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THE MYTH OF
VALCIA




Chapter One






Selza and Delthi stood on the ledge
looking down at the bubbling lava of the volcano. A plume of red
magma shot up from the cauldron nearly reaching their toes but the
sisters had already gone through too much to wince or scream. They
looked at each other, both their faces smeared with grey ash mixed
with their sweat caused by the heat. Selza held the glass
orb.

“We look ugly,” Delthi
said.

 


Selza laughed a bitter
guffaw at the irony.



“What is there to believe in
if all we’ve believed before is a lie?” Delthi
asked.



“In truth. I believe truth to be the
ultimate beauty.”

Delthi smiled tersely inhaling the
sulfurous rising smoke through her nose and with glassy eyes looked
back down at the lava thinking there to be a hypnotic allure in the
swirling red glow, and how… she searched for the word…fitting, that
something so potentially destroying could come in the guise of a
nature so beautiful. She then heard Selza gasp. She looked back at
her and then followed Selza’s sight line to see what she saw: on
the other side of the volcano ledge, across the cauldron of lava,
through the smoke stood Zhar, his face unmasked.

“We’ve seen the face of Zhar
yet we still stand,” Selza said.



“Then our reach extends for
as far as the Eternals,” Delthi said. “What will you do?” she then
asked her sister.



Selza looked into the center
of the glass orb she held cusped in her
hands.



**

Before mention of it became illegal
and outlawed, legend held among the ancient Greeks that the island
of Valcia and its inhabitants contained a beauty so powerful that
to witness it would cause men to shake, fall to the ground
overcome, to then be forever cursed to view all they had seen and
would yet see as tarnished and unattractive, inferior in
unfavorable comparisons. Yet because of the blasphemous beliefs of
the Valicians, worshiping their god Zhar, dispenser of beauty,
rather than Zeus, and believing it possible to join Zhar and his
Eternals in near equal Godhood standing atop their Mount Olpous, if
they proved worthy through demonstrations of beauty, talent,
strength, cunning, the ancient Greeks destroyed the history of that
island and its people and their gods, burning the pages of Plato
where he compares the richness and spender of that civilization as
above even that of Atlantis.

But that glorious lost island in the
Mediterranean Sea, dominated by the mountain volcano Olpous did
exists; a paradise island of thick lush vegetation and exotic
wondrous animals and birds, inhabited by a people almost above
human in their beauty; a people who worshiped beauty equally with
their gods, for the more powerful and glorious the god, the more
beautiful the god. Zhar and his Eternals ruled over the people,
dwelling unseen, for their beauty held too much greatness for a
commoner to behold, in their enclosed temple high in the center of
the gold city Yent, where dwelled the Yet-Gods, young and noble
sons and daughters of the commoners who had been selected in the
Grand Auditions for Yet-God status, potential Eternals in training,
living and ruling and reveling in beauty atop Mount
Olpous.

The Valicians believed that the sun
first hit the temple on the peaks of Mount Olpous to ask permission
from the Eternals to then spill its deluded light down the mountain
to the villages and farms of the commoners below; the clouds first
gather at the peaks to be instructed by the Eternals on where to
dispense their rain; all unsalted water first forms from the
springs atop the mountain to run in rivers reaching those below.
The most mighty of the Yet-Gods, usually those of tier five level,
in their five tier ranking system, under the direction and
permission and for the glory of the Eternals, protected the
commoners from the monstrous sea beasts, which according to Valcian
lore were sent by Zhar’s angry and jealous brother Thez, who had
long ago been banished to the depths of the sea because of his
repulsive appearance, now bent on destroying all, to lower all to
his misery and hideousness. On this point of legend they didn’t
have to rely on faith alone, for many had seen with their own eyes
such mighty battles between the beauteous Yet-Gods and the
monstrous sea beasts, which battles then became subjects of their
lore and literature, songs and stories.

The Valicians culture, pride,
identities, reason for being, that which gave their lives
collective meaning and joy, that which they anxiously anticipated
every day until it came, centered on two days which capped the
festivities of the holiday harvest: The Grand Auditions and then on
the following day, The Grand Serenade. For the Grand Auditions the
youth of the commoners would gather at the praise grounds where the
life-like marble statues glorifying the Yet-Gods stood, by the
gateway of the Coliseum, the most massive and amazing construction
yet on earth, built into the left side of the base of the mountain,
and go through a rigorous day of performances and pageants for
various judges, the top candidates to then perform for the Eternal
God Pezek (his face concealed) the consulate between the Gods and
commoners. From this pool Pezek would make his decision on who to
bless with Yet-God status, the winner, usually one but sometimes
two, to sit with him the next day at The Grand Serenade, and after
the final performance be lifted up with him to be introduced to the
new lavish life of glory, beauty, power, in the gold city Yent atop
Mount Olpous.

For The Grand Serenade, the Yet-Gods
themselves descended down the mountain to bless and enthrall the
people with demonstrations of their beauty, power, talents, through
songs, dances, sea-beast battle reenactments, speeches, acting, or
just by the grace and literal light of their presence, in honor of
Zhar and the Eternals, and for the entertainment, delight,
enlightenment and betterment of the commoners they all ruled. The
Grand Serenade was supposed to take precedence over any other day,
but secretly, many parents whose children fit under the
qualifications, between ages thirteen and eighteen, held more
excitement and anticipation for the Grand Auditions, for all held
the dream and desire that their son or daughter would be raised to
Yet-God glory, with the potential even to become an Eternal,
worshiped forever, with understanding and control over all the
universe, with no beauty or knowledge denied them.

Becoming a Yet-God required beauty,
talent, yet also luck. A caveat to becoming a Yet-God is that if
Yet-God’s failed to impress or disappointed, during the Grand
Serenade or through other means, then this Yet-God would be
banished to the forgotten swamps, cursed to live in the pain and
embarrassment of dejection, banishment and ridicule forever, lower
than even the commoners.

Before the pages of the history of
Valcia were burned, the last chapters contained the account of two
young daughters of Rhan, Delthi and her younger sister Selza, who
brought about, knowing or unknowing it is debatable, for good or
bad it is open for interpretation, the beginning of the end of
Valcia.























































































Chapter Two






Delthi, one year old, sat on the stone
floor in the corner of the small stone room holding and
occasionally putting in her mouth a red ball as her mother
struggled in the labor of childbirth which had started in the
afternoon and continued into the deepness of the night. Her mother
screamed and then so did Delthi’s father Rhan whose fingers had
been intertwined with his wife’s. Then in the room lit only by two
burning sticks and the moon and star shine let in through the open
windows came the cries of the newborn, loud enough that by the help
of the warm breeze even the gods atop Mount Olpous may have heard
her. The delivery nurse held the half washed baby up for Rhan to
look at.

“Such lungs,” Rhan said,
impressed. “Such a voice already in this girl. And already such
thick black hair on her head.”



“She is an admirable
daughter,” the delivery nurse said. “Did you hear that Mazzine? You
did it.”



His wife did not answer. Rhan
excitedly turned towards Delthi.

“Did you hear that Delthi?”
he asked. “You have a younger sister.” He turned his attention back
towards his wife lying on the hard wood bed and squeezed her hand
but it did not squeeze back. He put his large hand over her
forehead. “No…Mazzine,” he said, and then in more of a panic asked
the delivery nurse, “What happened, why is she…” He couldn’t finish
the sentence as his eyes searched over Mazzine’s face and body in
the dim light for signs of life, breathing or twitching. He found
none.

“It has been a difficult
birth,” the delivery nurse said. “Very difficult. It required her
all. The strength she shown is a beauty which will last
forever.”

Rhan stared at the nurse
intensely, not wanting to believe.



“May Zhar escort her soul to glory,”
the nurse said.

Rhan darted his gaze between his now
dead wife and his newborn daughter, wailing in her first tastes of
the rich island air while the nurse continued washing her. He then
looked down at Delthi who had rolled her red ball under her
mother’s bed and looked back up at her father with wide-eyed
curiosity, concern and confusion.

Rhan hollered then yanked his newborn
away from the nurse, tucking her tiny body tight against his chest
and then clumsily stumbled out the door. Heaving in heavy breaths,
fighting off his coming sobs, he ran into the darkness towards
Olpous Mountain, its peaks illuminated in golden glitter coming
from the golden city Yent; he could almost hear the laughter and
play of the Yet-Gods in their late night merriment in their
splendid and luxurious lavish living, free from worry, sadness,
struggles, death. His pace quickened, the baby quit her screams, as
if she enjoyed the ride, and he ran until he nearly fell, stumbling
over the long grass at the banks of Rhosk river, which he splashed
into, wet nearly up to his knees. He thrust his baby up high over
his head, locking his elbows, raising his eyes, chin and chest up
towards Olpous Mountain facing him square.

“Behold!” he yelled full
voiced, “a new life, my daughter. She will be called Selza! My wife
Mazzine passed all her strength and power and beauty into her
before you took her; she, Selza, will join you! She will be
glorified and rescue Mazzine’s soul, lifting her up with her in
Eternal glory!” He began to cry, but finished: “Mazzine has not
died in vain! From her womb has come a god, an Eternal!”

And so was born Selza.

Even more so than her sister, Selza
grew to be a child and infant of exceptional charm and beauty. She
bloomed into pleasantness although she had no mother, and in the
Valcian culture the mothers bestowed on their daughters the tricks,
trades, and ways of the art of beauty and singing and dancing,
outside of the meager basic instructions provided in their school
systems, while the fathers instructed their sons on strength
trainings, warrior athleticisms, and dramatic acting, in
preparations for their children’s chances at the Grand Auditions.
The elders of the coastal city Les where Rhan dwelled instructed
Rhan to remarry, to provide a female presence for his daughters of
great potential, but Rhan could not bring himself to
remarry.

Those of more wealth than Rhan spent
more time on educating their pre-school children on strength and
beauty, and could keep their daughters away from the planting and
harvesting of the berry bushes and other crops, to keep their hands
and the souls of their feet soft, free from the hard and dirty
calluses developed from labor; they kept their children in shade to
keep their hair and skin from being damaged by the suns reddening
and wrinkling and drying out effects, but Rhan could not afford
that luxury or option for his daughters. For nearly as long as
Delthi and Selza could walk they joined Rhan in the berry bushes
and sugar grass fields. Many mothers instructed their daughters not
to laugh because of the unflattering face lines laughter could
eventually cause, but uninstructed, Delthi and Selza laughed often,
freely and whole heartedly, which their father believed added not
subtracted from their budding charm and beauty; Delthi and Selza
loved basking in the sun and feeling the salty winds wisp through
their hair as they played on the beaches, unconcerned with vanity
marring effects of overexposure to natures elements; indeed hadn’t
it been instructed by the gods long ago that true beauty cannot be
manufactured outside of what is natural? Such instruction seemed to
have been twisted or forgotten by the culture in their quest for
the idealized versions of what beauty is, Rhan believed, with the
ways the woman adorned and painted themselves, and the ways the men
grew muscles not from useful labor but from pointless lifting of
heavy objects.

Despite their disadvantages Rhan held
fast to his unshakable belief that Pezek would select Selza, and
possibly Delthi as well, for Yet-God status and despite the
derisive dismissals from the judgmental and competitive village
parents, mostly ladies but also some men, towards his young
daughters, concerning their dress, hair and skin, he suspected the
others did as well by the leers of jealousy bestowed on them.
Because of this he kept diligent watch over them, especially Selza,
for it had been known to happen that the faces of those with
perceived high prospects of finding favor with Pezek would become
disfigured, cut to scars by those who perceived themselves as
competitors; however there have also been miraculous stories of
Yet-Gods descending down to stop such disfiguring crimes the moment
before they happen.

**



When Selza turned six she went to
school for the first time. Delthi had already undergone a year of
schooling.

“I’m scared,” Selza said
holding hands with Delthi walking towards the stone building with
the roof made of palm leaves and tree bark rope.

“Don’t be,” Delthi said.
“I’ll protect you as father instructed. Besides, they say you’re a
cute child, so you’ll do fine.”



“Father says the others are jealous of
us and will be mean.”

“I think father worries too
much. I’ve managed to make some friends, and you will too. Everyone
is sort of jealous of each other already anyways,” Delthi
said.

Selza began humming to
herself. 



“I heard you practicing your song last
night,” Delthi said.

 


“I feel I sing well but my reading is
not yet good,” Selza, smart like her sister, uncommonly articulate
for one so young, said.

 


“Most first years don’t
really read well,” Delthi said. 



Selza scratched her head. “You read
well your first year. And I want to be in class with you at the
second level.”

 


“Don’t worry. Zhar’s fate will
decide,” Delthi answered.

Only a year older, Delthi still played
the mother role in escorting Selza to school. Once gathered in the
building Selza obeyed the instructor and went and stood in a single
file line with the other first years facing the rest of the
students in the large assembly room. The instructor, in a costume
meant to represent Pezek, a purple robe, a silk box mask and gold
cane, walked up the line, examining the children in deciding what
level class to place them; the symbolic ritual mostly only
ceremonial, it being rare for a first year to begin above a level
one; but this ritual, symbolic of the Grand Audition, would prepare
the students for their life of competition, favoritism, judgment
and selection their school years, preparing for adult life, would
consist of.

The instructor again walked up and
down the line. He randomly stopped in front of a child and yelled
demandingly, “sing!” He’d repeat this until all the children sang.
Usually at the moment after the instructor barked his order the
little first years would burst in tears, succumbing to the
pressure, throats constricting from nervousness and uncertainty, or
warble some horrible off-tune disasters, or open their mouths to
only sputter out chocking gurgling, feeling too tense to properly
perform with a maturity only gained by growth and technique,
refined by teaching and guidance. Usually the watching students,
the older classmates, as well as the witnessing mothers, standing
in the back, would then burst in mocking laughter directed at the
failures of the first years, taking delight in the hazing
initiations.

“Sing!”
the instructor demanded of Selza and she immediately opened her
mouth and sang. She had prepared well, had a firm strong voice, and
performed gloriously for one so young as her, singing publically
for the first time. After ten syllables
of All Hail Zhar and
Beauty the instructor held up his
hand and Selza stopped. “Praise Zhar,” he said and then the
students echoed his words in unison in praising Zhar.

The instructor then touched Selza’s
hair, crisp and sun burnt compared with the other girls silky hair,
rubbing it between his thumb and forefinger. He then brought his
fingers towards where his nose would be if his face were not
concealed in the silk box mask made to resemble that worn by Pezek.
Then he rubbed his hand down the gown of the girl to the right of
Selza whose silken hair had been done up and braided with flowers.
“That girl can sing but her hair is gross!” shrieked the girl. The
watching students and mothers then had their turn to laugh at Selza
and her undone hair.

A bigger laugh erupted after when the
instructor stopped and stood in front of the girl to Selza’s left,
a smaller girl with the unfortunate hair color of umber orange,
which the culture deemed unattractive, and said, “Who let the piggy
in?” When Selza heard him name call the poor little red haired girl
she curled her hands in fists and grit her teeth. She didn’t laugh
as the others in the audience and in the line did. Then a chorus of
mocking pig snout sounds directed at the girl came from the older
students and the girl burst in tears, harder and louder than any
previous sob outburst.

“Stop it!” Selza screamed,
her hands balled in fists at her
sides. 



A collective audible gasp then
preceded the tense silence, all eyes on the instructor.

“Oh no,” Delthi whispered
then put her hands over her mouth as her friends looked at her
worryingly and took side steps away from her.

The instructor calmly walked towards
Selza and again stood in front of her. He raised his cane; a gold
eagle ornament decorating the top, then swung it down striking
Selza directly on the crown of her head with a whopping thud, the
eagle’s beak breaking through her hair and skin to pound her skull,
her bones still soft because of her youth in development. Selza
immediately fell landing on her rump and felt the force reverberate
from her head down to her feet, causing her jaw and fingers to
tingle as she then openly and loudly cried from the shock and pain.
She put her hand on her head and looked at her palm and saw it red
with her blood. Her screaming cries intensified, echoing in the
stone room but still nearly drowned out from the laughter of the
students.

“You will learn your place!” the
instructor angrily bellowed, raising his cane in a striking stance
again.

Just as he was about to strike for the
second time, Delthi, running, reached Selza, shielding her in a
protective hug. The instructor hesitated. “She is your sister?” he
asked with a mix of bewilderment and disappointment, Delthi being a
prized student a year earlier.

Delthi looked up at him with
moist eyes unable to speak. 



“Be gone,” the instructor ordered.
“And take your piggy with you.”

Although not much bigger, Delthi then
picked up her younger sister and carried her out of the building,
followed by the red haired girl who had been called Piggy. Delthi
tore the bottom of her white dress and used the cloth as a bandage
to wrap around Selza’s head. Her father had taught her rudimentary
first aid just weeks before. They walked until they reached the
shade of a fig tree atop the nearest hill.

“I have never witnessed anything so
cruel,” Delthi whispered.

 


“And we are told our people
are the most beautiful,” Selza said. “But I don’t believe true
beauty to be so cruel.”



“Thank you for standing up
for me,” the girl said.



“What’s your name?” Selza
asked.

 


“My name is Triz,” the girl
answered. 



“You are pretty to me,”
Selza said to Triz and then smiled. 



“Most new ones have come with a
mother,” Delthi said.

 


“I don’t have a mother,”
Triz said. 



“What happened to her?” Delthi
asked.

 


“She just… disappeared one
day,” Triz answered.



“Did the Yet-Gods take her?” Selza
asked.

 


“Selza, be careful what you
say,” Delthi snapped. “You must learn that
lesson.”



Triz stared blankly at a
group of five stray sheep feeding on grass in a pasture below them.
A warm breeze blew by.



“We don’t have a mother either,”
Delthi said.

 


“Zhar took her when I was
born,” Selza explained. 



“It is hard without a
mother. To teach us the ways of beauty,” Triz said. “Or be rich
enough to dye my hair black like yours.”



“Father says true glory cannot be
bought,” Selza said.

 


“I can tell by your dress
you are poor like me,” Triz said. “My father says all the Yet-Gods
buy their way into Yent.”



“We will be outcasts now,” Delthi
mumbled.

 


“We have each other,” Selza
said. 



“I’m an only child. I always wanted
sisters,” Triz said.

 


“You will be like our sister
then,” Selza said. 



“But you two are so pretty and I am
ugly,” Triz said.

 


“We don’t care about that,”
Selza said. She then gave Triz a side hug and both girls
smiled.



“Father will be displeased with us,”
Delthi mumbled absent mindedly gazing down at the sheep. It took
her all to keep from crying.

However, Delthi’s fear proved
unfounded. That evening, after Delthi explained what had happened
to Rhan he did become angry, but with the school and the
instructor, not his daughters. However he knew he must temper his
anger when speaking with the instructor the next day to ask that
his daughters be reemitted; anger would only subvert the objective
and it is imperative, even at the cost of his own pride, that his
daughters go to school. With Triz’s father Malk, Rhan went to the
head instructor the next day to humbly ask for forgiveness and that
their daughters be reemitted. And so they were, under the strength
of argument that Zhar and his Eternals would be displeased if those
with such potential beauty and talent, so therefore candidates for
Yet-God status, as Delthi and Selza, were denied an
education.

“They may one day rule over you,” Rhan
had said.

“If they are uneducated the
Yet-Gods will never find favor with them; do not try to persuade me
with fear, I hold the power here,” the instructor had angrily shot
back, to which Rhan quickly retorted: “You cannot keep jewels from
out of Zhar’s sight; the gods see all and will know of your
treachery!”

And the instructor relented. Malk had to pay half his years wages
in order for the instructor to allow Triz back in.






“Ugly girls fill the
purpose of making moderate looking girls feel better about
themselves; indeed, for us to know and understand what beauty is we
must be aware of what ugly is as well,” the instructor had
explained, mumbling more to himself than talking with the fathers,
after Malk agreed to pay the penalty fee in order to allow Triz
back in.

“I will contribute to your
payments; I feel party responsible,” Rhan had said to Malk as they
walked away from their encounter with the instructor at the stone
school.

“That is very kind, but why?” Malk had
asked.

 


“My daughter Selza should
have kept quiet.”



“She was brave to speak up in defense
of Triz. I am glad she did, even if it cost me half my year’s
wages,” Malk had answered.

And so the three children, Delthi,
Selza, and Triz attended school together, in the same class, Delthi
knocked back down to level one with Selza and Triz. As Delthi had
predicted, they were outcasts, socially banished by their peers,
ridiculed and bullied by the other students and parents and adults,
although they didn’t let it bother them too much because they had
each other, and as long as they had each other they could survive
any other torment, they told themselves.

























































Chapter Three






When Selza was twelve, Delthi
thirteen, they traveled with their father to venture to the other
side of the island to sell some of his wood carving toys in the
village of Fleece’s annual selling fair.

Rhan could not afford horses for
transportation so he and his daughters walked the scenic red clay
road. On one side could be seen the ocean, on their other side
stood a wall of trees, entrance to the forest. After walking for
about five hours on the pleasant cloudless day, a Yet-God named
Lawx, riding his massive Galik lizard, fell seemingly from the sky,
landing onto the red clay road facing them. The Galik lizards lived
in the mid rang of Mount Olpous, a reptile with fierce claws and
sharp teeth and mean temperament, who only the Yet-Gods could tame,
who made them their chariots. Neither Selza or Delthi had seen a
Galik lizard before and at seeing it Delthi froze while Selza
nearly fell over backwards at the intimidating size and terror of
the leathery green skinned scaled beast, startled and in awe more
by the giant lizard, hissing at them, digging its claws in the
dirt, than the Yet-God riding it, which they knew should be
reversed, as the Yet-Gods were supposed to be the most glorious
creatures living on earth.

At the sight Rhan quickly bowed, and
then Delthi and Selza followed his lead, trying to make up for
their hesitation by nearly kissing the earth in the deepness of
their bow. After about a minute Lawx spoke, saying: “Rise and
speak.”

Rhan obeyed and said,
“Mighty Yet-God Lawx, it is an honor and surprise to be so close in
your presence. Your shine blinds us.”



“Yes,” Lawx answered. “I
have been watching you on your travel. Your daughters are young but
fair.”



“Thank you, sir,” Rhan said,
bowing again. 



“Which of my dramatic presentations
did you enjoy most from the Grand Serenades?” Lawx
asked.

“The brilliance of your
performance in the story of Thez and Zhar will remain forever the
standard of highest excellence,” Rhan answered.

Lawx smiled tersely then dismounted.
“I wish for your daughters to kiss my toes,” he said.

Delthi and Selza looked up at their
father with questioning expressions. Rhan sucked in his lips and
nodded at them. After dithering Selza and Delthi began slowly
walking towards Lawx.

“Ah,” Lawx said. “Come to your God on
hands and knees.”

Delthi and Selza obeyed him. Selza
marveled that she could see her reflection in his large toenail,
but then as she took on the act she quickly discovered the Yet-Gods
feet to be as stinky as any feet might be; she tried to keep from
audibly gagging. As they kissed his toes Lawx laughed while Rhan
watched, trying not to show his discomfort and distaste in his
expression, but failing.

“Now for some play. A sparing match,”
Lawx said removing his gold sword from his gold belt.

“Blessed day,” Rhan said
unconvincingly, removing his own meager sword. He reminded himself
to suppress any anger during the sparring, for it’d be a
blasphemous crime worthy of death to exhibit any anger or hostility
towards a Yet-God. Lawx had obvious superior skill and weapon and
took delight in embarrassing Rhan in front of his daughters by
demonstrating how often and easily he could have killed him,
cutting Rhan on both sides of his cheeks, leaving red
slashes.

“A demonstration worthy of the Grand
Serenade,” Rhan said while panting after Lawx declared the sparing
match over.

 


“I will judge that,” Lawx
said. “But for a poor commoner you do exhibit some
skill.”



“Thank you Lord,” Rhan
said. 



“I desire some peasant
bread,” Lawx demanded.



“But Lawx, surly such a crude meal is
beneath you,” Rhan said.

“Do not question me!” Lawx
roared and as he did so his giant lizard hissed threateningly and
Delthi and Selza flinched, Selza trying to hide behind her
sister.

“Of course not,” Rhan said,
then took his bread loaf from his satchel and handed it to Lawx,
who then took a nibble, spit it out, then threw it over his
shoulder into the Galik lizard’s mouth, who swallowed it
whole.

Lawx then mounted his lizard and rode
it back into the forest from which he had emerged. After Lawx left,
seemingly as quickly as he had bounded upon them, Rhan, exhausted,
slumped to the ground in the middle of the road. His daughters came
and sat on either side of him, leaning against him.

After a moment Selza asked:
“Why must we grovel?”



“Shush, do not blaspheme.
The Gods see and know all,” Rhan said in an intense
whisper.



“Is that really true?” Delthi
asked.

 


“It is, do not question. Even now. You
heard him, he has been watching us.”

“We will go hungry now,”
Selza said.

Rhan buried his face in his
hands.

“You were very brave
father,” Delthi said and kissed her father’s right
cheek. 



“You were as mighty as Tayz
with your sword,” Selza said then kissed his left
cheek.



Rhan sighed heavily. “I love my
daughters,” he said squeezing them first affectionately than
playfully hard.

 


They giggled. “If I become a
Yet-God I will make it so no such commoner groveling is allowed,”
Selza said. 



“Shhh, don’t blaspheme,”
Rhan said softly through a smile. 



“No one at school will
believe this,” Delthi said. “I don’t think even
Triz.”



“Now we have a crazy story
to tell her for once,” Selza said. 



“It would be best if you not
tell them,” Rhan said. “They are mean with jealousy towards you
already.”



“Yeah, the bumble-berry heads,” Delthi
said.

 


Rhan chuckled. “I’m afraid this delay,
however blessed, is costly. I don’t think we’ll make the sells fair
in time.”

 


“Does not the road meander
away from the coast where the beaches are off limits, just ahead?”
Delthi asked.



“Yes, and it passes near the swamps,”
Rhan said.

 


“What if we cross through
the swamps?” Selza asked.



“Yes, we are brave,” Delthi added. “We
won’t fear the swamp.”

“And Lawx is watching over
us and will protect us; he said so himself,” Selza said.

“Besides, the swamps are
just full of the forgotten’s, and who cares of them; we are above
them,” she added.

“Yes, you are,” Rhan said.

 


“The swamps are creepy but
we are brave,” Delthi said again, as if to convince herself more
than her father.



“Very well,” Rhan said
standing up, his daughters rising with
him. 



**

As they entered the swamps Rhan
instructed his daughters to walk single file behind him, for the
ground is unstable and we must tread carefully or else fear sinking
completely to be eaten by the alligators and snakes and other swamp
beasts, he had said. “But not lizards?” Selza then asked, to which
Rhan reassured her, no lizards. “You’ll have to befriend one and
ride one if you become a yet-god,” Delthi had then said to which
Selza only shuddered. It will also be best if you not look around
you, Rhan had said, adding, and pay no attention to the
noises.

Both Selza and Delthi disobeyed Rhan’s
instructions and looked all around them, warily, as they carefully
treaded into the swamp; both took turns shrieking when spotting
hiding behind the trees, leering at them, various forgotten’s,
those once mighty Yet-Gods now banished to the swamps to be even
less than the commoners. “Be brave my daughters,” Rhan said,
himself sounding unnerved, leading the way with his sword drawn
held in front of him. The girls cringed each time they heard a
random pained scream echoing eerily out from the trees, and Selza
hoped the more screaming outbursts she heard the less frightening
they’d become.

A sudden wind of uncommon strength
then whooshed over them, and with the wind they heard the
forgotten’s, who had been lurking ever closer, as if it were their
ultimate objective to reach out and grab at the girls ankles,
scatter quickly away. After it abated Selza asked, “What was
that?”

“Just a wind,” Rhan
answered.

 


“Yeah, duh,” Delthi said with a
chuckle and playfully slapped the back of Selza’s head.

A few steps further Delthi shrieked
and froze and when Selza saw what Delthi did she did the same. Ten
or so paces in front of them floated the vesper of a transparent
lady in flowing robes all in a greenish hue.

Rhan threateningly pointed his sword
at her. “Identify yourself spirit!” he yelled.

“I am Rashan, spirit of
these islands,” she said, her feminine voice pleasant if not for
sounding as if she spoke through long metal tubes.

“Myth!” Rhan yelled. “C.C.C.
trickery!”



“I’ve come to behold the
girls who will rescue me.”



“Be gone! By Zhar!” Rhan
yelled.

 


“Your gods are false,” the
spirit said.



“C.C.C. lies! Blasphemy!” Rhan yelled,
his daughters cowering behind him.

The spirit lady floated towards them
and Rhan swung his sword through her with the same effect as if
swinging it through the air. The spirit lady ignored him,
impervious to his blows. She hovered in a way, almost horizontally,
so that her face matched flush with Delthi’s face, nose to nose,
and Rhan stopped swinging at her in fear he’d accidently strike
Delthi, whose expression of shocked horror he could see through the
back of the spirit. The lady had no pupils but looked at Delthi
directly in the eyes and then smiled at her. She then turned her
attention towards Selza, looking her in the eyes, and Rhan saw on
Selza’s face not horror but an expression of steely resolve; almost
anger. The spirit then swept up and hovered above them. “Daughters
of Valcia and Slake, I greet you,” she said. “One will free the
slaves of Slake and the other the slaves of Valcia.”

“Lady, no one lives on Slake Island,”
Selza whispered.

“And Valicians are a free
people, thanks to the protections of the gods,” Delthi said,
regaining her courage, bolstered by the example set by
Selza.

The spirit lady’s smile broadened as
she disappeared.

“Father?” Selza then
asked.

“Come quick, we must leave
these cursed swamps without haste,” Rhan said, again leading his
daughters through the swamp, more mindful of pace than
step.

They emerged out the other side of the
swamps about an hour before sunset; by sunset Rhan had set up their
tent and built a fire which cooked a rabbit which, by the gods
fortune, Rhan had declared, had practically sacrificed itself to
them, it had wandered so close.

“Father,” Delthi said, all
three sitting around the fire. “You claimed C.C.C.
trickery?”



“Do not speak of evil. Do not mention
that encounter ever again,” Rhan said.

Delthi then spent the passing moment
wrestling with her curiosity against obedience then said, “okay,
never again, but, so, the C.C.C. does exist?”

“The Cave Cloak Cult,” Selza
said, her mouthful of cooked rabbit not completely chewed. “Triz
speaks of them.”



“Does she?” Rhan said,
raising his eyebrows. “I will have to speak with her father about
that.”



“So… they do exist?” Delthi
asked.

Rhan closed his eyes and exhaled,
mulling over whether to allow this discussion or reprimand Delthi
for not dropping the subject as he had instructed. Selza had
finished her meal and hugged her knees, staring into the fire, her
face aglow in orange from its heat, listening to the snapping of
the burning wood, glad to no longer hear the screams of the swamp
from which they had emerged out of so loudly.

“Yes,” Rhan finally said.

“But our instructors have
taught us that the gods have eradicated the C.C.C.’s, that they
logically can’t exist because if they do then it means the
gods…”

“You will be quiet now,”
Rhan sternly instructed, interrupting
Delthi. 



Selza looked into the fire,
drawing lines into the dirt with a
stick. 



“So they taught us a lie?” Delthi
asked.

 


Rhan scrunched his face and
answered: “there are things only known and understood by the
gods.”



This supposed clarification only
further confused Delthi.  “And the island of Slake then, is
what they say of it a lie as well?”

“They will kill you if they
hear such talk! Quiet or I’ll be forced to strike you!” Rhan
scolded in low volume intensity then stood up and walked away, as
he often did when battling his inner anger and
frustrations.

Selza continued drawing
lines in the dirt with her stick. “You should not have angered
him,” she said. 



“He should have killed Lawx,” Delthi
said, rising and storming off in the opposite direction as her
father.

 


Now alone, Selza dropped her
stick and hugged her knees and began to cry; she wouldn’t have been
able to articulate why.



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter Four






On the southeast coast of Valcia
island could be seen, with keen sight and on a clear day, a much
smaller island called Slake, formed from the lava of Mount Olpous
long ago; an island which also became forgotten in time among the
ancient Greeks who had previously held fragments of its history in
connection with the subtext of Valcia’s history, which the telling
and mentioning of had become outlawed.

A strong rip current passed between
the two islands making travel between them nearly impossible, so
although close in proximity the understanding of the two island
inhabitants towards each other was murky and marred; the commoner
Valcian didn’t believe there to be any life on Slake, for that’s
what the Yet-Gods told them, and the Slake’s wouldn’t venture to
Valcia even if they could, since it had been imbedded in their
culture that the larger island Valcia, dominated by the menacing
Mont Olpous, mouth to hell they believed, was a cursed place where
dwelled evil and demons.

Every year, in the month and day of
the nearest double full moon, their fears and suspicions of Valcia
became validated and reinforced when on their shores would invade
the demons of Valcia, wearing gold masks, in black cloaks, riding
the backs of giant ferocious demon lizards, to infiltrate them in
the darkest of night and steal from them a handful of their most
strong and fair looking children, usually between the ages of ten
and thirteen; none knew for what purpose but popular belief held
that the demons ate the children alive. For this reason the Slakes
viewed beauty as a curse and undesirable, completely opposite from
the views and ways of the beauty worshiping and beauty obsessed
culture of the Valicians. The Slake’s built barriers and trained
warriors to battle the demons, but the demons used stealth, had
mysterious ways of seeing in darkness and knowing all hiding places
and secrets; the more simple people of Slake could devise no
adequate defense for such demon magic, or had any answer for the
strength and terror of the ferocious giant demon lizards the demons
rode.

**

On the same wondrous night of Selza’s
birth on the island of Valcia, on the island of Slake was born a
boy whose parents named Dayzine, meaning in their language, “new
day.” As Selza would turn out to be instrumental in the fate of her
people, so Dayzine would be to his, as the two would cross paths.
As Selza lost her mother the night of her birth, Dayzine lost his
mother and father ten years after his birth when he had been
selected for capture by the demons of Valcia.

On the night of his capture his mother
tried hiding him under a protruding tree root while his father
ventured in the nearly suicidal mission of trying to fight the
demons. Dayzine, eyes closed, cheek and ear pressed against dirt,
heard screams then the hissing of a lizard. He felt the earth’s
vibrations from the pounding of the lizard’s flat feet against the
soil and he squeezed his eyes and fisted his hands tighter as the
vibrations and sounds grew louder around him, only stopping once
they seemed to be over him. The brief silence provided a momentary
false feeling of relief, placed in his head more by wishful
thinking than accurate deductions, but then he felt hot wet
breathing, scolding hot it felt, on his neck, and by the loudness
of the hiss he knew he’d been found. He whimpered.

He kept his eyes closed as he felt the
arm of the demon grab him around his waist and lift him up and then
he heard the anguished helpless screams of his mother repeatedly
calling his name. In just a few blinks time the demon tied
Dayzine’s hands and feet with a silk rope, so tightly he already
felt the burning, covered his eyes by a silk blindfold, gagged his
mouth with a silk scarf tied around his head, and threw him in a
bag the demon then tied to the back of the saddle just above the
lizards tail. Dayzine cried and tried to scream, to answer his
mother’s screams, despite the tight binds of the silken scarves and
ropes blinding, gagging, and binding him. The lizard ran off and
Dayzine’s head repeatedly smacked against the coarse scaly skin of
the lizard, felt through the sack, as the lizard galloped in its
slithery, jerky, asymmetrical running rhythms. He heard the lizards
occasional hissing and wood snapping, breaking under its clawed
hands and feet, then the feet slapping against sand, the roar of
the ocean becoming louder. The gold masked black cloaked demons
kept eerily silent.

He then heard a splash,
felt his backside dampen as ocean water permeated through the
bottom of the sack, and the lizards jerky quick run became a swim,
violent at first as it fought the surf, the up and down tides,
which had drenched him and caused him to wonder if he’d drown, but
smooth and fast like a shark once the ocean surf had been broken.
He wondered how long it’d take for the lizard to swim to the shores
of Valcia, where, he guessed, he’d be taken out of the sack and
eaten alive. The mater of religion was dicey for the Slake’s, for
if there was a god she had forgotten about them, or else why would
she not give them defenses against the demons, many theorized, but
many still worshiped the island spirit Rashan, and it is to her
Dayzine prayed to while in the sack; asking for a quick and
painless death and that she comfort his mother whose terrifying
anguished screams still rung in his ears, and that she guide his
father’s soul to paradise, if he had died while trying to defend
the people from the attackers. During his prayer he heard a woman’s
voice, not his mothers, in his mind say: you will remember, while the others forget, and with
your knowledge in remembrance though your body will be enslaved
your spirit will remain free, and from your deeds will come rescue;
the lizard’s tongues will be cut and they will feast no
more. He had no idea what that
meant.

He didn’t know for how long the lizard
swam or how long he could pray while gritting his teeth, as much as
he could through the silk gag, trying in vain to chew through it,
but by the time the lizard reached land again the darkness hadn’t
ceased, because the sun had not yet risen or by the magic of the
blindfold, Dayzine didn’t know. He felt his containing sack lifted
off the lizard by the demon. He then felt himself being pulled up
in the sack, he guessed, high into a tree. He heard the moans of
the other captured children dangling in the sacks tied to the tree
limbs near him. He hung there until morning; he could feel the
rising sun light penetrate through the silken sack and he heard
birds excitedly chirping around him. He hadn’t slept. He prayed to
Rashan once more for a quick and painless death and that his blood
might poison the demons after they ate him, and again that she
comfort his mother and guide his father’s soul to paradise, but
this time no voice came to his mind to give him answer or comfort.
It became increasingly difficult to try and ignore or swallow the
pain caused by the ropes around his wrists and ankles.

Suddenly he fell through the air and
hit the ground with a thud, his knees knocking his chin, the
reverberations tingling his head, making him nauseous and dizzy.
Still his mothers scream echoed loudly in him, enough to shake
him.

He felt himself lifted in the bag once
more and tied to the back of the saddle on the hissing lizard, and
again he bounced in the sack as he bumped against the lizard’s
rough skin as it ran, sticks breaking and snapping under its feet.
I’m being treated as carelessly as a chicken brought to slaughter,
he thought. After a while the lizard slowed down and then began to
climb vertically, scaling the cliff face of the mountain, the mouth
to hell, Dayzine had only before seen at far away distances across
the ocean. The lizard walked horizontally again then stopped. The
demon picked up the bag and dropped it and at last freed Dayzine
and the other captors. Two hands grabbed his shoulders and moved
him into the spot the demons wanted him then pushed him down to his
knees.

“On your knees, all of
you,” he heard a voice say. He decided to obey it; fearful if he
didn’t he’d be placed back in the bag, although going back in the
bag might be preferable to being inside the demons stomachs. A hand
untied his mouth gag and he instinctively inhaled deeply, finally
able to breathe; he, as well as the other captured children felt
too exhausted and paralyzed numb from fear and soreness to scream.
Then the hand untied his blindfold and he winced at the sudden
blinding light. However, they kept his wrists and ankles, which had
turned red and swollen, tied.

Once his eyes adjusted he saw they
were on an embankment or wide ledge between cliff walls, heavily
greened by ferns and algae. He saw that he kneeled before a pond
about the size of a large fire pit used to cook a pig, full of
green and gurgling water. He looked to his right and saw a girl a
few years older, her skin and hair slick with the slime of sweat,
same as him, who kneeled in front of another similar sized pond of
slightly steaming liquid. One of the demons stood directly behind
her holding a long handled paddle, a weapon of some sort; he didn’t
turn to look but he knew a similar demon stood directly behind him
holding a similar weapon over his head as well; he sensed its
shadow over him.

Then he saw the demon, suddenly flash
quick, strike the girl squarely over her head with the paddle; he
saw her eyes roll to the back of her head as her body went limp at
the same time the demon kicked her forward, causing her to fall
over into the algae pond which then splashed and gurgled violently
as if it a hungry creature rather than a liquid, in a feeding
frenzy over her. Steaming water plumes shot high in the
air.

Before he could fully grasp the horror
at the sight, he felt the thud of the paddle pound the top of his
head, the force and pain of it causing his muscles to weaken limp
and skeleton to tingle, and like the girl, a kick sent him forward
falling helplessly into the pool of green gurgling liquid in front
of him. Such a pain followed he could never have imagined or
conceived of. The liquid seemed to attack him with microscopic
venomous stinging bites all over his skin at once; the liquid
burned acidic on him, imprinting every part of his flesh with its
scalding marks. He thought and hoped and prayed he’d die instantly
from such terrible pain. Still, his mothers scream remained in him,
he held onto the audible memory with tenacity, as if hearing and
reaching for the sound could provide him some type of
rescue.

It is because he could hold on to the
remembrance of his mother while burning in the algae pond that,
when the net pulled him out, naked for his cloths had been burned
off, he hadn’t gone through complete amnesia as the other captured
children forced to go through the ordeal had; he could remember
remnants of his mother, his father, his home, the island of Slake,
and that he had not been born to serve the Gods, which they would
be told and all but him believe. The damage of the algae ponds did
leave his skin pigmentation a permanent greenish color; the mark of
a servant to the yet-gods, he’d be told.

After the children had all
been lifted from the ponds and laid a moment like dead fish on
slimy stones under a hot sun, the demon told them to rise. They all
did so. Then another demon came to them with a knife and uncut
their wrist and ankle bindings, which had not been singed off like
their cloths had. Dayzine saw the girl again, naked and shivering,
her skin a greenish color, same as his own, a realization both
bewildering and frighteningly strange. He noticed her eyes, as well
as the others, to have a glassed over absent expression. He quickly
decided to adopt the same look, not wanting to be murdered or be
pushed in the liquid again; not wanting to raise suspicions that
whatever transformation, physical and mental, had taken place over
them hadn’t fully affected him in the same way as the others. The
demon threw white cloths at their victims and told them to dress
then ordered the children to go back into their bags, and to
Dayzine’s amazement they all did so. But then so did he. Despite
his prayers for a quick death he realized, given the choice, he’d
much rather live, for as long as he lived he could hold the hope of
one day being free and seeing his mother again; or learn something
useful which could one day save him, or do something which could
stop the abductions from taking place. He remembered what the voice
had told him while he first prayed crossing over the
water: you will remember while the
others forget and through your actions you will free your people
and cut the tongues of the lizards and they will feast no
more. Back in the silk sack tied to the
lizard, he again felt the lizard climbing vertically, scaling the
mountain.

They reached their destination near
the top, and the demons let Dayzine and the others out, free to
stand and witness the view. Below and behind him he saw the plains
and valley’s of the large island; in front of him loomed a large
golden door built into the mountain with two giant ferns on either
side of it. One of the demons opened it. “Enter,” the Demon said.
Dayzine, with the others, obeyed. The door shut behind them,
leaving them in darkness. Then a door in front of them opened and
in walked another demon and the room lit up magically. Beautiful
paintings of green skinned people washing the feet of ornately
dressed larger fair skinned others wearing crowns adorned the
walls. The demon dropped her black robe and took off her mask and
to Dayzine’s amazement what stood before him was not some hideous
creature but the most beautiful lady he had ever seen, wearing a
green silk dress which sparkled, gold earrings and jeweled necklace
and exotic flowers in her hair. She smiled at them.

“Welcome to the god city of
Yent,” she said. “I am pleased to inform you that you have been
selected by the gods for the honor of dwelling with us in paradise
in servitude. I am the glorious tier four yet-god Laysik. Bow and
be pleased.”

Dayzine followed the others in bowing
to her. Then one of the girl captors began gently crying. The lady,
Laysik, walked over to her. “I know this may be overwhelming for
all of you at first. Yes, it is a beauty and glory you have not
before been able to comprehend. But fear not, you will gradually
adjust. Obey and all will be well. Come, and I’ll introduce you to
the head servant who will further instruct you. First you will
learn our language; it is unseemly to be speaking the language of
the slaves. Then you will be taught skills to serve us. Behave and
avoid punishment and find joy in serving us. Come,” she instructed
again.

Dayzine, last in line,
followed the others out the door. He beheld below him the glorious
gold city of Yent, where he would spend the remainder of his days
living and serving the marvelous and beautiful inhabitants of;
indeed the city and residents were beautiful, enough so that
through the coming days of indoctrination, instruction and teaching
on how lucky he was to have been called of the gods to serve such
beauty, and how glorious it is to be a slave to those so remarkable
and beautiful, he’d sometimes half believe
it. But at nights, sleeping on the stone beds in the small rooms of
the slave quarters, in the cramped stone building near the edge of
the cliff, he’d still hear the screaming of his mother and remember
his home on Slake Island.























































































Chapter Five


A year had passed since Selza and
Delthi had crossed the swamps with their father. Delthi, fourteen,
had undergone her first attempt at The Grand Auditions, had done
well, cut just before the final group of twenty who got to perform
for Pezek, yet still her success hadn’t made her any more popular
once back home, the way it would if she belonged to some other
village. Selza, being thirteen, would experience her first Grand
Audition in about six weeks.

Selza, Delthi and Triz sat together on
a large rock during school recess far from the girls clamoring
around popular and pretty (as well as their top tormentor) Bezie’s
demonstration on how to tie a new style hair braid, and the boys,
doing push-ups or pretending to battle sea beasts.

“It’s so silly,” Selza
said. “All the fuss and obsession they make over it.” Then in a
flighty voice meant to mockingly mimic Bezie and these girls
obsessed with The Grand Audition she said: “Oh, Pezek will pick me,
I mean my eyes just sparkle, I’m so obviously Yet-God material,
look what I can do with my hair.”

Triz laughed then said, “I
know, like any of them really have a
chance.”



“Infinitesimal,” Selza said
pinching her fingers together. “It’s so silly how their mothers
encourage them.”



“And beat them,” Triz
added.



“Just not enough to bruise,”
Selza said. 



“Quiet,” Delthi said,
looking over at the other girls, some of whom had been friendly to
her just last year. “Not so loud.”



“Oh, whatever, like they even care
anything about us,” Triz said.

“We’re invisible to them,”
Selza said, looking over at the girls who suddenly burst in joyous
giggles and began practicing and critiquing each other’s dancing
twirls.

“But still, be careful,”
Delthi cautioned. “It might be a crime to talk despairingly about
the selections.”



“They’re all so smug,” Triz
said. “I wouldn’t join them even if they
asked.”



“You’re not saying you’re
not also excited? You don’t wish to be selected?” Delthi
asked. 



“Well… sure, I guess, but
given the chances…I mean… my dad says…” Triz
stammered. 



“Delthi’s right,” Selza
said. “It’s practically against our culture and religion not to
dream and believe and want it.”



“All the religious reasons sort of go
over my head,” Triz said, and the two sisters agreed with her,
giggling.

“Supposedly we should want
to be Yet-Gods so that we can become Eternals, and therefore have
all this power and bring our relatives or whoever we want into
paradise and never die and whatever,” Delthi said.

“I think most people want to
be Yet-Gods just because it looks fun being one,” Selza
said. 



“And then everyone’s forced to praise
their beauty forever, and they get to do whatever they want to us,”
Triz said.

 


“Unless they’re sent to the swamps,”
Selza said.

“I admit, it can at times
seem silly to me also
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