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  The partially buried human skeleton sent chills running up and down my spine. I had been a police detective for over a decade and viewed bodies in every state of decomposition. No flesh clung to the bones. No putrid stench lingered in the air. Why did this one bother me? The skull was partly intact, and enough teeth remained to send me a ghoulish grin.


  My stomach churned, and I was relieved when my partner waved at me. Thankful to be away from the burial site, I moved in Ed’s direction a few hundred yards from the grave and breathed in fresh air.


  “Lee,” Ed said, “the anthropologist will be here in a few minutes. Since you’ve worked with her before, I’d like for you to go over the details when she gets here.”


  “Sure.”


  “You all right? You look like you’re not feeling well.”


  “Must be coming down with something.”


  “Take it easy until the anthropologist arrives.” Ed returned to the grave.


  Whatever had affected me vanished now that I was away from the skeleton. I spoke with a couple of the uniformed officers, waiting patiently, when a mud-spattered pickup truck pulled alongside us.


  A petite woman, no taller than my wife Phoebe, got out and gave me a stern look. “Detective Crowley, I hope you haven’t called me out on a beautiful Friday evening for a dog or a deer.”


  “Give a guy a break,” I said with embarrassment, recalling all too well the previous case we had worked on together. “It’s not like the skeleton was intact. How could I have known it wasn’t a child’s?”


  “It practically woofed at you.” She cracked a grin. “It’s good seeing you again, Lee.”


  “Good seeing you, too.” We exchanged a good laugh before I explained the present situation. “This one is human, Jan. The property owners broke ground to build a new addition on their home when the skeleton was uncovered. We need to know whether it’s something for our department or Historic Resources.”


  She pulled out a bulky black gear bag from the bed of the pickup. When I offered to carry it for her, she declined. “I’m not an invalid,” she said, throwing the bag over her shoulder.


  I gestured the way to the grave site. “You sound like my wife.”


  “She sounds like a wonderful woman.”


  Thinking of Phoebe, I smiled. “She is, and you’d never believe me if I told you how far she’s traveled just so the two of us could be together.”


  “It must have been true love. Let’s see what you have for me.”


  We got closer to the burial site and met with Ed. That odd sensation overcame me again. I shivered.


  Jan donned her gloves and bent down. She inspected the protruding pelvis. “Your victim is an adult male.”


  Normally I was amazed at how little she needed in order to identify the sex of a skeleton, but nausea returned to my stomach.


  She studied the skull. “I can’t be certain without extensive measurements, but the fact that he was buried facing east and has shovel-shaped incisors, I’d be willing to bet he’s Native American.”


  Bile rose in my throat. Unable to control the sick feeling any longer, I turned away from the scene and vomited.


  Someone patted me on the back. “Must be the fact that he could be kin,” came Ed’s sympathetic voice.


  Not only did I appear foolish, but I looked like a rookie too. I hadn’t had that kind of reaction since my early years when I had worked patrol duty. The fact that it was nothing more than a skeleton made my embarrassment worse. When I was certain I wasn’t going to throw up again, I wiped my mouth with my handkerchief.


  “If he’s kin, he’s a very distant relative,” Jan said, still examining the skeleton. “Without further testing, there’s no way to determine how long he’s been buried here, but I’m guessing it’s been for at least a couple hundred years.”


  Or longer? He could have been related, for I was Paspahegh, the last of my tribe.


  
    * * *
  


  Nearly two months passed before I saw Jan Kelsey again. She called me one afternoon and said she had some findings to show me from the skeleton that had been unearthed. While the case wasn’t one for our department, I had followed up to make certain the Virginia Council on Indians had been contacted. The owners of the property had pursued a court order to have the skeleton removed to continue with their building project, and I had wanted to make certain that he received a respectful reburial.


  I hadn’t visited campus for a couple years when my former professor had solved the puzzle that Phoebe spoke Virginia Algonquian. I had a rudimentary knowledge of the language myself, and with Phoebe’s help, my comprehension gradually increased. This meeting was a little different though, and I was uncertain what to expect.


  Woods surrounded the red-brick buildings. I was walking along the dogwood-lined sidewalk, when several crows cawed furiously. With a loud racket, the birds dive-bombed a hawk flying overhead. Was it a sign from the spirits? I was too new to such things to sense any significance, but I had the feeling it could not be a good sign.


  The confrontation in the sky held my attention until the hawk retreated, with the crows following in hot pursuit. Convinced there must be some hidden meaning, I entered the hall that housed the anthropology department and went up a flight of stairs to locate Jan’s office.


  She greeted me with a tight-lipped smile.


  “What’s wrong, Jan?”


  “I think it would be easier to show you.” She grabbed a manila folder and led the way down the hall to the lab. “A couple of the tribes have claimed the skeleton to oversee his reburial. They were gracious enough to let us study him beforehand as long as we did so with reverence, but I’m sure you’re aware of the protocol.”


  Amazed that people presumed I knew proper conduct simply because I was an Indian, I let the comment slide. Normally I would have had some sort of comeback, but I was curious about what she had discovered.


  Jan opened the manila folder and spread several papers across the table. “Pelvic and skull measurements verified that our skeleton was a Native American male. Resorting to a number or calling him John Doe seemed inappropriate. We called him Crow Spirit.”


  The same sick feeling I’d had while standing over the grave hit me in the gut again.


  “Lee, are you all right?”


  “It’s nothing.” I waved my hand. “My Algonquian name translates to Crow in the Woods.”


  She stared at me. Though I hadn’t been raised in the Paspahegh way, where direct eye contact was considered rude, it made me uneasy all the same. What the hell was wrong with me? In my line of work I frequently used such techniques to intimidate others, but Jan’s gaze indicated disbelief.


  “Interesting,” she said, swallowing before she continued. “We weren’t allowed to do a carbon dating to confirm when Crow Spirit had been buried because a sample would need to have been collected, which is destroyed in the dating process.”


  Jan didn’t elaborate, but I was aware that most tribes equated such destruction to a loss of spirit. What did I believe? Caught between cultures, I remained unsure.


  “You had a question?” she asked.


  I shook my head.


  “In my professional opinion, Crow Spirit had been buried for over two hundred years. No fabric remained to give us a clue as to what he wore, so there’s no way to verify whether he had been buried pre-European contact or after. No weapons were found, which is highly unusual. Men were often buried with them because they believed they would be needed in the afterlife.”


  “I’m aware of that.”


  “Sorry, I’m lecturing, but I wanted to give you a full report.”


  “I’m still confused why you called me.”


  She motioned for me to be patient. “I’m getting to that. Crow Spirit’s cranial sutures were completely fused. There was some joint decay in the rest of his body, meaning that he had some arthritis. I’d estimate he was around forty or fifty, but not elderly. He had no cavities, which is a little unusual. Contrary to what many believe, the Eastern Woodland indigenous populations had their fair share of dental cavities even before the Europeans arrived, due to their starchy diet.


  “The long bones, namely the femur and tibia, are measured to determine height. He was over six feet tall. While that’s not out of the realm for this group of people, a man’s average height was around five feet eight. John Smith had a habit of painting the Powhatan people as giants, but actual skeletal measurements reveal otherwise. He had a fracture of the left femur, completely healed, which means the injury took place long before his death. What puzzles me is how they managed to set the bone. I really wish I could have studied the femur further, but it was skillfully set for the time period. I couldn’t determine a cause of death. There were no noticeable traumatic injuries, but I didn’t really have the time I needed to make an in-depth analysis.”


  “If you’re asking me to go to the Council, I have no authority—”


  “No, that’s not why I called you here.”


  “Then why? This is all very interesting, but I don’t see what it has to do with me.”


  “If you don’t mind my asking, what tribe do you belong to?”


  No one would believe that I was Paspahegh; the tribe had been annihilated in the seventeenth century. “I was raised by a white couple. I never really knew my birth parents.” The statement was true and allowed me to evade the question.


  “I see.” Another nervous swallow. “I think your partner may have been right. We may have uncovered one of your ancestors.”


  “My...?” No wonder I had felt uneasy from the beginning. “Why do you think he’s my ancestor?”


  “One of my students does facial reconstructions. I had read an article in Archaeology several years back about a similar collaboration, and assure you we got permission before proceeding with such an undertaking. We treated the skull with complete respect. First my student made a plaster cast, then used markers to identify the depths of tissue. Sorry, I’m lecturing again. Let me show you.”


  She led me to the opposite end of the lab where a clay facial reconstruction sat on a table. Jan’s student had used a black wig fashioned in the old style where warriors had shaved the right side of their heads to keep their hair from getting caught in their bowstrings. The prominent cheekbones and shape of the nose and mouth had an uncanny resemblance to me. It was almost like looking in a mirror.


  “Well?” she asked.


  Hadn’t she stated that Crow Spirit’s broken leg looked like it had been set skillfully for the time period? I licked my lips. “You said that he had broken his left femur?”


  “I did.”


  Nearly two years before, I had broken my left leg from a gunshot wound. I clenched my fist to keep from crying out. Crow Spirit wasn’t an ancestor of mine. He was me.
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  Phoebe had gotten the baby to sleep round ten. Cranky and running a fever, Heather was teething. Though Lee’s job often kept him late, he usually called. Barely able to keep her eyes open, she readied for bed. Too tired to fight sleep any longer, she slipped under the covers and drifted. The bed creaked, and the warmth of someone moved next to her. “Lee?” she murmured, still half asleep.


  His lips met hers. “Phoebe...”


  He trembled, but his hands touched and explored her body. Many times his job distressed him. Sensing his need and intensity, she wouldn’t question him until he was ready to talk about it. ’Til then, she gave in the way she could. He raised her nightgown and clung to her, almost desperately.


  Their fingers intertwined, and he was inside her. Vexed about what had happened, she comforted him. Had he investigated a heinous murder? Or the death of a child? Even afore Heather’s birth, any child’s death nearly sent him over the edge. She ran her hands from the firm muscles of his shoulders down along his bare back. Moving in synchrony, she breathed his name aloud. Like riding an ocean wave, she drifted against him—faster and higher.


  The surf crashed ashore, and he held and kissed her as if ne’er wanting to let her go. “Thank you,” he whispered afore moving to her side.


  She held him, and he trembled once more. Patiently she waited, hoping he would speak about what ailed him, but he remained silent. Phoebe ran her fingertips through his hair. She imagined seeing him in the light of day. His hair was black, much shorter than his ancestors, and he had dark brown eyes and brown skin. They had known each other since childhood, but then they had been separated—by time itself—only to be reunited years later.


  “I think I’ve seen my death.”


  His words had been so matter of fact that she shivered.


  “Phoebe, I’m not afraid. I’ve seen too much death to be afraid.”


  His voice had been distant, almost monotone. Needing to see his face, she reached aside the bed and switched on a light. His brow was vexed and his eyes thoughtful. “Tell me what has happened.”


  “I can’t.”


  Dead. At the mere thought of losing him, her heart pounded. “Lee—”


  “What good would it do to tell you about something that I don’t understand myself?”


  She gripped his hand. “Mayhap we can figure it out together. Lee, we have been through too much for you to remain silent now.”


  His gaze grew fixed, and he let out a slow breath. “I’m sorry, Phoebe. I shouldn’t have frightened you the way I did.” He kissed her on the lips and settled back. “A human skeleton was uncovered a couple of months back. It turned out to be Native, and I thought it was a sign.”


  “The dreaming might lend you some answers,” she suggested.


  “The dreaming.” His voice was barely above a whisper. “What if it tells me that I have witnessed my own death?”


  The thought that she could lose him tore at her heart, but mayhap the sign was not the one he feared. Instead, hope could have been behind the meaning. “Then we shall deal with it—together.” She grasped his hand.


  “All right,” he finally agreed.


  “I shall prepare.” As Phoebe rose, she wrapped a robe about herself. In the kitchen, she collected a candle and matches from the drawer and took them into the living room. She lit the candle on a coffee table.


  Attired in gym pants and a T-shirt, Lee joined her. He sat aside her. “I’d like for you to lead the way.”


  “Aye.” They joined hands, and she focused on the candle’s flame. Like her momma, who hailed from Dorset in the seventeenth century, she was experienced in the ways of the dreaming. When they had gone to live with the Paspahegh, Momma admitted she was a cunning woman who traveled through realms. ’Twas something she could have never spoken aloud in James Towne. Such a confession would have exposed her as a witch, but the Paspahegh believed such visions were a form of passage betwixt worlds.


  Phoebe’s initial dreaming journey had been during her first moon time, and now, she moved quickly through the realms. She found herself engulfed by mist. A long-legged white hound appeared afore her. She latched onto Lee’s hand and the spirit hound’s collar. Together, they traveled through the fog. As they walked, Phoebe felt a contraction in her abdomen. She paced the floor as Lee coached her through the pain. This was a different century than the one she had grown up in. She had dispelled her superstition that men in the birthing room were bad luck and was grateful for his presence. Even so, she had circled the room and said a prayer in each corner to ward off vengeful spirits.


  She lay on her side, and the midwife massaged her legs. The contractions became more frequent, and she returned to her feet. Water rushed betwixt her legs. The baby would soon arrive. The contractions came closer together, and the pain intensified. She refused to shame herself by crying out and grasped Lee’s hand.


  “You’re doing great, Phoebe.”


  “’Tis time to push.” In Paspahegh fashion, she knelt.


  The midwife spread a layer of absorbent pads on the floor.


  She clenched Lee’s hand. More pain. Her eyes brimmed with tears, but she resisted the temptation to complain. Her babe would soon be here. Blood ran down her legs, turning the white pads red. The pain gave way to waves of fire.


  Lee urged her on.


  She felt the babe’s head betwixt her legs.


  Lee held out his hands, and she gave another push. He caught Heather in his arms. His face beamed with pride. His presence had been right.


  Phoebe blinked and the pain vanished. This was the world of the dreaming. She had relived their joy upon the birth of their daughter. Through the mist, they continued their journey. The room was ablaze with candles. Lutes played. Across from Lee, Phoebe stood in a flowing burgundy floral dress with black sleeves. She gazed into his dark eyes. They joined hands.


  “Like the seasons,” he said, “this ring forms a circle. It has no beginning and no end. Neither does my love for you. I devote myself to you for eternity.” To avoid the webbing betwixt her ring and middle finger, he slipped the gold band on her index finger.


  Her friend Meg handed Phoebe his ring. “The circle of time has brought us together, binding our love and lives. I join my mind and spirit to yours; in this world and into the afterworld. I devote myself to you for eternity.” She slid the ring on Lee’s finger.


  They sealed their pledge with a kiss, and Phoebe realized that her life was now in the twenty-first century.


  With a gasp, Phoebe stared at the flickering candlelight. Over the course of more than three years, the twenty-first century had become her time. Still feeling very much like a stranger caught in an even stranger world, she had doubted that she would ever fully accept life in this time period, but now the seventeenth century was almost like a dream. If it hadn’t been for Lee, she would have most likely gone mad, and he had been in the present century for thirty-five of his thirty-seven years. He recalled little of that time.


  “I don’t get it,” Lee said. “What does reliving Heather’s birth and our wedding got to do with a buried skeleton?”


  “’Tis the circle of time. You have yet to make peace with the past.” She removed the leather cord with an arrowhead from round her neck and placed it in his hand. “This is as much a part of you as Heather and me.”


  His fingers curled round the arrowhead. “My tribe.”


  “Your father. You have ne’er asked his name.”


  Lee’s eyes narrowed. “My father was a cop like me.”


  “Mayhap the man who raised you was a cop, but your father was a warrior.”


  Anger at the horrific loss of his family changed to anguish. He was not ready to delve into the past. They would participate in the dreaming again, and he would learn more. For now, she wouldn’t push him. He needed to uncover the truth in his own time.


  
    * * *
  


  The following eve, Phoebe agreed to meet Lee along with Ed and his wife Marian at a local bar and grill. At half-past five, Meg dropped by the house to watch Heather, and Phoebe drove her Fiesta to the restaurant. Unlike the smoke-filled tavern where she had originally met Ed, this establishment had padded chairs and linen napkins. She met Lee inside the door.


  Even though he remained in his business suit, he wore the arrowhead round his neck and a copper band about his wrist. Unable to read his expression, she worried that he remained distressed by the dreaming on the previous night. An eve out would certainly help alleviate some of the stress.


  Lee guided her to the other room, where Ed and Marian awaited.


  “Phoebe!” Ed stood with a kind, smiling face.


  She greeted him and his wife afore they all seated themselves round the table. After ordering the meal, they made polite conversation, except for Lee. Phoebe’s concern grew, but Marian asked her about Heather. “Aye, I pierced Heather’s ears the same time I did Lee’s.”


  Ed sipped his ale and snorted. “Going Indian on us, Lee? What’s next? War paint and a feathered headdress?”


  Lee’s gaze grew fixed. “In case you hadn’t noticed, I am Indian.”


  Ed sobered. “Take it easy, partner. You’ve never been touchy about the subject in the past.”


  “I haven’t been touchy because you of all people have never resorted to stereotypes before. Or maybe it’s time for a few scalping jokes. Noble savage, perhaps? If that’s not enough, we could—”


  “Lee—”


  “—pretend how all of us died out more than a century ago to make way for the progress of civilization. Never mind the fact—”


  “Lee. You’re right, and you have my humble apology.” Ed glanced from Lee to Phoebe with a concerned expression.


  “Sorry,” Lee said. “I didn’t mean... I don’t know what came over me. You’ve always been the first to step into the crossfire when the racial slurs start to fly.”


  “That’s why I shouldn’t have joked about it. I’ve seen what you go through every day.”


  But Lee didn’t usually react in anger when people made unthinking statements. Normally he responded with sarcasm. Phoebe’s vexation heightened.


  Marian broke the uncomfortable silence by inquiring about Heather again, but the remainder of the eve consisted of pinched smiles and small talk.


  Relieved when dinner ended, Phoebe returned to the house in her own car with Lee following close behind. Meg wished them good eve and shuffled her own five-year-old daughter out to her car. In the past Meg often remained overnight, rather than wake Tiffany. “You’re welcome to stay, Meg.”


  “I know, but I think it’s best that I get home tonight.”


  She suspected that Meg detected Lee’s angst. After a quick goodbye, Phoebe found him in Heather’s room checking on their daughter. He touched her sleeping face, then, without saying a word, went into the kitchen.


  Phoebe followed him. “Lee, speak to me.”


  He pulled an ale from the refrigerator. “I didn’t mean to react the way I did tonight.”


  “Aye, I know.”


  “I guess this has me more on edge than I realized. I would like to find out more about who I am and where I came from, but quite frankly, for some reason, it has scared the hell out of me.”


  Pleased that he was confiding in her, Phoebe took some comfort. “When I first arrived in this century, I felt lost and alone. A six-year-old child can read and write better than I could. I was painfully aware of that fact, but you, Meg, and Shae ne’er gave up on me.”


  At the mention of his former wife, he frowned slightly. Although they had remained friends throughout the years, Shae had been the first to reopen his forgotten childhood memories of the seventeenth century through hypnosis. He took a swig of ale. “I’m not certain I understand the connection.”


  “I had a connection to this century through you afore we e’en knew about it. That connection can ne’er be severed. You must find what ails you from the past for you have lost your family and tribe. You have as much of a connection to the seventeenth century as I do this one.”


  “I never quite looked at it that way before.” After taking another swig of ale, Lee set the can on the table. “Phoebe, I’d like to try the dreaming again.”


  Once again, she prepared. Soon, accompanied by the white hound, she walked through the mist to the dreaming realm. Bright lights filled the night sky. Cars rushed to and fro, and the walkways were crowded with people. She sucked in her breath. ’Twas the time when she had arrived in the twenty-first century and was struck by a car. “Lee, I don’t wish to relive it.”


  His grip on her hand tightened. “Come with me.”


  Up ahead, the mist thinned, and she stepped forward. A two-year-old lad scribbled lines in the sand. His skin was brown and his hair, black. Lee, or Crow in the Woods, as he was known by at that time. As a lass of ten, she had often looked after him for his mother. She watched him play and smiled. But the peaceful scene shifted with the sudden advance of armored soldiers aiming their muskets. They fired. All round Phoebe, men, women, and children fell. Amongst cries and shrieks of pain, longhouses were set afire.


  Nooo. She didn’t wish to relive the memory, but she must be brave for Lee’s sake. He was the reason she had been brought to this place in time.


  Houses were ablaze, and swirling smoke filled her lungs. On her hands and knees, she scrambled for safety. As she crept along the ground, she nearly succumbed from the heat. She covered her ears to silence the dying wails. The wind fanned the flames. She coughed and sputtered. A wet tongue licked her face. Grateful to see her hound, she wrapped her arms round his neck, and he led her through the blinding smoke.


  The smoke drifted and she spied a young lad. He crawled along the ground, crying for his momma. She bundled him against her ’til his cries quieted.


  Far into the day, embers and smoke danced into the sky. The screams and shooting muskets came less often. Throaty sobs and moans surrounded her. The lad stirred. At the time, she hadn’t known he was Crow in the Woods ’til she had wiped the grimy soot from his face. The lad was Lee. She had witnessed the English soldiers burn the Paspahegh town and annihilate its people.


  Crow in the Woods babbled about his hunger. She rocked and comforted him. Barely more than a child herself at the time, she called for her momma. The duty to keep Crow in the Woods safe had fallen upon her shoulders. At nightfall she huddled with him in her arms, but sleep was too strong to maintain her grasp. She had failed to keep the lad safe. She heard his muffled cries in the darkness and stumbled after him. Brambles tore into her arms and legs. She ignored the pain. “Where are you, Crow in the Woods?”


  Mist engulfed her, but the long-legged, white hound stood like a beacon on the path afore her. During the actual event, Phoebe had been too young to recognize the dog was a spirit. She followed him, but the mist grew thicker.


  The lad’s cries came from within.


  “Crow in the Woods!”


  His whimpers surrounded her, but she could not locate him. Then the mist vanished, and along with it, Crow in the Woods’s cries. He was gone.


  Phoebe blinked and found herself in her own living room with Lee seated across from her. Tears streaked her cheeks. “’Twas as if the mist had swallowed you alive.”


  “In some way, I was.” Lee moved closer and drew her into his arms. “I recall the screams, and there was fire all around me. I didn’t remember the soldiers. They killed my mother, didn’t they?”


  “Aye.”


  There was a long silence afore he asked his next question. “What happened to my father?”


  She withdrew from his embrace and dried her tears. “Most of the warriors were away on a hunting trip when the soldiers attacked. I ne’er saw him again.”


  “What was he like? I don’t even know his name.”


  After all these years, he had finally asked about his father. “I didn’t know him well. Men and women led different paths. He was tall, or at least, he seemed that way with me being a lass. His name was Black Owl.”


  His hand formed a fist. “And the goddamn English murdered innocent women and children.” He unclenched his hand and lowered his head.


  Phoebe let him grieve for the family he ne’er knew. She touched the arrowhead on the deerskin cord round his neck. “He made this for you.”


  Suddenly uncomfortable, Lee stood. “And this is what I’m supposed to make peace with? How?”


  “Lee, e’erything in life is linked. You came to this time afore me, and when the time was right you called me here.” She gripped his hand. “We are linked. The past will unveil the answers if we allow it to reveal the message.”


  He smiled slightly. “I’ve never known anyone with the knack for speaking in as cryptic a manner as you.”


  “Whilst I am a cunning woman, I cannot speak about what I don’t know.”


  He kissed her on the mouth. “If we’re truly linked, and I also believe we are, then I can face the journey, whatever it may be.”


  She hugged him even though her own worry hadn’t faltered.


  


  
    Author’s Note

  


  

  



  As in the first book of The Dreaming series, Walks Through Mist, the dreaming is not meant to represent the belief system of the Virginia Algonquian-speaking people, who were composed of approximately thirty tribes commonly referred to as the Powhatan. Lee was taught the world of the dreaming by Phoebe, an English cunning woman. The cunning folk were the healers of society, using herbs and magic during the seventeenth century, and often had familiar or guardian spirits. At the same time, I firmly believe that the spirituality of the Native people would have equipped them to understand the concept of the dreaming and to most likely embrace it.


  Compared to earlier seventeenth-century archives, records for Virginia in the 1640s are sparse. As a result, I took some liberties and interpreted the available records as best as I could. Paramount chief Opechancanough organized an attack on the colonists on April 18, 1644, twenty-two years after the first raid. As in the 1622 attack, approximately four hundred colonists were killed. However, unlike in the previous attack, the slain were a significantly smaller segment of the population.


  Even fewer records survive about the Virginia Indians than those of the colonists. As in my research for Walks Through Mist, I have read as much as possible on the tribal people from period-biased sources, plus archaeological and contemporary sources, to try to recreate some semblance of their daily lives. Even so, gaping holes exist. The scenes depicted are entirely my own interpretations. For many scenes, I have also drawn from texts about similar tribes.


  The first known successful blood transfusions took place during the seventeenth century. As might be guessed in light of the prevailing knowledge of the time period, there were many disasters along with the successes. Scientists of the time went so far as transfusing animal blood to humans. After a number of deaths resulting from such experimentation, the French and English parliaments, as well as the Vatican, banned transfusions. Their experiments gave me information on the techniques of the time period and allowed me to pose the “what if” for a successful transfusion with the help of twenty-first-century knowledge.


  On more than one occasion, I have portrayed scalping. In Walks Through Mist, only the English were shown as scalpers. Many myths surround the act of scalping. Some argue the colonists brought scalping from Europe and introduced it to the indigenous populations. While it is true that some Europeans in the past had taken scalps, in 1607 at Jamestown, the English were more in the habit of beheading. Several written records exist that suggest some of the Powhatan people did indeed scalp at the time of settlement. However, those records by themselves are inconclusive as to who actually started scalping first.


  Archaeological evidence indicates that some indigenous people did scalp in the pre-contact era. Also, the major European languages did not have a term for the action until colonists arrived on North America’s shores. When the Europeans first arrived in the sixteenth century, they noted that certain tribes scalped enemy warriors. What’s often overlooked in the literature is that not all tribes scalped. In fact, some authorities claim that the majority of tribes did not scalp.


  Although the historical record seems to verify that Europeans did not originate the act of scalping, they quickly discovered it was much easier than beheading. For tribes that participated in scalping, the general idea behind the act was that a scalp lock symbolized a warrior’s life force. Generally a scalp lock was regarded as more than a trophy of war. Not only did an enemy’s scalp prove that a warrior was brave in taking casualties, but it was part of the soul or life force. To lose one’s scalp to an enemy meant that one became spiritually dead, even if not biologically. Furthermore, scalping did not appear to be very common until metal knives and firearms were introduced. English settlers adopted scalping as a retaliatory measure and began paying bounties for scalps.


  In Walks Through Mist I had chosen a crow to guide Lee because in many Native American cultures, the bird is a shape shifter. I do not know if such a belief is held among the Algonquian-speaking people, but it fit my plot purpose. Shape shifters are regarded as masters of illusion, beings that can transform themselves and travel through many realms, including between the physical and spiritual worlds. Crows have been known to protect humans who feed them by dive-bombing a nearby threat in the same manner as crows will harass hawks. They have also been observed holding rather complex “funerals.” After getting to know my own local crow population, I have discovered the intelligence of this bird. Because it is Lee’s guardian spirit, I felt it would behave in the protective and respectful manner that I have portrayed.
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  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.


  

  


  


  

  



  
    End of Preview. If you enjoyed it, you can buy Circle in Time now from where you purchased this e-book.
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