Numbly I made my way back towards the camp. What was I to say, to do? I was the wife of a killer, a murderer. I realized what had happened now; Lune had showed me. He had slain the one who professed her love for him in order to protect his family from her “unworthiness”.


  Woe to he who does such a thing. Lune hates the one who takes a life. Does this mean my husband has dishonored Lune? It is a grave thing to betray Lune’s rules. 


  I took a deep breath, smoothed my tunic, and continued on my way.


  I must look as if I do not know anything for the time being, lest something “happen” to me as it did her. Then I will confront Moon mist and see what he says. If he knows I know, then I can go to Blackfire directly without having to worry for my safety, for surely Moon mist would protect me. Oyyve, I thought, exasperated. I must rely on my 


Brother- by-law for protection from my own husband. Bashanu oyyve! I cursed as I entered the camp. I headed straight to my - and Blackfire’s - tent, as I needed time to think. Just my luck, inside sat Blackfire.


  “You went somewhere, Luna, and no one knew where you were. I was worried about you.”


  “There was no need to fear, Blackfire. I took a walk down to the river for some fresh air. No worry.”


  “Still, Luna. I would ask that you tell me where you are going, just until you learn the lay of the camp and its surroundings.


  This confirms it, I thought. He did kill that girl, and he doesn’t want me to know or find out. He’s hiding it.


  “Did you see anything....interesting at the river, Luna?” he asked, looking at me strangely.


  “Neij, I didn’t. But what was that funny-looking pole on the river bank facing the north bank?”


  “Oh, it’s nothing.”


  “Is it really? In our tribe, it marks the place of death of a young person, a maiden particularly by the wreath of bear claws.”


  Blackfire laughed merrily at that.


  “Since when did you come so inquisitive? Yes, a maiden died there many summers ago. I do not remember her, as I was just a young boy,”


  He then took me by the shoulders almost roughly and softly said, �  “and if you know what’s good for you, you’ll stop these investigations of yours.”


  With that, he quickly strode away, leaving me almost in tears with my helplessness. 





The mist was just settling in the darkness as I strode up to the fire outside Moon mist’s tent. From a distance I could see him sitting in the entrance, sharpening his spear.


 “Greetings, Moon mist. How does this night find you?”


 “Fine, Luna, just fine. What brings you here on an eve such as this? You should be home waiting Blackfire’s return from the hunt.”


 “Well, Moon mist, there is something urgent I must speak with you about,” I said, digging my toe in the dirt like a guilty little girl caught taking the forbidden meat.


 Moon mist’s eyebrows shot up, suspicion and confusion showing clearly in his eyes.


 “Schu?” his replied, urging me to continue.


 “You know about the....other, do you not? The one who loved Blackfire before me?”


 “Yes,” he said slowly. “what about her?”


 “Well, I know how she died.”


 “How could you? You are from another tribe; no one here even knows how she died. We just know that her body was found on the shore near the kmia-ay tree, and died from striking her head on a rock; she probably slipped on a moss-covered rock.”


 I looked deep into his brown eyes, searching to see if he knew the truth.


 “Is that what you believe, Moon mist? Truly?”


 I thought I saw him waver, loose his strength just for a moment, but it was over all too soon. He regained his composure, shrugged his shoulders and answered,


 “I have no reason not to, and I have nothing else to believe.”


 “What if I told you that Blackfire killed her?”


 He jumped to his feet and took me by the shoulders.


 “Why do you say this? What proof do you have? Do you wish to dishonor your husband by spreading these lies?”


 I froze, my idea filling my head. 


 “It’s not a lie, is it,” I said gently.


 He released my shoulders and sat back down. I sat down also, smoothed my tunic, and continued to proceed with my hypothesis.


 “This is how I think it goes. Blackfire killed Firefly because she wasn’t worthy, didn’t live up to the high standards your family set; not because she though he had dishonored her, which is what everyone thinks. But because there was nothing to stop her from loving him save killing her, your brother resorted to drastic actions to save his family’s honor. He admitted the deed to the family that night, telling you all how to react and what to say. Your parents were pleased that they were finally rid of her, Blackfire believed he had done what needed to be done, and you hated every bit of it. Is that about right?”


 I could barely breath when I heard his whispered answer.


 “Schu.”





Thoughts raced through my head as I made my was back to my tent. What went on outside Moon mist’s tent replayed in my mind over and over. We had discussed what Blackfire would do if he knew I found out, and how it had all happened. We talked about how he disliked his parents for their hatred, even to this day. He told me how he didn’t even trust his brother as completely as he felt he should. �And then he told me that he just wished he had found me before Blackfire had.





I laid in the tent, waking when Lune was already high in the night sky. Rubbing my eyes, I slowly (and very stiffly) sat up and went outside to start the fire. 


I must tell him, I thought. Blackfire must know what I discovered. It’s all I can think about, all that fills my mind. I’ll go crazy if this 


continues! I must confront him ,or I’ll go mad. I’ll tell him-when he returns.


“What, no kiss for a weary husband returned from the hunt?” a voice behind me asked loudly.


“Oh, Blackfire, I didn’t even hear you,” I said, avoiding his kiss and making it land on my cheek instead. “Look, there’s something we must discuss.”


“Really? Well then, dear wife, tell me. What’s on your mind?”


“Ummm....,” I paused. How to say it? “The other day, when I was wandering to the river, I saw the pole with the bear-claw wreath. Wondering what it was, I moved closer. That’s when I heard voices.”


“Oh? And did you see from who these voices were coming from?”


“Yes,” I paused. “You...”


I could see him stiffen and straighten up. Did he suspect what I was going to say?


“You and Firefly.” I finished in a rush.


His stainless white teeth flashed in the firelight as he threw his back and laughed.


“Dear Luna. Firefly is long dead.” Then he froze. “How do you know of her?” he demanded, taking a menacing step closer to me.


“Let me finish, Blackfire. That is not all.”


He scowled at me for a moment, then took a step back.


“Continue then, wife,” he commanded


I cleared my throat again.


“I saw you there-it was a vision, not you really. It was Lune, showing me what happened when Firefly died. Or should I say, how she died. In the vision, I saw you arguing with her. She protested, loving you as much as she did, she tried to stop you from being upset. And you know what you did? 


My eyes narrowed.


“You killed her.”


On that word his face twisted with rage.


“You killed her, Blackfire! To protect your family from her unworthiness, you got rid of her! I saw you push her down, then...” 


I choked, unable to continue. But Blackfire knew the rest of the story anyway.


“Yes,” he said quietly. “You are the wife of a murderer. It was the only way to get rid of that troublesome girl. And unless you want the same fate,” he threatened, “stay out of my way. I do not wish to be crossed. I had wished to start a new life with a new woman, so do not make it hard for me.”


I stepped right up to me and shook a dark finger in front of my face.


“You know nothing more than anyone else.”


And with that he strode away.





 The war between the neighbor tribe was growing more fierce with each passing day. Every day a little land was gained, but each night even more was lost. The neighboring tribe, The FireWatchers, had a deadly weapon--the weapon of assassination. No one was safe; we were being eliminated by pairs, threes, fours, during the day, when we slept. The assassin was a lethal killer. No one could decect him, so we as a tribe could not protect ourselves.


And so it was.





  I lay, buried under my furs, shivering and shaking as if I was cold. I was perfectly warm, I was just thinking. About Blackfire, and about...how scared I was.  I was worried all the time. The thought of a killer, an assassin in our camp, for some reason frightened me to death.


Don’t think about death, I chided myself. It won’t make you any less scared.


 A cry sounded from far away, high and ear-piercing. It was an alarm that the enemy had been sighted.


The assassin! I instantly thought. Here! In the camp!


Oh, how I wished for Blackfire to be here! Even though at times he scared me, he was still my husband, and as such, very comforting.


 The shouts and noises were growing louder as they came nearer. I could make out a little of what the braves were saying.


 “That way!...saw his back heading...you sure? I noticed... going towards...”


 The braves were surly looking for someone. I huddled down even farther in my furs, but opened my eyes at the sound of the door-skin moving.


 “Blackfire? Is that you?” 


I slowly sat up, rubbing my eyes at my lack of sound sleep. It was dark out, so why was everyone in the village not awake yet? 


 It doesn’t matter. Blackfire’s back for a few days, so make him something to fill his belly while he tells you about the war so far. I mentally told myself what to prepare for Blackfire, since his return journey had no doubt been long and wearisome. 


 “Young maiden...I mean you no harm. Lay still.”


 I froze. Young maiden? Harm? Who was this who spoke to me so?


 “Who are you.” I said in more of a statement then a question.


 There was a long pause while I waited for a reply.


 “I will not hurt you, but...I am not of this tribe,” the stranger finally answered.


 I could hear the shouts of the braves moving further and further away as they continued a frantic search. The stranger in my tent moved towards the door as if to leave, then moved back, away from the door, and sat on the floor.


 Crossing his legs, he dropped his pack beside him.


 “Would you prepare me some meat? I will give you anything in my bag for some food,” he pleaded, whispering quietly.


 I could feel myself softening. This poor man could not be the assassin. No killer would have a soft heart enough to ask for food in exchange for something else. A killer would take what they wanted.


 “I will cook you food, but I need nothing.”� I stood, went to the door and opened the flap, only for the man to roughly grab my wrist. and pull me away from the moonlight spilling into the tent.


 “I will tell no one you are here. You have nothing to fear from me, as I have nothing to fear from you.”� “Then you are foolish not to fear,...Luna.”


 I gasped but quickly covered my mouth to muffle any sound. This strange man from the FireWatchers tribe knew my name! How could this be? Yet, I could almost hear a certain..farmiliarness in his voice.


 He pulled me rudely to the far corner of the tent, away from the door.


 “Do you not recognize me, Luna?” he said softly, while stroking my hair. “Luna, Luna, Luna..I have missed you.”


 I resisted pulling away, even though I was more frightened by his actions than I have ever been.


 “No, I do not recognize you,” I said through gritted teeth. I yanked my head back, pulling my hair from his hands.


 He leaned close and whispered in my ear, so softly I had to strain just to hear the words.


 “I am Silverlight. Back from the dead.”


 Everything went black.





