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Takoda and Horse


 


TAKODA tied the last of his gear on the back of his ATV and climbed on. He started the engine and took off, away from the clearing that housed his trailer, down the bumpy drive. He was happy and the only thing that stopped an ear-to-ear grin was the thought of bugs in his teeth. He’d gotten a good job here on the reservation, doing web design. His supervisor was a white guy who’d been officially accepted into the tribe. Bryce was a good guy, who took the time to steer Takoda onto the right path without being bossy. Yes, everything was going his way, at least for now. Growing up on the reservation, Takoda knew to celebrate the good and make the best of the bad. Before landing this job, it seemed he’d spent a lot of time dealing with the bad.


Takoda rode for a while, leaving the central reservation area behind and heading out into the canyons. After an entire week of working with other people, he needed some time outdoors and alone. His destination was a campsite that friends of his had set up near the rim. He only hoped he got there before they did. Takoda gunned the engine and flew over the trail as he approached his destination.


When he saw the path to the site, he made the turn. Two seconds later, the engine sputtered and then died. Takoda tried to restart it, but the engine refused to catch. He got off and checked the fuel. The gauge said he had plenty, and when he looked in the tank, it had plenty as well. He wished he had brought some of his tools along with him.


Takoda kicked the ground and then the back tire on the piece of junk. There was nothing he could do out here. He had his cell with him, but service was spotty, and with darkness approaching, he needed to reach his camp and get a fire started or he’d be out of luck for the night. Takoda grabbed his gear and decided to hike the last little way to the campsite. It took him a few minutes to get everything comfortably settled on his back, and then he began the hike.


The walk was beautiful, with a hint of the coming fall’s chill in the air. It was still nice, but once the sun went down, the night air would cool refreshingly. It took twenty minutes to reach the campsite. Takoda set down his gear and carefully stepped to the rim, looking over the land and breathing in the fresh air. A small lean-to had been built to one side of the tiny clearing, with a fire ring in front of it. Takoda moved his gear inside and laid out his bedding. Then he gathered bits of kindling and firewood and created a stack next to the ring. Once he had everything, he made a small pile of dry pine needles and sap-filled twigs. With a single match, he lit them. As the flame grew, he added more kindling and then larger pieces of wood. They caught and Takoda sat back, watching the flames and the landscape around him as night slowly fell, covering everything except his small ring of light with darkness, penetrated only by the moon and stars.
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