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Author’s Note

Ciara

Thank you for reading!


Author’s Note

This is a short story accompanying the main books in the Yōkai Treasures series. It offers us a glimpse to Ciara’s past. A voice with power.
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***

Ciara

Ciara was only five years old when her powers first manifested. An innocent prank quickly turned into a kindergarten-wide accident.

She was playing quietly with the other children in the backyard, under a big willow tree. The teacher sat in the shade, leaning her back to the trunk, while keeping watch over half a dozen girls weaving flower crowns. Two boys came closer, curious what was happening, and eventually joined them.

“Look! Look! It’s a flower bracelet!” Ciara showed her creation to the teacher proudly. Everyone was making crowns, but she had decided to make something which was done quicker. Surely it was worth a praise.

“It’s nice.” The teacher smiled at her, patting the little girl’s short, chestnut brown hair. Ciara smiled brightly.

“Silly!” another girl piped up. Ciara turned to her, wrinkling her nose at the comment. “We were supposed to make flower crowns. Not bracelets. Crowns.”

“I know that! Why can’t I do a bracelet?”

The other girl pouted, clearly upset.

“We are making crowns,” she replied, as if that explained everything. “Stupid purple eyes...”

The teacher didn’t hear that mumbled comment, but Ciara did. Hurt, she pouted and strolled away to the edge of the tree’s shadow. She didn’t want the other girl to see her crying, so she silently fought her tears, turning away from everyone.

“Now, don’t be like that,” the teacher said. “Emily, you shouldn’t say such things. You don’t have to make a crown. You can make a bracelet, too.”

“Even a necklace?” A third girl asked in wonder.

“Yes, even a necklace.”

“Wooooooow,” her eyes were positively sparkling.

In the background, one of the boys found something and giggled, hiding it in his hands. He walked over to Ciara who was squatting down, picking more flowers for who knows what accessory.

“Hey,” the boy greeted, and Ciara looked up at him. “I have a present for you.”

“A present? For me?”

“Uh-huh.”

“What is it?” Flowers forgotten, Ciara stood up and stepped closer to the boy.

“Here,” he said, lifting his hands close to the girl’s face, before opening his palms.

“Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah!” An unearthly scream left Ciara’s lips at the sight of a larvae squiggling in the boy’s hand. The children and their teacher dropped everything and put a hand to their ears.

Ciara stumbled back and ended up on her bottom. She was so scared she started to cry. Her tears streamed down her face, and she couldn’t stop sobbing. For a moment, only her voice could be heard, then a dozen other children’s voices cried out in fright. The teachers tried to calm everyone down, but for some reason, they couldn’t hear well and started shouting.

It was pure pandemonium in the kindergarten that day.

The nurse’s office was so busy – it seemed that everyone had suffered from hardly being able to hear. Only Ciara’s hearing remained perfect, and the cause for the strange phenomenon remained a mystery. The nurse had tended to everyone. Some people’s ears not only hurt, but even bled.

The headmaster decided to call in the parents to collect their children and close the kindergarten for the rest of the day to investigate the incident. The building was closed the next day, too. By the third day, it was reopened without finding the cause. They could only hope the danger had passed.

From that day onward, Ciara’s mother found it strange that her daughter came home with a new toy every day. But whenever she asked, Ciara replied that it was a gift from one of her classmates.

Adele made sure the toys get back to their respective owners but couldn’t help wondering what had happened with her daughter. 

A month later, they were doing the grocery shopping together. The weather was lovely; summer was just around the corner.

Ciara perched in the seat of the shopping cart, looking around from her elevated position. Her eyes sparkled as she saw the countless packs of sweets in the aisle nearby. She pointed there.

“Mommy, I want marshmallows!”

“You have a new tooth,” Adele replied. “Let’s wait until it’s completely grown. Until then, you can eat some banana.”

“No,” Ciara, who had quickly gotten used to having her way in the last few weeks, huffed indignantly. “I want marshmallows.”

“Banana is just as sweet and it’s better for your–”

“NO! Marshmallows! Now!”

Adele froze as a strange feeling swept over her spine. She knew the feeling all too well. Magic. She made a stern face.

“Don’t whine, Ciara. No is no. I’m not going to change my mind,” Adele pushed the cart forward with a serious expression on her face. “We’re going back home.”

Ciara tried a few more times in vain, but her mother was adamant.

On the way home, Adele was lost in her thoughts, only half-listening to her daughter chatting about some cartoon. I certainly felt her power even though it’s still weak. I need to find out what kind of skill she has.

“Ciara,” Adele interrupted her daughter unexpectedly.

“Yes?”

“We’ll go see my friend tomorrow.”

Ciara blinked in wonder.

“Will there be children?”

“No.”

“Oh,” she said, crestfallen. “Why?”

“Why what?” Adele asked, absent-minded.

“Why am I coming?”

“I want to introduce you to him,” she smiled, winking at her little girl.

***

“Thank you for meeting us with such short notice, Alexander,” Adele said as soon as she greeted her friend. He was tall, blond and had an unusual, reddish eye color.

“Don’t worry about it,” he replied with an easy smile and glanced down at Ciara. She was so small she didn’t even reach his waist. The little girl carefully peeked out from behind her mother, grabbing onto Adele’s skirt. Alexander squatted down to her eye level and smiled gently.

“Well, hello. I’m Alex. What’s your name?”

She remained silent before looking up at her mother.

“It’s okay. He’s a friend, not a stranger.” Adele put a hand on her daughter’s head.

“Ciara,” she eventually replied, looking up and down at the man.

“How old are you?”

She held up five fingers. Her gaze settled on his eyes, and she tilted her head to the side.

“You have red eyes.”

“Ciara!” Adele gasped in surprise.

“Yes, I do,” Alex replied, not bothered by the comment. It looked like Ciara had more to say on the matter.

“Aren’t others mean to you?” she whispered, leaning closer.

“No, they aren’t.”

“Hmmm...”

“Her eyes are a bit... unusual, as well,” Adele explained to him, before brushing back Ciara’s long bangs. “They’re purple.”

“I think it’s pretty,” Alex told the little girl who looked sad. She looked up at him in wonder. “I think they are being mean because they’re jealous you have such pretty eyes.”

“Really?”

“Really. Now, do you like cookies? My wife has just finished a batch,” Alex asked her.

Ciara’s whole face brightened, and she took a step toward him.

“I do! What kind of cookies are they?”

Alex stood up and gestured toward the kitchen.

“Why don’t you find out?”

Ciara’s small feet made a tiny pounding sound as she hurried over to said cookies.

“Auntie, what kind of cookies did you make?” Her voice was a little bit muffled by the wall.

“What happened?” Alexander turned to Adele as soon as the little girl was out of earshot.

“I think her power has awakened. But I’m not sure what it is...”

“You need me to check it.” He nodded, leaning back.

“I really appreciate your help.”

“Well, at least this power has its uses sometimes,” Alex replied with a light laugh.

“Don’t say that. I don’t know what we would do without you...” Adele mumbled the last part.

Alex gave her a lopsided grin but didn’t comment. Soon, his wife, Ruby, and Ciara came to the living room with a big platter of chocolate chip cookies. The little girl had a huge grin on her face.

“I helped Auntie!”

“Good girl,” Adele stroked her daughter’s hair as she accepted a cookie from Ciara.

“Mom, did you know Auntie will have a baby soon?”

Adele’s eyes flicked towards the other woman’s stomach. There was no sign of pregnancy yet.

“Congratulations to you both,” she said with a smile. “When are you expecting?”

“In January,” Ruby replied, gently patting her flat stomach. As she glanced down, her long red hair fell over her shoulder.

“That long?” Ciara asked with a frown. The adults laughed at that, and she turned to her mother. “Can we come back when the baby is born? I want to play with them!”

“Sure, honey.”

“Is it a girl? Or a boy? Please tell me the baby is a girl!”

The adults exchanged a glance and laughed.

“We don’t know yet,” Ruby replied. “But I hope it’s a girl. I already have a name in mind if it’s a girl.”

“What is it?”

“Rose.”

“And if it’s a boy?” Ciara asked, curious.

“We still have a few months to decide,” Alex replied, before holding out his hands and changing the subject. “Ciara, can you please show me your palms?” 

“Why?”

“It’s a new game.”

Ciara’s mouth formed an “o” and she stepped closer, putting her hand in his, palms up. Her tiny hands looked funny in the grown-up man’s palms. Unexpectedly, gold specks of light floated up from Alex’s hands and danced across Ciara’s palms.

“Wow!” Her eyes were full of wonder. It vanished suddenly with a small popping sound. The corner of Ciara’s mouth turned down. The lights were so pretty. “Again!”

“I’m sorry, but–”

“Again!” she insisted, and Adele once again felt the magic prickling her skin. She glanced at the others and could see Alex tense up and Ruby shiver. The adults tried to maintain a collected expression on their faces.

“Why don
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