






















The Reckoning







A chime rings across the town, a fleeting, tinkling sound. Nothing much really, yet enough to freeze residents in their path. Seconds pass, and a wind blows down with the chill of mountains in its wake. An omen, you might say. Only a woman of more mature years hustles even as a shiver of dread crawls down her spine.

The witches predicted this right before they fled.

A frenzy of leaves whips up in a heartbeat. It pulsates, a slight buzz resonating in the air. The woman frowns as she tastes sulphur on her tongue. The spirits have come straight from the pits, so it seems.

So, why are they not showing themselves?

“What do you want?” she asks, wincing at the tremor in her voice. She knows full well the answer.

A hiss issues from the leaves. “Do you need to ask?”

The woman’s heart skips a beat despite her attempts to keep calm. “What will you do?”

“Ah, now that is the question, is it not?” The answer almost dances in the air. Sparks flicker for a moment. “How would you react to your child being slain in the dead of night, Isria?”

“But the prophecy-” the woman tries. Her mind spins. How did the - spirit? demon? - know her name? Or that she had a child of her own?

“Yes, yes, the prophecy.” The voice turns to gravel. “That was my child you humans took. My innocent child. Do you not think that deserves retribution? A life for a life, so to speak.”

The woman hugs herself tight. “We had to protect ourselves. It was foretold they would doom us all.”

