You will never believe what I have to tell you. After Silverlight told me all that was in his heart, he ran away. I knew that. But I did not fully grasp the meaning of his words.


“My heart cries for you, Luna, and what you have caused me to do.”


    This night, when the young braves went on the hunting trail, they came across the blood of Silverlight. Not Silverlight himself, but his blood and his dagger. His blood! He had hurt himself with his knife, then bled himself beside the silver wolfpelt he had placed upon the ground. The braves had also found a message etched in the dirt:





This pelt is for Luna, a final gift for she who had won my heart 


for all eternity. Signed, uteh Silverlight.





    This is what happens when I love someone! It has been said by the Wise Woman many times that Fireglow would not have died were it not for me. It was by saving me from the river as a child that illness overtook her. But I loved Fireglow as I did Silverlight, and what happened as a result of my affection.


  My heart truly does cry, Silverlight. You had seen through my love-curse and given me hope! Why then, was I so foolish? Schu, I loved you, so then what drove me to accept Blackfire’s gift? My mistake cost me my love, my life, my very soul! I shall never love again, I willed my heart. Not after what my love cost Silverlight.


Never again.





  “Daughter, you must eat! You barely even move now. You must regain your strength, for my sake and for the strength of the tribe.”


  I looked up into my father’s dark eyes, and said what I had been saying lifelessly for many nights.


  “I have no reason to eat. I have to reason to live.”


  With a sigh, my father left the tent, light from the fire outside flooding in to light up the dark tent. I laid back down and closed my eyes, but sleep evaded me. All I could concentrate on was the images flashing in my mind - Silverlight and his anguish as he fled from my love. I was jolted from my trance when there was an unexpected noise outside the tent. A voice called to me from the darkness.


  “Luna? Luna, are you awake?”


  I struggled to sit up so I could reply.


  “Schu, I am conscious. You may enter,” I answered the mysterious person. The tent flap rustled as the person who had been standing outside came into the tent. He kneeled down next to the mat I had been laying on and looked me straight in the eyes. It was Blackfire, the one whom I had so foolishly given my consideration of a marriage! The one who - who - who cost me my love. I felt defeated, for he knew he was the reason for Silverlight’s death and what I thought of him.  


  “Luna, I know how you feel. Believe me, I honestly do! I once loved another, a maiden such like yourself. She killed herself with the river when she thought I had betrayed her. I should have known not to act as I did, with the gift and...all that. I should have known that Silverlight would act irrationally towards anyone who would try to lay  claim to his love. No one knows of the role I played in his death, or you for that matter. I plan to keep it that way, unless you wish the tribe to know his reason for his dishonorable death. Forgive me for acting so wrong by giving you that offering ; I knew you were promised to Silverlight, but I-I wanted to hear it for myself. I....wanted to see if I had...at least some chance to win you. I love you, Luna. I have for a long time. I ask you now to consider me as a possible future husband, as you are well past the age for becoming a wife now that...he...is gone. I will leave now to give you time to think on it, but......” he stroked my cheek as tears glistened in his eyes. He rose and left, leaving his unfinished sentence hanging.


  Leave me to consider? Consider what? How could I possibly consider becoming the wife of him who helped me kill my love?? Silverlight’s death is on my shoulders because of how I acted 


towards Blackfire. No, I told myself firmly, I could never marry him. Never.


  My father then entered the tent again and spoke with tears in his trembling voice.


  “I know what is troubling you, daughter. Blackfire told me everything, thinking it wise based on how you were treating yourself because of it. I know all that occurred that night, both on his part and yours. I weep with you, for I wish that you had come to me with this pain sooner. You are my daughter and I wish to help you. I hope that with time and love, your heart will repair itself someday, daughter, so that you will make another brave proud.”


  And with that, my weeping father rose from the bear rug and left me to my thoughts, but my heart was so mournful that I couldn’t concentrate. I laid down and cried until I felt I could cry no more.





     I awoke just as the moon was peeking over the forest in the distance. I recalled my conversation with my father the evening earlier, and everything that he said came back to me.


  “I hope your heart will repair itself someday so that you will make another brave proud.”


    So obviously Blackfire didn’t ask my father about the possible marriage. That is an honorable feature, to let me decide first 


before asking my father. He wants my decision before he involves 


my family.  But why does it matter to me if he is honorable or the most foolish brave in this tribe and beyond? I will never marry him, for I 


do not love him. I can’t love him. I just can’t. 





