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I came up with the idea for the Season Avatars back in 1996.  The Beatles Anthology aired on TV in November 1995.  I’d been a casual fan of the Beatles for a long time, but after watching the Anthology and getting “Free as a Bird” stuck in my head, I became a devout fan. One day, after reading a book discussing their four-fold synergy, it came to me that I should write a story about four magicians who had to work together as closely as the Beatles did. I knew I didn’t want the magicians to be associated with different elements, but seasons appealed to me.  

Over the next couple of years I developed four characters and a country afflicted by Chaos Season, a magical weather storm that mixed up the seasons. My characters had to overcome their differences to tame Chaos Season. It took a lot of rewriting before I was ready to submit the story to a publisher. The editor liked it enough to request the full manuscript but ultimately passed on it. Despite his promise, he never sent me a list of ways to improve the story. That was the farthest the story ever got in the world of traditional publishing. I set my work aside and moved on to other projects. 

In 2011, I turned to self-publishing and discovered I really enjoyed it. Finally I had a chance to put my Season Avatars before readers. I wrote completely new material, as my writing skills had improved over the years, and my story concepts had changed significantly. What started as a trilogy is now a five-book series, and I plan to continue the story in a spin-off series.

What follows are four short stories I wrote to help me understand my characters’ backgrounds. As you might expect given my fondness for the Beatles, my characters share some traits with the musicians. Just as John, Paul, George, and Ringo each filled a certain role within the Beatles, each of my characters brings something unique to their quartet. Gwen is the leader, clever and determined. Jenna is fun-loving and sensual. Ysabel is warm-hearted and loving, eager for everyone to get along. And Kay is the spiritual leader, intense, quiet, and otherworldly. 

These stories are set before the start of Scattered Seasons. Three of these stories have never been published, while an earlier version of Jenna’s story appeared in the May 2014 issue of Indie Writers Monthly. (This version is expanded and has a different ending.) Come meet my “Fem Four” at critical points in their youth, before they unite in their constant battle against Chaos Season.
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Gwen’s Story: But Not Today
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A sister. Gwen needed a sister, someone to make the nursery feel less lonely.

It was a very nice nursery, befitting a noble family. Although it was on the top floor of the manor, so tall Gwen’s short legs ached after climbing all the stairs, it was warm in the winter. During the summer, Dama s’Ren, Gwen’s governess, would open windows at each end of the nursery to let cooling breezes pass through. Whitewashed walls reflected light, and colorful rugs and blankets made the room look lively. Cloth dolls to cuddle and porcelain ones with real hair and their own clothes, blocks and puzzles well-worn by previous lo Havil children, and picture books all promised plenty of hours of playtime. But Gwen never enjoyed playing by herself, and she wasn’t good at it. She had too many memories of grown-up cares filling her six-year-old mind.

Gwen had memories from her previous lives because she was a Spring Avatar, born on the first day of spring. A long time ago, the Goddess of Spring had given Gwen healing magic. When Gwen grew up, she would find the other three Season Avatars her age, and together they would tame Chaos Season, the magical storm that mixed up the seasons. She wished they were here right now so they could play together. Even if they were boys, like the child Mama was carrying and was going to name Grant. 

Poor Mama had been trying to give Gwen a brother or sister for years. Finally, last year, she’d made a special trip to the capital city of Wistica to see the current Ava Spring. Gwen had pleaded with her parents for days before they’d agreed to take her too. They hadn’t been sure the current Avatar would want to meet her successor. But she’d been very kind to Gwen, asking her if she remembered the One Oak, the big house where all of the Avatars lived, and telling her it was all right that her magic wasn’t active yet. “You need to use your energy now to grow big and strong so you can help others later,” she said. “And now I need to see your mother privately so I can help her.” 

Mama had gotten with child the next moon, so the Spring Avatar must have healed whatever was keeping her from having another one. Gwen wished the Avatar could have come to their country estate for the birth. Mama had started having pains yesterday, and Gwen hadn’t been allowed to see her since. How could her governess insist she practice her Fip verbs as if everything was fine? No one had told her anything.

If no one will tell me what’s going on, I’ll have to find out on my own. She would get in trouble if she was caught outside of the nursery. But the more Gwen thought about it, the more convinced she became she should escape. Maybe she didn’t have magic for Mama yet, but she had lots of memories about helping women have babies. Of course, she didn’t understand them very well, but she could explain them to the midwife and let her do the work.

Gwen tried the door handle, but it didn’t budge. “Freeze it,” she muttered, glancing around to make sure her governess hadn’t heard her. Young noblewomen weren’t supposed to swear. Had Dama s’Ren locked her in? How was she supposed to get out? Gwen wasn’t a Summer Avatar with magic that worked on plants and wood. She barely had any magic except her memories and ability to see the colors of other people’s auras. Maybe one of her memories would give her the answer.

She sat in the rocking chair that was just her size and thought about doors and locks. She remembered a lot of doors from the One Oak were so old there was only one key for them, so the key was kept next to the door, or even in the lock, so it wouldn’t get lost.

Gwen knew how to get the key—if it had been left in the lock.

One of Gwen’s favorite things to do was draw. Dama s’Ren had given her a sketchbook and colored pencils for her birthday. Gwen carefully tried to push the sketchbook under the door, but it was too thick. She bent it back so only the cover stuck out, then slid that through the crack.  Next, she took her least favorite colored pencil—orange—and tried to stick into the lock. The pencil was too thick, so Gwen had to sneak into Dama s’Ren’s desk—another naughty deed—and borrow a knife to shave strips of wood off of the pencil. Goddess of Spring, don’t let the knife slip. Even if her magic worked, she wouldn’t be able to reattach her fingers if she cut them off.

When the pencil was so thin she feared it might snap, Gwen inserted it into the lock, pushing forward until she heard something fall on the other side. She pulled her sketchbook back, grinning when she saw the nursery key caught on the edge. Now to see if it would work from this side.

Gwen eased the door open. Every squeak sounded like the rumble of thunder, guaranteed to bring her governess running. Gwen poked her head out first. If her feet were still in the nursery, she couldn’t get in trouble for leaving. No one was visible on the landing or on the stairs. A memory of being locked out prompted her to slip the sketchbook between the door and frame before venturing farther. The sketchbook had the extra benefit of softening the sound of the closing door. 

She waited a few more heartbeats before gliding down the stairs. Her slippers whispered quietly on the wood. She knew the steps well enough so she could keep to the edges where the boards were least likely to squeak. Still, her heart hammered from more than the movement. What would she do if someone saw her? A servant might not tell on her, but Dama s’Ren would take Gwen straight to her father. He might forbid her from riding her pony for a whole moon. 

As long as my mother is safe, and the baby, Gwen prayed. Just let me see them for a few heartbeats. If they’re well, I’ll go back before anyone knows I’ve left.

She finally reached the second floor, where her parents lived. When she was old enough, she’d have a room down here too. No servants were in the main hall, but at the first sound of voices Gwen crouched next to a big green vase honoring the God of Summer.

“The bleeding hasn’t stopped,” Dama s’Ren said. “Where’s that raspberry leaf tea? Why isn’t it helping?”

“You need to give it more time, Dama,” a strange woman said. Judging by the timbre of her voice, she must be old, much older than Mama and Dama s’Ren.

Dama s’Ren lowered her voice, but Gwen’s sharp hearing still picked out the words, “Lady lo Havil doesn’t have time to wait.”

Gwen clenched her fists. Every instinct in her screamed to rush into her mother’s room and heal her. But her magic wasn’t ready yet.

I have to try. For Mama, and the baby. Was her little brother all right? The governess and the old woman hadn’t said anything about him, and she hadn’t heard him cry. Maybe he hadn’t been born yet, but if Mama was still in labor, she would be making more noise. This part of the house was too quiet. Something was wrong, and that meant Gwen had to do something to help. The question was how to do that without getting into trouble. She had to figure out how to get her governess and the healer to leave her mother alone so she could slip into the room. Could her memories help her with that?

Gwen closed her eyes and searched through her memories for a similar situation. She couldn’t find one. All of her memories came from times when she was already grown up and accepted as a Spring Avatar. She couldn’t think of an instance when someone had blocked her from treating someone else... 

No, that wasn’t true. A few centuries ago, soldiers from another land called Fip had crossed the Salt Waters to take over Challen. Gwen had been a man named Gabriel, and he and the rest of his quartet protected their country and helped everyone they could. One day he’d come across a group of wounded enemy soldiers. The Summer Avatar, Jasmine, hadn’t wanted him to heal them. “They’re the enemy!” she said, clinging to his arm. “If you help them, they’ll only go out and kill more innocent Challens!”

She made a good point. But Gabriel was sick of seeing any wounded, no matter what side they were on. Even the memory of foul-smelling wounds filled with pus was enough to make Gwen nearly gag. She put her hand over her mouth to keep herself silent and forced herself back to the memory. 

“We’ve already tried everything short of killing them outright,” Gabriel said. “It doesn’t matter. Everyone suffers, Jasmine.”

“You could end their suffering with a single touch.”

Yes, he could kill them, but then more soldiers would come with their foreign weapons more powerful than anything the Challens had. Worse, the Fip army was led by their own God-touched Avatar, and the Fips worshipped the God of War. The War Avatar had the uncanny ability to find the best spots and times to pitch a battle, and no matter what bad weather the Season Avatars sent him, no matter how they controlled the plants and animals in his area, he still advanced deeper into Challen. How many more moons could they resist, and how many more would die on both sides? Gabriel was heartsick of people dying because he couldn’t get to them in time. 

“We could stop all suffering if we end this war,” he said. “Maybe if I heal these men, we could parley with the War Avatar.”

Jasmine gasped. “You would talk terms with the Avatar of a foreign
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