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Part One: Toraveson

			



	

Chapter 1

			Setting the Stage

			Sky took charge of the flow of magic before anyone could intervene. A flash of blue light surrounded the closely gathered group, and in an instant they were gone, leaving a slightly charred open space in front of the barn. Jason tried to think of anything to stay conscious, but his thoughts scattered before him. As he drifted into the void of unconsciousness, he wondered if this was the end.

			A meteor shot across the night sky and vanished into the heavens. The darkness faded to an unusual gray fog.

			The fog in front of him dissipated. Jason was standing in a canyon. The walls were about sixty centar apart and one-hundred centar high. Looking at his surroundings, he realized he was holding his staff, but the hand that held it was that of his former self, Dewayne. Looking down at himself, he saw Dewayne’s long white hair and beard. Jason felt the weight of his two swords, quiver, and the bow on his back. A sound coming from farther up the canyon alerted him. It sounded like a marching band without the music. Soldiers marching four abreast rounded the bend in the canyon two-hundred centar away. When they noticed him standing there, they stopped!

			Jason watched as a black-robed man pushed his way through the soldiers. The soldiers spread out, forming twelve lines, and drew their swords. The hooded man held his hand out, and his fingers curled back toward his palm. A ball of reddish-orange energy began forming just above his hand. Jason knew what was coming and lowered his staff. With a thought, he sent a bolt of blue energy at the man’s hand. When the two powers met, they exploded, killing the hooded man and the soldiers surrounding him.

			The remaining soldiers began running toward Jason, and as he reached behind himself, he changed back into his Jason persona. The ring of his swords as they slid from their scabbards was the last sound he heard, before everything went black once more.

			[image: ]

			Samorjet left the council chamber and stopped at her apartment. She put what she would need for her journey into a backpack. She donned her dark travel cloak and went to the transportation grounds. Samorjet did not tell the council everything about her quest to find the Book of Sorcery. She was sure she knew where it was—on Orighen. Her primary concern was finding the Sorcerer who had picked up the book on Earth. Geldania would be the continent he would go to. The book had been replaced; however, the council still wanted it back.

			Traveling requires sufficient energy to get you where you were going. Sometimes, you had to hop from world to world to get to the one you were going to, resting for a heclon or two before your next hop. Time was not a factor when you went on quests like the one she was on now. The first dozen times she had traveled were hard on her. She had arrived at her destination unconscious. However, that diminished with each trip she made until she learned the nuances of how to store enough energy before her journey began. Samorjet had been to Orighen before and knew a place she could travel to safely. She fixed the image in her mind; a shroud of blue-white light surrounded her, and she vanished.

			Samorjet arrived at the location she had locked in her mind. She would stay there for a heclon to regain the power she had spent getting there. She would find the one she was looking for and confront him.

			[image: ]

			Binling followed the trail he had followed a thousand times before. He was going to Tay’Ronic from the city of Tay’Ron. Binling spent two or three haclonas every winter in the three major cities. He did not see eye-to-eye with the current High Priests sitting on the thrones of the three cities, not that he had ever agreed with any High Priest since Tay’Ron had fallen to the Geldanian Sorcerer at the end of the Great War.

			Binling looked up at the moon, Menta, the smallest of the three. His gray skin looked silver in its light. Traveling at night was safer for him because of who he was. He was a Southern Sorcerer, and few others traveled at night. He came to a resting place and consumed a cold meal. That is when he felt something he had not felt in thousands of winters: Someone—or something—was coming to the Southern Continent.

			Binling rose and looked to the northeast. He sensed the meteor as it rushed toward him, growing stronger with every helecna. When it entered the atmosphere, it turned a brilliant blue, with a matching tail trailing behind. Binling followed its slowing path southwest. It fell below the horizon, and in a dozen helecna, he saw the dim light of its landing. The feeling was gone. It had to be a large group of people or something huge for him to sense its magical powers at this distance, or he would never have felt it.

			Binling sat down and considered whether it would be in his best interest to search for this new magic or to leave it where it was. He made up his mind to leave it. Depending on the weather and other travelers, his journey to Tay’Ronic would take him three or four heclona.

			[image: ]

			Standing in the southwest tower of the castle in Tay’Ronic, watching the night sky, Zakhar felt a strange tingling. The sensation grew, and then a bolt of blue light appeared, rushing southwest until it vanished below the horizon. A few helecna later, he saw a faint flash of light. He looked at Yegor, his head advisor.

			“Did you see that, Yegor? Did you feel it?”

			“I saw and felt it, My Lord,” Yegor replied.

			“What do you suppose that was?”

			Yegor scrunched his face, thinking, “It could have been magic, My Lord. I have seen many falling stars, My Lord and felt nothing coming from them.”

			“If the star possesses magic, Yegor, it must be found and brought to me. I am, after all, the High Priest of Tay’Ronic.”

			“Interim High Priest, My Lord.”

			“Once that star is in my possession, I will be the supreme High Priest of Toraveson, Yegor. Send Flo’Ron to me in the throne room. I need to have a patrol on the road by sunrise.”

			“Is that necessary, My Lord? Gornag’s patrol did not come back last harvest season. He would be closer to the crash site and is probably already searching for this magic.”

			“Gornag has already tried to kill me once, Yegor. I doubt he will willingly turn the magic over to me. I trust Flo’Ron. Do as I ask, Yegor.”

			“As you wish, My Lord.”

			[image: ]

			Olaf jumped out of bed, grabbed a robe draped over the back of a chair, and ran through the hallway and up the stairs to the top of the southeast tower in the castle in Tay’Ron. His trusted advisor, Anu, was standing beside him, looking toward the south.

			“I do not know what it was, My Lord, but it was a bright blue ball of fire. It may have crashed far to the south—in the mountains, perhaps.”

			“I have felt this before, Anu. When we first came to this world, it felt like this. I felt it again when the Geldanian soldier killed Tay’Ron. With his last breath, Tay’Ron obliterated the six sorcerers and their cat. They vanished right before our eyes. This ball of fire possessed magic, Anu.”

			“We must be the first ones to find it, My Lord. Nagor is down there, somewhere. Perhaps he has felt this magic falling star and is looking for it? Or do you wish to send another patrol to look for it?”

			Olaf considered Anu’s suggestions. “Nagor is an idiot, Anu. This is not the first time he has failed to return home from his patrol. Maybe he enjoys spending time amongst the villagers. Find Tolar. Tell him to take two of the younger sorcerers and twenty soldiers and inform him I have ordered this patrol to only look for the fallen star. Do not gather any recruits or go on a killing spree.”

			“I will see to it immediately, My Lord,” Anu said.

			[image: ]

			Usman walked into the throne room and sat in the gilded chair of the High Priest in Tay’Ronis. He looked at the maps, reports, and battle plans scattered on the table before him. What he felt while on the southwest battlements disturbed him. He had only sensed sorcery that powerful when Tay’Ron had met his end at the hands of that Geldanian soldier during the Great War.

			“Gogol,” he called to the thin, pale sorcerer at the other end of the table. “Find Belden. What we experienced tonight on the battlements was something of great power. That power belongs to Tay’Ronis, the first line of defense against an attack on Toraveson. Tell Belden to take twelve soldiers and an apprentice. He is to go southeast toward the mountains in the province of Tay’Ron. Explain to him the importance of his mission. He will bring whatever magical artifact he finds back here to me.”

			Gogol bowed to Usman, “I will send Belden on his way by sunrise, My Lord.”

			



	

Chapter 2

			Home of the Freeborn

			Riesa and her patrol walked through the sparse forest, looking for the Southern soldiers and their masters. She was tense, knowing what the Southern Sorcerers would do to them if they found her and her soldiers before they found them. A Southern Sorcerer stepped out from behind a tree, forming a ball of fire. She raised her bow and fired just as he released the fireball. She saw her arrow strike the evil one in the chest. As he fell to the ground, Riesa turned to see the fireball strike Winona. There was nothing Riesa could do but watch as Winona burst into flame and was consumed.

			Riesa sat bolt upright in her bed, throwing the covers off and standing up. The nightmares continued to haunt her. That wasn’t what woke her.

			“What is that?” she said aloud. Riesa concentrated on the thing that woke her. It was just a feeling, but it was intense and getting stronger. The curtain to her sleeping quarters muted the light from the other room. She went to the bathing room to freshen up and get dressed in full armor.

			Riesa pushed the curtain aside and went into the living area of her apartment. She pinched two leaves from the alova plant and popped them into her mouth. They dissolved and filled her mouth with a sour-sweet flavor as she chewed them. Riesa grabbed her sword belt from the hook by the door and strapped it around her waist, adjusting it accordingly. She pulled the six braided lengths of her blond hair from under the sword belt and entered the hallway, where two soldiers stood at attention by the entrance to the corridor, a dozen metra away. Riesa walked up, and they saluted and stepped aside, giving her room to pass between them.

			“Something feels off this morning,” she said, looking at the two.

			“It is the middle of the night, General,” Darian said.

			“Did you have another nightmare, Sir?” Tania asked.

			“It was not the nightmare that woke me, Tania,” Riesa replied. “It was something else. I cannot explain right now.” Riesa gave Darian a disapproving look. “Do either of you feel that something may be out of place? Do you sense something—or someone—in the large cavern at the top of the stairs?”

			Tania spoke first. “We did feel something strange, Sir. I felt it first a while ago, and Darian also felt it. Should we rouse the others and prepare for an invasion?”

			Riesa shushed her. “Not right now, Tania. I need a mug of tack to shake off the drowsiness of sleep. Go and find the healers Annabel and Gwyneth. Darian, wake commanders Megan and Caspian and have them meet me in the dining hall.”

			“But your guard, Sir . . . ” Darian began, until he saw the stern look on the General’s face. The two saluted her and left to do her bidding.

			Riesa walked down the hall, wondering, as she often did, about the lights in the center of the arched ceiling, that came on as you approached them. They do not give off smoke as a torch does and go off after you pass . . .  She shook her head at her obsession with the strange lighting in the Freeborn home. She came to the stairs that led to the dining hall. She entered the hall where the usual off-duty workers and soldiers sat with their meals and drinks.

			Riesa walked up to the serving counter that separated the dining hall from the kitchen, picking up a plate with sweet rolls and a mug filled with the dark, bittersweet brew called tack. The tacken plant grew to about five metrae tall and was harvested after it flowered, then hung upside down till it dried. The leaves were steeped in hot water to brew them, and the seeds were planted to ensure they always had future crops.

			A young woman in the kitchen, who was forming dough into loaves, stopped what she was doing and began walking toward her, wiping her hands on her apron. Riesa waved her off, indicating that all she required was the mug of tack and a couple of rolls. She sat at an empty table with her steaming cup and waited for Annabel and Gwyneth to arrive. Annabel arrived first and motioned to Riesa that she would be right there. The healer had probably worked all night. Annabel picked up a mug and a jug of wine and sat facing Riesa.

			“Gwyneth will be along shortly; she was in the middle of delivering Viola’s baby. Nightmares again . . . or do you feel something has come for a visit? Both Gwyneth and I have felt it, too. I am sure that all the healers have felt the same.”

			“Yes, Annabel, the nightmares continue. That is not what woke me this night, my friend. I am not a healer, Annabel, so why do I feel it?”

			“That is simple, Riesa. When you came here so many years ago, I was told that your mother was a healer before a Sorcerer took her life. You forget you served with us as a healer until you decided to join the army. You may be the General now, but when you came here, you were a healer, Riesa. That is why you feel it, too.”

			Riesa didn’t want to admit it, but Annabel was right.

			“Whatever it is, it is above us now. I would guess it is in the large cavern at the top of the spiral stairs. We are going to have to go up there to look around. I have felt this kind of feeling before, Annabel, out on patrol. This reminds me of our enemy. Sorcerers feel a lot like this when they are close by.”

			Gwyneth walked into the dining hall with Tania, and they went to the serving area and picked up mugs. As she sat beside Annabel, Gwenyth said, “We have another male child born to us today, and it appears we also have something—or someone—upstairs?” She looked at Riesa and Annabel. Just then, Darian approached with commanders Caspian and Megan. They came to the table where Riesa, Annabel, Tania, and Gwyneth sat.

			“Caspian, Megan, gather a dozen soldiers each, make sure they have a decent meal, supplies, and travel rations, and bring them to the bottom of the spiral stairway leading to the cavern.”

			Gwyneth looked at Riesa. “General, may I make a suggestion?” Riesa nodded. “We can sense whatever it is that is up there. Perhaps the soldiers you chose should be able to do so as well? We don’t know what we will be walking into when we get up there. It might be as big as a kolten, as small as a nit, or maybe a dragon. The cavern is large, and we may split into small groups to find whatever is up there.”

			Riesa thought about that and came to the same conclusion. “All right. Tania, go with Megan—you know what we feel—find both men and women who have felt the same anomaly. Caspian, do you feel anything upstairs?” Caspian said he felt the intrusion as well. “Ask your recruits if they felt anything over the past couple of heclanas. I want everyone in full armor and fully armed; consider this a military exercise or a possible threat to our home. Too many of us feel whatever it is for it to be nothing.” Megan, Tania, Darian, and Caspian saluted the General and went their separate ways.

			“I will go and find four more healers that can be spared to come along, if that is all right with you, Annabel?” Gwyneth asked, waiting for Annabel’s reply.

			“Go, Gwyneth, and make sure the newborn is cared for. Should we take a walk, General? Maybe we can better understand what is up there. I did send one of your guards to the stairwell to keep an eye on things, just in case.”

			The three of them left the dining hall together. Gwyneth turned right to check on the newborn and found four more healers to join them. She told them she would meet them at the stairs when she had the others. Riesa and Annabel continued toward the stairs, looking at the lighting. She still needed clarification about how the lights worked. They seemed to be a part of the wall, and if nothing moved in the corridor, they would go out until someone entered the hallway again. Only some of the lights worked as they should. Some hallways were not working at all and others were intermittent. The hagen-oil torches they used in hallways that did not have lights had a pleasant, floral scent. Her ruminations were cut short when Annabel asked if she was all right.

			“I am fine, Annabel. Just lost in thought, is all.”

			“You’re fussing about the lighting again, are you not?”

			“You know me too well, my friend. I will solve that mystery one day.”

			“Perhaps you will, but I have my doubts.”

			They both laughed at the jest as they reached the shaft that housed the stairs. The guard Annabel had sent to watch, Siobhan, saluted the General.

			“Nothing seems to be moving up there, Sir. It may be my imagination, but whatever it is, it seems to have moved around a bit, but it has settled down in one place. I see no lights up there, but I have only been here for a short time,” she said, standing at attention.

			“Stand easy, Corporal,” Riesa said.

			“The others should be here soon, so we will wait for them before deciding what’s next.”

			Riesa turned at the sound of footsteps. Gwyneth and four healers came around the bend in the hallway. They all had backpacks; Gwyneth had two, one she handed to Annabel.

			“The others are not far behind us. They were getting food supplies when we left the dining hall,” Gwyneth said with a cheerful smile.

			Tania came around the bend a few helcna later with the others right behind her. Megan lined her twelve soldiers along the left side of the hall, and Caspian lined his on the right. Riesa looked them over.

			“Since I arrived here, we have not noticed any movement of whatever is up there. Corporal Siobhan said that whatever is up there seemed to move around a while ago, so we can assume it is alive. It has already been over twelve heclana since we first felt this anomaly. Prepare yourselves; we are going up now. Keep your shields at the ready. I do not want to lose anyone this morning.”

			As she finished talking, something brushed past her. Riesa was slightly startled and looked around, trying to see what was there. She frowned, wondering if she had felt anything.

			Annabel looked at her. “Is everything all right, General?”

			Riesa nodded. “I just thought I felt something rub against me, but I am sure it was only my imagination. I am all right. Once we start walking up those stairs, we must be prepared for whatever we might find.”

			[image: ]

			Willow walked up a few stairs, stopped, and turned her head to look at the soldiers and healers standing there. She was invisible—just one of many traits of the Furl Cat community—which is why Riesa didn’t see her.

			They are afraid of what might be up there. They don’t realize the powers they possess, Willow thought. The Sorcerers who still follow Tay’Ron’s ideals don’t know how to fly through the sky. Whatever is up there did not come from this world, I fear. I will see what magic has come to our world, and perhaps I will find out where it came from.

			The large cat continued up the stairs, leaving the shaken General behind.

			



	

Chapter 3

			A New World

			Jason could hear a voice far off in the distance, fading in and out like a radio station that wasn’t quite tuned in. The words were garbled and hard to understand. He concentrated on what was being said. It kept repeating the same garbled sounds. Then, suddenly…

			<Father, you must wake up—we are here—I am home. All of us are here. Wake up!>

			Jason didn’t know how long he struggled to shake off his foggy state. When he finally opened his eyes, a bright light almost blinded him. He tried to shield his eyes but could not get his arms to work. Something came between him and the light. Jason opened his eyes only to see one of Sky’s eyes looking back at him.

			<You must eat something. It will help you recover.> Sky lifted Jason enough to remove his backpack and place it on his chest, taking off his sword belts as well. <I have given all of you a bit of my energy to enhance yours. I will give you a bit more. You must be able to help the others wake up, Father.>

			Jason felt a small surge of energy run through his body. “Why are you so chipper, Sky? Why are you not affected by the journey like we are?”

			<My magic, size, and strength, Father. I was the most capable one to bring us here. I knew I could withstand the rigorous journey better than you humans could. You have only been unconscious for a while, maybe two hours. It would be best if you ate now, and I must eat as well if I am going to survive. I will bring meat back if I can find any.> With that said, she lifted her head and launched into the air.

			Jason’s voice was weak, so his rebuke went unheard or ignored. After trying several times, he finally managed to get some travel wafers out of his backpack and into his mouth. He chewed the sweet biscuits slowly, finishing the first packet.

			As he placed his left hand on the warm stone floor, he felt his staff press into his palm. Even with the help of the sturdy staff, he struggled to keep his feet under him. Once he overcame that hurdle, he let the energy-packed wafers digest fully to restore some of his energy. He took his backpack and slowly walked to what looked like a stone counter. It stood about four feet high and was at least three feet wide.

			Jason set his pack down and opened another package of banana-leaf-wrapped wafers. As he ate the soft biscuits, he looked around. The light limited his view of the cavern, but he saw openings measuring forty feet wide and thirty feet high—large enough for a dragon’s lair. From his dreams, he knew dragons were enormous, much bigger than Sky was. He assumed a ledge jutting out from the cave was a landing pad. I will investigate this further when I regain my strength, he thought.

			Jason’s memory was still clouded, but he remembered a stone wall from the vision Jacky and Tara had shown them back on Earth. This must be the same one, standing at least a hundred feet from the cavern wall. Between the two walls was a pile of stones he could use to make what he needed for the next step. He ate his wafers and used magic to lift fifteen stones onto the countertop, creating platters, plates, bowls, knives, and pronged spoons. He made mugs and jugs as well. Once he finished that, he made the food, starting with a roast of beef, sliced potatoes, vegetables, coleslaw, bread, and gravy and filled the jugs with wine. He had to eat food that was more substantial than just travel rations.

			Jason filled a plate and as he ate, looked around at the cavern, but he could not see very far with the limited light he had. What he could see was an arched corridor he assumed led outside because there was a faint light reflected on the smooth wall. Once he finished eating, he put a protective cover over the food and then went to wake the others.

			Jason lifted Jacky into a sitting position and removed her backpack and swords. He talked to her, her head resting on his chest, his arm around her waist, telling her it was time to wake up. He took a banana-leaf-wrapped packet of wafers from her backpack. Jacky slowly came around, and Jason gave her one of the restorative wafers. Once she could stand on her own, he walked her to where the food was waiting. Jason went to Brian’s side as he was waking up.

			Once she had recuperated enough to help, Jacky went to her sister, Tara. Brian recovered quickly, and when he was able, went to help Louise. Jason moved on to Samantha while Jacky helped Tara, working their way around their circle of friends. It was two hours before they were all up and enjoying a solid meal. As they ate, they looked around their surroundings.

			“This is the picture we had in our thoughts when we left Earth,” John said. “Jacky, tell us more about Orighen. We were focused on Geldania and the Dragon Home. We know nothing about the rest of your world.”

			“Orighen has four continents: Geldania, Eldor, Toraveson, and Fairalan. A string of islands runs north of Toraveson to the south of Geldania, the Snake Islands. To the northwest is an island called Cubeara, and Fairalan is to the northeast. I have never been to the land of the elves, nor have I been to the island of Cubeara. The rest is all oceans as far as we know.”

			Just then, Sky told them she was coming back with meat. When she flew into the cavern, she carried what looked like the rear quarter of an unknown animal in the claws of her hind legs. It was twice the size of anything they had back on Earth. Tara told them it looked like the hind leg of a kolten, a grazing animal found on every continent on Orighen.

			<I need to rest for a while> Sky told them. <It took longer than I anticipated to find food. It is dark and cold outside. If I am going to find anything else, it will have to wait until sunrise. Do not wake me if you do not have to.> With that said, she walked over to the waist-high wall, ten feet beyond where they sat, lay down, and promptly went to sleep. Jason looked at Sky, considering what she had said, shook his head, and returned to eating. As Jacky and Tara ate, they looked around.

			“Is this the place you remember, ladies?” Jason asked Jacky.

			“It certainly looks like we are where we should be,” she replied.

			“We left our home to come here; we left our world to come to Orighen. Are we just going to sit here doing nothing or are we going to explore our new home? You are still the Queen of Geldania, Jacky. Shouldn’t you let your people know you are alive?”

			“First, we need to take care of the meat Sky brought us; we do not want it to spoil. Who’s going to help me?” Bobby Joe said as she got up, placed her dishes on the countertop wall, and took one of her knives out. Brian and Pia followed her to the carcass.

			Jacky looked at Bobby Joe. “You are right of course. However, we do not want to get too far ahead of ourselves. Finish the meat, and we will decide what comes next. Susan, Samantha, Amanda, and Adam: There is a corridor that leads to the stairs that go below. Lights come on when one moves through the corridors here. The way to the stairs has those lights. If they are seen from below, they might give our presence away, and I do not think we should take any chances until we know more about our surroundings. We are Sorcerers; we can pass by the lights undetected when we are invisible. I suggest the four of you check things out at the stairs and be careful. Tara and I were sent to your world by Southern Sorcerers. We do not know if they are in control here in Geldania or not.”

			Jason took Jacky’s hand. “The rest of you should look around and see if any surprises can be found. We will meet back here in an hour.”

			Jason walked with Jacky toward the far end of the cavern. There were two entrances that the dragons used to enter or exit the cavern. The one Sky had used was closest to where they’d woken up: the corridor across from the stairs. They walked in silence for a bit before Jacky spoke.

			“We knew there were other worlds out there but didn’t know they had life on them. Being sent to your world has changed my mind about that theory. You said the book you found did not come from Earth or Orighen, so there are probably many more inhabited worlds that we know nothing about. I suppose that there may be more worlds that have dragons as well. Maybe all dragons have the same structural blueprint for their homes. We might be in another world with dragons.”

			“You’re getting way ahead of yourself. Let’s not jump to conclusions. We need to look at where we are first. You have looked outside from the Dragon Home in Geldania, I presume? You will know if we are where we are supposed to be, right?”

			Jacky only nodded in agreement, the possibility that they may not be on Orighen still on her mind. The sun was coming up, its light streaming in and leading the way to the end of the corridor. Their path jutted out of the passage, past the mountain wall, and Jacky stood just back from the edge. Her face turned white, and if Jason hadn’t grabbed her, she might have fallen over the edge. With her head against Jason’s chest, in a soft voice, she said, “We are not in the mountains in eastern Geldania.”

			“Are you sure, Jacky?”

			In a voice just barely over a whisper, she said, “The Dragon Home in Geldania has only one mountain range.” She pointed to another range in the distance. “Those mountains tell me we are not where we should be. There are mounds of snow covering shaded areas. Geldania is warm all year round, and snow never reaches the tree line there. I don’t know where we are, but with the position of the sun and the moon on the horizon, we are far to the south of where we should be. I recognize that moon. It is called Lipsius, the second largest of three moons. It appears we are on the Southern Continent, Jason . . . the one place on Orighen we do not want to be! I am afraid we are in more trouble than we expected. How did this happen, Jason?”

			Jason looked at the forest in the valley between them and the other mountains. The sheltered areas did have clumps of snow.

			“We should return. The others will be getting worried.” Jason said.

			They walked back to the wall where they had awakened earlier. Most of the others were eating again, trying to rebuild the energy lost from their journey.

			Tara looked at Jacky. “We are not in Geldania, are we?”

			“No, Tara, we are not, and I fear that we may be in the one place we certainly do not want to be . . . Toraveson, the Southern Continent.”

			Adam and Amanda ran into the cavern from the stairs.

			“There are people with the gift below us, at the bottom of the stairs,” Amanda said.

			“How many people?” Jacky asked.

			“There are only three right now. Susan and Samantha are keeping watch.” Amanda looked at Jacky.

			[image: ]

			Willow reached the top of the stairs, stopping when she sensed two beings watching the General and her company as they ascended the spiral stairs. They possess magic, she thought as she hugged the opposite wall and continued into the hallway leading to the cavern. A faint light shimmered ahead of her as she approached. A dozen more humans sat in a circle, talking in low voices. Willow realized they all possessed magic. She immediately blocked them from sensing her presence, looking for someplace she could watch what she knew was coming. She leaped up to the ledge of a dragon’s lair, lay down, and made herself comfortable.

			[image: ]

			Susan and Samantha walked up to the circle of friends sitting by the low wall.

			“More have arrived, and they have started climbing the stairs,” Samantha said. “There are at least thirty of them, and you may not believe this, but they appear to be primarily women, and it looks like they all possess the gift. It is clear they know something is up here. Maybe they could sense our arrival like Midnight sensed Jacky and Tara’s arrival on Vancouver Island from the Sanctuary. The question is, what do we do when they come in here?” Samantha continued, “There is something else. Something with magic went past us at the top of the stairs. We did not see anything, but we both sensed it. Whatever it was, it was coming here.”

			Adam cleared his throat. “Amanda and I felt it as well—it only lasted for a couple of seconds, then it was gone.”

			“We cannot concern ourselves with something that may or may not be there. Let those on the stairs come. We must be prepared for the worst and hope for the best. You say the evil Sorcerers from the south are all men, so we may not be in trouble yet. If our guests are mostly women, then we can assume they might be friendly to us. We have skills, and we can use our own magic to our advantage. Let us be prepared for their arrival,” Jason advised.

			They made a half circle with Jacky and Jason in the middle.

			“Do not draw your weapons unless they initiate a conflict,” Jacky advised them.

			[image: ]

			Willow listened to them talking. She could not understand what they were saying. They spoke in a language she had never heard before. She rested her chin on her forepaws and waited for the General to arrive.

			



	

Chapter 4

			A Wrong Turn

			“We have company coming,” Jacky said. “With the information we have thus far, the majority are women. Regardless, I would assume they are soldiers and will not react kindly to finding a group of strangers in their home. We all know the language of Orighen, and I suggest we start using it,” she advised. “When they arrive, I believe it is in our best interest if I take the lead, considering that I have the most experience with diplomacy. Are you all okay with that?”

			No one disputed her claim.

			[image: ]

			Riesa looked up the long, dark expanse of stairs. Each step was five metrae wide with eight centra between steps and a four-metra-high rail on the outside edge. The handrail and stairs were part of the stone wall, and the railing was supported with a vertical post every five levels.

			“We will keep our eyes open as we ascend. Be prepared for everything. Are there any questions before we begin?” She looked at her small company. No one made any comment.

			Riesa began ascending with Caspian at her side. Annabel and Megan followed, and Gwyneth and Tania were right behind them. Several of the soldiers had their bows strung and an arrow nocked, ready if a conflict arose. As they climbed, lights came on. When they reached the top, another set illuminated the corridor into the cavern.

			Riesa drew her sword as she entered the hallway. The others followed close behind. As they approached the cavern, Riesa saw lights. It did not dawn on her that none of her people had entered the cavern to trigger the lights. The plan was to fan out as they entered so they would be in formation to attack if necessary. They were not expecting what awaited them. Riesa, Caspian, Annabel, Megan, and Gwyneth turned the corner and came face to face with Jacky, Jason, Tara, and the others.

			Jacky spoke, her hands raised, showing she held no weapon. “We come in peace! Please lower your weapons.”

			Riesa stopped dead in her tracks. “This is our home, and you do not belong here! We will not lower our weapons until you tell us who you are and how you came to be up here.”

			“I am Jacky; these are my friends. We come from another world called Earth, and we mean you no harm. Please listen to our story before you make any rash decisions. We will see that you are fed a decent meal. Do we have a truce or not?”

			Riesa looked at Jacky and then turned to Annabel. In a whisper, she asked Annabel, “She speaks our language, Annabel; what do we do here? What are your senses saying to you?”

			“I think we should allow them to explain themselves to our satisfaction. I do not feel any malice from her.”

			Riesa nodded in agreement. “All right, we will listen to what you have to say. If you show any acts of aggression, we will retaliate, and we have you outnumbered two to one.”

			Jacky smiled at her. “As I have already stated, we come in peace. None of us have our weapons drawn, whereas all of you do. Perhaps we can start with that.”

			Annabel turned and told the soldiers to put down their weapons. Only a few complied until Riesa said: “Put your weapons down. Now.”

			Swords were slid into sheaths, and arrows were returned in their quivers. Bows remained strung until the situation was settled.

			“That is much better. Now come, all of you, have something to eat. There is wine or juice made with fruit from our world.” Jacky and Tara each took a dish, a knife, and a fork that doubled as a spoon and picked up a mug. They began filling their plates and encouraged Riesa and Annabel to follow suit. When everyone had a plate, they sat in small groups, and those from Earth conversed with those from the Southern Continent.

			Jacky began by telling Riesa and Annabel they were from another world. “We are Sorcerers from a planet called Earth. When one of our people found a book on sorcery, it mentioned a world called Orighen. We do not know where the book came from. It took us a while before we discovered how to travel between worlds. When we did discover the secret of traveling, it brought us here, and here we are. However, we must have made a wrong turn between Earth and here because we were supposed to be in Geldania.”

			Tara’s face soured at her sister’s honesty, and she appeared to choke on her food to cover up her minor indiscretion. She was not happy about being on the Southern Continent at all.

			Riesa frowned. “You are a very long way from Geldania. You are in the mountains of the Southern Continent, in the far southernmost part. We are the Freeborn and fight against the tyrant Sorcerers who worshipped the evil Sorcerer Tay’Ron when he was alive. That is who we thought you were when we first felt you arrive. There are men among you, and from what you say, they are Sorcerers too—is this true?”

			Jacky smiled and continued with her story. “Yes, they are Sorcerers. We also have a dragon whose egg we believe came from this world but was hatched on ours. She is resting now—the journey took much of our energy, including Sky’s. She is as much a part of our family as I am.”

			Annabel looked at Jacky with a scowl on her face. “Dragons are our enemies, here in the south. They burn towns and villages. They eat the people, men, women, and children. Dragons are as evil as their masters.”

			Jason spoke up at Annabel’s fierce tone. “Sky was born on our world. She does not burn villages; as you can see, she does not eat people. She tells us dragons and humans have always lived together in harmony. There must be more to this than you have suggested.”

			Jacky held her hand up. “Let’s not argue so soon after our first meeting. We can discuss Sky once we establish our friendship. In answer to your question: How did we get here? We used our powers of sorcery.”

			Riesa looked at her. “You keep talking about sorcery. Can you prove this?”

			Jacky smiled at the tall, blond-haired woman. “We have already proven that. Where do you think all this food came from? Do you think we brought it with us?” Jacky reached her hand out, palm side up. An object began forming above the palm of her hand, quickly turning into a delicate mug. She offered it to the General. Riesa’s eyes were wide open. She tentatively reached out and took the goblet of gold from Jacky’s hand. As Riesa looked at the mug, it began filling with wine. She almost dropped it, spilling some of the wine.

			“Is that proof enough for you, General? We created all of this out of necessity. When we arrived here, we were very weak and needed sustenance. You must understand that as a healer, Annabel. Do you not have to eat to refuel your energy?” Annabel and Riesa looked at Jacky and then at each other.

			“We are human. We need to eat like anyone else to stay alive. I do not understand what you are trying to say, Jacky from Earth?” Annabel said.

			Jacky frowned. Annabel was indeed confused. They didn’t seem to realize they had the gift of sorcery. How could that be? she wondered. Everyone in Riesa’s company appeared to have the gift of sorcery within themselves, but they were unaware of that fact. How was that even possible? She would wait a while and try to get them to admit they knew they were Sorcerers.

			“We are new here. Maybe you can tell us about your world?”

			Riesa looked around at the newcomers. “I will give you some of our histories. Thousands of years ago, an evil Sorcerer named Tay’Ron invaded the Southern Continent and slaughtered the royal family. He was not from Toraveson. Perhaps he was from Geldania.

			“His method of governing the people was cruel and unforgiving. Stories are told that Tay’Ron’s underlings and the soldiers they commanded would wipe out entire villages if they refused to obey established rules. One of those rules was that any woman claiming to be a healer would be killed on site. They called them evil witches who would corrupt the minds of those who followed him.” Riesa took a long drink from her delicate mug of wine.

			Annabel took the story up. “Unfortunately, that rule still exists today. We are not sure when this sanctuary was founded, but it was discovered by healers fleeing the tyrant Tay’Ron’s death squads. The stories say those healers began spreading the word that there was a place, a safe refuge in the deep South. There was no mention of the mountains, only that you should go south if you feared for your life and needed sanctuary. They were told to ask others where the secure haven could be found.

			“When Tay’Ron was killed, his underlings took up his cause, but they have never been able to find this place. When our companies go out, they seldom encounter the soldiers and Sorcerers from the northern cities, but when they do, our soldiers always flee in a direction that leads them away from the mountains. Riesa and her soldiers try to protect those who live closer to us, but the Sorcerers have magic to fight with, and we do not.

			“They kill our people indiscriminately, and we have only our bows, arrows, and swords to fight them. They have balls of fire that burn you to death and lightning bolts that turn you to ashes. We can handle their soldiers, but how do you fight someone who has magic on their side?”

			Riesa shook her head, a look of despair on her face. “These Sorcerers take all the young men and older boys for their army. They kill anyone who claims to be the town or village healer. They kill anyone who stands up to them. The dragons burn the houses; this I know for a fact. When I was a child, we were told the soldiers were coming. My mother hid me in our root cellar; I stayed there till late at night.

			“When I came out, our village was burned. Only skeletons remained where the houses had been. There were no bodies. No one was left but me. I gathered some clothes, blankets, food, and weapons. When the sun rose, I traveled south, hoping to find the place the elders spoke of, sitting around the evening fire. On the third day, I encountered a family going in the same direction.

			“They let me join them, and when we got close to where we were told to go, we were stopped by soldiers. They called themselves Freeborn soldiers and brought us here. When I told my story, I was informed that the dragons probably ate the villagers after they burned the buildings down. So, you can understand why we fear dragons.”

			Jason didn’t know what to say to Riesa’s account of what had happened to her family and the village she grew up in. Maybe these southern dragons did not live by the same rules as Sky and her dragon forebears. Something was missing from Riesa’s story. Jason believed Sky. He had no reason not to believe her. The narrative Riesa gave contradicted that. He needed more information.

			They all had the gift of sorcery, but both Riesa and Annabel talked as if they did not, or maybe they did not know they possessed the gift of sorcery. Telepathically, he asked Susan and Samantha if they were sure about their being gifted.

			<They are all Sorcerers, Jason, that’s thirty people here. If that is any indication of the possible numbers, then it stands to reason that there are many more below.> Sam assured him.

			Jason furrowed his brow and looked at Jacky. She said, “I reassure you that Sky is not a danger to you or your people, General Riesa. You will get your chance to talk with her when she wakes. Without Sky, we might not be as strong as we are now. It was her vast amount of energy that helped us get here.”

			Riesa frowned at Jacky’s words. “Your dragon can talk?”

			Jacky concealed her urge to laugh at the General’s comment. “Of course, she can, but she talks to you in your mind. Sky uses telepathy to converse silently. Any of our people will gladly teach you and your people how to speak in this manner, General Riesa, so that you can also communicate with Sky. You do not have to possess magic to speak in this manner.”

			Annabel butted in. “Dragons have flown over here numerous times but never talk to us. Does that not mean they are evil?”

			“Perhaps they do not speak to you because they do not know you are here or because you do not speak to them. Dragons are intelligent creatures, so you can be sure that Sky knows you are here. If they have not told their masters that you are here, you may have the wrong impression of dragons. However, that is only speculation on my part. Right now, there are other things we need to talk about,” Jason said.

			[image: ]

			Willow listened to the conversation.

			These newcomers have abilities I need to familiarize myself with. That may be a good thing. What is it that draws me to them? I sense a strong Furl Cat presence here, other than myself. I will stay where I am. I will watch and learn.

			



	

Chapter 5

			Reborn

			Jacky continued her conversation: “We have been studying you and your people, Riesa. You and Annabel act like you are unaware of your abilities. I am only guessing, but I believe that this Tay’Ron labeled healers as witches because he knew they were Sorcerers, and he had a problem with gifted women. Therefore, he had to eliminate them to prevent them from becoming too powerful.”

			Riesa looked at Jacky and then looked at the others from Earth. “I do not understand what you are saying. Do you think that Annabel and the other healers are Sorcerers like you? I assume they would know if they had that kind of power?”

			Jacky looked at her. “What I am saying, General Riesa, is that all your companions have the gift, including you. When a child who possesses the gift of sorcery is born, they are taught how to awaken that gift once they reach two winters old. Throughout their life, they learn how to use it. I am guessing that you and your people do not realize you are Sorcerers because no one was there to explain or show it to you. Perhaps those who knew decided it was better that way.

			“Annabel, do you heal your people by giving them herbal concoctions and other ingredients? Do you sense injuries and ailments and will these afflictions to heal? Do the concoctions help them heal, or are you willing them to heal? I assume that you probably use both. Sorcery is faster and more efficient if you know how to use it. The important part here is that you need to choose whether you will use the powers you already have. You can do more with the knowledge we can give you.”

			Annabel and Riesa both shook their heads. Annabel said in a gruff voice, “You must be mistaken. Why would we not be told about this?”

			Jacky looked at both women. “Again, I can only guess, but that knowledge was probably lost or died with those who possessed it. Or they chose not to share what they knew in order to save lives. Why would I lie to you? I gain nothing by doing so. I would be doing more harm than good that way, especially when we are trying to earn your trust.

			“We can awaken this gift in you and teach you how to use it properly. Take some time to talk to your people; if you decide to awaken your gift, we will help you. If not, there is no harm. You have what you need to fight your enemy as equals, and with us sharing our knowledge, you might be able to defeat them.”

			Riesa leaned over to talk to Annabel. Annabel got up with her mug of wine in hand. “We will talk with the others. I am sure we can agree, one way or the other.” Riesa and Annabel walked through those sitting, gathered their people together, and walked toward the hallway to the stairs, where they sat in a circle in front of the short wall.

			Jason spoke to his extended family telepathically: <Give them their privacy. Jacky has done all she can do for now. We can ensure enough food and drink are ready when they finish their debate. We may be busy helping them be reborn into who they were born to be.>

			Jacky looked at the General and her companions. She recalled a story she had read when she was a child: A healer in a small village in northern Geldania lived for three hundred winters before she found out she had the gift of sorcery. She did not understand why she outlived her loved ones and friends. One day, a woman came to the village and spent many heclona. The woman was a Sorcerer and hearing the old healer’s story from the man who owned the tavern, she decided to visit her. After talking with the old healer, the Sorcerer realized she did not know the powers she possessed. The Sorcerer stayed with the healer and helped her understand why she lived when others died. This is what has happened here—there was no one to show them they had the gift, no one to show them the way, Jacky thought.

			Riesa and Annabel told the others what Jacky had told them about having the ability to use magic against their enemy. Riesa said she had her doubts, but Annabel interrupted her.

			“Jacky said nothing to give me a reason to doubt her, Riesa! She said we have this gift of sorcery, and we can use that to our advantage. We know what our enemy can do with magic, and if we can do the same—or better—we will finally stand a chance to defeat them. Put your mistrust of these newcomers aside, Riesa. I believe they can help us.”

			Gwyneth spoke. “I heard what Jacky said, and she has no reason to mislead us. As she said, lying would cause more harm than good. I will allow her to awaken this gift in me, and we can see if she speaks the truth. We could sit here for days arguing about this, as you know we have in the past. I am tired of all the debate that goes on in our community. We always decide to do what we should have done in the first place. This might be our chance to change things for our people. I will go to her and get this started. Do not try to stop me.” That said, Gwyneth got up and walked back to where Jacky sat, whispering with the others.

			Riesa, Annabel, and the others watched her go. Jacky observed Gwyneth as she came over to them. “We could discuss this for days, Jacky from Earth. I, for one, am ready now. Let’s do this before I lose my courage.”

			Jacky looked at Jason. Jason stood up and asked Samantha to join him.

			“I am Jason, Gwyneth, and this is Samantha. She will be the one to wake your gift. I cannot tell you how you will react because you have had the gift all your life. We will be with you the whole time, right here, by your side. Come and eat what you can because this process will consume much of your energy.”

			Gwyneth consumed as much as she could while Samantha made a mattress of air for her to lie down on.

			“I am going to awaken your gift. There is no pain, but you will be disoriented before the gift opens and fills your body and mind. You, yourself, will remain the same person you are now. Sorcery will only enhance that. We have healers who can show you how they treat the ill or injured. You will have more control of your body and mind, and everything you do in your day-to-day living. Are you ready, Gwyneth?”

			“I am ready. Please, call me Gwyn.”

			Riesa, Annabel, and the other Freeborn came closer to watch as Samantha took Gwyneth’s hand and had her lay on a bed of air for comfort. Gwyneth closed her eyes, and her body relaxed. Samantha continued to hold her hand to give her the feeling of security. Marie and Frank stood close by in case they were needed, though the only experience they had with awakening the gift was their own transformation. The twelve others from Earth also watched, wondering how this would play out.

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			



	OEBPS/image/Tellwell_Black.png
teII_we_II%





cover.jpeg
-

&

~ SORCERERS

q ‘.{.‘r,’!':'!
‘o

i R’["C'HAR,,D:B.V e





OEBPS/image/9781834181523-BB.png
SORCERERS
REBORN






OEBPS/image/1.png





OEBPS/image/map1.1.jpg





OEBPS/image/3.png





