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The world was as dark as the days that filled it. It had been seventy years of night, maybe 
more. After the sky fell, I had not spoken. I was alone and feared I would always be. 
 
I stood on the black ash and rock that I’d be accustomed to as my home, and looked out 
onto the horizon. I didn’t know what day it was, but I carved a white mark with the flint 
in the rock for each year that had passed; seventy now and more to follow. Each mark 
was the same length, and stood out like the doom that filled the air I breathed. I was 
naked in the cool wind, blowing from the west. I had no need of clothes. My brown body, 
decorated with mud and moss, was my only friend here. 
 
My friend had looked after me all these years. Since the sky fell I had not aged a day. 
When I looked into the water pools in Chikuaki, I could see my sooty face in the 
shadows, staring hard and praying for the lost souls in the land to appear. But when I 
lifted my head to look into the wastelands, I saw nothing, no-one. I was the only living 
warm-blood in the breathing world. 
 
My eyes looked like black smudges of darkened blood in brown soil. My mother told me 
that when I was born into the world, the earth shook and from then on, it was awake. 
Gripping my stomach with sickness, I wrenched over onto my back on the overhanging 
rock. It was darker now than before, but the images of the day I had found them became 
alive in the smoke of dusk and haunted me. 
 
I’d been hunting all day in the over-pass, where the fire rocks hit the waters, on the high 
grass-lands. I had four tat-tails and one pig in the skin-boat I dragged behind me. I was 
four days to coming of age, but I needed no man to hunt with me. My name was Bear-
hawk of the golden plane; son of the Chikuaki tribe. 
 
A storm had gathered on the far side of the horizon and threatened to reach down with 
wet, red claws into our village. The elders had not prayed to the sun-god for a few days 
now, and the consequences were beginning to show. I’d noticed the silence, but thought 
they had seen the storm as I had, and began at their prayers, but it was then that I saw my 
mother, bending over the straw bowl, her legs crossed. I called out to her. 
 
When she did not answer, I began to run, dragging my hunt’s rewards behind me. As I 
ran towards her, I noticed the silence. I paused, fearful, and leaving the leather cord that 
held my skin-boat to my body I tread softly, crunching the butter palm leaves beneath my 
bare feet. 
 
I knew at once, she was dead. Her hair was matted with blood, like the tat-tails I had 
brought back for the evening meal. I framed her face with my hands, but I could not weep 



 

 

for her. The pain in my chest was unbearable, so I roared into the skies hoping the sun-
god would hear me. Her blood had poured down her legs into the seeds in her bowl. Her 
face showed no fear. 
 
I tilted her body backwards in my arms gently, she was still in her beauty, but her heart 
had been removed from her as she sat. Who had done this to her, and why? I left her as I 
found her, to check on the rest of my village. I found them all, as she was; their hearts 
removed as they sat. I roared again, hoping someone would hear me, but there was no 
sound. 
 
I returned to my mother. I could not perform the burial rights for them all yet, but I would 
return, but I could not leave her in the dirt, and I would have sooner died than leave her 
in the wet when it came. The clouds were angry, and full, threatening to wash her life’s 
blood into the earth. 
 
I dipped all of my fingers into her blood, and marked my face and chest with what was 
left of her life, and in the earth nearby I buried her and marked the land with her straw 
bowl, as she had left it. It was then that I left the village, in search for the rest of the 
village hunters. I was not of age yet, but since most of the tribe had been killed I had to 
assume that the remaining men on the hunt would not know. I had to find my father. 
 
It was days before I found the hunting party. They were laid upon each other, their eyes 
staring wildly up into the sky, begging the sun-god to save them. There was no sign of 
my father, so I strode on, hoping he was still alive. 
 
After another day, I found him; his skin torn from his body. He was kneeling, holding his 
own heart out to the sun as an offering. I marked out the scars of his right of passage in 
his face; the scars that made me laugh when they turned upward on my first hunt. 
 
That day, I had returned to my village, and with the last of my strength gone, I made a 
fire and cooked the tat-tails, and pig. I feasted my revenge, and the deaths of all those 
who would feel the tip of my spear. Once I had eaten my full, I buried my family and 
their families in the earth and then, I ate again. I marked the earth of the village with the 
white powders from the fire, showing all who came there that this was no home for 
warm-bloods any longer, as I had seen my grandfather do when grandmother had died. 
 
I left the village, marked with all their blood and went to bury the men, but they had been 
taken; their bodies stripped. Breathless, I ran for my father. He could not be left, but his 
body had been plundered like the others. All that was left was his heart, cold and firm, 
but filled with blood. I marked my head and lips with it, and inside my leather bag, I hid 
it away inside my clothing. 
 
That day was seventy years ago. I had learnt soon afterward that I was the last of us. I 
was the only one who had not been taken that day. Years have passed by as quickly as 
the nose of the salmon in the water, but I do not know why I was spared, or who killed 
my family. 



 

 

 
After a few days had passed since their burial, the sky had fallen. Quick, and hard and 
with each drop I felt my energy change. The rain-god danced long into the night, beating 
his drum, and when I woke the next day the sky was black. I lost all joy for all life when 
the sun died. 
 
It was a day-night like any other. I’d hunted earlier and caught my fill. I could see no 
change in the wind, as I poured the red sand through my fingers, grain by grain. 
 
I knew it was the passing of another year, and I decided to make my way down to the 
water side to sharpen my blade in the surf. I lived not far from the water, on the black 
rocks where the sun used to fall hardest. As I slid down the cool stone, the mud on my 
body kept me from cutting my skin open. As I landed, I grabbed fist-full's of the red clay 
and patted them onto my body. The waking earth had kept me from the darkened cold. 
 
I had traveled this way so many times that I knew my way in the dark, and smiled with 
pride as I crunched my feet onto the grasslands. The animals no longer hunted me, so I 
was safe even here. Perhaps they knew I was the last of my kind. 
 
When I reached the water hole, I dipped my blade in the water and using a stone from my 
leather sack I ground it finely until it was sharp enough to cut through any hide. The 
water was colder today. I could feel the ache of its frosty arm stroking my veins so I 
climbed the waterfall to the top, where the hot rocks rested and lay soaking up the heat 
they kept inside them. 
 
“Hawk-child. Awaken.” A soft, sweet voice caressed my face. 
 
I leapt up, grabbing my spear. I flipped around. Breathing hard and heavy, my brown 
ragged hair falling round my face I prepared for battle in my heart. 
 
“Hawk-child.” The voice spoke again, but this time I saw the white tipped feathers out 
the corner of my eye. A red-tailed hawk flew above me, swooping and diving. The bird 
held a bright light around it, allowing me to see its shape. 
 
“Is it you who speaks, great Hawk?” My voice cracked with use. 
 
“Child, it has been many years since the passing of the warm-bloods but sit a while with 
me, I must speak with you.” The hawk paused mid-flight, its wings rushing backward 
holding its body in the wind. The hawk was brown and white but its under-side feathers 
were blue and red. I had never seen a bird of this colour. In the right of passage, my 
father said I would be met by a spirit guide who would lead me to adulthood. 
 
I put away my spear, and sat down cross-legged. As my body touched the black rock, the 
hawk landed next to me, its wings outstretched completely. 
 
The hawk drew in its wings and spoke, “my name is Tayanna, spirit of the sky.” 



 

 

 
“I am grateful to meet you Tayanna. May your blood flow well. My name is Bear-hawk 
of the golden plane. I am the last of the Chikuaki tribe.” I knew no other greeting than the 
welcome of my tribe. 
 
“I know your name, young one. In truth, I know all of your living days. When your 
mother was in birth with you, I visited her. I was sad to see her passing, but I cannot say I 
did not know of it.” 
 
The blood rushed to my face. I rushed to my feet “Speak now, if you have been their 
end.” 
 
“Sit, sit young one. I was not their end, but rather, their beginning. Hush now, sit and 
speak a while with me. I do not often speak with warm-bloods, so I welcome your 
words.” Tayanna gestured with her right wing for me to sit. 
 
“You visited my mother?” I swallowed, finding it impossible to keep patience with this 
slow, aged spirit. 
 
“Once, yes. I told her that you would belong to the sun-god one day and to bear you well. 
I feared that the day would come sooner than she thought but it came nonetheless, and 
now here we are.” 
 
“Come spirit, if you know who made their end, speak of it now.” I could bear it no 
longer. 
 
“From today, you will ride me as a child of the sun-god. You will be known only as 
Hawk-child. Once you have taken your new name, and hidden your old name, I will 
speak of it.” 
 
 
“I take up this name.” I nodded. “But, what did you mean I would belong to the sun-god 
one day. We are all under the sun, are we not?” 
 
“Tut, tut. Too much too soon, Hawk-child. Come, get up on my wings and let us fly.” 
 
I tucked my spear in behind my leather sack, hanging on my back and climbed Tayanna. 
The mud on my body coloured her feathers. She lifted into the sky, and flew into the 
winds. Although the air rushed into my ears, I could hear she speak clearly. 
 
“You were born of the earth, Hawk-child, so you are stronger and braver than most. The 
sun-god baked the red clay and formed your heart, and gave your soul to your mother. 
The day your family was taken, the sun-god mourned and gave no light and so that is 
why we fly in darkness. But of course, I carry my own light.” The beast guffawed with 
laughter, and then carried on speaking. “I will tell you now, that the rain-god took out the 
hearts of your family, as they sat.” 



 

 

 
Even though I was comfortable in flight, my breath stole from my chest. I would have to 
end the rain-god to take my revenge. 
 
“You cannot end the rain-god, Hawk-child, even though you may wish it. It is forbidden, 
for as much as the earth needs the sun, the earth needs rain as well. In truth, you have a 
long journey ahead of you. One which, I cannot follow all the way, but I will do my best 
to watch you from the sky. You see, Hawk-child, you must find the water panther. He 
will know what you must do next, for I fear even this is beyond my powers. I will be here 
if you call me.” Tayanna’s wings rushed forward, as she landed in the black soil, far from 
Chikuaki. She dropped a small, red drum in my hands. “You are at the heart of the war 
that may end us all, Hawk-child, and only you can save us. Your family were only the 
beginning of the blood that will be split, and even I may not be spared from pain.” 
 
I stared at the red drum. “I will not call you, unless I am lost and cannot find my way 
again. I doubt that will happen.” I stood up, smiling with confidence, fastening my spear 
in its place as I hid the red drum in my leather bag. 
 
“If it is as you say Hawk-child, then the sun will shine on us all again. From now on, my 
light will stay with you even as I do. You must follow the red earth, until you find the 
forest. There, in the trees the water panther hides. Beware, for he will not pause his 
hunting for you. Tap the red drum three times and I will be at your side.” 
 
As she spoke, Tayanna flew into the sky and tipped her wing. My stomach grumbled, and 
I swung down the small rock I stood on to find a snake to roast on the open fire. There 
was no reason for traveling on an empty stomach. 
 
 


