

    
        
          Eyes of Silver

        

        
        
          Silver, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Belinda Scarlett

        

        
          Published by Belinda Scarlett, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      EYES OF SILVER

    

    
      First edition. May 30, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Belinda Scarlett.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232317621

    

    
    
      Written by Belinda Scarlett.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Eyes of Silver

1.  Eyes Bright Green

2.  Not Just Another Girl

3.  Dreams of Dreams

4.  Awakening

5.  Finding a Way Back

6.  True Identities

7.  Friend or Foe

8.  Let the Training Begin

9.  Flying High in the Sky

10.  Dead End

11.  Mystic Mansion

12. Trust Broken

13. Back in Purgatory

14. The Tale of the Wolf

15. The Stumpy Table

16. West Virginia

17. The Merge


Eyes of Silver

© 2025 Belinda Scarlett

All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead, events, or locales is purely coincidental.

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without prior written permission from the author.

Cover design: Belinda Scarlett & AI-generated artwork

Illustrations created using [insert tool – e.g., Midjourney, DALL·E, etc.]

Published by Amazon KDP

ISBN: 9798284548547

First edition, 2025

This is Book One in *The Silver Series*




Eyes of Silver

By Belinda Scarlett




Chapters

1. Eyes Bright Green

2. Not Just Another Girl

3. Dreams of Dreams

4. Awakening

5. Finding a Way Back

6. True Identities

7. Friend or Foe

8. Let the Training Begin

9. Flying High in the Sky

10. Dead End

11. Mystic Mansion

12.  Trust Broken

13.  Back in Purgatory

14.  The Tale of the Wolf

15.  The Stumpy Table

16.  West Virginia

17.  The Merge

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

1.  Eyes Bright Green​
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“Rissy,” her mother called from down the staircase. “Dinner.” with the calmest and most loving everyday voice, only a mother can call in. 

“Coming... and call me Silver! I hate it when you call me Rissy! It makes me feel like a little girl.” Silver answered slightly irritated with her head still buried in the book. She was curled up in her bed with a blanket around her. Her room only lit up by the lamp on her beautifully carved mahogany bedside table. 

She read down to the next section of the page, neatly placed a bookmark as close to the center as possible, before she closed the book and laid it on the table. All day and all night, the book had demanded her full attention. It had been impossible to just close it and go to sleep; it was too exciting. With every word she read, she slipped further and further into the fantasy world she was reading about and imagined that her own life was as exciting, instead of the monotonous humdrum of a life she was living.

Now that she was almost done reading the book, she couldn’t help but look at it and then at her bookcase, thinking that she was glad that her mother had given her three more books in the series. She got up from the bed, walked across her room to the door, and opened it. The smell of fried pork chops had seeped through the hallway and up the staircase, where it hit her in the face and made her stomach growl and clench at the same time. She hadn’t eaten all day; she had been too busy reading. 

“Yeah, well, to me you’re Rissy whether you like it or not! I’ve always called you that, and I won’t stop now just because you said so,” her mother yelled back with a slight hint of annoyance clouded by a joking tone, just as Silver closed the bedroom door. 

She ran down the stairs, through the narrow hallway, and into the kitchen. 

Her mother, who was setting the table, looked up when Silver almost bumped into her as she stumbled into the kitchen. Her long chestnut red hair in a loose braid down over her shoulder and her gray-blue eyes looking questioning at Silver. “What have you been doing all day?” she asked interested. 

Silver sat down at the table and started scooping potatoes onto her plate. “Just reading,” she answered like it didn’t matter one bit. 

“One of the books I gave you yesterday?” her mother lit up while she was passing the bowl of gravy to her. 

“Yep... and I’m almost done,” Silver confirmed proudly. 

“That was fast,” Her mother sounded impressed and paused before she continued with a worried voice, “but honey, you can’t be cooped up inside your room all day. You have to get out of the house too.” She gave her a caring look. 

Silver stabbed her fork into a pork chop and glanced irritated at her mother. “Why are you so worried?” she asked demandingly. 

“I just want you to get out more, to have some friends,” Her mother answered before she put a bite of potato in her mouth. 

“I have friends, you know!” Silver murmured with her mouth full. Well, at least two real friends and a couple of, well maybe not friends, but something like that. She thought to herself while chewing a bit too violently on a small piece of potato in her mouth and bit her tongue. Her face cringed from the pain for a second, and she hoped that her mother hadn’t seen it; otherwise, she would have something else to comment on and try to correct.

When she didn’t comment on the fact, Silver was sure she hadn’t seen anything and stopped monitoring her for a potential reaction. 

They finished their dinner in silence while Silver sometimes gave her mother a look of irritation and disbelief.

How could she possibly say such things? Does she really think that I’m some total loner with no friends at all? It’s like I’m never good enough! 

She got up from the table, took her plate, and put it in the dishwasher. She marched angrily up the stairs and back to her room, where she slammed the door, so her mother had no doubt about how mad she was. She threw herself on the bed and curled back up by the lamp and put the book on her knees. 

The light outside was fading, and a branch was banging against the window. The cerise curtains looked dark, scarlet red, almost black, in the dimmed room. The shadows made the carvings on her bed, and the bedside table looks almost gothic. What were actually flowers and swirls could, if you squinted your eyes, kind of resemble dragons and skulls. Her closet and bookcase cast long shadows across the floor. Her room might have seemed gloomy and oppressive to some, but Silver found it cozy. 

A crow cawed somewhere in the distance outside her window. In daylight, her room was girly with dark mahogany furniture and a vast array of colors in every fabric. She knew it was too girly for her age, but she liked it and wasn’t about to change it because of what others might think.

The dark cerise curtains were a contrast to the rainbow-colored pillows on her bed, the bright pink carpet on the floor, and the colorful posters of fairies, unicorns, dragons, and witches that decorated the walls. All the books in her bookcase were fantasy books. Titles like “The Mortal Instruments,” “Harry Potter,” and “Twilight” stood out about an inch from the others, as if those were the ones, she read the most. They were all neatly aligned from the first to the last in the series. Not a speck of dust on them, well on either of the books, she clearly took diligent care of them. The first three in the Harry Potter series, her mother had bought used, and one of them had a rip in the back. Silver had immediately tried to fix it with tape, but sadly it didn’t hold. After four pieces of tape, she bought a roll of clear, self-adhesive book cover, and wrapped not only the ripped Harry Potter book, but every other paperback book on her shelves. The rip and the tape on the back of the book were still visible, but now, at least, it wouldn’t tear further. After that, she always had a roll ready, just in case, on the top shelf with her drawing paper, pencils, and other stuff she only used occasionally. She liked to draw, but she liked to read even more.

The unopened book was lying on Silver’s knees with the bookmark sticking out of the top of it. She bent her knees up to her chest while holding the sides of the book, making sure it wouldn’t fall. When the book touched her chest, she stopped. Her hands let go of the book and slid around her knees in a hug. Her thoughts started wandering, still angry. 

I hate this—this ridiculous thing called life. You must be like everyone else; otherwise, you’re weird, or you must be very different, and then you’re eccentric, but I’m just weird, even my mom thinks so. Just because I only have two real friends and don’t feel the need to see other people all the time. I like being alone. 

Gazing around her room, she threw her back against the wall and groaned. She knew that her life was boring, which really was what she hated. 

I wish my life were as exciting as it always is in books. I wish I were a character in a book or a movie. 

I wish it could be like in The Never-Ending Story, where the princess of the Ivory Tower had reached out to Bastian and said, “He doesn’t realize that he’s already part of the Never Ending Story. Just as he is sharing all your adventures, others are sharing his. They were with him when he hid from the boys in the bookstore.” and Bastian looks up from the book hammering his knuckles in it, shouting, “But that’s impossible!” 

The princess goes on, “they were with him when he took the book, with the Auryn symbol on the cover, in which he is reading his own story, right now.” 

Silver looked down at the book she was holding in her arms and smiled. Is someone reading my story right now? She liked the thought and lingered at it, even though it was silly because no one would enjoy reading about her normal and boring life. Then it knocked suddenly and hard on the door. 

“Who is it?” she hissed through her teeth; sure, it was her mother since she was the only person besides herself in the house. 

The door swung open, and a tall and a bit lanky silhouette was standing in the doorway. The bright light from the hall made it impossible to see anything but an outline, but she knew anyway that it was Damon. 

“What’s with the attitude?” Damon grinned when he walked into the room.

“Mom’s, you know,” Silver turned her head and smiled through her hissing voice, “They really know how to push your buttons.” 

“Yeah, or maybe it’s just your red-haired temper going overboard again,” he theorized seriously but started laughing when Silver immediately threw a pillow at him that hit him softly in his stomach and fell to the floor. He picked up the pillow, walked to the side of her bed, and threw it in her face. 

Instinctively she let go of her knees, caught the pillow in the air, which made the book she had held between her knees and chest, fall to the floor, and make a big thump. 

Damon bent down and picked up the book. “Another book, Silver?” he grinned as he sat down at the foot of her bed, turning the book in his hands, looking first at the front, and then at the back of it, “So, what’re you reading? ‘The Mortal Instruments: City of Bones’?” he recited the title of the book, “Some soppy vampire romance thing again?” he smirked, clearly referring to The Twilight Saga.

“Well, it got vampires and romance in it, but I wouldn’t call it soppy,” she frowned at him with a slight annoyance. 

“I don’t get it, how can you read this stuff, it’s so,” Damon paused, looking for the right word. 

“Unrealistic?” Silver suggested. 

“Well, yes,” Damon supposed, “in every way, I mean not only the whole vampire, werewolf thing, but also the whole love story. There’s no way that will ever happen in real life.” 

“Maybe, maybe not,” Silver looked down at the book in Damon’s hands and reached for it. “Although I haven’t experienced it myself or know anyone who’ve experienced it, doesn’t mean it couldn’t happen at all.” 

Damon followed Silver’s hands with his eyes and passed her the book. “Well, I’ll have to see it to believe it,” he declared stubbornly while he lifted his head and looked straight at Silver. 

Her shoulder-long, ringleted, chestnut red hair was perfect as always, her hazel eyes shimmered in the light when she moved, underneath them dark lines indicated that she hadn’t slept much. Silver was a beautiful girl, even when she hadn’t slept, but she didn’t see it, all she saw was a boring nerdy girl who preferred books over pretty much all social interactions. 

“Maybe believing is seeing,” Silver suggested optimistically and stared equally stubborn at him. 

Damon’s slightly too long brown hair was messy as usual. Silver remembered she had tried to comb it once, but before she was done, Damon had taken both his hands back and forward in it a couple of times and stated that it was supposed to be that way. 

They sat there silently, staring at each other for a few seconds and then broke down in laughter. 

Damon got up from the bed, still chuckling. “You might want to get dressed unless you want to leave the house in your pink Winnie the Pooh t-shirt and sweatpants,” Damon looked at her and burst out in laughter again as if the first outburst of laughter was never over, to begin with. 

Silver stopped laughing. She must have looked like one big question mark because Damon continued, “I definitely can’t take you anywhere looking like that.” 

“What, out? Where are we going?” Silver sounded more shocked than she thought she would. 

“It’s Amateur Night down at The Shady Café, I thought it might be fun; well, more fun than sitting here with your nose in a book anyway.” 

Silver put the book back on the bedside table with a loud thump. “Fine, then get out and wait while I’m changing.” 

Damon quickly slipped out of the room and went down to the kitchen. “You were right!” Damon admitted as he entered the kitchen. “I really feel with you, Grace; she was pretty pissed.” 

Silver’s mother turned from the sink and smiled at Damon as he entered the room. 

“I told you so!” Grace noted, obviously. 

Damon didn’t answer because, at that moment, Silver came into the kitchen. “Shall we?” Silver asked Damon. Obviously still mad at her mother as she refused to look at her. 

Damon nodded and turned to the door. “See you later,” he sassed to Grace when opening it. 

Silver pulled her high heeled boots on, yanked her coat down from the coat rack, threw it over her shoulders, and grabbed her phone from the table where she put it hours earlier. 

“Later,” she yelled as she slammed the door and left her mother alone in the kitchen.

The freezing wind was stinging their faces. The trees stood utterly naked and grayish brown in the early winter night. Along the curb, the remains of the dull orange, brown and gray colored autumn foliage, blew. The frost had started to cling to the grass, and the twigs on the trees they passed along their way to the Shady Café had tiny crystal formations, creating what seemed like microscopic cactus spikes. 

Silver could see the branches rattle in the wind and the leaves blowing along the curb, but the sounds were drowned by the traffic racing by and the clicking of her high heels echoing off the walls they passed. 

Damon listened to the sound of Silvers heels; it was so familiar to him now. A couple of years ago, when she started to wear heels, it was annoying to hear that click-clack sound when they walked, but not anymore. Now it was a familiar sound that usually meant that they were off to a good and fun time.

Silver noticed a faint flutter of wings from a flock of black birds in the trees. Crows ̶ she thought ̶ there sure are a lot of them these days. 

The smell of exhaust gases mixed with the stink of trash as they passed an alley where dumpsters stood filled to the brim and trash was scattered all around them made Silver's stomach turn. 

It wasn’t late, but the winter darkness made it seem like it was at least two in the morning. She barely noticed the people passing by them like shadows in the night. Silver had the hood of her coat over her head, her long ringlets, came out under the hood over each shoulder, softly resting on her chest. She hated her ringlets, they made her look like a porcelain doll or if she had just stepped out of the renascence, but no matter how much she tried to straighten them they just stayed the same, as if they had been curled with a corkscrew and sprayed down with at least a gallon of hairspray. She had stuck her hands in the pockets of her knee-long green velvet coat; the color made her hair look even brighter red than usual. Her hazel eyes gazed at Damon. “Is September meeting us there?” 

“I don’t think so. She is in one of her moods,” Damon stated with a grin. 

September was a funny girl. About once a month, she didn’t feel like being around other people, and it could be days before anyone saw her again. Apparently, this was one of those times. Silver and Damon had sometimes made fun of her and said that it was probably because it was ‘that time of the month’. 

“Some girls get so hormonal,” Damon had smirked and laughed. Silver had laughed with him because it seemed to fit, and it was kind of funny.

“Do you know who’s performing tonight?” She inquired, trying to think of something other than her mother, how mad she had made her before they left, and the fact that she felt nauseated. 

“No,” Damon shook his head. “But usually, it’s fun anyway.” 

“Right,” Silver nodded while nausea rose in her throat, the stench of garbage seemed to cling to the air, as they passed another alley where garbage filled, not only the dumpsters but also the entire corner where the dumpsters were placed against the wall. She tried to hold her breath to get through the stench, but it seemed to have caught a grip on her and wouldn’t let go. 

Damon looked at her and saw the color in her cheeks disappear. “We’ll be there in just a moment. Think of the smell of the coffee you'll have when we get there.” Damon knew she had a very delicate sense of smell she had always had, which had cost her more than a few visits to the doctor because her mother was worried that there might be something seriously wrong with her. 

Silver tried to picture the warm, bitter black cup of coffee she would have at the cafe. She could almost smell the soft round aroma she knew so well, the nausea slowly vanished, and the color came back to her face. “I’m sorry,” she whispered, looking away from Damon and into the crowd of people passing her on the street without really seeing them. 

They passed around the corner, to the street where the Shady Café was. Suddenly everything seemed to be moving in slow-motion, someone – a tall guy with a dark hood covering his head, piercing almost neon green eyes, looking straight at her – passed by her. She turned to look after him, but he was gone, and things were back in a regular tempo again. 

She looked at Damon, who was heading straight to the entrance of the café. Clearly, he hadn’t seen anything. “Come on,” he said elated as he grabbed her wrist and pulled her inside the café. 

They found an empty table in the back corner. The café reminded Silver of Central Perk from Friends. Although it was bigger and had a stage in the center, it had an assortment of mix-matched furniture that created small islands of cozy corners alongside smaller café tables and chairs. There were rugs on the floor at each sofa island and a wooden counter. The light in the café was soft and dimmed down. Most of the light seemed to come from the spotlight on the stage. Candles on the tables gave a little bit of light at each table and made people able to find their cups and plates. 

Silver sat down as Damon ordered two cups of coffee and two slices of chocolate cake. On stage was a chubby boy with brown hair and glasses. Apparently, he was a stand-up comedian. 

Damon laughed at the boy’s jokes. Silver didn’t really listen; she was thinking about what she had seen outside the café. Those eyes were so captivating, and she couldn’t get the image of that guy out of her head.

Though she wasn’t really paying attention, she noticed that the boy on stage was laughing at his own jokes. He evidently thought of himself as funny. He bowed, people applauded, and he left the scene. 

Moments later, a dark-haired guy entered the stage. Tall and skinny, kind of pale. He looked a bit like that Dynamo guy she had seen on TV, a magician traveling the states, performing street magic. Awe-inspiring street magic, actually.

Maybe that was why she wasn’t surprised when the guy turned out to be a magician. He was introduced as ‘Matt the Magnificent,’ which made Silver laugh so hard she nearly fell off the chair ̶ it was such a cliché. 

Damon laughed with her, they’ve always had the same kind of humor, and she could always count on him laughing with her. The laughter slowly turned into a giggle and a chuckle and then died completely. A few of the people in front of them turned and shushed them before they stopped laughing, but Silver didn’t care.

A waitress came through the crowd with a tray balancing on her palm, and stopped at their table with the coffee and cake Damon had ordered. 

At that moment, Silver remembered that she had to turn the sound off on her phone and started to fumble with her coat. She nearly knocked the waitress off her feet when she awkwardly in a half-sitting half-standing position tried to pull her coat away from underneath herself to reach the pocket with the phone in it. 

Luckily, the waitress had a great balance and reflexes and managed to take a step back just as Silver was about to bump into her. She carefully set the plates and cups on the table and then walked on to the next table. 

Silver leaned over the table, reaching for one of the plates and quickly took a bite of the cake on it. The taste of chocolate exploded in her mouth. Her eyes were fixed on the stage at the magician who was performing some kind of card trick she had never seen before. She usually hated magicians. It was wrong to call them magicians when they really were illusionists. If they called themselves what they really were, she would probably respect them more. 

Anyway, this guy was pretty good. She let her eyes leave the stage for just a moment and wander over the crowd. For a second, she was sure she had seen those green eyes she had seen earlier in the street, somewhere in the crowd. She forgot about the show on the stage and kept scanning the crowd in an attempt to see those green eyes again. Maybe she had imagined it, both here and in the street. No one has eyes like those, she thought. 

Leaning close to Damon’s ear, she whispered. “I’ll be back in a moment.” and a few seconds later, she was heading toward the restroom. The door swung open with a force she hadn’t expected and slammed against the wall behind it. 

“Easy there, someone could be standing on the other side, you know.” A guy’s voice sounded from the end of the small room that divided the women’s and the men’s restroom. 

She looked up and stared down at the end of the room. Leaning against the wall stood a guy, the guy with the bright green eyes. He had taken the hood of his head, revealing his blonde hair with a golden shine to it, making it look like a halo. It was wavy and kind of long, like the hairstyle almost every guy had in the ’90s that went down to the top of the ears. 

“Sorry.” She almost whispered while looking down at the floor as she hurried toward the women’s restroom, slipped through the door, and into a stall. With a quick motion, she slid the lock over, flicked the toilet lid down, and sat with her elbows on her knees and her face buried in her palms. 

What the hell is going on? She thought while staring down at her black, laced high-heeled boots. 

Who is this guy, and why is he following me? There’s something about him that makes me want to know, but at the same time, I’m not sure if it would be wise to just go out and ask. He could be anyone, he could be a complete psycho, but he also could be totally dull and ordinary. God, this was way easier when I was younger. Then I would just have asked, but now... She shook her head in her hands. Well, I guess I just have to find out. She thought. 

In one swift and elegant motion, she got up and out of the stall. Three long strides to the sink to fix her hair and make-up before leaving the restroom. Much gentler this time, she pushed the door open and walked determined out in the little room separating the toilets and the crowded room of the café. Just as she let go of the door, someone grabbed her by her wrist. Instantly she knew. She knew who it was. She knew from the feeling darting over her skin and through her veins by the first slight touch before his hand even locked around her wrist. It was an entirely new feeling unlike anything she had ever felt before, but still, she knew the feeling; she had read the feeling just hours earlier, and while she read, she had vividly imagined how it would feel, and this was just like she imagined. 

A feeling of electricity crawling over her skin, under her skin, and in her veins. It felt warm and cold at the same time. Somehow, it just felt right and familiar even though she didn’t know the guy. 

She turned her head, looked at him and down at her wrist, and then back at him. 

He looked her straight in the eyes. “Come on,” He demanded and dragged her through the door in between the tables, chairs, and people in the café and out onto the street. 

She barely had a chance to yank her coat off the chair and didn’t have time to say a word to Damon in her rush.

“Goddammit. What the hell do you think you are doing? You can’t just drag people away like that.” She raved harshly and demandingly looking at the blond-haired, green-eyed guy with a look that made it clear that he had no right to do that. 

Normally when Silver talked like that and looked at people like that, they apologized and walked away, but not this guy. He just stood there with a crooked smile on his lips and a glimpse in his eyes so arrogant and annoying that she wanted to slap him. “What do you see when you look into my eyes?” he asked while tilting his head to the side and slowly let go of her wrist. 

“What do you mean? I see your bright green eyes.” 

“You see my green eyes. That’s interesting.” He murmured wonderingly, turned his back on her and walked a few steps away from her. 

Silver just watched him, wondering if he was completely insane and if she should make a run for it. 

He looked puzzled while he was rubbing his temples as if someone had asked him to figure something out. Suddenly he turned around, looked Silver in the eyes, and took one big step, so he stood right in front of her again. “How can you see my green eyes? It doesn’t make sense.” 

“Probably because your eyes are green.” Silver answered, obviously. 

“No, I mean yes, but no.” He started to sound bewildered, and like none of it made sense. “I have to test something.” He mysteriously said, grabbed her wrist again and dragged her towards the park, while she ran behind him, trying to keep up. 

“Where are we going?” She yelled, annoyed. 

“To the park, I have to find out if I’m right.” He answered without stopping or looking back at her. The determination was painted across his face, and oddly enough, Silver wasn’t scared of him. She couldn’t quite put her finger on why, but she felt safe with him like nothing bad could ever happen when he was around. 

As he was pulling her toward the park, everything seemed dark and blurry, the trees melted together in a haze, only the moon and the stars in the sky were clear to her. She couldn’t focus on anything, so she had no idea how far they had gotten. 

Then suddenly, he stopped. “Now look around. What do you see?” He sounded optimistic like he expected something out of the ordinary.  

Silver looked around. She was standing in the middle of the park. It was darker than on the streets. The lampposts offered only a little lighting on the narrow path that went through the park, but they were standing far away from the path on the grass close to the lake.  “I see the park; you know trees, bushes, benches, the lake, those kinds of things,” She proclaimed, considering once again whether or not he was crazy. 

“Oh, come on! You can’t just turn your head from side to side and say ‘well, it’s a park.” The guy reprimanded resignedly. 

She kept wondering why he had this effect on her, why she just did what he told her. There was something about him that felt familiar as if she had known him all her life, but she couldn’t quite explain it. 

Silver shrugged her shoulders, and then she turned slowly counterclockwise, trying to take everything in with her breath. Behind the path to her left, trees and bushes stood naked from the autumn's defoliation. In the dim light from the lampposts, a bench and a garbage can both with a shine to them from the ice crystals the frost had brought with it, was glistening. Slowly, she turned, trying not to miss anything. 

The guy didn’t move, he just watched her, standing there, turning around on the spot, like she was showing off a new dress in slow motion. 

Tall trees were towering right in front of her, all of them naked, showing off every knob and crack, and every little twig and branch there had been hidden away all summer. Something rattled in the branches, making her eyes narrow. Initially, she thought she saw a tail but quickly convinced herself that it must have been a bird or maybe a squirrel. When turning a bit more, she saw the lake. The moon was reflecting in the water. There was a small island in the middle of the lake. Beautiful pink and white waterlilies were floating on the water surface, and bulrushes swaying by the edge of the lake. A swan swam gracefully to the middle of the lake. It slowly spread its wings, stretching its long neck, flapped its wings a couple of times, making the water unsteady, then it took off and flew away. The water splashing up from the lake as it took off, glowed icy blue in the moonlight. The bluish light
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