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Letter from the Editor 

Hello family, friends, and fans! 

How do we keep writing 

when the world falls apart? I 

honestly don’t know. What with 

the world going to shambles and 

my mental health down in the 

dumps as well, I can only hope 

to get back to writing one day. 

Therefore, the message of this 

Letter from the Editor is simple: 

sometimes surviving is all we 

can do. And that is enough.  

To get personal for a 

second, I struggle with suicidal 

thoughts and have for most of 

my life. Depression and other 

severe mental conditions make 

it hard to function in my day-to-

day activities. At the time I am 

writing this, I have spent more 

than a week, closer to a month, 

doing nothing all day except for 

the necessities. I simply don’t 

have the energy to be 

productive when I’m trying to 

find the will to live. And that’s 

okay, as long as I am still 

fighting.  

So, from someone who has 

been there, if you ever struggle 

with the will to live, even when 

it feels like there is no hope, it is 

important to remember that any 

reason, no matter how small, is 

good enough to stay alive. For 

me, one of them is this literary 

journal and the team that makes 

this possible. 

Keep fighting, even if you 

can’t write. If you can, that’s 

wonderful. But you are enough 

as long as you keep breathing, 

even if all you manage to do is 

feed yourself or stay relatively 

clean.  

One of the things happening 

at Write of Passion behind the 

scenes is an anthology coming 

out July 20th, 2020. It will 

feature most of the stories we 

have featured in the first volume 

of Write of Passion Literary 

Journal, which is a great chance 

for you to support our mission 

to become a publishing 

company and get your favorite 

stories in print! The official 

title is Fractured Realities: A 

Write of Passion Literary 

Journal Anthology. I have a 

couple of cover mock-ups and 

I am excited for this first book 

that Write of Passion 

Publishing will come out 

with.  

As always, you can keep 

up with Write of Passion on 

Facebook and Twitter 

@writeofpassion1 and on 

Instagram @writeofpassion 

and on writeofpassion.com. 

You can also find my social 

media stuff under my pen 

name, Hayely Green, 

@HayleyGAuthor on 

Facebook, Twitter and 

Instagram, and on my website 

at hayleygauthor.com. 

Altough I can’t guarantee I’ll 

be around that often until my 

mental health gets back 

online, but I will do my best.  

Keep writing, keep 

fighting, keep living your 

lives. You are enough. 

Remember that.  

 

By Allison Hinkle 

https://www.facebook.com/writeofpassion1
http://twitter.com/writeofpassion1
https://www.instagram.com/writeofpassion
http://writeofpassion.com/
https://www.facebook.com/HayleyGAuthor
https://twitter.com/HayleyGAuthor
https://www.instagram.com/hayleygauthor
http://hayleygauthor.com/


 3 

  

Meet the Staff 

Writer, editor, AND marketing experience? Oh, yes! Since youth, 

Chaz Beebe has been an astute grammarian, taking extra courses to 

go more in-depth in high school. He spent years as part of a 

marketing research team, where he learned how to edit as well. For 

many years since then, he has enjoyed helping others with their 

writing. 

 

With a knack for technology and loving a challenge, he's tackled 

various social media outlets, as well as word processing and graphic 

designing programs, with continued improvement through tutorial 

YouTube videos and online courses. 

 

When Chaz is not busy as a teacher or helping as an alternate with 

Write of Passion, he is focusing on improving his visual artistry skills 

using pencils, charcoal, and digital art. 

 

Help him continue his dream of making his writing and artistry skills 

his main job by subscribing:  

• Website: www.patreon.com/AdorkablyEclectic 

• Facebook: @ChazBeebeAuthor 

• Instagram: www.instagram.com/adorkablyeclectic 

 

Kathy Locatelli grew up in the Mojave Desert. One of her 

favorite pastimes was to take an armful of books, hike out to a 

large growth of creosote bushes, creep between two bushes 

into the center, and spend the day reading in the peace and 

quiet of the desert. The creosote ring would become a fairy 

ring, transporting her to the magical places in the stories. 

Now, she enjoys helping authors to present their work in the 

best possible style to keep the magic flowing for their readers. 

 

When not reading or editing, Kathy likes to spend time with 

her family and friends, play trivia games, watch plays, and 

travel. She and her sister have an ongoing Wizards board 

game competition, during which they simply must listen to 

Celtic music to soothe the dragon, lest they be bound by him.  

 

http://www.patreon.com/AdorkablyEclectic
http://www.facebook.com/chazbeebeauthor
http://www.instagram.com/adorkablyeclectic
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 There are big changes coming to Write of 

Passion! Our Editor-in-Chief, Allison Hinkle, 

has taken over the entire brand. She has made 

the daunting decision to expand our journal into 

a full publishing house. This means that our 

team has expanded, and we are doing a lot of 

behind-the-scenes work in preparation for many 

new and exciting things for our readers and 

authors.  

Our marketing team has stepped up and you 

can find important announcements across 

Facebook, Twitter, and Instagram. We will be 

implementing a blog on our website, as well as 

offering editorial services from our incredibly 

talented team. When we begin to accept 

submissions, you will be able to find the 

guidelines on our website.  

What does this mean for our Literary 

Journal? For now, nothing. We will continue to 

publish quarterly on theme, and our goals are 

still the same. As always, it will be available at 

no-cost on our website or via subscription 

delivered directly to your inbox.  

The last year has been a wonderful growing 

experience for Write of Passion, and we eagerly 

anticipate bringing you more incredible stories 

as we move into the next phase of our journey. 

Thank you for being here to share it with us! 

 

Website: http://www.writeofpassion.com 

Facebook: 

https://www.facebook.com/writeofpassion1/ 

Twitter: https://twitter.com/writeofpassion1 

Instagram: 

https://www.instagram.com/writeofpassion/ 

 

 

By Amber G. Meade 

Write of Passion 
Announcements 

http://www.writeofpassion.com/
https://www.facebook.com/writeofpassion1/
https://twitter.com/writeofpassion1
https://www.instagram.com/writeofpassion/
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April Scheffler 

April is a consummate 

writer, both a poet and a 

novelist. As well as a 

collection of previously 

published poetry, April has 

a forthcoming novel, 

Sandra. Sandra features an 

aging, disabled woman who 

can only make a living by 

acting as caregiver for a 

couple of high energy, 

rambunctious children. 

April describes the book as 

a “combination for disaster, 

and what unfolds will 

forever change all of them.” 

Her current projects include 

an untitled collection of 

poetry and a new novel 

called Pinwheel. 

Her personal philosophy 

when it comes to writing is 

two-fold. First, she 

approaches writing with the 

aim of making every single 

sentence into a work of art. 

Second, she encourages 

writers to write what 

inspires and challenges you. 

Even if no one else bites, 

you’ve grown the food to 

feed and grow your self. 

When asked how she 

arrived at this philosophy, 

she stated that for her, 

writing is a labor of love 

and that even if no one else 

reads her work, if her life is 

improved in the process, it’s 

worth the effort. She believes 

that writing is a step towards 

understanding and healing one’s 

self. 

When asked what her 

favorite part of the writing 

process is, April responded that 

she enjoys “exploring the 

different faces of myself 

through my characters.”  She 

describes her fiction as semi-

autobiographical and has, along 

with other methods like guided 

meditation and psychedelic 

journeys, used her writing to 

begin to heal deep traumas and 

to understand herself better. Her 

personal mantra is “make it 

happen,” with a small caveat. 

She believes that there must be 

a balance, that there is a time to 

push and a time to accept and move 

on. 

  

  

 

By Amber G. Meade 



 6 

Review of Dragon Rising 
by M. Lynn 

By Cait Marie 

To avenge her sister’s death and 

protect her family, Hua Minglan dons 

her father’s armor and takes his place 

in the war against the Kou. While 

training under Commander Jian, she 

slowly opens up and finds her place 

among the soldiers. Hua was never 

happy about the life she was destined 

to have as a woman, but as a soldier 

she has a way to live the adventure 

she’s always wanted. 

Befriending the harsh Commander 

and soldiers was not part of the plan 

though. And she’s hiding more secrets 

than just being a woman. Secrets that 

would make her the enemy of the very 

army she’s fighting for. Secrets that 

could get her and her family killed. 

What a way to start off the new 

year! By now, you all know how 

much I love retellings, and you’re 

probably aware of how much I love 

M. Lynn’s books. But I was not 

prepared to be so in awe of this 

one.  

Dragon Rising is a Mulan 

retelling, and while it does have 

a lot of similarities to the 

Disney movie we all love so 

much, it’s fresh and new and 

exciting. There is a full, rich 

background for the characters. 

The story is well thought out 

and executed brilliantly. It kept 

me intrigued from beginning to 

end, and it was hard to stop 

reading do anything else. 

Let’s start with the 

characters because that is one of 

the most vital parts of a story 

for me. Every once in a while, a 

book comes along where I just 

instantly love the characters and 

feel deeply connected to them. 

It doesn’t happen often—  even 

if I love the characters in a 

book— but the ones here 

jumped right into my heart and 

are prepared to stay for a long 

time. From Hua, a fierce 

warrior who wants to protect 

her family above all else, to 

Jian, the Commander who hides 

behind a tough mask, I love 

them all. There is also Emperor 

Bo and General Luca, whom I 

adore with all my heart. Jian is 

Bo’s half-brother, and the three 

men have been best friends their 

whole lives, which just makes my 

soul happy. Their friendship is 

very real and apparent, and they’re 

wonderful. 

M. Lynn clearly did a lot of 

research when writing this book. It 

is evident in the cultures, settings, 

and histories presented. She does 

such a good job telling the story 

that even though there isn’t a POV 

of anyone in the enemy Kou army, 

we get a clear idea of their people 

and way of life. There is a 

distinction between the two 

people, and it was interesting 

seeing those differences. 

I love her style of writing. She 

has a way of really bringing the 

reader into the story, and it all feels 

so natural. The world building is 

done beautifully without being 

bogged down by descriptions and 

information. It’s easy to get into it 

and find yourself lost in this new 

world. 

I know it’s early in the year, 

and this was the first book I 

finished, but I am certain it’s going 

to be a favorite, not just for 2020. 

This is a book I will be rereading 

time and time again. It’s one of the 

best books I’ve read in a long time, 

and I’ve read a lot of good ones the 

past couple months. I cannot wait 

to see where the next book takes 

these characters. 

Get it here! 

 

https://smile.amazon.com/Dragon-Rising-Hidden-Warrior-Book-ebook/dp/B0857KY327
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Review of Fae’s Deception 
by M. Lynn and Melissa A. 

Craven 
 

Goodreads blurb: 

Brea Robinson is a 

murderer. 

That’s what everyone tells 

her when she’s accused of 

killing her best friend. 

Her mother always 

claimed she belonged in a 

straitjacket. Turns out, she 

was right. 

When the man with 

flashing violet eyes whisks 

her through a portal into a 

world beyond her 

imagination, a world vicious 

in its beauty and wicked in its 

lies, Brea begins to wonder if 

she was ever crazy at all. 

Every hallucination she’s 

ever had is real, but this new 

world has its own set of lies 

and questions. 

Why are three royals 

prepared to battle over her? 

Who is Griffin O’Shea, and 

why did he abduct her? 

And does falling in love 

with a man trapping her in this 

deadly land mean she really 

has lost her mind after all? 

There is only one thing 

Brea knows: She can’t trust 

anything. 

Not her mind. 

Not her heart. 

And certainly not the Fae 

who claims he’s trying to keep 

her safe. 

Review: 

When two of my favorite 

authors said they were writing a 

fae series, I was beyond excited. I 

was also kind of nervous because 

I have pretty high standards for 

fae books, and I didn’t really 

know what to expect. But it was 

unwarranted. Like all the other 

books they’ve written, I loved 

this one! 

The world building is 

absolutely beautiful. There are 

three different kingdoms warring 

for power, each with unique 

qualities: Fargelsi with its lush 

forests, Eldur the fire realm, and 

Iskalt the icy kingdom. There are 

also the Vatlands between them–a 

swampy, creepy area full of 

creatures. Everything is so vivid 

and well described; they really 

paint a picture. 

The characters are fantastic. 

Brea’s growth just in this first 

book is amazing, making me 

wonder what’s in store for book 

two. Griff and Loch are… I love 

them both for different reasons. I 

had a feeling early on I’d love 

Loch, even though he’s not liked 

by the main characters. Because 

I’m super anti-spoilers, I will not 

tell you whether those feelings 

lasted. Also, I adore Finn. He’s 

not in very much of the story, but 

I am pretty sure he’s going to be 

my series favorite. 

The story overall is well written 

and intriguing. The authors did a 

great job of pulling me right in from 

the beginning. I loved seeing Brea 

explore this new world and find out 

all these hidden twists and truths. It 

was a fun read, while still holding a 

certain amount of intensity and 

emotion I’d expect from these two 

authors. 

If you like YA fantasy, I highly 

recommend checking out Fae’s 

Deception. I cannot wait for book 

two, Fae’s Defiance, which I have 

the ARC of already. All three books 

are rapid releasing! Here’s the 

schedule: 

– Fae’s Deception — April 22 

(Out now!) 

– Fae’s Defiance — May 1 

– Fae’s Destruction — May 11 

Get it here! 

By Cait Marie 

https://smile.amazon.com/Faes-Deception-Queens-Fae-Book-ebook/dp/B0874VB2DZ
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Review of Reactive by 

Becky Moynihan 

By Cait Marie 

 

 

 

` 

`“I don’t want to be dramatic and 

say I found the next The Hunger 

Games or Divergent, but I totally 

found the next The Hunger Games 

or Divergent.” — an actual text I 

sent to my sister while reading 

Reactive by Becky Moynihan. 

 

As a child, Lune was taken and 

brought to the walled-in Tatum City, 

where she was adopted by its Supreme 

Elitist, Renold Tatum. For the next 

eleven years, she trained for The 

Trials—an annual event in which 

people perform grueling tasks and 

compete physically. Those who sign 

contracts to participate may choose 

which of the three trials they partake 

in. The first is a mutated-horse race 

full of fatal obstacles. The second 

places five opponents together to fight 

until only one is standing. In the third 

and final trial, they are placed in a 

giant cage with each other and ten 

horrifying beasts, and whoever kills 

the most beasts wins. 

If someone wins a trial, 

they are given a higher title and 

position in the city. Therefore, 

many sign their children up at 

early ages in hopes of bettering 

their families. The children are 

then sent to an academy of 

sorts, where they train until 

they’re old enough to compete. 

Each person may choose to 

compete in one trial or multiple 

trials. If someone wins all 

three, they are given Title of 

Choice, meaning they can 

choose their own. In all the 

years that The Trials have 

existed, no one has ever won all 

three. This is Lune’s goal and 

what she has trained so hard 

for. 

Things do not go as 

planned, though. When 

someone shows up from her 

past, and Lune is forced to train 

him for the same trials, 

everything she knows starts to 

change. 

This book. Oh, man. I feel 

like I can’t stop talking about 

this book. I requested an ARC 

kind of on a whim, thinking it 

sounded interesting. I am so 

glad I did!! I was very 

pleasantly surprised. 

It had been a while since 

I’ve read a new dystopian, and 

it was exciting getting into this 

new world with a unique story. 

It felt like a blend of both the 

past and future, in a good way. 

The plot was original without 

being so far-fetched that it was 

hard to read. In fact, it was very 

easy to read and very well 

written. 

I absolutely love the 

characters. Lune is this closed 

off character whose only goal 

is to win The Trials and leave 

the city. The entire time she’s 

lived there, she has kept her 

distance from people—both to 

not get hurt and to not get 

attached. Except for Asher, 

who works in the stables. 

Though they’re not supposed to 

truly interact due to their 

different levels of status, 

they’re friends. Even if Lune 

tries to deny it. Asher is so 

great and caring, he’s a true 

friend through everything, and 

it was nice seeing that type of 

friendship, especially in this 

type of story. Then there’s 

Bren. Bren is who turns up 

from her past, but he doesn’t 

remember her. He is essentially 

the exact opposite of Lune. 

Where she is serious and 

emotionally detached, he is 

sarcastic and light-hearted. He 

constantly tries to annoy Lune 

and make her laugh, but he’s a 

hard worker too and still trains 

as needed. 

Overall, everything just felt 

like it was really thought out 

and well developed. Nothing 

felt rushed, but it also didn’t 

drag on. I was really happy 

with this book and I highly 

recommend it. Especially if 

you like dystopians. It’s one of 

the best I’ve read in a while! I 

loved the e-ARC so much that I 

got a signed paperback copy! 

Get it here! 

https://smile.amazon.com/Reactive-Young-Dystopian-Romance-Trials-ebook/dp/B07GTVYDBC
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Ask Ani 

Should I edit as I go? 

From my own experience 

learning from my teachers and 

reading resources from other 

writers, I’ve learned that editing 

is best left for later. It can 

become a hindrance to the 

writer when they feel the need 

to backtrack and edit as they go 

instead of getting out that first 

draft and then going back 

through it. Anne Lamott 

wrote Bird by Bird and she 

actually talks about how 

getting out the “shitty” first 

draft is the best thing you 

can do as a writing because 

the story will grow in a 

different way than expected 

and potentially give the 

writing more to work with. 

In contrast, continuously 

editing as we write can end 

up causing us to run into a 

brick wall because this 

image we have in our head 

isn’t reaching the paper.  

I found another great 

example of why we should 

wait to edit from Kristina 

Adams in an article where 

she shared her own story. 

She mentioned that if she 

hoped to get a book out in a 

By Ani Cox 

year, she would have to focus on 

writing first because if she 

second-guessed herself the whole 

time, then she’d never reach that 

deadline. She goes on to mention 

that this can be damaging your 

confidence. I think this article 

would be a great read! 

To sum up, write, write, write, 

and then when it is all out there… 

EDIT!!!! 

 

Lamott, Anne. Bird by Bird. 

Anchor Books, 1997. 

Adams, Kristina. “Why You Need 

to Stop Editing as You 

Write.” Medium, The 

Writing Cooperative, 23 

Oct. 2017, 

writingcooperative.com/wh

y-you-need-to-stop-editing-

as-you-write-80febb1f853e. 
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Capture the Muse 
By Amy Fenster 

Creativity is something I 

talk about a lot. I’m fascinated 

by it. Where does it come from? 

How do we maximize it, and 

most importantly, perhaps for 

all kinds of artists, how can we 

boost it? Creativity and the 

fabled muses that are said to 

bestow it upon lucky artists can 

be elusive creatures. There are 

times when creativity flows like 

the ink from your favorite pen, 

and other times, it resembles the 

marker you found in your kid’s 

backpack, with the cap off: 

dried up and useless. When you 

find yourself feeling like that 

poor marker, there is help. 

One of my favorite ways to 

boost my own creativity is to 

switch to another creative 

activity. For example, if I’m 

working on a novel and the 

words aren’t flowing, I might 

take a break from writing and 

instead, pull out my gel pens 

and a coloring book and lose 

myself for an hour. The shift 

from words to pictures can help 

activate other areas of my brain 

and spur connections in my 

story that I didn’t even know 

were there. Any creative 

activity will work, as long as it 

is something you enjoy. For me, 

coloring, working on a 

scrapbook, singing, and taking 

photos will bring on the muse. 

For someone else, it might be 

sewing or drawing. There is 

also something to be said for 

expanding out of your comfort 

zone, though. If you don’t 

normally draw, for instance, 

that might be a fun way to 

stimulate your brain. 

Another great way to 

enhance your creativity is to get 

some physical activity. Exercise 

boots endorphins, which can 

make us feel happier. For many 

people, that helps them feel 

more creative. I have been 

known to walk and write. Smart 

phones are useful for this, 

particularly since you can use 

them to write in the “Notes” 

section, or an in app, like 

Scrivener. Or, if you need to 

speak your ideas, you can use 

the speech-to-text function in 

“Notes” or even record yourself. 

Activity, especially if it comes 

with a change of scenery can 

boost creativity. In this case, 

you can kill two birds with one 

stone and do something good 

for your body and your mind. 

When I find myself in a 

creative slump, I often find it’s 

time to learn something new. 

Like engaging in other creative 

activities, learning something 

new stimulates your brain in 

different ways, which can infuse 

some more creativity into 

your day. The best part about 

learning something new, aside 

from expanding your 

knowledge, is that you can 

often turn this into something 

useful in a story. You never 

know where inspiration will 

strike. Engaging in a new 

hobby can coincide with the 

creation of a character whose 

story revolves around that 

hobby. 

Finally, step away. 

Sometimes, you really just 

need a break. It’s important to 

remember that we don’t need 

to be productive all the time 

and what’s best for your 

creativity may just be doing 

nothing. Sometimes, what we 

need is a little extra sleep,  

some quality time with 

friends, a meditation session, 

or even to play video games 

and binge on Netflix. It’s true 

that “writers write,” but 

nobody works every day. 

Everybody gets a day off, and 

this is true for writers as well. 

Sometimes what your 

creativity needs is for you to 

give yourself grace and relax. 

So, on those days, give your 

muse and yourself the day off. 

You may find absence 

rekindles the spark in your 

relationship. 
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Ancient Lessons of the Trickster: 
Learning from Myth 

By Deana Wilson 

A myth is described as “a 

traditional story with collective 

importance” (Powell 1). The 

word traditional comes from the 

Latin “trado,” meaning to “hand 

over.” In essence, myths are 

stories that have been handed 

down by word of mouth from 

one generation to the next and 

have meaning for the members 

of that society. Often, myths 

contain lessons or explain why 

something is the way that it is. 

Included in the description of 

myth are divine myths, legends, 

and even folk tales. And 

surprisingly, different versions 

of the same myth are often 

found in various parts of the 

world. 

There are many similar 

themes in mythology around the 

world. One such theme is that of 

the trickster. Nearly every world 

myth has a trickster in one form 

or another. Some of these 

tricksters are good, aiding their 

fellow gods, but others are evil, 

their deeds even resulting in the 

deaths of their fellows or harm 

to the world. And some trickster 

stories explain how things came 

to be. Sometimes, the tales, 

especially ones where a 

trickster’s deeds are discovered 

and he is punished, teach a 

moral lesson. And sometimes, 

the stories serve as 

encouragement when a 

seemingly less powerful being 

triumphs over an oppressor with 

the use of their wits. Whether 

mischievous or malicious, 

trickster myths are an integral 

part of every society. 

Among the stories of 

“good” tricksters who conquer 

those more powerful than 

themselves are the stories of the 

twins, Hunahpu and Xbalanque. 

They defeated the vain god 

Vacub Caquix, who had 

ambitions to rule over everyone. 

The Mayans of Mexico tell how 

the boys tricked Vacub Caquix 

into thinking they were healers, 

then replaced all his teeth with 

corn, rendering his harmless. 

The Commanche of North 

America tell the tale of Coyote, 

who fooled the old woman and 

her young cousin who held all 

the buffalo in a pen, keeping an 

essential food supply from the 

people. Coyote sent a small 

animal to be found by the boy, 

and after the boy decided to 

keep the animal as a pet despite 

the old woman’s instructions to 

kill it, the animal released all 

the buffalo. The stories of Hare, 

upon which the Uncle Remus’ 

Brer Rabbit plantation fables 

are based, are told by the 

Yoruba people of Nigeria. In 

them, Hare outsmarted the 

other animals to steal water. 

When he was finally caught, 

he requested that he be bound 

in in banana fiber. The banana 

fiber then dried and cracked in 

the sun’s heat, and he made 

his escape into an anthill. In 

Japan, the sun goddess 

Amaterasu had to be tricked 

by the goddess of merriment, 

Uzume, into coming out of a 

cave where she had hidden. 

Her absence had cast the 

world into darkness. Uzume 

hung a mirror outside of 

Amaterasu’s cave and danced 

naked, beating on a washtub, 

which caused the other gods 

to laugh. Amaterasu peeked 

out to investigate the noise, 

caught a glimpse of her own 

reflection in the mirror, and 

was so transfixed that another 

god managed to catch her.  

Stories of evil tricksters 

being punished include the 

tale of Norse god Loki, who 

killed Balder the Beautiful, 

the most beloved of the 

children of Odin. Loki 

fashioned an arrow of 

mistletoe, the only thing on 

the earth that had not sworn 

an oath to not harm the god. 

Instead of hurling the weapon 

himself, the trickster gave it to 

Balder’s blind brother, Hoth, 

and guided his hand. For his 

misdeed, Loki was bound to a 
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himself, the trickster gave it to Balder’s blind 

brother, Hoth, and guided his hand. For his 

misdeed, Loki was bound to a rock with the 

venom of a snake dripping onto his face. 

Zipacna, the son of the above-mentioned 

Vacub Caquix, played a trick on four-hundred 

boys, letting them think they had defeated 

him by dropping a log on him in a pit. He 

even went so far as to feed ants with his hair 

and fingernails so the boys, on seeing the 

ants, truly thought he was dead and celebrated 

by drinking. He then collapsed the house on 

them. In turn, the twins, Hanahpu and 

Xbalanque, lured the god into ravine with a 

fake crab and buried him with a hill, which 

turned him to stone. In a story that is both 

cautionary and explains why something is 

how it is, the Menominee Indians of North 

America tell of Manabozho, the Great Hare, 

who asked to ride on Buzzard’s back. But 

Buzzard tricked him and threw him off. To 

pay him back for his crime, Manabozho 

turned himself into a dead deer and trapped 

Buzzard's head and neck when he fed on his 

flesh. When Buzzard tried to pull his head 

out, he lost all the feathers on his head and 

neck, and that is how he remains to this day. 

Other tales that explain how things came 

to be include the Australian tale of Ouyan, 

who tried to fool the women of his village by 

bringing back the flesh of his own legs for 

them to eat. When his mother discovered his 

trick and saw his legs, she cursed him, telling 

him his legs would be red and skinny forever. 

Ouyan became a curlew and still cries for his 

legs. Polynesian stories  

include those of Maui and how he fished up land 

by catching the underworld beneath the sea. 

Maui is also responsible for the seasons because 

he trapped the sun and convinced it to move 

more slowly in the summertime so the days 

would last longer.  

One of the most famous tales across the 

world is how fire came to humans. In Oceanic 

myth, it was also Maui who brought fire to 

mankind, stealing it from mudhens. In Greek 

mythology, Promotheus stole fire from the gods, 

gave it to humans, and was sorely punished for it. 

Similarly, Pkharmat of the Vainakh people stole 

fire from the god of stars, thunder, and lightning, 

Sela, and was chained to Mount Kazbek for his 

thievery. Cherokee tradition says that Water 

Spider carried it across the water in the web bowl 

on her back from an island. And in Australia, 

Crow stole fire from the Karatgurk sisters, who 

would later become the Pleiades star cluster.  

Myths around the world are diverse and 

creative. And yet, they also bear striking 

similarities. They explain how things came to be. 

They explain why things are the way they are. 

And they teach a lesson. Passed down from 

ancient times until most were finally put on 

paper, their lessons remain with us today. 

Whether we read the more original versions or 

explore folk tales and legends, we can absorb the 

morals and examples that are left to us from a 

world of long ago. 

 

Powell, Barry B. World Myth. New Jersey: 

Pearson Education, Inc., 2014. Print. 
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The Modern Myths 

By Mary O’Donnell 

Mythology is a large part of 

our culture. All you have to do is 

watch the movies we love such as 

Avengers, to see all the references 

to mythology. Mythology started 

out as a way to explain our world, 

and the characters were designed 

to show a valued trait such as 

bravery and strength. Historians 

can get a good look at what a 

society values just by looking at 

the stories they told. In Norse 

mythology, they valued strength 

and bravery to fight for what they 

believed in. The Romans valued 

military might, beauty, and 

creating a civilization that would 

make others want to be like them, 

and their mythology reflects that. 

There is a power in myths and 

legends that allows a culture to 

remain long after much of their 

ancient society has turned to dust. 

Mythos have made them 

immortal, which is its own brand 

of magic. The magic of 

storytelling. 

Throughout history, and even 

today, storytellers have always 

loved their myths and legends. 

They explained how the world 

worked. The very essence of our 

modern storytelling and the hero’s 

journey was taken from the 

mythologies of old. There are 

many mythologies that we still 

reference today. Norse, Greek and 

Roman, Native American, and 

African mythologies are but a few 

that still influence our stories. 

Modern authors such as Neil 

Gaiman, Terry Pratchett, and 

Stephen King have written novels 

with characters such as Odin, 

Thor, and many other 

mythological characters. Another 

famous work using mythology is 

the Percy Jackson series by Rick 

Riordian. In these young adult 

novels, many of the characters are 

the mythological gods or are 

related to them. These examples 

show that even today we are 

obsessed with mythology and 

mythological creatures and heroes. 

The wonderful thing about the 

genre of mythology is that every 

author has their own take on the 

characters, so they will all sound a 

bit different. In Neil Gaiman’s 

works of The Sandman and Norse 

Mythology, he takes characters 

such as Hades and Loki and tells 

their story in the modern world or 

in his own unique view of the 

characters and myth. That taught 

me a lot about how to create my 

own mythology in my writing. My 

novels all have their own 

mythology and culture around it. 

They worship different gods in 

different ways, and have their own 

traditions and views. There are 

also people who don’t believe, and 

I make sure that I address how 

they are viewed by society. 

These are all questions that 

help with world building as 

well. When we create our own 

world, mythology can help you 

take it to places you hadn’t 

thought of before. So, don’t 

dismiss how important the 

storytellers in your world are 

and how they can shape your 

narrative. Don’t be afraid to 

have your characters express 

themselves through their own 

ideas of mythology and beliefs.  

When I hear thunder, I think 

of Thor, and the next time you 

think of winter and spring, think 

of Persephone taking her 

journey back to her mother in 

spring, then back to her lover in 

winter. When I see an animal 

when I hike in the woods, I 

think of the spirit guardians. All 

these mythologies have shaped 

my imagination. Many fiction 

authors such as Stephen King, 

Rick Riordan, Neil Gaiman, and 

Terry Pratchett have used 

mythology to create their own 

worlds and stories that are well 

known and beloved today. So as 

a writer don’t be afraid to look 

at the myths of old to help you 

create your own. Mythology is a 

wonderful playground for the 

imagination, so have fun, and 

tread where the gods and 

goddesses dare to tread.  
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Purdy and Dork 
By Ani Cox 

May 1st 

Chester promised to take 

Purdy and me to the Mythic 

Gardens. I’ve wanted to go for a 

long time. It is one of the last 

remaining natural habitats of 

mythical creatures, where they 

help protect them. Purdy thinks it 

is wrong to go gander at them, 

but I really want to see a dragon! 

There is a chance we will see a 

standard western dragon, some 

dragonnets, the wyvern dragon, a 

knucker, and a wyrm. Not all 

natives here; some were rescued 

and brought here. It will be 

exciting to see how they have 

built a functioning environment. 

The knucker lives in damp 

woodland areas whereas wyverns 

are found mostly in Africa and 

can eat an entire herd of 

elephants or rhinos.  

I think Purdy will be more 

excited about the hippogriffs and 

alicorns. I know hippogriffs are 

native to Europe, and I’m 

honestly not sure where alicorns 

come from. I wonder what 

Chester will want to see. Since 

he’s not from here, all of this will 

be new to him 

 

.  Though, I wonder if they 

have something even more 

fantastic where he is from. All I 

do know is that we are going to 

have so much fun at the 

Gardens! We leave in an hour. 

The ride took so long, but I 

think I was too excited. We’ve 

been walking around for a bit 

now. We saw the fairies and 

imps. We decided to get a 

snack, and the stall we went to 

have these awesome souvenir 

cups shaped like the skull of a 

dragon. Mine looks like a wyrm 

skull, and Purdy got the one 

that looks like a knucker skull. 

I’ll probably end up with both 

when we get home. Chester 

seemed pretty excited about the 

fairies. Maybe that’s what he 

likes? He stood there quietly 

and just watched them like they 

were putting him in a trance. 

We’ve now seen the 

mermaids, and I can say that 

I’m okay with never seeing 

another mermaid again. They 

only paid attention to the men, 

and one tried to lure one to his 

death. 

.The park officials had to step 

in, and they took him off 

somewhere, probably to make 

sure he doesn’t try to sue 

them, but they did have us all 

sign waivers before we 

entered. 

Next is dragons! 

That was amazing! We got to 

see a wyvern take out some 

elephants! Purdy wasn’t too 

happy with it because 

elephants are her favorite 

animal, but boy was that great 

– just scooped ‘em up and 

they were gone! Today has 

been the best. We are going 

to look for the alicorns and 

hippogriffs next to cheer 

Purdy back up. I think I might 

grab Chester a fairy-related 

souvenir. 

Well, today was 

awesome. Purdy really 

enjoyed the alicorns and 

hippogriffs. We got to see 

them flying and playing with 

each other. They had one 

tamed that Purdy took a ride 

on. She wanted me to go, too, 

but I can’t do heights. Maybe 

if it were a dragon, I 

would’ve… 
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A Druid’s Tale 

 

By Renee Christian 

The youngsters in my care 

huddled together in fear as the 

Roman soldiers stormed the 

beaches of the Isle of Anglesey. 

We had been in a rousing 

session of spell work when 

word reached us of their 

landing. Their intent was clear: 

annihilation. 

 I’d be lying if I said I 

wasn’t gripped with fear for 

myself, which gave me the 

overwhelming desire to cloak 

myself with a spell and run. 

Alas, the children were left in 

my care, and my responsibility 

to them outweighed my own 

fears. It did leave me with a few 

thoughts, however. If I could 

extend the spell to the children 

and they stayed huddled and 

silent, then maybe we could 

make it out alive. I rolled my 

eyes at the thought. Fourteen 

completely terrified children 

stay together and silent. Who 

was I kidding? I had to come up 

with another plan, and fast. I 

didn’t even like children, by the 

gods. I should just leave them! I 

threw a glance back at them and 

one striking redhead with 

piercing blue eyes engaged me. 

Her old soul connected with 

mine and I saw a flash of her 

past life and I swore right there, 

I would get them out, even if it 

cost me my own life.  

 I asked Gaia to show me 

where the soldiers were on the 

island so I could plan our 

escape. She sent me images of 

several of our ritual sites and 

homes being burned to the 

ground or destroyed by other 

means, but that told me enough. 

This was my home; I knew 

places hidden from the 

unknowledgeable. I replied to 

her that we would need a 

passage to the cave system 

opened for us and she parted the 

earth in the corner next to me, a 

natural stone staircase forming 

in a curved pitch into the 

caverns below. I motioned to 

the children to remain silent and 

for them to begin their descent 

from oldest to youngest. As the 

children passed me, I told them 

each a spell to repeat as they 

walked. The whispering filled 

the caverns as we continued 

through the cave system. 

Closing the earth back as if it 

had never been an opening or 

staircase, Gaia completed her 

task. The eldest child at the 

front was given the spell for 

illumination and began leading 

the way through the dark cavern 

system to the beach at the end.  

We meandered through the 

massive cave system for a 

while. Periodically, I would ask 

Gaia to show me the location of 

the Romans above us and, 

every time, it was all I could 

do to remain calm. My home 

and family were being plowed 

down and I was cowering in a 

cave! This time, it was a 

vision of Albin, one of our 

elders, throwing balls of light 

at a row of soldiers. They fell 

in a bright explosion as the 

light hit them and expanded.  

The whispers from the 

children varied in volume as 

the children began to wear 

from the travel. After what 

seemed like hours, I finally 

saw the light ahead of us as 

we reached the end of the 

cave system. I passed the 

children so I could beat them 

to the entrance. As I arrived at 

the opening, I cast the 

invisibility spell and told the 

children to stay back behind 

the lip of the cave. I peeked 

my head out and looked 

around. The beaches were 

relatively empty; the soldiers 

had moved inland. There were 

a few standing guard at the 

boats, but half of them were 

huddled up talking, not paying 

attention. I looked for the 

closest boat and devised a 

plan to move the children. I 

had to get fourteen little 

bodies across the beach and 

into a boat without alarming 
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the men.... I was insane. I 

stepped up onto the outcropping 

surrounding the cave to get a 

better look. Sighing, I moved 

back down to the sand and 

returned to the children. They 

huddled around me as I dropped 

the spell.  

“Well, how are we going to 

get away from here?” the 

redhead asked. Her voice was 

surprisingly level despite the 

circumstances. 

 I caught her blues eyes and 

replied to the group.  

“You know how I gave each 

of you a spell to say all the way 

down here?”  

They nodded in response.  

“Good. Can you tell me 

what they meant?”  

They nodded again and one 

by one, they told me their spell 

and what they were for: fire, 

wind, light, telekinesis.  

“Good. Now remember, you 

do not have the unlimited power 

of Gaia yet. You must save 

enough energy to keep moving. 

Do you understand?”  

The fourteen heads 

surrounding me bobbed. 

“Okay, here’s the plan. 

There is a boat large enough for 

us to all fit in about 5 meters 

away. The guards are about 15 

meters away. I will do 

everything in my power to make 

us all invisible, but I cannot 

guarantee I can hide everyone. I 

need you all two to three deep, 

so you are still in a smaller 

bunch. Got it?”  

They nodded again. 

They lined up in rows, 

smaller ones behind the larger 

ones. I reached out to Gaia 

again for help. She shook the 

ground under the Romans’ 

feet and while they were 

distracted, I pulled energy 

from her and sent my spell of 

invisibility down the line of 

children. It flickered, but it 

worked better than I expected. 

Now how long it would last 

was another story altogether.  

We took off from the cave 

entrance towards the boat at 

the water’s edge. My spell 

began to falter and the 

flickering grew worse, 

practically acting as a beacon 

instead of camouflage. I 

yelled back to the children to 

drop to the ground and, as 

they complied, I dropped the 

spell, turning my power and 

attention to the soldiers. I 

threw the same balls of light 

Albin had been throwing, then 

switched to fire.  

“NOW!” I yelled and the 

children joined me in 

throwing their spells. 

“Little ones to the boat 

now...go, go, go!”  

The smaller children, who 

had less stamina, went first. 

The middle-sized children 

were slowing down with their 

barrage, so I knew they were 

running low, too. There were 

only three of them, so I sent 

them on as well. Finally, it was 

just me and the older three.  

A few of the guards slipped 

out of the ranks, and using the 

ocean, flanked us. I heard a 

clatter from the boat and the 

children behind me screamed. I 

turned to look, dropping my 

guard for a second before one of 

the older children beside me 

cried out as well.  

“Ifreann fuilteacha,” I 

swore as all hell seemed to 

break out. Both groups of 

children were being attacked 

and there was only one of me. I 

threw my left hand out and 

threw a ball of light at the 

soldier with his sword raised to 

a boy’s chest. Turning my head, 

I threw three more light balls 

toward the boat, striking the 

men trying to climb aboard. I 

yelled at the older kids still with 

me to run to the boat and we 

took off together.  

We clambered into the boat 

and pushed off from the 

shoreline. Two of the older lads 

began rowing away from the 

island as I kept throwing light 

and fire. Crying began behind 

me as my energy waned and the 

island grew out of range. I 

turned back to the stern of the 

boat to assess the children and 

found bloody water sloshing at 

my feet.  

“NO! No, no, no, no!”  

I stepped forward towards 

the huddled and crying children 
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to find several of the smaller 

children had not escaped the 

blade of the soldiers before I got 

to them. I knelt in the center of 

the boat and checked all the 

children. I gently picked up and 

cradled each one of them that 

didn’t make it. I prayed to the 

gods to grant them a safe 

passage to their new life and 

slipped them overboard into the 

water. The others continued 

sobbing as their friends were 

released and I saw no reason to 

interrupt them. I felt so empty 

and lost as I looked at each life 

left in my care. How would I 

take care of all of them alone? 

Where would we go? These and 

so many more questions filled 

my mind as we headed to the 

mainland. Then it occurred to 

me. What if there were more 

soldiers on the banks of the 

mainland, too? 

⌘ 

I sat at the bar with my head 

in my hands, a half empty pint 

of ale sitting in front of me. I’d 

lost track of how many I had 

already had, and I really didn’t 

care. The flashbacks had come 

around this time every year 

since I was twenty-one. I’m 

110. Everyone has defining 

moments...everyone. Human, 

god, elemental, immortal— 

everyone. I think releasing each 

child over the side of the little 

dingy was one of mine.  

The drunkard beside me 

spilled his Rhenish wine down 

the bar and, as the red liquid 

flowed towards me, I was 

taken back to the bloodied 

water in the bottom of the 

boat. I was slow to react to the 

spill because of my 

inebriation and the memory. 

As liquid reached my hands, 

the flashback continued, but 

instead of alcohol, I felt the 

thick, warm blood of the 

children on them. Shaking my 

head to erase the image, I 

stood up and rubbed my hands 

aggressively on my pants and 

walked out into the night. I 

wandered down the street and 

into an alley that led to my 

home. Flashes of light threw 

me into another round of 

memories as I remembered 

the little ones illuminating the 

cavern, then the balls of light 

energy Albin and I threw at 

the Romans that day. I 

stumbled into my little shop 

and into bed. As I drifted off 

to sleep, I mumbled to myself 

about tomorrow being moving 

day. 

⌘ 

Waking as the dawn crept 

into my window, I stretched 

and greeted the day. 

“Morning, Gaia,” I said as 

my feet touched the cold, hard 

floor. A warmth filled me 

despite the chill in the air as 

Gaia communed with me. The 

previous night’s flashbacks 

faded and the new adventure 

awaited me. I made up my 

bed and took out a clean linen 

shirt from the old wooden chest 

at the foot. After the quick 

change from my nightshirt to 

the fresh one, I bent to pick up 

my plaid and began the process 

of folding and laying it out. It 

was a methodical, but soothing, 

part of my day. The pleats and 

folds lined up perfectly with the 

pattern and weave the loom 

created. I laid on the floor, 

lining my belt up with my hips, 

and folded the longer, flat 

sections of fabric over my 

stomach before buckling my 

belt to hold it in place. When I 

stood, the long back flap of 

material hung to the middle of 

my calf. I gathered the remnant 

and folded it over my shoulder, 

tucking it into the belt at the 

front.  

Pulling aside the room-

dividing curtain, I made my 

way to the hearth and stoked the 

remaining embers before laying 

some fresh logs on, restarting 

yesterday’s flames. The daily 

routine was cathartic but led to 

complacency. Complacency 

often led to trouble. As the logs 

caught alight, I prepared my tea 

for the kettle. Standing at my 

apothecary cabinet, I filled the 

thin cloth with the special mix 

of herbs and whispered the spell 

into it as I did almost every day. 

Síoraí-tea was a special blend of 

herbs and spells that helped my 

youthful appearance. It was my 

time in a cup, but also led to 
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interesting questions that kept 

me changing towns often.  

Today was moving day. I 

tied the cloth and dropped it 

into the kettle, swinging the iron 

arm over the now lapping 

flames. I cut off some cheese 

and nibbled on it as I began 

packing my jars and containers 

of herbs into a hay-filled crate. 

The townspeople were coming 

in less and less often and the 

whispers had begun. I knew my 

time here was coming to a 

close, and it was better to move 

before the hate and fear set in.  

I moved on to the book 

cabinet, pulling my key out 

from under my shirt where I 

kept it around my neck, and 

unlocked the cabinet. There 

were some dangerous and rare 

books in my collection, so I 

kept it under lock and key. 

Druids, as a rule, did not keep a 

written copy of spells, rituals 

and histories. Such things could 

be very dangerous if they came 

into the wrong hands...even 

well-intended mortals playing 

around with them could cause 

irreparable damage to the 

balance we are sworn to uphold. 

Rotating the scrolls and books 

in each crate, I was able to both 

cushion the books and distribute 

the weight between two of 

them. Pouring myself a second 

cup of tea, I moved on to my 

living quarters. One of my few 

remaining friends was 

scheduled to stop by with his 

horses and wagon later to help 

me load up the massive loom 

that was my livelihood, so I 

needed to be completely ready 

by the time he got here.  

Most of my things were 

neatly put away, so I knew the 

packing in my room would be 

quick. I folded the blankets 

from the bed I had made 

earlier and set them into the 

same chest I had pulled my 

shirt out of that morning. 

Dragging another chest out 

from under my bed, I folded 

my feather mattress into thirds 

and dropped it into the second 

chest. Next, I moved on to my 

room-dividing curtains and 

quickly snipped the fastening 

leathers I had used to attach 

them onto the rope that hung 

from each end of the room. 

By the time I finished folding 

the heavy fabric and packing 

the rest of my wares and 

supplies, my friend, Graham, 

had arrived.  

Looking around, 

memories of customers, 

friends, and travelers that 

visited my shop over the years 

flooded my mind. Graham 

came in and we moved 

towards the massive loom. 

The first thing to load into the 

wagon. Grinning, I squatted 

and gripped one corner of the 

loom.  

“One, two, three, LIFT.”  

We strained, lifted the 

loom and shuffled in unison to 

the door. Setting it down at the 

doorway to adjust our grip, we 

made small talk about the 

shenanigans we had gotten into 

over the last few years. We 

continued lugging the 

monstrous thing out to the 

wagon, stopping one more time 

before lifting it into the back. 

We both walked back inside and 

grabbed a crate or two. We took 

the heavy, room-dividing fabric 

and carefully covered the loom 

with it, tying it down before 

loading the crates around it. The 

disassembled bed frame and 

fireside bench went next, then 

the shelves and cabinets. We 

finished the load off with the 

large chests containing my 

clothes and bedding and lashed 

everything down.  

I pulled the door to and my 

friend handed me a hammer. I 

put the tines between the door 

and my sign and tugged. A solid 

crack rang in my ears as the 

nails loosened and the sign 

popped off. I dropped my arms 

to my side as I stared at the 

square of darker wood on the 

door where the sun couldn’t 

reach. I took a deep breath and 

sighed. Another chapter closed.  

Turning to my friend, I 

handed him back his hammer, 

clutched my sign, and we 

climbed into the front of the 

wagon together. He snapped the 

reins and the wagon jostled 

forward. 

Life goes on... 
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In the Shadow of Ravens 
By Brad Short 

904 A.D. 

Near the village of Visog, 

Gotland 

 

I allow only the Ulfheonar 

to see me. He falters just half a 

breath, but the blood of the wolf 

flows strong in the man. 

Snarling, he attacks with quick, 

savage strokes and buries his ax 

in the neck of his last enemy. 

The empty boat belonging to the 

invaders rocks gently in the bay; 

all its occupants lie dead on the 

beach. Head back, he roars in 

triumph, his blood-smeared face 

aimed for the gods. He’s worthy 

of the celebration. The Wolf-

Hide is the fiercest of his Gutan 

clan. 

And he’s the man I’ve 

come to kill.  

I sit forward in the saddle, 

the steady beating of Nao’s 

wings beneath me stirring 

anticipation. The feeling is as 

fresh as the day the first man 

died on my spear. I grip the 

reins tighter and draw a long, 

slow breath, focusing on the 

exact point my spear head will 

punch through his chain.  

 The warrior looks up as I 

unfurl my banner, watching the 

cloth fall limply. It’s a dull 

black against the golden sheen 

of my spear, not the white the 

Ulfheonar expected. He takes a 

step back, bringing his bloody 

ax between us.  

“Stay back, volva! I’m not 

yours to take.” 

I’m not a volva, but he 

knows who I am. Good. Most 

men need to get close enough to 

see the black smear of paint 

across my cheeks. It’s barely 

visible beneath the faceguard of 

my helm. I made the dye from 

the ground bones of the 

Allfather’s favorite raven, and it 

prevents Odinn from knowing 

where I am. It also sows terror 

in the men I hunt. 

I guide Nao to the ground 

and slip from the saddle, pulling 

my shield onto my left arm. I’m 

close enough to feel the man’s 

mounting fear lap against my 

skin. His pride keeps him from 

running, but just barely. In three 

strides I’m on him, pushing a 

well-aimed blow aside. He’s 

taller than I am; most men are. 

But I fight with the strength and 

agility gifted to me by Odinn 

himself. And in all of eternity, 

no Valkyrja has ever been slain 

by a mortal.  

I give the Wolf-Hide three 

more swings before I slam the 

ax from his hand with my 

shield. Instead of running he 

pulls a dagger, impotence 

burning his face. 

“I’ve done nothing but 

serve Odinn. Who did I 

anger? Who?!” 

It’s the moment I hate, 

the moment regret seeps in. 

Regret and doubt. It’s not the 

fate this warrior deserves. 

 But I didn’t deserve 

mine either.  

 I hurl my spear at the 

Ulfheonar with a roar. The 

steel point shatters mail and 

bone, digging through his 

heart and lodging in the ribs at 

his back. Air hisses past his 

lips as his stare falls to the 

shaft in his chest. He clutches 

at it weakly before toppling 

over.  

I close my eyes until the 

sting goes away.  

Placing my boot on the 

man’s chest, I yank my 

weapon free. Blood pools 

around the wound, soaking 

into the grey wolf pelt he 

wears. It’s similar in coloring 

to Myrkr’s fur. I glance to the 

edge of the field and spot my 

wolf. She refuses to look at 

me, nosing the grass at her 

front paws. I know there’s 

nothing of interest there. She 

doesn’t agree with my 

mission. Neither does Nao, 

but they’re bound to me. 

I wait for the release, 

breath caught in my chest. By 

now I know how long it takes 
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for a man’s spirit to break free 

of his corpse, yet I still jump 

when the milky white form 

leaps from his body. It slams 

into me, flooding me in a 

blinding rush of jumbled 

memories and emotions: first 

kill, drenched in a gushing 

jugular; hot bare skin, enflamed 

passion; a tiny form protectively 

held. But I’m stronger than he 

is. I force everything back to the 

farthest recesses of my being, 

everything but the Wolf-Hide’s 

exceptional training, his skill, 

and all his battle experiences. 

These I greedily lap up.  

I’m almost on Nao’s back 

when I spot the tiny dots in the 

clear sky. They’ve found me 

again. I step out of the stirrup 

and put my arm back through 

my shield. I’ve run long 

enough. It’s time to end this 

now. 

 

898 A.D. 

The Vettrwoods, in Vikin 

 

“Why does the Jarl of 

Konungahella wander like a 

fool through my woods?”  

Rokkvi whirled towards the 

sound, sword held close before 

him. He strained to penetrate 

the fog and gloom. The 

Vettrwood always set him on 

edge, even just riding close to it. 

Plunging into its dark trees and 

scampering shadows raised the 

hair on the back of his neck. 

Alfar and Dvergar and all 

manner of spirits roamed the 

Vettrwood  

“Show yourself, old 

woman. I’ve laid the 

offerings; I don’t have the 

patience for this,” Rokkvi 

said. 

The shadows grudgingly 

released Trekona, revealing 

the ancient woman to the jarl. 

Runes of entreaties and 

powers, set in dark green ink, 

lined every visible space of 

her parched husk, feet to face. 

Brambles and tiny sticks 

entwined her long, thick grey 

hair. Bones of small creatures 

adorned her tattered beige 

dress. When she spoke, it 

sounded as brittle leaves 

crackling in her fingers.  

“You’ve come a long 

way to be denied by the gods 

– old man.” 

His lip twitched. He was 

still young enough to swing 

his sword. He’d survived 

fifty-one winters, been a 

trader, a vikingr, and a jarl - 

and excelled at all three. He’d 

gained wealth, fame, and 

status. But he stood before the 

old woman because he wanted 

something more. “My seeress 

couldn’t give me what I asked 

of her. But I believe you can.” 

“You ask too much, 

that’s why.” 

“I ask only what’s 

rightfully mine!” 

Trekona rustled around 

the jarl on bare, gnarled feet, 

hovering close, sniffing, 

peering…discerning. She 

stepped back; mouth twisted.  

“You hit your women, even 

though it breaks your own law.” 

“If you can see what I’ve 

done, you’ve also seen what 

they did to…” He frowned. “I 

have a temper. I try to control 

it.” 

She met his gaze. “I 

shouldn’t help you just for 

that.” 

“I’ve never touched my 

wife in anger.” 

“No. But your frilles, they 

aren’t so fortunate, are they?” 

Rokkvi rolled his 

shoulders, as if trying to free 

himself from an uncomfortable 

grasp. “What I do-“ 

The old woman spat in his 

face, heavy with phlegm. She 

slapped his interceding hands 

away, stepping up on her toes to 

watch the pattern the thick 

mucus made as it slid down his 

cheek. An eyebrow rose, thick 

and bushy, and she stepped 

back from him. 

“You have the signs. It is 

possible. But no, you don’t 

deserve it. Be gone!” 

Rokkvi wiped his cheek 

clean with his sleeve. “Please, 

you can have anything you 

ask.” 

Her laugh hit him like the 

snapping of a tree. “And what 

good is your silver to me here?” 

 “You have to help me! My 

sons have all failed me. Allow 
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me this one thing that will keep 

my name alive.” Rokkvi hated 

the weakness of begging, but 

his two eldest sons were long in 

the ground and his third was 

content to work the land. None 

would give him his domr, his 

undying fame. 

The old woman huffed and 

turned her gaze up through the 

treetops. “A blue light recently 

appeared in Freyja’s Girdle, at 

the tip of her sword. I’ve 

wondered at its presence. The 

star turns red when a new 

Valkyrja is ready to be named. 

But never blue.” 

She removed a pouch from 

inside her ragged gown and 

pulled out a matted feather, four 

small bones, and two smooth 

pebbles. She grabbed Rokkvi’s 

arm firmly, placed the objects in 

his palm, and shook it until they 

all fell to the dirt. She settled 

gingerly onto the ground and 

reached out to touch the items, a 

gasp or a moan parting her dry 

lips at each contact. 

 “What’s the girl’s 

name?” 

“Hefndrun. She comes 

from…she comes from my 

favorite frilla.” 

Trekona stared at the 

pattern in the dirt and then her 

eyes widened. She smiled as she 

looked up at the jarl. “Yes, I 

will give this to you. It’s what 

you deserve.” 

 

 

899 A.D. 

Off the coast of 

Konungahella, Vikin 

 

The memory brought a 

smile to Hefndrun’s lips. It 

had been springtime, lying in 

the field; her head nestled on 

Njotr’s lap. How happy he 

made her, the way his fingers 

moved through her hair and 

brushed against her cheek. 

She had just shared with him 

the words of her love, and 

he’d surprised her by 

responding in kind. It was the 

moment with Njotr she had 

longed for. It was a bliss she 

never wished to end.  

The girl finished braiding 

Hefndrun’s hair and motioned 

for her to rise. Like the others, 

she hadn’t spoken a word. 

Two more girls helped the 

jarl’s daughter from her 

clothes. A fourth pulled a 

sheer white robe around 

Hefndrun’s shoulders. The 

girls all looked the same: tall, 

long blonde hair tied in 

similar braids, proud, fierce 

features, wearing the same 

delicate robes. 

Hefndrun moved into the 

hall with building trepidation, 

wishing not for the first time 

that Njotr was with her. The 

four girls followed behind, 

two abreast. The stone floor 

was cold, foreign to her bare 

feet. The whole temple was. It 

was the only building on the 

tiny island. When they’d pulled 

their boat ashore in the pre-

dawn hours, the land had been 

completely bare. The structure 

appeared under the first golden 

rays of light. Tall and 

sparklingly white, it was made 

entirely of large stones.  

As she neared the main 

room, she faltered. Her father 

and mother stood facing an 

oversized chair of the same 

stone, both staring in reverence 

at a pure white glow emanating 

from it. The foreign seeress was 

to their left. Her mother wore a 

thick scarf around her neck. Ire 

rose in Hefndrun; she knew of 

the marks it covered, and who 

caused them. One of the girls 

gently pushed against her back. 

With a dry swallow, she entered 

the large room. 

The girls fanned out behind 

her, nodding for her to keep 

moving. They also cut off the 

only way out. Reluctantly, she 

approached the gleaming 

throne, staring in awe at the 

brightness that hovered over the 

seat. 

She flinched when a raven 

burst from the light. It flapped 

noisily around the spacious 

room before landing with a loud 

kraa kraa atop the throne. Its 

dark eyes bore into Hefndrun as 

it hopped from one foot to the 

other. When its black beak 

parted again, the voice belonged 

to a man. 
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“Hefndrun of 

Konungahella, are you willing 

to pledge your life and your 

spear to me? Are you ready to 

become my warrior?” His voice 

filled her from within and 

without, bouncing off the stones 

and pulsing through her veins 

with her very own blood. Both 

intoxicating and terrifying, she 

fell to her knees in its presence.  

“Speak, girl!” Trekona 

hissed. “Get to your feet before 

the Allfather!” 

Hefndrun broke free of the 

raven’s gaze, desperately 

seeking help, even if it meant 

looking to her father. But he 

offered none. Tears streamed 

down Rokkvi’s face, ashen and 

still. His frilla, Kjolvor, slipped 

to the floor beside him, holding 

weakly to the jarl.  

The seeress suddenly 

loomed over her, tugging at her 

arms, splintered nails digging 

into her flesh. She had only met 

Trekona twice, and both times 

the woman truly frightened her. 

She pushed away, scrambling to 

her feet, glancing between the 

old woman and the raven. 

“Do not fear me, child.” 

His voice came from the 

seeress’ lips this time, though 

still reverberating from all about 

and within. “Freyja has already 

deemed you worthy. I only need 

your oath.” 

Hefndrun tried to slow her 

frantic heart as she stood in the 

Allfather’s presence. It was all 

true, what the seeress had said; 

Freyja and Odinn had really 

chosen her to be a Valkyrja, the 

sacred chooser of the slain. 

There was no greater role in the 

coming Ragnarokr. Valkyrur 

arrived on the battlefield to 

select only the bravest, the 

strongest to take to Valholl so 

they could become an Einherjar 

for Odinn in the great battle. 

And they wanted her to become 

one. She took a final look at her 

father.  

“Yes,” she whispered. 

“Yes.” 

 

904 A.D. 

Near the village of Visog, 

Gotland 

 

A Valkyrur sveit is a 

stunning sight to behold; nine 

female warriors in gleaming 

armor descending from the sky 

on their winged mounts. It’s 

what every Norse dreams of 

spotting on the field of battle. 

That is, unless they’re coming 

for your head. 

I try to make out Mist’s 

black horse but they’re still too 

distant. She should be in front, 

if our friendship hasn’t cost her 

that position. I wonder who they 

picked to replace me.  

I grab my sword belt from 

behind Nao’s saddle and shoo 

him away. He’s only too happy 

to be rid of me. I wrap the belt 

around my waist and take up 

my spear. Myrkr has finally 

taken an interest in me, her 

lake blue eyes fastened on 

mine. She probably wants to 

witness the final thrust as steel 

pierces my heart. Both my 

companions have remained 

loyal, begrudgingly. But I 

don’t plan on leaving them 

just yet. We still have much 

work to do. 

The women will come at 

me one at a time. It’s the 

Heidr, the code of the 

Valkyrur. That alone will give 

me a chance. I’m not sure 

how good a chance it’ll be, 

but I’m tired of running. Mist 

will undoubtedly go last. 

She’ll hope the others will 

have cut me down before the 

task falls to her. If we get to 

that fight, I don’t know what 

I’ll do. We were once 

steadfast friends. 

They fan out as they get 

within speaking distance, nine 

pairs of wings bruising the air 

in a breathtaking spectacle.  

“You had to know we’d 

find you, Hefndrun.” The 

sadness in Mist’s voice is 

unmistakable. 

“I couldn’t let him get 

away with it, sister.” 

“He’s your god!” 

Skeggjold shouts, standing in 

her stirrups. 

I glare at her. “And Njotr 

was to be my husband.” 

“Valkyrja don’t need 

husbands! We serve Odinn. 
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We bring him champions for 

Ragnarokr. That’s it!” 

 Ever the peacemaker, 

Skogul shoves a hand towards 

her twin. But she keeps her gaze 

firmly on me. “She’s not wrong, 

Hefndrun. Denying the 

Allfather even one champion 

could tip Ragnarokr’s outcome 

against us. You’ve killed six 

now. The Nornir have already 

predicted our doom even 

without your help.” 

“Odinn had no right to kill 

him.” I try to blink back the 

images, the memories that 

always hover close by. But I 

can’t. I’d found Njotr just 

outside his threshold, lying in 

his blood. Odinn hadn’t the 

decency to let him answer the 

war drums. His boat was 

leaving in two days. He 

couldn’t wait two days. 

“His death wasn’t by 

Odinn’s blade, sister,” 

Skeggjold says, the curve of her 

lips tilting. 

A look passes briefly to 

Mist. She averts her eyes, but I 

know the woman too well. And 

now she can’t look at me. 

“You did it, Mist? You 

killed Njotr?” 

“I’m sorry, Hefndrun, truly 

I am. Odinn was furious with 

you. I tried to plead your cause, 

but he would have none of it. 

When he gave us the order…I 

took it myself.” Her face 

softens. “I took it because I 

could ensure your betrothed 

wouldn’t suffer.” 

Tears spill over my 

lashes. I stare at her, 

dumbfounded, the sting of 

betrayal swelling in my throat. 

“Well then, if you’re here to 

kill me, let’s get on with it.”  

 

902 A.D. 

Outside Konungahella, Vikin 

 

Muninn let the warm 

updraft carry him away from 

the village below. Dark 

feathers fluttered on his 

outstretched wings as his eyes 

scanned the fields. He knew 

the long-haired one would be 

by the glassy pond. It had 

been there the last three days, 

it and the one the master 

hated. 

Muninn enjoyed the 

anger his whispers caused, 

tremendously so. When he 

spotted something he knew 

the Odinn one would despise, 

his heart would quicken, 

making the flight back 

excruciatingly long. It was all 

he could do to imagine what 

the eruption would be like. 

When he’d perched on 

the Odinn one’s shoulder with 

this news, the fury had been 

exquisite. The rage had 

burned in pulsing waves from 

the Odinn one, crashing 

against Muninn in swell after 

blessed swell. He was favored 

by the Odinn one, not Huginn. 

As he settled atop a tree by 

the gleaming pond, the raven 

found both ones. The Odinn one 

had yelled at the long-haired 

one, but it was by the water 

again, touching mouths with the 

other one. He swallowed a 

joyous caw, instead listening as 

the long-haired one promised a 

Freyja’s day two seasons hence 

to the other one. The other one 

promised to uncover a sword for 

the long-haired one. It was just 

what the master forbade. 

Muninn hopped along the 

branch, the anticipation 

flooding his senses. The Odinn 

one would be livid.  

 

902 A.D. 

Konungahella, Vikin 

 

Hefndrun shoved past 

Rokkvi into the nearly empty 

hall, pacing in long, agitated 

strides. Even the low crackle of 

the fire grated like daggers 

across her spine. “What did you 

do, father? What did you tell 

Odinn?” 

“What have I done? Odinn 

sent his bird here. He says 

you’ve defied him, Hefndrun.”  

The Valkyrja slammed her 

fist into a support column. The 

crack echoed through the hall, 

but the sturdy oak held. Into the 

fading reverberations, she 

whispered, “What did you tell 

him of Njotr, father?” 
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Rokkvi crossed his arms 

and stared at his daughter. “I 

told him the truth.” 

“Why would you do that?! 

I told him I’d stopped…” 

Hefndrun clenched the air 

before her, as if a neck was 

between her hands. She glared 

at Rokkvi a long moment before 

her arms fell to her sides. “Why, 

father? I told Odinn that Njotr 

and I weren’t going to be 

married. I swore to him I was 

obeying his order.”  

“Then that’s what you 

should do! Break it off with the 

boy.” 

Hefndrun shrieked and 

twisted away. She noticed for 

the first time Tordis, one of her 

father’s frilles, standing near the 

fire. The woman turned from 

the Valkyrja, pulling her hair 

forward. She wasn’t quick 

enough to hide the marks on her 

neck. 

“You’ve ruined me, 

father.” 

“I’ve done no such thing. 

You should stop this useless 

indiscretion and beg Odinn for 

forgiveness. I won’t have my 

good name sullied by a daughter 

who can’t keep her legs 

together!” 

Hefndrun opened her 

mouth but stopped, instead 

gifting her father with a sad, 

tainted smile. “Don’t worry, 

father, your name was sullied 

when you started hitting your 

frilles. The seeress was right; I 

should have done something 

about this a long time ago.” 

She noted with great 

satisfaction how much her 

father paled when she lifted 

her spear. 

 

900 A.D. 

The Vettrwoods, in Vikin 

 

Trekona let her smile play 

confidently over her worn 

lips. She tottered atop the dry 

grass of the clearing, 

appraising the young Valkyrja 

in long, sweeping glances. 

“When you lacked this power 

you now have, before you 

carried your spear, what did 

you father mean to you?” 

Hefndrun tilted her head. 

“I’m not sure what you 

mean.” 

Trekona hid her smile, 

pleased to still sense the 

warrior’s unease as she stood 

before her. Fresh with her 

powers, the girl had yet 

entered the Vettrwood fully 

armored and armed. “You 

came to me, newly sworn 

Spear of Freyja. If you want 

my help, answer my 

question.” 

Hefndrun sighed. “He 

was never kind or unkind to 

me.” 

“But you knew what he 

did to your mother, to his 

other frilles?” 

The Valkyrja nodded, 

barely perceptible, but her jaw 

pressed forward. 

“And you did nothing?” 

“What was I to do? I was a 

child. He was my jarl.” 

Trekona took another loop 

around the girl, peering in close, 

inhaling, pushing at her braid. 

When she completed the circuit, 

she stared at Hefndrun. “And 

now? You’re no longer a child. 

You’re something much more, 

aren’t you?” 

Hefndrun backed away. 

“Listen, I came to you because 

of what you did before. I need 

to know about Njotr. Can I have 

a life with him without Odinn 

finding out? Please, can you just 

cast your bones?” 

The seeress offered a smile 

and withdrew her pouch. When 

the pebbles and bones hit the 

dirt, she settled next to them. A 

distant look claimed her eyes 

and they turned a milky grey. 

After a long moment she spoke, 

her voice flat and dry. “You’ll 

never find happiness with Njotr, 

but Odinn will not take all the 

blame. Both Rokkvi and Odinn 

conspire to take this from you. 

As long as they do, you and 

Njotr will share only pain.” 

“That can’t be true,” 

Hefndrun whispered, crossing 

her arms tight to her stomach. “I 

won’t make it through this 

without Njotr. I can’t. He’s 

my…. No, there must be 
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another way. Please, can you 

look again?” 

The old woman blinked, 

her focus returning to the young 

woman standing over her. 

Good, her apprehension was 

back. She rose on weathered, 

creaking legs. “The bones do 

not lie, Hefndrun. Rokkvi 

stands in your way, as long as 

he’s alive.” 

 “I won’t kill my father.” 

“I’m not asking you to. But 

as long as he lives, you’ll have 

no life with Njotr.” 

The Valkyrja turned her 

back on the old woman, her 

head lowering. 

“It’s not what you came to 

hear, Hefndrun, but I can’t say 

Rokkvi doesn’t deserve that 

fate. The Nornir have placed 

you in his path. You can keep 

more women from being hurt. 

You’ve seen the anger that 

burns in him. One day, it’ll lead 

to the death of a frille. You can 

stop it.” 

“I can’t. Besides, Odinn 

would know.” 

Trekona placed a withered 

hand on the warrior’s shoulder. 

“There are ways to keep Odinn 

from seeing anything you do. I 

can teach you.” 

“Why would you do that?” 

The seeress pulled a black 

cloth from her sleeve. “Attach 

this to your spear if you decide 

to kill Rokkvi.” 

“I’m not going—” 

“When you bloody your 

spear with it, you’ll gain all 

the battle skills your father 

possessed. You’ll need them 

for what will come.” 

Hefndrun pushed away 

from the old woman. “I’ll do 

no such thing!” 

“But if you do…” 

“I won’t.” 

Trekona produced a small 

parchment from the folds of 

her dress. “If you do, follow 

these instructions first. It will 

keep your deeds from the 

Allfather’s eyes.” 

“I don’t need your 

spells,” Hefndrun said, but 

after a hesitation, she took 

what Trekona offered anyway. 

The seeress watched her 

jump astride her mount and 

fly from the clearing, never 

looking back. Humming a dry 

tune, the old woman stepped 

back into the Vettrwood. 

When fully enveloped by the 

thick foliage, the seeress 

stopped and straightened, her 

stoop brushed easily away. 

Wrinkles and time melted 

from her frame, her bones 

lengthening, sharpening. The 

long white hair shrank back 

nearly to the scalp, blackening 

and framing a precise, 

masculine face.  

With a content smile 

pulling at his lips, Loki cast a 

glance towards the mound 

where Trekona’s dry bones 

lay and walked away. 

904 A.D. 

Near the village of Visog, 

Gotland 

 

The slash across my thigh 

from Kara’s sword throbs 

intensely, as does Kreimhildr’s 

cut along my shoulder. Radgrior 

nearly blinded me with a 

tremendous blow from her 

shield. Rota and Gunnr failed to 

draw blood. Pruor was the 

strongest yet. She left a spear 

wound along my side just under 

my cuirass that will likely kill 

me if I don’t get it closed soon. 

Every movement feels like 

burning claws digging into my 

ribs.  

But their bodies litter the 

ground, not mine. Their skills 

with spear, blade, and shield 

now rush through my veins. 

Each death makes me stronger. 

I think they became suspicious 

after Rota fell.  

Guilt berated me when 

Kara died on my spear. I don’t 

feel anything now but rage. 

They’re all trying to kill me. 

I look from my dead sisters 

to the three still standing, 

breaths coming long and deep, 

my side burning. “Who dies 

next?” 

Skeggjold’s glare sears into 

me, her anger matching mine, 

but it’s Skogul who bangs her 

spear against her shield and 

steps forward. 

“No!” her twin yells. “She 

cheats; she’s using some kind of 
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  seid!” Skeggjold joins her sister 

and levels her spear at me. 

“You know she is. It’s the only 

way she’s doing this.” 

I may be benefiting from a 

seeress’ seid, but I don’t know 

if even that will be enough keep 

me alive against two Valkyrur 

at once. “What about the Heidr, 

Skeggjold? What of the code?” 

“To Hel with the code and 

to Hel with you!” 

And she charges me. 

Kreimhildr’s vision flashes 

a warning, barely. Skogul is 

using her sister to mask her 

throw. The silver spearhead 

spins tightly in its arc towards 

me, her aim deadly and true. 

My adrenaline spikes as I try to 

twist away, the quickness of 

Kara spurring me.  

I’m not fast enough. 

Searing pain bursts across my 

cheek. I roll as I hit the ground, 

shoving my spear towards 

Skeggjold, driving her to her 

heels. I clench my teeth against 

the pain roaring along my side. 

Steel slides against steel 

and Skogul has her sword out 

as I get back to my feet. They 

fan out, trying to flank me. I 

can’t let that happen. I push 

Skeggjold back with my spear 

and sprint for Skogul. My 

shield absorbs her sword as I 

slam into her, pushing with all 

my new strength. It’s enough to 

send her sprawling and choking 

to the dirt. I thrust my spear at 

her while she’s grounded, but 

she knocks it aside. Skeggjold’s 

almost to us. 

Pruor’s wrath frames my 

vision a bloody red and I let her 

loose. Yelling Tyr’s name, I heave 

my spear at Skeggjold’s shield, 

giving her no choice but to take it. 

The force pushes her back, 

gaining me a few seconds. I ram 

Skogul’s wild strike wide with my 

shield and dive on her before she 

can get back to her feet, pinning 

her shield between us and driving 

my knee hard into soft flesh. I pull 

my dagger and stab blindly behind 

her shield as she struggles beneath 

me. 

Skeggjold’s on me. I roll 

away with a groan, retreating from 

her spear as it rushes for my head. 

My dagger runs with Skogul’s 

blood. Her shield falls away and I 

see the damage I’ve done to her 

neck. She won’t be getting up. 

Skeggjold shrieks, eyes wide 

in her rage. I throw the bloody 

dagger at her, but she smashes it 

aside with her shield. It gives me 

time to draw my sword. I suck in 

painful breaths, pull my shield 

high and wait for her longer reach 

to strike. 

Screaming her sister’s name, 

she rushes me, forgoing her 

advantage. I block her spear away 

but she follows into me, slamming 

her shield into my face. Dazzling 

lights explode across my eyes and 

pain thunders through my head. I 

slash out at the air as I tumble 

backwards. 

“This is for Skogul!” she 

cries, gripping her spear in both 

hands high above her head. I 

barely get my shield in front of 

me. 

My arm feels like it shatters. 

hands high above her head. I 

barely get my shield in front of 

me. 

My arm feels like it 

shatters. The steel point 

screeches through my shield, 

grinds along my cuirass and 

digs into my shoulder. I gasp at 

the intensity of the pain. 

Before I can move, she 

yanks her spear out of my 

shoulder and shoves it back 

down at me. Though fouled by 

my shield, she’s strong enough 

to dent my cuirass, pressing it 

deep against my breastbone. 

And now I can’t breathe. If I 

don’t regain my feet, she’s 

going to kill me. 

I twist and scramble 

beneath the raging Valkyrja, 

Radgrior’s eyes noticing the 

small chance Skeggjold’s left 

open to me. Her arms rise for 

the strike that will end me. With 

my lungs screaming for air and 

my shield arm barely moving, I 

lunge for her legs. My aim is 

true, gashing deep into her 

thigh. With a startled yell she 

falls to a knee. 

I drop my blade and rip at 

the side bindings on my cuirass 

with one hand, tugging and 

yanking until it comes free. Air 

gushes in and my side screams 

from the sudden movement.  

Keeping my eyes on 

Skeggjold, I force myself to my 

feet. My shield arm throbs, 

hanging useless, but she’s still 

on one knee. All her attention is 

on trying to stop the bloody 

mess on her thigh. I reach her in 

two halting steps. I see only 

hatred in her eyes as I rip my 

blade across her throat. She 
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mess on her thigh. I reach her in two halting 

steps. I see only hatred in her eyes as I rip my 

blade across her throat. She falls with a gurgling 

thud. 

I swallow a painful knot. What have I 

become? 

Chest heaving, I turn to Mist - and almost 

lose my balance. The blood loss has reached my 

head, softening my vision, splitting my former 

friend in two. My shield falls from my grip; I 

couldn’t lift it anyway. Blood streams down my 

arm, down my side. 

“Do you need a moment?” I think she 

genuinely means it. Or maybe she’s just stalling. 

A small part of me wishes we could end this 

now. I know it’s what Mist wants. But then I see 

Njotr in my memories, I see what Mist did to 

him. I squeeze my eyes, trying to force my vision 

back into place.  

 

“No, sister, let’s get this over with.” 

And I charge. 
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Perk Me Up 

By Kristine Haecker 

Hi, my name is Mercury. I 

am a trickster. Which, for the 

record, has gotten a bad rap, 

in my opinion. Some call me 

Loki. Others call me Hermes. 

I call me Mercury. I don’t 

remember being born. I don’t 

remember being a child. I 

don’t remember being raised 

by parents. Kind of like that 

TV show about all the fairy 

tale characters stuck in a town 

and not aging. I just woke up 

one day in a dirty alley 

between two dumpsters, 

sitting up against a cold brick 

wall. But I do remember when 

it dawned on me what my 

calling here on Earth might 

be.  

 After waking up, I just 

wandered around for a long 

time. There were things that I 

knew, but didn’t know how I 

knew them. Like I knew 

humans would freak out if I 

showed my wings. I knew I 

didn’t need to eat or drink for 

the same reason or in the same 

way as they did. I knew I 

didn’t need sleep. And I knew 

that I was a goddess with the 

strength of a thousand men 

and I could destroy anyone 

who tried to harm me.  

 But I didn’t know what a 

debit card was or what social 

media was. To this day, I don’t 

entirely understand the human 

obsession with “name brands” or 

celebrities. But I figured out what 

I needed to know in order to 

blend in with them.  

 During those first days of 

wandering, I figured out that I 

could also compel people to do 

things. It took a while for me to 

realize exactly how strong that 

power was. The first time I did it, 

it didn’t even register. It was just 

a dude bothering me. He was 

trying to talk to me, following 

me, saying how pretty I was, then 

how I should show him “my tits,” 

which was a new phrase that took 

a second for me to figure out. 

After a few shouts at me, I turned 

to him and, with a fair amount of 

sarcasm and annoyance, said 

“Oh, will you shut your trap!” I 

heard his mouth snap closed as I 

turned away to continue on my 

walk, not thinking much of it.  

 The day I found my calling, I 

suddenly felt a pull in my gut 

while wandering around 

aimlessly. A feeling telling me I 

needed to be somewhere. I don’t 

know how long I walked, but 

suddenly I knew I needed to stop. 

I was at a busy intersection, so I 

turned in a circle looking for 

whatever was calling me. I saw a 

little coffee shop across the street, 

Perk Me Up, and knew that 

whatever was calling me was 

there. That was the day I met 

Nicole. That was also the day 

I found out what a crosswalk 

light was.  

 Walking towards the 

shop, I knew a couple of 

things. First, that this was a 

“mom and pop” coffee shop 

and they wouldn’t let me just 

come in and loiter without 

buying anything. Second, that 

I had a “credit card” in my 

pocket that would allow me to 

buy a coffee. Another example 

of knowing things without 

knowing how I knew them. 

 A bell rang as I walked 

through their door. It was a 

cute little shop. To my 

immediate right there was a 

pastry cabinet full of items I 

knew were freshly baked by 

the smell invading my nostrils. 

A counter holding a cash 

register was next to it, and a 

short woman with curly dark 

hair stood ready to take my 

order. She had on a black t-

shirt with the name of the 

store across the front of it in 

white. Next to the counter was 

a glass separator so people 

could watch their drinks being 

made. At the far end was 

another counter. I noticed a 
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sign hanging from the ceiling 

at this end that said “pick up 

your perk up.” I looked back 

to the first counter and saw a 

sign there that said “pick your 

perk.” 

 Not knowing much yet 

about human food, much less 

the ins and outs of specialty 

coffee, I figured the daily 

special was as good a choice 

as any. Something called a 

pumpkin spice latte with 

whipped cream. After hearing 

my order, the woman – 

“Tabitha” her name tag said – 

immediately told me how 

good they were and how she 

got one every day.  

“But only as a reward if I 

work out in the morning.” She 

lowered her voice and leaned 

towards me, “I’m trying to 

make sure I don’t get fat from 

working here ‘cause then I’d 

never meet a guy, ya know?”   

An unfamiliar sadness 

washed down from my head 

to my chest and into my gut.  

 “Well, I think you should 

have one any day you actually 

want one and not just as a 

reward.” I stood up straight 

and looked her in the eye. 

“For that matter, I think you 

should exercise because you 

enjoy it and because it makes 

you feel strong and happy.” 

I saw her smile falter, and 

a look of sadness flashed 

across her face. In that split 

second I realized my mistake. 

I hadn’t softened what I was 

saying or couched it with 

anything positive or encouraging. 

I made my shoulders drop a bit 

and shifted from one foot to the 

other before leaning a bit closer to 

her and continuing,  

“Because you’re already a 

beautiful and obviously kind 

person, Tabitha.” I smiled, 

nodding to her name tag so she 

would know why I knew her 

name. “And anyone would be 

lucky to find you.”  

Her smile brightened up a bit 

at that, and she returned to 

working while I stepped down the 

counter to get my drink. 

 Behind the glass, I saw a 

different woman putting my drink 

together. I followed her progress 

until I was standing below the 

“pick up your perk up” sign. 

“Pumpkin spice latte,” she 

said with the least enthusiasm I 

have ever heard from a human to 

this day, and I have since lost 

track of how long I’ve been here.  

 “Why so sad?” I couldn’t 

stop myself from asking. “It’s a 

beautiful day out, the sun is 

shining, the temperature is perfect 

for a walk, the birds are chirping.” 

She let out the breath she seemed 

to have been holding. I saw her 

name tag said “Hayley.” 

 “My life is going nowhere. 

This is a dead-end job. I can’t get 

anything better. And I’m never 

gonna get out of my crappy 

efficiency apartment with a shit 

landlord.”  

I got a vision of the state 

of her little living space in her 

mind, which was a first for 

me. I didn’t know I was 

telepathic until that vision 

showed up. Her apartment 

looked clean and tidy and 

quite pretty, so at first, I was 

confused. Then the vision 

shifted and seemed to 

highlight the water stains in 

the corners and holes in the 

carpet. I noticed how she had 

filled it with all kinds of 

storage options, some of them 

going nearly to the ceiling. I 

saw her sitting on something 

called a futon looking on the 

internet at other jobs, but not 

applying for any of them. I 

looked back at her and saw a 

tinge of horror on her face as 

she realized what she had just 

blurted out to a customer. 

 “You’re stronger and 

braver than you realize,” I 

declared, making sure my 

posture was softer than it had 

been with Tabitha.  

 “What??” Her head and 

shoulders pulled back as she 

leaned away from me slightly. 

 “Well, it takes a lot of 

hope to take a job like this in 

the first place. Knowing the 

job itself won’t lead anywhere 

because there is nowhere ‘up’ 

to go. But it is only a start.” I 

noticed that I could feel her 

energy didn’t lighten up at all 

from my statement. I leaned in 

a bit and lowered my voice, 
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noticing she leaned towards 

me in response. “I think you’ll 

find something tonight that 

appeals to you and you’ll 

apply for it.” I smiled, hoping 

to build camaraderie and 

prevent her from thinking I 

was some kind of sociopathic 

stalker. 

 “Oh. I find things all the 

time that appeal to me.” She 

shrugged. “I’m just not 

qualified for any of the things 

I actually want to do.” 

 “Qualified is only one 

small piece of what they are 

looking for, actually. 

Ambition, drive and 

willingness to learn often 

trumps the rest of the job 

description. You just keep 

applying for anything that 

appeals and eventually one of 

them will pan out.” I reached 

for my drink. “Thanks for the 

drink.”  

She nodded, her head 

cocked to one side with a 

thoughtful look on her face. 

 Out of the corner of my 

eye, I saw Tabitha standing 

off to the side savoring a 

pumpkin spice latte. I could 

see in her mind she was still 

battling allowing herself the 

treat of it since she hadn’t 

worked out that morning. 

Then I saw Hayley planning 

to get online as soon as she 

got home from work and start 

applying for jobs. I sent a 

prayer to Hera asking that she 

would be able to keep that 

motivation between now and 

quitting time. 

 I turned away from them to 

look over the room. Right away I 

knew exactly who Nicole was. As 

I stepped away, I heard Hayley 

ask Tabitha what I had said to her. 

I have supernatural hearing and 

could hear them talking about 

what I had said to each of them as 

I started towards Nicole. I could 

also see they both had a fresh 

hope that they hadn’t felt in quite 

a while. 

 “Next up, figuring out how to 

get through to Nicole without 

scaring the Hades out of her,” I 

thought to myself.  

Along the back wall was a 

wooden bench with five small 

tables lined up, each having a 

chair facing the table across from 

the bench. Nicole was sitting on 

the bench so she could face the 

room at the second table from the 

end. She had a tablet out and 

looked like she was reading. 

Having a device or even a phone 

with me was something I didn’t 

know that I didn’t know yet. I 

noticed her look sideways at me 

as I sat down before returning to 

her tablet.  

I let my body relax on the 

bench and let my mind drift to see 

what I could “see” with my 

powers. I turned my head to face 

the outside window so Nicole 

wouldn’t think I was watching her 

specifically. After a minute I 

heard Nicole sigh, and an image 

drifted into my mind as if her 

sigh had blown it there. The 

still image shifted to a movie 

right away. The edges were 

fuzzy and the colors were dull 

and faded, like an old 

photograph. 

 Nicole was sitting at a tall 

table at a bar and grill with 

some girlfriends. They had 

just seen a play and were 

having some snacks and 

drinks before heading home. 

Nicole was wiping tears off 

her cheeks from laughing so 

hard at their conversation. I 

could feel how light her spirit 

felt. I could also feel she had 

been very down and heavy 

earlier that day and for at least 

a few days leading up to it.  

 Then a man walked in the 

bar and grill. About six feet 

tall, black hair, black 

mustache and goatee, wearing 

dark jeans and a dark polo 

under a blazer. His black hair 

was perfectly cut and styled. I 

got a nanosecond flash of the 

vile way he had spoken to the 

hairdresser, and I knew he 

was no friend of any woman, 

anywhere, much less the 

women at that table. 

Unfortunately, he walked up 

to Nicole and put his hand 

where her shoulder met her 

neck, his thumb pressing on 

the back of her neck and his 

fingertips pressing against the 

side of her neck just enough to 

be very uncomfortable. 
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 “It’s time to go.” He 

threw a $20 on the table. “I’m 

sure that’ll cover whatever she 

owes.” 

Every woman at the table 

had stopped laughing as soon 

as he walked up. Now, every 

one of them was 

unconsciously leaning away 

from him. They nodded yes to 

the question he hadn’t actually 

asked. 

 Nicole looked around the 

table at each woman before 

letting out a sigh. Suddenly, 

all the lightness and joy I had 

seen was utterly gone. 

Everything about her felt 

heavy and weighed down and 

despairing again. I had 

another nanosecond flash of 

one of her memories. Another 

time that there had been tears 

on her face. But instead of 

tears of laughter, these were 

tears of humiliation because 

this man had just hit her for 

the first time.  

 She slid off the stool; he 

held out her coat, squeezing 

her shoulders too tightly as 

she slid it on, like he always 

did when he helped her with 

her coat. She picked up her 

purse and turned towards the 

door. He immediately put his 

arm around her and guided 

her out, squeezing her 

shoulder where he had 

punched her the night before, 

making her grimace. None of 

the women at the table noticed 

the squeeze or Nicole’s grimace; 

that’s how careful he was. He 

very rarely left a mark where 

anyone else could see them. The 

little squeezes always looked 

innocent, even caring to some 

people, plus he made sure no one 

would be able to see her face to 

see the grimace. 

 The movie playing in my 

mind jumped ahead to an alley. I 

saw a muzzle blast from a 

handgun, and in the flash of light 

I saw it was pointed at Nicole. 

The movie jumped again, this 

time to a funeral home. Nicole 

was lying in a casket at the front 

of the room. Every group of 

people was murmuring some 

version of “Why didn’t she say 

something?”   

The bell over the door in the 

coffee shop rang out and snapped 

me out of the movie and back to 

this world. 

 The man in my vision walked 

through the door. He looked 

around, clearly looking for 

someone in particular, and then 

smiled at Nicole. He walked over 

to where she was sitting and held 

out his hand.  

“Hi, I’m Brian.”  

She extended her hand to 

shake his and said her name was 

Nicole.  

“I’m gonna grab a drink. Do 

you want anything?”  He sounded 

so very gentlemanly and 

chivalrous. 

 “Umm,” Nicole hesitated. I 

could feel she didn’t want to take 

advantage or end up owing 

him anything. “Sure, I’ll have 

the daily special.”  

He nodded and walked to 

the counter. I heard her sigh 

next to me and felt the 

overabundance of hope and 

romance she was feeling. I 

knew she had been single for 

quite a while and really 

wanted to have a house and a 

dog and a couple kids. The 

kids' thing was the hardest 

because there was a literal 

clock ticking away on how 

long she would be able to 

have that. 

 Suddenly, I realized why 

the vision had been so gray 

and out of focus. It was a 

vision of the future. It was the 

most likely outcome if this 

date became a relationship.  

“Shit,” I thought to 

myself. “Now I have to figure 

out how to stay here until 

they’re done so I can talk her 

out of going out with him 

again.” 

 “He gives me the creeps,” 

I said to my drink, forcing 

myself to shudder. I didn’t 

want to freak her out by just 

turning and telling her 

directly. 

 “I’m sorry, what?” She 

turned towards me. 

 “Something about him; I 

just don’t like it.” I shrugged 

and made a face. 

 “Do you know what it is 

you don’t like?”  She was 
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looking between him and me, 

clearly hoping to figure this 

out before he came back to the 

table. In a flash, I knew 

exactly what to say that would 

nudge her in the direction she 

needed to go to be safe. 

 “Just that gut feeling. Ya 

know?” I cocked my head at 

her to see if she would 

acknowledge that she was 

having a bad gut feeling about 

him. “Just that tickle in your 

brain, women’s intuition, 

whatever people want to call 

it.” She nodded. “I think a lot 

of women actually know 

pretty quickly, down deep in 

their soul, or whatever, 

whether they can trust 

someone or not.” She nodded 

again. “He definitely falls 

under the ‘not’ category for 

me.” 

 “I haven’t had a date in 

months, though.”  

I could feel her distress. 

 “Being single is better 

than being dead, though,” I 

blurted out before I could stop 

myself. Her head whipped 

around to face me; her eyes 

wide as saucers. 

 “What?”  

 Now I had to backpedal 

to not freak her out about me. 

 “I just mean that, you’re 

just meeting him for the first 

time, right?” 

 “Yeah.” 

 “So, for all you know, he 

could be a serial killer or 

abuser or something. You 

hear about that on the news all the 

time.” 

 “He doesn’t look like a serial 

killer.” She studied him standing 

at the counter. “Or like someone 

that would hit a woman.” With far 

less conviction in her voice than I 

would have liked, she continued, 

“Plus, I would never let a man hit 

me.” 

 “It sneaks up on women, 

though. They rarely hit on the 

first or second date. He does other 

things first, mental and emotional 

things, and then the hitting comes 

later. It’s like boiling a frog.” 

 “What? What do frogs have 

to do with anything?” Her 

eyebrows scrunched in confusion. 

 “If you take a live frog and 

throw it into a boiling pot of 

water, it jumps right out,” I said 

calmly and matter-of-factly. This 

was yet another story that I had 

no idea how I knew. “But if you 

put the frog in cold water and 

start heating it, it will stay there 

until it is boiled to death,” I 

continued. “Abuse isn’t the 

boiling water right away. It 

sneaks up on you.”  

I heard her sigh heavily and 

realized she needed a litmus test. 

 “I read once that the easiest 

test of whether a guy might be 

abusive down the line is by 

simply telling him no. Maybe 

about something really 

inconsequential like where to 

have dinner or about something 

really big. Just tell him no and see 

how he reacts. Abuse is ultimately 

about control, and if you tell him 

no, that means he isn’t in control 

and he will almost always 

show his true colors.” 

 Thank Elysian that the 

baristas had taken their time 

making the drinks or that time 

had slowed down so I could 

have a chat with Nicole. 

Either way, I felt that I had 

done my job for this moment. 

I decided to stick around to 

see where this went. 

 Brian returned to the table 

and set the drinks down 

before settling into the chair 

across from her. I know 

Nicole missed it because she 

was putting away her tablet, 

but I saw a look of utter 

disgust cross his face as he set 

down her mug of pumpkin 

spice. They chatted a little 

about their days and the 

weather, the normal 

inconsequential things. Then 

Nicole took a sip of her drink 

and closed her eyes to savor 

it. Again, she didn’t notice it, 

but I saw him roll his eyes at 

her. 

 “I love pumpkin spice.” 

She smiled. “It is everything 

fall should be about.” Her 

smile broadened.  

Brian just shrugged. 

 “I think it’s just typical. 

Too basic. There’s nothing 

special about it if everyone 

else loves it.”  

Her smile fell a little. 

 “I disagree,” she said, her 

smile rising again. I felt him 

tense up at this. “Almost 

everyone loves sunsets but 

that doesn’t make them any 



 34 

  

less special.” She smiled 

again at him. 

 “Whatever.” He shrugged 

and changed the subject to 

sports. I noticed her disagree 

with him a few more times, 

and one of those times she did 

notice him tense up when she 

told him she didn’t like the 

same thing he did. She also 

tried to change the subject to 

things she was interested in, 

since she didn’t care much for 

sports, but every time he 

managed to shift it back to a 

topic he wanted to talk about. 

 Finally, he brought up a 

local restaurant he loved. I felt 

her decide to test out the “tell 

him no” theory. He was 

spouting off all the things he 

loved about it and not actually 

paying any attention to her 

reactions whatsoever. When 

he finally did stop spouting 

off and looked at her, he could 

see the look on her face, like 

she had eaten something 

gross.  

“What?” he asked her. 

 “I don’t like that place.” 

She kept the look on her face. 

 “You’d like it if I took 

you,” he said with an absolute 

certainty that was terrifying. 

 “No, I don’t think I 

would. I’ve been there twice, 

and both times there was 

nothing good that made me 

want to go back.” 

 “Then why did you go the 

second time?” 

 “Because the first time had 

been for a major holiday and I 

thought maybe it was a bad 

experience simply because they 

were so busy. So, I gave them a 

second chance with a girlfriend 

once. But every single thing that 

had been bad the first time was 

the same or worse the second 

time.” 

 “But you’ve never been there 

with a man?” 

 “No, but…” 

 “It would be different if I 

took you,” he interrupted her. She 

cocked her head to the side, not 

sure why he thought this was a 

selling point. “They know how to 

cater to a lady.” He put an odd 

emphasis on the word ‘lady’. 

 “And, how is that different 

from the time my friend and I 

went? We’re both ladies.”  

He audibly scoffed. “They 

probably thought you were 

lesbians or feminazis, maybe 

both.” 

 “So, discrimination and 

bigotry is totally fine for them?” 

 “If the shoe fits ….” He let 

the sentence trail off then picked 

up his drink and finished it off.  

“Let’s get out of here,” he 

said, more like an order than a 

request. 

 “No, thank you,”  Nicole said 

very politely. 

 “Pardon?” He had started to 

stand up, clearly assuming she 

was simply going to fall in line 

behind him. 

 “No, thank you. I am 

going to just stay here awhile 

and enjoy my pumpkin spice.” 

She took a sip for emphasis. 

“Thank you again for the 

drink.” She extended her 

hand. “It was nice to meet 

you, Brian.”  

He looked at her hand as if 

it were going to bite him. He 

muttered some expletives, 

including a nasty name 

directed at her, before turning 

to stalk out of the restaurant. 

 I had kept myself facing 

the windows throughout the 

date. After the door had 

closed behind Brian, I felt 

Nicole take a couple of really 

deep breaths and let them out 

slowly. Then she turned to 

me.  

“Thank you.” 

 “For what?” I shrugged as 

I turned to face her. 

 “I think your pep talk 

gave me more courage than I 

usually have. Any other date, 

I would have gone along with 

more of the things he said, 

and I definitely wouldn’t have 

told him I hate that restaurant, 

even though I do. I wouldn’t 

have wanted to make waves. 

Ya know?” I nodded. “I think 

I may have really dodged a 

bullet there.” 

 “Yeah, you might have,” 

I agreed, hoping she would 

never find out just how 

accurate the idea of dodging a 

bullet actually was.  
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