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Chapter One

​
I must begin to
ascertain my reason for awakening at this time, though I know I
would still sleep were there not a need.

As I cannot yet hide myself, I await
the dusk to go out into the land. Then, I fly above the unlit
countryside, and I am saddened that the world has once again,
darkened. I am not surprised at this state, as such has come about
before.

The world I last awakened to had been
prosperous and full of marvels. There were great cities with people
able to speak with one another over long distances and go to and
fro in special flying conveyances, but unthinking men had caused
much damage. The destruction, though injurious, was not such that I
could not soon mend it, so at that time, I made repairs and again
removed myself from the affairs of humankind in the hopes that they
would not bring about such upon themselves again.

Unfortunately, I see that my hopes
have not been realized.

I examine nearby ruins I come upon,
and peruse old records, and thus I discover a portion of what has
occurred in the thousand years since last I went out into the world
of humankind, what events have awakened me to my task.

Strife has again brought the world to
ruin. The children of man are quite clever; however, some things
they learn slowly or not at all, and this time, the destruction is
much more extensive.

There had again been prosperity and
wonders in the world, even more so than before, as the people had
brought themselves to living long lifespans, and there were
transports to take humankind from this world and out onto other
worlds.

However, one hundred and fifty years
ago, long after my last repairs, there was much turmoil and
friction between the people remaining here and the people who
roamed to other realms. At last, there came a great war
encompassing all of the worlds on which humankind resided. In this
war, there was used a form of weaponry that has left the world with
ruined cities and fewer people. It has also left the worlds to
which man had gone, severed from this one.

It seems I have much work to
do.

I have discovered my reason for
awakening, but I do not yet know why my forest has brought me to
this particular place. It is a thing that, as always, I will learn
of in due course, as I must await the reawakening of my full
strengths.

I am unable to go farther, and I
return to my forest clearing to rest, as what power I have wears
thin.

As I restore myself within my healing
tree, I become aware that someone has entered the forest. It is not
my intention that anyone should enter, and I only open the way to
provide for forest creatures to cross from one side to the other,
but I was weary upon my return, and I have inadvertently left the
way unclosed.

I peer from my tree, and I am struck
as I watch a woman dancing and twirling in my forest
clearing.

I am familiar with the appearance of
the people of this region, and she is not of these
people.

Her color is one of which I have never
seen in all my time upon the world. In sharp contrast to her hair,
her limbs and face are like sunlit lilac velvet, a smooth, light
purple. The silver hair upon her head is contained within braided
rows, in a style with which I am not familiar.

At first glance, the color of her hair
leads me to believe her to be aged, but when I see her face, I
realize that she is yet a young woman. Her feet are bare, and her
garments of faded colors and tattered strips seem to float. She is
lovely and quite joyful, so I allow her to remain.

She smiles, and though marked with
scars, her face transforms into a singular beauty. She is striking.
I sense the joy within her though I cannot perceive if it be from
the exhilaration of the dance, or her pleasure in her surroundings.
Perhaps it is both.

She stops, and with a laugh of
delight, falls upon the verdant green grass. She lies with arms
outspread, and with amethyst touched eyes, gazes up through the
foliage and stately trees at the cerulean sky.

In a clear, pure voice, she begins to
sing. It is just as beautiful and delightful as her dance and fills
the clearing with its melody. The song is in a language similar to
one I have heard before in a land across an ocean, and she
resembles the people of that land except in coloration. The song
tells of her pleasure in finding this special place within the
forest.

She cannot see me and I do not speak
to her, as I do not wish to break her moment of happiness in
simply, being.

She closes her eyes as she ends her
song, and continues to lie upon the grass for a time, smiling and
taking the sweet air of the forest into her lungs. Then, in the
distance, there comes a voice, calling. It is in a language that is
common to the people of this region. It is one that she, too,
understands, and her eyes fly open as she sits up. The voice is
harsh, demanding, one she seems to recognize but appears reluctant
to answer. She does not call back but rises to her feet and turns
toward the sound.

The joy in her face disappears and her
shoulders fall. She gazes about the clearing for a moment, her
expression sad, then, she hastens in the direction of the voice.
Her mien is somber, the scars creating darker highlights that stand
out starkly against her lilac complexion. Her ragged garments hang
in still folds.

She fades quietly into the trees, and
again, I hear the harsh voice calling, and when she is a ways from
the clearing, she answers in the same language as the caller, and
her speaking voice, while just as sweet as is her singing voice,
carries a note of exasperation.

When she is gone, I ponder on the
woman. Her expression as she left contradicts the wonder in her
within the clearing. She was reluctant to leave, yet did she
go.

I am quite taken with her, and I
deliberate on a reason why I should be thus, but cannot reach a
conclusion. After my long sleep, I have not fully reoriented to the
world, so perhaps that is why.

***

It will be a time before my full power
returns, but in three days, I can at last hide myself so as not to
be seen as I truly am. It is still not an easy task to maintain a
disguise so I go in late evening lest my guise come undone, as I am
still unable to perform as is my wont, but I am curious of the
lilac hued woman and cannot learn answers within the forest so I
disguise myself and go out.

I examine more ruins, and while I
learn more of the circumstances that have devastated the world,
there is no mention of a differently hued people. Perhaps she is
merely the only one of a kind, or this difference is a new
occurrence. I determine that I must inquire elsewhere.

I tighten my hold upon my disguise,
and I query several people I meet within a nearby village. I learn
that she is not the lone person of that hue. There are others, and
they are an enslaved people. That these people are enslaved does
not astound me, as throughout the time in which humankind has
existed, ever have there been those who would hold others in thrall
on one pretext or another.

However, no one knows the why of the
difference in hue of these people, only that they are called
Timibians and come from a land across the ocean. I soon perceive
that learning more presents a conundrum because, at length, I
fathom that the people of this time are not well educated. Sadly,
the world is falling back into ignorance.

I am gone but for a few hours, yet
must I return to my clearing and my healing tree to restore myself,
as even this bit of travel exhausts me.

I watch for the woman so that, should
she return, I may open the way that she might again find my
clearing.

***

In two days, she comes
again.

I do not see or hear her until she is
near and searching. With haste, I open the way, and she steps into
the clearing. Again, she begins to dance. Her movements are smooth
and graceful as her threadbare garments swirl about, and she lifts
her feet and raises her arms into the air, dancing to music that
only she can hear, before collapsing upon the grass. This time, she
does not lie down. She pulls one leg beneath her and smiles as she
gazes around the clearing, and begins to sing. She sings of the
beauty of this place in the forest, of its serenity, and of her
happiness that it is here for her.

The song is so lovely that I almost
reveal myself to her so that I might speak with her, but I am
hesitant lest she become frightened, a thing that I do not wish to
cause. Instead, I send my small bluebird down, and it alights upon
the grass before her.

Her eyes become wide and her generous
mouth rounds as she leans forward and lays a hand upon the grass. I
tell the bird to go to her, and it hops into her outstretched palm.
Her eyes fill with wonder, and she brings the small creature up to
her face.

She smiles and says in her language,
“You are quite pretty and friendly, bluebird. Have you come to be
my friend?”

My bluebird, of course, cannot speak,
but it chirps and sings, which causes the woman to laugh with
delight. She glances around the clearing for a moment, as if
searching for something, then smiles again and turns back to the
bird. I listen as she coos softly to it and tells it her name is
Amina, and then sings a song of how lovely it is.

Amina. I have a liking for the name
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