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The Fall of Seren

A Paradisi Chronicles Short Story

Tristan Hunter



 

She climbed up to the Keenbarrows just past the change-light hour, when the sun’s rays faded into the brightness of her world’s double moons. No one ever came to the Keenbarrows—hills of the old dead. No one but the sea guardians and the girl the elders chose to sacrifice. The girl they named Serentyn, Star Fate.

Serentyn Myric glanced eastward, where Castali Lake silvered in the light of the pale blue Don-Glas, the larger of Ddaera’s two moons. Amaethon, a grey moon, and vastly smaller, would soon pass over the face of Don-Glas as foretold in the prophecy. It wouldn’t be long now.

She thought back to the prophecy’s words as she pulled her cloak tighter against the vicious north wind, as puzzled as the elders had always been about their meaning.

A girl child born of the second Star Fall will mark the beginning of the third. Be wary, all guardians of the Albica Sea. When next the moon Amaethon passes over the second moon during Star Fall, the girl, Serentyn, will stand against the third meteor. This will augur an auspicious beginning and a bitter end.

A Castali elder uttered those words as he wept for the loss of his people the day after the ancient meteor, Dinistrydd, slammed into the Albica Sea and destroyed the once great city Caer Pantion nine thousand years ago. Only one hundred out of tens of thousands survived Dinistrydd’s destruction. Even earlier today at the council meeting, the elders bickered among themselves about the prophecy’s true meaning.

On the day she was born, a second Star Fall wiped out much of the livestock grazing the Bannog Plains. A crater twenty kilometers wide still remained. When the Castali saw this sign, they renamed her Serentyn and began preparations to mold her into a sea guardian. She had never questioned the prophecy.

She gazed out at Caer Pantion, what the Descendants from Earth named the Sunken City of Bryca when they first arrived on the planet Ddaera a century and a half ago. The Caer Pantion ruins rose up out of the shallow shores of Albica like creatures of the deeps, dark shadows of what once were great towers. The first Dinistrydd may have wiped out her Castali ancestors but this time she would stop him.

Serentyn glanced down at her hands and realized she gripped the rocky outcrop in front of her so hard that her knuckles blanched. She forced her fingers to relax, feeling that familiar buzz of psychokinetic power. Would that power be enough? When Dinistrydd descended again, would she be able to hold him back? Her people thought so. Well, most of them. The elders seemed more bent on making her a sacrifice to the stars than anything. 

“Let me stand with you, Seren.” Idris Elisedd’s deep voice rose out strong above the wind.

She berated herself for not noticing his approach. Some all-skilled Castali she was. She couldn’t even sense her oldest and only friend’s familiar presence, which had always reminded her of the fire element, quick to anger but inescapably mesmerizing. 

He was like her in many ways. They both had exceptional talent in psychokinesis, earthtouch, and weatherwise, so much so that if Idris had been born into her clan, they would have marked him as a sea guardian alongside her. But Idris was an outcast among the Castali, which was more a reflection on his iconoclastic tendencies than on her people’s desire to ostracize him. 

All Castali could speak and hear through the mind, especially if employing touch with another. Lacking this gift, Idris was often adrift in his dealings with the clan, which nearly always used this mind-speak method of communicating. Idris took to ignoring everyone. Everyone except her. She alone had the ability to get through to him, at least when she touched his temple and concentrated—and it was rare when he would allow her this familiarity. 

“The elders shouldn’t force you to do this alone.” His gruff voice held a tinge of anger from his outburst at the council meeting earlier in the day.

Serentyn flipped her long brown braid off her shoulder and glanced back as Idris stepped onto the hilltop with her. He was shorter than most Ddaeran men, though he still bested her by a couple of inches. At odds with his perpetual anger and confusion was his angelic face: smooth, open, his green eyes fired with starbursts of hazel—she often found herself staring at him when he wasn’t looking. As an orphan and outcast of the Grymusedd clan, even he did not know his true age, but she figured he was at least a few months older than her twenty-one years.

The wind began keening as Serentyn turned back to the west, toward the Albica Sea shimmering in the moonlight. She breathed out slowly, attempting yet failing to control her emotions. She felt many things all at once but joy overtook everything else. She hadn’t wanted that disastrous council meeting to be the last time she ever saw him. Serentyn felt him move closer, sensing his fear for her.

“I want you to live through this night, Idris.”

“We both know you cannot hold back the tides of Albica by yourself.”

She didn’t deny it. “I don’t have to. I just need to give our people a chance to escape to the north.”

He scoffed at that. “The Castali were never my people.”

As much as she wanted to deny that fact, she couldn’t. The Grymusedd clan, their neighbors far to the north, had forced him out of their village when he was still a small boy. The Grymusedd had little tolerance for those who did not keep the peace. She remembered walking the east walkway of the floating lake village of Castali on the day Idris arrived. He was a screaming terror of a boy, throwing a tantrum as the adults attempted to restrain him with calming words. He thrashed about as her fellow villagers looked on, some of them in shock and others in pity as word spread of his adoption into the Castali clan.

<<<  >>>

Guto, the youngest elder, had tried to calm Idris by holding onto his shoulders and thinking into his mind. It had little effect, as Idris began to use his poorly developed skill in psychokinesis to lift rocks from within the lake and toss them haphazardly around the walkways and on top of the village roofs. Several of the villagers flicked his stones away, so he wouldn’t harm anyone. 

His outburst frightened Serentyn, and she hid behind her mother. They all watched as this near animal of a boy took out his anger on them. He had tears streaming down his face, and he shouted incoherent words. Seren, being so young herself, only nine at the time, had never met anyone from the Grymusedd clan, and she was curious if they were all so reckless and angry. She touched her mother’s hand and asked her as much. Her mother only shook her head.

Serentyn thought hard about him and realized she might know how to calm him. She projected her idea into her mother’s mind and, after a long stare at the boy, her mother agreed to let Serentyn try. So she let go of her mother’s hand and stepped forward, moving toward the boy, her eyes never wavering. 

He didn’t notice her until she stood steps away. She reached out a single finger, her forefinger, the one that held her ring shaped into little stars, a gift from her father on the day he first told her about her destiny as an Albican sea guardian.

“Touch me, and let me tell you a secret,” she said aloud. He frowned and shoved away from the elder, who moved away from Serentyn and stood patiently to the side. She thanked him with a single nod, and turned her attention back to the boy.

“Tell me what?”

“You’ll never know unless you touch me,” she chided with a smile, holding her hand out further.

His frown deepened, and he looked like he was debating bursting into another fit again. But she sensed the change in him, just as she had already sensed his insatiable curiosity. He stood rigidly for a moment longer, and then he reached out slowly until his forefinger touched hers.

She spoke into his mind. We will always welcome you here in Castali. You are one of us. We will be your family now. Do you see in my eyes that I speak the truth?

The boy stared at her open-mouthed, curiosity creasing his face. By degrees, his shoulders relaxed and his hands unfisted.

Serentyn stared back at him, wondering why he was not projecting his thoughts back to her. She could not hear him. He either refused to speak to her or he had no skill in telepathy, something she had never heard of. All Castalians had telepathic skill, though her own skills were considered poor, and it was often the case that whole days would go by before anyone spoke aloud.

The boy pulled his hand away from hers. When he finally spoke, he said, “What is your name?”

“Seren—”

“Star,” he repeated in what she knew to be the classic English of the Descendants the elders had told her about. They had come to Ddaera 150 years before from Earth in the Milky Way galaxy--that much she knew from her education—and colonized the central continents of Ddaera. But they rarely ventured to her country of Eirana so far to the west. She wondered where he learned English in such a remote village as Grymusedd. There must have been Descendants who visited his village and taught his people such things. She herself had never seen any Descendants and knew only a handful of their words that the Castali elders had taught her. 

“Yes, I—” she said.

“I am Idris Elisedd.”

“I am glad you came, Idris. Now we will be friends.”

“I don’t have friends,” he said, kicking at one of the rocks he had disturbed. 

Her heart hurt to hear him say it. But she knew how it felt. While some of her people were in awe of her and believed her to have extraordinary powers, while others did not think she had the power to save them and considered her a harbinger of death. No matter what they believed about her, it always left her feeling isolated. 

“You do now,” she said to him. “Why . . . why did your people . . .”

“Banish me?” His laugh was grim. “Because they cannot handle me.”

She shook her head. “What is the real reason?” she pressed.

“Because I—” he started out in a bluster, but then he quieted at the look in her eyes. “I hurt my sister.”

She reached up to touch his temple with her finger, hoping it would be easier to probe his mind this way. And it was; she had her answer instantly. “Psychokinesis?”

“I was just playing with some rocks, tossing them through the air and . . .” He could not finish. 

“One hit her?”

He pulled away from her touch but nodded.

“I understand.”

“They didn’t,” he murmured.

“The Castalians will, Idris.” She ventured out to touch his arm. “I always will.”

<<<  >>>

Idris moved a trio of rocks before them both, twirling them with his mind for amusement, and it brought Serentyn out of her memories.

She glanced up at him, feeling the old ache of pity for her friend. “I am one of the Castali. Would you deny me as you do
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