Indian
scare
ol
Pilot
ROCK

I3l (daric 1 .¢'r

was ten years old that tall
when the Indian scare
as at Ilts worst. For some
tme we had been hearing
tales of hostile Indians gathe
ing to the east of our Pilot
ROCK ranch, heading our

way. Folks were mighty jumpy even tho

Umatilla tribe had alwavs seemed fniendly

I he dav was bright and crnisp with a bit of wind
moving through the vellow leaves of the box elder a
ocust trees in the vard. | had just come in from th
usual mormng chores of feeding chickens. pigs and
horses. The kitchen was warm and fragrant with tl
smell ot new bread that Ma had just lhifted out of tl
wood stove oven and set on the side table

My two littlest sisters chatted happily over rag do

on the tront room floor. Ella, my eight-vear-old
was bustling about with Ma. washing up the bak
utensils

“Flm ou’'d best till the box riglh
be plenty of wood for cooking dinner.” Ma directed

| had just he ided obediently toward the door wi
a shadow passed acros prignt patct M KItCH
window

Suddenly. two tall Indians stood in tl pened do
way, cach holdni L long hunting kmit Ma
httle intake of breath, pushed Flla behind
skirts and contronted the Indians squa

| hey were dr "\ AOTrN DIACK tri
skin jackets and ocassins. Their
hung in braiwd r sl d
Were seno

Grruntu ind maki cular mo S Wit
hands. they pointed hirst at me and toward
large grindstone st inding by the wood ( i
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