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Today was the day. It was the opening of a new exhibition, dedicated to the works of young and promising artists. The invitations had been sent out, the snacks and drinks were ready, and the paintings hung on the walls, waiting to be admired. 

Emily added the finishing touches to the decorations. Skyla paced up and down the floor, looking for invisible dust. 

‘What time is it?’ Skyla asked nervous.

‘Almost noon,’ Emily replied. ‘Look. I see Portia. She is crossing the street. She is almost here.’

Skyla quickly opened the door from the gallery to welcome Portia. 

‘You look a little bit pale. Are you all right?’ Portia watched the fidgety Skyla. 

‘I'm all right. I'm all right. Don't worry about me. It's the mayor. He is late.’

‘Don't worry, he'll be here on time.’

‘And there is Sarah,’ Emily shouted. She had barely spoken to her friend since the failed spell. In fact, she had not seen her since that miserable day. She laughed faintly when Sarah entered the gallery.

‘Oh, thank you for coming, Sarah,’ Skyla mumbled while peering through the window. 

A black car stopped in front of the gallery and the mayor stepped out.

‘Am I too late?’ he cried.

‘No, you are right on time. People are just starting to come in,’ Portia replied while shaking his hand.

Little by little, people entered the gallery. Most of them were the participants of the competition and their families. Skyla greeted them. 

Visitors spread out across the different rooms, letting their eyes wander over the paintings. Many of them looked closely at a specific piece. It was Emily’s canvas with the Sylphs. They felt the power and passion she had put into her work, and they became impressed by her talent and originality. 

‘If they had known how this had come about, they would condemn it,’ Emily whispered to Portia.

Emily had refused to hang this painting. Skyla had insisted and Emily gave in. But she made Skyla swear not to let it count as a part of the competition.

One of the other artists was a young man with blond hair and blue eyes, dressed in a simple black suit. He observed the visitors' reactions, feeling both proud and nervous at the same time. He had worked long and hard on his painting. He knew that art was subjective and that not everyone would share his vision. 

Emily saw him strolling around and wondered who he was.

An hour later, the art gallery had filled up with more visitors. A pleasant atmosphere developed, full of compliments, conversations and laughter. Skyla was delighted.

‘Ladies and gentlemen, may I have your attention,’ she shouted. ‘Thank you all for coming to the very first art competition of this little gallery. I know you are all anxious to know the winner of this competition, so with no further delay, I give the floor to the mayor.’

‘Thank you, Skyla, I could give a very long speech here, but seeing your impatience,’ and he laughed quietly, ‘I will now announce the name of the winner!’

Emily handed him a small envelop.

‘The winner is.... Viktor!’

The young man in the black suit stepped out of the crowd. 

‘Thank you, this is quite an honour. I don't know what to say, but I am so happy,’ he said shyly and folded his hands together into the buddhist greeting. 

Emily shook hands with Viktor. She felt him squeezing softly in her fingers. She stared into his eyes for a prolonged moment. 

‘Sorry to interrupt,’ Skyla chuckled, ’but I have to drag Viktor away. It is for the stupid formalities and papers and so. But enjoy the rest of the afternoon, Emily, and I will see you back here tomorrow.’

‘Yes,’ Viktor replied, without taking his eyes off Emily. 

Skyla pulled him into the little office.

The next morning held a surprise for Emily. Before she could enter the gallery, she heard a deep male voice calling her name. A few seconds later Viktor stood beside her.

‘Hello,’ he said, ‘Skyla told me your name and before I lose my nerves, I would like to have lunch with you today.’

Emily looked at his face and found his blushing cheeks romantic.

‘Sure,’ she said with a big smile. ‘I’ll wait for you at the tavern across the street around twelve thirty?’

Viktor nodded yes and hurried away.

Emily saw him looking over his shoulder before she entered.

‘The strangest thing just happened to me,’ Emily laughed. ‘Yesterday's winner just came up and asked me out for lunch. He was so shy. It was so cute.’ And she put her handbag on her desk.

Skyla smiled. ‘We were chatting yesterday after he won the competition. And he happened to mention that he found you attractive. But before we go on with the business of the day, I really need to talk to you about what happened a few weeks ago. You know, with the spell that backfired.’

Emily's eyes filled with tears.’ I know. Sarah and Portia also tried to talk to me. But I have been putting it off. I have been pushing them away from me. Because I cannot face the fact that I did something really awful. And if it weren’t for them, it could have turned out really bad for me.’

‘It's all right, my dear. And we all want to help you. Tomorrow is a Sunday. How would you feel about coming to my house in the afternoon? I could invite Sarah and Portia as well.’

‘I would like that very much,’ Emily replied softly. She turned away quickly and set to work. She continued to work in silence, trying to hold back her tears as best she could. The memory was painful. At night she was haunted by nightmares and sometimes woke up screaming. Maybe I can tell them that tomorrow, she thought, maybe they can free me from these horrible images of those sylphs. 

Two hours later Emily closed the gallery door behind her, having told Skyla that she would be at her house at the appointed time. Sighing, she crossed the street to the tavern, where Viktor was already waiting for her. 

She listened to him with half an ear. She answered his questions absently. She was too absorbed in her own thoughts of the past. Thoughts of her deceased boyfriend and the pain that still reared its head from time to time. Suddenly she interrupted him.

‘I have to go. I can't... I have to go!’ 

‘Why,’ he replied confused. 

‘I, I ...’ she stammered, picking up her coat.

‘Will I see you again?’

‘Maybe in a few weeks, when things have calmed down a bit,’ she muttered.

‘Calm down? I don't understand, what do you mean? Like...,’ he called after her. But Emily disappeared from his sight.

After a sleepless night, Emily arrived at Skyla's place just in time. The others were still on their way, she learned upon her arrival.

‘You look pale.' A concerned Skyla handed her a cup of chamomile tea.

‘Yes, I haven't slept. Too many memories and too much pain,’ Emily sobbed. 

She told of the lunch with Viktor and the memories it brought back of her late boyfriend.

‘I suddenly felt like I was cheating on him.’

Skyla put her arms around Emily to comfort her.

‘Hush, hush,' she soothed.

‘Knock knock, are we interrupting anything? The door was open. You should really watch out for this, my dear.’ Portia stood smiling watching the scene. Sara was standing behind her, holding a bottle of red wine. 

‘Do come in,’ Skyla giggled. ‘There’s a desperate need for friendly hugs for this young lady,’ pointing at Emily. 

Sarah squeezed Emily’s arm gently when she saw the sadness in her eyes.

‘It’s ok, I feel fine now. But maybe you can pour me a glass of wine?’

After half an hour of cheerful conversation, the subject turned to the air ritual that had almost driven Emily to the verge of insanity.

‘Spells can be tricky,’ Portia said. ‘But I have not come here to lecture you. I think it would be better if I explained to you today how to properly construct and perform a ritual. But perhaps I should start by explaining what we did that day, you know, when we placed your hands on the grass.’

Everyone nodded in agreement.

‘What we did is called grounding. Grounding is a technique that helps to discharge excess energy from your body and return it to the earth. In your case, Emily, this was certainly necessary.’

‘Doesn’t grounding have any other purposes? I thought it was used for more?’ Sarah wondered.

‘Yes, you can also ground to recharge yourself with energy from the earth. But in either case, you always leave a small offering, such as a piece of bread, as a thank you.’

Everyone listened attentively to Portia. 

‘When you create a ritual
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