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Jacob has been captured by the dreaded Iroquois Indians but, instead of killing him, they adopted him into one of their families to replace a man who had died the previous year.  Chapter 37 relates his first day with his new family.

CHAPTER 37

May, 1771

The next morning Jacob was awakened by a nudge from the foot of Atotarho, his new ‘son’.

“Satgeh,” the boy said.  He motioned with his hand for Jacob to get up.  “Sadya’dohaeh.”

Jacob saw all of the men and boys of the longhouse were leaving.  He rose and followed.    Outside they were joined by the other males of the village who filed out of the walls of the stockade.

Jacob had observed this exodus of the males when he had been imprisoned in his cage; it seemed to be a ritual observed each morning.  Now I shall learn its meaning.

Atotarho was joined by several other boys, and a lively conversation ensued between them which seemed to primarily concern Jacob.  Jacob liked watching and listening to them, he liked Atotarho, but he wished he knew what they were saying.

Then again, perhaps it is just as well if I do not understand.  He chuckled to himself.  At least they all seemed friendly toward him.

He saw they had come to a stream, and everyone began to strip off their garments, and to bathe.  Jacob was very self conscious, he had never bathed in public before, but his ‘son’ pointed his chin at the water, and demanded, “Sadya’dohaeh.”

Jacob obeyed.

The water was very cold, but once he had overcome his shyness, he found the experience very pleasant.  Many of the boys were splashing each other and laughing, even some of the men were joining in.  Jacob was watching them when his side received an enormous splash.

Oh, it was cold!

He looked to where it had come, and found the impish, half afraid face of one of Atotarho’s friends.  “Oh ho,” Jacob cried as he dropped to his knees so he was submerged to his armpits.  He had learned in water fights with Mateo that it is much better to be submerged in cold water than to be splashed by it.  So you want a fight, eh?  He was glad, and swept the largest wave of water he could back at the boy.

He was immediately attacked from the rear, and soon had four lithe young bodies doing their best to force his head under the water.  It was a glorious battle with Jacob flinging them from him and dunking them until he was too tired to continue and dragged himself to the shore with the boys clinging to him like leaches.  He threw himself and them to the ground laughing with them.

I could get used to starting my days like this.

But then he realized Atotarho was not among his attackers; he was standing to one side and regarding him soberly.  Jacob was unable to read his face, and disengaged himself from the boys, reclothed himself, and led his ‘son’ back to the village.

Why does he not like me?  How can I show him I wish to be friends?

Hardly had they re-entered the gate of the village when he heard the cheerful call, “Techusin”.  He had just remembered that was his new name when his oldest ‘daughter’ appeared and grabbed his hand.

What is her name again?  Oh, yes.  Melietha.

He grinned down upon her.  “Good morning, Melietha.”  He could see she was pleased he had remembered her name.  He saw a lock of her hair was dangling in her face and hiding her left eye.  It made her look winsome, but he gently reached out and tucked it behind her ear, and then allowed her to lead him into their longhouse and to where his younger ‘sister’, he did not remember her name, was stirring what appeared to be some form of porridge.

She smiled at them, handed them each a bowl, and ladled a generous portion into each.

“Nya weh, Sivathahae,” said the girl.

Sivathahae.  Yes, that's her name . . . Does 'nya weh' mean 'thank you'?  He decided to try it.  “Nya weh, Sivathahae.”

To his pleasure, it seemed he had guessed correctly, for she nodded, and said something in return.  Unfortunately, Melietha had erupted with a torrent of words at the same time so he did not hear what Sivathahae said.  It is too bad.  Now I do not know to say, 'you are welcome' or whatever its equivalent is.

But he could not help grinning at the girl.  She was so excited to hear him speak Iroquois.  The stray lock of hair had escaped her ear, and was again obscuring her vision.

 “Sadyeh,” her aunt ordered, and she stopped talking, and sat.

Jacob followed her example.

“Sadekho:nyah.”

Melietha dipped her fingers into the porridge, and licked them off, and Jacob again imitated her.  It was very satisfying; he wished he could tell Sivathahae he liked it, but he did not know how, so settled for smiling and nodding.  Fortunately she seemed to understand.

When the bowl was finished, he sat wondering what he should do; what would be expected of him?  He considered asking for the brave who spoke Algonquin, but found he could not remember his name.  But then Melietha rose and held out her hand to him.

He stood and took it, and she led him to the table where Sivathahae had used a knife to dice up some dried vegetables.  Melietha pointed at the knife, and said, “A:share.”  She glanced at him.  “A:share.  Sanigohaeda’s geh?”

So I am to have a language lesson.

“A:share,” he repeated.  He was rewarded by a smile.

“Ehe’”  She pointed at the table.  “Atekhwa:ra”

“Ashekawa.”

She burst out laughing.  “Atekhwa:ra”

“Ah-tek-wah-rah”

She again laughed at him.

I like hearing her laugh.  I like seeing her laugh.  She is a very charming girl.  I wonder how old she is.  He decided she was seven or eight.

“Atekhwa:ra,” she repeated.

“Atekhwa:ra.”

“Ehe’!”  She pointed again at the knife.  “Deho’de’ togyeh?”

For an awful moment Jacob could not remember, but then answered, “A:share.”

“Dogehs.”  She pointed at the table.  “Deho’de’ togyeh?”

“Atekhwa:ra”

“Ehe’”  She grinned up at him, and then the grin grew impish.  She pointed at her little sister.  “So:ne’ togyeh?”

Jacob shrugged.  “A girl?”  How could he tell her what she was when she had not told him what the Iroquois word was?

But Melietha shook her head, and demanded, “So:ne’ togyeh?”

Maybe that means, “What is her name?”  “Ailantha?”

“Ehe’”

There came a knock at the door, and his ‘mother’ who Jacob realized had been watching them with amusement, called, “Gajih.”

Shikellamy, the Algonquin speaking brave, entered.  Jacob remembered his name now that he saw him.  Shikellamy nodded at Jacob, and said, “Sgeno.  I have come to translate for you.”

Jacob was rather sorry.  He had been enjoying his lesson.  He looked into Melietha’s eyes, nodded at her, and smiled.  “Nya weh.”

She grinned, and released a torrent of words.

Shikellamy listened to her, grinned, and then translated.  “Um . . . she said you are welcome, she will be happy to do it again soon, she thinks you are smart, and she likes you.”  He had used far fewer words than she had.

Jacob grinned at the girl.  “Tell her I like her too.”

Shikellamy did so, and, to Jacob’s alarm, Melietha leaped into his arms, he only just managed to catch her.  He looked at Shikellamy, but he seemed to approve, so Jacob returned the hug the girl was giving him.  He had never hugged or been hugged by a girl before; Hannah did not count, she was his intended, not a child.  But he enjoyed it.

He released her, and she stood staring up at him with glee.

Now what do I do?

To his relief, Shikellamy addressed his ‘mother’.  They conversed briefly, and then his mother presented Jacob with a skull cap like those worn by the other men of the village. Shikellamy told him the single feather identified him as a Seneca. But he also showed him patterns woven into the hat, patterns which further identified him as a member of: the Turtle Clan, the Tetherasingan Ohwachira, and finally, the fireside of his mother's sister.

Jacob realized the hats were as informative as the shields of the noble families of Europe.

Shikellamy then informed Jacob his mother wanted him to gather dry wood to replenish the wood pile outside the longhouse.

Jacob was happy to accept the task.  He thought he would be accompanied by men to guard him, but was allowed to go into the forest with only Atotarho by his side.

What could he do to prevent my fleeing?  Nothing but run back and alert the village.  But how can they know I would not harm him so he couldn’t alert them?

He would not harm him, of course; he would never harm a boy.

But they do not know that.

He suspected they were not as alone as they seemed.

He soon was impressed by the boy; Atotarho proved to be a very hard worker and strong for his size.

I wonder how old he is, nine probably, but he could easily be a year or even two older or younger.

He remembered wondering the same thing about Mateo when first they had met.  Then too there had been a language barrier hindering them.

God in heaven, how I miss him.

He resolutely shoved his thoughts of Mateo aside and concentrated on gathering wood and transporting loads of it back to their longhouse.  He could tell as the day progressed that his ‘mother’ was pleased.

That night he was very hungry, and looked forward to the stew his ‘sister’ was cooking.  But then he learned it contained dog meat.  Apparently dogs were consumed on a regular basis, not only ritually.  Jacob was sorely tempted to put aside his scruples and eat it, for the stew smelled very enticing, but dogs were very unclean animals, nearly as unclean as swine.  He reluctantly indicated he was not hungry.

He found everyone was looking at him skeptically, and his ‘mother’ asked, “Te’ sadekho:nyah?”

He was not sure what she had asked, but shook his head.

Atotarho was sent for Shikellamy.  When he had come and conversed with Jacob’s ‘mother’, he said, “She wants to know why you refuse to eat.  No one believes you are not hungry.”

What can I say?  How can I make them understand?  He decided to try telling them the truth.

“I am a Jew.”  He paused.  They do not know what a Jew is.  How can I explain it?  He decided not to try.  “I know you do not know what a Jew is, but . . .”  He stopped disconcerted.  He was going to say God had commanded the Jews to not eat dog meat, but he did not know the word for ‘god’.  Did the Iroquois even know of God?

He looked at Shikellamy.  “I do not know the name for the one who made all things.”

“You mean Teharonhiawagon?”

“Did he make the Earth and all that is in it?”

“Yes.”

“Teharonhiawagon, then.  He commanded my people to eat only certain animals.  I am forbidden to eat dogs except on occasions such as the spring feast.”

Shikellamy translated his words to his new family.  He could tell his ‘mother’ and ‘sisters’ were distressed, but they shook their heads and, after his ‘mother’ had spoken, Shikellamy told him this was all they had; having had no man for the past months, meat was scarce.

“Tell them I do not mind, I shall be all right until morning.”

Shikellamy looked at him respectfully, and translated.  His family also seemed impressed, and Shikellamy left.

Jacob’s stomach rumbled; he could not help it.  He wondered if he had done the right thing.

But then Melietha spoke to her mother, who nodded.  Turning to Jacob, the girl flapped her arms, and quacked.  Jacob grinned, and nodded.  Yes he could eat a duck.

Melietha jumped up, ran out of the longhouse, and reappeared a few minutes later with a chunk of meat nearly the size of her hand.  She handed it to Jacob with a smile.

“Nya weh,” Jacob said; he was very glad he remembered how to thank her.  That was really very nice of her.  He looked at the meat.  It was raw, but he did not want to hurt her feelings and, as hungry as he was, thought he could eat it raw.

He began to put it to his mouth, but Sivathahae snatched it away.  “Sekho:nyah,” she scolded.  She smiled at his discomfort, speared the meat with a stick, and put it to roast over the fire.

Jacob was glad, and it was not long before it was returned to him smelling delicious.  Not only had his ‘sister’ cooked it, she had sprinkled some form of herb upon it each time she had turned it.  Jacob tried it, and found it as good as it smelled.

He looked over at Sivathahae, smiled, and inclined his head.  “Nya weh.”

