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​Dusk rises across the pearly sky. 
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In a parallel silence, Draakensky Windmill spins its four sails, weaving unseen forces. A single whip of the darkening blue air snatches Jaa Morland’s breath. She sways in time with the rotating sails, eyes tearing, wind shaking her hair. With a tilt of her head, she absorbs the windmill’s magickal circles. 

Draakensky Windmill is her home. Jaa lives on the edge of the world, a sliver outside of time. She wears her long grays tied with braided yellow yarn. Most locals like to call her a crone. Many don’t know the well-kept secret of Jaa Morland, or they would call her the wind witch of Draakensky. 

Wind existed first, primal to all that exists on the planet Earth. Jaa appreciates this fact every day when she greets the wind beings who flow above the windmill, who sometimes play tag with the four steel sails. Wind has life-affirming properties—acting as the open palm of Good Mother Sky. Wind beings are bringers of calm, bringers of knowledge, bringers of warnings. Jaa has lived passionately by this mysterious power since childhood when she spotted wind dragons gliding overhead on Draakensky—sleek entities who breathe out tongues of falling stars. Dragons are the protectors of the magickal realms.

This night, Draakensky’s trees are gusting. The day lingers, a final blade of light on the river. Jaa hears the stones cry out. Darkness stampedes into the forest. Across the fading light, a grimace forms through parted lips on the skyline. An omen. Wind flings itself like ancient drumming, this mysterious wind that shakes Jaa’s hair.

Jaa feels the wind like she feels her pulse. She tastes the breath of each wind being who summons her. Deep inner winds, ever-shifting global winds, northwest and southern gusts, and most of all the wind-consciousness that demands her trust. For what is her vocation if not to practice, master, and govern the highest form of wind sorcery? 

It is autumn on Draakensky Windmill Estate in Bedford, New York. Beneath the crackling leaves falling to make golden oak and red maple air, Jaa waits for her sister to return from the vast wooded acres. Heida has been gone all day. All day! Jaa has counted the hours, growing increasingly sick with worry now that night is approaching. 

Has Heida fallen and broken her hip? Is she stranded in some mud-soaked gully? Or, God save her, has she stumbled over a ledge and smashed her head on a boulder, and now lies bleeding out in the darkening woods? She wouldn’t even be able to call for help—she had left her cell on Jaa’s kitchen table in her haste to rush off. 

Just thinking of the crags and rocky ledges makes Jaa’s breath catch. So many dark ravines, gulfs of shadows, and high cliffs. Heida adores the cliff-tops, how they break with autumn mist under a wide gray sky. She’s hiked there since she was a girl, but now in her elderly years, such hikes prove dangerous. And there is the treacherous Yew Crag that emits an atmospheric, monotonous buzz, its flanks surrounded by a slew of felled trees like brown-painted corpses.

It was unlike Heida to stay out all day and into the night no matter how intense or desperate she sometimes felt. 

Fearing the worst as Draakensky grows darker, Jaa calls Marc Sexton, a younger man in his late thirties who never fails her as friend and comrade, practically a son if she had a son. He’s a good man who has comforted her over the years and has always been there for Heida when troubles came. A man who swings his torch higher than most.

Jaa’s voice trembles with embarrassment as she leaves a message on Marc’s phone. “Marc, I don’t know what to do. Heida is missing. We argued this morning. You know how irascible she can be. She fired Thomas Harrogate. They had a vicious argument and she sent him packing. I got so upset with her for firing Thomas. I need him to maintain the estate and keep the grounds.” 

Jaa did not mention Thomas’s depressed state of mind. Nor the man’s hot temper exploding that morning before he sped out of Draakensky. What a misfortune that he had succumbed to falling in love with Heida. How skilled she was at winding her fingers around men.

“Good riddance, Thomas,” Heida had shouted. “I’m going for a walk,” she bellowed to Jaa, pounding out of the cottage, her face in a red fury. And even in that snarl as she walked into the woods, she carried her beauty, her porcelain complexion glowing and lovely cheekbones raised defiantly to the sun.

Jaa had attempted to join her on the southern path but a sudden wind had thrust her backward, the westerly zephyr pressing her to stay in the garden. Anytime Heida became upset, Jaa remained loyal to her. Nothing could ever separate the sisters' blood alliance and constant companionship: not distance, nor time, nor anger. They grew up sleeping together, waking together, fighting together, laughing together. And remained conjoined, Heida living in the cottage next door to the windmill, only the stone garden between them. A mighty love, this sisterly bond, just like Juno’s great gray swans.  

Heida had stomped the path into the woods, yelling back in her husky voice, “Let me be, Jaa. I need to do something for myself! Don’t you dare follow me!” She swung her overstuffed backpack on her left shoulder, so heavy it tipped her to one side. 

Jaa tries to calm her trembling. “Marc,” she pleads into the phone, “please, come to Draakensky. I think something terrible has happened to my sister. She’s alone in the woods. All day! And now it’s dark.” 

Pacing the stone garden, Jaa gathers her shawl tighter for warmth. Heida’s red fringed shawl. The sisters shared clothing, two weird grey-haired ladies, cunning and clever in their long capes and scarves. Heida wore black leggings, ankle-laced Rouge et Noir booties dotted in vintage rosettes, and antique jewelry aplenty. Jaa preferred high-buttoned Victorian boots with tassels, white lace, and long skirts a princess would wear.

While waiting for Marc to call back, Jaa keeps watch on her phone, urging it to light up. He was probably busy with the dinner crowd at his restaurant and tending the bar. 

Jaa composes herself, sitting down on the white bench beneath the dogwood tree in the garden, piles of leaves everywhere. She lifts her sight to the wind beings hovering above the windmill. There are many this night, ghostly bodies in white, gray, and black, thinly outlined into thready phantoms with floating oval eye sockets that one might shun. Their open mouths are pulsing caverns—dark holes that could gulp you whole. 

She tells them firmly, “You bade me to stay, and so here I am.”  

Her toes are cold now. The October garden is all pinched, brown, and crusty, from last night’s frost. Dozens of broad-faced asters look up at her with petals fainted yellow. 

“Heida, Heida, Heida! Where are you? What is happening?”

She considers walking the boardwalk to the Mianus River. Its echoing splashes might speak to her. The smacking falls, the reflecting water, the bubbling froth over the rocks might reveal something about Heida. River magick. A river beneath the river. All its inner rhythms; Jaa knows such rhythms; Jaa survives on such rhythms. 

We bid you to stay. These words come from the wind beings. The hot westerly zephyr brushes her face more vigorously now. 

Trusting their direction to stay, Jaa remains on the bench, inside the liminal space that is neither dark nor light but full of shivering shadows. If she is to engage these shadows, she needs an understanding of what lurks there. For surely, these shadows bring a message. Or a warning. 

Her cell phone rings, startling her, and she opens the call. “Marc?” 

“I’m on my way, Jaa. Stay calm.” His voice is like an angel coming to her. “I’ve called Jimmy Cruz. The Chief will arrange a search team. We’ll find Heida. No matter what, we’ll find her. I’ll be there in ten minutes.” He clicks off.

Jimmy. The Chief of Police. A search team? The hot zephyr whisks itself away and she feels her cheeks cool.

Something flutters at her shoulder. There is a scent of musk and earth, a little sour. Camaroon. Heida’s prized hawk owl that often came to her cottage window during the day—ash-colored with black and brown feathers tipped blood-red. The hawk owl pulls darkness around him like a cloak, zooming to the rock wall, his great yellow eyes all-seeing inside the darkness. 

“Camaroon, help me to see. I am breaking apart like a cloud here. Is Heida safe?”

Draakensky’s parallel silence descends once more. A second later, Camaroon spreads his wings and shoots
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