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Past a vine-covered cave entrance, which was hidden from all but the sharpest of eyes, in the craft room of the Fates, Lach had a headache. She’d looked a little too deeply into the red thread in her hand while preparing to assess and measure its life length, and now the headache was making it impossible to get into the regular flow of her work. 

She set down the thread and the measuring tape. 

The headache was focused in the center of her forehead, and she was fighting off the rising concern that she may need to take a break. 

The craft room of the Fates, where the sisters Chloe, Lach, and Atty spun, measured, and snipped the life threads of mortals and other beings, was designed to be comfortable and supportive of long working hours. Having a headache—or any kind of discomfort, really—was so out of the ordinary for Lach that it had taken a moment for her to recognize it for what it was. 

And she was having a hard time placing why it would be there. 

The room, always a comfortable temperature, with a meditative ambient lighting that was neither the brightness of day nor the full dark of night, was suddenly beginning to feel a little too heavy to Lach. 

The room smelled of textiles—cotton, and wool, and the dust of snipped threads and fabric. And the faint scent of lemon cleaner under that—Chloe was very big on making sure that the space was clean. Lach had little complaint with that, as she liked cleanliness as well. It was just that the scent of lemon felt a little loud right now. The incense pot of tangerine and heavenly grace and vetiver that always helped ground the Fates in their work seemed annoying to Lach as well. 

The torches on the walls burned steadily, placidly one might say, representing the fires of lives that the Fates shaped in this space. Small lamps on the table provided bright spots of light for the sisters to see the necessary details work for their handicrafts, one of the small nods to modernity that the very traditional sisters had allowed to be included into their crafting room. 

Noticing that her breathing was a bit ragged, and seeking calm, Lach focused on the sound of the trickle of a stream that flowed through the back of the caves, a steady friend to her work. It provided a soothing accompaniment to her progress day after day. The sound of the water made her feel a little bit better, but the headache was still there.  

She glanced at the walls, which were embedded with eons worth of human and divine treasures from among the favorite lifespans of the Fates from among those who had passed on. Here and there an artifact was visible jutting out from the wall, adding what Chloe described as tactile interest. For the most part Lach had successfully coated the treasures embedded in the walls with layers of sealant, making the vast majority of the wall fairly easy to clean. But at the moment all that she could focus on with the wall were the small areas where things such as old parchment and tapestries and robes had been left unsealed—a successful campaign on the part of Chloe and Atty who liked to touch the soft things from time to time. 

At the moment, the rising irritation within Lach, made her feel as if she could have walked over and torn some of these treasures out of the wall with her bare hands. 

She took a deep breath, and set the thread aside which she had been measuring. 

Placing both of her hands flat against the crafting table, she sighed. 

What was off for her? 

Lach prided herself on being a sensible voice among her sisters. Sometimes Chloe might come up with a fanciful idea to weave a thread for a life made out of cotton candy, for instance, but one raised eyebrow from Lach could be enough for Chloe to reconsider. Occasionally Atty might tip into the unproductive range of grim thinking as she endlessly trimmed the edges of life threads. But a few words from Lach would be enough to bring Atty back to center and back to work. Sometimes during Atty’s most challenging times, Lach snuck recordings of soothing music into the room. This could put Atty into something like a working trance. But at least it kept her going. 

(If Lach were one to pray, she would have thanked Zeus for the invention of modern music playing devices. Before their time, Atty’s most troublesome moods had been headed off by Lach bringing in musicians to play. 

But the musicians never seemed able to stay for long. 

Something about watching the Fates work in person was a little bit much for any mortal musician. And even the divine ones got uncomfortable after a while and had to excuse themselves.) 

So it was usually Lach who kept things going. Lach and her strong will and her implacable air, and the solid way she stood day after day on the shaggy carpet which she had procured to keep the sisters’ feet buffered from the cold rock beneath. 

Lach measured life. 

She knew life. 

And she represented the groundedness of the earth and its continual freshness and renewal to her sisters, and kept them all going, year after year after year. 

She stared at the table which she knew so well and realized that if she needed to measure another thread just then she might scream. 

A range of all the different types of threads that Chloe had spun and laid out for Lach to measure were making a blurry rainbow of colors before her, and her head was swimming as the colors of the threads danced before her eyes. 

Must have been fifty separate strands of different textures on that table. Fine strands and rough strands. Polyester ribbons and chunky yarn. A delicate thread of gold had been laid out carefully at the end of Lach’s line-up for the day—apparently for the lifespan of a royal princess. 

Lach pinched the bridge of her nose. 

Chloe had stepped into the kitchen for a drink of water. Atty was still morose and quiet after the death of her most recent human crush. 

Lach needed a focal point that would keep her grounded, and she found it by staring hard at the ethereal white spindle off to the side of her table. 

It was Chloe’s supreme tool, her treasure. She used it to weave the silky threads of gods and elementals. Given that these beings were of such long and interesting lives, Chloe didn’t use the spindle too often. But when she did, it lit up the whole space with a feeling of power, and creativity, and an almost electric sense of possibility. 

Staring at the spindle, Lach felt her heart pounding and realized her mouth felt dry. 

Was she unwell? 

She was an immortal. Immortals rarely got sick, but she supposed it could happen somehow. 

Lach realized she was swaying slightly just as Chloe came back into the room. 

“Oh, my,” Chloe said, bustling straight up to Lach and escorting her over to a chair by the Fireplace of the Beyond—an impressive affair of metal and pipes so ornate and sleek that it could have been made by Daedalus himself. 

“You don’t look well at all,” Chloe said. “Sit there and let me get you some tea.” 

Chloe bustled out and came back soon with a cup filled with mint tea, which Lach sipped while staring at the fireplace and trying to get herself settled. 

She traced the web of pipes and the ornamentations of mythological figures and symbols on the fireplace with her gaze as if she were walking a labyrinth to restore her peace of mind. By the time she’d finished the tea, she felt a little bit more settled, but also exhausted. 

“She looks like she needs a good nap,” Atty said behind her. 

“I agree,” Chloe said. “No more work for today.” 

Lach wanted to protest, but she found she didn’t have it in her. 

The sisters bustled Lach off to bed and had her tucked in within minutes, and Lach drifted off into sleep. 

Two days later, Lach sat again in the craft room, on a tall padded stool, staring at the table. 

Her headache was gone, but her will to measure the threads was also absolutely gone. 

“Well, we do need to do the work,” Chloe said. “Otherwise there’ll be disorganization, a backlog on births, overpopulation, complaints from various gods and goddesses on all ends of lifespan management.” 

“We really need to get back to work if we want to keep flying under the radar,” Atty agreed. 

Lach didn’t make a move to pick up the measuring tape. 

“Can I measure it for you?” Atty asked. 

Lach turned to Atty. “How do you manage, when you’re feeling stuck?” she asked. “I understand I need to do my work; I just am feeling completely blocked on moving forward. Usually there’s . . . a flow. I can sense what the thread wants to be before I pick it up. How long to make it. I can’t sense it right now.” 

Atty frowned. “I could complain that you think I get stuck,” she said. 

Flaring her nostrils, Lach frowned. “I think you manage very well,” she said. “I see you dealing with things and then getting to work anyway. How? How do you do it?” 

Atty tilted her head from side to side as if working through an inner dialog. “So what you’re saying to me is that you haven’t felt blocked like this before?” 

Shaking her head helplessly, Lach stared at Atty, waiting for any kind of insight her sister could provide. 

With a thoughtful glance at Chloe, Atty scratched the side of her head. “When I’m stuck by the weight of my work, sometimes I just need a break,” she said. 

“I’ve taken a break,” Lach said. “Two days. My headache is gone but my focus is also still gone. What do I do?” 

“Should we try calling Athena?” Chloe asked. “She might be helpful with mental health care.” 

“I don’t want to call Athena when this is something I haven’t tried to figure out on my own yet,” Lach growled. 

Atty sighed. She drummed her black-fingernail tipped fingers on the table. “When a break doesn’t help, I find a diversion or a creative expression can. How do I put this into steady Lach language?” 

“I don’t know,” Lach replied wearily. “Just use your language.” 

“Well, I’m flattered you’ve asked for my help, don’t get me wrong,” Atty said. “I’m not sure you’ve ever tried to see the world the way I do, so bear with me. There’s a lot of symbolism to our work, isn’t there?” 

Lach nodded to show she was listening, as Atty was clearly needing a reassuring response. 

“We work with threads and spindles and scissors, but the work has . . . an invisible weight and a heft. It’s filled with stories, really. Stories we can’t unpack because it would take us forever, and besides—we don’t really need to do that in order to do our jobs, do we? Just spin, measure, and snip.” Atty grinned, a far-off smile that seemed to be directed at the work rather than at Lach. “Sometimes when I’m snipping the threads, though, I sink into it a bit more and I see everything. There’s this divine life-filled pause where I see the whole thing—from the moment of a human’s birth, to the glory of their infancy, their growing up years, their golden moments and their pains, their heartaches and heart joys and loves and losses and
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