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{mera-kee} ~ Greek

(v.) the art of leaving an essence of your spirit

in all you create.
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The blacksmith swung his hammer, again and again, against the obscure gold upon the hot anvil; the clanging thundered in the dim candlelit room. “It is finished, is it not?” The young man asked as he paced the room, across from where his father stood working. His father continued, beginning to chisel the illuminating surface he held in his bare hands – hands that no longer felt the scorching heat of fire. “Father, please, I must know,” The young man reasoned, pacing more quickly. “My own blood is burning within me.” As the blacksmith placed the glowing, intricate creation back into the forging furnace, the young man winced as he watched, resisting the urge to reach for it. His father turned to him at last. “Come, sit with me for a moment.” The old blacksmith sat down heavily on his stool as his son joined his side. They were silent as they both observed the flickering light from the gold, slowly coming to life with a mind of its own. His father finally spoke; his slow, deep voice echoed throughout the room. “For a kind as this, time has no place to be measured.” 

The young man looked down at his father’s black charred hands, lined with deep scar tissue, speaking of ancient stories they endured. “Must I wait lifetimes?” He asked his father, hoping for the answer he wished to hear.

Turning to look into his son’s auburn eyes, his father replied. “You know much, Yeru. A day is a thousand years, and a thousand years...”

“...is but a moment.” Yeru finished, solemnly under his breath. 

An understanding settled calmly between them as they looked back again toward the radiating aura that stirred, growing brighter, among the rising flames. Yeru knew his father was right. 

All things in every realm shall fall into place, 

becoming beautiful 

in its time. 
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She nearly sliced her fingers with the garden shears when she heard the piercing wail. Remah looked about the courtyard, wide eyed.

“Do you hear that Viho?”

“Hm?” Immersed in his leather carvings, the sound never registered from where he sat on the front porch. Remah searched frantically under every bush and plant in her garden, fixed on finding where the animal-like cry was coming from. Louder and louder, the agitated whimper grew as she turned the corner to the back of the house. And there, at the far end where her rose bushes bloomed, a frail, translucent creature was caught among the thorns. Rushing over, Remah wrapped her fingers around it, gently pulling it out of the tangled nest of branches, careful not to cut the poor thing. Bringing it into the sunlight, she was able to fully see what kind of creature it was. It resembled a child, about a year old, unlike any species Remah had ever seen. Bewildered, Remah held her, marveling at how the little curiosity was no longer crying or awake but instantly curled up fast asleep as if she was familiar with the warm touch of her hands. 

As if she was her own. 

But who was this strange child? Where did she come from? What will Viho say? Before a tsunami of worries rushed against Remah’s temples, a thick vivid cloud enveloped her, overtaking her sight. She saw the child, a beautifully grown woman now, walking through a meadow. She wasn’t alone, there was something or someone with her. They were laughing, playfully shoving and throwing dandelions in each other’s hair. Caught up in the atmosphere of a captivated heartbeat, Remah smiled, holding back a giggle. She remembered what the unfolding of love felt like. She trailed behind, observing as they talked and fell in comfortable silence to the swish of their steps, harmonizing into a steady rhythm. They are going home, Remah realized. He is leading her home. 

The cloud lifted, returning Remah to the present. Remah held the little child closer to her bosom, elated and eager to show her husband the precious treasure she found. 
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“No, Remah.” Viho didn’t bother to look up to peer at the sleeping child held tightly against her. 

“We can raise her as our own, this is the sign we have been praying for, is it not?” Remah pleaded. “Viho, what if this is our gift for preserving The Sacred Trust for our people all these years?” 

Finally sitting up, Viho lifted his spectacles above his eyes, squinting at the odd-looking mass of wild violet hair. “What is that?” he asked, wrinkling his nose. “Her name is Mera.” Remah beamed brightly, stroking the little girl’s hair.

“You already named her?” Viho shook his head. “She does not belong here, Remah. The Sacred Trust forbids it: All must be united, pledging their kind to bind itself as one. Mera, along with whatever she is, cannot stay.” 

“But how do you explain her sudden appearance here in our village?” Remah persisted. “She didn’t just fall out of the sky on our land, accidentally in our garden.”

“I don’t know, and quite frankly, it is none of our concern.” Waving her away, adjusting his silver frames back to his face, Viho decreed coldly, “She is not of our kind, and she never will be.” 

“But perhaps Mera is a sign given to us to teach The Sacred Trust in a new way. This can open an entire world for our village beyond what we can imagine,” Remah moved closer to his side, touching his shoulder. “Think about it, Viho, this could change everything.”

Viho remained unflinching, shifting his thoughts back to his work. “Tomorrow before sunrise, I will take her to Shadow’s Edge and figure out what to do with her there.”

“You and I know better than anyone that this is the opportunity we have been waiting for to bring about a new understanding. Was it not last night we were discussing th–”

“What has been written in stone remains, Remah, regardless of what could be,” He interrupted. “My answer is no.”

Remah softly squeezed his shoulder. “And still, there is a greater purpose for us. My visions are coming back, stronger now mor– ”

“ENOUGH!” Viho erupted, his face livid with rage, piercing Remah dead in the eyes. “I will not hear another word of these RIDICULOUS IDEAS OF YOURS! Along with this little PEST you suddenly can
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