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Oh, what a joy it was to kill the soul; to smother the embers of life, to watch the light drain from the eyes, the words fade from the screen. Life, beginning to dwindle into a few microseconds of hope, surrounded by an eternity of unhappiness. Thus starts our story, my dear reader. A few words that sprung forth an eternity of hope and happiness from the ashes of darkness. Though, not a story of great deeds but rather simple deeds done by great people. 

Fact about all stories:

Everything begins with words.

I am your narrator for this story. I will only appear four times in the tale. This is the first of them. I am only a whisper of wind that blows in the sky, although I do not speak that often, I do have a lot to say when I do. 

For me, there is no other joy than to witness a person blossom; their unending beaming face to shine while they watch, letting a sun rise up in their soul, knowing that they did the right thing.

And thus starts our story; with words that appeared on the mouse face screen and spewed out from underneath the fingertips of those who have not a tongue for the words to say. Thus begins our story with the words...
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Raven stared at the pixel screen, wanting to kill herself.

She felt her heart being torn into a thousand pieces, while she sat there, eyes glued to the flickering computer screen, at the words posted on his Facebook page.

Raven sent me a rose today, X(-

Dude, run.

She’s so retarded.

Like if you think that Raven is weird.

Every word was a knife stab to her heart. Every comment after that, was a stake being driven deeper into her chest.

Facts about Raven:

She loves to draw. 

She loves music.

She was bullied throughout middle and high school.

Her only escape was by reading.

Downstairs, Raven could hear her mom and dad fighting, again. She slammed the lid to her laptop and inhaled sharply. It hurt to breathe. She stood, knocking her chair to the ground and leaned forward, staring out her window at the dreary world ahead. The houses were a dark red color with dying trees in either the front or backyard, not both. That’s what the Home owner’s association decided.

Raven fought back the tears and looked around the room

In the back of her mind, she ignored the Marilyn Manson posters on her wall, those her brother didn’t take with him to college, and tried to focus more on the Lady Gaga posters. Instantly, she could hear Gaga singing in the back of her mind. Then, she saw her face smiling down at her. Raven imagined Gaga’s hand extending out to her own, a life line to get away from all of this negativity.

“She’s not going with you!” Mom shouted, killing Gaga’s voice in the back of her mind and erasing her face.

Raven closed her eyes, the tears were now coming. In her mind, she saw him; the way that he stood and the way that he flicked his hair around. Then she saw the words posted on the Facebook page glaring back at her.

“She’s not a little girl anymore, Lilia!” she heard her father bellow. “Let her make her own choices!”

“She’s not old enough!”

When she was younger, her mother and father would argue about other things; groceries, work, more children. None of them ever revolved around her.

Maybe he didn’t mean it that way. She thought, maybe he’ll come on and tell them all to screw off.

Grasping her laptop, she flipped open the lid and stared at the comments. Someone had posted another comment.

She’s the epitome of freaky.

It had twenty five “LIKES.” She typed a name into the name bar and saw another girl’s page pop up. Her background was filled with happy faces, a picture of her and her boyfriend kissing, the number of friends on her page reached well into the hundreds. 

I am just an outsider peering into another person’s life; like a person leaning over another person’s shoulder to hear what their conversation was all about.

“Why can’t I have a life like that?” she pondered to herself.

“She’s going with me!” Dad screamed.

“No, she’s not! You heard what the judge-”

“Screw the judge!!”

Anger swelled inside her chest. She heard herself scream in the back of her mind, “It’s not fair!!” She slammed the lid down on the laptop and began to pace around.

Why? Why, now? Why me?

Spotting the bottle of Melatonin sitting on the back of her headboard, the one that mom bought for her so she could get to sleep faster and be less exhausted for school, Raven sighed and stared at the words that read: Take one only by mouth. 

Tonight, she thought. Tonight.

Slowly, she paced over to her closet and slipped on a black sweater and Nike sneakers. Sliding on a glove, with the fingers cut off, she rubbed off the dust on her black painted fingernails and strolled out of her room, and down the stairs.

She could smell the burnt dinner and could hear dad still screaming above the din of the smoke detectors. At first, she wanted to stop and peer into the kitchen, perhaps her presence would end the arguing. No, she thought. That would only make it worse. Walking out the front door, she dragged herself down her quiet suburban street, towards the park at the end of the lane. Her silky black hair flew into her eyes, she brushed it aside and passed in between the faded wood gate entrance to the park. 

Raven breathed in the crisp autumn air through her nostrils, chilling them, and then breathed back out a cloud. After a while of floating away from her face, the cloud vanished before her eyes. Orange and yellow leaves lay sprawled on the ground beneath her feet, like a blanket of colors that crunched and hacked up a dry cough whenever she walked on them.

“Hey there, sugar,” Robert’s voice echoed in her head, while she walked. That’s what he used to call her, whenever she came into work at McDonald’s, “how’s it going?”

Raven closed her eyes and kept them pealed shut. Please, she begged, not now, don’t let me think of him now.

She met Robert on her first day on shift. She had known him throughout the school year but this was the first time either of them had gotten together in one place and actually talked.

Once before, she saw him sitting near the lockers with a group of friends. Tempted to go forward and sit with him, she shrugged it off after two people, both of which were girls, came by and sat down beside him.

They’re too pretty for him to notice me.

But this was different. At McDonald’s, he only had old people to talk to, so, he’ll end up wanting to talk to me. She started at the register and slowly worked on back to the deep fryer, where she and he began to talk more often. She found out that he loved to read sports magazines even though his favorite author was Edgar Allan Poe. She loved poetry. He was handsome, and she thought that she was ugly. Robert was different, she kept on telling herself. He was kind. He listened, and she thought he cared.

Raven was now gasping in between tears. Coming to the old playground in the park, she eyed the swing set and started toward it. She pictured the police coming to his house and telling him what happened; the horror on his face, the guilt that he would feel as he stared at the comments now immortalized on his Facebook page.

Raven sat down on the swing and kicked off. Pumping her legs, she heard the familiar cry of children in her ears. The sounds of grade school when everything seemed so young and fresh. 

“Hey, come on, Raven!” her friend, Sabrina used to call each day so long ago. “Let’s see who can swing the highest and jump off!”

Elementary school. Why couldn’t I be there now and not here?

In fourth and into fifth grade, Raven’s dad would pick her up after school, sometimes before school started. He would take her over to the local café where she would eat her favorite breakfast treat, a blueberry muffin. Her dad would sip coffee while talking to her sometimes. Other times, he would read the paper. More than once, when he took her before school, she would fall asleep in class.

“Jump!” 

Raven snapped out of her day dreaming and looked around. She could’ve sworn that she heard a voice somewhere.

“Jump.”

As she swung upwards, she caught sight of a man, clad in black with a silky coal colored mask covering his face. He stood there, watching her go up and down.

“Jump...” his soothing voice drifted across the playground, “jump off, Raven.”

Raven’s grip on the iron linked chain loosened. Her legs pumped harder. Slowly, the world rose up and then down. Up and down. Up and down. 

“Jump.”

Raven closed her eyes and felt her hands leave the chain and her body fall forward. 
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Raven fell, feeling the cold crisp air whiz through her black hair. I’m going to die. She realized. Her life came in flashes. She saw her elementary school days. Those moments in the café with her father. The time that she was in kindergarten, accidentally got stuck at the top of the monkey bars because her watch got caught. Everything. Every last minute of her life flashed before her eyes.

“Let it go,” a voice whispered in the back of her head, “accept that you are gone.”

I am ready to let all the negative things, all these memories die. She thought.

“Now,” the voice whispered. “Open your eyes.”

Thwoom! Thwoom! Raven’s eyes shot open. She was flying through the air, her body parallel to the ground far below her. What? I’m...alive and...flying?! Tilting her head back, she saw a pair of white angel wings propelling her through the air. Whoa! I must be dreaming. 

How did this happen?

Sailing straight over the tree line at the edge of the park, she watched the tops of the houses brush by, engulfed by barren trees as well as trees covered in colorful autumn leaves. Ahead, the red orange sunset was laid before her, enticing her to come forward. The suburban city beneath her looked more like a tiny model set; the kind that children played with when they were young. Reaching out, she imagined herself picking up one of those houses and twisting it in her hands.

For the first time in a long while, Raven felt her old world, the chains of the world, leave her; she felt free, almost like a bird in flight. Giggling to herself at the comment, she let out a cheer and reached her hands out, letting the small clouds glide through her fingers. Grabbing a pocket of clouds, she watched as it fell away. Raven twirled around in the air and flew onward, toward the sunset. Higher she sailed until she could see the curvature of the earth and felt the dusting of the stars against her hair.

Good bye Robert. Good bye mom. Good bye dad. She thought and then to take it a step further- Bye, Gaga.

Then, without thinking she descended and landed on a cloud. At first, when her wings stopped, Raven thought she would plummet toward the earth and die. After a few minutes of cautionary walking, Raven found herself sitting on the cloud, staring up at the crystal moon. 

“It’s so beautiful up here,” she whispered to herself.

Lying on her back, Raven continued to stare up at the sky. Something is different. I don’t feel anguish anymore. I feel... happy. Maybe all that negative stuff really did leave me. She smiled and then closed her eyes and rested her head in the cloud dust.

Everything that I’ve ever known about, every dream that I’ve had is nothing compared to this. She opened her eyes, just to see if she was dreaming and then closed them when she was satisfied. After a while, she was dreaming, surrounded by stars and the moon.
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Thunder crashed and lightning split the ends of the trees. Scurrying along the dirt path high in the mountains, the witch cackled to herself. In her hands, she held a tote bag, drawn shut by two leather strings. 

“You are late sister!” the second witch cried.

The first witch stopped and rolled her eyes. Lifting her head up, she watched as the second witch stood up in the tree and walked to the edge of the branch, her arms folded across her chest.

“I am never late. I am always early,” she boasted.

“You are late by my watch,” the second grumbled, jumping down from the tree and held up her wrist for the first, “See?!”

Facts about these two witches:

One, who will be named shortly, is the older of the two.

The youngest, the second witch, does not enjoy her sister’s company, on most occasions.

A four handed watch ticked and whirled without stopping. A sigh exited from the first witch, who coughed and pushed the arm out of her face.

“That is a broken watch, sister,” the first witch snarled.

“But it is right four times in the day and night,” the second fought.

Both witches were ugly; they had wires for hair and green leather for skin. Upon their long thin noses were three warts and their beady eyes were the color of coal.

“Come, Melinda,” the second witch spoke, “Let us get to the castle of Tumma Paikka Paha Paholainen.”

“Nay, Melissa,” Melinda hissed. “We cannot. I fear that place.”

“What have you to fear?” Melissa riddled.

Melinda cocked her head around and shrugged.

“I guess I fear the darkness that swells around that place,” Melinda confessed

“Bah! That darkness is weak, a small sorcery compared to what we may accomplish.”

“But we are still in need of the hair, sister.”

“The spell can wait. Tonight is a devil’s night. No need for spells this night.”

Melinda led Melissa by the arm to the old cottage on the side of the cliff, which overlooked the forest below on the gentle slope that opened up to the valley covered in mist. 

“Have we a cauldron cooking, sister?” Melissa asked, taking a look around the small cottage that had a leaky roof and was cluttered with a variety of items.

“Nay, not yet have we a cauldron cooking,” Melinda answered, reaching into a jar and pulling out a living frog.

Taking hold of a fillet knife, she drew the blade down the front of the thrashing frog, spilling its innards out onto the cutting board. 

“Frogs for dinner sister?” Melinda offered.

“Nay, but cook me a snake, if thou would’nst mind, sister,” Melissa answered.

“Not at all, my dear sister.” Melinda took hold of a snake from another jar and sliced its head clean off.

“Ah a storm it is tonight,” Melissa cooed from the door, “Something evil’s affright this night and where evil lies...”

“Good things come to die,” Melinda cackled.

***
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Raven awoke to the warm sun beating down on her pale face. At first, she didn’t know where she was. Then she looked down and saw her wings, which had cocooned around her like a mummy. Instantly, she remembered all the incidents of the night before. She remembered the Facebook page, the comments, and the way that she felt when her wings took her far away from that place.

As if by command, when she stood, her wings unbound themselves from her. They spread out, basking in the sunlight on the cloud. Stepping to the edge of the cloud, she stared down at the land below her; landscaped in green hills and gray peaked mountains.

How far did we fly? she thought to herself, staring out at the land far beneath her.

“You want to go flying some more?” she glanced over her shoulder at her wings.

In response, her wings spread wider.

“Okay,” she smiled, “Let’s go.”

Pushing off of the cloud, Raven took a dive. Paralleling herself to the ground below, she continued to fly around; doing loop de loops and spinning like an arrow through the air.

She giggled and even flew with her back to the ground, while staring up at the sky. 

“Hey!” someone called.

Raven looked around and then twisted back around. Staring back at her were a pair of blue eyes. She screamed and arched upwards while the boy laughed and turned around.

Wait, what? she thought.

“Wait!” she called.

“You have to catch me!” the boy shouted, zipping off.

Raven grinned and tilted her head forward.

“That’s how you want to play, huh?” she asked, grinning. “Okay, let’s go!”

Her wings pitched forward, propelling her through the air, toward the black haired boy. Glancing at her, he laughed and zipped away, weaving in between clouds; even trying a few aerial tricks, all of which Raven was able to do.

“Wait!” Raven called. “please!”

The boy slowed, allowing Raven to catch up to him.

“You have wings too?” Raven panted.

“Of course,” he answered, “I was born with them, weren’t you?”

“No,” Raven shook her head.

“Whoa, what?” The boy screeched to halt and just levitated there, gawking at her.

Raven stopped and stood upright in the air, letting her wings keep her in flight.

“I got them last night,” Raven explained. “I was swinging and...”

“Swinging?” the boy questioned. “What’s that?”

“You know, a swing set?” Raven asked.

The boy thought for a moment and then shook his head.

“Nope,” he piped, “Haven’t heard of it; is it a game?”

“You’re joking right?”

“Uh, I don’t think so.” He leaned back, as if he was lounging on an invisible couch and kept his hands behind his head, “Could you explain what it is?”

“Oh, uh...a swing is uh... a...” Raven explained, jeez, how do I explain this? “You...are on this chair...almost...and...it has chains attached to the sides...and you swing forward and backward...”

“Like a pendulum?” the boy cross examined.

“Sort of, yes.”

“Huh, that’s interesting, I prefer flying.”

“Yes, it is quite nice... oh, what’s your name?”

“I am,” the boy introduced, jumping up into the air and fluttering down, “Crow, son of the Lord Cardinal, Lord of the Night. And you are?”

“I’m Raven,” she blushed.

“And from what kingdom do you come from, Raven?”

“I... don’t come from a kingdom.”

Crow gave her a puzzled look and then shook his head.

“What?” she challenged. “Don’t you believe me?”

“No I do, it’s just that... I just... sorry,” he pouted. “I didn’t mean to offend you.”

“Ah, it’s alright, what kingdom do you come from?” Raven pried.

“I come from the kingdom of the flyers,” he announced, leaping into the air and spreading his wings, “We fly!  Better than the kingdom of the walkers, who just walk.”

For a second, they levitated in silence.

“Come on!” Crow called, diving toward the ground.

“Where are we going?” Raven shouted.

“Somewhere in front of us,” Crow answered, “It’s only when we die do we come to our destination.”

That’s rather grim.

“Are you coming?” Crow shouted from below her.

Raven smiled and dove toward Crow as they sailed, nearing the purple peaked mountains which rose against the now yellow sun.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Three

[image: ]


“Sister,” Melinda hissed, peering into the depths of the cauldron. “Come and see this.”

“Nay, not yet,” Melissa snarled with a cackle, “for I am sensing something that is coming our way.”

Melinda froze and stood up straight.

“What... thing, sister?” she dared to ask.

“I feel the presence of...an Enchanter coming near.”

“An Enchanter?” Melinda scoffed. “No, not an Enchanter. There hasn’t been one in these regions for years, ages in fact. Why would there be an Enchanter now?”

“For the time is right,” answered Melissa, walking into the cottage, clasping a small red stone in her cupped hands, “for the Heir of the Night to be killed.”

“Nay, sister,” Melinda wagged her finger, “for we cannot kill him because of the curse that we have upon the house and ourselves, we cannot kill...”

“I can,” spoke the stone.

Melinda yelped and dropped her wooden spoon, losing it in the bubbling cauldron and stared into the stone. A figure, clad in black, his face like a polished black oval that stared at her, appeared in the center of the stone.

“Sister,” Melinda asked, “What is this devilry which thou hast conjured up?”

“Nay, it is not my work, sister...”

“It is mine,” the Sorcerer spoke. “I am the one who possess the other seeing stone. This is no devilry, rather this is witchery.”

“How canst thou possess a seeing stone?” Melinda demanded, worriedly.

“Sister,” the Sorcerer asked. “Why dost thou fear me so?”

Melissa grinned at Melinda and placed a hand on her hip while holding the stone in the other.

“I do not fear thou as thou wouldst have-” Melinda started.

“Why dost thou fear me?” the Sorcerer roasted.

“Because there has never been an Enchanter in these parts for an age,” Melinda answered, “and I fear that our plans may be-”

“I am the cornerstone of the plan,” the Sorcerer boasted, “why wouldst thou fear of what I am able to bring thee?”

Melinda pondered on the words and then faintly shook her head.

“I perceive that thou art lost in thy thoughts and emotions,” the Sorcerer spoke. “But let me put a benevolent message into my warning. You see, there came upon this kingdom not long ago, a girl from the World of the Walkers. She is a Flyer and she’s naïve, lost, and vulnerable.”

“Yes!” Melissa hissed. “We could feed upon her flesh and bones and use her skin for blankets!”

“Not yet,” the Sorcerer growled, “First, thou wilt bring me her wings and then, thou may do whatever thy wish upon the body, the skin, and the flesh.  I believe I heard something about a blanket?”

“Why shall we do that?” Melinda growled, quietly. “We need blankets now.”

“What need hast thou of the wings, brother?” Melissa enjoined, tossing her hair to one side before casting her eyes upon The Sorcerer.

“I need them for my own purposes, dear sister,” the Sorcerer explained. “And yet, have ye not asked but
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