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Daughter of the Wild

With a deep gash on her knee, she stood resolute, feeling the warm trickle of blood run down her shin while a single tear escaped and traced her cheek. Driven by survival alone, she squared her shoulders and stepped out of the cave, grief burning beneath her skin.

She’d collapsed from sheer exhaustion the night before, after witnessing the brutal slaughter of her parents at the hands of a wild, stampeding pack of bulls. The memory was still raw, seared into her mind. Somehow, she’d made it out alive, barely hurt at all. She knew she wouldn’t survive unless she found her grandfather soon.

She walked for what felt like days, driven by pain, fear, and instinct, until at last she found him.

He was a wanderer, an earth guardian whose life was rooted in the land.

One day, a young girl emerged from the distant tree line — a child who did not exist in the future the gods had shown him.

Sierra was quiet, her heart heavy with the loss of her parents, while her grandfather offered little comfort.

She was destined to thrive on the land by his side, or face a lonely demise shaped by grief and solitude.

Months later, while moving through the rugged terrain near the waterhole, her keen senses caught the faint cry of a dog. That day, they saved each other. Unsure whether her grandfather would allow her to keep him close, she hid the pup away, raising him in secret until he grew into a formidable hunter and a loyal protector. She would later name him Missile.

As the years passed, Sierra and her grandfather forged an unbreakable bond. By his side, she grew into a steady and capable young woman, her strength shaped through discipline and the hard lessons of survival.

Now a young woman, she had spent her early life with only her grandfather, surrounded by no other women. Her understanding of femininity was limited — until one life-changing day.

While walking with Missile, she caught sight of an extraordinary scene. In the distance, a group of women gathered around a fire, their voices rising in melodic chants as they moved with purpose and grace. Sierra crouched low behind the foliage, her gaze unwavering as she watched with quiet awe. For hours they danced, powerful and mesmerising, and she felt something awaken in her.

Captivated and unable to remain hidden, she finally stepped into the light. That was the day she seized her fate among the formidable women of the Thornwynd Clan.

They revealed to her a way of life she had never known was possible.

In her sixteenth year around the sun, she was met with a vision so striking it stole her breath — a jet-black stallion, towering at eighteen hands. He was commanding, and she could hardly believe he was hers. The elders had chosen him for her, a gift reserved for those who had earned it, though she was still learning what that meant. The moment their eyes met, something passed between them, swift and undeniable. His name was Titan.

Sierra, Missile, and Titan forged a bond unlike any other. Together, they were an extraordinary force, moving across the land with instinct and purpose. Relentless in pursuit and united as one, they became inseparable.

Sierra was tall and formidable, nearing six feet, carrying her father’s height and her mother’s striking beauty. Her long black hair was usually worn in intricate braids down her back, and she was never without the beaded necklace taken from her mother as she lay dying — a treasured piece she wore always against her skin. There was a certainty to her beauty — unmistakable, striking, and impossible to ignore — and she carried herself with a quiet authority that drew attention without effort.

She wore a tanned leather dress she had made herself, from a goat taken the year before, stitched with plaited mane hair from Titan. Years spent training with the elder women had given her skills and wisdom.

Though her childhood had been shaped by grief, she drew from it an enduring strength and resolve — it was a testament to her resilience.

Her parents would have been very proud.

Sierra stood apart from the rest of the Thornwynd Clan, swiftly earning a fearsome reputation that warned others to tread carefully in her presence. It was not reputation alone that set her apart, but the deeds that followed.

When the howls came in the dead of night, piercing and close, it was Sierra who rose first. With Missile at her heel and Titan thundering beneath her, she drove the wolves back across the open land, her presence fierce and unwavering. Firelight caught the swing of her braids as she placed herself between danger and her people, unflinching, until the night fell silent once more. No child was taken. No blood was spilled. From that night on, the tribe slept easier, knowing she watched in the dark.

Another season, a family arrived at the edge of their camp — hollow-eyed, fevered, and barely standing after days of travel. While others hesitated, Sierra acted. She rode hard beneath the burning sun, gathering yarrow to lower fever, crushing wattleseed for strength, and bitter eucalyptus leaves to clear the chest. She stripped bark from river red gums where the elders had taught her, brewing what the land offered with steady hands and quiet certainty. She stayed through the long hours until the sickness broke, until breath deepened and colour returned. No praise was sought. No thanks expected. It was simply what needed to be done.

Her years around the sun far surpassed those of many others, and she never again laid eyes on her grandfather.

To some, she became legend — a woman spoken of in reverent tones, destined to be remembered through the ages as the Queen of the Thornwynd Clan. Chosen by the divine, she carved an indelible legacy into the fabric of time.

Le Cerf Majestique

Dirt under my feet. Nature surrounds me. The smell is intoxicating. My breath slows as I feel the warmth of the sun on my face. I hear a bird let out a love call for another to hear. A rustling noise stirs in the low green foliage. Dark clouds roll over and the light flickers. I feel a wave of peace.

Walking slowly, I hear running water in the distance. The tranquil sound draws me closer.

Before me lies a beautiful river, its banks lined with moss-covered rocks and ferns, a lizard perched on a rock basking in the sun. The water is crystal clear. I follow its winding path through the forest, mesmerised by its vibrant beauty. Then, in the distance, I see her — a deer, still and alone, watching me. We stand there together, silent.

I feel a strange sensation, like nothing I have ever felt before. My heartbeat slows as I speak to her and her ears flick — I can see she is listening to me.

As curious as I am, we walk closer towards each other, unafraid. The closer I get, the more I want to reach out and touch her. She is beautiful, her eyes so pure, filled with love and wonder.

Before my very eyes, she lies down, and so do I. We are only a few metres apart. With the sun still providing warmth, I fall asleep.

When I wake, it is dark. The stars shine bright. The smells are strong — grass, moss, eucalyptus — overwhelming yet wonderful. I look for my friend, but she is gone, nowhere to be seen. I stand and stretch and quickly realise something extraordinary has happened.

I feel something strange — fur — soft, carrying a scent unfamiliar. I look down. I have four legs — hooves.

I am that majestic deer.

A wave of calm and serenity passes over me. I slowly walk away, looking up at the stars, feeling emotions I have never felt before.

Peace and freedom.

The mermaid

One blue eye, one green, but never were they seen, for at the bottom of the ocean is where she has been.

Strength and courage she awoke to have,

swimming to the surface with the power she had.

With guidance from the goddesses, she glided ahead, on the sand is where she laid her head.

After hours alone, gasping for breath, the man of her dreams she saw straight ahead.

With so many words she wanted to say, but nothing came out, she could only lay.

Her tail brushed against him as he held her near,

a life full of love was suddenly clear.

Her world out of water was strange and uncouth, but her love for this man overcame one small truth.

She could breathe on earth as never before,

but only with her true love, forevermore.

A Spirit Song

Renowned for its ancient cave dwellings, the land of Boswella carried whispers of forgotten magic and strong faith. Deep within one of these caves, dark, cold, and lit only by the flicker of a single oil burner, Cissille laboured through long, agonising waves of pain. Her cries echoed against the limestone walls as the local bonne femme, Carolina, remained faithfully by her side. Her husband, Mastafee, had gone out to gather the supplies they would need for the night.

As the storm outside moaned like distant ancestors, a small but healthy baby girl was born.

The moment was brief. Cissille’s temperature spiked, her breathing shallow and uneven as a fever took hold — common in childbirth and often deadly. None of them knew she had been carrying twins; what they believed to be the placenta was a stillborn baby boy.

When Mastafee returned, his eyes met devastation. Carolina did all she could, but Cissille’s life was already slipping away. Mastafee fed the fire, hoping its warmth might buy her more time. But within the hour, she was gone.

With a heavy heart, Carolina offered what comfort she could — sage and prayer. Mastafee named the boy Baccarat. He wept silent tears.

The baby girl squirmed on her mother’s chest, crying for milk and comfort. Carolina gently lifted her from Cissille’s body, then rested a steady hand on Mastafee’s shoulder.

“Take off your shirt,” she said quietly. “Hold her to your chest. Skin to skin — it will calm her.”

Cissille had once spoken of the name Mireya if the child were a girl. There was no hesitation now. In the face of grief, the truth was clear. Mireya — a miracle. She would carry her mother’s name with her. Mireya Cissille.

Carolina left in search of nourishment, returning some time later with a small pouch of milk given by a woman who had recently given birth. She told Mastafee the woman would help with her milk where she could but urged him to find goat’s milk as well — he would need it in the days and months ahead.

Mastafee was overwhelmed, hollowed by grief, and accepted every offer of help without pride. Word of Cissille’s passing spread quickly through the land, and the people came as they always did in times of loss. They brought food and kindness, their presence steady and reassuring. Someone had made a simple sling so he could keep the baby close against his chest while he hunted and gathered. Others gifted him soft furs, layering them carefully to keep her warm and comforted.

He was not alone.

Shocked and grieving, Mastafee left Mireya with Carolina and went alone to prepare the burial site. He swaddled Cissille and the child in linen and wool, laying them side by side with great care, bound in love beyond life. That night, the entire Matera clan stood by lamplight to honour Cissille and Baccarat.

Through sorrow and a love so deep it reshaped him, Mastafee devoted himself to raising Mireya. Over the years, their bond grew unbreakable. She was the spitting image of her mother — a likeness that brought him both pain and comfort.

Mireya blossomed into a striking young woman with a rare gift: crafting music from walrus tusks. Their meat sustained them, their blubber provided heat, and their hides became warm coats against the cold. From the tusks, she carved flutes, each etched with delicate symbols and polished smooth by hand.

Her voice and artistry became known across the icy region. There was something otherworldly in her songs, something that lingered long after the final note faded.

One winter night, with snow muffling the world outside, she sat beside her ageing father, playing her favourite flute with familiar grace.

The fire crackled and the cave walls glowed amber. A low, humming vibration filled the space, resonant and ethereal. Then they saw it. A reflection shimmered across the stone — the silhouette of a woman. Mastafee gasped. Mireya froze mid-note. The figure was Cissille. Father and daughter turned to one another, breathless. “Keep playing, my love,” Mastafee whispered, trembling. “That’s your mother. Somehow... the music brought her.” And so, Mireya played, hour after hour, afraid that if she stopped, her spirit would vanish. Eventually, exhaustion took her. The music slowed, her eyes closed, and Cissille’s reflection faded gently back into the stone.

The next morning, Mireya awoke to the familiar aroma of breakfast. Mastafee fed the fire, a quiet hope stirring within him. That night, she tried again, but there was nothing. She crafted new flutes, experimenting with pitch and breath as the flames burned high and low. Months passed. Nights blurred.

Until one still evening, the silhouette returned. This time she was not alone. A boy stood beside her — Baccarat, young and radiant. Tears flowed freely. A brother Mireya had never known, a son Mastafee had never been given the chance to nurture.

They told no one. To speak of it aloud felt too fragile, as though words might break whatever grace had been given.

Almost a year later, on the night that marked both her birth and the loss of her twin brother and mother, Mireya played beneath dancing shadows. Hours passed, the music holding them both in its spell. When she finally looked up, there was a new figure standing beside her mother and brother. A man. She didn’t need to turn. She knew. Her father had passed.

Tears came, but so did peace. They were together now. She wasn’t afraid. Mireya knew that when her time came, the music would carry her too — and the cave walls would welcome her home.

Déjà vu

Dark outside, while within me a persistent ringing echoes in my head, a throbbing at my temples, light piercing through closed eyes.

Night after night I dream of dreaming. Night after night I’m awake, sick of waking. My mind is a whirlwind of thoughts, restless in its search for peace.

My eyes are wide as the sky, yet sealed in darkness, the cycle unbroken, night after night.

In thoughts I reach for rest, yet here I lie, awake once more. Every effort fails me. Tonight, the stars refuse to shine, and sleep is not yet mine.

In restless hours I strive and fight, while sleep dances just out of sight.

Try again. Another night.

Pearl and Stone

Deep beneath the surface, on a ledge I claimed as my own, I found myself in quiet reflection. It was a place to pause, where the sea softened around me and time seemed to slow. I pondered the life given to me — a tapestry woven with love’s gentle stitch.

Surrounded by life in the vast blue sea, we flourished together, each of us carrying our own story.

In those quiet moments, I gazed at the crystal rock face at the threshold of our haven. Hints of pearl shimmered bright and clear, reflecting not only my face but the shadows of fear within.

My three sisters were a sight to behold, radiant in ways that drew every eye. Beside them, I felt like a shadow shaped by their mould. They carried exotic beauty and an effortless grace. In the reflection before me, doubt settled across my face as I questioned my life — my worth and my place.

Mother wove spells and whispered prayers for change, hoping beauty might one day carry my name.

I sang — and the tide shifted around me.

My voice moved through the water with a power that was wholly my own, bending the current as it carried outward. My tail flashed emerald through the blue, swaying with purpose.
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