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        Trial at the Faire is a fun, action-adventure novella in the Windborne YA fantasy series, set two summers before the events of The Witch of the Meadows and two months after Double Rescue.
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            THE CHALLENGE OF A TRIAL

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        The Cairnkin Village Medieval Faire Reenactment, Scotland

        Late August, in modern times

      

      

      “All at once now! Heave!”

      Muscles tightening, Raven of the Meadows heaved the bulky material from the ground. In the dim morning light, the other fellows did the same around the big tent. Their chaperones ducked inside with the center pole and lifted the roof into a peak. Raven hauled on the nearest rope and trudged away from his side of the limp fabric. The pavilion unfolded and ballooned out. The canvas monstrosity was a round, antiquated-looking thing of stripes, though it was newly made to fit the style of medieval faires.

      Magic would have made this task easier, if only they were allowed to use it.

      “Hold her there,” called Ms. Scallop, a cousin of Raven’s grandmother. She came trotting around the pavilion’s perimeter, the tail of her triangular shawl flapping at the waist of her ankle-length skirt. She gave his rope a curt nod, loosening gray curls from her kerchief as she swung away. “Gentlemen, you may install the framing spokes!” Ms. Scallop directed the adults from the tent’s doorway, then turned to the youths again. “Quick, lasses, get these ropes staked!”

      Raven hung on to his rope, keeping it taut. Please, let it be Willow who comes to my side.

      Hammering rang out all around them on the grounds of the old house. Other faire vendors rushed about, unloading crates and tables from automobiles and setting up tents, though none was as colorful as Ms. Scallop’s pink and blue curiosity.

      This faire seemed to be a big to-do, even larger than their gatherings at home on the Isle of Giuthas. Cairnkin Village apparently held its medieval faire every August on the grounds of its historic manor house. Raven had learned about it only a few weeks ago. This was a human place, on human land, and not the kind of affair the Windborne paid any mind to.

      Well, most Windborne. Gran’s cousin Scallop made her living selling her spun woolens to humans. She was one of the few Windborne he’d heard of who actually lived on human land. He thought she was mad to live here and forever conceal her powers. Sadly, Gran didn’t agree. When she’d learned about this faire and how people dressed up in historic costumes and tried to mimic the speech of their ancestors, she’d decided it’d be the perfect trial for the isle’s youths to test their skills at not being detected as wizards.

      Raven, however, was more worried about winning Willow’s approval than he was about passing the trial, and he planned to spend as much time with her today as possible.

      As if he’d magicked his wish into being, Willow of the Forest appeared around the pavilion, her blond hair blowing loose in the wind. Her long, pink dress reminded him of the apple blossoms that bloomed on the isle, and indeed, it had flowers embroidered over it, blue, green and a yellow that matched her amber eyes.

      They’d been lifelong friends, but somehow earlier this summer he’d noticed her more. The way she walked, the way her hair always looked so soft… He was taken with the urge to catch a lock of it now and tell her how he admired it so much that he’d been growing his own hair longer. Instead, he smiled at her. “At least we won’t have a hard time finding her booth again.” He gestured to the rows of plainer, solid-color pavilions going up on either side and across from them. “Outrageous colors, huh?”

      Willow glanced up. “I like it. We never have anything as pretty at home.”

      Blast. He’d blown it. Already. “I, uh, aye, it works.” By the Orb, have you nothing better to say? Practically the first thing he’d uttered to her today, and he’d sounded like a git.

      Flipping her skirt out of the way, Willow dropped near his feet, shoved a stake into the grass and hammered, doing an impressive job, too, especially considering it was by hand. Luckily, their wizard mentors had trained them to do things physically, for those times when Windborne magic was short. Or for when they might be among nonmagical humans.

      Once Willow was done, she took the end of his rope and tied it around the stake. She rose and smiled up at him. Then she tugged a strand of his shoulder-length hair. “Your hair has grown quite long.”

      He swallowed. Did he dare tell her? She seems to care for me more than the other fellows, but maybe that’s all in my head?

      “Its length fits right in with the other dressed-up fairegoers, and soon you’ll be able to tie it back,” she said. “I’ve never seen you wear this shirt before either.”

      Blessed Orb, she’d noticed. For a moment, all he could do was grin and smooth his hands down the oversize brown dress shirt with the stand-up collar and lacings at the throat. “’Tis my dad’s. Gran said if I pulled it in with a belt”—he tucked his thumbs behind the leather—“it’d pass for a tunic.” He’d matched the belt to his knee boots and tucked his trousers into them. Half the crafters’ clothes weren’t as authentic-looking as their dressier Windborne clothing.

      Willow nodded. “You’d think Lady Lark has been to one of these faires before.”

      He and Willow were alone, just the two of them between the high canvas walls. This was his chance. “Will you take a turn with me when we’re sent off to buy food? I think I’ve got their coins figured out, but I don’t want to lose any of my trade credit—”

      “It’s simple tens.” Coral of the Seas barreled around the side of the tent, brown braids swinging and knee boots showing beneath the hem of her blue skirt. “A hundred pence to a pound. The coins have the amounts on them. Surely you can keep that in your head?” The younger—and much shorter—lass reached up to tap Raven’s cheek, but he lurched back.

      “Coral, I swear—”

      “Ah-ah!” She shook a finger at him, all the while grinning smugly. “Careful. Wouldn’t want your temper to”—she leaned closer— “show.”

      He darted a look at his hands. No glow.

      Coral giggled.

      The little stinker. He loomed over her. “Just wait until we’re back on the isle,” he muttered so only she could hear.

      “Aye.” She winked, not at all intimidated by his greater height. “Just wait.” She knelt, dampening her skirt in the wet grass, and tugged at the knot Willow had tied. “Blimey, Willow! A granny knot? This will never hold!” In a trice, she had it undone—

      Raven reached to catch the loosening rope just as Coral yanked it tight, and the friction burned his finger. He kept his grunt to himself.

      Coral retied it. “Thank the… Um, good thing Lady Lark sent me around to check them.”

      “Oh dear,” Willow said. “Redo my other, please.” She grasped Coral’s arm and steered her around the tent’s perimeter.

      Raven followed a few steps behind. He could go along and hold the rope, though Coral would overrun the conversation again and get in more digs at him. Before he was close enough, Willow clasped the rope and held the section of the tent upright as well as he could have. Right, chap, the lass is more than capable, magically and physically. Even Coral was.

      He’d spent many sleepless nights listing reasons Willow would refuse to try a prebond trial with him, the courting agreement in which teens could also test how their magic worked together. She had far more experience in caring for her habitat than he did—she’d been learning the care of the Forest from her mother since eighth year, while he’d begun his apprenticeship at the customary tenth year. She remembered every spell she ever learned, while he had to practice repeatedly. To his knowledge, she’d never angered a single elder…unlike him. His latest mishap at the start of summer—a complete accident, and the bird was progressing fine now!—had put him under the scrutiny of every elder at any lesson.

      Why would she be interested in prebonding with me when I have such a rotten reputation?

      Raven rechecked his fingers, though there’d been no sign of magic. After the elders had threatened them with months of a quash—a grounding of their magic—if they showed anything magical in this human village, he’d locked his energy out of his hands. Even so, he hadn’t gone as far as to lock it away in its storage cores. He wasn’t a child. At fifteenth year, he could control his magic, thank the Or—

      Argh! No doubt, he, of any of them, would get in trouble for spouting a Windborne curse.

      If he wanted to fix his reputation, he ought to start with passing this trial at fitting in among human society. Which meant he couldn’t get into one bit of trouble today. Aside from no use of magic, the trial tasks were easy enough: help Ms. Scallop with her craft sales and lambs, talk to strangers in a human manner and purchase food. No mention of magic, use of magical terms or references to any of their Windborne doings. He simply had to pay attention to everything he said and did.

      Skirting around the tent in the opposite direction from Willow—though that was the last thing he wanted to do—Raven returned to Ms. Scallop’s wagon, where the others from the isle were unloading the spinning wheel and woolen goods.

      Among the group, Beri swung around with a crate, his movement sending his rusty-red hair flying up. Upon seeing Raven, he wrinkled his freckled nose. About time you joined us, he thought-spoke. Get your mooning in?

      Beri? snapped Dad.

      Eyes widening, Beri froze, then darted his gaze over his shoulder. At the front of the wagon, Raven’s dad, Merlin, and Gran were both staring.

      Blast. Beri had mistakenly used their family channel instead of privately sending the message. He and Beri might not be true brothers, but they’d become just as close in the seven years since Beri’s parents died. Dad

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/title-page-1.jpg
TRIAL

THE WINDBORNE SERIES
A PREQUEL NOVELLA





OEBPS/images/heading-gradient-rule-screen.png





OEBPS/images/image-2021-0937-laurel-wanrow-prequel.jpg
THE WINDBORNE SERIES
A PREQUEL NOVELLA





OEBPS/images/sprouting-star-v2.jpg
e\

SSie





