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CHAPTER 1
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Morning Dove hummed softly as she scrubbed her buckskin dress in the river, rubbing the soft fabric against the rock beside her. The sound of children's laughter lingered in the crisp breeze. It was unseasonably mild for December, the men making the most of the weather. They'd left at dawn to hunt and wouldn't be returning until late. The baby within her kicked sharply as Morning Dove stood, rubbing her lower back.

A son.

Only a son could kick with such ferocity.

Morning Dove smiled, watching her stomach roll beneath her buckskin dress for a long moment. The baby was her miracle after so many miscarriages. Her husband needed an heir and with a long string of deaths after the birth of their daughter, Morning Dove had almost suggested her husband should take another wife - one who could give him the baby he desperately needed.

The timing was never right. Or perhaps Morning Dove couldn't bring herself to share her husband - to back out of his life even for the good of the tribe. He was her first love, the two growing up within the same tribe. It was fate that they should one day marry, but a daughter wouldn't be chief and Morning Dove was unable to carry another baby to full term although she tried desperately to give her husband a baby.

Chief Silver Fox never spoke of it or showed disappointment in her. Their sadness over the death of each baby was mutual, but once more they tried again, always with the same results.

Until now.

Eyes shimmering with unshed tears, Morning Dove placed a hand over her protruding womb, singing softly to her miracle baby once more.

Screams of terror changed everything a moment later as an arrow shot through the air, instantly killing Sly Fox. Frozen in horror, the children watched wide-eyed as the elderly warrior slumped forward, blood gushing from the fatal wound.

"Run!" Gentle Doe screamed, reaching for the hand of her younger cousin.

They didn't have to be asked twice as the dreaded Iroquois tribe descended upon their village, killing all the elderly men. The women, however, were spared. At least the young ones.

Morning Dove's scream died in her throat as she watched the massacre from the river's edge. She could run - she should. They weren't focused on the river and she could swim. It wasn't her safety that she had in mind. Morning Dove scrambled up the embankment as fast as her very pregnant body would allow, her eyes scanning the scene of horror before her knowing there was nothing she could do to save those who fell beneath the onslaught of arrows and gleaming tomahawks.

"Gentle Doe!"

The scream caught in her throat as she took off in the direction the children had been playing earlier. She needed to save her daughter.

Gentle Doe looked up, meeting her mother's eyes but they were too far away from each other and the warriors were gaining ground.

"Mamma!" Gentle Doe shrieked in terror, watching a painted warrior leap over a boulder, his eyes focused on the chief's wife.

Reaching out her hand to her little girl, Morning Dove couldn't see the jutting rock, her large stomach obstructing her view. Twisting her foot on the roots of a tree, Morning Dove stumbled, her body hurled unceremoniously against the ground.

Within seconds, crimson blood flowed, staining the jagged rock as Morning Dove lay lifeless, her unseeing eyes still focused on her terrified daughter.

All else forgotten, Gentle Doe ran towards her mother, nimbly jumping over rocks and tree roots but before she could reach her mother, strong hands swept Gentle Doe up into the air.

Gentle Doe valiantly fought her tears as she looked down at her mother until she disappeared from sight, the warrior carrying her off to an unknown future.

A chief's daughter doesn't cry.

Gentle Doe was no longer a chief's daughter but a captive.

Raven stood above the corpse of the woman lying in a crumpled heap, her head wound, fatal. It was not her beauty that caught Raven's attention, but the baby still moving within her. Morning Dove was large, like a ripe melon. If he moved quickly, the baby might have a chance of survival. The child would never know...

Reaching for his knife, the grieving father hesitated only a moment before making his first incision, his thoughts on his bride's reaction when he placed a live baby in her empty arms. Silver Birth would raise this one as her own - a miracle baby.

Within moments, Raven stood, wrapping the crying infant in his furs. The infant was perfect. Love shone in Raven's eyes as he turned away from the dead mother, not caring when he saw her scalped from the corner of his eye. She would feel no pain and scalps were valuable. It wasn't his business anyway. Raven cared only for the child in his arms. His son.

At that moment, all was right with the world.

Not far ahead, Chief White Scar loosened his grip on the child as tears dampened his neck. He wasn't heartless after all. The little girl would be the answer to his wife's prayers and heal her broken heart. It was simply the way things were.

****
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CHIEF SILVER FOX STRODE into the Wyandotte village unannounced, his features drawn. Without acknowledging the warriors who stepped aside, he approached the longhouse, not in the least surprised that Chief Raven knew of his approach, the older man stepping out to greet him.

"Chief Silver Fox, welcome," the towering man motioned toward the entrance to the longhouse.

Without a word, Chief Silver Fox entered, joining other warriors and the chief near the fire.

"They came...my people were attacked while we were out hunting this morning."

Chief Raven's fist clenched. His visitor didn't need to tell him who attacked his village. There had been rumours that the Iroquois were approaching, but they had foolishly assumed they were simply moving West for the winter and had nothing to fear.

"Your wife? Daughter?"

Chief Silver Fox's eyes burned with unshed tears.

"Gone. I found my wife's body when I returned. She'd hit her head on a rock - I assume when trying to escape. Our baby..." Chief Silver Fox couldn't bring himself to finish describing the sight that had greeted him upon his return. "...after, they scalped her. My Morning Dove..."

Tears burned the back of his eyes as he thought once more about how his childhood love had met her end.

If he hadn't led his men on one last hunt...

"We will join you in avenging your wife and daughter," Chief Raven glanced over at his son who was already standing with clenched fists.

"If your daughter is still alive, we will find her and bring her home."

Long Knife was tall for his age, inheriting his father's height. He was on the cusp of becoming a young man and should accompany his father on the raid. The children were betrothed since before they were born - it was Long Knife's right to fight for Gentle Doe and bring her safely to her father.

The Iroquois Nation was far stronger than the Wyandotte Tribe, therefore their raid would be little more than a suicide mission, but no one was thinking of that. They had but one purpose - avenge Morning Dove's untimely death and bring Gentle Doe back to her father. As for the baby...there was little hope the child would have survived.

Chief Silver Fox's eyes were shadowed as he followed Chief Raven out of the longhouse, Long Knife at his father's side. He couldn't shake the feeling of premonition that had settled within his bones but didn't breathe a word of it to his companions.

A muscle clenched in the tall chief's jaw as he turned eastward. With the element of surprise on their side, he just might be wrong.
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CHAPTER 2
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The warrior with the long scar running from his ear to his chiselled jaw carried the slender girl in his arms as he wove through the encampment. His heart twinged with pity for the child who had cried until she'd run out of tears. She'd learn soon enough that this was the way of their people - it wasn't personal. His wife was a good woman and her love would heal the child's broken heart. In fact, in time she would forget all about her people. Time could heal all wounds.

A smiling, petite woman stepped out of the longhouse's shadows, already reaching out her arms for the child.

"She's beautiful," Whispering Brook smiled as her husband placed Gentle Doe in her arms.

Two boys stood at their mother's side.

"What else did you get?" Eagle's eyes shone with excitement.

Unfortunately, unlike his older brother, he was too young to join their father on the raid.

Red Hawk puffed out his chest, his legs akimbo.

"Our sister," he smiled up at his mother who was running her fingers through Gentle Doe's wind-tousled hair, speaking in words the child wouldn't understand and yet, Gentle Doe would be able to hear Whispering Brook's soft heart.

"That's it?" Eagle frowned in disappointment.

Chief White Scar laughed at his youngest son's reaction, reaching out to touch his cheek.

"It is enough. You have a sister now to replace Sparrow. Treat her well, boys, and she will soon forget her people."

A newborn's shrill cry interrupted the chief's train of thought as the tiny infant was carried to the back of the longhouse and placed in the arms of his sister. Silver Birch swiped at unbidden tears as she held the infant close to her heart.

Whispering Brook held Gentle Doe's hand as she led the child deeper into the longhouse. Gentle Doe no longer saw anything else but her baby brother. Stepping closer, Gentle Doe approached the young woman with unseeing eyes, reaching out to touch her parent's miracle baby.

"My brother..." She whispered although those around her couldn't understand what she was saying.

Escape was out of the question. The baby wouldn't make it.

At that moment, Gentle Doe made a life-altering decision. She would stay for the sake of her sibling. Together, they would survive.

Chief White Scar turned from the scene before him. In a perfect world, they would have their happily ever after, but it was not a risk he was willing to take.

"We must move before dawn in case they strike back. It was only elderly men when we arrived..."

Black Crow looked away from his bride and their new baby, even as Silver Birch met his eyes.

"But our baby..." She began, unwilling to move away from where they had just buried their own infant.

Their firstborn had breathed his last within an hour of birth. How could they leave their son behind?

Black Crow gently squeezed his wife's fingers, feeling her heart ache even as he looked down at the newborn suckling at her breast. The baby would never know another father.

"He is our son, Silver Birch. For his safety, we must move camp. The past must be left behind to make way for the future."

Silver Birch understood her husband's logic. She couldn't bear to lose another baby. Brushing a tender kiss on the infant's tiny first, she swallowed hard before speaking again.

"When do we leave?"

***
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THE IROQUOIS TRIBE didn't move fast enough, the children slowing down their progress. Just before dawn, the forest came to life, as the tribes combined to repay the Iroquois Nation for the raid the day before.

Whispering Brook clutched Gentle Doe in her arms, running as she headed in the opposite direction of the forest without looking back. She had one thing on her mind - save the children.

Eagle wrestled against his mother's firm grip, twisting his wrist within her hand.

"Father needs me!"

"There is nothing you can do to help him, Eagle. Don't argue with me. I need you to help me protect your sister."

"She's not my sister!" Eagle snapped, frustrated, instantly regretting his outburst.

It wasn't anyone's fault that his biological sister lay in a shallow grave - a grave that would be lost to time. On the move once more, she and so many others were left behind.

"Eagle..." His mother's voice was choked with emotion as she propelled her strong-willed son toward the river, "do as I say NOW."

Knowing he'd apologize later for hurting his mother's heart, Eagle finally did as his mother instructed, but not without another glance over his shoulder.

Red Hawk stood at his father's side, his tomahawk flashing as he struggled to keep much older warriors at bay long enough to protect the fleeing women and children. With combined tribes, the allies were a force to be reckoned with, taking the Iroquois off guard.

"No!" Whispering Brook screamed as an arrow pierced her husband's chest.

Eagle stood transfixed, watching the battle taking place mere feet away. A moment later he broke free, running toward his father who was still fighting valiantly with his dying breath.

Chief Silver Fox looked up from the man who had stolen his daughter at the sound of Whispering Brook's scream.

It was a decision he wouldn't live to regret, falling lifeless at Red Hawk's feet.

The young warrior's eyes darkened with rage as he looked down at the corpse of the man who had dealt a fatal wound to his father. In the heat of battle, the teenager became chief as his father took his last breath. Two chiefs lay side by side in death at the feet of young Chief Red Hawk.

The avenging tribes had no way of knowing the teenager was now the chief of the dreaded Iroquois Nation. Overlooking the youth, they focused on the older warriors who realised Chief Silver Fox was dead. Moving as one, they were willing to sacrifice their lives to protect their heir.

"Don't be a fool, Son." Chief Red Hawk's grandfather's sinewy hand clamped down on his grandson's shoulder. "Run. The tribe depends on you. Save yourself."

"But Grandfather, I must lead them. It is my responsibility."

"The women and children need you. That is your responsibility. Go and don't look back."

Chief Red Hawk looked into the eyes of his grandfather one last time before disappearing into the woods, urging the women and children to follow him.

The battle raged on, snow beginning to swirl in the air as the weather turned colder - so cold that the snow lingered on the ground. Chief Red Hawk ran in the direction of his mother and siblings, but his feet were slipping on the snow-covered ground, hindering his speed as the women and children huddled together waiting for his leadership.

Winter had finally arrived, it would seem.

Letting out a fierce cry, Chief Raven watched as his friend crumpled to the ground without having rescued his daughter. Keeping his eyes on Gentle Doe, the chief leaped over the bodies of the dead, determined to ensure the child's safety. Arrows flew through the air around him a moment before searing pain spread through his shoulder.

Long Knife swung blindly with his tomahawk, his eyes hardening to the gruesome scene around him. Death hung heavily in the air, the moans of the dying haunting the dawn.

Raising his tomahawk, Long Knife hesitated. He had never killed a woman before. Whispering Brook turned, her gentle eyes meeting Long Knife's.

Long Knife would never know why he couldn't deal the death blow to the woman holding Gentle Doe, but at that moment he made a decision that would change everything.

Pulling Gentle Doe out of the woman's arms, he held the trembling girl next to his heart. Sheathing his tomahawk, Long Knife faced his people.

"Mine."

No one would defy Long Knife. He was, after all, the heir.

Death hung heavy in the air, the moans of the dying filling their ears.

Blood coated Chief Raven's fingers as he approached his son, hiding a smile at Long Knife's declaration.

No one would touch his son's captives.

The slender woman at his son's side met his penetrating gaze with a bravado that impressed the chief, although, behind her steely gaze, she reminded him of a small bird, trembling with fright. Chief Raven understood why his son had spared the woman's life, his own heart squeezing in response to her unwavering gaze as her fathomless eyes searched his heart.

"My brother," Gentle Doe turned in Long Knife's arms, pointing to the woman hiding behind an overhanging boulder, tears coursing down her cheeks as she held a newborn against her breast.

Chief Raven swallowed the lump in his throat.

"Let's go home," his voice was constricted as he raised the trembling young woman to her feet, but didn't remove the baby from her arms.

Turning away from the dead, he led their captives away from the dead - away from their past - each step taking them closer to the Wyandotte village and an unknown future.

"Don't cry, Strong Oak," Silver Willow murmured, attempting to soothe the baby crying in her arms. "I will never leave you."

Eagle followed the Wyandotte at his mother's side until they reached the forest. With one last look at his mother, Eagle stepped back into the shadows. He'd rather die before becoming part of a tribe that had killed his father.

Crouching in the shadows, Chief Red Hawk watched as the snow came down harder, blanketing the bodies of the dead. He waited in perfect silence until he was certain the Wyandotte was long gone.

First, he needed to rebuild his tribe and find survivors. Then, when they were strong again, he'd find his family and avenge his father's death.

Large snowflakes swirled around the young warrior in a slow waltz as endless as time itself as they turned Chief Red Hawk's world white.
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Whispering Brook reached for Silver Birch's trembling hand as they were led further from their village. It was deathly quiet, the eerie moans of the dying, now silenced. Silver Birch clutched the infant to her breast, glancing back over her shoulder as though hoping to see her husband once more.

"Don't do that to yourself," Whispering Brook struggled to speak through her constricted throat. "Our men won't be coming for us."

Finality.

Death has a way of doing that.

Each step took them further away from everything they had ever known and to an unknown future.

"If they were going to kill us, they would have already done it, right?"

A glimmer of hope filled the young woman's eyes as she looked over at her sister-in-law.

"Most likely. Whatever happens, we are together. I promise I won't try to escape - not unless we are together. We both know the baby will never make it if we try now. Let's be patient and bide our time. When the moment is right, we will run. Until then, let us not bring shame to our husbands' memory."

Silver Birch lowered her head. Even as a captive, Whispering Brook still exhibited the wisdom and dignity of a chief's wife. The daughter of a chief, it was in her blood, at least it's what it seemed. Of the two women, Whispering Brook appeared to have a stronger fortitude, her eyes, unlike Silver Birch's, still dry.

"The boys?"

This time, Whispering Brook looked away, but not before Silver Birch caught a glimpse of her friend's anguish.

"They must stay away. I fear it will not go as well for my sons. They have little value to the tribe whereas you and I are young and..."

Whispering Brook didn't need to complete her sentence.

"No..." Silver Birch paled, holding the baby much too tight.

Strong Oak cried out in protest drawing the attention of their captors.

The young man who'd spared their lives looked over, curiosity, not malice, in his dark eyes.

Long Knife walked to their right, still holding Gentle Doe's hand within his. The young girl pointed to the baby, the young warrior nodding at whatever she had said before turning to his brawny father who was focused on something in the distance that no one else seemed to see.

"Which one will be your new wife?" Long Knife didn't bother to beat around the bush. "Both are beautiful."

It was simply the way things were. Raids replaced loved ones that had recently passed away.

Chief Raven didn't bother to look at his son. His wife was barely cold in the ground. The raid had not been to find him a new bride, but to return Gentle Doe safely to her father and avenge Morning Dove's death. Instead, Gentle Doe was an orphan and would be returning to their tribe. It didn't matter to the chief which of the women he would take as his new bride. How could it? His heart had been buried with the mother of his son.

"I don't care." Chief Raven said after a long pause. "You choose the woman you wish to have as your new mother. Choose wisely, son. She will one day be the mother of a great chief."

Long Knife looked up at his father, surprise reflected in his eyes. It wasn't the way things were done.

"Are you certain? But you must desire her. What if I chose the one you don't find attractive? I would not wish you a miserable marriage."

A mischievous grin danced upon the chief's firm lips for just a moment.

"That won't be a problem. Both are lovely."

Gentle Doe squeezed her betrothed's fingers.

"Long Knife?"

"Yes?"

"The woman holding my brother is kind. I would like her to be my mother now that...well..."

"I understand," Long Knife quickly soothed, stroking her fingers with his thumb. "You are right. I can see it too how she cares for your brother. That woman will never be your true mother, but this way you will still remain siblings as well. Besides, you cannot be my sister, even my adoption. We are to be married as soon as you are grown."

Gentle Doe lowered her eyes, suddenly shy, but her hand still remained within Long Knife's larger one.

"My son is right," Chief Raven agreed. "You must not be siblings. Then it is settled."

The chief looked over at the slender woman who would be his bride before nightfall. She was so petite yet graceful, carrying herself with poise even though she was a captive facing an unknown future.

"Aquene." The chief sighed as they turned toward the river. "She will bring peace."

****
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WHISPERING BROOK TOOK a deep, shuddering breath as she stood before the towering chief, his eyes as cold as steel. What had she expected? For the chief to love her? Want her? He wouldn't be marrying her if he didn't need her. In that, she had value. It could have been worse. Chief Raven was exceptionally tall with a broad chest and...

The young woman's eyes trailed down her bridegroom's sinewy biceps. He was strong and would protect her yet he was also the enemy. When the time came for her to run, Whispering Brook hoped he wouldn't track her down. If he used that raw strength against her, she wouldn't stand a chance.

Whispering Brook lowered her eyes. It wasn't the cold expression in the chief's eyes that caused her heart to clench, or his strength that, if turned against her, would be fatal. No. She was once more marrying a chief - a man responsible for the death of her husband, Whispering Brook's first and only love.

Strong Oak's cry broke into Whispering Brook's thoughts, bringing her back to the present. Not much longer. Soon, Strong Oak would survive their flight. When the time came, Whispering Brook wouldn't hesitate. She'd run far and fast. After all, her sons were waiting.

"Aquene," Chief Raven spoke, at last, reaching for her hand.

Taking a deep breath, Whispering Brook squared her shoulders, placing her slender hand in the chief's large one. Silver Birch, now Small Bird, and Aquene exchanged a meaningful look, both women knowing exactly what was coming next as their new husbands led them toward the furs.

For a moment, Aquene's fingers trembled. No, she needed to be strong. Small Bird needed her. They would get through this night together. In the morning, with their husbands satisfied, they would begin to plan their escape. Until then, it was wise not to give the men reason to mistrust them.

Aquene focused on her boys somewhere out there in the snow waiting for her as Chief Raven lowered her onto the furs, his momentarily trembling fingers giving her the faintest glimpse that he, too, was struggling as he removed her white buckskin dress.

"Do not fear me," Chief Raven soothed, compassion filling his eyes as he looked down at his brave wife.

﻿He could never love her, but Chief Raven would be good to her. After all, she would raise his son. For Long Knife's sake, Chief Raven would try to forget about his wife buried at the edge of their encampment - at least for tonight.
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CHAPTER 4
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Aspen stood just outside the entrance to the longhouse, rubbing her arms briskly as the cold winter morning chilled her straight to the bone. She couldn't bear to go back inside - not just yet at least. Bitterness welled up within her throat, stinging the back of her eyes. Tears glimmered in her dark eyes, although she refused to let them fall.

Without a word, Aspen turned away from the warmth of the longhouse, stepping further into the frigid morning air. The world was blanketed in fresh snow, the rest of the tribe not yet stirring.

Alone in the dawn, Aspen fell to her knees, tears, at last, flowing freely.

"It should have been me...Oh, my sweet sister, what shall I do? I couldn't stop...and now..." 

There were no words. 

"I couldn't stop you from dying, but I can do this. I must. Your husband should have known better. How could he forget you so soon? They may forget, but I swear to you, I will not."

"He is a fool," a voice directly behind Aspen startled her. 

Aspen turned around to stand face to face with the tribe's Shaman. He was a quiet man, keeping his own counsel. Younger than the chief, he still held the tribe's respect. Aspen's eyes were wide as she looked up into his finely chiselled features, amazed that such a great man would seek her out, least of all speak with her.

"Your loyalty to your sister is commendable. I am certain you know what you must do. Long Knife will be chief and that woman the chief has taken as his wife is unfit to fill the role of his mother. She will never and can never take the place of your sister. Brown Sparrow will always be our enemy. Had Chief Raven saught my counsel in the matter, it is you that I would have suggested he marry once his grief over his wife has abated.

This marriage was done in haste and no good can come of it. Be patient, Aspen. It is only a matter of time until he sees the error of his decision. We can only hope it will not be too late when that time comes."

Aspen lowered her eyes as the shaman gently brushed a stray wisp of inky black hair from her eyes.

'You are a great beauty. The chief is a fool. You know what you must do."

Aspen turned from her sister's grave, her eyes blazing with renewed resolve. 

"I will do whatever it takes to honour my sister's memory. Our chief...I won't let him forget his first love."

The shaman's eyes darkened as he watched Aspen return to the longhouse. The first part of his plan was complete.

****

[image: ]


AQUENE AVOIDED HER husband's gaze as she joined the other women near the fire, preparing a breakfast of corn mush. For being Iroquois, she was relieved she had something in common with the Wyandotte women. It wasn't much, but there was something to build on. Aquene wasn't planning on staying longer than necessary but now it was imperative not to raise suspicion.

Small Bird bit her lower lip, her eyes haunted. 

"Did your husband treat you badly?" Aquene whispered for Small Bird's ears only as she reached for the dish Small Bird was holding.

"No...that's the problem. If he has been a cruel husband, it would have been so much easier to know we are leaving soon."

Aquene frowned, glancing over at the younger woman.

"It is just your hormones speaking this nonsense," Aquene clucked her tongue. "We don't belong here. I am thankful that he was not cruel to you, but you cannot be swayed by this man. Our future is back with our tribe  - with my sons."

"Of course," Small Bird couldn't hide the fact that she was flustered as her new husband followed Chief Raven toward the entrance, the tall warrior glancing back at his bride with a tender smile.

"Well he certainly is a charmer and not hard on the eyes, but your husband has not been dead twenty-four hours. Have the courtesy to remain loyal to his memory, at the least."

Focusing on her fussing infant in an attempt to hide her embarrassment at Aquene's chastisement, Small Bird hummed softly, attempting to soothe Strong Oak.

"It could always be worse," she murmured. "I have a baby in my arms, and that sweet girl brought you...I will be a good mother to her. She is very attached to the baby from what I've seen."

A fist squeezed Aquene's chest mercilessly. Within twenty-four hours she had lost her husband, both of her sons and the new daughter her husband had brought her. So much loss in such a short time and Aquene still hadn't time to grieve her great loss. 

Gentle Doe, unaware of the conversation, crouched beside Small Bird, smiling softly as she watched her baby brother snuggled within his mother's arms. Brushing a gentle kiss on his downy head, Gentle Doe smiled up at the young woman, saying something neither could understand.

Frowning, Gentle Doe realised that they couldn't understand what she was trying to say. Pointing to her chest, Gentle Doe said slowly, enunciating each word.

"Gentle Doe. My name is Gentle Doe."

Small Bird cocked her head slightly trying to grasp the foreign language.

The shaman approached, dark furs hanging from his oiled torso.

He spoke in flawless Iroquois, translating for the women.

"The child is Gentle Doe. She is the daughter of a great chief. You have been chosen to be her mother, Small Bird. The baby in your arms is her brother. They are from the same mother. Your people killed her parents."

"Oh, Gentle Doe..." Small Bird reached out for the preteen, her compassion genuine. "I didn't know."

﻿Aquene hadn't known the circumstances of how the child had come to be in her village, but she knew her husband enough that he would not have killed an innocent woman just to bring her a daughter - at least she didn't think he would. Her husband had never actually shared details of his raids with his wife and she hadn't asked.

For a moment the shaman watched the myriad of emotions dancing across his chief's bride's features. There was no way of knowing that he was their sworn enemy.

Small Bird wrapped her free arm around her new daughter in a silent promise to the young woman. 

"As for you," the shaman continued, turning his complete attention to Small Bird. 

Out of the two women, it was Aquene﻿ who held the greatest threat to him. Should Chief Raven fall in love with the Iroquois woman, she could turn his heart. She would have his ear like none other and as for Long Knife... No, he wouldn't allow it to get to that point. He couldn't. The fate of the Wyandotte tribe depended on the young shaman.

Aquene raised her eyebrow, waiting for the shaman to continue but she was waiting in vain. It didn't matter anyway. Aquene had no intention of staying longer than she had to. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
ANGELINE GALLANT





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





