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Chapter 1: P’Axis Village


 


P’Hilz sat on a small hill overlooking her father’s farm. 
She could see her brothers intently weeding the new growth field.  The delicate
sprouts that would produce this year’s cash crop were just beginning to push
through the ground, but the weeds if left untended would long ago have taken
over the entire field.  J’Rod was in a bad mood again, the blacks were swirling
around him as he cursed the weeds and tore them out of the ground ruthlessly. 
He would be a great farmer one day, and as the eldest son would inherit the
farm and the homestead.  J’Rod was usually very pleasant and happy, he loved
farming and was very good at it.  But lately J’Na from the third farmstead to
the north had been toying with him.  She had beautiful long black hair and a
face that caused men to stare.  The problem was that she knew she was beautiful
and took great pleasure in attracting and then ignoring one young man after
another.  Today it was J’Rods turn.


Keeping his distance from his angry brother L’Nar was
enjoying the warm day and the easy work as he whistled like a warbler and
efficiently pulled weed after weed with long practiced efficiency.  P’Hilz
noted the frolicking of the yellows, blues and greens around him.  She should
really be down there helping, but her father did not trust her with the new
growth.  She had pulled several healthy seedlings last solar when he sent her
to the fields.


No, this was not her time.  He would send her to the fields
every day when the plants were near to harvest.  She could almost hear him now,
“Yer lucky for da harvest girl.  We harvest more den da neighbors ifn you spends
time in da fields, git on out dere.”


She smiled to herself at the thought of those hours of peace
as she walked the fields, singing to the plants and watching the greens gather
around the ripening grains and stalks.  She could feel the flow of those
beautiful colors as though they were filling her with life.


Now though, she was stuck with feeding the animals and
cleaning out their pens because, as her father constantly reminded her, “caint
afford ta have da good stock pulled with da weeds.”  Soon he would notice that
she was not working, and call her in to muck out a pen or something equally
gross.


P’Hilz noticed the browns and grays working their way toward
her and shook off the mood, reaching out for the yellows and the promise of
good weather and happiness.  As soon as they began to gather around her she
felt better, even beginning to hum a little tune she had heard her mother sing
many times.


“Hey look, it’s Phased Out P’Hilz.  Whatcha doin goober? 
Lookin at them ribbons that don’t exist again?”


P’Hilz felt her blood go cold and the yellows shot away from
her as the blacks raced in.  She could not mistake that voice, it was Rachel,
the prettiest and most popular girl in the village.  And unfortunately one of
the people P’Hilz had tried to explain the beautiful colors to before she
learned that being different in a farming community was about the worst thing
you could be.


“Hello Rachel.  What are you doing here?  Get bored bossing
the boys around? “


“Naw, just needed a good laugh, so I thought I would come
see the village idiot.  You should be down there pulling weeds with your brothers;
you will need a skill to support yourself in your old age.  God knows there are
some dumb boys around, but none dumb enough to marry a freak like you.”


P’Hilz saw the reds racing toward her as she felt her anger
rise.  I must fight this down, she wants me to get angry and say something
stupid.  I must remain calm.  She struggled with her composure for a moment
as Rachel laughed, and then called the blues and greens in to soothe her nerves
and help her remain calm.


“Why don’t you go pick on someone else, I am not going to
lower myself to your level.  If you are done insulting me, I do need to get
back to my chores.”


P’Hilz brushed by the taller girl and ducked at just the
right time to avoid the well-aimed slap that she had come to expect.


“Don’t you turn your back on me when I’m talking to you, you
little cow.  I’ll knock the snot out of you.”


P’Hilz avoided a second slap aimed at the back of her head,
and walked purposefully back toward the farmhouse, ignoring the constant stream
of insults Rachel hurled at her back as she walked away.


Someday, you will get yours Rachel, and I hope I am there
to watch it.  The thought brought the reds and blacks racing toward P’Hilz
once more and she had to exert her will firmly to push them away.  By the time
she reached the farmhouse, her tears had dried up once more and she wiped at
her cheeks to make sure there were no remaining traces.  As she walked in, her
mother looked up from the bread she was kneading and smiled at her.


“Come over here child, help me prepare the bread.  I know
you want to be in the fields with the others, but there is honor in baking good
sweet bread too.”


“Let me wash my hands and I will be right there, mother.” 
She rushed over to the sink and washed her hands thoroughly using the time to
focus on the bread making process.


….P’Hilz woke early and rushed to get her chores done so she
would have time to make one more pass at the speech she was supposed to give in
class today.  The topic was “If I could change anything in the world, what
would it be?”  She had struggled for a long time on this one, wanting to say
that she would make it so everyone could see the beautiful colors that danced
in and around everything.  But that would have started another round of taunts
from the other girls.  In the end she had decided to talk about teasing,
taunting and bullying.  She had done a great deal of research and had found
tons of books on the effects of this abuse on both the one being bullied and
those who observed the bullying, whether or not they participated.


L’Nar had tried to discourage her from using the topic,
saying she would be better off sticking to the tried and true topics such as
consistent rainfall and pest proof fields.  He said she was stirring the pot by
giving this particular speech.  He was a wonderful brother, but he was just
barely passing his classes, and she needed top scores on this speech to ensure a
top score in the class.


She finished her chores and hurried back to the farmhouse to
look over the speech one more time.  It was still a little bit too long, she
needed to cut out one of the points or some of the statistics to get it down to
the time limit.  She sat at the kitchen table and worked through the speech,
absently eating a breakfast fold that somehow had ended up in her hand as her
mother looked over her shoulder and patted her on the head.


“Child, you worry too much about those assignments.  A
farmer’s wife has no need for such things as speech writing skills.  Who are
you going to give a speech to?  The men will ignore you and the pigs and
chickens won’t understand.


But if it makes you happy, then who am I to interfere.  Just
make sure you eat something this morning or your stomach might just talk over
your speech.”


“Thank you mom.  I will eat, I promise.”  But she barely
looked up as she spoke.  There!  If I remove the statistics on the effects
of bullying on children’s weight, that should reduce the speech just enough…


P’Hilz ran the speech through her mind over and over as the day
wore on.  Finally it was time and the instructor called on her to present.  She
walked to the front of the class as much of the class was still busy giggling
over the humorous speech given by her friend B’Eth.  The speech had not been
intended to be funny, but B’Eth was quick on her feet and adjusted on the fly
when one of the popular girls started laughing at one of her points.  P’Hilz
envied that ability of her friend, people still laughed at her, but the edge
was not as sharp when B’Eth acted like humor was her intent all along.


P’Hilz stepped up to the lectern and set her notes down,
then turned and waited for the instructor to introduce her indicating it was
time to begin.  A few moments later the instructor introduced her and started
his timer.


“Good mid-Day.  My topic for today is the effects of
bullying on individuals and society as a whole…..


… So in conclusion, it is easy to see that bullying is a
clear sign of insecurity, and when endorsed by others has a negative impact on
society as a whole, not just the individual being picked on.  We must all focus
our efforts on helping those who bully others to find their own self-worth so
that they can have a more positive effect on society.  Thank you.”


The instructor indicated she had completed in the required
time limit, and B’Eth began to applaud, but everyone else in the room was
silent several looking at Rachel.  P’Hilz looked at Rachel as well and saw the
fury in her face. Her heart sank as she realized her error.  


L’Nar had been right, she just made things worse.  Rachel
clearly saw this as a direct assault on her, and she was seething.  


P’Hilz somehow found her way back to her desk, and sat down,
all concern about her grade completely forgotten.  Two more students gave
speeches, one even received a huge round of applause, but she hardly noticed.  The
blacks and browns were gathered around her thickly as her imagination came up
with thousands of ways that Rachel would get back at her for the perceived
insult.


As soon as the bell rang indicating the end of the class
period and coincidently the school day, she bolted for the door hoping to get
out of the school ahead of Rachel, it was always possible, she would calm down
by tomorrow.  P’Hilz was too slow though, Rachel’s friends were at the door
waiting on her, and they surrounded her as she walked out of the room.  P’Hilz
drew in her breath sharply as one of the girls punched her in the ribs from
behind.


“So I’m insecure am I?  And I need help?  Who is going to
help me?  You?”  P’Hilz could feel the hatred and anger dripping off the words
as they came from behind her.  The girls herded her out of the school and off
the school grounds, not letting her go to her locker to get her things.  The
whole way they punched and prodded her pulling her hair and spitting insults at
her in quiet tones so they could not be overheard by the instructors.


They herded her over a small hill into a grove of fruit
trees just out of sight of the school.  Then Rachel took charge.


“Hold that bitch against the tree over there.  I’ll show you
who needs help, you little cunt!”


Two of the girls grabbed P’Hilz by her arms and slammed her
into the indicated tree so that she was facing Rachel and three of her crew. 
Rachel picked up a stick and swung it with all her might, hitting P’Hilz in the
stomach and the pain nearly made her faint, but it was just the beginning.  The
girls all moved in and started hitting her and pulling her hair so hard that
chunks of it came out.  Somehow P’Hilz ended up on the ground and the girls
around her were all kicking her.  She curled up in a ball trying to protect her
head as she focused on just enduring and surviving the beating.  


The pain kept growing as she was kicked repeatedly and soon
she found herself focusing her entire being on her desire for protection from
the kicks.  Suddenly they stopped coming, and P’Hilz looked up at a stunned
group of girls who were still trying to kick her but their feet appeared to
strike some invisible wall before they reached her.  P’Hilz felt the pain of
previous strikes throughout her body, but try as they might the girls were no
longer able to hit her.  Rachel retrieved her stick and swung it as hard as she
could at P’Hilz head, but the stick broke as it struck the invisible wall.


Rachel pulled back and looked at her with complete disgust. 
“You are a worthless freak.  A slut no boy would even consider laying with,
much less marrying.  Why don’t you do yourself a favor and just die?”  With
that she spat at P’Hilz and turned signaling for her friends to follow her as
she stormed away in the direction of the school.


Anger surged up in P’Hilz pressing past even her pain, and
the reds and blacks rushed toward her as she focused on Rachel’s back.  May
you trip on the rock in front of you and break your leg.  May you grow boils
and suffer as long as I still have pain from this beating.


As she watched, the blacks and reds wove themselves together
and flew at Rachel’s back.  They reached her and P’Hilz watched in amazement as
Rachel tripped over something and fell to the ground, twisting awkwardly and
clearly breaking her leg.  Her friends quickly gathered around her and there
was panic in their movements as they worked to get her comfortable.  Then one
of the girls took off running toward the school.  


“Oh my god.  Did I make that happen?  What kind of a
freak am I?”


“You are not a freak at all, you are blessed with the
ability to command the power colors.  You need training though, I will send one
of my students to speak to your parents.  Who are you?”


“Now I am hearing voices in my head?  I am going crazy.”


“No, you are not going crazy.  I am Mir Master O’Rvl, and
I am asking you to become one of my apprentices.”


P’Hilz had heard of Master O’Rvl, he was highly
revered in the big cities, but her dad said the mastery was a bunch of bunk. 
Either he was wrong, or P’Hilz was completely off her rocker.  She preferred
the first option.


“Sir, I thank you.  I am P’Hilz and if you think I am
worthy, I would be very happy to apprentice with you.  I am not very popular
here, and I believe my parents will be glad to be rid of me.”


“I doubt that, but you will be welcome among us.  One of
my apprentices will visit your parents today.  


Now lie still for a moment while I do what I can for you.”


“Yes sir.”


P’Hilz was amazed as she saw the whites and greens gather
above her and form themselves into a complex pattern before settling on her. 
She instantly felt relief from the worst of the pain she had been feeling in
her back and stomach.


“Th..thank you sir.  What did you do?  How did you make
the colors do that?”


“It was a healing weave, and not very well done from this
distance, but you should be able to walk now and you won’t die before my apprentice
arrives.  He will do a more thorough job of healing when he gets there.”


“Thank you sir.”  


P’Hilz braced herself for the effort, finding she was able
get to her feet with only a little pain from the beating she had just endured. 
She turned away from the school and headed home, opting to leave her things at
school rather than risk running into Rachel’s friends again.


She reached the farm house and tried to sneak into the wash
station to clean up, but her mother had seen her come in and intercepted her.


“Oh my god!  P’Hilz who did this to you?  Are you okay?  Of
course you aren’t look at you.  Sit down over here.  L’Nar run and get the doc,
J’Rod get me some warm water and some of that corn cider, I need to clean her
up so the doc can do his magic.”


“Mom, I’m alright, honest.  No need for the doc.”


“You are not alright.  Look.”  She held a mirror in front of
P’Hilz so she could see herself.  P’Hilz suddenly felt faint as her knees gave
out. Her mother jumped to guider her into a chair.  Her face was a mess.  She
had blood all over, some from the many cuts and bruises on her face, and some,
undoubtedly, from her torn scalp where hair had been pulled out in bunches. 
She sat there stunned as her mother gently wiped the blood from her face and
hair.  


About an hour later, L’Nar came back in shaking his head.


“Mom, da doc ain’t available now.  He be treatin one o da
neighbor girls who done broke her leg an got boils on her face n chest.  He be
here soons he kin.  He done called out to da docs round bout ta see ifn de kin
help.”


“Well, with the blood cleared away, it looks like she will
need some stitches but I don’t see anything that looks irreparable.  My biggest
concern is concussion, so we will need to keep her awake until the doc can get
here.


Now child, tell me what happened.  It looks like you were
beaten by more than one person.  Who did this?”


“It was Rachel and her friends.  L’Nar was right, I should
not have given that speech.  It made her angry and they came after me.  It is
my fault, I didn’t think things through.”


“Rachel?  Dat’s da girl wid da broke leg n boils.  How she
gone do dis?”  P’Hilz was stunned, how could L’Nar be taking Rachel’s side?


“I don’t know about the boils, but I saw her fall as she and
her friends walked away after beating me.  I just wanted to get away, so I
didn’t stay to see if she was okay.”


They seemed to accept her explanation, and P’Hilz felt
relief as concern filled L’Nar’s face once more.


“Tell me about this speech.  What did you say?”


“It was about bullying and its effects on society as a
whole.  I think I have the transcript, where is my folder?”


“Here mom, dis da speech.  I tole her she ought ta stick ta
a regular thin like farmin,  you know P’Hilz, when she gits her back set.”


Her mom read through the speech, and nodded.


“Well, I can see how this would anger someone who was known
for bullying.  You need to work on your politics young lady.  I would say you
are fortunate that they did not beat you more severely.  


Telling a bully that they are the ones who need help is not
what I would call wisdom.  It may be true, but that does not make it smart.”


Okay, get up and walk around, I don’t want you going to
sleep until the doc sees you.”


“Yes ma’am.”  P’Hilz struggled to stand up and began walking
toward the refresh station.  


“I think I will take a quick refresh and put on some clean
clothes.”


“Good idea.  And throw those clothes away, they are too torn
up to mend, you will just have to make do with one less outfit.”


P’Hilz reached the refresh station and looked in the full
length mirror there.  Again she gasped.  Her face was bruised and cut, but no
longer bleeding, and her hair while considerably thinner and showing several
bare patches, was no longer matted with blood.  But that was the best of it. 
Her clothes had been ripped and torn to shreds and her breasts were both
showing through indecently while her under pants were all that covered her from
the waist down.  She had been so focused on getting home she had not looked to
see if she still had clothes on.  She closed the door and slipped what remained
of her clothing off, stepping into the refresh unit quickly to avoid focusing
on the bruises and welts all over her body.


She flinched as the water struck her body and flowed across
the cuts and scrapes.  As the pain ran through her body, she drew the whites
and greens and attempted to push them into the complex pattern they had formed
when she was laying beneath the tree earlier.  The colors moved willingly as
she formed the pattern in her mind and soon she decided they were in the form
they had been when the master laid them on her.  She willed them to enter her
body and heal her, and to her amazement the pattern descended on her and she
felt the pain subside considerably once more.  She looked down at her chest and
was amazed to see the cuts and bruises had nearly all disappeared.  She
finished washing and walked over to the mirror to confirm what her eyes and
hands were telling her.  


Sure enough, as she stood and surveyed her body, she saw
that most of the cuts and bruises were gone.  Her face was nearly back to its
normal appearance, and except for the missing patches of hair, her scalp looked
fully healed.


That is incredible, the colors formed to my will, and
then they healed my body.  So I can heal as well as damage… 


Oh my god, I broke Rachel’s leg and gave her boils.  I
have to fix that, she is a bully, and I hate that in her, but if I allow this
to continue then I am no better than she is.


P’Hilz slipped into her room and pulled on a fresh set of
clothes.  Slipping out the back door and running across the fields toward
Rachel’s house.  She became winded quickly and found herself struggling to keep
her pace up, but her determination held and soon she could see the small
building that was Rachel’s home.  The doctor’s transport was parked out front,
and P’Hilz could see Rachel’s father pacing near the door.


She moved into the shadows and slipped down to the back of
the house trying to remain hidden as she went.  Eventually, she reached the
back of the house and peeked in the only window on that side of the building. 
There was the doc bending over a small body on the table.  P’Hilz sucked in her
breath sharply and stepped back involuntarily as she saw a huge boil on the leg
that did not have a plasti-cast on it. How could she have wished such a thing
on another human being?


She asserted her will and focused once more on drawing the
greens and whites, forming the complex pattern and willing it to heal Rachel,
she saw the pattern move through the wall and over to the girl slipping around
the doctor and into Rachel.  As soon as the colors disappeared into her body,
the boils disappeared and P’Hilz heard a collective gasp from those inside the
room.  The doctor stood up looking around for the source of the sudden healing,
and P’Hilz quickly ducked down below the window. She held her breath and
remained motionless for seconds, hoping that she had not been seen.


“That was well done.  You will make a fine apprentice.  I
am proud of you.”


P’Hilz nearly jumped out of her skin as she heard the voice
in her head once more.  She quickly looked around, and decided she needed to
get to cover.  As she moved quickly back into the shadows on the slope of the
small hill, she focused once more on the voice in her head.


“I do not deserve your praise, sir.  To my great dismay,
I caused this to happen to her.  I could not allow it to remain when you showed
me how to undo it. She still suffered at my hand, and that is horrid.  I fear I
am not worthy to be your apprentice.”


“Your awareness of the situation and your initiative to
correct this error is exactly what makes you a good candidate.  Go home now my
apprentice is talking to your parents.”


That last had the air of authority that would brook no
dispute.  She automatically responded to his order.


“Yes, sir.”


She pushed her exhausted body into a trot once more and
reached her home just before dark.  


She could hear the argument ensuing as she entered.  There
was a tall slender man with curly black hair and a deep tan standing in front
of her father speaking quietly while her father ranted in full fury in
response.  Her mother looked up and saw her.  She tapped P’Hilz’s father on the
shoulder and pointed at her, and he became silent abruptly pushing past the
tall man and moving toward her rapidly.


“Where you been girl?  Yer mother tol’ how you was beat bad taday. 
Don see no sign o da beatin, but yer mother don lie.”


“Sorry dad, I went for a run to stretch my muscles and stay
awake until the doctor could get here.  I happened to run past Rachel’s house
and saw his transport parked there, so I didn’t figure he would be here any
time soon.”


“Oh my goodness.  What happened to your face P’Hilz, it was
beaten and bruised when you came home today.  Now it is mostly healed.”


P’Hilz reached up and touched her face, she had forgotten
about the healing she had done on herself.  As she searched her mind furiously
for an appropriate answer, she felt the exhaustion overtake her will and
suddenly she was looking up at her parents and the tall man, who was
concentrating hard as she saw greens, whites and yellows form into a very
complex pattern and settle on her.  She immediately felt better, the last
nagging pains were gone and her energy levels were restored somewhat.


She sat up, and looked at the tall man, smiling as she
realized he was not much older than L’Nar.  Somehow she had figured he was as
old as her father the way he had stood his ground under her father’s wrath.


“Thank you, sir.  Are you the one Maser O’Rvl sent?”


“You are welcome.  Yes, I am Jin Master Caz, apprentice to Mir
Master O’Rvl.  


As I was explaining to your father, Master O’Rvl asked me to
come here to invite you to apprentice with him.  If you agree, I am to ask your
parent’s permission to take you to Master O’Rvl.”


A thrill ran through her as she looked quickly over to her
mother and father.  Her mother was smiling, but her father had a distinctly
sour look on his face.


“Mom, dad, I don’t fit here.  No one else here sees the
beautiful colors, and they all make fun of me for seeing them.  I’ve tried, but
I cannot turn them off, I see them everywhere.  I am so unpopular at school
that today when I offended one of the girls with a speech I gave, six of them
ganged up on me and beat me severely.  Master O’Rvl healed me or I might have
died from the beating.  Please let me go to Master O’Rvl, I won’t be an outcast
there.  Please.”


“Dear, you should have seen her when she came home today.  She
was beaten very severely.  I know she doesn’t show it now but it was really bad. 



Much as my heart hurts at the thought of sending our
daughter away, I want her to be safe.  And it is clear she is not safe here.”


“I got no use for no Masters.  Can’t no good come from
sending her to dem.”


“L’Nar tell your father, you saw P’Hilz.”


“Pa, ‘s true.  Don know how she done got healed s’ good, she
wus covered wit blood when she come home taday.  Dey beat her good.  Me ‘n
J’Rod can pay em a visit, but ifn it was a bunch of girls, we caint do nuthin
bout it.  Bes we let her go ifn dis Master kin help er.”


 “Pa, I’m wit L’Nar on dis un.  She don fit in here nohow.”


Her father stood still thinking for nearly a full phase
before answering.  P’Hilz could barely contain herself waiting for his answer,
but she knew better than to interrupt him when he was considering options.


“Well, I hurd o dis Master O’Rvl, an he don sound like no
bad person.  But know dis, ifn my girl gits hurt wilst in his care, you both
gonna answer ta me.


Girl, dis whut you want?  You sure?”


“Yes dad.  This is what I want.  I don’t fit in here. I know
I have been an embarrassment to you and mom, and I just want to leave you in
peace.  These people see the colors like me, I will fit in there.”


“Ok, I still got no use fer no Masters, but ifn dis whut you
want, I won stop ya.”


P’Hilz’s heart jumped and she quickly moved over to hug her
mom and dad, thanking them repeatedly before turning back to the stranger. 


“Sir, is it true?  Will you take me to Master O’Rvl?”


“Yes, Initiate P’Hilz.  Gather your belongings and be ready
to go in one hour.  I need to make a quick stop to speak to the doctor, and
then we will be off.”


“Today?  Right now?”


“Yes today, in one hour.  Hurry, Master O’Rvl likes
promptness.”


P’Hilz turned and ran to her room to gather her few items of
clothing and other personal items.  She was done in just a few phases, and
found herself amazed at how little she had that was truly hers.  Her mother
came in with a small potato bag for her to put her things in, and slipped a few
coins in her pocket.


“I have been saving these for a nice dress for you.  You
save them until you are sure that you have made the right choice.  If it isn’t
what you want, these will help you get home.”


“Thank you mom.  It has to be better than here.  At least
there are others who see the colors there.  But I will hold on to these, just
in case.  Thank you!”


She gathered her little bag, walked back out to the main
room and sat down to wait on Jin Master Caz and the promise of a new life as a
student of Mir Master O’Rvl.   


It seemed like many hours before Master Caz returned, but in
reality, he appeared exactly one hour from when he had departed.










Chapter 2: Life of an Initiate


 


“Are you ready Initiate P’Hilz?”


“Yes sir, Jin Master Caz.”


“Alright.  Sir, Ma’am, thank you for your hospitality. 
Initiate P’Hilz will not be allowed any visitors until spring as she must
complete an intense immersion into the mastery.  After that time, you will be
welcome to visit, please contact us first to make sure we are there as we do
travel to villages across the planet when our services are needed.”


“Initiate P’Hilz, we will walk to the top of the hill and
teleport from there.  Let’s go.”


P’Hilz turned and walked out of the house and up the hill,
not looking back for fear her resolve would break.  When they reached the top
of the hill, Master Caz stepped next to her and put a hand on her shoulder then
concentrated for a moment.  P’Hilz felt a little disorientation, and then
discovered she was in a courtyard facing a large stone building.


“Come with me, I will take you to your room and then we will
go see Master O’Rvl.  He likes to greet each initiate personally.”


Master Caz led her across the courtyard and into the large
building using a small side door.  They walked down several long hallways
before he stopped suddenly in front of a door in a long hall filled with
similar doors.  


“This will be your room.  Normally initiates share a room,
but at the moment you are the only female initiate, so for now you
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