
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Campfire Burns

by Jordan Dumer

The new wagon danced across the giant golden brown prairie. It was late summer, and the air felt crisp as the lands looked. They followed a caravan to the outskirts of the village with its black swampy pits that looked like witches cauldrons.

Small rolling hills stretched far as the eye can see. The Panorama framed out by beautiful multi-colored leaves, and evergreens and tall oak savannas that enclosed the deer, and the buffalo and the coyotes within this living canvas scattered with small lakes and creeks.

A tall man with pale soft skin and a muscular frame, his short black hair parted in the middle. His full beard was unkempt as he held steady to the reigns. His wife cradling their newborn baby inside the canvas of the covered wagon. She looks out at the world, crawling out to sit next to her man. She hopped in glee knowing they were on their way to Witch Hour Lake

“For untamed earth, it sure is easy on the eyes” said the Woman.

He moved the reigns to the left, avoiding a carriage creeping up from behind. The carriage rides on ahead, as another covered wagon comes up from behind with another two already visible in the distance.

“Diana-Ray, how long has it been since we planned a trip like this?” he asked.

“Since before the baby was born” she said.

“We should be at the lake soon. I heard the views are beautiful at night” he said.

“That gives us plenty of time to put the baby to bed” she said.

He smiled at her and said nothing more. The wagon wheels grinding and buffing their stamp into the living artwork as the tall horses drag it along. Diana-Ray busy sewing a rip in John’s Sunday pants.

“How's are son doing, Diana?” asked John.

“Tiny Timothy is in perfect health, Mr. Garrison” said Diana-Ray.

“Thank you, Mrs. Garrison. I am blessed by this news”.

***
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THE WAGONS AHEAD BECAME thinner along the horizon. John looked behind him. He lead a thick pack of horse drawn covered wagons. He looked in the wagon at his wife. She sat quietly in the back of the covered wagon nursing their child.
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