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She-of-the-Spear screamed as they broke her weapon. 

She knelt before the fire, bound on either side by She-Carries-Water and He-Counts-the-Stars. The clan surrounded her, watching, their eyes watchful, their faces shaped and reshaped into masks reproachful, melancholy, and resolute. 

He-Who-Wanders-In-Between sat across from her, and she could see him stroking the claws of the dead bear—the very bear she had killed and brought to the clan to gift its paw to the shaman. He had been happy then. Now he glared, seeming to part the flames with his one blue eye and one brown eye, making no secret of his disappointment.

She-Bears-Rocks and She-Sings-With-Spirits brought the broken spear and laid their halves on either side of She-of-the-Spear. She looked up at them, her once sisters of the hunt now casting accusatory glances. 

She shook her head. She did not do this. 

The clan watched silently. They did not believe her.

Before the fire lay the meat and berries and flints they had found in her sleeping skin. They knew she had intended to bring this to the people across the wastes, to take the food and tools from their hands and give it to strangers, to enemies. 

She looked from where the food and implements lay on bear skin and scanned their faces. She knew those-across-the-wastes. She had survived alongside one of their own, had learned that they were strange, bewildered by her people’s spirits, accustomed to funny dances and songs. But they were not hostile. They were not enemies. She had meant to bring them together. To guide members of her clan to members of theirs and learn new ways. 

But she would never have taken survival from her people. Even as a gift to those she now considered friendly. 

No. Someone else did this. She searched the faces of her people and knew that among them was a betrayer. 
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