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Breath: A Creation Myth Short Story


Above the crashing sea, high atop the wind-hollowed limestone cliffs, Fauna, the eternal Guardian of Souls, stood at the top of her tower and gazed out over the water. Wind rushed up from the surf and tugged at the fabric of her robe, making it twist and billow out into the open air. She welcomed the breeze with open arms, letting it wash away the tension between her shoulders. 
The better part of her day had been spent bent over her worktable sketching the final details of her latest creation, a golden-winged beetle. Bringing the creature to life would have to wait until morning. The hour had grown late, and she had yet to perform her evening communion.
Each life connected to her, like a lacy network of millions of invisible threads stretching over the world. She took a calming breath and extended herself along those lines, seeking out those who needed her guidance and keeping vigil over all that flew, crawled, swam, or slithered. They were her creations, and each evening she became one with them. 
In this state of unity, the hours sped by, and when she finished, the sun had already kissed the curved horizon across the great waters. Calls of seabirds echoed from the cliffs and reminded Fauna that she hadn’t visited her young friend Apollo in several days. 
Apollo, the great albatross, would be out at this hour searching the waves for his dinner. She scouted the silvered clouds for his silhouette and spotted him in the distance, tilting and diving among the rolling swells. He would always be special to her as he was the first and only of all her creations that she had raised. 
She had found him when he was a ball of grey fluff that had fallen down the cliff face from his nest among the rocks. He was so adorably helpless that Fauna took him in, feeding and caring for him until he was old enough to hunt on his own.
During his early years, he nested in the safety of the tower’s top and often waddled down the narrow stairs to visit her while she worked on her latest designs. Two seasons prior, he finally abandoned the tower to nest with the colony. She couldn’t help but miss him, but it was for the best. He needed to be with his own kind. 
That evening, Apollo executed his dives and spins with vigor, as if craving a greater thrill riding the wind. It didn’t take long to figure out why. High above, a female albatross wheeled in long, slow circles. When he dove, she circled lower. When he spun past her, she turned to follow.
Through the years, Fauna lost count of how many times she had watched the albatross courting ritual. She never tired of it. It was a special delight knowing that Apollo had finally come of age and was ready to select his mate. 
The two birds continued their dance as the ocean swallowed the last rays of the sun. Fauna ran down the tower’s stairs and through the coarse grass until she reached the rocky cliff face that the albatross colony called home.
As the birds glided past, Fauna extended her hand. Apollo brushed it with the tips of his wing feathers. She opened a mental channel between herself and her friend, letting the tide of his emotions wash through her. It wasn’t her habit to pry, but with Apollo, she had a pressing need to be there for him, to let him know of her approval and how pleased she was with him. She refused to miss out on one of the most important moments of his life. 
The birds landed and began the elaborate courtship dance. Apollo bobbed and flicked his feathers and warbled a throaty song deep in his chest. The female bowed in acknowledgement and then feigned indifference.
Apollo redoubled his efforts, and Fauna felt his desperation begin to build. She wished there was a way to tell him that it was all an act, that his pairing was secure. The dance progressed and the female began to show her interest, a bob here to match his, an echo of his throaty song there. With each of these cues, Apollo’s joy redoubled, and his confidence grew. It wouldn’t be long before she accepted him, and they would become a mated pair for life.
A realization sprouted within Fauna, taking root deep in her chest and spreading chills over her body. There, in that intimate moment between the two birds, she had expected to feel their mutual contentment with each other. Instead, she experienced a tenderness so deep and profound that it left her breathless. The sensation was so utterly foreign and thrilling that she had to know more. 
She settled her awareness deeper into Apollo’s thoughts until she was one with the throbbing of his heart. As he continued the dance, he came alive with an emotion so deep, so vibrant, that her own heart burned with the need to find such a tenderness for herself. With each passing moment, the burn of this need grew more painful until she was forced to pull her awareness away and retreat into the comfort of her tower.

      [image: image-placeholder]Opposing thoughts swirled inside Fauna’s head, and she sought the privacy of her chambers and the comfort of her favorite wicker chair. One moment, she hoped these unexpected new feelings would soon subside and leave her in peace. The next moment, she found herself jealous of what Apollo had. She cursed at herself for not being able to move on. Guardians were supposed to be stronger and more constant than this. 
A shriek of wind pulled at her hair and teased the hem of her robe, announcing the arrival of her brother Ventus, the Guardian of Air.
He gusted around the room, rustling bedclothes and tossing papers from the workbench onto the floor, before he settled on the windowsill. The swirl of air slowed and condensed until his pale outline pulled into shape. He reached a transparent hand to her face.
“Why is your face wet?”
His voice reminded her of warm summer breezes. She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand. “They are tears, brother. Have you never cried?”
“Cried? For what reason would I be sad?” 
She left the chair and joined him on the window's ledge so she could speak with him face-to-face. “These are not sad tears. To be honest, I’m not quite sure what they are.”
He wrinkled his forehead. “Perhaps we can figure it out together. What caused these tears to come?”
“It’s not that easy, Ventus.” She pulled her knees up under her chin. “I’ve found something new, and I don’t know what it means. It worries me.”
“Could you describe it? Our sister Flora has been very creative these days. Maybe it was one of her new flowers?” He slid his hand over hers, his feathery touch like mist on her fingers.
“It wasn’t a flower,” she answered, annoyed that he would even think that a flower could bring her to tears. “It wasn’t a thing at all. It was a feeling. It’s like I have been blind to this beautiful emotion that my creations enjoy, and this evening, my eyes were opened.” She swallowed and blinked away the tear that threatened to form. 
“Well, what was it like?”
Fauna looked out the window, struggling to find the right words to help Ventus understand. “Have you ever wanted to care for someone so much that you would do anything to make them happy?”
He smiled and shrugged his shoulders. “I care for you. I want you to be happy again.” 
She shook her head. “Imagine that feeling multiplied several hundred times, where your every thought returns to that someone, where you put their needs before yours.”
“You’re crying again. How is it that talking about it makes you weep?”
“That intense longing to care and be cared for has rooted itself within me. I have been shown that there is something important missing from my life. Now I know about it, I crave it.” She placed a hand over her heart. “It hurts in a way I can’t describe.” 
Ventus swayed back and forth, concern pinching his face. “I don’t like this. I don’t like seeing you this way. I’ll speak with Aquata, she’s better at figuring out things like this. If she can’t help, I will go to Terran. As our eldest brother, he knows more than all of us put together.”
Fauna let her head fall back against the stone. “No, don’t talk to Terran about this, at least not yet. If this ache doesn’t pass, I will go to him myself.”
“Are you certain? It would be nothing for me to visit him and return. I could be back within the hour with his advice.” Ventus tapped his fingers against his knees. A being made of air wasn’t made to be still.
“No, I’m certain. I’d rather speak with him myself. It’s been far too long since I’ve seen him. It would be good for both of us to spend time together.” 
“Let me know if you change your mind. Until then, I must go. Aquata calls me. She is eager for rain this evening.”
“Promise to return?” 
“Of course.” He turned to gaze out the window into the star filled night. “At the first light of morning, wait for me down on the beach.” He bid her farewell and allowed his solid form to dissolve before racing out into the open air and down to where his twin, Aquata, had been waiting for him. The two of them swirled away in a glittering mist that reflected the blue light of the rising moon. Not long after, Fauna heard the low bellows of thunder sounding in the distance.
The night crept by, each second lingering a fraction longer than it should. The hollow ache haunted Fauna and kept her from sleep. Instead, she returned to the window and looked out into the night. Aquata’s dark clouds crowded the sky, hiding away the stars and moon, and Ventus had whipped the winds into a frenzy, urging them on faster and faster until the sea below frothed with white caps. The twins always had each other for company. Wind and water, cloud and storm, they were meant to be together and, in a way, completed each other.
Fauna, on the other hand, had walked the earth for centuries, millennia even, and never once had she considered herself alone. And yet she was. There was none other like her in all of creation. Even among her brothers and sisters, only she possessed a beating heart of flesh to enable her to better understand the creatures she governed.
Terran was made from clay and stone and her older sister Flora, from tendril and vine. The twins were made from the water and the air, although they spent most of their time joined as mist and cloud. 
Throughout the long night, Fauna reflected on what she had felt between Apollo and his mate. She berated herself for her own stupidity. She should never have allowed herself to be so close during that sensitive time.
Had she kept her distance, she would never have learned how alone she was in the world and could have been spared such anguish. Her existence before had been peaceful, but she felt neither great joy nor sadness. She had been content creating and communing with her creations day in and day out. Now that she knew there was something else, something infinitely more fulfilling, she wanted it. 
She wrestled with these thoughts until the first light of dawn made the clouds blush. It was no use pacing and fretting in her bedchamber any longer. She needed the sun on her face and the comforting touch of wind in her hair. She hurried down the glossy foot-worn stairs and plucked her rough woven shawl from its hook to ward off the morning chill. 
A narrow path wound its way down the cliff to the white sand beach. Below, a lone sandpiper darted its way in and out of the surf, scolding the water when it dared get too close. Fauna watched the bird dart back and forth and couldn’t help but wonder if he too had a mate back at the nest. Did he feel the same powerful urge to care for her as Apollo felt for his mate? She sat in the sand, just out of reach of the bubbling surf and breathed in the fresh salty air as the thoughts from the night before returned in full force.
Down along the beach, Ventus blustered against the sand, kicking small puffs into the air. As he drew closer, he took shape until he walked along the sand. A stream of water extended from the ocean and followed beside him. When Ventus stopped in front of Fauna, the water lifted and spun upward into Aquata’s sleek fluid form. 
She took a seat alongside Fauna on the sand. “You are still troubled. I can see it. I was hoping that maybe this would fade with sleep. Had I known how much you were hurting, I would have come to you
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