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SILVERY EARTH KIDS


1. How it all began...
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Torik had enough of Hannibal and Klaus bullying him. Instead of going to the village square to spend some time with his peers, he headed for the forest, as if he were going to cut wood with his father.

It was a sunny autumn day and Torik decided he'd rather spend it alone than in the company of the other children. The blacksmith's son teased him too mercilessly for his tastes. He'd had enough of being considered weird, just because he didn't like beating younger children.

He'd rather watch animals and birds in the forest, like during the quiet lunchtimes when his eldest sister brought sandwiches and fruit for him, his father and his little brother. He didn't tell his parents he wasn't joining the village children, though. He knew what they would say.

He exited from the wooden gate of the village and took the dusty road along the river towards inland. Soon he reached the well-known paths under the still thick foliage that was slowly changing color, until he was too far from the walled village to hear Human sounds. He was surprised to hear voices this far from the settlement and cautiously approached a clearing opening on the river bank.

Hiding behind a large oak, he peeked out and saw three really strange children seated on the grass, talking in a language that he didn't understand. One was a girl with long golden hair and pointed ears, with a flowery pink dress with puffy sleeves that didn't look like the gowns Torik's mother and sisters wore. There was another girl, a redhead with freckles who wore a strange sort of sleeved swimming suit that left her legs bare, and she had the most incredible feathered wings on her back, of the same shade as her hair. And the third was a boy, with a sleeveless tunic of a strange nacreous fabric and sandals.

Torik hesitated, unsure. What if the children didn't speak his language? And who were they? The two girls were the strangest, but the boy didn't look like him either. But maybe they wouldn't bully him like Hannibal and Klaus did.

Gathering his courage, he stepped out from behind the tree.

"Can I play with you?" he asked. The winged girl looked scared and said something that might have sounded like, "Oh, Gods, a Human!"

Torik, who had never scared anyone in his life, not even his younger siblings, kept his hands down. He didn't have any weapons and surely he didn't look threatening, since the boy was watching him with water-green eyes, thoughtful.

"You're weird kids, but then, the other kids tell me I'm weird..." Torik continued hesitantly.

The boy rose and stepped forward, followed by the pointed-eared girl, who was shorter and probably younger, holding the winged girl's hand. The winged girl's green eyes were still wide in fear.

"What's your name?" the boy asked in Torik's language.

"Torik," he answered, relieved to see he could communicate with the strange children.

"Torik, I'm Erwan, and these are Goldenberry and Winged Ylenia," the boy said. He had straight, shoulder-length brown hair and was paler than the girls, as if he didn't spend much time in the sun. "We are members of the Magical Races. I'm Waiora. Goldenberry is Genn and Winged Ylenia is Sila."

"Magical Races?" Torik stared puzzled at them. "You mean you're magic?"

The blonde, Goldenberry, giggled. "When we grow up, probably," she said.

"And how many Magical Races are there?" Torik insisted, curious.

"Four," Erwan answered. "Waiora, Genn, Sila and Fajrulo. Water, Ether, Air and Fire. Humans are Earth, in case you're wondering."

"Oh." Torik was still pondering the news when a small copper dragon walked into the clearing on its hind legs, startling him.

It had big amber eyes, two white horns and small bat-like wings. Its belly and the interior of its wings were lighter than the copper scales on its back and tail. It had claws and fangs too, so Torik stiffened in terror.

"And this is our fourth member, Copperscales," Erwan said nonchalantly. "She's Fajrulo."

"B-but... it's a dragon!" Torik blurted out, wide-eyed.

"Dragon cub," the newcomer corrected with a fanged smile. "Nice to meet you, Torik."

Too stunned to hear a dragon talk, Torik gaped.

"Sit, sit!" Goldenberry said, as they all settled back down on the grass.

Torik sat as far as he could from the small dragon. The other children didn't look afraid of it, though. But then, they were magic, he was not.

"We have a nice little mixed group!" Erwan said cheerfully. "Two boys and three girls!"

"Erm... I didn't know there was a dragon in the group," Torik said. He would have never come out of hiding if he had seen the dragon!

"What's the big deal?" Erwan asked with a shrug.

"I'm scared of dragons..." he admitted.

"She's not a dragon, she's a Fajrulo!" Goldenberry explained.

"Aw, come on, a big boy like you!" Erwan patted his shoulder. "Don't leave me alone with the girls!"

Torik gulped but nodded. Damn his curiosity. He should have stayed away from the woods, the clearing and the strange children.
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2. Our Heroes
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The five children sat on the grass of the river bank, chatting. Since they'd just met, they decided to introduce themselves properly with their name and their race, with some characteristics included. Torik listened, wide-eyed as the blonde girl with pointed ears started the introductions. She had pale skin and baby blues and spoke in a soft voice.

"Hello, my name is Goldenberry and I'm a Genn," she said, pushing a strand of golden hair behind her pointed ear. "We're Ether's people and mainly magic users these days. Once upon a time we had kingdoms, much like the Humans... But they chased us away and we moved underground, invisible to them!"

She looked at the boy next to her, the eldest of the group who had shoulder-length brown hair and water-green eyes. He bowed his head with a lopsided smile.

"Hello, my name is Erwan and I'm a Waiora," he said. "We're Water's people and are normally found in both fresh and saltwater, but we can live on land as well. We can shift shape to dolphins, seals or otters... But our towns are at the bottom of the sea, where Humans can't go."

Then it was the turn of the redhead with freckles and feathered wings the same color as her hair who seemed ready to open her wings and fly off.

"Hello, my name is Winged Ylenia and I'm a Sila," she said shyly. "We're Air's people and live mostly up in the clouds. We eat Clouds' Nectar more than anything else, but we can eat some earthly food. Our nests are on the highest peaks where Humans don't go."

She got closer to the copper dragon crouching next to her, with horns and pointed ears, and a ridge of copper scales as well as small bat-like wings. Her belly was golden and her fangs didn’t look threatening.

"Hello, my name is Copperscales and I'm a Fajrulo," she said. "We're Fire's people and the most powerful of the Magical Races. There's fewer of us, but we can shift shape to look like other races, Magical or not. We love mingling with Humans and passing ourselves off as gods!"

She looked at the boy across from her. The Human boy had brown eyes and dirty-blond hair. He wore a rough linen tunic, breeches and sturdy leather boots. He looked uneasy in such company and he almost stuttered when he spoke.

"Er... I'm Torik. I'm Human. I have no magic. I'm short-lived. I'm a barbarian to the Magical Races. I'm ignorant. I know nothing of gods and goddesses. I’m scared of dragons."

The other kids surrounded him and hugged him. "But we love you anyway!" they chorused.

They were his friends, they’d never let him down. Yes, he might not be a member of the Magical Races like the other four, but...

A tear of joy ran down Torik's cheek. He felt fortunate to have such friends, although he didn't know much about them yet. Surely they could have a lot of fun together!

He wasn't sure what the protocol was, but he thought the girls would like a flower as a gift. He found a red one for Goldenberry, who thanked him with a smile. Winged Ylenia was still a little wary, but she accepted his gift of a pink flower too.

"What about me?" Copperscales asked, disappointed, watching Torik leave.

"He doesn't see you as a girl, Copperscales..." Erwan explained to her.

Copperscales pondered, then turned into a Human girl with two dark braids coiled and tied in a knot or two, held over her ears with a ribbon. She wore a copper-colored peasant girl's gown with a white apron and a crimson corset over a white shirt with short puffy sleeves.

"Better?" she asked.

"Might fool him!" Erwan said, grinning from ear to ear. His new Human friend would probably think the girl was Human.

"Hello, Torik!" Copperscales, in Human form, approached the woodcutter's son who was heading back home. Torik brightened at the sight.

"New girl?" he asked. "What's your name?"

"Co...ralie."

Copperscales cursed herself, but Torik didn't seem to notice her hesitation. He looked around and found an orange flower to offer her.

"Thank you!" she said, delighted. She rushed back to the clearing where Goldenberry and Winged Ylenia still stood with Torik's gifts. "Look, I got one too!"

Meanwhile, Erwan had joined Torik who had stopped at the edge of the forest.

"Don't we have beautiful girls in our group?" Torik was so excited, he almost didn't hear Erwan's comments. "I mean, Goldenberry! A Genn! She's magic!"

"So are the Waiora, man!" Erwan said, rolling his eyes.

"And Winged Ylenia? I mean, she has wings!" Torik continued, oblivious.

"We breathe underwater..." Erwan grumbled, glaring at his new friend.

"And Coralie is a pretty Human, like me!" Torik finished, delighted.

"I wouldn't bet on that!" Erwan commented, but it fell on deaf ears again.
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3. Coralie and Copperscales
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Copperscales sat with her friends, including the new boy, Torik. She liked his mop of dirty-blond hair, so wild and untamable, and she didn't care if his clothes looked gray and dull next to the Magical Races children. She didn't wear any clothes at all, and wasn't ashamed to show her plump dragon body, but she knew Humans had a different sense of decency, hence her Human form had clothes.

"Where's Coralie?" Torik asked, looking around the clearing – anywhere except towards Copperscales.

Her heart sank, but she immediately shifted form, becoming the dark-haired peasant known as Coralie by the time Torik turned back to his other friends.

"Ah, there you are!" he said with a grin.

Copperscales's heart melted. When he looked at her like that, she could really die for him! She scooted closer to him, and he looked happy.

"Where's Copperscales?" Erwan asked, a little sarcastic.

"I don't care!" Torik said. "She scares me!"

"Whiny Human!" Coralie teased.

She watched him ponder, then Torik glared at her.

"Wait, you're Human too, right?" he asked, sweating in fear.

Coralie blushed. "Erm..."

Copperscales lost control of her Human form and resumed her dragon-cub looks. "No."

Torik's hair seemed to stand up on his head as he stared wide-eyed at her, then he ran away. Erwan rolled his eyes and rose, heading after the Human boy.

"We'll help you look less threatening and more girly," Goldenberry said, exchanging a nod with Winged Ylenia. They found ribbons of a royal blue and used them to decorate Copperscales's thick neck and horns.

When the boys came back to the clearing, Copperscales eagerly strutted towards them.

"Hello, Torik, do you find me less scary?" she asked.

Torik ran away again. "Mom!" he screamed, dragging the word out.

Copperscales sighed.

"Don't worry, Copperscales, we'll talk to him!" Goldenberry promised. She was the youngest, but also more determined than Winged Ylenia. Copperscales could hear them as they scolded Torik.

"You're mean! Poor Copperscales!" Goldenberry said.

"She's like us and you treat her like a monster!" Winged Ylenia added.

In spite of very good hearing, Copperscales didn't understand Torik's whiny reply, although she imagined it included the world "dragon" which seemed to be his own  personal bogey man.
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4. So Different!
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The Magical Races children ware napping, mostly curled up against Copperscales who lay in the sunshine on the river bank where Torik had first met them. He was the only one awake, eyes wide open, wondering how his friends could sleep so close to a living, breathing dragon. Yes, Copperscales was small, but she was still a dragon!

Erwan, Goldenberry and Winged Ylenia awoke at last, and the four of them went looking for berries in the forest, leaving Copperscales who preferred basking in the sun. She didn't eat berries anyway. And as they rested in another clearing, in the shade of the trees, Torik asked if they had really napped peacefully in Copperscales's shadow.

Upon hearing his new friends' positive comments about the dragon cub, he said, "How can you? She's so different!"

"You're the odd one among us, Torik..." Erwan replied, rolling his eyes. "You're the only one without magic..."

Torik pouted and went home, a little upset with his new friends.

Meanwhile, the other three had gone back to the river bank and told Copperscales of Torik's fears.

"We must find a way to convince Torik that Copperscales poses no threat," Erwan said. "She's too young to keep Human form for too long."

"How can anyone be scared of such a cute dragon cub?" Goldenberry went to hug Copperscales, as did Erwan. Winged Ylenia almost climbed on the little dragon's back to hug her.

"We love you, Copperscales!"

Copperscales shed a tear of gratitude. She had very good friends, surely they'd find a way to make Torik accept her as she was.

The girls were the first to try and convince Torik that Copperscales was just another child from another race.

"She has pointed ears, like me!" Goldenberry said.

"She has wings, like me!" Winged Ylenia added.

"Bat-like wings," Torik retorted, crossing his arms over his chest and scowling at them. "And fangs! And Claws!"

"Torik, she's a cub!" Erwan snapped, losing his patience. "She's not going to spit fire at you!"

But the Human boy was definitely of the stubborn kind.

"You know what?" Erwan took charge, since he was older. "He's the odd one. We'll stop playing with him."

He grabbed Copperscales' paw and dragged her away. Goldenberry and Winged Ylenia weren't happy either, but they didn't look back.

Torik burst out crying. Which melted only Copperscales's heart. She rushed back and hugged him, scaring him even more.

"Don't cry, Torik, I'll leave..."

Torik screamed and sobbed even louder, so she had to let him go.

"He'll come round," Erwan muttered, trying to console the heartbroken Fajrulo.

Feeling unwelcome, Torik stopped going to the forest whenever he had free time. His mother found him brooding outside their thatched house one afternoon, hugging his knees.

"Torik, dear, go play with the other children," she chided, oblivious to the fact he had found new friends.

Sighing, Torik decided to give his fellow Humans another chance. But Hannibal and Klaus were still bullies and their game just outside of the village walls meant he'd probably get badly hurt, like he had when he was smaller.

He ran back towards the village gate, pursued by the other two boys, and then a plump winged form with smallish bat-like wings landed between him and Hannibal and Klaus. He hid behind Copperscales who stood on her hind legs and stared at the two boys.

"Are you guys trying to hurt my friend Torik?" she asked.

Hannibal and Klaus ran away screaming, much like Torik had done the first time he had seen Copperscales. Full of awe, he hugged the little dragon and saw his new friends emerge from the forest to cheer for him.

"Thank you, Copperscales!" he said, grateful. "You saved me from those mean boys!"

"Yay, he's back with us!" Erwan shouted to the blue sky.

Torik was very happy to be with his magical friends again.
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5. Visiting the Sila
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Having lost his fear of dragons after Copperscales saved him from the bullies, Torik even learned to climb on her back. She was slightly bigger than a horse and strong enough to carry him up into the sky.

"Woot!" Torik screamed in delight. "I'm a dragon rider!"

Winged Ylenia watched as Copperscales swooped up and down. She seemed to have overcome her own fear of Humans and suggested Copperscales carried Torik to her nest, so he could meet the Sila and learn more about them.

Torik had caught a glimpse of his winged friend's parents when he split from his new magical friends, but this time he'd be able to have a good look at Winged Ylenia's family. Holding on to Copperscales's horns, he let the Fajrulo cub take him up the mountains, in caves inaccessible to Humans.

Copperscales landed at the bottom of a wide well, like the mouth of an extinct volcano, and let him off her back.

"Thank you for carrying him, Copperscales!" Winged Ylenia said. She had glided gracefully, showing them the way.

"No problem!" Copperscales grinned and patted Torik's shoulder before taking off again.

Torik watched the copper dragon vanish up into the sky, then looked around. The cave floor was relatively flat, a mix of raw earth and stones with traces of water that drew channels in an amazing design. Along the cave walls, at various heights, he could see big nests and winged people in or around them.

"Welcome to my Nest, Torik," Winged Ylenia said, leading him to a side of the cave, where her family waited.

Torik gaped. Winged Ylenia had taken after her mother, who was a red-head with freckles much like her, and held the hand of a little Sila boy with golden hair and wings, and baby blues. Winged Ylenia's father was brown-skinned, with raven hair and wings, and he had a daughter older than Winged Ylenia with the same physical characteristics.

"You know my parents, meet my half-siblings," Winged Ylenia said.

"Half-siblings?" Torik stared, puzzled, at his winged friend.

"The Sila don't marry, but they mate every ten years," Winged Ylenia explained. "They can't help it. But I'm a Child of Destiny, one and only..."

"So you mom had babies with three different men?" Torik asked, incredulous.

"As did Dad, but they're life-mates and I'm the fruit of their love!" Winged Ylenia beamed. Her siblings watched Torik with interest, especially the little one who was also sucking his thumb. Both wore short pants, short-sleeved shirts and flats.

"I don't get it!" Torik frowned and glared at Winged Ylenia.

"We have extended families," she explained patiently. "Most Sila share birthdates, except the Children of Destiny. That's why we have Dankotago every spring. Except for me and my friends, we're born at other times of the year..."

"So the Sila are born all at the same time?" Torik asked.

"Usually spring, yes."

"I was born in winter..." He pondered

"So was I!" Winged Ylenia pointed to two newcomers. "As were these friends of mine. Meet the other Children of Destiny."

"Hello, I'm Winged Brett." Like Winged Ylenia's father, Winged Brett had dark skin and raven hair and wings. He wore short pants and a long-sleeved shirt.

"Winged Yasmine..." The other Sila girl was blonde and blue-eyed, and had a shirt with puffy sleeves tied above her navel that was on full display. She wore short pants and flats.

Torik was glad to meet them and he asked as many questions as he could. One thing was clear, though. The Sila didn't eat normal food. He'd have to be home for dinner anyway, but he couldn't have a snack while visiting the nest, since the Clouds' Nectar gave Humans belly aches.

"How am I getting home?" he asked, worried, as the day slowly came to end. "Copperscales has gone!"

"I'll carry you, Torik, don't worry..." Winged Ylenia's father took him in his arms.

Torik had time to hear the little winged boy's voice before the adult took off. He didn't understand the language, but Winged Ylenia translated.

"He had never seen a Human before, and he can't speak your language yet. Now he knows what Humans are, and I'll make sure he doesn't fear them too much, since some of them are good."

She winked at him and flew forward, showing her father the way to Torik's village. The sun had set when they reached it, so nobody saw the winged man land and drop Torik close to the still open gates.

Torik thanked them and ran inside the wooden palisade just in time before they closed it for the night. He reached home out of breath and starving, but so happy his mother didn't dare scold him. If only he could tell his family! But for now he kept his new friends to himself.
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6. Underwater
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Torik's village was sandwiched between the forest and the sea, at the mouth of a river. There was the king's castle on a hill on the other shore of the river, overlooking the stretch of land that went from the forest to the beach, and a couple of fishermen's houses on the pebbled beach. No real harbor, since there were too many reefs that made it hard for sailing ships to stop on that stretch of coast.

Being a woodcutter's son, Torik usually preferred heading for the forest, but after flying with Copperscales and Winged Ylenia, he headed for the seaside for a change. It was windy and the air smelled of saltwater. He stopped on the pebbled beach to watch the never ending dance of the waves and saw a dolphin jumping out of the water.

He tried to follow its trajectory, but the dolphin vanished. And then Erwan emerged from the waves and walked to the shore, his white tunic shining under the sun with those rainbow-like reflections that never ceased to amaze Torik.

"Hey, Torik, what are you doing on this side of town?" Erwan asked.

"Winged Ylenia took me to her Nest! I met the Sila!" Torik was still excited at the thought.

Erwan grinned. "Would you like to meet the Waiora?" he suggested.

Torik's enthusiasm vanished.

"Underwater?" he asked, frowning in worry.

"We have merfolk!" Erwan answered.

Torik pondered. He'd love to see a mermaid.

Erwan leaned forward and brushed his lips to Torik's, startling him.

"What the..." he protested, blushing.

"Trust me, come!" Erwan grabbed his hand and dragged him towards the shore.

Torik took off his tunic and boots, and dived after his friend. He wasn't a very good swimmer and took a deep breath before going underwater where indeed there were merfolk – a male and a female – who watched them.

"Torik, stop holding your breath!" Erwan snapped, seeing how he tried to resist the urge to breathe.

When he couldn't hold it anymore, Torik let out a deep sigh and realized no water came into his mouth or lungs.

"How can I breathe underwater? I can even talk!" he said, puzzled.

"Waiora wonders never cease..." Erwan teased.

That was why he had kissed Torik, to allow him to breathe underwater. Torik stared, amazed, at his friend.

"We're very similar to the Sila, you know?" Erwan said. "Every ten years we have a mating swim, unless destiny makes us mate more often."

"So you're like Winged Ylenia, but underwater?" Torik asked.

"More or less, yes! I have half-siblings, and merfolk are sort of cousins!"

And then he showed how he too could shift shape like Copperscales. Torik enjoyed jumping over the waves on Erwan's dolphin back immensely.

"Wow, Erwan, this is so cool!"

"I knew you'd enjoy it!" the dolphin replied in Erwan's voice.

When they rested on the beach, Erwan took otter form.

"I prefer you in dolphin or seal form!" Torik said, caressing the small otter's fur.

"Because I can't carry you like this?" the otter teased.

It was another wonderful day, getting to know another Magical Race. As the sun began to set, Torik dressed and bowed to his water companions.

"Thank you, merfolk!"

"You're welcome, Torik," they answered.

Torik also hugged Erwan.

"I have the most awesome friends!" he said, thinking about Copperscales, Goldenberry and Winged Ylenia. "Thank you, Erwan! See you soon..."
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7. Magical Races
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Torik sat in the clearing with his magical friends. He suddenly noticed something that made him shiver in horror.

"Guys, you were right, I'm the odd one!" he said. "I'm the only one with poop-colored eyes!"

He burst into tears and didn't see Copperscales turn into Coralie.

"No, Torik, you have hazel eyes. With golden specks, even," she said, patting his shoulder.

He stopped crying and paid attention to the seemingly Human girl sitting next to him.

"And I have amber or honey-colored eyes!" she added, which was obvious now that he saw her in Human form.

"Thank you, Coralie... er... Copperscales!" he said, hugging her.

It was time he met also the little Fajrulo's family too.

"I'll take you to my mom," Coralie said. "She's known as Elettra to the townspeople."

Torik had heard about Elettra, some kind of hedge witch who lived in the forest, alone.

When they reached a cave deep in the forest, Coralie vanished and Copperscales led him inside, where there was a tall woman wearing a strange gown.

"Mom, my friend Torik," Copperscales said.

"Hello, Torik," the woman said with a smile.

"You look so... Human! How long can you keep that form?" Torik asked, impressed.

"As long as I want..." The woman chuckled. "Long enough to have babies with Humans. Copperscales has plenty of half-siblings!"

Torik blushed and stammered before he managed to ask, "So that's why you're unmarried?"

"Yes, Fajrulo don't marry." The woman smiled. "They have a mating flight every now and then."

"And where's your dad, Copperscales?" he asked, worried.

"I don't know." Copperscales shrugged. "And we don't care! We don't like our peers, but we love Humans!"

She took him back to the clearing where the others waited. When they split at the end of the day, each child went back to his or her family and other friends.

Winged Ylenia sat with her friends on a cloud they had made solid. The Children of Destiny liked to get away from the rest of the winged crowd.

"How come you spend so much time on the ground with those kids?" Winged Yasmine asked. "Don't you get bored?"

"Not at all!" Winged Ylenia was excited to explain what she had found with her earth-bound friends. "Erwan allowed me to go underwater! I used my wings to swim, it was like flying in water!" She paused to think about the others. "The Genn are our best friends and closest neighbors, Copperscales has wings too... And Torik is so sweet! He's learning to deal with all of us!"

"And you're learning to deal with him," Winged Yasmine teased, but she sounded intrigued.

Elsewhere, Goldenberry sat with two of her friends.

"How can you stand the little uncouth Human? He's so... barbaric!" the boy said.

"He's not!" she protested. "He's uneducated because he doesn't go to school... But he's very bright and open-minded! He was afraid of Copperscales until she saved him from those mean, barbaric boys!"

The other two didn't look convinced, but didn't insist.

Meanwhile Erwan sat on the beach with his half-sister and a mermaid.

"So, you adopted Torik?" she asked. She had long brown curls and water-blue eyes, and wore the same kind of tunic as Erwan.

"Yeah, he's like a silly little brother..." Erwan smiled. "So innocent and wide-eyed, curious about everything..."

"Afraid of the wrong things..." she teased.

"Yeah, well, he's a fast learner!" Erwan replied. "Soon he won't be afraid of anything!"

"I think he's cute!" the mermaid said. Erwan glared at her.

"Don't even think of seducing and drowning him, you hear me?"

Copperscales crouched in her mother's lair, talking aloud to herself.

"Torik is sooo cute! I want to mate with him when I grow up!"

"Honey, when you're old enough to lay eggs, he'll be long dead of old age..."

Copperscales sighed. Her mother knew how to kill her daydreams.
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8. Human Dreams
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Torik watched, a little bored, as Hannibal and Klaus sparred in the village square. Florina and Lorelia were watching too, cheering for one or the other along with the other Human children.

"I'm the hero Bran Silverhand, prepare to die, demon!" Hannibal proclaimed. As the blacksmith's son, he tended to be the one who won every mock battle the boys set up. Klaus was fine with letting him win, but Torik had long ago given up trying to play by Hannibal's rules.

"You look bored..." Florina said, turning to look at him. She was a pretty girl, with long brown hair and blue eyes who seemed to like Torik a lot. "Don't you want to be a hero too?"

"Actually, I'm going to be a wizard..." Torik pondered the options under Florina's stunned stare. With a little help from his magical friends, he could indeed become a powerful wizard!

Forgetting Florina, Hannibal and everybody else, he rushed outside of the village walls and jogged to the clearing in the forest where his new friends met.

"Hi guys, can you teach me some magic?" he asked, excited. "I wanna be a wizard when I grow up, if you could give me tips..."

Copperscales grabbed him and made him sit on one of her thick hind legs.

"Uh... Torik..." She hesitated. "Humans have no magic... or they'd be a Magical Race too..."

"Oh." Torik went to sit in a corner, turning his back on his magical friends. He had no magic. He couldn't be a wizard...

Erwan stared at him, puzzled. "I thought he'd burst out crying!" he said. "How can we help him?"

They surrounded the Human boy, noticing the single tear on his cheek. He hadn't been sobbing as he used to, but he'd been quietly crying in his corner.

"We'll teach you about the Immortals!" Erwan said.

"They'll help you if you ask them!" Goldenberry added.

"Or you could become a dragon rider!" Copperscales suggested, which made Torik brighten.

The possibility of being a dragon rider came up again a few days later when Hannibal walked up to him and said, "When I grow up, I wanna be a dragonslayer!" And almost nose to nose with Torik, he added, "And I'll kill your little friend!"

By now Hannibal knew Copperscales was Torik's friend. And he sounded determined to get rid of her.

Torik decided to stand up for himself, instead of running away from the bully.

"When I grow up, I'll be a dragon rider!" he replied. "And I'll lead my army against people like you!"

Hannibal scowled at him and stormed off.
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9. Genn History Month
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Goldenberry and Torik sat together in the forest, close to the little Genn's invisible home. Torik hadn't met her family yet, but she had decided to explain a few things about the Genn to him.

"So, the Genn are the ones more similar to us," Torik said. "Except for the pointed ears, the magic of Ether and slightly longer lives".

"Well, we also have smaller families..." Goldenberry pondered. "Humans have eight to ten children... The Genn usually stop at three or four. And they all survive infancy!"

Torik nodded, thoughtful, and Goldenberry continued her explanations.

"Until the Moren Empire the Genn had two names," she said. "But then we dropped one also to differentiate us from the Fajrulo, who used another name in Human form. So, for example, Copperscales's mom is known to you as Elettra, but her Fajrulo name is Bluestar."

"Like Coralie Copperscales!" Torik said, brightening.

"Yes, her first Human form is called Coralie!" Goldenberry grinned. "So, when we had Genn kingdoms, we had two names. The last king of Rayheart was Oriano Morningsun. Half-bloods mostly used one name – Belfi, Bran..."

"You mean Bran Silverhand?" Torik asked, puzzled.

"His full name before the maiming was Bran Nightfall," Goldenberry answered. Of course Torik had heard of him as Bran Silverhand, the hero who had helped found the Moren Empire.

"Then there were the ladies of the unicorn," Goldenberry continued. "Maya Moonglow and her daughter Belinda Starlight. They went looking for the Chosen One if the Moren Emperor died without an heir apparent. The Moren Empire was governed by a succession spell!"

Torik looked impressed by her history knowledge.

"So, if we were born last century, for example, you’d have been called what?" he asked.

"Probably Serena Goldenberry or something like that."

"I like it!" He grinned. "But I like Goldenberry too... what should I have called you then?"

"Serena. Goldenberry would be for close relatives. And probably friends too, but I’m not sure!"

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
BARBARA G.

Author of the Otherside series





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





