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As life is torn from the land a part of our spirits are ripped away only to be replenished by new life.  You can hear it in the winds, the streams, and all across the wilderness.  However, between the new and the old a canyon scars our little worlds.  Far beyond the horizon there lives animals whom walk and talk as we do.  This is the story of a canyon which wreaked havoc upon an inhabitant of this far off place.


The sun rose seeking the stars as Kincaide awoke from his slumber.  When he was young he’d look at the sun and see the warm light in pursuit of the night, pushing it beyond the horizon.  Now however he only sees the comforting chill of the dark being oppressed by a blinding fire.  Usually it was around breakfast when Kincaide would begin to feel a hint of warmth which emanated from his cohorts’ cheer.  Every day they would ignore the ravaged heart of their friend Kincaide.  For long ago, before he hid in the darkness, he failed to save his brothers caught in a fire which razed a large section of forest.  Whenever he’d close his eyes he’d see his family being consumed by the light, the heat, and the smoke.  Could he have saved them?  As he pondered this, his attention was drawn away by Roscoe whom asked him a hollow question regarding a rockslide that had occurred a few days back.  Luckily there was no life taken by the falling boulders.  Kincaide, Cornelia, Roscoe, and Schneider were the stewards of the land from the peaks of the mountains in the west all the way to the large sea in the east.  Kincaide resembled a grey wolf, Cornelia a red fox, Roscoe a falcon, and Schneider a chameleon.  After having finished their food they left their lodge and fanned out into the wilderness.  They spent their days innervating the land and ensuring that life and death, peace and chaos were in balance.


To the north, Kincaide sauntered along a river.  He was examining the stream bed after having found a length of chain resting on the shore.  A loud roar propagated through the trees and Kincaide ran into the woods in search of whatever was emitting such a thunderous bellow.  After a few minutes he reached two helicopters and a team of people that were unloading crates off of them.  Kincaide kept his distance as he pondered what humans were doing here.  It had been decades since he’d last seen one and never as many as were in front of him today.  There were easily ten.  He decided to go and see what their business was. As he approached the choppers he drew the attention of a few of the workers.  A chill ran down Kincaide’s spine as he noticed they weren’t shocked to see him.  The humans he had met long ago had previously been unaware of an animal such as him.  They were nice, but these people seemed different.  Surely they would be off put when he began to speak.  “What is your purpose in this land,” asked Kincaide, yet still the visitors appeared unfazed.  Unnerved, Kincaide began to retreat as he noticed the men flanking him.  Before he could flee however he felt a sharp pain in his neck followed by the world around him growing fuzzy and finally dark.


The sun began to dive below the horizon as Cornelia arrived back at the lodge after spending her day in the foothills to the east she sat down with Roscoe and Schneider for dinner.  Confused, they wondered where Kincaide was.  Most often he would arrive home before dinner, but every now and then he’d get caught up in something.  As twilight passed, concern bore into the lodge.  They sometimes ran the woods at night, but even then it was meticulously charted out.  Plus those runs were done in pairs.  They decided to search the portion of the forest Kincaide was to steward that day.


Kincaide awoke laying on a cold, steel floor.  As his vision cleared he saw that he was in a cage just big enough to turn around in.  Remembering what had happened he tried to howl but was impeded by a leather muzzle restricting his snout.  He tried to pull it off but it was locked on.  He was still very weak from the tranquilizer however so not much longer after he had woken up he was right back asleep.


Last night Roscoe, Cornelia, and Schneider had spent hours searching but with no success.  They arose to the sun’s light piercing throw the windows of their cabin.  Roscoe was the first to wake and he looked over to see Cornelia and Schneider asleep.  They looked so peaceful.  Even though he still feared for his friend, out there and alone, at least Kincaide had slept in the night air where he felt most comfortable.  Roscoe went over to the kitchen for some breakfast as Cornelia and Schneider woke up.  After having eaten they ventured back out into the wild in search of their comrade.


Kincaide awoke as his door was being opened in order to remove the muzzle for food, only to have it be replace when he was done.  He tackled the man who had opened the door, but was quickly pulled away by a collar he had just noticed was around his neck.  He fired his fist into the second man’s face and began to sprint off into the woods.  Only just beyond the tree line however he felt a familiar pain and was out like a light.


As he awoke in the afternoon Kincaide began to worry for his friends.  He knew the massive expanse he was assigned to steward and understood why they hadn’t found him yet.  Soon though, he hopes they’ll find him soon.  That’s assuming they haven’t been captured.  He looked around and didn’t see them.  The helicopters and gear were camouflaged, so they’d be harder to find.  A man walked over to him and said, “You’re a fierce one aren’t ya?  Well after that little outburst were gonna have to diminish your strength a bit.  No food for you till your nice, meek, and ready to be delivered.”  He was still given water to lap up through the muzzle so he wouldn’t die.  Though after a day or two he wouldn’t be able to put up much of a fight.  At least they’d wait until he was broken to move him.


A few days later, Cornelia and Schneider were searching on the ground.  While Roscoe scanned from the skies.  Cornelia could hear voices coming from a clearing just up ahead.  She signaled for Schneider to approach.  He was able to get much closer given that he could camouflage himself.  A few minutes later he returned to tell Cornelia and Roscoe, who had landed, of having seen Kincaide passed out in a cage and also of numerous armed men.  They decided that it would be easier to retrieve their friend under the cover of darkness.  Kincaide, looking off into the bright sky, knew they would take him away soon and began to dream of death.  He could see them again.  Why couldn't he see them now?  Why couldn't he have saved them?  He was too weak, always too weak.  Never enough.  How could he ever hope to save anyone?  He shuttered as any pride he still held poured from his eyes.


As night fell upon the land a sharp eye could see two figures bolting through the trees and one soaring up against the moon.  As the shadows approached the camp two guards were up patrolling the perimeter.  Roscoe swooped down to subdue one, Cornelia the other, and Schneider carefully approached the cage which held Kincaide.  Schneider picked the lock and dragged his friend out.  Barely conscious, Kincaide kept his gaze fixed on the stars.  Why would his friends come for him?  He was no use.  Loyalty is grand, but it was inevitable, he'd only get them killed.  A third guard appeared and sounded for help.  The rest of the camp awoke and heard beasts stirring in the forest.  They knew they couldn't fend off the shadows on the ground so they boarded the helicopters, fired them up, and rose into the sky as they laid down cover fire into the trees.  Before Roscoe could take off to combat them the two choppers opened fire on the woods.  Schneider drug Kincaide to cover behind a crate in the clearing while Roscoe and Cornelia tried to evade the onslaught without giving away their position.  The chain guns were a little too close for comfort and it was only a matter of time before they drew blood.  Kincaide noticed a rifle that had been forgotten not ten feet from his cover.  The choppers were focused on the tree line, so they wouldn't even notice him, but what could he do anyway?  He'd just get his friends killed.  Then he saw Roscoe and Cornelia pinned down in a ditch and figured, what the heck they'll be killed if I do nothing.  He lunged for the rifle turned around, aimed, and fired a round into the pilot’s chest.  The chopper began to spin out of control and slammed into the ground erupting into a ball of fire.  As Kincaide aimed at the tail of the second helicopter the men rapidly reached a high altitude and retreated into the night.  "Humph, maybe I'm not completely useless," muffled Kincaide to himself still being restricted by the muzzle.  He began to nod off as Cornelia picked him up.


The sun, it seemed warm.  Did it ever feel different?  Kincaide seemed to remember the fear he felt staring into the fire, but the light seemed a little less imposing this morning.  Rolling onto his side he saw the collar and muzzle lying against the wall.  Now he remembered, last night his friends rushing him into the lodge.  He remembers Cornelia feeding him and Roscoe giving him some water.  Schneider had, he had picked the lock on the collar and muzzle.  He crawled over to them and picked them up.  He recalled being brought to the brink, wanting to die, but then he saw himself saving his friends.  Man what friends, they could have ran deep into the darkness leaving him for dead, instead they refused to leave him behind.  He had a small trunk at the head of his bed.  Opening, it he placed the collar and muzzle inside.  He then slowly rose to his feet and awoke his friends for some breakfast.





