Deer in the Forest

by Angela Hsiao


Diane the deer paced restlessly in the pen, which felt like a cage of one cubic inch and shrinking. She knew that the owners of the private zoo would never release her. Diane’s parents had been captured many years ago, and had died last year. 

Donny and Danielle, her parents, along with her, had been searching for unclaimed land to live in. Danielle saw the birdbath first. Her short light brown fur contrasted beautifully with the lush green of the grass and the light blue sky, with the wispy, white clouds and the blinding sun. Donny and Diane chased her, following her to the birdbath. It was old, white marble, and the water had three leaves floating like little boats- old, green and yellow rowboats that lost all the ores. Donny walked around, making sure that there were no other deer living in the area. 
When he came back, he said, “There are no other deer living here, let’s stay!” 
The next day, Diane met a beaver, who said,” Beware of the Richies, who own this lot and that house over there.” 
Diane looked and noticed the marble mansion for the first time. 
The beaver continued, “They own a private zoo, and they have taken my four children more than once. I’ve helped them escape until they came after me and I had to stay in hiding. Once I heard one of them say that they want a deer or doe. Oh, and by the way, my name is Billy, the proud beaver.” 

Diane almost laughed, thinking that Billy the proud beaver was cute, when those words hit home. Once I heard them say that they want a deer or a doe. She didn’t believe the old beaver, anyways. She decided to ignore it. 
Diane replied, “Dad is a good fighter, mind you. Good bye.” Then she went home.

The next morning, they went to the birdbath to get a drink. Diane drank quickly, and thinking about Billy’s warning. 
She looked into the woods, Billy’s four babies, the Richies, and private zoos until she could almost hear them saying, “She is looking the wrong way!” followed by a loud screech - the screaming of Danielle and Donny together. 
Diane whirled around, and what she saw terrified her. Her dear parents, fighting against ten big, burly men in torn, dirty, brown breeches and white shirts stained with mud, trying to get ropes around their necks. 
She bored in and yelled,” Help!” 
Billy peeked in and sent in an army of rabbits and frogs, but it was too late. Diane, Danielle, and Donny were captured.

Diane looked up and saw an old beaver. He said, “Hey, I am Brandon, and I am here to help you escape. I am Billy’s son. Let’s go!” 
Diane knew the journey had just begun.

