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				I made it. I still cannot quite believe it, but I finally made it.
			

			
				I tried last Saturday again. It was the month of the bony moon, as the old stories said would be the time when she would arrive. I hoped it would work this time. After all, my divorce was finally finished, after four long, hideous years. My house sold and closed. I quit my job. I decided I had it with my career when my opposing counsel made the salacious proffer of what I could do with him in the conference room. I decided I would not go to Oklahoma to be another paper pusher. I was ready for my Grand Adventure. It was now or never.
			

			
				I hated to go now on one level. I would miss my family. Heck, I already miss my family. And I will miss my young friend. Fancy Winslow taught me much about Before. Her baby is due any time. I hate missing the birth of her child. He was due shortly after I left. I never gave birth to a child of my own. I was always too busy with work, and my ex held no bones that he did not want a child. Let’s face it; he was the child in our relationship from the ‘get-go.’ But if I stayed, Fancy wanted me to be her baby’s godmother. If I ever held her baby in my arms, I would never be able to leave. I would have stayed. I went then because it was ‘now or never,’ and I could not stay.
			

			
				My destiny lies elsewhere.
			

			
				I hiked the four miles from the trailhead to the meadow the week before Valentine’s Day. It was cold, but not too bad. I have hiked in colder weather many times. I love to walk with the crisp feel of cold against my skin. It wasn’t cold enough to snow when I started, although I could taste snow in the air by the time I reached the meadow.
			

			
				I shivered and pulled the hoodie on my puffer jacket over my head. I was glad I wore my long john’s, wool socks, and my well-worn Timberland boots. I slapped my gloved hands together and kept walking.
			

			
				In my old life, Beyond, I was known as Baylie Smith. The Cherokees call me Guiding Light. I always thought I was named for the first Guiding Light who helped lead the Cohutta Cherokees to safety before the Trail of Tears. Of course, my grandmother always swore she named me after an old soap opera she loved back in the day. However, I know where we are supposed to go. I traveled the Trail of Tears more than once in the future. I memorized the route of the Trail. With the help of the Great Spirit, I will guide my people safely west to the far distant, isolated protection of the Arbuckle Mountains, as the prophecy foretold. I am not merely a woman named Guiding Light. I am the Guiding Light, sent from Beyond to guide my people to a new land, a safe land, where our people can live forever in peace and harmony.
			

			
				It felt strange to hike along a path I know so well and to hear The Big Noise. I realized at once what the sound signified. Unlike Fancy, I did not fall. I stopped, face uplifted, arms outstretched, as I savored the sound. It rang out loud and true, like a beacon summoning me home.
			

			
				I smiled when it stopped. I adjusted my pack and said a quick prayer to the four directions. I pulled sage from my pocket and blew it into the air to give thanks to the Great Spirit for guiding me here. I walked on to the springs above the falls, where I knew I would meet Bright Star.
			

			
				Arriving there first, I bent to drop my pack and scooped a handful of the fresh, clear spring water into my hands. I said a quick prayer of thanksgiving for pure water, untainted by pollution. Sipping the refreshing liquid from my cupped hands, I closed my eyes, exultant as the crystal-clear, ice cold fluid slid down my throat. I never tasted water so pure and clean before.
			

			
				I heard her before she arrived. Her deerskin moccasins did not make much noise, but I knew what to listen for. I looked up to find a beautiful young woman clad in deerskins who carried a baby on her back. She hesitated as if stunned when she saw me. “Welcome, my sister. I wondered when you would come.”
			

			
				I felt a surge of delight when she realized who I was before I uttered a word. I smiled and arose, crossing quickly to the petite woman. “I came as soon as possible,” I said, as I gathered the Bright Star of Hope into my arms for a big hug. “It is good to be here, my sister. My friend, Fancy Winslow, sends her greetings.”
			

			
				I fibbed. I know Fancy well, and she is my dearest friend, but she did not realize I came.
			

			
				Star kissed me on each cheek, and I kissed her the same way, in the standard greeting among our people. Her face broke into a smile. “She found her Richard? I am so glad. They were meant to be together. She deserved to find some happiness. She suffered much sadness in her life here, Before. However, I did not expect her to send the Guiding Light to us.”
			

			
				I laughed, a bit embarrassed by her unrestrained recognition. “I am not sure Fancy realized who I am or that she gave me the way to come. But yes, they were meant for each other. Yin and yang, we say Beyond. Rick and Fancy fit together perfectly and make each other whole.”
			

			
				Bright Star and I talked as we strolled back to the village, where she took me into the warmth of her snug and cozy asi. I pulled out maps to show to her when the men rushed in.
			

			
				I knew at once who they were. There was a tall, slender, red-haired man who could only be the son of Marcus and Lily McCarron. He must have been as tall as Marc. He is known as Red Wolf among my people. I knew he married Star, and he vigorously protected the woman and the tribe he loved.
			

			
				I blinked at the sight of the other man as my heart began to sing with joy. This is him, I thought. Who else could it be? Richard Winslow showed me photos he secretly took of many people when he was here before. It could be no one else, although there was grey beginning to show at his temples in his ebony hair which was not in the photos Richard took. His dark, almond-shaped eyes shone like obsidian. His skin shone like burnished copper. His long, aquiline nose was straight and well formed, and his high cheekbones chiseled handsome planes on his handsome face. He wore red face paint on the lower half of his face as did Red Wolf, so I knew the men trained to go to battle soon. His ears were pierced in the way of our people at that time, with his head shaved back to a topknot from which several feathers extended, one a golden eagle tail feather and the other a bald eagle tail feather. I knew only great warriors or chiefs could wear eagle feathers. His brow was tattooed with grey footprints of a wolf to reflect his name. He was tall, but not too tall, with a broad, well-muscled chest and bulging, bronzed biceps.
			

			
				My breath caught in my throat. He was everything and more than I ever dreamed. This was a man worth fighting to gain his heart.
			

			
				I reminded myself to breathe and took a deep breath. I stood up straight and held out my hand. “It is a great honor to meet you, Chief Shadow Wolf.”
			

			
				His gaze never wavered. He nodded slightly as he took my hand into his. “I am glad you arrived at long last. We feared you would never come.”
			

			
				I smiled and lowered my eyes in the way girls do to flirt, letting my eyelashes flutter across my cheeks. “I understand you thought Sassy Selk was the Guiding Light?”
			

			
				He blushed and glanced aside as if embarrassed. “At one time, yes, I thought Sassy might be the One. How do you know that?”
			

			
				I tilted my head as I studied his face, looking up at him through my eyelashes. “Fancy Winslow told me. Let me ask, do you still play stickball?”
			

			
				I never was one to dilly dally about. I guess working as an attorney made me pretty straightforward.
			

			
				Stickball is a game played among the Cherokees, especially the young ones. It is a way to learn and hone fighting skills, and an opportunity for boys and girls to flirt. A girl knows a boy possesses good warrior skills based on his ability to play stickball. She also learns if he is a man with a sense of humor and strong self-worth without undue ego if he can be beaten by a woman and not become angry or bitter at the loss. It shows if he is a man who is able to withstand teasing and jokes.
			

			
				I stopped, suddenly self-conscious. It had been a long time since I flirted with a man. At 40, I was no longer young. Brian and I tied the knot fifteen years ago. What a waste those years were! Would Shadow Wolf know I flirted with him? How could he not know I played the coquette?
			

			
				Would he care?
			

			
				He stared at me for a moment before answering. “I have not played stickball for many years now, since I won the hand of my Ginny playing the game long ago. It is a sport for young warriors. I might play again for the right woman. Perhaps a woman who came from afar.”
			

			
				“I had to wait until the Great Spirit showed me the way, until it was the right time.” I held my head a little higher.
			

			
				“Timing is important. Yes, I would play stickball for such a woman,” he replied.
			

			
				Then he smiled, and as his smile warmed my lonely heart, I knew I was in the right place. And no, he did not seem to mind that I flirted. He seemed pleased, perhaps even flattered.
			

			
				Fancy told me Hemingway wrote “the world breaks everyone, and then some become strong at the broken pieces.” The Japanese repair broken things with a special process they call Kintsugi. They repair broken pottery with a strong adhesive and sprinkle the adhesive with gold dust. The resulting, repaired piece is stronger, more beautiful, more interesting, for having been broken and repaired. Fancy wanted to be a living piece of Kintsugi.
			

			
				So, do I.
			

			
				I am determined I shall be bonded with spiritual epoxy sprinkled with gold. With each passing day, I become a better living example of Kintsugi. I realize this process is not about being perfect, but I work hard every single day to be the best person I can be each day. That’s when the transformation occurs, when the change happens. That is how it occurs. Some days, it is hard to effectuate change. I must remember to keep going, to embrace the struggle and let it make me stronger in the places where I was broken. With each passing day, I intend to be stronger. More interesting. Maybe even more beautiful.
			

			
				I must continue because I now know I am the Guiding Light. I found my Wolf. I shall lead my people to safety.
			

			
				No, let me correct that. We shall lead our people to safety.
			

			
				Last Saturday, I found my destiny among the Cohutta Cherokees. Now, I must fulfill the tasks I have been sent here to accomplish.
			

			
				 
			

		


			
				Chapter 1
			

			
				Before - 1787
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				A snowstorm hit the night I arrived at the village of the Cohutta Cherokees. I feared we would be cold in the winter asi of my new sister, Bright Star. I did not sleep well the first night. Too much ran through my mind. Yet, within a few nights, with the fire burning warm and nestled beneath the furs, I find I now sleep better, more soundly than I ever remembered sleeping when I lived Beyond in the future I fled. Now, my future lay Before me. Literally.
			

			
				Star, her husband, Red Wolf, her father, Shadow Wolf, and I talked late into the night.
			

			
				“Wait. What year did you say it is?” I asked.
			

			
				“1787. Why?” Red Wolf looked puzzled by my question.
			

			
				“Hmm. Fancy has been in the future four years, but it’s only been three years here.”
			

			
				Shadow Wolf smiled. “Time does not flow in a straight line. Sometimes, it seems to move at the same pace, here and there. At other times, it bends, sometimes in one direction, sometimes the other. Three years passed here while Lily went back to learn medicine. Eighteen years passed there. She left here a child. When Lily came back to us, she’d become the woman needed for our clan and for Marcus.”
			

			
				Shadow Wolf talked at length about the process by which they would introduce me to the tribal elders to seek their acceptance of me. I leaned towards him as I listened with patience, although I already knew the process well. I worked with the Eastern Band of the Cherokee Nation for almost sixteen years. The Eastern Band of the Cherokee Nation descended from the persons listed on the Baker Roll of Cherokee Indians. They gained recognition as a tribe in the early 20th century. They are one of the three federally recognized Cherokee tribes, the others being the Cherokee Nation and the Keetoowah Band, both in Oklahoma. I understood tribal politics and the historical division of job functions within the tribe, based on the Cherokee construct of gender, a concept with ancient roots among our people. I understood it would be especially crucial for the women leaders of the tribe to accept me and recognize me as the Guiding Light. Without their support and acceptance, I could not succeed.
			

			
				I read many ethnographic studies about Native Americans and Cherokees since my college days. Many ethnographers do not comprehend the importance of the woman in a matrilineal society, such as the Cherokee. I always found it amusing and irritating they understood one’s lineage passes from mother to child but failed to grasp the crucial roles women traditionally held in Cherokee society. For instance, many ethnographers failed to recognize there were women warriors. They thought women were second class citizens in Cherokee society. In reality, nothing could be further from the truth.
			

			
				Women are the creators of life. They bring forth new life. In the eighteenth century, it was not understood among the Cherokee exactly how men contributed to the creation of a child, but no one could deny the baby was born of the mother. They were the keepers of their bodies. They chose their spouses. They could accept or reject a man who offered for them. Many women set their eyes on the men they wanted and pursued them. Europeans perceived Cherokee women as promiscuous because the women, not the men, were the keepers of their bodies. Cherokee women were not promiscuous, but they were in control of their destinies.
			

			
				Once married, the man had an obligation to build her a winter asi and a summer house as well. Those homes were hers. If she later kicked him out – divorced him – the houses were still hers.
			

			
				A different rule with a similar result for me applied Beyond among the Cherokees when I divorced my husband. Brian expected to receive half of the equity from the sale of my house. He was unpleasantly surprised to learn among the Eastern Band of the Cherokee Nation, the home in the Qualla land trust was mine. I was a member of the Eastern Band. My Caucasian husband was not qualified to be a member of the Eastern Band of the Cherokee or of any Cherokee tribe. Only members of the Eastern Band can own land within the Qualla land trust. He appealed the decision. It took two years to get the final ruling, but in the end, the house and all the equity was mine.
			

			
				It felt good to kick Brian out of my house after the Qualla denied his appeal. As it was, he got half my government retirement account from the Bureau of Indian Affairs. I still came back in time with a veritable buttload of money to help my people relocate to the west.
			

			
				“Your greatest strength is that you come from Beyond. You know the path to safety and brought the maps to guide our way. But your greatest weakness will be that you come from Beyond. I can tell you know the division of work in our society, but the lines blurred for you. You worked too long in a job that traditionally belongs to men. I fear the beloved women of our tribe will find you are out of harmony.” I noticed a worried frown marred Shadow Wolf’s handsome features.
			

			
				I bristled at his words. “Why would they think that?”
			

			
				He smiled. Almost. “You never had a child.”
			

			
				I felt flabbergasted. “You are joking. Will you judge me based on my fertility? My ability to procreate? Well, that’s pretty old fashioned.”
			

			
				He laughed. “We are old fashioned. That is our way. Women are the bringers of life. You never created a new life. However, you bring corn and potatoes. You know how to plant, sow, and reap. These skills will help the beloved women accept you.”
			

			
				“I can do more. I can hunt. Fish. Shoot with both a gun as well as a bow and arrow, and I can hold my own in a fight—”
			

			
				He shook his head. “In our society, the men hunt and fish. Hunting is man’s work. You know this. But your other skills may qualify you to be a warrior woman.”
			

			
				I blinked. “I am a very skilled negotiator.”
			

			
				That time, he roared with laughter. “I see you more as a warrior woman than as a peacekeeper, and we are a warring tribe, not a peacekeeping tribe. The trick will be to keep you out of the hands of the Chickamaugas. They would kill for one with the skills you possess.”
			

			
				My eyes narrowed as I studied him. “I knew this is a warring tribe before I came. I would know it now by the red face paint if I did not know it before I arrived here. Why do you say the Chickamauga tribe would want me?”
			

			
				“They would kill all the whites and drive them out of our lands. Plus, you speak both English and Cherokee. You were born to be a warrior woman. Such women are rare.”
			

			
				I shook my head. “I have no desire to kill whites. I want us to get to a place of safety before the bad times arrive. I know Lily and Marc. Lily was my friend. I met them Beyond.”
			

			
				He looked both surprised and pleased. “Really? That may help. Our villagers greatly love our Red Moon Woman and Lone Eagle. She is one of our healers. We are blessed to have a healer as skilled as Red Moon Woman amidst us. I will send word to them you arrived. But you must realize we do not focus on the individual and their rights. We are, what was it that Sassy called us? Comm…ut…tarian? Our community is most important.”
			

			
				“Communitarian. The community is first in importance before the individual,” I answered by rote as I reflected upon the Cherokee philosophy, which emphasizes the connection between the individual and the community. Cherokees believe a person’s social identity and personality are primarily molded by community relationships, with a smaller degree of development from individualism.
			

			
				I sighed. Dammit, I had to admit he was right. It might well be difficult for me to fit into such a culture with rigid gender-based roles without considerable effort. I had been an independent, modern woman for many years, perhaps too many. I felt more than a twinge of concern.
			

			
				Yes, I slept poorly that first night. For the first time, I worried whether I could fit into life in the village in 1787. It was also harder than I expected to sleep in the crowded asi. With four adults and four children, the cozy accommodations in the winter asi were tight and confining, almost stifling. The room was dark and smoky, the tang of the smoke both comforting and irritating. The sleeping ledges were narrow, hard, and unforgiving. I sorely missed my queen-sized Sleep Number mattress. It would take some adjustment to sleep upon this ledge as comfortably as did the Cherokees surrounding me. I wished I had brought a memory foam, twin bed topper with me. It would have significantly enhanced my comfort sleeping on the dratted ledge. Oh well, a day late and a dollar short, as the old saying goes. The fire and the furs kept it warm and snug. In fact, the asi felt almost too warm for me. It hit me hard that a single room house like this would be my home for the rest of my life. I have been camping lots of times in my life, but at the end of the trip, you always went home to your modern house with all the amenities. Even as a child on the farm, we had indoor plumbing, a fridge, a cookstove, flushing toilets, and toilet paper. Those basics which seemed so inconsequential as a child now were penultimate luxuries. Thanks to the Great Spirit that I brought a dozen rolls of Charmin double-ply, sans the cardboard rolls. Lily warned me toilet paper would be one of the things I would miss the most here. No wonder Fancy was so impressed when she went forward in time to live in Rick’s exquisite home! After hours of sleepless worry, I arose with a sigh and slipped outside the doorway to watch the silent snowfall. I must have stood there for the better part of an hour watching the village turn white beneath a blanket of snow when Wolf moved up beside me to wrap me in the comforting warmth of a bearskin.
			

			
				“Thank you,” I murmured. I pulled the warm bearskin close around my shoulders.
			

			
				Shadow Wolf stood there beside me, silent as the snow I watched falling, with his hand lightly resting upon my shoulder. Finally, he spoke. “It may not be easy, but they will come to accept you.”
			

			
				My smile must have been wry. “Be patient, hmm? I’ll try. I came too far not to give this my all.”
			

			
				He nodded. “Yes, you have. You must help us put our pieces back together before we are shattered so badly by the outside that we cannot repair ourselves.”
			

			
				I looked at him in surprise. I had not expected him to tell me I was supposed to be the epoxy to fix the whole village. They were supposed to be the epoxy to fix me. “That’s asking a lot of one woman. Do you think I can do it?”
			

			
				He studied me before answering. “I suspect you can do anything once you set your mind upon it. Otherwise, you would not be here.”
			

			
				Wow. Fantastic insight from a man who just met me. My ex knew me for years and never figured that out about me. I smiled as I pulled the bearskin close about me.
			

			
				We watched the snowfall in silence until sunrise. Wolf slipped back into the asi as I made my morning oblations to the four corners, and then I noticed the sky looked red that crisp, cold morning. I remembered Fancy saying “red skies at night, sailors delight, red skies in the morning, sailors take warning.” What did the warning concern?
			

			
				Danger, danger, Will Robinson. Do not proceed. I smiled as I remembered the robotic warnings to young Will from the old television series, Lost in Space. I felt like the Robinsons must have felt when lost in space. So many great adventures ahead, but so many unknown risks and dangers as well. Danger, danger, Baylie Smith. Proceed with caution!
			

			
				I took a deep breath. Time to get into the mindset of the gender-specific job functions I would be allowed to perform here and an attitude of communitarian ethos if I wanted to succeed. So why was my mind rebelling against those concepts?
			

			
				Oh, yeah, now I remember. I hate weeding, and the women are in charge of the crops. I hoped all those treatises that said Cherokees did not weed were correct. Somehow, I had my doubts.
			

			
				Star took me with her as she worked that day. We began in the small, family garden and then moved on to the large, communal fields. In both, I could see the women preparing the earth to plant the three sisters come springtime, so they could grow in harmony. Beans, corn, and squash comprised the fundamentals of the Cherokee diet. As other women came to join us there, she introduced me, making sure to identify me to the Beloved Women of the village.
			

			
				My back soon ached from the unaccustomed manual labor. This was not what I had expected or hoped to be doing, if my life was to dig row after endless row of plants. That day, we worked manure into the rich soil to prepare it for spring planting. I knew next month we would plant some of the corn and potatoes I brought with me in both places. Star commented she was glad I thought to bring seed potatoes and corn. We completed the farming work by noon, and then we sat outside the asi, weaving baskets. As much as I dislike farming, I always loved basket work and weaving. I worked on one which would eventually be a long tray, useful for carrying vegetables from the garden. Soon, I became lost in the rhythm of weaving the reeds in and out of the basket I was creating. Star began preparing corn soup as well as roasting potatoes and ears of corn for dinner. My mouth began to water as she added a haunch of venison over the fire. As the sun started to set, the men entered the asi, and we all began eating.
			

			
				“I am due to start my cycle tomorrow. After we eat, I will introduce you to more of the women who you did not meet today,” Star said.
			

			
				I remembered with a start the Cherokee believed menstruating women possessed enormous power and stayed apart from the men while in their cycles. Women were considered dangerous to men while menstruating. The seclusion and avoidance of women at such times signified their power over men while on their periods. They believed this seclusion to be a practical precaution and demonstration of the elevated position women held in Cherokee society.
			

			
				It still rankled my modern mind.
			

			
				“I can watch the children while you are secluded,” I suggested.
			

			
				She shook her head. “That would be appreciated but it is not necessary. The other women in my clan will watch my children. They are my sisters.”
			

			
				“What clan are you?” I asked.
			

			
				“Twister Clan,” she replied.
			

			
				At home, we called it the Long Hair Clan, but I knew the name. It made sense because the tribe adopted her mother. People with no Cherokee clan, such as Ginny Blue Eyes, were often adopted into the Twister clan at that time.
			

			
				“I’m Bird clan. Eagle sub-clan,” I murmured.
			

			
				She nodded. “That makes sense. You are the messenger and will be teaching us the importance of the move to come and how it will affect our lives. Let me introduce you first to your sisters of the Bird Clan. They are a strong group of women. Like yourself, they are willing to sacrifice themselves for the sake of the tribe.”
			

			
				I blinked. I hadn’t viewed my coming back in time to be an act of self-sacrifice. I realized with a start that it was. I intentionally gave up everything I had Beyond to come here and guide my brethren to safety far to the West. I came to help my people reclaim their place in this great land. In the future, a study called “Reclaiming Native Truth” will proclaim “contemporary Native Americans are, for the most part, invisible in the United States.” If I could accomplish anything by coming back in time, I would help my people relocate, avoid the Trail of Tears, maintain their dignity and their rightful place in this country, and to never become invisible. I intended to help the Cherokee nation remain visible. Those were enormous goals, yet the survival of the Cohutta Cherokees depended upon my success. It boggled my mind that Native Americans only comprised about 1% of the population in North America when I came here. No longer would I try to ignore the genocide of my people, not merely under Andrew Jackson, but as long as Europeans colonized our beautiful land and strove to push us further and further westward to areas less and less desirable. It had been pretty damned successful in the future I fled. With this new self-awareness, I stood a little taller as Star took me to the council house to meet the women of my Clan.
			

			
				Word passed through the day I came from Beyond and sought a place in the Bird Clan, of which the Eagle is a subset. Birds serve as the messengers between heaven and earth, or between the people and the Creator. We believe the Creator gave us the responsibility of caring for birds. The Cherokees consider the Bird Clan to be the messengers to the gods. That is why Star said it made sense that I am supposed to be a messenger to our people.
			

			
				The subdivisions are Raven, Turtle Dove, and Eagle. Members of the Eagle Sub-Clan are the only ones authorized to collect Eagle feathers. At first, only the Eagle Sub-Clan could present Eagle feathers to warriors for bravery.
			

			
				I met a group of ten women that evening, all eager to hear my story and test my knowledge of our clan. Knowledge of a person’s clan is essential for many reasons. First of all, men and women of the same clan were forbidden to marry. Clan members are considered family. The clan members are brothers and sisters. When receiving spiritual guidance or medical help, it is vital to name your clan. People were seated at ceremonies by clan, the Aniwahiya, or Wolf Clan, the Anikawi, or Deer Clan, Anidjiskwa, or Bird Clan, which was my Clan, Aniwodi, or Paint Clan, Anisahoni, or Blue Clan, Anigotigewi, the Wild Potato Clan, and the Anigilohi, or Twister Clan. A husband and wife would be seated in different sections, according to their clan affiliation.
			

			
				I love the music of Native American musician Mary Youngblood. Mary is half-Aleut and half-Seminole. While not Cherokee, she wrote a song entitled ‘Eagle Clan.’ The song touches my soul. I learned to play it on my Native American flute after I first heard it. As the women assembled that night, I pulled out my instrument and began playing the haunting notes of the song of the Eagle Clan. As the last notes faded into the night winds, Star introduced me to the women.
			

			
				“I asked you here tonight to meet one of your Clan who comes from Beyond. I want to introduce my friend, Guiding Light. I believe she is the messenger promised to us in the Prophecy. She has come to help guide our tribe to safety. I will leave you women to talk with your sister from Beyond,” Star said.
			

			
				One elder woman motioned for Star to stay. “It is not necessary for you to leave us while we talk, Bright Star. You are sister to all of us.”
			

			
				Star smiled and lowered her head. “If the women of the Anidjiskwa will not object, I would be honored to stay, Inola. Thank you. Guider, Inola is the Beloved Woman of the Bird Clan.”
			

			
				Inola struck me as intelligent and tenacious as the black fox for whom she received her name many years before. Her hair was now white with age, and her dark eyes peered into mine as if she intended to peak deep inside my soul. “Tell us about yourself. Where was your fire?”
			

			
				Other tribes call the Cherokees ‘the people of the fire.’ Cherokees identified the town or village they came from as ‘where their fire was.’ I smiled.
			

			
				“I am Anidjiskwa, like my mother and grandmother before me. My fire burned about 100 miles northeast of here. We lived on a farm near a little town called Almond on the Nantahala River. It is part of the Qualla, the land owned by the Eastern Band of the Cherokee, in a state called North Carolina. When I was born, my mother wanted to name me Walela for my grandmother. My grandmother told her I was no hummingbird. I would be strong, brave, and fearless. I would be an Eagle.”
			

			
				The women murmured approval. “Go on, my sister. How then were you named Guiding Light?” she asked.
			

			
				I smiled. “After seven days, they still had not decided on my name. My grandmother said she had a vision. She named me for one called Guiding Light, who lived long before me. She told me the story many times, of the Prophecy of the Bright Star of Hope and how the Guiding Light came from Beyond to help Star lead their people to a place of safety and prosperity, before the trail of great sorrow to come. It was a great honor to bestow this name on a girl, and the clan held a council before allowing it. As a child, I often pretended to be the one who would guide her people to safety, never dreaming it was me.”
			

			
				Another woman spoke. “When did you realize you are the Guiding Light of the prophecy?”
			

			
				“Fancy Winslow is my friend Beyond. Her parents came through the time gate searching for her, and I was able to meet Red Moon Woman and Lone Eagle. Red Moon Woman felt sure I was her. She urged me to pray about it. I fasted and prayed, and I believe she is correct. I know this is my destiny.”
			

			
				“But how do you know?” she pressed.
			

			
				“I am here. The Great Spirit allowed me to travel here, from Beyond. That can only happen if meant to be.”
			

			
				The women nodded assent. “That is true.”
			

			
				Inola frowned. “But what of your family? Your children? What will happen to them since you left?”
			

			
				I gulped. “I was married to one man. He gave me no children. I believe that will allow me to hold each child in our Bird Clan as my own.”
			

			
				Inola blinked. “No children? And you stayed with such a man?”
			

			
				I shook my head. “I put him aside. He was a poor excuse for a husband.”
			

			
				A poor husband indeed. That was the politest thing I could think to say of him. The lazy bastard never worked a day during our marriage. He always waited for ‘his ship to come in.’
			

			
				I took a deep breath. “May I show you my marks?”
			

			
				As Inola nodded assent, I lifted my hair back to reveal my ear. A small eagle feather was tattooed behind one ear. I then swept my hair over one shoulder and to one side so they could see the little eagle in flight on the nape of my neck. A golden eagle’s feather with small eagles flying off from the tip of the feather encircled my ankle. I stood up and slipped my deerskin tunic over my head to reveal the large tattoo on my back of a pair of outspread eagle’s wings.
			

			
				The women gasped.
			

			
				“I have never seen such marks before,” Inola marveled as she gently traced the elegant watercolor tattoo of the eagle’s wings across my back. “These are the finest marks I have ever seen. How do they do these colors?”
			

			
				I nodded. “I do not deign to claim the knowledge of how they made the marks. They call it a watercolor tattoo Beyond. I wanted my marks to be of my clan, but also to show I am from Beyond. I am one of the AniYunwiya. I am also one of the Eagles of the Anidjiskwa. I chose marks that reflect my heritage. I sought out the finest markers I could find to make mine.”
			

			
				That was true. I traveled to London for the water colored wings. Those tattoos were expensive, but they are works of art I proudly bear on my body. All the tattoos could be covered when I worked at the BIA. Now, I would never have to hide my heritage again. The ink on my skin was part of me, and I could show each tattoo - marks as my people called them - with honor, pride, and dignity.
			

			
				My ex-husband hated them. I smiled at the women.
			

			
				“I still need a mark to show I am Guiding Light.”
			

			
				Inola’s eyes narrowed. “It will not look like the marks you brought with you. We have good markers, but…”
			

			
				I nodded. “I know. They will show I am here, now, marked in this era by my new tribe, the Cohutta Cherokee. It will help unite me with my new tribe. If you will have me.”
			

			
				She came to stand by me and traced her fingers across my brow. “I welcome you to our tribe and our clan. Now, we will decide how to make the marks which will show you are our Guiding Light, of the Bird Clan.”
			

			
				“Eagle tracks,” said one old woman.
			

			
				“Yes, eagle tracks should cross her brow, like a path,” chimed in another woman.
			

			
				My throat tightened. I had always avoided facial tattoos. Vanity, perhaps, but I could never force myself to ink my face. However, I knew the Clan would probably mark my brow. I nodded my acquiescence. The marking was essential to be accepted by my clan and the entire tribe.
			

			
				“It will reflect her true name,” said Inola.
			

			
				I blinked, startled by her words. “And what would that be, old mother?”
			

			
				She smiled. “As foretold, your true name shall be Path of the Guiding Light.”
			

			
				 
			

		

			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				Before – 1787
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				I blinked. “I thought my name was Guiding Light, and my role was to guide my people to the path of deliverance.”
			

			
				Inola’s face creased with laughter. “Your role is to guide your people to the path of deliverance. But your true name from the Prophecy includes mention of the path.” Her face softened, and she stroked my face. “We will be gentle, my child. The mark may not be as stylish or artistic as the ones you brought from Beyond, but our best marker will do her finest work for you, my daughter.”
			

			
				Tears welled in my eyes. Not from fear of the tattoo, but because of her words. “Yes, my mother.”
			

			
				She beamed with pride at me. I had understood the significance of her words. She accepted me, not only into the clan but into her heart and her hearth as her daughter. I found my home.
			

			
				Motherhood is not a trite sentiment among my people. Cherokee women invoke motherhood as the source of their power. They use their status as mothers to make public appeals. Mothers also convey tribal and clan membership. No one can claim to be of the AniYunwiya unless the person had a Cherokee mother or the tribe adopted the person. When she claimed me not merely as one of the clan, but as her child, I knew I could fit in.
			

			
				Lily and Marc came over the next day, excited I arrived at last. We talked for hours about everything that happened since they came home.
			

			
				“I’m so glad you finally got here. I fear we must leave soon,” Lily said with a nervous glance at Marc.
			

			
				I frowned. “Why would you leave?”
			

			
				“The Chickamauga are becoming ever more aggressive towards whites. We have been back a year this time. Marc doesn’t want to leave, but the Chickamauga massacred a white settlement not far from here recently. I’m pretty nervous,” she said. “Heck, I’ll admit it. I’m downright scared.”
			

			
				“I suggested you move into the village years ago,” Red Wolf said. “You are our Red Moon Woman, Mother. You are one of our healers. Father is Lone Eagle. He is a great warrior. You will always be welcome in the village of the Cohutta Cherokees.”
			

			
				“It is because he is Lone Eagle that your father will not join the village,” Wolf intoned. “And yes, we need them both. If they leave, they will be sorely missed by all of our people, not just us.”
			

			
				In the months that followed, I struggled to find my place among the Cohutta Cherokees. My brow was marked with Eagle tracks, a path, and rays of the sun to light my way. The tattoo was bold and striking. Tribal, as they would someday say in the future. It gave me a feral look that at first rattled me, but I soon grew to like it. It reminded me of eagle tracks I saw in the snow in the mountains of North Carolina. I was home with my tribe and marked for the world to know I was Path of the Guiding Light, of the Eagles of the Anidjiskwa Clan.
			

			
				During the next six months, my skin turned copper from working in the sun, darker than I could remember it had ever been. My nails broke to the quick, and my hands calloused with the gardening. I would never love digging in the dirt. Till the corn, plant the seeds, water the plants, pull weeds when I can’t stand it any longer. They laugh when I pull weeds. I try explaining the weeds eat nutrients from the soil, which the three sisters need to grow. Working with the plants always reminded me of my hunger-filled, impoverished childhood on the farm after my dad died. Yet, I began to realize the joy of working with other women, even if it is at what I perceive as a mind-dulling, never-ending task, which I would always loathe.
			

			
				I realized I had a skill for basketry. The older women, including Inola, were thrilled as I learned to dye the reeds with natural dyes and began to weave intricate Cherokee designs, I learned years before from my grandmother. Inola often examined my baskets. After carefully studying the design, colors, details, and functionality, she would grunt her satisfaction before patting my head. “Good work, Guider.”
			

			
				The tribe quickly adapted to calling me Guider, as Inola and Star did. It’s simpler than saying Path of the
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