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White upon White
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Carena was running across the field of snow. She held out her arms as she went, circling right, then left, then right again. From time to time, she spied her friend, flying somewhat in unison with her, playing this game. 

Carena’s friend was a white dove. Carena was also white, covered in her goose down and ermine fur coat. 

Carena looked back at her friend and smiled. They were white creatures against the white snow. If you did not know to look for them, you might not see them.

Carena let her spirits lift while she played. She remembered the last time she was happy. 
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Grandmother
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The snow had come early to her village. 

One day in the late fall, grandmother had come to her yurt. Carena stepped out and stood erect in front of the old woman, as was expected. Grandmother waited until she had the desired audience. Carena’s sisters and her mother had all stepped out of their yurts. The council drew near. 

Grandmother took off her amulet of power and placed it over Carena’s neck. The council looked askance. Carena’s sisters and mother looked jealous. Grandmother looked smug. Then she turned into a pile of dust.

Carena picked up the pile of dust, then blew each bit of dust out into the air. She let the fire ripple down her arms. And one by one she ignited each speck of dust, so that it shone like a star just for an instant. 

Somehow she knew, this was what Grandmother would have wanted.

The council would have none of this. It just would not do to have someone so young (she was 20) yielding so much power. Their stern looks and pointing fingers told Carena that she had no choice, but to leave the village forever. 

Carena walked resolutely and defiantly in the opposite direction from which the council was pointing. Thus, she walked out of the village by going through the village and through the surrounding fields.

The council could not make her leave. She had too much power. But she was too young and didn’t have her grandmother’s nerve to stand up to the council. None of her family would have opposed the council for her sake. She couldn’t blame them. 

Grandmother should have divided her power among herself and her sisters, or given it all to her mother. That would have been acceptable. Her family had no reason to support her, they had never been that close.

Instead, Grandmother had given all her power to her youngest granddaughter. The one who wanted nothing to do with it. The one who feared it, even more than she feared her grandmother.

Carena had not been happy since that day, not until now.

Carena had kept walking, until she could not be seen, even by the farthest seeing eyes of a person standing at the very edge of the fields of her village.
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An Outcast
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Carena had built a yurt to keep the wind off. She wasn’t cold – she regulated her body temperature with her new powers, but the yurt made her feel at home, even though she was all alone. 

She spent her days practicing her powers. Mostly, she made fire. She knew grandmother had many powers, but she had tried hard not to know what they were – it had made them less frightening. 

Carena went for days without food. Even though it was winter, there was plenty to eat. Flowers and dried berries which the animals and birds had yet to discover lay under the snow. But, Carena knew if she ate them all now, there would be none for later. So she let her powers satisfy her hunger most of the time. 

When she was thirsty, she drank a little snow, which melted easily in her hands.

Weeks passed. She didn’t spend all her time practicing her powers. Sometimes she played. She was still young and it had been several years since she had had time to play or since it had been acceptable to play.
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The Dove
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One day, as Carena was running and skipping through the snow, she saw a dove flying around. So Carena started to imitate a bird, running around with her arms outstretched. The dove observed, then joined in the fun. 

They flew until it grew dark. Then the dove flew away, and Carena went to sleep in her yurt, fully refreshed, completely exhausted. 

The next day, the dove flew back and they played again. This time, when Carena laid down she was not exhausted, she had let her powers sustain her. But she was still fully satisfied.

The third day, they played again. This time more wildly. Carena whooshed through the snow. The dove whooshed also. Carena looked back at her friend and smiled. 

Wings larger than a gyre falcon flew at her. Claws grabbed her coat and lifted her into the air. Carena let surprise consume her. 

The bird she looked up at was as white as her dove had been. She could have used her powers to stop what was happening, but this was a great way to move around. She enjoyed flying very much!

Carena went back to enjoying the view. Oh, how high they were. They flew over her village, then back the way they had come. 

The sun beat down on Carena. The lack of shadows caused her to look up again. She held back her panic when she saw that she was now being carried aloft by a white butterfly, smaller than the palm of her hand. 

Once again, Carena recognized her friend by her whiteness. It had been a big thrill to be carried aloft by a giant bird. It was a bigger thrill yet to be carried aloft by a tiny butterfly. And somehow the butterfly was flying even faster than the giant bird had flown.
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Carena was starting to suspect that her friend had some hidden agenda, more than just showing Carena her many wonderful shapes. But, so far that agenda was not malevolent and Carena was along for the ride, so she just enjoyed it. Her friend changed to a swan, then to a tiny bee, then to many other varieties of birds. 

Soon, Carena saw the mountain they were heading towards. As they approached, she saw a cave. The dove carried her the last bit toward the mountain and deposited her on a ledge, just outside the cave. 

A white bear stood by the entrance to the cave, and somehow Carena knew that she was being invited in. 

Carena decided to step in to have a look. After all, her friend had gone to all the trouble to bring her here, she might as well make herself at home. 

The wind whipped into the cave. The bear was now busy pushing boulders in front of the entrance to block the wind. This also blocked any means of escape, but Carena felt she was in no danger. 

Carena lit a fire with some of the wood the bear had stacked in the cave. She didn’t need the warmth and the moon provided enough light through a slit at the top of the entrance; but she felt more cozy with the fire. 

The bear also didn’t seem to need the fire, but didn’t mind it either.

It had been a long day
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