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The leaves had had their time. The nearby, gentle flowing river was beginning to feel the chill of early autumn. Running Breeze, the 13-year-old daughter of Soaring Eagle, the Lenape chief, stopped to breathe in the cool, fresh air of the forest and to look around for any animals that might be roaming.  She liked to whisper to them, revealing deep, heavy thoughts that rested upon her shoulders.  Running Breeze liked all the forest animals and could taste their thoughts when she stroked them.

She took another deep breath, filling her lungs with the melody of the birds’ songs and the purity of the air. She snapped out of her peaceful daydream when her mother called.

* * * *


Not far away, a family of deer rested in the comfort of a grassy pile of leaves. Relaxed and overjoyed, the family settled down to rest. They were happy because it was still fall. The deer were always pleading to Mother Nature to protect them from the challenging weather – not wanting to wrestle with the blaze of summer nor the frost of winter.

* * * *


“Running Breeze, come help pick the juiciest of the red berries, and stop staring at the bark of the trees,” cried her mother, Willow Branch.  “There’s work to be done,” she sighed.  “The beans need to be dried. The corn needs to be roasted.  The other children are doing their fair share and now you must get to it too!”


“Just a second, Mother.”


Running Breeze’s tribe had just moved and was preparing for a harsh winter.


She scooped up a small woven basket that was sitting next to the entrance of her wigwam. When she left, she noticed, in the distance, that a cluster of other Lenape children had already begun filling their baskets.  Thinking there wouldn’t be enough berries left to impress her mother, she decided to make her way into another part of the forest to find more plentiful bushes.

* * * *


Mother Deer’s ears perked up. She heard something rustle in the branches that kept getting louder. “Scamper!” she thought, sensing the footsteps of an arrogant human.  Mother Deer unfurled her legs.  She started to run. Two of her young looked up ready to follow, but the third didn’t budge.  He seemed oblivious. “Go!” she thought. “Run!” She

turned and started heading towards him but froze in her tracks. Her fur stood on end when she saw her lone fawn close to a short human figure with straight, dark, ebony hair flowing down to her shoulders. Mother Deer’s two spotted fawns sidled up next to her as she slowly and stealthily retreated, keeping a constant, protective eye on both of them.

* * * *


Running Breeze was surprised to see a lone deer. “He’s so beautiful,” she thought to herself. She reached out to stroke him. He nuzzled her hand when she reached out, not having any sense to run away. Suddenly, a camouflaged mother deer gracefully leaped out from behind a chestnut brown tree. She guarded her fawn and shot Running Breeze a challenging stare. There was silence, and the almost naked branches of the autumn trees stopped swaying when the gentle wind ceased. “I need to show them I mean no harm. I am their friend not their enemy!” she thought. But as soon as she had this thought the family of deer ran off.  Her encouraging bubble had popped. She knew she was the arrogant human they pictured. 


Running Breeze picked up her basket to run home, but realized she hadn’t gotten the berries.
* * * *


“Where have you been, Running Breeze?” asked her mother, Willow Branch. “Were you off talking to the animals again?”


Running Breeze looked west and could see the sun wilt behind the dark shadows of the trees. In surprised silence, she hadn’t realized how much time had passed. Chief Soaring Eagle, Running Breeze’s father, walked in, just as Running Breeze was handing her mother the basket filled with berries.


“Running Breeze, where were you off to, worrying your mother like that?” grunted Chief Soaring Eagle.

 
 Running Breeze felt her mind go blank. She knew the tribesmen were planning a hunt and she didn’t want the deer to be part of it. She felt like a trapped bird, stuck in the middle: colorless, empty and lost. “I was off picking berries, like Mother told me to,” Running Breeze said defensively.


Chief Soaring Eagle scowled. Running Breeze recognized his questioning stare, but was distracted by the other children. The scent of warm food drifted her away from their conversation. 

* * * *


A cold stone dropped in the chilly forest. A bubble had burst the night before. The sun filtered through the maple trees, as Mother Deer snuggled in with her three little fawns, keeping them warm from the chill of early morn. She could offer protection to her young, but could not offer it to herself. The forest let comfort slip away.

* * * *


Crunch, crunch, twitch, twitch went the feet of the tribesmen prepared for the hunt. Running Breeze followed them, hiding behind the trees, not letting herself be seen. The heavy footsteps echoed in her mind.  She dared not peek out from her spot behind the safety of the sturdy maple tree. She knew she had to protect the family of deer and she also had to look out for herself. The gears in her mind clinked to a stop. She froze in her tracks and in her thoughts, disappearing from her 13-year-old body:


There she was, 7-years-old again, young and curious.


“But Daddy, please, I don’t want to learn how to hunt. Besides, hunting is for boys!” 


“Maybe you’ll change your mind when you’re a little older.”


“No! I’ll never kill an animal!”

.


Scamper-scamper! Scamper-scamper! “What’s that?” Running Breeze covered her mouth. She realized her mistake, but it was too late. Her father had already heard her and looked around when he heard the sounds. “That scamper! Where did it come from? And whose voice was that?” Before the chief could answer his questions or have any of his tribesmen answer them for him, he caught sight of a family of deer: a doe and her three young fawns. This was his chance. He stood sideways, feet apart, looking at his target, never taking his eye off his prey. He leaned back, positioned his feet and pulled back the string of his bow, getting ready to release the arrow. As if by command, the four deer came to a halt, and lined up like the targets of a firing squad. Neither the deer nor the tribesmen moved. 


Running Breeze could hear the beating of her heart, a warning. This was Running Breeze’s only chance. Could a cold, harsh death for these animals be an option, a spirit of nature being built up and struck down by a piercing arrow?   


“Run! Run! Go! Go!”  Running Breeze cried. 


Mother Deer whipped around when she heard the familiar voice, but it was too late. The arrow went flying and hit her. She staggered in her tracks. The little fawns, terrified and stricken by the moment, followed their instincts and ran off.


Running Breeze ran out, but it was too late, for hope was absorbed in darkness.


Darkened spirits


Sprinting arrows



Death awaits

And blackens by the spell


Feelings on fire


Hope lies in a bed of darkness

Chief Soaring Eagle bent down next to Running Breeze. Clouds overhead mourned in distress. Mother Deer now rests in the arms of Mother Nature, as her fawns run free.
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