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TOO MANY
TALENTS

Viviane and
Connell


Chapter 1

Clan Brannach



After nearly a week on the road back from
Clan Belfort, Viviane, Jareth, and their escorts arrived back at
Brannach manor just after lunch, to see the whole household turned
out to welcome them home. With the trial behind them, it was time
to get settled in and get back to normal.

Though Jareth had kept in contact with those
he’d left in charge, he was off to meetings as soon as they rode
in. Viviane was beset by everyone in the house as Gerard’s lads
unloaded the horses and brought everything inside.

“Annie, please make the
announcement that we’re fine, and I’ll be happy to talk to them
once I get cleaned up from the ride. After days on the road, I reek
of horses and dust,” she insisted.

“The chef wants to know if
you’d like a bite of something decent after your trip,” Annie told
her, eyes gleaming. “You know what he’s like.”

Viviane laughed and told her to bring
something up, something light so she wouldn’t spoil her appetite
for dinner.

“If I know him, dinner
will be exceptional this evening.”

“Aye, you’re probably
right. As happy as you are to be home, the whole house is a-twitter
with excitement.”

“I know, Annie. I’m
trying, really.”

“It was rather a bit too
quiet while you were away. I’m glad to see everything back to
normal,” Annie teased as she went to see the chef.

Viviane melted into a hot bath and soaked in
the bubbles until she heard Annie return with her snack. Between
the dust and sore muscles from the ride, she was reluctant to leave
it to eat, but toweled off and joined Annie in the sitting room of
the master suite.

“So, was it nice to be
home for a while? It was at your wedding when you last talked to
your mother wasn’t it?”

“Oh, it was delightful,
except for the trial. But we got it all sorted out, for better or
worse I can’t say yet. Mother and I had several days to talk and
exchange ideas, and catch up on gossip. Daddy and Jareth seemed to
get on well, but I think there’s something up his
sleeve.”

“Your father’s or
Jareth’s?” Annie asked, confused.

“I’m not sure which. Maybe
both. Mother might be in on it too, but something is going on. I
know it.”

“Well, whatever it is, it
must be something good. None of them would mean you any
harm.”

“After the past couple
years, I’m skeptical of surprises.”

Jareth came back in before dinner and met
her in the study. He looked tired but content. Of course, after
having been gone for a month, he had a lot to catch up with.

“I see you’ve made your
presence felt,” he teased as one of the maids scurried from the
library, after checking on her First Lady.

“Jareth, I’m sorry! I can
only do so much. I don’t know how much of it is Talent, and how
much of it is simply being First Lady.”

“You’re fine, Viviane.
It’s part of who you are, and probably what drew me to you in the
first place.”

Viviane toyed with her tea cup for a moment,
took a deep breath, and asked, “Do I really have to go back to
Duncan tomorrow? Couldn’t I take a day or two to relax back at
home?”

“Now we’ve been over this,
Viviane,” Jareth answered sternly. “Yes, you do. There is no way to
turn off your Talents, so you have to learn to control
them.”

“But I don’t want them!”
she insisted. “Look what I did at the trial. I could have killed
Carl!”

“Yes, and you might have
done us a favor if you had. Alright, I know,” he added at her look,
“but he worries me.”

“He worries me,
too.”

Viviane supposed he was right. She couldn’t
see Carl taking this lying down. There would be repercussions down
the road. Still, the fact that she’d nearly killed her brother
scared her. What if Jareth hadn’t been there to stop her?

Dinner was indeed marvelous and they took
time to savor every bite. She had promised the chef she would come
down to the kitchen in the next few days and give him the family
recipes she’d wheedled out of her mother and her father’s chef.

Exhaustion from the trip seized both of them
as soon as they stretched out in bed that evening. A chaotic
torrent of memories from the trial mixed with bizarre dreams of
Talent gone wild during the night. Viviane woke feeling she’d not
slept at all.

“I’ll tell Duncan to take
it easy on you today, how about that?” Jareth teased as they made
their way downstairs.

“Like it would actually
help,” she countered.

Where her training was concerned, Duncan had
the last word.

Brannach’s master instructor greeted them
with a chuckle as they entered his studio.

“First Lady, how many more
tricks do you have up your sleeve?” he asked. “Olivier and I have
had quite a workout trying to get you sorted.”

Viviane began to object as Jareth and Duncan
laughed at her reaction.

“Now that you’ve learned
to port, we have one more area to train.”

“Can’t we leave it alone?”
Viviane asked. “I’ve got enough to do already.”

“I wish we could, but you
know how it works. If we don’t train it, it will begin to manifest
on its own and take you to who knows where, probably when you’re
upset. And when you’re upset you shield and nobody can find you. So
you need to learn how to handle it, before it gets you
hurt.”

Jareth shook his head, gave her a kiss, and
told her he’d see her at lunch.

“I’ll leave you to figure
it out, Duncan. I simply haven’t the time or the knowledge to
attempt it.”

As she expected, the testing and evaluation
process began again, factoring in her new Talent. By lunchtime the
headache was back in full force, until Annie and her hellish potion
came to the rescue.

“Annie, what would I do
without you,” she asked once again.

“Now, don’t sell yourself
short, milady. You’re doing a grand job.”

****

During her first week back in training,
Viviane was once again discouraged by the seeming lack of progress
with her Talents. Adding her latest ability to the mix had somehow
shuffled the others around and her conscious control had gone
haywire. She admitted to Jareth one evening that she felt forever
condemned to be out of control and a burden or threat to all
concerned.

The next day, Jareth found time to see
Duncan when Viviane was resting. He couldn’t figure out why adding
a Talent should cause so much chaos.

“First Lord, I’m not sure
it’s the new Talent causing the problem,” Duncan told him. “Could
you tell me, in detail, what happened at the trial?”

Jareth retold the story of teaching her the
control techniques Duncan and Olivier had devised for her and
continued with the scene in the court the day of her testimony.

“So she actually might
have killed him if nobody had intervened? She was that focused?”
Duncan asked.

“Yes, I believe she would
have. Carl was fighting for breath fifteen feet away, while she
held one hand in the air as if strangling him. When we separated
the two of them, he gasped for oxygen for a good two or three
minutes.”

“How did she
react?”

“When she realized how
close she had come to killing him, she turned white, much as she
did when she threw the things off your desk, asked what she had
done, and ported out.”

“How did she seem when you
found her?”

“She was sobbing, afraid,
and unnerved. Nothing unusual for the circumstances.”

“How did the idea of
porting affect her? Was she afraid of it?”

“She didn’t seem to be,
only confused when I asked if she’d done it before. I don’t think
she knew what it was until then, so I explained it. She didn’t seem
frightened by porting, but more by what had happened between her
and Carl.”

“Since then, has she said
anything about her training here?”

“Yes. She asked if she had
to continue training, or if there was some way to let it fade away
again, before she hurt someone in anger.”

“Okay, that’s what I
thought,” Duncan said, shaking his head.

“What do you mean?” Jareth
asked.

“I don’t think porting has
produced the problem with her Talents. I think it is her fear of
causing harm with them which has her out of control again. We have
to find a way to make her understand that training is the only
answer. If she doesn’t train, it will only get worse. Fighting it
will cause random, uncontrolled manifestations nobody can predict,
which will be dangerous.”

“I’ll talk with her,
Duncan, and see what I can do.”

Jareth waited until one evening when Viviane
seemed quiet and rested before he broached the subject. Knowing how
upset she would be, he wanted to start on as neutral a ground as
possible.

“Viviane, Duncan is
worried about you and has me worried, too.”

“Worried? Whatever for?”
she asked.

“I know how you feel about
your Talents, but hiding from them isn’t the answer. And neither is
running away and pretending they don’t exist. Duncan and I feel the
loss of control you are experiencing is coming from something
besides the porting aspect of your Talents.”

“I don’t know what you
mean, Jareth,” she answered sharply.

“Yes, you do, Viviane.
Since we’ve been home you’ve been resisting your Talents and
fighting them, especially during training. They will win in the
end. In the meantime your control will get worse and worse, until
it is manifesting more unpredictably, even when you’re not working
with it. With the strengths you have, you will hurt someone while
trying to deny your heritage.”

“But Jareth…”

“Your Talents have to be
trained,” he stated emphatically. “There is no escape from it. You
have to let go of your fears and put your entire will into your
training. It’s the only way to gain control before you do
irreparable harm.”

“I don’t want these
Talents, Jareth! I never have! Why won’t they go away and leave me
alone?”

“We may never know the
answer as to why they developed, but since they have, you must
treat them responsibly. You wouldn’t hand a child a live blade and
expect him to use it properly, would you?”

“Don’t be
ridiculous.”

“Your Talents are
exponentially more dangerous than the deadliest blade ever forged.
Just as it would be irresponsible to hand a child a sword and let
him run through the house with it, chasing the staff, and playing
guard, it is ever so much more dangerous to have you, with so much
untrained Talent, manifesting uncontrolled.”

“Jareth, I’m not a child,
so the analogy is useless.”

“Where your Talents are
concerned, you are,” Jareth countered. “Even now I can feel you
holding you anger at bay as it tries to find an outlet. What
happens when it wins the fight and finds one?”

He let her think it over for a minute or
two, and then tried to come up with another analogy.

“Do you have miner beetles
in Belfort?” he asked.

“Yes, we do.
Why?”

“Think of your Talents
that way, if it will help.”

“What do you
mean?”

“They hunt by digging a
small depression in the soil, with a concealed pit in the center.
The chemicals they excrete from their bodies are mixed into a small
amount of soil and rolled into a ball that will just fit into the
pit. And then they hide in a tunnel off to the side, out of harm’s
way. As the chemicals dry out, they become unstable. Any
unsuspecting insect which tumbles into the pit causes this mixture
to explode, either stunning them or killing them with the
concussion.”

“How does this apply to
me, Jareth?”

“Your Talents are the
explosive mixture waiting for something to trigger them. By
repressing your Talents, you’re letting them build up destructive
potential, which you can’t control. And the stronger you become,
the greater the danger.”

****




Chapter 2

Clan Belfort

“But Mom, why do I have to
go live with Grandpa? I want to stay here with you,” Connell
complained for the hundredth time.

“You know why, young man,”
his mother scolded. “And as soon as your father and I can take care
of everything here, we’ll join you.”

“But how long will that
be?" he asked, rolling his blue eyes at her. "I don’t know why we
have to go anyway. I don’t want to be First Lord.”

“Now that is enough. We
don’t have time for this. You’re ten years old and you know
better.”

“I’m almost eleven,” he
countered.

“Then start acting like
it,” his mother snapped, exasperation beginning to show.

“But what about all my
friends? I won’t have any friends there,” he continued.

“I’m sure you’ll make new
friends.”

“But I like my old
ones.”

“Connell, find something
to do besides complain, or I’ll find something for you to
do.”

“Fine!”

The little boy of almost eleven spun on his
heel and ran out the door. Arriving at his favorite spot by the
stream, he dropped down onto a large gray boulder and fought back
the tears. No, he would not cry. Selecting a flat stone from the
bank, he skipped it expertly across the water.

He wasn’t sure how long he’d been there
before he heard someone behind him.

“Connell? Can I sit with
you?”

Great! The voice could only be little Nell.
She was all right for a girl, but, well, she was a girl. And she
was always trying to help him with whatever he was doing. Two years
younger than he was, they’d grown up together in the village, and
he’d always liked her, even though she could be annoying.

“I guess. Sure,” he
answered with a sigh.

He turned to give the little blonde,
blue-eyed girl a hand so she wouldn’t slip on the bank. Once seated
on the rock bench, she smoothed her flowered frock down over her
knees.

“What are you doing down
here? I thought you guys were moving.”

“Mom’s mad and told me to
find something to do. So I came down to skip stones.”

“I could never do that.
Can you show me?”

Even if she was a girl, Nell took his mind
away from his problems. They skipped stones until the light began
to fade.

“We should probably go
back, Nell,” he told the little girl. "Mom was mad before I came
down here. If I’m too late getting back, it won’t help
anything.”

“Will I see you before you
go, Connell?” she asked.

“I guess. We’ll be here a
few days yet, and anyway, I’ll come back sometimes.”

“Can I still be your
friend when you’re First Lord?”

“Of course. Why couldn’t
you?”

“I don’t know. I just
wondered. Thanks, Connell.”

About a week later, over the weekend, his
father got the cart ready for the trip to Belfort Manor. Connell
had determined ahead of time not to cry, no matter what, at least
until they were out of town.

Though his mother said she was fine, he saw
a few tears threatening to fall before he looked away. He so wished
his parents could come with him right now. The idea of living with
his grandfather, the First Lord, was intimidating

Of course, Nell had been there, tearful, and
sure she’d never see him again. The pretty little bouquet of
wildflowers was a sweet gesture, and after a quick hug, she buried
her face in her mother’s skirt with a big sob.

“He’s not going away
forever, Nell,” his mother had said. “He’s going to train his
skills so he’ll be a good First Lord.”

The trip took most of the day, and Connell
napped as much as he could. He hadn’t slept well the night before,
as his mind kept coming up with even worse imaginings about living
at the manor.

His grandfather and grandmother greeted them
when they arrived, then handed him off to Clifford, the butler.
Following the older man up a winding staircase, he found his room
was on the second floor.

“Here you are, Lord
Connell,” Clifford said as he opened the door. “I think you’ll find
everything you need. Someone will be up shortly to put your things
away. The First Lord said to give you half an hour to rest before
meeting him in the study.”

“Um, Clifford?” he
asked.

“Yes, Lord
Connell?”

“Where is the
study?”

“I’ll send someone up to
show you.”

Half an hour later, he heard a knock at the
door. A lad not much older than he was had come to take him to the
study.

“While you’re gone, I’ll
come up and unpack for you. What do you want to wear for
dinner?”

“Dinner?” he’d
asked.

“The family dress for
dinner,” the boy explained.

“I don’t know. Could you
find something for me?”

“If you wish,” the boy had
replied.

“What’s your
name?”

“Liam, Lord
Connell.”

“Do you have to do that?”
Connell asked.

“Do what?”

“That whole ‘Lord Connell’
thing. Can’t I just be Connell?”

They had reached the study by then, so Liam
didn’t answer him. Connell looked around at the heavy, dark
furniture and the rich tapestries adorning the walls.

“Come in, grandson,” he
heard. “Take a seat.”

Looking around he saw his grandfather seated
in a comfortable looking chair at the far end of the room. He chose
a chair close to him and wondered how much his life would now
change.

“I know this is upsetting,
Connell, but there was no other choice. We’ll try to make the
transition as easy as possible, but you’re going to feel pushed.
There is so much ground to cover to get you to where you should be,
it will be tough at times. But as my grandson, I’m sure you’re up
to it.”

“I don’t understand why I
have to come here,” Connell answered. “I’ve had a tutor up at the
house since, well, you know.”

“A tutor can do only so
much. You must keep up with your regular studies, begin intensive
training on your Talents, and before long you’ll start to learn
about administration, how to take care of the clan. That is too
much for one tutor.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Yes, sir, but you miss
your family, your friends, and everything as it has been.
Correct?”

“Yes, sir. I
do.”

“They’re not gone forever,
Connell,” the older man said gently. “And your family will join us
soon. I don’t want you to be without your family for any longer
than is necessary. Do you understand?”

“I think, grandfather.
It’s just been awfully sudden.”

“Come here,
grandson.”

Going over to his grandfather, he was pulled
into a warm embrace. He hugged the elderly man back, understanding
how hard this must be for him, too.

“Well, what do you say to
a snack before dinner?”

“That would be fantastic,”
Connell answered.

“I’ll call the kitchen and
have them bring something. Biscuits and milk?”

“Yes, sir!”

The First Lord gave him two days to rest up
before beginning his new schedule. While he’d never had trouble
with his regular schoolwork, his Talents were aggravating.

“Connell, you must calm
down. Deep breaths, that’s the way. Now let’s begin again,” had
become Master Olivier’s mantra.

The headaches were horrible, and so was the
medicine which took them away.

“Why does it have to taste
so bad?” he complained one day.

“We’ve tried everything to
help, but anything we add to it seems to destroy its healing
ability. So you’re stuck with it.”

At least he wouldn’t be alone in all of his
classes, which relieved him a little. There were “wild Talents” who
had only one or two abilities they needed to train. Where they
shared his abilities, they could train together, for now.

A boy about his age, Lucien, shared his
telepathic abilities and they were soon best of friends.

“Remember, you can
practice away from class, as long as you’re not with non-Talented
people. The more you practice, the faster you’ll progress,” Master
Olivier had told them.

So Connell and Lucien would practice
whenever they had a little time together. Until they were sure
their thoughts were reaching the right person, Master Olivier
wanted them to be in visual contact with each other while
practicing. They would take a snack down to the stream, slip down
to the water’s edge under the old stone bridge, and pass the time
practicing until the next lesson.

“Have you lived here all
your life?” Connell asked his friend one day.

“Yes. My family has always
lived outside village, not too far from the manor.”

“So, do you go home every
night?”

“Of course. Our home is
within walking distance.”

“I wish I could go home,”
Connell confided.

“Why? Your folks are
coming down to live here and you’re going to be First Lord. Why
would you want to go anywhere else?”

“I’ve always lived there.
I miss my friends and my room. It’s so different here.”

“Maybe you could come
spend the night or a weekend with me sometime.”

“Really? That would be
great.”

“I’ll have to talk to my
parents and to the First Lord and see if you can. It would be
fun.”

At first, Connell found the changes
difficult. His daily schedule had scarcely ever changed at home.
Evenings were the worst, though. At home, his mother insisted he
have on clean clothes before he came to the table. But dressing up
for dinner seemed silly to him. The first time he went to dinner at
the manor, he was so nervous he dripped gravy down the front of his
best shirt.

“Relax, Connell,” his
grandmother Sarah told him. “You’ll get used to it after a while.
Make sure it goes to the laundry. Do you have something else to
wear for tomorrow evening?”

He didn’t have too many nice things. His mom
and dad thought it too expensive to buy evening clothes for one so
young, when he would grow out of them in six months. Aside from two
nice shirts, one jacket, and two pair of trousers, he had clothes
for school and play.

“Don’t worry, grandson,”
his grandfather said, ruffling Connell’s hair. “I believe I can
scrape together enough from the family coffers to buy suitable
clothing for the heir to the house.”

Heir to the house. How was he supposed to
get used to that? He thought he would punch something the next time
someone called him Lord Connell. Though he had always been a lord,
since his mom was First Lord Herrick’s daughter, nobody ever cared
at home.

Even Lucien, his best friend, had trouble
calling him Connell, without the Lord in front of it.

“But Connell, you’re going
to be First Lord. You might as well get used to it,” Grandmother
Sarah told him. “Give it a little time.”

As he progressed through his lessons, summer
progressed toward autumn, and his parents were still unable to come
to the manor. They visited whenever they could, but hadn’t been
able to get things sufficiently settled in the village to
leave.

Before he knew it, autumn was fully in
evidence. Autumn was Connell’s favorite season. It was still warm
enough to play outside without a coat, but cool enough so he didn’t
get all sweaty. The carpet of leaves, in autumn yellows, reds, and
deep purples, crackled under his feet as he walked along.

One day between classes, he had some time to
enjoy the afternoon. Underneath a huge syrup tree, he began to
scoop leaves together in a pile. When the leaves were up to his
hips, he looked around to make sure no one was watching, took a few
steps back, and dove into the pile. He’d always loved playing in
the leaves. The sharp crunching made him laugh, and surrounded him
with a scent similar to spicy, earthy incense, like the kind his
mother loved. .

Connell struggled back out of the leaves,
scooped them up again and dove back in. He was having so much fun,
he failed to notice his grandparents walking down the path.

“Connell!” he
heard.

The disapproving look on his grandfather’s
face spoke volumes.

“Yes, sir?”

“Are you sure it is
fitting for the heir of the house to wallow in huge piles of
leaves?”

“I don’t know, sir,” he
answered. “I was just having fun.”

“Oh, Herrick, let the boy
play,” Grandmother chuckled. “He’s only eleven for heaven’s sake. I
don’t think it will harm your reputation or his.”

“Don’t you have classes or
something?” Grandfather asked, still not entirely happy.

“Not for a little while,
sir, but I could probably study,” he answered.

“Hmm…. Take a few more
minutes to play, and then get on with your studies. A little play
shouldn’t cause any harm.”

“Thank you, Grandfather. I
love the leaves in autumn!”

At first, Connell had thought his
grandfather rather stern, but the more time he spent around him,
the more gentleness he found. And though the man was ruler of the
clan and very old, he enjoyed spending time with him.

His next class was private, with Master
Olivier, and when he entered the studio, the Master cast a look in
his direction and smiled.

“Were you involved in a
windstorm, Connell?” he asked.

“Um, no, sir.”

“Then perhaps you’d like
to take a moment and clean up.”

Turning toward the indicated mirror, Connell
felt the flush in his face as he pulled bits of leaves out of his
hair. With water from the basin and a small towel, he washed the
streaks of dirt from his face.

The clothes were hopeless, at least for now.
They would wash up fine, and there were no tears in them. Just mud
and leaf particles. What must the Master think? And what would
Grandfather say when he heard from Master Olivier? This heir
business could be irritating.

“Whenever you’re ready,”
Master Olivier called.

“Yes, sir. I’m ready
now.”

****

“Master Olivier,” the
First Lord said as the man entered the study. “Take a seat and tell
me how Connell is progressing.”

“He’s making progress,
First Lord, though I feel he could do better.”

“Is there a
problem?”

“Not exactly a problem,
it’s just a feeling I have. Perhaps he’s still adjusting to his new
circumstances. He works hard enough, especially on his telepathy,
which is coming along nicely. It’s like he doesn’t see the
need.”

“Have you figured out all
his Talents and their strengths yet?” the First Lord
asked.

“I believe so. Of course,
the telepathy and telekinesis are there, along with minor healing
abilities. I feel he will have most of your abilities when we’re
finished, though perhaps not as much strength in them.”

“Have you any suggestions
for motivating him?”

“I’ve been thinking about
it. Most of the other boys are excited about having Talents and the
trick is to keep them from showing off. But Connell seems, well,
not quite ashamed of them, but maybe embarrassed at having
them.”

“I see. Perhaps I should
talk to him,” the First Lord suggested.

“If you choose to do so,
go gently. He’s not used to the idea of Talents yet, in a way. I’m
afraid if we push too much, he may shun then altogether. He’s used
to fitting in with his peers, and standing out—even just by being
heir—makes him uncomfortable.”

After excusing Connell’s instructor, First
Lord Herrick sat at his desk deep in thought. What Olivier said was
true. Connell did feel out of place here. While growing up, he’d
been surrounded by friends who were very like him. While he was
slightly above average intellectually, and pretty much his age
emotionally, he had always been simply one of the village lads.

Suddenly, he was heir to the clan, learning
new things his friends would never be able to learn, while he
struggled to keep up with his regular schoolwork as well. He’d
always had trouble being addressed as Lord Connell and got
embarrassed every time someone used his title.

Connell’s mother, and Lord Herrick’s
daughter—Lady Alice—had planned to move to the manor as soon as
possible. Would this help or hinder Connell’s progress? He was
thrilled when his parents came to visit over a weekend, but
sometimes seemed relieved when they left.

Would their being here be too much stress
for a boy already under so much pressure? Or would it be a relief
to have someone here who had always been close to him? Someone he
could turn to when the world became too much?

Connell was beginning to adjust to the
household, though. He’d finally quit being as nervous at dinner, so
the load on the laundry had lessened. Even with his full schedule,
he wasn’t as frantic as he’d been when he’d first begun his
training. Always afraid he’d be late, the first few weeks of his
new life saw him racing around to different masters at top speed
and completely worn out in the evening.

All in all, he was doing well, but the
report from Olivier did trouble Herrick. He would never have
imagined someone being embarrassed at having Talent. Maybe his wife
would have some insight.

About an hour after dinner, when they
retired to their suite. Herrick poured them both some wine before
he sat down across from his wife, Sarah. He needed his wife’s input
on Connell. She had a good head for people. Perhaps the two of them
could find a way to navigate these turbulent waters.

“All right, Herrick,” she
said with a weary smile. “What’s on your mind?”

As he explained what Olivier had told him,
she nodded her head and sipped her wine, as a hint of a smile
brightened her face.

“I suppose I should have
thought of the possibility,” she said. “He is very much his
mother’s child, you know. Always wanting to fit in and not stand
out in the crowd. And growing up around non-Talented people--not to
mention having Talent discouraged when he was younger--would tend
to make him at least hesitant about his abilities.”

“I feel you’re right, but
what do we do about it now?” Herrick asked.

“I’m not sure. Let me
think on it a bit. How are his Talents coming along?”

Herrick discussed the full report with her,
and told her about a game Olivier had suggested during a free
period.

“That should have helped
at least a little,” Sarah said.

“Olivier said it helped
his control, but not his overall demeanor.”

“Like I said, let me rest
on it and see what happens.”

****

With the fall harvest in and stored for the
winter, the Fall Gather was scheduled to begin. Connell had always
loved Gathers at home, but this year would be different. This year,
the clan had a new heir to the house, which meant he had to be
present whenever and wherever the family went.

At least his family and friends from home
would be at the Gather. Everyone in the clan came to the gathers,
even if for only a day or two during the week-long celebration. He
could hardly wait to see his old friends, and introduce them to his
new friends here. And maybe, if he asked very nicely, Grandfather
would let him have a little time away from the family group so he
could catch up with what was happening at home.

Even though he’d seen his parents during the
past several months, it would be exciting to have them at the manor
for the whole week of the Gather. He wondered how his father would
manage. A blacksmith by trade, he was uncomfortable in formal wear,
and with Connell’s grandparents ideas on dressing for dinner, it
might be aggravating for him.

Would his parents have to do the whole
ruling family thing during the Gather? His mother had grown up in
the house, so Connell assumed she could put up with it. If his
father didn’t want to deal with it all, he supposed he could hang
out at the manor, or maybe go down to the workshops and talk to the
men down there. Maybe even give some of the smiths a hand.

Connell would have followed in his father’s
steps as he grew older. Before becoming heir to the house, he had
started helping around the shop with little things he was big
enough to do. He loved watching his father take a piece of raw
metal and work it into shape, especially if he was working on
something decorative. Connell had seen the work of other smiths
and, in his opinion, his father’s work was the best when it came to
creative work.

“Connell, pay attention,”
he heard Master Olivier say. “Stop daydreaming before you damage
something.”

“Sorry, sir,” he said as
he remembered they were supposed to be working on his
telekinesis.

He’d finally been able to move things
intentionally, but they either didn’t move far enough or they
slammed against the wall.

“Thinking about the
Gather?”

“Yes, sir. My family is
coming down for the whole week.”

“So I’d heard. But between
now and then, you still have work to do.”

With a huge sigh, Connell took a deep
breath, let it out, and dropped down into his mental working state.
Focusing on the little box on the bench, he tried to reach out and
nudge it to the end of the table. Instead of scooting to the end of
the table, it rolled over twice and refused to budge another
inch.

Coming back to his conscious level, he
shrugged his shoulders in aggravation and looked up at Master
Olivier.

“Well, at least you didn’t
slam it into the wall. But why
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