
 

 

 Song of the Solstice 

 Abraham inhaled the soft winter morning. The fresh dew, like tears, cascaded down the 

leaves of the evergreens. They’d fall ten, twenty, a hundred feet to the snowy earth below — 

indentations strewn across the forest floor — all to be lost to the stampeding footsteps of the 

woodland’s creatures. Fierce and gentle alike. 

 “Neill! To me,” Abraham whispered. 

 His son set out from his place behind their carriage. Though his eyes were keen, the 

boy’s stealth left much to be desired. As he stepped up to his father, the echo of a cracked twig 

roared throughout the dawn. 

 Abraham steadied his hand in front of his son. Neill knew the meaning. Take one more 

step and it will be your last. Of course, his father would never harm him, but he felt wary 

nonetheless of what might happen should he lose his foothold. 

 His father stood at just over six foot. Hardly a giant of a man, but he seemed to tower 

over the other men Neill had met. Abraham knew truths of the world that weighed him down, 

aged him beyond his 47 years on this Earth. In so many ways, Abraham embodied the 

evergreen trees that hung over the duo. Wise, yet deceiving. Neill knew from experience that 

any man can be killed, as any tree can be toppled, but only the foolish challenge a god. 

 His hand, his arm, his whole body held steady as his eyes peered in, through, and out of 

the forest. He turned his head, as much as he dare, to Neill. Then, like the whisper of his knife, 

Abraham took off through the trees and disappeared.  

 Neill, not unwise to his father’s ways, held still. His orders were clear. Do not move. He 

rose his arm to the quiver on his back and felt the tickle of his arrow’s feathers between his 

fingers. He caressed one, then another, before retracting the third from its home. He notched 

the arrow in his bow but held his aim at the earth. Wait for it, don’t be a fool. 



 

 

 Every instinct begged him to shut his eyes, listen to the forest, and wait for the signal. He 

had learned, not long ago, that one must keep their every wit about them in the forest. “Listen to 

the forest too closely, obey her command, and she’ll betray you.” 

 He struggled to keep his eyes open. He waited for a rustle with alert ears, his nose 

trained to detect any surprise threat, but his eyes started to mist and Neill might’ve sworn the 

frost of the morning air had begun to freeze the tears in his eyes. 

 The arrow still notched in his bow, his fingers holding the bowstring taut, he lifted his 

right elbow to wipe the water from his eyes and, for the briefest moment, let go of his sense of 

sight. 

 Somewhere northeast of his position, twigs from the juniper bushes shook and the elk 

they’d been hunting emerged from its hiding place. Neill turned on his heels and loosed his 

arrow in the direction of the sound. The arrow’s gentle hiss sang through the grove of trees and 

struck…! Not bark, nor ground. I got him! He opened his eyes to a blinding white light. 

 The snowfall had disappeared and the sun sang a song for the bees. Spring? He 

smelled around for an indication of time, of season. He felt the sweat bead on his forehead and 

he touched the back of his hand to his head. His hand, ungloved and warm, gave him a sense 

of self. 

 “The solstice?” He whispered. No one was around. He wondered, then, if he had said 

anything at all. 

 The stink of iron overwhelmed his senses. He withdrew his hand from his forehead to 

see that it was covered in blood. He shot a glance around him, then upward. The trees! 

 They’d been splintered near their canopy. Branches and twigs started to rain down on 

him. He covered his head with his forearms and then the cold returned. 

 He looked up again. The trees were fine. When he glanced around the forest, he only 

saw his father with an arrow through his shoulder. 


