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A Crush of Fate

by R.S. Kellogg
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ATTY STOOD STOCK STILL on a path that wound through a field of tall grasses bleached beige by the love of the sun. The sun itself soared overhead with the arching triumph of illumination, and the grasses beside her bent and danced, sweeping down and up, moving like waves and crests of an ocean under swells of gusting wind. 

Atty’s dark clothes billowed like sails, pressing flat against her where the wind pushed at them; and she noticed that standing still at this spot required its own kind of effort. Her eyes smiled with the joy of it, seeing and feeling her wide pants and tunic billowing like that—the air so tumultuous here, especially compared to the still air of the caves far below where Atty spent most of her time on a typical day. 

The path in front of her ascended the slopes of a gentle series of hills. 

She faced this rising trail in this moment of pause, getting a read on the wind, on the sun, on the path, on herself before she began the climb. 

Truth be told, this moment of gusting freedom was what she had come in search of. The break away from her sisters’ voices. The backdrop of the wind’s song and the heated persuasion of sunshine on the nape of her neck to help her feel more alive. This place offered peace to be alone and yet not alone, surrounded by a confluence of elements that made the dry hillside appealing. 

The outward tumult of the landscape had quieted her inner tumult. A potent meditation, or magic, or medicine—however she framed it, being on this windy field at the base of the bleached hills was holding space for her to go inward and be the calm at the center of the wind storm. 

Here, in the wind-thundering bleached hills, Atty was a wiry black-clothed figure against a pale landscape, her stick straight hair tied back behind her head in a demure bun, her solemn nature that could quiet a crowd or a god into silence offset and even dwarfed, for once, by the size of natural space around her. By the scope of empty space above her. 

The wind made noisy company, and yet she felt, blissfully, just the right level of alone. 

Atty’s bun today wasn’t as splashy as some hairstyles she favored, and her magenta tips were pinned against the back of her bun—barely visible. 

She felt pleased, actually, that her hair was staying up. 

It was a compliment both to her skills as a hair stylist and to the power of the extra-strength hairspray she was trying this week. 

The air here smelled of dry dusty-baked grass and ground, filling her utterly with the topping up of summer—a parched season of sun and heat and not enough water to keep the fields green. 

Atty touched a glass bead that she wore around her neck, its color pinkish-orange like the kiss of the sun sweeping down a seascape sunset with a lingering slow caress. With two fingers, she felt the lopsided edges of the bead, enjoying the roughish texture of the side of it in her hand. 

It was a gift from the sea at the time of a visit from her cousins the Graces, and to her it represented Apollo in his more pleasant aspects—of music, and creation, and light. 

She had noticed herself developing unusual feelings towards Apollo, and she was taking stock of this as she stood, alone in the field, away from the dark caves where she with her two sisters wove, measured and trimmed the threads of lives. 

She had heard about Apollo at length before, of course, had now spoken with him in his own court, and had left feeling a strange combination of curiosity, mild infatuation, and perhaps something akin to budding hero-worship. 

If she were to be honest, she had a bit of a crush. 

Which was a problem, because the two of them ruled incompatible domains, and Atty prided herself on fixing her affections on conquests she could win over. She infinitely preferred the company of human companionship, human jokes, and fine shoulder rubs from human hands, certainly more than love from a distance, which she’d found disconcerting in Shakespearian plays and now even more so in her own life. 

Apollo was a god who oversaw the day. The lighting of life. The filling of the world with the joy of music, art, storytelling, and healing. 

Atty was the goddess who trimmed the threads of life. Not just of humans, though by the sheer numbers of their threads that passed under her scissors she knew the shape of the ends of their lifetimes very, very well. 

Better than she knew the shape of the lifetimes of the demigods, whom she trimmed and saw less frequently. 

And better than she knew the shape of the lifetimes of the gods, among whom so few threads had passed between her scissors that for many she was simply a distant promise made and someday to be kept: I will meet you inevitably. I will hold you in some moment. I will be there for you at the end and you will not walk across that vacant space between worlds utterly alone, for I will find you, meet you, and see you transition cleanly and well. 

Atty liked to think that her work had an aura of gravitas and an attitude of benevolence. She was the ultimate grace at the end of all graces—the one who allowed all beings to pass on from the lessons, trials, and temptations of their lifetimes and to transcend and go beyond. 

Unfortunately, the weight of this work of tending to the endings of things and being a border watcher—though tidy and appealing to her nature of liking so much to wrap up loose ends—was work that could be messy sometimes and could go beyond the tending of the trimming of threads. 

Her job was somewhat faster and, in some ways, easier than that of her sisters: 

Chloe, who wove the threads of lives took time and care to make the perfect skeins for every situation, and Lach, who measured lives eased the threads through her capable hands with thoughtfulness and care. Recently Lach had had whatever the goddess version of a compassionate awakening would be, and she now tended these threads with even more attention than she had before—slowing slightly to ease the threads at not just their ideal length but also to witness them with attention. 

Smiling softly as she measured the life thread of a baby girl that grew to a maiden, and ripened to a mother, and seasoned into a grandmother and a poet. 

Chuckling as she meted out the inches of thread of a baby boy who sprouted into a young man and branched into becoming a father and deepened into being a philosopher. 

Nodding with teary eyes at the arc of a baby centaur who became lame and then holy through his own meditations and offered his own wisdom gained from looking deeply into pain as a balm for the emotional wounds of those who sought him out. 

Carefully, tenderly even, passing each thread off to Atty with a careful mark where each one was to be trimmed. 

Atty, by contrast, sized up lifetimes with a glance, and blessed and closed each one with a careful snipping of her mystical silver shears. 

The inevitable ending. A benediction to her sister’s work. 

Her work was powerful and yet generally quite brief, especially compared to their work. 

So she had a little extra time to take breaks. 

Her job could bring up a fair number of emotions for her at times—seeing the lifetimes as she closed them, watching souls slip by into their afterlives. 

She needed these extra breaks. 

She relished them. 

Relied on them. 

And she’d taken this one here, in the field, beneath the light of the day, where she could be bathed in the sun and reflect on her thoughts around Apollo. 

A giddy infatuation that elevated her above the sometimes heavy and somber nature of her work. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
PPt ‘(‘”r b : |
Author of ‘Everyday Goddess tgp‘.és o

Affairs of the heart feel complicated for a Fate
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