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To my sister, Becky Felix, who faced death 
with great courage, deep inner strength, 
and unwavering faith. She won!






A special thanks to Dr. Connie Stone and Mary Swersey, archaeologists, for their expertise and support.
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Prologue

A.D. 1200

THE UNEARTHLY WAIL screamed across the starlit night and into Shadow’s dream. Terror echoed through Shadow’s thirteen-year-old body, setting her heart racing. She curled tighter under her rabbit-skin blanket. Murky images of Sun, her twin brother, invaded her dream: wearing just his loincloth, Sun huddled close to a flickering fire. Another threatening screech shot him to his feet. His hands clutched his spear. Fear consumed his dark face. Shadow’s heart raced in rhythm with Sun’s heart. She felt his terror. Her skin prickled in alarm, mirroring her brother’s fear. Shadow peered through Sun’s eyes into the darkness of night, searching as the demon’s snarling howls came closer.

Sun sprang in the direction of the sound. The screech wailed from behind him, then to the side of him, surrounding him. Raising his spear, Sun darted into the darkness.

“No!” Shadow screamed, but no sound came out of her mouth. She struggled to follow. Her body turned to stone. “Sun,” she broke through her panic. “Do not go, Sun!” Her plea burst from her lips.

She found herself sitting atop her crumpled blanket. The cold, high desert air gnawed at her bare shoulders. Panic consumed her. The sound of her heartbeat thundered in her ears and seemed to fill the small adobe room. Tears washed down her checks. “Sun,” she whispered.

Shadow heard Mother mumble in the darkness beside her. A warm hand touched her shoulder. “You are dreaming again, daughter.” Mother tugged at Shadow. “Go back to sleep.”

Mother breathed in sleep as Shadow snuggled down in the furry blanket. She curled closer to her mother’s child-swollen body. Terror, both Sun’s and her own, raged within her. The dream hovered in her mind. The demon’s screeches rang in her ears. Panic whirled like thick smoke, clogging her throat.

“No, it was not just a dream. It was—it still is, too real to be just a dream,” Shadow thought. No longer trapped in sleep, her mind clicked in precise thoughts.

This was not the first time she had experienced her twin brother’s feelings, even his physical pain. Shadow could not explain it. Perhaps being carried at the same time under their mother’s heart had bonded them as one. Sun and Shadow were true to their names. Without each other, there was none.

She knew that somewhere, miles from the safety of their stone village, her brother faced fear and danger. This fear and danger not only threatened Sun’s life but her life, also.

Shadow had to defy fear to save Sun and herself, as well.

But how?
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THE GRAYISH LIGHT that comes after night and before sunrise shadowed the world. The A.D. 1200 pueblo village slept against the high desert mountain. Stars faded from the pewter sky. Dreams swirled and danced behind all the villagers’ closed eyes.

All, that is, except for a wirey thirteen-year-old girl. The muscles in her oval face pulled tight in concentration. Her dark, almond-shaped eyes squinted against the charcoal shadows. A blanket pieced together from rabbit skins cloaked her bony shoulders and fell down her straight back. Her long, black hair swayed against the blanket’s warming folds. A blouse-type covering draped her left shoulder. Her right shoulder lay bare under the blanket. Yucca sandals swung from the woven belt cinching her short leather skirt. Her bare feet climbed the smooth rungs of a log-pole ladder leaning against a wall of the village.

Stepping onto the roof, she stopped and caught her breath. Her knees shook from the fear that was not her own. It was a fear that traveled across miles of forest, cinder-covered hills, and tall mountains that stood between her and her twin brother, Sun.

Shadow scurried to her favorite prayer spot on the flat roof. When the sun’s first rays peeked over the horizon, the old village crier would ascend to the roof. His deep voice would awaken the village, announcing a new day. Movement would fill the compacted rooms below. All the log-pole ladders would creak as young and old climbed to the roof to offer their own prayers for the new day.

But now, Shadow had the roof and the world all to herself as Sun’s fear swept through her.

Facing the east, Shadow dropped to her knees. She clasped a small eagle feather and closed her eyes. “Please,” Shadow whispered over the feather cupped to her lips. “Please, protect Sun. Give him courage. Give me the courage to ...”

To what?

She, like other females, was forbidden to touch a spear or any other weapon, and she did not even know where Sun was.

Images of evil spirits, monsters, and wild beasts hovered in Shadow’s imagination. She tried to push the unreal images out of her mind. Their father, Stone Carrier, was with Sun and would protect him. A new wave of fear washed over her. Whatever danger Sun faced, it was coming closer, and Stone Carrier was unable to stop it.

“Please,” Shadow prayed on the feather. “Guide his steps. Strengthen his mind.” She recited every prayer she had ever heard, hoping that some guardian spirit was listening so early in the morning. Just to be safe, she must tie the prayer feather to the sacred tree beyond the village’s wall. The wind would carry her prayers to any listening spirit. Frustrations halted her prayer. There had to be more that she could do besides just pray.

“Shadow.”

Her mother’s voice brought Shadow’s eyes open. Mother eased her swollen body over the top of the ladder. Her sun-weathered face had the puffy look that forewarned of birth.

New anxiety pricked Shadow’s heart. It was apprehension that only women experienced, as only they knew and bore the pain of childbirth. The thought of Shadow’s three tiny baby brothers buried side by side burst into her mind. The image of her mother’s body lying in the ground near those graves shot panic through Shadow. For many women, childbirth was their last struggle in this life.

“Little sister, it is too early even for prayers.” Mother’s voice sounded weary. She stood with her hands rubbing the small of her back. Her huge stomach pressed tight against her leather dress.

Shadow leaped up. “I am sorry. I did not mean to wake you.”

“You did not.” Mother patted her bulging stomach. “This little one did. It wants to escape from its dark cave. Feel.” She guided Shadow’s hand to feel the bumping mass within her.

Shadow smiled at the firm kicking against her hand. “This one feels strong. Not like the others.”

“Yes. Girl babies must be heartier.” Mother stroked Shadow’s hair. “Just as we women must be stronger and more courageous to survive.”

Shadow slipped her arms around her mother and squeezed. “A girl. A baby sister.” Since her mother’s stomach started swelling, she had not let herself even hope for a sister. Among her people, males were prayed for. Each of her tiny brothers who had died had been welcomed with rejoicing and grieved for deeply.

“Maybe there are two sisters waiting to escape,” Shadow said, feeling anxious.

“No.” Mother’s voice was firm. “Your sister is alone under my heart.” She touched Shadow’s cheek. “Even if there were two babies, no choice would be made between them. I would demand that both babies be allowed to live just as I did with you and Sun.”

At Sun’s name, Shadow stiffened.

“So, you are up before the birds because you are worried about Sun.” Mother hugged Shadow closer. Shadow felt the baby’s movement against her own stomach. “I wish that Sun did not need to go with your father to gather obsidian or travel to other villages to trade. Worry chews at my soul every minute they are late in returning. But Sun must learn the ways of his father, of men, just as you are learning the ways of women.”

Shadow pulled away from her mother. “I hate being a girl. Becoming a woman is worse: men telling me what I can and cannot do. I despise doing everything that they think is tedious and boring—like grinding corn.”

“Men grow the corn.”

“But I weed it,” Shadow countered. She wondered if Mother knew the frustration that consumed her each time Sun left on a quarrying or trading journey. Because she was a female, she remained behind to haul water, weed, and grind corn while Sun saw and experienced the wonders of the world.

She was as strong as Sun and as smart. Sun had even said so. He had taught her many things that girls were not supposed to do, such as playing ball. She even had her own kicking ball. Sun had smuggled it to her from a trading trip. It came from the tall stone villages in the sweltering desert to the south.

Concealed from the eyes of others, Sun had taught her to kick the leather-covered ball along as she ran. They kicked the ball to each other, running full speed. It was she who made up the game of tossing the ball to each other. The ball was just one of the male activities Sun had taught her. But with each new skill learned, Shadow’s frustration mounted. What good were knowledge and skills if she could not use them? If anyone had seen her playing with the ball, village ridicule would have been the least of her punishments. Strict rules of behavior governed the roles of men and women. Each trespass had its penalty.

Mother’s gentle voice drew Shadow out of her thoughts. “It is difficult to squeeze into a place that others have carved for you.” She brushed her own long dark hair back over her shoulder. “It always has been hard for me.”

“You?” Shadow could not believe that being a woman was painful for Mother. Fair Dawn was perfect: loving, quiet, never demanding or quarrelsome. No one ever heard Mother complain about what she did. Everyone loved and sought out Fair Dawn when they were soul-troubled, ill, or injured. Her reputation as a healer put her in high regard.

“But you....” The words would not come as Shadow stared into her mother’s penetrating eyes.

Mother cradled her bulging stomach. “Life is not easy for women or for men. Each of us must find a balance between the life we are born into and accepting our self in that place.” She spoke with intensity. “Every woman must decide where she will stand, what battles she must fight, and what rules she must break in order to survive within herself.”

Realization burst into Shadow’s mind. “You refused to kill a female baby born in the shadow of a male baby, as demanded by custom.” Shadow watched the pink light brightening the eastern sky, feeling ashamed for not realizing her mother’s courage before now.

“Life is too precious to cast off in the name of custom.” Mother stepped in back of Shadow and wrapped her arms around her. She whispered into Shadow’s ear. “Be patient, little sister. Have faith in yourself. Listen to your heart; it is a very courageous one.”

Despite Mother’s warm body against Shadow’s back, a shiver crawled up it.
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ONLY SHADOW’S GRINDING, the sound of rock on rock, filled the small room where corn was ground. The other women and girls had finished long ago. Shadow knelt over the well-worn trough-shaped stone. Her knees burned. The small of her back ached as she ground the dried corn in the metate with her hand-held stone. Her fingers, accustomed to the loaf-shaped mano, still cramped with pain at each back and forth movement.

As she worked, Shadow fought the fear surging within her. She did not question why or how she felt Sun’s terror. It was just there, as real as the corn being crushed beneath her stone mano. No one would understand what she was feeling. Shadow had never told a living person about experiencing Sun’s feelings. The others, even Stone Carrier, thought of her as ill-fated for being born on Sun’s heels. They would accuse her of being a witch if she reported the panic lapping within her like water in a puddle as wind blew across it.

Shadow dropped her mano and leaned back on her heels. “This will last Mother four or five days,” Shadow thought, satisfied at last. She scooped the last bit of cornmeal out of the metate and poured it into her brown ceramic storage jar. Shadow whipped a thin piece of leather around the jar’s narrow opening. She slung the jar to her hip.

Earlier she had hauled enough water and wood to last Mother until she and Sun returned. Return—the word thundered through Shadow’s mind, and her stomach twisted. Shadow’s courage began to crumble like bits of corn as she scrambled out of the grinding room door.

She hurried through a narrow passage between two rows of homes. The mud and rock hallway led into the center of the village. With each step, uncertainty hovered over her shoulder. She had never been more than a day’s walk from home and always went with Sun. It would take enormous courage to spend the moonless nights alone. Sleeping on the roof during hot nights were the only times she had ever slept without the safety of walls. Sun or Mother always slept nearby, offering security.

Even finding Sun suddenly seemed impossible. The village men insisted that the outside world was plagued with danger behind every rock and tree. Shadow’s legs felt like a toddling baby’s. She stopped and leaned against the wall of the passage. It would take more courage than she possessed to venture into the unknown world alone.

“Sun was to be back two days ago,” a young voice said. Shadow recognized Spring Breeze’s flirting voice coming around the corner of the passage. “Stone Carrier promised that he would bring my father the best black stone before the harvest celebration began.”

Winter Dove’s squeaky voice responded, “Even if Sun returns tomorrow, there is plenty of time for him to ask you—.” Giggling masked the rest of her words.

Shadow pressed her lips together. Jealousy gripped her. Spring Breeze and Winter Dove were her age, thirteen summers. Where their bodies now curved and bumped, Shadow’s was as straight as Sun’s. They both wore their long hair carefully combed into the puffy, round squash-blossom whirls over each ear that invited the young men to court them. Shadow’s hair tangled down her back in the manner of a child. In a few days, Winter Dove and Spring Breeze would dance at the harvest feast. Shadow would herd the younger children and quiet the babies.

“Yes, but only if Sun’s shadow is not trailing behind him.” Spring Breeze’s voice rang with dislike. “Shadow is a disgrace to the village. I heard Grandmother whisper that she will never be one of us. Her own father does not accept her.”

Squaring her shoulders, Shadow marched around the corner. Winter Dove and Spring Breeze huddled in front of a low, T-shaped door. Shadow kept her eyes straight, avoiding the girls’ stares. They stopped chattering and burst into laughter as she passed by. Shadow’s face burned. She longed to yank the whirls of black hair off their silly heads.

“Each woman must decide what battle she must fight.” Mother’s words echoed in Shadow’s mind.

Shadow could not waste precious time quarreling. She had a more important battle to fight—a contest of life or death.

Shadow trekked across the flat, open area in the center of the village, called the plaza. Now that she was leaving the village, it seemed that she was seeing it for the first time. Colors, sounds, smells, and textures never noticed before leaped out at her. She studied the four long rock and mud walls that enclosed the plaza. Each wall contained low T-shaped doorways. A passageway, like the one she had just come through, framed each corner of the plaza. Log-pole ladders leaned against the walls, reaching the second story patios and doorways. Longer ladders stretched to the roof. The brightness of the blue sky burned Shadow’s eyes. Smells of dust, burning wood, cooking food, sweaty bodies, and autumn singed her nose. Everything spoke of safety. Shadow slowed her pace.

Babies cried from their cradle boards. Women visited as they wove baskets or rolled cordage from strong yucca fibers. A woman smoothed a deer hide with a stone scraper as her daughter toiled over an antelope hide. Groups of small children chased each other. A near-naked boy collided with Shadow in the middle of the plaza.

The three-year-old peered up at her. “You can be the bear, if you play with us.”

With a growl, Shadow lunged at him. “I will eat your toes first, then your nose.” The boy escaped, squealing, with three others following. Shadow shifted the storage jug to her other hip. “If only I could just play,” she thought.

Shadow scurried past a cluster of women fashioning bowls and mugs from wet clay. She loved the warm, earthy smell of the clay. In a few days, after the clay dried, smoke would curl into the sky as the pottery baked in the firing pit. The potters would hum the firing song to prevent the pots from cracking. Shadow wondered if she would be there to watch the finished wares retrieved from the warm ashes.

Three old men rested with their backs against a sun-drenched wall near Shadow’s home. They mumbled in low sounds. Shadow wished she could sit and listen to their stories of courage and the old legends that taught the ways of life.

Shadow’s house made up the northwest corner of the plaza. Mother stood beside the door, pressing her hands against her back as she listened to Twisted Hair. Mother nodded as the bitter old woman’s complaints salted the air. She smiled when she saw Shadow over the woman’s stooped shoulder. “Good, Shadow, you are finished grinding.”

Twisted Hair’s wails ceased the instant she heard Shadow’s name. She whipped around, bumping into her.

“I am sorry,” Shadow mumbled. She dodged Twisted Hair and stooped through the low door.

Cool, close air swept over her. The house smelled of old smoke, corn cakes, and the sweet herbs and plants that hung upside down to dry above the cooking area. Pots, mugs, and storage jars, as well as baskets, occupied the area below. Sleeping mats and rolled-up blankets occupied a corner next to mother’s medicine containers. Shadow’s father, Stone Carrier, and Mother slept here. Stone Carrier’s tools and the stone items he made took up the rest of the eight-by-ten-foot room. Shadow only slept in this room when Stone Carrier was away trading or gathering obsidian. Other times, she and Sun shared the small room directly above.

Shadow set her storage jug near the fire pit, debating about how much food she would take with her. Enough for two or three days, she decided. She would carry everything in Mother’s large leather bag that she used for gathering plants.

Worry bit at Shadow as she studied Mother’s medicine baskets, ceramic jars, and stone boxes. Her mother was depending on her to help with the birthing and had taught Shadow all the things to do when the time came. Mother was the only other person in the world besides Sun who loved and accepted her. With the baby due, this was not a good time to leave.

Shadow argued with herself. What she had felt all morning was not real. As Mother said, she just missed Sun. It was just her own fear and worry disguised as Sun’s. Stone Carrier often said that her childish fears stole away her good sense. He was correct, of course, as he always was. Besides, Stone Carrier would never let anything happen to Sun. He and Sun were probably coming up the hill to the village at this very minute.

Sun’s terror became Shadow’s once more. She could not get her breath. Closing her eyes, Shadow felt Sun’s lungs burn as he ran. Her legs felt his legs straining and his heart exploding.

The danger Sun faced was coming closer.
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