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When Lacey had arrived to study at Borealis University, she had already known that she wanted to study Earth. After all, her family had been farmers for generations. It only made sense for her to continue her family’s legacy, and learn advanced skills to make her father proud. 

How she had ended up becoming assigned to be the study partner to the only landwalking mermaid student in this year’s new class was anybody’s guess. Surely if left to her own devices, the mermaid would have picked an Earth student who had more knowledge of the sea than Lacey, who came from a landlocked farm and had only been to the beach growing up on a couple of holidays. 

Lacey sat near Leora the landwalking mermaid in a quiet forest glade not far from the University’s wall. The temperature was warm enough to be in the awkward stage where cloaks and scarves were not a necessity, but some students still chose to wear one or the other of them. 

Other pairs of students from their class were located throughout the forest—Lacey could see the red hair of one of her fellow classmates as he bent over the earth in the distance, and the dull gray tunics and cloaks clothing her classmates, who were spread not too far away as they focused on completing their assignment. 

Birdsong scattered overhead with rippling calls and trills. A cloud of silent tiny bugs flitted by. 

Lacey was seated on a long flat rock, her tan-colored boots solidly planted in dirt which was covered by pine needles. She’d nestled one hand against the dirt, and with the other softly rubbing her finger and thumb against the gritty feel of a clump of pine needles, idly pushing them against each other, straining the little point at the top which held them together. It seemed as if they might burst apart from the friction of Lacey’s twisting, but yet somehow their connection held firm. 

The afternoon air wafted with the earthy scents of decomposing deciduous leaves, and pine, and a hint of dirt on the wind. The leaves in the trees around them rustled softly enough to have an air about them that made Lacey feel as if the very forest was listening. 

Which it might very well be.

After all, it wasn’t every day that the forest got to watch a multi-generational farm girl try to tutor a mermaid on how to talk to the dirt. 

“Are you sure that you aren’t pulling my tail?” Leora said, her eyes huge and her face looking more pale than Lacey had remembered it being. Leora was holding a scroll bearing a message that they had been assigned to transmit to their teacher through the earth. It was gripped softly in her long fingers, but she seemed rigid, and didn’t appear poised to unroll the scroll. 

Lacey sighed. “If we’re going to get this assignment completed in a reasonable length of time, I’m afraid that I need you to trust me on this, Leora.” 

Leora bit her lip. “Do you find it is wise to always trust land students, Lacey?” 

Lacey rolled her eyes, and scratched the edge of her mouth with a clean knuckle. She had heard a few stories, caught in snippets, that some of the other students had pranked Leora. 

Leora who had not, apparently, land walked very much before she’d come up to the surface to go to school. Leora who was so wise in some things, and yet could be totally oblivious in surprising areas. Leora who got by through sheer determination coupled with cleverness sometimes, even though there were gaps in how well she had figured out land customs. For instance she dressed ridiculously—like some kind of sea princess who had gotten lost on her way to a costume ball. Today she wore a pale pink drape over her head, coupled with a silvery, shimmery tunic, and boots which were light enough so as to be almost wholly unpractical for walking through the sometimes-damp dirt of the woods. 

Though Lacey had to concede, looking down at her own gray-colored tunic and sensible dark leggings, that even though she herself had the more reasonable clothes for their assignment today, Leora definitely brought more panache. 

“Have I ever given you cause not to trust me, Leora?” Lacey said, slowly, matter-of-factly, letting the question sink in. 

Leora considered, tilting her head in a way that made the delicate fringe of her headcovering tilt slightly, calling attention to the lustrous nature of her alluring eyes. 

Lacey cocked an eyebrow, bemused. Leora appeared as if she were silently willing more information from Lacey, but Lacey was farm-born, and figured she could hold her silence as solidly as any mermaid friend of hers might do. 

There was something mystic about being mer, that was for certain. She figured that even if Leora had entirely skipped dressing up fancy for class that day she would still have stood out among the other students. After observing Leora from up close for several weeks now, Lacey had come to conclude that if Leora was representative of all mermaids, mermaids were remarkably otherworldly creatures. For Leora was unlike any other student Lacey had met, with her haunting smile, and compelling voice, and ability to read emotions and scents with precision when she paid attention, and unusual eyes that had fathomless depth and yet could not see as well in the daylit world as humans could. 

There was certainly a reason that Leora attracted so much attention from many of the other students of the class—even if some of it hadn’t always been kind: 

Leora stood out. 

“It’s just . . . there’s a something in your voice that unnerves me just now,” Leora said, her voice soft and probing. “It’s like there’s a few layers to it.” She closed her eyes, focusing, and considering. 

With the unnerving sense of being searched, Lacey distractedly played with the pine needles and watched a dragonfly dizzily flit through the clearing, as she wondered what Leora could be digging to find. 

“I wonder . . . you seem guarded, and yet also triumphant,” Leora murmured. “Like I am, when I’m about to make a big reveal which I think a human may not be able to believe. Are you about to show me a treasure?” Leora’s eyes opened, widening, eager, her smile crinkling the corners of her mouth hopeful. 

Lacey snorted, and then her mouth perked into a smile as well. “I suppose I would call it a treasure,” she reflected. “But I’m not sure what you would think of it, Madame Leora.” 

Flushing, Leora shook her head. “You always call me that when I feel as if you are being overly respectful,” Leora said solemnly. “You must not do that. We are equals here.” 

Setting the clump of pine needles down, Lacey brought her hands together and cracked her knuckles, noticing once again that Leora’s mannerisms betrayed her. It didn’t show much, as Leora mostly put on a good mask, but based on the occasional comment which the mermaid had let slip, Lacey had deduced that Leora had standing under the sea. Perhaps high rank. And she was insisting on being a peer to Lacey when Lacey had the sense that this was not a natural order to her. That Leora was usually ranked above most people with whom she associated. 

“Sorry Leora,” Lacey said easily. “Maybe I am a little defensive just now. Because you’re right. I am not sure what you are going to think of this next assignment.” 

“Mistress Maren said we were supposed to send a message through the dirt and all the way to her garden,” Leora said thoughtfully, “And she said you could get me started with that. So tell me, what do we do from here?” She grinned. “I’m not a stranger to sending messages through water, you know. Is communicating through the earth similar?” 

Combing her fingers through the pine needles on the ground, Lacey shrugged one shoulder. “I don’t entirely know, not having ever dwelled near the sea, but should think not,” she told her study partner. “After all, you climb right into the water, when you communicate through it right? You can’t very well travel through the dirt. Unless you are a mole or other digging creature, I suppose.” 

She could smell the scent of the tree bark of the trees nearest them—woodsy, with an undertone of sap. She would not lean against these trunks. 

Leora unexpectedly laughed, a low pleasant sound that reminded Lacey of the freshness of a sudden cloudburst, and Lacey sat up a little straighter, wondering if it was natural for the attention of a water being to feel as if it invigorated earth-anchored creatures like herself, a girl whose family had tilled the land for so many generations. 

“All right, Lacey, show me what to do for the assignment,” Leora said. 

Great. 

Lacey grunted, and pulled herself up off the hard rock. She dug into her bag and pulled out an oil cloth, which she spread out over the dirt, taking care to avoid the rocks. 

“What’s that for?” asked Leora. 

“Everybody has a different way of sending ideas through the earth,” Lacey said. “I use the fibers system.” 

Glancing furtively about at the other students, Lacey assessed that none of them were using her methods—in the distance, she could see various ones of them leaning against the trunks of trees, concentrating deeply, although a few of them appeared to be attempting to commune with animals. Good luck with that. Also, given the sap smell of the nearest trees, Lacey rather suspected that these students would need to wash their tunics later. 

Lacey was pretty sure that the couple of young women she saw attempting to speak with birds were going to get points docked for sending the message via an animal who flew through the air rather than sending it literally through the earth—which had been the point of the assignment, after all. 

But then there was the factor of the bonus: Mistress Maren had offered bonus points to whoever’s message reached her the fastest. The choice of communing via birds may be a way to reach for that goal, which might perhaps offset the choice of animals. 

Though knowing Mistress Maren, the











































































































	The Medic and the Enchanted Train Station

	The True Tears of a Fine Romance

	The Ice Queen's Shoes

	The Wishes of Norrit and Hale

	In Search of Debulon's Desires








































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
e ) W
)
© L]

® guthor of ;Tinsleberry Gate”g

| KELLOGG

BOREALIS @
UNIVERSITY

-,
MYTHSIN
MYCELIUM

Magic class presents a chatlenge





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
@ Fa e &

© Ruthoros “Binsleberry Gate™s

Qﬁ ] .S
® K

MYTHS IN
MYCELIUM

Magic class|presefts a chatlenge





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





