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Stardust

As a word that meant “wise one,” Reila felt that the label of sapere didn’t quite fit her and possibly never would. Why did she sit here trying to gain the title if she already knew she was doomed to fail? She looked down at the spiraling tattoo winding around her wrist as though it were further proof that she didn’t belong here. 

A muffled snicker came from one of her classmates while she tried to recall the answer to the question she’d just been asked. She didn’t know who had made the sound. Then came another chuckle from someone else. Reila glanced back over her shoulder to see if she could tell who was laughing at her. 

“Reila?” the sapere-san asked, making Reila feel even more uncomfortable.

"I... don't know," Reila stammered.

"You don't know," Sapere Juliac began, his voice holding a tone of disbelief, "the spell required to open the Wells?"

“Freak,” she heard the whisper behind her. 

Reila felt her chest beginning to get tight. She couldn't even get enough air to speak. "I—I..."

As if the Onesong sensed her discomfort and wanted to give her a way out, the chimes rang. Everybody including Reila grabbed their books and notes as they jumped from their desks and headed for the door.

"Vice Reila, can I see you for a moment?" Sapere Juliac demanded behind her.

Reila pretended not to hear him as she headed from the room. He called out her name again, but she was nearly to the door and almost truly didn't hear him over the clamor of her peers.

"I expect you know the spell by tomorrow," Juliac called out. By this time, she was out in the hallway. She didn't feel safe though until she was outside. 

Once the light breeze hit her face, she began to relax. She made her way across the courtyard which joined the saperes’ temple to the school, hurried by the fountain, and stopped beside the tall, stone pillars where the convergence of the Wells met this planet. She thought of the convergence like a belly button before the umbilical cord was tied off. This was where the universe touched her planet. She might not be able to recite the spell that would open the Wells, but she felt safe here. 

She had let her guard down too soon.

Lon came up behind her and smacked her in the back of the head. Her loose brown hair fell into her face. She wiped a hand over her eyes, trying to remove strands of hair out of her lashes. Lon knocked her books and notes from her other hand.

"How do you even think you’ll get to be a sapere?" he asked. "You wouldn't even know a dragon if one came up and spit in your face."

“Don’t judge her living circumstances. Some people can’t help being poor and stupid.” This comment came from Vael as she walked past them. Vael with her graceful stride and long, curly blonde hair which hung in waves halfway down her back. Everything Vael was, Reila was not: beautiful, rich, loving parents... Vael added, “Magicless too.”

Lon gave a little laugh at Vael's statement. "Yeah, but you think they wouldn't promote her along with the class if she isn’t even capable of remembering the ceremonies. Was that some sort of pity vote for her?”

“I don’t think anyone could’ve had pity for that odd little mouse. Maybe a dragon will eat her someday,” Lon’s friend, Traese, added. He knocked Lon’s arm and continued walking along. “You think your mom’s got snacks ready yet?”

“I certainly hope so,” Lon said. 

They rushed on, seeming to forget about Reila for the moment. She preferred it that way. She knelt down to collect her books and notes until the stream of people thinned out and she felt safe enough to rise without being noticed.

But as Reila walked on, none of their words bugged her more than that of the snacks. She could take the other teasing. But food... 

There would be no snacks waiting for her. Just a room with a bed and a desk. After she dropped off her school items, her chores would need to be done. Once she’d finished with the daily cleaning of the shrine, she'd get her bowl of mush. Someday, she promised herself, she wouldn’t be poor any longer. Someday she would outgrow her current living circumstances.

But how? She couldn’t even remember what she needed to do as a sapere. Would they soon decide that training her was a waste of everyone’s time?

Reila found herself walking down near the river. She sat down on a rock and bent over her books. She let her hair fall down around her face like a curtain to hide her tears.

How was she going to make it as a sapere? Unlike the other children, who had been favored by dragons in their youth and blessed with dragon magic, she had just been branded with the tattoo around her wrist and told that if she wanted to do something other than be a shrine worker for the rest of her life, she would have to become a sapere. Maybe she should have chosen the shrine. She already lived in poverty there. 

At least she wasn’t enslaved like her parents. That seemed to be the only thing worse that could happen to her. She had no idea what had happened to them after they were sold to pay their debts. It was illegal to sell children as young as she had been at the time, so her parents had left her at the shrine instead.

Reila knew she should be glad to serve at the shrine. She'd heard of other orphans who weren't so lucky. At least her parents hadn't been in debt to any wizards, so she hadn't had a curse placed on her head as well. She knew she could be worse off. Still, that didn't help her plight. If she didn't find some time to study, she was certain that they would never allow her to become a sapere. Her room had no light, and she had no money to buy candles or oil, and since chores began as soon as the sun rose and continued until the sunset when it finally became quiet at the shrine, she had no way of studying her notes and her books. How would she find a way?

Reila glanced at the river. How desperate was she? She put her books and notes down on the ground beside the rock and stood. Within three steps, she stood on the riverbank. Three steps more and she'd be within the fast current. 

She looked down at the reflection of herself in the water. Long, straight, tangled brown hair surrounded her dirty face. She was looking scrappy again, she realized, thinking about how one of the saperes had once described her to Keeper Tjarsen. That was just moments before he promised to get Reila a hairbrush, which she hardly ever used. She reached up and brushed a strand of hair out of her face, catching sight of the twisting tattoo around her wrist as she did so. She hated that it had to be in her reflection as well. 

She angrily wiped away the tears strolling down her cheeks. The drops flipped off her hand and plunged into the river. She saw her red eyes within the reflection. The image of her rippled as the water moved. The Keepers of the shrine warned all the orphans about the river’s undertow. She thought they did that just to make sure they knew their options. Every year found two more orphans drowned. She thought she now understood, because sometimes being an orphan with no options meant that death was the best choice. At least you weren’t here wasting your energy anymore. Your energy could go back to the Onesong, and maybe begin to dream of a new life again. 

She hated the fact she was even contemplating ending her life. Her parents had tried so hard to save her. If she chose suicide as a way out, she would be throwing away everything they had done, even though that had never been enough. Why did they have to get into such debt as they had? Why couldn't they have chosen to fight for their lives harder? Why couldn't they have made better use of the energy that the Onesong had given them? She wondered if she would ever realize the answers or if they would ever make sense to her? Once her soul was no longer attached to this body, would it even matter? 

A desperate part of her longed to know the solution to that question. She wondered if anyone had any answers to anything. There were times that she wondered if the novihomidraks, those reborn







































































































































































































































OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
DAWN BLAIR

o=

STARDUST

A WELLS OF THE ONESONG STORY





OEBPS/Images/image000.jpg





