Time passed quickly when filled with long walks down the snow-covered hunting trail and quiet conversations by the fire. I got to know Blackfire very well during this time, and had great admiration for this brave. I also realized that by marrying him, I would not have to be outside my tribe for very long. Schu, after I married I would go to the tribe of my husband, but once my father dies, we will return to the Nighthunters, for Blackfire is marrying the daughter of the Chieftain.


Blackfire will be the future Chieftain; what a wonderful Chieftain he will be. He disrupts my thoughts as he comes to our fire for yet another moonlit talk.


  “Fair night, Luna?” he asks softly, the fire flickering its reflection in his eyes.


  “Schu, Blackfire. This eve finds me well.”


  “Good, good. Would you accompany me to my tent? My aunt has wished to talk to you for some time.”


   I fell into step beside Blackfire as we made our way to his aunt’s tent. Our moccasins padded softly with each footstep, and the frost-covered branches swayed in the cold wind. We huddled in our hides against the bitter chill.


   “Luna, I know you have heard of the warring of my tribe and its ruthless, killing neighbor, the Nightslayers. Are you concerned of the danger of living there as my wife? The raids are not often, but are very destructive. “


   He stopped walking and looked me in the eyes.


   “I must know, Luna, otherwise I could never take you there. Are you afraid?”


   My heart went out to this brave, so concerned for my safety and well-being.


   “I am not afraid. As long as you are there to protect me, I have no fear.”


  He sighed, his shoulders sagging with relief. This must have worried him for some time. 


   He should have come to me a lot sooner, instead of letting his weight hang so heavy on his heart. I hope he does not make a habit of hiding his concerns from me in order to protect me.


 Hmph, I shrugged. No matter. The past is the past.





    I wrung my hands nervously and paced the length of the wooden lodge as I muttered to myself. Tonight was my wedding night, and I was more nervous than I ever thought possible. I wore a dress made from the hide of a silver deer. Blackfire hunted it especially so I could wear it for our wedding. I wore a headband of matching color, as well as beaded moccasins.  My father had approved the match, and was waiting outside to carry out the ritual.


  He peeked his head in the doorway, smiling broadly.


  “Ah, daughter. You look...lovely. Are you ready to give your promise to Blackfire?”


  “Schu, father. I am ready.”


  I followed my father outside and stood facing Blackfire. He was dressed in a dark wolf-pelt, with a black headband blending into his dark bronze-colored hair. 


  We began the ritual by showing each other our palms, a symbol of our life. Then, taking a blade from the Chieftain, we each cut our hands as a symbol of the pain life will give us. Then, we pressed our bleeding palms together, as a sign of how we will bear the pain together. A final shout from my father closes the ceremony, and we lead the people to the village campfire where the ceremonial boar Blackfire had killed roasted over the roaring flames of a fire. I couldn’t take my mind off the different feel of the new headband now around my head-a blue one, from the house of Blackfire’s family.





  By the time I awoke from my deep sleep, I was alone in the tent, Blackfire having left to go hunting with the other married braves. 


I went outside, built a fire outside our tent, then headed back into the tent to start packing some things for the short journey to Blackfire’s tribe. It was only half a night’s journey from here, so not a lot was needed for the trip. What would his tribe be like? His family? He has told me little of his mother and father. And as for siblings, he has told me he has a brother, one winter older than him, named Moon mist. I hope his family approves of me.


  I reprimanded myself, surprised at my negative attitude.


  Of course his family will like me. I am polite, skilled, and a chieftain’s daughter. I am not ugly or offensive, so I have nothing to worry about.


  “Luna? Are you awake? Why so quiet?”


  “Just thinking to myself. Are we to leave now?”


  “Yes, we are ready. Do you wish to say goodbye to your father before we go?”


   “Schu. I will go and bid him farewell while you gather together everything we’re bringing.”


   I left the tent and headed to the tent where Tribal Council meeting was being held. It had obviously just ended, for tribe members were departing from the tent. I met my father at the door, about to take his leave. He looked down at me, his only daughter, and sobbed, touching his forehead.


“Daughter, daughter,” he cried over and over again.


  My father, the strong Chieftain, crying! He collapsed on my shoulder, causing me to slump to the ground beneath his weight. There we stayed, on the ground, tears making their way down our brown cheeks and dropping onto the melting snow. I didn’t want to leave! My father, my sister, my whole life was in this tribe! Blackfire came eventually, and had to pry me away from my father, still wailing with grief. He handed me a sack, took my arm, and led me away. I felt as though my life had ended. It actually had just begun.





  We arrived on the outskirts of his tribe with the greatest of fanfare. I found out when we got there that everyone in the town was fond of this brave, particularly because of the ordeal he had gone through when his love drowned herself. Little children ran ahead of us to announce our arrival to the tribal Wise Woman. �  “Well, this is it, Luna. This tribe has seen many hardships, but has always rebuilt. I hope you will find it a good home.”


  We smiled at each other, then headed towards a fairly plain-looking tent with an already-lit fire in the fire pit in front of it.


  “This is my family’s tent, Luna. We will stay here while the tribe builds us a new tent.”�  Oh no, I thought in horror. How can I stay here? What if his family doesn’t like me? That will make it even worse than it would be already!


  He obviously saw my look of horror at his comment. He leaned down and whispered,


  “Don’t worry, Luna. My family will love you as I do.”


  As if cued, a man came out of the tent, wide-eyed and touching his forehead.


  This must be his brother, Moon mist, for he is not old enough to Blackfire’s father. His does look quite a bit like Blackfire.


  “You must be Moon mist, brother of my husband,” I greeted formally.


  “Schu, I am. Ah, Blackfire. You have got yourself a prettier one than last time.  Last time. Yes, he told me that he loved another before That’s who he must be speaking of, but I don’t think she could have possibly been as unseemly as he says.


  “She is, isn’t she. Isn’t it time you got married, Moon  mist?” he asked his brother with a punch to his shoulder. He ignored the remark and instead directed a question at me.


  “What is your name, wife of my brother?”


  “Luna,” I said quietly. “After the Moon Goddess, Lune.”


  “Ah. You must be special to have her name,” stated Moon mist.


  “That is what I said on our first meeting,” answered Blackfire.


  “Well then, you must come in and tell me all about it. And of course, mother and father will never forgive us if we don’t introduce them to your new wife.”


  And with the meeting of his brother over with, we went inside to introduce me to his parents. 





  I followed Moon mist into the tent where both Blackfire’s mother and father sat cross-legged on the floor. Touching my forehead, I knelt in front of my new mother and father-in-law. I did not expect the glare his mother gave me the moment my knees touched the ground. 


  “She is weak, I think. She is not the youngest in her family, is she? The youngest are always the weakest,  their strength having been taken by older siblings. Youth and weakness are not worthy of this strong lineage.”


  With a kind of, forgive me, look from Blackfire, I lowered my head and answered his mother gently.


  “New mother-in-law, I come in hopes of being a worthy daughter-in-law. I am the oldest of my father’s children, the daughter of a proud Chieftain, and I hope to also be a good wife to your son.”


  Touching my forehead to the ground as the highest act of submission and respect, an act not often done, I peeked out of the corner of my eye to see Blackfire’s reaction. He sat in the corner, smirking at my high act of respect to his mother. When I raised my head though, I could see that she expected nothing less, but at the same time was caught off guard by my reverence. With something close to a smile on her lips, she nodded her approval.


  “She’ll do. At least she’s better than the last one. Knows how to treat her elders with the respect due their station. Schu, she’ll do.”


  There it is again - the last one. Who was she? Why did no one like


her? What did she do? I guess I’m going to have to ask around.


  A sigh came from the corner where Blackfire rested, and with the introductions over, Blackfire was safe to lead me from the tent. His brother followed on our heels. The moment we were outside, I pounced on them.


  “Why did you not warn me?” I said, poking Blackfire’s chest. “She almost bit me!”


  Their deep laughter drowned out my futile ranting and raving.


  “I would no sooner wake a sleeping bear than to speak against my mother!”


  I tucked my arms into the two different pairs beside me and walked away from the tent. I could see out of the corner of my eye, Blackfire motioning something to Moon mist, but I couldn’t make out the meaning of their gestures without fully turning my head.


  Oh well. It’s probably nothing. It’s probably just Moon mist welcoming his brother back, that’s all.





  I yawned and stretched, then sat up slowly. Blackfire was already gone, out hunting again. He seemed to have a habit of doing that - leaving before I awoke.


  Hmph, no matter. I am his wife, so it is my job to tend the fire and the family, and it is his job to bring food and guard me. Not to watch over me until I wake up.


  I left the hut to start a fire outside, but a fire was already blazing, and the Starsingers had already begun her chants. The Nightsingers tribe got their name for their marvelous songs. It is said that the Starsingers, the 3 sisters - the oldest singers in the tribe - could be heard for great distances away, so strong are their voices. It is also said that when their mother died, she promised them a great gift. That is where they claimed to have gotten their wonderful chants and incantations from. I softly hummed along as I added wood to the already-prepared fire, my eyes captured by the magical sight of the blowing embers and leaping flames. I gently patted my feet in time as a quiet dance to Lune, murmuring the words as the sisters say them.


  “You have not a bad voice, nor bad dance, I think, Luna. I see you as being a future Starsinger, schu?”


  I jumped, as I didn’t know anyone was even near, let alone near enough to see my dancing or hear my singing. I blushed at


Moon mist’s compliments, then mentally reprimanded myself.


You say you love Blackfire, yet you blush at another man’s words? Have you not learnt your lesson, Luna, on betrayal of love? Stop these lies, to both everyone around you and yourself. And most importantly, your heart. Listen to your heart, and not to whoever says something nice. You husband is Blackfire.....blackfire....


  “Why, thank you, Moon mist. Have you seen Blackfire? I must speak with him.”


  “He is in the men’s hut. Do you wish for me to tell him something?”


  “Neij, it wasn’t that important.”


  “Oh, come now, Luna. What is it?”


  “Well, it’s just that.....”


  “Schu? What?”


  “Well, maybe you can tell me.”


  “Tell you what? Well, I’ll try. What do you wish to ask me?”


  I bit my lip, wondering if I could trust this man, this brother of my husband. Wondering if I could trust myself to trust this man.


  “I was wondering if you knew anything about...the last one.  The last woman Blackfire loved.”


  Moon mist rubbed the back of his neck, then sighed.


  “I know where she died. That is all I know. I know she loved my brother. Then one day she was found dead.”


  I shook my head at such a horrible thought.


  “Could you tell me where she died?” �  “She was found in the river, on the north shore by the big kmia-ay tree. Why do you want to know such things, Luna?”


  I tilted my head and looked at him, a gentle smile on my face.


  “I mourn for her and whatever life she could have had with Blackfire, but....I don’t really know why I want to know about her.”


  He just smiled at my excuse for an answer and walked away.


  Now, for a nice walk to the river....





  Across the river, by the light of my torch, I could see a high pole with a wreath of bear claws on top jutted out from across the river, as a sign of the place where “the other one’s” body was found. A bit of asking around had given me a name for the unknown face - Firefly, given her for the glowing eyes that lit up her face. I was told that she had light golden hair, dark brown skin and a small, round face. Her mother also had spoken admiringly of the smile she always had on her face. I could easily picture her in my mind and felt overwhelming sadness at her complete loss. I stepped gingerly down the bank to the edge of the water, then I heard a branch snap. I froze.


  Oh, no! What if someone finds me here? How will I explain why I’m here? What will my reason be? What if whoever it is , is dangerous?


  Worried thoughts flooded my mind as I spun to see the disturber of my investigations. No one was behind me! Another sharp snap of a branch brought my attentions to across the river. There, a girl stood, a long dress and shiny gold hair sharp against her dark skin. She quietly hummed an unfamiliar tune as she dipped her toes in and out of the rippling liquid. 


  Neij, it couldn’t be......� “Firefly,” said a male voice from somewhere behind her.


  The girl across the river spun to see who it was.


  It was Blackfire!


  No, it couldn’t be. Blackfire was busy in the Men’s Hut. But then what us he doing here?


  He looks different, I thought. Almost...younger. But he called her Firefly. Firefly was “the other one”! Firefly is supposed to be dead! Does this mean she isn’t? Or....is she?


  The girl he called Firefly stepped away from the bank and towards the younger Blackfire.


  The two embraced, but only for a moment. He stepped a fair distance back, and began to speak softly and sternly. Gesturing frantically, he eventually lost his temper at her constant shaking.


Pushing her backwards, she flew into the shallow edge of the river.  She splashed as she hit the shallow water, sputtering and crying softly. He stepped up to her and struck her across the face, sending her farther backwards. With a final move, he took her head and pushed it hard towards the ground. Firefly lay still, and the one I  called beloved turned and walked away.





