The Reckoning

The prologue opens with a voice steeped in loneliness,
and it wastes no time establishing a mood that is both
atmospheric and painfully intimate. The city hums
around the narrator, but the soundscape is one they’re
excluded from, a clever, understated way of showing
isolation without ever naming it directly. The imagery is
tactile and grounded: puddles, worn sneakers,

| rain-blurred reflections. These details do the heavy
lifting, creating a world that feels lived in and quietly

e — P suffocating.
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+ What stands out most is the precision of the delivery of

emotions. The narrator’s disconnection isn’t

melodramatic; it’s observational. They catalogue their life with a kind of weary clarity
such as the archived group chat, the broken blinds, and the job that sustains but
doesn’t nourish. The specifics of “three years, two months, fourteen days” is a perfect
touch: it reveals both self-awareness and a compulsive need to measure the distance
between who they were and who they’ve become.

The writing excels at capturing modern isolation. The contrast between the narrator’s
drifting and the purposeful people around them, the runners, activists, and
churchgoers, is sharp and relatable. The line about “three thousand friends online”
versus “zero people who’d notice if | disappeared” comes with a quiet force, not
because it’s dramatic, but because it’s true in a way that feels contemporary and
recognisable.

Thematically, the prologue displays hunger, not for food, but for belonging, meaning,
and identity. The narrator rejects the clinical language of therapy and instead names
their condition with raw honesty. That choice gives the piece a grounded emotional
core. This isn’t a character who is confused about what they feel; they’re confused
about where to put it.

The rain-soaked walk through the city builds a steady, cinematic momentum. The storm
becomes a kind of externalisation of the narrator’s internal state with blurred edges,

washed-out certainty, and everything running together. The pacing is tight, the voice
consistent, and the atmosphere thick with yearning.

And then comes the shift: a warm window, a coffee shop, a flyer. The moment is small,
almost mundane, but it’s written with the weight of a turning point. The prologue doesn’t
rely on a twist; it relies on a spark, a flicker of purpose in a life that has been defined by
drift. The final line is understated but effective, a hinge between despair and possibility.




Overall, this is a compelling, emotionally resonant opening. It’s voice-driven,
contemporary, and deeply human, capturing the quiet ache of modern disconnection
with clarity and restraint. That’s a lot to say on just a prologue and shows just what is on
offer.

What we then move onto is fairly conceptual, the passages intertwined with song lyrics
and supported by a recorded album. The emotions of the prologue are deepened and
there is a shift from isolation to connection. There’s a strong embrace of the psychology
of being on the edge of things. There is hesitancy, hope and fear.

In part one proper, the opening image of the flyer is perfect: sodden, peeling, the ink
bleeding like watercolour. It mirrors the narrator’s state so is worn down, blurred at the
edges, but still holding onto the possibility of meaning. The coffee shop, described with
mismatched furniture and local art, becomes an immediate symbol of warmth and
community, a stark contrast to the narrator’s cold, drifting existence.

The narrator’s excuses, | won’t go, I’m just curious, I’'m not desperate, feel painfully real,
and the moment they show up five minutes early is a beautifully human contradiction.
The writing captures that tension between longing and fear with an empathetic touch.

The scene inside the coffee shop is vivid and inviting and full of sensory details, creating
an atmosphere that feels almost sacred. The people inside are drawn with quick,
effective strokes: the bearded man with the flannel, the woman with purple streaks, the
speaker with sharp eyes and sharper words. Each one feels distinct, but more
importantly, they feel alive in a way the narrator hasn’t felt in years.

The pacing is excellent. The section moves from hesitation to immersion to awakening
with a smooth, natural flow. The finalimage, of the rain-washed streets gleaming gold, is
a lovely metaphorical reset, a visual echo of the narrator’s internal renewal. The closing
lines have clarity: a place to be, a belief to hold, a name that matters.

Overall, this is a warm, compelling chapter. It captures the intoxicating pull of
community, especially for someone who has been drifting for too long, with subtlety
and empathy. The writing is atmospheric, character-driven, and quietly powerful, setting

the stage for a story about belonging, identity, and the seductive promise of purpose.

When | first picked up The Reckoning it looked like a collection of disparate parts. Butit
really is something so much more cohesive. Threads run through the whole story that
follows and | am left wondering whether the writing is supported by the lyrics and
music, or if it’s the other way round.

By the end of the whole piece, I’'m left with a feeling | can’t quite name, not confusion,
exactly, but a kind of restless curiosity that pulls me back to the beginning. It’s the kind
of work that invites a second reading, not for clarity, but for discovery. This isn’t fiction in
the usual sense. It’s something stranger, more deliberate, more like art. I’'m going back
in.

You can find The Reckoning at Amazon HERE (Paperback) and HERE (ebook).
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