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Spark from the fire that gods have fled-

Joy-thou Elysian Child divine,

Fire-drunk, our airy footsteps tread.

O Holy One! thy holy shrine.

Strong custom rends us from each other-

Thy magic all together brings;

And man in man but hails a brother,

Wherever rest thy gentle wings.

- Friedrich Schiller: Hymn to Joy

Fourteen Runes, one destiny and only seven of them can achieve it. Here is a small sampling of what lies ahead in Circle of Zayin, Book 1 in the Rune Scrolls. 
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1 Esther
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Listening to the panting sounds of a stranger isn’t all that uncommon for me, but hearing the eerie sound while looking down from the top of Big Ben makes the situation that much more frightening. Dark skies tower above, but the lights from the bridge form a glaring yellow haze around us. One of my worst fears is to be inside the mind of someone about to commit suicide and be completely unable to do anything about it. But this is different somehow. His thoughts are completely focused on the jump, nothing more. There’s no second-guessing, no fear, no wish for it all to be over, just pure concentration on the task at hand. Without a second thought, we leap to what I am certain will be the death of both of us. The wind rushes by his ears with massive force, making a whistling sound I’ve never heard before. Our surroundings are a complete blur as we descend towards the ground. The sensation of falling is completely overwhelming, and somewhat erotic, if I’m being totally honest. His body seems to welcome the experience and I can feel a sense of complete satisfaction as we near the bridge below. His feet float above the ground slightly before he comes to a stop, standing completely motionless. 

His thoughts turn to running, and before I realise what’s happening, the swift movement of his legs carries us across the cement bridge onto the brick road and into a local restaurant. He runs past the tables filled with patrons to the back of the building and straight into the loo. Placing his hands on each side of the hand basin, he stares intently into the mirror. The fact that I can see his image is beyond startling to me but even more shocking is that the reflection I see is breathtaking. Looking back at me is a face like none I’ve ever seen. His long black hair is pulled up into a bun with a few stray locks framing the sides of his very defined cheekbones. His lips are plump and red, the kind any woman would enjoy biting. His nose is perfectly placed in the center of his face, leading up to two of the most unique eyes I’ve ever seen. The left eye being green and the right eye blue. The colours are so vibrant it almost hurts to look at them. Suddenly, a look of anger washes over his face as he leans in closer to the mirror. 

“Get out of my head!” he shouts out loud.

I gasp, struggling to find my breath as my body flings into a sitting position on top of my bed. I glance around at my surroundings and touch the cold damp sheets beneath me. 

“Bloody hell! What the fuck was that?!” 

Safe and sound in my flat, I kick the white sheets off of my feet and stand up. My dreams are becoming more and more vivid. It almost feels too real to call them dreams now. I walk across the cold wood floor to the loo and turn on the water in the basin. I dip my hands into the stream and splash the cold water onto my face. Twisting the tap off, I grab the towel from the rack and dry off. I run my fingers through my hair and sit on the toilet to pee.

“I do a lot of thinking on the toilet,” I say to myself and laugh. 

I finish up and pull off my sleeping shirt, tossing it to the floor. The white tiles chill my bare feet as I run the tap to fill the bathtub. The claw foot tub in my flat is pretty ancient but I like to think it gives this old place some character. As I step into the hot water, I lay my head back to relax and catch a glimpse of the clock sitting on the side table.

“Shite! It’s 8 o’clock already?”

I dunk my head under the water and jump up, grabbing the towel lying over the vanity chair. Hopping around, trying to towel off and get dressed at the same time, I manage to trip several times before finally accomplishing pulling up my trousers. I pop my head through a jumper and dive my feet into my black boots. I run the towel over my short hair and toss it around with my fingers; thankfully it doesn’t take long to dry. I grab my black waistcoat and run out the door to catch a taxi. I hop inside and instruct the driver towards my restaurant. 

“Brick Lane, please!”

Whizzing past motorists and pedestrians, I give it my best effort and try to apply my makeup whilst holding the smallest mirror known to man. By the time I look up, the driver has gone two streets past Mack’s Bar. 

“Stop here, please!”

I fumble through my purse for a 20-pound note. Flinging the door open, I pass the note to the driver through his window and run towards the employee entrance through the alleyway. 

“Keep the change!” I shout to the cabbie. I rush through the door and grab a brown apron, tying it around my waist.

“That’s the third time this month, Esther!” Mack shouts out from the kitchen.

“I know, Mack, I’m really sorry about it! Honest!” I reply while passing him by. “I promise I’ll do better!”

“You better or else you’ll find yourself without a job next time!”

I roll my eyes and run my fingers through my hair before heading out onto the floor. Mack’s Bar is a small little shop that serves great ale and rubbish for food. The only people who order food are the regulars who practically live here and tourists who don’t know any better. I smile and head over to table one where Charlie, one of our regulars, is patiently waiting for me to take his order, as usual.

“Mornin’, Charlie.”

“Mornin’, sweet Esther! I was worried you might not show up.”

I smile and pat him on the shoulder. “I’d never do that to my best mate! How’s our darling girl doing today?”

“Oh, you know; same as yesterday. She says hello, as usual.”

“She’s a tough girl, ya know. She’ll be back in here having coffee with you any day now, love, you’ll see,” I reply with a smile.

Charlie and his wife, Claire, live just round the corner and have been regulars since the day I started working here. Every morning they would come for a full English breakfast and black coffee, until three months ago when Claire fell ill. Turned out to be breast cancer. The symptoms hit her pretty quickly but Claire insisted on Charlie keeping their morning routine going. Her prognosis isn’t good but I try to keep his spirits up as much as I can. He’s never been anything but kind to me, even if his tips are a bit short some days.

“Shall I get you the usual then?”

“You know how I like it,” Charlie answers with a grin.

“Comin’ right up!” I reply and head towards the kitchen with my ticket. “One fry up on table one, please,” I shout to Mack through the small order window.

“Ooh girl! Do you know how close you came to getting sacked this morning? I saved your ass yet
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