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My sister peered over her scared little reflection in the river, looking for a face beyond her own. 

The chill of the evening’s winter wind brushed past her cloak, stinging her chubby cheeks red. 

The elements of the river didn’t seem to sway her determined face that quivered with the ripples 

of the water. I couldn’t help but laugh at whatever childish ideas had popped in her head.  

“What are you doing?” I asked. 

“Looking for the Witch of the Water.”   

“The what?” 

“The Witch of the Water!” She repeated with vexation. “You know, the one that Gramps talked 

about to the tribe before.” 

A small memory had suddenly unlocked itself from within my mind that hadn’t been opened in 

years. The Witch of the Water, I recalled. One of our tribe’s most infamous legends. Every year, 

our grandfather, along with the other elders of the village, would gather into the center of the 

village’s circle and recite the story when we celebrate the coming of the rain season. Though the 

story usually sways with time, the basics of the legend are usually the same; 

Many years ago, our ancestors were supposedly terrorized by a wicked enchantress, who sought 

to claim our land as her own. She would use the magic that she had practiced to bring forth 

heavy rains to weigh against those who lived there, bringing along with them monstrous floods. 

It went on for many days, destroying many crops, houses, and lives. Water, which had been the 

source of all life on earth, was used to create famine and devastation. At that time, the grand 

leader of the tribe had been practicing his magic in secret in an attempt to thwart the Witch’s evil 

schemes. In that time, he had learned a chain spell. He thought that, if the Witch was going to 

use water against his people, he could use it to consume her. To trap her against the very weapon 



she had dared to use against our people. The day he had used the spell was the only time that 

anyone from our tribe had attempted magic. With the strength of the spirits and all that he had 

learned, the tribe leader bent the water of the river and formed a set of dripping chains that 

slapped against the Witch’s wrists. With all of his strength, the tribal leader used the aquatic 

bindings to drag the woman down to the bottom of the river, where her powers would be blocked 

away from the surface. Since that day, our tribe celebrates the now gentle rain season that brings 

forth new life throughout the land.  

The lore seems to always strike a chord with the little ones of the village. I can remember a time 

when I was Anna’s age and I too was fascinated by the myth. The elders of the tribe liked to use 

the children’s minds as stone walls for carving our most sacred traditions and stories. Each one is 

preserved and passed down through a new generation of excitable, open-minded skulls that are 

happy to eat it all up. That is, of course, until the children grow up and stop believing in magical 

tales such as this. I’ve already gone through it, Anna will go through it, and our baby brother will 

soon after her.  

After a moment of nostalgia, I scooped up the basket of freshly plucked fish and started on the 

pathway to home. “Come on, Anna. Let’s get this home for dinner.” 

“No!” She stomped her boot along the damp edge of the river. “I got to find her first.” 

I sigh and turn my attention back to her reflection in the river. “Well, you’re not going to find 

her,” I say. 

As though a wooden spear had pierced through her heart, Anna’s attention was finally taken 

from the river and given to me with a pained expression. “Why not?”  

“Because she…” I stopped.  



What was I to say? I knew that one day Anna would eventually discover the truth. If not by me, 

then by her inevitable maturity. But who was I to damage the image that brought her so much joy 

so soon? It would be especially difficult with her sore blue eyes staring up at me. Plus, I knew 

that I would just be dragging a temper-filled child home with me. I knew that I would have to 

come down to her degree if I had any hope in a peaceful resolution. With the basket tucked 

underneath my arm, I leaned down with one knee to face her at eye level. 

“Okay, little sprout.” I started gently. “Why do you want to see the witch?” 

Anna rocked back and forth on her heels with a bashful hum escaping from her lips. It was clear 

that she didn’t expect to be put on the spot like this. I had a feeling that her answers lied mostly 

within the wake of basic, childish curiosity. But she soon came up with an answer. 

“Because I want to see her do her magic!” 

“Oh?” I asked with a laugh. “You mean the same magic that she used to curse our land?” 

The same excitement that shot her up to her feet soon dwindled at the mention of the curse. With 

her hands behind her back, she attempted to shrink herself into her fur-coated cloak.  

“Well,” she stammered. “Not like that.” 

“Then what do you mean? That’s what will happen if you release her from the river.” 

“I know.” She started to rock her heals again as her responses came out stilted. “But I want to do 

magic too. I could use it for our tribe, but better than she did.” 

With a chuckle, I rested my hand upon her head and ruffled my hand through a forest of soft 

black hair. “Oh, little sprout.” I began. “That is truly noble of you. But you know that magic was 

only used then. We have no need for it now. We have found ways to prosper without it.” 

“I know!” She burst with a huff. “But I want to bring it back.” 



It soon became clear to me why the elders of our tribe had used stories like the Witch of the 

Water on the tribe’s children. With a new perspective became new enlightenment, as I soon 

raised back to my feet.  

“Anna, everything has to end.” I began. “From these fish that feed us, to the sun setting to close 

out this day, to the crops that die, to even the people, who will one day leave this life behind.” 

Anna’s blue eyes lowered to her feet in faint despair. “But it’s sad when things have to end.” 

“Sometimes,” I said with a sad smile. “But just when something ends, something new is waiting 

just around the corner.” Without realizing it, she assured me that I could continue when she lifted 

her eyes back up with interest. “There is always a new day behind the old one, the crops grow us 

new food to eat, and more and more babies are born every day. I’d say that’s more powerful than 

any old magic spell.” 

 It didn’t take Anna long to process my illustration. Though she was still young and held tight to 

the idea of the Witch being real, I trusted that she had some understanding of how the legend was 

used. It seemed to click right away.  

“I think so too.” She replied with a smile. Satisfied, she then skipped ahead of me, with her feet 

prancing alongside the river’s flow that guided our way home.  

 


