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Brighteye Oracle Raven Sees Tomorrow 

 

By: Kelly Johnson 




Chapter 1: The Raven with the Silver Eye 

High above the mist-laced pines, where cold air curled like breath from the earth itself, a raven perched on the highest bough of an ancient fir and watched the world awaken. The tree had stood for centuries, gnarled and wide, its bark rough beneath Brighteye’s talons, etched with the scars of storms and time. Below, the forest stretched endlessly, a rolling sea of green tinged with frost, its edges softened by curling mists that drifted slowly, like spirits lingering after a dream. Dawn had not yet broken, but the horizon blushed faintly with promise, a pale band of rose and amber hinting at light yet to arrive. The forest, sensing the coming day, stirred with quiet life. Deer padded silently along hidden trails, wings of birds cut the chilled air with hesitant song, and a fox’s tail flicked between shadows, a flash of copper against the silvered undergrowth. Every droplet of dew clinging to needles and moss caught what little light there was, scattering it like tiny stars fallen to earth, a glittering constellation mirrored in the dark green below. From this height, Brighteye saw it all—and more, far more than any creature below could imagine. 

One of his eyes was deep and glossy black, reflecting the present as it was: steady, tangible, and certain. The other shimmered like polished moonstone, silver and ever-shifting, alive with flickers of what had not yet come to pass. Within that eye, tomorrow unfolded in fragments, chaotic, insistent, a mosaic of possibilities that flickered across his vision like lightning caught in crystal. A cup tipped on stone, shattering into countless glimmering shards; a door left unlatched, swinging open to the wind; a spark leaping across dry straw where it should never have gone. Each vision surged without warning, sudden and uncompromising, a splintering of time itself pressed into the center of his mind. 

These glimpses were not gentle nudges of possibility. They arrived like shards of light, sharp and unforgiving, piercing the calm of his thought with urgent insistence, demanding that he witness, demanding that he bear the weight of unfolding fate. Every image burned briefly and then faded, leaving a tremor, a vibration along the threads of time that Brighteye could feel in his chest and claws, an echo that pressed upon him like a living thing, heavy with inevitability yet laced with fragile hope. 

He had carried this gift since the moment he first cracked free from his shell. While other fledglings learned the simple rhythms of wing and wind, he had learned the weight of knowing. He had seen storms before clouds gathered, deaths before final breaths, reunions before paths crossed. Time, to him, was not a straight line but a web of shimmering threads, each tugged and pulled by choice and chance alike. And now, perched high above the misted pines, he felt that web pulse beneath him, stretching outward into worlds he had yet to touch, reminding him that seeing was not simply knowledge—it was responsibility, a tether to every moment yet to come, a burden as exquisite as it was immense. 

Brighteye had carried this gift since the moment he first cracked free from his shell. While other fledglings learned the simple rhythms of wing and wind, of hunting and roosting, he had learned the weight of knowing. He had seen storms gather before the clouds even darkened the sky, felt the tension in the air before lightning split the heavens. He had glimpsed deaths before the final breath, reunions before paths even crossed, and heartbreak before it had a chance to bloom. Time, to him, was not a straight line but a web of shimmering threads, each tugged and knotted by choice and chance alike. Some threads glowed brighter than others, urgent with significance, while others seemed nearly invisible, the quiet moments of life that could slip past unnoticed yet still ripple outward to change everything. 

Brighteye’s silver eye flared, casting the faintest glimmer of light across the needles of the fir as the threads of tomorrow snapped into sharp focus. The vision struck with the immediacy of a heartbeat: a candle teetering on the edge of a windowsill, its flame swaying dangerously close to a curtain. The soft draft from the half-open shutter teased the cloth, nudging it ever nearer to the spark. Below, a child moved toward the hearth, unaware of the threat, feet echoing against the wooden floor, hands brushing the table in casual rhythm. 

The threads of possibility twisted violently around the moment, vibrating with the urgency of what might happen. Flames could leap, smoke could choke, chaos could ripple outward like stones tossed into a still pond. Yet, within the tangled chaos of futures, there were hints of correction, delicate patterns that whispered of intervention, small acts that could divert disaster before it began. 

Brighteye’s wings flexed instinctively, muscles coiling as the familiar thrill and terror surged through him. His black eye anchored him to the present, steadying the sharp pulse of future threads, while the silver shimmered with potential, alive and insistent. Each heartbeat was measured, each breath deliberate. The knowledge of what could come pressed down like a living weight, yet he felt the familiar surge of determination rise to meet it. 

A soft vibration ran through his feathers, and the whispers of past oracles murmured in his mind, cautioning and urging. To see is to owe. To act is to be changed. 

High above the village, Brighteye dipped his head, wings lifting in readiness. The threads were fragile, the risk immense—but he would not falter. Below, the village slept, oblivious, yet poised on the edge of a choice it had not even known existed. 

Brighteye exhaled, a low caw vibrating through his chest, and let the silver of his eye drift down toward the sleeping child. Not the fear of fire, not the terror of destruction—just a whisper of guidance, a subtle impression in the dreamscape: a flicker of light, a warning carried softly into the mind of one who could learn to watch and act. 

The day had yet to begin, but the first choice had already been made. 

Flames roared through narrow streets. Roofs collapsed in showers of sparks. The river reflected red instead of blue, and the air filled with cries—some sharp with fear, others already fading. Brighteye saw it all in the space of a heartbeat: a lantern tipped by careless hands, dry thatch catching too quickly, wind rising at the worst possible moment. The village would burn before dawn fully claimed the sky. 

The raven’s claws tightened around the ancient fir, the rough bark biting into his talons as though reminding him that even the oldest trees were tethered to the earth, immovable yet patient witnesses to time’s slow passage. Brighteye had seen destruction before—villages swallowed by fire that scarred the hillsides, storms tearing through forests with a howl that seemed to split the sky, winters that claimed more than they spared—but each vision carried its own ache, subtle and particular, like the lingering whisper of a name long forgotten. The weight pressed against him now, heavier than ever, because the threads felt fragile, delicate as glass, and yet poised to shatter at the faintest disturbance. 

The future was never distant to him—it pressed against his chest like a living entity, pulsing with heat and tension, a rhythm he could feel with every feather, every bone. It vibrated through the tips of his wings, through the hollow spaces beneath his beak, through the dark, glossy black of his eye that mirrored the present with ruthless clarity. Even the soft rustle of the mist-laced pines, the gentle sway of the firs in the cold morning air, seemed part of the foretelling, each sound a note in the symphony of possibilities, each shadow a hint, each glint of dew a signal he alone could read. 

He studied the threads of tomorrow, delicate and nearly invisible, like spider silk strung between sunlit branches. Each filament quivered, responding to choices not yet made, to actions barely considered. In one thread, fire leapt unchecked, hopping from rooftop to rooftop, consuming homes and hearths, sending smoke twisting skyward, and casting the village into a chorus of screams. In another, nearly imperceptible, a subtle shift altered everything: a lantern tilted slightly differently, a door left closed or opened at the right moment, a single breath held for just a heartbeat. These small divergences, almost invisible to the untrained eye, throbbed with potential—enough, perhaps, to redirect catastrophe entirely. 

Brighteye felt the fragile pulse of possibility as a physical ache in his chest. The threads were taut, vibrating with urgency, and he sensed the pressure of choices converging. Each flicker of light, each flutter of leaves, each minuscule human gesture had weight here. The smallest misstep could ripple outward, toppling carefully balanced moments like a stone dropped in a crystal-clear pond. And yet, within that delicate lattice, there was hope—a hidden path woven through the chaos, faint but real, waiting for him to find it, to guide it, to nurture the smallness that could become salvation. 

The wind shifted, brushing through his feathers, carrying the scent of smoke and earth, of woodsmoke lingering from early fires, of the river winding silently through the valley. Brighteye’s silver eye flickered, catching glimpses of the maybes and might-bes, shimmering threads that twisted and overlapped. In the smallest of these—a slight movement of a curtain, the hesitant pause of a child’s footstep—he felt the potential to tip the balance, to prevent a disaster not by force, but by subtle guidance. The tiniest act, the smallest nudge, could bend the course of what was to come. 

He closed his black eye briefly, grounding himself in the present, and let the silver eye drink in the possibilities. Every quiver of branch and ripple of light carried meaning. The future pressed close, alive with tension, ready to punish a misstep or reward careful attentiveness. And in that tense, fragile moment, Brighteye understood fully: even the smallest intervention could carry the weight of life and death. And it was upon his wings, and now upon the awareness of a watching child below, that that responsibility would fall. 

Brighteye’s beak opened in a low, rumbling caw, more thought than sound, vibrating through his chest and out into the morning mist. Oracles were meant to watch. That was the oldest law, whispered by the wind and etched into the marrow of his bones, passed down through generations of his kind. To see was his purpose. To interfere was dangerous. Every time he had bent fate in the past, the world had answered with a price—a life lost, a thread unravelled elsewhere, an echo of grief carried far beyond the moment he tried to save. 

Yet as the first hint of sunrise brushed the mist with gold, spilling faint warmth across rooftops and river, Brighteye’s silver eye flickered with movement. The village lay still below him, the people unaware of the shadow poised over their morning. The scent of baking bread mingled with dew and pine, ordinary and fragile against the weight of the destruction he glimpsed. The future was not fixed. Not yet. It rippled, teetering on decisions not yet made, breaths not yet taken. 
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