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  To the people of Cahokia who have captured my imagination and inspired me over the years. Whatever the cause of their disappearance from the Midwest I pray it was not a violent end but rather one of co-mingling with the others in their area.




  Prologue




  Cahokia City – 1050 AD




  “There is something we must discuss, Daughter.”




  Javion put down her sewing and went to join her father in his workshop. As the youngest daughter of the most respected flint knapper in Cahokia City, she was certain he planned to tell her of what a good match had been made for her. Perhaps he had arranged for her to marry Katier, the son of the great Master of Mound Builders. If so, she would be well respected within the city.




  To her surprise, he indicated that she should follow him away from his workshop. As they crossed the vast grassy expanse, she realized they were heading for the home of ‘The Sun’, the spiritual leader of their people. Why does he choose to take me away from the workshop in order to talk?




  “Have you made the match for my marriage?” Javion asked, once they were in the shadow of the tallest mound in the city.




  Her father looked up toward the top of the mound as though hoping that ‘The Sun’ would come down to help guide his words.




  “I have been told ‘The Sun’ is very old. He will soon die and a new ‘Sun’ will take his place.”




  “‘The Sun’ cannot die, Father. Who will lead the people?”




  “The oldest man child of ‘The Sun’, Rourk, will be the new ‘Sun’ to rise in his father’s stead. He has been trained for this all of his life.”




  “Why do you tell me this, Father?”




  “Rourk has come to me privately, as he has to eleven other families in the city. It is Rourk’s request that twelve virgins accompany his father to the next life. It is a high honor. In addition, his father has requested to be laid on a bed of shells, along with many arrowheads. Your fingers are nimble and you have learned my trade well. You will help me fashion the arrowheads.”




  Javion stared at her father in disbelief. She had heard stories of virgins being sacrificed in order for ‘The Sun’ to be satisfied in the next life, but she never thought it would happen to her. Her head pounded and her stomach roiled at the thought of dying for the spiritual leader’s pleasure.




  Last season one of Javion’s friends had given her virginity to the old leader. The entire city had celebrated—all but Javion. She had cried bitter tears for her friend. Once Ciana had been taken to the top of the mound, she had never been seen again. The talk had been that Ciana had spent one night satisfying ‘The Sun’. With the dawning she had been passed among the priests until she was large with child. Ciana had died giving birth to the girl child. The priests had taken both Ciana and the child outside of the city to be eaten by the wild animals that roamed so freely in search of those foolish enough to be outside the stockade once the sun went down.




  At least Javion would be spared a fate such as that of her friend. The thought of having to face the unwanted attentions of the priests, and having a child planted in her belly by one of the men who frightened her so much, would have been almost unbearable.




  She would endure losing her virginity to the rising ‘Sun’, for Rourk had always frightened her more than any of the other priests. She wondered if it would be Rourk, or one of the others, who would wield the sacrificial knife that would tear her beating heart from her body. If the loss of her virginity resulted in a child, it too would die.




  “You will be the primary sacrifice, Javion,” her father said, jolting her mind back to the conversation her father had felt to be so important. “Your friends will be sacrificed in private, but on the twelfth day, you will give your life for all the people to see. Your name will be remembered for generations to come.”




  Javion nodded. Her father would expect her to be as excited as he was about this. She thought of running away, but knew there was nowhere to go. From the day that ‘The Sun’ died she would have twelve days to contemplate her fate. During those twelve days, she would be tethered within the confines of the wooden circle. One by one her friends would be taken to the top of the mound. Once they were sacrificed, they would be brought back and prepared to be placed in the burial mound with ‘The Sun’. No one knew when ‘The Sun’ would die, so from this time forward she would live each day as though it were her last. Once her friends began giving their lives to ‘The Sun’ she would not have the freedom to contemplate her fate. As the last sacrifice, she would have to watch as her friends were taken from the people as living beings and returned as a sacrifice, the life taken from their bodies. The thought saddened her.




  * * * *




  Javion watched as the last of her friends was taken to the top of the mound. For the past ten days she and her friends had been stripped of their clothing and tethered naked in the center of the wooden circle.




  In an attempt to take her mind from the terrible thing that was soon to be her fate, she recalled happier times. She and her brother Jayden had been the youngest of their parents’ children. With her older brothers and sisters well married and living away from the family home, they had become constant companions. Like Jayden, she had learned her father’s craft. She knew Jayden, like her older brothers, would work side by side with their father once he reached adulthood. For now, the two of them worked together. With each thought, she tried to brand every memory of her family, the life she had led, and Cahokia City into her mind.




  It was dawn of the eleventh day. Only Javion and Kimra remained within the circle. In the distance, Javion could see the priests arriving, bringing with them Kimra’s parents. Her mother was weeping softly but her father held his head high and kept his face devoid of all emotions.




  “This is the morning your daughter will be taken to the top of the mound. Once her virginity is sacrificed, her life will be taken also, so that she can serve our leader ‘The Sun’ in his next life. Your family is blessed to have a daughter chosen for such a sacred sacrifice.”




  Javion cringed at the words. She had heard them every morning since this terrible ordeal had begun and she knew them by heart. What good would it do ‘The Sun’ to have dead maidens in his grave? Would they all be reunited in the afterlife and the girls forced to serve him sexually? The thought made Javion’s stomach churn and threaten to rebel.




  In order not to embarrass either herself or her parents, she swallowed down the gall. As she did, she could see her friend’s knees buckle and watched Kimra fall to the ground. Between the priest and her father, they lifted her to her feet and helped her to move in the direction of the mound.




  Good-bye, Kimra. May we meet in the afterlife and find a way to keep ‘The Sun’ from forcing us to service him in the way the priests have suggested. Be brave. It will all be over in a short while.




  As though Kimra heard her thoughts and understood her meaning, she stood straight and tall and walked proudly toward the mound.




  Javion knew the next time she saw her friend, it would be when her lifeless body was returned for the celebration that surrounded her sacrifice.




  Once Kimra was taken away, someone came and brought Javion bread and water. It did little to quell her hunger, as it was only enough to sustain her until the next morning, when it would be her turn to walk to the top of the great mound.




  The entire city gathered around the base of the mound. Although Javion was tethered quite a distance away, she could hear the singing, as Kimra’s body was brought down from the top of the mound. Once the priests were on level ground, those assembled followed the procession to the mound where the embalmers would prepare Kimra for her final journey to the area where ‘The Sun’ lay, waiting for burial and available for all the people to view his magnificent body.




  Javion thought of the arrowheads and shells that had been prepared to become the bed upon which ‘The Sun’ would lie for eternity. She had made many of the arrowheads to her father’s specifications. For the work, her father had been well compensated. After the burial, he would be a very wealthy man, even if he had one less daughter within his household.




  As the day drew to a close, Javion knew her life was at its end. If only somehow the dawning would not come, her life could be saved.




  The storm came from the clear night sky. Lightning slashed across the heavens and the roar of the thunder forced Javion to the ground and the bliss of unconsciousness.




  Chapter 1




  Hundreds of years later – In Atiko’s village




  Two young men camped on the shores of Spirit Lake. Completely identical, they searched for a vision to complete the vision quest that had started over seven days earlier. The lake, they were told, was the best place for the two of them to seek the visions that would give them their adult names. It was where, many years earlier, their father had found a beautiful maiden from the future. She had become his wife and their mother.




  Throughout their lives, they had listened to her fantastic stories of the future and gleaned the knowledge that she had to impart to them. Now they were on the threshold of becoming men and were anxious to become more than Atiko and Kit’s twin sons.




  From the clear blue of the sky a bolt of lightning came from nowhere. As the thunder rumbled, the older of the two watched as the aura around his brother glowed a brilliant blue, while his own scalp tingled in an odd way, leaving a white streak in his black hair.




  Lightning Strike jerked himself awake. As was the case every time he had the dream, he was drained. On the other side of the lodge, Blue Thunder sat on his sleeping furs, cradling his head in his hands. Instinctively, Lightning knew his brother had shared the same dream.




  “Why is the dream so vivid, when the actual event was so long ago?” Thunder asked.




  Lightning shook his head. “I do not know. It is evident that thunder and lightning will always be important in our lives. You, like I, have heard how the forces of thunder and lightning brought our mother here. It is no wonder those were the things we saw on our vision quest.”




  Thunder laughed. “I do remember how, when we were but children, we searched every puddle after it rained for time travelers. I, too, realize that our names are appropriate. What I question is why the dream persists?”




  Before Lightning could answer, a commotion from outside their lodge diverted his attention from the conversation that moments earlier had seemed so important. Moving as if they were one, the two men got to their feet at the same time.




  By the time they left their dwelling, dogs were barking and children squealing with delight at the sight of the mounted visitors. Lightning had to admit, his Uncle Snapping Turtle’s brother, Hawk, and the old shaman, Serpent’s Wing, did look impressive on their horses, wearing their ceremonial finery. Even so, Lightning had never established a bond with the people of his uncle. He had heard too many stories of how Hawk had threatened to make Kit his second wife and become a father to Lightning and his brother.




  Thunder, on the other hand, held Hawk in the highest of esteem. He had always envied Hawk’s people their nomadic lifestyle. If Hawk had made good on his threat, Thunder would have thrived within Hawk’s village.




  “Greetings,” Hawk said as he swung his leg over the back of his horse to descend to the ground. “Serpent’s Wing and I have come to request a meeting with your parents, your grandfather and you.”




  Although Lightning found Hawk’s request strange, he hurried to find his parents and grandfather, while Thunder escorted their guests to the council lodge.




  Lightning found Clankor, Atiko and Kit deep in discussion in the Mystic Lodge. As soon as he entered, the three oldest members of his family turned to face him. For a moment, he was again a child, interrupting the private discussions between shamans.




  “Hawk and Serpent’s Wing have arrived,” he blurted out, as though the words would explain why he was interrupting them. “They have requested a private meeting with you.”




  His grandfather nodded, as though the request did not come as a surprise. “It is as I said it would be. The great shaman of Hawk’s people has come with a request we must take seriously.”




  Lightning’s father nodded in agreement with Clankor’s words. “You are right, Father. We must go and find out what troubles the old man’s mind. I sense our lives will take yet another turn because of Hawk’s people.”




  Lightning shuddered at his father’s declaration. No matter what the relationship between his parents and Hawk, Lightning still harbored bitter feelings for the man.




  Once they arrived at the council lodge, Thunder had already seated Hawk and Serpent’s Wing and made certain they were served refreshments. When their parents and grandfather entered the lodge with Lightning, Hawk and Serpent’s Wing got to their feet.




  “It is good to again be with my old friends,” Hawk said, as he stepped forward to clasp Atiko’s hand and embrace Kit.




  At the same time Serpent’s Wing greeted Clankor in the same manner. “I agree with Hawk, it is indeed good to see you again, Clankor. I was afraid the Gods would demand the end of my life before we could be reunited.”




  “I was just telling my son of the vision I had last night. In it I was told that you would be coming to our village with an important message.”




  Lightning watched as the old man nodded. He had known the shaman of Hawk’s people all his life. Although the man had always been old, he had never seemed as ancient as he was now.




  At Serpent’s Wing’s request, everyone seated themselves around the fire pit. Once they were comfortable and enjoying the refreshments the women had brought them, Serpent’s Wing began to speak.




  “I am an old man. My time on earth is ending. My only regret is that I never married and produced an heir. The Gods have told me that you have trained these two young men in the art that has ruled our lives for so long.”




  “The Gods have told you correctly, Serpent’s Wing,” Atiko replied. “Our sons have been trained since they were children.”




  “But only one can serve your village. What will become of the other?”




  Lightning exchanged a puzzled glance with his brother. All their lives they had received the training reserved for a shaman. Never had they thought of what would happen when one of them took their father’s place. Whichever one served the Gods the other would be the one to hunt to support both families. The one destined to hunt would feel the rejection of the Gods acutely. Could either of them live the life of servant when they had been trained to lead?




  “As I said before, I am an old man,” Serpent’s Wing continued. “The trek to the winter campgrounds could be my last. Our people need a strong spiritual leader. The Gods have deemed that Atiko and Kit go south with our people.”




  “But what of our responsibilities here?” Kit questioned.




  “Clankor and I will guide your people. An ancient healer from our people will also stay behind. The Gods have told me that along with you and your sons, Makisa and Snapping Turtle will also make the journey. It is no secret that Snapping Turtle holds his nephews in high esteem. It is only right that he is with them at this significant time in their lives.”




  “Why would we want our family to see one of us humiliated?” Lightning asked.




  “Allow me to finish, young man. At the mounds of the ancients you will both be tested. Your father found his power within the shadow of the mounds. The two of you will find your powers as well. When the people return to the summer campground, one of you will have been called to take my place.”




  Lightning felt his heart sink. The training he and Thunder had received told him the old man’s visions were undoubtedly true. How can I stand to be separated from my brother? If I am the one chosen to serve Hawk’s people, will I be up to the challenge?




  “You would take one of my sons away from me?” Kit asked, anger sparking from her green eyes.




  Lightning smiled at his mother’s question. This woman that he loved beyond all others, was like a she bear protecting her young when it came to her children.




  “It is not the way it sounds, Kit,” Atiko said, trying to calm her.




  “That is right, Captive. Your wife has always been the one to—”




  “To what, Hawk? As I recall, I have always been the one to see through your schemes.”




  Lightning knew why his mother was so outspoken with the respected chief. She hated the term Captive when he referred to Atiko. As much as Lightning knew it bothered his mother, his father seemed to enjoy the ease with which he and Hawk interacted.




  Lightning remembered asking his father about the hated nickname many seasons earlier. The way Atiko explained it, he and Hawk shared a special relationship. After over twenty winters, the hated name of Captive had become one of affection between the two men.




  “The plan is not Hawk’s, Kit, but it is mine,” Serpent’s Wing continued, breaking into Lightning’s thoughts. “As a young man I felt my calling too important to take a wife into my life. Now that I am old and ready to walk with the ancestors, I have no one to take my place as spiritual leader of these people.”




  “But why my sons? They are not of the twelve bands,” Kit retorted.




  “I have always known that your sons were special. When they were born, I had a vision concerning them. As grandsons of the great shaman, Clankor, I realized their potential. When I learned Atiko also had the powers only the Gods can bestow, I prayed the twins would be given the powers as well.”




  Clankor got to his feet and crossed the expanse that separated him from Serpent’s Wing. “I too, have had visions concerning my grandsons. Even though the powers have not manifested themselves, the Gods have assured me they are destined for greatness.”




  Greatness. Lightning listened as his inner voice echoed his grandfather’s word. A glance at Thunder told him the word had the same effect on him. Once this meeting was ended, the two of them would have to talk.




  “When will this journey begin?” Kit asked.




  Lightning listened as Hawk explained that the day after the next full moon, the people would begin the trek to the winter campground.




  By the look on his brother’s face, Lightning knew Thunder was excited about the upcoming journey to the winter campground of Hawk’s people. Why shouldn’t he be? All during our lives, Thunder has been obsessed with Hawk and the yearly trek between the winter and summer campgrounds.




  With the meeting ended, Lightning left the council lodge with his brother, while Serpent’s Wing conferred with Atiko and Clankor. He watched as his mother and Hawk also left the lodge. From the look on his mother’s face, he knew she would not stay and talk with their guest. Instead, she made her way to the lodge she shared with his father, while Hawk went in search of his own brother. The strain of the confrontation they had just had was as evident on Hawk’s face as it was on Kit’s.




  “Is it not exciting that we will be going on the trek with Hawk’s people?” Thunder asked when they were alone.




  Lightning weighed his answer well. “I am looking forward to seeing the mounds of the ancients. Our parents, as well as our grandfather, have all had visions there. I pray it will be the same for us.”




  Thunder merely nodded. It was evident he was more concerned with the trek than the visions the mounds promised. For the first time in his life, Lightning realized that he did not need the company of his brother. He needed to be alone to come to grips with the revelations of this morning’s meeting. Turning his back on Thunder, he started walking toward the forest.




  “Wait for me,” Thunder called.




  “I need some time alone to think on this thing that we have been told. It would be best if you were to seek out Hawk and Snapping Turtle. There are many plans that must be made before we can begin this journey.”




  Lightning did not like sending his brother away. They were rarely separated for any reason, but for now it was what needed to be done. Thunder was the one, of the two of them, who made the plans and prepared for everything they had ever done in their lives. Lightning, on the other hand, was the one who thought out everything before they did it.




  He smiled to see that his brother understood the meaning behind his suggestion. Without saying anything more, Thunder turned and headed in the direction of Snapping Turtle’s lodge.




  It took only moments for Lightning to become one with the forest that surrounded three sides of the clearing where their village had stood since the beginning of time. Within the cooler depths, birds called to each other. They were not the excited calls of spring and mating. Instead, they were signals to flock together for the long trip south for the winter. Of those who were staying behind to brave the winter, as did Lightning’s people, the calls their voices made were for the snow that would soon blanket the landscape.




  Entranced by the moment, Lightning stood listening to the calls that had become so familiar to him. “You must go south,” the robins called from high atop the trees. “Follow us,” the geese called as they flocked together.




  “But what of our people?” Lightning shouted to the heavens. “Who will care for them in our absence?”




  Your grandfather and Serpent’s Wing will serve the people well. The old healer will care for their needs. No harm will befall them until you return in the spring.




  The unfamiliar voice that sounded within Lightning’s mind perplexed him. Who are you? He silently asked the question.




  I am the voice of the ancients. Your destiny is at the mounds to the south. It was there your father and mother both found their powers and your grandfather confirmed his vocation in life.




  Lightning clutched his head between his hands. Never before had he heard voices within his mind. The phenomenon was unnerving. With all his might he willed the voice to be silent.




  * * * *




  Word that several members of the village would be going with Hawk and his people on the trek to the winter campground spread quickly. The comments Lightning heard as he walked through the village ranged from excitement for those going to concern over his parents, as well as his aunt and uncle, all being gone for an entire winter.




  Lightning had to admit he too had the same concerns, but the voice he had heard earlier assured him no harm would befall anyone in the village during their absence. He knew the next few days would be spent in getting ready for the adventure that lay ahead of them.




  Seldom used lodge poles and lodge skins were found and set aside to be used as travois and dwelling places once they arrived at the mounds of the ancients, as well as the winter campgrounds.




  As the time of the full moon drew closer, he felt his own excitement begin to grow. All his life he had heard of the visions his parents and grandfather had experienced at the mounds of the ancients. The first trip taken by a member of his family had not been well planned. His mother had run away from the village in search of other white people and had been captured by Hawk. That had left his father with no alternative but to go after the woman he loved. In the bargain, they had both become captives within Hawk’s village. The winter had been one of change and learning, as Hawk and Atiko had become fast friends.




  The next trip taken by a member of his family had been at the invitation of Serpent’s Wing. The old man held Clankor in great esteem and told him there was much the two of them could learn from one another. Lightning and Thunder had been but small children when their grandparents took the journey. He still remembered the stories his grandfather told when he returned. The old man had been in awe of the visions he had received while at the mounds of the ancients.




  Now it was their turn. Soon both Lightning and Thunder would be tested. Would they receive the visions reserved for the shaman of the people? If they both received them, which one would serve in their father’s stead and which one would align himself with Hawk’s people?




  “Are you having trouble sleeping, Brother?” Thunder asked, as they lay in their lodge on the night before they were to begin their journey.




  “You know I am. It is evident that you are experiencing the same sleeplessness.”




  “I wonder what it will be like to receive a vision. What if we do not experience these things? Will we return to our people in disgrace? If so, who will lead our people and what will become of the people of Hawk’s village, once Serpent’s Wing walks with the ancestors?”




  “I too, have the same doubts. This is something that we will only know once the journey has begun. Both our grandfather and Serpent’s Wing anticipate our visions. I pray they are correct.”




  Lightning hoped his brother would not pursue the issue further. He had no doubt in his mind that he would see visions. The voice he had heard in the forest told him as much. His future was sealed, but what of that of his brother? Would he be allowed to be a shaman if he did not experience a vision at the mounds? If Thunder were not destined to become a shaman, what would happen to him?




  Chapter 2




  The journey to the mounds of the ancients took many days, but Lightning did not mind the leisurely pace set by the people. It amazed him how easily he and his brother made friends among Hawk’s people, as well as those from Soaring Eagle’s band, with whom they traveled.




  One young man in particular aligned himself with them. He told them his name was Vision Seeker and his adopted father was Wildcat, friend of Snapping Turtle.




  “I can hardly wait to get to the mounds of the ancients,” Vision Seeker declared, as they followed the line of people that stretched as far as the eye could see in front, as well as behind, them.




  “How can you wish your life away?” Thunder asked. “There are so many things to see. I do not want this part of the trek to end.”




  Vision Seeker laughed at Thunder’s response. “That is because you have never made the trek before. The changing landscape is too familiar to be of interest to me. I look forward to the time when we make camp and I can see the people I have come to call friends over the past winters. It is a time I look forward to each year.”




  Thunder nodded, as did his brother Lightning. They had both heard the story of Vision Seeker’s mother, and how her first husband had taken her far from her people to live in the village referred to as the village of the outcasts. They had also heard how their Aunt Makisa’s abduction had freed the women of that village from the lives of pain and suffering they had led.




  In his own village, one of the women, Darma, had become the second wife of a respected hunter. As such, she had raised her daughters and become a gifted storyteller for all of the children.




  Before Lightning could answer, the voice that had plagued him prior to the beginning of this journey sounded within his mind. You will find many wondrous things among the people Hawk and the other chiefs’ claim as their own. Many winters ago your father and mother saw these things for the first time. They were as miraculous to them as they will be to you. By nightfall, you will camp beside the mounds and see them for yourself. Listen to your mother as she brings knowledge of the ancients from the future.




  Lightning urged his horse to a faster pace until he reached his mother’s side at the head of the line of people.




  “I need the guidance of both you and my father,” he said as soon as they rode side by side.




  “Guidance?” Atiko questioned.




  “Yes, Father. I have been hearing what can only be described as the voice of the ancients. They tell me my destiny lies at the mounds. They also say that Mother brings the knowledge of the ancients from the future. What can this mean?”




  His parents exchanged knowing glances. “We have all learned much from the knowledge your mother possesses. In comparison, I know nothing.”




  Atiko reached out to clasp Kit’s hand and winked broadly. It always amazed Lightning to see the strength of the bond between his parents. In his lifetime, he could never envision finding a love as strong as the one they displayed for one another.




  “Don’t exaggerate, Atiko,” Kit said. “I have learned far more from you than I have ever imparted. What you must understand, Lightning, is that I came from a time where knowledge is acquired from the many writers of past ages. Just as the stories of our lives are depicted in the decoration of our lodges, in the future these stories are written down in the language of books. As we speak, those words are being written in Europe, Asia and centers like Egypt. In order for people in the future to learn of the ancients, they must dig into the burial mounds of the past.”




  Kit’s words shocked Lightning. “Why would people do such a dishonorable thing?” He no more than asked the question than he experienced a vision of a much younger version of his mother, digging in the sacred grounds. “Did you do such a thing in the future?”




  Kit nodded. “In studying the past, I gained much knowledge. Perhaps it was all meant to be, as it gave me the strength and understanding I needed when I was transported to this time to be with your father.”




  ”Were you not afraid of the evil spirits?”




  “I have told you of my God. Because I believe in Him, I do not fear evil spirits, for I do not believe in them. I explored past civilizations in a quest for knowledge. When I handled the artifacts of the past, I felt as though I could see the every day lives of the people who owned them before they were placed into the burial mounds. Since coming to your father I have experienced, for myself, those things which I only read about and sensed when I studied the past.”




  “You had visions?”




  “Of a sort. I cannot begin to explain the effect of television and news on the people of the future. When we arrive at the mounds, I will tell you the story of the Mississippian peoples as I remember it from my visits there when I was younger than you.”




  Lightning knew his mother possessed powers far beyond those of any shaman he had ever met. He had heard all the stories of how she had brought a child back to life after he had fallen in the river and died. That child was now called River Slayer, as the event had so shaped his life that he had learned the techniques that Kit had used to save his life and used them on others.




  All of his life, Lightning had heard his mother tell of the wonders of the future. The television she described seemed too incredible to be true. It was beyond his comprehension to think of the stories told by the storytellers being played out before his eyes. She had also told of how happenings in far away villages were known of immediately by something she called the news.




  A shout from the scouts that rode ahead of the leaders alerted everyone to the fact that the mounds were near. The cry gave validity to the voice that had sounded within Lightning’s head.




  * * * *




  With camp made, Lightning and his brother sought out their parents. They both had questions and needed to find the answers in order to sort things out in their minds.




  “There is much these mounds have to teach you,” Atiko said, as they made their way across the grassy area between Hawk’s camp and the mounds.




  “I have been meaning to ask you about the voices I have been hearing within my mind,” Blue Thunder said.




  Lightning looked up at his brother in shock. Could it be that my brother has heard the same voices as I have heard?




  The two of you are equal in everything. If it could have been, you would have been born at the same exact moment. You carry the same powers. Why would you not both hear our voices?




  “You have a strange expression on your face,” Kit observed. “Could it be you were listening to the same voice as your brother?”




  Lightning looked up at his mother’s question. “How did you know?”




  “The mounds have magical powers for those with the shaman’s blessing. It is only natural for the ancients to communicate with you once you are close to their resting place.”




  “You have told us that they have spoken to you as well, Mother,” Thunder said. “Is it possible that you, too, have the shaman’s blessing?”




  “Anything is possible, but the reason I can see and hear things of the past is because I am a time traveler. I am more open to the teachings of the ancients than most people. For now, that is enough for you to know. We are almost to the mounds. Once we are there, I pray you will see for yourselves the things I will tell you.”




  Lightning could see his own bewilderment mirrored in the face of his brother. He knew they both wanted answers, but would they find such answers within the city of mounds that loomed before them?




  The late afternoon sun caused long shadows to be cast from the mounds that could only be described as various shaped bumps, or hills, in the otherwise flat landscape. At the far end of the area, a mound stood higher than the rest, as though reaching out to try and touch the sky.




  “That,” their mother began, pointing toward the tallest mound, “is what archaeologists call ‘Monk’s Mound’.”




  Lightning was pleased that their mother had often told them stories of the man she had once thought she loved and his profession as an archaeologist. With such knowledge, he knew that these men often gave modern names to ancient ruins.




  “Why does it have such a strange name? I would have called it the mound that scrapes the sky.”




  “The early explorers and seekers of knowledge tended to equate everything to the Christian beliefs. To them, holy men who lived apart were called Monks. Somehow, they learned the spiritual leader of the people, the shaman, lived at the top of this mound.”




  Lightning listened intently. He had often heard his mother tell stories of her Christian faith. He especially liked the story of how her God’s son was born as a man. When he had asked how she could believe in her God and still honor the Great Spirit, she had winked and said she considered the two to be one.




  Unwilling to miss anything his mother had to say about these people, he put the other thoughts to the back of his mind and concentrated on her narrative.




  “Many years ago, a people lived here. Their name is unknown, but my people called them Cahokia. They built mounds for burial, as well as to honor their gods.”




  Within Lightning’s head, the voice of the ancients sounded until he could see a large village appear before his eyes. The structures were foreign to him, but they looked functional. They, like his own people, did not wander as did Hawk’s band. The houses were more permanent.




  To one side of the village, hunters shouted victorious cries as they brought in a deer. From the great river, women brought in baskets of fish.




  Although their appearance was different from the people Lightning knew and loved, it was not hard to distinguish their roles in life.




  At a lodge that looked close enough for him to distinguish what its inhabitants were doing, a man deftly worked at the art of flint knapping. Beside him, a young woman also worked at the craft. Although her appearance was different and exotic, she was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. The vision was so real, he was certain that if he took several steps he could touch her and hold her in his arms.




  As he started to step away from his parents, his father’s hand on his arm stopped him. “Your vision is not real,” Atiko cautioned. “Over the next days you will experience many more visions. The ancients are sending you these things to help you to grow. Once we are at the winter campground, you will be meeting with many well respected shamans, including Vision Seeker, the adopted son of Wildcat.”




  “Vision Seeker is a shaman?” Thunder questioned. “He is not much older than we are.”




  “He was but seven winters old when he had his fist vision at these sacred mounds. I knew him as a child. Even as a young brave he was special. It was Hawk who told me of the boy’s vision. I met with him several times when I traveled to the summer gathering of the great shaman in Hawk’s village. Vision Seeker is one of the most powerful shamans of the twelve bands. You will learn much from him.”




  Lightning thought hard on the words of his father. Even though they had been trained since childhood for their lives as shaman, he could not imagine seeing visions and receiving powers at such an early age.




  While the two brothers continued to marvel at the wonders around them, their mother continued to tell the stories of the people who lived in a thriving city situated on what was now a sea of prairie grass.




  Together with their parents, the twins walked across the grassy area, stopping at various mounds so that Kit could explain the reason each one was built by the ancients.




  With each explanation came new insight into the lifestyle of the people of the long dead village. Kit spoke of how the people of the future would find many bodies buried in pits covered by the mound that stood in front of them. “In my time, this will be called mound seventy-two. To these people the building of the mounds was in tribute to their Gods. It was excavated by the archaeologists in order to learn about these people.”




  “Is that what you meant when you said the people of the future would dig into the burial mounds?” Thunder asked.




  “Yes, it is. Since these people left no records for those of the future, the only way to learn about them was to examine the burial mounds. Don’t look at me like that. We weren’t monsters.”
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