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  Welcome to Zodia


Welcome to the world of Zodia, where elemental magic and fierce defenders come alive. In this novella, you'll journey back in time before the events of the Prophecy Series, meeting the characters in their younger years. While the Chosen One, Tabatha, may not make an appearance in this tale, be sure to delve into her side adventure in  Snow Fall. If you're new to the series, prepare to immerse yourself in a world brimming with magic and warriors dedicated to protecting their homeland. Step into the enchanting realm of Zodia and embark on an unforgettable adventure.






  
  Chapter one
 1


“Oh, my, can’t you feel the excitement in the air!” Onmai says with a playful shimmy. Fin, her friend and fellow Elder, walks beside her. They are leaving the sleeping quarters and headed to the Zodian training yard to watch the young warriors begin their morning battle regimens. 
“Dear friend, will you say this every day until this round of trainees is promoted into the adult world?” He snickers.
Onmai’s smile widens. “Doesn’t it remind you of when we were young?”
Fin scoffs playfully. “Speak for yourself, Wise One. I am still young.”
Onmai pivots and grabs the hairs of Fin’s chin. Inspecting them she says, “Hmm, judging by the three grey hairs shooting from your chin, I would say you are on the far side of young.”
“Onmai!” He says, swatting her away. But not before she catches the slight reddening of his cheeks.
Placing her hands behind her back, she heads closer to the training grounds. Fin follows behind and they listen to the sound of late morning students rushing to the training yard in hopes of being on time.
“I will say,” Fin begins. “I don’t remember having as much energy at that age.”
Onmai laughs. “Of course you did. You just spent that time chasing me around and getting into any trouble that I could find.”
Fin’s eyes soften as he reminisces. “Ah, yes. I remember those late nights, snooping about the training yard, sipping from the commander’s wine. Thank the heavens we never were caught, or else I doubt we’d be standing here today. Well, maybe you would be.”
“Yes, I remember those days. The prophecy’s vision came to me, and we lost Sage Tobin soon after. I was still a girl in the final years of the training camp. There was much pressure on me to guide and to learn. I often forgot how young I was. But somehow you always found a way to remind me of my youth.” Onmai’s toasty skin turns a shade darker around her cheeks as she smiles warmly and pats Fin’s hand.
He nods respectfully and they continue towards the training yard. It is an area a short path from the Elders’ dwelling places. Unlike the tranquil Elders’ Villa, housed in a towering oak tree, the training yard is filled with lodging for recruits who are without caretakers, and areas suited for the young warriors to practice their elemental abilities of fire, earth, water, and wind.
Onmai and Fin find a place to observe the trainees from the shadows. “Look at them,” she says. “So much life ahead of them. I pray these times of peace last a while longer and they are able to enjoy their youth.”
Fin nods. “Yes, Wise One. And if I may say, I believe under your discerning leadership, we shall see peace until the eclipse of the Crimson Sun.”
“Let us pray to the ancestors for it to be true.” Onmai says as she searches the yard.
Fin flashes a toothy grin as he watches her try to hide her impatience. “Is there someone you are searching for, Wise Sage?” he teases, knowing who she seeks.
Onmai rises on her tip toes searching above the heads of the trainees. “You know full well who I search for, you old fool.” she teases back.
Fin lifts his chest and easily scans the crowd. “Oh, do you mean Talia? The one who wears her hair in a braid and is quite strong, I might add.”
Onmai narrows her eyes. “Stop teasing, you old tomcat you. I heard whispers of a party down by the lake and hear it got a little rowdy. I wish to know she safely made it back. That girl is never late for training, but I cannot find her.”
Fin watches as concern pulls at the edges of Onmai’s eyes, deepening her forming wrinkles. The last years have added more age to both of them, he thinks, taking in the fading color of her dark hair. He whispers. “You would have made a wonderful mother, Sage Onmai.”
She stops searching the crowd of young ones and faces him. He does not wipe away the admiration in his eyes or his flushed expression, like he did when she grabbed his chin. Onmai smiles tenderly, then goes back to searching the trainees. “The stars did not have that in my future. Besides, with a calling like mine, no man would dare approach me in that manner.” She pauses, then winks at him. “Except for you, a night or two.”
Fin smiles warmly, then nods his head to the left. “The one you search for is over to our left. A few larger warriors block her from view.”
Onmai exhales peacefully.
Fin continues. “I too heard of the late-night festivities. I sent some people to keep an eye on things. She was not in attendance.”
Onmai turns to him, exasperated. “What? Why?” Her voice raises and a few heads turn in their direction. The instructor scolds and the recruits whip their heads back towards the front.
Onmai lowers her voice. “Why was she not at the party? Where was that silly girl?”
“My scouts say she was in the training hall working on her spear formations until she returned to her dorm and went to sleep. I thought you did not want her at the party?”
“I said I wanted her safe. Of course, I wanted her at the party; how will she find a husband if she is cooped up training every hour? Now I see why the Elders used to interfere in our marriage affairs.”
Fin chuckles. “There is still time. This batch of warriors will not be dismissed from our care for another few weeks.”
Fin teases, but Onmai brightens. “Dear friend, you are a brilliant one indeed. That is why you are an Elder.”
Squeezing his arm, she dashes away from the training yard.
Tilting his head to the side, he calls, “Onmai, where are you going?”
“To think,” she calls as her rushed feet sweep up dust with each hurried step. “I am going to do some matchmaking. I just don’t know how yet.”
Onmai disappears out of Fin’s sight, and he shakes his head. "I suppose love is on the horizon. Let's hope disaster doesn't lurk just behind.”






  
  Chapter two
2


Preferring the company of nature than that of the walls lined with journals and scrolls, Onmai tucks herself away in the courtyard of the Elders’ Villa. It is quieter than the training yard and filled with the peaceful sounds of thoughtful reflection and the occasional voices of instructors guiding young warriors, not yet skilled enough to join the training camps.  
Deeper within the courtyard is a secluded part filled with trees that hang low with vibrant fruit and butterflies that take their fill from fragrant flowers. Crossing her legs, she finds a soft piece of grass to settle in. This season is just before the scorching time of nature, leaving the air feeling pleasantly hot, but subtly chilled when the clouds drift, covering the two lingering suns: the Rising Sun and the Crimson Sun. 
The Rising Sun, brings warmth to the day and sets, signaling night. It is not as ominous as the other presence lingering in the sky. The Crimson Sun brings with it a warning of war and chaos as it inches closer to eclipsing the Rising Sun. But today, Onmai does not seek guidance from the ancestors for this trouble. She seeks guidance on matters of the heart. 
“Wise Ones who have come before me, please guide me. How do I help these young ones on matters of the heart?” She says, though no answer comes. Onmai furrows her brows. “I know you hear me.” She says sourly as she hears pestering giggles in her soul and at her rear. 
“Is that my pupil I hear behind me?” Onmai’s heart swells at the sound of Talia’s soft steps crushing the grass. 
“Yes, Sage Onmai, it is me. I heard your voice during this morning’s training, though I couldn’t see you once things were completed.”
Waving Talia over she takes a seat beside the sage. Once settled, Onmai asks. “My dear, aren’t you done with your training early?”
Talia’s chest warms with pride. “I bested my training partners in three of our three battle sequences. The instructors said I could leave early. So, I thought I would spend some training time with you.”
Onmai pouts her lip. “My dear, how are you to find a lover if you are always by my side?”
Talia closes her eyes, entering a reflective state. With palms turned up on her legs, she says, “Why would I want a silly thing like that? I would prefer to hone my skills.”
Onmai scoffs. “You are days away from womanhood. Don’t you want a family?” 
Talia’s eyes flutter open, and she raises her brows inquiringly at the sage. “Aren’t you, my family?” 
The question pulls at Onmai’s heart. Softening, she outstretches her hand and pat’s Talia’s leg. Straightening her posture, Onmai closes her eyes and adjusts herself to enter a round of reflection. Talia mimics the action, and silence falls between them. 
A gentle breeze flutters by and the faint hum of trees rejoicing is carried in the wind. Inhaling deeply, Onmai breathes in wisdom and exhales the right words to Talia’s question. “We are family, dear one. We have been the moment you lost your loved ones on the battlefield. I have watched over you since you were little taller than a blade of wheat, which is why I want you to take heed of my words. It is good to find love in addition to your ambitions.”
Onmai peeks her eye open, gazing at her pupil who is staring back at her. Talia’s eyes do not glisten, and her face remains as hard as a stone foundation, yet Onmai can tell how the young one considers her words. 
Rolling back her shoulders, Talia closes her eyes. A moment of silence passes, then Talia says, “If I were to take heed of your words, when would I have the time to oblige your request?”
With her eyes still closed, Onmai chuckles. “Well, you could start by sneaking from your dorm as the others do and spend some time with the other recruits.”
“I would rather stand on seashells.” Talia grumbles. 
Onmai throws her head back and laughs. “Oh my, I have my work cut out for me with you, don’t I? Is there not someone in the training yard that interest you?” 
Onmai opens her eyes to fully stare at her student. Talia keeps her eyes closed, though she feels the heat of the sage pressing her for
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