Night Fear

--~--

A Disney's "Tarzan" fanfic.

--~--

Author's Notes: I don't know for sure where the idea for this came 
from, but here it is, nonetheless- -an immensely short, immensely 
strange "Tarzan" piece. It's set when Tarzan's only about three, and 
he has a nightmare about Kala, when he wakes up, she's not in the 
nest. I know I had a horrible experience like this once.

--~--

Snarling, the leopard tore through the underbrush, moving 
toward him. 

And then Kala, his mother, was in the way and he was 
screaming.

Tarzan sat up sharply in the nest, tangled brown hair in 
disarray about his round, tan face. Through his silver tears, he 
groped along in the nest his mother had built, searching for the 
comforting furry figure of his mother. "Mommy?" he sniffed, his fear 
turning into an ice-cold panic. He couldn't find her 
anywhere. "Mommy?" They always slept a little distance away from 
the rest of the troop; a sort of fringe benefit of Kala's status as 
alpha female, but now the others seemed so far away. Where was his 
mother?

Large blue-green eyes widening in the rush of adrenaline-
aided fear, he shifted to the centre of the leafy nest, pulling his 
legs to his bare chest, arms wrapped around his knees. In the 
stillness, in the pressing humidity, sheer, stark terror gnawed at 
his stomach painfully. His imagination began racing, thinking of 
horrible, frightening things.

'What if Mommy's dead?'

'What if Sabor's watching me?'

'What if everyone's dead, too, and I'm alone?'

There were no sounds from the other nests and he pulled his 
knees even tighter against his chest, heart pounding thickly and 
echoing in his inner ears.

The comfortable warmth suddenly became stifling and harsh, 
bearing down upon him viciously.

Tarzan let loose a half-contained sob, crying and shaking as 
a pair of strong, brown-furred arms encircled him, pulling his tiny, 
furless body into a soothing embrace.

"Shhh, don't cry. I'm here." 

"Mommy?" his voice was tiny and scared, and he almost broke 
down in relief when he heard her reply: "Yes."

Immediately, words spilled from his lips, tumbling and 
twisting to the ground. "I had a nightmare an' you died an' I woke 
up an' you weren't here an' I got scared an', an', an'," He burst 
into more tears.

"I'm so sorry," Kala cuddled him in her arms, letting him 
hear her heartbeat, the steady thuds lulling him into a sense of 
security as he threaded his short, bent fingers in her fur, "I went 
to drink from the stream. I didn't think you would wake."

" 'S'okay," he sniffled, burying his face in her 
shoulder, "I'll be fine."

Kala smiled gently and rocked him slowly, banishing his night 
fears.

--~--

I don't care if it IS short. So, nyah.
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