The Sun in Your Hand

Out crept the muffled voices again.
Shindar set aside the heavy burden that had rested upon his back. The deer carcass lay still against the barren ground, its two eyes staring mindlessly up at the heavens as Shindar listened. A crimson streak along its flank marked where his spear had struck true, and for a moment he could hear his tribesman calling his name again, as though the dark event had never occurred.


It was definitely the others, Shindar decided as he plucked a sharpened rock from a pouch at his waste. He held the stone so tight that his hand grew white and a trail of red began to drip down upon the ground, mixing with the blood of his prey. Shindar, who was smaller than Togar, and slower than Mitar, had been the only one left after the last visitation granted by the others. As he held the rock and he listened, he glanced down once at the carcass. It’s sides were leaner then they should have been, yet the deer might well mean the difference between survival and death for the tribe. Its flesh would fill many a stomach.


But it would slow Shindar down. And the voices were even closer now. 


The rock felt heavy and slick. He reached out with his other hand to feel the deer’s thick fur, to touch the beast’s huge rack of horns. It had given them all a wild chase. He remembered the creature bursting forth from behind a stand of trees, another deer at its side. The two had split as Shindar’s tribesman had met to assail their prey. How the beast had moved, its legs pounding down into the muddy surface of the world, sending huge chunks of dirt upwards to glisten in the sunlight. Its breath had coalesced in a steady steamy spray, erupting from the creature’s black nostrils like waves from the sea. Never before had Shindar fought so hard. He had held the strange spear and let fly. And it had worked.


He should have known there would be a price for using a tool made by the others. Still, he had liked the spear. It had fit his hand well, and it had been well formed. Now he clutched the simple stone, the only tool remaining at his disposal. He glanced at the searing orb of the sun above and remembered the day before the hunt began. He remembered Olee’s skinny body shivering against his own. He remembered Togar’s and Mitar’s families as well. When their mates failed to return, they would shriek and dance in pain and leer in the direction of all beyond the tribal grounds. Would Olee be forced to do the same, he wondered, letting go of the animal.

“Olaaaaa,” he struggled to make the strange grunts as the others had when the two tribes had met, and he had received the spear. Territorial rights had been shared that day, for the sake of the tools the others gave. In return, Shindar’s tribe gave up sole claim to the land and he became known as Shindar, and his own became Olee. He remembered his panicked grunts as the others had clustered around Olee and made the noises. She had sat still and passive save for an agonized tremble. About the tribe the others had gone, occasionally patting Shindar’s tribesmen as they went about. All the males were given sounds ending in a sharp “ar” while females inherited sounds ending with “e”. He had felt fear and hatred and had wondered if they should chaise the others off, but the land had been plentiful yet, there hadn’t been so many of the others back then, and there had been more of his tribesman, and despite Olee’s whimper as she was named, Shindar had left the meeting with a smile, cradling the new spear and trying to intone the sounds the others had given. He tried again then, standing there, bleeding onto the rock in his hand. “Ol….Ollllll….,” he tried and stopped, the supposed name of his own falling dead as he listened, breathing excitedly in and out. 

They really weren’t far off now. It was just a matter of time and they would be present. Shindar could have run, but he knew there really wasn’t much point in that. He had seen where running had gotten Mitar. It was as though they had been expecting Mitar to be where he had gone. Shindar shivered and stood tall against the raging sun, smelling the blood and the cold. And his foes. He could smell the animal skins upon their bodies as well as something burning amidst their presence. A minature sun, burning wildly on the end of a stick, its flames sending needy tendrils of heat in its wake, hissed closer by the moment—its clamor formed a chaotic clatter crackling alongside the voices of the others. The grunts and groans made by the others twisted in strange slurs, vibrating madly in the air, and Shindar couldn’t help but growl.


One stepped forth. It was the one he had first gotten the spear from, when the others had first appeared. This time, without his tribesmen at his back, Shindar wasn’t a force to be cowered before. The other chuckled, pointing and lancing the sound into the air again. “Shhhheeeennnnnndddddaaaarrrrr.” The word, a real word, a name, caught in the air and wrapped about Shindar’s powerful frame. It wrapped playfully at first about his thick skull, and then savagely at his hair and his back. Shindar lifted the rock threateningly, but more of the others were appearing by the moment.

He met the dead eyes of the deer. Then he sprang to the left. The other turned and whipped a strange series of screeches outwards. His feet felt agony. They flashed up and down. Faster and faster he ran. A tree line was in sight. He was going to make it. But the voices erupted on both sides. He struggled to run faster. He turned and twisted and they spoke. Serene, guttural, flowing—the voices surrounded Shindar’s as surely as his foes and he was powerless before this accursed miracle. His heart beat wildly and in the end he was too tired to stand. Impossibly, improbably, one of the others was before him again, despite his efforts. He saw the spear and remembered how it had torn through Mitar’s lithe form.


Thud th-thud.
 The sound of his heart seemed to pulsate in time with the miniature sun, blazing fiercely in the hands of another other coming up behind him. The hissing sound wove tightly against a short burst of terminal noise emitted from the mouth of the one holding the heavens in his hand. In response, the spear flashed forward with a cold clamor.  


His last thoughts were of Olee, left alone in a world bubbling over with the others.
* * *

The human plucked Shindar’s rock from his lifeless hand, and then gesturing, asked for his fellows to take the corpses back to camp. As he watched the scene, he glanced once up at the sky, and laughed. His laughter hung cold and naked in the primordial air.

