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The dark corridor. This wasn’t his first time here. He had felt the cold, hard, stone tiles under his bare feet before; more times than he could count... it didn’t help. The distance between the walls, the particular cut of the tiles, even the strange markings on both sides – he had become familiar with all of them. The only comfort that knowledge afforded him was that he had three things he knew he didn’t have to be afraid of.

He wasn’t even sure the place was really dark. He couldn’t see that clearly and once again he was always colorblind. Everything was a mixture of grays, blacks, and whites; everything was cold and damp; it was impossible to be comfortable in such a place. Every sound echoed... the slapping sound of flesh against stone when he took too harsh a stride forward, his breath when he jumped at every sight and sound that surprised him. Soft breezes would rush past him and the corridor seemed to creak every now and then. There was no timing to either sound, and it was never the same volume or tone.

There were doors on both sides of the long, dark hallway. Each door had a strange marking in the center, just at his eye line. Some had metallic engravings, but most didn’t. He couldn’t remember what was behind the doors, but he had long since learned that he didn’t want to open any of them. 

No matter which way he turned, the corridor looked to be the same: tall, wide, long, and curving ever so slightly to the right... and standing still was not an option; the Walker would be coming soon. Unable to remember the pattern of markings on the door, the boy would never forget the Walker. Clad in strange, draping dark clothes, chains, and strips of bloody skin, the Walker roamed the hallway. More often than not it found him. It was always only a matter of time. 

“What are you?!” a voice shouted out and the boy jumped, running to the wall on his left. It was an angered voice; the tone suggested it knew the answer to the inquiry, but the boy didn’t. He never did. The sound of the booming outcry shook the corridor and shuddered deep inside his body, causing actual pain as his knees buckled.

“No!” he said, bracing himself against the wall. “Every time I fall it hurts more!”

“Then... don’t fall,” the voice replied, sounding almost consoling.

The young man looked left and right, not knowing which direction to take. His legs straightened as he started panting in fright.

“Wrong house!” the voice roared, and the wall he was leaning against cracked. He jumped away from the wall, turning to see the solid stone begin to fragment. He could hear laughter all around him; cold, sadistic chuckling. It knew the young man was scared and it was enjoying itself.

The young man tilted his head, looking at the growing cracks as they seemed to form a sneering face. The corridor was laughing at him. The Walker was laughing at him. For the first time, however, he found anger instead of fear. 

“No, not wrong house,” the young man panted, his clenched fists trembling with rage. “Wrong move!” he cried, lunging at the cracking wall. He could hear the voice shouting ‘no’ as he hammered his fists against the wall... and it gave!

He fell into a street, but it was not a paved surface... nothing like what he was accustomed to. The ground was hard, but it was dirt that had been packed down by many a passerby and baked in the hot sun. He tumbled into someone, nearly knocking them down. The tall man wore nearly-white robes and a dark head-wrap of some kind.

“Oh, I’m sorry!” he said, looking up at the man. The tall lean figure replied, but it certainly wasn’t in English... but that seemed minor in comparison to the fact when the man turned to see what had struck him, he had no face. The head-wrap sat upon nothing but air!

The young man quickly got up and ran down the dirt road, taking only a moment to notice the sandals he wore. They were old and worn, but still very sturdy, and were bound to his feet and ankles. He collided with so many faceless bodies. He could not see their eyes... there were no eyes to speak of, but there was no mistaking they were looking at him, watching him, turning to follow him.

“Why are you here?” the voice echoed overhead as the bodies started to draw close around him. Each subsequent body he ran into was harder to move and he started dodging around them. He felt a hand grab his arm and he screamed, pulling away as he lunged forward.

Forward soon became upward as he started to ascend from the ground. The young man screamed, tumbling through the air, grasping for anything anchored to the ground. Most of the slender poles jutting out from the sides of the buildings broke, but he turned sharply and collided with a hut. Rock crumbled around him as the blackness consumed him.

“What is it that you want with the Source?!”

*   *   *   *   *
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Suddenly, the vase on the top of her bookshelf, the floating mobile that hovered in the center of the ceiling of the bed chamber, the figurines she had been presented the day she left her home to reside in the Royal Keep... every piece of glass and soft ceramic shattered as she gasped to consciousness, sitting up quickly in her bed.

“The Source!” she panted as beads of sweat rolled down the sides of her face. Heba was spent; the reading of this dream had taken nearly all of her mental reserves, but her body was not yet done. She rolled out from underneath her sheets and ran out of her room, making a hasty and ultimately errant grasp of her robe. It did not matter... the route she was about to take would keep her from prying eyes and minds.

The featureless door slid open and Heba spilled out onto the floor, waking both the master and mistress of the chambers. Before the waking woman could speak, her eyes shone with a flare of white light and she fell back to her pillow, unconscious.

“Thou hast reason for this, I am sure,” Elior spoke softly, slowly looking away from his queen. His sapphire blue eyes twinkled in the low light of the castle grounds.

“Reason for that and much more, my King,” Heba panted, opting not to get up from the floor as the room was already beginning to spin about her. She was not long for the conscious world, but she had only one more act to perform before surrendering to the drain. “The Blood of Xargagyan... he hath seen the Source!”
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Chapter One
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Vada-Ri took another look at herself in the mirror. She could hear the hiss of the collectors, signaling the bottom half of the hour, and the young woman frowned. She was running out of time.

“How dost thou manage the strain?” Ezso asked as she giggled. Vada-Ri sighed, trying her best to ignore the laughter of her friend. “This is not a summons to the Maiestocracy, Vada-Ri. Tis but an outing to Old Sumeria!”

“And?”

“And it begs wonder... for whom art thou dressing?!”  Vada-Ri started to speak but caught herself, smiled at Ezso and returned to the rack. “What? Thou hast words for me? Set them free from thy lips.”

“It would achieve little,” Vada-Ri replied. “I started to give thee my words, but I then considered the ears my sentiment would reach. It is akin to looking to the wind to find the time of day. Light or dark, the breeze is very much still the breeze.”

“And what is thy meaning?” Ezso asked as her back straightened.

“I thought my meaning quite clear,” Vada-Ri replied, taking down the blue flannel shirt. “... but it is of little concern. I am dressing for my father. I should not be called upon to remind thee how exacting he can be.”

“Those would indeed be wasted words,” Ezso sighed. “There hast not been enough lifetimes since we both attended his classes. I had thought I would come away scarred forever, and you... I am amazed thou dost still draw breath!”

“My life hath been embraced into the Blood of Stonehorn,” Vada-Ri said, opting to go with the faded blue jeans. “My father would have no mind question his standing as an instructor. The Head Master would not abide by such distractions.”

“Questions all too easily removed after witnessing how you were treated during our time of instruction,” Ezso commented as she reached for a pair of shoes. “What dost thou say to these?”  Vada-Ri turned around to see a pair of high-heeled sandals hanging from Ezso’s finger. The young woman didn’t give a response, believing her friend would catch the hint. “Perhaps a pump then.”

“An application for the heel comes quickly to mind,” Vada-Ri muttered before taking the boots that seemed more appropriate. She dressed quickly and presented herself to Ezso who frowned at the ensemble.

“Perhaps thou shouldst reconsider the dress.”  Vada-Ri said nothing as she took her leave of the changing room. “Vada-Ri!” Ezso was quickly off the couch and chasing after the white-haired female. Stepping out on to the street, she couldn’t see Vada-Ri immediately, but knowing her destination, Ezso turned to see a blurring streak disappearing around the bend of the road. Ezso smiled and took to running. 

The power of the Prodigian began in the mind, but it did not have to remain there. Over the years they had learned the ways the mind could affect the body. The smile on Ezso’s face grew brighter as her mind focused on certain muscles and tendons. Her strides were corrected and made faster; her running form quickly became more of a directed dance of speed, accuracy, and precision. Ezso breathed out once and leaned forward. At twenty meters, she could see Vada-Ri... at fifty, she was only three strides behind her... at one hundred meters, Ezso chuckled as the two of them went into a turn to the left. Vada-Ri ran to the inside and Ezso ran to the right.

“Thou hast forgotten. I have always been faster.”  Vada-Ri looked over and smiled at Ezso, shaking her head. “What?”

“What good is speed when it is blind?” Vada-Ri asked just before she jumped up. 

Momentum carried the young, slender frame forward and Vada-Ri flipped over the produce cart, landing on the back of one of the two vorzen pulling the large transport. She cringed at the sound of shattering wood and spilling fruits. The young Light-Child didn’t bother to look back to see if Ezso was alright; she could hear the young woman cursing her. Vada-Ri jumped from the back of the large animal, thanking him for his sturdy back and calm demeanor. The vorzen chuckled in response and the young woman took back to her running.

Reaching the Great Bridge Platform, Vada-Ri could see that while she wasn’t late, she was the last of the threesome to arrive. A smile broke across her face in response to the smile her appearance drew from the larger of the two men. Tall, lean, and always full of purpose, Chidon turned away from the platform, placing his light brown eyes on her form and instantly recognizing her face. 

“Thou art a vision that lightens the heart and delights the eyes,” he said, taking her into a strong embrace. 

“It is good to see thee as well, Master Archer,” she replied as she was slowly lowered back to the floor.

“Ready for thy first jaunt to the Old Sumeria?” Chidon asked. 

“It is her third,” her father spoke softly and his tone was anything but veiled. He remained seated on the stairs that led up to the Great Bridge, looking as if he wasn’t there with them. Vada-Ri wondered what could have been so consuming of her father’s attention. “I trust that War Gems are at the ready?”

“I seldom have need for anything other than my bow,” Chidon replied. “But thou hast summoned me, Brother and Head Master, and thine Archer stands ready.”

Still seated, the man placed his gray eyes on the tall Light-Child and nodded. His movements were slow, his mind was still preoccupied, but he knew he had to speak. He was the leader of this expedition, after all. “Daughter?”

“My War Gem is ready, Head Master,” Vada-Ri replied and she moved quickly to ask a question, but her father proved to be faster as he stood up.

“The Bridge has nearly attained the necessary power. It need only to be given our destination. A moment,” he said as he started up the stairs. The Master Archer looked at the young Voice of the Council and she looked back upon him.

“What vexes my father?” she asked in a soft voice.

“It is a great weight that must be upon our Elkazzar for the sight of his daughter not to bring smile to his face,” Chidon stated before adjusting his jacket. “Or he could be irritated at the need to wear these clothes. Tyros confound me!”

“If it only be a matter of the clothing, I would take solace,” Vada-Ri commented, watching Chidon take his long brown hair and pull it into a ponytail. “His demeanor seems to be impacted by greater things.”

“You have taken to the clothes of the Old Sumeria,” Elkazzar said as he reached the top of the stairs. “See to it that your speech is also changed.

“How sharp her eyes have grown,” Elkazzar thought as he looked at the crystals that guided the power of the Great Bridge. “Yes, my darling daughter, something does indeed vex me.”  The stone tiles of the platform started to glow; the Great Bridge was ready to send the three of them to the lands of their forefathers. 

“Damn!” Elkazzar said, pounding his fist down on the rail of the stairway.

“Father?” Vada-Ri called to him.

“Assume the platform!” he snapped before his head lowered to his chest. Chidon was quick to place his hand on Vada-Ri’s shoulder. He could understand her need to speak with her father, but the Head Master of the Council of Elders didn’t seem to be in a place where healthy and helpful conversation between parent and child could be found. He, however, was not of the family and was therefore in a simpler position.

“Mayhap thy anger would be relieved if the reason for it was shared,” he said softly. “... lest we expedite to Old Sumeria following a leader with an encumbered mind.”  Elkazzar looked up at Chidon, ire flaming in his eyes. They closed, and Elkazzar turned his back to the Archer. 

“This is no simple expedition, Chidon,” Elkazzar said softly. “We are to be nothing more than the instruments of assassination.”

“What?!” Vada-Ri nearly shrieked. “Assassins?!”

“Is it a Defiler we hunt?” Chidon quickly asked. “Or a Deviant?”

“I would say neither, Brother,” Elkazzar said, stepping up on the large circular platform. He shook his head at using this particular device, the Great Bridge, given its creator. “You, however, might have reason to say both.”  With a wave of his hand, Elkazzar telekinetically made a few adjustments to the rods that controlled the Bridge, leaving enough energy to correct his changes once they were gone.

“Might we suspend the arguments of perspective for the moment,” Vada-Ri insisted. “It has been a matter of well-known fact that the two of you differ on a number of subjects. It is a credit to you both that your friendship has been maintained despite those differences of opinion.”

“My disagreement with your father does not change the fabric of the man,” Chidon pointed out. “He is a good man, and his power has more than once kept this soul in the realm of the living. I would have him live as well, if only to continue our discussions.”

“But how does the Council secretly order an execution?” Vada-Ri asked.

“Because you believe that as a Voice in the Council, this matter should have been brought before you, eh?” Elkazzar asked.

“And it has not.”

“The origin of these orders does not lie with any council,” Elkazzar said, giving mental cue to the Great Bridge. “... but with the Maiestocracy!”

“The Throne?!”

“The King himself,” Elkazzar explained. “Now close your eyes.”  

In a flash of light, the three were whisked away from the realm of the Prodigian to a small city east of the capital city of Atlanta, Georgia. It was called Decatur, and the three of them appeared on a street in the housing development named Columbia Valley. They were facing a three-level brown and beige house at the bottom of the valley. Vada-Ri closed her eyes and quickly erected an energy field that would bend the visible spectrum of light around them. Chidon looked around at the foliage, marking places of cover and possible perches he might be called upon to use.

“The Tyros cannot see us,” Vada-Ri reported. “We are not assassins! How is it that the King orders you to take a life in this manner?”

“Because the child is one of the Unlawful,” Elkazzar advised. Vada-Ri covered her mouth with her hand. Chidon moved his feet to shoulder width, and prepared himself to take action. “This particular residence is the last known place of dwelling for the child’s mother. As Vada-Ri has masked us from Tyro eyes, the Great Bridge was set to veil our presence from the skills of the common Prodigian.

“Though she can hardly be considered common,” he thought.  

“That veil, however, is not permanent,” Elkazzar added. “Let us be about the business of–”

“Father, wait! I don’t want to anger you, but I have not seen any reports of a Light-Child bonding with a Man-Lord.”

“This child is not a newborn,” Elkazzar advised as he walked from the street into the front yard of the house. “... and to the Prodigian, his existence is the stuff of myth; a secret shared in the shadows of the Maiestocracy and the Council of Elders. We have been called upon to kill the son of Zargogyan.”

“The Black Priest seeded a child?!” Chidon gasped.

“The late Black Priest,” Elkazzar quickly corrected. “But yes, he did.”

“Zargo,” Vada-Ri whispered. “He was a Man-Lord... of the Blood of Xargagyan, the Prodigian who abandoned the Light-Child name of Gamshygar. Was he not also...”

“My mentor,” Elkazzar said before applying his telekinesis to lift the three of them up into the large tree in the front yard. 

“And thus the sting you felt in using the Great Bridge,” Vada-Ri stated. “Zargo created them.”

“One of his more minor miracles,” the Head Master commented.

“Another point we will disagree upon,” Chidon added. “I still hold to the belief that he only made one for the Light-Children to earn inroads to the Councils and well after he fashioned a like device for his Man-Lords.”

“The man’s reasons died with him,” Elkazzar said, not believing the sentiment for a single moment. He needed to be rid of the argumentation. His heart was troubled enough, and he closed his eyes to initiate a soft probing of the household. Not long into the effort, his eyes shot open as a frown twisted his face.

“What is it, Father?”

“Do not look to my answer,” he replied. “The two of you should look over the house for yourselves.”  Elkazzar patiently waited, folding his arms and leaning back against the tree. He rubbed his bearded chin and pondered the possibilities of his findings.

“I cannot detect anyone of our kind in the domicile,” Vada-Ri reported.

“I can only find one,” Chidon stated. “But she is too old to be the one of whom you speak.”

Elkazzar looked up at the Archer and found another reason to consider him a credit to their people. “Can you tell me how you detect a Prodigian when my daughter and I see nothing?”

“You look for the mind of one of us,” Chidon shared. “You have shown me more than once how that can be effectively hidden... so I stopped looking for such signs. I seek the scent of those who have empowered minds.”

“There’s a scent?!” Father and daughter asked simultaneously, and Chidon covered his mouth to keep from laughing out loud.

“What was that?” Vada-Ri asked. She quickly linked her mind with her father and the Archer. Elkazzar’s sweep might have been passing, but her sensory net had been maintained and something had struck one of the lines of her web... and not just slightly.

“It comes from the bedchamber on the other side of the house from where the woman sleeps,” Chidon added.

“Allow me this, my child,” Elkazzar said, moving his mind through the link and into her sensory field. The ripples were still there, but there was no sign of the stimulus. The way the ripples moved, however, gave the Head Master all he needed to triangulate the source of the matter. 

Extending his mind beyond his body and through the walls of the house, Elkazzar sent the images to his Archer and daughter. Inside a fairly well-arranged and maintained bedroom slept a young man. He was young, not yet eighteen years of age, and his light brown skin was stretched over a muscular frame.

[What was that you felt, Vada-Ri?] Elkazzar projected to his daughter.

[I cannot say, Father. It was too brief a signal for me to see clearly. I am not even sure if it came from this boy.]

[He is of the proper age,] Chidon added. [He is a lighter hue than Zargo, but then again, so was the woman who laid with him.]

[That ‘woman’ has a name, and she has paid for her crimes by being banished from the Prodigian!] Elkazzar projected. [Let us not inflict further judgment, as that is not our cause.]

[Nay, our cause is to kill the first of the Unlawful,] Chidon remarked. [And if this is he, he must be destroyed!]
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[I can see why I did not perceive this one in my first viewing,] Elkazzar projected as he approached a wall where the boy’s mind should have been. For such a construction to register to the Head Master at this level of thought, something of the Prodigian had to have happened to the child. 

[Indeed!] Vada-Ri added. [What is that material?]

[I do not yet know,] Elkazzar replied as he examined the wall more closely. The object was not solid, but rather large blocks that had been made to slide and lock together to form an impenetrable surface. It would have been incredibly formidable against the Head Master, perhaps even impossible for him to breach, had he not recognized the locking pattern. 

“Adrianna, what have you done?” Elkazzar thought, moving his consciousness along the seams of the structure. It was something akin to a maze, but the Light-Child moved at the speed of thought and was through the obstacle quickly. His thoughts gathered, forming a body of projected thought. While everything was happening inside the child’s mind, thoughts and feelings had been translated into solid objects. A change of mind, for instance, could appear as an intersection where the lighting would shift to illuminate one direction more brightly than another.

Stepping through the wall, Elkazzar came to stand in the middle of a wide, dimly-lit corridor. Looking to his left and right he could only see so far, but he did take notice of the doors that were on either side of the hallway. Turning around to see the way he had come, Elkazzar’s left eyebrow lifted as he looked upon a solid wall showing no sign of his passage. Placing his hand against the stone, he could not find a point of egress. 

“Astonishing!” he whispered. “I am not moving, but the corridor moves inside the blockade. Fascinating!”

“Glad you think so,” a voice broke in as a young man went running behind the Head Master. Elkazzar turned to see the youth moving at a most impressive speed. “I think this place sucks!”  He couldn’t explain why, but a smile crept across Elkazzar’s face and he took to running after the boy. Perhaps it might have been the face. It seemed to have been one Elkazzar had seen before, with only a few minor changes. The young man used what he thought was the muscle of his body; Elkazzar used his mind and was able to keep up quite easily.

“And what makes you say that?” he asked, and the boy jumped in fright from the inquiry. He stumbled and fell to the side of the corridor, screaming in protest as he couldn’t keep himself from falling into a doorway. The double doors opened quite easily and the young man stumbled inside.

“Now this is madness!” Elkazzar whispered, walking through the doorway before the doors could close. His feet stepped down on hard-baked, sandy ground, and he was at the far edge of the flooring for a gladiatorial arena. The young man, who had only been a few feet in front of him a moment ago, was now standing at the center, dressed in sandals and leather armor. He was now surrounded, facing off against four men, and all of them wielded the same weapon: the Staffling.

“This is one of the principle weapons of our people,” one of the men instructed as he fanfared the pole. He was clearly not a novice with the weapon. “It is hewn from a root that grows through our talent and thus, it can be trained to respond to our thoughts. But we need to go over the basics before we get into that.”  The man took a combative stance, as did his three counterparts. The boy looked down at the Staffling in his hand but his body made no other movement. “The power of the Staffling flows from the wrists,” the man said as he lunged forward, thrusting the long pole for the boy’s chest. The young man spun as he moved, catching the approaching pole and using it to deflect the thrust of another. His own Staffling swung to keep the man to his rear at bay and the boy jumped up, landing on the two interlocked Stafflings; the men holding them were drawn off balance as their weapons were forced to the ground. The young man squatted under the thrust of the last man to attack and then leapt toward him, spinning in the air, taking hold of his Staffling at the very end and swinging it across the heads of three opponents.

“Innovative!” Elkazzar noted. He cringed as the young man landed and received a telling blow across the jaw. The man who had been made to step back had come forward in a leap of his own. His swing was more powerful and sent the young man to the ground, but the boy’s fall didn’t stop when he reached the sand. His body continued through the sands and the moment he left the arena, the fire of the torches turned from orange and amber to silver and white. The brown-skinned men were now white-skinned and they all turned to look at Elkazzar with glowing white eyes. The Head Master shuddered to receive their glare. He could feel no thoughts coming from them; their minds were too well guarded.

“Thy presence is unexpected,” the instructor growled in a low, echoing voice. “But thou art recognized and therefore given the opportunity to face us or follow the boy!”

“Then this be not the time for hesitation,” Elkazzar said as he jumped up from the ground and flew to the place where the boy had fallen. Though he was braced to feel solid earth, the body of the Head Master passed effortlessly through the sand and hardened mud.

“Madness!” Elkazzar screamed, finding himself engulfed in flames. Blowing out and crouching low, the Head Master triggered his skill with pyrokinesis. By the time his knee reached what was the top of the brazier, the flames were swirling around his body and he was able to take a breath. The heat of the wood and stone burned into his flesh, and Elkazzar jumped free of the flames, landing on a stone floor just ahead of a writhing, burning body. Elkazzar approached and extinguished the flames.

“Do not give in to fear!”  Elkazzar looked around for the source of the voice, but he could not find anyone. It didn’t slip his notice, however, that the voice sounded much like the instructor from the arena. “Pain is a factor of life and we cannot live without it. The same can be said for fear, and they can both be controlled.”

“Get out of my head!” the boy screamed, pounding against the floor. The stone shattered like glass and the two fell through.

Elkazzar tumbled about, seeing only clouds and blue sky around their bodies. The young man screamed as he looked around, seeing nothing to grab onto, nothing that would arrest his descent. 

Again the Head Master could hear the instructor’s voice. “Use the air around you, Ka–”

“STOP IT!” the boy yelled and his voice sent a shudder of power through the sky. Elkazzar was nearly stunned as waves passed over his body. He grunted in pain as his body came to a very abrupt halt. 

Lifting his head, Elkazzar could see that the two of them were once again in the corridor. The young man was panting with his head down. His right knee rested on the stone and his right fist had been slammed down into the floor, sending cracks in all directions for three feet.

“Still fascinated?” he asked, slowly lifting his head to look up at the Head Master. “You’re not the Walker, and I thank you for helping me with the fire. But who are you?”

“I am–”

“Look out!” the boy yelled, leaping at Elkazzar. He braced his body for impact, driving his shoulder into Elkazzar’s side. They two tumbled in the direction of the boy’s leap. Elkazzar could feel the corridor shake from the impact of a tremendous force. 

When they stopped rolling, Elkazzar looked up to behold a gigantic figure of a man that nearly took up the entire corridor. Muscle-ripped gray skin shone from underneath a tattered black cloak that covered most of the creature. It had attacked, pounding down with both fists, and Elkazzar had been its target. Pulling its hands up out of the ground, Elkazzar could only see starry skies where there had once been flooring.

“Beard of my father!” the Light-Child gasped, looking up at the horrifying creature. It moved forward, taking a single step, and Elkazzar focused his telekinesis. He didn’t know how much the creature weighed, but he was not about to take any chances; he generated and released his best effort. The creature jerked as if Elkazzar had managed to softly strike a sensitive nerve. The Head Master then felt his effort returned, with interest! His back met with the wall and his telepathic projection was pushed through the stone. Leaving the realm of formulated thought, Elkazzar’s body was returned to thought and forced back into his body. He grunted. As his thoughts were forced to become formless mental energy and intangible, the power that had banished him turned physical, claiming his body and hurling it from the tree.

“Head Master!” Chidon called, missing an attempt to catch hold of Elkazzar’s arm.

[I have him,] Vada-Ri projected as she focused her telekinesis to take hold of her father’s nearly unconscious body.

“Madness indeed!” Elkazzar exclaimed. “I have never seen such power... not demonstrated by a single mind.”

“You speak of the abomination?” Chidon asked, and Elkazzar could see the Archer had already summoned his bow and handful of arrows. He couldn’t fault the man for being practical. It wasn’t a common occurrence to see the Head Master thrown about. Also, Elkazzar did not want to be a hypocrite. He didn’t know if it was from fright or too well-honed an instinct, but his Edge had been summoned and was firmly in the grasp of his left hand.

“I speak of the child whose identity we have yet to confirm,” Elkazzar quickly replied. “That boy has power in him that I have never before seen, not even in a Man-Lord.”

“But he is unaware of that power,” Vada-Ri pointed out.

“Yes, he is... quite unaware, actually,” Elkazzar agreed. “A most troubling point.”

“Only if he is not the son of Zargo,” Chidon asserted before looking back at the house. “And the woman stirs. Interesting.”

“What is it, Master Archer?” Vada-Ri asked.

Chidon’s face turned to a frown of disgust. “She has the scent of a Prodigian... but the man who shares her bed does not. She sleeps with a Tyro?!”

“In case you haven’t noticed, we are currently in their lands,” Elkazzar commented. “It would be foolhardy to move about in their realm and not expect to see at least one! What would you have the woman do?! She was exiled from our lands and forced to live among them.”

“A fate she brought upon herself,” Chidon argued. “But you miss my point. I am not saying she should not see to her needs. But to keep one of them close by after the deed is done? What is the purpose of the act?”

“He is her mate!” Elkazzar snapped.

“What?!” Chidon gasped, shocked at the notion. Elkazzar chose to look back to the bedroom of the young man only to find that his state of sleep had worsened. Sweat beaded across his young face and chest as his hands clenched at the linen. His body went rigid as he panted for air. 

“Father, how is it that–”

“The two of you should be about other business,” Elkazzar interrupted. “It may take some time to clarify what transpires here. We will need to make camp somewhere nearby. You should go and see if you can find a suitable location.”

“But Father–”

“You have been given clear instruction, child!” he snapped, whirling around to put his eyes to hers. “Why are you not yet engaged to the task?”  Chidon took hold of Vada-Ri and gently pulled on her shoulder. The two of them took to the air, flying away from the tree, as the Head Master resumed his vigil.

The condition of the boy’s slumber was only worsening. Now that he was looking for such signs, Elkazzar felt the same pulse of power his daughter had detected. The Head Master allowed himself a moment of distraction, given the weight of the source of the sentiment.

“I owe that girl an apology,” he thought. “She was only using the skills I taught her how to apply. It was a simple enough inquiry... but one I am not prepared to answer. How is it that I know so much about this woman and the man she now calls her husband? How indeed!

“And, speaking of that woman,” Elkazzar said softly. The door to the boy’s bedroom opened and she entered, looking at her son with great concern. To the mind of the Head Master of the Council of Elders, she had been trapped in time; nothing had changed since he last looked upon her, and he moved closer, setting himself on the roofing just outside the bedroom window. Her shoulders seemed just as slender, her hair the very same length and it fell like spun gold around her face... crystal blue eyes that would cause the skies to weep in envy... she was a goddess then... she was a goddess now. “Adrianna,” he whispered. He reached out his hand toward the glass as if to caress her cheek, but first that hand had to be opened, and Elkazzar’s weapon fell. It struck the roof first, bringing the Head Master out of his stupor as it drew the mother’s attention away from her son. The Edge tumbled to the ground, striking the walkway that led from the driveway to the front door of the house.

“What was that?” the woman whispered, making her way to the window. She couldn’t be sure of the clanging sound she had heard, but the reaction her body and mind registered put the woman on the defensive. Her right hand was clenched into a fist and drawn up to her hip as her left hand remained open and extended out in front of her body.

“Easy there, old girl,” she muttered, looking over at her son. “What sort of answers do you have if your boy sees you striking a Bruce Lee pose?”  She walked quickly but quietly over to the window. “My goodness! Is it even Bruce Lee anymore?! If I recall, even Jean-Claude Van Damme is in the old action star category these days.”  She looked out of the window but her eyes did not register the Head Master perched just outside the glass, gazing at her face and form. She looked down at the yard, but couldn’t see the Edge that had been stood up on its point and pushed through the grass into the soil. “I feel so old.”

“You are not,” Elkazzar thought. “Thou art timeless!”

“Nothing,” she whispered. “See. Now you can relax and see to your son.”  She turned and walked over to the bed, taking a seat on the side of the mattress as her son continued to toss and turn. “William, can you hear me, son?”

“William?!” Elkazzar thought as he recalled his Edge. “That is not his name!”  Returning the weapon to his War Gem, the Head Master looked on intently, confusion and anger beginning to build in his mind and heart. “The boy is the proper age, and even in my brief interaction with him in his dreams I saw the features of Zargo on his face.

“She changed his name!” Elkazzar concluded. He wanted to vent his anger, but he already knew such would be wasted time and energy. Adrianna had every right to sever ties with the Prodigian. They had, after all, done the same with her. She had been exiled from her homeland, her name struck from all records of service to the Councils of the Light-Children. It was an actionable offense to even mention her name in kind passing. The Blood of Abinadab still hadn’t recovered its lost status in the nearly twenty years since Adrianna had been exiled for loving a Man-Lord and bearing his child. Even though that Man-Lord had been the closest thing to a savior the Prodigian had known in over two thousand years!

Using her elbows to pin his shoulders, Adrianna put her hands to her child’s temples. “Son, can you hear me?” she called, oblivious to the Head Master and his observations. “What’s wrong, dear? What are you fighting?”  She leaned forward, focusing her talents on her son’s mind. “Why do these dreams persist?” she asked herself, her fingers moving in a slow, circular pattern. Elkazzar could feel her mind searching the boy’s and he found all the confirmation he needed that she was indeed the child’s mother. She was able to move through the blocks without having to weave through the cracks. 

“But that means she has either mapped them over time... or she was the one who erected them in the first place,” Elkazzar thought, closing his eyes to embrace the memory.

Elkazzar was newly appointed to his position on the Council of Elders. There were five Masters on the Elder Council, one each for Form, Mind, Star, and Warrior and the Head Master who stood above the other four. Elkazzar had been Star Master for years, but it was after the instruction he had received from Zargo that he was able to challenge for and be awarded the position of Head Master. Not long after he was given his office, one of his first duties was the monitoring of members of the other three Light-Child councils. One in particular had given her superiors more than a few concerns and Elkazzar was called upon to mentor the young woman.

Adrianna of the Blood of Abinadab wasn’t troublesome in the least; she was intelligent, vibrant, and gifted. She questioned and challenged everything, demanding that the universe make sense. Normally that was a self-destructive stance to take, but Adrianna was willing to accept the universe’s reasoning for the way things were. Wherever the laws were not specific, however, that was where she would make her strides. She had challenged for her Council chair, and was the first woman to ever be appointed in that fashion. That feat she had managed on her own, and Elkazzar had taken delight in teaching the young woman; watching her grow and flourish among the Light-Child ranks.

If any mistake in his instruction could be marked, it would be the day he had introduced Adrianna to Zargo. The young Light-Child had heard much about the ability of the Man-Lord who was the youngest to attain the rank of Black Priest, finding most of it too great to be believed. Her opinion was quickly reversed as she beheld someone who embodied her own beliefs only he had already started to act on those beliefs, discovering power and ability that made his contemporaries very uncomfortable. Born a Man-Lord, he was one of the few who maintained a record of no offense against anything Light-Child, and he was therefore allowed to come and go at his pleasure; another privilege that was against the unwritten laws. 

The day Elkazzar had caught them in loving embrace was the day that his heart had broken. A student of Zargo’s beliefs, he knew that age and time were simply schools of thought where one could go and confuse themselves. Anything in the universe was up for grabs, and if the universe was against an assumed perspective, it would eventually react. For a time, Elkazzar had dared to love the young Adrianna, but by the time he had worked up the nerve to act on his feelings, his friend and mentor had already proclaimed affection for the woman. It had been something of a challenge: the temptation of reporting what he had seen to remove Zargo from the picture. But he had held his tongue and even used his position to assist the lovers in finding private places for their many rendezvous. 

When Adrianna’s crime was brought before the Council of Judgment, it was Elkazzar who argued on her behalf, lessening her sentence to one of exile instead of execution. He was there when she took her leave, child in arms, filled with rage and pain. The blood of her husband was still on her robes, and the Great Bridge was used to send mother and child to the realm of the Tyros. 

“He was my husband,” she had said.

“And my friend,” Elkazzar had replied.

“Mark then his words, good Elkazzar... the words he shared with us both. His death was inevitable and sooner than most wanted.”

“But it would only be the beginning,” Elkazzar added, remembering the prediction the man had made many times.

“This filth shall not touch my son,” she had promised before stepping into the light.

“And it would seem she has made good on her promise,” Elkazzar thought. “Those walls were not erected to veil her son’s mind, but to trap it. He knows nothing of the Prodigian, and fair Adrianna labors to maintain that status.

“But if that is true,” Elkazzar muttered, his eyes squinting as he recalled the events inside the boy’s mind. “... what was that place I found inside his mind?! And who was that Walker?

“And is that truly what I need to consider here?” Elkazzar whispered, reaching into the pocket of his long coat. He looked down to see the vial he had been given before departing for Old Sumeria. He had been told how the elixir worked. It would slowly arrest the function of all organs causing the victim to fall into a deep sleep from which they would never recover. “If I don’t do this, they will simply send another.”  Elkazzar lifted his head to look once again at the boy, only to see Zargo looking back at him.

“Something wrong, old friend?” a voice called out to the Head Master.

Elkazzar pushed away from the house, streaking over the front yard and colliding back-first with the tree. Opting to deal with the pain of the collision, Elkazzar used his talents to muffle the sound and mask his fear. He looked again at the house, but only saw the bedroom window, feeling Adrianna using her talents to calm her son’s mind and bring him out of his nightmare. Elkazzar looked again at the vial and pressed his lips together. His decision had been made, though he could not substantiate why he would choose to go against the will of the Throne. He smirked, recalling a lesson given to him by Zargo in the early stages of their instruction. 

“Instinct, Elkazzar. It is what the mind knows before it thinks... and it’s often smarter than us.”  When the Light-Child asked why, Zargo had smiled and said, “It sees through the truth, we see through perspective. We have to unlearn what we think we know in order to understand what we do not know!”

[Father!] Vada-Ri projected with a great deal of fear in her thoughts. While Elkazzar could feel anxiety in her projection, Vada-Ri had remembered to use a rapport they shared, keeping the communication between their two minds. [We are not alone here, and they have foun–] a mental force took hold of her projection and kept it from reaching Elkazzar.

“Damned Deviants!” Elkazzar snarled as he pushed off from the tree. He did not dare use telekinesis to fly to her; he wasn’t sure he had that kind of time. He converted himself to energy and arched over the treetops, streaking toward the source of the outcry.
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Chapter Three
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“William, can you hear me, baby?” she asked after completing a telepathic manipulation of her son’s thoughts. Nothing in his mind was clear to her sense of it, but it was not the first time his thoughts had been an incoherent mesh of images, sounds, and feelings.

“And they have found us,” William muttered so softly that his mother couldn’t tell what he had said. He awoke in a cold sweat, gasping for air, and his eyes opened wide with fright and confusion. Adrianna reached to take hold of her son and jumped at the speed with which he moved, grasping her forearms, preventing her embrace. She continued to move toward him though, and his grip loosened. She took hold of his shoulders and caressed them.

“Mornin’, baby,” she smiled, looking down on his face. “I would say ‘Good Morning’, but it looks like I’d get some argument on that.”

“Damn straight,” he thought, his fear fading into compounded confusion. 

“Mom?”

“Yes, dear,” she whispered, stroking her fingers through his black hair.

“Did I...” he paused as she moved back to look in his eyes. There was so much pain. William, however, wasn’t one to take comfort in adulation. It was in her best interest to be direct with him.

“What is it son? And what did you say when you woke up?”

“I... don’t know.”  His face fell into his hands. “I saw a light... and so many people... and the fire... then you... my name...”

“Just calm down and catch your breath,” she instructed, lifting his chin so that they made eye contact. “You had another bad dream... that’s all. Put it behind you–”

“Yeah, I know... ‘and try to look ahead’, right?”

“Right,” she answered rising and walking away from the bed. Her movements were light, but it would be the only part of her without weight at the moment. She focused her thoughts on keeping her demeanor and mind clear of conflict.

“Must we be so dorky at this time of the day?” William remarked.

“Smart thinking isn’t dorky, just the idiots that don’t get it,” she answered. “Oh... ah, Will?”

“Yeah?” he was now moving to get out of bed.

“Take a shower, son,” she said softly. “Take a very good shower!”  A smile broke across her face as she dodged a pillow on her way to the door.

“Thanks Mom!” She paused long enough to turn back and smile warmly at her son. He was chuckling as he got out of bed and smelled his underarms to verify that her directive wasn’t entirely humorous in meaning.

“Would’ve been better off pullin’ an all-nighter,” he said softly. “This wet-sleeping isn’t getting it done! It makes for another linen change, and man, do I need to hit the shower!”  William used the sheets to towel himself off as he pulled them from the bed. After seeing the linen to the hamper, he went into the bathroom and started his shower. He didn’t wait for the water to get warm; he knew it would get there eventually, and the cold water helped to wake him up and clear his head. 

“Of course, that brings this month’s total to a whopping eight,” William thought as the water fell over his skin. “Yep, eight times in fourteen days. That ties last month’s number already, and I only had four for all of July.”  He quickly rubbed his hands up and down his shoulders, warming his taut, smooth, light brown skin. Fixing his eyes on his palms, the young man smiled. He made fists of his hands, flexing the well-defined muscles in his forearms. Lifting his face up into the downpour, William’s mind relaxed as his body stretched then released each muscle group. He could feel the power of his body and it made him chuckle, though he couldn’t say why it did. He just shook his head clear of the matter and started lathering up the soap. By the time the water was hot, William was stepping out of the shower, making his way to the sink to brush his teeth and comb his hair.

Normal morning activities complete, William primped his clothes one last time and walked through the bathroom into a bedroom that had belonged to his brother, Jerome. But that had been a very long time ago, when he was still alive. The room now served as William’s home lab and computer room. He looked at what was forming up to be his project for this year’s science fair. Things were coming along nicely and he expected to be testing his procedures in a few days.

The room was home to something else though, and while William hated it, he had no power over it being there; the Bragging Wall. Such things were normally where guests could see it, but William argued endlessly to have it removed from the more common traffic areas of the house. His father had put up the most argument, but they eventually settled on its current location, with a noted exception. Each plaque and trophy was made out to William Anthony Ferrous. The young man didn’t care much for the name, but he was again powerless to do anything about it and he smirked, recognizing that the wall had recently been dusted. He reached the door of the room and looked back at the worktable holding his project. A devilish smile curled his lips and he put the palm side of his fist to his chest, looking up at the ceiling feigning superiority. “I wonder if they’re serving stuffed crab at the White House this year.”  His face broke as he frowned, remembering the taste of a food he did not appreciate. “Yccch!

“Put it away, Ferrous,” he said, cutting off the light. “We can get back to creating new technologies some other time. We must go and greet the parents before heading off to the asylum!”

He walked into the kitchen, smelling the cooked food coming from the stove. He smacked and rubbed his hands together before taking his seat at the small dinette set. William looked across the table at his father Gordon, who seemed to be once again engrossed in the morning newspaper, and then at his mother, Elizabeth, who was putting the finishing touches on breakfast. William decided not to say anything. He waited for the serving and their inevitable conversation: William’s latest dream.

Some time had passed between his morning greetings and the serving of breakfast. It was a time riddled with glances between Elizabeth and William – both waiting for Gordon to say something. Gordon, however, had his mind on the daily paper’s sports section... specifically, the high school football predictions. He looked up from his paper every once in a while to glare at the Bragging Shelf – cousin to the Bragging Wall and the exception to which William had agreed. It was just over the fireplace in the living room. The accolades celebrated upstairs were those of science, music and math. The Shelf was dedicated to all things jock and William could care less where those awards were displayed. Two years of playing football and William had amassed five trophies and two medals. He had also won two medals in archery and a silver medal at the All-State Cross Country meet, but those were of little concern to Gordon, who had put himself through school on a football scholarship. His face wore the countenance of pride. He knew William was going to do great things this year. His plate was set down before him and Gordon quickly folded his paper to look over the food. He smiled and readied his napkin. Gordon was slightly darker than William and his frame more defined... incredibly more defined. His face was squarer but his smile was just as bright. He began to chuckle as he looked over the table at William.

In what could be considered a Herculean bid to avoid the unavoidable, William looked deep into his mother’s eyes and he could see that she had indeed relayed this morning’s events to her husband. Elizabeth sat in her chair, brushed back her golden locks, and shrugged her shoulders in defeat. William smiled and nodded gently. The wrinkle in her ivory brow eased as she too smiled. William wrestled with his plate for a brief moment and then began to eat. 

“How’s it going this morning, son?” The first forkful had yet to reach his mouth when Gordon spoke. William lowered it back to the plate. Gordon was still chuckling and the young man took in a deep breath before speaking.

“Ahhhh... a bit confusing again, Dad.” William looked to his mother. Without cue they both began to laugh at another untold and probably unknown joke the mother and son often shared. Elizabeth stole a glance at her husband; his stone visage caused her to quickly move her hand to play with her hair... a signal of sorts to withdraw the antics from the table.

“Your mother tells me you had another one of those nightmares.”

“Yeah, second time this week.” William looked down at his plate in realization and nudged his mother. “Mom, I already had eggs once this week.”

“Oh, I’m sorry honey, I forgot... again.”  She moved to take his plate but his hand intercepted hers.

“It’s okay. It’d be different if they weren’t good.”  He placed a forkful in his mouth and returned his attention to Gordon. “That makes eight this month, Dad.”

“My guess is you’re foolin’ around with another guy’s girl and your conscience is catching up with you.” Gordon laughed and nearly choked on his coffee.

“Gordon!” his wife scolded.

“What!?!” Gordon asked in his defense. “Elizabeth, he’s got to be up to something. It’s been a helluva dry spell for the boy. Not a peep since the Junior Prom!”

“Which was only the summer, Dad. Wait, are you actually clocking my action now?” William asked.

“Just trying to keep you on point, son,” Gordon explained. “These are the years you get to act a damn fool, within limits, and not have to carry it the rest of your life! You kiss, tell, and break up with a girl after college and it’s all out bloody war!”

“Clearly you’re ignorant of the effects of social media, Pops,” William returned. “But I appreciate the concern. Mind if we take that subject matter off the ‘open discussion while eating’ list?”

“I’m just saying, son. You’re a little young to be going monk on me!”

“Dad!” William snapped. “You just lost your Cool Pops Card! Seriously, you’re in the penalty box right now.”  Gordon held up his hands in surrender.

“Okay, okay... we can put a pin in that for now.”

“And that image was helpful!” William added, shaking his head.

“Well, talk to me about your dreams. Or should we call them dreams?”

“Not quite, Dad.” William replied, trying his best to get past the points his father had made on his dating life. He put his mind to the recollection of the nightmare, taking a bite of food as he pondered. “There’s really not much to say. I can’t be sure if it was actually in the dream or if my mind is changing what I saw.”

“Not sure I follow that one, son.”

“You know how when you see a girl at a blur, or only briefly?” William started leaning forward and using his hands to gesticulate. “Your eyes got a good shot, but in the brief moment of sight you have, we tend not to go with what we saw and we start filling in what we wanted to see. Next thing you know, instead of an ordinary person, you swear you saw a super-model or something along those lines. Then you get a real good look, come back down to Earth and go, ‘Oh!’ before you can go on with whatever it was you were doing. That’s what I’m talking about.

“And what the hell is this?” William thought, catching sight of his mother’s right hand clenching her fork. The grip was so tight that her hand was pale except at the fingertips which were nearly red. William had stopped speaking and Elizabeth, who had been looking at her husband, turned to look at her son. Her grip on the utensil eased and the two were locked for a moment in a staring contest.

“Everything happened so fast,” William continued without looking away from his mother. “In the dream... I was being made to fly... through a heavy storm... black clouds all around me... thunder and lightning pounding and flashing all over the place... but there was no wind... no rain... just... I don’t know... energy. I can’t say what kept me up, but it was strong. Had a hold on me like a seriously hungry Safety or Cornerback; threw me around like last week’s trash.

“I can remember taking some hits,” William said, looking back at Gordon. “Some good ones too.”

“Were they also like in football?” Gordon asked.

“No, even when you’re blindsided on the field, the hit has a certain feel to it. These bad boys really hurt... made me scream a couple of times. I heard all kinds of voices, and I saw this girl’s face. She needed my help, I think... like I said, really mixed up. But then, the funniest thing happened. When I was waking up, I opened my eyes and could’ve sworn I saw Mom’s eyes glowing like something outta a YouTube video or something.”

“What?!” Gordon asked, leaning back in his chair.

“I kid you not!” William quickly replied. “Straight up Emperor Force Lightning, man!”

“Let go, Bill,” Gordon said in a wispy breath. “Let go!”  He laughed and William was a heartbeat from joining him when his eyes journeyed across the table once again. He felt something; an itch in the back of his mind, a feather of awareness... perhaps it was just a nervous twitch. He looked over to her in time to hear her fork hit the ground and know what it was when the sound reached his ears. His eyes found the utensil but they didn’t stay there long. They locked on Elizabeth’s in a stare that felt more like an attack on her mind; an attack for which she was not prepared, despite her own predictions. He looked at her and saw only a shell of the woman, Elizabeth Adrienne Ferrous, wife and mother. She was a woman of strength and resolve; a woman William more than admired, the woman for whom he held unconditional love. She was seen as the strongest of the family, always there with an encouraging word or even a suggestion to help him find his way when the path ahead seemed to fade if not altogether blocked.

Elizabeth’s defenses were strong, well-fortified. But on this morning, it was as if something inside her failed, shattered... leaving her weak and vulnerable. Her face froze on his, unable to speak or move, searching desperately for the strength to escape. The pressure of the moment, along with her son’s glare, proved too strong for the woman and she folded. Her eyes closed and she collapsed from her chair.

“Mom!” William exclaimed as he leapt from his chair. His hand caught her head inches from the floor, but it could not affect her state of being.

“Oh shit,” Gordon thought, getting up out of his chair. “I’ve seen that kind of speed before.”

Inexplicable as it seemed, she looked to have fainted – to be simply unconscious. To William, however, it was as if someone or something had taken hold of her and pulled her away. “Mom!” he called again and jumped at the sensation of another hand touching him. He whirled around, losing his balance and falling against the floor. 

“Easy, son,” Gordon suggested. “Your mother just had another one of her attacks, that’s all.”  Gordon easily took her up in his arms and moved quickly into the living room, laying her down gently on the couch.

“One of her attacks?!” William repeated, following Gordon. “I thought the doctor gave her a clean bill of health on that shit three years ago.”

“Language, boyo!” Gordon snapped. “Your Mom’s been working herself pretty hard lately.” Taking hold of her wrist, Gordon measured her pulse and then hand-checked her temperature. William quickly left the room, giving no signal as to why.

With William out of the room, Gordon reached for Elizabeth’s forehead and cupped it with his large hand. “C’mon Liz, pull out of this.”

“Pull out of what?” she whispered, her eyes still closed.

“What do you mean, ‘what’? ‘What’ is going on here?”

“I don’t know,” she replied. “I just felt weak for a minute. I tried to find something to get me over that bad scene but I found–” Again her body fell heavy. Gordon called after her, but there was nothing of a consciousness that could respond to him.

“Would it bear thee any great offense if I did not call thee Elizabeth?” a voice called out of the blackness.

“Names don’t mean much when you can’t see or move!” she shouted.

“Thou hast forgotten,” the voice concluded. “I am with thee once again, mine heart. Listen to my voice and remember where we are.”

“The Tween-Realm,” she whispered, opening her eyes to see the lush green meadow he had created for her so many years go. It was at the base of a waterfall and the spray of the water crashing against the rocks made a permanent rainbow. Her eyes welled with tears at the memory of the sights, sounds, and scents of the place. “This isn’t happening!”

“But it is,” the voice argued.

[Thou hast found naught to support thee, eh, mine heart?] the voice projected, shaking the woman as she gasped with fright. The voice was old, but one she easily recognized. She looked around the poolside, expecting to see a familiar form, a form she had loved long ago – for that was the voice she had heard: the tones of her late husband. [Be at ease, mine heart!]

“No!” Adrianna said, backing away from the falls. “You don’t get to call me that. You’re dead!”

[Agreed. The man that was thy husband has expired. I am but a reflection of his mind...] a swirling wind whisked around the woman before taking form behind Adrianna. She backed into it, feeling something more substantial than wind. Adrianna whirled and looked upon the face of love as she used to think of it. 

“And a few things he learned along the way of living.”  He was still tall, almost commanding through physical stature. Dark brown skin glistened from the spray of the falls, and his large brown eyes looked into her soul, stirring up old feelings that felt as young as the first time they kissed. 

“Zargo!” she whispered, reaching up and caressing the face of the projection. The warmth was the same, and Adrianna wept openly. She started forward with a desire to embrace the figure of the man to whom she had pledged her
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