 The next night, Blackfire returned. He came up behind me silently as I tended the fire, so when I turned around, our noses touched. He smiled once again, so big that I couldn’t help smiling as well. 


  “Hello, Luna,” he started.


  “Hello, Blackfire,” I shot back, aware that he was poking fun at me.


  “I was wondering, Luna. Around ten winters ago, did you ever take the forbidden meat meant for the Gods?”


  My eyes went wide, wondering how he could have known such a thing. My family never spoke of it, for it shamed them, even though I was just a child.


  “S.....schu, I did. My family made me fast for weeks as punishment.”


  “Ahhh,” he sighed. “I knew it was you. I was visiting my aunt at the time the...event  happened. I knew that I recognized you from somewhere. There are not a lot of maidens as spirited as you.”


  “I thank you for the compliment. It was a compliment, right?”


  “See? That’s what I mean. You aren’t afraid to speak your mind. Do you remember me, Luna?”


  I shook my head.


  “Neij? No? I was the boy that followed you into the woods the first night of your punishment and brought you food!”


  My eyes went wide.


  “You? You were the pesky youth with the stew? The one I chased away, yelling over and over, How dare you-”


  “Interrupt my prayer to the Gods!” Blackfire interrupted, chuckling.


  “Schu, that was me. The pesky youth.”


  I blushed, recalling what words I had used to describe my memory.


  “Come, Luna. Walk down the hunting path with me,” he invited.


  I agreed, leaving the campfire to go for a stroll with my newly remembered friend.





    Two nights later, as I watched my father go to yet another Tribal Council meeting, I saw Blackfire approach my family’s fire with a large, bumpy object in his hands. As I stood to greet him, I saw that it was a silver wolf’s pelt that he carried with him.


  “Luna, I bring you this pelt as a sign of my friendship and respect. May you allow me the honor of asking your father to consider me as a possible future husband?” he questioned softly, handing me the smooth, warm pelt.


  “Blackfire,” I started, embarrasedly looking at my feet, “I have already been asked by Silverlight, and have accepted his marriage offer.”


  “Oh.....” he replied, at a loss for better words. “Then I ask only that you keep this gift as a token of my friendship and wishes for you.”


  “Of course, Blackfire. I accept it with pleasure.”


  And with that, an embarrassed and defeated brave turned away, only to look up and see Silverlight returning from the hunt, a deer over his back.  He glanced at the departing man as he came straight to my family’s fire where I was warming the new wolf pelt for us to share beside the fire. But as soon as he got near, I saw the fire in his eyes.


  “Is that pelt from Blackfire, the brave of another tribe?” he raged.


  I started, surprised with the anger in his voice.


  “Is it?” he cried. I jumped back.


  “S-s-schu, yes, it is....” I stammered. I couldn’t seem to make myself say any more.


  “A heart-wrenching sob escaped his throat.


  “Why do you weep?” I asked fearfully.


  “Why do I weep? he returned. “Why do I weep? I weep for my wife-to-be has accepted the gift of another man! I thought I had secured her heart! I thought she loved me! But here, I return to give her yet another hard-earned gift, only to find her receiving another brave’s bounty! My heart cries for you, Luna of the Nighthunters, and what you have caused me to do.”


  And with that, he dropped the deer that he had slung over his tanned shoulders, turned and ran.


  “Silverlight!” I cried, reaching out to his parting back, wanting to explain.


  Oh no, I thought, what have I done?





