
LEGACY


But a dense thicket born of the blood of hundreds of warriors now remains of the great river that once served the settlement of Lapura. For years, toothless, plagued balladeers served notice of a past that today is denied existence. The message suffered in the amalgamation of French, Bantu, Spanish, English and indigenous dialects that comprised the accounts. Certain legends survived and now function as lullabies in the backwoods of Appalachia, versions doubtlessly revised to render them tame enough for the children. It seems that the night of two centuries ago cannot afford to be remembered. But, why then, did young Rachelle Evans come to locate the village historical records and thereby surrender her life to exploring the events that led to the infamy of September 27, 1779? 

The community had been established for three years before another person ventured down the mountain slope. Old Guillón had prophesied the coming, or so the villagers thought.  


“‘Twas not I,” protested the old man. “I foresaw nothing. Rather, the sky told me of his coming. The new star in the northern heavens proclaimed the arrival, not I.”


The stranger entered the village at dusk singing in an unknown tongue, yet clearly canting about love. Only Guillón chose not to welcome the visitor.


“Guillón, what is it? Why are you reluctant to enjoy the blessings of your prophecies?” asked young Emily.


“No, my dear, I do not trifle with personal gratification. Rather, I am yet uncertain about this visit.”


“But Guillón, it surely must be God-send. How else could we have known of his coming?”


“I’m an old man, Emily. Perchance I am only circling back into youth and am leery of change.”


“Change? Don’t you think this more a matter of fate? Even providence?”


“No, my friend. I’m afraid fate is no more than an invention designed to spare us certain responsibilities. The newcomer represents fate only so much as we are unable to embrace the change.”


And with that remark, both smiled and hugged one another and walked together to welcome the guest.


Much excitement centered on this guest who awkwardly reciprocated features of greeting. He stood very tall, and his appearance, especially the groomed long beard, gave no indication of the exhausting journey that certainly preceded this occasion. Many of the dogs gathered at his feet, somewhat skittish at his quick movements, but far too intrigued with the scent of his shoes to maintain a safe distance. The deep, sunned tones of the man’s skin complemented the bronze color of his eyes.


The language problem proved quite troublesome until all spoke with twig and dust. Through sketches of the moon, the stranger related that his wanderings had taken him over three months. He came from the north by land, having arrived there by sea. At the insistence of Molly Porter, the villagers did not express their distrust. “Who are we to pry into anyone’s past, much less insult a guest?” she implored.


Many expressed amazement with the man’s meager belongings. Aside from the clothes he wore, he bore only some cloth, scraps of leather, needle and thread, a small pouch, and an ash walking stick.


Verde struggled to ask the man how he managed to kill for meat. The stranger stood up and wielded his stick defensively. Verde, realizing the misunderstanding, drew a picture of a figure attacking and killing a bear. The man then pointed to an imaginary bear and acted as if to flee. Verde then depicted the slaughter of a rabbit. With this, the visitor softly smiled and shook his head “no,” and sat down as if watching a rabbit hop away. He then indicated he survived without slaughter.

Nine months later, two of the maiden girls gave birth to sons. Most believed that the first utterances of those children were of the same language of the visitor, known then as Newton - a diminution of Newtongue, an appellation given by Beardsley. The events of the months to follow, in light of Newton’s astronomical insight, gave Beardsley and his British compatriots reason to believe that his naming was even more appropriate than any, save for Guillón, had conceived.


During his first visit, Newton had warned the villagers of a special day-turned-night, indicating that in the bright of day, suddenly, darkness will come preceded by marked uneasiness in all of the animals. He explained the reckless running of the wildlife as if fleeing a brushfire coming from an unknown direction. And within moments, night arrives. During the period of darkness, the earth is never more still. All are in hiding, daring not to make a sound to arouse the attention of the force that periodically reminds the world of its power by obscuring the sun. But this time, unlike others, a multitude of stars will fall from the sky as well. Moments later, as swiftly as the sun had become blotted, it again shines as before.


Many thought this incredulous, some wild tale of a strange man. But the Indians noted that their ancestors had witnessed such events. The Africans, too, recalled that as children the tribal doctors spoke of this mystery, explaining it as the carnal communion of the sun and moon and the resultant offspring. The Europeans publicly clung to their skepticism, though for days, countless speculations spread in the imaginations of Lapura. After Newton departed, the topic was soon forgotten. And even after the reminder of his visit that occurred nine months later, no one revived the discussion. Yet when in early August, just at the time his bastard sons were weaned from the breast, and the solar eclipse occurred, no one had to be reminded of the person responsible for this unwelcomed event.

Guillón was gathering berries on the mountain slope when he heard the approach of Newton. After two and a half years Newton had returned, on foot, leading a mule laden with cotton. Guillón could barely recognize him because of the lack of beard and the rifle that he carried. His face had sustained a scar that extended lengthwise across his cheek.  


“Your reappearance surprises me. I thought you were wiser than that,” Guillón greeted Newton.  


“Yes, I return,” came the reply. Guillón was visibly stunned by Newton’s understanding. “Much happens after two year, I even learn English.”


“So, I see. What brings you back? Many people here will celebrate your return. That is not good news for you.”


“I am changed.”


“Perhaps so…“


“It is true. I come to thank your people. I bring gift of cotton.”


Guillón reminded Newton of his premonition and notified him of the reaction of the village.


“But Monsieur Guillón, I did not cause it,”


“It matters not. It is what they believe.”


“But I bring gift…to my friends.”


“Some friends have odd memories and gifts are often dismissed.”


“I will go into the village. I am safe. These are wise people. Wise people cannot hurt me.”


“It’s difficult to determine whether certainty or ignorance causes the greater pain.”


“What you say?”


“Good fortune, my friend, good fortune.”


Guillón led the mule and Newton across the river and into Lapura. The children gathered around the beast, tugging its tail and preening its hindquarters. Whereas Guillón walked without expression, Newton walked with pride.  


“How is it that you wish to return to Lapura?” Guillón inquired.  


“This is only town where I am not afraid.”


“Were you always afraid of most villages?”


Newton paused and sighed, “No, I had to learn. Now I learn courage.”


Moments later, Jorge Melendez, grandfather to one of the Newton bastards, recognized the man and charged him wildly. The commotion spooked the mule, inducing it to knock Guillón to the ground. It reared, losing its load and nearly trampled a child until Newton traded his life, instead, under flailing hooves. No one held Melendez responsible for the incident. The village attributed the occurrence to a higher justice. But the parents of the young ones present had to learn to adjust to the nocturnal screams of their children. All of the young witnesses came to suffer identical nightmares, of which this event prompted the first of many to follow.

Over the next several months, conflicting predictions divided the people of Lapura. Religious leaders warned of celestial and meteorological calamities. Farmers insisted on impending swarms of locusts. Craftsmen feared debilitating accidents. Mothers knew that certain terror awaited their children. The inevitable torrential storms, pests, injuries, and premature deaths validated these visions despite their relative infrequency. Even the skies were believed to be grayer. The resultant plentiful water failed to diminish the dread. Discord drowned the voice of the aged Guillón, who turned to educating and entertaining the young ones. 

Years passed. Lapura grew, and grew apart. Lost was the exuberant innocence. Certainty replaced the wonder. Jonathan Baxter and his kin patiently and craftily gained influence, for they best identified and galvanized the fears of the people. The elders failed to inspire confidence in their attempts to return to earlier values and practices. The newer inhabitants enjoyed the verdant fertility of the valley, but demanded change from the past they never knew. They sought a new life on the frontier, yet brought familiar ideas with them. 
Town meetings offered the only chance to reverse the fortunes of the community. The children clung to Guillón’s clothing as he entered the hall for the final such event. All hushed as he stood in the back and quietly recalled moments of the glorious past of Lapura, beginning with the settlement. 

“We followed the river upstream. The marshy land, the thorny underbrush, the continual rains all challenged our resolve. After particularly grueling days we spoke of settling for the last best site to establish our village. Always, the words of faith and the sense of belief of a few would hearten us to press onward. Then, after a full cycle of the moon we entered this valley in midday. A gathering of five deer, including two fawns, welcomed us. The river and its oak shade refreshed us. We had found our home. 

“Let me tell you about our home. Close your eyes and I shall show you what you no longer see.” Those assembled all complied with his request. “When did you last visit the hot springs at the edge of our village? Our children frolic in them all summer long. Recall when you, too, waded in the warm waters. Inhale the sulfurous scent. How many of you accused a friend of emitting the odor? Listen to your distant laughter. Curl your toes to grasp the soft mud. 

“Now, imagine our first harvest feast. The children wore autumnal flowers in their hair. Medleys performed on instruments ranging from crude stringed instruments to fifes reflected the heritages of our musicians. Long-ignored dresses and waistcoats adorned the dancers. Dogs wagged as they circled and sniffed the barbecue pit. The games delighted the participants for the sport, not the competition. We celebrated our good fortune and thankfulness.

“Join me as I walk through our graveyard. The wildflowers flourish and blossom unabated, lending an unkempt appearance to some, because of the outcome of a spirited debate. The untimely passing of Erika Stronheim forced us to choose a gravesite before deciding where to erect our church. Hence, our house of worship lies outside of town with a splendid view of the entire valley. She succumbed to fever after saving young Nicholas Nieukirk from wintry waters. The church points at an angle because the impassioned pleas of Chantal Bouchard spared the two large willows from our axes. We finished the framing just in time for our first wedding, the betrothal of Corazón Montoya and Thomas Baxter. In the graveyard we find the resting souls of our first blacksmith, of our lone storywriter, of our best night sky gazer, and too many more. They watch as we continue to decide our future. They did not listen for signs; they listened to their own inner voices, and so created the voice that is ours. They knew their destination, but knew not the path. They believed in their way. Such is the way of faith.” He paused too long at this point, long enough for the impatient to open their eyes and mouths.

“What Guillón says is good for the past, but we live in the present,” interrupted Baxter’s close associate, Johnston. “What of our lost children and bad fortune? Belief will not restore us to previous times.” Others joined in to express doubt and misgivings. Newer residents spoke of the need for planning and ordinances, elaborating on the transgressions of a few.

 Guillón interjected, “Rules are for the unimaginative.”

“…or worse,” added Molly Porter. This comment infuriated Johnston whose tongue and arms wagged wildly without restraint as he vilified most of those present. His animation sparked outbursts from others. The hall soon filled with shouts and finger pointing. The children huddled close to the stunned Guillón. The mayhem escalated when Baxter’s cousin identified Guillón as the responsible scourge. A lit oil lantern tumbled and spilled onto the wooden floor. The resultant panic thwarted the bucket brigade. The meeting hall was lost. So was the spirit of Lapura, for the fire confirmed the fears of the doomsayers. 

Once-whispered rumors gradually escalated to brazen slander after Guillón succumbed to injuries sustained while rescuing young ones during the fire. Forgotten were his heroics, except by the children and the elderly. Words failed to erase their memories. The adolescents also welcomed occasional respite from the persistent nightmares, as visions of Guillón offered nocturnal solace. 

Subtle omens gathered during the following months. The teeth of a rabid bat opened the first wound. A two-headed chicken raised concern, as did the stillbirths. The rains imperceptibly, but steadily, diminished. Eventually, the drought reduced the varmint population, and wolves increasingly turned their attention to the livestock. By this time, the villagers recognized the trends. Henceforth, new settlers received hostile rebuffs, rather than the customary celebrations. Such welcomes led the latest adventurers to proceed upstream, in search of their dreams. The founders of Lapura unwittingly sealed its demise by choosing the most fertile site in the valley. The reviled intruders aggravated their neighbors by constructing a network of dams and irrigation ditches to compensate for the dwindling river and the cloudless skies. 

Lapuran leaders expressed their outrage during frequent visits to the growing settlement. Chances for peaceful resolution vanished when they ignored the threat from a band of marauders seeking a pastoral retirement. They, too, were pressed to continue further inland. Rich soil soon curled and cracked. The plight of Lapura mirrored that of the withering crops. The good fortunes of a few exacerbated the misfortune of many; the growing disparity hastened the decline of the village. A local militia formed. Baxter presided over the transformation of the village as its own wolves gained favor. They lacked a leader until Jacklin arrived on the evening of the canceled harvest moon feast. Many encircled the blazing fire as he shared both the venison packed on his mule and his military exploits during the French and Indian War. When informed of the drought and the greed of the settlers, he asked, “Why do you not just destroy the dams?”

“Why not, indeed?” many asked themselves. Plans for the ensuing raids gestated among dancing flames and moon shadows. 

Daylight awakened the village’s conscience. The mothers and elders arose to learn of the fervor that captured the spirits of the young men. Time had come to confront the new order. 

Molly Porter’s daughter spoke first. “Have none of you listened to the nightly shrieks of your children? We prayed that their passage to adulthood would free them from the demons. Yet, tormented they remain. We convinced ourselves that the stranger who invaded the slumber of them all was Newton. We were wrong. Last night, my Betsy wailed herself to sleep because she saw the object of her dread. He sits among us now, this Jacklin!”  All eyes followed her outstretched finger to the seated stranger who continued to calmly whittle. Other parents affirmed these charges against him. 

“Kenneth, here, ran to fetch his rifle as he saw him approach.” 

“Amy and Thomas gathered their friends to see if he was the incarnation of their dread, too.”

“Why then did none of you say anything last night?” Baxter charged.

“Because they feared to tell us. Have you forgot what fear is?” demanded Tío García.

“Fear? I fear for our survival. Famine awaits us if we do not replenish our water supply. Our rightful water supply. Fear of action invites our destruction. I welcome someone, like Jacklin, who can aid us in reclaiming what is ours.”

“What of the dreams? Can you just ignore them?” asked Mitchell duBois.

“The dreams were clearly premonitions,” Baxter was quick to reply, “of the coming of Jacklin. I ask the children, did Jacklin try to harm you in these dreams or, as I understand, was he merely present for the conflicts?” None of the terror-struck could refute his interpretation. Since a child, Baxter could always replace feeling with logic.

“They dream of slaughter. Can you ignore that?” duBois added.

“I prefer risking life in order to preserve life over risking extermination through weakness.” With that comment, the men affirmed their allegiance to Baxter. The raids would proceed. 

The time to alter the future had long since passed.

The self-appointed raiders mustered courage under the night’s remaining darkness. Certainty and bravado flourished during the next few days. The scent of destruction suffocated free will. No detail survived unplanned. Gunpowder charges were designed and tested. Demolition sites were chosen during scouting expeditions conducted under the guise of conciliatory missions. Once prepared, the raiding party impatiently awaited six more days for the fullness of the moon, as the thin grasses continued to whither, as the others prayed in private.

They left in the early morning, in order to reach the layover site near the village by mid-afternoon. The parents watched quietly as their boys half-walked, half-marched out of Lapura. The young men saw beyond the adolescence, seeing manhood, instead, in each other. Jacklin envisioned impending victory, a feeling denied him in his previous campaigns, a loss never revealed to anyone. Baxter foresaw greater authority. The children looked up in wonderment into everyone’s faces. And the dogs pulled on their tethers, wishing to accompany their masters.

They reached the hideaway undetected. One had to return home, shamed for having sprained his ankle while attempting a shortcut in order to keep pace. Only a few closed eyelids ushered brief slumber, as all awaited the coming darkness. Such deeds know no courage in daylight. The party rose to its feet as the moon peeked above the horizon. Jacklin looked each one in the eye, in turn, and then spoke. “Beginning tonight, we shall live together, forever.” The statement erased much of the worry from their faces and added briskness to the remaining upstream trek. Their stealth escaped the awareness of the marauders. All proceeded as planned. No one, however, planned for the faulty fuse. 

Flat riverbanks had necessitated the construction of three dams. The builders sought deep, narrow pools. The water level had to reach a certain height to feed the series of irrigation ditches. The Lapurans sought to undo this diversion and quench the thirst of their own ditches. Jacklin had decided to destroy them all in rapid succession, finishing with the first one, closest to the village. The crude dams withstood the weight of the wall of still water, but offered no resistance to the focused destruction. The first blast opened a small breech in the downstream dam; the second annihilated the next one. The combination set up the flash flood that ultimately swept away two abandoned Lapuran cabins.

The first detonation awoke the village. The flash from the second silhouetted the running strides of the panicked villagers and blinded the demolitionists for the ensuing moments. The delay of the third gave time for the illicit young lovers who had been previously engaged just downstream to that dam to arise and look about…realizing that the explosion was not of their making. Peter Nieukirk, son of Nicholas, saw the couple and ran to the still burning fuse. A crack in the fuse had interrupted its combustion, but the sparks eventually jumped the gap and the flame snaked its way toward the powder barrel. Nieukirk dived toward the flame, grabbed the fire, and yanked it from the charge. The pair approached their savior. The acrid scent of burning sulfur and flesh alarmed them to his heroics. Nieukirk appeared to scarcely believe his own actions. His fellow compatriots approached him with stunned admiration. They tugged at his sleeve, in vain, urging him to flee. Jacklin, still by the shore, for once, spoke without words, having nothing to say. Soon, many villagers stood by the five Lapurans and Nieukirk on the dam. So much had happened, so quickly, with such impact, that the consequences took time and stillness to absorb. Finally, Peter spoke.

“The water, I thought, was rightfully ours. We laid first claim. We came to reclaim it.”

One of the marauders loudly interrupted, “We own what comes before you, and now…” He was silenced by a scowl and angry arm movement of the elder. 

Peter continued. “With the blasts, I found that I had also come to destroy lives. I had overlooked that bigger truth in my eagerness to prove myself a worthy citizen and to serve my closest family.” He lowered his head and voice to a whisper. “Many years ago, when I was but a child, I witnessed a similar event. That time, a mule trampled the innocent. Only now do I understand what transpired that day. You cannot fathom my relief that your young couple was spared. Perhaps, now, my nightmares might cease...Good night. I must take my leave, but I will return to help you repair our damage.”

The elder told the Lapurans that the single dam collected sufficient water for their needs. He suggested a common celebration and feast of what rations they could combine for the next full moon. The agreement and shaking of hands infuriated the marauders. They called for retaliation. Peace had no place in their notion of justice.

Back in Lapura, all of the young witnesses of the death of Newton simultaneously awoke from their identical dreams. The recent citizens, the non-believers, attributed it to the rush of air preceding the coming wall of water. The youth knew better. They, plus Peter Nieukirk, slept placidly that night, and thereafter. Their nocturnal demons were forever vanquished.

The rains began, as the returning Lapurans entered their homes. The crops and the spirits were replenished. Only the marauders remained displeased. Jacklin sought to avail his talents elsewhere.

The single fuse had failed to ignite the last charge, sparking instead a chain of events that no one could have better planned.

Clouds gathered again over Lapura during the ensuing months, eventually restoring a long-absent calm. Until then, Baxter and his companions sought to regain the health of the village through incessant planning. Preservation, not growth, commanded their attention. Many ideas were examined, yet none survived the self-interests of a few. New voices began to influence the village. They could not ask aloud the questions, for they had not the accepted credentials, but speak they did, in hushed tones, of the answers. They celebrated the spirit glorified in folklore. Tranquility flowed once arrogance and elitism dissipated, this peace revealed itself as communal tolerance. Children listened to the elders, neighbors shared their achievements, and people began again assisting each other. 

Many questioned the cause for the deliverance into grace. The changes were generally attributed to the loss of enemies, to the absence of threats. But the laconic wise ones knew that the clouds and their rainseeds ushered the salvation. Osiris offered both explanation and admonition. “Though people can disrupt the blessings from above, they cannot compel them.” The whims of the winds, and perhaps the collective souls of the meek, induced the moisture-laden rejuvenation. Baxter and his kin soon bitterly receded from authority due to the insufficient respect and appreciation afforded them. They had sacrificed their entire energies, even surrendered happiness, to the settlement. Now, no one remembered. But then, they, too, had dismissed as non-existent the deeds of Guillón and his peers.

Osiris, a Bantu, endured and grew through many unspoken hardships before joining the original settlers with his mother. He now lent his voice to the concerns of the timid. He ascended to this role devoid of ambition. He did not suffer the tendency to profligate the status quo in the belief that it worked well enough to reward the appropriate man, himself. He, instead, set about to build on the common strengths of the Lapurans. He began to anticipate, then initiate. For this he gained followers. These followers told of the time he saved a neighbor’s dog that had been crushed by a falling tree. He breathed his life into it through its nose, then carried the broken body home through miles of forest. Many such anecdotes extolled his humaneness. For this he retained followers. Nirva, his wife, admired these attributes, but she loved and lived her life with him for the way that he loved her.

Cornstalks rose, pigs gorged, and wildflowers painted the trails. The arts of the people blended. Quilts depicted Iberian arabesque patterns. Brilliantly colored zebras and gazelles leaped around the delicate surfaces of pots and bowls. Full-sized wooden beefeaters guarded the feather- and hide-adorned village gate. The villagers found the much-desired security and predictability in these activities. Lost were the adventures, however, such as those in the past, that so naturally imbibed exaggeration and enhancement upon subsequent recounting. 

**************

Remoteness initially spared Lapura from the intensifying colonial discord. Traders provided the valley with infrequent updates. The Lapurans sought neutrality. Strife would offer no more freedom than they already enjoyed. Yet involvement was certain. On ocean shores thousands of miles apart, rhetoric mixed with passion and tempers. Soon thereafter, news trickled in on the feet of refugees.

Nirva listened to the future. For weeks she had heard none in Lapura. Faint rifle reports spoke of the approaching conflict. That night she dreamed of a void. “Osiris!” she awakened exclaiming. “We must evacuate the village immediately.”

Osiris tried to soothe her in his deepest, softest voice. “Tell me of your dream.”

“An old man, I’m certain he was Guillón, whispered to me, then fell silent. He revealed only his voice.”

“What did he say?”

“He told me to look. I saw nothing. I asked him, ‘Look at what?’ He replied, ‘What do you see of Lapura?’ I saw only a reddish yellow glint. He spoke no more.”

“For that we should flee?”

“For that we shall live. Osiris, you must respect my visions, even visions I cannot see.”

He knew to trust Nirva’s pragmatism, even more, her premonitions. Few realized just how much Nirva guided the course of Lapura with her questions for Osiris. From her, he derived anticipation. Her strength of vision grew from feeling for the people. Her feeling grew from her love of self, which in turn grew from her strength of will. It all seemed so obvious to Nirva. Just as flight seemed so imperative. 

The war drew closer. Osiris repeatedly urged the villagers to seek the safety of the hills, at least until the gunfire dissipated out of earshot. Peter Nieukirk well understood how dreams reflect a reality that otherwise escapes recognition. But, even he agreed with the others that security resided in the valley. He awaited his own late evening premonition. No one wished to relinquish their homes for another’s vision of a void.

One late September afternoon, a small band of straggling patriots entered Lapura. The elders bade their children to fetch them food and water, thus inviting the visitors to partake of the wealth of the community. No one took notice that the dogs ignored the scraps of meat that fell from their forks to the earth. The visitors found refuge in Lapura despite the hushed protests of a few. 

Days later, the visitors fled into the wood as the rest of their unit sought provisions. They deserted again. A very young Balthazar Hatter wondered aloud why his new friends left so suddenly.

“Tell me, boy, what are the names of your friends?” asked the commanding officer. Truth naturally flowed from the mouth of the innocent. Balthazar’s mother interceded before the boy could reveal their whereabouts. The officer dispatched his men to search for them. They failed, however, to penetrate the veil of the forest. And so Lapura found itself in the midst of war. Feeding the occupying troops served naught to appease their suspicions. A precarious peace prevailed.

When the Loyalists reached the valley the next day, the Lapurans realized too late their demise. They had no choice but to take up arms to protect their homes. Osiris had convinced Nirva and a few others to flee upland. He remained behind, choosing duty over safety. Over a hundred soldiers witlessly accepted that the earth of Lapura would forever capture their souls. 

The Loyalists outnumbered their foe and so drove the patriots to seek shelter. The aggressors set the granary ablaze to flush out those hiding. The patriots torched the fields to deny their enemies the sustenance they sought. The late afternoon wind picked up, rushing up the river. A firestorm erupted. The soldiers and villagers fought through smoke and flames, resorting to frenzied hand to hand combat in the diminished visibility. The animals circled through the village, too terrorized to find an escape. Their screams pierced through the crackling flames and gunfire and cries of anguish. The Lapurans fared little better. By dusk, the few survivors retreated from the holocaust that now engulfed their fallen comrades. 

Nirva reached the top of the ridge and turned. She caught her first clear view of the settlement. In the moonless night she heard nothing, seeing only a wall of reddish yellow below. She wailed for Osiris, thus disturbing the fatherless daughter she just then felt growing inside her. She wailed again. A swarm of monarch butterflies flew past at this unusual hour. Nirva ignored the meteors as she and the others trudged onward into the darkness.

Another tragedy had disturbed the nights of descendants of Lapura. This time, the dreams passed through generations. Nirva’s child, Camille, suffered fitful nightmares. Only Nirva’s songs of Lapura, its glory and demise, could induce the child to slip into slumber. 

Many years passed. Insomnia drove Rachelle Evans, the great granddaughter of Nirva, to resurrect the history of Lapura. She trusted that honoring her fallen forebears would for all time douse the nocturnal fires of their heirs. 

Rachelle initially set forth to examine her heritage. She contacted many relatives and perused county records. For months, Lapura never appeared to officially exist. Her perseverance led to a chance exchange with a blind, reclusive great aunt. During the visit, Rachelle discovered papers taped to the inside lid of a cherry wood box containing curious small items. They were written in the hand of Camille Lawrence. Nirva’s Camille died during the breech birth of her only child, a daughter, who survived to honor her mother’s grace and sacrifice. The notes were transcribed accounts from those who fled Lapura that September day. As Rachelle read aloud, her great aunt quietly sang Nirva’s lullabies, thereby adding details to the history. The line, ‘the yellow wall erased a past that refused to slumber’ repeatedly played in Rachelle’s memory over the next weeks. She had discovered the reason for her reddish-yellow, scorching dreams and fear of fire. That realization invited a fiery terror to her daytime thoughts. She reasoned that she could possibly extinguish her anguish by visiting Lapura.

Further interviews and posts led her to an elderly gentleman cartographer who, with quill and ink, mapped her future course. She returned, alone, to the dense thicket that was her ancestral home. The river had long ago soaked into the earth. Briars replaced the crops, grasses reclaimed the trails, winds and rains spread the ashes. Lapura revealed itself only with the aid of the map. 

Rachelle attempted to locate the plots of the church and certain homes, but the thorns pained her pursuit. The dense, harsh vegetation contributed to her captive sensation. The soaring buzzards above troubled her, so she found her way to access the opposite bank to exit the valley.

Rachelle climbed, tracing the footsteps at the ridge-top where Nirva had witnessed the color of terror. She turned to survey the imagined settlement below and softly whispered, “May it now all pass.” 

A large brown and white hawk feather lay at her feet. As she picked it up, she straightened quickly, startled by a man’s voice. “I found one just like that a few miles down the trail.”

“What are you doing here?” she accused.

“I woke up this morning and found I needed to hike. That is not like me. It was as if a dream compelled me to flee, don’t you know.” First the feather and then the dream. Rachelle grew smitten. “What are you doing out here alone?” he inquired.

“Much the same as you, it seems.”

“Would you care to hike together.” She saw a kindness in his eyes that complemented his seeming innocence.

“I would like that very much.” 

And so Rachelle found a companion, then a friend and lover, in another who shared her passion, and soon, her mission. With their first step they set out to find their lives together. A different, comforting fire came to replace the blazes in her dreams. Her kin, too, began sleeping restful nights. Lapura and its descendants gained release for many generations from their intertwined legacies and fell under a peace. Rachelle and her lover would undertake their own fresh adventures. 

She did sometimes awaken, oddly sensing that a frightened female heir had entered her now benign dreams of Lapura. She always whispered a comforting prayer of good fortune, then turned to embrace her waking dream beside her.
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