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  Introduction


The Prophecy Series, a three-part adventure, is set in a fantastical world rife with elemental magic and mighty warriors. This novella, a short side adventure, introduces the world of Zodia and the central characters.  






  
  Chapter one
1


In a world parallel to Earth is a land where elemental magic reigns supreme and warriors train from birth. The world is called Zodia, a land where energy flows through the soil and into every living being. Where the trees hum to the rhythm of the wind and fire comes to life from fingertips. However, not all is well in this land full of wonder. Overhead hangs an ominous threat, a reminder that soon to come is a danger like no other. A threat prophesied through the generations. A warning that war and destruction will rip through the land and all its beauty. Yet a light will shine through the darkness of this time and drive out the enemy. They will know this light as the Chosen One. This person will be the savior, the strongest warrior among this land of fighters. Many have adventured to the land of Earth in search of the Chosen One, only to remain trapped, never to be heard from again. That is, until one Zodian warrior, Eli, is sent away to find their savior. Many thought he was lost to this far away land, but he returned triumphant. The Chosen One, or Tabatha, as Eli calls her, has come to their aid. In this Zodian land, she is learning how to wield her magic and embrace her strength before the eclipse of the Crimson Sun. Once this takes place, a portal will open, and a new enemy will emerge. However, training has come to a halt as the Chosen One teaches her newfound family about a holiday of new beginnings. Christmas, as she has called it, is upon them.  






  
  Chapter two
2


“I can’t believe you have never celebrated Christmas before. It’s the most wonderful time of the year!” Tabatha says to Eli as she wraps the last of the garland around the door frame. Her curls fall into her face as she struggles to reach the corner. She wobbles on tippy-toes until the giant warrior comes to her aid. Eli’s deep brown eyes narrow as he tucks the decoration into place.  
“We don’t have such holidays in Zodia. There is no time for fantasy and old men who sneak presents into houses. We are preparing for an actual danger, Tabatha.” 
He returns to lounging in the door frame between the kitchen and living space. But his folded arms and scowl are no match for Tabatha’s cheerful disposition. She returns his criticism with a disapproving finger wave. 
“In all my 26 years, I've never seen someone as grouchy as you, Eli. Besides, how can you be so grumpy with trees that dance in the wind? Hey! Do you think we can teach them Christmas carols so when the wind blows, they can hum songs?” Tabatha’s eyes widen like a child filled with wonder, while Eli’s frown deepens. 
“Eli, does it get cold enough to snow on the island? It’s pretty chilly tonight, but do you think it’s snow chilly?”
“Only on the mountains,” he grumbles. 
Tabatha groans. 
Eli’s scowl shifts when he hears the commotion just beyond the door. Talia, Alora, and Tobias enter, bringing the cold in with them. 
“Here, Alora, take this wood and put it near the fire. It will get colder tonight,” the warrior mother instructs. Alora follows the direction while Tobias investigates the decorations. He is half Eli’s height and twin to his mother’s features. His icy hands grab Tabatha’s, causing a shiver to run through her. 
“Wow! Look at all this stuff. You made this?” 
“Yup, I was pretty crafty back home. Come look at the wreath I made. I mixed in some of the winter flowers and cones I found.” Tabatha brings the young boy to the kitchen table where the wreath lies. “Come, let’s hang this outside!”
Alora sucks her teeth and rolls her eyes. Today, she wears her hair like her mother in a single braid. Her training blade, sheathed around her waist, sways with her movements. Tabatha still finds it strange for the pre-teen to carry a blade instead of a cell phone. 
“You can come, too,” calls Tabatha, gathering the wreath. 
The young girl rolls her eyes. “I have more important things to do,” dropping the last of the wood by the fire and retreating to her room. 
Tabatha and Tobias shrug. Gathering the rest of their materials, they open the front door, bringing in another waft of cold air. 






  
  Chapter three
3


Talia wraps her arms around herself and moves closer to the fire. Eli takes his place beside her. 
“My love.” 
“My heart.” 
“How long do we entertain this charade, Eli? There is much we should be doing.” 
The fire crackles, casting its fiery light onto her face. Talia’s face is stoic, but the big man has navigated enough of her torrential moods to know he should tread carefully.
“You are right. But perhaps Tabatha has a point.” Talia’s eyes dart to him, stopping him mid-sentence. He throws up his hands in surrender. “Hear me out. Maybe we need to learn how to have some joy in all the fighting. Learn how to have some cheer.” 
Talia squares her shoulders. The heat from the fire intensifies. The door creaks and shuts once more, halting Talia. Tabatha comes to the fire to warm her hands. 
“Isn’t it wonderful?” she says, smile widening.  “Besides snow, we are missing one thing, a tree. We have to put presents under the tree.” 
“Life and winning the battle would be an acceptable gift,” mutters Talia. 
Tabatha ignores the comment. 
“We can’t cut down a tree. They don't like being cut down. They cry when one of them is hurt.” 
Tabatha looks at Tobias, covering her mouth. 
“Oh no! I didn’t think about that. Back home, we don’t think of them as having feelings.” 
“We only take a living one if needed. We usually use a fallen one for wood and kindling. Right, Mama?”  
The young boy looks at his mother, his eyes dancing with wonder. They glisten with the brightness of life not always afforded in this world. Talia nods in agreement, her expression softening. 
“I’m sure we can find something in its place,” she replies.
Tobias smiles, showing his teeth and childish features. He wraps his arms around Talia’s waist, snuggling his face into his mother’s warmth. “Now, warm yourself and go off to bed. Eli, where are the little ones?”
“They went to sleep. They were tired after all the decoration making.” 
“And I still need more help tomorrow if anyone wants to join in the fun,” Tabatha interjects. 
Talia only observes the glee on her face, but the feeling is not contagious. Tobias, however, has caught the spirit and raises his hand high. “I want to help!”
“Then you best hurry to bed. I will hear no nonsense about being too tired to train or do your chores in the morning.” 
“Okay, Mom!” he shouts affirmatively and rushes down the hall to his room.  
Talia watches him bound down the hall and out of sight. She returns her attention to Tabatha, who smiles at her. 
“What?”
“You’re smiling. Am I turning you?”
“Not a chance,” she responds, the smile disappearing from her face. 
Eli snorts, “Nice try, Tabatha.” 






  
  Chapter four
4


The warrioress escapes to the quiet room where her two youngest lay sleeping. She treads lightly through the dark, careful not to disturb them. Jane, the youngest of the clan, lay hidden beneath a pile of animal toys. Lifting the plush tiger from her little head, Talia leans down to kiss her exposed forehead. Her lips feel the warmth radiating from the little one. She places the toy back on her forehead, careful not to awaken her. Talia moves to Ellie, the peacemaker. She lay in a little ball on her belly, allowing her mother to stroke her back and quiet the snoring coming from her parted lips.  
The wind howls, rattling the shutters and sending an icy wave through the cracks. Ellie shivers, drawing herself tighter into a ball. Talia rocks her, lulling her back to sleep. When the little one loosens her grip on the blanket and her lips part, Talia rises to gather the extra coverings she stores for nights such as these. She unfolds the quilt, gingerly running her fingers over each square. The room is too dark to make out the design, but Talia knows it well. She has nestled each of her little ones under its cover. She runs her fingers along each tattered piece and repaired seam, remembering each infraction. Talia lays it on top of Ellie, who soon will grow too long to fit beneath its protective cover. Tucking her little one inside the blanket, she leans down to give her a kiss atop her head. Talia runs her fingers down the child’s braided hair, knowing she will soon need to redo her plaits. She smiles, knowing the little one will protest every moment she must stay between her mother’s thighs instead of running with her siblings. 
Talia turns to leave, avoiding the familiar creaks in the floorboards. She places her foot down and recoils at the sound. She freezes, listening for the rustling of her children, but Jane continues to breathe lightly and Ellie barely stirs. Talia takes the knob in hand when she hears Ellie’s faint voice. 
“Is that you, Mama?”
Talia stifles a sigh. “Yes, little one. Go back to bed.”
“Mama, did you see the decorations we made?” 
Talia moves closer to the bed, quieting her voice, hoping Jane will remain asleep. “I did, little one. They are beautiful.” Talia settles herself on the bed, stroking her fingers over her daughter’s eyes, willing them to close. 
“Did they make you smile?” 
Talia flinches, startled by the question. “Of course. Everything you do makes me smile. Why would you think otherwise?” 
Ellie wiggles tighter into her ball, turning her face to yawn in her blanket. “Okay, Mama. I just wanted you to smile. I like it when you do that. Me and Jane don’t see you smile a lot. Tobias says you used to smile more before papa left.”
Talia is thankful for the darkness covering her frown. “Oh, my little one, you and
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