

Vita Occulta

The sky blushed with soft pink and deep orange, a gentle farewell as the day ended, giving way to the vibrant greens and blue of the aurora borealis. Cameramen sat in their giant jackets, scanning the horizons for one of the world's most elusive creatures. They were searching for the Umbrarum Pinnulae, the only penguin species to live in the North Pole. The Cameramen stood there for hours. They knew not to expect anything. There hadn’t been a sign of this species in seventeen years. But there was always hope. 
They packed up their cameras and returned to their tundra encampment. Polar bears and their cubs return to their snowy dens after a day's worth of hunting. As night began to settle, the air became still. The world fell silent. All of a sudden, under the cover of darkness, black figures started to appear. They came by the hundreds, some large, some small, all quiet. The only sound was the movement of little feet waddling on the ice and the whispers from the wind. They began gathering in one giant group, shoulder to shoulder to block the wintery cold. They stood at little more than four feet tall, and had particularly large webbing on their feet. Most penguins' feathers are colored in a way to match a black-and-white tuxedo, however, this particular colony of penguins were completely black with hints of grey around their flippers and neck. They used their dark complexion to their advantage, only operating at night. 
Scientists have been trying to track these birds for the past 20 years. They have no idea what they do, they only know that the number of prey in the North pole had been remaining at a consistent number once the Umbrarum Pinnulae entered the equation. The Cameramen were positioned here because this was where one was supposedly spotted seventeen years ago. Scientists believe it has to do with the annual Leopard Seal Feeding Frenzy. Due to climate change, the fish population has drastically gone down, forcing the seals to head north in search of food.
***
The Umbrarum Pinnulae are an ancient breed of Penguin existing before the first ice age. They have been through millions years of evolution, but one thing has remained, their personal obligation to protect those in need. The colony knew of the annual frenzy, they have fought leopard seals before but never this many with this much ferocity. They had lost many soldiers to this frenzy in the past. They knew they would have to fight. These next couple of nights were to prepare for the fight against the Frenzy. One penguin who was larger than the rest stood before the colony. His body was covered with scars, and part of his left fin was missing. His name was General Stonewall.
“Brothers, these next few nights will require hard work and dedication if we want any chance against the enemy. We have never faced a threat blinded by hunger. This war will not be easily won, but don't let that deter you. We must stay focused and gain every advantage possible.” 
The night was eventful, groups were assembled and assigned to different tasks. Some built shelters, food storage, and watch towers. Others practiced special techniques passed down through generations on how to take down seals when they're beached. Then there were the ones practicing aqua combat. The colony referred to them as Gelu. A team of elite penguins capable of out-swimming seals. They themselves were smaller than the other members of the colony. However their fins and feet were much larger than other colony members, enabling them to be small and compact while having the power to swim faster. The air began to get heavier with tension as progress was made and as the battle approached. A meeting was called that night to uplift morale.
“Men,” started General Stonewall. 
“The time has come. There is no turning back. Time to show these beasts who we are. We are Umbrarum Pinnulae second to no one, and we own the finishline!”
The colony roared with hope, fins pumped into the air, kelp-wrapped spears raised in the air. General Stonewall dismissed everyone back to their tents when all of a sudden someone pulled themselves up out of the water. He was bleeding from multiple bite marks. He was missing his left fin and one of his eyes was swollen shut. General Stonewall ran over. 
“What happened?” he asked. 
The scout could barely squeeze out, “They’re here,” before he passed out.
“Sound the Horns, ready yourselves!” yelled The General frantically.
The horizon filled with soulless eyes. A sight the Umbrarum Pinnulae had seen before but never this many, and never this desperate. The battle horn was blown. Every penguin grabbed their weapons, dabbed their fins in red paint they had created by squeezing blood from spare fish meat, smeared it below their eyes, and waited for The General's command. The world seemed to move in slow motion; the seals frantically thrashing through the water, the heavy breathing from every single penguin. They all knew that this could be their last day, but they were willing to put their life on the line to ensure the protection of the creatures of the North Pole. Stonewall took a deep breath before screaming, 
“Charge!” 
***
	The blowing snow slowly began to settle. The world around was in a concussed state. The air was filled with the potent metallic odor of blood.  Everywhere you looked, dark maroon stained the snow. Noises weren't lining up. The world was silent and chaotic at the same time. Cries from wounded soldiers, murmurs from penguins talking to themselves after seeing the horrors of war. They had done it. They had pushed back the Frenzy, but at what cost? Bodies of their fellow warriors littered the landscape. Sorrow hung low over the battlefield. The sight that made most of the penguins gag was General Stonewall impaled by teeth hanging out of a dead seal's mouth. His eyes staring aimlessly at the sky looking at everything and nothing.​​ The remaining Umbrarum Pinnulae slowly gathered themselves and began waddling away from the battlefield. 
All of this terror and sacrifice was silently captured through the lens of a Cameraman who had forgotten one of his mittens and stumbled across the battle. The athleticism from the Umbrarum Pinnulae and the hunger from the seals was jaw dropping. He ended the recording and was about to rush back to camp and show the rest of the crew what he saw when one of the Umbrarum Pinnulae made eye contact with him. The penguin didn't move, just looked at him with exhaustion and sorrow. The Cameraman looked at the area where the battle had occurred, then back at the penguin. He pondered for a minute. Human interaction would only make life harder for them, he thought, but I would be famous for confirming a sighting of the Umbrarum Pinnulae! He juggled these thoughts for a while, debating between the betterment of life or scientific fame. Eventually he looked down at his camera. He slowly selected the priceless film, then hovered his finger over the delete icon. He glanced once more over where the penguin was, but it wasn’t there anymore. He closed his eyes tight and pressed the icon. The video was gone. The only evidence of the Umbrarum Pinnulae gone. He took a deep sigh, packed his camera and took one more glance at the horizon and smiled.  

