
  [image: ]


  
    The Dreaming

    Circle in Time


    Kim Murphy


   


  

  Copyright © 2017 by Kim Murphy

  

  All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the copyright owner.


  

  Cover design by Roberta Marley

  

  This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the authors imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to any actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

  

  Library of Congress Catalog Number: 2017932271

  


  


  


  
    To the memory of my mom

    and Isabella

    

  


  
    Also by Kim Murphy

    Non-Fiction

    

    I Had Rather Die: Rape in the Civil War

    

    

    Fiction

    

    The Dreaming - Wind Talker

    The Dreaming - Walks Through Mist

    Whispers from the Grave

    Whispers Through Time

    Promise & Honor

    Honor & Glory

    Glory & Promise

    

  


  


  


  
    1

  


  

  



  
    Phoebe

    

    July 1645
  


  

  



  Phoebe, Im bleeding.


  I gazed upon Megs countenance, which was etched in despair. Are you certain?


  She placed her hands upon her abdomen. Im going to lose it, arent I?


  The year afore, my friend had married my brother Charging Bear. When she had discovered she was with child, she had been ecstatic. If the blood loss had come earlier in her pregnancy, there would have been less cause for concern, but as near as we could tell, she had entered her fourth month. Both of us were cunning women, or healers. At this stage, we knew that bleeding was not a good sign. Have you had any cramping or passed any clots? I asked.


  Meg shook her head.


  Then we wait and see.


  What should I tell Charging Bear?


  Naught, til we know more.


  Meg gave a weak nod, but fear remained in her eyes.


  I squeezed her shoulder in reassurance. I shall inform the others that we must postpone our return.


  Thanks, Phoebe.


  As I helped Meg to the house, my throat pinched, for I had once lost a babe that I carried. I had painted my face black and wailed my sorrow. Whether Meg had lived amongst the Appamattuck long enough to follow tradition, I didnt know, but she would be surrounded by those who loved her and had knowledge in the ways of wisakon. The art of healing.


  The men traded near the barn and failed to notice our approach. Hoping to delay any questions til later, I circled round them. We neared the pitched-roof house, and I scrambled along a straight path for the door. Afore I reached it, Wind Talker joined us. Whats the hurry? Is everything all right? he asked.


  Meg isnt feeling well.


  He glanced from me to Meg, then back again. Afore I had wed him, he had been a detective in the twenty-first century and could generally surmise what was left unsaid. Silently telling him that I would inform him later, my gaze rested upon his. With a slight bow, he backed away.


  I aided Meg inside where Elenor, my grown daughter from my first marriage, greeted us. Momma?


  Megs not well.


  Phoebe, theres no need to spare my feelings. Meg looked in Elenors direction. Im having a miscarriage.


  Ill fetch Bess and inform the men of the events.


  Whilst Elenor went after Bess, I helped Meg to the bed. I stripped her down to her shift and gave her a linen pad for the bleeding. Once she was comfortable, I went to Elenors herb cabinet. I would wait to give Meg the medicine to aid in birthing til we were certain, but all of my instincts warned me of what Meg already knew. I searched through the glass jars, locating blue cohosh, black cohosh, and cotton root bark. I carefully measured the roots and readied them for making tea.


  Phoebe. I turned to my former servant Bess. She hailed from Africa, and her prominent cheekbones were adorned with tribal scars. Ill make the tea, whilst you sit with Meg.


  Thank you, Bess. As I sat on the edge of the bed, Meg gave a satiric laugh. I never thought of the consequences of miscarrying in this time. Where I come from, women get a D&C.


  Id had enough nursing courses in the twenty-first century to realize that dilation and curettage was a surgical procedure, but I had neer understood the concept of rushing into surgery if a body could heal itself. That shant be necessary.


  Meg pressed a hand to her abdomen and groaned. Twas the first sign of cramping. I helped her to the pisspot. She squatted and passed a bloody clot. No doubt remained. My friend would lose her babe. When she returned to bed, Bess brought her the cohosh tea to encourage labor pains. Oer the next few hours, her pains got worse. Meg moaned. This is worse than childbirth.


  More often than not, she sat on the pisspot, bleeding and dropping clot after clot. I remained with her throughout, with Bess or Elenor usually at my side. Once Meg got up and her legs buckled. I caught her afore she fell. Dont attempt to get up without one of us helping you, I said.


  I felt something pop. Something is coming out.


  I helped Meg to the pisspot. She squatted. Out slid a tiny babe that I caught in my hands. A boyhe was perfectly formed, but there was no caul. A navel cord came from his belly, and I could see his backbone and ribs. Een his fingers and toes were fully formed. So tiny, about the size of a plum, he had died weeks afore.


  With the passing of her babe, Megs cramping and bleeding halted. Tears streaked her cheeks, and I gently placed the babe in her hands. She cupped him and cried.


  We gave her a few minutes to mourn her babe afore Bess offered her more cohosh tea. You need to pass the caul.


  Whilst Meg drank, I carefully placed the babe in a copper urn.


  Her cramping began anew along with more bleeding. I aided her to the pisspot where she passed a clot the size of my fist. Twas followed by gushing blood.


  I feel dizzy, Meg muttered.


  Just rest.


  She laughed. What I wouldnt give for a modern toilet.


  I brushed her black hair away from her face, and she laid her head upon my thigh. She picked up her head, but lowered it again. Whilst she rested, blood dripped into the pisspot. After a while, she breathed deeply. Id like to go back to bed now.


  With my aid, she stood. I helped her clean the blood from her legs, and she climbed into bed. Afore long, she was up again, scrambling for the pisspot. I tried to get a grip on her arm to aid her, but she fell straight forward afore I could catch her. Her face thumped the floor with a loud whack.


  Meg... I dropped to her side and touched her gently. Her arms and legs twitched. Her jerky muscles werent as violent as someone who had suffered a fit, but I dared not move her. Im here, Meg. Im sorry. I should have caught you.


  She slowly came round but lay there awhile longer. My face hurts. She pressed a hand to her lip. Ow.


  Beth and Elenor joined us, and we spoke softly to Meg, reassuring her. I pressed cool cloths to her back and neck. When she was strong enough, we rolled her onto her back and placed a pillow neath her head. I dont think I can get up without fainting again, she said.


  Her lips had swollen from the fall, but her bleeding had slowed.


  Elenors six-year-old daughter, Elsa, poked her head in the room. Whats Miss Meg doing on the floor?


  Elenor hurried oer to Elsa and escorted her from the room. Bess gave Meg a tincture of yarrow root and Shepherds Purse to slow her bleeding. I washed her bruises with Solomons Seal and checked her womb by pressing down near her navel. Twasnt firm, so I massaged her abdomen by cupping my hand and moving in a circular motion.


  More blood gushed and Bess took oer. Her fingers reached into Megs womb whilst her right hand pressed down on the abdomen. Meg groaned.


  Her womb has contracted, Bess said, but she still must pass the caul.


  Meg shivered. Im cold.


  Elenor returned with a blanket and drew it oer Meg, whilst I continued to knead her womb. She relaxed. Im feeling better now.


  Meg was too faint to use the birthing stool. Lets get her to the bed, I said.


  I dont think I can make it.


  You wont have to. Well carry you. With Elenor and Besss aid, I spread the blanket neath her. Betwixt the three of us, we lifted her and carried her to the bed. Are you more at ease?


  Meg stretched and laid her head against the pillow. My feet are cold.


  Elenor got some heavy wool socks, and I kneaded her feet. I washed the blood away, but more gushed. Once again, Bess reached inside Megs womb and placed pressure on her abdomen with the other. Another labor pain came forth. Tis the caul.


  Megs bleeding slowed, but weak from blood loss, she slumped. The previous year, using Megs knowledge, Elenor and Bess had given a transfusion to Wind Talkers brother. The action had saved his life. Could they do the same and save Megs life too? Meg, what is your blood type?


  Blood type? she asked with her voice barely a whisper. O... O positive.


  She needs a transfusion, I said to the others.


  Elenor gasped. Wind Talker made it very clear that we could not perform such a procedure without knowledge of a donors blood type.


  I was typed in the twenty-first century. Whilst Im A positive and cannot give, Meg has the same blood type as Wind Talker.


  How can a man give blood to a woman?


  I dont understand it completely myself, but blood type is not based upon the sex of a person. They both have the same type; therefore, Wind Talker can give his blood to Meg.


  Then we shall. Momma, if you would fetch Wind Talker, Bess and I will prepare in here.


  I hurried outside where the men were gathered. They no longer traded and kept watch oer the children, whilst waiting for word about Meg. How is she? Charging Bear asked.


  My brother maintained a solemn countenance, but I was aware he shed his tears inside. He had lost two children during a smallpox outbreak and his first wife after birthing their son Strong Bow. The babe was born too soon, I replied. Meg has lost a lot of blood, but she need not die. I looked to Wind Talker. She is O positive.


  He straightened. Ill do whatever is necessary.


  Good. I grasped his hand and headed to the house.


  Walks Through Mist, Charging Bear called after me, using my Algonquian name. May I see her?


  After the transfusion. There is too little space in the room. We must move quickly for the procedure to be a success. Charging Bear frowned but remained behind. I showed Wind Talker to the room where Meg lay. Her eyes were glazed but she breathed.


  Momma, Elenor said, because Meg hails from the twenty-first century, she understands what were about to do. She motioned for Wind Talker to lie on one of the childrens cots near the bed. I shall draw Wind Talkers blood, whilst Bess injects his blood into Meg.


  Nay, Elenor, youre trying to spare me, but I shall see to Wind Talker.


  Very well. She turned to Bess, who nodded in agreement. Bess shall flush the syringes. Elenor stepped aside me and explained how we would carry out the transfusion. Because Id been a cunning woman and had nursing courses, I had become experienced in drawing blood into a syringe. I needed to adapt my skills to seventeenth-century tools.


  Finally, I held the coiled-iron fleam in my hand. Wind Talker lay on the too-small bed below me with his feet hanging oer the edge. He uttered not a word of discomfort. I glanced oer at the others, and they nodded that they were ready. I rolled up the wool sleeve of Wind Talkers shirt. Are you ready to proceed?


  I am, he replied.


  With the sharp end of the fleam, I pierced the crook of his arm. I placed a penetrating quill into his vein, then put a brass syringe inside the quill and drew some blood. When the syringe was full, I handed it to Elenor, and Bess gave me a clean syringe. I withdrew more blood. More than anything, I dared not lose count of how many syringes I filled, or I would risk Wind Talkers life. After I had filled ten syringes, his dark brown eyes showed discomfort. Shall I continue?


  He nodded. Im fine.


  I continued drawing his blood. Upon reaching fifteen syringe fills, I asked him how he fared. Again, he repeated that he was fine. Sixteen, seventeen. The previous time, Elenor had taken thirty-five syringe fills. Meg had estimated the amount as well below two pints. Who would have eer guessed we would now be using the same method to save her life? I worried about the accuracy of the measurements but kept my concern to myself. Wind Talker had been fine on the previous occasion. I carried on. Twenty, twenty-one. Eery so often, I asked him how he was. Twenty-nine, thirty. We neared the end.


  After I drew the last syringe and handed it to Elenor, I put a clean linen cloth on Wind Talkers arm and bent it to staunch the blood flow. How are you feeling?


  I think Im okay. And Meg?


  Whilst Bess handed Wind Talker a flagon filled with water, I looked oer at Meg. Elenor injected the final syringe fill into Megs arm. She withdrew the quill and placed the padded cloth on Megs arm afore bending it. How is she? I asked.


  Elenor checked Megs pulse. Already shes stronger. Her heartbeat is no longer flighty, and her breathing steadies.


  I turned back to Wind Talker and smiled. Youve saved her, my love. Now we need to get you something to eat to restore your energy. But Bess was ahead of me. She handed him a fresh berry mixture laden with cream.


  Welcoming the fruit, he eagerly spooned the berry mixture to his mouth. After he finished, he attempted to sit up but swayed. You would have thought Id have remembered from the last time.


  Bess and I grasped his arms to help steady him. Rest now, I said.


  Content to obey my command, he laid back with our help. Just keep me up to date on how Meg is.


  I shall, I vowed and sat on the cot aside him. Meg would grieve for the loss of her babe, but she had been saved. I whispered his Algonquian name, Kesutanowas Wesin. Wind Talker. I gripped his hand, and afore my eyes his countenance faded til I could no longer see him on the bed.
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  Phoebe withdrew her hand from mine like her fingers had been scalded. Phoebe? I switched to Algonquian, Walks Through Mist. But she still didnt answer. Something had happened. Too exhausted to inquire further, I breathed out and laid my head back.


  By the time I woke, Charging Bear sat on the opposite bed beside Meg. He held her hand, then looked over in my direction. Thank you, brother.


  You would have done the same. He nodded. How is she? I asked.


  It will take her awhile to heal, but she will be fine.


  Over the next few days, although I tired easily, I regained much of my strength. Meg took longer to recover. Fortunately, we werent in any hurry to return home to the Appamattuck. Normally, I enjoyed visiting with Phoebes daughter and family, but I needed to walk the land that originally had belonged to the Paspahegh. Elenors seven-year-old son had led me along the route the first time. We had roamed the woods, keeping watch for bears and woodpeckers, when he had shown me an arrowhead.


  I navigated the trail through the forest to the place where he had taken me until coming to a section that had smaller growth than the surrounding trees. No matter how often I visited, I still got chills running up and down my spine. While the Appamattuck had taken me in and accepted me as one of their own, I was Paspahegh by birth. I stood in the spot where the massacre of my people had taken place.


  Guns fired and smoke billowed. Death screams came from every direction. This was where my mother had died. As children, Phoebe and I had barely survived. I moved in the direction of a fallen cypress tree. Brambles caught on the fabric of my wool shirt, but for the most part, I remained unscathed. I made my way through the overgrowth. More panic-stricken screams and shouts pierced my mind. I spotted part of a femur and a bony hand. Ribs, jaw bones, armsmost were partially buried in the loose soil.


  These bones were what was left of my people, and my mother was among them. More than thirty years had passed since they had been mass murdered. Most of the warriors had been away on a hunting trip. The town had been left all but defenseless. Elderly men, women, and children had died and been buried in one stinking mass grave.


  Only because of a freak of nature, I hadnt been buried with them. Instead, for some inexplicable reason, I had traveled through time to the twentieth century, where I had grown up and eventually became a detective. But my mother had been buried here. I had promised that I would find some way to give my tribe a proper reburial, but I was no closer as to how to go about doing so than when I had returned to the seventeenth century.


  The flapping of wings came from nearby. A crow settled on a branch that swayed in the gentle breeze. At first I was uncertain whether it was a real bird or a spirit. When it made a series of clicks and rattles, I knew.


  Wind Talker.


  The words werent English or Algonquian, but I heard them in my head.


  More rattles. You will be challenged in the days ahead.


  In what way?


  Allow me to give you a glimpse.


  The jet black bird took flight and I followed. Fog engulfed me. In the beginning, I had needed Phoebes assistance, along with a candle, to help me focus to enter the dreaming. Now, traveling through the realms came easily. Crow was my spirit guide and led me on my journeys.


  In the swirling mist, Crow cawed. I tried to locate the sound, and the wind picked up, reminding me of my true heritage. As a child, I had been known as Crow in the Woods. Because I had been absent from the seventeenth century for most of my life, I had received my adult name, Wind Talker, the year before. At the time, I was informed that I possessed the capabilities of speaking to the wind as easily as I did Crow. Such prophecies continued to elude me.


  Out of the mist, a man with the top half of his head painted black approached me. He wore a loincloth, deer-hide leggings, and a bear claw necklace. The right side of his head was shaved, and on the left side his black hair was tied in a knot and held an osprey feather. His prominent cheekbones and the shape of his nose and mouth had an uncanny resemblance to me.


  Nows, I said. Father.


  Black Owl stretched his arm and intertwined his index finger with mine in an Indian handshake, then he pulled me close and embraced me. My son, if youre not careful, you will soon join me in the afterlife.


  Although I was no stranger in facing death, I would heed any warning. What should I be on the lookout for?


  Im uncertain of the circumstances. You will know when the time comes.


  Having delivered his message, Black Owl was swallowed by the mist. Crow cawed, and I moved toward the sound and emerged from the fog. Waves rolled beneath me and wood creaked. My hands and feet were chained to a wooden post. With each sway, groans surrounded me. I was below deck of a sailing ship. Other warriors were chained as I was. I counted at least thirty of us.


  The boat met rolling waves that pounded against the fore section and sent a shudder through the hull. The frame vibrated like it was about to be torn apart. The ship pitched, and then all was calm again. Men in armor carrying flintlocks descended upon us. One soldier unlocked my shackles, but clamped them around my wrists again as soon as I was free of the post. Like cattle, we were herded from the bowels of the ship. I nearly stumbled on the steep wooden steps leading to the next deck. After climbing two more decks, light pierced my eyes. I squinted back the brightness.


  When I reached the upper deck, my vision gradually adjusted to the light. The soldiers guided us to a gangplank and toward a marshy island. Before I stepped onto the gangplank, mist captured me.


  Wind Talker...


  I blinked back the effects of the dreaming and stood beside the mass grave. Phoebe, with our daughter Heather in her arms, stepped toward me.


  I thought Id find you here.


  Heather was now two, the same age I was when my tribe had been massacred. I scooped her into my arms. She laughed with delight and said, Poppa. Her two-word sentences were equally fluent in English or Algonquian, and she rarely mixed the two languages. She also imitated many bird calls, as well as barking dogs and animals in the forest.


  You appear bewildered, Phoebe said.


  Before returning to the seventeenth century, I had visions of a skeleton that I thought was me, and I had withheld my fear from Phoebe. In reality, the skeleton had been Black Owl, and I had promised myself if I ever faced a similar situation again, I would be upfront with her. Black Owl came to me with a warning.


  A warning?


  He says if Im not careful, I will join him and my mother in the afterlife.


  As Phoebe sucked in her breath, Heather squirmed in my arms to be put down. I lowered her to the ground but kept a firm grip on her hand. Did he give you any clue as to what might happen?


  No, but afterward I saw myself on a ship... I told Phoebe about my experience during the dreaming.


  When I finished, she said, We shall continue to seek answers through the dreaming.


  The first time Phoebe had mentioned the dreaming, I had been skeptical. In time, traveling through realms had become second nature. Unlike when the skeleton had been uncovered, I didnt fear what lay ahead. Eventually, I would find answers, and I refused to let Heather suffer what I had at her age.
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  The men had made a tiny pine casket for Meg and Charging Bears babe. Because he had been born so small, they hadnt needed to dig very deep in order to bury him. Charging Bear lowered the casket into the sandy earth, whilst Elenor said a prayer. Afterwards, he offered the babe an Appamattuck blessing, allowing him to return to the afterlife where he would grow into manhood.


  Tears streaked Megs cheeks, and I placed my arm round her waist. Together, we said a round of amens, and the men started to shovel dirt to cover the casket. Meg gripped me and wept upon my shoulder. I didnt even get a chance to know him.


  My tears mixed with hers as I recalled the babe I had lost.


  Megs six-year-old daughter Tiffany clenched her mommas hand. You still have me, Mommy.


  My friend cried harder and clutched Tiffany to her breast. Thank God, and Mommy will always love you.


  Wind Talker came oer to me carrying Heather. Of late, he spent a lot of time with her. Aware that he was vexed about what his fate might be, I realized my own vision of him vanishing was interconnected with his fathers warning. In the days to come, we would explore the answers through the dreaming, but for now, we would grieve with Meg and Charging Bear.


  The last shovelful of dirt covered the babes casket, and we returned to the house where Elenor and Bess served dry cornbread and wine. My momma had told me about such gatherings after funerals, but because I had been raised by Indians, I had neer partaken. Een then, Elenor made due with what was available in Virginia as corn originated from this side of the Atlantic.


  When the gathering ended, I held Wind Talkers hand and turned to leave. On the morrow, we would return to the Appamattuck.


  
    

    * * *

    

  


  Afore our journey in the morn, I broke my fast amongst my family and friends. Wind Talker had awoken afore dawn and taken a trail leading from the house. I was certain he traveled to the grave site of his tribe for reflection. Twas the only way he would eer come to terms with what had happened. Een I recalled the horror, but twasnt my family who had died.


  Meg said little during our meal, and her countenance was etched in sorrow. Aware that she didnt wish to say goodbye to the babe she had buried, I remained near her side in case she wanted to unburden her grief. On her other side sat my brother. Like so many warriors, Charging Bear remained stoic and refused to shed any tears.


  After the meal, we gathered outside. Wind Talker had yet to reappear. Though I would likely interrupt him at the grave, I informed the others I would seek him.


  Momma, Elenor said, pray leave Heather with me. Id like to visit with my sister a while longer.


  Leaving Heather in Elenors trusted care, I followed the path to the grave site. Afore I reached the sacred ground, I heard a rich tenor voice. I had so rarely heard Wind Talker sing that at first I didnt recognize him. He greeted the new day in the manner of his people. I waited at a distance, allowing him the chance to finish.


  As he sang, he raised his hands to the sky. Instead of the light of day, I saw darkness surround him. His black hair turned gray and deep wrinkles formed on his face. Instead of the muscular body of his youth, he was frail and stooped. His brown flesh shriveled til only bleached bones remained.


  When I gasped, he turned to me. Phoebe?


  I blinked. Once again, his hair was black and no wrinkles riddled his countenance. He had changed so much since returning to his people. At one time his hair had been short, now twas shoulder length and tied back. I didnt wish to disturb you again.


  He frowned. I promised them a proper burial, but I havent figured out a way to go about it.


  Mayhap, you will in time.


  He simply nodded. Together, we returned to the house where the others waited. Afore we left, I gripped Elenors hand and said, I shall miss you. We hugged, then I embraced Bess. Charging Bear, Meg, and her daughter joined us, and we waved goodbye afore setting off on our journey. We followed a forest trail. Because colonists had encroached on more and more Indian land, we walked farther along the path than when I had first brought Elenor as a small lass to the plantation. With Heather and Tiffany presently alongside us, the trip was slow going. Nearly a day passed afore we arrived at the section of the riverbank where we had left our dugout.


  Charging Bear and Wind Talker tossed ferns aside to reveal the boat hidden underneath. I gathered Heather in my arms as the men shoved the canoe from the bank, then they helped Meg, Tiffany, and me inside. Alongside the men, I helped paddle. Tiffany curled up to her momma, hoping to lift her spirits, and Heather pointed at the herons that fished near us.


  Paddling upriver, I soon felt the ache in my muscles. Twould take twice as long as the journey downriver, but we rowed in a steady rhythm. Once, we spotted a colonial ship and came ashore til it was well out of sight, and near sunset, we landed for the night.


  Meg and I gathered firewood, whilst the men caught some fish. Afterward, we shared parched cornmeal with the roasted fish. Heather slept betwixt us, when Wind Talker and I collapsed into worn-out heaps. The next morn, we followed tradition and cleansed ourselves in the river, then set out shortly after dawn. A couple of times when we encountered swifter currents, the men tied lines to the dugout, and we walked alongside on the banks.


  Near sunset, we arrived at the Appamattuck town of arched houses with woven mats. Some of the women rushed out to greet us, and after a while the men gathered as well. We showed them the gifts of our trade, which included cotton cloth, wool blankets, copper, metal tools, and ammunition for the few flintlocks the men possessed. Twas difficult getting such goods because the English had placed death penalties on trading with the Indians after paramount chief Opechancanoughs attack the previous year, and I feared for Elenor and her familys lives if they were discovered.


  Some of the women shared their food with us. Grateful for their hospitality, I was thankful that twould be unnecessary to prepare a meal so late in the day. The eves were warm enough that we ate outside. We told the others about our trip, leaving out what had happened to Megs babe. After the meal, the men passed a pipe.


  All the while, Meg remained despondent, and when we went inside, she said, Thank you.


  For what? I asked.


  For not telling them about my baby.


  Should you wish anyone to know, tis your place to tell them.


  I also want to thank you for not saying that I can always have another baby.


  Each has a special place in our heart, no matter how long they live.


  A hint of a smile crossed Megs countenance. They do indeed, but I should have known you would understand. After all, youve lost an older son as well as a baby.


  And Im comforted they have come of age in the afterlife.


  Meg shook her head. Im still not certain how many of the Appamattuck philosophies that I believe, but it sounds nice. Ill try to keep that in mind.


  Drums beat in a rhythm outside. Twas the traditional dance in the eves. Shall we join them?


  Id like that.


  We guided Tiffany and Heather to the dance circle. Een as young as the lasses were, they joined the others as men, women, and children danced to the tempo of the drums round a fire. For the moment, I felt blessed, but then I recalled the vision of Wind Talker vanishing afore my eyes. I made the dance steps, but my heart was no longer in them.


  When the dancing ended, I tucked Heather in on the sleeping platform. I often slept with her, but on this night, she preferred Tiffanys company. Eer since returning to the seventeenth century, Wind Talker and I had shared a house with Charging Bear, Meg, and my brothers son Strong Bow. In that time, Heather had come to view Tiffany as an older sister.


  Barely were the lasses settled when Charging Bear and Strong Bow returned. I looked past them, hoping to see Wind Talker. Concerned, I glanced at Meg. Go ahead, she said. You know Ill look after Heather.


  Thank you. I made my way outside, where the town was now quiet. The moon cast enough light to see by, and when I reached the river, I spotted Wind Talker sitting on the bank, staring out upon the water. Wind Talker, I said in Algonquian. I know youre troubled by what youve seen.


  He stood and faced me. Its not just that. Ive been asked by the Kiskiack if I can help as an interpreter.


  Since our return to this time, he often carried the responsibility of being a mediator betwixt the tribes and colonists. Een though he was uncertain if he could change the future, he viewed the role as his mission in order to try and save our people. In these tense times and after the vision of him vanishing, I feared for his safety. As his wife, I would neer admit as much aloud. Mayhap the dreaming can give you answers.


  He smiled slightly. Youve read my mind.


  How could I read...?


  He kissed me on the lips afore I could finish. Never mind, it appears Ive used another twenty-first-century phrase that you havent heard. I would like to enter the dreaming with you at my side.


  The first time I had shown him the dreaming, he had difficulty concentrating on anything but carrying me to the bedroom. His smile widened to a grin. Aware that he was contemplating the same now, I grasped his hands. You asked to enter the dreaming, not make love.


  I thought you didnt read my mind.


  Whilst I fail to comprehend the phrase, your thoughts are evident.


  To this, he laughed and drew me into his arms. Phoebe, I love you.


  Later, my love. Let us find the answers you seek.


  He kissed me once again and lowered his arms, keeping a firm grip upon my hands. The dreaming.


  On our first venture, I used a candle in order to help him concentrate. In spite of his distraction, such formalities were unnecessary now. I recalled my first journey. A magnificent, sleek white hound stood afore us. His long legs were well muscled, and his frame was made for coursing. Faster than the wind, the dog raced through the forest with his feet barely touching the ground.


  The mist swirled round us and grew thicker and thicker. As we walked, I felt smaller. When I emerged from the fog, I stood on a sandy bank. Wind Talker was nowhere nearby. Nearly naked except for a doe-hide apron, I inspected my body. My arms were bony, and I had no breasts of a woman. I was but a lass again. A lad scribbled lines in the sand with his fingers, and I overheard a womans laughter.


  A crow cawed, but twasnt a bird making the sound. The lad was Crow in the Woods. At the time, I had no idea that he would become Wind Talker. Een at two years, he could mimic most animal sounds. I glanced oer my shoulder. Two women gathered herbs and placed them in a leather satchel. Snow Bird had her long black hair pulled back in a single braid, and she had bangs. She was Crow in the Woodss momma, and I hadnt seen her since... I caught my breath. She had died in the Paspahegh massacre.


  Aside Snow Bird stood my momma. Her hair was blonde and like Snow Birds, it was braided down the back. She wore a deerskin skirt and shell-bead necklace. Dogwood blossom tattoos encircled her upper arms. Momma, I said aloud.


  She looked oer at me. Is something wrong, Red Dog?


  At the sound of my childhood name, I smiled at her in fondness, for she had died later in life from the smallpox.


  She motioned for me to check on Crow in the Woods. Instead of scribbling in the sand, he covered himself in dirt. Momma laughed. I was supposed to have been watching him and would be the one responsible for cleaning him. Crow in the Woods, I said in a stern voice.


  The lad continued pouring sand upon himself, and momma laughed harder. When I went oer to stop him, he shot off like an arrow. I chased after him along the river bank. Just as I about reached him, he pulled up short. At the end of the trail stood a man in a woolen shirt, breechclout, and moccasins. His black hair was tied back, and he had dark brown eyes and brown skin. He wore a deer-antler arrowhead round his neck. Wind Talker.


  I blinked. Except for the light of the moon, darkness surrounded me once more, and I held Wind Talkers hands.


  An impish grin crossed his countenance. Im sorry that I caused you so much difficulty when I was little.


  I shrugged. Twas naught.


  He shook his head. But I dont understand. Why were we seeing me as both an adult and a child? We only saw you as a young girl.


  I was the lass in the dreaming. Which one were you?


  Me, as I am now.


  I contemplated the meaning. Except to relive a more peaceful time, I could not fathom why I would view myself as a child. Tis puzzling, but tis the way of the dreaming. In time, we shall learn what it means. For some reason, I shivered. I could not shake the sudden feeling of doom. My trembling increased.


  Wind Talker rubbed my arms. Whats wrong?


  I caught myself, then reached up to stroke his cheek. Tis naught.


  Are you sure?


  Aye. I pressed my hips next to his, and he bent down to kiss me. Thankful that I had distracted him, I reciprocated with a kiss of my own. In his arms, I had always felt safe, and as he explored my body, I could pretend the dire vision had not been a warning.
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  After making love with Phoebe, I was more relaxed than I had been in a long time. Hand in hand, we returned to the yi-hakan. House. Everyone else was already asleep, and there we made love again. Upon my return to the seventeenth century, I had gradually adjusted to the concept that absolute privacy was a thing of my past. Most yi-hakans had more than one family living in them. For convenience sake, Charging Bear shared his home with Phoebe and me.


  At night there was no light, except for the fire embers in the center, and this gave some solitude. Meg had the greatest difficulty adjusting to the new lifestyle and hung a blanket between their personal area and ours. The living space almost made it seem like dormitory life in college.


  In the morning, following the daily ritual of bathing in the river, I met with William Carter. The year before, he had been an indentured servant who had run off from an abusive master. He had aided my family and me on more than one occasion. As a result, he had been welcomed by the Appamattuck, even though he had yet to officially join the tribe. Not that anyone was terribly concerned, as he contributed in any way that he could, making him and his girlfriend Chloe honored guests. Thankfully, though, for everyone near him, he had forsaken the colonial habit of not bathing. I still recalled the stench that emanated from him when we first met.


  Ive been asked by the Kiskiack to help as an interpreter and was hoping you would join me, I said.


  Tis a long journey. Tis also near where I originally lived.


  Itll likely take us a few days to get there. My brother, Wildcat, will meet us, but if you think its too risky that your former master will find you


  Nay, Ill join you. Let me inform Chloe.


  Like I had so often done when I was a detective in the twenty-first century, I kissed my family and waved goodbye. Only now, the separation would be measured in days, rather than hours. Our journey started by boat. We rowed along the Appomattox River until we joined with the James, where we continued for several miles. Instead of traveling as far as Elenors, we passed a river branch and brought the dugout up on the bank.


  We gathered our packs loaded with supplies and placed them on our backs. Part of me regretted not taking Charging Bear up on his offer to accompany us for this portion of the trip, but Wildcat was supposed to meet us, and Meg still needed Charging Bears presence. I tried not to dwell on what would happen if Wildcat missed connections with us, as neither William nor I knew exactly where we were going.


  For midsummer, the air was cool. For that saving grace, I was grateful. At least traveling with William, I didnt have difficulty keeping pace. Even though he was nineteen, and I, thirty-eight, his physical endurance failed to match the native people, including mine. We walked along a palisade where the timbers were lopsided and others lay on the ground. After the paramount chief Opechancanoughs attack the previous year, new forts had been built, and others, like this wall, were no longer considered necessary and falling to ruin.


  Chloe wants to get married, William said, breaking our silence.


  Thankful for his distraction, I asked, Thats a good thing, isnt it?


  She wants a Christian ceremony.


  I detected more that he wasnt telling me, but such sidestepping was a common occurrence with William. He had taken a long time to trust anyone. Not that I could blame him, but he was one of the few in this century that I could call a friend. Do you want the same?


  I dont know. These days...


  I placed my hand on his arm and gestured to the trail ahead of us. He nodded that he saw the traveler. The mans body was painted black, and his long black hair was tied in a knot. As he approached us, I smiled and moved toward him. When we met, we intertwined index fingers in greeting. Good to see you, brother.


  Wildcat smiled and turned to William and gave him the same Indian handshake. Its good to see both of you.


  Relieved that Wildcat had joined us, I felt certain we would arrive safely at our destination without getting lost. We talked about our first journey together, where I had traveled to the Northern Neck region to meet the rest of my family for the first time. On that trip, we had also met William. Although he had grown accustomed to wearing moccasins, he continued to wear linen shirts and wool breeches. In some way, he reminded me of myself at his age and being caught between cultures. The tug between the two was likely more apparent with Chloes recent request.


  Now that Wildcat accompanied us, William and I had difficulty keeping pace. I placed my pack on my brothers back. This only slightly slowed Wildcat, and he continued to outdistance us. Oftentimes, he doubled back just to make certain nothing had happened to us. Unlike other trips, in this one we came across no travelers. Most of the tribal people had moved further west, and the majority of the colonists had yet to move inland. I found myself missing the tradition of stopping for a chat and passing a pipe.


  As we walked by bushes with ripe fruit, we picked raspberries and blackberries. At night, we roasted a fish that William had caught earlier in the day. Afterward, we passed the pipe and brought each other up to date since our last meeting. Wildcats and my sister, New Moon, had given birth to another son in the spring. She already had twins around the age of four, and I presumed they kept her very busy.


  Finally, we bedded down for the night. No matter how often I slept on the hard ground, I never got used to it. While I tossed and turned, William snored. In the distance, the haunting trill of a screech owl swept through the forest. On similar nights, I would rise and attempt to enter the dreaming. Why not? I got to my feet and tried to envision the flame of the candle in my mind.


  Nothing. Even the wind was quiet. The owl got closer. During the great assault, warriors had mimicked the call. Except for present company, there were likely no warriors in the area now. When the owl quit trilling, only the buzz of some insect remained.


  Wind Talker...


  Startled by Wildcats voice, I turned toward where the sound had come from. The night was so dark that I couldnt see him. I was unable to sleep, I said. I went on to tell him about the vision I had of our fathers warning.


  Then we shall proceed with caution.


  Id prefer if youd continue on home after we reach the Kiskiack.


  Wind Talker, were brothers. We shall remain united in whatever awaits us.


  I should have known he would take that stance. I would have done the same had our situation been reversed. Then promise me you wont take any foolish risks. Ive already given one transfusion this month. I cant easily give another so soon.


  Even though I couldnt see his face, I knew he smiled. Your lifeblood runs through me. Im forever grateful. Ill take measures to prevent such conditions from arising again.


  Good. Shall we try and get some sleep?


  We returned to the campsite where William continued to snore. Once again, I stretched out on the ground. Sleep eluded me, and the night dragged. When dawn arrived, I struggled to my feet. I had a sudden craving for a strong pot of coffee. When I was a detective, I had practically survived on caffeine. Until now, the desire had been snuffed for over a year.


  With no river or pond nearby, we had to forgo our daily bath, but I had grown accustomed to giving thanks and saying prayers to welcome the new day. Wildcat offered us some dry, chewy meat that looked like jerky. I had no idea what it was and didnt care to. After the quick bite, we set out for the day. The rest of the day passed without event, and when the sun got low in the sky, we approached the Kiskiack town. All was quiet. Too quiet for my liking. No warriors greeted us, and no children played. No women scurried about preparing meals.


  Wildcat readied his bow, and Williams face creased with worry. When we reached the clearing, scorched ruins greeted us. Houses had been reduced to charcoal. Ashes no longer smoldered and were long cold. Even so, firing guns pierced my mind. I envisioned a woman with her black hair pulled back in a single braid. She screamed and fell to the ground. I swayed unsteadily on my feet.


  Wind Talker...


  At the sound of Wildcats voice, I blinked back the vision of my town being burned and my mother murdered.


  They escaped, he said. There are no bodies.


  Both Wildcat and William had a grip on my arms to help support me. I looked around at the blackened timbers. No bodies?


  They escaped, Wildcat repeated. We need to see if we can discover where they might have fled to.


  Blinking back the vision, I shook my head and began sifting through the debris. I wished I had a forensic team to aid in the search. Such a group wouldnt come into existence for at least another century, and many more years would pass before they reached the level to which I was accustomed. Still, I had been a detective long enough to have a reasonable grasp of studying the evidence for clues.


  I tossed aside what was left of a mat that had served as a wall for a house. Beneath it, I found a tiny charred body in the typical burned-body pose of flexed elbows and knees with clenched fists. Not all of them made it out alive. Sick to my stomach, I reached for the small child. There was no way to tell if the corpse was a boy or a girl, but something inside told me she was a girl. I thought of Heather. If circumstances had been different, the toddler could have been her. I let out an anguished cry. When does it end? They destroy towns, murder, and rape.


  Well bury the child, William said. Ill find some digging tools.


  As I turned to him, I caught a tortured expression on Wildcats face. As a father too, he understood my grief. With sticks and hands, the three of us dug into the scorched ground. Finally, the hole was big enough, and we carefully placed the remains inside. We covered her with dirt. When we finished, I sang and the others joined me. A child so youngthe belief that she would grow to adulthood in the afterlife failed to comfort me.


  A crow flew overhead and landed on a nearby branch. While it wasnt the dozen or more that had joined me when my father had died, I was pleased to see the lone bird. The bird cawed in a raspy tone as if it were giving a speech, then finally it flew off. Paying my final respects, I stood beside the grave a while longer and said a silent prayer. Wildcat and William had already moved off. I started in their direction, when I heard a branch snap in the woods.


  I turned toward the sound. A brown-haired man in a tattered shirt and breeches aimed a pistol. Before I could react, I reeled to the ground. Blinding pain radiated through my head and gunfire surrounded me. Something warm ran in my eye.


  The brown-haired man stood over me. Youre not so tough now, savage.


  Drifting, I fought through the
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