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 They found him under a big cottonwood tree.  His Levi jacket and pants 
were faded light-blue so that he had been easy to find.  The big cottonwood 
tree stood apart from a small grove of winterbare cottonwoods which grew in 
the wide, sandy arroyo.  He had been dead for a day or more, and the sheep 
had wandered and scattered up and down the arroyo.  Leon and his brother-in-
law, Ken, gathered the sheep and left them in the pen at the sheep camp 
before they returned to the cottonwood tree.  Leon waited under the tree 
while Ken drove the truck through the deep sand to the edge of the arroyo.  
He squinted up at the sun and unzipped his jacket—it sure was hot for this 
time of year.  But high and northwest the blue mountains were still deep in 
snow.  Ken came sliding down the low, crumbling bank about fifty yards down, 
and he was bringing the red blanket. 
 Before they wrapped the old man, Leon took a piece of string out of his 
pocket and tied a small gray feather in the old man’s long white hair.  Ken 
gave him the paint.  Across the brown wrinkled forehead he drew a streak of 
white and along the high cheekbones he drew a strip of blue paint.  He paused 
and watched Ken throw pinches of corn meal and pollen into the wind that 
fluttered the small gray feather.  Then Leon painted with yellow under the 
old man’s broad nose, and finally, when he had painted green across the chin, 
he smiled. 
 “Send us rain clouds, Grandfather.”  They laid the bundle in the back 
of the pickup and covered it with a heavy tarp before they started back to 
the pueblo. 
 They turned off the highway onto the sandy pueblo road.  Not long after 
they passed the store and post office they saw Father Paul’s car coming 
toward them.  When he recognized their faces he slowed his car and waved for 
them to stop.  The young priest rolled down the car window.  
 “Did you find old Teofilo?” he asked loudly. 
 Leon stopped the truck.  “Good morning, Father.  We were just out to 
the sheep camp.  Everything is O.K. now.” 
 “Thank God for that.  Teofilo is a very old man.  You really shouldn’t 
allow him to stay at the sheep camp alone.” 
 “No, he won’t do that any more now.” 
 “Well, I’m glad you understand.  I hope I’ll be seeing you at Mass this 
week – we missed you last Sunday.  See if you can get old Teofilo to come 
with you.”  The priest smiled and waved at them as they drove away. 
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