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Many people wondered how the sun came into being, now you will know the answer at last.

Michael gripped the rough bark of a silver birch tree as he leant against it. His chest heaved, his knees ached and his feet begged him to stop.

He looked around the thick, dense woodlands round him. He could barely see through the silver birches that shone in the moonlight with their shiny bark, but that didn’t mean predators weren’t there.

The trees had already churned up the dense, winter soil with their twisted roots that were as thick as his arm. At least it was better than the endless fields he had been passing over for the last two days, he was still surprised he wasn’t dead from the endless wind lashing at his face.

The woodlands were so much better, but travel was going to be painfully slow now. The silver birch trees only got denser and Michael wasn’t sure if he was going to be able to squeeze through some of the gaps. 

The bitterly cold, almost icy air invaded his lungs with every breath. He just wanted to keep going, he wanted to live, he didn’t want his tribe to find him. He had already been running for weeks now, Michael just couldn’t bear it any longer.

He needed sleep, he needed rest, he needed something more than a handful of blackberries and a few handfuls of water.

His mother would have shouted at him if she knew what he was doing. She probably would have hated how he was wasting everything she had taught him about the woodlands, nature and surviving off the land. Yet that was the point, he didn’t want to survive off the land anymore, he just wanted to escape his tribe.

The tribe that was denying him the love of his life and the tribe that had killed his mother and father for witchcraft when it was his sister, cute Abbigail, who had been the witch.

Thank the Spirits she was safe now in a land far away from this hellhole. 

Michael jumped at the sound of branches smashing together in the ice-cold night breeze. He had to keep moving.

He took a few steps forward and crippling pain shot up his legs. He looked down at his well-worn, battered and sliced-up feet.

It was only three days ago that his leather boots his mother had made him had fallen apart. He hadn’t expected the countryside to be this full of vines, nettles and other plants that seemingly wanted to kill him, but he had to go on.

Michael took another step forward and he collapsed.

The icy coldness of the winter ground shot into him like daggers and he hissed in crippling pain. It was so cold. He hated it as his fingers started to turn numb, he shook and his teeth chattered. 

At least back with his tribe they all had blankets, furs and they had each other to keep warm. He grinned at the idea, that was actually how him and Aaron had met. Last winter, it had been snowing constantly, there was a shortage of wolf fur and the tribe was starting to die out. 

So one night Michael’s hands had started to turn numb completely and a young man offered him inside. Michael had never seen someone as beautiful, precious and stunning as Aaron before. There was just something about how Aaron’s raven black hair framed his ghostly white face perfectly, his lean and sexy body was divine and he was so kind.

It was Aaron’s kindness that he loved more than anything.

Then the tribe had accused Aaron of witchcraft two months ago and that was when everything went to hell.

Michael forced himself up and his hiss turned into a scream as the extreme coldness of the ground shot into him even more. His feet didn’t want to support his weight and he threw his weight forward.

He collapsed again and hit his head on a silver birch. 

Warm, thick liquid dripped down his forehead and Michael cursed under his breath.

After Aaron had been accused, sentenced and executed for being a witch, he had tried to advocate for him. Michael had tried to get the other members of the tribe to see the errors of their ways, but the tribe would never change.

So the Council accused him of being a witch so he ran and the tribe had been hunting him ever since.

Michael was not going to die the same way as Aaron. He did not want to be pulled away by hogs going in four different directions.

He was not going.

Michael tried to dig in with both feet with all his might and he tried to go forward but he couldn’t. His body was dying and Michael just hoped beyond hope that someone, anyone (except his tribe) could save him. 

The spirits had saved his sister, so maybe they could save him.

More blood dripped down his forehead and Michael’s world went black forever.
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When Michael awoke, he jumped a few times at the strange warm feeling surrounding him even though he could only see bloodred around him. It felt like he was just floating in the air on a summer’s day. He flat out loved the great warm feeling around him.

He only knew the difference between summer and winter because whilst there was ever night, summer was at least slightly warmer. 

A moment later the blood in his vision went away and Michael blinked as something else filled his vision. It was so bright, so white and so alien to him. He was so used to the darkness of the world that being out of the darkness was alien.

He had no idea what to feel. The warmth was great but the utter brightness of the space around him was way too much. At least it smelt great of mint, nature and damp moss just like his mother used to after a long day of working the field.

Michael couldn’t help but smile at the memories. He wanted so badly to see her again, he wanted to hug her, kiss her and just know that she was okay.

“I am okay Michael,” something said using his mother’s voice.

Michael looked around and his eyes widened at the sight of his mother standing there. She was almost see-through in a blue light, wearing long robes that Michael had never seen before but there was still the kind intensity that he had always loved.

His mother tossed her long blond hair behind her ears and came towards him.

“Am I dead?” Michael asked.

His mother nodded. “In a way, you died from exposure and an infection in the forest, but Spirits are not done with you yet,”

Michael cocked his head. He only knew what his parents had told him about the Ancestral Spirits and that wasn’t much. The Spirits were similar to guardians that protected them all and intervened when they deemed it most important, but he had no idea what the Spirits wanted with him now.

His mother clicked her fingers and a large circle appeared to his left. Michael folded his arms as he saw his tribe running through the forest. They were climbing over the silver birches, shouting to each other and they were hunting him.

“At least I never have to feel them killing me,” Michael said.

“No,” his mother said. “Actually look at them,”

Michael shrugged. He was fairly sure his mother was a Spirit now and whilst that meant they weren’t on the same plane of existence, he still didn’t want to disrespect his mother.

Too much.

He looked at his tribe and she was right. After a few moments, he started seeing that most of the tribe were shaking, they were freezing cold and they were starving. There leather bags were empty and most of them hadn’t eaten for days.

“If you don’t help them, your tribe will be dead in two days,” his mother said.

“Good,” Michael said folding his arms. “They are not good people. They wanted to kill me because I disagreed with them. The world is better off without them,”

His mother came closer and Michael shivered at the sheer coldness of her body. “Maybe, but I did not raise my child to be this cold,”

“Did you even raise me? Are you even my mother?” 

“Yes I am. When anyone of us die we become a Spirit but you need to become more than me and your father. You need to give hope to the world and your tribe needs you,”

Michael just looked at her. “What do you have in mind?”

“Look around you. This is called light, more specifically sunlight,” 

Michael looked around and blinked as his eyes struggled to adjust to the brand-new “light”. It was so strong, it was too much and it was so unbearable. His eyes felt like they were burning inside his body.

“We would like you to become a source of Light for humanity, called a Sun,” his mother said. “If you accept your place amongst the Sky then you can become so much more than a simple Spirit,”

Michael shook his head and backed away. His mother had to be insane. He couldn’t give this light to the world. Not only because it was so unbearable and it would only hurt people’s eyes, but the world didn’t deserve his help. What had the world ever done for him?

“Let me become a Spirit,” Michael said walking away from the circle. “The world took away the love of my life and the world tried to kill me because I disagreed with them. No one should have to live in a world like that,”

His mother laughed. “So what? You should wipe out humanity out of spite?”

Michael tensed. “What do you mean? I just want to kill my tribe,”

“This is about more than your tribe. If you become the Sun then you can give Light to all of humanity. Humans can grow crops, they can be healthier, there can be days and nights. Abbigail can benefit,”

Michael stood up perfectly straight at Abbigail’s name. He wanted her to be okay, safe and he wanted her to grow up in a world that was so much better than his own. She deserved to be loved and use her magic for good.

She deserved the world, and she certainly deserved to live.

He went back over to the circle that showed how cold his tribe was as they climbed and collapsed through the silver birch forest. The warmth from the Light would save them, but did they deserve to be saved?

Michael’s hands formed fists. The last thing he wanted was to save them, he wanted them dead and he wanted to make sure no one else could ever be hurt by them. Yet this wasn’t just about him and his tribe, he needed to save everyone, all of humanity, including his sister.

“I’ll do it,” he said through gritted teeth. “I am dead so I belong to the Sky now. I better make my death useful,”

His mother became solid for a moment and Michael grinned like a little boy as his mother came over to him. And they hugged. Michael shook as he allowed his body to collapse into hers. He had so badly missed the sheer softness of her hugs and just how much love, affection and care there was in each one.

“I am so proud of you Mich,” she said. “I love you,”

“I love you too mum,” 

As soon as the words left his lips his mother disappeared and it took everything Michael had not to cry. Then a moment later bright red, orange and yellow flames
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