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Vek'Her'Tai Shoal

Kingpins

Furytail, a Hammerhead Shark with fair skin and white hair.

Reefwhisker, a Longfin Grouper with fair skin and brown hair.

Brizo, a brown Sabertooth fish with black skin and black hair.

Guides

Galia, a Cusk eel with chestnut skin and dark hair.

Merifin, a gray Hagfish with brown skin and red hair.

Pearleye, a Telescopefish with fair skin and brown hair.

Staghorn, a green Largemouth Bass with pale skin and light brown hair.

Moonfin, a Clownfish with fair skin and brown hair.

Officers

Driftwave, a Bluefish with dark skin and dark brown hair.

Slugmoon, a Triggerfish with black skin and black hair.

Weedworm, a blue striped Angelfish with pale skin and gold hair.

Elkhorn, a green Largemouth Bass with pale skin and light brown hair.

Boppers

Octo, a blue Marlin with brown skin and light gold hair.

Conchbelly, a Viperfish with pale skin and black hair.

Sponge, a yellow Tang with tan skin and dark brown hair.

Makara, a blue Stingray with dark skin and light hair.

Rock, a Red-faced Batfish with brown skin and black hair.

Starscale, a gray Lawn Blenny with brown skin and light brown hair.

Freckle, a Spoonarm Octopus with brown skin.

Buoy, a Porcupinefish with light skin and red hair.

Seadawn, a blue Shark with fair skin and light hair.

Off-bopper

Jellynose'ery, a Bluefish with fair skin and black hair.

Poseida'kei, an Atlantic Cod with tan skin and dark hair.

Agir, a gray Beluga Sturgeon with dark skin and light hair.

Ricegill, a Viperfish with dark skin and black hair.

Swift, a striped Marlin with tan skin and black hair.

Geyser, a striped Marlin with brown skin and brown hair.

Gyre, a Clownfish with brown skin and black hair.

Twilight, a Homafish with light skin and brown hair.

Azriel, a Leatherjack with brown skin and gold hair.

Gliders

Lakebelly, a Butterflyfish with brown skin and brown hair.

Bowlight, a Hammerhead Shark with fair skin and dark hair.

Cavetail, a yellow Tang with pale skin and red hair.

Ar'ija, a Sail Catfish with brown skin and brown hair.

Kiyara, a Cobia with pink skin and black hair.

Maters, Eggies

Neptune and Maroon, a mint Chromis with pale skin and red hair and a mint Chromis with tan skin and dark red hair.

Elders

Gully, a gray Lawn Blenny with dark skin and gray hair.

Framwhisker, a Tripod fish with brown skin and dark gray hair.

River Shoal

Kingpin

Skysplit, a Drum with chestnut skin and red hair.

Guides

Cloudbell, a Striped Bass with black skin and black hair.

Barley, a blue Catfish with brown skin and light hair.

Lilyfin, a Carp with pale skin and brown hair.

Officers

Canopy, an Alewife with pink skin and light hair.

Silas, a Carp with chestnut skin and gold hair.

Boppers

Icetooth, a Drum with chestnut skin and black hair.

Firefoot, a Drum with brown skin and red hair.

Lakescale, a Drum with brown skin and black hair.

Pondtail, a Warmouth Bass with tan skin and dark hair. 

Heroneye, a Northern Pike with dark skin and dark hair.

Reed, a Brown Trout with fair skin and blonde hair.

Marshly, a White Crappie with dark skin and black hair.

Ali’tal, a Rock Bass with brown skin and light brown hair.

Off-bopper

Oyster, a Rainbow Trout with pink skin and light hair.

Tigerclaw, a Tiger Musky with fair skin and black hair.

Kel’pir, a yellow Perch with pale skin and blonde hair.

Christian, a Rock Bass with brown skin and dark brown hair.

Gliders

Corinth, a Warmouth Bass with brown skin and black hair.

Maters, Eggies

Viria and Sunfin, a Sauger with albino skin and white hair and a Drum with albino skin and light hair.

Elders

Lir, a Drum with tan skin and gray hair.

Atabay, a Longnose Gar with brown skin and gray hair.

Nelliala, a white Crappie with brown skin and black hair.

Alifer, a white Shad with olive skin and light hair.

Michael, a Sauger with albino skin and gray hair.

Flocks

Pastor

Cirrus Six’Wing, a mixed Gull with tan skin and black hair.

Quawxe

Adhil, a Sandpiper with light skin and brown hair.

Flight Admiral

Celestiar, a Royal Tern with pale skin and blonde hair.

Royal Nest

Midnight, a Pomarine Jaeger with black skin and black hair.

Estelle and Castor, two Gulls with tan skin and brown hair.

North Coop

Dawncall, a Neotropic Cormorant with brown skin and brown hair.

Ursa, a Wilson's Storm-Petrel with olive skin and brown hair.

Vega, a Northern Gannet with light skin and blonde hair.

Nix, a Bonaparte’s Gull with pink skin and red hair.

Selene, a mixed Pelican with brown skin and black hair.

Kailani, a mixed Albatross with light skin and dyed hair.

South Coop

Skyglass, a Black-browed Albatross with pink skin and red hair.

Erith, a Great Skua with brown skin and black hair.

Flamera, a mixed Gull with black skin and black hair.

Talon, a Swan with fair skin and blonde hair.

Dashel, a Snow Geese with pale skin and white hair.

Icarus, a Coot with brown skin and red hair.

Seachime, a Canvasback with dark skin and black hair.

East Coop

Duskcall, a Neotropic Cormorant with dark skin and black hair.

Silas, a Glaucous Gull with tan skin and blonde hair.

Atmos, a Brown Pelican with light skin and black hair.

Tropos, a Black-legged Kittiwake with brown skin and dyed hair.

Tidefall, a mixed Cormorant with white skin and white hair.

Hydraclaw, an Osprey with olive skin and dark hair.

West Coop

Hazefeather, a Savannah Vulture with dark skin and dark hair.

Luminai, a mixed Albatross with pink skin and brown hair.

Nimbostra, a Bonaparte’s Gull with fair skin and red hair.

Fogtail, a Swan with fair skin and blonde hair.

Stream, a Steller’s Sea Eagle with pale skin and white hair.

Maltear, a White-necked rockfowl with brown skin and black hair.

Elders

Graybelly, a mixed Kittiwake with chestnut skin and silver hair.

Fanglily, a Neotropic Cormorant with dark skin and black hair.

Icetooth, a mixed Albatross with pink skin and brown hair.

Saline, a Great Skua with light skin and brown hair.

Aeroflutter, a Black-legged Kittiwake with brown skin and black hair.

Fins'Above

G Unit

Stone, a Coral Trout with brown skin and dark brown hair.

Bankfoot, a Northern Pike with dark skin and black hair.

A Unit

Clayfoot, a Mudskipper with black skin and black hair.

Amberflight, a white Shad with olive skin and brown hair.

Yiba, a Cape Lion with mosaic dark skin and black hair.

D Unit

Gem, a Clownfish with pale skin and light hair.

Seiche, a Clownfish with brown skin and brown hair.

Gojo, a Moose with fair skin and dyed hair.

F Unit

Sirius, a brown Falcon with fair skin and brown hair.

Aurora, a red Kite with brown skin and black hair.

Rouges

Baytooth, a Coral Trout with fair skin and black hair.

Shellhorn, a gold Largemouth Bass with tan skin and light hair.

Shortfin, a Butterflyfish with brown skin and brown hair.

Hookear, a green Dolphinfish with brown skin and light hair.

Shellfin, a Moorish Idol with pink skin and gold hair.

Silvur, a striped Goby with pink skin and black hair.

Briny, a Moorish Idol with pale skin and gold hair.

Beachpool, a Moorish Idol with pale skin and black hair.

Yarrow, a Toyger Cat with mosaic brown skin and brown hair.
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BEGINNING
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The revolution is in waiting. 5 months remain.

––––––––
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"It would be a good restart... The shoal knows where we live now," a goby shuffled her fins around with a long sigh, "I also have.. some ties there."

"Ties how? You.. you never told me this. Silv-"

The goby swam to the moorish idol and cupped their face, eyes softer this time.

"This is our chance to be good on our families," the goby smiled weakly, "I am sure of it, we will be better than before there. With my people, my swimmers.. our family...We will be closer."

The moorish idol looked down, fins pulling her thick waist into theirs, licking the insides of their gums, "Prove.. this.. this to me. I will protect you no matter where we go, but prove to me.. that I can safely raise our.. our.. our spawn there."

They greeted each other once more with loving coos and smiles.

Leaving home once again, stalking towards the hills of a home buried deep within the masks of mimicry and reincarnation.
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CHAPTER 1
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Just face it head on... What? Are you afraid?

...

This is The Written.

Lying in the weeds of the oceanic mysteries, there are ersboric chemicals trailing the oxygen. It travels from the ocean into the skies when it is hot, it lathers the insides of flowers eaten by prey, and thunders back onto earthen life when it rains. This is the cycle of how the chemicals have spread for centuries. There is no doubt that this is how it will be forever.

At its base form, the chemicals detoxify. They are prime cleaners of anything they enter, creating a pure and connected sense of existence. That ocean? Misted fresh. The skies? Clear as day. These flowers? Newborn. All earthen life? Connected to the cycle of rebirth. To detoxify is to make pure once again after impurity. It is to clean, it is to finally reveal the imperfection of life. Therefore, anyone holding higher than normal amounts of ersboric in them, are known to be sunbringers, seers, or mimics. It holds a higher status amongst those who are not - as these are those you put your trust in to save you, all while knowing they could end your life in one fatal showcase of their abilities.

Gemstones containing this ersboric chemical are utilized. Seers may use them to amplify their connection to others, while sirens may lace their home with it and charge it with their energy in order to ward off evil. Without the presence of the gemstones or excess supply of ersboric, then there are no visions.. there are no prophecies told.. nothing.

The chemical exists as one, giant, unifying circle across the world. A seer can then speak with their ancestors through the chemical, as their spirit lives on through the ersboric as a memory, an imprint in history. There are vast worlds in the interconnecting labyrinth of the mind, and through the ersboric, bloodlines can share thoughts, conversations, and a body if their spirits are fused into one.

Curses are another home of infectious abilities under the ersboric chemical. In Val'pah's book of the Ersboric Curse, she covered curses from reiwa to sunbringer status, and the Monsters born from them. She invented the infamous rules to curses, and it is as follows;

One, a curse is an exchange of power to a powerless object.

Two, curses only work on objects encasing or surrounding ersboric chemicals.

Three, curses are destroyed after this exchange of power ends..

And if at any point these rules are broken, that is the Will of the Oyewas. A fate thrown down by their very own ancestors, who pass down the curse through the streamlined string of life and strike their new fawn in the hind like a sadist.

But that still leaves the reader with two questions.. What then is reincarnation? And why can't you create something out of nothing if the ersboric chemical provides the basis of construction?

What we mer don't quite understand is Val'pah's adamant nature on removing certain knowledge on the latter phenomenon.. known as Monsters. Perhaps that is the true nature of these broken rules.

The new age comes and goes, almost quelling the older, riches slow and the cool breath of summer air turns to the humid kisses of autumn. Soon, may the orange and yellow drip from the trees like sap. For we have yet to delve into The Truth, only The Written.

...

The nib on a lengthy bone pen was dipped into a sealed hole, leaving a small portion of it covered in ebony blood. A maid with crimson eyes dashes the page of her journal finely, then smiles with mirth. Brewing in her mind was the new era's catalogue. She shifted in the main room of her den, smelling at the fresh hanging herbs above and around her. Today was the day. Uniting with her family. Her first family. Returning, gaining her purpose, knowing that Sarga's spirit still resided in that new body. Her grin was gleaming.

Only one thing remained, the conversation with the oyewas. She wanted to know what their plans for her was. She held no fear, she had seen deaths in Tiwanith over and over again - she had ventured into another spirit's Whistea plane. She held no fear.

Yet.. a stinging realization had come to her. She had not spoken to her own ancestors in quite a while. No swimmer has. Between the removal of the siren sigils, the destruction of the shoals who have them, the theft of the gemstones, and the only access to seers being those designated to one group.. no swimmer has had time to actually sit down and speak to their ancestors besides the cursed ones and the sirens.

Everyone is just.. so busy.

And this maid is too, but her downtime is now, and her ability to conjure a curse is as well.

The goby scans the dwelling with intention to exploit. Her eyes narrowed amongst the sight of a painting, hung higher than the others due to its width. Her breath cooled. Depicted, her family. A fantasy of what could have been with her mother and her trainer in the picture. Her father, nowhere to be seen. There was no way he could appear in any of their drawings if he simply.. did not exist.

Ekmal'lat conceived all by herself, supposedly. That was the rumor. The other... she had taken advantage of a glider and used his sperm to make an abomination... Either way, it killed her. Either way, she was dead. No doubt about that.

And after all these cycles, Silvur choked up on her thoughts, after all these cycles.. I didn't have the courage to see her face to face again. She knew her mother was there waiting for her. She knew she heard her in the back of her mind when Sedna put her down on her knees. She knew her mother's blood strung itself into her spirit, releasing her of her worry, ecstasy within her psyche.

Alone, she was alone in the den. Her mate was out hunting before the big move. Her child with them. Silvur tore a piece of fish plastic sheeting and jotted down a crafted note.

...

My Love,

Tail turn right, trail eyes up. There, hangs the largest one. Stumbling myself into Tiwanith again. I will be back, but first.. I must speak to my mother. For she has been waiting, calling out to me, and I know she still resides in limbo.

Do not fret, I am safe. His blade rests upon my hip. Sarga's wrath settles in my fins.

Your Love, always.

...

A flash of light took in the surroundings as she tore her wavelength's grasp from her sword to the painting, ripping a veil of life and death between them, and rumbling the earth around her until it crumbled to her will. She did not fall when the cursed eyes of Whistea opened up beneath her toes and fins, she did not look sideways nor did she make any sound. She paused, like time itself had been stalking her. She had been reincarnated, and if true, will she really meet her mother there?

Still waiting, after all these cycles?

Unfolding eyelids, the iris splitting in half and stretching open to grasp her skin. This was her curse embodying this vision, this physical transmutation into another world. Her body lay motionless on the ground - while her spirit traveled through the earth itself. Burrowing through pitch blackness. She was here.

There was no familiar beach, there was no land far past the ocean. Instead, Silvur sat with her head in her fins, peering upwards at the bedazzling sea skies filled with lights in the shape of honeycombs and sap droppings. Her breath was taken by the sheer amount of energy that hit her all at once.

Her eyes fidgeted to the right upon hearing a soft wheeze between the brambles of debris, coral, and crumbling ruins. She remembered what her mother looked like last. A flash bang on her psyche, knowledge burning hollow holes into her chambered organs. Like the tomb of the specter, this apparition crinkled her mother's skin and scales, twisting slowly in the blue, saline molasses. As if it was crunchy slime, each bone harvested by the malt was weakening by the second, the only thing the maid's mother had to hold her up was her wobbly elbow and wrist, conjoined by melting scorched skin.

Unrecognizable.

The mater's dissolved face was peeled and torn into the brine pool's liquid directly below her, crystalline amalgamations growing from her spine and under the remaining muscle. The rest of her, liquefied and drowned under the pressure of the pool's weighted salt. Dense, strengthened. Yet, there was no blood.

It was a nightmare.

Rumbling deep in her spirit, the red eyes of her mother molded over with white gloss and crystal tears. Seeping into Silvur's heart, this feeling of dismay and horror crept like a stalking predator, latching its claws and removing meat from bone as if it was starving. The oyewas wanted her to see what Ekmal'lat truly looked like.

"Mo.. mommy," Silvur felt her tail tuck under her, knees trembling. Her body cowered, head cocking, and eyes watering as she spoke again, "Mom..?"

Here she was.. where she left her all those years ago. Where Icefin declared himself unfit to serve, unworthy of anything else besides his stories of Monsters and myth.

Silvur took a long gander around her. This was the place. This was the place her lifeless body was dropped at, abducted by the hands of the oyewa's gift to the ocean. She silently gagged while hearing her mother's flutter of a voice - her cadence unfit for her predicament.

"Oh," the dead maid couldn't even wear a small smile, "Ili'weopa kau," only speaking while her mouth was cracked open.

Motherly, sweet, as her voice vibrates in Silvur's head from all angles. Above, below, in the earth, in the waters, from all around. The fish, the whales, the boats, the vermin.. all of them widened their mouths and spoke for her mother. In union, their voices accumulating into the ensemble of a heavenly choir, angels singing her words unto her daughter.

No.. no..

Silvur scrunched in her belly. She says she will show no fear.. no fear! But here... Despair, her eyes never a drought, face flushed with red all along the burned body of hers. Her mother.. she couldn't even say a single word to her mother. She was a bawling mess.

Obscured by the sudden crashing of an incoming wave from above, a fish drove right by Silvur's face, tail seen leaving the scene while  speaking clearly to the younger maid.

"Your mafue has been waiting for you.. for so, so long, my child," the fish winced.

"I..." Silvur clamored on all fours, bending her knees until she was leaning on them and stretching her arms against the beginning of the brine pool, careful not to edge too close. It was hot, boiling if left to rot. Pain riddled her existence regardless. She was not to show fear, but fear is nothing. Sorrow is her true foe. "I'm sorry.. I'm so sorry.. I left you here.."

"Oh, sunshine," a whale bellowed from afar, "You didn't leave me behind. I'm not mad at you," the beast croaked and trilled, "Icefin's a smart buck. He holds regret for what he did, he knows his actions at least saved one swimmer."

She can't even hug her mother.

The goby leaned slowly, right until her knees buckled and her back hunched, and then.. she gave in. Her entire frame slumped. She shut her eyes, teeth gritting.

Plopping onto her side with a wearily moan and cough. Face struck with ugly tears.

"I'm not mad at you or him. I'm not mad at all. It's not your fault, this is my purpose set in stone by the Will in my blood, the oyewas."

"..Purposes don't exist... I tried, I tried so hard to get my own. I tried to have one just like the rest - and I failed," she shook her head in the grains of the sand, "Whatever the oyewas told you.. they tell them for fun.. they.. they can't be one being with a will. There are too many souls for them to... to... agree amongst each other."

A small sea snake crawled against Silvur's spine, shaking her from her tears. She heard the mellow voice from its widened jaws and bit her lip.

"Then what do you suppose I am inflicted with? If not the Will of the Oyewas, then what does it mean for me to die like this, to be here on your journey instead of living on and forgetting you? Is it fate? Sunshine... none of it matters. The why and the what never matters. It's entirely about the how," the snake snuck between each fold of the goby, sliding through and through, "How did I end up like this? How did you contact me? You know the answers. And so you must have the power to control what happens after and why it happened. That is purpose."

A smart one, just like the maters before her, and those before them. It runs in the blood. And with Silvur at the forefront of her expertise, the goby breathes in coldly, hissing slowly as she raises her head and gives her mother a low gaze.

"Do.. Do I have a purpose?"

"All of us do," said the refraction in the waves, "They teach us that only the special have the ability to wield curses. But all of us exist to serve a purpose. You create that purpose.. the oyewas only point it out to you if you cannot see it yourself."

Silvur slowly shakes her head. Stunned, she sputters, "Mom-"

"Your purpose," a slow moving orca passes through the waters before her, blending in just before its enormous face is visible, "You put down the stones to swim this path, you should know."

"Mom," Silvur starts again, hasty, "I can't.. this is not.. it's not what I came for. Let me explain.."

The world was quiet.

"... I had a family, mom. While you were gone, I was gifted with two beautiful eggies... my whole ocean, they are. We're moving after the long haul outside of shoal life," she sucked in liters of water, "I was born Whali years, years ago. But I was stillborn.. and I found the last place that remembers me as- me. I... I want to know if this is the right choice.. am I going down the right path? Is me following my purpose really that.. important? What if I bring danger to them? What if I can't fit in with the sirens?"

The world was silent. For just a few more minutes, it ensued. But it sure was not long.

"Typhoon..."

From behind her, the shadow of what was another swimmer. It crept in slow, then it stopped just short of where Silvur was actually laying. She could hear a subtle thump in the earth, a strengthening heartbeat that got louder as she turned her head and viewed the sight.

Eyes wide.

The shadow was three times bigger than her, overarching her entire tiny frame, with a slow cup on his lips. He was beautifully colored, his long hair down to his hips, wet eyes upon the maid before him, albino head to fin, a grand smile lacing his crooked face. War-torn, broken in, ripped like a cat toy. 

But healed.. and here.

He leaned down and pet at the shadow of another. Her mother. When she was at her most pregnant with her. Right before she was going to pop. Maybe a few days, a week...

Silvur clasped the earth, "Who... who is this.. Mom..?"

Her voice had disappeared the moment the shadow turned his eyes on her. Who is that?

The shadow grins, "My Typhoon."

The darkness peels away, and as is with all the dealings with the oyewas, Silvur reaches her arm out and pauses. Shakily. Her entire body was frail here. This.. buck.. was her father?

His amber eyes. His fangs. His sharp fins. His entire bloodline inside these veins. Forever. Tainted.. tainted forever.. She grabs her stomach and weakens. He doesn't exist. He was never there.. he's not real!

"You're not real," lip trembling - body falling apart in the presence of it all, "He's.. he's not real."

The shadow of her mother widened her mouth, "My womb remembers that who poured his seed in it," her long arm touches Silvur's own shadow, "Do you wish to know if you're going down the right path? Do you never want to see his face or are you ready to confront that of which you wish to explore? Even his baggage - shame, hate, love, and his vulnerability? Are you to show no fear of the Wider Blue? Or are you protecting yourself from mourning with the world?

Trickling in her head all at once. Fumbling. Silvur blurts out, "Mom.. Mom! Just tell me! I'll do anything!"

Silvur quickly crawled up to the earth's mounds to escape, but it grew larger and larger, sand piling over her at every single inch.

"Anything! Just tell me.. Can't the oyewas ever just.. tell me?!" 

Bang. She plants each fin down to climb.

"Mom!"

Bang. 

"Mommy..."

Bang..

"I.. I.."

Bang.

"I.. I want see my father!"

She boils over, curling in the folding sand. "Where's my dad?!" Kicking like a kid, head aching, tears soaking her burned face, unfurling all of her sorrow like twisting a wet rag.

Silvur wheezed as she opened her eyes and distorted her body, arching it to shuffle onto her legs and whimper through breathy gasps. In an instant, she was back home. There was a pathway right in front of her.

And she knew he was real.
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CHAPTER 2
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SUBJECT: Spearheading the Fins'Above, effective immediately.
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...

Dear Brizo,

I find myself in a predicament of my own making. While I am aware of my position as traveling nurse alongside the Fins'Above, I have taken the mantle as temporary General in Arms, subsequently doubling my work load.

I assume you must have heard about the situation regarding the Directional Flocks and Reefwhisker, given that she has gone back to you in one piece and Skysplit has been held in his den for a few bellchimes now. Within me, some form of discomfort when I communicate my needs to others with more power than I, I hold a slight refrain. You are a renowned kingpin who has fought in wars bigger than me, bigger than my former shoal's ego. So, I do not tell you this lightly...

The situation within the River Shoal has become dire, past the point of returning to normalcy after all of this is done. I realize now that Stone and/or Bankfoot most likely would have loosened their communications with you and that you have no concept of the real scale danger we are in at this moment. Let me paint the faintest picture, my courtesy.

Place nearly three dozen swimmers in one shoal, use some form of cursed ability upon their land so they cannot adequately use their hunting grounds, repress them to eating only fish, and leave with no way of lifting said curse. In said group of

swimmers are us and the common folk, now see, the common folk are growing restless in their fear, triggering the PTSD of many of us, but we have no place to flee. We are losing food, we are having our personal items stolen, and no amount of enforcement from Skysplit's siblings are working to settle the burn that is living afraid. He teaches us his Christianity at times, telling us that we are in kind, loving arms of his so-called Lord. I have to remind myself that I am roomed with those who are from the Sand, that their beliefs are ultimately formulated between frameworks of the Baptist human and racial intersections of being nonhuman, allowing their religion to then shape and mold with the water as they do.

Everyday, I take my books to the hot rocks and I study, looking for a cure for Aurora's coma. I discovered something called "Emerald Powder", used in various different human activities, and is classified as a drug for human beings. I do not have samples of it nor could I send someone else to go and find samples, so I am unsure its connection, but thought that a kingpin such as yourself might know given your experience on human ground. Such is why I have written this letter to you, as I know sitting idle with my own thoughts is not enough, I must gain information. Please, if you are stocked or if you have anything you may not need, donate them to the River Shoal. Send any one of your most recognizable swimmers, warn them of the strong current, and tell them that they would be doing a great service by helping us get back on our fins, for we fear that Fall will surely rack us harshly.

Supplies we need:


●  Food, any of the sort is fine, we will even take protein powder for the eggies.

●  Armor, if you have any to spare.

●  Fresh medicines, anything premium grade that can be used to cure common illnesses.

●  Weapons. Strong ones.


Please, and I pray to the oyewas this letter finds all of you in good health.

Without denial, 

The Bella

...

It was early in the morning when the racket hit the fan, inching into morningbell. It was not the regular mer who came out to guard the place, it was not the regular Cloudbell visit, but the stature of a wise, powerful figure who pointed towards the few who had stake in the game.

Gem, dressed in her darkened nurse's uniform fitted with stripes of thin and thick fabric as her arms were covered by a deer fur sweater. Beside her was Gojo, who was helping ease the tensions of rising questions, specifically about their team's future.

Both of the women were tired, going on and on about this topic presumably for weeks after Bankfoot's awakening and Reefwhisker's failure. It was all they wanted to do, and the most talkative was Clayfoot. Though his silence held strong, his written word by gesture provided enough context. By now, almost all of them could read his sign language and recognize his little movements or slights of hand.

"How much are we to invest? What are we to do when Seiche... does not return?" His signing had become fluent once he adjusted to using one hand and his face. The buck dawned a long knitted cloak of squirrel fur and frog skin shoulder pads, as well as his new modded sniper strapped across his back. In his eyes, concern for not only their troops, but for the young maid missing from their ranks.

Gem perks her fins up at him, then narrows her sharp brows, "I will not accept any thinking that brings about the theory of her disappearance or possible death," she relaxes her face and throws her arm towards the rest of them, "Goes for the rest of you. I do not wish for this to become a thing where we suddenly are defeatist in regards to our situation. We are not going to submit to this kind of rhetoric. I have such a theory that states that as long as this barrier is above us, she is alive. Look to it, recognize its patterns, and call me if it wavers," the maid pauses, "And as for the investment. We invest our lives to protect our allies. Why are we to stop now? I shipped Brizo a letter only a few bellchimes ago, and depending on her response, we will be able to make it out of here with some well deserved scraps."

Gojo chimed in, flicking her tail and braying, "I put my trust in Gem, as all you do. Stone and Bankfoot have been out of the game for seasons now, and there's no sure way to know when they'll regain their losses and be able to return to the right headspace of leading. For now, we must be able to recognize this and take advantage," she says it with her chest, that thick accent she picked up from the South pouring in like honey, "This has been the topic of discussion since she started working on the advancements, and ya'll just want it to be over with, I get it.. but put your faith in this."

Gojo and Yiba make eye contact for a moment before the feline sniffles and rubs his sore pelvis bone. It was getting colder, and the old skeleton was breaking down on him. As for the swimmers, they could always bury in the warmth of the created heat of fires and the alluring waters, but the mimics? There was no way they could make their mark in this upcoming Freeze, Yiba could already tell.

Clayfoot makes note of this, then responds with a glare, "I am willing to put my trust in her as well. I am willing to die for all of you, as I assume we all are. My main concern," he snatches his hand away and clenches it, just before continuing to sign, "My main concern is the lack of transparency here. I think we should be able to have a say so in certain events, and I believe as a team, we would function better if we had frequent meetings. The silence... the distance from each other, it is killing us."

Amberflight stood beside their team, eyes glued to the shivering earth. Their whiskers twitched up and down as the units discussed in detail their plans further. A pit wide enough to swallow them whole had emerged from the bottom of their stomach, acid leaking through, that trembling dread be near. It was what they all were afraid of, especially the river folk. Unrest, disagreements, fights, breaking out amongst their allies. If they could not find common ground.. Well, it is sure the two groupings will fight. The common river fish stood at 2-3 feet, bore large tails for swimming, even larger wings that seemed to attach to the frilled arms of the mer from the back of the neck. Their main set of scaling set across their stomach and back, wrists, tail, thighs, and face, while missing elsewhere. A good strike to the throat would kill instantly, and the mer were no match for the war-bitten furs of the Fins'Above. There shall be no fighting, there can't be.

The vink pressed their wings close to their frame, fixed their posture, and began to walk off. Silence was preferred at the moment, in waiting for some kind of sign to move on. They shook their pelt for a moment, feeling how the braided hair ending in beads along their head banged around like a drum to their face. What more was the clothing, settled like a tightly woven swim suit covering the most important parts.

Right now, right here, the shoal would once again find themselves in the perils of new faces.

A disruption to their everyday stroll, she was.

It was far against the gates of Seiche's ability that she had found herself struggling to capture the right emotion. Sorrow? Fear? She was surely feeling guilt, for leaving, for refusing to stick around when the team needed her the most. In her usurping roar, a feline took her palm to the bars and felt her entire body shut at the sudden shock.

Intensely pouring down her spine, her entire body had felt the trembles of what kind of protection the bars had given the River Shoal. It was true, they were trapped inside, and she only knew one being who could have done it. She let her instincts follow her yowl.

"Matthew!"

She had not known, but as Amberflight widened their long ears, they heard it again.

"Matthew, god damn it!" the feline muttered. "When I find a way to get through there, I'll kill you, I swear I will..."

Racing heart, beating breath. It was against the slimmer of Fall wind that Amberflight sent an arrow, driving beside the wild head of the toyger cat, brows furrowed on such a distant creature. Recognition was beyond the point, it was pent up emotions of being left behind, and being thrown out to die here for all this time. It was about being able to finally showcase what was left within them since the team banded together to fight. Scorn.

A moment of pause preceded, upon which the feline had shut her mouth and listened to the clicking of lips in the shrubbery and dark yellows of the forest. At first, Amberflight was hidden within its golden and orange depths, but the feathered arrow gave away entirely their identity. Realization settling in, a sharp misunderstanding turned into a scowl on the cat's lips as she threw accusation.

"If you have come to kill me for my absence," she digs her claws in the earth, "Aim better."

But oh, Amberflight knows how to stalk a prey. There is no clear, open pathway in which the forests leads, there is no trail. Circling back to the other side by use of a deer's scamper, the vink launches another arrow right behind Yarrow. Into the darkness far past the toyger. In her head, they had missed once more. But she heard the frantic mews that picked up, and something had become the problem.

A direct hit with slight graze, and one of her following feral cats had been sliced in the hind with the sharp tool of the vink's bow. Bounding backwards, Yarrow hissed and lowered her head, throwing it side to side to see where the mer would approach from now, only to see them lift from their spot and trot over... slowly. A cat's walk, a subtle step, step, step... creeping over with a neutral face. Their bow wasn't raised, their wings displayed, and the piercings in their nose and ears had glimmered at the inverted light of the tree shadows.

"I may have appeared sorrowful and shy to you upon arrival, but that demeanor has soured with time," the vink widened their mouth to reveal the sharp rows of teeth from their wet gums, roaring out the next sentence, "I am not afraid to declare you my enemy here and now, state your business or run back to wherever you have been hiding, witch!"

Like a kitten, Yarrow cowers at the shimmer that passed through their wings and adornments, nearly blinding her. The sun, as it travelled and paced the court of the sky, had been adjusted behind the trees in such a way that gave them divine rainbows of color. In an instant, the feline succumbs to demands, keeping her eyes fixated on both Amberflight and her feral ally.

"I-I return with resources, with things that may help us, things from my former home..."

Forces comprised of her cluster.

Armed forces..

From the depths of each tree, each branch, every hole, and all the nooks in between,chattering mews rose into the breaths of the world. Yellow, gray, blue, all colors of eyes came forth to bask in the buck's glare. The one that Amberflight had struck, a white cat with narrowed eyes and a loud mew, had slowly gotten up with vigor. She was to show no fear either.

"I herald the arrival of the Bramble Cluster," her head slowly fell into a bow again, "I now see the predicament here. If I am not permitted to enter, then at least let my cluster aid you. They will help as much as they can. You.. are not alone."

Narrowing eyes, was the expression of the vink, who had raised their head upon seeing them. All of them like that could overpower the single one of them, but they chose.. with their future in their hands.. acceptance. Amberflight knows who this will surely upset and those who will question their role in this, but they were the only ones in the deep forests at the time of the agreement. Only they would know the parameters of their interaction. A hushed, silenced, nod came from them. Yarrow was stuck in her mellow worry, but she knew it was for the best that Carnation joined them as well. All of them were able to scamper between the lines of the birdcage with ease, passing through and following the vink down the hills and brushes of crinkly oranges. In her mind, thoughts ravaged the walls. Who would be able to understand these cats? Communicate with them? The feral cats had only been introduced to human language from Yarrow and they knew nothing else, who would process their knowledge? A deepening fear sank within her jaws as she sat in the cold spot. Unless she stayed here and kept camp, they would be cut off from her.

She saw no other choice but to idly wait. The Fins'Above seemed to understand this too, as the arrival of Amberflight back into the clearings had brought about a frenzy of mewing and questions. Skysplit and Lilyfin were speaking about trivial matters surrounding hypotheticals of the Christian dogma, Gojo was helping Gem and Yiba haul their equipment onto better rafts, and Kel'pir was leading the elder's defenses class in the training grounds. Everyone else was either huddled in the river or lost in their own sorrow. It had taken Skysplit around a few seconds to notice the cats, but a whole minute to notice who had brought them in, his hungry belly aching. The kingpin's instincts had brought him to a growl, deep eyes flaring a long sense of discomfort from their presence.

"I no longer am of a humble mind to ask why there are felids in my camp, nor am I surprised to have seen it be from a mer such as you," he firstly declares, widening his wings upon Amberflight's expression of dullness. His words did not strike the vink to become regretful of this overstep. Instead, like before, Amberflight plants their foot down in front of the kingpin and looks him in his eyes, wings agape just like him.

It was a power move, damn near chest to chest sharing heated glares. The exploration of the Salt or Ghost swimmer's intimidation has been a literary success, but the documentation of the River swimmer's ability to punch down? Missing from text. Especially in the context of two rateks. A grumble arose from the kingpin, who had cocked his head a little, heat from his wet face panting against theirs, but the vink did not receive the hints to back down.

"I could just ask why you would, without my consent, bring these beasts here, huddled behind you like strays but I would be giving a voice to a reason I do not wish to validate," Skysplit fidgets his eyes to the Fins'Above's reaction, specifically towards Gem, who finds herself with her mouth widened. This was not the first she had known of the Bramble Cluster, but before her eyes? She had dreamt to document the body of a feral cat, and it was her chance in front of her. The maid slithered, her motion slick and fast against the grains and rocks.

Amberflight huffed a response, "I made an executive decision on behalf of a former Fins'Above member, as she has entrusted me her resignation letter would be in the grasp of Stone. I am not going to back down, I have executive authority on whether or not they stay, and that is based upon what you agreed to when you became kingpin."

"Now," he snarls, "Do not start," ears flicking back as he shut his eyes, the king's royal clothing dancing in the wind.

"No, I think this needs to be said to your face," Amberflight chuckles a little, "Despite the fact that my debt lies solely in your fins, I have sat by and watched you trickle away into a monster. I am not one of those petty followers that migrate ideas on whether or not the Spirit is to the Holy Trinity as the Son is to God, I am your ratek, before you converted - before you took his place. Why," they quiet down, "Why are you playing a fluke of religion?"

"Amber. Are you claiming that I am a grifter?"

"Not yet," the vink hisses a little, puffing out their wings as the king begins to fold his, "You are still my ratek, I am still entrusting my debt to you, but there needs to be an intervention, I need us to find a different way to solve our problems. I need you... to find a way. Right now, allow me to do what I need to do as a Fins'Above member and I will not over impede on your ability to run the River Shoal."

In a harsh rejection of the matter, the king snaps his wings back open and pushes slightly forward, "I demand to have say so over this intrusion."

"And I am telling you that you have no place for word," the vink's eyes trail to Gem, "I speak for her, and she, for us. If your allies wish for
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