Fate, Faith, Destiny
Author: Mocaw • Illustration: Sangcoon

L

ena's fingers hover over the handle of the wooden door. She knows the preparations
are complete - she can hear the crowd from her place inside the stone keep. All
she needs to do is grasp the ornate metal, push the door open, and greet her
people. It's one small movement, one small step.
She draws her gloved hand back to her chest and sighs. "I can't do this, Winston."
"You've been saying that for the past week," he replies. Lena huffs, turning to lean her back
against the door. Her arms cross on her chest. Winston stands a few feet away, as still as the
stone around them. His long brown druid robe is hooded, hiding him in shadows. His form
flickers with magecraft: sometimes in the shape of a man, sometimes a beast. Gold knots line
the edges of his sleeves, the thread rippling in the light of the torches. "You can't deny this, Lena.
You know you must see the ceremony through."
"I know! It's just..." Lena hesitates. She picks at anything her hands can find: the hem of her
fur-lined cape, her long green tunic, the oak leaf crown perched unevenly on her head. "What
if the stone doesn't sing again? What if it picked wrong, and I'm not the rightful queen?
What if the three chiefs won't pledge to me?"
"The three chiefs respect you, and would not have travelled so far with their jewels of power
if they did not. As for your other fear, know that in all the years since its creation, and all the
years yet to come, never once has the Lia Fáil chosen wrongly. I should know. I was there when
the stone was made, and will be there when it is unmade." Winston walks forward, his bare
feet silent. He reaches his hands up, hands that are wrinkled and frail, young and strong, all at once.
He adjusts the crown on her head. In the shadows of his magic, his eyes twinkle, though no
light can reach them. "Believe in yourself, Lena. You will have the treasures, and the stone will
sing before you all, as it has done for all rightful queens. The goddess watches over you."
"I hope so," Lena mutters. Winston laughs, taking a single step back. He bows his head,
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hands tucking into the long sleeves of his robes. It's the final advice he'll give her as Lena the
Warrior, Lena the Brave. When next they speak, she'll be queen. Hopefully.
She shakes as she pushes herself off the door, and she has to grab the handle to steady herself.
She runs through the same ritual as before a battle, closing her eyes, relaxing her body from
head to toe. One deep breath, the exhale long and slow. Winston's words echo in her mind.
Believe in yourself.
She's trying to.
Before she can talk herself out of it, she pushes open the door and steps outside. The sky
shines pink in anticipation of the sunrise, the granite steps beneath her lined with torches to push
back the lingering shadows. To the west looms the forest, an ancient grove that whispers as
she descends. To the east are the cliffs and the open ocean, stinging the air with salt. At the
edge of the land lies the archway and the Throne, carved from single slabs of marbled stone
by the druids of old. There, on the top of the royal seat, held in a gilded cradle of carved
holly, rests the Lia Fáil.
Between Lena and the Throne is the crowd - her people. Warriors and widowers, mothers
and children, druids and country folk. They part as one the moment she reaches the end of
the steps, creating a path leading to the edge of the cliff and the Throne that rests there. A hush
settles, a thousand eyes turning to watch her, patient and hopeful. Expectant.
Lena has to take another deep breath before she manages to continue walking.
Though silent, the crowd is welcoming: it's in their smiles, in their fidgeting that makes Lena
play with the hem of her tunic all over again. They close in behind her, the path disappearing
as she walks it. She meets as many eyes as she can, allowing people to touch her cape, to tuck
flowers into her hair, white and orange and blue. It's the longest journey in the world, yet it's
still too soon when she arrives at the base of the Throne. The arch looms above her, carved with
leaves and druid's knots and a thousand spells. A place of great energy, of power. Lena shudders.
She turns to face her people, a sea of silence before her, the sea of waves behind her.
It's hard to free her hands from the tangle they've made of her tunic, her fingers shaking as
she tucks a stray blossom behind her ear. She bites her lip. She isn't meant for this. The stone
had to beShe sees Winston, robes billowing, at the entrance of the keep. His voice echoes in her ears
once more, spanning the silent crowd: believe in yourself.
Lena squares her shoulders, tilts her chin, and believes.
"I am Lena of the Oxtons, Lena the Warrior, Lena the Brave. I come to you today, at the will of
the goddess, to lead you as queen." Her voice comes out stronger than she expected, carrying
across the field. A warm wind springs up behind her, caressing her cheek, and the words she's
rehearsed all week flow with ease. "I come to prove my claim of the Throne, to hear Lia Fáil
sing again before you all. Who will stand with me?"
"I will."
The crowd parts around a tall warrior, her powerful frame dressed in a royal blue tunic
trimmed in gold. Her dark hair is cropped to her chin, her warm brown skin covered in black
tattoos. On her back is strapped an intimidating weapon, a spear as thick as a fist, glistening
and sharp. She stops three steps before Lena and speaks.
"I am Fareeha, the chief of Fire and Strength. I bring the spear of Lugh to the future queen."
She reaches over her shoulder and draws the weapon. Lena forces herself not to shake as the

spear is placed in her outstretched hands. "The spear is the strength to lead our people into
battle. It is the courage to defeat any threat, and a tool to protect those who cannot protect
themselves. With it, no foe shall win against you." Fareeha closes her hands over Lena's, her
dark eyes glowing with both the ferocity of a warrior and the kindness of a guardian. Lena
straightens, nodding. "A leader must always be willing to fight for her people. Fight nobly,
my young queen."
Lena barely has time to sling the weapon on her back before Fareeha steps away and
kneels. Another voice sounds from the crowd: "I will."
A second warrior pushes his way through. His face and hands are covered in scars, his
body wrapped in tattered cloth, grey and green. His short black hair is held in place by a metal
headband, weapons strapped to his legs and side. In his hands rests a sheathed sword, held
with hesitancy and fear.
"I am Genji, the chief of Air and Wisdom. I bring the sword of Nuada to the future queen."
He hands the sheathed blade out, and Lena's fingers curl around it. The weapon is colder than
ice, and she shivers. "The sword is the power and vengeance of the wielder. Once you draw
it, you must see your actions through to the very end. No one can escape its wrath. No one."
Lena ties it to her side, watching Genji closely, the scars on his body taking on new meaning.
"Leadership requires sacrifice, and knowing when to act. Lead wisely, my young queen."
Lena nods, gulping, but Genji places a hand on her shoulder and smiles. He steps back,
kneeling beside Fareeha as a final voice rings out the words of the ceremony: "I will."
A druid, dressed the same as Winston, though the trim on his robes is silver, not gold. In
his tanned, leathery hands is a massive cauldron, black on black, the final jewel. He doesn't
walk, but floats over the ground as he approaches.
"I am Zenyatta, the chief of Water and Gratitude. I bring the cauldron of Dagda to the future
queen." His voice rings oddly, as if echoing through a cave. Lena tries to look under his hood,
and though his features are obscured, she can feel his smile as he holds out the cauldron.
"The cauldron is the hospitality and love of the queen. None who come to it shall go away hungry.
None who are weary shall be denied rest by its hearth." Despite its size, the cauldron weighs
almost nothing. Lena feels a smile tug at her lips as she lifts the final jewel with ease. "It is not
a burden, but a commitment to your people. Give generously, my young queen."
When he floats back, he does not kneel, but hovers, meditating. Lena remains still, facing
the chiefs and her people. The jewels fill her with a sense duty, obligation - but, to her surprise,
the burden is not overwhelming. She feels stronger under it, more confident. Prepared.
Perhaps she really is meant for this.
"Your chiefs have spoken. They have chosen, as you have chosen, as the goddess has chosen."
The words flow, from the strength of the jewels, from the strength they reveal within her. She
can't help the laugh hovering in her chest, the smile blooming across her face. "Our battles are
not over, but our spirit is strong. I will be here to lead you, to fight with you, to care for you.
As the goddess wills, I will be your queen."
A cheer springs from the crowd, voices echoing together, loud enough to reach the goddess
herself. Lena listens, eyes closed, feeling their energy and love. Then, carefully, she shifts
the spear on her back, the sword at her side. She turns and seats herself on the Throne, the
cauldron balanced on her lap. Her eyes scan the crowd as it settles, as silence and excitement
blanket them.
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The sun rises, bathing the world in oranges both sharp and warm. The Throne's shadow
stretches to where the three chiefs kneel, the archway's shadow encircling her people below.
Above her, flashing, capturing the light a thousand different ways, glows the Lia Fáil. It's the
moment of truth, the moment that will doom her or save her. But she is not afraid. There is
nothing to fear.
She believes, and the Lia Fáil sings.
The song contains the world. It's low and rumbling, the earth crashing upon itself. It's high
and pure, the whistle of the wind through the trees. It's melodic, a thousand voices raised
in harmony. It's chaos, the hammering sounds of a battlefield. It's everything - every sound
from nature, every note of music, every hope and whispered prayer, all echoing back as one.
When Lena heard it a week ago, alone at the base of the Throne, the sound had been foreign,
frightening. She had run to Winston, convinced she had imagined it, unprepared for her fate.
Now she opens herself, feeling the power of the jewels a hundred times over, letting the song
hold her in its gentle embrace.
One by one, her people kneel, heads bent, bathed in light, in hope, in awe. Winston, in
the distance, nods to her, and she can feel his pride as surely as she can feel the warmth of
the day. Lena's heart swells, the same thought ringing in her mind that rings through his, through
her chiefs and druids, through all the people she now leads.
The stone has sung. The queen has come.
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