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Elspeth stood on the headland, poised as if to leap. Her gaze scudded up and down the horizon.

Her mind and body were almost paralysed by foreboding, as fisher wives often are. 

The coarse fabric of her plaid skirt eddied around her legs in the stiff breeze as if trying to devour them.

The purple primroses surrounding her bowed and bobbed their heads as they danced a reel and gossipped amongst themselves.

She tried to remember a time when she hadn't been standing, watching and waiting, but it felt like she’d been there forever.

Like a tree, her roots diving deep into the cliffs and branches looking in all directions. She shifted restlessly, unwilling to look away.

Trapped, unable to escape. 

And she was tired, so very tired.

Not even the deafening noise of the Puffins nesting in the cliff was enough to keep her alert.

The waves crashing on the shore were hypnotic, and she found herself eyes closed, swaying backwards and forwards with the rhythm.

She forced herself to still and squinted again out into the ocean.

Not for the first time, she cursed the circumstances that brought her to the headland.

The phantom aromas of her childhood enveloped her; the dark, brooding blue ocean, the elusive sweetness of the primrose, and the pale, dry scent of wood stacked behind her.

Times were good then.

Plentiful harvests producing more than enough food for everyone.

Singing, dancing and making merry on feast days.

Even the daily chores were infused with fun and laughter. 

She saw herself young and carefree, chasing birds, and stray black-faced sheep.

Times the like of which she’d never see again.

She peered over the cliffs, into the heaving ocean.

It would be so easy to escape her obligation, but she’d chosen the dangerous path, and there was no turning back now.

Ghostly clouds passed over the moon, and a smattering of raindrops fell.

Elspeth tugged her shawl more tightly around her, shivered, and bent into the wind.

She was waiting, always waiting.

If only the waiting were over.

One way or another.

A light mist lifted from the ocean and caressed her in passing. As if the ghosts of her ancestors were all about her, gnashing their teeth. 

She frowned, unable to see clearly.

“Look at what you’ve done,” the ghosts seemed to say, “you can never fix a broken pot.”

She strained her ears for sounds in the distance, but all was silent.

Soon, any time now.

The loneliness was the hardest to bear.

She craved the company of someone to share the vigil. A human heart beating in time with hers, reassuring her that she was not alone.

That it wasn’t in vain.

It was forbidden anyway; this was her vigil.

Too many dead to do it in pairs anyway.

She almost wished she’d been taken by the faeries. At least she’d be having a merry, and well-fed time.

The end result would be the same.
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