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Unicorn For All
 

Kobi rode through the morning drizzle, wisps of fog floating through the
trees in front of him. It was early in the hunt; he was still in the woods. The
steppes were miles away. The riders on either side of him, his father’s
brother, Ferenc, was two miles to his left and his mother’s brother, Vilmos,
was two miles to his right.

As it was his third year in the hunt, he had been deemed ready to ride
alone. The first year he’d ridden beside his uncle Vilmos. Uncle Vilmos was
fierce and brooked few questions, but he did explain how the hunt worked
and how the choice animals from each section belonged to the driver of that
section, regardless of who actually killed it. That was early in the hunt, when
there was time to talk. By the time they got to the forest edge, there was no
more talk; they were kept busy herding the animals forward to the center of
the circle.

Last year, he rode with Uncle Ferenc. Uncle Ferenc was jolly, and told 
jokes the whole drive. He pointed out how the drive caused the animals to be 
fearful. So much fear that the wolves and big cats didn’t even try to attack the 
rabbit, deer, and other prey animals driven forward. He made the drive a 
game and showed Kobi how to work with him to drive more animals and how 
to control the driven animals alone as they moved toward the circle center.  

He missed Uncle Ferenc’s joking; it had helped to keep him awake. The 
horse’s hoof steps could barely be heard on the sodden leaf cover of the 
forest floor and riding alone, especially through the fog, was dull. He had to 
continually stop his head from bobbing forward, eyes closed. After the last 
time, he took big breaths of the cold, wet air.  He had hoped the light mist 
falling from the sky would have burned off by now but the white wisps of fog 
grew even heavier. 

He dismounted and took a moment to relieve himself and grab some
jerky out of his saddlebag. As he remounted, he saw a flash of white out of
the corner of his eye. He settled into his saddle and turned his horse toward
the white flash. He cast back and forth through the woods. He shook his head.
Still munching on the jerky, Must have been a deer. He kicked his mount
forward.

Nearing mid-day, again, he saw flashes of white. At first he thought it was
just the white of a deer belly or tail but he realized there was too much white.



The fog had completely blown away, though the day was still overcast. What
was the white? An albino deer? Now wouldn’t that make a fine pelt!

He kicked his horse to a trot, trying to get a better look at the animal. As
it disappeared he met his uncle Vilmos at the border of their sections.

“Uncle Vilmos, I think I have an albino deer in my section!”
Vilmos grunted. “Valuable, Kobi, very valuable. Keep an eye on it.”
“Thank you Uncle. I will.” Kobi turned his horse to re-cross his section.

There were no more tantalizing flashes of white.
On the other side of his section, he paused, hoping his Uncle Ferenc would

meet him but he couldn’t wait long. He had to turn and go back without the
chance to tell his uncle his news.

It wasn’t until the fourth trip going left across his section after his brief
conversation with his Uncle Vilmos, that he clearly saw the white animal. He
pulled his mare up sharply and she shook her head, bridle chimes ringing, at
the short stop. In the clearing to his right, there stood an animal he’d only
ever heard tales about. It couldn’t be anything but a unicorn. The animals’
coat wasn’t white; it was silver, the mane and tail long and full. Kobi’s eyes
riveted on the horn protruding from the animals’ forehead.

The unicorn took a few steps toward him, only a hundred paces away.
“Boy. Boy, I must speak with you.”
Kobi started when the animal spoke. He hesitated, pulling the reins around

to his right to get his mare to face the creature. “My name is Kobi. Are you a
unicorn?”

It pawed the ground and nodded its’ head up and down. “I am. My name is
Vica. You must let me go.”

What good fortune! I’ll be the richest man in the whole of the seven tribes!
“I cannot do that,” he called across the clearing. I will sell your parts to the
shamans of the seven tribes and be wealthy enough for three wives.”

He kicked the mare’s sides and charged at the unicorn who turned and
fled into the thin forest. Once the unicorn had disappeared, he moved as fast
as he could to his Uncle Ferenc’s section where he finally caught his uncle at
the section border.

“Uncle Ferenc!” Kobi shouted across the distance before he brought his
mare to fast halt, throwing her back on her haunches.

“Whoa there boy, what is the hurry?” Ferenc sat calmly on his stallion,
chewing a piece of jerky.

“Uncle, I have a unicorn in my section!” Kobi was breathing hard and his



eyes were glittering with the thought of his future wealth.
Ferenc shook his head. “A wonder indeed. It’s been many, many years

since a unicorn has been reported within the tribes. Did it speak to you?”
“It did. It wants me to let it go.” Kobi patted his mare on the neck by way

of apology for the abrupt halt.
Ferenc took another bite of jerky. “You could do that. It’s your right as

the driver of your section.”
“Let it go? The shamans will pay me handsomely for unicorn parts. I will

be wealthy!”
Fernec chewed thoughtfully. “True, but if you kill the unicorn, a little

more magic will have died in the world.”
Kobi stopped patting his horse, sat back in his saddle and stared at his

uncle.
Fernec picked up his reins and turned his horse to resume his drive. “You

must think about it.”
Kobi watched his uncle leave, then turned his mare back to his section. Let

the unicorn go? But if I drive it to the center of the circle, it will be mine. I’ll be
able to sell the unicorn and become very rich.

He didn’t see the unicorn on this trip but caught his Uncle Vilmos on the
other side, just turning around.

“Uncle Vilmos!” He trotted his mare up beside his uncle.
“Kobi, well met. How is the albino deer?”
“Uncle, it’s not an albino deer, it’s a unicorn.” Kobi waited for his uncle’s

reaction.
“A unicorn! Well done Kobi. You’ll be a rich man.” His uncle reached

over and slapped him on the shoulder. “Your father and mother will be
proud.”

Kobi nodded, relieved, “Thank you uncle.”
His uncle trotted off, laughing.
Kobi sat a moment, watching his uncle leave and thinking about each of

his uncle’s different reactions to the news of a unicorn.
As he re-crossed his section, now just a half mile wide, the unicorn

approached him again. The trees were far apart now and from a hilltop, Kobi
could see across the steppes, thousands of animals churning amidst each
other, trying to find a way out.

“Kobi, you must let me go. I am the last female unicorn. If you kill me, my
kind will die.”



He reined up, the unicorn only twenty paces away. “Vica, if I kill you I will
be able to sell your parts to the shamans and become a wealthy man. Iwill be
able to have many wives and be a leader in my tribe, maybe even on the
council of the seven tribes. I cannot let you go.”

Vica tossed her head, sending her mane flying. “If you let me go, I can
send you luck all of your days.”

Kobi thought only a moment. He charged Vica and she fled into the circle.
Frightened deer began to scream.

He rode on, the thick press of animals trying to escape made him ride
hard and fast. On his way back, the unicorn appeared once more.

“Let me go, Kobi. A lucky life is wealth untold.”
“No, I cannot rely on the word of a magical beast. Who knows what you

mean by luck or even what that luck might bring. I will take the sure wealth.
Be gone!” With that he charged the unicorn again and she fled toward the
center.

At the risk of losing many animals he kept her in view, only ranging a
little to either side, still driving as many animals as he could into the center.

Finally, his uncles were in view and they, as well as the drivers on either
side of them, could see the unicorn. She was charging back and forth, trying
to find a way out.

The killing began and Kobi drew his bow, knocked his arrow, and shot
straight for the unicorn’s heart. It took three arrows to fell her.

In his old age, Kobi told his great grand-children about the unicorn. “I
should have chosen to free the unicorn,” he told them over the small fire in
his yurt. “The wealth was soon gone but a lifetime of luck; that I would still
have. After a few years the Shamans turned on me. They claimed much magic
had left the tribes, making the seven Tribes weak and destitute. My Uncle
Ferenc was right, the unicorn was a wonder; I should have let it go.”

 
 
 



The Quick Brown Fox
 
“…and the quick brown fox jumped over the lazy dog’s back,” Momma

told us. Deep in our den my brother and I were snuggled down into bed, the
grass tickling my nose. She gave each of us a quick lick on our faces before
she padded down the tunnel of our den and out into the night. There would be
a nice rabbit or some mice waiting for us in the morning. Momma was an
excellent hunter.

She told us these bedtime stories every night, so I knew that foxes are the
fastest, smartest hunters in the land. Certainly smarter and faster than farm
dogs. Momma never spoke well of those traitors to the canine race. She
brought us a chicken once; it was delicious. She grumbled the whole time we
shared it about the horrible farm dog that tried to stop her from taking that
fat chicken. She gloated, “But I was too fast and clever for him. Stupid dog.”
So I went to sleep, dreaming of fat chickens and slow, stupid dogs.

Momma took us out hunting every day once we were big enough to travel
with her. While momma was hunting we learned to wait quietly in the bushes,
leaping out at the last minute to scare some rabbit racing by right into
momma’s sharp, white teeth. I really loved that. She taught us how to find
mice nests and to creep up on them very slowly and grab them when they
were too slow. Squirrels are even better, like mice but bigger. I love eating
squirrel.

My brother isn’t as good of a hunter as me. He’s slower and I almost
always get the mouse or squirrel before he does. He waits too long to leap
out too. That’s why I’m almost always first. When we play, I always knock
him over and grab his throat. He knows not to scratch at my belly with his
sharp back feet. If he does, I give him an extra hard bite.
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