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Crack 

Author: Emmanuel Lachlan 

Amber paused to study the full moon through the black branches. 

She looked along the path; frozen puddles, where the snow hadn't 

settled, reflected the silver light. They're my guides to the edge of 

the forest. Deep night, silent after the snow. No owls, no foxes. Not 

even wolves. Nature, waiting. Swish-swish, swish-swish. I shall not 

wait. Shouldn't have used my last arrow, but I needed food. And the 

path has saved me two days. Must be there after full moon. I made a 

death-promise.  

A yellow light. Through the trees. Gone. There. Again. Gone. The 

hamlet. Soon I'll reach the meadowland. Hunger and fatigue made 

Amber want to believe, but the rhythm of her steps let the memories 

in.  

The night I left. The ceremony under the full moon. Oaths 

exchanged. Oaths sworn. Presenting me my cloak. I should be proud, 

they said. The Statute and Seal must be delivered, they said. 

Unrolling the map; red dots marking the trail. The warnings — 

terrible things in the forest —few messengers ever return. Go round, 

go round, they said. Pointing to the hamlet, not half a league beyond, 

where the trees give way to meadow. He'll be waiting, the inn at the 

far end. After the next full moon. He must receive the Statute and 
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Seal. The fates are with you they said. But I saw the truth in their 

eyes.  

Crack. Amber stopped, still. Looking behind: the world frozen in 

time. Grey furrows trailing into the black. She gathered her cloak 

tighter, once pure and white, now, wet and dark. It slows me down, 

but my life has often depended on it. Just a branch giving way. 

Sweeping her hood back as she set off again, she watched her 

breath steam in the moonlight. She bent forward against the cold. 

Crack. Amber crouched to the side of an old beech tree by the 

path. That was closer. She narrowed her eyes: all is still, but 

moonlight can play tricks. What would stalk me this far in the night? 

And did it track me, into the forest, or is it, of the forest? She pushed 

the fear down, but breaking branches and trembling trees made 

panic rise in her throat. Her senses tightened. Run, or fight?  

Gruff, guttural growls grew; hulking hooves hammered. Snow 

tumbled.  

Whatever it is, it's close — I can smell it. Run. But on the path? 

Or through the trees? I don't know how far I can run. Through the 

trees. Weave. To the hamlet. Must be near. I saw lights. Fight. From 

the front, or behind? But I've little strength left for fighting. Feint, 

cross-stroke, behind the knees. Then the throat.  

She breathed into her cloak, weighing the odds, watching the 

yellow buds, the green leaves. The red fruits, the crystal frost.  

One chance. No mistakes.  

Curling her fingers around the grip, she eased the blade free. 

Hidden by her cloak save for her fighting arm, she tensed. I must 

choose, now. Run, or fight?  

She ran.      ©Emmanuel Lachlan 2019 


