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Daughter of the East Wind

The Daughter of the East Wind stood on the cliff top overlooking the Summer Sea. She watched people far out in their fishing boats dragging nets through the deep, green water. Closer to shore, divers leapt from their boats into the warm shallows. She imagined they sought octopus or perhaps precious pearls.

High upon the cliff, Asha felt truly alone for the first time in her life and she loved it. Mother would, of course, be searching for her. To lock her up again. How could a Wind Goddess not understand her daughter needing freedom? She was seventeen, an age at which most girls her age were married or at least being courted. And Asha had seen nothing of the world.

She felt the huge shadow above before she saw it. Asha flattened herself to the ground, next to a large boulder. The massive roc flew over, not seeing her.

Did it belong to her mother? She knew most of East Wind’s creatures, but not all. The rocs resembled giant eagles, their largest feathers more than three times her height. They had always seemed independent of her mother. Their large rookery overlooked the Summer Sea. Even though they were invisible to humans, the rocs protected those fragile creatures. It was probably good humans couldn’t see them. The massive birds picked up elephants and dropped them on rocks below, thus providing dinner for themselves and their young. The humans would have been terrified.

When the roc had passed, Asha moved into a grove of sweet bark trees, inhaling their cinnamon scent. She continued to watch the divers, wondering what their lives were like.

She felt curious about the entire world. She’d only read about it in books and had never gotten a chance to experience it. Mother feared that Asha’s father would find and abduct his daughter. But since Asha had never even seen him, she thought he probably didn’t even care or maybe he didn’t even know of her existence. That was more likely, given her mother’s paranoia.

Asha wasn’t sure who her father was, although she’d heard rumors he was a water spirit, a tengu or birdman, or the North Wind. She didn’t think any of those likely. He was probably a local villager. And she’d never find out, because her mother would never tell her.

“I just want you all to myself. To keep you safe,” East Wind replied whenever Asha asked who her father was.

“Safe from what?” Asha always asked.

Her mother never answered that. She simply hugged her and kissed her forehead.

Asha had planned this escape for over a year. Although she’d started trying to run away when she was only six. Her early attempts were all failures, but she learned something from each venture out into the world. And they whetted her appetite for more.
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