They had grown
closerand closer eversince that long ago summerhen the eagle
had told Rain and his friends about the healthy ways of their
ancestors. Now, the two of them spent hours talking about ways
they could help their families and friends cat healthy traditional
foods, play sports, and get active. Preventing type 2 diabetes
was their dream. Her science [air project had been part of that
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As coach, Boo took his job s for his

riously. He arrany

buddies 1o take Walter and Tarry out every morning belore
school for a half mile of running. Alter that, they'd do push-ups,
sit-ups, and jump rope. He was working them up Lo running a
seven-minute mile.

For two hours every afternoon, Boo turned over the store
1o his sister, Kitty. Then he'd pick up the kids and they'd go
overto the old school building nsed to house canned goods and
for the

produc

tibe’s food distribution program. The gym still
had a pretty serviceable baskethall court and middle schoolers

Lt was the pertect hideout.

r hung out the;

Boo got the boys comlorlable on the court—skipping,

running b

lewards, hopping and landing, and moving laterally.
Ouly after they showed him they could move, did he advance
Lo the basketball basies: shooting, dribbling, jumping, and
passing. Boo pulled everybody into running drills with the boys.
Tnterestingly, Simon, Hummingbird, and Arianna proved o
have a real talent for agility drills.

Some days Boo ran the boys up and down the court doing
layups until they were ready to drop. His favorite exercise was
“the weave.” Later, when they had built some power into their
action, he taught them some strategy fundamentals and how
to improve essential skills like dunks and good jump shots. He

knew they couldn’t possibly be expert at any “smooth moves”

in just six weeks, but he wanted them to be familiar with a few
of his favorite “lakes.” Mostly, he just wanted them to start
thinking like basketball players.

()





OEBPS/Images/ebhummingbirdsquash-000221.jpg
“Yes
the teacher, Hummingbird said, “Miss Swallow, it's just that

_.well, no, not wrong. If's just...” Turning to look at
every Lime we open this door or go through the garden gate, it’s
like there’s something on the other side that’s jumping out at us.
Tike a jack-in-the-box.”

Understanding how the vandalism had shocked the girls,
Miss Swallow said, “Do you want me to go in first?”

Both Hummingbird and Arianna said, “Yes.”

Confidently pushing open the door, Miss Swallow
continued her absorhed discussion. “What did you use in your
fertilizer, Bird? ['m curious about your formula. We need to get
asample of that.”
ce to tell Miss Swallow

But Hummingbird never had a chan

that she had poured out the fertilizer. The beautiful science
Leacher, usually so smart, sel(-possessed and cool, was making
anodd gasping sound. Oh, no! Bird thought, glancingat Arianna.
‘What has the coyote done now?

Hummingbird reached in and flipped on the light switch.
An oddly-shaped tree about five feet tall was standing in the
middle of the work table. The tin lamp above it directed its rays

of light downward like a star in the heavens. In the darkness of

the shed, only the tree benefited from the light.

Wide-cyed, but making no sound, the girls stared at the
strange plant. Their “surprise buttons” had been hit one 100
many times. But Miss Swallow was another story. She continued
to make funny little noises as she pointed to the pineapple that
was “blooming” from the top of the tree. Finally, linding her
voice, Miss Swallow whispered, “Have you seen this...before?”
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“It would be ni

f they could put the shelves back up.”
Hummingbird said brighly.

“Yeal, and buy some more bags of that organic fertilizer!”
Arianna added.

Hoke had expected a bit more drama. But Hummingbird
and Arianna had already discussed the coyote’s Tole in the
squash’s fate. The girls just accepted that the trickster would do
with it what he wanted.

Tom was still a little steamed. *1 fust say it's a darned
shame, Hoke.”

He got a bit more upset when Le

came running o

“Tom, you're gonna have 1o move the squash. We've gol the

tournaments and the ki

¢ [lying going on this afternoon. I'm

alraid it will get in the way.
Tom was startled, “You mean, we're not gonna get a chance
10 weigh it?”

Hoke looked surprised. too. “Yeah, everybody—including

me—would like to know how much it weighs!”

‘Well,” Les said, “why don't we find out right now? The
digital scale is set up. It's got a 5-ton capacity. And the weigh-
off snotforanother hour. We canweigh Hummingbird's Squash

and your pumpkin, too, Hoke.” He added. “All unotficial, of

cours

“Tust give me a few minutes 10 hook up my truck,” Unele
Luther said. After sceuring the heavy-duty trailer hitch, he
drove the squash (o a small stage that had been set up in front of
the main entrance (o the farm pavilion. Alarge banner attached
10 the judge’s podium flapped in the wind proclaiming *The

)
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Chapter 29

Boomer started running towed the decing ond disagpeared inia the lees.

Within secands, the shockarase hit. “lley! Youre nof going 1o befere this!!

Coyote’s Garden

The nextalternoon, Sky Heart was waiting ona nearby telephone
pole at Boo's C:
Boomer and Simon dashing over to Boo's before their bus came.

s ' Grocery. With great relief he saw Rain,

Taunching his plan, the eagle fluttered down and landed on the
roof of Boo's big wide-bodied truck. Lowering his head so he
could see thorough the store’s glass double doors, Sky Heart
spied the boys at the comic hooks. Boo, he saw, was filling the
coffee urns.
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Hummingbird decided to com n-—at least a little bit.

Actually, this squash probably grew from some seeds I started

in my Aunt Chick’s garden. 'm not exactly sure how a seedling
gotup here or how it got so hig...but T did use a lot of fertilizer.”

Suspicious, Boo said, “You've seen one ol these belore?”
The kids said that they had not seen a yellow squash, but they
swere familiar with the smaller green ones. Hands on hips, Boo
turned around and looked at the squash. “Fertilizer. Hmm, so
that’s what this is...”

Rain added some details. “Bird had the idea to grow some

giant vegetables so everybody on the e ¢ fresh food.

Arianna was helping her. We were thinking of eniering one in

the pumpkin growing contest at the pow-wow.”

Boo laughed. “Well, T'd say Hummingbird's squash would
win hands down!”

Rain looked at Bird. “Boo’s right! We could enter it in
the competition!”

Everybody began to talk at once, “Where would we take it?”
“When does it have to get there?” “Can we move it?”

Boo walked over to the squash and started rapping on it
with his fist. The relle

ed sound was dull and heavy. “It fee
pretty solid to me, T think we could move it.”
“How?” The kids cried.

“Youknow your [riend, Jimmy? Well, his Unele Luther runs

a small moving business. Maybe hed know where to get a truck
with acrane.”

Arianna asked, “How much can a crane lift?”
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“They're outside in the parking lot.” Rain ans
Boowalked overto the [rontwindow and peeredover the top
o the “everyday snack” shelves. Two boys were standing by the

gas pumps. Hands in their pockets, they kept glancing anxiously

in the direction of the store. Boo recognized Dumptruck, but
didn’t know the red-headed hoy.

“He’s new,” Rain said. "His mother’s doing some contract
work for the Tribe.”

Boo frowned. “They don't look very athle

Thinking Boo was going to say “no.” Boomer panicked and
went for the “hig heg” too carly. *Boo, you gotta help them |
1o play basketball! Please!?”
“Whe
Rain smiled sheepishly. “Um, in six weeks?"

m

are the

Tyouts

“Six weeks! Cive me a break, guys! I'm not a miracle
worker!” The crushed look of disappointment on the boy's faces
told Boo that there was more to their pleas than just basketball.

“Okay, hold on. T'll talk to them. Bur, you've gotto fill me in
on this big secret before we go any further. Deal?”

“Deal, Boo!” Rain cried. “T'll get 'em.”

Rain charged to the front door and waved exeitedly for
the hoys to come in. Dumptruck gave Tater Tor's arm a playful
The two would-be athlete:

punch. “He’ skirted

s gonna helpus!

around a car pulling in to pump gas and hurried 1o meet their

new coach.

)
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Preface

In 2005, the U.S. Centers for Disease Control and Prevention’s
(CDC’s) Native Diabetes Wellness Prog

Native communitics to the Eagle

m introduced children

in American Indian/Alas|

important m t0a

young Indian oy and his

knowledge provides the wisdom and power that helps [riends

and familics siay healihy. By cating the foods their ancestors
did and being physically active, children learn that much can be
done to prevent type 2 diabetes.

Because the Fagle Books were so popular with elementary
school children, we decided to develop books that would
appeal to middle schoolers as well. In the first youth novel,
Coyote and the Turtle’s Dream., Sky Heart (the eagle), Thistle (the
rabbit), and Coyote lead Rain that Dances (Rain), Thund

Cloud (Boomer), Little Hummingbird (Bird). and Simon to

andings ahout the health and well -being of th

and

community. The

¢ learn that it is the people’s
their relationships to each other and their environment that
are the sources ol a healthy life in balance. They also learn from
their new [riend, Arianna, who has type 1 diabetes, that balance
in mutrition and physical activity is essential for her health, too,

In this new book, Hummingbird's Squash, we onee again
find our heroes working to improve the health of families on
the Medicine Cave Indian Reservation. In this story, the focus
is on Hummingbird as she pursues a “giant plan” to grow
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comics amd
had bought this month's Mammoth Boy, their favorite comic,

ded to be looking ar the new arrivals. They

last week; nothing else of interest was on the shell. Keeping an
eye out, Boomer saw Boo coming over and nudged Rain. *Here

he comes.”

Boo was smiling. He was always happy to see the kids who
had given him the idea to sell healthy Native foods in his store.
“What's up. guys?”

Rain tooka stab at it first. * U, well, we know you're a

sty
good basketball player and um...well, have you ever thought

about coaching, Bo
“Coach basketball? Noooo. I play on the men's tcam at the

center, but that's all.”
Boomer decided to pour it on abit. “Well, everybody knows
you're really good, and uh, were like a big star in high school *

Uh-oh, Boo thought. I'm getling the Boomer treatment.
His radar went up. “T thought you [ellas got enough coaching at
the school.”

“Yeah, we do. Boomer and I are on the 7th grade ream,”
Rain said, “but there’s these guys we know that would like to
try out for the 8th grade team. They don't exactly play a lot. Not
right now, that is.”

Boo asked, “Can’t Coach Brown help out?”

“Well, not really.” Boomer explained. “Because, see, it’s a
sceret that they want to tryour.”

“A secrel? Who exactly are these guys?”

)
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Plant grow light: an eleciric ight. usually a fluorescent bulb, that
promotes plant growth indoors.

Plague: aflat plate or Lablet thal can be hung on the wall. It usually is
awarded to someonc o acknowledge a special achicvement or evea,

Plummet: to [all straight down.

Podium: 4 raised platform from which a s raddresses an andience.

Paised: getring ready to do something.
Poison arrow: an expression that rclrs to a harmful message.

Poisoned apple: a gilt that appears harmless, but is actually dangerous.
T the story, Chris's postiug to the blog “An Apple for the Teacher”

wnay appear to be harmless, bt its ntent is o canse tronble.

Paisenons: containing a substance that is harmful or destmerive

Pondered (o ponder): to think or consider quictly, soberly, and deeply.
Posse: a group that has a commen intercst.
Tostponed (to postpone): to delay.

Panv-wory: a gathering of North America’s Native peoples where they
meet to dance, sing. socialize, and honor indigenous cultures.

Pranced (to pranee): o swalkc or move about in a lively and
proud manncr.
Prattle: Lo speak in a silly or childish manner.

Precise: exucr: avenrate: specific

Precocious tam wrmasually early age.

hovwing mature qualiti

Prediabetes: a condition in which a persons blood glucose levels are
higher than normal but ot high enongh to be type 2 disbetes. People
wilh prediabeles are more likely Lo develop lype 2 diabetes. Towever.
type 2 diabeles may be prevented or delayed in persons with
predishetes if they adopt a healthy dier, lose weight, and increase

physical activity

Prematurely: happening before the proper o usual fime.
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ch
other’s clothes. When they left, he waited impatiently as their

The trickster watched the girls wash up and brush otf ¢

silhouettes disappeared across the pasture. The sun was going
down and twilight was [ast approaching. The trickster trotted
over to the cold frames and lifted the lid from one of them.
Although he had excellent night vision, he was glad there was
still some remaining light in the day. He wanted to make his
selection carefully. After examining the characteristics of each
seedling in detail. he chose a turnip. He pulled the seedling
from its fiber pot and carried it into the shed. There he found

one of the half-filled bags of dirt that Arianna saved from the

garbage pile. Nestling the scedling into it, Coyote shaped the
plastic bagging around it like a pot. Then, he placed it on the
work table.

Coyote sat down on his haunches and considered what
the girls had said. So. he thought, Hummingbird knows I had
something 1o do with the ‘elephant’s toothpaste’ explosion.
Hmmm, someone is clever. He scowled. It annoyed him when
Iumans figured out what he was doing.

However, his irritation passed when he reflected on what
Thistle had said. Maybe heswas beingtoo tough on Hummingbird.

oo many “tricks” and not cnough “treats?” Well, he would give
heratreat (a tricky treat. of course). Yes, a great understanding

that would put her ambitions and the giant vegetables in perfeet

er own words to do it.

perspective. And he would use b
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across his path. They made heautitul spindly shapes in the gray

silver light. He angled away from the creek when he spotied his

destination—the old tree stump.

Tain kneeled down next 1o the long-time gathering place
and opened the bag. He took out the three packages, opened
them carefully, and arranged the pieces of newspaper around
the tree stump—one for the eagle, one for the rabbit, and one
forthe coyote. On each was an offering of thanks from the ripest
part of the
youtry to teach us, especially those of us who are troubled, and

quash. The

¢ gifts were a small way to say we know

we love and respect you, This is what was in Hummingbird's

heart. These were the messages Rain promised to bring.

In the pink of pre-dawn, the “Animals of Stories” came.
Coyote and Thistle’s hearts were glad when Sky Heart told
them that an offering was waiting. In a reverent manner, they
positioned themselves around the tree sump. When they were
ready, each animal ate a piece of the squash, accepting itas asign
of respect and affection. Once this rimal acceptance was done,
the; T, did
not eat all of his squash. He nosed out an especially tender piece

ate the rest of the offering as a meal. Coyote, how

and brought it to Thistle, laying it in front of her. Very simply,
said, “For the next generation.” Thistle understood and looked
1o Sky Heart. The G od up th
beak and llew to her nest. Then Thistle

reat Messer

quash in his

nger pic

Jimbed on Coyote’s

back and held on [ast. In a flash, she was home.
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Chapter10

Mindtied Chriss “bud by image. lle
Head averybody snowd.

s abways full of surprises and neser boring,

Coyote’s Diagnosis

Coyote lay on his back in the grass not far from the gravel
road that led to the Sorrel’s house. Tired from his exertions,
he snuggled into a comfy pile of straw and propped his head
against a fence post. Thus positioned (with the handy pair of

bin ad a good view of the road and a

lars nearby), Co

nearby pasture. That morning he had woven into the pasture a

complex nerwork of over-lapping trails whose purposc only he
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out of the st. What's more, the 2 mls of sodium

iodide will immediately release almost all of the oxygen in the
3% hydrogen peroxide—so adding more catalyst won't produce
more oxygen. Without more oxygen, there won't he more foam.”

Brightening for a moment, Hummingbird asked hopelully,
“So, I didn'rreally cause the explosion?”

I don't know what you did,” Mr. Pence answered. “What
concerns me is that you intended to create a bigger effect. If
:h
uncharacteristically became very stern. “Until T understand

not an explosion, then somerhing like

what happened here today, your participarion in lab ac

will be re and talk to the

tricted. I have Lo call your parents

principal.” He

aused and then added, “This might

1 requi
asuspension [rom school.”

Hummingbird's face crumpled. “Suspended?” she
whispered. Suddenly realizing the consequences of her actions
Hummingbird jumped up [rom the desk. “Oh, no, Miss Swallow,
the science fair! T might not he able to participate. ..”

Miss Swallowwasverysolemn. “Perhapsnot, Hummingbird.

A polite knocking at the door interrupted the reachers’
consideration of Hummingbird’s fate. The president of the
science club peered inside the classroom. “Excuse me, Miss
Swallow, but...”

“Oh, Iforgot! Sorry. sorry, Chris. Please tell Miss Oliver I'll

be right there. L promised o do a demo for the sixth grade

@
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Arianna shook her b

d and Hummingbird said, “No.”

Miss Swallow walked slowly toward the work table. She
started to say something about pineapples, but stopped when
she saw a vanilla bean and a pawpaw on two nearby twigs. She
quickly realized that she was in uncharted territory. She didn't
know what she was looking at. Circling the table, she began o
count the different vegetables, fruits, nuts, pods, and flowers
that dangled or hlossomed from the tree.

Miss Swallow was havinga hard time

guringour something

else. Were the different plants attached like ornaments or did

they grow from the tree? She leaned over the table and parted
several limbs which bushed out into shaggy gras
ditferently lobed L

Hmmum, she thought, they look like they're growing from

lumps of

of vines.

5. and tangl

afunny

Tooking stalk. A stalk? That’s not very tree-like! Then,

running her eyes downward, Miss Swallow saw why. The Lree
was emerging [rom what appeared (o be a large white Lurnip
root. She laughed uneasily. In a low voice. she asked, Do you
know anyone that does grafting?”

“No,” Hummingbird replied. “What's grafting?”

Miss Swallow didn't answer. “Do you know anyone that
keepsvery, very old varieties of native seeds?”

“My dad has some. He's always talking about them
gelling contami.

Miss Swallow gasped. She put her hands on the table and
Teaned in to Took at a spray of bumpy spikes growing from a
long-leaved grass on alower limb of the tree.

“Oh my...Tdon't believe it!”

&
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Watching the boys play two-on-two against Rain and
Boomer, Boo could see that the hard work was starting to pay
off. However, physical training was only hall the story. It took
alot of coordination to get the boys eating right in such a short
time. The boys” moms were thrilled that their sons had become
somotivated to get healthy (although theywere in the dark ahout
their reasons). However, they weren't sure about the nutrition
the bays needed. Afrer doing some Internet research at reliable

websites, Hummingbird and Arianna learned that young

athletes engaged in high levels of activity needed lots of protein

and complex carbohydrates to sustain their ¢ use she

ryy. Be

was a community health representative for the Tribe, Roberta

was able to offer some lent advice about nutritional

requirements. With her help, the girls carefully planned Walier
and Tarry's meals and snacks. Then they copied out the recipes
and shopping lists and gave them to the boys to take home.
Teona, Walter's mother, was especially appreciative. She
had heen diagnosed with pre-diabetes: the glucose in her blood
was higher than normal but not high enough to be diagnosed as
diabetes. Worried that she might develop type 2 diaberes, Leona
was happy to get information that would help her stay healthy,
100. To show Walrer that she was serious, she’d even taken the
of the Tribe’
the “Stop Smoking” program. As lor Marge, Larry's mom, the

advic diaberes health educator and enrolled in
fresh vegetables from Aunt Chick’s garden were helping her to
keep down the grocery bills, But mostly, she was just glad that

her son was making [riends.
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Finally finding tt

sports program he was looking for.
Cerald interrupted. “Well, il it gets any worse than spithalls and
Tove letters, let me know.” He turned up the sound and started
listening intently Lo the latest NFT, lootball analysis

Simon whispered, “Boy, did we sound lame.”

Veah, lame.” Rain admitted. When he had asked Joe about
the word ‘bully, he had said he should talk to his parents if he
knesw that bullying was gaing on. Now. Rain realized that adult
el
especially if you didn't have their full atrention. Next time he

cars could process information in di

han expe

and his fr

ds talked to grown-ups about Chris they would
have to be alot clearer.

As Gerald pulled the car to the back of the house, the porch
light flicked on. He had not even opened the car door belore
Danny and Del, Rain's § year old twin brothers, and Margie,
his little sister. came pushing through the sereen door. Behind
them, the yellow warmth of the kitchen [ramed the silhouetles
of family—their outlines softened by steam from the stove’s
simm

ng pots. As was his habit cvery night, Rain hugged
Margie and ruifled the twin's hair. Then he made an immediate

detour to check what was ¢

oking.

Boomer and Simon h

ded to the small living room, its
only light coming from the 1V scrcen. Simon switched on
a lamp and flopped on the loor beside Granma's big brown

recliner. Boomer made himsell comfortable on the couch.

®





OEBPS/Images/ebhummingbirdsquash-000337.jpg
found out that gravity has a funny way of r

xerting

its powers—

specially onyourlunch when you are sirapped into
agondola car that's upside down and thirty feet off the ground.

Afier Boomer recovered, everybody headed back to the
pow-wow arena. They were supposed 10 meet up with their
families at 5:30. Social dances were scheduled about that time
and everybody wanted to join in. Two very special visitors
were already at the arena, hidden behind the stage where the
well-amplitied Master of Ce

monics was announcing the
upcoming contests and which drums were singing. They had
spe

were now indulging in some chow provided by that well -known

t the afternoon watching the dancing competition and

gourmet—Coyote.
Thistle exclaimed, “Fruit salad! Where did you ind it?"
Coyote nudged the plastic coniainer toward the rabbit.

“Never mind, there’s more where that came [rom.” Sticking his
head into his other prize, a large white paper sack, he dragged
out half of a chicken sanduwich. Coyote wolfed down his treat
quickly, but Thistle wasn't as hungry as she thought she was.
“Thanks for finding this fruit for me, Coyote. But T'm
suddenly feeling a little down...” Her chin started to tremble.

“T's just that it's hard when my hahies start foraging for

themselves, I'm going to miss them so much.”

Coyole stopped licking the mayonnaise off the sandwich
wrapping. “Thistle, cat a pincapple ehunk. Yowll feel betrer.
Besides, your babies haven't run off yet.” Cocking his head 1o
the side like coyotes will do. he asked, “Were there any rabbits

like you in this litter, Thistle?”
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Swallowsaid she'd

sprouting and producing
[ruit so quickly. She invited Bird to join her at her computer.
They went web surfing.

“Well, Hummingbird. This site says giant pumpkins can
gain thirty pounds in one day.”

“But, Miss Swallow. they were just sprouts the day before.
Besides, the plants weren't even from the seeds we planted. I
don'tknow what they were. The leaves looked like a squash”

Miss Swallow frowned and shook her head. She was
stumped. “Bird, T'd like to visit your garden. I want to see these

plants for mysclt.” Hummingbird and Miss Swallow agreed 1o

take a trip out o Auni Chick's on Thursday alternoon. Miss

Swallow wanred to photograph the plants and gather sampl

A thorough scientist, she would try to gather as much
information as she could hefore the visit—which is what
promptedheriocall Allred Badgertoherdeskduring irst period.
Miss Swallow knew that Alfred’s [ather had experimented with
various fertilizers, trying to speed up the growth of sunflowers
and other produce that he grew commercially. “Alfred, has
your dad ever used any fertilizer that could cause cucumbers or

squashos to double or friple their size in just a few hours?”

Looking surprised. Alfred said. “T don't think so. Miss

Swallow. That sounds pretty impossible. But if there’s anything
you want 1o know about manure and eompost, Dad can fill
youin.”

Miss Swallow laughed. The growth inducing properties
of manure really wasn't her thing. Turning on the overhead

projector for today's lesson, she said casually, “Actually, I'm

@
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Sky Heart looked at the sun. It was time for his midday flight
around the reservation anyway. He took off and flew toward the
foothills to chart the shortest distance to the garden by road. As
he soared above he saw a truck climbing steadily toward the area
where Coyote had planted his seeds. A truck! Of course, the bird
thought, why didn't T think of Boo before?
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Gaining his feet, Chris bolted for the gate. Once he had
escaped the garden. he tugged off his shirt and slapped it wildly
at his arms, trying to remove the prickly hairs. But they only

burrowed deeper into his skin, Hollering gibberish, Chris
ran like a erazy man toward the road, wriggling and pawing at
his face.

Thistle hopped over to the fence post where Sky Heart had
perched, observing the whole performance. Looking up. she
said, “Ls he gone?”

Sky Heart nodded. “Running like a turkey. Sorry, T left the
nest. | thought he might hurt you.

“Oh, Sky Heart,” Thistle said. “you know [ have a few tricks
up my o

Still watching Chris, the eagle observed Thistle in his side

vision. He smiled. “So, you used your power, Thistle. It's beena
long time.”

“Yes, I didu't want him to destroy the squashes. Bu,
all T could manage was a scary voice.” “And,” she giggled, “an
itchy rash.”

“Abad rash?”

“No. it'll be gone in an hour. My power is weak, Sky Heart.
Chris ran away, bur the effect won't last. He'll be back.”

Pointing to her left car, Sky Heart said, “Your power may be
stronger than you think.”

L 1t was

Thistle

nding up

hed up and felt her
straight. Taughing, she said, “Abh, the old power. I'm a wild
rabbit now...”
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ChapterTi
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o Tt o

Gl elousy providet i aif e usificasion he needed 0 punc “ener” and faunch
hisepborattack

The Poisoned Apple

Coyote released Chris from his power. The boy awoke with no
conscions knowledge of shat had happened. He tried to pick
up his sentence where he left off, but he was a little fuzzy. He
strained to remember what he was talking about. Suddenly, the
memory [looded in—the Veggie Crowd! Jubilantly, he smirked,
“Oh, ye;
up the whole story.” Pausing to let this information sink in, he

added: “Tet's spread it around that RD is a lake.” Anticipating

h! I was there when Boomer told Mrs. Corn they made
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Now Boo was grinning. “You figured it out?”

Takinga sip Irom his steaming cup, the coach smiled, “The
fake layup. Tt was perlect.”

Boo laughed. “T've never seen kids work so hard.”

Then the coach dropped the bomb. *T hear they hang out
with Chris Sorrel.”

Boo stopped smiling. “Not anymore.” He told the coach
about Rain and his friends coming to him abour the boys.

“Walrer and Larry want to get away from Chris. | think they eam

handle it if he comes afrer them again.”

“I hope they can. But, we still have a problem. L was going
to put them on the team, Boo. But [ can't now. They stole money
for Chris.

“I know,” Boo said casually. “But that shouldn’t keep them
off the team.”

from sixth grad

The coach's eyebrows shot up. “What? Why not?”

“Because they paid it back. All $65 of it. They did odd jobs
for me—when T wasn't running their butts off."

Coach Brown was back in the Fun House. He went sliding
and twitling across a spinning floor, Wheeee! “You know. Boo,
this is gonna be all right!” Swigging down the Last drops in his
cup. he smacked his lips and said. “Thanks. That's the best
coffee

The coach charged back across the road 10 the school. Mr.
Th
would do community service as part of the school's contribution

ever tasted!”

Berry was still in his ot struck a deal. Walter and Larry

to the Harvest Pow-Wow. That should set everything square.
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had the idea, RD, but L sure didn't grow th

“L might h:

squash. I'm no even sure anymore if the idea really was mine.

“Well, I know one thing’s for sure,” said Arianna who was
watching Mr. Pence snack on squash bits. “Youll never be

banned [rom science clas

again!”
Boomer tossed apackage to Rain over the girls' heads. “Hey,
where are Walter and Larry? I guess they gorta work, huh?”
“Theymight he working the parkinglots.” Rain yelled back.
“We'll find em.”

caway was over. Hummingbird
fsnack

and Larryfancily arranging the squash cuby

Bird madc up a coupl

Squash had become *g
plates for Wal
inconcentric circles. She made a plate for Rain's Cranma Hetie,

too. Bird was really curious how Cranma’s taste buds would
interpret the squash. The otherkids stayed behind to help clean
up. The lefrovers made a huge mess. The seraps of the squash's
Lough skin alone must have weighed over a thousand pounds.
Roberta phoned the Senior Center hooth. They said Hettie
wasatthe judge’stent. She'd decided to enter herpickle recipe in
one of the preserved foods competitions. Rain and Bird headed
the
for the
le
behind him, They had just come from talking to Willard.

¢ first. Entering the shadowy tent, it took a few minutes

to adjust. They didn't Granma and turned to

and ran directly into Chris. Hoke and Althea w

right
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“Oh, cool! Indigenous fertilizer! We”

got to have some
of that!” Hummingbird chucked in a whole tablespoon of the
guano for good measure.

Now that the fertilizer was mixed, Arianna pulled down a
sack of [iber peat pots and some potting soil from their newly-
built shelf, and Bird opened three seed packets—urnips,
carrots, and cabbages.

“How many should we plant?” Arianna asked.

“Let’s do twenty with fertilizer and twenty without. That

way. if the fertilizer is too strong, we'll only lose half of them.”

The girls filled the fiber pors with soil, planted the seeds,
d

pots in two groups of twenty on the table, and Hummingbird

and added some waler 10 cach. Arianna arranged the se

squirted a dropper [ull of fertilizer into only one group. Then
she set up the plant-grow light and plugged it in. A ghostly
florescent glow Llled the shed.

Arianna said, “Cee, it looks alittle spooky.”

“Spooky? t's not spooky! Ir's more like a night light,” Bird
said whimsically. “When the seeds sprout, they won't be afraid
of the dark.”

Sarisfied with their st experiment, the girls

cancd up
the spilled dirt and water splatters from their seed planting.
ck out the

They would come back on Monday afternoon to che

seed’s progre

Hummingbird closed the door hehind them

and slipped the latch in place. Unforrunately, she had forgotten

the old combination lock that Dale, her brother, had given her.

2.
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Chapter 27

Avragantly igroring the conehts warning. Cheis g an el i Lnrey's ik

Drills and Thrills

Larry must have said Granma's prayer a hundred times over the
next two wet

cspecially the part she'd added about asking for
strength because he and Walter were trying so hard to become

good relatives. He now understood what it meant to have friends

that were really like your family. Larry wanted to make them

proud. Linally, the fateful day of the tryouts arrive crybody
was jumpy. The boys’ plan was Lo get (o the locker room early
that afternoon and dress out before anyone else. They wanted

no premature run-ins with Chris and his buddies.
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Rain glamced up ahead ar Hummingbird. She was almost
skipping she was so happy. “No, T think it would [reak her out.
Tet's just be cool for a while.

Hummingbird turned around and yelled, “Hurry up, guys!
Rain and Boomer ran to caich up. Passing by Aunt Chick's
house, Humminghird pointed across a recently harvested
field. “The shed’s hehind thar red fence over there.” The kids
cut directly across the stubbly ground. Soon, they spotted the
shed. It didn't appear that the fenee
protecting it from the wind. The little building was a bit worse
cmbe
exterior was badly weathered, the roof sagged, and the two front

had done a very good job of

off than Hummingbird od it. Irs umpainted wooden

windows were

nissing some pan

Hummingbird ran on ahead and stood in front of the door,
which hung on valiantly by a single hinge. She waited until the
others joined her, “Well, guys, this is it."

“Looks kinda creepy.” Boomer said. “What does it look like
on the inside?” He tugged open the door and the kids entered,
hopping over some tall weeds that clogged the doorway. Shafts
of afternoon light slanted through the broken. dirty windows,
dimly illuminating a small room. Leading the way in, Rain
stepped gingerly around a clutter of rags and rotten cardboard
boxes. Almost immediately, he bumped his head on an old

cobweb-festooned light fixture that hung by a single cord from

the
each back and forth.
Pulling cobwebs out of his hair, Rain turned in a circle,

Ling. It swung crazily, spewing out a cloud of dust with

quickly assessinghe possibilities. “Iu's goinglo lake some work."
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work table immediately drew his att

ntion. He made a quick
inventory of the equipment and plant nutrients. However, it
was the stack of articles on growing giant vegetables that told
the tale. Chris rummaged through the photocopies quickly. So,
he thought, she's not just interested in pumpkins—she’s trying
1o grow everything big!

Chris stomped out of the shed. This wasn’t turning out the
way he'd planned. When he put people down, they stayed down!
Foul as his mood was, it wasn't as bad as a disgusting smell that
seemed to be coming from the area enclosed hy the red fence.

Pinching his nostrils, Chris b

ded for the garden. Tiving
quickly of the gate’s tug-of war, he kicked it open. Al firs, all

he could st

n.” Then the stink hit him. Chris gagged.
The plants reeked like alocker room of stinky socks and sewage.

Despite the tangle of pointy triangular leaves that would
have discouraged most intruders, Chris pushed his way into
the dense growth. In the 24 hours since *the big burp-off," the
plants had taken over the garden. Chris discovered the gravel
path around the vegetable patch and followed it. He came upon
some crushed leaves that looked like an animal's bed and the
cmpty skin of the squash Coyote had caten. Beside it, another
huge green-striped globe had taken its place. Chris squatted
down to examine it. It reminded him of a gourd, but its size was

awesome! But, true 1o his nature, Chris's sense of fascination

and wonder was soon overcome by envy and resentment. The
gourd (orwhatever it was) was Lwice as bigas anything his family
had grown. Hummingbird, that stupid girl, had discovered a way

10 win every giant pumpkin contest in the world!
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Annual Harvest lair and Pow-Wow Monster Pumpkin Weigh-
Ofl.” Hummingbird and Arianna were waiching Uncle Tuther
line up the trailer when Roberta's car pulled in. The boys jumped
out and ran over 1o see the scale, a square metal platform that
rested on a piece of outdoor carpet in [ront of the stage.

“Hey, Bird! We thought the weigh-off wasn't until 10:00!”
Rain shouted.

“Trisn’

Hummingbird replied. “Thisistheunofficial pre-

weigh off.” She

xplained how Chris had mad

re the squash
would be a no-show at the official weigh-off. The hoys jumped
up on the trailer 1o get a good look for themselves. Although
they were disappointed, they knew the coyote was direeting this

show. Boomer tried to lighten the mood. He leaned down to

Arianna and whispered loudly, “Chris didn't do anything, Tt was

really attacked by a giant squash bug.” Rain and Simon laughed.
Ariannaclimbeduponthe platformtosee forhersell. “Well,

it must have been a hungry bug! Don’t you want to see, Bird?”
“No. I'd rather not. I'll just remember it the way it was.”
Tom asked the kids to get down. The men needed to figure

out how they were going to get the squash on the scale. They

d s

There was plenty of room for it on the trailer. With a little help

ed that itwould be rto move hanthe s

quash,

from the boys. the scale was casy to lift. Since the squash was
perfeetly round, a slight push would roll if onto the scale. For

safety, Tom and Les tied s

1l straps around the squash and
held on. When Tuther removed the blocks, Tes gave the “Big
Stinker” agentle push. Cooperating, it slowly rolled a few inches

and stopped. Tom smiled. “T think we got this under control
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Dumptruck looked at the two girls sitting across from him.

“Honest. I just want to stop before my mom [inds out. She’s got
enough 1o worry aboul.”

Hummingbird wasn't interested in Dumptruck’s other
olfenses—only the squashes. “You didn’t tear up the garden by
yourself, did you?”

“No. It was Chris’s idea. Him and his brother. He's pushed
us into doing other stuff, too.”

Hummingbird muttered to Arianna, * knew it was Chris.”
“We justwant Chris off our backs.” Tater Tot said earnestly.

“That’s the real reason we're telling you all this.”

Dumptruck nodded, “Yeah, before we get in real irouble.”
“What do you want me to do?

Dumptruck tooka deep breath. “Talk to your [riends—Rain,

Simon, and Boomer. See if they Tl help us.”
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Food sovereignty: a policy adopted by a population (o widen (heir
control of the foods they cat.

Foraging (to forage): Lo make a search, especially for food o supplies.

Formidable: very impressive ot strong.

Fornmla: the required elemens of a method or approachs; the kinds of

found ina

atoms and their quantiti mponnd or molecule

Fossil poacher: a thief wha steals fossils

Tossil: a bone. hody. or priat of'a dead plant or animal preserved in

rock, earth. or tree resin,
Fragrance: a pleasant smell,
Trarrded: 1o be cxhausted physically or cmotionally.
Tretting (1o fret): to be nervous: upset.

Fugita scale: the scale used Lo rate the intensily of a lornado by
examining the damage caused by the tornado alter it has passed over
aman-made structure. An Fo tornado causes the least damage and
an Fy the greatest damage

Fungus: any ofa kingdom of living things (as molds, rasts, mildew:

smuts, and mushrooms) that Tack chlorophyll
Fumky: having a strange or bad smell

Furtively: done in « sueaky or sly manmer.

G

Gargantuan: gigantic; of inmense size

Gammelet: a line of people stding opposite each other throngh which
a person must . The people strike or yell at the mnming person
To “run a gaunilel” is an expression (hat means (0 endure a difficull

situation inwhich one is talked shont or eriticized

CGawking (to gawk): (o slare; (0 look al someone rudely.
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Simon: The “nerdy” kid. Simon’s family has recently relurned lo the
roscrvation after spending several years in the big city. Beeausc he is
small for his age and wasure how he fits in with other kids who have
grown up in Thumder Rock, he

m easy turger for bullies, However.
Simon's quick wit and intelligence help him work his way out of most
confrontations. Awiz on the nlernet, the “Veggie Crowd” depends
om him as their “answer man.”

Walter aka Dumptruck: A member of the “lavisible Glub.” A student
“nobody.” Walter wants to be accepted by other smdents und becomes
one of Chris’s Loadies. When he is forced (o do something that
shames him, he confesses what he has done and seeks help from
Arianna and Hummingbird

Larry aka Tater Tot: A nes boy at the school. Having been bullied at
other schools. Larry trics to get on Chris's good side by hecoming one
of his toadies, too. He soon regrets this decision and joins Walter in
seekingaway lo escape Chris's control.

Rain’s Family

Gerald: Rain’s [ather. Gerald works long hours as the busincss
develaper for the Tribe. He is sometimes pusaled by Rein's obsession
with healthy foods and physical activity, but he always helps his son
and his friends with their projects, including their plan (o enter a
glant pumplin contest.

Roberta: Hain's mother. Roberta works as a community health
vepresentative for the Tribe. She is proud of Ruin and alvays tries
(o support his (and his friends’) interest in diabetes prevention.
Hoberla and Rain are very close and enjoy doing things together.

Granma: Rain's greal-grandmother. “Granma” is Roberia's
grandumother and the heart of the [amily. She gives good adviec
to Rain. Boomer, and Simon about how to respond to bullies and
teaches al] the kids sbout being “good relatives.”
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Chapter 26

B okt s cornfortable o e couri—Higing. esoing oclvards,
hopping and landing. and mocing farerudly:

De-Bullification

Over the next few weeks, Boo supervised the transformation of
“Dumptruck” and “Tater Tot” into Walter and Larry. Everybody
had a role. Simon volunteered to help Boo with strategies for
physical conditioning and the girls took over the “training
table”—nutrition was eritical. Rain and Boomer's job was on
the court.






OEBPS/Images/ebhummingbirdsquash-000278.jpg
In his firme

voice, the ¢

said, “I'm watching
you Chris." Turning away Irom Chiis, he called out,
“Where's Dexter!?”

The injured party said, “Over here, Coach.”

“You okay?” When Dexter nodded, Coach Brown signaled
to resume the serimmage. Coach Horn announced the penalty.
“Two free throws and the tryout team keeps possession of the
ball.” Holding the basketball out from his hody like it was a

bomb, Dexter walked slowly to the penalty free-throw line.

Walter gave himan encouragingsmileand Larry murmured,
“Just relax, man.
Dexter could feel every eye in the gym on him. He shrugged

and said, “Well, here goes.” He shot two air balls.

The ball went back into play. Chris and Pooch traded a
triumphanigrinasthey movedinaggressivelytoboxoutthetryout
team. In the confusion of the hustle, Chris saw an opportunity
for a sneak hit. Arrogantly ignoring the coach’s warning, he dug
an elbow into Larry's ribs. When Larry dropped the hall, Chris
hissed gleefully, “Can't ya take it, Tater?” Dexter saw the foul
and glanced toward the coaches, but they hadn’t seen it. They

were watehing Pooch who had posscssion and was passing the
ball to Cruiser. Walter, Larry, and Dexter chased Cruiser down
the court. They were unable to head him off. The Thunderbirds

seored on an casy dunk. The points were rewarded by a few

whistles and isolated claps from the Thunderbirds, but one look

from Coach Brown quickly squelched the poor sportsmanship.






OEBPS/Images/ebhummingbirdsquash-000360.jpg
“Okay, push again, L

ated his low-energy
nudge. But the elfect was different this time. Suddenly, the
straps started zizzing through Tom and Tuther's hands! Uncle
Tuther yelled, “Owww!” and the squash took off! Tt jetted
across the scale’s shiny metal surlace—and shot off the end of
the trailer, sailing 10 feet hefore hitting the ground. People
screamed and scattered as the squash zoomed past them, on its
way to...somewhere.

This
Thorpe Road—a feature that the squash took full advantage of. Tt

tion of the fairgrounds sloped slighrly toward Jim

began to roll faster and faster —spinning end ove

end through a

gauntlet of irucks and cars before e

caping into a flat sandy lot.
et

The lot was bordes

d by a low concrete parking barrier 200

further down the slope. By the time the squash hit the barrier,
its momentum was so greal—it launched into the air like a great
flying sun, spun out of control and wobbled crazily toward the
back of the fairground's road sign. Tt hit the sign with a great
thump and split right down the center!

Everyone that had seen the runaway squash ran after ir.
The news of its escape spread quickly to the farm pavilion and
the home arts building. They began to empty. Folks that had
arrived for the children’s parade soon were hurrying to see what
was going on.

Les stayed behind to pick up the seale’s digital monitor
that had crashed to the ground. He glanced to sce if there
was a weight reading—but the power cord was disconnected.
Tuckily, the monitor wasn't damaged. Then, he ran Lo cateh
up with the crowd. Worried that someone may have been hit,
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They're up straight!” Admiringly, he said, “Your powe

greater than I though, little rabbit.”

Climbing on Coyole’s back, she said. “Yeah. so you
Detter watch it, you old rascal. Now take me home the way you
brought me.” She leaned forward, spraddled across the top of
the trickster’s backbone. Clutching his fur, she said, “Tell Sky
Heart to come in the morning. He will take pity on the boy.”
She glanced up at Chris, who was slumped against the squash—

warching them with a stupcfic

d expression. In Coyore’s car, she

teased. “He only wanted some of your seeds, Coyote.
Coyore yipped at the joke. “Ha! My des there a
child!”

Chris saw a gray streak 7ap across his line of vision —and

: no

seeds. Hummingbird's Squash is an only

the rabbit and coyote were gone. Completely whacked out, he
jerked uselessly at his arm and started erying. Wiping his nose
on the sleeve of his free arm, he looked up at the giant yellow
fruit that had become his jailer. Kicking at it again, he whined,

“P've gome craaaazy...and it's all your faulr!”
After a few minutes Chris got control of himself. Surely

someone would see him. Maybe Melvin and Jesse would come

Looking. That's when he remembered that hed told his mom he
was going to spend the night at Cruiser’s house. That was his
cover for the night. He'd wanted plenty of time to disqualify
Hummingbird's Squash. But his plan was 100 good. Now his
family wouldi't miss him.

Chiris got into the most comfortable position he could find
and waied. He passed the [irst hour singing some songs under

his breath and playing a mental game of tic-lac-toe. But lime
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reporting my doubts. Maybe

S0

nnocent people have heen
sen o jail! All advice is appreciated.”
Chiris remembered the smiling photos of RD and Simon

with their lamilies (“Tocal Boys Foil Fossil Poachers”) in

the reservation newspaper. His jealousy provided him all
the justification he needed o punch “enter” and launch
the cyber attack.

Mrs. Corn marched across the parking lot. a hox of
smiffed
smell

she glan

The Thunderbird held proudly in front of her. She
her loved the inky
ool offy

at the clock and signed “7:45” under the Monday column in the

. The language arts T

sprint. Bustling into th

attendance ledger. Next, she bestowed a school newspaper on
Touise Shield, the secretary, and thenbegan to shove copies into
the teachers’” mailboxes. Working her way down the alphabet,
she bumped into Mr. Pence at the P’s.

“Cood morning, Mr. Pence. Would you like a copy of The
Thunderbird? Tr's hot off the press!” Without waiting for a reply,
she thrust the paper in his direction and moved on to the Rs.

“Oh, thank you, Mrs. Corn.” Wiping his nose with a tissue,

he added, “Um...] just wanted to say that | wndersrand your

dilemma, but I'm sure there is an explanation. Rain and Simon

se

a like honest boy:

&)
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Mrs. Corn seribbled on a serateh pad and handed it to the
principal. He quickly read the note. “Well, T appreciate your
calling. In fact, I'm glad you did. We've...ub.... had an incident
atlunch today. Tt involved Arianna, but she’s just fine.” Pulting
his hand over the phone, Mr. Berry whispered, “She is okay,
isn'tshe?”

Mrs. Corn nodded. “Yes, Miss Swallow handled it.”

“Mrs. Corn is here now to fill me in. We think it was some
. The
going on.” Sweating, he wiped his forehead with a tissue. “Ves,

kind of bullying.” Mr. Berry pans

d. “Lagre

something

wee'll ger to the botrom of ir. We want parents and guardians fully

involved. Il keep in touch.” Afier a [ew pleasaniries and more

. the principal rang off.

Mr. Berry gave the teacher a cheerless look. “So what did
you find out?”

“I have a theory, Mr. Berry. But [irst, here is the list of
newspaper stafl T promised. T think there’s only one name
of interest.”

Glancing at the list, the principal saw the name “Chris
Sorrel” cireled in red. Tntrigued, he said softly, “Tell me ahout

your theory, Mrs. Corn.”

Mrs. Corn explained how she had pulled up her stafl
assignments for the first edition of the r. Chris
Sorrel and Hank TaChaise had been assigned to distributing
The Thunderbird in the lunchroom on the day in question. She

ool newspay

N

@)
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your

scquash's

try in the contest, Bird. Your mom’s got the
official rules.”

Arianna looked around, “Simon! Where's Simon? He just
disappeared before we lined up for the Grand Fairy.”

“He's right over here!” Roberta answered. Fverybody
turned to see Roberta, Simon, and Miss Swallow hurrying
around the periphery of the pow-wos arena. Simon was looking
pretty sharp in aribhon shirt that Darlene’s boys had outgrown.

“Wh

“Your mom took me back to your house,” Simon said.
aid. L printed off the
contests where a squash was allowed into the competition.”
her, b
1o [ind Miss Swallow. She knows all about coyote squash.

- did you go?” Rain asked.

Smiling proudly, he

chsites of pumpkin

¢ continued. “T]

Lookingup ar the scic:

Miss Swallow explained. “Simon remembered some
information about coyote squash that I had...ub...thumb-
tacked on my bulletin hoard. I'm sure that Hummingbird's
Squash is a stinking buffalo gourd. Tt's somerimes called a
coyote squash.”

“Well its leaves sure do stink!” Uncle Luther said.

“Whew, yeah, that stuff is ripe. | can still smell it.”
Tom laughed.

Darlene fished in her tote for the copy of the rules. Handing
the paper 10 Miss Swallow, she said, “These are the judging
guidelines they gave us.”

Miss Swallow glanced at the paper. A litdle smile passed
over her face. “If somebody will drive me to the school, T'Tl get
my research folder.”
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“You b Thost
Hummingbird wasn'l ealing, Boomer asked, “Where's

dinos look cool!” Noticing that

yourlunch?”
“Inmy locker. And I'm not going through the lunch line...
“Here, you can have some of mine.” Boomer cut his turkey
sandwich in half and placed it on a napkin. Simon shoved over
one of his cartons of low-fat milk, and Rain lobbed an orange
across the table, hollering, “Catch!” Arianna opened a package

of unsalted sceds and nuts (toasted) and a snack box of dried

choke cherries. She offered them to Hummingbird. These

¢ most popular traditional foods sold at
Boo's Gas 'n Grocery. (Arianna said the treats were good for kids
like b
sure, Hummingbird wouldn't go hungry.

and everybody else, too.) For

who had type 1 diabe

Comforted by the presence of her good [riends,
Hummingbird Taunched into the siory she knew they wanted
10 hear. She spared no details (even the [act that she could get
suspended), pausing only to take bites of sandwich and sips
of milk. Arianna and the boys hung onto every word. Ending
her story, Hummingbird surprised them with Miss Swallow’s

conelusion. “She said that extra catalyst couldn’t have caused

the explosion of foam.”

Intrigued, Rain asked. “Then how did it explode

“I don't kaow. If anybody could figure it out, I thought
maybe Simon would e able to...”

Boomer interrupted. “Wait, wait! If the catalyst didn't
cause the explosion—that means you're innocent.” Putting
two and two together with his lawyer’s genius for arguing “not
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Thermos: a container used (o keep liquids hot or cold.

e that automari

Thermostat: a de

ly controls temperiture
Throng: a large number of people gathered together.
Thumbs up: a siga of approval or congramlation.

Toudies:
Toddled (o toddle): 1o walk with shorl unsteady sieps like a young child.

people who flatler another, hoping 1o receive favors.

Toddler:

young child just learning (o walk
Tousle: to rumple or mess up in a playlul way.

Traditional: describing a long-cstablished way of doing or belicving:
related to culture and custom.

Transformation: a change in outward appearance.

Transplanted (to transplant): to remove [rom one placc and
introduce clsewhere.

Trespassers: people who cater unlawfully upon the land of another,
Tribal sovereignty: refers (o the inherent authority of indigenous tribes
inthe United States to govern themsclves as “domestic sovercigns,”
as opposed o the full independent sovereignty of the United States.
Triumphant: having won a victory and being proud of it

Trophy: an award given to celchrate a victory or other
winning achicvement.

Truck farming: growing vegetables for the marker

Trudged (1o trudge): to walk with much effort.
Tbular: having the form of a (ube.

Tacked in (to tuck in

an expression meaning to eat
Tuning fork: a metal instrument that vibrates at a specific constant
pitch wehen struck. Tt enrits a pure musical one that is used fo fune

musical instruments.

w
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Miss Swallow printed off as much information as she could

find on the various foods and their origins. By 1:00 a.m. she
was staring at a pile of papers that documented the history of
horticulture in the Americas. There was no way she could plow
through all the archeological sites, theories, and migrations of
plant foods in one night. But she had a good start.

Flipping through the journal articles, she found the one
thatwould help her classify the foods into their areas of arigin:

the Andes, the Amazon, the lowlands of Mexico, and the Eastern

United States. Although the cotfee was gone, there was a cup

of soup lett. Maybe ¢ in another hour of work

he could sque

before hanging i up.

Miss Swallow, however, worked longer than she meant to.
Al 4:00 a.m., she laid her head down on the lab table just to
rest her eyes for a few minutes, When she woke up, the glare
from the bright overhead lights was almost painful. She wiped
her eyes with the backs ol her hands, Ohhh, she thought, T must
have dozed off. Sittingup, her shoulder muscles were so stiff she
could hardly move her head. Rubbing the back of her neck. she
murmured, “What time is it?” She glanced at the schoolraom
clock. Six-thirty!
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Milk Bottle Topple. Le watched player after player throw a ball
at three milk bottles stacked in a pyramid—and lose their money
Lrying to knock them over. Chris noticed that the three bottles
toppled only when the ball was thrown with enough force at the
ones on the botiom. He bought three throws and calmly aimed
a fast pitch at the two hottom bortles. The bottles went flying
and he won a small teddy bear. He did the same on the next two
throws—trading his prizes up to a big teddy bear. Chris bought
more throws...and more throws.

Finally, the carnival worker running the game took him

aside.

“Say, kid, why you do't move on. 1 gotra keep my job.”
Chris smiled agrecably. No reason fo be greedy, he though.
Mo will like the
pillow—but she'll really love the giant teddy. The clown wig and

stutfed monke

. tiger doll, and gum ball

“I'm with Stupid” T-shirt he would save lor Melvin and Jesse.
Chris's bad mood seemed 1o have passed. but as Coyote said,
winning always had a bad effect on him.

Unlike Chris, Fummingbird, Arianna, and the hoys had

passed up the games - they were more interested in the rides.

The girls started off slowly on the family rides. They rode the

Spinning Sombreros and the Ballerina Twirl hefore moving wp
to scarier fare. They we
op
Loopy Anti-Cravity ride. He fumly belicved that sromach

: standing in line with Rain and Simon.

at the Ilying Oc s when Boome 1 all to the

hallenged the:

churning terror was the only way to have fun at a [air. They
wisely decided o stick with the Octopus. Boomer later wished

2.

@)
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a

giving us an opportunity to argue against the protest. Hol

Sorrel says that squashes are excluded according to this
He handed Darlene the same photocopy that Hoke had been
waving around.

Gerald explained, “Its the official rules of the International
Pumpkin Federation.” Checking his watch, he said, “We betrer
get going. I'd like to get some pictures.”

Darlene read the judging guidelines out loud as they made

the
the color requirements, Uncle Luther (who wasn't a gardener)

way to the pow-wow arena. When she got to the part about

was about to 1 s about skin quality when they he
the host drum launch the song for the Grand Fatry. Quickly
stufling the rules in her tote bag, she said, “The rest of this can
wait.” Hurrying to join the huge crowd of spectators, they could
see above the heads of the onlookers, the crook of the furred
eagle staff begin its forward movement into the arena.

Tom and Darlene broke off, looking for a pathway through
the crowd. Uncle Luther, Gerald, and Nadine did the same.
Finally, Tom found an opening hehind a row of lawn chairs
occupied by members of the Senior Center—just in time to see
the men fancy dancers and grass dancers twirling past. He and

Darlene waiched as the traditional women dancers [ollowed,

their long fringed shawls, draped over their arms, swinging
gracelully in time with the drum. Darlene nudged Tom, “T ook,
there’s Miss Swallow.” A northern traditional dancer, Beity
Swallow was nothing less than stunning in her white buckskin

©
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day sun. Where was Hummingbird hiding the pumpkins? That's
when he spied the red fence behind Aunt Chick’s old ranch
house. He headed in that direction.

Sky Hearl had been euriously watching Chris from a nearby
power pole. Being suspicious of the boy. the eagle flapped
into the still air and flew toward the fence. Circling above, he
looked down into the garden. Were those big blobs what Chris
had come to see? Mayhe Thistle knew something ahout them.

He banked away and flew the short distance to Thistle’s nest.

Landing in front of her brushy house. the eagle rustled his

wings, announcing his presence.
Thistle called out 10 him from inside her enclosure. *Give
e a moment, Sky Heart.”
“Thistle, please hurry. IUs the boy, Chris. He's headed
toward Hummingbird's garden. T thought you ought to know.”

Thistle’s head popped out from the nest. “You mean
Coyole's garden, don't you? Did you see the big green [ruits?”
When Sky Heart nodded. she went on. “They're coyote squash.
He grew them for his own eating. Ohh, he’s up to tricks. You
should have seen him having fun with Hummingbird and her
friends ye

“Something tells me Chris isup to no good.”

day.”

“Gardens are my territory, Sky Heart. Ill go down there and

see what's going on. Waich the bunnies—they shouldn’t be much

trouble. Th cping. Oh, and back me up if L need ir.”

By the time Thistle had hopped down the hill, Chris was
peering in the windows of the shed. Because the small building
couldn’t be seen from Aunt Chick's house, Chris had no fear of
discovery. He pushed open the door and glanced inside. The






OEBPS/Images/ebhummingbirdsquash-000402.jpg
Prey: animals that are food for other animals.
Prime: to prepare: to get something ready
Pristine: heingunmarked: [resh and elean: perfect.

Privet: a shrub that is used for hedges.,

Professional: persons educated or trained o do a specific job.
Protocol: a sel of rules or way of doing something.

Peychingomt: a slang expression that means Lo get someone distracled
or upset so (hal they become confused or unfocused.

Puberty: period when the body matures; a time of greal change.
Pulveri

10 heat or grind into a powder or dust.
Puncture: a holc or wound made by picreing

Purging (1o purge): to rid: make [rcc of something unwanted.

Pushed the envelope: an expression meaning exceeding the existing
limits; 1o go beyond what is usually acecpted.

Pyramid: a struclure that has a square base and four Lriangular sides
meeting at a point.

Q

Quavering (fo quaver): 1o tremble as in a shaky way of speaking.
Quivering (1o quiver): to shake or move with a slight trembling motion.

Quiszically: curiously.

R

Radar: a device that sends ont radio waves for detecting the position of
anobjecl.

Radiated (to radiate): lo spread out from a cenler point.
Raggedy: havinga rongh ormmeven edge or outline.

Rationally: in a reasonable or realistic way.
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Dumptruck sat in his desk, only half conscious of the

downpour hammering the rool. He vaguely noticed that Mr.
Braun was lowering the blinds, but paid no mind until he heard
hailstones crashing against the windows. Now, the gray light
that edged the blinds barely illuminated the classroom. Cee, he
thought, it's really dark in here. Taking advantage of the extra
time in homeroom, Dumptruck slipped over to an empty desk
beside Tater Tot. As usual, the red-headed boy was drawing—

in the dark.

“Hey, Tater. Where ya been?”

“Around. Staying out of Chris's way mostly.”

“Yeah, I Ligured. T heard he gave you a hard time hout
talking to that Arianna girl"

“Word gels around.”

“Took, ah, I've been thinking. About this stull we've been
doing for Chris.” He looked around and lowered his voice. “T
wanna gel out of it.”

Tater Tot stopped his doodling. Dumptruck had got his
attention. “How?”

“T don't know yet. Butr something tells me you don't like
it cither...| thought maybe we could work on it together. You
know, two heads better than one?”

Tater Tot nodded. He was interested.

“Um, so what is Ariannalike? I mean, aficr you apologized
and all?”

Tater Tot was puzzled by Dumptruck’s questions, but he
answered anyway. “T just lalked 10 her a couple of times. Shes
was prelly nice Lo me. She lives with Hummingbird."

)
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Boomer hadn’t been at school five minutes before he was

sitting in the hot-seat across from Mr. Berry. As the principal
listened, he retold Cranma’s story about a cave [ull of bones.
Rain, Boomer explained, didn't know that the story would be
printed in the school newspaper. He was alraid that the fossil
poacher, Vernon Smeed. would read the story and go after his
Granma. Boomer looked apologetically at Mrs. Corn. “The
interview was true. But T figured that you'd give us a pass to

round up all the

sapers if you thought it was bogus. I'm sorr

“That’s okay, Boomer. I didn't give it another thought afrer

we found out about the fossil poacher.” Turning to Mr. Berry,
she said, “Boomer may have been a bit misguided, but his
intentions were good.*”

Mr. Berry took off his glasses and rubbed his forehead.
Teaning across his desk, he asked Mrs. Corn, “Who else was in
the newspaper room besides Boomer thal morning?”

“Some members of the newspaper stall,” Mrs. Corn replied.

“Then, someone on your staff started this rumor.”

Mrs. Corn looked shocked, but only nodded.

Mr. Berry said, “T'll make an anmouncement during
homeroom tomorrow. | want this rumor stopped dead in its

tracks. Mrs, Corn, T need a list of your newspaper statf.

Noter As the reader ean see, Coyote’s tricks can cause mischicf lomg after

they huve been played. Indecd, some ks may hace no expirasion date atall
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Dar
daughter—she wasn't a quitter.

smiled. One thing you could say about h

By the time the boys left drum practice, it was getting dark.
They stood in front of the school waiting for Gerald, Rain's
father, 1o pick them up. Tonight, Boomer and Simon would
be eating supper with Rain’s family. Simon often ate dinner at
Rain's house when his dad, Henry. a long-haul trucker, was on
the road, and his mom. Ellen, a nurse. worked the night-shift at

Lrcady being s

iting from

another town on the tion. Rain's mom, Roberta, liked

cooking for a crowd.

Keepingan eye out for his dad's carheadlights, Rain started
singing the new song Joe had taught them. Boomer chimed in,
then nudged Simon to sing with them. Simon smiled shyly and
shook his head. Boomer suddenly called a halt. “Okay, Simon, I
guess I'll just have to sing for both of us.”

Rain elapped his hands over his cars. Laughing, he pleaded,
“No. Boom, don't!”

Simon holle

od, “Ull sing 'l sing!”

Fixing his cye on Simon, Boome:

started the song, Rain

joined on the
but only the

ond round, and as promis

smiled, “Hey, that wasn't half

d, Simon sang,

shorus. Boomes

bad, Simon.
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“Notunless worms have fur!l” Boomer shouted. “Look!”

At that moment Coyore’s head popped through the hole.
Te pushed his paws through the small opening and widened
it, allowing passage for the rest of his body. As he emerged, the
squash’s skin collapsed info a shapeless green sack. Shocked,
Hummingbird and Arianna stumbled backwards. But Boomer
stood his ground.

Coyole staggered as he tried to stand up. Unable to sustain

hisweight. he flopped on his haunches —his belly swollen with

squash flesh. Glancing with disinterest at the kids, he emitted
aloud, contented belch,
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Chris moved aggressively to block Walter, forcing him to pa
off the ball to Dexter. Then Walter turned quickly to screen out
Pooch who was guarding Dexter. The screen would have Ireed
Dexter 1o pass Lo Larry. He was in a good position for a shot. But
instead of initiating the pass, the tall boy crumpled lorward on
his skinny knees and crashed to the boards.

“Phweeeeeet!” Coach Brown stared at Chris, his whistle

hangingin his mouth. Did he see what he thought he saw? Ready

to chew nails, he marched angrily over o the captain of his 8th
grade team.

“Chris? Do you mind telling me what that was about?”

Turning on his biggest “suck up” smile, Chris said, “Ahh,
sorry. Coach. L guess I'm just too pumped or something, 1 didn’t
mean to hit him.”

Coach Brown looked around lor his assisiant coach.
“Coach Horn!"

“Right here. Behind you.”

The coach spun around. “Oh. there you are...did you
see that?”

“Wha didn't?” Goach Horn and everybody else in the gym
had scen Chris violently shove his left shoulder into the back

of Dexter’s right shoulder blade. The assistant coach couldn't

believe ir. Surely, there was some explanation.

Turning back (o Chris, Coach Brown said, “I'm calling
that a llagrant foul, Mr. Sorrel, Whar do you think this is? An
NBA Linal?”

Widening his eyes innocently, Chris protested in his most

ingratiating voice: “No sir. Really it was just a mistake.”
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Strategy: a plan; an approach.

Strode (past tense of “to stride”): took a very long step.
Strut: 1o walk in a still proud way.

Stubbly: having a bumpy or rough surface.

Stupetied (to stupefy):

Sturdy: [irm: slable.

(0 make stupid. groggy. or numb.

Subconscious: the part of the mind in which houghts accur of which we
are nol fully aware.

Suceulent: moist and asty.

Suit (as in the expression “(o follow suit™): to be or act in agrecment.

Sullen: gloomy or rescntfully silent: not sociable.

Surged (10 surge): to move lorward as in wav
Surrendered (fo surrender): Lo give oneself over lo something.

Suspended animation: a (emporary loss of consciousness and breathing

in which one continues Lo live.

Suspension: a Llemporary removal (as in a suspension from school)

Suspicioned (1o be suspicions): 10 feel doubi and misirust

Swagger: to walk or conduct onescll with an arrogant way; strut.

Sweelly: donc with gentle kindaess.
Swig: an amount drunk al one time

Sympathetically: being done in a kindly, sensitive, or caring manner.

Talons: claws of an animal, especially of a bird of prey.
Larpanlin: a canvas covering,

: (0 make fun of: 1o kid or joke wilh.

Temporaril

+ lasting for a short term: not permanent

Terminating (to terminate): to bring to an end
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was dragging and he got cold. Intelligently, he used the stake
to drag over the cargo netling that had covered the squash.
He pulled it over his head. As the elock approached 11:00, the
pow-wow arena closed down for the night. Shortly thereafter,
someone shut olf the light towers.

Chriswas left alone in the dark—with only his thoughts and
Gucurbita foetidissima to keep him company.
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to find out that | would say really...really nasty things about
people.” The tears that had pooled on herlower eyelids suddenly
spilled over into real misery.
Their voices lumbling over each other. the kids protested
their disbeliel. “What? Come on, No way! He didn’t say that!”
Humminghird wiped her eyes with the back of one hand.
“Oh, yes, he did. T.ook on the back of the last page..”
Rainturned overthetest. Tnlargeblock capitals was written:
MISS SWALLOW SAYS MR. PENCE IS A LOSER AND
ADORK.

Skyl
scatter as they he:

keenly observed Hunmunabud s dejected posture and the way

ssrooms. The cagle had

that her friends gathered protectively around her. Clearly, she
was upset. He had never seen this bright and beawilul girl
cry before.

From his perch on the telephone pole, the eagle turned
his attention from the school and made a brief scan of Thunder

Rock. the largest community on the reservation. The town was

quier. Feeling a bit stiff, he stretched out his wings and flapped
them several time

and felt the

Sky Heart had been on duty all morning

od 1o [ly. Hummingbird wasn't his only concern
on this day. His rolc was to give heart to anyone who sought the

Ie . He was a me;

uramee of his pre

enger of hope to all
the people.
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Tater Tot waved. Hummingbird glanced at Arianna and

whispered, “This is so weird.” She hall-expected the boys 1o
start flailing their arms and yelling, “Ding-Ding!”

Arianna smiled and waved back. “Come on, Bird. Be nice.”

Hummingbird hated to admit it, but she was curious. Why
would the boy they called “Big D" want to talk to her? Arianna
walked on ahead and sat down. Bird followed reluctantly. Trying
t0 “he nice,” she arranged a more pleasant look on her face.
Apparently, it didn't work. Dumptruck looked petrified.

Humminghird stood awkwardly. Finally, Tater Tot said,
“Why don’t you sit down?” He nudged his friend. “Dumptruck
has something 10 say. Don'l ya, Big D?"

Hummingbird perched on the side of a chair and waited.

Dumptruck said, “Hum...,” then broke down belore he'd
even begun his apology. After several false starts, he revved up

his nerve and finally succeeded. “Hummingbird, I...I'm sorry.”

Trustinga girl he hardly knew, Dumptruck blurted it out: *I tore
up your garden!”

Once he'd started, the rest of it rolled out like a flood: “And
ing

ing ‘ding-ding.” He looked at Arianna.

T'm sorry about throwing the hamburger at Boomer, and 1
to trip Simon, and
“T feel really bad about that. And...” Dumptruck didn’t finish

his “ands™there were some other things he decided not to

bringup.

Tater Tot filled in. “I'm sorry, too. | was doing that stuff

with him.”
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a “giant plan” Lo grow oversized vegelables (o feed reservation
Tamilics a plan that is soon under Coyote’s control.

Chris Sorrel: A school bully. Caplain of the 8th grade basketball team,
president ol school clubs. and winner of scicnee fairs. he is known
amongthe teachers

s am omistanding student. Unfortunately, his
“smarts” serve as a sereen behind which he bullies younger and less
popular siudents. and tries 1o bully others (hal present a challenge Lo
his “rule of the school.

Arianna: Ilummingbird's new “sister.” Arianna is temporarily living
with Hummingbicd's family. She is [rom a Hispanic lamily that will
s00n be moving to the community. Arianna has type 1 diaberes and
teaches her new friends abou! (his form of diabetes. A sofL-hearted
girl. she plays an important role as the person who brings students
together to work out their differenecs. (I'he character of Arianna is
based on a veal girl by the same name. Tike the character in the book,
she is very aclive and loves sports.)

Rain: (Rain that Dances: also called Rain or “RD" by his friends). The
boy chosen by the eagle. Lvery day. Rain tries Lo spread Sky Ileart’s
messages ahout eating healthy and being active. At school, the kids
call him “Veggie-Man." but Rain doesn't mind, bec

1se preventing
type 2 diabetes is all-imporiant. When Ilummingbird devises her
“giant plan” o solve the scarcily of pleniiful fruits and vegelables in
‘Thunder Rock, Rain signs up right away. He also comes to the aid of
Hummringhird and others who suffer the plots of bullies:

Boomer: (Ihunder Cloud). Rain's best pal. Fricndly and loud, Boomer
is the joker always ready for excitement and a game of basketball
When everybody gets stressed out. Boomer snaps them out of it with
his good humor. Although he often speaks heforc he thinks. Boomer
s very resouraefl when the kids get in a tough spot—especially when
bullies are around.
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M. Berry brought the

mbly toa close by congratulating
everyone and asking all the honorable mentions and place
winners to stay behind for pictures. Standing in front of the big
check, he stiffly reenacted the presentation of the fust place
trophy 1o Chris. Blinded by the flash of the photographer’s
camera, he didn’t see the high school teachers leave in a huff.
He had forgotten Miss Shield’s last instruction.

Coyote and Thistle vacated their front row seats and slow]

made the
hidden &

had enjoyed the

r way around to the back of th
ind th d the building. Thist

ably and had shar

wditorium-—staying

that bord

huckles
v had
t place winner. But now she wasn't

d some

with Coyote who had to mulfle his ‘yips' when Mr. Ber

announced Chris as the firs

feeling very well. She had some discomflort in her back. As an
experienced mother, she knew that her bunnies were about 1o
be born.

Coyote noticed her
Rabbit?” he teased.

“No older than you, Coyote. | just need to get back to my

ow hopping, “You getling old, Ms.

nest. Thelittle ones will be here soon—bur nor right away. T have

chool. They didn't ads
traveling instead in the shadows of the abundant weeds and
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agle lannched himselfand quicklyroscintoaloweloud.

As he circled upward. his mind locused on Hummingbird's
lears. Yes. he thought, something was very wrong. He resolved

10 return to the school alter his mid-day flyover.

The Tast bell of the day signaled that exhilarated sense of
freedom that meant only one thing—it was Friday. Students
grabbed their books for homework assignments and teachers
stuffed ungraded tests in their briefcases and rotes. But these

Tes

sponsibilities could wait until Sunday eve

ing. Tomorrow
was Saturday!

Rain and Boomer, however, didn't have to wait for their

good time. Drum practice was scheduled for that afternoon.
They had convinced Simon (o go along—at least 1o watch and
listen. Simon was shy aboutlearning how to drum. He had been
teased by his cousins (not Clifford—he was cool) when they
saw him trying to do some pow-wow dancing. They called him
a “city boy” who didn't know how to dance “ind'n.” Simon had
become very self-conseious after that, but the bays thought Joe
could bring him out of his shell.

Needless to say, Humminghird did not share her friends’

enthusiasm for the weekend, drums, or anything else., She and

Arianna usually attended afrer-school activities. But not today.

Hummingbird just wanted her mother’s comforr.
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Chapter 20

ot hond become s bzzing e e sich i was impossible @ predietwhere or vhen b s,
Srom nside the swirling wncertainy-came the sound of wild cachling and he wrickster's conjure.

“puteseryting hack e war it

Back the Way it Was

Wednesday started out weird and it kept getting weirder as the
day went on. Not long after the first bell, an unusual morning
storm rolled through Thunder Rock that shorted out the school’s
electrical system. The sky grew so black that the hallways were
almost completely dark, For safoty’s sake, the teachers were told
1o keep the kids in homeroom until the storm passed.
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Exothermic: characlerized by giving off hea.

Fxaties very different or umisual

Tixpansive: being in a good or talkative mood.
Txpired (lo expire): 1o come to an cnd.

Explosion: a violen( expansion or bursting wilh noise, as of gunpowder.
Expounded (fo expound): Lo explain; interpret.

xtrameasure: something (hal is added (o be more generous

or effective.

Extraordinary: remarkable.

F

Faltering (to falter): (o move unsleadily.

Fantasized (o fantasize): (0 imagine in the mind.

Faseination: a slale of having appeal or interest; greal altraction.
Fashionable: very stylish: up-to-date in what one is searing

Fatalism: heliel or attitude that events arc caused by powers heyond
ome's contral

Feathery cobs: relerringto the appearance of the small cobs on the
(eosinte plant

Testooned (to festoon): to decorate with.

Tidgeting (io fdge): to move about restlessly.
Flabbergasted: aslonished; (otally surprised.

Flagrant: so bad as Lo be impossible 10 overlook.

Flattery: praise that is excessive or nol sincere

Flickered (to Micker): to move irregularly or unsteadily
Tluorescent: glowing brightly.

Fluttering (to flutter): Lo move with quick flapping molions

Foliage: amass of plants or leaves: plant life in general.
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could also sce the full effect of the Maya ball court and players
shown in the center panel. He had placed the white balls so that
(hey seemed Lo be emerging [rom the picture. Tt was so cool! He
loved his exhibit!

Chris had labored over the project for this year's Native
Science theme. He'd spent hours drawing the illustrations of
the rubber making process. But he never let anyone see how
hard he worked. Trwasn't part of his image.

Smiling, he fantasized about how proud his family would
be when he won the science fair. But the smile quickly faded,
10 be replaced by the tight-lipped expression he usually wore

when at home. Hi:

epdad didn't care about him, he thoughi.
Nothing would ever he good enough. His mood turning hostile,

Chris slid into a chair and popped open the laptop on the card

table where he did his homework. Pulling a notebook from his
pocket, he flipped Lo the page where he had jotted down Mrs.
Corn’s password (o a local message board lor Leachers. Peeping
over shoulders while delivering messages for the school office
came in handy at times.

He logged onto the computer and went to a popular site
called “Apple for the T
school board. Entering Mrs. Corn’s school email address and

acr” that was managed by the local

thepassword Popeornyz, Chris hegan his masquerade. Clicking
on a forum about ‘siudent behavior,” he preicaded (o be Mrs.

Corn de

ibing how Boomer had told her that RD’s interview
with Cranma was phony. Then he typed, “Maybe Rain's saving
his great-grandmother [rom a lossil poacher was all made up,
100!” Ciggling. he added: “What should T do? I feel so guilty not

2.
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L too. A s
like Hummingbird, he was eager o ask her about the experiment

out of a book, Simon turned and was

gone wrong.

Running the gauntlet without incident, Hummingbird slid
into the chair beside Simon—her back to the lunchroom crowd.
She breathed a big sigh of relief. Rain plopped down beside
Boomer and pulled out a copy of this month's Mammoth Boy, the
boys’ favorite comic. He delivered it to Boomer as promised.

hangged a wordless

“thumbs up.” Taking the scat on
the other side of Simon, Arianna asked. “What are you reading,
Simon?” Rain and Boomer furtively watched Simon’s

They knew that he really liked Arianna.
t's called The fall of the Dinosaur

ction.

Smiling, Simon said, °
Fmpire, about the big meteorite that hit earth and wiped out the
dinosaurs. It has great pictures.”

Taughing, Arianna replied, “T should have known it was
about dinosaurs. You love those lizards...” It was well known

that Simon was the ultimate “dino-geek.
Shyly, Simon said, “Yeah, and more than ever now.”
Everyone at the table knew exactly what Simon meant.

In the weeks since Rain and Simon had returned the missing
bones of the Great Turtle, the hoys had talked to their friends
constantly about the ancient ereatures they had seen in her cave

at Shell Ridge. Simon would never get thos

images of the great
marine reptiles out of his mind. And he dido’t want to.

Holding open one of the illustrated pages of the dinosaur
book so Boomer could see it, Simon made an offer: “T'll trade ya
for that Mammoth Boy when you're linished, Boom.”
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ed

midable and bold as any

nits side, still connect

Neither man nor child said anything, Lying thes

toits umbilical stem was a vegetal wonder a

geological formation.
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Electricity: an

v presence and flow of electrical charges such as lighining
and static electricity, the [low of current in an clectrical wi

Hlegance: having a graceful appearance or siyle

Flemental: relating to the most fundamental nature of an object, force,

orissue.
Flicited (to elicit): to draw out by skillful questioning or diso

off.

Fmit: to throw or giv
Tmpowered: posscssing a [ecling of control or ability.
TMT: emergency medieal technician; healtheare provider who
treats cnergencics.
Enchilada: a tortilla stulled with meat or cheese and served with a chili
spiced sauce.
Energetieally: doing something in a lively or vigorous manncr.
Entangled (1o cntangle): to be entwined; twisted together,
Enthralled (to enthrall): to hold by or as if by a spell; charm.
FEnthusiasm: strong excitement and active interest.
Enumeiated (to enunciate): to speak-very clearly
Eaveloped (io envelope): to surround; to be enelosed by something.
Truelation: the process of belching.
Eraption: a sudden, oflen violent outbursl.
Escalated (o escalate): 10 increase, enlarge, or intensify.

Escapees: persons or things that run away.

Tixasperated (Lo exasperaie): to [rustrate; to ann

Tachange: a conversation between two or more people.
Lixhaust: Lhe gas emission from an engine

Eichaustion: a feeling of faigue: drained of energy.
ixhilarated: overjoyed: very cheerfal

Tixited (o exit): to go out.
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, its heavily beaded yoke seeming to fall weightlessly from

her shoulders. She looked like a willow in the wind.

After the women came the boys. Tom and Darlene saw Rain
and Boomer go by with the junior grass dancers. Knowing that
Hummingbird and Arianna couldn’t be [ar behind, Darlene
craned her neck, looking for the girls. Spotting a pink and
vellow pattern emerging from the churning colors of the Grand
Entry, she cried, “Here they come, Tom!” Tom raised his cell

phone and snapped picrar Hummingbird’s pink shawl
spun past. Arfanna was right behind her. Although a beginner,
she side-stepped and 7igragged just as Aunt Chick had taught
her—flashing a smile that was almost brighter than the jingles
Low d:

on hes A
Being pressed by the peoplebehind them, Tom and Darlene

decided 1o make an escape—they needed air. Fortunately, they
spotted UncleTutheron the outer Iringes ol the erowd and joined
him. They stood respectfully until the Crand Fatry concluded
with the invocation and closing song. After the spectators hroke
up, it didn' take long for the kids to find them.
Humminghird called our, “Mom! Dad! Did you see us?”
“Wes

Boomer’s tongue was hanging out.

¢ did. And Daddy got pictur
Mom, if T don’t get
something to drink, 1'm gonna pass out.’

These kids need water. Let’s go back 1o my

Nadine said
car and get out the cooler.

“Good idea,” Tom said. “We have Lo gel back 1o the
judge’s tent by 3:00 anyway. IUs almost 2:00 now.” Turning
1o Hummingbird, he said, “We're going to have o delend






OEBPS/Images/ebhummingbirdsquash-000134.jpg
front of the library, and Mrs. Corn shared the information she
had just discovered in her newspaper planner. Satisfied that
they both had identified the master manipulator behind much
of the bullying at the school, the iwo teachers agreed to share
their conclusions with Mr. Berry.

Afrer the hell rang and she dismissed her class, Mrs. Corn
shoved her new evidence into a manila folder and dashed to
the schaol office, Tt was her planning period. She had time 1o
talk to Mr. B
sth period class. She passed by the usual mumber of mischief-

for her

oy and run off the test copics she n

makers that sz

shumped in plastic office chairs, waiting for their

turnwith the principal. Mrs. Corn spotied Dumpiruck and Tater

Tot, the guilty party in the
Mr. Berry had talked to them yet.

Fager to [ind out, she leaned over the counter and asked
Miss Shield, “Is Mr. Berry [ree?”

Without interrupting her typing, the secretary said, “Co

ding-ding” atrack. She wondered if

right in. Mrs. Corn. Everybody else has.”

Mrs. Corn poked her head into the principal’s office.
Mr. Berry, who was on the phone, waved her to a seat. She sat
down quictly.

“Yes, T understand. Miss Swallow told me about the threat
Chris made against Hummingbird "

Mus. Corn eyes flew open. She seooted fo the edge of
h

hair.

Ashe nodded and “uh-huhed,” the principal noticed Mrs.
Corn’s agitation. He mouthed, “What is it?”

2.
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Bird
show off?” Despite her protest, deep inside Bird was asking

indignant. “Is that what you think 'm trying to
do
hersell the same question. Is that what T am trying 1o do? Mom.

said almost the same thing. ..

“Yeah, it's perfect,” Boomer laughed. “Mr. Pence would
be a big dingfod for suspending the girl genius that grew the
giant turnip!”

Trritated, Arianna asked, “Why are you picking on her?”

“If’s okay, Arianna,” Hummingbird sighed. “They'r

c just
keeping me honest.” Thinking more deeply about her motives,
nfessed, “Well, yeah, it is kinda like ‘Ull show
“won't they be sorry lor suspending me. I's not like [ haven't

she e n' and

thought of that. But...L really do want to do this. | felt so guilty
at the store. We had stull in our shopping cart and other
people didn't.”

Tain got up and Taid his drum stick on the make-believe
drum. “What do you say, guys? Are we with Arianna and Bird?”

“T am!” Boomer yelled. “I'm ready for something big
around here—besides Chris Sorrel’s mouth!”

“T guess T could substiture a few ‘thunder vegetables™ for
‘thunder lizards, Simon smiled. “But. just for a little while,
of course.”

“Then. take us to your shed!” Rain eried.

to Aunt Chi
Simon pulled Rain back and whispered, “Should we tell Bird

As the kids walked the short distane

about the coyote and the binoculars?”
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Reception: an event al which people are greeted or the arrival of
something is acknowledged.

Receptive: open Lo new ideas; willing lolisten.
Recliner: u chair with an adjustable back and footrest
Recoiled (to recoil): to shrink back. flinch, or retreat.

Reeru

0 scok persons to join an activity.
Recked (1o reck): to smell of a strong or disagrecable odor.

Referenced: describes something being ciled regarding ils localion
or origin.

Refr:

: the part of a song that s repeated
Refge: a hiding place: a safe place.
Regal: of remarkuble excellence or magnificence

Regalia: highly decorative dance outfits worn in the arcna during pow
wwows that hive very personal meanings to the dancers

Register: in music. a register is the range of a note. To sing in a higher
register, for instance, is to sing in a higher pitch

Rehearsed (o rehearse): fo prepare: fo repeat an activity unfil it is
perfectly done.

Relief: a sen

se of being released from worry ot anxiety
Relish: enjoyment or delight.

Relocated (wo relocate): to move to a new location.
Reluctandly: acting in an unwilling or hall-hearted manner.

Remmuants: something thal remains or is lefl over.

Replica: a copy exact in all details: duplicare.
Reprimand: a lormal warning or scolding.

Rescarch: o investigate, study, or explore.

Resentment: a leeling of anger in response 10 a wrong or injury.
Resolved (to resolve): Lo reach a decision or seltle a problem.

Retail: describes a business (hat sells things 1o (he public
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Realizing she'd said too much, Hummingbird said, “Oh,

nothing, Mom.” Getling in the car,

she glanced al Arianna and
whispered, *Me and my big mouth.” Arianna warned, “Yeah,
you're gonna get Walter in trouble.”

Darlene lowered her head down to the car window. “Girls,
T've packed everything in the trunk.” Handing the car keys
1o Dale, she said, “Just follow Roberta, we'll meer you at the
arena.” Before Humminghird could protest again, she smiled

sweetly: “Calm down, Bird. Just remember, whether you stay
in the contest or not—you and Arianna got thar giant vegetable
youwanted...”

As the cars pulled out with their disgruniled passenger:

Darlene and Nadine headed over to th

udge’s tent. Entering
its dim interior, they saw that only a few people were about. Tom
and Gerald were standing in [ront of a table talking quietly (o
Mus. Flva Fddy, one of the judges. Apparently more interested
in farm machinery than pumpkins, Uncle Luther had wandered
away to check out a poster display of John Deere tractors.
Suddenly, a man’s angry voice broke the silence. *Rules are
rules! This is apumpkin—not a squash contest!” Hoke Sorrel was

shaking a paper in the faces of two pow-wow officials who didn’t
seem 1o he very moved by his outburst. Putring an exclamation
point on his anger, he turned abruptly and stormed out the hack
entrance of the big tent.

Darlene sighed. and said “Oh, dear. Bird was right. [tis the
Sorrels...”

Tom and Gerald came over and described the situation.

“We're supposed to come back at 3:00.” Tom said. “The judges

)
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Over th
number of the specimens. Her list of plants included the wild

wext few hours she managed to identify a good

and domesticated teosinte, knotweed, gooseloot, sumpweed,
maypop or passionflower, pawpaw. sunflower, wild potato, wild
bean, wild rice, wild barley, primitive squashes and tomatoes,
pumpkins, gourds, hickory nuts, cacao, and vanilla. Afrer
stretching her legs and getting a drink from the water fountain
in the hall, shewas able to add amaranth, chili peppers, cayenne

peppers, jicama, manioe, papayas, peanuts, pecans, quinoa,

persimmon, sweet potatoes, and, of course, the pineapple.

There was only one fruit on the tree that did not appear to be a
food. Tt was the coyote gourd or stinking buffalo gourd she had
mentioned to the girls carlier.

She thought some of the tree products were possibly
ancestors of Loday’s domesticated species. These were usually
the small, hard, or bitter fruits and tubers like primitive
squashes, beans, tomatoes, and potatoes; and seeds [rom
primitive sunflowers or grasses like teosinte. Others were on
their way to hecoming domesticated (like the primitive maize),
and still others appeared to have been formerly domesticated
species that had reverted to their wild state (like knotweed
and sumpweed). Those she immediately recognized looked
a0 beans

very similar to foods and spices grown today lik

(chocolate) and vanilla beans.
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“Man, [ could ne vou, Boomer. You're great.”

ing like

“That's why he is the lead singer for our drum.” Rain said.
Changing the subject, Rain laughed, “Wow. Boom, when you
started singing the flag song—I thought 1d die! Did you see how
fast that Tater guy ran off?"

Veah, he really freaked!” Then getting setious. Boomer
asked, “So, are we gonna talk to somebody about Chris?”
Veah, our parents T guess.” Rain said. He actually realized

more than his friends that Chris wasn't to be taken lightly. “W
could tell my dad about it.”

s | should have told

“Good idea.” Simon agreed. *1 gu

my mom and dad about Chris’s brothers running me out of the

center.”

Just then, Rain's father pulled into the school driveway. As
soon as the car stopped, the boys jerked open the car doors and
piled in, chucking their backpacks where there wasn't a stack ol
papers or a hox of reports. Cerald, the economic developer for
the Tribe, was notorious for bringing hame office work.

Turning to the boys who had somehow squeezed themselves
into the back seat, Gerald asked, *How was drum practice?”
“Dad, youwouldn’t believe the new drum!”

“Yeah,” Boomer said excitedly, “this drum is gonna make

people wanna danc
Eager to be part of the conversation, Simon added, *T
could feel the “boom’ fill up my whole chest. Just like it was my
heart beating.”
Boomer looked over at Simon. Yeah, he thought to himself,
that's what Joe says—it’s the heartheat.
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“Yeah, well,” Melvin
the big science fair winner get suspended Irom school?”

so smart—how’d

said smugly, “if you'

“Hal” Chris snapped. “ThaUs nothing. Mr. Cenius,
compared Lo whats going to happen 1o you. You just confessed
to everybody with hall a brain, 1ike Willard Fox Chiel, that
you vandalized that garden!” Giggling like a little girl, Chris
mocked, “*Oooh, stepping on the leaves got stinky stuff all over my

wittle shoes

A look of uncasiness passed over Melvin's fa

“No way.
man. Bustingup that garden was your idea. You just betrer keep
you mouth shut.” Melvin turned away, glancing nervously at his
brother. “Come on, Jesse. This guy’s erazy.”

Still laughing, Chris shouted after them, “You're

so stupid
youdon't even know Dad could still win!”

Chris didn't move for several seconds. He just stared al
the backs of the stepbrothers that made his life so miserable—
until they disappeared into the crowd. Then, head down, he
started walking toward the midway. He trudged ahour aimlessly
for awhile before rurning into Arcade Alley. The *Lucky Duck”
shooting gallery caught his eye and he bought a ticket. But Chris

couldn’t concentrate, He popped otf several rounds with the toy

rifle and hit nothing. Next, he tried the “Test Your Strength”
game. He banged away with the mallet at the base of a tall scale
that roselike agiant thermometer. Buthe came nowhere ringing
the bell. His swing was too wild.

Discouraged, Chris wandered around walching other
people play the carnival games. He lingered at the Ring Toss and
Dime Pitch, but they were boring. Finally, he focused on the
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Chri
toadie had a visitor. Was that Arianna? Hummingbird's [riend?

s almost at Tater Tof aw that his

Chris drew back against the hallway wall and waited for the girl
10leave. Then he slid up silently behind Tater.

“What are you doing with little Miss Ding-Ding

Tater Tor didn't look at Chris. He finished arranging the
stuffin hislocker. Then he pulled outhis lunch bag and slammed
the door shut. Looking up he said in a quiet voice, “She's wants
1o show some of my drawings ro Mrs. Corn. They're looking for
somebody to do cartoons for the Thunderbird.”

“1 got something for us to do this afternoon. And it's nor

any of your eruddy drawing. You better be there.

“Sorry. My mom's coming to get me. L won't b

“Don'tbe runningouton meagain, Tater.” Chris threatened.
“Notlike you did before.”

Chris turned away and tramped to the lunchroom looking
for Dumptruck. He wasn't there. For once, his [requent in-
house suspension was not a bad thing. Chris would have 1o do
his dirty work on this own.

Thatafternoon, Chris got off the school bus two stops early.
ded toward Alfred’s

and cows he gue

He turned down Old Ageney Road and b

house. He passed by a few hor:
to Aunt Chicl

d belonged

ed no evides

Their pasture show

of giant

pumpkins. Nor did the yellowing ficlds of dried corn stalks

reveal any garden patches. Puzzled, Chris stopped and looked
around, waving o[l swarms of gnats that flitted about in the late
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Hummingbird’s hand [lew to her mouth in shock. This

is terrible, she thought, what have T done? Overcome by guill,
Hummingbird could only stammer, “Oh, Mr. Pence, I'm so
sorry. Please...don’t be mad...”

The bubble creature cocked its head Lo the side, seemingly
confused by the apology. Tt turned slowly. like a ship setting new
coordinates, and headed toward Miss Swallow. I.eaving astriped
pinkish slime trail, it trudged step by step toward the heautiful
che
where the creature’s mouth should be. One of the boys hollered,
“He looks like the

Miss Swallow ran to Mr. Pence. “Oh my gosh, David, are
you all right?” She
great wads of foam [rom his head and shoulders.

8th grade Suddenly. a hole began to drip open

m Monster!

pulled off her lab coat and began to brush

From the mouth hole came the sound of laughter and
protest, “No, no! Stop, Miss Swallow. I like it. I's wonder[ul!
T'm warm! I'm sooo warm! It's the [irst time I've been warm
inmonths!”

“Yes, of course, the chemical reaction gave off heat. But
we need to get this mess off of you.” Miss Swallow looked at the
clock—the class period was almost over. The bell would ring
in a few minutes. An expert at classroom management, Miss

Swallow took charge. “Everybody. return to your scats and get

your things together.” Amid the erupting classroom chatier,
she continued issuing orders that would restore normaley o
the situation. “Sammie, run get the janitor. You, George, get

some towels [rom Coach Brown.” To Mr. Pence she said, “Thank

)
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The Teachers

Mr. Penee: The 7th grade science teacher. Mr. Pence recoguizes
Hummingbird’s gifts in seience, but her reckless behavior in lab
experiments forces him to diseipline her. 1t is his well-known
admiration for Miss Swallow that allows Chris to initiate a scheme
that malk

the shy teacher believe that Fummingbird di

spects
him—a possible factor in the in-house suspension tha initiates her
dreams of the vegelable gianls.

Ms. Betty Swallow: The eighth-grade science leacher. Miss Swallow
is the first teacher that Hummingbird and Arianna go to when they
meed questions as

ered ahout the habits

of fast-growing plamts and
bullies. She joins then in investigating the mysterious destruction of
Auat Chick’s garden and becomes the target of onc of Coyotc’s morc
miraculous tricks.

Joc Reil Cranc: A 'Tribal clder. Joc teaches Native heritage classos, which
include language and drumming. He not only gives wise counscl to
the kids abot bullying, but also to Miss Swallow abont events that
cannol be explained by science

Mrs. Corn: The seventh-grade langnage teacher. Mrs. Corn becomes
(he target of a cyber bullying altack (hal discredils her as well as
Rain amd Simon. Angered by the ugly ramors that spread ucross the
school. Mrs. Corn helps the school principal track down the identity
of the attacker.

Mr. Berry: The school principal. Mr. Berry, much-admired for his
leadership and understanding of children, leads the (eachers,
parcuts, and students in adoption ol a “stop bullying” policy at
Thunder Rock Middle School.

Coach Brown: The head coach. Coach Brown punishes Chris for poor
sportsmanship and disrespectful behavior, and gives Walter and
Larry a chanc hool and their

friends proud of them.

toprove that they can make th
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around he

get Tespe . 'm mot saying | want to be a big hot

shot or anything. We just thought Chris would back off il

Tater had been doing pretty well up o this point, but now he
stumbled. “You know, il we were...” He stopped, at a loss for
words. Tooking desperately at Boo, he suddenly burst out. *T
justdon’t want to he ‘Tater Tot” anymore!”

Boo looked confused. “Tater Tot?”

“That’s the name Chris gave me when my mom and T moved
he: ch fry! L hate
it! Everyhody calls me that!” Rain, Boomer, and Dumptruck

blown fre;

clastye

1. He says | look like an o

wer s outburst. They didn't realize how much

: surprised at Tate

he disliked the nickname.

Dumptruck jumped in. “Yeah, b

lls me Dumptruck
because he says I'm a ‘big load.' T don't mind the ‘truck’ part.
That sounds kinda cool. But ‘Dump’ really stinks.”

The boys burst out laughing. Boomer roared, “That's a good
one, man!”

Boo walked around from hehind the counter. He put a hand
on each of the boy's shoulders. “All right, ‘Dumptruck’ is out
from now on, Walter. And “Tater Tot’ is gone, too. I'm sorry. son,
what's your real name?”

Self-consciously, the former “french fry” said. “I'm Larry.”

Boo could understand why Rain and Boomer wanted to

help these guys. They were in a tight spot. Boo sighed —he was a

hooked fish. Looking ar the boys. he said, “So how are we gonna
keep this big secret?”

Rain and Boomer smiled at each other. Boo was in.
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Th
Hummingbird turned around. Darlene’s [ace said it all. “Bird,

mother

door opencd. When

said nothing,

Mr. Pence diseussed the situation with the prineipal. They

decided on an in-house suspension for three days next week!

Hummingbird simply absorbed that news and moved on to
what she really cared about. In a quiet voice. she asked, “What
about the science fair, Mom? Am I suspended when the science
fair is going on?”

“Yes, 'm afraid so. But Daddy and | will talk ro Mr. Berry,
Sweetie. Maybe we can get him to delay the suspension .
is Daddy

Hummingbird slowly sat down on the bed. *Whe:

coming home?”

“Sunday night.”

Hummingbird said, “The science fair starts Monday
morning, Mom.”

Sympathetically, Darlene said, “I'm sorry, Bird. T wasn't
thinking."

Humminghird picked up Scooter and sat on the bed. She
started thinking about her father. Daddy will be so excited when
he gers home, He'll want to tell us all ahout the food sovereignty

conference and the stuff that kids on other reservations are
doing...and then Mom will say. ‘Do you want to know what
Hummingbird did?”

Sighing, she stroked Scooter's soft cheeks his favorite
thing. The cat pushed his head agiressively against her hand
and purred. Suddenly, she kissed her old [riend on the head and
put him down. “Sorry, Scooter, but T have to finish my exhibit.”
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a half-bur b
they didn’t find much else of use. However, moseying around to

Bird uncarthe roll of tough plastic ng. Bur

the back of the shed, Boomer made a major discovery. Tooking
10 where the open ground rose toward a hill covered in small
bushes and weeds, he spotted the wooden pole that had linked
the shed to the utility pole on the road. “Yo, T found where the
electricity line comes in!”

Unknown to Boomer the wooden pole lined up almost

exactly with the location of Thistle’s nest. He was actually staring
directly at the rabbir, who was peering at him from a hole in her
c. With ke

10 help Rain fo

1 interest, she watched Boomer walk over

open the garden gate. Then, as soon as the

girls followed the boys to the garden, Thistle bounded down
the hill—again. She found a convenient weed clump nearby and
huddled there, listening intenly.

The kids checked out the garden. Boomer started walking
olf one side of the [ence, [ollowing a gravel path that separated
the fence from the garden soil. Figuring that his foot was

approximately 10 inches long, he caleulated that it was a hfty
feet on each side. Dismayed by the weeds and poor condition of
the

a long time. Man, this ne

0il, Rain said, *Docsn't look like anything's grown he

cin

ds some big-time tilling. My dad cam

bring over our tiller.”
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would settle for the title of biggest pumpkin at the weigh-off.
Melvin and Jesse's sullen expressions said it all—they thought
he'dbeen robbed. They slunk olf without saying anything. Chris
listened a while Tonger to his stepdad prattle on about keeping
his pumpkin title, but he was sick of the whole subject. He told
his mom he was going to play some carnival games—he would
win her a teddy bear.

Chris headed toward the midway but he didn’t get very far.
Je arm from

behind and spun him around. Sticking his nose in Chris’s face,

was waiting ourside the tent. He grabbed Chr

he smarled, “If you had busted up that garden like you said, this

wouldn't be happening. You can't even knock out some crummy

squash. Now everybody’s laughing at us! Los

Chiris immediately flared up, “Melvin was there, 0o. Why
not blame him?"

“Cause he's my brother...and you're not!”

“Who would want 1o be your brother, Jesse? Huh? You and
Melvin think the answer to everything is heating up people and
being stupid. You're the losers!”

Melvin suddenly appeared behind Jesse. Backing up his

brother, he said, “You better watch it, Chris.”

Chris laughed. “1f you could read, Melvin, you'd know that
the rules allowed a squash in the contest. Allthat Hummingbird
and that pile of green stuff she calls her friends had 10 do was

provethat irwas! Didn'tyo

hat stutf Simon was passing out?
Miss Swallow had all the evidence, Dad made a fool of himself! T
didn't make people laugh at you—you did!

N

@
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The 8th grade basketball team was enthusias

graders were happy to clap lor anyone. But Chris's girl groupies
were silting on their hands. When you added some missing
toadies (who spent a lot of time in in-house suspension) and
the teachers that were now wise to him, Chris’s fan ¢lub had
apparently shrunk.

Determined to be fair, Mr. Berry congramlated Chris
and held out the trophy. Smiling brightly, the boy grasped the
transluee:

ataward and pulled it for

cfully from Mr. Berry's hand.
Holding the prize close to his chest, Chris glanced up at Mr.
crrible

Berry—his eyes betraying a terrible,

d for approval.

The prine

pal was surprised by the boy's vulnerability. This

was the villain who had supposedly terrorized Hummingbird,
maligned Miss Swallow, stolen Mrs. Corn's identity, spread lies
about Rain, and instigated the attack on Arianna?

Feeling sorry for him, Mr. Berry asked Chris a few polite
questions about his project. Unfortunately, the furst prize
winner provided more information ahout indigenous latex than
anyone really wanted to know. Thanking Chris for his most
interesting description of Maya rubber products, Mr. Berry
signaled for Miss Swallow to bring the Big Foods manager on

stage. Mr. Standing carried a big replica of a $1.000 check the

grocery chain had donated to the school for science supplics.

Makinga brief speech, the store manager endorsed the benelils
of investment in community schools, and reminded everyone
that green peppers and cucumbers were on sale this week at the
Big Foods Super.
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Stopping short of the small group, Mr. Pence called out,

“Hummingbird, could T see you for a moment?”

Hummingbird swallowed hard and looked nervously at her
[riends. They waiched quietly as she approached the teacher. He
handed some papers to her. Despite straining to hear what was
being said, all they could pick up was murmuring. When Rain
saw Hummingbird's shoulders slump, he thought, Uh-ch.

Mr. Pence abruptly turned and walked away. Fumminghird
T
Arianna was the first to speak:

¢ kids hurried to her side.
“What did he say?”

She handed over a sct of stapled papers to Rain. Lt was the

didn't move. She just stood ther

test. “He

id Mindy told him she found this in the garbage in

the gial's restroom. Sin + had a 100 on it, she thought

the person who lost’ it would want it back.”
Simon asked the question that he thought Mr. Pence would
have asked: “Why didn't Mindy just give it to you?”
“Oh, my name was conveniently torn off, like she didn't

knowwho it belonged to...

“But Chris knew Mr. Pence wouldn't forget who made 100

on that test.” Simon replied.

Hummingbird nodded. Then she took a deep breath and
forced out her words in a frantic rush—as if she wanted 1o
got rid of them as quickly as possible. “Mr. Pence said he was
. Because he
id...”

She stopped. A big tear slowly rolled down her face, smearing

disappointed that T would throw away my tes

about scic han that. Then he

thought | cared more

Titlle Deb's pink blush. “Then he said he was disappointed
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Chri
at Robbie and Cruiser as they ran off the court. Plopping down

stood with his arms folded across his

st. glowering

next to Pooch (who thought it was pretty funny), Robbie took a
swig of waler and shrugged. “Man, they were just too...” Chris
cut him off with a short and snappy message, “Shut up or I'll
bust your nose.”

Coach Brown blew his whistle and waved everyone off to
the sidelines. Joining him at midcourt, Coach Horn said, “You

ready to watch'e ome B-ball?” The head coach nodded.

n play
“Yep. T think we knowwho's strong, but let's go three-on-three,
ch. We should be done in a half hour.”

Coach Horn randomly ealled out three sels of numbers

10 minutes ¢;

assigmed to the nine boys. By chance, Larry and Walrer were two

of the three selected for the [irst scrimmage. Dexter, a tall, thin
boy was the third man. Coach Brown called out the numbers of
the Thunderbirds who would play their opposition. Chris was
ecstatic when the numbers lor himsell, Cruiser and Pooch were
called. As he led his players onto the court, Chris whispered to
Pooch, “This is gonna be sweet.”

Coach Brown motioned to Chris and then to Walter to join
him at center court for the jump ball. Tasting revenge, Chris
whispered, “You're history. Dumptruck.” Walter ignored him.
His concentration paid off. When Coach Brown tossed the ball
into the air, Walter was alittle quicker. He tipped the ball toward
Larry and the game was on. Larry dribbled toward the basket,
Lrying 1o gel around Cruiser who was a good delender. When
Cruiser proved 10 be too good, he passed the ball to Walter.
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Boomer reached into the squash and dislodged a loos
piece; he held it up to his nose. The Iragrance prompted him to
pull out his pocket knife and slice off a big chunk. He popped it
into his mouth. Closing his eyes, he sighed, “Hmu. ... it tastes
like my mony's corn casserole with those lit(le green chilies she
puts in it.”

Avoice called out, “Boomer! Stop! It could be poisonous!”
Tt was Miss Swallow. “Excuse me. Let me through. please!” She
rushed to Boomer. expecting him to be retching up stinking
buffalo gourd. Instead, he offered her a piece of his “casserole.”
Miss Swallow took the fruit and examined its delicate orange

color and velvely texture. Puzzled, she said, “Maybe the giant

form isn't bitter or poisonous.

“And it’s seedless, Miss Swallow!” Rain pointed out.

“Ol course, that explains it. It's more like a
domesticated [ruit.”

“Yeah, and we know who domesticated it.” Hummingbird
whispered to Arianna,

“What are you goingto do with it, Hummingbird?” someone
in the crowd yelled.

Looking up the hill, Hummingbird could see more people
coming, including her father who had gone to fetch her mom,
her brothers, Aunt Chick, and Gerald and Roberta. Joe Red
Crane was with them, too. “Well, I wouldn’t want it to go 1o
table that could

waste, We alway

s wanted to grow a giant v

feed everybody. It just turned out lo be a [ruit, instead.”

@)
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Coyote turned over and snuggled into the pointy leaves

of his namesake. Ahh, I'm comlortable—too comlortable, he
thought. Why is that? Feeling the delicious warmth on his haclk,
he murmured in recognition, “The sun." He yawned and sat up.
He made a quick perusal of his garden. Because of his excellent
guardianship, there were no grazers about—no big ones, that is.
However, he knew the little nibblers would be busy. No aphids,
beetles, slugs, or grubs would make breakfast of his beauties.
Rather, they would be his breakfast.

Coyote hegan grooming the squash fruits that were in all
stages of development. He picked, plucked, and licked up all the
pests that would dare 1o eat the green-striped globes. He paid

ion to the

special ar oung giant-to-be that he had named
Hummingbird's Squash.

His belly Iull, Coyote lay back down. Noting the time of
morning, he thought, well, it must have happened by now.
Closing his eyes, he imagined himsell spinning again in the
wormhole thar had turned back time. He smiled. Yes, the
backward spiral could be slowed for a while, but once started,
it couldn't be stopped. Miss Betty Swallow was about to find

that out.
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Speculating (to speculate): Lo think or wonder about a subject.

Spewed (to spew

o gush ont.
Spikey: characterized by spikes (pointy).

Spindly: being tall or long and thin in appearance; suggests weakness.
Spirals: shapes 1hat wist or coil in circles.

Splatters: small amounts of a spilled liquid.

Splint: a thin, flat piece of wood that is used (o lighL or ignite
various subslances.

Splintery: having litle slivers or pieces of wood sticking oul.
Sporismanship: lair play. respect lor opponents. and gracious hehavior
inwinning or losing.

Spraddled (o spraddle): to ride, sit, or walk with the legs apart

Sprinted (lo sprint): to run at top speed especially for a short distance.

Spunlc: livelincss: spirit: courage.

Spurt: Lo burst forth; erupl.

Seuatted (to squat): (0 crouch; sil on one’s heels

Squelched (to squelch): 1o hush up: 1o smother an inlent ot stop
anaction.

Squinting (to squing): Lo strain lo see wilh narrowed eyes.
Stamina: endurance: ability to withstand hardship or stress.
Stammered (to stammer): to speak in a halting manner,
Status: position or rank in relation lo others.

Steeled (to steeD): 1o [11] with courage and determination.
Stench: a very disagreeable smell.

Sterm: firm and not changealle

Stifled (io siifle): to choke back; suppress

Stooped (to stoop): Lo bend over.

Stow: Lo pul away.






OEBPS/Images/ebhummingbirdsquash-000249.jpg
Chapter 24

Siman startedsaarting. “Mn! Wit o gread tich! T funp aut of i ke

rabii rghtin font o he captain of the bushebail scam:™

Rabbits in a Hat

That alternoon, Hummingbird and Arianna waited for the
boys at the bus pickup. The girls told them briefly about
their meeting with Dumptruck and Tater Tot. Hummingbird
informed everyone that they needed a “tree stump meeting.”
They all agreed Lo meet in the meadow, before doing homework
or anything else. This was top priority.

Later that afternoon, Rain and Boomer were the first to
arrive at the tree stump. They sat down in the grass, now crinkly
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Boomer stood up and yelled. “Hey, Dingfod!” (For some
reason, Boomer had recently invented the word “dinglod” 10
describe anyone he thought was acting like a dope or a jerk).
Boomer forked his fingers in front of his eyes and pointed at
Dumptruck. “Big D" as some kids called him, gol the message
and the challenge that went with it. Unfortunately, Mrs. Corn
did, too. She strode to Dumptruck’s table and ordered him to
follow her. She also signaled Boomer to come forward.

Wipingoff the ketchup mess with a napkin, Boomer griped,
“Awsv, man. What did T do? Nothin'l”

“No sweat. Boom. you know how to talk to Mrs. Corn,” Rain

assured him.

g
Boomer sighed and got up from the table. As he was making

“Yeah, but don't wipe otf all the evidence,” Simon adv

his way toward the teacher, a ripple of snickers lollowed him.
Hummingbird's eyes drifted in the direction of the mocking
laughter—a table of popular Bil graders. Chris Sorrel was
leaning back in his seat at the head of the table, presiding over
his groupies. Yuk, Hummingbird thought, he is so stuck-up. She
figured that Chris had put Dumptruck up to throwing the burger

ball, but he was just too cool to eve ck out her re

tion.

Still thinking about tricks, Rain was curious about why Bird

had started doing funny stuff in Mr. Pe class. “Hey, Bird,

whal were you Lrying to prove when you blew up that tubing

last week?
“Huh? What?" Hummingbird looked at her [riend—then
her eyes wandered hack 1o Chris.
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This book is dedicated to Buford Rolin, Chairman of the Poarch Band
of Creek Tndiams, for his liferime of achievement as an advocate for
(he health of Native peoples and his lireless work in Lhe prevention of
type 2 disbetes.

For more infornution about CDCs Native Diabetes Wellness
Program and Fagle Books educational materials. please g0 to
www.ode.gov/diabeles/projects/diabetes-wellness him. Additionsl
information ahout diabeies and diabetes prevention can be found at
the National Diabetes Education Program’s website, htp://ndep.nih.
gov/. Under “Tind Publications for Me." select the drop down hox for
“Age” and [ind “Teens and Children.” Posied are tips for (eens with
diabetes, and tips for how kids can lower their risk for developing
type 2 diabetes.
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Hummingbird squeezed over Lirtle Deb to a window scat at the
[ront; and Arianna moved toward an aisle seat at the back.

Arianna plopped down just as the bus lurched forward.
Her eyes drilted to the window and soon she was not seeing the
passinglandseape. Instead, she was thinking about the shed and
what was happening to the vegetable seeds they had planted.
Although the girls didn't expect much progress, they planned to
check our theirlittle experiments that afrernoon.

Despite the inte:

sity of b

thoughts, Arianna’s ¢

attracted to the sweeping hand movements of her seat mate. Oh,

she thought, he

drawing! Silently, she wareh

d him penciling
in the reflection of [ir branches in a mountain pond. Arianna
could see that the artist knew how to draw water.

Unable to keep quiet any longer, Arianna said, “That's
really good. Tt almost looks real!”

The artist pushed back the cotton hood that had obscured
his face and turned 1o Arianna, “Cee, thanks. I'm trying to get
the light just right, but..

The rest of the sentence froze in his

mouth. Recognizing Arianna, his jaw dropped like a stone.
Arianna was equally startled. All she could see was a

fireworks display of red hair. She almost hollered, “Tater Tot!”
Recoiling from each other, they quickly broke eye contact

and stared nervously ahead. They sat like two kids on ice for

several miles—while the bus seemed 10 crawl slower and slower.

Arianna looked on ahead and saw that they were behind a truck
Lowing the broken down bus. OB, this is just greal, she thoughL,
we'll be on this ride forever!
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Floater—a good choice, since his stomach was ov

the burp didn’t require much air. Talking a small gulp, Coyote
constricted his throat and produced a buoyant, almost silky
Delch that drified slowly toward Boomer and dispersed politely.
“Ican't believe it,” Boomer whispered. “He burped back at
me.” Admiringly, he said, “Wow, hes got control.
Frightened, Arianna mgged at Bird's sleeve. “Come on,
let's get out of here. He might bite!”

“Boomer,  Hummingbird  profested,  “Arianna’s
freaking out...
The boy turned and pur his finger to his lips:

“Shhhh...not now.”

Boomer and Sam’s burping battles usnally involved only
two performance leatures: length and loudness. He knew he
couldn’t match the coyote's technique, buthe could demonstrate
his longest burp. Sam had timed it at twenty seconds! Gertain
that the coyote would approve, Boomer downed a lungful of
air and let Tip a vibrating rumble that seemed to go on forever.
Finally, to Hummingbird and Arianna’s great relief, the burp
crossed the twenty second finish line and stopped. Boomer
smiled proudly.

Coyate was impressed. The burp had no fmesse, but he
liked the boy's stamina and determination. However, to show
the abilitics of a true professional, the iricksier replied with
an “cructation”a belch of interrupted short blasts. Requiring
superh diaphragm support, each individual discharge o air
was perfectly bounded; there was no bleeding of one blast into
another. (Burping judges lerm this skill “bracketing.”)
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Cl hapm 34

\

T o hear ta Sk Hoarswhy Chis R chasen sueh o ol plae o sleep. e ungledd

s wings 1o create a it air drug an setted genily on 1op o the home buslding,

Allln It Together

The gray light of morning found Sky Heart flying across the

Medicine Cave Indian Re

vation. Coyote had awakened him
in that darkest hour before dawn to tell him that a boy needed
him. The trickster’s only instruction was “go to Humminghird's
Squash.” Approaching the powi-wow grounds, the eagle veered
toward the farm pavilion where he had seen the giant squash
the previous day. Circling above, he spotted it easily. The hoy
pressed up against its massive hody was also easy 1o identify. Tr
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Chapter13

e B B frs, here i e i of ssspoger stoff T
promised. L ehink ther’sond e nameof erese.”

Toads and Targets

Miss Swallow left Arianna in Miss Otter’s good hands and

headed direetly to Mrs. Corn’s class. She had heard the rumors
about the posting on “Apple lor the Teacher” and fet that Mrs,
Corn should hear about the most recent bullying incident.
Miss Swallow knocked on the doorjamb of Mrs. Corn
classroom. The language teacher was giving a testand motioned
for her 1o come in. They went 10 a corner of the room and talked

quietly. Miss Swallow deseribed what had just happened in
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Looking up, Simon announced the It “It's alittle mor

than 28 feet around.” Then he explained his thinking. “When
we were looking up stuff on the Internet about growing giant
vegelables, there were lots of sites aboul giant pumpkins.
We saw a picture of one that was about 15 feet around, and it
weighed between 1,700 and 1,800 pounds. You remember that
one, Arianna?”

Yeah, it was like the higgest one ever grown.”

“So we're looking at something double that weight?”
Boo said.
Simon turned around and looked at the giant squash.

“Maybe. Pumpkins are mosily water. T don't know how much

water is in a coyote squash.

Boo dropped off the kids and drove back to his store. He had
Tuther’s phone number somewhere in his an old customer list.
He reached him on his cell. Jimmy's uncle listened patiently to
Boo's problem. When he started o explain that he was moving
the big squash for Rain, Hummingbird and their friends,
Luther interrupted. “Why didn't you say so? I'd do anything for
those kids! RD saved Jimmy from Vernon Smeed—thar fossil
poacher!”

Unele Luther otte
be He'd figure out the best way to move it. “We don't want to
drop the sucke
Crocery nolater than 8:00 a.m. They'd need an early sart.

dto bringhis llathed rruck or something

atBoo's Gas '

" he said. He suggested they meed
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tobe short of a certain distance: almost there, bul not quite.

SiThouette: the outline of a person or am object seen against the light
Simmering (to simmer): to stew gently in a liquid,

Simultancously: donc at the same time.

Sing-song: characteristic of speaking in a monolonous repealing way.
Skirted (to skir): (0 2o around: Lo avoid.

Skittish: marked by exireme caution: easily frighiened

Slys in a manner intended to avoid notice.

Smirked (10 smirk); 1o smile or say in an insincere manuer,

Snare: a Lrap: something (hal ge(s one entangled in problems.
Snicker (to snicken): lo give a small and often nasty or sly laugh.

Snoozing (to snooze): to take a nap.

Snont: a long nose that sticks out

Snowed (fo snow): to deccive, persuade. or charm with insincerc or
flartering talk

Snuffled (to snuffle): to hreathe loudly through a blocked nosc.

Snugeled (to snuggle): Lo pull in close especially for comfort or
inaffection.

Sobs: crying: tears.
Solo: (o do something alone; a performance by one person.
Solution: a liquid in which something has been dissolved.
Samersault: to leap or voll head over heels.

Sparkling (to sparkle): to give off small flashes of light.

Species: a group of animals or plants so closcly related that they can
interbreed and produce fertile offspring. They have great similarity

in DNA, body organization. and ecological niche

Specimen:

sample of something us

ed for testing or examination

Speetator: an onlooker; a watcher: someonc not involyed ina situation.
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citize uture is ours...and re

ship and community...th

hing

for the stars,” the entire assembly was in suspended animation

on its way Lo an outer arm of the Milly Way.

Finally, Mr. Berry brought his oration o a merciful end.

Opening his assembly folder, he continued: “I am pleased
to announce that the winning exhibit is “The Tnvention and
Manufacrure of Rubber in Central Mexico.” A small stir erupted.
Some of the students and teachers knew who was responsible

for that project.
to catch a first glimpse of the exalted one that would claim the
trophy. Mr. Bes
thought, this is how it should be. These kids wezre really pumped

njoyed the building exe ke

up about the sc

enee tairl A big smile on his face

he swept his
eyes proudly across the assembly.

Suddenly, he noticed that a boy sitling in an aisle seat in
the third row was beginning o rise. His smile [roze. Slowly Mr.
Berry's eyes drifted down to Miss Shield’s agenda notes. Visually
scrolling down the page, he had the most peculiar feeling that
a big joke was being played. Perhaps Miss Shield had typed
in “gotcha” or LOL? But no, no smiley face or other “funny”
CHRLS SORREL.

The principal looked up. Chris was standing in the aisle,

preceded the words: First Place Winne:

waiting for him to read out his name. Did the boy know that he
had won? M. Berry eleared his throal, making the awkward
silence even more awkward. Foreing a strained grin, he choked
out, “The fust prize goes (o Chris Sorrel.”

Chris characteristically swept back his hair with his
hands and bounded onto the stage. The applause was uneven.
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Arianna nodded. “Yeah, the mice have b

having a good
lime." Pointing at the droppings on the floor, she laughed,
“There's your fertilizer. Bird."

Trying to be optimistic, Hummingbird smiled. “Yeah, all T
have to dois sweep it up in a nice pile. Yuk! Well, atleast, it's got
Lots of shelves. And there’s a table.”

Simon was carefully examining the walls and ceiling,

looking for signs of water damage. *Doesn’t look like there's
ck a shelf
that was coming away from the wall, he suddenly brought down

many c

ks and ir's dry in here.” Reaching up fo che

an avalanche of dust that enveloped him from head to toe.
Fighting for air, Simon erupted into a coughing fif that sounded
like a barking dog.

Boomer’s face lit up. “Gee, Simon, when you laugh, you
snortlike a pig, and when you cough, you...”

Simon interrupted, “Tknow, I know,” he laughed. “...bark
like Scooby-Doo.”

Rain grinned at Boomer. “Unless we want Simon to urn
into a “were-dog,” we better clean this place up.”

“Tneed some air,” Simon wheezed and hurried outside.

The kids followed him out into the clean afternoon
sunshine. They fanned out, seeing what else the property had 1o
otfer. Happily, Rainfound awater spigot thatworked. (Agodsend
10 Simon who cleared the dust from his throat witha cool drink).

Arianna stumbled on a box of glass

jars and old elay pots, and
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Hummingbird’s Family

Darlene: Hununingbird's mother. Darlene understands her daughter’s
ambition Lo improve the health of her community. owever, she also
trics hard to help Hummingbird keep her cnergics and cmotions in
halance with her hopes and dreams.

Aunt Chick: Hummingbird's aunt, Anat Chick offers a shed, garden
plor. and tools o Fumimingbird affer her niec

stor her advice
abont growing giant vegerables

Toms Himmningbird’s father. Tom manages the Tribe's Bison Co-op
and supporis his daughler’s inlerests in Nalive science., particularly
protecting the bison's grazing grounds and raising healthy foods.

Dale and Richard: [unmingbird’s older brothers. The boys suffer
Uummingbird’s bad moods, but they support her

Chris Sorrel’s Family

Jesse and Melvins Chris's srepbrothers. Jesse amd Melvin are
well-known bullies at the high school. Their poor example and
anistreatment of Chris has helped Lo create the situation that fuels his

anger and bullying of other children.

Toke: Chris's steplather. Hoke is a distant [ather who allows his
sons totorment Ghris with no lear of correction. He puts Ghris at
visk by ignoring reports from the school that Chris is harassing

other siudenis.

Althea: Chris's mother. Although successful at her mail-order

business. Althea's relationship with her son is poor. Almost too late,
she understands that the whole [amily must change if Chris is to
behelped
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Chapter 33

s g G heoes ol wimerd s pitch ot B b Do fobles. The

asdes went firing and he won o sma teddy bear:

Holes and Soft Spots

The tent emptied quickly. Roberta and Nadine herded the kids

back to Joe’s camper whe

¢ they changed clothes. The moms

wanted their regalia to be in good shape the next day when the
junior dance and drum competitions were scheduled. The rest
of the day they could run the midway.

The plaintiffs in the great pumpkin/squash debate went
theirseparateways. too. HokeSorrel found hiswifeand admitted
thar, although he was disappointed, the judgment was fair. He
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d to find that the
toward the road, he could see that Hummingbird, Arianna, and

Les was sualts

were no

Looking

the boys had already reached the squash wreck. One half of it
Teaned vertically against the fairgrounds sign and the other hall
lay l[ace down. The kids were standing in front of the vertical
half, examining it closely.

“Took,” Simon exclaimed, “there aren't any seeds!”

“Nobody’s gonna grow another one of these. for sure,”
Arianna said.

Peering into the large cavity at the center of the squash,

Rain said, “It's gor a lot of crapty space inside. Magbe it wouldr't

have weighed as mu

chas we thought.

Boomer holles

ed, “Ley, 1 thought it would stink!”

Hummingbird dismissed Boomer. “Oh, Boom. you know
only the leaves smell bad.” However, she was slowly becoming
aware that “not stinking” would hardly describe the squash’s
smell. She suiffed and then sniffed again. “Does something
smell awfully good to you guys?”

And, indeed, it did. A heavenly scent was beginning to waft
from Hummingbird's Squash. Tt hovered momentarily over the
curious crowd that had begun to gather, and then drifted on the
wind toward the fairgrounds. The onlookers couldn't decide
what it smelled like. Some said it smelled like roasted hickory
nuts; others swore it had an aromalike spring flower honey. One
man moved forward to say they were all wrong: it was sweet-

smelling—Tike a newly picked ear of corn,
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Chapter 2

Suddealy, w hole began to drip apen whero the ervarure’s aourh should b.

Doy hollorod, “He laaks (ke the Seream Monstort”

A Catalyst for Bullies

o one spoke. Worried, Ms. Swallow

aliar sound came from the direction of the lab bench.
Miss Swallow though it sounded like a boot being pulled from.

amud hole. All eyes turned to the front of the classroom where

a greenish (minty Iresh?) slurp of foam began to rise and take
on the blurred outline of a humanoid form. The big bubble
stretched out its arms as if pleading for help and hegan o blindly
squish toward Hummingbird.






OEBPS/Images/ebhummingbirdsquash-000119.jpg
Mrs. Corn gave Mr. Pence a puzzled look. What is he going
on about? Turning suddenly, she almost ran into Miss Otter.
The 61h grade math teacher was looking at her sympathetically.
“Ohyes, Mrs. Corn, I'm sure the Tribal police can conflirm that
the kidnapping really happened.”

At the mention of the word, “kidnapping.” the two student
office aides pricked up their ears. When Mr. Berry opened his
door and asked Mrs, Corn to step in, their ears stood up even

Something

high going on! By 8:00 the office was filled

with faculty, The few teachers who had visited “Apple for the
Teacher” soon had the whole room buzzing, The loud whispering
suddenly halicd when a muffled shrick was heard hehind the
. “What! What! | never, Mr.
Berry!” In the silence that followed, the listeners strained 1o

closed door of the principal’s offi

hear more of Mrs. Corn's indignant protest.

Without warning, Mr. Berry flung open the door and asked
a student aide 1o notify Boomer's homeroom teacher that he
should reportto the office. He stared at the teachers and barked,
“Well, don't we have some teaching to do today?” Looking
everywhere but at the principal, the embarrassed crowd quickly

dispersed. As t headed for their classtooms and otfice
aides delivered their messages, a thick cloud of gossip began to
form over the school. Had the fossil poaching ring been a hoax?

Were Rain and Simon's families in on i1?
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Hummingbird couldn’t liste

. She got up and ran to th

securily of the bedroom she shared with Arianna. Banging
the door behind her, she leaned against it, eyes tightly shut.
Hummingbird trusted her mother to help her, but she dreaded
what Mr. Pence would say. Slowly, Hummingbird opened her
eyes. There on the table in front of the window was her science
project—a careful mapping of the areas where the Tribe’s bison
herd grazed and the plants that grew there. She had been

working on it off and on since last summer. Now it was almost

finished. The postershehad made of the reservation was actually
quite pretty. Diffe
native and non-native plants, mostly gras

had sugg

csted the projeet because the

ribe wanted to expand
their native prairie land. The science teacher said controlling
invasive plants that degrade native prairie habitat was eritical o
promoting healthy food for the bison, as well as protecting food
and cover for wildlife.

Humminghird walked to the table and picked up some dried
samples of non-native plants she had collected—European
buckthorn, crown vetch, and loosestrife. She wrapped them
in elear plastic ilm and Laid them beside the sample of native
grasses she had collected for her exhibit. The rustling sound
awoke her old cat, Scooter, who had been slecping on the
windowsill. He jumped on the table and sat down, watching her

labeling the plant sampl

Not so strangely, this simple activity
calmed her down. As she linished the last sample, she heard a
small knock at the door: “Bird?”

“Yes, Mom...?"
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Ih
high school ass

started with drills. The coa and th

fryout

stants took the candidates through dribbling,
shooling, passing, and layups. There were also two agility drills
Taid out on the couri—the Box and the Zigzag. Walter and Tarry
were the [irst ones lined up for agility. Tarry turned around and
gave Walrer a confident thumbs-up. They had done these drills
with Simon and the girls a hundred times. When it came their
Turn, the boys sprinted, sidestepped, and shuffled backwards

with eas n showed a ce

rtain grace

that didw’t go
unnoticed. Coach Brown wrote “Excellent” beside hoth boys'
Klist.

Several Thunderbird players murmured their approval.

names on his che

“Dumptruck’s oka : moves prerty good.” Chris

whipped around to see who was talking, but his tleammaes had
gone silent. His scowl elicited a couple of snickers, but nobody
had much to say afier that. They were (oo busy watching the
performance on the court.

The two coaches scribhled away on their cliphoards as the
boys dribbled around cone obstacles, passed at targets on the
wall, demonstrated layups with the left and right hand, and did
their best to land a ball in the basker. When the coach called up
two Thunderbirds, Robbie and Cruiser, to throw passes to the
contenders, Chris snarled. “Make'em look bad.” They followed
orders once it was Walier's and Larry's turn—making sure 1o
mix in balls that were too short, too high, or off to one side. The
harassment only put a spotlight on the abilities of the newly
trained athletes as they dove, leaped, and did everything but
somersault for the ball.
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Jumping up, Miss Swallow thought, 've got to get this place
cleaned up! She grabbed the food wrappers, napkins, and empty
coffee cups [rom Tast night's marathon and chucked them in the
garbage. Then, she raked her research papersand notes logether
into an untidy pile. She would have to organize them later. It was
the tree that presented the real problem. Dismissing the idea
of putting a trash bag over it, she decided, instead, to lock it in
the supply closet. She dragged the tree across the classroom and
able
glassware were stored. Before locking the door, she gave the

into the small room where hazardous chemicals and br

tree one last look. Only then did she ask herself the questions
that she had been 100 excited (or reluctant) to ask belore: Who
did this? Where did the tr

With her head spinning, the science Leacher grabbed her

ome from?

purse, cell phone, and laptop. She exited the lab and headed for
her car. Maybe alter a shower and a change of clothes she would
be able to think more clearly. Please, Dr. Bamsey, she thought,
be back in town today!
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“Need any help?” Sky Heart offered. *No, | got it,” Coyote panted. 1 just need

to lie down a bit. So | can digest.”
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Ple
how your garden grows now.” He reared his head back for a big

d with himself, he said, *Well, Miss Birdie, let’s see

Taugh. but stopped. Thistle was giving him a disapproving look.
“Can'tyou leave that poor girl alone?”
“The garden doesn’t have to be all mine,” Coyote joked.
“Actually, Thistle. you didn't let me finish. T am a very generous
fellow. I fully intended to “deed” one of the plants back

over 1o Hummingbird. Now pay attention.” He cleared his

throat, “Ahem...
Seratch a buryin the fur,
Then the burr sticks on her.
Birdie's wish becomes a dish,
Some say it smells like licorice.
“That’s it, Mr. Big? That's the magic?” the rabbit said
d.
Smiling conlidently, Coyote replied, “You'l helieve me

not impre

when yousee it. And you'll agree that I'm big—very big."

Waiting for the school bus the next morning, the girls were
thinking and talking big, 100. Coogling “biggest vegetables”
on Sunday afternoon, they had found a cabbage that was 129
pounds and a carvot nincteen feet long! Hummingbird boasted,
“Just wait, Arianna. Next summer we'll have a crop like that.”
Unfortunately, when the bus come, the girls suddenly had
to “think small” It was packed with kids from another bus

that had broken down. There were only two cmpty scars left.
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Chapter1

e She cas resist. She can'. 16 100 empting. She's gong o do 1!
il Thisle what you s Eagle.”

Elephant’s Toothpaste

Tester nervously licked his lips and lowered the flaming splint
into the mouth of the test Tube. As expected, his efforts were
rewarded with a loud “Poof!” Murmurs of “Hey. cool” [oated
acrossthe classroom in appreciation. Smiling, Lesterlooked up,
sceking the approval of Mr. Penee, the 7 grade scienee teacher.

“Thank you, Lester. So, what is the name of the gas thar

caused the ‘pop’ we heard?”
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Chapter 17

shreddec squasheases and dirtdrfied losiy down upon the scene, Coyote could bareiy make
outthe soles of hove pirs of anfed Ruman fees. Obcivsly. ho had burped the i shoes o

The Big Burp-Off

Boomer laughed at the coyote’s unashamed burp—one that
was not followed by “excuse me.” A free spirit, he didn't
believe in apologies for natural bodily functions either. Then,
spontancously, just as he did when his brother, Sam, burped

Boomer swallowed some air and burped back.

Coyore’s cars pricked up. Was the boy offering a game? Of

course he was! The tric!

belches,
ahuman? Thinking for a moment, he decided to start with The

ster loved burping contests. But which

casked himself, would be appropriate for amatchwith

<
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“Do you think they were picking on mefor the same

reason they Lried (o pick on Simon and Boomer’

“They've done things to Simon and Boomer, too?

“Yes, Dumptruck threw a hamburger at Boomer. And they
called Simon names.”

“Maybe they are picking on you for the same reason. We'll
just have to figure out what that reason is,” the teacher said. “Are
you sure you're going to be okay?”

“Su
write me a note to Miss Otter’s class. I'm late.”

Miss Swallow,” Arianna smiled. “I'm tough. Just

(e
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Chapter 30

Sumebony suys  iruek dowrs (here i bauling the biggest pamphin you ever
o, Thay e gonn enter i it contest.

Moving Mountains

Simon hurried to the truck and found a big coil of rope and a
metal tape measure in Boo's tolbox. When he returned, he
tied the rope onto a stick that Arianna found. Then he gave the

stick to Rain and told him to put it on the widest part of the

from the bottom. Simon ran around the

squash—about 4.5 fee
giant with the rope uniil he reached the stick, measuring its
circumlerence. He marked his end of the rope. Laying out the
rope on the ground, he used the metal tape measure Lo measure
the distance from the stick to the mark.
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guily,” Boomer cricd, “They
didn't do!”

“Yes they can. Mr. Pence said T was trying 1o make the

7 punish youfor something you

experiment more exciting—without knowing what would
happen. Thad even promised him T wouldn't pull any tricks.”
At the mention of the word “tricks.” Rain frowned. “Tr just
doesn't add up,” he said quietly. Deep down, his subconscious
mind hegan to diginto his experiences with all things tricky.

Simon pushed his gla

s up on his nose and said. “Okay.
Bird, let’s go overit step by step. Where did you get the hydrogen

perox.

Suddenly, an incoming ball of tinfoil flashed between

Arianna and Simon’s heads. The crumpled hamburger wrapper
with the apple core payload hit Boomer right in the middle of
his forehead. A runny goo of ketchup, mayonnaise, and meat
grease ran down his nose and dripped onto his shirt.

Asudden burstolloud laughier erupted from the other side
of the cafeteria. Boomer’s eyes swiveled to a pack of kids who
were “high fiving” Walter, an 8th grader. Known as Dumptruck,
Boomer recognized him as a kid with a bigger reputation for

being goofy than a real rroublemaker. Like Dumptruck, his
applauding fans, Tater Tot, Freddie. and Lester, were members
of the Invisible Club—that bunch of kids in every school who

hung out together because they were excluded [rom every other

crowd. Tater Tot, a freckle-faced redhead who was a recent

arrival on the rez, was aclually visible because of his flame-
colored hair, but so socially obscure that nobody even knew his
real name.
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He
could see his work was cut out for him. These guys had never

oun

Boo wa d as the boys followed Rain to th

seen a polato chip they didn’t like. Trying to put them at ease,

he smiled and said, “Come on in, [ellas. T hear you want to be
Dasketball players.”

Dumptruck was eager to convince Boo they were serious.
“We don't expect anything for free. We promise 1o work

real hard!”

Boo got right o the point. “RD says you wamt fo keep it a
secret, Why is that?”

Dumptruck tried to explain, “Well, ah, sce there’s this

guy, Chris Sorrel, that's been makin' us back him up when

he's bullying people. ...and we don’t wanna do it anymore.

He's captain of the basketball team. He'd give us a lot of griel
if he thought we were trying out. He likes to call the shots on
everything”

Tater Tot chimed in. “Chris says we're a couple of losers.
But T don't think Dumptruck and T are losers. We just wantto do
something right for a change—like play basketball.”

Yeah, kids on the same team don't think about who's
popular or who's ditferent. But, mostly, we need to get some
neyw friends,” Dumptruck added.

Boo said he knew who Chris Sorrel was and asked the boys
1o go on. Tater Tot swallowed uneasily and went first. “I'm new
here and thought that if L joined up with the bullies, they'd leave

me alone. But T was wrong. Tknow that good basketball players
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Huningbint’s Sguosh
Created by the Naive Dishetes Wellness Program
Writen by Terry Loftan
Tirated by ik Bal
Graphic Dosign by Linds By, Wt Graphics

Bascd on the origival Esele Books charalers by Georgia Forer

DEPARTMENT OF HEALTH AND HUMAN SERVICE

Cerers for Disease Control and Prevention
Division of Disbetes Transltion
Native Disbeles Wellncss Program
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“Nope. We'r
Boo had drug out every conceivable tool that might be useful

ready” Rummaging through his garage.
in transporting a giant coyote squash. The only thing missing
was the food—but it wasn't missing for long. Nadine, Boomer's
mom, drove up with her backseat and trunk loaded with high
nutrition snacks, coffee for the adulrs, and lots of water.

Going over the last details, Humminghird announced to
everybodythatthe squash had to be delivered o the farm pavilion
at the fairgrounds no later than noon. Her mom, Darlene, had

already filled out the entry papers. She would take them to the

judge’s tent by 10100 a.1m, the deadline for registration.

With that, everghody was ready 1o go. Boo revved up his

truck and led out th

onvoy. As drivers passed the tight group

ol vehicles heading out of Thunder Rock, several waved. Others
Tooked in their rearview mirrors, probably curious about where
that bunch was going. They'd find out soon enough if they were
going to the pow-wow.

The procession made good time on the highyay, but slowed
down considerably on the roadsleading into the foothills. When
they reached the fire road, Boo pulled in beside Tom's truck,
which was parked on the shoulder. With some help from Boo,
Uncle Ralph expertly turned the platform trailer onto the gravel
road. He didn't do much damage except for some smashed
undergrowth and a couple of unfortunaie saplings. Gerald

followed casily.
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stinks

whole plac take

abath.”
Miss Swallow took out her notebook and wrole a note about

lly bad—like somebody who x

the odor. *Sounds like a stinking bulfalo gourd.” Looking over
at Hummingbird, she asked, “You didu't plant any gourd seeds,
did you?”

“No, just turnips, carrots, and cabhage.”

Sniffingtheair, shesaid, “Well. Tdon’tsmellanythingnow.”

“Don’t worry. You willl”

The gitls dramatically pulled open the gate as if o say,
“Okay! Get Ready!” Miss Swallow stepped inside. What she saw:
produced no gasp of dismay or even a minor “Yuk." Her reaction

was a [lat *1 don't understand.”

The girls stepped around Miss Swallow. Bewilderment
couldn’t describe their expressions. Arianna mumbled,
“Where's the green stuff?” The garden looked like a parking
lot on the moon. The dirt was so smooth it must have been
vacuumed—or better yet. buffed with a floor sander. Surely,
nothing had grown here in a hundred years.

Humminghird recovered first. She raised her eyebrows
and silently mouthed one word at Arianna: coyote.

Miss Swallow turned and asked. "Did somebody clean up
the garden?”

Hummingbird said, “We didn’t hear about it il they did.”

“I'm sorry, girls. It will be really hard to prove that this
garden was vandalized...or that anything grew here at all. Tet
me see what I can [ind.” Miss Swallow walked slowly toward
the center of the garden, carefully scanning the surface for any
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Stopping at his aid, “We may not he

r. Mr. Berry

any
proof that Chris is behind any of this. Despite what you saw, Mr.
Pence, the boys making [un of Arianna today wouldn't admit

that Chris made them do it.” He looked at the two teachers
we have any other evidence?”

“Well. he took a science test of Hummingbird’s.” Miss
Swallow replied, “and wrote an insult on it— to make it look like
she wrore it. She saw him take the test, but she didn't see him

Mr. Pence’s face flushed a deep red. He looked. at Miss
Swallow. Did she know what was written on the test?
“What did it say—the insult?” Mr. Berry asked.

“Well, vm,” Miss Swallow stammer

. “it's not very
nice. Ah...

Mr. Pence held up his hand 1o relieve her discomfort. “I'll
tellhim, Betty. It said ‘Miss Swallow says Mr. Pence isadork and
aloser.”™ He explained to the principal that one of his students,
Mindy, had returned the test to him, thinking thata student had
lostit.

“David, it was an awful trick!” Miss Swallow said
indignantly. “Hummingbird was so upset because you thought
she wrote it.” Miss Swallow smiled sweetly at Mr. Pence. “And,
just for the record. | don’t think you are a dork or a loser at all”

“Oh, the trick was on you, 100, Betty!” Mr. Pence protested.
“I hope you weren't upset, cither. I'm just glad Hummingbird
didn't write it.”
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Ih
was wondering what it would be like (o be on the radio. Biting

as sh

it of the group caught up to Hummingbird, just

olf a wedge of potato from his veggie dog. Rain said, “Tookslike
he's gonna ask you some questions.”

Tom wiped his mouth with a napkin and said, “Why don't
the rest of you go on in? Bird and T will ralk to Charlie.” Still
munching, the little troop of “squash supporters” headed for
the ig tent, smiling at the D as they passed. Tom shook hands

with Charlie, who announced into the microphone, “Well, folks,

we've finally found the famous Hummingbird and her dad here
at the judge’s tent. Le

s what she cantellus about her g-foot

squash. How did you grow it so big?

tilize: ds

and then it got transplanted and it just grew...kind of on its own.

“Ldon't really know. Unn, L pur some onthe

“Uh huh. Well, everybody's waiting for the judges to
make the decision whether i's eligible for the monster
pumpkin weigh-off. What are you going Lo say (o convince
them, Hummingbird?”

Well, Miss Swallow is going to speak for us. Ah, T guess
she'll ralk about its scientific classification—you know how it's

related to pumpkins?

“Sure, of course, its, uh, classification. Tknow our listeners
will be really interested in that. Best of luck!” Looking for a
more exciting inferview, MC Charlie had quickly moved on 10
a small crowd gathered around a fable advertising “Guess the
Ciant Squash’s Weight.” Granma Hettie was selling guesses
for a dollar. The prize was a lap quilt pieced by the ladies at the
Senior Center.

)
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“judge’s tent,” that served as the b s for all the fair

cadquar

and pow-wow operations.

Uncle Luther parked the trailer and everybody jumped out
of the cars. A (all, sandy-haired man came running from the
entrance Lo the judge’s tent. It was Les Johnson, director of the
local county extension service and apopular official arthe annual
fair. He called out. “Boy, you guys cut it close!” He shook hands
with all the adults, greeting Tom and Gerald by name. They had

served with Les on various agricultural business committe

over the years. Turning to the kids, he asked. “Which one of you
girls is Hummingbird?”
Bird smiled and held up he

“You're

rhand. “That’s me.”

amous, honey! The

adio station’s got a reporter
out here that's been talking about nothing but ‘Hummingbird’s
Squash’ for the last hour.” T.ooking around at the rest of the
group, he said, “Don’t be surprised ilhe wants an interview.”

“Well,” Darlene cut in, “he’ll have to wait until alter Crand
Entry. These kids have got to get dressed and over to the arena
by 1:00."

Les's cell phone rang, He excused himself and answered.

“Johnson. Yeah? A protest?” After a long pause, he said, “Okay.
T'1l bringem over.” Frowning, he re-pocketed his phone
s He said that

somebody's [iled a complaint against your entry. They say it

and said, *That was one of the pumpkin fudge

shouldn’t be allowed in the competition.”

Simon spoke up quickly. “Wait! That's not right! It's okay to
enler a squash in a pumpkin contest. I read it on the Internet!”
All the kids began o protest loudly.
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Miss Swallow

and closed her eyes. “Maize, beans. sunflowers, squashes,

ancd up against the classtoom door

pumpkins, peppers, chocolate. T can see the grandmothers and
grandlathers, generation alter generation—selecting, growing,
tending, trading...” Suddenly blinking open her eyes, she
grabbed Boomer’s shoulder (hecause he was standing nearest
t0 her) and cried, “Oh my gosh, kids! What gifts our ancestors
left to us! Gifts that now feed the whole world!™

Asifcomingoutofadream, Miss Swallowreleased Boome:

s
shoulder. Gerting hold of herself, she said more rationally,
“We bet
starting soon.” She [ound her key chain, unlocked the door, and

the Homeroom will be

er brurry if you want 1o se

led the little group to the supply closet.

While Miss Swallow shakily shuffled through her keys
again, the kids became aware of dozens of photos of flowers,
fruits, and seeds scatiered across one of the lab tables (Miss
Swallow had overlooked those in her attempt (o tidy up). They
also couldn’t help hut notice the stacks of Googled articles and
handwrirten notes that were piled up everywhere. Simon turned
and looked at a bunch of hastily scribbled charts and diagrams
that were taped haphazardly on the blackboard. Under his
breath, he said, *Boy, shes been busy.”

Stepping over a splatter of cotfee on the floor. Rain

whispered back, “Maybe that’s why she's so whacked out...”

cah,” Boomer agreed too loudly, “she’s acts like she gonna
[aint or somethin'”

“Keep it down, man,” Simon warned. “Shell hear you.”
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rascal or crool

Scoundrel

omeone up Lo mischief.
Serawlss writings or drawings done hastily or carelessly.

Sercen: the word “sercen” has many meanings that arc used in the
book. Nown: a monitor for a TV or computer: a partition or guard: u
basketball move in which a player trics to keep an opposing player
Irom scoring. Verb: to hide: to scleet usinga set of criteria

Seribbled (1o scribble): to write quickly or carclessly without regard to
clarity or form.

Serimmage: a minor competition or battle.

Scrounge: Lo search aboul and (urn up something needed from
various sourccs.

Scrunched (to seraneh): Lo draw or squeeze Logether tighly.
Senrry: to move quickly

o make

euring (to secure;

fe: guard

Sell-consciously: unsure of oneself; somewhat embarrassed.

Self possessed: in control of one’s emotions or reactions ¢

when under stress.

pecially

Serviceable: still

ful; lasting or wearing well in usc.
Shake-down: a slang cxpression meaning to stcal moncy [rom a victim.
Shattering (to shatter): 10 break or fall inlo pieces

Sheepishly: done or said with feelings of etbarrassment.

hockwave: 1 rapidly moving energy wave (ke a somd wave) that

travels through the air and is heard s 1 lond erack.

Shoveled (to shovel

o digor dlean out
Shrugged (o shrughi 1o huach up the shoulders to express hesitation

oruneertainty

hucki to remove am onter layer of something ke corn, a nut, oran
article of clothing.

o tremble or shake.

Shuddering (fo shudder)
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“Oh, nothing. We can talk late

7 What's Bird looking at?
Rain wondered. He [ollowed her gaze and saw she was looking at
Chris Sorrel. They both watched him take a scrunched up bunch
ol papers out of his pocket and smooth them on his lunch tray.
Satislied to the paper’s flatness, he leaned over lo Mindy Two
Horses and whispered something in her ear. Mindy nodded.
She took the paper, folded it, and placed it in her purse. She
immediately got up from the table and left the lunchroom.
Chr
eyes to Hummingbird. His face had no expression. His eyes
didn’t blink.

fully folded his hands on the table and r: his

A chill came over Hummingbird. She gasped. “Why is he

doing this?” Her next thought was, I've got to get our of herel
Snatching up her sweater, she accidentally overturned Simon's
waterbottle. The water streamed across the table and ran under
The Fall of the Dinosaur Fimpire. Simon jerked up the book, yelling,
“Hey! Watch it! This is a library book...”

Humminghird choked out an unapologetic “Sorry” and ran
for the courtyard exit. Startled, Arianna cried, “What's wrong
with Bird?”

Rain looked back to where Chris had bee
big man and his troops were gone. *T dor't know, Arianna, but

sitting, but the

we're going to find out.

Anxious about her best friend, Arianna hurricdly bunched
that lit
the wad in [ront of Simon. “Here, please throw this away. okay?

up the napkins and wrapp

the table and plunked

And please wipe up that water, Simon.” Then, she dashed
alter Hummingbird,
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Chapter 22

Birt:00 .. Miss Swallows s staring ot o pile of pupers the dcumenteel

thehistory of horieultr o the Auions.

The Miraculous Tree

Regaining some composure, Miss Swallow said, “I'd like to look
at this plant more carefully. We'll have to carry it to the car”
he and Arianna

Hummingbird empticd a cardboard boxwhere
had stored some of the undamaged gardentools. Then, the three
of them carcfully picked up the miraculous tree and placed it in
the box. With Hummingbird on one side and Miss Swallow on

the other, they carried it down the hill to the car.
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About the Native Diabetes Wellness Program

The mission of the Nalive Diabetes Wellness Program is fo work
with 8 growing circle ol pariners 10 address the health inequilies so
strkly revealed by type 2 diabetes in Indian Country. With social
justice and respect for Native and Weslern science as grounding
principles, we sirive Lo support community elforts 1o promote healih
and prevent diabetes

To request free copies of the Tagle Books series, or for more
information about the program, please coatact the CDC. Phone: toll
free 1-877-CDC-DIAB (877-232-3422). E-mail: diabeles@ede.gov

About the Author

Dr. Terry Tofton is a senior study director at Westat. She has heen
Westal's project director for the Eagle Books project since 2002 and
has worked in public health [or almost thirly years. A former middle
school seience teacher, Dr. Lofton often drew on the lessons of Native
science in her classroom activities. She says that the collaboration
wilh the illusirators ol Coyoie and the Turile’s Dream and the Eagle
Books project's many fricnds in Indian Country has been the highlight
of her career.

About the lllustrator

Patrick Rolo, Bad River Band of Ojibwe, draws [rom his rich Native
American heritage to illustratc the Lagle Books. Mr. Rolo's carcer
ineludes newspaper. magazine, comic book. and  courtroom
illustrations. Also a painter, his works in ofl hang in galleries in
Minnesola snd Washinglon
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Somewhere

cep inside, Darlene had struck a nerve. But
the young girl wasn’t prepared to go there. “Mother, T do want
10 help the people. T just honestly don't know why T did what T
did. Tknow T was wrong, But T'm just so scared that everything
T've done for the science fair is for nothing! If I'm suspended,
mayhe T can’t participate. And...and everybody is talking ahour
me. Chris Sorrell is even trying to make Mr. Pence think bad
things ahout mel” Squeezing her eyes shut, Humminghird

wailed, “Oh, nooo, Mom, now Richard and Dale will tease me

forever! (Richard and Dale were Bird's older brothers who went
to Thunder Rock High School.)

“Bird, stop that. Richic and Dale aren’t the problem here.
What has Chris Sorrell got to do with this?”

Now, look at me.

When Hummingbird explained about Chris's bullying and
the note written on her test, Darlene was puzzled. “T don’t know
why he would do that. Are you sure he wrote it?”

“Not exactly. But he took the test.”

“Tll talk to Miss Swallow. Don't worry—she knows you
better than that. She’ll set it right with Mr. Pence.”

“Please, mother, when Mr. Pence calls, don't say anything

.cmbar

about it unle

1 does. I's just so sing. Everybodyis
always talking about how he is always making goo-goo eyesat...”

The ringing of the phone suddenly interrupted
Hummingbird's repeating the most popular grist in the school
romor mill. Aunt Chick called out, “For you Darlenc. It's

Mr. Pence!”
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That night on the phone, before school the next day,
between classes, and at lunch—all the boys heard about was
the seedlings. Afier a whole day of Hummingbird's babbling,
enough was enough. They wanted 1o see them.

Simon arranged to go home with Rain and help him with
some chores he had 1o do for his mother. That way Rain could
cut out faster and make it over 1o the garden before it got too
dark. Boomer had no such obligations. He told the girls he was
going to the garden as soon as he dumped his books.

As cager as Boomer was 1o see the plants, he was a slow
poke compared to Ilummingbird. As soon as she hir the house,
Bird was in a race to see how [ast she could shuek o[l her school
clothes and throw on some old jeans and a hand-me-down
swealer belter suited to dirt and shovels.

Arianna heard the back door bang shut before she could
even lake otf her new jacket. She fumbled for some old clothes
in her drawer, but then thought, Oh, forger it. Imitating
Hummingbird’s fast exit from the house, Arianna raced after

“Wait up!” Arianna ericd.

“T cant! 've got to sce how big the plants have grown!”

Arianna didu't catch up with Hummingbird until she
arrived at the garden gate. The two girls exchanged a look of
anticipatory glee. Hummingbird flipped up the latch and

pushed at the heavy slatted gate, which resisted her unbearable

curiosity by digging deeper into the dry, weedy soil.
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tull
of ambition. "Arianna, you've got to have nitrogen, potassium,

shut, Hummingbird looked up-—he

and phosphorus 1o make the plants grow big and fast.” Taughing
at her own impatience, she said, “But it's way too early to be
thinking about that. We have to turn a dirty old shed into our
experimental laboratory!”

The girls started with their promised partners—Rain,
Boomer and Simon. The boys helped them scrounge for all the

goodies they needed —soap, mops and buckers, and a hose for
cleaning; and all kinds of hardware and attic surplus that would
make the shed it for human use. Simon also brought a six-inch
roll of bubble wrap. Where he got it and what it was for nobody

knew—but the girls w

‘t turning down anything.

Recruiting other allies, Bird and Arianna discovered that
electricity and mechanical items would not a problem, either.
Boo volunteered his skills as an electrician as well as the vast
contents of his junky garage. And Aunt Chick was a gold mine!
She gave them all kinds of equipment and supplies: flower pots,
pottingsoil, garden tools, seeds, and fertilizer. Even betrer, Tom
offered to fix the fence and Gerald, Rain's dad, was hringing his
tiller. There would be a winter garden!

Everybody assembled early Saturday. The kids took on most
of the cleaning jobs while Boo, Tom, and Aunt Chick started
the shed and fence repair. Soon their hammering and banging
was accompanicd by the steady chug of the tiller's old Briggs
and Stratton motor. When it jumped out of gear going over a
hard spot, Cerald would just twist a couple of bolis and fire it
up again. Nobody stopped except to gulp down some water.
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Boomer

be you can

started Laughing. “Woo-hoo! M
work your way up to chairman of the ‘Keep the School Clean’
committee!”

“Ha, ha. So funny,” Simon grumped.

“Sorry, Simon,” Arianna apologized. “T guess that was kind
of rude. Dumping that trash on you.”

Simon melted. “Oh that's okay, Arianna. I didn’t mean
you. You can give me your garbage anytime.” The kids would

have burst out laughing had it not been for the gooty smile on
Simon's face.

Boomer el d his throat. lor Simon’s sake, he thought it

est 10 change the subjec

“So, what were we talking about? Oh,
yeah, Chris. Why would he put Dumptruck up to throwing stuff
at me? What have I done to him?”

“I think Dumptruck was aiming at me, not you,”
Hummingbird said. “Chris is trying 1o [reak me out.”

Boomer and Simon’s "Huhs?” and “Whys?” drowned out
Arianna’s predictable question, “Who's Dumptruck? Whar kind
of name is that?”

Humminghird explained. “Chris overheard Mr, Pence get
" So.

he comes up in the hall and says some stutf like he’s going 1o

mad at me about messing with the ‘clephant’s roothpaste.

spread rumors about me. Make Mr. Pence think I'm a ereep

orsomething”

Before Boomer could say it, Hummingbird said impatiently,
“Yeah, T know, Boom, not creep—dingfod.” Finishing her story,
she said, “He even took my seience test we got back yesterday
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always took a stand for self-determination. “We should follow

our own values. Why do we need the IPF? T say family comes
beflore rules!”

“Butthinkaboutit, Flva,” Dave countered. “Canyouimagine
how much that thing out there weighs? The TPF would recognize
our Tribe as growing the biggest “cucurhit” in the world! F we
don’t go by the rules—the weight won't count. Hummingbird's
Scquash could put us on the agricultural map!”
ed off a little.
“But we all agree that it is in the same tribe as the squashes

Llva considered this and bac Then she said,

and pumpkins?” Both men nodded ‘ye

classily it as a squash. That doesn'l violaie any rules

Lo olfer a suggestion. Why don't we have two divisions—one lor

pumpkins and one for squash. The winner of each division goes
on 1o compete for the tile of higgest squash or pumpkin. Hoke
won't win the overall title, bur he can still claim he grew the
biggest pumpkin—which will probably be true. Then, we write to
the TPF and suggest that they include gourds in the competition.
I'm with you, Elva, on the “family thing. We just need to change
the rules, not hreak them.”

Llvaand Dave smiled at Mike. “You're a wise man. Mr. Good

Face,” Elva said. Appareatly the erowd that had been waiting lor

their decision agreed. The cheer that went up could be heard

across the fairgrounds.
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Hummingbird cut to the chase. “The

ing us for
help—especially you guys.”

“From us?” the boys eried. “To do what?”

“To get Chris Sorrel off their bac
Hummingbird repeated most of the library conversation point

Fxplaining,

for point—with the highlight being Dumptruck’s admission that
he'd had helped Chris destroy the garden.
“You mean he actually fold on himself?” Simon

“Yeah,” Arianna said. “He apologized for messingwith you
guys and making fun of me, too. Tater told me that they didn't

know “ding-ding” was about my insulin pump.”

Simon wasn't convinced. “How do you know they we

jerking you around?”

“Yeah,” Boomersaid, “Theycouldbe playingus forchumps.”

Hummingbird said, “T don’t think so. I'm sure they're
alraid of Chris—I think it's because of his brothers.”

Arianna backed up Hummingbird. “Bird’s right. Chris
bosses them around all the time, and puts them down. Tater
told me as much.”

Rain had been quict for most of the meeting. inally,
he spoke. “So what are we gonna do? Tarn in Dumptruck
for vandalism?”

Hummingbird was shocked. “Huh? Turn him in? You mean

like to Mr. Berry or to the police?” ltwas obvious that Bird didn't
want to do that.
“Mr. Berry’s says to tell our parents or report it 1o a teacher

if a bully is bothering us. Well, that was some bad bullying






OEBPS/Images/ebhummingbirdsquash-000387.jpg
Deposits
sceds that germinate).

iles of something (as in Coyole's droppings that contain

Depressed: sad: discouraged.

Descended (o descend): to move from a higher to a lower place.
Desperation: extreme axiety or hopclessuess

Deslinatios

: the goal ol a journcy: a place to which something is seat.

Detention: a place where onc is detained or held as punishment.

Determination: strength of mind; forlitude: or resolve,

Detour: 1o go another way

Devious: sncaky and deccptive.

Diagram: a chart; an illustration that shows the rclationships between
elements of a plan

Diaphragm: a sheet of muscle separating the chest and abdomen that
helps one to breathe.

Digital seale: an clectronic measuring device.

Dilemma: a ditheult choice.

Din: a loud confused mixturc ol noiscs.

Dino-geek: a slang expression for someone who is crazy about learning
everything there s to know about dinosanrs.

Disappointment: a setback: failure; or feeling of dissatisfaction
or [rustration.

Disassociated (to disassociate): to remove the conncetion between
things: not related.

Disgruntled: in a bad mood.

Dismissive: (reating someone in a rude or curl manner: ignoring
someonc’s presence or opinion.

Disoricnted: loss of onc’s sense of dircetion in space; confused or
mixed up.

Dispensed (to dispense): o distribute or give out.
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Glossary

A

Abandoned (to abandon): 1o leave withou! intending (o relurn.
Abashed: uncomforlable; embarrassed.

Absente

a person who is absent: not present.

Accelerated (to accelerate): to increase speed

Accommodating: ready and willing to help

Adjustment: a correction or setting something right

Admission: an acknowledgment: confessing a mistake or wrongdoing
Admonition: a criticism or warning.

Adaringlys in a loving, admiring, or devoted way

Adversaries: thosc who oppose or resist another person.
Advertising (1o advertise): to publicize: promote; market.

Afighan: a blankel or shawl made of knitied or crocheted colored wool.
Agendas alist of items to be considered us at 3 meeting

Aggressivelys in a forceful or hostile way.

Agility: ability 1o move quickly and casil

Aimlessly: acting without a goal or purposc

Air raid siren: a sound Lo warn of attackers from Lhe air.
Ambition: a desire Lo achieve a particular goal.

Amiably: in a friendly and pleasant manner.

Amid: during: in or throughout the course of somcthing.
Amplificd (o amplif

to make bigger or louder.

Aunogance: the act of disturbing or irrilating, especially by

repeated acts,
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Thinking, | hope Ste

s gettinga picture of this, Mr. Berry
asked, “How did you make the ‘choon-yo, Mindy?"

“I froze the potatoes in the [reezer because it wasn't cold
enough o [reeze them outside, and then I stomped them until
they were mashed to bits.”

“You stomped them?” the principal prompred.

“Yeah, with my feet. But I washed them first.”

“The potatoes?”

“No, my 1 laid them out to dry in the sun. And
then T did it all over again. Tt’s just like the instant potatoes at

the groee;

stor

Mr. Berry laughed and said, “Well, I guess I have the Incas

to thank for the potatoes we cat at my house

‘hank you, Mindy.”

The principals attempt at humor created some charitable
laughter that accompanied Mindy as she walked primly down
the stage steps. Chris waved Lo get her atiention, but she was
100 busy

igh-[iving” her friends as she took her seat. What is
wrong with her? he thought.

Only the first place trophy remained on the table. It was a
clear glass oval with the word “Science’ etched onto its surface.
Onits base was a small gold plaquewhere the first place winner's

name would later be inscribed by a local erafts shop. Mr. Berry

picked up the award solemnly and composed his face for his
predietable “inspirational specch.”

Mr. Berry was a popular and admired principal, but his
speeches, expected Lo motivate the student body and honor
exemplary pupils, usually stimulated exactly the opposite. Alter

five minutes of “applying ourselves... building character. ..good
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e
and stared out the window. Several minutes went by while he

lingself-conscious, Tater Tot broke off the conv

ion

struggled with his thoughts. Suddenly, he turned and faced
Arianna. Bitinghislip, he said, “T.ook, I'm sorry about hollering
that ‘ding’ stufl at you. The principal said we had to write that
apology, but T really meant . T didn’t know about the pump and
all—notuntil Mr. Berry told us.”

“You didn'tknow T have type 1 diahetes?”

He shook his head. “No, | was just yelling dumb stuff
because...because somehody told me to.”

“But why?”

Since he had started this, Tater Tot decided to plow on

ahead even though he wasn't sure why he was confiding in

Arianna. “See, I've been o alot of schools. And geting pushed
around all the time really gets old. T guess T never had time to

make Iriends... or something. Anyway, when T got here T knew

it would be hard to fit in. So T thought Id join up with the guys
who do the bullying.”

“That wasn't very smart.”

“No, T guess not. But it’s better than getting heat up all
the time.”

“Twouldn't know abour that. T just know it didn’t feel very
good having everybody gang up on me. | never did anything
1oyou.”

As the bus turned into the school driveway, Tater Tot
realized he needed (o hurry up and make his point. “No, you
didn’t. But, that’s not me, Arianna. I'm not really like that.”
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Boomer yelled, “Come on!” and invaded the choking
growth that surrounded the mysterious orb. Rain and Simon
followed. helping him pull aside handfuls of leaves and vines.
Here and there they discovered some green-striped squashes
like those that had grown in Aunt Chick’s garden—and the
remains of those the coyote had eaten, Finally, tugging aside
a very dense cluster of obstructing vegetation, the boys saw
dalight. The small party stepped through the opening into a
sunny arena.

Neither man nor child said anything. Lying there on its
etal wonder

side, still connected to its umbilical stem was a v

as formidable and bold as any geological formation. Unlike
the
maturity had turned a deep golden yellow. But it was the size

n and white stripes of its juvenile

tage, the fruit in its

that was beyond words! King-sized, titan, behemoth, colossal,
mammoth, or even gargantuan did not begin to describe it.
Coyote had, indeed, grown a food mountain,

After a few moments, Rain broke the silence. “Wheres
the eagle?”

Boomer yelled, “Up there!” Everyone looked up to see Sky
Heart circling in the clouds far above. He called out to them
once and then flew away to the south.

Simon said. “L guess this (nodding toward the plant) is why
he brought us here.”

Hummingbird looked jubilantly at Arianna. “Obviously.”

Arianna asked, “How big is the squash?”

Rain walked around the massive yellow fruit. “I'd say nine
feet. And about the same across.”
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“lre

much. Not when Delbert was around. We really stuck together.

nember kids getting bullied. But nobody bothered me

That’s my advice. Stick together. Friends can look out for each

other.” Frowning, Granma asked, “Did you say somebody’s
picking on Humminghird?”
Veah, ChrisSorrelplayedabadrrickonher,” Simonreplied.
“Oh, my, I hope she tells her parents or her teachers. Some
tricks aren't funny.” Looking at the boys over her glasses, she

added. “I think we've had enough tricks for a while.

ally
the coyote kind."
Rain thought, Hrmm, yeah, but has the

small table in the corner where

coyote had enough
of us? He walked over to the

Roberta had setup her home c

mputer. He logged on.

Roberta brought in the boy's plates. Seeing Rain standing
in [ront of her old PC, Roberta said. “Now, you guys eat belore
youstart playing with the computer. Rain, get that pitcher of ice
water by the sink, okay?”

“Okay, Mom.” Rain brought in the water and put it on
the card table. Then, he watched Roberta help Granma to the
Kitchen where the rest of the family was already seated. Once

they were alone, he turned on the computer. “Hey guys, come

over here. T want you to see something.”
Walking over to Rain, Simon said. “Do you think Granma

will tell your mom and dad about Chris?”

“Yeah. They Il ask me about it, for sure.” Laughing, he said,
“T'T get the facts straight next time.”
“Come on, RD,” Boomer broke in impatiently, “Can we eal

and look at what you want Lo show us? I'm hungry.”

Q





OEBPS/Images/ebhummingbirdsquash-000340.jpg
held the next day. And th
the platform trailer—proud and regal. Tt glowed like dull gold

twas! The giant squash rested on

in the dim light of the light towers that had winked on as the
sun faded.

Coyote said, “So, what do you think?”

The sight of the squash—so pumpkin-like—over-stimu-
lated the rabbit's herbivore brain. She was enthralled. *Oh, it's
magnificent. Your masterpiece!”

i

his stomach. the trickster said, “That half sandwich wasn't

s.itis.” he said proudly. “Lwantyou to enjoy it.” Rubbing

enough for me. Ull find dinne

What do you want?”
Siill gazing at the squash, Thistle drooled. “How about

black bean soup, a southwestern Cacsar salad, and a pumpkin
smoothie for dessert.”

“What? I'm not running a restaurant, Thistle.”

“Oh, sorry! Never mind.” she said embarrassed. “T can pick
ol the lettuce and tomatoes [rom whatever you find.”

After Coyote left. she settled in to “enjoy” the squash.
She thought abour the hours of tender care that he must have
devoted to the needs of his plants. These pleasant thoughts

made the litrle garden-raider very happy. Her spirits ro

even
higher as she listened to the muted roar of the midway that
[loated across the fairgrounds. Against the whirr and grind
ol the carnival rides, she could hear the booming of a drum
warming up for tonight's dance competition. Focusing her cars
forward, she could even make out the exhilaraled screams of
rollercoaster riders, rising and falling with each plummet and
Toop of the track. But sight was as thrilling as sound. When she
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school, they had made him s turned his ron

sorry. Ch
the two boys. Smiling menacingly. he said, “Come up with more

money or you'll be having a little talk with Melvin and Jess

Dumptruck and Tater Tot hastily agreed, and the three boys
continued on their way 10 the courtyard in search of new prey. At
the same time Rain and his pals were headed down the 7th grade
wing to the courtyard exit. Rain and Boomer were speculating
about the new song Joe was going to teach that afternoon.
The

songs.

had learned memorial songs, voteran's songs, and honor

Toe knew them all. A nesw song was alwags fun, but today

was a specs ey would play the new drum for the first
time. Even Simon was getling excited.

As they exited the building, the boys spotted Chris and
his two playmates on the walkway in [ront of the gym. Simon
muttered, “Ch-oh. It's Big Frogand the ‘toad patrol.”

At almost the same time, Chris caught sight of Rain. When
he saw that Rain was with his [riends, he switched his objective
from a “shake-down” o “shake-up.” He thought it would be a
good opportunity to put a little pressure on Little Miss Birdie’s
buddies—especially Simon. Small for his age, Simon looked
like a kid easy to push around. What's more, he was too smart

for Chris's liking, Chris whispered to Dumptruck and Tater Tot,

“Come on, let’s show'em whose boss around here.

Rain watched Chris sirut toward them- backed up by his
“Looks like
they're hopping this way.” Joining in the fun, Boomer popped

“muscle.” He couldn’t help but play our the frogjoke

off, “Don’t touch ‘em! You'll get warts!”

@)
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Praise for Hummingbird's Squash

“Lahsolutely love this hook. Especially with the way it refers hack to the stories from the Fagle ook Series
about cating healthy and excreising, and 1o Coyote and the Turtles Dreaim about the fossils and resioring
Harmony biack on the reservation. My favorite character in this book is fhe coyote. Onee again, Coyote

Teteps the reader in suspense with his games and fricls, At the same sime e sends messages alons

respect, harmony, and shiring, T ean relate to the situtions Rain and his friends experienve at sehool
Twvould like to see a movie marle ot af this hook. 1 can'twait o read more fascinaring hooks like this.”

—Derrick Chavarillo

San Ielpe Pucbia, 531

‘Humeminghird and Arianna & her lricnds try 1o help e community by growing really bigvegetables. The
coyote ends p doing  spell on e and he makes the elephants toothpaste explode on Tamningbird,

The: story frs all together with the coyote being the frickster, and he Ve

each other and stopping the bullies picking on them, Tt was pretiy cool.

sgsie Cronwdl ahways being elose o

—Caitlin and Lydia
Santee S rive, Sanice. Sauih Uakota
“Tliked the trickster coyote. He does al these tricks and he's funny. But in the end. he helps everyone ou.
Tliked Granma, tao. She taught the boys her prayer in her language, She didu't care if they didu't say the
words right. just so long as they knewsehat it means. And Chris's mom, I admired her when she stood up.
for her som in the end. | ke the seience experiments, too. 1d ke s 1o have a science fair at my ool
ke in thebook.”
—Tony, Jr.
Winnehaga Tribe of Nebroska, Siaus G Towa
“Himmingbied’s Synash i a greeat buok to vead shout type 2 diaberes. We can relate to the book with our
Tificheres on he Navajo resercation. Our family groses corn, squash and all inds of melons. amd Mr. Tiagle
and the Rabbit do watch uver our garden felds. We thank you for the education provided to everybody
who reads this book. this book makes us think of whal we pul inlo our mouths that may not be healdry
forour bories."
Reniah & Jacob Manygoats
Novas Vatan.
L have had a greal time helping with Bununingbind’s Squash. 1 am so prou 10 be involved with the book
because it provides valusble insight into the issucs faced by those of us who have type 1 diabecs, | have
i type s diabetes for quite some time now, amd Tnow how diffcltthe dasly challenges can be. Treally
enjayer all the characters, to. and thought that the messages—about faod choices. the inportance of
exercise, taking responsihiliry, and bullying—are helpful to everyone. Bullying is an issue that peaple
aften do notlike to discuss, but it really needs to be addressed.”

Arianna Baros
(e real Aranng)
Aiquerque, N5

et v pios of LB ks i, o fur
o information shout b prugeam. plesse
sttt CDC. Pl il Frec -7 CDC-DIAB
(B75-252-3422). E-mall: disheregeri. gy

tdpet e gdiabetosdpas gl Aol
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Lmbarrassed, Mr. Berry interrupted. “Well, ah, this
is getting a bit complicated and T have to go.” Fager to end
the awkward conversation, he added. “Clad you two got that
straightened out.” The principal slid behind the steering wheel
ol his car and started the engine. Backing out of his reserved
parking space, he poked his head out the car window and gave
his teachers a hearty assurance that all would be well. "We'll
workthis our. We've gotsome great kids ar Thunder Rock Middle

School. Tomorrow’s Seid ‘air awards will be proof of that!”
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Tom motioned for:

roncto pipe down. “Look. th

udy
will have to decide what's [air. We'll lind out what the rules are.
There must be some rules. Right, Tes?”

“Yep, we generally follow the policies sel up by the
International Pumpkin Federation.”

Acar horn interrupted any further discussion of pumpkin
policy. Roberta was pulling in next to Nadine's car. She'd been
delayed waiting at the gate for a golf cart to take Granma over
to the Senior Center booth. Leaning out the car window, she
called,

change

Come on, kids! We're going over to Joe's camper to
lothes.”
Rainranup to the car. “Mon, you won't helieve it. We might

got kicked out of the pumpkin contest!”
“Well, you guys won't be in the Grand Fatry either, if you
don't get a move on.”

Boomer grabbed a suit bag from his mom's car and laid it
on top of the other regalia that filled Robera’s trunk. Jumping
in the hack seat next to Simon and Rain, he wasn’t surprised
to hear Simon worry-warting. “Guys, I've got to do something
10 keep Bird from being disqualified!” Rain and Boomer just
looked at him... what could he possibly do?

Following Darlene to her car, Humminghird was still
making a big noise, too. “1t’s gotta be Chris, Mom! That's why he
destroyed the squash at Aunt Chick’s. He wanted 1o keep us out
ot the contest!”

Darlene turned around and gave her daughtera funny look.
“What are you lalking about, Bird?”
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Tom laughed and said, “W!

got some enterprising cld

around here.” Father and daughter ducked into the tent. Simon
stopped them before they got past the entrance. He was handing
out copies of his web searches about the eligibility of squash in
pumpkin contests.

Apparently, Granma wasn't the only one
being enterprising that morning. Giving a copy to Tom, Simon
explained excitedly, “Maybe it'll help us if we can get the crowd
on our side!” Tom thought. this boy will e runming for Tribal

Council before he's out of high school.

Walter and Larry rushed past them, hauling in extra chairs

1o scat the still-growing audicnce. They stopped long e

ough to
tell Bird they were pulling for her. Walter said, “Mr. Johnson’s

letting us off parking lot duty so we can stay and sce how it

turns out!”

Tarry pointed to the portable bleachers that had been
hastily assembled by some pow-wow volunteers. “Took, Bird,
everybody's here!”

M. Berry, Coach Brown, and a small cluster of teachers had
commandeered a whole row of the bleachers. Mr. Pence wasn't
with them—he was seated on a portable camp stool he had setup

behind the judge’s table. “Thunder Rockers” from the middle
school were sitting on some butcher paper they had spread out
on the sawdust [loor. Who needed chairs?

Litile Deb, Star, and Sammic jumped up from the group and
ran over to congratulate Hummingbird. Sammic was gushing
as usual. “This is so much better than the science [air, Bird!”
Hummingbird bumped fists with her “gal pals” and said thanks.

She was really glad they were there.

)
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Didn'tyourdad callthe

Neighborhood Wateh to report vandalism? Didn't a policeman
come out and take pictures?”

“I bet his photos disappeared like Miss Swallow’s did.”
Hummingbird grumbled.

“You know it. The coyote doesn't like 10 leave evidence of
his tricks,” said Boomer—now the big expert on coyotes.

Rain was persistent. “Pictures don’t matter. Dumptruck
said he did it.”

Starting to getupser, Arianna cried, “But then we would get

him in trouble whe:

hes trying to do what's right.”

Hummingbird shook her head. “This is complicated. What
should we do?”

Rain was ready with the answer. “Think like the eagle and
the coyote.”

“How’s that, RD?” Simon asked.

“Actually, T don’t want 1o get ‘em in trouble, either. T say
let's help the guys. Remember what the eagle said ahout keeping
our traditions? Everybody working together, playing together.
Dumptruck is a member of our Tribe. We should remember
that. Tater’s not a member, but he goes to our school. That’s
good enough for me. Besides, we shonldn't push away anybody
wanting to be friends with us.

Everybody nodded. Boomer said, *T think the cagle would
goforit”

“So, how are we going 1o help them?” Simon asked again.

Rain smiled devilishly. “That's where the coyote parl

comes in.”
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177
“To my classroom. [ want Lo examine it there.” To hersell,

re you going to tal

she mumbled, “Twonder if Dr. Bamsey is around tonight.”
Miss Swallow opened the back hatch and lowered the
backseats, making room lor the (ree which they laid gently on
its side. Passing up Aunt Chick’s invitation to stop in. Miss
Swallow drove the girls home. She told them to meet her in
the lah hefore homeroom the next morning. Her intention had
bed
vandalism. But vandals and bullies had suddenly taken a hack

nto stop at Hummingbird’s and talk to her parents about the

seat to the mys

school, Miss Swallow called and lef
message for Dr. Bamsey. Unlortunately. her call went into his

As she drove to th

a

voice mail. He was out of town. She left a message, asking him
10 come by the school in the morning.

Realizing that she was in for a long night, Miss Swallow
stopped off at Boo’s. She told him she had a lot of work ahead
of her and needed some big-time energy. Boo knew just what
1o do. He dispensed a large cup of coffec and wrapped up some
fresh bean hread. He also insisted that she take the rest of a
er of thick

Despite her prote:

ctable soup his mom had brought

s he added ina thermos of

 and some extra cups and napkins.

(€D
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Ih
laughed. Simon snorted. When he got really tickled, Simon

boys fell out laughing. Or rather, Rain and Boom

inhaled his “ha-ha's” and they came out as oinky snorts. Simon’s
‘nose grunts’ literally tore up Boomer. He started laughing so
Toud, other kids urned Lo see what was going on.

Despite Chris's bigswagger, some of the puffwent our of his
chest. Why were they laughing? Anxious to buckup his tough guy
image, he whispered to Dumptruck and Tater Tot, “Warch this.”

Chris planted his feet apart, blocked the walkway, and launched

his first dig. “Oh, look, it's Veggie Man, the ‘you'll get diabetes’

dweeb and Thunder Thud! The Soap Bomber’s friends! And the

wimp, Simonosaurus!”

The hoys stifled their giggle

. Tryingnot to move his mouth.
Rain said quietly, “Don’t say anything.”

Disappointed that his punch didn’t land, Chris tried again.
“Hey, Simonosaurus's new name is bigger than he is!” Like an
audience that had been paid to applaud, Dumptruck and Tater
provided the appropriate snickering and fist-bumps.

Rain folded his arms and looked hored. Simon polished
his glasses. Boomer scratched his stomach and performed his
own ventriloquist act. “We're psyching him out. He's starting
0 sweat.”

Getting desperate, Chris threw out a champion insult
guaraniced 1o offend any sell-respecting dino-geck: “You
know, Simon, you're so stupid, you got another brain in your

tail o make your legs work!”

@
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. the fi
new boards where there were none before, and dark furrows

By lunchtime, the lights we

of newly-turned earth waited for spade and seed. The shed
wasn'texactly sparkling, but it was swept and mopped. and Boo
had repaired the collapsed shelving and replaced the broken
window panes with plywood. A big old table from Aunt Chick's
basement now sat under the overhead lamp. On it, the girls had
assembled most of their garden producrs and Miss Swallow’s

contributions: a couple of alcohol lamps, a thermometer, an old
scale, and an assortment of beakers that had seen better days.

Tired, but proud oftheiraces

mplishments, the “Giant Plan”

work crew convened outside the

hed 1o thank and congratulate
the

hother on the morning’s Labor. Aunt Chick wanted to ged

project ol 1o agood start, and had asked Tom to olfer a blessing.
They waited [or Boo who was still inside the shed; he was testing
a space healer 1o make sure the electrical outlet was working
salely. Not realizing he was holding things up, Boo apologized
and hurried to stand respectfully with the others, Tom said:

“First, I want to express my thanks to our children, who
have gathered us all together o help them do something good
for the people. And Lwant to thank the Creator for the food gitts
we are about to eat. Please watch over our children as they will
beworking hard to plant and grow food that will help our people
to eal healthier and prevent type 2 diabetes. T ask our Mother
Larth, and the sceds, sun and rain to work together, so that the
vegelables for our people can grow in a good way. 1 ask these
things on behall of all our relations.”
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looked up, it was to thousands of twinkles and the beauty of th

Ferris wheel's neon-bright lights rotating against the night

Thistle was dazzled by the splendor of it all.

She was turning her interest back to Hummingbird's
Squash when she detected some movement. Straining her eyes
she tried to see what had attracted her attention. Suddenly, the
Harvest Fair and Pow-Wow receded far aw:
Chris Sorrel.

Chris was walking swiftly and confidently toward the giant

v. She was looking at

squash. sitting alone and vulnerable on the platform trailer (the

other entries were inside the farm pavilion). He had waited

until dark to make his move—patiently waiting for the extension

lose up the fudge’s tent for the night. He

service ve

carried a 5-lool lent stake he had found propped against an
equipment van near the midway. Crasping the stake firmly,
he whispered over and over under his breath, “Holes and soft
spots—holes and soft spots.” He would show Melvin and Jesse
how to win! Indeed, Chris had read the International Pumpkin
Federation rules. He knew that soft bruised areas and holes that
went through to the inner cavity of a pumpkin/squash would
disqualify it. A winner had to be perfoct.

n a panic, Thistle watched Chris mount the back steps of
the trailer and then circle the squash, examining it carefully.

Suddenly, he went hehind the squash and did not reappear.

What was he doing? Then, Thistle’s sharp hearing picked up the
sound of dull thuds. What she couldn't see was Chris plunging
his pocket knife over and over into a thin spot in the squash’s

hard skin.
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Hiceupped (o hiceup): (0 make aloud sound caused by a spasm of the
diaphragm that pushes air through the vocal cords.

Hindenburg: a German dirigible or airship (similar in appearance (o a
large blimp) that was kept alolt by hydrogen, a gas that is lighter than
air. Tt exploded at Lakehrst, New Jersey in 1937

itwas tryingto
Tand during a lightring storm. When the hydrogen, which is highly
flammable, ignited. the airship crashed in flames

Honorable mentions: awards that are given for work that is very good ,
but nol the quality of a [irst, second, or third prize winner.

Horticulture: the practice of growing fruils, vegelables. flowers, or
ornamental plants.

Hub: the central part of a circular object (as a wheeD): a cenler
ol activity.

Huddled (to huddle): 1o crowd, push. or pile Logether.

Humanoid: having human form or characteristics

Humdinger: a strilcing or extraordinary person or thing.

Humiliation: loss of pride or self-respect.

Humongous: extremely large

Hustle: energelic movement in which persons can be shoved or jostled.

Hydrogen: a colorless and odorless gas thal is highly flammable: the
simplest of all elements.

Hydrogen peroxide: an unstable compound composed of Lwo atoms of
hydrogen and two atoms of oxygen (H 0 ). It is used as an antiseptic,
apropellant, and as a bleaching agent.

|

Iiluminated (to illuminate): Lo shine a light upon.

Titation: the act of pretending to somd or behave like someone else

Trpres

som: ant fmprint or dent left on a substance, ke the imprint of a
fooLleftin clay.
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Retehing: Lrying (o vomi(
Retreated (o retreat): 1o Terarn fo a safe place or pull buck from a
difficull siluation.

Riled up: in an upset or angry state.
Riotons: unrestrained so as to be festive and wild.

Ripped: a slang expression that means having a fiac muscular build.
Ripple: to move like [lowing warcr,

Ritual: an act thal is always performed in the same way Lo signify its
scrious or sacred nature.

Rubberized: coated with rubber.

Rumbling (o rumble): making a low heavy sound (hat sees Lo roll on
and on.

Rummaged (to rummage): (0 search quickly through the conlents of a

placc or container.
Rumor mill: the source of rumors that are repeated deliberately.
Rumors: a statement ot story that has not been proved o be trae.

Rustle (to ustle): to make 4 crackling or cranching sound

S

Salvaged (to salvage): Lo rescue or save part of something ruined or lefl
alter a disaster.

Sanitation: an act or policy that promotes cleanlincss.
Sapling: a small young tree.

Saumtered (to saunter): fo walk without hurry; fo stroll

Savor: to take pleasure in; appreeiate.

Scanning (10 scan): 1o look over quickly: to look across a wide view.
Scientifically: relating Lo the methods or rules of science

Scored (1o score): (o make points in a competitive game.
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They had gotten into the details abour teacher responsibilitics
and lost rack of time.

Miss Swallow disappeared into the lab sioreroom; when
she emerged she had a botany lield kit tucked under her arm.
Crabbing her sweater and purse, she announced, “Okay, let's
g0 see what kind of plants you were growing...and collect
some seeds.”

On the way over to Aunt Chick’s in her old station wagon,

Miss Swallow quizzed the girls abour who might have vandalized

the garden. Naturally, Hummingbird thought of Chris, but she
didn't say anything. How could she prove it? Turning up the
road {0 the old ranch house, they saw Auni Chick pulling some
sh

off the clothesline in the backyard.

Miss Swallow pulled the car over and leaned her head out
the driver's window. “Hi, Chick! We're going (o take a look at
what's el of the garden.”

Hummingbird's aunt stuffed the sheets in alaundsy basket,
and walked over to the car. She leaned down and greeted Miss
Swallow and the girls. “Go on up and check it out. I haven't
been to the garden myself, but T did see the shed. T can't believe
somebody would do that.” Looking at Hummingbird, she said,
“An officer from the Neighborhood Watch came out. He said
your dad called. | think he took some pictures.” Turning back to
Miss Swallow, she said. “Come by and visit when you're done.”

Miss Swallow parked the
walked the quarter mile 1o the garden. As they drew near the

in hack of the hou

nd they

red fence, Arianna warned Miss Swallow about the smell: “The
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The
Simon. He had planned 1o bring his dad. Heny, to help since he

c at the store e

xt morning all the kids we pt for
knew all about hauling heavy loads. Unfortunately, Henry got a
late assignment (o drive an oil tanker 1o California. So, Simon.
went on ahead with Hummingbird's father, Tom, and her two
brothers 1o show them where the giant squash was located.
They would be clearing a path into the clearing for Uncle
Luther’s truck.,

Hummingbird was so excited she couldn’t stand it. She and

Arianna started jumping up and down when they saw a truck

pulling a funny-looking trailer into the store parking lot. Lt was

big cnough to haul a small housc. Unele Ralph leancd out the

cab windor erybody ready to do some movin'?”

The girls shouted, “We are!”

Looking down the road, Rain asked, “Where’s Dad

“Right behind me.” Just then, Gerald came into sight,
pulling a trailer with aloader on it.

Boo appeared in the open door of his garage. “Wow,
man. Look at that elevating platform trailer. You must have

some friend

“Well. if the equipment they use to lift the pumpkins for

anusc this trailer.”

weighing isn't strong enough, w

Boomer came out of the garage wiping his hands on a rag.

e, Boo?”

“Anything ¢

@
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The kids arrived at the lab only scconds before Miss
Swallow did. She was walking at a fast clip down the hall, talking
on her cell phone. Arriving at the door, she said good-bye to
she said

Dr. Bamsey and rang off. Tooking at Hummingbir

breathlessly, “Dr. Bamsey is coming over at noon.” Noticing the
boys, she seemed surprised. “Oh, we have a crowd. T guess you
told them about the tree?”

While she was rummaging in her bag for the room key,
Hummingbird explained. “Yes, Miss Swallow. they helped
Arianna and me set up the shed and the garden. And they saw

the giant squashes —before they were destroged. | thought you

might want to talk to them, too.”

Miss Swallow sropped fumbling for the key. “Oh, of coursc.

Sorry, boys, I'm just alitlle Irazzled this morning” Tt wasn't like
thekidshadn’t noticed. Miss Swallow had big dark circles under
her eyes; and her hair, which was still wet [rom a shower, had
been hastily pulled back into a lop-sided pony tail. Nervously,
she kept pushing down her shirt collar which smck up on the
side of her neck.

“Tt's just that last night was the most momentous of my

entire life. L ¢ ool

arched all night long. | didn't leave th
untilafter 6:30 thismorning, Tt was justas [ expected. but had to

prove to myself. That tree holds the whole evolutionary history
ol plant domestication in the Americas! The sweal and intellect
of Native people over thousands of years!” She laughed giddily.

“It's like someone created it for our Science Fair!”
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Dispersed (o disperse): Lo give out or send off in various directions.

Displacement activity: a behavior not relevant to a situation that makes
aperson or animal feel less stressed, such as a dog licking himself
when being threatencd by another dog.

Disquali

v:to make or declare unfit; 1o judge not cligible as in

a competition.

Dissolved (io dissolve): 1o melt: to eollapsc
Distranght: disturbed with doubt or painful feelings.
Dome: a large ronnded roof or ceiling shaped like hal of a ball

Domestication: the act of adapting to living with hnman beings or
serving their purposes

Dondling (t daodle): to scribble o sketchwhile thinking of something.

Dorky: a slang expression or beinglike a “dork” someone who looks
silly oris socially clhmsy.

Dormant: not active but capable of hecoming active,
Dramatically: doing something in an exciting or emotional way.

Dribbled (to dribble): to move forward by tapping. bouncing, or kicking.

sical or mental exercise that is regularly practiced
Duutifully: fo do something without protest: respectfully

Drweehs a slangtorm for a person that is socially foolish,

i

Earnestly: serious in intention, purpose, or effort

Favesdrops to listen in on another's dis

cussion

Teonomic: based on the production, distribution, and consumption of
goods und services

Edible: suitable for cating.
Tfficiency: done without wastc.

Hated: [ecling or stare of great pride and joy.






OEBPS/Images/ebhummingbirdsquash-000090.jpg
thinking abour carbohydrates. She paid atrention o th

simple
oneslike lable sugar that enter the blood stream very quickly and
raise blood glucose levels. She also was very aware ol starches in
foods like white bread that boost blood sugar levels almost as
[ast as table sugar. To keep an eye on her glucose levels, Arianna
had to do several finger sticks a day. She had a little sticker that
she used to prick her finger. After a drop of blood appeared she
would put it on a special strip of paper and insert it into a blood

ghucose metor that fit in the palm of her hand. The merer had a

small screen that displayed a number that told her how much
glucose was in her blood. Arianna’s blood sugar could vary--
from low fo high. If il was high before lunch, she would cat a
chool,
she would eat a higher carb snack. She had to work at keeping
herbody healthy all day Tong.

Arianna organized her shopping list carefully. She needed

lower carb meal; if it was low when she got home from

avariety of foods that would help to keep her blood sugar in
proper balance. For snacks she loved crackers and part-skim
milk cheese, all kinds of fruits (especially berries), and she was
abigfan of celery and low-fat cream cheese.

While Arianna went in scarch of her favorite snacks,
FHummingbird got a cart and followed her mother to the

produce. They picked over the fruits and vegerables. Bocaus

the reservation was very rural. produce that wasn't in season or
grown locally had to be trucked in. It was often expensive and
not very [resh. Nevertheless, they found some decent bananas,
oranges, and green peppers on sale.
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“She is?” h

teasing. “Oh...nah, I'l look like a gool.”

aid brightly. Then he thought about the

“You golia get over your cousins!” Hummingbird cried.

“They Il never stop making lun if you don't get out there and

show ‘em you don't care what they say.

A soft metallic thrumming/tinkling sound distracted
Simon hefore he could think of a reply. It sounded like millions
of little raindrops coming. Bird turned around. a big smile

on her face. Arianna was running across the
Darlene and Aunt Chick.
“Bird! Bird! Look!”

“Oh! Arianna!” Humminghird e

vard followed by

ed. “Tknew it would [ul”

Arianna twirled and jumped up and down, the hundreds

of small tin cones on the jingle dress beating oul a unilied
percussion. “Tisten! I'm an instrument!” In the middle of her
impromptu dance, she puffed: “Your mom told me the story
about how the [irst jingle dress healed someone who was sick!”
Finally coming to a stop, she looked down at the rows of jingles
onthe yellow satin dress: "It makes me feel good just wearing ir.
Maybe T shouldn't say this, but T'm glad you outgrew it!”

“I just told Simon you'd be in the Grand Entry with us.”
Fummingbird said. “You're going to look just heautiful.”

Arianna sncaked a glance at Aunt Chick. “You will,
100, Bird.”

Darlenc said, “Honey. Aunt Chick has a present for you.

Aunt Chick held out a small paper shopping bag (o her
niece. “Keeping this secrel wasn't easy, Miss Birdie.”
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“Well, his mom might be nice, but his brothe

they're the big bosses around here. Tike the rest of us are a
bunch of dweebs,” Simon said resentfully.

When his family had moved back to the reservation the
previous year, Simon had had a run-in with Chris's older
stepbrothers, Jesse and Melvin. They had chased him out of the
recreation center gym, threatening to beat him up if they saw
him there again. The hrothers boasted that the gym was their

ternitory. The, ¢ number one, :

cording to
Jesse’s balled up fist, was that only real Thunder Rockers could

hang out the

Simon complained about the harassment to Clifford. his
cousin, who was a junior at Thunder Rock High. He just shook
his head and told Simon not o take it personally. A fan of old
Star Trek reruns, Clifford joked that the brothers considered it
their “prime directive” 1o make life miserable for everyone over
the age of six. They gol away with everylhing because the Sorrels
were big wheels on the reservation. His message to Simon was
1o stay out of their way.

Boomer broke into Simon’s disgruntled thoughts. “1 told

you, Simon, we're not dweebs —we're dingfods!”

“Yeah, right! And T'm the higgest dingfod!” Giving Rain a

playful punch on the shoulder, Simon turned his grouchine

onhisbe:

st pal. “Thanks, RD. [or getting me put on the Keep the

School Clean’ committee
“How did T do that?"
“Mr. Berry thought I was being so responsible. Cleaning up
the mess you guys left.”
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Th d at
Tesand nodded. They had no more questions. Les turned to the

udges jotred down a

notes. Then they look
Sorrels. *Ts there anything you would like Lo say, Mr. Sorrel?”
Hoke just folded his arms and stated foreefully, “A pumpkin
isa pumpkin!”
The judges got up and conferred with Les. He pulled a
microphone toward him and announced that they were retiring
t0 make their decision. People immediately began to stand up

and char with their neighbors, but nobody left. They weren't

givingup their seats. This show v
Llva, Dave, and Mike picl
exited the tent. They placed them in a circle under a nearhy

s too good.

d up their folding chairs and

he

awning set up for pie

s. Putting their heads together, they
quickly arrived at the most important questions to be discussed.

Mike went [irst. “What about the fact that it's poisonous
and can't be eaten?”

“We don't eat giant pumpkins either—they're just
ornamentals. That shouldnt bhe a reason to exclude
Hummingbird's entry,” Dave replied.

“Okay, that settles that,” said Elva. "What about Miss
Swallow’s request that we broaden the rules to allow gourds?”
Not waiting for an answer from her fellow judges, she went on.
“I don't like the idea of excluding any plant in the gourd family.

I think we should allow it asa gourd.”

“But should we be ereating our own ruls Dave asked.
“Why not? It's our contest.” Flva was a big supporter for

Tribal sovereignly. She had been an activist in her day and
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daughter only called her ‘mother, instead of ‘mom, when
something was wrong. Darlene quickly abandoned the onion

shewas choppingand wiped herhands onadish cloth. Alarmed,

she asked, “Bird, what is it"

Hummingbird ran to her mother and buried her head in
her shoulder. Darlene, an inch shorter than her growing child,
held her close with her with her short, sturdy arms. Aunt Chick,
whao had been stirring a bubbling vegetable stew. brought her

big woode: ated her siste

spoon to a sudde

stop. She e

s

question, only louder: “Wha s it!”
d.
“Well, um...she got in trouble in M. Pence’s elass.” Looking

When Hummingbird continued to ery, Arianna answe:

from Darlene to Chick, she added, “Again.”

Darlene guided her daughter into the living room, leaving
Arianna and Chick to finish preparing supper. They sal down
on the old blue and white afghan that had covered their
couch ever since Hummingbird could remember. “So, what
happened. Sweetie?”

Berween sniffs, Hummingbird haltingly told her mother
about the events in Mr. Pence’s class. To comfort herself, she
nervously picked at a frayed corner of the afghan. When she
finished, Darlene sighed and said, “T told Mr. Pence when

he called last week that you would be more caretul. Now this,

Bird. If you're irying lo impress other kids by pulling these

Darlene scarched for the right word. “Pranks...or whatever

youall them. . then you're chasing alter something this family
doesn’L approve of. We thought you loved science because you
wanted 1o find ways it could help the people—not because it gave
youa chance 1o show of[."
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The Fagle Books

In the original Tagle Book series, 1 young boy, Rain
that Dances. discovers an unhappy eagle. Mr.
Eagle is tearlul because many of (he people in (he
community are developing a disease called fype
2 diabetes, Rain that Dances invites his fricnds
Thunder Cloud, Litile Hummingbird, and Simon, 10 hear whal the

eagle has (0 say aboul slaying healthy. The great bird assures he
children that people can help to prevent type 2 diabetes by cating
nourishing foods. heing active. and following the traditions of

their ancestors,

Coyote and the Turtle’s Dream

Intheoriginal Eagle Booksstories, Rainand hisfricnds
were about sixyears old. However, in this new story.
Coyote and the Turtle’s Dream. they are entering the
seventh grade. Once again, the eagle gives a warniag

to Rain. but this time it is about the disappearance
of water on their reservation. Never forgetting the health messages
laughl (0 them by the eagle, the kids embark on a mysiery/advealure
Lo solve a riddle sbout ancient [ossils that will restore the waler’s [low

Hummingbird’s Squash

In Hummingbird's Squash, our young heroes continuc
their adventures under the watehful eye of Sky Heart.
the eagle. In this story. Tummingbird pursues an
ambitious plan 10 grow healihy foods that will help

the community prevent type 2 diabetes. Little docs
she know that Coyote is leading her, Rain, Boomer, Simon. and her
new “sisler” Arianna, onapathol knowledge thal reveals whal it means
1o embrace all of one’s relatives and honor the wisdom of ancestors.
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“Ldidn’t either,” Little Deb gasped, and ran off the srage.

Mr. Berry reached for the third place plague on the table
beside the podium. It was time for the winning entries. He
“For ‘The
Tnuit Kayak: From Hunting Boat to Modern Sport, third place

paused for dramatic elfect and then proclaime

goes to Hank LaChaise!” After Hank had loped up to receive his
award, Mr. Berry asked him if there was anything he particularly
ed abou his project. Not oneto talk very much., Hank said,

rning about the boar design and how you could roll it
back up if you flipped over in the water. That was cool.”
Moving on atrer the applause for Hank, Mr. Berry became

even more expansive. “Our second place prize goes 1o another

outstandingstudent. Mindy Two Horses for her proje
Dried Potatoes: The Inca Way!"
Chris's head jerked up. Mindy! Totally surprised, he

whispered to Pooch, one of the boys on the 8th grade basketball

team: “She entered the science [al

Yeah, she's been working on it, forever. Man, don't you
ever think about anything but your own stuff?” Chris stood up
and clapped loudly. hoping to get Mindy's attention. But she
:looked his way.

M. Berry was really getring into it. Smiling, he invited

n

Mindy to tell the school about her project: “Well, people in
the Andes Mountains developed potatoes from these little

wild tubers about 4,000 y

s ago. They pres

d potatoes by
[reezing them and then adding water 1o make them soft again.
They call it ‘choon-yo. Tt would stay good for like ten years.”
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Boo was [labbe: d at the level-headedness of Arianna’s

question and Rain's response. Strangely, the kids seemed Lo be
gelting over their shock rather quickly. Frowning, Boo asked,
“How do you know it's a squash?”

Bird replied instantly. “I's a coyote squash.” Remembering
Miss Swallow’s identification, she added, “But some call it a
coyote gourd or buffalo gourd.”

Boo glanced at Bird. These kids knew a lot abour this thing,

“Well.” Boo said, “someonc’s been slecping here. See? Th
the impression of a body.”

Boomer stooped over where Boo was pointing and picked
up aclump of dead grass and erumpled leaves. A gray fuzzy wad

was stuck on it. Boo said, “Let me see that—it looks like hair.”

Boomer sirelched up his arm and handed him the clump.
Suddenly, Boo recoiled, almost gagging. “Cood griel, Boom,
don’t you use deodorant?”

“It’s not me! Honest! I look a shower this morning.”

Simon started laugh-snorting.

“No, no. Boo. It's the squash leaves,” Hummingbird
explained. “When you step on them. they smell like
(giggling armpits!”

“You got that right!” Teasing some hairs from the fur wad,
Boo said, “This looks like dog or maybe coyote.” He sniffed it.
“Boy, that's bad.” Flicking the [urbits ofl his lingers, he added,

“You ought to call it srinkin

coyote squash.
“Actually, T think that is one of its names,” Bird admitted.
Suddenly, Boo's face 1it up. “Hey! Do you know wha this
could be? Clobal warming!”
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Indigenous: referring 1o peoples who are native Lo a particular parl of
the world (as the Lncas arc native to Peru)

Indignant: offended: resentful.

Tnner sancum: a private place where only certain poserful people ave
allowed to enter - in this casc. the principal’s office.

Tnorganic:

composed of matter that does not come from living things.

Tnspirational: in a motivating or encouraging mammer.

Instinets: behaviors that arc based on automatic actions.

Tnsulin: a hormone, produced by the pancreas, which helps the hody
use carhohydrates and fats for the energy it needs. Tthelps the eclls
inthe liver, my e to take np ghicose (blood sugar)
from the blood and store il as energy.

e, and fat tis

Tntellect: brain power.

Tnterfering (o interfere): to get involved in  situation without
approval: (o meddle.

Tntertwined: twisted together.

Tntimidated (to intimidate)s to frighten people into doing one’s will by
threatening them

Tntrigued: being curions orvery nterested by something.

Intrusions wrongfully or insppropriately breaking futo « conversation,

a property. or the privacy of another person

Tnventory (to inventory): to make a count of supplies or goods.

Invocation: the part ol a pow-wow when the master ol ceremonics calls
om the Creator and the spirit world to help the people and make the

pow-wow a good experience

Tnvohmeary: done without chos

Trrational: unreasonable; foolish
Irresponsible: reckless: careless

Irritated (to irritate): (0 annoy or aggravate.
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Dr. Bamsey: A biology professor. A friend of Miss Swallow, Dr. Bamsey
examines onc of Coyote’s astounding creations. He cannot cxplain its
existence, but he knows that it is testimony to the amazing advances
in hortieulural science made by the Native peoples of the Amer

Other Characters
Bao: Owaer of Boo's Gas and Grocery. Boo remembers how Rain and

his Iricnds helped him boost sales at his store by encouraging him to
promote healthy foods. T appreciation, he alw

ays comes to their aid
In this story he leads the kids in training Walter and Larry (o achieve

(heir athlelic dreams. and helps (hem discover a very sirange garden
inthe foothills of Shell Ridge.

Unele Luther: Owner ol a small trucking business. o show how much
he appreciated the kids helping his ncphes, Jimmy, when he was in
trouble, Luther uses all his driving skills (o Lransport a big yellow ball
called the “Big Stinker” Lo the Llarvest lair. Lrue 1o his word, he gets
it there just intime to enter a very hig contest.

Willard Fox Chicf: The chicl of police. Willard is the well-respected
head of “law and order” on the reservation. He steps forward.,
ot to administer pmishment, but to help the Sorrel family fmd
a counselor who can help them make changes that will heal (he
whole family.

Frank Big Weasel: Owner of Big Weasel’s [if Marl. Serving as the pow-
wow arena director at this year's Llarvest Fair, Big Weasel helps to get
the pow-wow schedule back on track when an uaplanncd opportuaity
for healthy food distribulion suddenly arises.






OEBPS/Images/ebhummingbirdsquash-000162.jpg
She dec
eye Lo gauge his reaction, Arianna said shyly, “Well, you don't

roer of his

d to thaw a little. Glancing out the

have 1o stop your drawing.

Tater Tot couldn’t stand the strain either. He murmured,
“No. I guess not.” He made some half-hearted pencil strokes,
but just wasn'r into it. Sighing, he shoved the colored pencils
back into their box.

Hearing the sigh, Arianna couldn't help butrespond. Trjust

was in her nature. “Why did you stop? You're a good arrist.”

“Not everybody thinks so.”

“Then they must be erazy.”
“Tell that to Chris Sorrel.

Arianna  dido't  know what to say-so she asked

another question. “Why don't you draw cartoons for the
school newspaper?”

“Yeah, well, like I said, tel that to Chris."

“Well, I'm new here. T don't really know Chris.” Trying
1o encourage the conversation. she continued, “Umm, my
parents are moving here after Thanksgiving. But I'm living with

Hummingbird's family right now. T came early so T could start

school here at the beginning of the year.”
Tater Tot didn’t seem to mind being drawn out of his
shell. “I'm new, t00. | moved here last summer, My mom is a

contractor for the Tribe. It's just for two projects, but T should

be here at least this year.” Quictly, he added, “Since my parents

divorced, we move around alot.”

)
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Sky Heart, of course. saw the attack and had [own
immediately to alert Coyote.

The eagle searched for him in his usual hangouts, bul he
wasn't anywhere to be found. Sky Heart abandoned the hills
and hegan looking closer 1o town. He finally found the trickster
mouse-hunting near a dumpster in back of the Tribal college.

“Thanks, Sky Heart, thar wing-flapping scared off
my snack.”

“Sorry. but 1 thought you wonld want to know. Melvin and

Chris just wiped out your big squashes.”

Withour evena *What?” the joking rodent hunter suddenly
Sky Hear

50 insulted, he bris

transformed befe 5. lurious that his squashes

had bee

ed into a spikey hair ball. (For
a moment, the eagle thought that Coyote had turned into a
porcupine.) Then, ears flaifened and eyes burning, he reached
forhis power and disappeared in a blinding streak of light. ..

Following a furry bullet isn't that simple. Sky Heart had to
gainsome altitude before he could make out the trickster’s path.
Tn places, it acrually smoked! However, when the eagle arrived
at the garden, he found Coyote quietly squatting in the middle
ofthe green chaos.

Watching the cagle find a perch, Coyote laughed. “What
took you so long?”

“I didn’t think I'd find you laughing, Trickster.”
. But
“Very

“1 don’t like humans interfering with my busi

when they do mess with me,  find that T do my best work.

N

@
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Complicated (o complicate): 10 make dilficult or complex.

Compliment: an expression of respect, affection, or admiration

Compressed (to compress); o press into a small space.

Conecited: having an cxcossively lavorable opinion of one’s abilitics
or appearanee.

Conclusions: what is assumed to be truc alter evidence has
been examined

Conferring (o confer): 1o award: to give.

Confessed (Lo confess): to admir.

Confidently: having a sense of being sure of oneself

Congratulated (to congratulate):
happy occasion.

o express pleasure lo a person, as ona

Conscious: aware of one's own existence, sensations. (houghls,
and surroundings.

Consoled (to console): to give comfort; lessen disappointment.

Contemplating (to contemplate): to consider thoronghly: think fully or
decply about

Convenientlys suited fo a person's needs: nsmally referring to o
suitable time.

Converged (to converge): lo come (ogether and unite in a
common interest.

Coordinate:

sel of numbers thal show an exael position or localion
ona map.

Coordination: the smooth working logether of parts.

Cortisone: a hormone used 1o reduce inflammalios

< ofien applied as
acream.

Cosmetics: powders or creams used 1o beaulify the face, skin, and hair.
Counsel: advice.

Countered (to counter): to go against.
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Everyone smiled. ltw

avery good day. Aunt Chick looked

around proudly at her [amily and [riends and announced,

“Darlene’s gotlunch on the table. Tels eat!” Alter the morning's
hard work, the grilled bufalo on wheat buns didn't last very
long.

After lunch, Hummingbird and Arianna thanked everyone
by promising them a dish from their first giant vegetable (even
though they knew tharwould not be possibleuntil nextsummer).

Boo said he was looking forward to it—he couldn’'t wait to carv
up that five-foot lima bean!

When
back to the shed. They wanted to “play” in their new lab. Their

ryone left, Hummingbird and Ariamna went

first job was to inventory their materials. Hummingbird was
interested in the bags of fertilizer (most of which had already
been opened). Reading the labels, she saw they were either
composed of inorganic chemicals or organic material that came
[rom living things. Bird thought the organic ingredients were
cool. “Look at this, Arianna. This fertilizer is made of dried
blood, and this one is seagull guano. And here’s some feather
meal and fish meal, and a sack of crushed oyster shells. Yuk! Tt
sounds terrible!”

“What's guano?”

“Ldon’t know. Look it up in Aunt Chick’s garden book.” Bird
said, pointing 10 the table where Simon had piled the gardening
books and a stack of Internctarticles on giant vegerables. Excited
Dy so many last-grow ingredients, Bird couldn’t contain hersell
any longer. “Hey, let's make some fertilizer for the winter
vegelables!”
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Chapter 5

The bays sported Ghrs and his o playmates on the wadkway in front of the
g Siowon musttered, “Oh-oh. s Big Frog an the tond patrol”

Shake-Ups and Shake-Downs

As the kids were talking, Arianna spotted Mr. Pence walking

across the courtyard, When he saw Hummingbird, the

teacher alter
fr

he's coming over here.”

d his route and headed toward the tree where the
nds had gathe:

d. Arianna said, “The:

“Oh, no” Hummingbird whispered, “Docs  he
look [riendly?"

Rain replied, “Not particularly. But he does look cold. He
just tied a scarf around his neck.”
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Th
into the aisles, eager Lo escape the over-

sus pulled into the curb and kids started bunching

rowded seats. Arianna

grabbed her jacket and picked up her backpack. Frowning a
litdle, she ixed her eyes on the red-haired boy and asked very

simply: “So who are you...really?”

Not expecting an answer to her odd question, Arianna
turned around and joined the students spilling out the bus
door. Tater Tot was right behind her. When they came down the

bus steps, he

saw Hummingbird waiting for her friend. Tater
Tot hesitated when he saw the expression on Bird's face, hut

answe:

od Arianma’s question: “L'm really. . Larry.

Ariannalaughed alittle: “Glad to meet you, Larry. I'm really
Arianna.”

Glancing at Hummingbird, Tater Tot muttered, “Well, T
gottago. I guess we're all pretiy late.”

Bird watched the embarrassed boy flee the bus stop. Wide-
eyed, she turned 1o Arianna. “You were talking to him? What
was that all about?”

“Tell you later, Bird. I don’t want to be late either.”

“Oh, come on, Ariannal Tell me now! T won't be at lunch
today. I've got to.

Smiling sweetly, Arianna said, “Then youll just have to

wait til after schooll”

(%
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Thistle looked around wildly. Where was Coyote? Although
itwasagainstallher instincts, shehopped out into the openarea
that offered little protective cover. She bounded quickly behind
a sign pointing to the horseshoe tournament. At least it would
give her some protection and a view of the squash’s other hall.
Thistle wasn't prepared for what she saw. Chris had plunged the
stake through a deep puncture he had made with the knife and
was scissoring it back and forth—tunneling through to the heart
of the beautiful squash. Appalled at the violation of Coyotcs
creation. she watched him pull out the stake and push his arm
into the opening.

Behind her, Thisile heard a low growl. She gasped and
h b quive
was crouched, ready (o spring. He howled and reared back,

spun around. d and haunc

ng, Coyote

his power so near and angry that even Thistle’s hair siood up.
The rabbit knew she had to do something—fast. Just as Coyote
launched himsell forward, Thistle somersaulted into the air,
knocking the trickster aside. She reached for her power—as
hard as she could ever remember—and hurled her judgment at
Chris. Deflected, Coyote’s power shot toward the home building
and shattered a window.

Catching her breath, Thistle leaped toward the trailer,
shouting over her shoulder, “Don't, Coyote! Stop! Pull hack

youranger!”

d
when she heard Chris grumbling and yelling. “This is all I need.

s rels

She jumped onto the plarform. The rabbit wa

Nobars on my cell phone! T hate this squash! My arms. . can't
getout! Help!” She had leared that her power, dormant so long,
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CGrouchiness: an irritable and complaining condition.

Group
rock slar on a concerl tour.

slamg expression for fans who usually follow a rock gronp or

Graubs: the wormlike larva of beetles and other insects

Guardianship: « relationship in which one person hus legal
responsibility for the care of unother person or their property

Guiltily: having an uncomfortable feeling of having done
somerhingrong.
Gushed (to gnsh): fo flatter: to admire oo mch

Guttural: characteristic of sounds made deep in the throat thit are
harsh or rough

H

Tlabitat:

where aplant or animal naturally or normally lives or gro

Half-hearted: lacking spiril or interest.

Haphazardly: done randomly or m

dly sithont a plan
Harassment; annoyanice:; pestering: or persecution.

Tharmony: a starc in which everything works together in balance or

in agreement
Tharricd: worricd: stressed.

Tharrumphed (o harrumph): to comment disapprovingly
Thatchback: a car that has a rear door,

Hawed (to hiaw): L0 hesilale in speaking as in he expression “Lo hem
and haw!

Hazardous: dangerous; risky,
Heckling (to heekle): to infermpt with the intention of being annoying.
Tefty: quite heavy.

Terbivore: a plant-cating animal.
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urtyard, Arianna tried to think of what sh

would say. Chris’s toadies want to have a little chat with you?
Yeah, that sounded convincing! By the time she was standing
in front of Hummingbird (who was still stuck in “I'm so bad”
mode), Arianna had just decided 1o spit it out: “Dumptruck
wants to talk to you in the library.”

Hummingbird rolled her eyes and gave Arianna the higgest
“Oh, please” look ever. Quietly and rationally, she started

counting on her fingers: “After the ‘clephant’s toothpaste,” it

was the giant squashes, and then the garden and then the tree.

crday it was the black dust.” Lookingup at Arianna, she

Every fime we turn around, our eyehalls are bugging
hollering “What! What?!™” Folding
her arms on her chest (Hummingbird's lavorite grumpy-

out of our heads and we

mood gesture), she said, “And now the biggest surprise of all;
Dumptruck wants me to help him eheck out alibrary book!”
“Ididn’t make it up,” Arianna giggled. “Maybe it's another
coyote trick.”
“I'm sure it is! What does he want?”
“T don't know. It scemed awfully important.”
Hummingbird gave in. “Well, come on. The day couldn’t

getany worse.”

Dumptruck and Tater Tot we:

: sitting at the same fable

whe

Rain had told Hummingbird about his dream of the

The boys had wanted a private place to talk. They were lucky.
The library was almost deserted.






OEBPS/Images/ebhummingbirdsquash-000350.jpg
was not clear to Sky Heart. however, why Chris had chosen such

an odd place to sleep. To better assess the situation, he angled
his wings lo ereate a little air drag and setiled gently on top of
the home building

Beforelong, Sky Heartsaw Chris turnhishead and restles

pull off a wad of cargo nerting that covered his shoulders and
Tegs. He was on his knees with his cheek resting on the top of his
rightshoulder. Strangely. his right forearm seemed to disappear
into the squash. Chris moved again, shifting his body around
the unmoving arm, trying to find a more comfortable position.

It became obvious to the

cagle that he was trapped.
Sky Heart took pily on the boy just as Thistle said he would.
Lookingfor help, he ga

ed aicross the pow-wow grounds. Surely,
some humans would be arriving soon, Tuckily, he was right. He
spottedatruckand acar turninginat the maingate. He launched
himsell into the air and [ollowed the vehicles to Food Alley. He
watched as the truck and car pulled up behind a vendor booth,
Sky Heart circled over the booth, waiting for his moment. The
driver of the truck got out and walked over to the car. Sky Heart
recognized him! Tt was Boo!

The
above Boo's head. Les Johnson, the driver of the car, hollered,
“Look our, Boo!”

Boo had instinetively crouched when he felt the swoosh

agle suddenly swooped downward, and skimmed just

overhis head. When he looked up, he sawan eagle landing on top
ol a shuttered food van. Tes opened the car door and leaned out
forabetterlook. “I've never seen anything like that! Have you?”
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Today the bo icing for the grass danc

pr
competition in their age category. Rain liked to wear the deeply
[ringed apron that was part of his regalia. He said that he
needed the swirling yarn and ribbons (o give him the right feel

of the “grass” swaying in the wind. As the grass dance song was
ending, he repeated his last dance step on the right side of his
body, and then tried to bring both feet down simultaneously on.
the ground.

Frowning, Rain looked over at Simon who was holding an

MP3 plager. “You better replay that, Simon.”

Protesting. Boomer eried, “Why? We've done it fi
T'm thirsiy!”

“"Cause we

ragged on the

stop. You gotta stop right on
the beat, man.

“Tthought I did.”

“No,youdidn’t, Boomer,” Hummingbird said. “Cood thing
today is a teacher planning day. Without it, you guys wouldn't
be ready.” She was sitting in one of the lawn chairs the kids had
setup in her backyard. In between playing “judge” for the boy's
rehearsal, she was repairing some loose threads on her pink

dance shawl.

Simon started up the MP3 player again. Nodding his head

inade

up and down and bending his knee

Rain hollered, “Simon, you waiching? You're gonna enter
next year!”
“Yeal, I guess,” Simon said without much enthusiasm.
Hummingbird looked up. “Come on, Simon. At least come

with us on Grand Fatry. Arianna is.”
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“Just squecze, Boomer!”
Boomer compressed himsell and popped through the
gate. Ile didn't expect to see a jungle on the other side. *Toly

ly! This is what you're growing?”
“Yes. Well, no. We didn't know they'd look like this... or
grow (his fast” Arianna explained.
“What are they?”
“The squash that ate Chicago?” Hummingbird half-joked.
“Well, they must be the ‘body snatch

ausc that one
over there is moving.”

“Moving?” Bird choked.

Agrin began to plump out Boomer's checks: “Yeah.”

The th
pathway began to rock back and forth. Boomer edged up on

kids watched intently as the blob blocking the

the oversized squash—very slowly. lle stopped and cocked
his head, listening intently. “Shhh, [ can hear something,” he
whispered over his shoulder.

The girls went silent. They could hear a weird blend
of licking, scratching, and smacking noises. Suddenly. the
squash’s fat bottom bulged outward and a large piece of the
outer skin split. Then, the scratching grew louder as the
occupant began to dig faster from its overgrown interior. A
hole appeared. “Oh gross! Mayhe it's a giant worm|” Arianna
cried.






OEBPS/Images/ebhummingbirdsquash-000237.jpg
fully around

Consumed by curios diged

Miss Swallow and approached the sack. A spindly stalk lay
crumpled over its folded plastic rim—like a dead white worm.
The worm was sprinkled by copious amounts of a powdery black
dust that radiated outward in a star shape.

Looking at the others, Boomer asked. “What's that
black stuff?”

Simon turned to Miss Swallow. “Um, Miss Swallow, do you
know what it might be?”

When she didn’t answer, Arianna said, “Maybe we oughtto
got somebody.”

“I'llgo get Mr. Pence,” Rainvolunieered. “and tell him she's

r well” As he was leaving, he whispered fo the

not feeling

stricken teacher, “T'm really sorry about the tree, Miss Swallow.

Simon heard voices in the classroom. “Pssst. Hey, some
kids are starting to come in.”

“You guys go on to homeroom,” Hummingbird said. “T1l
stay until Mr. Pence gets here.”

Arianna pulled the door to, leaving it cracked. Noticing
somemore papers lyingabout on the classroom floor, she picked
them up and put them on the lab bench. She thought they must
be important hecause there were scrawls of hand -written notes
with big exelamation points in the margins. She really felt sorry

for poor Miss Swallow.
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With horror, everyone watched as the weight of the squash
unbalanced the trailer, lifting its front wheels off the ground.
Ouly the chain and straps held the squash on the trailer. Then,
one by one the straps began to pop as the weight of Coyote’s
child strained them beyond their capacity. Hummingbird and
Ariannascreamed. and aloud "Ohhhh” wentup from the crowd.

Clinching his teeth, Uncle Luther growled, “Hold onnn...”
He reached for the power switch to the cargo winch—the last

He prayed the winch would hold the

trick up his sl in.

He knew hewould have to reel in the linetight enough o support
the remainingstraps. The crowd watched anxiously as the winch
whirred and then abrupily stopped. The siraps held. The pull on
the chain even rolled the squash slightly back toward the center
ol the trailer. The [ront wheels returned to earth.

Willard gave the signal and Uncle Tuther drove the truck
slowly forward, unblockingthe gate entrance. The crowd erupted
into cheers, high-pitched trilling, and booms of approval [rom
adrum group that had been stranded on the road.

Tom and Boo jumped up on the trailer and replaced the
blocks, Hopping down. they returned to their vehicles and
followed Uncle Luth

pavilion it was one minute before noon.

When they pulled in front of the farm
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Chapter 21

o 1

Sconping up u small niouns of sl e cxaminnd it sseefey,tooking for evidence of animal
orplant ife. Sirangely she didnssee anyfungus flaments, nsect debri, o even the casting
of . carthwora

Green Ancestors

Ms. Swallow came running up the hall. “Sorry, girls. T hope you
haven't been waiting long.”

The science teacher unlocked the door to her classroom.
“Come on in. I'l be just a minute.” The last hour of the school
day was Miss Swallow's planning period. As chair of the new
Anti-Bullying Committee, she had set up some time with Mr.
Berry to discuss the training for reachers scheduled next week.






OEBPS/Images/ebhummingbirdsquash-000330.jpg
at Melvin. How did h
know what a stinking buflalo gourd smelled like? Of course,

Miss Swallow turned and stare

she thought, he would know il he had crushed its leaves.. like
in Aunt Chick's garden. Willard was thinking similar thoughts.
He had stepped out [rom behind Granma Hellie to see who was
talking. Those were the same words that the Neighborhood
Watch otficer had used to describe that vandalism case. Willard
made a mental note to ask Melvin a few questions.

The;

Eddy responded to Melvin, Playing on Miss Swallow’s reference

hothrefocnsed theirattention on the judges when Elva

to the “eucurbit tribe,” she joked, “Because a Tribal member

stinks. young man, you wouldn't lake away his enrollment,

would you? Maybe he just ne

ds a bath!” Laughter rippled
across the crowd.

Flva held up her hand for quiet. Celling serious again,
she said, “Beity, you just said that squashes and pumpkins are
‘edible gourds. Can we eat any part of the stinking gourd? Or,"
she smiled, “is it really just a big weed?”

Miss Swallow smiled, too. “No, it’s much more than aweed.
Our ancestors roasted the seeds or ground them into flour.

They're really high in protein and healthy fats. Traditionally, the
fruit has been used as soap and for medicines. and to control
inscrs. | thinkwe should rake info account that animals benefit

from the gourd. too—porcupines and coyoles cat the seeds.

There are even new uses being discovered for the stinking
gourd. The ool can weigh as much as 220 pounds and can burn
like wood. There's some research showing it can be used for

fuel in countries that have few natural resources.”
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Picking up a plastic bag of grapes, Hummingbird noticed a
small boy staring into her shopping cart. She recognized him.
Tt was Donny. one of the elementary school children who rode
herbus. He looked up at her with a puzzled frown. “You've gota
Totof stull.” Hummingbird looked back into the boy’s big brown
eyes. She just nodded and smiled. Feelinga bit guilty. she didn't
‘hat to say.
*T like grapes,” Donny said. Smiling, he reached into the

know

fruit bin and picked up a a with both hands. He

bag of gra

glanced over his shoulder at Hummingbird as he walked toward

his mother, a harried young woman with a fussing toddler. She
had no cart, only ahand basket that contained two loaves of day-

old by

ad and son tons of ramen noodles.

“Mom, can we get these?” the boy asked quietly.
“Put those back, Donny.”

“But, Mom..."

“They cost too much. I've run out of food stamps. I’'s the

end of the month.”
“You got any WIC vouchers?”
She sighed
The boy didu't beg. He replaced the fruit and ragged along

‘es, but that's for formula. Nothing else.”

with his mother to the baby food. Hummingbird abandoned
her shopping ind followed them. From a distance she watched

10 sce if they would buy anything clse. When Donny and his

mother headed to the cout, Hummingbird began to
eirculate throughout the store. She peeped into shopping carts
and observed what was beingbagged at the cash register. Several

limes she picked up discarded shopping lists and coupons.
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With Boo's admonition not to work too hard still in he

ars,
Miss Swallow drove to the back of the school. She parked as close
as possible Lo the side entrance near her classroom. Tuckily,
this was the door Floyd usually lelt unlocked uniil e was ready
Lo leave. She could hear his vacuum cleaner in a nearby hallway.
She folloswed the sound and asked the janitor for the key to the
utility room. She wanted to borrow the hand truck.

Asusal Floyd was accommodating. He got the hand truck

for her and wheeled it our to he

x. Helping Miss Swallow

load the tree on the truck, he tried to he extra careful. The

smed mighty skittish about the funny-looking bush.
sceured, Floyd pushed the precious cargo (o the lab.
her nervously watched, he
and placed it on the lab table she indicated. Curious, he asked,

rently picked up the tre

“This one ol your experiments, Miss Swallow?”

“No, not one of mine,” she said, with a smile. “Thanks for
helping me. I'm going Lo be here late tonight. So, don't worry if
you see the lights on in here when you lock up.”

Pushing the hand truck to the door, the janitor said, “Don’t
work too hard now.”

Betty Swallow had no intention of listening to Boo or loyd.
She got to work right away. First, she shot photos of the tree and

cach of its edible products. Satistied that she had made a good

visual record, she rewarded hersell by popping off the lid of

the still-steaming cup of cotfec. One swig and she was wired!
Powering up her laptop. she logged onto her accounts with

several ouline seience journals.
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rememb

d letting them into the newspaper room to pick
up the stacks. That was when Boomer had showed up claiming
that he had 1o round up the papers distributed off-campus.
Concluding, Mrs. Cornsaid, “So, as youcan see, Mr. Berry, Chris
was only one ol two students who could have heard Boomer say
that the interview was a fake.”

“But Mrs. Corn,” the prineipal pointed out, “what if Chris
or Hank told other students what Boomer said. Any one of them
sach

could have impersonated you on the “Apple for the

wehsite. T agree, however, that it is very suspiciou
i
Chris. Tdon't think the phony blog was

“Be that as it may, Mr. B ounte

other reasons o suspee
about me atall—justaway to get at Rainand Simon. Miss Swallow
told me that Chris had harassed Hummingbird, and that Mr.
Pence saw him instigating the incident against Arianna.”

Mr. Berry was surprised. “Really? I didn't realize Chris was
involved in that.”

“Oh, yes.” Mrs. Corn described what Mr. Pence saw and
gave details about the “dinging” and Arianna’s insulin pump.

“Well, then, T'd hetter talk to the two young men cooling

their heels outside my office. Ull let you know what | find out.”

Mr. Berry talked to Dumptruck and Tater Tot for almost

minutes. Both boys w

s 5

od and clammed up

almost immediately. The principal was a gentle man—ne

threatening. He could usually win a student’s trust pretty
quickly. But he wasn't successful this time. When asked if Chris

Q)
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Le smile faded. B
guessed. “Diesel?”

Amid the laughter, the teacher sighed and double-wrapped
his muffler around his neck. Mr. Pence was always cold. For

te:

s and

shrug

him the early days of October were aretic, not crisp. He walked
over to the thermostar and checked it for the third time that
morning. It always read 70 degrees. Mr. Pence had tried putting
ice cubes on the bogus instrument in hopes of pushing the room

temperature into a balmier range, but to no avail. Re

sring the

urge to pull the thermostat off the wall, he wiped his ever-icy

nose with a tissue and turned his attention back to the class.

Mz. Pence nodded and smiled amiably, but suspicioned

that Le: wasn't be

ag funny. A kindly soul, the

teacher always enjoyed a joke [rom his students. “That was a
good one, Tester. You can go back 1o your seat. Well, anybody
want to identify the gas?”

Hummingbird shot up herhand. “Hydrogen! It's hydrogen.
Thar's the gas that blew up the Hindenburg, Tt was this giant
airship...like a big blimp! I saw a movie on TV about it.”

Remembering last week’s rubber mubing catastrophe, the

science teacher thought, Yes, Miss Birdie, you do scem to like

things that “go boom.” Checking his lesson plan, Mr. Pence
xt.

noted that his star science student’s demonstration was ne
“For ourlastactivity today, we are going to generale oxygen from
hydrogen peroxide. Hummingbird, come on up and show us
how it's done.” As Hummingbird came up to the lab bench, Mr.
Pence whispered, “No antics, right? You promised you would
be good.”
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Cire
and Arianna join the crowd of students that were scheduled for

ngs above the school, Sky Heart saw Hummingbird

the first bus group. As soon as he saw them board their bus, Sky
Heart arced away [rom the scene below and made a wider

weep
ol the school area. He wasn't surprised 1o see Coyote nestled
comfortably on the hill above the classroom trailers. The eagle
had to smile when he saw Coyote raise the binoculars to his eyes.
He was wondering who the old scoundrel was watching now—
when a slight disturbance in the bus loading 7onc attracted his
attention.

Sky Heart lowe:
to the group of waiting riders.

ed his altitude and re-directed his gas

He obscrved two hoys herding

a smaller child off by himself. Although he could not hear, the

eagle could see what was going on.

Keepingan eye on the two teachers onbus duty, Dumptruck
slyly maneuvered the sixth-grade boy behind the hedge that
bordered the Iront of the school. Thrusting out his hand. BigD
said, *Okay. whatcha got left?”

The boy reached in his pocket: *Just a quarte

“Then, gimme it,” Dumptruck said impatiently.

‘ot, who was on look-out, called out. Hurry up. Mrs.

Biddy's walking this way.

Tell

onus and you'll be real sorry” Then he pushed the back of the

Dumptruck gave his vietim a kindly word of coun

boy's head and let him go.
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Chapter 6

el ... ird got in touble in M. Pence'sclass.” Looking from Uariene 1o
Chick, she uddod, “Agoin.

Coyote Drumming

FHummingbird ranup the dirt pathto her house, followed closely
by Arianna. Because her mother, Darlene, only worked halt
days at the hospital on Fridays, Hummingbird knew she would
be in the kitchen with Aunt Chick, Her aunt always brought over
fresh vegetables [rom her garden on Friday alternoons. When
she burst through the hack door, the sight of her mother's soft,
round face, flushed from the heat of the stove, immediately
brought on the sobs Hummingbird had held hack all day. The

distraught gir! hesitated then called out “Mother...” in a liny

wail. Darlene immediately knew something was wrong. Her
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Chapter 32

T

W"‘
TR\BE @ Q"

/""
e

Poiating b s ol e st on O ensel. she eaplained. “The punphins andt
squashes alf belong (0 the gound fiomity anddto a iribe of gourds calied the Cururinteac.

Pumpkin Arguments

Hummingbird ran on ahead. It was just before 3:00. She slowed
when she saw the erowd milling about in front of the entrance.
Suddenly, a man with a microphone came running toward her.
It was MC (Medicine Cave) Charlie. the DJ from KHOT—*The
Home of the Thunderbirds™—the reservation radio station. He
was doubling as the Toving reporrer at the pow-wowtoday.
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Chris cut across the courtyard and slipped into a side
entrance to the gym. Making sure that no one was around, he
bounded up a short flight of siairs (o a second tier of seats tha
looked down on the gymnasium. The upper level of the gym

serted. Down below h small group of teach

s

W
filing out the gym entrance. “They finished the judging!” he
murmured. to himself. Bending over, he scurried quickly to
the side of the gym where he could sce his exhibit. Pecping
over the scats, he ran his
Lxhibit #10.

Chris sharply drew in his breath. There it was! The blue

down Row 2. until he spotted

ribbon! Ie stared unblinking at the award. It was beautiful! A
blue sun had replaced the yellow one that illuminated the Maya
ball players. The new sun's ribbon rays fanned downwards
proclaiming “First Prize” in gold letiers.

Worried that he would be discovered, Chris did not linger

o savor his victory. He made a fast getaway by the same route
that he had entered the gym. His head full of triumph, Chris
wanted desperately to share his success with someonc, He

thought of Mindy, but dismissed it. She was still avoiding him.

Pumped up by his win, he ran back o get Dumptruck and
Tater Tor. Chris couldn’t believe how everything was rurning
outthe way he'd planned!
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“Hi,
Steve. Lel's get a good pieture of our first place winner. I want

Bexry stepped to the edge of the

e and called him over.

this Native Science [air to get some real attention.”

After noting the photographer’s thumbs-up, Mr. Berry
moved to the podium. He held up his hand. The auditorium fell
silentasthewhole school stood up for the Pledge of Allegiance. At
its conclusion, the school band played a squeaky, but acceptable
version of the national anthem, followed by “Thunderbirds

For

1. the school song. Mr. B

oy always gre

a bit misty
when the kids sang the last refrain, “We will fly higher and

higher, always togerher, always fore

Following Miss Shicld's instructions, Mr. Berry moved

smoothly through the a

mbly program, only glancing one
or twice at the agenda. He thanked, blessed, and praised all
those who participated in the science fair so profusely that the
students began 1o grow restless.

Takingnote olthe [idgeting, Mr. Berry got to the point. “Now
Tcome to the part that we've all been waiting for. The awards for
this year's science fair: ‘Native Science: Yesterday, Today, and

Tomorrow.” As Mr. Berry called out their names. the “honorable
mentions” began tromping up the aisles, accompanicd by
polite applause. But when the principal announced Little Deb's
name, a shrick went up from her girlfriends. To the sound of

wild elapping, Little Deb hashfully ero

d the stage 1o receive
her certificate of merit. Mr. Berry joked, “Wow. [ didn’t know
that “Ash and Corn: Releasing the Nutrition” would be such a
popular subject!”
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Ch
that Simon!™

. “Not yer. | thought you could do

rily, Bird answ

“Cee, thanks.”

“TLook,” Bird continued, “Aunt Chick is giving us the shed.
And the garden for next spring and summer.”

Boomer, whose throat was dry from singing, sipped on a
cup of water and said, “Well, it sounds kinda crazy, but...”

Rain interrupted. “What gave you the idea?”

“Whe
grocery store. They're just eating junk! The good food costs too

s shopping carts at the

1 was looking in peopl

much.” Bird stood up and crossed her avms. Fixing her friends

with a [irm stare, she declared, “And we are just sitiing around
doing nothing about itl”

Rain stared back and crossed his arms, too. “You wouldn't
De Lrying Lo impress somebody, would you?”

Simon picked up on what Rain was saying. “Yeah, like Mr.
Pence? Celting back on his good side alter the big blow up.”

Miffed, Hummingbird yelped. “What? I'm just doing like
the eagle told us!”

Arianna gave Bird a funny look—a look that Simon didn't
miss. He thought to himself, | bet she's wondering what Bird

meant by that.

Bird,” Rain
said quiclly. “If we agree 1o this, it should be because we really

“This shouldn’t be about how smart you ar

believe init...”
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had disappeared thousands of years ago.) Th

olf his glasses and started polishing them with a handkerchief.
Squinting at Mr. Pence, he asked, “Did anybody else see
this tree?”

“Yes, two of our students helped her bring it 1o the school.”

One of those students was staring at her uneaten lunch.

Pokingat her salad, Hummingbird sighed. “I should never have

started the giant vegetable thing. The coyote’s made that pres
Like Miss Swallow said 't

ar. lrwas all right th sifs our

But I wanted to chany
ifts.”

Rain  didn't ag

cything | wasn't

“The
experimenting—trying 10 make something better. We wouldn't

nothing  wrong  with

have those gifls if the people hadu't experimented.”

“Rain’s right,” Simon said. “They never quit trying Lo grow
different kinds of corn. Blue corn, red corn, yellow corn—corn
that grows where it's cold.”

“Twish you guys had seen that tiny corncob Miss Swallow
showed us,” Arianma said. “Itwas like a baby step toward making
big corn. Tkept thinking about the first people who grew it—the
people

¢ho took those baby steps.”

“Yeah.” Booms the first

said, gerting info it. “Who

popeorn? Who grew the first chili beans

“No,” Humminghird said, shaking her b

1. “RD was right
the fust time. T was just Lrying Lo impress Miss Swallow and
Mr. Pence.”
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Finally, Hummingbird sat down in an cmpty chair in
front of the customer service desk. An idea—a big idea—was
forming in her brain. Something wild—the ultimate “what
il Hummingbird was staring siraight ahead when Darlene
interrupted her churning thoughts. “Bird? We've been looking
for you. Where did you go?”

“Mom, everybody’s just eating starch, starch, starch...
starch and sugar, starch and salr. Our families can't buy whar

d! L've had it all wrong. I've got to find a way to spec

up. Notall this slow stuffl”
“Spe
“Growing vegelable

od up what?”

s! My seience projeet is stupid. 111l lake

years for a healthy prairic to produce healrhicr meat for people!

T've got 1o do something now!”
Fxasperated, Darlene said, “Can we at least pay [or the
groceries first? Why don't youand Arianna wait for me outside?”
Hummingbird took Arianna by the hand. “Come on. You're
going to have to help me with this. T can't do it by myself.”
“Do what?”
“Grow giant vegetables. And grow them really fast!”
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s usual overstatement proved to be an
understatement. When Miss Swallow opened the supply room
door and turned on the light, she almost did faint. Her eyes
grew wide and her mouth fell open. She stopped breathing, It
she'd had anything in her stomach, it would have come hack up.
Trying to steady herself, she dropped her purse and clutched
at the edge of a storage cabinet. Suddenly, she went down on
aplastic box of chemistry equipment. Apparently, her legs had
failed. too.

The boys. in back of Humminghird and Arianna,
immediately knew something was wrong. “What's going on?
Whal happened?”

Miss Swallow stamme

“My pu

Qui

My phone

.. photos. .
Hummingbird picked up the purseand put itin herlap. Miss
Swallow snaiched it open and pulled out the phone. Fumbling
[rantically, she retrieved her photo album and serolled down 1o
the folder where she had stored almost thirty photos of the tree.
Itwas empty...
When Simon demanded again to knowwhatwas happening,

Arianna ans d. 1 don't know, | think Miss Swallow is s

But, Hummingbird looking around the supply closet began 1o
tand. “Wh
“Over ther

s the tree?” she eried.

Arianna said. “Isn’t that the sack it was in?”

of ne

The plastic was sitting on 4 pi spaper at
the back of the closel. Rain, craning his neck over Boomer's

shoulder, said, “There's something in it.”
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Chapter16

Conpoie sl “Make theas mie” e, ivalecd e embrys in e feeilized seeds haal became bis.

L tase mormung the neat day, the plants vere 12 inches high

Fast-Grow Formulas

Although Hummingbird was hard put lo wait on anything,
she was a model of patience compared (o the seeds that were
germinating in the shed. Whether it was Fummingbird’s fast-
grow formula or Coyote’s whammy, the seeds would have been
judged “whiz kids” by any measure. As soon as the water the
girls had poured into the

little pots had moistened the soil,
their seed coats had swelled and split. Eagerly. they pushed

their baby roots downward and their baby stems upward. As
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Crags: steep. rugged rocks or cliffs.
Crinkly: wrinkled
Cronies: Iricnds of someonc who can hestow favors on them.

Crouched (to crouch): to stoop or bend low with the arms and legs close
tothebody.

Crown veich: a pereanial European herb in the pea lamily that spreads
asuweed

Crumpled (to crumple): to press. bend, or erush out of shape.

Cucurbiteac: is a tribe ol the lamily of plants that includes the
evewmber. melon, squash, and prnpkin,

desire to know or learn.

Curiosity
Culieues: fancilully curved or spiral-shaped figures.

Custodian: one who (akes care of something: a janitor.

D

Dareled (o dazrle): to impress greatly or confuse with brilliance.
Debris: rubbish: messy remains
Det

ided: [irm or cerlain as in “a decided bounce in his step.”

Deed: Lo give: 1o make a legal arrangement thal grans possession of
something Lo an individual.

Deemed (to deem): Lo believe or have an opinion.
Degrade: to lower in value.

Dejectedly: heing low in spirits.

Delicious:

very pleasing to the taste.

Demolition: destruetion often by means of explosives.
Demonstration: a presentalion used by a Leacher Lo show a process.

Deodorant: a liquid or cream that d

roys or masks impleasant odors
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The weekend before Thanksgiving was the start of the
Harvest Pow-Wow and Fair on the Medicine Cave Indian

Reservalion. Planning a pow-wow w.

s no small job. The whole
community was involved. The pow-wow committee had been
working for months raising prize money. inviting drums,
choosing head men and women dancers, screening traders and
vendors, organizing the dance competitions, and debating the
selection of a carnival company for the midway. In the week
before opening day, the biggest challenge was organizing the

volunteers who would setup and manage the pow-wow grounds.
Coach Brown made sure Walter and Larry got in their

basketball practice and had time to make signs, deliver trash

barrel

s, and help set up the kitchen and tent where dancers
would be fed. The boys would have been lying to say they were
happy about being “kitchen helpers” and “irash pick-uppers”
on the opening weekend, but “working the gates™ and *parking/

traffic” sounded like fun.

All the kids were incredibly busy. But. unlike the basketball
tryouts. nobady swas sutfering from buttertlies. Although they
would he entering drum and dance competitions, this wasn't

about winning - just fun. Rain and Boomer w

t into high go:

o

with drum practice and everyone (except Simon) was trying to

get down their dance moves.

)
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Back at their goal, the tryout boys serambled for a shot at
(he basket. Pressured by Cruiserand Pooch, Larry threw aquick
pass to Dexter who surprised everybody by scoring two points.
The Thunderbirds were so overfocused on Walter and Tarry
that they made a common error. Don't ignore any player on the
court. Heading to the opposition goal, Walter jogged by Larry
and puffed, “You okay?"

Larry rubbed h

Grinning, Walr

side and gasped, “Yeah. VlLlive.”

treaked by his buddy, mouthing silently,

“Fake Layup.”
Larryslippedbackforthe breaktheway Boo had taughtthem.

fon of

He wondered how Walter was so sure he could gel posses

the ball, But as promi

the big hoy got a rebound. He hurled
the ball to where Tarry was waiting. Larry took off, but not so
fast that Walter couldn’t catch up with him as he headed for
the basket. That slight slowing put the Thunderbirds, all fast
runners, right on his heels.

At the net, Larry launched his jump and pretended to go
for a layup on the right. Chris and his teammates rushed in to
pick off the shot. They were so fooled they didn’t see Walrer
move in on the left. Larry knew this was his moment! He pulled
back the fake and sailed the ball to Walter who snarched it and
rammed it through the hoop. Coach Brown jotted something on
his elipboard. Keeping an eye on the players, he walked slowly
over to Coach Horn, *Calvin, that play look familiar?”

The assistant coach shook his head and laughed. “Yeah, it's
got Boo all over it.”
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like
imitated Chris balling up the paper in his fist.

hated me or something and wadded itup.” Hummingbird

“That still doesn't explain why he's after you,” Simon said.

Tooking at Hummingbird, Rain said warily, “The tesi—that
must be what he gave Lo Mindy?" Rain had been unusually quiet
since looking at the photo on Sammie’s cell phone. He had not
joined in the conversation very much until Bird reminded him
of Chris’s actions in the cafeteria.

“You saw that?” Hummingbird said. surprised.

Yeah. Twonder what he'sup to?”

“Wha itis, | don't want to find out.”

©
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Dumptruck stood at the cash register buying an extra
milk. He was watching Arianna head to the garbage bin next
to the window where siudents dropped oll their dirty trays. He
nudged Tater Tot who was in line behind him. “There she is,

Tater. She’s alone.”

When Tater Tot hesitated, Dumptruck said, “Co on! Talk

o he
I'he red-headed hoy saw Arianna dump some trash and
then hurry toward the courtyard exit. He changed direction and

fast-walked toward he:

catching her just hefore she went out
" She

the door. Not too loudly. he called her name. “Arianna

turned.

Jould | talk to you for a minute?”

“Yeah, | guess so.”

Tater Tot led Arianna outside. “T.ook. Um, I know you've
only 1alked 10 me a couple of times. But T have a favor 10 ask.
You know Dumptruck—the guy that threw the hamburger at
Boomer? Well, he wants to talk to Humminghird. Would she go
1o the library right now? That's where he is. It's important. ..real
important, Please?”

T'he “please” gotto Arianna. “Well, okay. But | can'tpromise
shelll come.”

“I'll tell him youw'll try.” While

Dumptruck, Arianna looked around for Hummingbird. She was

rer Tot ran off to get

sitting alonc on the bench by the gym.
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had anything to do with their hara

sing Arianna, the boys just
Tooked away and said, “No.” They had no motivation and were
clueless about the connection 1o the insulin pump. Mr. Berry
believed everything they said, except their denial that Chris was
involved. An astule judge of children’s character and emotions,
the principal recognized he wasn't talking to “had guy:

" just
scared ones, He gave them two days of detention and required
each of them to write Arianna an apology.

Steppingout to Miss Shield's desk, he asked herto send a
c to Miss Swallow and Mr. Pence to come by his off
afrer school.

Mr. Berry glanced al the clock. Tt was after 3:30. Only
twenty minutes, he thought, before the Tribal council meeting
starts. He was busy stuffing papers into his briefcase when Miss
Swallow and Mr. Pence showed up at his door.

“Come on and follow me out to my car,” he said. “I've gota
presentation to make.”

As they walked across the parking lot, Mr. Berry said,
“So...I've b

from you, Miss Swallow, ahout his bullying Hummingbird.

en hearing Chris Sorrel’s name a lot lately, First,

“Then, Mrs. Corn ells me she thinks he was the one pretending
tobe her on the teacher website. In fact, she thinks he has been
targeting Rain, Simon, and Boomer —and now Arianna.”

Miss Swallow said, “Tha's what I think, 100, I makes
sense. Ariannalives with Hummingbird's family. All this started
with Hummingbird."

W
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rly October and the da

were growing
shorter. Rain laid back, staring at the autumn sky, and began
thinking about Miss Swallow and the coyote’s tree. But it was too
complicated. He moved on toaless difficult subject. Claneing at
Boomer, he said, “T can't wait for the Harvest Pow-Wow.”

“Me meither.” Boomer started beating on the ground,
singing a Round Dance song under his breath. Rain joined him.

“Tknow that onel” avoice shouted. “Tr'sa Two Step song! " Tt

was Simon. He was running across the

dow; Hummingbird
and Ariannawere close behind.

Rain and Boom

stood up and waited for the

their places around the old irec stump where the ¢ .
them his healthy wisdom. Arianna positioned herself next to
Hummingbird. This was her first meeting. Hummingbird told
Arianna that they always took a few moments to think about the
eagle’s messages before talking. Arianna thought about what the
eagle meant 10 her. Because she had type 1 diabetes, he would
want her to work hard at preventing damage to her hody caused
by imbalances in her blood sugar levels. She thought about
her responsibility to eat healthy and be active every single day.
Arianna knew that what she did today determined her health in

the future. She felt sure that the eagle would want people with

type 2 diabetes and other discases to think this way, too. Yes, the
great bird made her feel sirong sirong enough o keep doing
whatever she had o do to keep her body well,

Boomer voice broke into her thoughts. “Okay, what exactly

did Dumptruck and Tater Tot say?”
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Chapter 31

Anorthera traditionl dnncer Beity Sl ws nothing fes than stunning in hee wiite

ki dress, it heavily beadd yofeseeming o ol seesghtiessly-fom er shouldors.

A Grand Entry

The squash convoy drove to a large open area that doubled as
a parking lot and site for various contests and other events. Lt
was big enough for the Tribe to host a tractor pull. horseshoe
and archery tournaments, a kite flying contest, and a little
kid's parade. Bordered by the open-sided farm pavilion and
the home arts building, it attracted a large number of visitors
who came 1o see the livestock judging and erafts displays. Uncle
Luther’s destination was a large tent, commonly called the
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He stared at

Coyoty to the work tabl

got up and trot
the little turnip. Although its origins were far from this land, it
would do fine for his purposes. Coyole’s powers

were greal.

He took a deep breath and began 1o walk slowly hackwards
around the table. Aller four rounds, he picked up the pace—
and the walk became a run. After sixteen rounds, the run had
become a blur. After thar, there was no counting. Coyote had
became a buzsing cloud i which it was impossible to predict

where or when he was. lrom inside the swirling uncertainty

came the sound of wild cackling and the trickster’s conjure,

St e

rything back the way it was.

©)
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was 100 wild and may have hurt him. Anxiously, she followed
the curve of the squash until she spotted one of Chris's hands
braced against the floor of the trailer. She thrust her head out
far enough 1o see him kneeling on one knee and kicking at the
squash with his lelt foot. He tugged at his right arm. which was
trapped in the squash up to the elhow.

Furious, Chris shouted, “T.etme go! You dumb, stupid piece

of...” Suddenly, he caught sight of the nose blinking cottontail.
He abruptly stopped his rant and stared, open-mouthed, as
the rabbit hopped into full view. He jerked his head around,

following her with his cyes as she hopped to his other side.

Thisle was checking him out. Apparently, Chris was in
no pain. Her whammy had donc what she intended. He was
trapped in his own wrongdoing—and would not be released by
the squash until a kind human pulled him free.

you. That...that rabbit at the
garden. Butyou're not real!” Thistle turned her head and stared

Chris stammered, “It

at Chris. Her eye reflected no light. Not being “real.” she was
unknowable to him—which was really a shame.
Thistle broke eye contact when Coyote began to

“No, don’t

calling

her to come away. De . Chris plea

me. Help me get out. Twas only trying to get the seeds!”
His tail saggging, Coyote trotted to the trailer and looked up
at Thisile. She hopped down and approached him. Quietly, she

said. “L had to do something, Coyote. You would have hurt him.

Are you calm now?”
“Yes, my rage is gone. I'm gratelul to you, Thistle,” he

replied huskily. Suddenly, his [ace hroke into abig smile. “Your
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Generation: the lenglh of time between the birth of parents and
their offspring.

Geological: referring (o Lhe physical environment.

Gesturing (to gesture): to make a movement of the hody that expresses
anidea ora lecling.

Gibherish: nons talk

Giggled (to gigele): to langh with repeated short high sounds

Gingerly: cautiously or carclully.

Giveaway: an event in which gilts or other objects ol valuc arc sharcd
frocly with ohers.

Glimpsed (to glimpse): 1o take a quick look; sc a Little it of something.

Glistening (io glisten): to be shiny or glimmering

Global warming the heating up of the earth’s atmosphere and oceans
that can be attributed to natural forees or pollution by humans.

Clucose: blood sugar that provides energy to the body's cells.
Ghims gloomy and sad

Coggl

from hazards.

patr of tight-ting eyeglasses worn to protect the ey

Gondola: a small enclosed car on an amusement ride.
Goons: a person hired to beat up opponents.
Graduated eylinder: a tall narrow eontainer used for measuring liquids.
Grafiing (o graf(): to join a plant onto another plant.
Creat Removal: the removal of Native American (ribes from the eastern
and southeastern states to the West by the U.S. government in
the 18305

Grist: the grain that is ground in a mill. It is sometimes used to mean
the Tmors that are being passed arommd in o “romor mill "

Groove-on: a slang expression that means to be doing something with
expertise or confidence

Q)
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“What's wrong with this gate?” Hummingbird growled.
“If's never stuck this bad before.” When both girls put their
should
passage. They squeered through the splintery gap. The two

s to the gate, it surrendered. allowing a narrow

girls stopped abruptly. ummingbird gasped, but Arianna
uttered no sound at all. She could only slare aL a massive green
blob lying in a nest of tendrils and floppy vines.

“Oh my gosh...what is iL?” Arianna asked.

“Um...Tdon't know. The le

s look like squasl
“But we didn't plant any squash seeds.”
“I know.” Humminghird reachcd down and placed her
hands on cach side of the huge green blob. Tt was as wide as a
truck ti

Arianna waded into the foliage that spread out from
the four original rows where they had transplanted the

seedlings. “Ilummingbird, over here!” she squealed, “There’s
another one!”
“And one over there, (0ol” Hummingbird cried. poinling
10 amonsier veggie that blocked part of the gravel pathway that
encircled the garden.
“Doyou think th
“What else could they be?”

“Mayhe the fast-grow formmula is too fast.”

“Docs anything look like cabbage, carrots, and turnips
toyou?”
The girls jumped when the gate tried to block another

intruder. “Iley. Bird! Arianna! Ilow do you ger through

this thing?”
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! aring. Ralph stopped when
he saw Simon and Tom signaling to him from an opening in
the trees. Tom yelled that the ground was fum—the vehicles
wouldn't bog down. Then, walking on ahead, Bird's dad guided
the trailers to the giant coyote squash.

Dale and Richard had stopped eutting back the squash
plants when they'd heard the roar of the truck engines. Standing
aside. they watched the trucks pull up as close as possible to
the “Big Stinker
calling the squash after they'd chopped a few of its vines and

(that's what Hummingbird’s brothers started

). Shutting down their engines, the two men got out of

their vehicles for a good lookat the nine foot fall yellow ball they

ere supposed to move. All Unele Luthe
Cerry, paint me purple! I've seen it all now...”

Ferybody gathered around and sirategized how 1o move
thesquash ontothe trailer. Their solution was tolower the trailer
Lo ground level, push the squash with the loader up the trailer’s
ramp, fit blocks around it once it was centered on the trailer,
and then tie it down. Because it was perfectly round and tended
10 Toll, they secured it with a chain, pulled a cargo net over it,

and strapped it to six tie-downs. As an extra measure, Uncl

Ralph attached the trailer’s cargo winch line onto the chain,

With the squash lashed down securely (and some fortitude
provided by a snack break), everybody pulled out of the clearing
and headed back to the two-lane road. Once Uncle Luther was
on the highway he accelerated somewhat, but was alraid 10 go
Loo fast. Soon drivers started noticing the truck’s big yellow
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da. Oh, and Mr. B
the teachers [rom the high school. They were a bit upset last

10 acknowler

yearwhen you lorgot 1o thank them for judging the science fair.

“Thank you. I try to remember all that. Akh, Miss Shield,
whal's on my sehedule this morning. ..aflter the assembly?”

You have a meeting with Hummingbird's parents.”

“Oh, yes, of course, about the bullying.”

“And this afternoon you have a teacher observation,
cachers.” With
that final bitof information, Miss Shield reached for Mr. Berry’s
mbly folde

tion me

payroll, and a bully preve

ngwith the

briefease, handed him his as: and herded him to

the door.

rial

Offering a small measure of resistance o her sc
efficiency, Mr. Berry hesitated at the door. He turned and handed
his emply coflee cup to Miss Shield. “I think it's about time we
bought a new ‘Mr. Percolator.” That coffee was awlully thick.”

The principal headed to the auditorium. He was in a good
mood. The science fair had proved to be a real success in the

past few y
and local Tadio. He was hoping this year for a spot on the

s, getting coverage in the reservation newspaper

‘Tribe’s website.

He went through the side entrance to the auditorium and

o middle schooler:

was grected with the habbling din of 5

All the homerooms were present. Running up the steps to the

stage, he spotted the photographer from “Around the Rez.” Mr.
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Running avound 1o the hackyard, the girls saw Rain and

Boomer beating on an old wooden wire spool. Simon was lying

on the ground listening. When Boomer saw them, he stopped
and yelled, “How do you like our drum?”

Hummingbird was fast with the compliments. “You guys
are sounding prerty good.”

Pleased, Boomer said to Rain: “See I told you this old spool
would work.

Jumping right in. Hummingbird said, “Um, guys, | know
you're practicing right now. But T wanted to talk to you about
this really great idea | had. | thought you might want to help.”
The boys looked at Bird like ‘what now?” Glaneing at Arianna
aid boldly
growing giant vegetables

for support, sk

“l think we should experiment with

“Who is we?” Rain wanted 1o know.

“All of us. T.ook, if we want Lo gel people o eat more fruit
and vegetables, then we've gol to grow more of it. But not litle
stuff—T'm talking ahout big stuff. Giant fruits and vegetables.
Then we could feed everybody. You know, it would be like a
short cut?”

Rain was confused. “lsn’t your

cience project about
helping native grass grow better—so buffalo can graze on it and
produce lean meat? That's about healthy food.”

“Yos

Bison Project and the Bison Co-op. But it’s so slow....It could

ol course, it is and it's imporiant to Miss Swallow’s

take forever (o re-create native prairies, RD!”
“How do you grow giant vegelables?” Simon asked. “Have
youread up on il?”
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At the mention of Hummingbird’s name, Dumptrack
laoked away. “You know. Chris has really got it in for Bird....and
Simon. But, I don’t think he'll tangle with RD and Boomer. So,
T'm thinking tha.

A crack of lighting and thunder boomed right over the
school. Mr. Braun looked up nervously at the rattling ceiling
tiles. He directed the kids sirting near the windows to move to
the other side of the room.

Tarer Tot didn't have to be convinced. “Man, that lightning

was close.” He followed Dumptruck hack to his desk and took

¢ empty scat next to him.

Dumptruck lowered his voiee even further. “So, like I was

saying, I'm thinking maybe we should team up with RD and
his friends.”

“Bul, man, we've been messin’ with those guys. They don't
want anything to do with us.”

“Tater, T know everybody thinks I'm dumb. But I'm gettin’
smarter all the time. Look, who do we know that didn’t bow
down to Chris...and lived?”

Tater Tot didn’t have to think about it. He replied
immediately, “RD, Boomer, and Simon.”

“Right. They kept their cool. Acred like he was being funny.

It made Chris nervous, didn't it? They didn’t run cither. And no

matter how much we dog Simon, he doesn't [reak out.” Leaning

in closer to Tater Tot, Dumptruck added, “Besides, theyre best

[riends with Hummingbird.”

)
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Hummingbird whis
No tricks.”
“Okay, les ake a look at the chemical equation for this

d back, “l promise, Mr. Pen

reaction. And define what a catalyst is. We will be using a catalyst
in this experiment.”

While Mr. Pence went to the hoard, Hummingbird began
to remove the items she needed from her cardboard “goodie
box:" liquid soap. green and red food color. and a bottle of 3%
cd that RD,
Boomer and Simon (her best friends—of the boy variety) were

el i
and Mr. Pence had practiced the experiment the day belore. T

hydrogen peroxide from the drug srore. She wish

in the

d period scie

They would love this demo! She

was really cool, but she was a little disappointed that it wasn't

more exciling.

On a low hill overlooking Thunder Rock Middle School,
Coyote crouched, half-hidden behind a clump of bushes.
He balanced a pair of field glasses on his snout with one paw
while he seratched aggressively at a flea with the other. This
displacement activity relcased only some of the excited tension

that was building in his quivering haunches. Staring intently

through a window into Mr. Penc

began to hum and then sing-song breathlessly: “She's gonma do

it, she's gonna do ir

“So what are

you so happy about?” The question came
from an eastern cottontail rabbit that had quietly joined Coyote
behind his bushy cover.
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Tater Tot joined his partner in crime. “How much we

get today?”
Dumptruck fished out some coins and one erumpled dollar

bill from his poeket. “About six dollars.
“Toobad we don't get Lo keep any of it,” Tater Tot grumbled.
*Ts Chris watching?”
Tater glanced toward the school’s big double doors. “Yeah,
he can see Old Biddy's getting too close. Come on, let's go.”

When the two boys vacated the ¢

swerprovided by the hedge,

Chris emerged from the school entrance, He walked toward the

ot would follow.
Suddenly, Chris side-stepped hehind a fence that shielded a
ms. He didn't like

courtyard, knowing that Dumptruck and Tater

row of garhage o advertise his association

with Dumptruck or Tater Tol—especially when he was making
collections. “Okay, hand it over. How much is it?”

“Six dollars.”

“Is that al1? Tast Friday it was fourteen.”

Yeah, but that was the field trip money from those girls.”

Chris counted the money. He frowned and looked up with
disgust at these idiots he intimidated into doing his dirty work.
In Chriss view. guys like Dumptruck and Tater Tot were the
bottom of the social and mental ladder he used to rank people.
Angrily he snarled, “This is nothing, man. You better find

somebody clse 1o squee

Intruth, Chriswas morc afraid thanangry. His srepbrothers
would be expecting more than this measly handful of change.
The few times he hadn't coughed up money [rom the middle

)
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“Mayhe
though it was a good thing. Didn't we?”

hat’s how it started out,” Arianna said, “but we all

But, not to be consoled, Hummingbird let out a long
“Ohbhh” and slumped in her chair.

“What now?” Arianna cried. Boy! she thought, Bird sure is
adrama queen sometimes.

“You should have heard the way I talked to my dad! He was
trying to tell me about his Native seeds...but. noooo, T didn't
have time for that. That was too slow—L had to do it all my way.”

Simon laughed. “Come on, Bird. Your dad will get over ir.

You can apologi

Rain looked around the table at his [ricnds. *T know (he
. And he’s bee
ol tricks on you, Bird. But how else would you—we—really get it?

coyote

jerks us around sometime

playing lots

The point is—there aren’t any short-cuts, no miracle pills. It's
simple: we honor the foods that feed us and keep us healthy, We
do that by growing and eating them.” Clancing at Arianna, he
said wistfully, and not withour a little envy, “T just wish T'd seen
that ree.”

“The tree is one thing,” Simon said, “burwhat happened to
the garden? That had to be the coyote too.”

“Sure, it was. Tt was his garden,” Boomer said. *Sorry,
Bird, but | dor’t think your fast-grow formula did the trick. The

coyote did the trick. T think he was really mad that somebody

tore up the squashes and left that big mess. So he cleaned it up.”
Boomer wadded up anapkin and expertly tossed it into the trash
bagArianna held open. *T just know T wouldn't want to be one of

the guys that did it.”






OEBPS/Images/ebhummingbirdsquash-000200.jpg
slowly, he added: “That makes me very happy.” Coyote snitfed
the air. “Somebody has played a little joke here, and it wasn't
me." He looked at Sky Heart quizzically.

“You mean the stink?” the eagle asked.

“Stink? You olfend me, Fagle. I invented that perfume. It's
why the plant bears my name. T prefer coyote squash, but you
may have heard it called coyote gourd—or maybe even stinking
buffalo gourd. It’s all the same. T wanted something that would
" He snitfe
getting off the point. No. I was talking about a trickster joke.”

“Oh, that was Thistle. She tried to drive off Chris
when he tried 1o smash a squash. Tt workedbut only for a short

draw [lies, but r

grasshopp

again. “But 'm

day

time. He came back with his brother and two other boys.

“I' stop by and thank her before Tleave. Now I must begin.
Cood thing I didn’t eat that mouse.”

Sky Heart didn't know what Coyote meant—not until he
waded into thelagoon of what looked like baby food spinach, and
began his meal. The trickster stuck his nose into the glop that
had once been his beautiful garden and began to eat the squash
roots still anchored in the ground. He also snuffled around for

any sceds he could find. He didn'rwant to miss any of those.

Sky Heart watched him slurping along for several minutes.
But Coyote’s lip-smacking and burps (and other noises we
won't mention) proved 10 be 100 revoliing for the bird. He soon

retreated to Thist]

Before long, Sky Heart and Thisile heard a sloshing,
gurgling rumble that sounded like a waterbed in an earthquake.
Tt was Coyote dragging his swollen body up the hill. Fven though
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“I'll drive,”
about this stinking gourd.”

Nadine volunt d. “1d like to hear mor

they were leaving, Nadine turned
and laughed, “Will somebody feed and water Boomer, please?”
“Yeah, Mom,” Rain cried, “the food smells are driving us
crazy! Can we eal?”
Roberta said, “Let’s go over 1o Food Alley. Boo's selling
his Native snacks and the county extension service is serving
up grilled corn in the husk, baked potatoes, Turkey legs. and

chicken and bison kebabs. Oh, and just wait unril you sce the

Tribal health department’s booth! You'll love it! It's called ‘On

a Stick. W got veggic dogsroasted potatocs on a stick,

peanut butier on a st

ck—that’s peanut butter balls between

grapes, turkey medallions on a stick, salad on a stick, frozen
fruitona...”

“What about water on a stick...?” Boomer gasped.

Gerald grabbed Boomer around the shoulders and pushed
him playfully toward the vendor booths. “Clome on. Let's go ind
this boy some ice cubes.”

Y
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Sighing, she stroked Scooter’s soft checks—his favorite thing
Suddenly, she kissed her old friend on the head and put him

down. “Sorry, Scooter; but | have to finish my exhibit.”
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s the low-down on healthy fruits and vegetables.” Looking at
Boomer, she teased, “She had ahard time with Boomer, but she
finally convineed him."

“Vegelables weren'talwaysmy favorites,” Boomeradmitied.

“The last day the eagle came,” Rain continued., “he brought
the rabbit and this coyote, too.”

“Was it the same coyote that we saw today?” Arianna asked.

Fummingbird and Boamer nodded.

“The coyote tri

od to trick us into cating some cookics b

stolen,” Simon said.
“tricky” snacks. Lik
really aren't.” Simon smiled at Hummingbird. “He was warning

T think he was trying to teach us ahour

somehody says they're good, but th

us in a funny way, bur Bird told him off anyhow.”

“Yeah,” Bird remembered. “he said he wouldn't trick
us again.”

Figuring thal everyone had had their say. Rain said, “Alter
that, we didn’t see the animals again—not until the beginning of
this school year.”

No longer angry, Arianna asked, “Rain, have you ever told
anybody else about the eagle. rabbit, and coyote?”

“When we talked about the animals, our parents just
thought we were pretending or playing. Then later as we got

older, we realized that we had been honored by something very

special. That's when we stopped talking. So, yes.
personwe've told.”

“Are youalraid (o tell other people?”

“No. It's not that, Arianna, And, um, its not like we're the
only ones who have this knowledge. For sure, we're not alraid to

&
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ot 1o g0.” Otfering the paper plates to Hoke,
she said, “Would you like o taste the squash or share it with

someone else’
Hoke smiled and took the plates. Althea said,
“Thanks, sweetie.”

As they walked away, Rain said. “Bay, Chris looked
pretty miserable.”
*T guess you would. too, i you were in a squash trap all

night. Did you notice how he didn't seem to like the squash

that much?
“Yeah,
suddenly. “Hold on. Bird. Something just hit me. Most of th

thought it was ¢ Rain stoppod

people that tasted it got this big smile on their face or said it
reminded them of a food our ancestors grew...or maybe it was
something a relative or elder made for them.”

Yeah, funny. isn't it, that the squash tastes like all our
traditional fruits and vegetables? Fven stull that we can gather
like homey and nuts.” She laughed. “Gee. does it remind you of

the miraculous tree...?”

Yeah, it does. And it's exactly what the eagle wanted.” Rain

marveled. “To remind us about our own healthy traditions. The

coyore promised you hed ne

> trick us about type = diabe

again. And he didn’t!”

“Rain. do something for me, please. Go to the tree stump

and offer some ol the squash to the eagle and coyote. And to the

@)
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Chapter 8

Daniene s the famliar ook of deserminaion that means Ird's mindt was made up. “Ler’s
s et Ghick sags Lt ges what s o fron e shed i b . ser o hor gurden.

A Giant Plan

Darlene drove home to drop off the groceries before heading
overto Aunt Chick's. She kept one eyc onthe road, while glancing

repeatedly in the rearview mirror at the Hummingbird and the

Arianna. The girls had their heads together, conferring quictly,
but intensely. Words like “lertilizer,” “compost,’
“weeds” [loated out of the
Hummingbird made big round-shaped gestures with her arms.
Darlene was sure that when they were ready, she would hear all

about it. She didn’t have to waitlong.

rrigate” and

onversation; and occasionally,
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¢ ope one and

od the hearing by welcoming

thanking the volunteers for seiting up the seating so quickly.
He reminded the attendees of the no smoking siga, and quickly
reviewed the issue Lo be debated, explaining that Miss Swallow
would answer the judges’ questions for Hummingbird. The
judge’s questions, he added, would give the andience a good
idea of the criteria for a qualified entry.

Elva led off with a statement that would not have surprised

anyone who had correetly read the rules of the International

Pumpkin Federation.
the od by Hummingbird is not a pumpkin and is,
therelore, not allowed. We disagree with Mr. Sorrel. The IPF

allows squashes to enter a giant pumpkin competition. The

"Mr. Hoke Sorrel has protested that

fruit ent

winner is the heaviest pumpkin or squash.”
Someone in the audience impatiently called out, “Who
cares what it is—how come it’s so big?™
Flvanodded. "I know, I know. Like everybody here, I want
10 know how Hummingbird’s entry grew so large. But our job
right now is to determine wha it is, not how it got to be g feet
tall. So, Berty. can you tell us what that big yellow thing is

a
pumpkin or a squash?”
Miss Swallow stood up. “No. Elva, T can't.”
Hummingbird's yelp was lost in the crowd’s surprised

reaction. Boomer protesied loudly, “That's nol what she's

supposed to say!” Nadine shushed her son but, like everyone,
she didn't know what Miss Swallow was up to. Rain and Simon
didn't miss the celebration in the Iront row. Hoke was clapping

and Melvin and Jesse were “high-living” each other.
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do.” What Mindy really liked was that other kids did what he told
them to. Nobody ever pushed him around—he did the pushing.
She had (o admit 1o herself that Chris could be mean, and he was
so conceited that it was alittle creepy. Well, maybe more than a
litdle.... but it was worth it. Mindy liked the sense of power she
feltwhen she was around him.

“So, Mindy, we really jerked Hummingbird around last
week.” Chris said, laughing.

“Oh, yes! That was so funmy!”

“You know. T think it's time we told everyhody the truth
about the Veggic Crowd.”

“The iruth?”

Churis and Mindy didn’t know it, but th

pproaching

the part of the road where Coyote had laid down his irst trail.
In anticipation of what was o come, the trickster stood up. He
began to watch more atlentively.

“Yeah, the truth. RD made up the story about his Cranma
following a coyote to a cave full of bones. T was there when..."
Suddenly, Chris couldn’t finish his sentence. Even worse, his
head abruptly started to vibrate like a tuning fork. Chris grasped

his head in his hands, but he

uldn’t stop the rapid shuddering
or the slow twisting of his head to the lefr. When his head
stopped turning, his whole body rotated so that he was facing

forward. Then. he began to march, robot-like, off the road.

Mindy watched Chr
she followed him. “Chr
were going lo your house.” When he didu't answer, Mindy got

swading into the high grass. Mystified,

! Where are you going? I thought we

annoyed. “Chris...Chris!”
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Praise for Hummingbird's Squash

“Reading Hiunminghird's Squash was cxtremely meaningful 1o me. T porirays
{he importance of beinga good relative 1o onc’s family and fricnds. and cven
1o those who have fargotten how o be good relatives. Good relationships
hetween people, like the sacred relationships between humans, plant lfe, and
Mother Carth, help lo create good health whether it s preventing diabetes or
‘healing the spirits of those who bully and are bullied.”

Lovelei DeCora

Winnebago Tibe of Nebruska (lo-Chieni)
Healh FiueatorTiabeles Talking Circles Fucilitator
Former.Alternate. Trihal Leadars Diabetes Goruiatrtee

“A great inspiration for all young and old! The story is fun and eciling and
captivates the imagination. | can absolurely relate to the messages told by
the children and whoever reads this book will as well. It teaches not only the
importance of the health and wellness of our bods, mind and spirit, bul also
the health and wellness of the renewable resources within our environment.

Randy Chatto
Bamah Nusajo. Projeet Coardiatar
Umpousering Hamah Sacojos to Lt eaithy Tiadsional faad:

roject

“T read ‘Hummingbird's Squash’ and was impressed with how good a story it is
(independent of its purpose). The plot incorporaics (he lifc of the now alder
children in a world that is real and full of symbolism and imagination—all to
teach the message of health. The children of the Eagle Book stories learn how
{heir cavironment and cullure is a source for undessianding and how both,
when lived us Native Peoples always did. lead to health and, as in the Diabetes
Edncation in Tribal Schools K-12 currienhum, give the message—Health is il
in Balance.”
D Sanford Garficld
National Instiute of Mhabetes and Ligestive and hadney Liseases

arional Institutes of lealih
o Divwetorf e Disbetes ilucation in Tibel Sl

Healrh is Life in Balance, K12 eurriculum
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soon as the stem’s green bumps emerged from the soil, two
Teaves unfurled and joyously greeted the energy from the plant-
grow light above.

Coyote had said "Make them mine” and, indeed, the
embryos in the fertilized seeds had become his. By late
morning the next day, the plants were 12 inches high. Feeling
tall cnough, they redircected their cnergy toward their root
system. Some Toots soon forced their way through the hottom
ol the fiber pots and sent out scouts to capture (some might say
“stcal”) more nutrients from the bag of fertilizer on the work
table. Other roots e;

cled their neighboring pots, pulling
them into a close community of green relatives. By afternoon,
having worked hard for almost 48 hours, the plants were

exhausted. Shulling down the phloem and xylem flow, they
rested before starting their next growth spurt

After school, the girls hurried to Aunt Chick’s, cager to
see what their vegetable seeds were doing. As they walked,
Hummingbird listened avidly to Arianna desceribe her
conversation with Tater Tot. They had almost arrived. at the
shed when Humminghird asked Arianna the question that
most intrigued her.

“So what did you say that made him apologire?”

“I didno’t make him do anything. I just told him he was a

good artist.”
“Did he say Chris put him up to calling you
Miss Ding-Ding?”

2.
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rday, Hummingbird and Arianna had

ed to get
to the garden. But today they weren't exactly eager —nol since

running into the coyote. However, Bird reminded Arianna they
should check out the plants since Miss Swallow would be making
avisit tomorrow.

Leaving the house, Arianna reased Hummingbird. “Yeah,
Bird, *how does your garden grow? Did you hear any ‘silver
bells’ or see some ‘cockle shells?™”

“No, just some burps and blobs!”

Will Miss Swallow he

rtilizer had anything to do with them getting

Arianna laughed, bur got serious.

“Maybe
seeds sprouted overnight. That makes me think it’s all the

Hummingbird said. “But none of our unfertilized

coyole’s work.”
Caught up in their chatter, the girls had not noticed the
paper that was blowing about in Aunt Chick's pasture—not until
asheet blew up against Arianna’s foot. She picked it up. “Look,
Bird, this is a page from thar article on growing giant carrors.”
“That’s weird. How did it get out here?” Alarmed, the girls
ran the rest of the way to the shed. The door was standing open.
Fummingbird glanced at Arianma: “T thought we shut the door.”
They pecked fearfully in the doorway. The destruction was
almost complete. Windows were broken. the worklable was
turned over, and bags of soil and fertilizer covered everything
in white and brown dust. Fyen Boo's new shelves were hacked
off the wall. What really hurt was the pile of debris on the floor
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When the two customers in the store left, the cagle went
into his act. He flew to a pile of sticks he had deposited behind
Boo's garage the night before. He swooped low and picked up
abig stick with the talons of his left foot. Then flapping above
the truck, he dropped it on the cab! Bang! Before the noise had
stopped echoing, he did itagain—onlywith a bigger stick. BANG!

By the time Boo got to the window, Sky Heart was dropping
a bundle of sticks. Some of them hit the cab roof and others

clinked and clanged in the bed of the truck. Boo hollered, “Hey,

guys. Getover here!”
The boys hustled o sce whatwas goingon. Boo said, “Look.”
Sky Heart was perched on the rim of the iruck hed —an exicaded
foot frrmly
Rainyelled, “Ivs him!”

sping anoth

Simon and Boomer simultaneously gasped, “The eagle!”

The boys flung open the glass doors and ran outside. Rain
stopped suddenly, causing the other boys Lo skid 1o a halt. Rain
whispered, “We should show respect.” They walked slowly and
quietly toward the eagle. The three boys were standing before
the great bird when Boo came up hehind them. Astounded,

he watched as the cagle let Boomer gently ta tick from

histalons.

“You remember me. don't you, Mr. Lagle? I'm Thunder

Cloud. You don't need this stick anymore. We're here.”

Boo knew he was witnessing something extraordinary.
Unsure that he should even be there, he siarted slowly to back
away. Rain and Simon heard him and turned around. Rain

smiled. “Mr. Fagle, that's our friend, Boo.”
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on that

Rain watched Dumptruck seurry away in the dir
the redheaded boy had fled. When Boomer stuck his head out
the door and yelled, “Come on, RD!" he eagerly ran (o join his
[riends. Fntering the brightly lit hand room, he was struck by
the contrast between Chris's dark anger and the happy voices of
the hoys standing around the new drum. Rain didn't notice Joe
coming over to offer him a drum stick. Of course, being lost in
his thoughts was not out of character for Rain.

Joe waved his free hand in front of Rain's ¢

“Hey, R,

are you with us?”

Startled, Rain re-focused his eyes on Joe’s kindly wrinkled

face. Without any explanation for the

imusual question, Rain

asked, “Joe, in our language, what is the word for ‘bully
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When h d
window of Nadine's car, he hollered [rantically. “You better

avw Hummingbird’s b

sticking out the hack

hurry! You only gol 30 minutes!” Al that moment, however,
Uncle Luther wasn't as concerned about time as he was about
the tum. He was going 1o have to back up and malke a sharp left
o get inside the gate. He signaled to the four vehicles in their
party that they would have to back up. Tom yelled back, “We
can't! There's too many cars behind us!”

cethatthe

Watching from the parkingarea, Larry could also s

big yellow thing wasn't going anywhere, He figured it had to be
the squash. When Larry saw that it was Gerald towing the loade:
Running

he temporarily abandoned his communily servi

across parking lots A and B, and jumping a roadside ditch, he
landed next to Gerald’s truck. Frustrated, Rainhopped outon the
passenger side. “Man, where did all these people come from?”

“Yeah, there must be a billion of ‘em. T gotia get back in
a minute. I'm parking cars.” Cesturing up ahead, Tarry said,
“Man, that pumpkin’s awesome!”

Gerald checked his watch and slumped further down in his
seat. “Well, it doesn’t matter how wonderful it is if we don’t find
atrathic cop.”

Larry nudged Rain. “Hey! T know where the police chief is.
1 saw him writing a traffic ticket.”

Rain perked up. “Don’t worry, Dad, we'll get Willard.”

Willard Fox Chief was cousin to Rain’s mother, Roberta.

He'd come 1o Rain's aid at Shell Ridge when Vernon Smeed
had kidnapped Granma. Dodging cars, pow-wow dancers, and
tourists, the boys found the police chiel making assignments
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“What is it, Miss Swallow?” Arianna asked.

“Come over here, girls. You've got o see this. First, she

pointed to a grass elump with a spray of little feathery cobs with

only one row of kernels. “That’s teosinte. See how each of its
kernels is inside ahusk? It’s the ancestor of corn that still grows
in the wild today.” Then, pointing to the spray that drew her
attention, she said, “Now look at this one. The little cobs have
four rows of kernels. T think this is a very early stage of maze
domesticationwhat corn looked like 4,000 years ago when our
ancestors were first growingit.”

Miss Swallow had seen photos of these tiny cobs before.
Several had been found in Mexican caves. But no one to Miss
Swallow’s knowledge had ever seen a living, growing specimen.

Not until now, that is.

&9





OEBPS/Images/ebhummingbirdsquash-000037.jpg
boy withdrew, but did not immediately ob
Swallow’s request. Instead, he stood 1o the side of the door
and continued 10 listen as he had been doing belore his well-
mannered intrusion. So, Hummingbird could be blocked [rom
the science [air? He smiled to himsell. Miss Smarty. it seems,
may have taken herself our of the competition...Chris was
pleased, very pleased, with this new development. Flated at
Fummingbird’s misfortune, he slipped quietly down the steps

of the trailer and headed back to the main building. The

was

a decided bounce in his step as he pondered how to use the

“toothpaste frasco” to his advantage. As he amused himself with
devious thoughts. his smile suddenly twisted into an ugly smirk.
Chris Sor

fair's blue ribbon for himself.

1 didn't Ll wanted the

omperition. He

(&
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defend the people—which is why Coyore did it. He liked 1o get
her riled up.

The next morning, Mr. Berry pulled into the school an hour
after Coyote and Thistle did. The principal parked his car and
walked past the bushes in [ront of the auditorium, unaware that
two animals were hiding inside the foliage. Coyote had insisted
that they arrive before dawn, not because he feared discovery
(orso hessaid), but because hewanted a good seat. Thistle tagged
along to keep an eye on Coyote. After all the bragging he'd done
the afternoon before, she had to see for herself what he was
up to.

Coyore watched Mr. Berry hurrying across the parking lor.
The trickster nudged Thistle and giggled: **Bexries are good for
thickening a stew. Don't you agree, Rabbit?”

Thistle sighed, “Yeah, the stews you cook up are thick,
all vight”

The principal rushed into the school office. He immediately
detoured to the coffee machine. Miss Shield was waiting for
him. She leaped up from her desk. blocking him before he

could make another move. Gulping cotfee, the principal stated

the obvious:
The
got less than ten minutes belore the assembly starts. Here's the

“Good morning, Miss Shield. I'm lare.”

:hool scer . “You've

ctary got Tight down to busine
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U

Unapologetie: niot being sorry for a wrong committed.

Uneertainty: not being surc: doubt about something.

Uncharacteristically: not showing normal or expected hehavior.
Uncharted: unknown: not located on.a map, charl, or plan.

Under wraps: a slang expression meaning o keep a secrel or Lo hide.

derhrush:

shrubs or small bushes growing heneath larger trees

Understatement: a statement that is expressed mildly; not cxaggerated.

Undulating (to undulate): to roll Irom side toside: or to heave up

and down.

Unenthusiastically: not excited.
Unfurled: (0 open or spread.

Unrestricted: withoul limitations: freedom.

cause Lo enler.

Ushered (tousher): loTead (0 a place:

typole: wooden polesed to monnt an electric sonrce

\Y%

Vacated (to vacate): 1o leave ot quil.

Vacumed (to vacumm): o clean by suckingup dirtwith an
electrical appliance.

Valiantly: acting with bravery.

Vandalisms intentional destruction or damage to a property

Vandals: persons who destroy ot damage property on purpose

Velvety: soft and smooth.

Vengeance: punishment given in return for an injury or offense.
Ventrilouist: a person who can speak so thal his/her voice seems (o

come from somewhere else.
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“Right,” Thistle sighed. “Watch over her. Sky Heart,
and let me know what happens. I have 1o get back to my
nest building now.” Mustering the considerable muscle
energy in her haunches, Thistle bounded into the brush and
quickly disappeared.

Coyote lowered the field glasses. Feeling emporwered by his
trickery, he stood up on his hind legs and toddled toward the low
branch where the eagle now perched. Grinning at Sky Heart, the

tr d, “L hope you're in good shape, Lagle. This is

goingto be grand sport. And fustin case youwere sorried, Miss
d

Swallow hasnt spoiled ir.” “No indeed.” he giggled, “this game

has only just begun!”

@
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Metaphor: a synibol: a ligure of speech in which a word or phrase is
used in place of another to mean the same thing.

Miffed: (o be offended; displeased

Milly Way: the galaxy of which the solar system is a part

Minerals; solids tht have specific

hemical compositions and physical
s rocks, metals, or

properties. They appear

Mocking (to mock): 1o tease; to make fun of

Molecule: the smallest particle of a substance having all the
characteristics of the substance. Tris always composed of rwo o
maore aloms of different elements. Tor instance, a water molecule is
composed af two hydrogen atoms and one oxygen atom.

Momentarily: in a shor period of time.

Momentons: very fmportant: considerable

Moseying (to mosey): 1o move in aleisurely or aimless manner.

Motto: a saying or phrase that represents the values of a person or

organizarion (as in “Our motto is “The customer is always right.”)

Mulfled: hushed; barely heard

Munchkin: a small person (derives [rom a population ol very small
peoplein the book, “The Wizard of 0z").

Murmur: to speak in a voice 100 low to be heard dlearly.
Mustering (to muster): to stir up or bring to action,

Mutant: a malformed or allered individual. which arises from exposure
to.a process or event that causes them to change.

Mystified (fo mystify): 1o (horoughly confuse: (o be puzded.

N

Nano-second: one billionth of a second

Natural resources: materials [rom nature that have various uscs. such as
timber, fresh water, or mineral deposits
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berween the sixth-grade wing and the

Two young men got oul of the cab and started unlashing a

larp that covered the bed of the truck. A small erowd began to

gather—Boomer and Simon among them. Suddenly, Boomer’s
velled across the courtyard, “Hey, RD! Come on over! Joe's got
the new drum!”

Fxcited, Rain said, “T berter check it our. Be back in a
minute.”

Trying to lift Bird's spirits, Arianna said. “Come on. Let’s

go see the drum, too.” Bird got up without saying anything. As

oy walked slowly ac

oss the grass, Arianna made small talk.
“Bird, do youlike singing with the drum?”

1. It's one of my favorite things.” Hummingbird's
mother, Darlene, had made sure of that. She was a well-known
singer al pow-wows and had always encouraged her daughter o
join the circle of “chorus girls” whose high voices complemented
the lower register of the male drummers.

As the girls drew nearer they saw Joe Red Crane, a tall man
in his 70's, get out the driver’s side of the truck. All the kids
loved Joe. He managed the school's heritage program which
included Native language, drumming, dance, and Tribal history
and culture. Joe taught the language and drumming lessons
himself. He was glad to see the students’ enthusiasm, but asked
that everghody sland back so that the big drum (almost two and
a half feet in diameter) could be unloaded. The community
had invested some dollars in this beauy—a deep barreled
instrument made of elk hide and cedar.
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Bur something had happe

¢ getting a few hou
of sleep, Miss Swallow went to see Joe Red Crane. They sat
together on the bleachers at the school’s baseball field and
talked for a long time. Miss Swallow knew better than try 1o
explain her experience with the tree rationally, but she would
ry to understand it. With Joe's help. she realized that the tree
was a metaphor for the wonderful story of the people and their
remarkable use of gifts from the namral world. There was

1o uncertainty about that. The tru

c mystery was the identity
of the storyteller. Miss Swallow told Joe that she believed

Hummingbird had the to that myste:

nswes

v. Looking kindly

at Miss Swallow. Joe gave her his simple advic

“Hummingbird
cr. Until then,
Betty, just appreciate what the story has taught you and share it

will tell you about it when the

ime

s right—if ¢

with others.”

Thenextday Mr. Pence met Dr. Bamsey duringhis planning
period and took him 0 the see the black dust in the supply closet.
Unlocking the door. he lowered his voice so the students in the

lab couldn’t hear: *I've never seen her like that, Dr. Bamsey. You
know, Betty. She doesn’t get rattled easil
Mr. Pe

in to take a good look at the bag of soil and the

stood aside. went

e

shivering as usual. Dr. Bamse

n

: powdery
hefty side,

s remains, careful not to

substance on the [loor. Even though he was on the

he tiptoed delicately around the tre,

create any movement of air (the dust was very [ine).
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Coyore ignored he

“Fxeuse me, but helloooow! Do you mind telling me why
youwanted me 1o come here?”

Tgnored again. the rabbit became impatient and hopped
in [ront of Coyote o get his atiention. When she saw his new
optical equipment, the tabbit knew full well thar someone
on the Medicine Cave Indian Reservation was short a pair of
“Where did you

binoculars. She asked the question anywa
get those?
Coyote still said nothing.

“Don’t tell me. 1 know—you found them lying beside

the road.”

Annoyed, Coyote growled, “Shut up, Thistle! Can't you sc
T'm working?

“Hey, you asked me to this party. [didn't volunteer.” Thistle
shrugged and began (o nibble while she waited for the arrival of
Sky Heart. the eagle. Of all the “Animals of Stories,” he was the
oneowhich Coyote would give most respect. Perhaps he would
reveal his intentions to the Great Messenger.

Presently, Thistle heard the eagle’s flapping and raised her
head to watch him land in a nearby opening in the underbrush.
Once on the ground, he advanced with hops so precise that he
ds. Just like Sky Heart, Thistle
thought, he never makes a big show. When his majestic white

did not even rustle the dead we

head appeared above a stand of golden rod, she called out, “Sky
Heart! Over here.”

With good hummor, the eagle replied patiently, “Yes, Thistle,
Iseeyou.”

“So, do you know what this is about?”

2.

©
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“l don’t think you're supposed to plant sceds in a lot
of fertilizer,” Arianna said. “Simon read that it could burn
the seedlings.

“Ithink you're right, but it wouldn't hurt to see what would

happen if..." Hummingbird argued. She picked up a small

umopened bag of inorganic fertilizer that said "3-10-5" —5%
nitrogen, 10% phosphorus and 5% potassium. “That doesn't

sound too strong, We don’t have touse much. The directions say

“aded ome rablespoon p

gallon of water.”

Bird sorted through a ‘grab box” of junk that Simon brought

#inding a bunch of plastic measuring spoons. Then, she

[illed a metal pail with water [rom the outside spigot. measured

out a tablespoon of fertilize

. and dumped it in the water.

Ariannasaid, “Ts that all there is (o it?”

“Why don’t we jazz it up a bit?" Bird giggled. Reaching for
the organic fertilizers, she measured out a teaspoon of dried
blood, feathers, lish, and shells—tossing each spoonlul into the
pail. Grabbing the sack of seagull guano, she turned to Arianna
and asked, “Whar did the book say it was?”

“T haven't looked yet.” Arianna opened the book at the
index and turned the pages until she got to ‘G Flipping to the
referenced page. she read:

“The word "guano” originates from the Quechua laymage of
the Andes and means “the droppings of sea birds.” Indigenous
peoples collected guano from the coast of Pern for use as a soil
fertilizer. It is high in nitrogen and phosphorus. The Incas
assigned great value to guano, restricting access to it and
‘punishing any disturbance to the birds with death.
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that Thistle could rest

shrubs. Oce
Belore long, Coyole spotted the rabbit's brush heap. He also saw

Sky Heart's shadow cross their path as they climbed the low hill
Lo the nest.

“TLooks like we made it, Thistle.”

“Yes. And just in time, 100.” She wiggled into the security
of her nest and turned around so that her head poked out of the
weedy enclosure.

“Lhaveto go. Lhope all goes well,” Coyote said. “Sky Heart s
here,” he added. jerking his nose skyward. “Youwon'tbe alone.”

Now that she was safe in her home, Thistle wasn't quite

ready for Coyolc to leave

manage to wangle the first place
“Ididn't. He won it lair and square.” Coyote smiled wryly.

“Idon't meddle in everything.

“Well, you meddled enough to get Hummingbird kicked
out of the competition.”

Frowning, Coyote said, "Ahem, well. yes.” He had forgotten
about that. “But I had my reasons.”

Thistle suspected that the “giant plan” had somethingto do

with those reasons, but she said nothing. Instead, she protested,

“Chris has done alot of bad things lately.
“L know, but he has a good mind. His project was a good

one.” Coyote sighed. “But he only thinks of winning... and that’s

the twist an old tricksrer like me can appr

ate winning for

Chris is really losing.”
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Hummingbird's response was frosty. “We w

't talking
about you, Chris.”

The homeroom bell suddenly rang, terminating their
conversation, “Sorry, T gotia gel 1o class,” he said, as il he were
prematurely ending a [riendly chat. He siarted to leave, then
turned around and added spitefully, “T guess you hetter report
to in-house suspension, Hummingbird, or you might get a
derention for being late.”

Sammic watched Chriswave “toorle-00” as he disappearcd

into the moving crowd in the hallway. Looking at Hummingbird,
ded.”
“Well, I haven't forgotien.” Bird sighed.

she said, *1 forgot youwe

suspes

One would have thought that the cyber attack was bullying
enough for one day. But, the success of the “poisoned apple” he
had sent to Mrs. Corn emboldened Chris. Between homeroom
and the end of third period, he'd devised another scheme, He
couldn’t thank Sammie enough for the idea. Mustering his toad
sqad outside at anchtime, Chris was, however, having a hard
time getting across his plan.

“But why call her Miss Ding-Ding?” Dumptruck
argued. “Tlow about Miss Ding-Dong or Miss Dum-Dum?
That’s funnier.”

“I'm not rying to make Arianna laugh! It's the sound her
pump...Oh, forget it. It's about showing the Veggie Crowd they

can’t laugh at me—at us, I mean.”

&)
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Chapter 25

Flevanld s that hissork s end ont foc i, These gy had never seera

porato chp they didn' ke

Healthy Secrets

Sky Heart watched the kids at the tree stump. He was always
happy to sce them continue the tradition of remembering his
messages about diabetes prevention. Arianna was there, 1oo.
The eagle noticed how respectfully she stood with her friends.
Thistle would want to know that their little posse had ollicially
added another member. As he flew toward her nest, Sky Heart
saw Thistle trying to round up her bunnies. Several had broken
away from their mother’s supervision and had scartered down
the hill,
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Career: along-lerm job or way of making a living.

Cargowineh: a motor-driven hoisting machine having a drum aronnd
which a chain or rope winds as aload s lifted

Carrion: carcass of a dead animal
Cascading (o eascade): to pour i to spill or tumble down,

Casting: the lecal matter of an carthworm composcd of dirt and.
plant matter.

Casually: in an informal way; relascd
Casuallies: persons who arc hurt as a result of violenee or an aceident.
Catalyst: something (hal causes a rapid change or action,

Catastrophe:

sudden and widespread disaster.

Catealls: yells

meantromock or express disapproval

Ceremoniously: [ormally polite

Ceremony: a lormal obscrvance that eelebrates atraditional or
religious activity.

Challenged: demanding difficult.

Characteristically: being normal or expected.

Charge: Lo accuse; o blame.

Charitable: generous

Chattcring (to chatier): to talk idly, continually, or rapidly.

Chemical cquation: a symbolic representation of what happens when
chemicals come in contact with one another.

Chemical reaction; a process in which one or morc substanees are

mbstar

chemically changed imto one or more ne .

Chimed in (to chime in): to break into a conversation or discussion
especially to express an opinion

Chitchat: small talk.

Choke- cherries: Wild cherries growing in North America that are caten
dried and us

o in fams and syraps
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Hummingbird did, too. She was also feeling a little guilty
because il it were not for her, Miss Swallow wouldn’t have been
pulled into the coyote’s tricks. She scooted over an old lab stool
and sat down next to her favorite teacher. They sal in silence for
awhile. Finally, Miss Swallow stirred. She looked as il she was
waking from along sleep. Relieved, Hummingbird asked. *Miss
Swallow, are you feeling better?”

Miss Swallowturned her head slowly toward Humminghbird.

Smiling, she

od out and took the young girl’s hand. Very
quietly, she said, “One day you and T are going to have a long
talk, arent we?

Hummingbird sighed and said quietly, “Yes, mam, I'm

afraid we ar
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Rain agreed. “I thoughr it w:
eyes are 100 big. Tets try this.

oyote. too. But, 3

h, the

He zoomed in on the shape and
began enlarging the frame. The pixels broke up into a jig-saw
puzzle, but the mystery was solved. Rain and Simon looked at
each other—speechless.

Bur Boomer, whose tongue was never tied, cried,
“Binoculars. He's got a pair of binoculars. .|

&
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rabbit, too. [t's what sl

wanted us to do—taste

should honor them. They've done so much for us.

Frank Big Weasel had siayed behind to supervise the
clean-up. The big dump truck pulling out onto the main Toad
was hauling offl the leftovers to the reservation’s newly built
compost piles. All the odds and ends svould feed the community

B
wouldn’t have appreciated the squash rind being thrown away

on. (Indeed, Coyote

densplanmed fornextyear's growings

as garbage.) He thanked the “sanitation crew” Walter, Larry,

Simon, and Ari

nna—for helping our. Now he had 1o

get back to the pow-wow arena, Th nt juggling

todo. Anxious to find outwhat his most pressing problem would
De, he opened his car door on the passenger side (o get his event
scheduler. A paper bag from Jolly Ed's Corndog Heaven was
lying on top of his papers. Puzzled, he picked it up and looked
inside. Tt was his lost binoculars!

Big Weasel was Lrying to figure out how they got there
when he heard his name heing called. Looking up, he saw two
young men running toward him. One had a video camera on
his shoulder.

“Lixcuse me, Mr. Big We

kids over the:

1! Could 1 talk to you? One of the

“said you could tell us

he pointed at Boom

about the big squash.”

“Ah, yeah. What do you want to know?
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Chorus girls: women who accompany a performance by singing or
dancing together.

Clig: a dull explosive sound thal repeats. Usually made by a machine.

Chump: a slang expression for a foolish person
Churning (to churn); to stir up: to shake

Clamor: any loud and continued noise.

Classification: a group or elass to which things belong.

Clip: Lo move swifily.

Clumped (to chump): (o cluster or group together.

Clumsy: lacking physical coordination, skill, or grace.

Clutched (to cluich); to hold with the hands strongly and suddenly,
Cocky: to act ina bold or arrogant way,

Cold frames: an unheated outdoor structure consisling of a wooden or
conerete (rame and a top ol glass or elear plastic. Used to grow plants
inthe wiater,

Collapsed (1o eollapse): to fall or shrink abruptly and completely.

Collcetions:

ollcetinga sum ol moncy (in this case, stealing moncy)

Combination lock: alock (hal opens when dialed through a sequence
of numbers.

Commercially: done with the intent 1o make money or profiL

Commotion: noisy disturbance.

Competition: a contest between individuals or groups.

Complemented (to complement): to balance or harmonize with.

Complex carbohyirates: carhohydrates that the body breaks down
slowly. This slow digestion ercates a constant release of cncrgy.
Complex carbohydrates are found in foods ike whole grains, beans,
oatmeal. brown rice, and vegetables like broccoli and spinach. The
less healthy simple carbohydrates like table sugar, honey, candy,
sodus, and some fruit jiices enter the blood stream immediarely,
causing blood sugar levels Lo rise and fall rapidly.
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that had once been the equipment that Miss Swallow donated
and the pots of unlertilized seeds. There was nothing left of
their laboratory.

Arianna was crushed. “Who could have done this?” She
crept cautiously inlo the shed, being carelul not to step on any
broken glass or nails.

Hummingbird didn't follow; she was already running
toward the garden. Arianna was tip-toeing out of the shed,

when she heard Bird

ing: “Arianna! Ariannal” She dash

1o her friend, but staggered to a sudden stop. The sight before
her

s was like nothing she'd ever seen before. Nothing was

recogaizable. The mysterious and miraeulous squashes were no

more. The garden looked like

ad that had been through a
blender. A rotten salad that stunk to high heaven.

Arianna pulled on Hummingbird's arm. But she didn't
move. “Come on, Bird. Let's get out of here! Whoever did this
might still be around. Something bad has happened.”

Finally, Humminghird backed out of the garden. She
mumbled, “We better tell Aunt Chick.” The girls hurried to the
ranch house. but no one was home. Obviously, Chick hadn’t
by

around to noti

any tr

The girls slowly walked home, totally depressed. At one
point, Hummingbird started crying which made Arianna start
erying, 100. When they got to the house, Bird told her mother
and father what had happened. Tom immediately phoned
the Tribal police o report the vandalism. When he hung up,
Arianna called Rain, Boomer and Simon. She told them that the
laboratory and the squashes were history.

N
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“No. but it can’t be good.”

Coyote jerked the glasses strap [rom around his head and
held out the binoculars to Sky Heart. “IU's about these. T asked to
borrow your eyeballs—just borrow them for just a few minutes.
But, no, you wouldn't share those precious peepers of yours. So
T got something just as good.” He raised the field glasses back to
his eyes and continued his vigilant observation.

Sky Heart explained to Thistle. “He said he wanted to

hange

challs for a while. Thought | might enjoy

g the

world from his viewpoint.”

Thistle harrumphed, “What would that be? The back end

ol another
The
“Took for yoursell. You don't need binoculars.

oyole?”

agle laughed. “What are you looking at, Trickster?”

Finishing up his explanation at the board, Mr. Pence
retrieved a small bottle of liquid sodium fodide from a locked
cabinet off limits to students. The sodium iodide was the
catalyst—the all-important substance that could speed up or
slowdown achemical reaction. Hewould allow Hummingbirdro
handle the weak solution of sodium iodide since it was relatively
5. Dees sked, “So,

how many of you brushed your teethwith people toothpaste this

harmle

ding to have some fun, Mr. Pene

morning?” Hands shotup all over the

assroom.
ed, “Mr.
Pence, this is science—not health class. Besides, what else

Sammie.

one of Mummingbird's fr

ends, prote:

would we brush our teeth with?”
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Turning his head stillly toward her, his wide with

terror, Chris found his tongue: “T don't know where I'm going!
Tean't stop!” But just as he said he couldn’t stop—he did stop.
He stood rigidly at attention for several seconds—and then took
olf! He began runuing [irst inone direction and then the other—
making a big ziguag across the pasture.

Oncehereached the otherside, Chris beganto runin circles
that got bigger and bigger until he bumped into the fence that

enclosed the Sorrel’s horse corral. Two young horses standing

nearby spooked and dashed off to join an old mare drinking

from a water trough. The old one raised her head and

the boy. Not liking what she saw, she led the youngsicrs 1o the

other side of corral, where all three horses watched him warily.

Chris held onto the fence for a moment. Then, without
warning, he flung himself into another charge—but backwards
this time! Mindy stood with her mouth open, staring at this
bizarre sight. Alarmed, she saw that he was now retracing his
steps o where she was standing. As he drew nearer, she could
hear Chris panting, “Loop! Warp! Trick! Sticky! Sticky!"

Before he got any closer, Mindy started to tun, 100. Coyote
Lamghed as she dumped her backpack and doubled down on her

speed. The last he saw of her, she was disappearing down the

blacktop, headed in the direction of Thunder Rock. Turning his
attention back to Chris, he saw that the hoy was now standing in

the middle of the gravel pathoway wheze his journey had begun.

)
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Boo sprinted avound to the pa rand

ager side of Le

gotin. “Tes, I'm afraid you're gonna have to wait for that cup of

coffee. That eagle is gonna take us somewhere.”

“Take us somewhere?”

“Yeah, trust me." Tes gave Boo a “you gotta be crazy” look,
bt he dutifully followed the eaglewhen he took to the air again.
Keeping the bird in view, Tes drove toward the road that led to
the farm pavilion. As he turned into the parking lot, Boo said,

cre he is—on top of Hummingbird's Squash.” Les drov
directly across the lot. ignoring the areas roped off for the
contests, and pulled up in front to the trailer. Boo jumped out
ol the car.

Sky Heart raised his wings and called out a series of high
pitched whistles. His job was done. In amazement, Boo watched
the bird fly away. Then, he focused his attention back on the
squash. What was he supposed to see?

Les leaned out the car window and said, “What do we
donow?”

Boo held up his hand for Les to be quiet. He'd heard
something. Tn the silence, the men heard a small voice wailing,
“Helpme!l” Without hesitation. Boo hounded up ontothe trailer.
He followed the cries to the hack of the squash. Startled. hefound
Chris crumpled up on the trailer Loor. Not understanding what

was wrong, he squatted down and asked, “Are you hurt?”

“My arm’

stuck,” Chris said weakly.
“Hey, Tes!” Boo yelled, “get up here. Tooks like the squash
rolled over on Hoke Sorrel’s son.” He reached down to give

Chris some support, but as soon as he touched him, the squash
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“No, he just kinda said. that Chris didn’t think he could

draw.” Arianna said. “Like he was standing in his way or

something. I don't think he likes Chris

“Well, 1 don’t either!” Hlummingbird laughed and playfully
pushed Arianna through the shed door. Arianna stopped
suddenly. Puzed. she said. “What is that, Bird?” pointing lo
adark mass under the cold bluelight of the plani-grow bulb.

When Bird flipped on the switch (o the overhead lamp, the
answerto Arianma’s question prompted the biggest “WOW! the
girls ever hollered. The prim rows of litle pots they had planted
the evening before had disappeared. In their place was a stand
of scedlings about 14, inches high. They had tall leggy stems
that bushed out at the top into a crown of pointy litrlc leaves.

Both girlsjumped up and down, shriekingand laughing. *T
can'tbelieve it! Look! Look! They just didn't sprout—they grew!
They're so tall! I didn'r think anything could grow that fast.”

Gasping, Arianna said, “The fast-grow formula worked!
What do you think it was. . the feathers or the oyster shells?”

“No, it was the blooood meal...." said Bird in her best
Dracula voice.

Hummingbird and Arianna started dancing around the
table. Finally. they collapsed into a couple of wobbly lawn
chairs from Boo's garage. After catching her breath, Bird got
up and examined the scedlings more carefully, *Tt must have
been the fortilizer.” she concluded. “The pots without it have
hardly done anything at all. There's a couple with a little green
nub poking up, but that's all."

W)
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s whistle to stop the play. “That's fine,
boys. Okay, next group!

Dexter headed back to the locker room, but Walter and
Tarry ran for the hallway where their friends would be waiting
tohear the news. They shoved open the gym doors, momentarily
making their fan club visible before the tension on the door
closer cut off any further observation. But Chris and Pooch had
glimpsed just enough to see Rain and Simon pumping their fists
inthe air. Pooch hooted, *Looks like the jokes on us, man....and
the Veggie Crowd thinks that's ust fime.”

Chuis stopped and glared at Pooch. “Nobody jumps my
“leam’ and gets away with it]”

The
he was used to Chris's moods. “Oh, come on, man. Tet it go... "

ntensity of his fury took Pooch by surprise, although

But Chris spun on his heels and stomped alter the coach.

“Hey! You stopped the game. That's not fair. We didn't get to.
Coach Brown looked up [rom his clipboard. Was this kid
yelling at him? Tn a commanding voice, over-enunciated but
perfectly under control, the coach said, “You betrer check
it, Chris.”
“Nol” Chris grabbed at the coachs jacker. “You played
favorites! You didn’t give us a chance to score again! No fair!”
Coach Brown shook the boy off. “That's enough. Get

dressed and wait for me in my office. Now!™
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tell pooplewhat the cagle told us.” Looking for support from the

others, Rain said, T think we kept it to ourselves because the
eagle chose us for some important purpose.”

“Yeah, he picked us,” Bird said, “but we're not really
sure why.”

Remembering the coyote’s spying on Hummingbird,
Simon gave Rain and Boomer a guarded look. “Whar was the
coyote doing at the garden?”

Boomer couldn’t wait to tell. “Man, L wish you guys could
have seen him! He'd heen eating one of these big squashes.
Oh, yeah, you gotta sce these things. Bird made the mother of
all fertilizers! They're huge! Anyway, he did this big burp. so T

burped back, Wewe
Blew us away. [t was the coolest trick in the world! Way better

: burping back and forth. ..and then he just

than the ‘elephant’s toothpaste! ™

Bird's antennae went up. She turned on Boomer. “What do
you mean beiter than the ‘elephant’s toothpaste?"™

Realizing he'd spilled the beans, Boomer hemmed
and hawed.

Humminghird was instantly suspicious. "Did the coyote
cause the explosion? Was he tricking me info doing that
stupid stuff?”

Rain spokeup. “The coyote was in the picture that Sammic
took with her cell phone. He was watching you [rom the hill
behind the school. He had a pair of binoculars. We would
have told you belore, but, um, we thought it just might make

things worse.”
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Sky Heart shifred his gaze to the man. Ahh, yes, the cagle
thought, the one who will take us. Boo locked eyes with the
Creat Messenger. Fora moment he el like he couldn’t breathe.
Finally, he managed 10 draw in a raggedy mouthlul of air. At
the sound of Boos gasp. Sky Heart emitied a shrill whistle:
“Eeeeceeee!”

Fverybody jumped. The boys had never heen this close to
the eagle when he called out. Rain knew that the eagle wanted

something from the man-right now. “Boo,

got 1o go

somesrhere. The eagle will show us the way.”
Boo el
lock up.” Reaching into his pocket for his keys, he thought, Just

red his head and nodded. “Get in the truck. U'll

follow the kids on this one. Just follow RD. As he was turning the
door sign from “Open” 1o “Closed.” he saw the boy looking out
the window of the truck. He whispered to himself, “Déja vu. Just
" Boo climbed

like Cranma and Shell Ridge. Here we go again.
in the Lruck and said, “Where t0?”

It was Simon who replied. T think this is about
Hummingbird. We should pick her up at school—and Arianna,
100, Theirbus hasn't come yet.”

Rainadded: “L

ititisn'rabour her—sho'd really be upser

if we went off and left her”

he in trouble?” Boo asked.
0. Boo. Nothinglike that.”
Trying ro unde
help her?”
“Yeah, kind of.” Rain answered. He had never talked 1o an

stand, Boo said, “Bur th

agle is trying to

adult about the eagle before. He was afraid (o say oo much
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0 a group of volunteers working * Safety and moving
cars efficiently were the chiel’s top priority. When Willard
saw the anxious look on Rain’s face, he asked, “What's wrong,
RD?” Rain wasted no time summarizing the situation. The chiel
told the boys Lo jump in his squad car. “Sounds like we got a
trath problem.”

By thetime they gothack to the gate, the watching crowd had
doubled in size. Jingling bells, waving plumes, and the flashing

colors of brilliant povw-wow regalia created a riotous

prion

for the giant squash. Coyote would have heen very pleased.
Hummingbird, Arianna, Boomer and Simon had become

tired of sitting in Nadine’s car and had joined Walier at the

gatchouse. Miss Swallow was with them. Sammie and Star wi

e
there, 100. They had grabbed Miss Swallow [rom the dance
arena to come see “Hummingbird's Squash™—the tag that was
quickly replacing “the big yellow thing” among the chattering
on-lookers. Hummingbird and Arianna were beaming. Now
Miss Swallow would know that the big squashes had heen real!
When the squad car pulled up, the science teacher leaned
down to the gitls. “Don’t you worry, Willard will get it through.”

And she was right. With whistle blasts, well-aimed pointing,
and a commanding palm, Willard pushed back the cars to allow
the trailer’s passage through the gare. Unfortunately, Miss

Swallow was only half right. When Uncle Luther siarted his turn,

the trailer’s lefr back wheel bumped into a pothole. Suddenly,
the truck lurched and jolted the blocks loose. Hummingbird's
Squash tilted backwards, the cargo net split, and the big ball

began Lo roll. Someone yelled, “It’s going in the ditch!”






OEBPS/Images/ebhummingbirdsquash-000099.jpg
Chapter9

i ran on ohead i staod i fromt afhe shed door, wich hung on vaansty b a single
hinge. She wastad il theothers s her: Tl

Sheds and Gardens

After raking off the debris from Aunt Chick’s vegetable patch,

s his .

the girls took otf. They followed the road for a short time, and
then detoured along Salt Lick Creck until they came to the
meadow near Rain's house, Arianna challenged Hummingbird
Lo a race across the expanse of tall yellow grass. The gitls ran—
Liughing too much for it to be a real race —until they erossed Old
Schoolhouse Road and reached the gravel driveway of Rain's
Tittle blue house. They heard singing and drumming.
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The Wellne
middle school readers who read early drafts of Hummingbird’s

tulas well to the families and

s Program s gr

Squash. They repr

t the Navajo Nation, the San Lelipe
Pueblo in New Mexico, the Santee Sioux Tribe of Nebraska, and
the Winnebago (Ho-Chunk) Tribe of Nebraska.

Additionally, we want (o say how much we welcomed the
participation of Coach Darren Wilkins of Salem High School in
Conyers, Georgia. He provided expert knowledge of basketball

training techniques for boys of middle school age and advised

us on bas

cetball procedures and rule

Tooking (o the future, the Wellness Program lurther

recognizes those who are building on the foundation established

by the TIL.DC. We value so much the investment that has been

made by the Chickasaw Nation under the
Anoatubby and Judy Goforth Parker. The;
supported development of “Eagle Adventure,” a program hased
on the four hooks in the Fagle Books scries. A USDA-funded
program, “Fagle Adventure.” was developed by Chickasaw

adership of Governor

have enthusiastically

Nation Nutrition Servi

s in parmership with Oklahoma State
ty (OSU). under the direction of Stephany Parker, OSU
Department of Nurritional

Univer:

‘he program shows great

promisc as a significant means of Fagle Books sustainability. Tt
has strong appeal to many tribes across the country and features
adesign that can accommodate books for older readers.

And lastly, we acknowledge our wonderful partners on
the Eagle Books project: Westat, for implementing the writing
and graphics production for Hummingbirds Squash, and
Kauffman and Associates, Inc., the designers of our website and

promotional siralegies.
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Chapter1s

Tonk ot this, Ariannes. This fortilzeris madde of deied Wood. and his ome is

soagult guano. Yuk! I sounds errible.

Thinking Big

And so it seemed to Mr. Berry, too. Later that day. after his
mecting with Hummingbird’s mother and father, the prineipal
called Chris's parents. Mr. Berry didn't expect that they would
welecome the reason [or his call, but he was taken aback by the

stepfather’s angry refusal to cven discuss Chriss bullying.

In reply lo the principal’s request for a meeting, Hoke Sorrel
bellowed that Chris was “a star student and athlete, and no
bunch of loser, jealous kids are gonna dump all over my son's

winning the science fair!”
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Neighborhood Watch: group of residents who work with local lav
eulorcement to keep their communitics safc.

Nestled (to nestle): Lo lie close and snug.

Nibhl

nall amounts of food bit by bit.

person or animal that e
Nose blinking: the term for a rabbit's wiggling its nose up and dova.
Noloriety: bad reputation.

Nudged (o nudge): to touch or push gently.

Nutrients: sources of nourishment; heal hy ingredient in a food
Nutrition: heal hy diet

Nutritious: characterizes wholesome and nourishing loods.

O

Objectives: aims or goals.

Obliging (to oblige): pleased Lo help: glad (o do a service for someone.
Obsenres imclear: lirtle known: hidden from view.

Obscrvations: spoken or written notes about something seen or heard.
Oceupant: a person or animal hat is living in a certain place.

Olmes: the Olmecs were the firsl major civilization of Mexico, living
inthe modern-day states of Veracruz and Tobasco. They ourished
during the period Irom 1300 BCE (Before the Current Era) to about
400 BCE. They laid the cultural foundations for the later civilizalions
ol the Maya and Aztees

Opti

using properties of light (0 aid vision.

Optimistie: hopeful; confident; expecting everything fo come ont
all right

Orbs something in the shape of a ball

Organic: describing a substance made from living things (a plint or

animal produce
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After the drum pas

¢ (but not without struggle)
through the doors to the gymnasium's band room, Joe came
back out 1o remind the crowd that 7th grade drum practice
would be at 3:30 that afllernoon. The kids began to peel away.
Only [ive minutes of [ree time remained before 4th period. The
boys spotred Hummingbird and Arianna near the only clump of
trees that shaded the courtyard. Arianna called out, “T.ooks like
you didn't get in trouble, Boom.”

Arianna had no trouble hearing Boomer’s answer. Lven

when he was tryingtotalk quietly. he sounded like a P. A. system.

“No, Mrs. Corn just told me ‘to control the volume of my voice.

Boomer did a pretiy good imilation of Mrs. Corn's high-pitched

warble.

Jumptruck got detention though.”

Hummingbird waited until the five [riendshad re-grouped.
Then she revealed her suspicions. “Chris Sorrel put Dumptruck
up Lo iL.” Boomer and Simon looked surprised. Rain did not.

“Okay. I'm going 10 ask again.” Arianna sighed. “Who's
Chris?”

Hummingbird finally answered. “He's an eighth grader. If
youweren't new to the school, believe me, you'd know him. He's
v club
atleast once, and he’s the captain of the basketballream. Tt's like

really smart and athletic. He's been the president of eve:

he's the king of everything.

“His father’s on all these Tribal commitices.” Boomer said.

“and his mother runs this mail -order business. My mom works

for her at Christmas. She says Chris's mother is real nice.”
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“This looks like
not like the burned ash [rom wood. It's more elemental like

sor said. “But

rhon to me.” the profe

a mixture of coal and graphite.” Coyote would have agreed
with Dr. Bamsey. Indeed, the tree (except for the turnip) had
disassociated into molecules ol carbon and a dozen other
trace minerals—just as they had existed on the primitive earth
millions of years ago. Turning back time, it seemed, just may
have been the oldest trick Coyote had ever played!

Conrinuing his obs

vations, Dr. Bamscy said, “Betty asked
me if T knew of any research ahout reverting plants hack to their

ancestral forms. | don’t know of anything like that around here

but TTI check it oul.” Squaiting down so he could gel a betier
look at the wilted stalk, Dr. Bamsey added, “She said it looked
like someone had gralted some ancient species onto a turnip.
He shook his head and chuckled. “That Tooks like a turnip root

tome..."

Hearing the bell, Mr. Pence said, “The class is leaving [or
Tunch. Let me show you some of Betry’s work from the other
night.” Mr. Pence had gathered all of Miss Swallow’s work and
carefully arranged it in a set of folders. He spread them out for
Dr.
recognized that most of the papers referred to domesticated

s to examine. Almost immediately, the biologist

plants native to North, Central and South America. He was most
interested in one of the drawings (Luckily, Miss Swallow had
made a sketeh of a few of the fruits and vegetables). “Hmm,
this Tooks like an intermediary stage between a wild and a
domesticated tomato. I don't recall seeing that belore.” (Coyote
would have laughed. Dr. Bamsey had never seen it because it
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When the audience settled down, Mike Good Lac
forward and asked, “Then what is it, Miss Swallow?”
“It’s the [ruit of a plant whose scientilic name is Cucurbila

leaned

Joetidissima. s agourd—most often called the stinking gourd or
stinking butfalo gourd. But sometimes called a coyole squash.”

Miss Swallow continued, “T would like to request that
this gourd be allowed in the contest. I have several photos of
the plant here. As you can see, its fruit is normally about the

size of a rennis ball.” Pointing to two photos, she said, “Th

stinking gourd has green and white stripes like a squash when

it is young, and it's yellow ik

pumpkin when it is mature.
Therefore, it meets the TPF's color requirements for a squash
and a pumpkin.

“Which is it most related 1o—a pumpkin or a squash?” Dave
Corn asked.

“Actually, a pumpkin is a squash—a winter squash. Sorry, T
know this is very confusing. These plants are so closely related
that it is hard to classify them as different.” Pointing to a family
tree chart on the easel, she explained, “The pumpkins and
squashes all helong to the gourd family and to a tribe of the
gourds called the Cucurbiteac. One of the groups in that tribe is
called the “cucurbits.” They are the edible gourds—like squashes
and pumpkins. The stinking gourd is a cucurbit —but the frut is
poisonous. Tt is not edible.”

Trying to smash Hummingbird’s Squash one more time.
Melvin suddenly yelled, “Yeah, nobody would want 1o eat it. Tt
stinks like a rotten sewer! Step on it and you'll have to throw

away your shoes!”
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[lat on his face, his shoulders heaving. He raised his head for a

gasp of air; then he laughed some more. *Ha ha ha. Haaaaaa!”
Coughing out the last of his delight, he finally rolled on his
back, panting.

Thistle lTooked to Sky Heart. “I couldn’t see it. Was it
that funmy?”

Sky Heart’s beak was open. Stunned, he looked down at
Thistle, then hack at the scene in the classroom. “Well, let’s put

it this way. It wa nfertaining.”

Thistle went searching for the field glasses. When she
found them, she fit her eyes as best she could to the position of

. She watched the classroom for a few seconds and

the eye pi
d, “Did sk
Coyote answered dreamily, “Yes, isn't she wonder{ul?”
Then he added with a sly grin, “Of course, I helped.”
“Well, it looks like Miss Swallow just showed up,” Thistle

mal hat foamy stuft?”

reported. “Maybe she'll puta stop to this nonsense.”

“Awww...patooties.” Coyote pouted, “little Miss Betty is
going to spoil everything.” Suddenly very annoyed, he barked,
“Here, gimme those glasses!”

balls.” the little rabbit

Handing over Coyote’s new

narrowed her own eyes and casta suspiciouslookatthetrickster.
Suddenly she realized why Coyote had invited them to join him.
Hopping over 1o Sky Heart. she whispered, “Coyote’s started a
game, hasn'the?”

“Yes. A Hummingbird game. Tooks like we are going to
be busy.”

)
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Chapter 23

TP o' D, Miss Swlons ealiced st e v wetaphr o e wondesfil oy of G

pecple and their remartable use of s from the nanial work

Lessons and Confessions

Aller Miss Swallow went home that morning, Mr. Pence called
Dr. Bamsey and told him that she'd had a shock and needed a
couple of days off. He asked the hiology professor to come by the
school the next day. A substitute was called in to take over the
8% grade science classes and everything went on as il nothing
had happened.
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Tater Tot, only halflistening, was busyprobing the mystery
meat inthe sandwich his momhad packed for lunch. Ile looked
up at Chris and [rowned: “Ilow does yelling Mi:

Ping Ping

malke them not laugh at u
“Not ping! Ding! Ding!” Chris shouted. Exasperated, he
switched targets. “Sowhal's going on with Simon? He's walking

around here like he owns the plac

“I stepped on his heels yesterday.” Tater offered. “It
must've hurt.”

Dumptruck giggled. “Yeah, but when he turned around,
you said. ‘Excuse me.”

“So what did you do that was so great?” Tater challenged.

“Ithoughtup this greatname for Simon ‘cansc he'ssolittle.”
Dumptruck started giggling agin. “I callod him “Cnat Boy!”
Chris was impressed. “That's pretty good. What did

hes

Man, Simon's so funny. Tle told me to'bug off!’ Get ir?
Gnats are bugs?” Dumptruck cracked up. “Then, he said, ‘Get

out of my way. I'm having lunch with a spider!
“You fell for that?” Chris yelled. “You guys are totally

worthle
“We can't do anything to Simon!” Tater protested. "He's
always with somebody. He's never out of Boomer's shadow. All
of those guys stick together like glue.”
“And the teache
anybody picking on people,” Dumptruck complained.

re telling kids to snitch if they

“Well, we'll just wait until there’s no little snitches around!
T'll meet you back here in [ifteen minutes. Watch for Avianna.”
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some help?” he called out.

Thistle looked up, “Yes, could you herd those two down
there toward me? And I'll grab this one.” Sky Heart landed and
flapped the wo escapees loward their mother. She safely stuffed
them back into safety of their brushy home.

Out of breath, Thistle gasped. “Thanks? What brings you
this way, Sky Heart?”

“Rain and his friends were meeting arthe tree stump today.
They included the girl, Arianna”

“Oh, I'm not surprised. Coyote showed his power in front
of hes
eardrums would burst.

She laughed. “The burps, you know. | thought my

Nibbling on a bit of grass, she said,

aches

“They probably had 1o tell b
them about the other kind of diabetes.”

about us. I'm glad. She

“So what is Coyole up 10? Have you seen him?”

“He's come by several Limes. All he talks about is his garden.
Have you seen what he's growing?”

“T've spotted his work. His squashes are getting big—very
big. I don't suppose he's said what he's going to do with them,
has he?”

“No, nothing about the squashes. e was just going on
about that thunderstorm earlier this week. Said he summoned
it. He started yipping and yapping you know how he does
about Rain that Dances being the hail and Boomer, the thunder.

Something about lightning shaking things up. | just couldn’t

follow him—he's so crazy somelimes.” Thistle closed her eyes.
She suddenly looked very Lired.
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Atfter they had unloaded the
Darlene saw Hummingbird look at Arianna as if Lo say. ‘okay,

rand put awa

the gro

here goes.” “Mom, I...we...have a plan. Um, T'm going o keep
right on with the science project. So, don't think I'm dropping
that. But, T want to start a new project. My idea is to...ah...
grow really big fruits and vegetables. Tf they're really big then
they can feed everybody. There would be summer and winter
vegerables—that way, we could have some allyear round.”

27 Darles

“Another project

s said doubtfully. “What kinds

of vegerables?”

“Ldon’t know yet. | promise L won't try to do it all by mysclf.
Iwant totalk to Daddy about it. And Aunt Chick, too. [know that
Rain, Boomer, and Simon will help.”

“It will be my project, (oo, Aunt Darlene.” Arianna
said brightly.

Darlene was skeptical, but she didn't want 1o discourage
Hummingbird's ambition to make her community a healthier
place. She could see that the girls working together would be
a good thing, too. There would be time for hard questions and
Tl talk 1o Daddy. Tknow he'll help. He's so

proud of you. But, please, honey, don't think you girls have to

reality checks later.

solve all these food problems by yourselves. Daddy and the guys

atthe bison co-op have been really successtul this year. And he's

worked so hard on the Tribe’s food sovercignty policy. That's all

volunt

crwork and he's done it because of you, Bird.” Glimeing
ather daughter, Darlene saw the familiar look of determination
that meant Bird’s mind was made up. “Well, we'll see what Chick
says. Let's get what we need from the shed and head on over.”
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the boy with a soft slurp. Les gor there in time o s

ink back against Boo's leg.
“Is he okay?" Tes asked.
“Idon't know. We better get him checked out.” Boo helped
Chris to his feet. “Can you walk?”
Veah, but my feet feel mumb.”
Tesreached overto help steady the boy, but itwas the squash
that suddenly commanded his attention, “For the love of

what is this?” L

stepped back, shocked at the gaping slash
and clusters of ugly stabs that now spoiled the squash’s once

pristine beauty. Looking down he saw a large hole, surrounded

by pulpy bruises where Chris had kicked his fec

- trying to [ree

ent stake

himself. That’s when b

potred the

nd the poc
knife that Tay next to it.
Tes picked up the stake. Then he knelt down and inserted it

into the opening where Chris's arm had been. The entire 5 feet
of the metal bar disappeared into the squash. Tes looked over
at Chris, “The damage goes all the way through to the interior.”
Sighing, he said, “You know what that means don’t you, Chris?
You did this, didn’tyou?”

Chris glanced away and said nothing. His expr

hard to read.

Boo said, “So, what docs that mean?”

“The squash is disqualilied. Out of ihe contest.” Mindful
of the hoy's physical condition, Les added, “Let's ger somebody
over here [rom First Aid 1o take a look at him. He needs 1o
move—we can walk him around in the judge’s tent. What's your
phone number, Chris?”
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“Sammie, 1 think yowll find that science and health can
really be Lwo peas in the same pod.” As he expounded on the
relationship between scientific research and good health
behaviors, Mr. Pence set up a plastic salety sereen at the front of
the lab bench. This experiment was not considered dangerous
because the 3% hydrogen peraxide was so weak (unlike 35%
hydrogen peroxide which could severely burn the skin). But Mr.
Pence always followed the rules—for safety sake and to protect
the
effects of various chemicals.

student’s clothes from exposure to the blea

ching or staining

Mr. Pe: ed. “AlL I'm
suggesting. kids. is that there are other kinds of toothpaste.

Smiling mysteriously, ontiny

Today, we are going to make some very big toothpastelike the

kind that elephants use.”

Several students protested, “Oh, come on, Mr.
Pence, elephants don’t brush their teeth! You dont mean
elephant’s toothpaste!”

Yes, that is exactly what T mean—elephant’s toothpaste.”
After he and Hummingbird had donned their safety goggles,
aprons. and gloves, Mr. Pence stepped aside and said

ceremoniously,

*Hummingbird, please proceed.”

Clearing her throat, Hummingbird described the

procedure. *Lirst, we add 20 milliliters (mls) of the hydrogen

peroxide (o the graduated eylinder. Next, we add 5 mls of liquid

soap-a couple of good squirts. Then, we add food coloring.” She
dribbled several drops of red food coloring down the inside of
one side of the glass cylinder and green lood coloring down the
other side. Hummingbird looked up and smiled sweetly at the

L
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“So?”

“So like...” Dumptruck took in a deep breath and blew it
forcibly out his nose— like he was purging a bad though from
hishead. “T've done something really bad 1o Bird. I T can square
things with her—then maybe we can make [riends with the guys.
She might even help us.”

Tater frowned. “T.ike what? What have you done?”

Dumptruck confessed his part in the attack on the garden.
He gave Tater Tot the lowdown on Melvin breaking up the shed
and Chris getting him and Freddie to help him destroy the giant
squashe

Finishing his tale, Big D said, “Man, you ne

12

bigger mess....or smelled anything so bad!”

avidly, his eyes getting bigger as the

story went on. He even made Dumptruck tell him about the
giant squashes again—they were cool. But the story made him
uneasy. What if somebody called the police? Knowing that Clhris
had been looking for him the day before, Tater panicked, “Oh
man, if this gets out, T hope nobody thinks T did it!”

Trying to assure his friend, Dumptruck said, “Don’t worry,
Tater, I'd tell'em you're innocent.”

Suddenly the lights came back on. Th 55 whistled and
clapped their hands. Kids started stirring about, gathering w

their things. Dumprruck hurried o get his point across to

Tot before the bell rang. “Tater, we got Lo change sides on i1

thing. Lwant it o be the way it us ¢ doing
all this bully stufl. T got to make this up to Bird... somehow. So,

you think Arianna could help me?”

@
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Appre ce and humor of the insult,

ting the intelli

Simon whispered admiringly: “Too bad he's such a ereep. That
was funny!”

Running out of patience, Boomer whispered back, “Yeah,
" The

boy with the big voice started rolling his shoulders, stretching

well, explain itlater. Right now I'm going to drum practic

his arms, and cracking his kauckles. Then he began to twirl his
arms in circles. Trwas quite a show,

Dumptruck and Tater Tot took a step bz

ewards, leaving
Chris out front and alone. Tater was freaked out. “Whar's he
warming up for?”

Alier a couple of deep knee bends, Boomer announced his
intentions. “Oh, yeahhhh...1 feel a song coming on!” Fecling
1o guilt since their adversaries had been [airly warned, Boomer
let Toose with the Tribe’s flag song: “Our flag will stand forever.
Under it the people will grow.” True to his name, Boomer's
singing was so dealening that Tater Tot broke rauks and ran
off. Not heing from the reservation. he didn’ recognize the flag
song. To his ears it was an air raid siren that screamed, ‘Run!’

Suddenly the side door to the band room flung open. Joe
Red Crane stuck out his head and called out, “Ley, fellas. You

wanna sing—get in here!” Boomer halred his solo performance

and yelled, “Coming, Joe!
When adults got in the act, Dumpiruck wanted no trouble.
He stuck his hands in his pockets and shullled off into the grass

leaving most of the walkway unobstructed. Chris didn't move.

)
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Boo pulled the truck in front of the
hopped out 1o get the girls. They were sitling on a bench in the

hool gym and Boomer

courtyard. Boo watched Boomer pull up Hummingbird by her
arm and gesture toward the truck. She took ofl running.

Simon opened the cab door and Hummingbird jumped in,
followed by Boomer and Arianna. Out of breath, she gasped,
“Where is he?”

Rain pointed to the eagle. He was perched on the roof of
the gym. When Boo pulled out onto Old Schoolhouse Road,
Sky Heart flew out in front of the truck and set a course for
the foothills.

Sitting in the front seat next to the window, Rain acted as

the spotrer, keeping them on th

right path behind the cagle.

As they drove out of Thunder Rock, Boo reminded everybody
10 call home on his cell phone and to keep buckled up. He was
always super salety conscious when he was driving the kids.
When he reached the state highway, Rain directed Boo to go
left. Then, they drove fifreen miles before the eagle took them
onto a two lane road that meandered up into a line of evergreen
trees that hordered the northern foothills of Shell Ridge. Boo

cut his

x. Rain was having a hard
time keeping the eagle in view. When he completely lost sight of
the bird, Boo pulled over.

Nobody had spoken for a while. Boo looked back al
Hummingbird and said. “Hummingbird, the boys thought you
might have some idea what this is about.”

She shook her head. “I don't know where he's taking

us, Boo.”
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This is Todd...we're from the NBC
alliliate in the state capitol. We heard about your g-foot squash.

“I'm Brad Somm

This could be a big story, Mr. Big Weasel. Big enough to make
the nightly news. Yes, sir, I mean the national news!”

“Uh-hub.” Big Weasel wasn't much interested in the
national news. He was still thinking about the binoculars.

Tooking around, Brad said, “So, um, where is it?"

“The squash? Oh. it was over there." Big Weasel said,
pointing to a big wet patch on the ground in front of the
fairgrounds sign.

“Was? What did you do with it? Did you move it?”

“No. we ate it.” he replied casually.

Dishelicving, Brad slowly repe s words.

od Big Weasc
“We ate it. You mean you ate the only 9-foot tall squash in the
whole world?”

“Well, we cut it up—so we could eal it.”

Brad Sommers' shoulders slumped in disappointment.
Glumly, he kissed his big New York newsfeed good -bye. He told
Todd 1o stow his camera (No, he didn't want a shot of the wet
patch!) and not to mention this to anybody back at the station.
All he could say—over and over—as they drove the 150 miles

back to the state capitol was “They ate it.”

coming days, the people

v dried it

h, frozen and pickled. But mostly the,

quash fr

and bagged it—just like in old times. Hummingbird's Squash
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“Me, t00,” Simon agreed. While Boomer and Simon picked
up the card table and shifted it next to the computer, Rain logged
into email. Not waiting for their host, the boys tueked in. Afier
swallowing all of his soup in three slurps, Boomer threatened,
“If you don't want yours, RD, I'm gonna eat it]”

Grabbing his plate. Rain hollered. “No way!" He shoveled
in some chicken and rice and tapped the computer screen.
“Take alook at this picture.”

Th
his eyes at the image on the screen, Boomer asked, “What's that

: boys got up and crowded in next to Rain. Squinting

pink cloud?”
With his mourh full, Simon garbled, “Hold it! Ok, wow!"

phant's toothpastc

He coughed and swallowed. “1t's the
Boomer hollered, “Oh, geez, is that Mr. Pence? This is so

bad! Who sent this?
“Sammie. She showed it to me at lunch.”
“Ohyeah,” Simon said, noddinghis head. “Bird is delinitely

going to get suspended. Tt's huge! How did she do that?”

“Do you see anything weird about the picture?”

“The whole thing is weird, man.” Boomer said.

“Look at the window.” Sammic had taken a shot that
captured the view outside the back windows of the school room.
Simon pointed his inger to a fuzzy shape that appeared beside a
bushabout forty yards [romthe classroom trailer. “What's that?”

Boomer stretched out his neck for a better view. “Call me a
dingfod, but it kinda looks like...a coyote?”

“Can't be. Boom, the eyes are (oo big.” Simon said.
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“Seems like everything

Hummingbird jumped. “Oh, hi. T didn't see you, Chris.”
Nervously, the young girl focused her attention on the 13-year-
old boy who had slipped up on her so silently. Tike her
girllriends, Hummingbird liked 1o engage in giggling chitchat
about the most popular boys at school. Chris Sorrel, captain
of the 8th grade basketball team, was at the top of their list.
Good-looking and tall for his age, the girls thought that he was
ed. But that didn't de

act from his appeal, especially

to Hummingbird, since Chris was also on the math team and
president of the science club.

Hummingbird reached down 1o pick up her paj

said, “So, Lgu ouheard what Mr. P

“Uh-huh. T wonder how long it will take Mr. Pence 10
Lrust you again? T'm sure it won't be long. He's so stupid—hell
probably believe anything you tell him."

Not appreciating the comment about Mr. Pence,
Fummingbird said, *T thought Miss Swallow asked you to
deliver a message for her.”

“MissSwallow? Shedoesn'tordermearound. Nobodydoes.”

Noticing that Hummingbird had stopped picking up her
papers. Chris said, “Here let me help youwith those.” He walked
across the hall and picked up a set of stapled sheets. He saw that

it was a seicn

e test with a score of 100. Fixing Humminghird

with a bright stare. he erumpled the test in his hand and shoved
it in his pocket. Smiling coldly, Chris shot his poison arrow.
“Yeal,, he's so dumb he'll probably believe what other peaple

tell him about you, t0o.”
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Hummingbird laughed, “So you got it all worked out,
Mr. Smarty-Panis?”

“Maybe not everything, but here's my idea. Coach Brown is
holding tryouts next month for two positions on the 8th grade
boys' basketball team. What if they get on the team? We could
get Boo to coach them, and Boomer and T can show 'em what we
know. Fven if they don't make the team, they Tl get in good shape

and be alot healthier. That should pump up their confidence.”

really have to train.”

“Don’t forget the food.” Arianna said. “They’ll have to cat
healthy food.”

Tain agreed it would be a lot of work. Then, he grinned.
“But, here’s the kicker. We keep it all under wraps. Chris doesn't
know anything about it until the tryouts!”

Simon srarted snorting. “Man! “What a great trick! They
jump out of a hat like a rabbit—right in front of the captain of the
baskethall team!”

“Chris will have a cow!” Hummingbird gigled.

Simon choked back a snort. *T just thought of somerhing,

We might be keeping too many scerets. We're keeping it a scerc
that Dumptruck tore up the gardenand we're not telling anybody
that Chris was hehind it. Should we do that? Remember how you
guys promised not 1o tell anybody that Vernon Smeed was afier
Jimmy? That didn't turn out too great, did it?”

Tain sighed, *Simon’s right about thar.”
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Full of Colo
write stories about good health and good friends.

e

. and Tricky Treats. L ha

still inspire us to

Continuing in his role as the prineipal illustrator for the
Fagle Books project, Pairick Rolo (Bad River Band of Ojibwe
Indians) has once again performed his magic for Hummingbird's
Squash. Patrick breathes life and excitement into the written
characrers with pencil and paint, motivaring our graphics team
1o ereate products of the highest quality.

Reading and reviewing manuscripts is an important job.

For their insighttul reviews and detailed feedback, we expres

thanks to Dr. Tawrence Barker, Associate Director for Seience,
CDC’s Division of Diabetes Tr:
Nation), health scientisi/epidemiologist with CDC’s Division
of Diaber ‘Translation, Native Diabe Wellne:
:Cora, R.N. (Ho-Chunk), our value
promoter of Eagle Books Talking Circles; and Ariannaand Shirley

slation: Melinda Frank (Navajo

Program;

sultant and

Baros (the real Arianna and her mothen) for sharing their very
personal perspectives on the type 1 diabetes messages in the
ed readers are Dr. Sanford Garfield,
National Institute of Diabetes and Digestive and Kidney
Dodge-
ative Director of the

book. Other appr

Discases, National Institutes of Health; Dr. Carols
Traneis (Oncida Nation of W
American Tndian Research and Education Center, University
of Nevada, Tas Vegas; Randy Chatto (Ramah Band of Navajo),
Coordinator of the FRNFH Project: Fmpowering Ramah

omsin), [

Navajos to Lat Healthy Using Traditional Foods; and Rosalic
Carter, mother of the late Dr. Janette Carter of the Indian Health
Service, who encouraged Georgia Perez to write the ariginal
story, Through the Eyes of the Eagle.
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Not to pass up a littl

ting
out bottles of water on the judges table, complements of “Boo’s
Cas 'n Crocery.” He handed a bottle to Miss Swallow, who was
already back [rom the school. She was busy moving the easel
holding the John Deere tractor display to one side of the judges
table. When she saw Bird, she called our, “Bird. willyou help me
put up these pictures of the coyote squash?”

“Sure, Miss Swallow!” Bird went to the easel and took down

the tractor adverti

cnts. Pinning up the phorocopics, she

said. “Just think. If the coyote squash hadn'tbeen on the tree we

found in the s pictures.”

hed, youwouldn't have printed off the

Miss Swallow reflected on Hummingbird’s comment.

“You're Lwouldn't know much

ight, Bird. lfitwasn't for the tre

about coyole squash.” She glanced at her stack of notes. “Maybe
nothing at all.” Hearingalittle stir in the crowd, she turned and
looked toward the tent entrance. The Sorrel family had come in
and was looking around for seats. A volunteer indicated three
metal chairs at the front. Hoke, Melvin, and Jesse headed toward
those seats, while Althea and Chris climbed to the top row of the
bleachers and found an empty space on one end.

Since his 10-day suspension bogan, Chris had been

spendingmostof histime athome. He had focused on his school
assignments and had attended a counseling session his mother

set up with the Tribe's Youth and Family Counseling Program.

Chris had made only brief replies to coun:

clor’s questions, but
had opened up (o his mother when they returned home. For the
[irst time, she really listened to his complaints about Melvin
and Jesse. Tn the days since then, things had been more relaxed
between Chris and his mother. She had even stood up to his

2.
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Vibrate: 1o move side (o side or back and forth rapidly.
Vigilant: alert to signs of danger.

Vivacious: full of lifc-and good spirits.

Volunicer: a person who docs a job without pay.
Voracious: having a huge appetite.

Valnerability: being defenseless or weak: capable of being physically or
cmotionally wounded.

W

Warble: to sing or speak in a high voice as if onc were singing.
The Weave: a hasketball mancuver that involves players moving down
the court in a “weaving” pattern.

Were-dog: a play on the term “were-woll” meaning a person who turns
intoa wolf. Tn this

. the term is jokingly applied o Simon who
barks like a dog when he coughs. Ile is, therefore, a “were-dog.”

Wail: 0 cry outin a sad way.
Whammy: a spell or chiarm.

Wheered (to wheese): to breathe with ditficulty especially with a
whistling sommd

Whine: to make a shrill troubled ery or a similar sound.

Wily: full of deceit: tricky.

Witnessed (o wilness): to obscrves to be able to tell others what
was scon.

World weary: being tired or led-up with a situation.

Wormhole: a (unnel connecting points that are widely separated in
space and time.

Wreckage: the remains [rom something that has been destroyed.
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Chapter 28

The

Nt wnderstanding. the b siaod wp and sl offhis schal
coach took i and hung i ip on @ caaé rack in the namase kallway.

Harvest Time

Chris sat slumped on a couch outside the coach’s office. He

was

njoying himself. He'd come up with some great schemes
for getting even with Dumptruck and Tater Tot. Chewing at a
nail, he smiled when he thought about what Melvin and Jesse
had in store for them. Conlident that his stepbrothers were the
ultimate weapon, Chris hoasted to himself, “They're gonnawish
they'd never heen born.” When he heard Coach Brown coming
down the hall, he straightened up. Chris had rehearsed several
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Chapter 3

Suddents. am ncomming bal of il flashed berween Arianna and Simon's heads,

Soap Bombs and Burgers

Hummingbird nervously cluiched the note that Mr. Pence had
. She
ran o the 7th grade wing, and then walked rapidly Lo her locker,

written to explain her late arrival to her grd period cla

avoiding the stares of the few students in the hallway. Releasing
the combination lock, she jerked open the locker door and
crammed in her science book. Fretring about the quiz she was
missing, she tugged at the blue spine of her history book—too
forcefully. The book and a pile of papers spewed from the locker
and scattered on the floor.
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When Hummingbird's bus fmally pulled in, the girls ram

1o the curb. As the kids unloaded, they could hear the name

Arianna” and the word “pump” being repeated over and over
amidst the usual chatter. Bird and Arianna were the last 10
gel off the bus. Oddly, a muffled dinging sound seemed 1o be
emanating from inside Arianna’s pocket.

“What's that noise? A cell phone?” Star asked.

“No,” Arianna said wearilyas if she had already explained it

athousand times. “It’s my insulin pump. | have type 1 diabetes.
The alarm went off and T can’t make it stop. It means T have a
low battery.”

Sammic said, “Oh, your insulin pump,” like she knew wha
onewas.

“Come on,” Bird said to Arianna. “TLet’s go to the ollice
and call Mom. She'll bring over a new battery.” Looking at their
welcoming committee. Bird asked, “Were you waiting for us?”

“Uh, yeah,” said Sammie. “We'll go with you. We've got
something to ask you.”

The girls hurried to the office accompanied by the nonstop
complaining of the pump alarm. Fortunately the office phone

wasn't in use. Bird called her mother. Darlene said she would
be ar the school in a few minutes, Bird explained Arianna’s
situation to Miss Shicld, and they took a seat in the waiting
area. Reluctantly, Litlle Deb and Star said they had to get 10
homeroom, but Sammic didn't scem to be in a hurry. She
leaned over and said something that Arianna couldn't hear.

Hummingbird turned and looked at Sammie, her mouth open.
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Batmier: warmer: gendly soothing.

Banne:

long sign made of dloh or puper: u flag.

Barometrie pressure: the measure of the weight of the atmosphere
above s,

Beaker: a decp glass with a wide mouth and ulip for pouring.

Beaming (toheam): to be full of joy.

Bed head: a hair [ashion in which the hair is untidy: hair that is messed
up alter slecping,

Behemoth: something of monstrous sizc, power. or appearance

Beld]

: 1o expel air suddenly from the stomach; a burp.
Bevy: a group of animals and especially quails.

Billaws a rolling mass (us of flame or smoke) that resenib]
high wave.

Bin:a box or barrel nsed for storage or to hold something
(like garbage).

Binaculars: un optical device:

h as a pair o field glasses o see
distant objeets.

Bizarre: odd: out of the ordinary

Bleachers:

stand of benches arranged like steps.
Bleakness: lack of life, warmth. or kindliness,

Bleated ((o bleat):
Blind: an objcct behind which onc can hide.

0 make a sound like a shecp.

Blissfully: in an extremely happy manner.

Blaad ghicese meters :m electronic device to measure the blood
glucose level.

Blassomring (to Blassom): to niake an appearance: become evident;
come forth.

Blurted (to Blurt): to say something suddenly and withont thinking

Boasted (o hoast): to speak with excessive pride
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Offering some facrful comments to calm the situation,

the principal quickly realized he was talking into dead air. Mr.
Sorrel had hung up on him. Deeply dismayed, Mr. Berry hit the
“off" button on his phone. Frowning. he made a mental note to
tell Ms. Shield to add another agenda item to lomorrow’s stall
meeting: how 1o engage parents of students who bully.

The angry words, however, had a very different effect on
another listener. Having eavesdropped on the phane call, Chris

static! This was the first time the old man had

was positi
ever shown any interest in him, Whether Hoke Sorrel really
ents didu't really matrer to

cared about his stepson’s ach

Chris. It was the atiention that the boy craved. Even Melvin and

Je

siving him “high fives!
Over the next few days, Chris became convinced that life

couldn’t get any better. His family was backing him up against
the teachers and kids like Hummingbird. And they were proud
ol his trophy, too. His mom, Althea, even put it on the shell
next o the plaque that recognized her mail-order business
as “Tribal Enterprise of the Year” Not so strangely, the Sorrel
family’s refusal to recognize Chris’s had behavior acmally
resulted in a break for the tormented at Thunder Rock Middle
School. Chris was just feeling too good to worry about heing top
dog. The bullying died down considerably, even though Chris
and his cronies were by no means the only trouble-makers al

the school.

In fact, the whole school took a breather. Without
distractions, Mr. Berry and the teachers were able to complete
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“Yeah, maybe.”

The two reluetant vandals saw Chris up ahead. standing
beside the garden gate. He waited for them to catch up. “Okay,
there's a bunch of super-stinky plants in there. Some kind of
really big squash or gourd. We're going to [ind every one and
beat 'em 1o a pulp. Gor it?”

Freddie stood up on his toes, trying to see over the fence.
“Yeah, T guess. What's Melvin doing at that shed?”

Chris laughed, “Don’t ask.” Just then, the boys heard the

sound of shattering glass and hanging meral.

lreddie asl

d anyway, “That must he

ignored him. He was squirtingatube of whie cream on his face.

“What are you doing that for?” Dumptruck wanted to know.

Rolling down his sleeves, Chris smirked. “Don’t worry
about it. Come on.”

The hoys followed Chris into the garden. It wasn't hard 1o
spot the squashes. Overnight they had continued to grow. Fach
one mist have weighed 300 pounds. Chris began pounding on
one that was growing near the gate. Irs shell was immature and
still tender. Yellow flesh, seeds, and liquid sprayed from the
gigantic wounds that Chris inllicted on the young behemoth.

Dumptruck and Freddie followed Chris's example. Over

the next thirty minutes, they batrered, hammered, and crushed.
Occasionally they heard loud thumping and what sounded like
splintering wood coming from the shed.

When they had finished liquelying the squashes, Melvin
joined them to complete the job. Holding up an ax he found in

the shed, he said, “Okay. who wants to chop up the vines?"
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“Look,” Arianna said, “the roots burst out of the fiber
pots. I guess we'lhave to plant them in the garden. They'retoo

big for the cold [rame

The girls found several cardboard boxes that they used to
haul the plants outside. Then. Hlummingbird got the shovel
that Aunt Chick donated. She dug out four parallel rows in a far

corner of the garden. As Bird dug, Arianna followed. in

erling
the plants at eighteen inch intervals and giving each a good
drink of water. She had to pull apart the roots of some of the
plants—they were so entangled. Arianna could have sworn the

roots tightened up and actually resisted her tugging.

After they were finished, the girls stood back and admired
their work. Realizing that they had forgotten something,
Arianna picked up a pot that had torn away from one of the
seedlings. Looking at it, she asked, “Which are the cabbages?
And which are the carrots and rurnips?”

“I don't know!” Hummingbird giggled. “T forgot to label
the pots. I guess I'm not a very good scientist.”

Hummingbird was right. She hadn'l been thinking
scientifically. And she wasn't (hinking that way now. A good

obscrver would have noticed that the leave

s on the plants wi

identical. But it would have made no difference if Bird had puta
billboard in cach pot that read “cabbage.” “turnip,” or “carror.”
They were all “coyotes” now.
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He
“Hey, Took, the weather’s not on. I didn't think she waiched

aid,

aring the unusual sound of a laugh track from the TV, b

Cilligan's Island.”

ANl regular visitors 1o Rain's house knew that his great-
grandmother was an avid watcher of the Weather Channel.
Grandmasaid thatas she’d gotolder she'd learned the difference
herweenthethings she could do somethingabout—and thethings
she couldn’t. She said that wisdom lay somewhere between
the
sweather—the biggest reality show on TV—but they could learn to

uldn't control the

wo. Granma liked to say that people

recognize storm sign and ro make themselves ready. She
much for fatalism.

Rain came in and joined Simon on the loor. “Mom's
supper looks great. We're having chicken & wild rice soup. It's
got carrots, celery and onions in it. And Mon's made her baking
powder biseuits.”

Boomer's voice awakened Cranma Irom one of her little
snoozes. “Oh. it's you boys.” she smiled. “I must have dozed
off." She fished around in her chair for the TV remote. “Rain,
where's that clicker gone? How'd that show get on?”

“Here it is, Granma. On the [loor.”

“Switch it over to the local weather, honey. T want 1o see

what tomorrow looks like. L gor a big day. Joc’s coming by to take

me to the Senior Center.

“What's going on over there, Granma?” Rain asked.

Before answering, Granma pulled her sweater around her
Liny, thin shoulders. “Well, us old lolks are planning our own.
booth at the pow-wow. We're meeting to come up with ideas for
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J

Jitters: a feeling of extreme nervonsness.

Jubilanly: expre

ng great joy.

Juvenile: a young person, animal. or plan.

K

Kernels the inner softer part of a seed, fruit stone, or .

Kits: the young of rabbits, badgers. beavers, lerrets, foxes, minks.
polecats, raccoons, skumks & squirrels.

L

Lab bench: a workbench in a laboratory.

Laboriously: working in a hard manmer: laking a long lime lo
do something.

Land stewardship: the responsible planning, management, and
restoration of resources that are found o the land such as soil.
plants, and minerals

Latex: the substanee that is tapped [rom rubber trecs: also a mixture of
water and fine particles of rubber.

Lattice: a framework of brick or wood that has open spaces

Launching (to launch): to take off with forcc.

Leisurely: unhurried: a ease.

Liberate: (o free or release.

Lobbed (10 lob): to throw something (as a ball) ina highare.

Lobed: deseribinga curved or rounded part of'an object like a leal.

Looscstrife: an herb related 1o primroses that has invaded [armland:
aweed.
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Luckily, Althea picked up Les's call right away. He
briefly what had happened and assured her that her son did
1ot seem to be badly hurt. She said she and her hushand would
come immediately. The early arriving volunteers at the First Aid
station were just as responsive.

Chris was complaining of thirst when Simon's brother
Billy showed up from First Aid. A well-qualified FMT, he gave
Chris some water and checked out his arm for bruising. broken
bone

and compression injury. Thankfully, no damage was

done. Chris could feel and move everything; he had no pain.
Boo also brought Chris a breakfast sandwich, fignring that he
needed some energy alter his ordeal. Chris was eating at the
judgge’s table when his mom arri
down beside him.

“Is your arm all right?”

d. She hurried over and sat

Chris put down the sandwich and wiggled his fingers. “It's
fine, I guess.”

“Do you want to tell me about it?”

Chris had had plenty of time during the long night to figure
out what he wanted to say to his mother. Gradually, his growing

exhaustion had forced all the excuses and lies out of his head.

They took too much energy to thinkup. Instead, his explanation
was short, matter-of-fact—and very truthful. “l damaged
Hummingbird’s Squash so it couldn’t be in the contest. And I

wanred the sceds so we could grow one even bigger. Somothing

happened and T got my arm stuck in it. T was here all night. I
lied about going to Cruiser’s.” In the same emotionless voice,
he continued, “T tried once before to make sure she didn't get
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honking their horns. The more curious turned

CATO; SOTIC W

around and started following. It was 11:00.

By the time that the trailer arrived at Jim Thorpe Road,
Undle Tuther was leading a parade—which made the congested
trallic near the lair grounds even worse. Old Mr. Curley, who
lived in a house next to the industrial park, had been sitting on
his front porch waving at the creeping cars. But when he saw the

approaching trailer, he hollered to his granddaughter: “Suze,
¢! What's that thing?”

Swzanne opened the screen door and looked up the road.

come out hes

Standing on tip-toe, she was barely able to make out the top of

the yellow squash. *It's

uh, one those parade balloons. I think
its Bart Simpson. Granddad.”

As the mysterious yellow ball got closer to the pow-wow
gate, people began to tag along beside the truck. “Say, what is
that? Where'd it come [rom” “Where you taking it?” Uncle
Tuther leaned out the cab window and pointed to Nadine’s car:
“Belongs to a kid named Humminghird. Tt’s a squash. Gonna
enter it in the big pumpkin comperition.”

The word began to spread along the road. Melyin and Jesse,
Chris

from the fair grounds when they heard the hubbub. Mildly

s brothers, had been hanging out at the gas station across

curious, Melvin moseyed over to a bunch of rubber-neckers.

“What's going on?"

“Somehody says a truck down there is hauling the bigge:

pumpkin you ever saw. They're gonna enter it in the contest.
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Arianna ated,

d at Boomer like hewas insane. Exasp

she furiously started brushing the dirt ofTher jacket. That's when
she saw the rip. Her new jacket was ruined. Counting to ten,
Ariannaclosed her eyes. "I knew Ishould have changed clothes.”

Hummingbird started to explain, but Arianna cut her off.
“Theres something going on here you haven't been telling me.”
Arianna gestured wildly around the garden. “Coyotes jumping
out of giant green things! Bur...bur...burping and...” Arianna
took a deep breath and stopped stammering. Glaring at her
friends, she added quietly, “And they don’t walk around on two
legs, either”

With all the dignity she could muster, Arianna found her

shoes and stomped off. She hollere
going to [ind out what going on and I know who's going to tell
me! Rain that Dances!”

Boomer and Hummingbird followed her—at a distance.
When they rounded a slight bend in the road. they saw Arianna,
hands on hips, standing in front of two very startled young men.

Puzzled, Simon said, “Hi, Arianna, we were just coming
over to the garden.”

“Well, someone already beat you to it. Like a coyote that
stands up like a man? Sound familiar?”

Rain glanced at Simon. “A coyote, huh?”

“Do you want to tell me about i1?”

Rain nodded. “Sure. Arianna. We should have told you
before.” When Boomer and Hummingbird caught up, he added,
“Come on. Tet’s sit down. I's kind of along story.”
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Miss Swallow...leaned in o look at:a spray of bumpy spikes

growing from a long leaved grass on a lower limb of the tree. “Oh

my...| don't believe it!”
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Her two best fri

o

1ds meant to change that. They hurrie
find out what had scared her.

“So, what's going on with Chris Sorrel?” Rain asked.

“Who's Chris?” Arianna wanted to know. Being new 1o
the reservation, she didn’t know all the kids at Thunder Rock
Middle School.

Unfortunately, the answers to both questions would have
t0 he postponed. Being a gitl with lots of friends, it was no
thatoth

surpris

kids would want totalk to Hummingbird, too.
Sammie, Star, and Little Deb (everyone called her that because

her mom's name was Big Deb) wes

: suddenly swarming around

Bird like inquisitive bees. They were nosy. Lo be sure, but they

were supportive, too.

“Are you okay?” Star asked. “That foam stuff didn't get on
you, did it?”

“I told you it didn't get on her, Star. I was there!” Sammie
said impatiently. To prove it, she reached for her back pack. She
fished out her cell phone, bursting o show everyone a photo she
took of the ‘elephant’s toothpaste.” Pushing the photo in front of
Hummingbird’s face, Sammie insisted that she appreciate the
catastrophe. “Look. look at that, Bird! It just went whoosh.”

Reluctantly, Hummingbird glanced at the photo. “Yeah,
that’s what it looked like all right...”

Sammic passed around the phone. Uniil Arianna saw

the size of the foam bomb, she didn't realize how big it really
was. When it was Rain’s turn, he stared at the pholo so long

that Sammie had 1o ask for the phone back. The girls couldn't
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After loading the trunk with garden tools, Hummingbird
enjoyed the short drive lo Aunt Chick's. The road passed by
green and yellow fields, edged by siands of red cedars and
Dlack locust trees. Hummingbird loved the eastern part of the
reservation. Her family had ranched and done truck farming on
this land for over a hundred years.

Bird spotted Aunt Chick sitting in the backyard when they
drove up. She jumped out of the car, eager to recruit her aunt

into the e with a shove

giant plan.” Lo

ving Arianna to wre:

that had wedged in the trunk, Hammingbird grabbed a hoe and
Darle:
a box of flower bulbs. Hummingbird was pleased 1o scc her

charged to the b of the house,

o followed, carrying

s old metal lawn chairs. Good,

mother sit down in one of Chic

she thought, we can talk before we get to work.

Thistle was snoozing in her nest when the chatlering of
Tuman voices woke her. She had extremely sensitive hearing,
although her ears drooped down instead of standing erect like a
wild rabbit. This odd transformarion had occurred many, many
years ago when she had abandoned her homeland to follow the

ribes to the west during the Grear Removal. Since that time

¢ had lived in many places and near many nations. Once a

tamily, she had abandoned their

member of a powertul trickstes

wily and joking ways. Now she was proud to live as an animal
helper—mostly to children.

Yawning, Thistle sat up. She began “nose blinking,” that
funny wiggling of the nose that everyone imitates when they
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“Sorry to in

upt, guys, but supper is in ten minud

We're having Granma’s venison and corn stew.” Doing a double
take at Tarry who had taken o[l his shirt, she cried, “Wow! You're
set ofl
his red hair rather nicely. He mumbled, *Thanks,” and smiled.

gelting ripped!” Larry’s blush, the color of strawberries

When Roberta left to round up Margie and the twins. Rain
said. “Seriously. guys, people are going to start noticing. You
were just lucky you had health class instead of P.E. this quarter.

If's time to cover up if you domt want Chris o figure our you’

up to something.”

Walte
hoodie I canwear. ButIdon't think we ean fool him mu
We're
something’s going down.”

replied, “1 got some loose jeans and a real baggy

hlonger.

wvoiding him and he wants us to do stutf. L

| figure out

Suddenly, Tarry announced. “One of my aunts gave me this
dorky fleece sweater lor Christmas.” Quiekly Lrying Lo erase the
“huh?" look on Rain's [ace, he explained. “Ub, youknow. under
ajacket it would puff me out—cover up the bod?”

Politely, Rain said, “Sure, Larry. thard work." But Rain
was now curious about how the guys were avoiding Chris. *So,
Walter. what does he think you're doing every afternoon?”

“T've told him T've got detention and stuff. and uh. I told
one of his stuck-up friends that my mom said | gotta look after
mylittlebrotherafierschool. 1 figured it would get back 1o him.”

Larry had Laid some false trails, too. *Lspread it around that

we signed up for Lutoring. But who would believe we'd do that?”
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Raintold Ariannaabout th

howedupatanold
iree stump near Salt Lick Cireek. “T was lishing that afternoon.
Tlooked over at the old tree stump and there he was. He looked
kinda bummed out. T thought there was something wrong—so
T went over and looked at him up close. That's when he started
—like
people were just sitting around and kids were playing indoors

talking to me. He said lots of things had changed on ourr

too much and eating junk food. All that inactivity can make
L He
said we needed to go hack to our traditions—eating the food our
did. Then,

he said he had to go, but he would be back the next day to tell me

people

nhealthy maybe ¢

n got sick with type 2 diabe

ancestors ate and working and playing the way the

more stutf. That’s when | brought Boomer with me.

“Oh, man,” Boomer said, “I remember it like it was
yesterday. His wings were so huge! He started right off telling
us o get moving—so we were running around and leaping and
jumping all over the place! Remember that, RD?"

Rain laughed. “Oh, yeah. We went totally bonkers.”

“But it made him really happy.” Boomer went on. “Then
he tanght s a song about maving our bodies and played a game
with us.”

“Didn’t you think a talking eagle was a little strange?”
Arianna said.

“Not really,” Rain answered. “Maybe because we were litile,
it just seemed normal”

“The next day,” Hummingbird said, “Rain brought Simon
and me to meet the eagle. He invited this rabbit to talk to us.
She was really cute with these big floppy ears. Mostly, she gave
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Rain int He's come back for

Sky Heart was circling over the truck. Boo started up the
engine and continued up the road. Then, Rain saw the eagle
perched in a tree next to a fire road that led into denser tree
cover. As directed, Boo bumped off onto the unpaved gravel
road and drove slowly. Rain couldn't see the eagle now. but
everybody could hear him calling. They kept driving. Suddenly,
Boojammed on the hrakes. The eagle was standingin the middle
of the road.

Everybody got out of the truck, The bird flapped over to a

‘med to be thinner

¢ about 20 yards to their left. The tr

in that direetion. Arianna walked to the side of the road and

pe
over there.”

growth. “l think there’s a cle

d through the inde

ring

Boomer started running toward the clearing and
disappeared into the trees. Within seconds, the shockwave hit.
“HEY!'YOU'RF NOT COINC TO BELIEVE THIS!!”

Booand the kidstook off. When they caughtup with Boomer
he was pointing toward a huge mass of tangled triangular leaves
thatentirely filled the highland clearing. “Tt's justlike the garden
at Aunt Chick’s, but bigger than....L ean sce this big...maybe it's
a...giant, uh...” He didn't need to point— everyone could see
it!

1 was the top of a golden dome that s

cmed to be [loating
on the surrounding greenery. Reflecting rays of late afiernoon
sun, the perfectly round object glowed against a background of
cascadingleaves, waving tendrils, and ornate curlicues of yellow
uwbular flowers that drooped dreamily into the green lushness.
Tt was exotic and beautiful!
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1. Aft
the door closed behind his two [riends, he stepped closer 1o

Boomer and Simon ran past Chris, but Rain linger

Chris. Quietly but firmly, he said, “We know you wrote that
stull about Miss Swallow and Mr. Pence on Hummingbird’s
test, Chris,

Chris eyes flew open. He was surprised that his role in

Hummingbird's harassment had been so easily detected. Not
only had the Veggie Crowd laughed at him, they were way too

sharp. Pointinga finger at Rain, Chris said ina barely controlled

voice, “Tf T catch that little runt Simon by himself. he's gonna

wish he ne ame back to this rez—or

¢ knew you guys.

Then he turned quickly and siormed down the walkway.
Rain was shocked. In just a fow minutes, Chris had gone
from silly insults to real threats. Rain had always thought of
Chris as just that stuck-up guy who lorded it over other kids.
Now he wasu't so sure. He seemed like he really wanted to hurt
somebody—namely Hummingbird and Simon. But why?

As Rain hurried past Dumptruck. he gave the big 8th grader
asearching look that said ‘What's with you?’ Big D turned away
confused and not alittle scared. He and Tater had backed out on
Chris, He dreaded the conscquences. Dumptruck knew he had
1o find Tater Tot before Chris did.
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fixed it s

“But RD!” Humminghird

it Tooks like there never was a garden! How do we say Chris
destroyed something that was never there?” Hummingbird was
justbeginning to appreciate how tricky the coyote really was. He
sure made it hard liguring out the right thing to do.

Boomer, bay of a thousand defenses and brilliant appeals
(usually made to his mother) put on his best lawyer face. Hands
behind his hack, he began to walk back and forth, pretending
to be in deep thought. (Boom watched lots of old Perry Mason
reruns on TV Land and Judge Judy, too.) He halted dramatically.
“Le
be reporied. And it has been. Dumptruck reported his bullying

s forgget Chris—for now. So, Mr. Berry says bullying should

to us. End of story. Besides, we accept his apology for all the

crummy things he did, don't we?”

Achorus of “yeses” answered his question.

Simon wasn't giving up. “Tstill think Dumptruck should do
more than just say he's sorry.”

Tarningtothe girls, Boomer said, “You planted the garden.
And he did the ‘ding-ding’ thing on you, Arianna. So, how does
e make itup to you?”

Hummingbird didn’t  hesitare.  “That's Just
stop bullying.”
“And be real friendsif that's what they want o be.

Arianna added.

Boomer shrugged at Simon: *1 rest my case
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“What do you want her to do? Besides, you did that “ding

ding” thing on her.”
“Well, you did it too! Anyway..I want her to gel
Hummingbird to talk to me.”
Tater's mouth fell open. *You're not gonna tell Bird what
you did. are you?”

“Yeah, I am. I know it’s cra,

Tater Tot thought about it, but only for a second. “Well,

okay. | guoss we're both crazy. | don’t wanna take orders from

Chris anymore, either. T'll find Arianna.”
The

Dumptruck pointed to the window. “Hey, look, Tater.

sun’s out.”

Ti Tater Tot had gone looking for Arianna when the storm
hit, he would have found her in Miss Swallow’s room—with

Hummingbird. When the lights went out, Miss Swallow told

everyone to just sit tight. Going on with husiness as usual, she
called the roll and [illed out the absentee slips. Writing in the
darkwasn't easy, but she was reasonably sure she hadn'tbotched
it too badly. Gertain that Hummingbird and Arvianna had come
10 give her an update on their plants, Miss Swallow made her

way toward them in the darkened room. “So, tell me about your

fast growing veggic
When thes

toward the dim outline

girls....how big are they now?

no reply, Miss Swallow strained her ¢

-

of the two girls. *Bird, did you hear me?

Is there something wrong?”
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th alled “Being a
Cood Relative.” Dumptruck and Tater Tot didn't get any new

hool’s anti-bullying policy which they

detentions; and the 6th graders were even leaving school
with a few quarters in their pockets. As for the Veggie Crowd,
Hummingbird's exile ended and Simon's heels were not trod
upon, The “insulin pump incident” also receded, but Arianna
made one request of Boomer—no more “dingfods” please. She'd
been “dinged” enough. The only real moaning was from Rain

and Boomer when the;

pt making mistakes at drum prac

The health messages in Bird's science project gota hearing,

too. Miss Swallow took Bird to pr nt her sei 0

cnee proj

Dr. Bamsey's [reshman biology class at Medicine Cave Tribal
College.
front row seats. Fven Mr. Pence atiended. Dr. Bamsey said

Tom, Darlene, Aunt Chick, Arianna, and Simon had

her project was very important to the Tribal Food Sovereignty
Program; he would make sure that her findings about land
stewardship were leatured in the College’s newsletter. Tt was a

nice moment for Humminghird and her father.

As for the "Giant Plan” Hummingbird was moving ahcad.

Her imagination was fired up! Hummingbird couldn’t wait to

getthe garden going. Arianna was the hatshe was

making plans.

“What are you reading?

“One of Aunt Chick’s garden catalogs. I didn’t know

there were so many varielies of giant veggies.” Banging the






OEBPS/Images/ebhummingbirdsquash-000196.jpg
Chris pointed at Dumprruck, “He does.”

Panting and wiping sweal off his forehead, Dumptruck

reached for the ax. “Okay. give it o me."

“Say, please,” Melvin grinned.

Dumptruck gritted his teeth. *Please.”

The bigger boy shoved the ax at him. Dumptruck glanced
away and started chopping at the vines with a vengeance. He
didn’t want Melvin to see the tears of humiliation in his eyes.
‘Then, Chris, Melvin and Freddie provided the final insult by
stomping the leaves into the ground. An appalling stench rose
from the erushed greenery. It grabbed the back of the throat like
something dead.

Dumptruck was still hacking at a couple of vines when
he realized that the others had stopped. He looked up. “Are
we done?”

Melvin laughed. “Yeah, were done. Hummingbird's

squashes won't be winning any ribbons this year!” The brothers

gave each other a fist bump. Tt was a great day for bullies.

The boys rounded up their baseball bats and headed back to
Melvin's truck. Dumptruck tramped along with his head down.
e said nothing, but his mind and spirit were anything but
quiet. Riding in the back of Melvin's pick-up, he realized that
something important had happened back there in the garden,
A metamorphosis had begun. He didn't really undersiand how
he had b

want 10 be one anymore.

ome a toadie, but he was sure of one thing. He didn't
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X

ylem: tubes in plants that transport water.

Y

Yelped (o yelp): 10 cry oul suddenly in a high voice

Yielded (to yield): (o give in 1o the wishes of another.

L

Zoomed (to z00m): (o rush or move quickly; 1o focus on an object with
a computer, microscope or camera with the intent of calarging or
minimizing it in size (as in “zoom oul” or “zoom in").
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class. Then s|

wig rows up and down as if to say.

Hang on. This is going (o be fun!

“Hal She can’t resist. She can't. It's too tempting. Shes
going to do it!" His eyes gleaming, Coyote flashed a look at Sky
Heart, “Tell Thistle shat you see, Eagle.”

Sky Heart turned his head and focused his extra

ordinary
vision through the classroom window. *T see Humminghird
standing in front of a classtoom.” Lookingat b
. He
spunky little six-year-old. Yo

now, so grown

membe

d this pretty Indian
. he thoughr,
had talked to
the Rain that Dances, Hummingbird, Boomer and Simon at the

‘Animals of Stori

old tree stump. Talking to humans was something rarely done
these days, but the message was too important to ignore. The
people had to start eating healthier...and moving their bodies.
He, Thistle, and Coyote had decided that the children were
the answer—the answer to helping their families and friends

pr

€

ent type 2 diabetes.
Coyote interrupted the eagle’s thoughts. “Yes.” the trickster

chuckled, “Little Hummingbird is indeed who you sc

Alarm

od that Coyote was up to somerhing, Thistle asked,
“Whar is she doing Sky Hearr?”
“She’s holding a bottle over a tall glass tube

“Yes, heeeee-heeeee. Whahhh! Haaa! Here it comes...here

itcomes!!!






OEBPS/Images/ebhummingbirdsquash-000282.jpg
that he'd before. He had no reason to

“lin d on to

think they wouldn't work on the coach, too.
Coach Brown walked by Chris, ignoring him. He shut his

doorand called Chris's mother. The conversation was short, but

hismomunderstood thatthis wasvery serious. She told the coach
she was worried about her son. She promised that the family
wouldn't shrug off the school the way they did the last time. The
coach's mext call was to Mr. Berry. He gave a short summary of

the situation and said he would come by the otfice shortly.

Coach Brown stepped outside his office. To Chris he said

quictly, “Chris, give me your school jacker, please.”
Not understanding, the boy stood up and slipped off his
jacker. The

narrow hallway.

coach took it and hung it up on a coat rack in the

Chriseagerly opened his mouth, ready toletfly witha variely
pack of prepared excuses and scams: “Nobody undersiands me,
but T can trust you, Coach Brown;” “T'm just studying so hard
that T'm tired and strung out;” and a new one he thought was

brilliant, * think I'm going through puberty.”
The coach just walked past him. “Go home, Chris.”

Coach Brown walked unhurri

dly to Mr. Berry's offic
. a group of sixth graders and their pare
Mr. Berry ope
chers. To the t

When he got the ts

ed his door
chers he
said, “T think this shows just how important hystanders are in

were just filing out of the office

and ushe:

ed out two sixth-grade

preventingbullying. I'm proud of you. You handled it just right.”
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stepdad when Melvin started hassling him for gerting kicked

out of school. That was a [

Chris watched Hummingbird helping Miss Swallow. He
wasn'Lvery interesied in what his sell- perceived rival was doing.
Fven when the judges entered the tent, he merely glanced at
them with indifference. He already knew how this debate was
going to turn out.

Les Johnson, the contest coordinator, made his way to the

judge’s table. He laid out a set of folders at ¢

ch judge’s plac

containing the registration forms for the contest entries, the

Sorrel’s complaint, and a copy of th
Federation (IPF) manual. He
the

Fddy. She was a well-known gardener on the reservation. Dave

: International Pumpkin

hecked the mierophones on

able, and then pulled out a chair for the

nior judge. Liva

Corn (Mrs. Corn's husband), [amous for his prize-winning pie
pumpkins, seated himsell next to Fva. The last judge was Mike
Cood Face, a respected referee in the junior division at local
Golden Gloves houts. Mike had a reputation for being a fair
man; everybody trusted his rulings.

Looking around the tenr, Hummingbird saw that it had
: chief, Willard Fox Chief,
was one of the last people to squeeze in. He was escorting Rain's

just abour reached capacity. The polic

great-grandmother (who was also Willard’s great-aunt) to some
lawn chairs that had been set up for elders. Granma Hetlie sat
down and waved at Bird, mouthing, *Good luck " Hummingbird
waved back and quicKly linished tacking up a hand-drawn chart
Miss Swallow gave her. Then, passing on the “good luck” wish to
her favorite teacher. she hurried 1o join her family and friends.

)
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understood. As he patiently waited for the one who would ent

his weh-like maze, he crooned a song a spider had taught him
found. round—loop and twist (sticky-sticky)
32

Round, round - warp and weave (sticky-sti
Round. round—irap and urick (sticky-sticky)

Presently, a car drove up and stopped. A boy and girl got
out from the backseat and waved to the teacher who had given
them a lifr. Coyote grinned. He picked up the hinoculars and
hegan to ohserve.

Chris set a fast pace To his house, leaving Mindy Two

Hors
slightly, Mindy tried to make conversation. “That was nice of

s on the road. She hurried to catch up with him. Puffing

Mr. Braun fo give us a ride.” Chris didn't say anything, so she

tried again. “Gee, Chris, none of the other guys at the carwash

raised as much moncy for the newspaper as you did. Youre sure
1o get editor.” She glanced at him to see if he appreciated the
flattery she'd been heaping on him all afternoon. Unfortunately,
apreoceupied smile on his face (old her thathe wasn't listening.
Mindy thought, Okay, time (o be shameless. “Oh, Chuis, T can't
wait to see your science project! Thanks for showing it to me. T
know youllwin first prize.”

“What? Oh, yeah. T plan on it. Yowll be impressed by my

exhibit. ['ve got it sel
Mindy smiled. Success! She liked Chris’s “bad boy” image.

He was always full of surpris

up in Mom's workroom.”

s and ne

cr boring. Nobody kne

him like Mindy. He had everybody snowed - he teachers most

of all. Chris was always

so polite, but she kne
control him, His favorite saying was, “nobody tells me what 1o
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Just then, Rain and Simon wall into the otfice. Simon

nudged Rainand pointedat the girls. Surprised, Rain whispered,

“What are you guys doing here?” But before anybody could
say anything, the secretary announced the boys' arrival, Rain
shrugged his shoulders as he and Simon were herded into the
principal’s inner sancrum.

The soft ‘ding-ding’ of the pump filled the silence. Finally,
Arianna asked quietly, “Are they in trouble?”

A bewilde
Sammie rell it
she had b

rescue from the fossil poacher.

ed look on her . Hummingbird said. “Let

Sammie started re-hashing every bit of rumor

rd. Most of it was about Rain faking Granma Hettic

Avianna quickly gor fed up with all the baloney. “Just stop,

Sammie! None of that is true. T was at the house. The fossil

poacher tied up Aunt Sissy and ook Granma Hettie. Margie, his
little sister, saw everything.”

Hummingbird was about to add her two cents when Chris
Sorrel walked in. He gave the girls a dismissive look as he
sauntered up to the counter. Plopping two extension cords on
top of the "IN box, he said to the student office aide, “Floyd

said they don't need the

in the gym. They got enough.” Chris
leaned against the counter, and coolly re-directed his attention
t0 Arianna. “Why don’t you answer that call?”

“It's not a ring tone, Chris” Sammic answered self-
importantly. “It's the alarm on her insulin pump, if youd like
1o know!”

Chris pretended to ignore her reply. Smiling, he said,
“Sammie, did youtell them about my awesome science exhibit?”
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At supper. Hummingbird and Arianna could talk of
nothing but their precocious seedlings. Tom and Darlene
were glad to see Hummingbird so happy: but Dale and Richard
were especially relieved. She had been no fun ar all since the
‘elephant’s toothpaste” episode.

Looking around the table at her family, Bird said, “T just

knew we could grow giani vegetable:
“I got 1o give il 1o you girls,” Tom said, smiling. "It sounds

like you've found the magic formula,
“Right, Dad! We don't need those old seeds of yours
anymore. They ll never be able to produce as much food as my
giant vegetables!”
Talking around a spoontul of carrots and

ery. Dale said,
“If they grow as fast as you say, you could grow a pumpkin and
enter it in the contest at the [Tarvest Pow-Wow."

“Oh, my gosh, we could! A pumpkin! Arianna, wait 'til the

guys hear about this!”

Reaching for another helping of Darlene’s delicious
chicken chili, Hummingbird's father smiled and said, “Well, if
you don’t mind, Birdie, I think I'll hold onto those old Native
s for a little while longer. You don’t know how nutritious

s

your giant vegetables will be or even if they'll taste very good.
Right now. I'd say just be proud of your scicnee project. That's
gonna help us work out the best way to improve the buffalo
pasture.”

But ummingbird wasn't listening. She was just thinking
about that big blue ribbon.
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huge fruits and v

s that will provide abundant food to
everyone. Abit [ull of hersell. she believes that her “glants™ will
She is
unaware, however, that Coyote is playing Lricks that will teach

make Native seeds and growing methods unnecessar

her and her [riends about the history and wisdom of the foods
their ancestors grew. His schemes also bring them into conflict
with a school bully who has other plans for their giant garden.
However, with help from Sky Heart, Thistle, the teachers at
Thunder Rock Middle Sehool, and their favorite store owner

Boo. they find ways o prevent bullying and restore harmony

o their s

hool. By the way, you might like to know that in this
story, Coyole performs the biggest trick (it is g feet tall) and

oldest trick (about 4.3 billion years old) that he ¢

One of them is so spectacular (and traditional), the trickster
even makes Miss Swallow, the science teacher, lose her cool!

To help you imagine new characters and events in the ook,
Patrick Rolo returns as our illustrator. He brings Coyote’s tricks
1o life, and draws a terrific hasketball game—mot to mention a
flying hamburger bomb that is pretty funny. Patrick has also
updated the map of the town of Thunder Rock—just so you will
know where you are.

On behalf of the author, Terry Lofton, and all the people
at the Native Diabetes Wellne:
enjoy Humminghirds Squash. If there are some words or terms

s Program, we hope that you

you don't understand. we have included a glossary at the back
of the book. Don’t let a word stump you, just look it up and
keep reading!

()
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stay longg—they were on the yearbook staff and had to turn in
assignments 1o Mr. Braun for this afternoon’s meeting of The
Flash. Star had drawn a new design of the yearbook logo—a
Thunderbird with zigzag lightning coming from his beak. She
thought it Tooked very “flashy.”

Before they left, Little Deb tried to he reassuring. “Don’t
worry Bird, everything will turn out okay. Mr. Pence really likes
you.” A believer in the wonders of cosmetics, Deb dug out some
blush from the hottom of her purse and gave Hummingbird's
cheeks a couple of pink swipes. She smiled, “You needed a little
color.”

Sammic agreed, “Yeah, that looks betier.” Looking ai the
¥
alitile joke, she added. “Don’t worry about the piclure, we won't

time on her cell phone, Sammic said,

, gortarun.” Making

put it in the yearbook!”
Suddenly, Rain said. “Hold up a second, Sammie, T want to
give you my mom's email.” He scribbled the address on a scrap
of paper and handed itto her. “Unm...send me the picrure of the
‘elephant's toothpaste. okay?"
Waving “bye,” Sammie said. “Okay. No problem.”

Humminghird g

¢ Rain a funny look. He fust shrugged.
“We might as well keep a picture of the explosion. Tt is prerty
amazing.”

Eager to pick up where they left off, Arianna repeated her

ion. “So who is Chris Sorr

Just then there was a commotion on the other side of the
courtyard. A pickup truck had pulled into the delivery zone
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f s
that people were visiting Aunt Chick. She squeezed [rom her

want to act like a rabbit. Her powertul s nt confirmed

nest enclosure and hopped on lop of the brush pile. From that
perch, she easily identified the visitors. Ah, she thought 1o
hersell, I can do some listening for Sky Heart.

Thistle bounced down the slope of the hill, following
the patches of brushy cover. She halted when she reached a
fence overgrown with wild privet that bordered Aunt Chick’s

backyard. Nestling in the camouflage, Thistle focused on the

human’s conversation.

Aunt Chick liked to b

aring one garden for its “win

beforeshe started

roperly equipy

p and another for a

winter erop. A great believer in electrical tape. glue, and never

\hrowing anything away, she asked Hummingbird 1o repair
some rusting spots on her old wheelbarrow. Pulling off a length
of tape, Humminghird launched her sales pitch. “Aunt Chick,
what do you know about giant vegetables?”

“Nothing much, Bird. Just the giant pumpkins I've seen at

the Harvest Pow-Wow. Thosc are some whoppers, aren't they?”

“Well. we're thinking of growing some. T thought you might
letususcone of Grandpa's old garden plotsmayhe the onewirh
the red fe:

“This isn't the time of the year to start growing a giant

ce around it?”

pumpkin. honey, or any kind of pumpkin. They

harvested now.”
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Lop-sided: leaning (o one side.

Toupe: a hand lens used to magnify small abjects so they can be seen

Low carb: not high in carbohydrates.

Low-down: a slang expression that relors 1o information that cve:

doesn’tknow,
Lurched (o lurch): to roll or tip suddenly.

M

Magnificent: superb: glorious: grand.
Majestic: imposing: spleadid.

Mammoth: cnormous: massive

Maneuvered (to manenver): (o move or manage skillfully.
Mani

the off-white color of envelopes and folders.

Manipulator: a person who acts with the inten lo get (heir way or
to deceive.

Marathon: a very lengthy activity like a long-distance run.

Marine: relating o the sea
Marveled (to marveD): to full with surprisc or astonishment.
Masquerade: pretending to be somconc cls

Matter-of-factl

: being in disguisc.

peaking in a simple and concise way.

Mayonnaise: a dressing consisting chiefly of egg yolk, vegetable oil, and

vinegar or Lemon juice

Meandered (o meander): (o wander without a goal or purpose.
Measly: so small or unimporiant as (0 deserve scorn
Menacingly: in athreatening or sinisterway

Metamorphosis

an extraordinary change in appearance, character,

o circumnstanc

Meteorite: a metcor that reaches the surface of the carth,
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in the pumpkin com +

garden. He smashed their garden shed, 100." Chris laughed a

. L got Melvin to help m

r up h

litdle. “Melvin's real good at smashing.”
Dumblounded, Althea asked. “But why, Chri
Chiris met his mother's eyes directly. “I wanted Dad o win.

That’s all. T thought T could make him care about me. T thought

he might make Melvin and Jesse leave me alone. They hate me

and T hate them..”
Stunned by the bleakn

s of his motive, Althea put her arm.

around her son’s shoulder and hugged him. “We'll work this

out, Chris,” she said quictly. “ls the: you want to

anything else

tell me?”

Chris looked at his mother, desperately wanting to tell
her about the rabbit and coyote. But he was afraid. If he told
his mother he saw a rabbit riding on a coyote's back, she might
(hink he was seeing things. Would that mean he was erazy? The
only other explanation was that the animals were real. What
did that mean? Chris was stuck. He shook his head: “No, mom,
there’s nothing else.”

Althea smiled and said, “Finish your sandwich. T'll
be back.”

Althea found Les Johnson and asked to see the damage. He
s of the attack,

ook her to the squash. Appalled by the violen
Alihea was deeply aflected by the desperation that it revealed.
She murmured. “1should have scen this cominga long time ago.”
“There’s probably going to be a police report,” Tes warned
her gently. “I'm just letting you know. Um, sorry, but T've got 1o
go. We have (o set up the scale for the weigh-off this morning.”
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Melvin didn't believe it. No way. Dad’s pumpkin last y

weighed in al 1,500 pounds. Nobody could grow pumpkins
bigger than Dad! He started jogging toward the truck. As he
came up on the giant squash, he started laughing. People are so
stupid! No pumpkin’s that big. Tt was probably a plastic container
of corn oil or something. Melvin stopped and let the truck catch
up with him. Walking alongside the cab, Melvin sneered, “Hey,
that ain't no pumplkin youre hauling. Mister.”

“Little girl back the

Unele Luther wasn't ¢

s a coyote squash. Some kinda gourd.”
The

cky went out of Melvin, “Whar little girl?”

ame’s Hummingbird. Says she started the squash down
e '
He started running o the farm pavilion where the Sorrel Family

n heraunt’s garden.” Melvin didn't bother to

had just unloaded their pumpkin.

Finally, the parade made it to the gate entrance. Walter
was taking tickets. He had been watching for Hummingbird all
morning. She'd called the night before and told him they had
an entry for the pumpkin competition. Chris hadn’t destroyed
all the giant squashes after all! But now Walter was on pins and

needles. The deadline was 12:00 p.m. and the clockwas ticking.
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Bogus: nol genuine: counterfeit or fake.
Bonkers: crazy: mad
Botany field kil

Botched (1o botch): to make or perform clumsily.

quipment used to explore plant life.

Bounded (to bound): (0 leap forward.
Braced (to brace): (o support against something.
Bravado: false expression of bravery.

Tor restand relicl.

Breather: a break in activi

Bristled (io bristle): to stand stillly on end; to stick up like a bristle (a
stifl hair).

Broke ranks (to break rank): 1o descrt a position; distance onesell from.
abelief held by others.

Brood: a litter or group of olfspring,
Buck up: to pull oncsell together: 1o risc 1o a challenge.

Bucket line: a line of people who are passing objects (like buckets)
Irom oncto the other,

Buckthorn: an ornamental shrub.

Buffed: having excellent physical appearance: Lo be muscular as a result
of bodybuilding.

Bustle: Lo move with energy.

G

Caclding (1o cackle): to langh or chatter noisily.

Camoudlage: to hide or disguisc by appearing to blend in with
onc's surroundings.

Candidate: onc who sceks to be chosen or clecred.

Carhohydrate: a compound (usually represented by sugars. fiber, and
starches) that supplics encrgy to the body. Carbohydrates arc found
in datry producrs, fruits and vegetables. and grains.
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we could rais

making some money for the Joe thinks

money by selling stories. A dollar each. Kinda 1ike folks used 1o

es al [air:

sell k The image of hersell selling kisses tickled
Cranma so much she started laughing at her own joke.

Asalways, her good humor drew the hoys in. Simon thought
the storyrelling was a great idea. Joining Rain on the floor, he
said, “Say, 1 bet people would pay more than a dollar to hear
Delbert's story about the coyote and the cave. Not everybody's
heard it.”

Granma reached over 1o tousle Simon's head. “Just abour
the whole world’s heard about it now, Simon.”

Simon cast his eyes down guiliily. “Yeah, you got kidnapped
bec:
the Great Turtle was in the cave where the coyote took you and

ase of me, Granma Hettie. If | hadn't told ¢

crybody that

yourbrother, Delbert... well, thenVernon Smeed wouldn't have
thought you could show him where the cave was."

“Well, don't you leel bad, Simon. It all turned out for the
best. That fossil poacher got caught and didn't make a cent off
the old turtle. And you were a brave boy—helping Rain to put her
bones back.”

Sitring up in her chair, Granma looked around at cach of
the three twelve year olds. Smiling. she said, “You boys did the

right thing. You're all my heroc

“Granma, um, we need some advice.” Rain said. “About
. There

bully Hummingbird and he was messing with us today, 100. Did

that ‘right thing’ stu a guy at school that's trying to

you ever get bullied at school?”
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triend, Wali
dou't need wioring. My grades have come up sinee we've been

Turning to his b objected proudly, “

doing homework with these guys. Yours, too, Tarry.

Tarry smiled. (He was smiling a lot these days.) “Yeah, just
doing the homework kinda helps.”

Rainheard the scrapingof chairsbeingpulled backfrom the
kitchen table. “Come on, guys, they re gonna start without us.”

Granma was sitting at the table ready to give her blessing

when the boys sat down. Larry took a seat beside Granma and

Walter sat next to Rain. As Roberta pur the big pot of stew on

able, Granma leaned over to Larry. “Rain tells me you
pate when Joe teaches Native language.”

es, maam,” Larry replied. “Not
Tearn the stuff Joe teaches. Anybody can take French or Spanish

o

crybody gets a chas

atschool. But a Tribal language is special. When we move away,
it's a way Il be able to remenmber everybody here.”

Suddenly, T arry realized that the whole table was listening—
including Walter, who had a troubled look on his face. “What do
" he asked.

You know, when my mom gets a joh somewhere clse.”

you mean “when you move away?

Looking back ar Granma, Larry said sheepishly, *L like rying to
learn the language. but T have trouble pronouncing the words.”

Granma smiled at her great-grandson. “Rain, these are
some finc young men you've brought home.” To Larry, she said:
“After we cat, you come with me. 'm goingto teach you to say the
prayer I say every night before we eat. You might not pronounce
all the words just right. But you'Tl remember it for along time—
and know what it means—that’s even more important.”






