When I awoke again, minutes later, Silverlight briefly explained everything that had happened since the “incident” many months past.


 When he had run, he had staged his death so no one would bother to look for him. He then had gone off to another clan, the FireWatchers. He had married the cheiftain’s daughter, but she was killed by a bear, and the chieftain had died protecting her. Silverlight thus had inherited the clan. He craftily continued with the war so the clanwomen would be too busy to find him another wife.


 I couldn’t resist the impulse to laugh and throw my arms around him, so I did just that. My friend had come back to life!


 I was careful to be quiet enough to not raise suspicion, so I eventually had to steal myself away from his marvelous storytelling to make him some food. I prepared the quickest meal, wanting to hurry back to my returned friend. Not once did I think about the fact that the only reason he was here was to kill our Chieftain, or wonder what would happen if he was found. I didn’t even think about what would happen if we were found. All I thought about was that he was back. Back in my life. I smiled.





As I heaped the last of the cooked meat onto a wooden platter, I felt a pair of arms slip around my waist. I spun quickly, horrified that Silverlight would act like this, and in the open, no less, only to find Blackfire standing before me.


 “Ah, cooking a welcome-home meal for your famished husband. Now you’re beginning to act like a good little wife,” he said with a sarcastic tone, as he took the meat from my hands.


 I tried to do something, tried to think of some way to warn Silverlight that Blackfire was going to go in the tent, but my mind was frantically blank as Blackfire strode towards the opening.


 “No!” I cried, as I rushed to Blackfire. He stood, looking at me in the flickering firelight, then simply sneered.


 “Back away, wife, and let your tired husband rest in the peace of his furs.”


 What could I do but follow him into the tent? 


 I gasped when I entered, only to find the tent empty. I could see bottom of the far corner was flapping a bit from being loosened, but that was the only trace that Silverlight had left.


 “I...I’ll go get some drink for you,..husband,” I said demurely, as I backed towards the opening.


 He merely waved his meat at me as if dismissing a servant.


 Once outside, I looked around frantically, hopeful that Silverlight would not have let without leaving a sign that he would return.


 My eyes were covered from behind by a pair of large, rough hands.


 “Who is this brave who dares to touch Luna?” I said mockingly, knowing full well that Silverlight had, in fact, stayed just to say goodbye, although it was very dangerous.


 I turned around to face him, and smiled as large as my mouth would let me. He was disguised as one of our lookouts!


 “I know of your husband, Luna, if you can bear to call that beast a man. His treatment of you is not fitting for someone such as you.” he said as if reciting something he had memorized.


 I looked down at the ground beneath my feet, knowing his words were true.


 “What would you have me do?” I said, looking back up at him. “I cannot leave him. I cannot return to my father’s clan. And I will not do what he did.”


 I took a step back,  my eyes downcast.


 “Come back and see me some time though, will you? You are like a breath of fresh air when drownding.” I smiled and embraced him, then went back, slowly, to my husband’s tent.





