LUNA OF THE NIGHTHUNTERS   





I am Luna, proud eldest daughter of the Chief Moonshadow and his second wife Fireglow. We are the night people, hunting and living in the darkness of twilight. The Moon is our guide, and the paths we take are dark and well-trod. I live in the forest with the rest of my tribe, following the ways of our ancestors and gods, dedicating our lives to their service, following their will, and fearing their wrath. I remember my first act of disobedience to their will. It happened when I was seven, when I ate the forbidden meat meant for the gods. My family fasted for weeks, fearing the gods’ wrath, and insisted that I pay for my act of ignorance by spending hours each night alone in the woods praying to the gods. I found it no punishment at that time, for the forest is my home, I am usually alone, and the night is my life. My people is a nocturnal people, coming out at night to hunt, work, and feast on the joys of life. The Moon is our guide, and the home of our High Goddess, Lune. I was named after her, for on the night I was born, it is said by my father that the sky around it seemed to shine and shimmer as if with tears of joy. 


    But I have grown since those nights. I am now seventeen winters old, and am to be married to Silverlight, the eldest son of my father’s brother. I would enjoy marrying Silverlight, which is good. My father, I think, would not make me marry a man which I hate, but I do think he would go far to keep the leadership of the clan in our family. Silverlight has the fairest white of hair, which seems to glow in the moonlight, (thus his name) and he is tall with dark, broad shoulders. He often brings me portions of his hunt now, a way of assuring that the marriage is still accepted. I accept his offering every time. He also gives me gifts, like a  new beaded headband to match my garments. He said that the rich red of the beads would go with my dark-as-night hair. My cheeks and ears grow red at such words, for I care deeply about Silverlight, and it pleases me to hear such words like this, even though I still think I am too young to carry on like as if I was a young maiden. It would give me much happiness if I knew that he had a choice of who his wife would be, and that he would pick me rather than if his father threatened him with family war if he didn’t. Last night when he came to bring me a part of his hunt, he stayed by our campfire and went in the man-tent to talk with my father. I wonder if it was about me? 





   At dusk I awoke and prepared a fire for the coming nightfall, and was greeted by my father standing outside our tent in his Chieftain robes. He had just returned from a celebration of the Elders, and ordered I walk with him to the stream nearby so that we might have a chance to talk about the news which he had for me. I was so excited that I trembled as we made our way to the river. I was sure that the news was about Silverlight. But I was surprised as he instructed me to sit on a rock and listen. 


   “Luna,” he said, “ I have news of your mother. I know by this time I should be telling you of your future with Silverlight, but that will come later. Your mother is with child, and although you are to marry Silverlight, you shall not do so until your mother has had her child, for she will instruct you in many childcaring ways that I think you shall soon need.”


   I restrained myself from jumping up and embracing my father, for a true maiden shows control. I am a maiden, soon to be married! I soon found out that my father had planned to have me marry just after he heard of my mother’s condition, but my mother prevailed, convincing him that she could use the help and I could use the training and experience of childcare. 


  Oh, I want time to pass quickly, yet I don’t! I am truly afraid. 


  So instead of my thoughts being consumed with thinking of the time I will have to wait, I filled my time by immersing myself in my chores so I will be a skilled wife and mother, and trying to think of possible names for my mother’s coming babe. I have settled on Nighteyes, but when really it all depends on what color her skin and eyes are; dark skinned like me, or pale skinned like my mother. My mother has the darkest , longest and straightest hair I have ever seen. I hope my hair will someday be as remarkable as hers. I hope the new babe will be a girl, who will grow up to have long straight hair as dark as the night, skin as pale as the moon, and eyes as bright as the fires that light up the darkness of our lives. Ah, the hopes I have for her.





