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    This one is dedicated to both of my grandmothers.


I learned so much about life from them and will carry their memories with me forever. 
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Chapter 1
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Fiona sighed, looking out of the kitchen window as she did the dishes. She thought about the chore list ahead of her and groaned. She was tired, but since her father had died a few months ago, it was just her and her mother, and she was responsible for keeping the household running. 

Her grandma lived nearby but was fiercely independent and insisted on living alone in her own house. Fiona visited her every day to make sure that she had enough to eat, that any chores she needed help with were done around the house, and most of all, to make sure she was doing well and to spend some time with her.

Her mum was always busy working in town at the pharmacy. She worked long hours, but it was her job that allowed them to live as comfortably as they did, so Fiona never complained. Her dad had died shortly after enlisting in the war and only had a small pension from the military to show for it. If it hadn’t been for her mum's job, she knew they wouldn't even be scraping by. 

Unfortunately, with her dad dead in the war and her mother busy at work, it left everything else up to Fiona to do. True, it was only a small farm, with only a few sheep and chickens, but it was still a lot for a seventeen-year-old to manage.

She’d tried to keep up with her schoolwork, but after finishing grade ten she hadn’t gone back when school resumed in September. There was just too much for her to do, and it wasn’t unusual to finish at her age, although she wished she’d been able to continue. She loved learning and still held out hope she’d be able to return, maybe even go on to normal school to become a teacher. But for now, she had chickens and sheep to feed, she had a house to clean, and a grandma to mind. 

Fiona took another swipe at the dirty dish in the sink, smiling wryly to herself. She was nothing if not dutiful. Sometimes, she wished she could be one of the luckier women she saw in their small village of Aberfeldy, which her family had called home for centuries, who’d been born or married rich. But instead, she looked after her family and they made do.

Nighttime had fallen with the sun hiding behind the clouds as it faded into dusk. The fall had been dreary so far, with what seemed to be a never ending stream of rain on all days that ended in a ‘y’. It had fit her mood well at least, her mood ever since her dad had died.

Letting the water from the sink go, she dried the dishes and put them away. She cleaned off the aga, making sure that there were no extra crumbs or anything that could catch on fire, then put a plate in the warmer for her mother for when she got home from work. She knew that her mum would be hungry and tired and always was careful to make sure she had something decent to eat. 

Fiona checked the icebox then closed it and nodded. The rest of the leftovers put away, she turned the kitchen light off and headed outside to the barn, which she knew was in need of repair at some point in the near future. All the animals were bedded down for the night, and she was just about to step into the house, when a flash suddenly obscured her vision.

Fiona crumpled to her knees, holding her head in shock at the pain that pierced her head, as sharp and as bright as a knife. It was so intense that for a moment, she thought she’d been hit by a bomb. She'd heard they were being bombed not too far away and it was a very real worry for her. Maybe this was how it happened? Sudden death from the sky came in light and pain, she was sure. 

But the pain seemed to be limited to her head, and thankfully, it faded quickly. As the pain began to recede a picture appeared in her head. It was that of a young man, with hair as dark as a raven's wing and eyes as blue as the River Clyde. He had a winning smile and was dressed in an Air Force uniform. He looked so young and she wondered if he was even old enough to be in a uniform.

But as quickly as her vision had hit, it vanished, leaving her wondering who the young man was and why she was picturing his face. Fiona got back to her feet, feeling shaky but otherwise unharmed. 

How strange.

Fiona made a mental note to talk to her grandmother about it tomorrow then went back into the house to ready herself for bed, more exhausted than she could explain and hoping the morning would bring answers.

––––––––

[image: ]


THE NEXT DAY, SHE AWOKE to the sound of the rooster and watched as the soft light of another gray morning filtered through her lacy curtains. It was cold in the room, so she put on her slippers before allowing her toes to hit the floor then broke a thin layer of ice as she poured water in her wash basin on the nightstand. She washed her face briskly, finding the frigid water invigorating as it removed the last vestiges of sleep from her eyes. Putting on her warm slippers and housecoat, she went downstairs to stoke the fire on the hearth to boil water for the morning.

Fiona was always the first one up these days, and started by making the coffee for her mum. Since her dad had died, her mum had slowly transitioned from drinking tea to the much more stimulating coffee in the morning. She said that she needed every last little bit of energy she could get to make it through her days. Fiona knew that she wasn't exaggerating. She’d watched as her mother became quiet and withdrawn, dealing with the death of her true love through work, until she fell into bed from exhaustion and was able to sleep with the solace of overwork. 

At times, Fiona felt as if she'd lost both parents but knew that her mum was coping in the best way that she could. They’d always been close, but now, she was barely a shadow of the woman Fiona had known her whole life. Every day, Fiona hoped that she’d wake up and have her back, but every day, she was confronted by the picture of a woman who still deeply grieved the loss of her husband. 

Fiona wiped a tear from her eye, telling herself she didn't have time for such maudlin behavior and set about completing her morning chores. After first tending to the animals, she dressed for town, putting a fresh loaf of bread and some preserves in a basket to take to her grandmother's house. Luckily, it was an easy one mile walk. Fiona didn't have access to a car or horse and depended on her own two feet to get around.

She knocked on the small cottage door on the outskirts of Aberfeldy, a home her ancestors had lived in for over a hundred years. A small, white haired woman with glasses peered out through a crack in the door, before opening it all the way to let her inside.

"Fiona! You're late. I thought you would be here already." 

Her grandma raised an eyebrow and spoke with a chiding tone, but Fiona knew she was happy to see her and leaned over to give her a hug and a peck on the cheek.

"Morning, Grandma. I brought you some breakfast. How is everything going today?"

Fiona's grandma stepped back, letting her pass by into the small kitchen by the door.

"Getting older. Everything hurts today. I think I feel rain in the future."

Fiona smiled, putting the basket down on the counter and shooting her grandma a look over her shoulder.

"Grandma, it always rains."

Grandma shooed her away. "Fiddlesticks. Mark my words my bones are never wrong."

Fiona chuckled, having had this argument multiple times with her grandma in the past. It was hard to be wrong about rain in Scotland, especially in the fall. It rained as often as it was sunny; therefore, her grandma was always right when she said she felt like it was going to rain soon. But Fiona let her have her way, enjoying her daily banter with the one person who was still lively and supportive in her life.

Remembering her dream, Fiona turned to face her grandma again. 

"Gran, can I ask you something? It might sound a little bit... odd...but I think I saw something last night when I was outside feeding the chickens."

Her grandma sat down at the table and took a sip from her tea. 

"Tell me about it," she said. 

Fiona searched her face, seeing only her grandma's wise and calm expression staring back at her.

Fiona sat down across from her at the small wooden table and sighed. "I'm not quite sure how to describe it, but I think I may have had a vision last night. I've never had one before, so I'm not sure if I was imagining things, or if it really happened.

Fiona’s grandma narrowed her eyes, carefully looking her over as though searching for a birthmark, or sign of demons, or some kind of evidence to support her words. Fiona waited anxiously for her to say something, but when her grandma just nodded and sat back, crossing her arms, she was perplexed.

"What is it?"

Her grandma smiled. "Well, sounds to me like maybe you’ve got the sight after all. I was expecting it to arrive a lot sooner, but I guess things happen when they happen for a reason."

Fiona felt her mouth drop open. "The sight? Wait, you were expecting this earlier?" 

Her grandma shrugged, seemingly unconcerned about the tone of Fiona's voice.

"Well, of course I was. You come from a long line of people with a gift for the supernatural. I fully expected you to start showing some talent when you first hit your teens. Your mum doesn't have much in the way of the sight, although you may have noticed she seems to be fairly gifted when it comes to getting her way?"

Fiona nodded slowly, thinking back to times when people in town had just gone along with whatever her mum had suggested.

"Yeah, but I don't understand. How is that unusual?"

Her grandma shook her head. "I didn't say it was unusual dear, I said it was supernatural. Your mum has a touch of air magic about her, but mostly, she uses the charisma part. She was never all that interested in learning more about her gift, having met and fallen in love with your dad as young as she did. But nevertheless, you may notice when she's upset it can get mighty windy outside."

Fiona shook her head slowly, thinking back to more than one occasion when it had become suddenly stormy when she'd been in trouble.

"But how come I never knew anything about this until now?"

Grandma shrugged. "Well, I kind of thought that your mum would tell you a little bit about it, but what with all that happened in the last year and your dad passing on to glory, well, it never seemed like the right time. After all, it wasn't like you had any weird things happening that we had to try to talk you through. At least, not until now."
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