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Dedications:

To my wife:
I would spend a thousand life times with you, and two bad songs. I love you. Happy birthday and anniversary.
To my daughter:
You can do anything if you just reach for the stars. I am proud of you and will always love you.
To Erik Schubach:
Thanks for all the eclairs.




Terms

Alții – The others.
Bunică – Grandmother; Leader of the Romani family.
Dansator al Morţii – Dancer of Death.
Dansul morţii – Dance of the death.
Din
afară – Outsider.
Dublei conducători răi ai Occidentului – Duel evil leaders of the West.
Femeie a Sabie – Woman of the swords.
Garda personală – Personal guard.
Greva – A Romani strike party, typically consisting of five people.
Huckleberry – A person or solution that is right to answer a problem or job.
Limbajul Morţii – The hand language used by the Dansatorii al Morţii.
Mad as a hatter – Insane.
Mare Soră – Grand sister, the heir to Bunică.
Moştenitor – Heir.
Moștenitori – Heirs.
Rahat – Bullshit; Shit.
Soră – Princess.
Sorăs – Princesses.
Sun’s crest – Middle of the day; Noon.




Language Guide

“Quotes with word italicized in a sentence are meant as emphasis of the words. The emphasis may be a changed of tone, a stress added vocally or non verbal gestures which will show that word is important to the user.”
 
Sentences like this in italicized words are internal thoughts.
 
‘An underlined text will show emphasis on the word used when reading.’
 
‘This style is sign language, which is used more in the next books.’




 Prologue

Nine and Twenty, Six and Seventy Years Post Eruption

Tuesday
Professor Ashley sat on her desk with her family’s journal, while reading, as the pupils came into the room to take their seats. The professor was head to toe in black, with a heavy cowl around her neck and black leather gloves. Her face was in a black mask, which resembled a beautiful woman. Above the mask, she wore a floppy hat with dyed feathers.
The only color which came from the outfit was: first, the gray, orange and yellow piping along her clothing. This showed she was one of the Romani leaders; however, a black piping was next to the colorful piping. This showed she was a Dansator al Morţii.
The second source of color came from her mask. The color on the black mask brought out an eerie beauty to the mask, with black gems attached for eyebrows, and the eyes hidden from sight by a thin black cloth. The cheeks bore a blush to them, and the lips were covered with gold.
The third color came from the silver shine of the rapier’s hilt, which she wore at her hip, and the counterpoint kukri’s grip, which rested on her right hip, which was of charred wood.
The last color came from the yellow, orange, gray and black feathers in her hat.
The only other thing which was of notice was a black rose patch, which hung to her left breast. A black rose with little lightning bolts whom were trying to escape from the bloom.
A traffic jam was at the door from where the pupils were stopping to read the hand written signs. The first sign read, ‘Professors and pupils only. All other rank or status is irreverent.’
The second sign read, ‘Do not pet the hawk if you like your fingers attached to your hand.’ She had made these signs after the several classes she taught. These signs made her life easier.
The journal in her hand was an old, black, leather bound affair, which had many pages stuck into the tome, some of which are tome marks as some are inserts. These inserts ranged from letters, to formal invitations of events or little notes. The little notes were penned by the people who had read the journals and knew the person, whom wished to convey a message over a passage.
When looking upon the front cover, Relonor’s Journal was carved into the leather on the cover with a black rose. This was the person who had founded the order of the Dansatorii al Morţii. Upon the spine, Volume I was engraved into the leather. This was one of her family’s tomes, which was passed down from mother to eldest daughter.
Professor Ashley looked up from the contemplation of her memories, which this tome evoked, from her to take in the class. “Pupils, please, settle down. Find your seats, please. Welcome to my class. As the sign states, there are only Professors and pupils in this room. That is the only rank there is in this room. You will comport yourself to your status in my classroom. I do not wish to be referred to as Bunică, Shogun or Dansator al Morţii. Anyone who does so, will find themselves on their way back to their kingdom of origin quicker than I can draw this sword.” The professor rested her hand on her rapier, after her hands finished signed the sentiment to the class in a hand language. While the Professor could hear very well, this was a tradition for her family, which had started with Dansator al Morţii Spencer.
“We will be covering Shogun Relonor and her journey today. Shogun Relonor wrote her journal after these events had happened, which she uses memory in her strange way to tell her earlier tales. I will be translating the journal as I read from Dutch, which is one of the five languages of New Idaho. English is not a spoken language in New Idaho.
“I will jump into this so we can get through the things I need to cover for this class, and which you will need to take your test next week. Pay attention, as I will not be repeating myself.”
The Professor lectured this as she did every class, before she opened the old leather bound affair, which rested in her hands. Professor Ashley started to read to the class.




Entry 1

Seven and Twenty, Seven and Forty Years Post Eruption

Groenplaats
“Relonor! The hunting party is back,” Vadoma yelled in her Romanian accent across the field from the watchtower, which was set three stories into the air of the Northern most building. My hands echoed the words to my friends and bodyguards, who were around me.
I looked up to Vadoma calling to me, as the sun’s fall illuminated her for me to see with my good eye. My other eye showed me the mix of black and white images the wind had shown unto me. The wind showed me her beauty intermixed with a memory of her from this sun’s rise: her 5’10”, short brown hair which hung to her jaw line, deep turquoise eyes, sweet sensual lips, and cocky saunter which added the missing part to her beauty.
She wore her an orange tunic with an orange, yellow and gray bodice, yellow pants, black knee high boots, and sword belt. A duelist’s blade hung on her hip with a zillion pouches hanging off of it. I swear, how does she ever find anything in them?
I saw behind her the riders who rode hard toward our village, with my normal vision. The wind told me the villagers were coming out of their buildings, as they were excited to find out what the search party had found of the missing hunting party. My view was up to twenty steps in any direction with the wind.
A few days ago a hunting party left heading North. They had not come back by sun’s fall. This was not uncommon; however, the morrow would have had them heading home to bring their kills or the herbs they had found. Hopefully, they had both! Never had a hunting party been gone three days. The Grand Master of our clan and Elder of the Tribe of the Wolf had decided to send a search party to find them. On this sun’s rise, they had set out in their search. Now, they rode hard towards the village.
The party comprised of three women. One was of the Tribe of the Wolf, who was a skilled medicine woman and deadly with her bow. The other two women were from Clan Dieren. The two men were both from Tribe of the Wolf and expert trackers. Zalm, who was one of the riders, loves to boast about his tracking skills, which was usually after a few beers. He was the best tracker of the Groenplaats.
As they closed to twenty paces, their color merged with the black, gray and white of what the wind was showing to me in my wind vision. I lost my eye eight months ago. When I did, I found I could see everything around me with the wind. I think it is the best way to describe it. When I close my eyes, where the wind can touch, I can see. It is like shadows and light. The more wind there is, the brighter my vision becomes. I have just started to be able to see the wind with my eyes opened. It is a weird two dimensional colored canvas while it is pasted on the three dimensional monotone wind vision of everything around me. Mind blowing, right?
Their horses were covered in sweat and foamed at their mouths. They had been rode hard. One of the riders was slumped in the saddle, with blood staining the front of her. It was the medicine woman. What was her name? Lara? Luna? Libby? No, Lexi. Her long brown hair covered her face, as the blood dripped from the belly of her horse. She was hurt in a bad way.
Everything exploded into motion at once. The bell by Father Sea was being rung in alarm. Everyone moved as they were drawing their weapons or ran to the armory to get weapons, before turning out from the village. Shield bearers knelt with short swords drawn as pikes were leveled over the shield bearers. Archers formed a line in the courtyard of the village, as the stationary clay pots were open at their feet, which showed a full war quiver of arrows. Children were hustled to the Elders, who drew their preferred weapons, while they readied for a defense.
‘Every dansul morţii has a beginning and an end. To start the dansul morţii, you start from the beginning. Be ready to defend first before finding your attacker and wait. Find the music of the fight and unleash the dansul morţii upon his first move,’ my hands absently signed with my thoughts.
This is schooled into the my mind as it is into my pupils’ minds. They are the ones which stood with me on this day. We worked to defend anyone who is in need of protection as I was one of the Samurai. I am a master of giving violence to defend a life, a judge of the duels and a warrior for anyone who can not defend themselves.
The horses rode past the lines of defenders, which closed the hole upon the horsemen, thus protecting them from that which they rode from. Zalm leaped off of his chestnut horse to Lexi’s side, as he caught her as she fell. “We are home my love. The healers will help.” He whispered to her before Zalm loudly cried, “Medic! Medic,” as he turned his head to the triage buildings, with tears falling from his eyes.
Four healers ran toward the scene. The Romani healer, who bore the Romani colors in his clothing, draped his hands over her as he whispered to himself, while dim white tendrils of magik flowed from his hands to her body. They knelt next to her as they were examining the two small punctures to her stomach.
The Romani healer said, “There are two arrows in her. They must be removed first. She has lost a lot of blood. Quickly sisters, move her to the triage building!” All four healers picked Lexi up from the ground, before carrying her to the triage building.
Zalm went to follow; however, he was halted by a stern voice. “Report Zalm. What did you find?” It was Grand Master Alexandrew. He had seen two and sixty summers upon this Earth. He was mostly bald with gray hair cropped close to his head. He had piercing brown eyes, which spoke of the intelligence and wisdom he held.
Zalm quickly turned, which caused his long brown braid to fly out behind him, to Alexandrew. Tears streamed from his hazel brown eyes, which dripped off of his chiseled jaw to fall upon the green tunic he wore. “Grand Master, we found them. They were all dead. That was not an arrow which felled my Lexi, but something else. The men,” he snarled, “Rode in the metal conveyances of the times before the Eruption. I think they had guns, at least they match what I have read of them as described. The conveyances they rode were green and a wheat color. Um….I think there were twenty of the conveyances. Five did not have wheels but had cylinders on them. However, they rode like the conveyances. They all had black smoke coming from their rear ends.”
They are Gunslingers, if what they had been holding were the Widow Makers of the Old People. However, their actions told they held no honor, I thought to myself.
He paused a moment while brows furrowed in thought. “The wagons and men were headed Southeast towards Tidal Mountain. I believe they may have changed course to follow us. If they did change course, while keeping the speed in which they were traveling before we were spotted, I would calculate…they will be here in about three hours.”
“Detailed as always Zalm. Did you do anything which would constitute them feeling threatened by you? And why is Lexi hurt,” Alexandrew asked soothingly.
“Grand Master, we did nothing to provoke them. I swear this to you upon my honor. Their scouts discovered us, before attacking with no warning. Their attack is why my Lexi is hurt,” Zalm said, as his fists whitened with the memory which was going through his head. “I decided, when she was injured, to flee. By the number of people, we could not stay to fight.”
“Dear child, you did right. Fighting is never the answer. Also, it is better to warn us of this people,” Alexandrew said with a sad smile.
From up on her perch of the North watchtower, Vadoma called, “Wolves approaching!” My hands were still echoing the conversation for Spencer to read.
“I..i..indeed they would n..n..not be far behind the p..p..party,” stuttered out Elder Thomas, who was Zalms father.
I turned to watch the newcomers approach. Thomas was the hyperactive Elder of the Tribe of the Wolf. He has always had a stuttering problem, though no one ever commented on it. His long black hair, which was flecked with gray, was tied back into a braid. He wore wolf skin clothing. They were not from kills, as it was illegal to hunt wolves or other canines in this land, but they were from wolves who had passed into the clearing at the end of the path.
His gray eyes were shared with Zoey, who was his wolf and spirit animal. He followed behind him and a bit to his side. Zoey had black fur with gray flecked throughout the outer coat of fur. He had his long, pointy ears up, which showed he was alert.
Then, there was Naujee and Morgan. That is a pair of weirdness. Naujee is the Mother of the Romani here in Groenplaats. She was bold and very impatient. I swear she said what she thought, regardless of tact. She had a dark brown skin, with three braids wove down the back of her head. Dramatically, she had the front half of her head shaved. Her eyes were the deep color of a forest cast in shade.
Morgan is Naujee’s partner, who is genderqueer. It is confusing when you talk about someone who is genderqueer, as you must remove the gendered pronoun to replace it with a gender neutral pronoun. They were looking at Naujee. The love between the pair was seen, not so little as felt, between the pair. Their brown braid of hair hung over their left ear, with the right side of their head shaved. It gives them such a bold appearance. Do not let this look fool you, as Morgan is very shy and quiet when you talked with them.
I swear my mental eyes were rolling as Naujee spilled out of her mouth, “Rahat! What in the cluster fuck is going on here?” Her hand fell to her hip, which was covered with the yellow, orange and gray dress she wore. The colors showed she was one of the Romani. Her hand was not far from the short sword she wore at her hip. Her other hand went to Morgan’s hand. A smile formed on Morgan’s lips, before Morgan intertwined their fingers together.
Thomas rolled his eyes, like literally rolled his eyes, while saying, “I k..k..know. Let us w..w..wait for my son to t..t..tell us!”
“I would not have said it if he was not already telling us,” Naujee instantly snarled back, as she seductively rolled her eyes to Thomas. “But he is just standing there and not talking.” She was holding out her hand at Zalm, who had a not again look on his face.
Alexandrew sighed. “Please, could we for just this once not have this?”
“Nope. Sorry Alex. You know me,” Naujee said, as she was batting her eyes while showing off a little smile.
“Father, we found them. Lexi is hurt, which the medics have her. The hunting band was dead. Some people in metal wagons attacked us. We ran,” Zalm cut in curtly, as his chin dipped a little, while his eyes were cast down to the dirt in a show of respect.
“What colors were these others dressed in?” Naujee and Morgan yelled out together, as their minds came to a thought, at the same time. The same thought. See? Weird, I tell you.
“Green,” Zalm instantly reported.
“Not one of the Gypsies,” Morgan almost whispered. This was lost to me at that moment, but it left me curious on the other Romani secrets.
Naujee replied in a voice which seemed to come from far off, “No. It is not the way of the Gypsies to attack first.”
Thomas looked to Zalm before asking quietly, “Show us. W..w..wait, G..g..gypsies? What a..a..are you on about now,” Thomas’ head was turning to Naujee as he asked her the question.
She smiled at him while she batted her eyelashes, before waving her hand to show Thomas the matter was closed for debate and discussion, as she usually did when she would not talk more on a subject. As I have said, the Romani hold their secrets to themselves.
The group walked towards Father Sea, which is a rock garden, in the center of the courtyard. There were wood timbers, which had been cut long ago, surrounding the rock garden. The small silver stones flowed throughout the garden with four, five hand high by six hands long stones. Those bigger stones reflected back the light and images. They were said to be the villages of our land, which effectively made this a map of our lands.
I followed them as Nikki, a small brown and tan wolf, jogged past to catch up with Zalm.
Those with disabilities, like me, are not assigned a formation when an alarm is set. We wander to find the place where we belong. Alexandrew explained it as a person, who has scars, may feel out of place, and with letting them choose where they want to be, it adds to their confidence. This made me feel safe, being in the middle of the village. My sight is not what it used to be. Fine, it is more, but it is so different and confusing. To add to my wandering, I am a Samurai. I would be one of the first to deal with this problem.
The only other Samurai, who was in the village, was paying close attention with his bodyguards, as my bodyguards payed attention from their positions around me. They had melted into the group without a sound. It spoke volumes to their stealth capability.
We all knelt at the North side of Father Sea, while Zalm walked into the rock garden towards Groenplaats representation. He stopped eight hands North from Groenplaats. “Here is where we found the party. And here,” he stuck his finger just North of his boot, “Is where the metal conveyances were.”
He looked at Nikki, as he locked his eyes with her ice blue eyes, after she trotted up to him in Father Sea. His face softened while he spoke in a growling voice, “They follow us. The conveyances with their burning pitch. Not far.”
“Rahat! Why did you not tell us sooner? Heh?” Naujee yelled as her free hand flew to rub her forehead.
Completely ignoring Naujee’s outburst, Thomas asked while he petted his wolf’s neck, “This is what your wolf showed you son?”
“Yes,” Zalm answered simply.
“Focus primarily on the North for defense! East and West
beware of maneuvering enemies!” Alexandrew yelled to the defenders. He had not raise his head while he looked into Father Sea. More quietly, he added to us, “We must be ready to retreat. Send runners to the other lands, while sending the ones incapable of battle with the children to Centraleplaats?”
“Agreed,” Naujee replied instantly.
Thomas looked thoughtful for a moment and stuttered out, “A..a..agreed. Do we s..s..stand and fight?”
Naujee let her words roll out of her mouth with a smile to her lips “Hells yea! I do not plan on laying down while fighting Thomas. That is just stupid. I mean, really, who would not stand to fight?” I smirked to myself, while I silently translated the conversation with my hands, before adding at the end of the translation for Spencer, ‘Spencer would.’
We all chuckled at the joke Naujee had made, while my bodyguards and I laughed at the truth of my added words. In the most stressful moments, Naujee throws out jokes like they grew on her tongue.
“Smoke on the North horizon! Smoke! North,” Vadoma cried out in warning for everyone. The towers on the West and East copied her cries towards the southern people of the village.
Grand Master Alexandrew stood while his jaw set, “Well then, Thomas, gather the ones who can not fight and head to Centraleplaats. Zalm, take control of the defensive force to the North. Naujee, send your fastest riders to the other lands, then take your people to support Zalm at the North defense. I will coordinate with the archers.”
I swear he must have practiced this in front of a mirror. Maybe he read it in the tomes of the Old People, or the tomes from before the Eruption. It sounded like what a general would have said to his men in one of those World War Two tomes.
Everyone followed his commands, as he was the Eldest of the village. The only thing which would change his order is if a Shogun countermanded the order, and they were willing to die for countermanding the order. The title of Shogun was meant for only one battle, as there must be a limit to the power one can reach for. Only once in our history has there been a Shogun, who died for taking the power to lead the battle. That was over six hundred years past.
Chaos broke out with people moving towards the North. I let Father Sea pull me into a meditation. I let my left hand fall to the saber on my left hip, while my right hand fell to the rapier on my right hip. I felt calm flow through my mind, as the meditation was cutting out the thoughts of why, the thoughts of doubt and my insecurities from my mind, to let them fall away from my thoughts.
I let time slip away as I listened to the wind. She is strong, yet fluid, in her sound. I could hear a rumble like a pack of wolves ready to fight, of metal grinding on metal, like that of sharpening a blade, and of an oily bubbling in the distance. Then the air screamed as a massive explosion rang through the air.
My eye popped open, as they had closed while I centered myself in my meditation. I turned while I stood, as I had been the last one kneeling by Father Sea. Everyone else had abandoned me to carry out their tasks. Spencer, papa, Ben and Peter, my bodyguards, stood in an outward guard position from me. I focused my eye on the North watchtower, as I was ready for a report.
The watchtower exploded. Vadoma, who had been turning to yell out a report, was flung from the watchtower. Her body was limp and flailing, like a leaf in the wind.
My stomach turned to ice, while my skin felt like it was on fire. The feeling felt like I was burning away my skin, while I froze inside.
I heard David, my hawk, screeching in pain from the sky, far above the village. Everything in my mind turned to black and pain. I reached out to Vadoma as she fell to the ground ,while my vision turned to shades of blue.




Entry 2

14 Hours Before

Groenplaats
I sat up on my sleeping mat. I tried rubbing the sleep from my eyelids. Finally! It was meditation day with Grand Master Alexandrew and Elder Thomas. I have been on the list to see them for months, since the medical people said it was safe to start training again, with there being nothing left to do for my left eye. I needed someone to talk to about my eyes and the magik I have found. They were the prized instructors of magik philosophy of Groenplaats, who only saw pupils one day out of the seven. What I mean to say is, they have a very good grip on natural sciences and maybe, can come up with other theories than I have been able to produce. While I lost one of mine, I think I can postulate that I actually exchanged it with some kind of magik of the Old People. It being magik, as we yet to understand the science behind the phenomena.
I sighed into the darkness, with just the hints of white showing from my breath. It illuminated the way for me, behind my closed right eyelid. I looked towards the window, to see the wind slipping through the cracks of the shutters.
I got up out of my sleeping mat, before I slowly stretched. I made sure the quilts did not try to kill me again, by intertwining themselves between my feet. That would lead to a epic struggle with gravity, before leading to my death on this wooden floor. It has happened before.
Walking slowly in the darkness, a darkness which was so complete in it’s absolute blackness were no light shone to interrupt the darkness, I moved towards the window. In front of the window, there was a table, upon which sat the lamp. Carefully, I raised the glass cover before setting it to the side, as I tried to be as quiet as possible. I did not want to wake Vadoma or Spencer in the next rooms, or papa, Ben or Peter in the room to the other side. Though Spencer is deaf, so maybe, I need to take her off that list. Though she always knew what was going on, so, she goes back onto that list.
I took the flint and steel carefully into my hands, from where they laid upon the desk. I watched as the wind flew around the wick, while I positioned the flint and stone near the wick. Deftly, I struck the flint to the steel, which produced a tiny rasp and spark. The wick burst into flames, as it cast the room into a soft light.
“Thank you, Mother Spark, for the light you bestow unto us,” I whispered to the flame, as it is the traditional thanks we give when lighting a fire.
It was still dark outside, way before the morning bell, which would signal the start of the day. I was fully awake now, as I was too excited to sleep. Finally, I would get to talk to two of the most wise instructors of these days. Our magik is nothing compared to the Old People. I hoped these instructors had answers for me. They had wizards whom could throw fire, wagons which flew through the air, avatars of the gods whom took spirits to their final resting place, and Gunslingers whom roamed the world setting wrongs to right with their Widow Makers. At least, this is what the tomes in the Centraleplaats Repository tell us. So, in theory, they could help finish my theory about this magik I had found.
I looked around the sparse room with my normal vision which the lantern’s light supplied to the room. Besides the desk with a chair slid underneath it by the sleeping mat, there was a mirror in the corner with a weapons rack next to the mirror, and by the wash basin, a chamber pot sat on the floor. Two shelves held my clothes on them with the armor stand sitting next to the shelves which held my Kikko gambeson armor. The walls were bare wood planks except for a hook by the door which held my sword belt.
I went to the shelves to retrieve a nice black chemise and black pants, as they were the only ones on the shelf. I slipped out of my sleeping chemise, before quickly slipping into the clean chemise, then the pants. I folded the sleeping chemise, before I put it in place of the chemise I had taken.
I walked over to the my Kikko armor, which is a heavy quilted vest, with metal plates sewn into the inside of the vest in an overlapping pattern, with metal rings which held the plates together. This would keep any weapon from penetrating the armor. I would not need my full armor for today, but I felt safe in my Kikko gambeson vest. I slid it on before lacing up the front. I did not use the buttons, as today my armor would be underneath my doublet. I would need to take in the slack of the armor. Lacing, instead of buttoning, the armor would take in the slack of the vest.
I left the rest of the armor on the stand while I slipped on my dark burgundy and black doublet. I buttoned up the front, before I retrieved the sleeves. I had to tie each sleeve onto the doublet before buttoning the first layer of cloth over my arms. The second layer of the sleeves hung like a cloak for my arms, from where it was tied to the doublet, which gave the sleeves a flowing feel. They were used when it was cold, although, it would not be cold on this late autumn day.
I looked into the mirror as I straightened the doublet, before dipping my hands into the wash basin, to wash my face of the residual sweat from my night terrors. The night terrors of the blade coming in to take my eye. After I pulled the towel on the side of the wash basin, I dried my face.
I did not think that I was overly beautiful. My brown eye stared over my face. My left eye was an empty socket, with a lot of scaring around it. A delicate, slightly upturned nose, bushy eyebrows and a round jaw stared back at me. I pulled my black hair behind my head, while using a cord of rope to tie back my hair from my face.
I walked to my sword belt, which hung on a hook by the door. Hefting it in a swift motion, I pulled the belt behind me, as my fingers found each end of the belt. I pulled it around my waist, while cinching the belt in the process. I reached behind me to the swords on the belt. I pulled each one, the left being my grandfather’s saber, and the right being my rapier, to my hips. I straightened out the frogs, which hung off from my belt, which held my main gauche behind my back on the ideal angle, so when drawn, the main gauche would easily come free.
Still dark. I have gotten myself all excited, and it will be hours before they see me. I guess I could always walk out to Father Sea to meditate. I have been doing a lot of that, since I lost my eye. Meditation, to look into myself and understand myself, to quiet all the voices in my head, is what I sought. Once I thought I had known myself, but eight months ago that perception of myself was shattered.
I lost my fucking eye for what I thought was right, for being who I am! Angry tears fell down my face, as I was not able to control the anger which the thought brought to me.
“Just be,” Vadoma whispered from a memory of the night before. “Who you were, or who you will be does not matter to me. Just be you in the now.” Spencer’s hands had agreed with the wench.
My anger subsided as I let out a sigh, with a smile to my lips. Vadoma. I cared for her deeply. That is the truth. Her words held deep wisdom. I missed her so much, but she insisted we sleep in different rooms while in Groenplaats. She had said something about not wanting everyone in the village to know what we were up to.
I slipped on my boots as I slid them side to side, so the metal plates fell into place around my foot and shin. I nimbly laced up the boots on the side. These are the traditional ones worn by us. They were boots made for running fast, not to protect your feet from a sword. Though they did have some protection woven into them. The heavily plated boots were atrocious for my foot work, when I needed to do something which required dexterity with my feet.
I walked over to the table to take a piece of dried bison meat off of it. I closed my eyelid over my good eye as I watched for a moment how the air flew around the wick, before she flowed into flame, then rose to the ceiling. Bending slightly at the waist, I blew out the lamp, as I watched the wind blow across the wick. She snuffed out the flame while taking the hot air away.
I reached out between the shutters, above the desk, to flick the little bar which was holding them closed. The bar went around, before the bar hit the underside of the lock with a tiny clink. I opened the window. With my eyelid still shut, I watched as the wind came into the room, as she showed me the surfaces of everything in a gray white light. The cracks of the walls turned a bright white, as she found the holes to slip between the planks.
I still would not give up my eye for this beautiful sight, but I could accept this.
I walked over to the door as I followed the wind to the door. Unbarring the door, I opened it to watch the wind rush through the door, as she was almost singing in the fact of she was free to explore the hallway beyond. Walking out of the room while securing the door, I flipped the red sign, which hung on the door, to the green side.
While we each have our own rooms, or a joint room if you have a partner or partners and children, we use signs on the doors to warn people if the room is occupied or unoccupied. If a fire ever broke out, it was the best way to clear the building quickly, rather than searching each room.
I opened my eye while looking to my left at the candle, which burned on a little shelf, which was half way down the hall. It was layered with black wax and iron nails. Each layer of wax would burn for an hour before a nail would fall. There were two nails left, with the flame starting into the second to last layer. The candle told me it was about two hours before sun’s rise.
I turned right, as I walked past my Spencer’s, father’s, Ben’s and two other rooms, before coming to a door which led outside. We had quarters on the first floor, so I did not have to worry about the ladders or stairs, which went to the second or third floor. The medical people said it was not safe for me to be on any other floor than the ground, as I might fall if I miss a rung or a stair. Granted with one eye, it is hard to distinguish distance. It is not common knowledge of how I see things with the wind.
Light from the moons played over the village, which was arranged in a circle fashion, with Father Sea sitting in the middle. Teepees were arranged between the buildings and Father Sea, as the Tribe of the Wolf live with the village.
The Tribe of the Wolf do all the hunting and scavenging of herbs and wild things. They help with the fields. They studied the life sciences and are masters of the things which grow and live. Clan Dieren are people who are skilled with the medical arts. They help with the fields. The difference in our peoples are the specialties we have studied. While I have not studied the medical or life sciences, I am good with natural sciences, as I studies them when I went to Groenplaats.
We live in harmony with each other, while we want for nothing. If you do not have something, you go to the market building, where people leave what they have made, grown, harvested or do not need. Of course for armor, clothing, shoes or weapons, you can have it made for you, though you must wait until it is your turn to make a request, unless you were a Samurai. The protection of our villages comes before the needs of the people. Everyone chips in to do the work when it is needed, especially in harvest season. The entire village, be you of Clan, Tribe or Romani, helps in the harvesting. The same is applied for building of a building, or raising of a teepee. Though, the teepees are much quicker to raise than a building.
The Romani came and went as they pleased. There were a few of their homes, which are buildings on wheels, here in Groenplaats. The wheeled buildings look like the beer barrels, which hold beer or wine, but have wheels attached to the sides. On the far side of Father Sea, I could see the tops of their wagons just over the teepees. Many of the Romani live close but choose to live outside of the village. They travel a lot with taking crops and meat from this village to trade with the other villages.
Beer and wine were popular. It was the best way to make sure you were able to drink water without having to boil the water to make it safe to drink. The streams, which flowed through the land, were not safe to drink. Animals would die in it, which made the water unsafe to drink. Other diseases and parasites were in the water. The distillation of the beer or wine made it safe to drink.
Every week, the Romani traders would depart as a new group of traders would take their place. When the Romani travelers arrived, Naujee would declare Carnaval, as it was a day of celebration for our peoples. It was special, as we could learn of what had happened over the month from which we had seen them, and about the other villages.
Then, there were the four Mother’s wagons. Each of the villages had one, except for Centraleplaats, as they do not have a Mother for the village. In Centraleplaats, the four Mothers would all meet with Bunică on the Day of Leaving. The wagon with the Romani Mother of Groenplaats, Naujee, would travel to Centraleplaats to trade and discuss. Centraleplaats usually held little of the Romani in it, as the Romani thought this was a site to be reserved for the alţii, although the Bunică resides in Centraleplaats with the leaders of our realm.
When one of the Masters, the Grand Masters, or Elders decided, they could moved to Centraleplaats to educate the youth with the wisdom they had accumulated over their lifetime. They were also responsible for Centraleplaats Repository. Their tasks included taking out and transcribing any of the tomes which were too old or damaged. The originals tomes were sealed from the pupils in the vault below the grand building. As a pupil, you could take any tome in the upper library to a chair to read it. Unless the tome was a lesson tome, you were not allowed to take the tome from the building.
Oh, sorry. I digress. I do that occasionally as my mind is a ever so enthusiastic fan of wandering about.
I started walking East with the wind along a path, which would lead you past the teepees in the paved circular yard just before Father Sea. The path was one which wandered, like a river trying to find lower ground through our village. Many paths joined and left the path, but the path stayed strong as it carried the feet of our ancestors and the Old People. I let the path carry me along to Father Sea.
Father Sea is a special garden. The Old People called it a Japanese rock garden. It is filled with shiny silver pebbles of all sizes, though most were too small for jewelry or polishing swords. In the middle of Father Sea, there were four huge shiny silver stones, which sat in the middle of the waves made by the pebbles. If the pebbles were not lined out right, there was a rake next to Father Sea, then you could remake the waves again or disturb them if you desired. The only rule here was to be quiet, as to not disturb another person’s meditation.
I let my hands fall to the hilts of my weapons as I pushed down on the hilts of my blades, to push the blades out behind me as I sat. With my legs crossed, I looked into Father Sea. I found a pebble, five or six hands from where I sat, and stared into it. Upon the surface of the pebble, the sky reflected back to me black with white dots throughout, with the moons looking down upon me. It reminded me of how my sight is when I closed my eyelid, though it lacked the gray in the sight.
“What troubles you, young lady?” A male voice broke the silence.
My hands, of their own accord, flew across my body to the weapon hilts. A hand gently patted my hand to slow the pull of my saber. “You do not need these at this moment, young lady. Be at peace,” the male voice gently said, as it gave a smile to the words.
As my mind caught up with what was going on, I turned my head to see Grand Master Alexandrew had sat beside me without making a sound. He too was staring off into Father Sea with his eyes, as his bald head reflected the light of the moons.
I bowed my head while stammering out as fast as I could, “I am sorry, Grand Master. I did not mean to dishonor to you or bring harm upon you.”
“Be at peace child. You have the hands of a Samurai. Your mind was not here, yet your hands knew the work they are trained to do. They responded to your training. There is no dishonor in being startled,” the Grand Master said softly.
“B..b..but I..I do t..t..take offense,” came another voice from my right side, “T..t..that you only t..talk to him.”
My head snapped to my right, as I became startled for the second time, An Elder sat on my other side. Zoey’s head rested on his knee. He had his hair tied back while wore wolfs skins. It was Elder Thomas. FUCK!
I bowed my head even further as I was stammering out, “Elder, my apologies. I did not realize….”
“Young lady, we are not your instructors for a few hours. Please call me Alexandrew, and that buffoon is Thomas. He must be able to get his head through a door after all,” the Grand Master said teasingly.
Oh. “Oh.” Mouth, please quit repeating what I think! I will sew you shut if I must! “My apologies, again.”
“Never mind, young lady. Answer my question. What troubles you?” Alexandrew asked.
The question baffled me. What actually troubles me? That I do not understand the magik which I have? I doubt this is a trouble, as my evidence of it is empirical and noted in the most scientific way I could make. My mind ran with the question. Thoughts coming and going through my mind’s canvas. Ultimately, it was faster than my mind’s eye could follow. The canvas, which lasted in my mind, was my rapier laying on the ground. It was broken in half. The blade laid where it had landed, with the hilt where it had fallen, at my discardment of the broken weapon.
That thought rang true in my mind, as my mouth went on a walk about without my brain willing it to speak, “I..I..I am broken.” I stuttered with honesty.




Entry 3

8 Months Before

Moeraplaats
I knelt on my right knee, as my left foot was still stretched behind me. The pain in my left eye was tremendous. I knew the wound from his sword’s blow was bad. I could feel the blood seeping down my face before dripping off my chin. My eyes were still closed. My right arm still held out the saber fully extended.
I heard his sword hit the cobbles, followed by his body falling to the cobbles with a wet plop.
I defeated him. I knew I was his better.
I let go of my swords, to let them fall to the cobblestones. As they fell to the ground, I could almost see them falling to the cobbles before the ringing of the steel hitting the cobbles hit my ears. I let my hands start towards my left eye as I saw in the blackness of my mind a white form, which looked like mother, falling to her knees in front of me.
I saw a white oblong shape fall from her face. The barely audible sound of water hit the cobble below her before turning into a grayness, as her form turned to gray. Her hands worked furiously in white, as she was unrolling something from her arm.
“Do not dare touch your face, Sweets,” her soft voice rang out with command, which was a bit loud to my ears. “Your left cheek is a mess. He may have dealt you a Death’s blow, which will be more slower on the path of death, but I will defy Death if I must. Hold still! I need to bandage this first.”
I felt cloth wrap around my face as her arms encircled my face.
Wait. What in the hells? Her hands are behind my face. Okay, that is a new number to the weirdness scale.
I watched as her hands blurred around my head, as they wrapped my face in cloth. I felt light headed. I really want to lie down to sleep.
Well, why not!
“No, Sweets! You have to stay up. I know you are tired…Richard!…Get the horse…Damn you, hurry up!” Mom held such command with pain and worry sewn through her voice. I saw her head turn away from me, as the shod hooves of a horse fell to the cobbles. Papa was leading a horse towards us quickly. When he got within three steps of me, I saw his form.
The horse, which was in white and gray, stood majestic. White was around it’s mouth and nostrils. The horse let out a breath, which turned the air in front of it’s head to white. It rolled out like a fog coming off of the swamp in the morning. I followed the breath as it mixed with the gray air, before turning into a white cloud as it was being taken into their mouth, down their throat, then into their chest.
What the hell? I must have smoked from Tribe of the Star-nosed Mole’s pipe too much.
“Sweets! Come on….into the saddle,” mother called from atop the horse. Arms were behind me as they lifted me up to mother’s arms. Without turning my head, I saw the gray and white form of papa. He lifted me into the saddle, in front of mother. Her right arm wrapped around my waist, while in her left hand were the reigns. “Ya! Fast as you can North, girl. She is hurt. Baby, you gotta stay awake for me.”
My mind drifted as my head dipped to my chest. I could hear the hooves hitting the ground, while I could see them too. The hooves were bright white as they hit the ground. From them, blue waves came out to splash onto the scenery, which unfolded in my vision. Where the waves collided, the blue turned to a deeper blue, before fading away. Where the waves collided with objects, the objects were bathed in a light blue light.
I really should just die. I have lived a lie my entire life. I am not normal.
The horse breathed fast as it was pushing white out in front of their mouth and nostrils. The white turned to gray as it was swept behind us. Behind us, where the horse passed, a white wave followed us as it flowed off to gray before turning into nothing.
Ahead, a branch started turning the blue color as the sound of the hooves collided with the branch. The branch, no….a tree…., was across the path, having fell after the last time the path was cleared. It was so clear, as it could have been a canvas in one of the tomes from Centraleplaats Repository. I watched as the horse jumped the fallen tree before landing on the other side, with a greater blue wave flowing from the hooves as they connected with the ground.
My time passed like this, as I watched the scenery play out in my mind. I must be imagining this. My mind must be taking the sounds and processing them into my mind’s canvas. I have heard of people loosing their eye sight, just to have their other senses heightened. Or maybe, this is how it is when you die. The world turns ghost. I do not think I will will find my clearing at the end of my path. I think I will find my way to my Hell. My entire life is a lie. I am a freak!
Mother’s voice cut through my thoughts, as it sounded far off to my ears. The blue waves, which came from her mouth, were bright in my mind’s canvas as her voice was lighting up two buildings…in a village? “Help! My daughter is hurt! Help!”
Mother let go of me, before I promptly fell to the ground, with a bright blue wave flowing out from the sound of my impact with the ground. Mother swore. She is a lady of many words. Hearing a swear word was…well…, I have never heard one from her. “Verdomme! Sweets, I am so sorry. Sweets, come on. Wake up!” I saw her dismounting from the horse before kneeling next to me, as she was rolling me over onto my back.
The door on the building to my….right? It has to be my right. Or is it my left? That door flew opened which banged against the wall. The sound sent out blue waves from the sound? I think that is how I will call it. The blue has to be connected to sound. A pair of feet sprinted towards us, as blue echoed from the footfalls.
“Move! Out of the way!” The very female voice called in a thick Romani accent. It was as smooth as honey, while it shone in a purplish color in my mind’s canvas. From the run, she fell to her knees before skidding on her knees the rest of the distance towards my side. Her hands flew over my body, while white spider webs fell over me. “She has lost a lot of blood. Her eye….it is gone. I can not repair it. The laceration to her face is deep… It has cut into her skull. Rahat….I do not know….” She trailed off. A warmth fell over me, from where the spider webs touched, as the warmth spread out into my body.
As more footfalls approached, this mysterious woman called out, “We need to move her, now. Medical building, triage. Get saline ready and type her blood.” I felt a finger touch my face, before the body attached to the finger ran away into the a building.
I felt myself lifted by the shoulders and feet by mother and another person, which had come from the building. The mysterious woman followed the progress by my side with her hands over my face, as she was still sending the white spider webs over my face. The spider webs seemed to numb the distant pain. Well….it was more a thrum of pain to be technical, not a constant pain. Nonetheless, it was distant from my mind. Everything felt distant. Then the darkness, which was encroaching on my mind, pounced.
◆◆◆
 
My mind slowly came awake. The white and gray were still showing me everything around me. A person sat in a chair next to the bed, watching me.
Everything came back to me. The memories of the fight, my eye and the horse ride flowed into my mind’s canvas. I sat up from the bed, which I was laying on. Confusion and panic exploded from my mind as I tried to open my eyes, which only showed me blackness.
“Shh,” the mysterious woman from my dream? It must have been a dream. Otherwise, I am mad as a hatter. Nonetheless, she was here comforting me. “Calm down, Relonor. My name is Vadoma. I am a Romani healer. You are safe here.”
I felt the tug of something in my right arm, before I froze my movements. “My eyes. I can not see anything!” Verdomme! I am blind. Now I am even more of a freak!
“Shh….You lost your left eye. I could not save it. The right eye is covered in a bandage the alţii have placed over it. I have healed as much as I can, though I cannot do anything more for your left eye,” Vadoma said soothingly, as her tone held a bit of regret to it.
My heart slowed with her reassurances. I closed my eyes to find the gray scale vision had came back to me. I noticed there was something attached to my right inner elbow. I slowly let my left hand wander to it, as I was uncertain what the line which led up to a bottle, which hung above my head, was.
“It is an IV. We started it when we got you inside. You had almost bled out. We put blood back into your body, while I healed as much as I could of your injury. Right now, it is just water with vitamins and minerals to help your body heal. The alţii
insisted,” her voice turning whimsical, “They give you an antibiotic to stop any infection which may occur, like you need antibiotics with me around. We also have your medicine in it.”
I froze as cold gripped my heart. She knew the secret which I have kept for so long. I realized my Kikko armor was off. I relaxed a hair when I saw it hanging on an armor post in the corner, with my swords hanging in their sheaths off of an arm of the armor stand. But I had another chemise on. It was longer than the one which I was wearing during the duel. They had changed me. Panic gripped my heart for the second time in as many moments.




Entry 4

8 Months Before

Moeraplaats
I sat in my room. Papa had told me about how Aiden had asked for my hand in marriage, a few days beforehand. I never thought someone would be interested in me.
I had already dressed in my Kikko armor with my best doublet. I will never admit to putting on every doublet I have and checking myself in the mirror. Fine! I did do that. Twice.
Aiden was coming over for a family meal in the communal room to meet me. Each building of the village has a communal room. This is where you can cook, eat, and talk with other people. Everyone in the building shared the space.
Mother was already in the communal room cooking sun’s fall meal, as papa told me to wait in my room. He would come to get me when Aiden arrived. That was supposed to be half an hour ago.
I opened the door while I looked down the hall to the time candle. The black candle, which showed it was night time which was lit at sun’s fall, as a white candle is used during the daytime, was burning. Along the candle, there were nails. The distance between each nail was one hour. The second nail, which was in the candle, was about to fall to the metal bowl. In theory, when the nail hits the metal bowl, that is the next hour. When the candle went out, it was supposed to be sun’s rise. It was two past sun’s fall. The candle was big and bright enough to illuminate the hallway in a dim light.
I glanced down the other way of the hall way. My glance showed unto me the latter, which would take a person outside, and the closed doors to the other sleeping quarters, as the signs make soft banging sounds against the doors, as the wind disturbed the signs.
I turned around to reenter my room before going over to the mirror in the room, which hung on the worn, lightly stained, wooden planks on the wall. Just to the right of the mirror, there hung an wooden weapons rack with two slots empty for the swords, which were at my hips: my grandfather’s saber and my rapier. Hung on the rack were two daggers of the same length in their black leather sheaths and frogs. Black leather was wrapped around their hilts.
Below the daggers, there hung a main gauche. The basket of the main gauche, which wrapped around the hilt, was a polished metal. The hilt was wrapped in black leather and a fine metal wire, which wrapped over the leather to add more grip to the hilt. Where the basket met the guard, there extended three side guards, each a fingers length long. The polished blade rested in it’s black leather sheath and frog, which would attach it to my weapons belt when I would attach the frog to my belt.
Below this hung an unstrung war bow. It was a re-curved bow with a metal wrapped grip, as it had a metal guard with metal spikes, which came out of the front of the guard.
I glanced to my favored weapons of choice. My eyes rested on my rapier, which was on my right hip, and my grandfather’s saber, which rested on my left hip. Both were polished often, while the hilts had been re-wrapped often in new black leather with a fine silver wire. I went with the simple weapons choice today, of family and my favored above all rapier. The sheaths were a black leather, which they are thinner than the typical sheaths for a lighter weight on my hips. The frogs held the sheaths of my blades to my black leather belt, as they are just black leather themselves.
I did not see the need to be armed for battle for a sun’s fall meal; however, only a fool would go anywhere unarmed in the villages. You always needed to be ready to protect yourself. Everyone is taught this in our realm.
I turned to the mirror to look at my face. My brown eyes shone brightly in the reflection. My black hair was tied back from my face with a leather cord. I did not think I was beautiful. My nose was upturned, while my jaw was rounded off. I could not find any beauty with those things glaring at me.
I let my hands fall to my weapons as a knock came from the door. “Sweets, he is here,” papa’s strong, sure voice called through the door. My hands relaxed to fall to my sides.
I turned back to the mirror with a little squeak. I was checking one last time I looked as beautiful as I could for this man. I turned to the door before skipping towards it. Upon opening the door on papa, I looked up to his face, as he was a hand taller than I was. I saw the smile which rested on his lips, under his short, neatly trimmed black beard. He was so happy this moment had finally come, as I could see it in his green eyes. He nervously ran his hand over his black hair, which was tied back as was tradition of long hair. You can not let it get in your face in a fight.
“What are you waiting for, Sweets? Your man of the hour awaits,” he jested with me.
“Papa,” I wined out with a scrunched up face, “He is the only man knocking on my door.” I let a little smile tease my lips. “Unless there is another man you are not telling me about. Wait,” my lips turned into a wry grin, “Who is this other man, asking for my hand?”
Papa let out a laugh, which was filled with mirth and love. “Sorry, Sweets, it is just the one. Unless there is another person you are sweet on….” He let the question hang.
He knew I had not found anyone attractive, as we have had many conversations, in which he would point out suitors to me. I found I had a lack of attraction to any person in the village. I entertained Aiden for their benefit. It was great to see they knew someone would look after me for my life. I had been such a burden on them. We constantly had to go to Groenplaats for the medicine I needed to be myself, as I am not a normal woman.
Groenplaats is where all the medical people are. They could treat everything. They used tomes of the Old People to make medicines, which could treat most illnesses. Occasionally, the training wound or accident had to be dealt with, which the injured went there with the most serious of injuries. Most of the herbs and minerals needed to make the medicines were foraged from the surrounding area, which the Tribe of the Wolf helped collect. They had entire buildings set aside for medical treatments and to make medicines.
Papa offered his red covered elbow to me. I closed the door behind me, before turning the red sign over to the green side. My left hand went into the crook of papa’s elbow as he led me toward to stairs, which would lead the communal room. I let my feet fall into step with papa’s on the worn wooden planks, as I let my right hand fall to the rapier’s pommel, which hung from my right hip.
We came to the stairs before going down their old wooden steps. At the end of the stairs, a small hallway was lit by two candles, which hung on the walls in their sconces. To the left of the stairs was another hall way, which led to more sleeping quarters. A time candle was in the middle of the hall. Ahead, the hallway led to a door on the right and a door, which was in front. The front door would naturally take you outside, but the door to the right would take you to the communal room.
Panic gripped my stomach. What if I was not what he expected? What if he saw me as the freak that I am? What if I could not love him or have any feelings for him?
My legs moved on their own, which kept the step with papa, as we came the door, which led to the communal room. Papa looked a question with his eyes to me, with a neutral expression to his face, which was showing support either way I made my choice.
I looked at him for a moment, as I was trying to make the choice which felt right for me. If the [Powers that Be] would let it be the right choice for me. The uncertainty of a possible future not explored was tangent in front of me, as it just needed to be coaxed into life. Papa would truly not judge me on either choice I made. I think he regrets the judgment he gave unto me a long time ago with another choice I had made. I think he realized, with that single choice, I had made my life the most difficult I could ever have chosen.
I made my choice by placing my hand on the door while pushing it open. No hesitation or question made my hand shake. The surety of the push, with the extension of my arm, was like the choice was not one to think about at all, even though I had spent days looking at this one moment in time. The room came into view as the moment of my waking dream came into reality.
There were several wood stoves to cook on, two stone fireplaces, which had drawers where you could put your bread to bake and two open fires with grills over them, to cook meats on, were along one wall. Above those fires, stone funnels took the smoke with the hot air from the room into the mason work, which would distribute the heat to the building, before the mason work spewed the smoke into the air outside of the building. Several tables were interspersed with their cooking work places. Pots, pans and utensils for cooking were hung from hooks on the walls and ceiling.
Next to this area, several wooden tables sat in the middle of the room. They ranged from where two people could sit, to where twenty people could sit, to eat their meals.
The other third of the room stood a great hearth and cozy seating. Bison skins were lain on the floor in front of the roaring fireplace. Chairs and couches were in this area of warmth. People could sit and talk or sit and watch the flames dance in the fire. In the evenings, people which knew how to play instruments would play songs to entertain people.
A wood smoke smell hung in the air with the different smelling foods, which mingled with the scent of the smoke. People scattered the area, who were talking in low tones.
Mother sat at a table for four people. She had the left chair. Aiden sat in the chair with his back to me. Granted, I do not know who he is, so this was a surprise. I am not one for remembering names, as much effort must be done on my part to have the name committed to my memory. His black hair was tied back from his face. He wore an orange and purple doublet with the sleeves of his doublet unbuttoned, which gave him a relaxed look. I saw he wore a katana on his left side, and a parrying dagger on his right. He wore orange colored pants and brown lace up boots.
Papa paused with my stuttering step. He knew me too well. I may have made a choice to meet him, but I could question the logic of that choice, right? My anxiety and fear were tangible in the air. Fine, I thought so at least.
My hunger, which had rumbled in my belly a moment beforehand, was replaced with a talking rock. I swear to you that it felt like it weighed more than a person. It lodged itself there, as it spoke in my mind, Hey there. So, there is this guy sitting here, wanting to meet you and stuff. Since I was here in the village, I thought I would just drop on by to watch this disaster in the best seat in this place….
Papa squeezed my hand in his arm, which disrupted the talking rock in my head, as I looked to papa. He smiled and winked, “You do not have to do this, if you do not want to. I find him a man of honor, compassion and intellect. Relax and just have fun, Sweets. We are not going to force you into a choice in which you do not want for yourself.”
I had to smile at papa. He could always say just the right words to calm me down. “Okay. I will just casually say, ‘He is not the one.’ or ‘Next.’ or ‘Is there anyone else to choose from?’ or ‘Um, I do not think this will work out, you know, it is not you, it is just the big talking rock standing in the middle of the room.’ or something like that?”
“You might want to use a little more tact than that, Sweets. There is no need to be all moody teenager on the poor man.”
“Fine! I will just say, ‘But, papa, he has no lightsaber’ then run away from the table crying.” The smile on my face peaked out at the jest with papa as I remembered the tomes, which I have read.
“Better, but maybe lose the crying part. It might upset your mother.”
I nodded my head to his words, as papa led me to the table. Mother watched from the corner of her eye, with a smile tugging at her lips, as we got closer. When we were three paces from the old wooden table, she stood as Aiden followed the motion, as he turned towards me.
That is when I saw his face. He had a slender jaw, deep blue eyes as if a lake lived in them, and a big forehead. A scar ran along his brow, which was probably from a training accident with how straight the scar looked. His hands were clasped in front of himself as he bowed deeply to me, before bowing to papa.
“This is
my daughter, Relonor. Sweets, this dashing man is Aiden.”
“It is a pleasure, Relonor, to meet you. Do you prefer Relonor or sweets?” Aiden asked with a smile. Fine! It was more like he was drooling.
“Only my parents call me sweets! Thank you very much. You may call me the Royal Quacking Duck or Relonor. It is my honor to meet you, Aiden.” I felt wobbly on the greeting, as my tongue decided to do a walk about without checking with my brain.
Royal Quacking Duck?
I just really said that? I am as mad as a hatter. I really hope that was in my head.
“I do not think Royal Quacking Duck likes me very much,” he jested.
Oh will I make him pay for that later. Wait, he has a quick wit. Yay!
“Sweets, come and sit. Or should I start calling you your Royal Duckness? I have stew made up for us. The bread should just be cooled enough for the meal.” Mother said. Papa walked me around the table before pulling out for me a newer wooden seat with a modest back rest, which was opposite from Aiden, as he bowed a little to me.
I felt bemused. Papa did things like this to make me feel like a princess. After my choice, he had difficulty with the idea. I bowed a little to papa, while smiling to him, as I said, “Thank you, papa.” That was about all I could get out. Here stood a man which would marry me for the rest of my life. The concept had me speechless.
Well I would be speechless if my wandering tongue would stop saying weird things.
Mother had fetched a pot from one of the wood stoves. She brought it to the table, before setting the pot in the middle of the table. Aiden finally sat down, as he was looking sheepish and embarrassed. Papa sat as mother went over to a counter to grab the loaf of bread. She was juggling the bread as it was still hot. Mother was never one to be patient. As she fumbled the bread in front of papa’s bowl, she casually said, “And sun’s fall meal is served.”
“Thank you Ashley. Honestly, you did not have to cook for me,” Aiden responded.
“It is not a bother dear. I just love to cook,” mother responded instantly. “People will be fighting over what is not eaten here. Not to brag about knowing how to cook,” a smile formed on her lips before continuing, “But I know how to cook.”
“I confirm this, and my belly approves of her cooking,” I proudly said, while sitting a little straighter in my chair. “I would eat her cooking everyday if I did not eat it everyday!”
Mother just blushed in her chair, with the rose rising to her cheeks at the praise coming from me, as Aiden asked, “And, Your Royal Duckness, do you cook?”
I felt sheepish, as it probably showed on my face, before lowering my head to reply, “Mother will not let me close to a stove, oven or grill. She says something about wanting an edible meal to eat.” I straightened a little more in my chair as I raised my head. “I like my meat well done. Mother said it was not something a person could eat. Needless to say,” I paused to let a sly grin fall upon my lips, “I ate good that night!”
They all laughed at the joke. I burn a piece of meat, so I am now banned from all future cooking for the family. Mother has continued to teach me, but the actual theory of cooking, she will not let me put into practice again.
Plus, mother’s cooking is the best. I could only dream of being able to cook like she does, with knowing what herbs to put with what dish, while knowing how much seasoning to add to the dish. She said it was like art. I am not good with art, as I am a science girl.
“Laugh it up, fuzzballs,” I replied with the quote from a tome I had just finished the other day. The tome was called [Star Wars].
“So, Your Royal Duckness, tell me more about yourself,” Aiden asked as he ladled stew into his bowl.
I nervously took the ladle from his hand when he offered the ladle to me, which gave me a moment of thought as my anxiety rose into my throat. Hells bells. What to I tell him? My mouth decided to start talking, without consulting my brain. “Well, let me think here. And please, will you just call me Relonor…I am nineteen summers old. I have chosen to stay here in Moeraplaats with my parents. I have studied the martial arts since I was four summers old. In Centraleplaats, I studied natural sciences. What else…I am fluent with many blades; however, I prefer my Grandfather’s saber and a rapier, for my off hand. I plan to keep studying to become a Samurai. The Grand Masters say I hold promise of becoming a Samurai in a few years. Though, I have yet to be able to defeat a Grand Master in a sparring match.” What else could I say besides I am a freak? This was not the place to drop that information.
To become a Samurai, you had to defeat a Grand Master or a Samurai in single combat. You could not choose the opponent to face, as they chose among themselves who would test the challenger. Your Sensei, your teacher of the martial arts, has the opportunity of suggesting the most difficult of the opponents to face. The only thing was, in each spring, you could only take the test when the Grand Masters gathered to visit each village while hosting the tests. The next test was in five months.
Women were not heard of being a Samurai, as the gear they used is quite heavy. Just the plate mail felt like it was a ton. I had tried on papa’s plate mail a few times to get conditioned to wear it. I found wearing it was a very taxing experience for my muscles.
Aiden’s eyebrows rose in surprise. “Most women do not choose that path. What makes you want to have the honor? You are conditioned to wear their armor and weapons?”
Papa laughed at his questions, before responding for me, “She is pretty good. She will be able to wield the armor soon enough.”
A blush flowed up my face, as I asked Aiden a question to take the attention off of the Samurai Festival dream of mine, “So! Aiden, tell me something about yourself. What are you looking for in a marriage with me? Papa has told me nothing about you, the evil man.”
Papa barked out a laugh, which got a chuckle from Aiden as well, before he replied. “Well, I want to be happy like my parents are. I hope to have a few children. I had chosen to move to Moeraplaats this past summer. I am four and twenty summers old. I moved from Boosplaats.”
I interrupted before he could go further. “I cannot have children. Like ever. I would love to have children, but that kind of got screwed up. I have no problem of having a surrogate bear a child.”
“How so? Have you been to Groenplaats to see if they can do anything about it?” Aiden asked, as curiosity crossing his face.
Well how in the fuck should I tell him? That my body does not match what I know to be true? How in the hells had the conversation went to this, and then gone this bad? Can we go back to the Samurai Festival instead?
“Well…,” I drew out my answer as I sought a huckleberry. I am pretty sure my face had screwed up, as I picked up the spoon to played with it on the table, as if it were a writing stick. “I have been to Groenplaats. There is nothing they can do. The medicine I need makes it impossible to have children.” There, that is a good…
“What medicine do you need?” Aiden interrupted my thought, as impatience furrowed his brow.
I looked to mother as I sought help. I did not want to tell him. Mother just gave a little nod with a smile. She never thought I was any different than normal people. I set the spoon back onto the table beside my bowl.
“Well….” I started out, while watching mother’s smile tug a little in support. I turned my head to face him, as my eyes fell to the pot of stew. “I was born wrong. I have to take medicine to make the hormones in my body right. My body does not produce enough estrogen.”
That should settle the discussion there. Short, sweet and to the point although overly simplified.
“If I remember right, from my reading in the Centraleplaats Repository, then you should be able to have children. A hormone treatment should, in theory, allow you to have children. Right?” Aiden was intense in his look towards me, as I was catching it out of the peripheral of my eyes.
He is going to judge me now. Anger filled my throat. I am so tired of people judging me. I can always see it in how they look at me. Especially the ones who knew me, before I knew something was wrong, before I made my choice to be me.
“I was born as a boy, but my gender is not male!” I yelled, as the anger and shame rushed through me, as I met his eyes. The noise in the room went silent. I could feel all the eyes turn to the heated conversation, which I had just made this.
Let him judge me; let them judge me. I do not care. If children were adopted, then fine. Why the big push for having children with me? I could never truly be a woman. I could never give birth. They all knew it now.
Aiden leaned back in his chair as his mouth fell opened. “But…But…You have the curves of a woman. You look and sound like a woman. What do you mean you were born a boy?” Aiden stammered out the questions in a tone of complete loss.
I stared into his face when I spoke to him. “I was born as a boy like you were. But I am
not a boy, nor have I ever felt like a boy. I am a woman. The medicine helps me feel like myself, as a woman.”
I had been shown a few tomes in Centraleplaats on the condition. Transgender is how it was said in the time before the Eruption. From everything which I have read, it was common place. They would live their life as themselves as they were not being trapped in the wrong body, with the medicines they had. The Old People had better healers as the person could get their body altered to the way they knew themselves to be, on the inside.
His face went pale as his jaw muscles clenched. “So, you mean to say you look and seem like a woman, but in reality, you have a penis?” Aiden looked upon me for an answer, as his voice had lost all emotion.
It took a moment for me to get the word out, as my eyes fell to the pot of stew in shame. “Yes.”
This is why no one would ever asked for my hand. This is why I could never find anyone else attractive. I am a freak of nature. No one could love me for me.
Aiden slid his chair back with a screeching noise as the chair slid over the wooden floor. He rose slowly from his chair as he rested his hands on his weapons. “How could you bring dishonor to me? I am not
gay!” His voice rose on gay, as he shouted the words into my face.
Fuck. No…no…no. Not honor.
Aiden brought up the one point which could play out into a duel. He felt I had dishonored him. I could take being called a faggot, or gay, or anything else, and I would not bring up the fact of the dishonor which was shown unto me.
Honor is very serious for us. Our people use that to make sure everyone is treated the same. A duel for honor challenges the statement or action in a public form where you could accept that your point of view is right and have the duel, or concede that the other person is right in which you surrender to your mistake.
“I did not bring dishonor to you Aiden. I have not lied about anything I have told you. My words have served the truth,” I replied as I kept my eyes downcast. I prayed reason would calm him so he would call off this path of death. I was not going to back down from his perceived wrong. If he pushed, I would make him take me to a duel.
“No! You lied by looking like a woman, not like the man you are. How dare you?” His voice filled the room with his anger. The room’s silence went even quieter as not a soul dared to breathe. I swear the fire quit making noise to listen to this heated argument. The talking rock said in my head, Oh oh.
Mother stood from her chair, while bowing deeply to Aiden. “She means no dishonor by being the woman she is. Please, I beg you, do not go down this road. Get to know her, and you will realize she is an amazing woman. Please, for my sake? I can not loose my daughter.”
As Aiden spoke, rage filled his voice, “You never had a daughter. You gave birth to a son! If he likes men, he can be gay! There is no shame in that. But this! How could you let your son bring such dishonor unto you!”
That is it. He will not talk to the one person who understands me. The one person who does not think I am a freak. The one person who has supported me when I could not stand. The one person who loves me for who I am.
As the anger in my head bloomed, I tucked my feet under the chair as I stood. I shoved the chair back with the back of my knees as the chair tumbled across the room before landing against the chair, which was five paces behind me. I used that explosion of violence to show my intent. I felt my face go rigid as my eyes harden. I gazed into his eyes as I rested my hands on my swords.
My voice was steady, even though I was shaking inside. Papa slowly rose as he placed his hands on his weapons. I spoke before he could. “You will not dishonor mother! Apologize now, and I will forget this incident…”
Mother drowned out my words. “Sweets, NO! You will not do this. It is not your place.”
“Hells bells, mother. It is my place! I will not stand here and listen to this,” I replied instantly, as my voice conveyed my anger. My voice held a coldness which held the promise of death to anyone who said otherwise. My eyes did not leave their place, as they were fully fixed on Aiden.
“The matter of honor was first brought on by you. Pretending to be something whom you are not. I will not apologize for my words, as they are the truth. Fall on your blade, or I call for a duel!” Aiden gaze was steadily.
“I will see you at a duel. Does the ground suit you?” I asked, while trying to force the steel of my blades into my voice. I used the archaic words of the formal response to challenge for a duel.
“No. It does not. Outside in the training yard is where I find the ground suitable,” he replied as he formally stated the ground for the duel.
He brazenly turned, before walking to the door which led outside. The perfect time to strike would be now. For him to turn his back on me at this time, when hostilities were to be had, I should let his arrogance be his death.
Mother looked at me as she pleaded, “Sweets, please do not do this. He is too skilled for you. Papa will take your place, as is his right.”
I shook my head. My voice filled with an icy tone, which embodied the hardness of ice. “No mother. I will face him. I have to do this.” I gazed into her eyes as tears fell from her eyes before giving me a curt nod.
I strode to the door to follow him to his suited ground. Papa said encouragingly, from right behind me, “Keep your guard up, Sweets. Let him wear himself out. Use his power against him. You can do this.” There was no tremor to his voice. His instruction held more confidence than I have ever heard in any training session with papa. He was talking to me as he would an equal.
“Richard, it should be you defending her honor! She is your daughter,” mother said to papa with a pleading tone, which penetrated her voice. She was behind me, as I could hear where the voice was coming from. My full attention was on Aiden’s back.
Hostilities were to be had, and I would not be a fool with being caught unprepared. My vision narrowed to Aiden. Everything else in my vision was not there. I mean like stuff was there, but it was not there.
“No. I will defend my own honor, thank you very much, mother. If I do not do this, I will have to hide in the shadows for the rest of my life. Everyone will think I can not defend myself. I will let the village down.” I paused to calm my racing heart. Then, I turned my head to look into mother’s face while saying, “I will never be offered the station of Samurai.” And it was true. Any duel set which was backed out of, was seen as cowardice. Any rank or station you held was stripped from you and denied to you from then on.
The rules of the duel are very complicated. I was nineteen summers old. It was my place to defend myself in the village’s eyes. When you turned sixteen summers, your parents could not defend your honor, unless it came to marriage; however, defending your life partner or spouse was allowed. Secondly, it was the challenger to pick the ground, or the place have you, where the duel would be fought. Hence the saying, ‘Does the ground suit?’ Though Aiden had dishonored mother, that was a secondary dishonor. Papa would make him pay for that dishonor if I failed. He is one of the toughest Sensei of the village.
I unbuttoned the first two buttons on my sleeves before unbuttoning my doublet, to give myself more room to move. I slid the doublet off before draping it over my shoulder.
I pulled the leather gloves from my belt. They were not armored, as they were simple leather which held no metal plates, scale mail or chain mail. I preferred to feel my weapons, so I could be as close as I could be to the hilts. Material just got in the way of the feel of the steel. With my saber being my main hand, thus having no basket over my hand, I needed the extra protection to my hand the leather would offer unto me.
After exiting the door, I saw Aiden had went to the center of the training yard, which was at the heart of the village. People from our building started coming out the exits. They wanted to watch the duel. I walked to the edge of the training yard before I turned to my parents. I watched papa’s eyes for any movement, which would show Aiden would attack. My ears listened for the sign of steel being drawn from Aiden, as my back was to him.
I handed mother my doublet as I told her, “I love you mother.” I gave her a tight hug as I embraced her.
Her reply was filled with tears, “I love you too. Keep your head on straight.”
I turned to papa, who was he shaking his head at me. “Remember your training, and you will be fine, Sweets. I believe in you.” A tear fell down his cheek.
I nodded to him. “Yes, Sensei. I still love you, papa.”
“I know, Sweets, and I love you too. Now, take him to task.” A grin spread on his lips as papa replied to me.
I turned to the training yard and to Aiden. His left hand rested on his katana’s sheath, as his right hand rested on the hilt. He was in a knife stance, with the katana facing away from me. His front foot pointed towards me, as his back foot was pointed away at an angle. I knew this stance. It was favored to counter the first attack, which would deal a devastating counter blow. It was the best stance to have with a blade like that, which was made to slash with great force.
I stepped onto the training yard. As I crossed onto the cobbled stones, which laid on the ground, I let my hands cross in front of myself. My right hand went to the saber on my left hip, while my left hand went to my right hip. When I was three paces from him, I planted my left foot facing him before moving my right foot behind, and to the left of my left foot.
This stance is not ideal. If your opponent pushes the attack, you could get tripped up; however, I favored it. I felt like I was a coiled snake, as I was ready to strike. The key with this was your foot work. I find this is the most important part of fighting, regardless of how your hands moved. If your feet do not know how to move, then it does not matter what your hands do with the weapons. Secondly, it goes against everything the Sensei teach. I wanted Aiden to be overconfident. Hubris is a deadly flaw.
I spoke loudly, for all to hear. “Call off the duel now, and you can leave here with your life. If you do not, I will take your life,” The gentle breeze carried my voice to all who wanted to hear my words. My words set the duel to a duel to the death, which is the most serious of the duels to choose from.
In a dry tone, Aiden responded, “I…think…not. You dare to impersonate a woman, while you fooled me into believing you are a woman. You have brought me great dishonor. Fall on your blade or draw your blades,” Aiden replied as loathing filled his voice at the end.
I drew my blades. My saber came into my right hand, as my arm drew the blade vertically over my head, with the point of the saber pointing to the ground. My rapier jumped into my left hand, as it came out horizontally in front of me in a guard position. I bent my knees more, as I centered my balance, before shifting the weight of my feet to my toes. I felt my muscles coil, as they were ready to spring into life to strike.
He grinned to me with his hubris. I knew what he thought he saw. My feet were crossed. I would trip over my feet if he were to push an attack. I was too low to the ground to be able to recover from this position, to defend myself. My hands were not in a good position, nor were my swords. I was too open.
This is what I want you to see, you fool.
I assumed the people were murmuring in the background because of the stance. It is taught not to do this in combat. They did not know about when I would go into the woods to practice my footwork. I have trained my muscles to respond to my thoughts. I unlearned everything which they have taught me about a fighting stance, to made my own. Mine starts with the feet.
I could see the snake inside of me coiling, as her head dress faired out from her head to warn the fool of I was a dangerous predator. The music started in my head, as a viola drew out a long tone of want before slowly building in pitch and volume.
I waited in my stance, as I waited for him to start the dansul morţii. I would make him take the first strike. “You called for honor. I am right here. Come then, coward, if you dare.”
My leg muscles started to burn with them being under the tension, like they were like a coiled snake ready to strike. I let some of the tension start to rock my legs back and forth. Feeling more and more like a snake, I waited for my prey. A violin joined the viola in the song, as it brought the tension to the music forming in my head.
He exploded into movement as he drew his katana, before stepping into the strike distance, while cutting sideways with his katana. The cut started before he drew his katana. He turned his feet into the attack, then his hips, before turning his body. His shoulders followed the attack, before drawing the blade to strike. The physics contained in the strike were perfect in their execution, which was to provide the most strength to the attack as could be had out of it. It was perfection for the blade he held in his hands. The violin and viola increased in pitch, as the moment for the dansul morţii to come into being was here.
I believe time slowed down for me because of the adrenaline, which was dumped into my body. My left foot stepped back a pace with the sway away from the incoming blow, which would leave me but a hair’s breath out of his reach. My left hand brought the rapier in to apparently block, though I did not intend on blocking. I was going to let the strike slide by my face. The blade of my rapier, which was my decoying movement, touched my right cheek, as I brought it in close to my face in the decoying movement. The metal was cold on my skin.
My saber went to work. I pulled the blade over my head to start the counter strike to finish this. I kept the circle of my hand moving over my head tight. When the blade reached my shoulder, as the katana raced towards my face, which was going to miss me by hair’s width, I put my power into my strike, as I lifted my foot from the ground to release the energy, which I had coiled in my body. My saber moved forward towards his neck as my body rotated. It was like a snake leaning back in to strike, when the time is right.
I swear I could see him understand what I was doing, as he slowed his strike, before releasing his grip a little on his katana’s hilt. His right hand slid down a hand’s width on the hilt, as I turned my face away from the strike while pulling my head back. The forward motion of my strike made it impossible to miss his strike. Physics will not be ignored.
Pain erupted on my the left side of my face, as I brought my right foot in front of me, as my hips following my step. My shoulders followed my hips, before my arm followed my shoulders.
I could not see out of my left eye, but I let the pain fade from my mind. I had to land this strike, or I was dead. Pain is life, as life is pain. I know life, just as I know pain.
It was not until I spoke with Vadoma, about my thoughts, when she shared I am not the only person to feel this way. She introduced me to several people, one of which was Morgan, who did not conform to the binary restrictions of male or female. But, that is for later in my tale. She was also the one to explain why time seemed to slow for me. She is pretty smart.




Insert

14 Years Before

Centraleplaats
The hawk perched on a branch of a tree, which overlooked Centraleplaats. He was a dark brown hawk, with a red tail and black eyes. He was already a juvenile hawk, as he had spend two winters in this world.
He was looking for food; however, he found this gathering of people curious, especially the boy which was in the group. He was not food to the hawk, neither was the boy a predator. He was just interesting.
The boy walked up to a line of older men with two people following behind him. The boy kept looking over his shoulder at the woman who followed behind him.
The man, who was following behind the boy, leaned into the woman before folding his arms around her, “I have to go get ready.” He knelt to the little boy, then folded his arms around him before putting his mouth to the boy’s forehead, “And I will see you at the Moeraplaats site. You have fun, Sweets, and know that you can choose any of the Choices, and we would be equally proud of you. The Choice is yours.”
“Richard, he knows that. Would you just let him be, and let his Choice be his,” the lady told the man who stood back up from talking with the boy.
“Yes, dear,” was all the man said as he walked into the settlement of humans.
An older man from the line stepped up to the little boy and woman. “Greetings little one. Is this the year of your Choice?”
“Y..y..yes,” the boy stuttered out, as he looked down at his feet.
“And, you are shy,” the older man said. “There is no need to be shy! I am Grand Master William. Can I be your friend?”
The boy looked up into the man’s face. “Well, if you want to be my friend, then you can be my friend. I do not have many friends. I am kind of different than most of the kids.”
“Being different means that you are unique. Did you know that?”
The boy looked up at the man for a moment. “Really?”
“Why yes! Everyone is different. I do not just mean the people. The villages are different on what they teach and do, trees are different with having branches in varying places, and there are different species of trees. Does that make them any less important?”
The boy paused a few moments before responding. “Well, some trees are better for building with than others….”
“And some trees are better to carve. Some trees make better bows, while other trees make better bowls. Just because things are different, it does not make them any less, or more, important than another thing,” the old man interrupted.
“Is that why you are old?” The boy asked him.
“Ronald, you will apologize this instant.” The woman slapped the back of the boys head.
The older man barked out a laugh. “You are a very perceptive boy. Yes, it makes me different. It means that I have lived on this land longer than you have, and I know more things than you do.”
“What kind of things do you know?”
“Well, I know of things which happened before you were born. I know how to read and do mathematics. I also know,” he leaned down to the boy, “The best cooking is when your mother makes it.”
The boy twisted his lips up. “Yes, she does! How did you know?”
“Every mother cooks better than anyone else. I do miss my mother’s cooking, from time to time. So, as you see, being different is a good thing,” the elder man responded.
The hawk turned his head to follow the darting of a mouse from a barrel close to a building, which was not very far away from the interesting boy. The hawk stared for a while to where the mouse had run under the building, before going back to the interesting boy.
The older man was speaking, “Are you ready to see what all the villages have to offer to you?”
The boy looked back to his mother, to see the encouraging smile on her face. The boy turned back to the man. “Yes.”
The man smiled at the boy. “Well, you already know three of them. You have the Romani. In every land, they do the same things. They help us trade, throw Carnavals, heal people with medicine and make medicines to help people. But the Romani do not take any outsider for lessons, though many children have made their first Choice to them.
“Now, you come from Moeraplaats. So, you know about Clan Cirkel and the Tribe of the Star-nosed Mole. These will be last to be seen, since you already know about the two people. First, we will cover the Tribe of the Buffalo. They live here in Centraleplaats. This tribe holds all the oral history of our people. While we have it written down in tomes, they have learned the history from their parents, and they from their parents. They are like walking tomes.”
“How can a tome walk,” the boy asked.
The man let out a huge laugh, which was filled with mirth. “Well, technically,” he leaned down to the boy before whispering loudly, “they do look like tomes with legs.”
The boy laughed.
“We will hear their stories tonight, as they tell of the Eruption. These scholars, along with the instructors, will teach you how to do science, to do mathematics, and to read and write when you come here for your lessons. Do you have any questions yet,” the man asked the boy.
“Nope.”
“Well then, let us visit the different Tribes first, then we can look at the other Clans. Once you finish your studies here in Centraleplaats, you will be able to go live in the village of your choice.
“As you know from your village, the Clan, the Tribe and the Romani work together to get what is needed for the village. You are not limited to doing a Clan activity or a Tribe activity. The key is to contribute the best you can for the entire village.”
The man walked into the sun’s rising light, to the outer line of teepees, which surrounded the human settlement. The boy followed with his mother, who was a few steps behind him. The hawk took to the air, to fly to another tree, which was along the path of the rising sun.
“This Tribe is the Tribe of the Mountain Lion. They live East of here in the Bergenplaats, which is upon Tidal Mountain.” In the far distance, Tidal Mountain was visible, looking as if it were a stationary wave of water, which was black stone.
The boy took in the view as the man continued. “They are known for their goat and sheep herds. They hunt deer in the forests for their village. They make some of the warmest clothes, which are lined with fur. They also look for metal ore in the mountains, so we can make swords, arrows, and anything else which requires metal….”
The hawk saw the small mouse running across the field, towards the humans. He took to the sky as he fell from the branch with his wings tucked to his sides. He let gravity pull him towards the ground. He sped to the ground. Joy.
He spread his wings before pulling out of the dive. He brushed the tops of the grasses and low bushes as he crossed the field. He was speeding towards the little clearing, as the mouse was running across the bare ground towards the human village. The thrill of the hunt was in full force. He extended his claws as soon as he broke into the small clearing of stone, which he dipped to just above the ground. His claws closed on the mouse as he grabbed the tasty morsel, before flapping his wings to take him back into the sky. Joy.
The hawk banked back towards a tree, with the mouse in his talons. He landed on a tree branch before digging into the tasty flesh with his beak.
After a few moments, the tasty snack was gone, having been eaten down to bone and fur. The remains fell from the tree, after the hawk released his prey’s body. The carcass falling to the ground caused the boy to looked up at the hawk, as they passed the tree, while the boy listened as the man talked.
“That brings us to the Tribe of the Wolf, who live in the Groenplaats with Clan Dieren and the Romani. The Tribe hunts the buffalo of the grasslands. They care for the cattle they keep, while harvesting herbs and gathering minerals for making medicines.”
The boy interrupted the old man with a question, “When do I get to choose to be a girl?”




Entry 5

7 Months Before

Groenplaats
I sat in my chair in my room as I thought of the last month. Today was the day I was supposed to be released, from the medical building. The medical people spent several weeks studying the my cut and scar, as they tried to figure out if they could do any more treatments to improve the injury.
They were also worried about the damage done to my brain by the sword’s point. They spent the first week monitoring me for complications, which caused Vadoma to laughed at this. I mean seriously, she laughed at them before looking smug, as she said nothing else on the subject. They also spent a few weeks testing my cognitive abilities: reading, memory, coordination and reason.
Vadoma had several heated arguments with the medical people on how to treat me. She had stood by her announcement, a few days after the duel, which was I was ready to be discharged.
The healers had allowed the Samurai entry, to see me, when he came to question me on the duel, which was to investigate if the duel was in line with our laws. If he thought I had not adhered to the letter of the law, he would execute me for murder.
After several questions, he confided in me everything looked like it was handled according to the law. He apologized to me for the mean comments which were said, with the assurance of if he had found the man living, he would have executed him for the dishonor he had shown unto me. The Samurai did not believe it was Aiden’s place to challenge me to a duel.
I had been cooped up in this room for a month, as they waited to see if any further improvement could be done.
What are you going to do, grow an eye for me?
I had spent quite a bit of time learning my new sight, while I made theories about it as I recorded the experiments in my journal. When I first awoke, I could see about three steps from me. Today I can see about thirteen steps from my body.
I call it wind vision, as I can see better with more wind. Everything is clear and crystal sharp with a breeze. Even in a closed room, the air moves around in lazy fashion, which gives me a dimmer vision of the room, in the colors of grays and blacks.
It seems the blue in the vision was caused by blood loss, as I have not seen any more blue in my vision. Any extrapolations from this variable must be discarded to the fact of I can not reproduce this variable at this time.
Vadoma and I spent that month talking, while getting to know each other. She was the only person who knew about my sight. I kept it a secret from everyone else. I did not want another thing which people could use to make fun of me.
She learned what I liked to eat and had sun’s crest meal with me on most days. She would join mother, papa and me for every sun’s fall meal.
Both of my parents were sweet on the girl who saved my life. We were becoming pretty close friends. It seems she does not mind I was different or mad as a hatter.
While in the medical building, the healers had forbidden me from martial training and instructions, so I could heal properly. The healers had actually kicked papa out of the room when he asked about the form I had used in the duel.
Papa and mother moved to Groenplaats to be closer to me. The duel had really shaken them up, especially mother. I had heard mother say a few times to the healers, “I almost lost my daughter.”
My eye was a mess. The healers recommended I get an eye patch, to cover the empty eye socket. I declined them. Vadoma had said before the suggestion, when we were having a talk, “It does not matter how you look; it matters how you are on the inside.” While most people found the empty eye socket unnerving, she looked upon my face as a thing of beauty, with regret. I swear she quoted an obscure [Many Fey] quote to me, to make me feel better. It must be in one of the tomes I have yet to read, of her life before the Eruption. I must find that tome in the Centraleplaats Repository.
Vadoma opened the door, before entering into the room with a smile on her face. The room lit up in my strange vision, as the wind moved more in the room, while it danced out of the window. “Guess what, you beautiful lady.”
“You have went mad as a hatter and are here to kill me, by telling me that I have to be in this room one more day?” I quipped back, with a smile on my face.
“Oh. Killing you would be, oh so much, fun. But alas, young lass, you get to get out of here, today!” I had to chuckle at her wit. Our banter had went from friendly to strange, over the last….
Wait, I get out of this place?
My chuckle stopped in mid chuckle, as my mouth was echoing what I had been thinking. “Wait, I get out of here today?”
Relonor, why do you not listen to what is being said, instead of questioning it.
“Yes, Sweets, I believe that is what she just said. Is your ears now loosing their capacity for listening,” mother asked as she walked through the door, while holding a clean set of clothes. She set them down on a chair in front of the armor stand, which was in the corner by the door. “I brought you a clean set of clothes, since I assume you want to be out of this place.”
“Duh! Out! Both of you! So I can get dressed! I am a big girl and can do it myself!”
“Are you sure, Relonor? I mean you do look kind of short there,” Vadoma quipped.
“Oh, nice one, I will need to remember that one, for more future teasing,” mother replied instantly, which caused my face to blush intensely.
“Both of you out of my room. Now!”
◆◆◆
 
3 hour later

In the forest, a mile from Groenplaats
Vadoma and I sat on a rock in the woods, as we both panted, while being covered in sweat. Well, fine. I did not sit as just exist there, on the rock, after having a long sparring session with this cute wench. Fine, I was a puddle on the rock, with no energy left to do much of anything. Are you happy?
“You look beat.” Vadoma looked down at me as I slumped to the rock, while taking the cold of the stone in, to cool off my sweaty cheek.
“You would be too, if you had spent the last month in the hospital doing nothing! And more nothing. Then reading. And then…wait for it…more nothing.”
“And looking at my butt,” she said accusingly.
“I know nothing of what you speak. I mean, it was there, and I may have glanced at it, a time or two”
“A time or two million, you mean. You are not that sneaky!”
Well she had a point. I was not going to let her win. I opened my eye and looked into her face. “There seems to be a lack of evidence to prove I did that on purpose.”
“You just admitted you did!”
“I said, ‘I may have glanced at it, a time or three.’”
“You said,
‘a time or two!’ Now it is, ‘a time or three?’ What, next is it going to be a time or four?”
“Well, I may have glanced at it four times. It is very hard to remember.”
“You can not remember my butt?”
“I said nothing of the sort.”
“Yes, you did.”
“No, I did not.” I lifted my chin in challenge, at the end of our rapid quipping back and forth, which we would engage in.
Her hand came to my left cheek, under the empty eye socket, as she looked into my eyes. Well fine, eye. I swear she was looking into my eyes, like I had both of them still. Her face slowly came towards mine, while asking with her eyes for….
Is she going to kiss….
A throat cleared next to the rock, as we both turned to the sound, as we fell apart. Papa was standing there while looking towards my weapons belt and weapons, which was laying on the ground in the clearing, a few paces from the rock, where I had let them fall with the exhaustion from a light sparring match with this infuriating wench.
It was my idea to have my first sparring session here in the woods, so no one could watch as I relearned my hands to eye coordination in a fight. Vadoma thought it a grand idea, as she knew I was not as confident as I should be in front of people.
“Richard. A pleasure as always.” Vadoma stood before bowing to him, in a show of respect. Papa was a very serious person. He almost never seriously joked, while being rigid with how he carried himself and treated others, when he did not know them. Vadoma was starting to get past that phase with papa.              
I crawled off the rock to my feet, as my muscles were already complaining on the extreme use I had put them through, after a month of not using them to the degree, which I had just done. I bowed to papa, as I inclined my head to him in respectful greeting.
“Vadoma, a pleasure as always. I see you take better care of your weapons than, Sweets. I have instructed her much better than this, I assure you.” Papa’s voice held a bit of disapproval to it.
“Papa, please. I have respect for my weapons. I just could not hold them up, after the lack of training in the last month. I was already planning on giving them extra attention when I come back to Groenplaats, after this sun’s fall,” I responded wearily.
Not taking care of your equipment was seen as a major lack of respect to anyone who has given you training. Even in the fields, when harvesting the vegetables, you wore your weapons. You did not put them on the ground. Having your weapons at hand is always a good idea, for you do not know when an attack will come,
the instructors had drilled into our heads in Centraleplaats.
“No excuse. Now, since you refused to tell me the fighting technique, show me.” Papa was always one of short words, while being to the point of what he was thinking or saying, when he was in his Sensei mode.
“Yes, papa.” I walked to the discarded weapons on the ground a few paces from me in the middle of the small clearing, in which Vadoma and I had found on our walk. Gingerly, as my sore muscles complained to me, very well I will tell you, I bent over to retrieve my weapons belt. I held the belt up, while inspecting the belt to make sure there were no twists in the belt. After the inspection, I took both ends in one hand before slinging them around my back, as my other hand snaked behind me to catch the end, to bring it around my back, then loosely buckle the weapons belt around myself. I made sure the weapons rested where they were supposed to on my belt: my rapier on my left hip, with the main gauche on my right hip and the back dagger behind my right hip. After being satisfied with where the weapons sat, I tightened my belt down to hold the weapons in place.
I drew myself up to my full height, as I moved my feet together, while I let my hands fall to the weapons on my hips. My right hand rested on the main gauche, while my left hand rested on the rapier.
I looked through my good eye at the brown dirt with the low grasses, which grew in the dirt, mixed with the small purple flowers blooming in the grass. Stones across the clearing were barely visible over the knee high grasses and flowers. Beyond those plants, river birches and pines trees ran along the border of the clearing.
My other ‘eye’ showed me a black and white visage of the same scene in black, gray and white, each time I blinked. White being where the wind touched more than where it did not. The green of the grass blended, dark black to bright white, the further you traveled up the grass’s leaves, as I blinked. The stone behind me was in a black, grays and white. Darker colors at the ground, while blending to the white at the top.
I relaxed deeper, while closing my eye, as I was opening my ears. The sound of trickling water came from just beyond the trees to the right, scratchy movements of the grasses moving against each other in a whispering wind, a hawk screeching in the trees to my left, and the wind blowing gently through the trees. Even with my eye closed, the scenery around me turned to black, gray and white, as it looked like a ghostly scene all around me. The music of nature came to mind.
I let my hands fall to my sides, from the weapons, with my eyes still closed as I stepped my right foot straight in front of me. I moved my left foot to a point left of where I was standing, then ran it along the ground until my right foot was behind my left, as my knees bent to lower my point of balance closer to the ground. I moved my hands to my belt, as I centered my hands over my stomach, while I was keeping everything in my mind quiet. I kept a watchful glare on everything as I waited for movement.
I stood there, waiting like a flower for a bee, patient as the hawk in the tree for any meal to make it’s move, and unmovable like the stone I had just been resting on. My legs burned with the tension the stance had them in, while I held the stance, as I embraced the pain. I let pain become a part of my existence, a part of my life and a part of my nature.
“That is it? This is the form you used? That, child, is not a fighting stance! That is a meditation in such a weird way.” Papa said this, as he took a few steps closer.
My ears heard the grasses moving around his legs, as the wind showed to me that he had started to circle me. His hands fell to his two short swords, which he wore at his hips, as he was crossing his arms in from of himself.
I did not react, as I just continued to exist in the moment, while I let the music of nature rise and fall in my ears. In the back of my mind a warning bell was sounded.
He is a master swordsman. You must beware. You must be on guard.
I silenced the thought as I relaxed, while bringing my mind back to the music of nature.
I watched his purposeful steps, as he moved closer to me. “Papa, you would stalk like a wolf in the night?” I was waiting, as my legs burned under tension, while keeping my mind empty of thought.
He said not a word to me. I knew he was wanting to test me. This was the moment he would test me, thus I would show this style was indeed a good style.
I opened my eye at the sound of steel on steel, as he drew his blades, while my hand found the rapier with my right hand, before my left hand found the main gauche. I resisted the urge to draw steel. He was still eight steps from me. If he would launch an attack, I would have a life time to draw my weapons.
My relaxation was over, as the music of the nature was muted when the steel slid over the steel, which drew a hard counterpoint to the music of nature. I readied to move at a heart beats notice. His fourth step would make my blades fly from their sheaths, on my hips.
“Draw your blades to fight, Relonor. I do not wish to strike you unarmed,” papa bade unto me.
I looked into his right eye, as my sight was as steady as my voice, while I said, “It is your choice to attack. I am not unarmed, nor unaware of your intention to spar. If you wish to spar, make your move.”
He looked at me, as he twirled the blade in his right hand to check the balance. “My choice? You have learned nothing from which I taught to you. From what I have seen, and what I see now, this form is sloppy! Your feet are tangled up. If I move to you, you will
trip over your own feet.”
In a calm, unshaken voice I replied, “Yes, papa, your choice. Everything in life is a choice. After the choice, there is a series of reactions, which will happen, that will lead to your defeat. If you wish to lose, attack.” I knew he would take my words as an insult. There was no insult to my words, just my point of view, which I knew to be fact, while the music played in my head.
He snarled, as his left foot came off the ground, with his swords out to his sides. My hands drew the weapons instantly, with him taking his fourth step. My right arm drew the rapier, before bringing it to a high cross guard position, as my main gauche, in my left, went to a low downward guard position. My feet stayed in place, though I put more of a bend to my knees, as I drew myself closer to the ground.
He advanced quickly, as he took the four steps in two. The quick steps were in an attempt to tie up my feet. My feet budged not a hair’s width. He led with his right sword in a downward strike, which was aimed at to knock the rapier out of the way, for a quick kill. I shifted the weight to my back right foot, as I moved my left foot to my left, as the sound of the stream bubbling came into the fore ground of the music in my head. The stream wanting to take the stage. I slid the rapier behind his blade, as my rapier rolled up to move his blade past me, which landed my blade on his forearm.
“First blood, papa,” I said calmly.
He stared at me and the pose. I had perfectly moved, at the last second, as I had parried the force of the batting attack, while redirecting the force away from my body, as I had put my sword in place to counter strike, with no effort expended.
He took a few step back with a weary look crossing his face. “First blood is not a victory.” The formal response for the sparring match to continue with first blood hits, util one party called off the match.
His blades started into a spin in front of him, right over left, as they gained speed. My feet stood motionless from the counter strike I had landed, as I swayed slowly to the breeze as the trees entered into the music, as their leaves rustled in the breeze. He moved in with his right sword over left, as I stepped forward at the cross of his arms.
The weakest part of this attack is when the arms are crossed, I thought absently, as my left main gauche moved his right blade out further, which caused him to cross his arms even more, as my rapier’s basket punched into his left sword, as the tip of the rapier, which was angled back, rested on his throat.
He looked astonished at the boldness of the counter. “Death, papa.” I said calmly. “Would you like another chance? Chance would allow it.”
He backed off two steps while watching me. I moved not a muscle from where I had stopped, in mid attack. I waited, as I had all the time in the world to do this, with the music of nature singing it will endure everything.
He circled to my left, as I let him get four paces in while not moving. I knew what he was thinking, while knowing the next attack would come from that angle, blade high and blade low. He would assume I would only be able to counter one blade, and he would win the exchange.
He moved forward as one sword stabbed at my face, while the other stabbed at my midsection. The tension in my legs was released with the joining of a hawks screeching to the music, which brought my left leg behind my right as my right arm turned the rapier to point at the ground, while bringing the basket of my rapier high enough to counter the high strike. My motion continued me in a circle, as it brought my back to his left side, while my main gauche patted his butt as I moved past. This move had spun me to my right knee, while the rapier’s tip rested on the ground. My main gauche was off to my side with my body facing his back.
Papa turned around before staring at me in astonishment. “How? You could not have been ready for that.”
“Well, my legs were under tension. Think of them as a spring ready to release the energy, which they had compressed. When you attacked, all I had to do was release my left foot off the ground, which caused my body to rotate with the torque of the tension being released. With a high low attack, you would figure I could pick off one attack with my main gauche, while not being able to bring the rapier to bear, from the position I was in. With the stance, I was able to bring my rapier to parry both blades. But the laws of physics say an object in motion will stay in motion unless acted upon by an external force. Instead of fighting the torque, I used the torque to continue to move around, which landed the hit.”
I could hear Vadoma letting out a chuckle. “Give it up, Richard. I tried for thirty moments to land a hit on her. It seems she was holding back against me.” Vadoma raised her left eyebrow at me.
Papa looked to her before returning his gaze to me. I relaxed as I untangled myself from the spring I had made myself into, as I had let the motion bring a small bit of tension back to my stance. My weapons returned to their sheaths, as I relaxed my burning legs.
I let myself just plop down on the grass. “If you wish to spar more, papa, I must rest first, may chance allow. My muscles are not in the condition they were in a month ago.”
Papa continued to stare at me, with his swords still out, while held in a downward guard. Vadoma walked over to me, before she plopped down on the ground next to me, before looking at me in concern. “Are you okay? Did you over do yourself?”
I laughed. My voice was full of mirth as I responded, “I will feel this on the morrow.”
“And you deserve it, for all those looks you took of my butt,” Vadoma replied as a smile painted her face.




Entry 6

4 Months Before

Groenplaats
I awoke to soft knocking on my door, as my face was buried in my pillow. I let my hand snake to the dagger I had on the side of the bed, as I mumbled into my pillow, “It is open.” I really hoped I had not locked the door, or I would have to get up. I really did not want to get out of my warm bed.
The door creaked open, which let the wind loose in the confined space. She showed me a sight which took my breath away, as the person I have gotten to know these past few months walked through the door. Vadoma walked through the door, as the wind showed me her beautiful face in bright whites and grays. My bottom lip retreated to rest between my teeth, while my face was still firmly in my pillow. Her hair played in the wind, as the wind sought her way out of my room, as she sought freedom.
I had thought I had forgotten Vadoma’s face, for the two weeks she had to go visit the other villages, for the routine healer travelers. It just happened her name came up this time round.
She was fighting the door closed, so the wind would not close the door too hard and wake everyone in the building up with a slammed door.
My mind worked to wake up to this wench, who is my best friend. She had her sword belt in her hand, which she dropped on the floor half way to the bed, before flopping down on the bed, with me just being in the way.
“Wench, I am trying to sleep here! Why do you not go to your own bed and annoy your pillow, rather than bother me, being all innocent here I may add, just drooling away on my pillow, without you, I may just add,” sleepiness dripped from the humor my voice held.
“I would not mind my own bed, which is so less crowded than this bed, as there is not a beast which hogs the bed, in my bed, and to have a pillow that does not have your drool on it. But,” she drew out the word for effect, “I wanted to see you and check to see how you are doing.”
“I here. I sleep. I drooling.” I said sleepily.
“I see,” she said as she rolled off of the top of me, to behind my back, as her right arm casually draped over my hip, while her hot breath was on my neck.
My breath stopped. Her breath on my neck sent bumps down my skin, as my bottom lip drew back to between my teeth again, before my teeth bit down on my lip in want. I tilted my neck to give her more room to get closer.
In my loins, a fire erupted, which caused me to rub my legs together slightly, in a desperate attempt to put out the fire. “Can I just cuddle here? You know, friendly cuddles,” Vadoma asked shyly.
The fire in my loins died. Friends. She keeps bringing it up, as this is what we are. There are times she does things like this, which are so purposeful in their execution, to get this reaction out of me. She was the worst tease I knew, but as she said, she just wanted to be friends. She was the one person whom constantly wanted to be around me. I did not want to go back to a life of being alone.
“Yes, wench. Stay on your side of the bed and no drooling on my drool. It may end the universe in an explosion of drool,” I said the first thing which had came to my mind.
“First, eww. An explosion of drool? Why could it not be an explosion butterflies? At least, some what cute? And second, my bed too.” She pulled me closer to her.
“Whatever, wench. Your mouth is moving when it should be snoring. Work on that, please.”
“I will have a quip on this, after my snoring is completed, so do not think this argument is over, lady,” she mouthed into my neck. Her hot breath played over my skin. Then, like nothing happened, she was asleep, as snoring came from her mouth.
Sleep was now out of the question for me, as her hot breath in flowed over and around my neck, while the hot exhale of breath, with that snore, hammered into the side of my neck, which sent the warmth from my neck down my body to my loins, which burned with need and want. The wind showed me her lips in crisp detail.
The rest of this night would be a long one, as I knew sleep was now out of the question. I laid there, as still as I could be, while I endured the sweet torture she inflicted on my neck with her breath.
**   ***   **
Vadoma’s snoring tapered off to lighter breathing on my neck. I have lain here, as she slept, while she teased me with her breath, the entire time. I had lain here, with thoughts of how I wanted her lips on my lips. The lips I have studied so well, during this time, as the wind showed them to me in crystal clarity.
Several times over the last few months, when she would place her hand below my damaged eye, I had thought she wanted to put her lips on me. The few times she has put her lips on me, though her lips where not they needed to be. Instead, she has lightly kissed my cheek, over where the heat of her hand had penetrated my flesh. This made the area burn with the touch of her nose and the barely there whisper of her lips on my flesh. Then, they were gone, which left an lingering feeling of her lips on my flesh, as my cheek screamed for more. How after the heat subsided, the tickle of where her nose had been, just heart beats before, lingered on my cheek.
Her arm tightened around my waist, as it had wrapped around it at some point of the night, which drew my body tighter against her clothed form, as the quilt separated the heat of her body from mine.
I let out a sigh of reluctance as I rolled to my other side, which brought me nose to nose with her. Her eyes were barely visible in the morning light, which poured through the window of my room.
“Morrow, sleepy head,” Vadoma responded to my rolling over to look at her.
I quipped back, “And, what is wrong with your bed, were you had to come cuddle up to a friend, to have a night of sleep?”
Her hand was now at the small of my back, as her fingers were making slow circles over my chemise through the quilt. “What? Do you not want a friendly cuddle with me? Did you not miss me a little?”
Her small circling finger movement sent shivers up my spine, which caused my shoulders to retreat a little backwards and downwards in pleasure. “For your information, I have no problem with friendly cuddles. Secondly, I did miss my only friend in the world who knows me. The real question is, did you miss your best friend in this place?” I quipped right back at her, as my left eyebrow raised to the question.
Her bottom lip retreated to her teeth, as she lightly bit down on her bottom lip. “Da. I missed my best friend, which takes up every moment of my day.” She trailed off while her eyes studied my face for several moments, as I studied the deep turquoise orbs, which were studying me.
She sighed before releasing her lip from her teeth, while looking into my scarred eye socket. “Guess what, lady,” she whispered to me.
“The sky is blue.”
“Da, but I have the next week to myself. No healer duties, unless it is an emergency. I was thinking of going into the mountains to the West, to explore the wilderness. If you have time, I could always use an escort by a pretty warrior, like you,” a smile came to her lips, as she turned the last words into a playfully teasing sound.
“Well, wench, I have instruction this morning. After that, I have no plans. I did spend time in the fields harvesting the cannabis and potatoes, so I do not think anyone will miss me for a few days. Well, besides mother and papa, but I think they will miss their other child just as much, since she has been gone for a few weeks.”
“They missed me? Ha-ha. I missed them too! Well I should include your beautiful face in this confession,” she said in a chuckling, teasing tone, as the blood rushed to my cheeks in a blush at the compliment.
I turned my head down to my chest, as I was trying my best to hide the blush, least she think something else to my blush. I could not loose my only friend; however, she probably did not look at me in the same way.
“Where did you want to go,” I asked shyly, as I was trying to regain the confidence in my voice.
She let out a heavy sigh before breaking out into a smile. “I was thinking of going to the West, to where my Mother had taken me once. I wanted to see what you think of what we had found there. Maybe pick your brain on what you think it was…” her voice drifted off as her eyes looked back in time to the memory she held.
“Wait, did you see your Mother when you were traveling?”
“Da. She is planning on visiting from Boosplaats at the Samurai Festival in a few weeks. She said, ‘It will be good to blow this village, to roam the land with the Grand Masters.’ She does miss traveling now, with having to ‘watch over the village’ as she says.”
I looked into her eyes while I asked, “So I finally get to meet the parent?”
“If she does not kill you first, for being so sarcastic, da.”
“Wait,” I let my voice get a distant while scared tone to it. “You
want to take me into the mountains to kill me. Then, your mother will not kill me for being so hard on her little darling of a daughter, for being the worst friend of the century to her?”
“Exactly! How did you figure out my brilliant plan of killing you with pretty scenery and, maybe, a rock? I know you always wanted to die by a rock,” she quipped back to me.
“Um, hello, I said, ‘If I was to be killed by a rock, it had to be a talking rock.’ Ordinary rocks are so last year,” I echoed aloud.
She chuckled at the last conversation we had, before she left, ‘The best way to die.’ I had chosen a talking rock. Her response, like always, held so many meanings. ‘I want to be killed by a beautiful person, who loves me.’
Let me tell you, I had thought on her statement for weeks, as I tried to pull apart the many meanings those simple words conveyed. I came up with a conclusion. This beautiful lady kills me every day with a smile, a glance of her eyes, her quick witty comeback, and the innocent touching! I may need to amend how I want to die.
In my mind, I grab my heart, then I fell over dead, before shaking a few times to check if it was a good death, while getting comfortable. If you are going to die, you must be comfortable.
Vadoma’s voice cut through the walk about my mind had went on. “I have not seen a talking rock in a few years. They may have all died from boredom by now. You may be stuck with an ordinary rock, which has lost it’s voice to talk. Maybe a granite one. Kind of smooth. Oh, and really small.”
I could not help the belly laugh which came from my mouth. She loved trying to be more weird than I was, as she did not care if what she said made sense or not, by either trying at being funny, in some weird way, or by being serious in her extrapolations of a theory I would work on. She may know the medical sciences, but the natural sciences were outside of her reach, for now as she was trying to learn more about them.
“That is really what you want to do? Seriously?”
“Da. I do have a wanderlust to my soul. I am Romani after all. I am curious of the things which are out there yet to be discovered again. The tomes tell us of all the wonders which were in the world, and maybe I can find the cave again. I believe the cave holds wonders,” she trailed off, as her eyes clouded over with memory.
I let her memory play out, as I was thinking of what kind of cave she was talking about. Caves are a dangerous place, as many caves could come down on your head without warning. However, us trying to find an area in the mountains to the West of us would be very difficult. Each valley and rock face looked like the next, at least they did to me.
Her mind came out of her memory, as she hung a smile on her lips for me. “So, you up for a little adventure and some protecting a lady from danger?” She wiggled her eyebrows at me.
“You are no lady, you wench. I could use a little adventure to my life, maybe have a brush with death, or a low hanging branch of a tree,” I quipped back. “Alright, at least let me get up first, please.”
I sat up in bed as I stretched. Fine, my muscles were fighting off the need to fall back onto the bed, with the promise of sleep which awaited me. During the stretch, Vadoma’s hand went to my back, as her fingers gently flowed over the fabric.
I bit back a moan while I squeaked out, “No! Stop it, or I will tickle you!” I held my finger of tickling up, to show the threat of tickling which could be carried out, at that very moment.
Her hand left my back immediately, before having both hands palm out to me in surrender. “Not the Tickling Finger of Hades!”
I cocked my head, while I looked at her sideways. “The Tickling Finger of Hades? Really, wench?”
“It was the first thing I thought of. You know me. I do not always come up with some cool saying at the right moment. Most of the time, it is the most weird thing to say but related to something an hour
ago.”
“An hour ago. Let me see, this would have been when you were snoring into my ear. Why were you thinking of Hades, while snoring into my ear?”
“Well, I had to snore into someone’s ear. I would rather snore into my friend’s ear, than a stranger’s ear. Then, it would be strange to snore into a stranger’s ear.” Her face looked as if we were having the most normal and serious conversation we would ever have.
“Makes total sense,” I exclaimed.
“Relonor, get up and get ready. I want to stare at your butt.”
“I told you, it was not on purpose! Your butt just happened, I tell you yet again, to be moving past me. I needed something, which was moving, to acquire evidence, while I made theories from that evidence as to what was going on with my sight. It could have been anyone’s butt, but the butt was your butt.”
I felt playful today as I jumped out of bed, while half tripping as the quilt tangled my feet up. I managed to keep both feet underneath my body, by some miracle, as I rose my hand. “I am good. I almost died there… twice.”
She barked out laughter, “Good thing you have….”
I had pulled my night chemise off over my head, which left me in only my underwear. I looked over my shoulder to Vadoma lying on the bed with her mouth stuck slightly agape in shock, in mid sentence. I smiled inwardly at getting that response from her.
I threw my night shirt at her as I walked over to the shelf to retrieved another black chemise, before putting it on. I looked back to her holding the night chemise from her face, yet it was still close enough for her to smell the cloth. The look in her eyes was hazy and dreamy. Her eyes spoke to me of the things she wanted to do, with the promise of doing those naughty things to me very slowly, while having extreme pleasure in doing those things.
My bottom lip was between my teeth, again, as I was biting it in want and lust. Then, I bit down hard on my lip as I welcomed the pain, as it broke me from the spell she was casting over me.
My dreams are being manifested on her. She could not think of me as more than just a friend.
I turned my attention back to my shelf, as I retrieved a pair of black pants from the shelf before slipping them on. The sight looked as if I was having a serious fight with gravity, in which gravity was about to win the epic exchange. I stood in my epic win from my struggle against gravity, as I was able to keep my feet under me while I struggled into the clothing.
I made my way to the wash basin to filled it before washing from my face the night’s sweat. After toweling off my face, I noticed that she was gazing at me still, as she had not moved one bit, as if she was frozen like a living statue.
I think somewhere in her brain she realized I was paying attention to her, because a smile broke out on her face. “Come over here, and bring that
brush. I will braid your hair for you.” Her voice held a dreamy quality to it.
Girl, get that Powers that Be brush and get your ass over there. Pretty sure a talking rock had said the sentiment in my mind. I am not a fool. I grabbed the brush she had pointed to before going over to her, with it in hand.
She took one last inhale of my night shirt in her hands before gently setting it aside on the bed, as if it would turn to smoke if she rushed to quickly. She turned to my hair, as I sat in front of her. Vadoma’s fingers dug into my hair, as her fingers brought a tingle to my scalp, which left me in sinful delight.
I sat there, as I dared not to move a muscle, as she separated my pony tail into three strands before weaving the strands together into a braid. She reached to the floor before grabbing the leather strip, which I had used yesterday, to tie my hair back. She used it yet again to tie my hair back on this day.
I closed my right eye, as I watched with the wind, as she was biting her lip while wrapping the cord twice around the end of the braid, before tying it into a knot. She then leaned in to me a little, while she smelled my hair, as her eyes closed, as she chewed on her lower lip.
Standing up, because I could not handle her that close to me in this moment, I went back to the shelves to look at my doublets. I grabbed one of my forest green doublets, as we would be out in the woods. I opened the doublet as I slid it on, before buttoning the front up, while leaving the top button unbuttoned. Searching through the sleeves, I grabbed the matching green sleeves.
I stuffed one sleeve between my legs, to hold, before I slid the left sleeve onto my left arm. Vadoma was there, as she lifted up the edge of the shoulder of the doublet, to expose the loops which would tie the sleeve’s strings onto the doublet, to hold the sleeve in place. After she was done, she buttoned the top button of the sleeve over my upper arm, while leaving the other two buttons along the forearm unbuttoned. She reached down between my legs to grab the other sleeve. Her fingers gently brushed my legs, before she did the same to the other sleeve.
“You do not have to help me. I am a big girl and can get dressed by myself,” I whined to her.
Vadoma moved to the armor rack, to removed the bracers from the hook. She turned to me, with a serious look on her face. “I do not have to help you. I want to help you. After all, you silly woman, you will be my guardian in the wilderness. I need to make sure you are ready for a talking rock to scare you.” She handed one of the bracers to me, “And, hold this please.”
She took my left arm in her hands before turning my wrist to point up, while sliding the bracer, which is two layers of leather with a few very thin pieces of metal between the leather, over my inner forearm. She fastened it to the top of my forearm. Retrieving the other bracer from my hands, she took my right arm, while turn my wrist to the ground, before laying the bracer over the top of my forearm, then fastened it underneath my forearm.
She pulled the right sleeve down over the bracers, to buttoned the other two buttons on the inner forearm of the right sleeve. She turned to my left arm to wrap the sleeve around my arm, before buttoning the sleeve on the top of my outer forearm. The sleeve was inverse, so when you would fire a bow, there would be no buttons for the string to get caught on, to throw off a shot.
I was getting embarrassed by the attention she was giving me, as she retrieved my Kikko armor, as the scales made small metal rasping noises as she carried the light armor to me. She held the vest open for me to slide my arms through. After checking the loose shoulder plates, she secured the light strap, which held them in place to my upper arms, before standing in front of me. She buttoned one button at a time down my armor, as she followed the fire in which she was igniting in my soul at how she dressed me in such a formal fashion. One in which I had never been privileged to be the center of attention.
“Um…I can get my boots, because I am pretty sure we will both need a healer, after we are done trying to get those boots on me. And, I would like to add weapons to my weapon belt, since we are going to the wilderness,” I shakily said as I resisted the urge to bite my lip, with her eyes looking at my lips.
“You can put your own boots on, because your feet stink. There is no way I will get down there with those stinky things.” She grabbed the boots from the ground before shoving them into my chest.
While I put on my boots in the chair, I watched as she made the bed we had slept in. She folded the quilt, before placing it over the pillows. She grabbed the chemise from the bed, before getting a mischievous look on her face, while turning around to pull her chemise off. She threw it blindly over her head, where it hit the ceiling before falling a pace behind her.
She looked over her shoulder, then down to the chemise. “That was supposed to go further and smack you in the face for doing the same to me earlier.”
The only words my mouth could form during the silence of the moment, with me staring at her naked back, I mean she was topless, with the milk color of her skin of her back were. “I slept in that last night, and the night before.”
“Are you saying it is extra dirty, with your dirty little germs which smell so good?”
My tongue had no walk about, as my mind was currently processing the fact this perfect woman took her chemise off and threw it at me. It was a good thing that at least my muscles decided they would attempt to answer the question, while they started slowly nodding my head.
My brain finally kicked into motion. Boots. I was putting on boots. They were very interesting boots, as I fumbled to get them tied.
I saw her in the corner of my eye, as she looked at me for a moment before turning, with a sad look, to put the chemise on. I continued to watch her, as she went to the water basin to washed her face.
Finishing with my boots, I lifted my head, while I studied her in my night chemise. Vadoma filled the chemise better than I did; however, for the first time in my life, I was not talking down on myself. I mean, you know, being okay with my body. Vadoma thought nothing of wearing my chemise for the day either.
She dried her face off before turning to my regard. “What is wrong?”
“Nothing, wench. I was thinking of how well that chemise fits you.”
“You were looking at my butt again,” her accusation was with a smile.
“I did not look at your butt, though, I may have been looking at your bosom.”
“What? First my butt, then my breasts? Do you have any decency?”
I made a show of thinking, before I answered her question honestly, “When it comes to you…No.”
Caught unguarded for the comment, she snorted while exclaiming in victory, “Finally, I have a confession.”
“A confession in which you look good in my chemise, wench. That is the only confession I have made in this confession. I just love how it clings to your curves.”
“You love…,” she let the two words hang in the air.
Oh the Powers that Be, could I put my foot in my mouth any better than this? And here she is calling me out on simple words.
“You love…,” she repeated.
My mind was drawing a blank. She has caught me out in the open, as the complex feelings I have for this Power in the flesh form, which is here to take my breath away in one glance before setting my soul on fire. So, I did the best thing I could do. I repeated my words. “I said, ‘I love how it clings to your curves.’ Any man will drool over you with that on.”
Her chin shot up, right before she started to nod slowly, as her face hid any emotion of the guy she really wanted. “Da, any man would.”
The mood in the room seemed to discharge to something else. Maybe it was just a sigh from the universe. We were pretty dense then.
I stood to retrieve my weapons belt from by the door, before stripping all the frogs from the belt, as I laid the weapons on the bed, while slinging the belt over my shoulder. I set my grandfathers saber on the left side of the bed, where it would be on my belt, and the rapier on the right side. I went to the weapons rack to retrieved the matching daggers and main gauche. I set the main gauche next to the saber, then one dagger, which would draw to the left, while the other dagger, which would draw to the right, from behind my back.
I went to the desk, before opening the bottom drawer to pulled out two fist sized pouches from the drawer. I set the two pouches between the two daggers, which would rest at the small of my back. One pouch had fire making supplies and had a small wire saw to cut wood with, although I would get an ax from the armory, to add to my horse’s pack, for chopping wood for a fire. The other pouch held needle, thread, a few replacement buttons, a wooden thimble and a vial of my medicine.
With the weapons laid out in the way I would put them on the belt, I took the belt from my shoulder, while I started lacing the belt through the frogs and pouches to hold them on my belt.
When I got the rapier on the belt, I grabbed both ends in my right hand, as I brought the belt around my back. I grabbed the other end of the belt, with my other hand, before fastening the belt loosely to my waist. I adjusted to frogs on the belt to the proper places, while taking the time to check the positions of the daggers, to see if I was able to draw the daggers with ease. I tightened the belt down, thus making sure the frogs would stay in the places I had them.
I walked back to my desk, as I was closing the bottom drawer, while opening the top. From inside the drawer, I pulled out a dark wooden box with two hinges on one side, with a simple latch on the other side. I opened the box on the desk’s top, which revealed a dark red clothed bundle inside. While taking the red cloth bundle out, light metallic clinking gently sounded in my hand, as I laid the bundle beside the box.
I unrolled the bundle before flipping the cloth back, which was over the rolled out bundle. With the bundle open, it revealed the six throwing knives, which were hidden inside of the bundle. The metal was anodized with a black sheen. Slowly, I took out each, while placing each throwing knife into the sheaths on my Kikko armor, which were cleverly hidden on the stomach. I loved these throwing knives as they were useful weapons, while they added a measure of protection to my stomach, with their solid steel.
“Who gave those to you Relonor,” Vadoma asked softly.
“Papa did. He gave them to me on my sixteenth year of birth celebration. He knew I favored the light armor. You know, we had this Kikko armor made for my sixteenth year of birth celebration. Papa had asked them to make the sheaths interwoven to the armor, so they could act as a form of armor for my midsection.” While I spoke, my right hand patted the tops of the three handles, which were pointing at my right hand, along my stomach.
“But, I have not seen you wear them with your armor, so why now,” Vadoma gently prodded me.
The question caught me unaware. Why had I chosen to have the extra steel on me? My mind responded, you will be protecting her. What came out of my mouth was, “We will be in the field, and you can never have enough preparation prepared to encounter the unknown.”
“What? ‘Preparation prepared?’ I am confused. How can you have ‘preparation prepared?’ Does this mean you are really unprepared for the situation, in which you think you are prepared for, but in reality, you are not prepared for the cluster fuck which will happen? Then, say something like, ‘Well, I was not prepared for the talking rock to talk to me.’?”
My mind had to go over what she said, twice. Then, it had to think about it again, which left the room to a deep silence. Finally, my brain completed the reasoned logic, while it answered in a supremely correct response, “Yes, wench?”
We both cracked up laughing, at having confused each other so well, though the laughter drove off the feeling which had permeated the room between my sexy wench and me.
I walked to her bodice, which was lying on the floor, as it had been discarded at some point during the night. Gingerly, I picked it up before holding the bodice for Vadoma to shrug into the outer garment she wore on most occasions. As I turned away from her, I called over my shoulder, “You can lace up your own bosom, wench. I do not need to see those.”
Vadoma replied with a laughing voice, “You wish you can see a bosom like these, and I would never show them to you!”
See, right there. Those words. She is into men. My mind thought as the truth in the statement drew a bitter taste to my mouth.
I retrieve her sword belt from the floor, as she finished lacing her bodice up. Taking an end in each hand, while checking to make sure there were no twists to the belt, I turned around to her finishing up the knot, which rested between her bosom. I held up the sword belt out to her, as she turned around, while she pointed her butt to me. Let me tell you, I have made many studies of this butt, and it was the most perfect butt…
“Quit looking at my butt!”
I was caught in my observation. I shook my head as I crossed to her, before handing her the ends of the belts, from around the back of her waist. Her fingers played over my hands seductively, as she took the belt’s ends from my hands. Electricity flowed from her touch into the places where her fingers touched my flesh, which drew bumps out to form on my flesh, before racing up my arms.
The scent of her hair filled my nose, as she found her grip on the belt before pulling the belt from my hands. Her hair smelled of a fresh rose garden in the morning, with the smell of dew on the air, which gave the roses a touch more scent than normal.
She stepped forward out of my nose’s delight to replace her scent with the smell of nothing, as she turned to face me while asking, “Sun’s rise meal, then sun’s rise meditation, like always?”
“Well sun’s rise meal is literally the meal, which you eat, at sun’s rise, and sun’s rise meditation suggests meditation, which is done around the sun’s rise. The time is in the right places for us to partake of these tradition.”
“I was just asking.” She fired back to me.
“I was just explaining, wench.” I instantly said to her.
“You were staring at my butt.”
“And?” My traitorous mouth said to her.
Crap! Mouth if you wish to have this argument, please, deny everything, unless I tell you not to.
She exclaimed, “I knew it!”
I responded hotly, “Sun’s rise meal it is.” The finality of that entire decision coming to a conclusion. What? You do not have fights with your friends like this? You should try, as it is very fun, as it takes less time to make a decision.
I grabbed the war bow, from the weapons rack, on the way out of the room, while I was checking that off of my mental list. I would grab a war quiver from where they rested by the door or in the armory. Though, most likely the armory, as I needed to stop there to get a few more useful things.




Entry 7

4 Months Before

Groenplaats
After my morning meditation at Father Sea, Vadoma parted company with me, to stop at her wagon to retrieve a few things.
I went to the armory to pick up supplies. I looked around for the building, which had ‘Armory’ listed on the building in big white letters. If you did not have your own the weapon, which was wanted or were awaiting a replacement weapon from the blacksmith, the armory has more weapons for a person to choose from, which includes axes and the war quivers, who have multiple types arrows in the quiver.
A normal war quiver held: a signal arrow, which whistles as it flies through the air; two fire arrows, which have a basket in the middle of the arrow head to allow a pitch soaked wad to be inserted into the head and lit; ten plate mail piercing arrows; ten chain mail piercing arrows; and ten field tipped arrows. Each group of arrows were to a certain length, with colored shafts, and colored feathering. Your mind knew which arrow was which, based on length and coloration.
There were other arrow head types in the armory, but they were in the hunting quivers, which were lighter and had less arrows, as those arrows are meant to take down an animal, not a human in armor.
As I entered the armory, I looked to Edward behind his desk in the middle of the room. He was the middle aged bald man who ran the armory. He took care of the weapons, while asking for replacements, when weapons or arrows were damaged. He nodded to me, as I returned the nod.
Along the walls of the small building, there hung weapon racks. There are also two isles of standing weapons racks, for the longer pole-arms, pikes, spears, and any other long handled weapon, which would be awkward when hung on the wall. Each weapon class was bunched into categories, to make selection quicker, especially during a time of alarm.
I looked at my mental list before taking a look around. I searched for the ax selection while I honed in on the back left corner, which held the two handed axes. I was not thinking it as a weapon but as a tool to cut wood.
The two handed axes were nestled between to the one handed axes and throwing axes. If it came to an ax fight, I would choose any other weapon at my disposal than an ax. I am not saying they are not a good weapon, as I have watched weapons masters use axes, to deadly effect. I am saying they are not a good weapon for me.
After the walk up to study the axes, I gawked at the selection. Upon the wall I saw: a double sided ax, an ax with a hammer, an ax with a spike, then an ax which looked like a half round shield was attached to the end of it. Like how can you wield that? The list went on with the ax blades and styles varying, to include every configuration which could be imagined, with a few which could never be imagined, yet stood here as proof someone had imagined them into being. Resting on the ground, as it leaned against the wall, there was a simple and elegant woodsman’s ax.
This will do just fine, I had thought to myself. Now to grab a war quiver and a spare bow string.
I turned as I made my way to Edward’s desk. “Hey. How fair you this day?”
“Fair an ye?” Edward responded with his strange accent.
“I am doing well. I have guard duty with one of the Romani. We are going into the mountains, for about a week. I will need a war quiver. If you have a double saddle bag quiver, I would be happy with one of those. I also need a spare string for my bow, in case of a string break.”
From behind me, Vadoma’s familiar voice chirped, “I am the said guarded Romani. I would like a hunters double quiver for horseback, with two replacement strings for my horse bow, may chance allow.” She sat a compact horse bow down on the his desk.
“That was quick, wench. Decided not to bring everything with you?” I glanced over Vadoma’s extra gear.
On her neck and draped over her shoulders hung a heavy Romani cloak of yellow, orange and gray, with piping lining the edges in the same colors. It was one made of heavy wool and hemp, with a half cloak of animal furs sewn to the neck, to add extra protection to the upper body, which gave the cloak more material to keep any rain from penetrating the cloak. The inside of the cloak was of green dyed hemp in the case stealth was needed in a situation. She could turn the cloak around to hide her bright colors. With my knowledge of the style of the cloak, I knew, somewhere in the folds of the cloak’s shoulders, there were two arm slits. This would allow you to have your arms outside of the cloak, if you needed them to be, especially in cold or wet weather.
Her right hand was retreating from setting the bow on the desk, as I took in what was under her cloak. In her left hand, she had a saddle bag, while around her hips was a second weapons belt, which held two small daggers and four throwing axes. My left eyebrow cocked at her weapons, as I have never seen her with any weapon other than a sword.
Her left eyebrow cocked to respond to my eyebrow. “Do you care to retract that statement?”
I instantly quipped back to her, “Yes, wench. Want an extra ax or two?”
We both started laughing, as Edward was done sizing her bow’s string length, before placing two replacement strings by Vadoma’s bow. “An for ye lass, be ye havin a eight and fifty, one hundred pull on that bow yer be holding there?” Edward asked in his heavy accent.
“No Edward. Seven and fifty, fifty pull.”
Edward looked along the floor boards by his desk until he found the one in which he needed, before lifting the plank up by the small hole, which was in the plank. Underneath the plank, there was revealed a drawer with a few boxes in it.
He retrieved a string from one of the boxes, before echoing in his accent, “Aye, seven and fifty, fifty pull. An, a double horse war an double horse hunter, aye?”
I nodded my head as he headed around the desk to the bigger floor planks, along the front of the Armory. He lifted one floor plank, while he pulled out a hunters quiver saddlebag, which he sat up against the wall before replacing the floor plank. He took two steps over before lifting another plank, while he pulled out a war quiver in the same saddlebag style. He secured the plank before he set the quiver by the hunters quiver.
Edward’s accented voice spoke, “Be that all ye be needin, or is er something else I can do for ye?”
“No, Edward. Thank you. We are good. See you in a week,” I responded to him, before the wench started us on another track. I grabbed the seven and fifty string from the desk, before stashing it into a pouch, while Vadoma snagged the two strings, which she hid in a front pouch on her belt.
She retrieved the horse bow before moving to the quivers to take her quiver. I was a step behind her, on purpose mind you, as I wanted another smell of the rose garden, which was in her hair.
“Quit looking at my butt, Relonor!”
◆◆◆
 
One hour later
Vadoma and I rode into the clearing we used to train, as the stone stood watch over the small clearing. I led my horse to one of the river birches, along the side of the clearing, before tying the reins to the trunk of the tree. Vadoma did the same, while Papa and mother walked from behind another clump of trees, while a blush was on mother’s face.
“Did we interrupt something,” Vadoma asked with no shame to her voice.
I closed my eye while I yelled out, “I am not hearing this!” Realizing when closing my eye did not stop my sight, as the wind showed me the clearing in the whites and blacks of my wind vision, I quipped, “And do not do anything, because I can still see you!”
I knew my mistake as papa asked, “You can still see me?”
I backpedaled as quick at my mouth would allow, “Verdomme, can you, like, not have heard that? Really, it is nothing. Just my imagination going on a walk about again. You know the imagination I have. I am mad as a hatter after all.”
Papa drew a dagger from his belt before launching it towards me. I pushed off with both feet to roll to the my right side, before coming to rest on my right knee, with my left leg out to stop the rolling motion I had started to avoid the dagger.
“Yes, just your imagination.” Papa replied as he walked to retrieve his dagger, which had not been thrown with as much force as I expected with the motion. It took him only a couple steps to reach the dagger. “Some imagination, which you can see…” Papa was looking at Vadoma, who had serious look on her face. Her head was in a slight shake, which told him to stop with what he was thinking aloud.
Mother, as always, quipped. “Oh imagination. Was it a horse riding wild in a field? Or a monster hiding behind the door? Oh never mind, it is not important. I see someone has their horse packed for a trip. Are you two love birds going away?”
My cheeks heated with the blush I found on my face, at being called a love bird with this wench. I was so not her type. I could not be the person for her. A tear wanted, no, it was much more than want. It begged for my right eye to release a tear. I knew, if I let it have it’s way, I would never be able to stop crying. The yearning I had to be in Vadoma’s arms, to have her lips on mine, to hear her whisper my name into my ear, in her sweet voice, drove me crazy each day.
Papa’s voice interrupted my thoughts, “Sensei, the instruction for today?”
Oh yea. I have to teach someone. How do I do that? I just know how to do it, as it is natural to me.  “Okay. First of all, papa, no Sensei stuff. I will teach you, but I do not want to hear that. Second, well.” I drew out the word, “I need to think. First time teaching someone after all.”
Vadoma quipped up, “Two.”
In my confusion, I asked, “What? Two what?”
“Not someone. Two pupils, you silly woman. I would like to learn, may chance allow.” Vadoma looked at me expectantly.
“Chance does allow, but you do not have any armor on, so actual blade play would be out of the question,” I quipped back.
“You alţii with what is required. I have plenty of armor on,” she instantly quipped back to me.
“Um, I saw what you put on this morning, and I can assure you, there is no armor in what you are wearing,” I quickly quipped back to her.
Mother’s right eyebrow cocked, in question, with the words she used, “You know what she is wearing, which means you were getting dressed together, so this means….”
“Mother! It was not like that. She got in late last night before she came to check on me. She fell asleep in my room. Nothing happened!” A hot blush stormed over my cheeks, which was showing much promise of turning my head the color of a ripe tomato.
My unease in the subject was echoed my Vadoma. Her words came off of her tongue fast. “Yea, I am so sorry I fell asleep there. I was just so tired. And, my clothes were on. And, she slept in the quilt. And, I just slept on top of the quilt. And…nothing happened. We are just friends.”
The knife went into my heart at the end of her statement. ‘We are just friends.’ She said it plain as day. There was nothing more I could expect from this woman than…who…holds my heart in her hands. I was so flabbergasted.
Mother’s voice was fast in her reply, “Oh, you two. I was teasing you. I know you two are the best of friends, and I am glad that Relonor has finally found someone to share her weirdness with. If something did happen between you two, I am the last person who would care.”
Papa was glancing around the clearing, with the wanting to not be having this conversation, before affirming this when he caught me watching him. “I did not say a word about it. Do not look at me in that way, Sweets.”
I let out a barking laugh at his sincerity of his being at the wrong place, at the wrong time. I walked over to the stone before sitting down, while thinking aloud. “Well, if I was teaching this form….”
“And you are, Sweets,” papa said, interrupting the silence my words had trailed off into, while trying to keep the subject on something other than Vadoma and me.
“And I am…I would start with foot work. Your hands mean nothing without the foot work. Your feet need to react without giving them the commands to move. They need to move to the music in your head. You need to move in and out of the combatant zone, as quickly as possible, to keep the smallest of margins between being clear of the combatant zone and not.” The combatant zone is the space of an attack from an attacker. “It is a dance. The physics of it will come later.”
Papa was nodding his head as his eyes were cast in a memory, while he thought aloud. “Yes, that was what your feet looked like when you were fighting. Not one static stance, but a flow of a dance, which evolved as the situation evolved in front of you.”
I thought to my feet, while I nodded my consent. “Yes, a dance. That means for our first lesson, we dance….”
Over the next hour, I watched as they danced with each other, with me instructing Vadoma or papa to lead the dance, to the music of the wind, to the leaves rustling with the life they held, and to the stream which gurgled beyond the trees. Their dance was a mirror dance, in which the leader of the dance moved, while the other followed to counter the movement just taken. It was sloppy at first. In the beginning, I had to make a lot of interruptions, to correct a misstep, or suggest a better step to counter a movement, which was taken.
‘Every dansul morţii has a beginning and an end. To start the dansul morţii, you start from the beginning. Be ready to defend first, before finding your attacker and wait. Find the music of the dansul morţii, and unleash the dansul morţii, upon his first move.’

~Dansatorii al Morţii saying





Entry 8

4 Months Before

West of Groenplaats
Vadoma and I had rode through the forests, which grew among the mountains. I have followed her lead for the last two days, as we rode West from Groenplaats and from my parents.
My guard was on high alert, as we occasionally steered around a cluster of rocks or heavy trees, which did not look safe to me, for ambush reasons mind you, as this is where I would lay in wait to trap someone. I highly doubted a person, or persons, were out here laying in wait for us. However, it was a good exercise for my strategic mind.
The valley in which we rode was wide and clear of trees, as the grasses littered the ground, with flowers peeking out among the greenery of the grass. The grasses came up to the bellies of our horses. From the mountain, in front of us, a stream drained into a lake the size of our entire village, with a beautiful waterfall. Along the ridge on our right, there was a pine tree forest, while along the left of the valley, the rock was laid bare to the wind, as it was free of any growth.
We had been riding to the lake, which Vadoma had pointed out this morning. She said we were a day’s ride from the cave, which she had found with her mother a few years ago. We had planned to stop at the lake to make our camp for the night.
The ride was mostly silent, as I listened for noises. I listened for any noise which would give me notice for anything which was abnormal. The quiet gave the sounds the most chance to reach my ear, to warn me of the danger. With us being this quiet, we had been able to find sun’s fall meal the last two nights.
That is when I heard a noise come from the grasses. It was just above the whispering of the wind on the grasses. I pulled my horse to a halt, while taking my bow in hand. My hand went to the left side of my saddle, to retrieve a plate mail piercing arrow from the quiver, before knocking it to the string. I closed my eyes as I relaxed.
After a few steps of Vadoma’s horse, she noticed I had stopped, before stopping her horse, as she turned in her saddle to look at me. She made no move to her bow or any weapon, while she looked at me with her white and gray face. Her head had a halo of white around it, from the wind hitting the back of her head.
I tilted my head from right to left, as I sought to catch the sound again with my ears. A mouflon, which looks like a sheep, came out of the tall grass to my right. He was an adolescent one, as the horns were just starting to curl around his head.
The shot would be hard to take, with my bow shot pointed the opposite direction. The two choices which went through my head were to switch my hands, which would take the longest time to do but have a steady shot, or use the horse to turn towards the mouflon, while turning my bow at the same time, which would give me more speed, but take away the stability with the horse’s movements.
Vadoma watched silently as I made my choice. I moved my bow as slow as I could, to my right hand. Once secured in my right hand, I moved my left hand back to the string, while I slowly raised the bow to my side, which brought the bow to shoulder height, as I drew the string taught. I waited for him to turn for a better angle for me. The wind shifted direction, which spooked him. He took off as I released.
The arrow flew from the string, while leaving a white trail of wind, which fell off the feathers at the end of the arrow. My mind saw the shot was off. I reached out to the wind, with my mind, to asked her for a small favor. I needed a nudge to the left, to drive the arrow home. The wind answered as the arrow shattered in the air, while flying off into splinters.
The next thing I knew, I was laying on the ground, while feeling exhausted. Vadoma was next to me, kneeling as she was checking me over. I asked groggily, “What happened?”
“This confirms my thoughts. You have the magik of the People. You reached out with the wind to the arrow, before letting your power loose. The problem is the amount of power you released. You are not supposed to release it all at once, which you did.”
I let my confusion into my voice, “What?”
“Okay. One step at a time. First, I will tell you something, but you must keep it a secret between us. Do I have your word on this?” Vadoma’s face held a very serious expression on it.
I replied to her instantly, “Your secrets are always safe with me, upon my honor.”
“We know of magik. It was the same for us, when we started to experience the magik, when it awoke in us. There is a lot of information, but I will skip to the relevant parts…,” she trailed off in thought.
When she found the words, she began to lecture in her Romanian accent, “You have an infinity with the wind. A strong infinity, as it feels like you have yet to blossom, or to come into your full power. If you come into your full power, you will have full access to your magik.
“Your magik is inside of you. The more you use, the less you have, until it is recharged. A good nap with a meal will help to replenish your magik.
“You released all of the power, which you have in your body, into one little point. I assume you were thinking to move the arrow just a bit. When your mind reached out to touch the arrow, it was not a gentle touch, but a powerful punch to the arrow.
“If you blossom, I will try to teach you what I know to help you, but my infinity is different. I am not sure I will be of much help. For now, let us get you back into the saddle, so we can make our way to the lake. You will be wanting to have a nice sleep very soon, as it is first time you drained yourself of your magiks.” Vadoma finished her lecture with a small smile to me.
I tried to stand, but my feet were very wobbly under my body. “Um, I do not think I am getting up. Can you retrieve the arrow at least?”
Her head was nodding wisely. “I think I would like to camp here for the night. Having a lake front camp is so overrated. And the arrow,…you will have to say you lost one in the trees, because the arrow is in a million pieces, about five yards that way.” Vadoma pointed to where the mouflon had stood.
I nodded my head as I let my head fall back into Vadoma’s lap. Vadoma’s voice held concern. “Can you at least keep your eyes open long enough for me to get the horses unsaddled and settled?”
“My eye is open.” I said it playfully, as I gazed at her with my right eye. “The other one seems to not be there. Sorry.”
The look of guilt on her face at the playful banter I had tried to start, which ruined the jovial mood I was trying to inject into the conversation. I felt guilty for making her feel what she was feeling. She did not look like she was very happy with the thoughts, which were running through her head, as the thoughts played out over her face with the emotions they brought to her.
That was the last thing I remembered from the day I had first used my magik, with being sprawled on my ass for the attempt. I had slept through the remaining day and the following night.
That was also the first day Vadoma shared the secrets of the Romani with me, which would not be the last day either. My life is full of secrets now.




Entry 9

4 Months Before

West of Groenplaats
I awoke on the ground with my head in Vadoma’s lap. She had propped herself against the saddles and supplies, which she had stacked up. We were not far from the small camp fire, which she had made to keep the cold of the early spring night from invading our camp to make us cold. I imagined little snow flakes holding spears marching into our camp, before demanding our surrender to the Lord of Coldness.
I chuckled at my thought as my mind took an inventory of our situation. Some guard I was for being hit low by my own stupidity. I was still very tired. I lifted my head to take in my surroundings. Vadoma had taken my weapons belt off of me and stretched it out in front of me within reach of my hands. A few paces from the camp fire, the quivers were stood up with the bows resting against them, which made using them, if there was need, a speedy process.
Behind us, I could hear the horses as they went about doing horse things, while they were tethered to the ground to prevent them from running off by a few metal spikes, which were driven through a ring of metal.
Vadoma stirred awake while she looked down at me. “Morrow, sleepy dead person.”
I quipped, “Can you be normal for once and just say good morrow, wench?”
Vadoma scrunched up her forehead in thought. After a few moments, she quipped back, “No. My weirdness for you does not allow me to be normal. You can either take me as I am or not.”
The memory of the pain on her face, from last night, came to my mind, which changed my line of thinking, as I gave voice to the thought, “Hey, are you okay?”
“Besides the cramp in my neck from sleeping this way? Da. Why?” Her response was instant.
My mind examined the reaction she had from the previous night, with the words around my statement about my eye. Slowly, like I was afraid to scare a wild animal off, I voiced my concern. “Well, before I like went all dead and tried to eat your brain, what was wrong? When I made the joke about my eye?”
Vadoma looked into my face for a moment, as some major choice was being played out in her head. I gave no rush to her decision as I showed my wench the support she deserved from a friend.
Vadoma let out a huge sigh. “If I tell you, you will hate me. I do not want to ruin our friendship over something I had to make a quick decision on.” She paused, which I let the pause continue uninterrupted by my voice.
After a few moments of her staring at me, she sighed. “I guess you have the right to know.” Vadoma looked off towards the lake in the distance, to where the fog rolled off of the lake, as it masked the lake in a white mist. Her jaw muscle flexed, which gave her face a hard edge.
“With being a healer, we have to make decisions quickly on how to treat people, when the wounds are very bad. There were decisions I had to make when I first started caring for you.” Her voice trailed off in the memory, as I sat there listening to her while watching the most beautiful face I had known in my life. At this particular time, I should say…
Her regard returned to me. “Your eye.” Her voice choked up as I waited for the emotion to pass. There was a slight tremble to her body, as if she was scared what she would say would end the world.
I looked at her with my good eye as I pointed at it. “Yup. This is my eye. I am kinda using it at the moment, so you can not borrow it or anything.” My voice turned from teasing to serious. “There is nothing you can say which will change how I think of you.”
Vadoma exclaimed loudly, “Yes, there is!” She lifted her head while she stood up. She took a few steps towards the misty lake, which was in the distance. I sat up with my favorite pillow having moved as I looked at her with my left eyebrow cocked. “Can you just stop it with your eye? I can not handle it right now.”
I looked at her perplexed. Her words spilled, like a dam bursting from the pressure of the water behind it, as she was unable to hold her words back anymore. “When your mother had brought you to Groenplaats, I was the first person there, as you know. When we had gotten you inside, you were already unconscious. Besides the massive trauma to your eye, you had a blood vessel which had ruptured behind the remains of your eye, when you hit the ground outside of the medical building.”
Vadoma started pacing back and forth while wringing her hands in a worried gesture she used when she was seriously worried over something. Then, she stopped as she turned to look me in the eye, before she took a deep breath. “I had to make a choice. There was a slight chance, and when I say slight, I mean I probably could not have done it, as your eye was that damaged, I could have saved it. Or, I could save your life. I decided to save your life and get to the bleeder, so I could stop the bleeding. You had lost so much blood, and I was unsure how much more blood you could have lost. So, I…uh…” She trailed off as her confidence left her. I let her have this moment of confession. There was something here which troubled her greatly.
She glanced towards me, before she said in a whisper filled with shame and regret, “I was the one to cut the rest of your eye from your head. I mean, I did not really have a choice. And, I was unsure if I could save your eye. I was not sure how much time you had left…” She sank to the ground, on her knees, as tears pouring down her face.
I staggered to my knees, before crawling to her to take a cheek in each hand, while I turned her face to look into mine. “And? You have no responsibility in me getting the wound. You made a call which would either save my life or maybe save my life.” I could feel her guilt at not being able to do more. I leaned closer to her face, “You did what you thought was right; therefore, I can not judge you for doing what you thought was right. I hold no dishonor in your actions, you wench.”
She let out a sobbing chuckle as tears started pouring down her cheeks. That was the moment I had felt the greatest need to kiss her, to take her pain away. I wanted to hide her from any hard decision again, so she would not have to be in pain like this. She showed me just how much she cared for me and our friendship. Being so ashamed of her deeds, she was questioning her own actions. This moment was the moment I knew I had to kiss her. I pulled her forehead to my lips, before gently kissing her forehead, while pulling her head into my arms where she started to sob. I let her release the pain, which she held, into my arms as I started gently rocking us, as she sobbed into me. I held her the entire time as she cried. The sobs came in waves till she was all cried out.
She started to push away from me; however, I tightly held her as I slowly placed a kiss to the top of her head. The smell of roses filled my nose as I released her to sit up. Her eyes were puffy and red from her crying.
“Well…if you had not done it, I could not have made the various studies on your butt,” a wry grin coming to my face at our old banter between us.
“Will you just leave my butt out of your conversation for a day?” She let a little pause go by, before a wry grin painted her face, “And, out of your vision.”
I let my face go serious as I responded, “But, that butt is the center of many inspiring poets, which I would be heart broken if I had to stop looking at it.”
A burst of laughter exploded from her mouth. “Jerk”
“Wench.”
I reached out my right hand to her face as I placed my palm on her left cheek, while my thumb absently wiped away the remaining tears on her face. I asked with all the seriousness I had at my disposal, “You good?”
She looked at me in shock. “That is all you have to say? ‘You
good?’”
“Powers that Be, wench, what do you want me to say? Go back to save my life again? Go back to do what you think is the best thing for the situation, like you have already done? I was not there, I mean I was there, but I was not awake. I trust you. I know your heart, and I know how it deeply cares for everyone around you, especially your best, favorite, weird friend in the whole world too!” The smile on my face was the biggest I could make on my face. “It is what makes me love you the way in which I do.”
And, there my mouth goes on it’s walk about, not even bothering to check in with my brain on what it wanted to say. Just use that L word to your heart’s delight, oh dear tongue. We will have words on this.
A shy smile formed on Vadoma’s lips. “That is what makes you love me the way you do? Do you really mean that?” Her voice was small, as it seemed to come from so far away to reach my ears, like the question was given a little life to explore this new world it found itself in but was unsure if it wanted to live in this new world of life and hope.
“Well duh, wench. You are my best friend I have never had. So yes, I love you as my friend.”
It took her a moment to voice any words, before she said with resignation in her voice, “And I like you too, as my friend.”
Now see, the evidence is right here! I am just a friend, and it takes everything for her to tell me she likes me as just her friend.
I let my hand fall from her cheek as I glanced out towards the lake, which she had her back to now. My voice was close to breaking with her previous words, “You know, you were right about you would kill me with the beautiful scenery.”
Vadoma’s head turned to the lake, as she took in the scene. After a moment, she turned to sit facing the lake, as she leaned her back into me, while my arms wrapped around her waist, as we watched the sun’s rise on that lake. The sun stripped away the fog for another day of life.
◆◆◆
 
Later in the morning, we made it to the lake before we started to ride around the lake’s Southern coast. Vadoma pointed to the rocky ridge, while she told me the cave was just over the rise.
Our horses were getting a drink from the lake when I looked to Vadoma. “Hey, wench. Can we make camp here for today? I am still pretty
tired, and I could use some rest. I mean, we are not in a hurry after all, are we?”
She chuckled while she responded, “You mean to say, you want to be killed by the scenery of this lake.” She lifted her chin imperiously, “I guess we could. Then, on the morrow, we ride to the cave and can always come back here to this site, after we are done exploring.” She smelled herself, “And, we could use a bath. I stink.”
I had to laugh at the cuteness of her bunched up nose, as it looked as if there was something bad smelling in the air. “Do you want to fish or set up camp?”
“Fish? You know how to fish?” She quipped back instantly.
“Well, yea. I grew up in Moeraplaats. Everyone there knows how to fish. Do you not know how to fish?”
She was shaking her head while looking at the ground sheepishly. Her bottom lip was between her teeth again. “Do you think you can teach me?”
“Do fish swim?” I quipped back instantly.
“Last time I checked, they do. I can go ask them if they still swim, or if they want to learn how to grow legs and invade the world….” Vadoma trailed off as she got lost in her own comment.
“Well, if you go ask them, then we will never be able to fish, because they will know we are here.” I reasoned aloud.
“Then you go ask the fish if they are wanted to invade our world,” she quipped back at me.
“Wench, I like you, but that tangent…You are
not going to make it work.”
“Says you. In my head, I am already talking to the fish leader to negotiate our peaceful coexistence with them.” Vadoma held her chin up.
So, it went as we set up camp, before I went about fishing for sun’s rise meal. After we exchanged places, Vadoma had caught three fish, while I had went to start the fire. She had proudly held up the last fish, which she had caught. It happened to be the biggest of the three. I had to chuckle at her proud smirk, as I did not even get a bite while fishing. I gutted the fish before I stuck them on sticks to hold over the fire, so they could cook unattended while the sticks were in the ground.
“Do you want to hop into the lake and have your bath before sun’s rise meal? I promise, I will not peak at your butt,” Vadoma asked me with a teasing tone to her voice.
I cocked my left eyebrow at her as I responded, “Well, if you will not peak, that will take all the fun out of it.”
With my words, she closed the gap between us, before she was laying her hand on my right cheek, as she kissed my left cheek. Her sudden movement and lingering touch ignited a fire in my loins.
She looked into my eye, while she said with a seriousness which I have rarely heard from her. “Go on. Get cleaned up. I am sure a bath will help you feel a bit better, after you get the trail dust off of you.” I grabbed her hand from my right cheek with both hands, which I gave her hand a gentle squeeze before releasing it.
Her hands and eyes dropped to the belt buckle, which held the sword belt to my waist. She gentle unbuckled the belt, before clumsily trying to remove it from around my waist. Her face came in close to mine, as she reached behind me to grab the ends of the belt together into one hand, before taking the belt and laying it on the ground, next to the fire.
Her hands went to my Kikko armor’s top button. She slowly unbuttoned each button, as her lips were still but a breath away from my lips, though she refused to look into my face. I stood stock still as she unbuttoned my armor, before she slid her hands under the armor, to the front of my shoulders, while gently pushing the armor back. It fell to the grass covered ground. My bottom lip went between my teeth at the touch of her hands on me, as a small moan escaped from around my bottom lip.
Her eyes went to the buttons on the doublet’s front, before unbuttoning each button one at a time, until the front was unbuttoned. Then, she turned her focus to my sleeves, as she ran her hands up my arms, before she unbuttoned my sleeves. Afterwards, she gently took my forearms in her fingers, as she removed the bracers on them, as she let the bracers fall to the grass at our feet. I gingerly shrugged out of the doublet before letting it fall on top of my Kikko armor, as she went to her knees to unlace my boots. She held each boot as I pulled my feet out of each one, which I almost fell over many times, causing me to grab onto her shoulders a few times to steady myself. After the boots were discarded, she unbuttoned my pants, before she tried to slip them from my hips.
This was the point in which gravity decided it was tired of losing to me. It claimed me as I hit the ground. I pulled my pants off before getting up from the ground, as I was afraid of what would happen if I stayed on the ground, with her undressing me in the way in which she was doing.
She stood in front of me before gently grabbing the bottom of my chemise, while she checked with her eyes if it was okay, in an unspoken question, which never needed to be voiced by her to me. My muscles went on a walk about as I nodded my head slightly to her.
I swear time tried to stop as she pulled the chemise over my head, while letting her thumbs run up my sides, as her eyes locked onto my eye. At the point of the chemise going over my eye sight, she slowed the motion even more, as she let the chemise block my normal vision. I closed my eye. The wind showed her peeking over my exposed body, before biting her lower lip in the same want which radiated from my body.
I was being the smooth person I am, with the fact this moment, the one I have dreamed of for so many months, scared me to death. She saw me as she saw through me. I pulled out of the chemise, before sprinting towards the lake, to dive into the frigid water.
The water was ice cold as I entered it. “Verdomme! It is freezing!” My teeth were chattering, as my arousal decided to retreat to her lair. I was cooling down the heat which was wanting to explode from my body, the heat which was coaxed into life because of her.
I dunked my head under the water again, which covered every inch of my body in the freezing water. I welcomed the cold embrace of the water, in a pitiful attempt to put to sleep the arousal, which she had awakened inside of me.
My head exploded from the water as my body cried for air. I flung the wet braid, which was now in my face, over my head, before I wiped the water from my face. The splash of another body entering the water drew my attention back to Vadoma.
She was in the water, with her clothes still on, while she was swimming towards me. A dim part of my mind noticed her weapons were in the heap of items back at the camp. She swam to me, before saying in the most sultry voice I had ever heard from another person, “I was not done with you.”
Those simple words, with the promise in which they held, rekindled the fire I was hoping the lake would extinguish, as her right hand went to my damaged cheek, as her other hand snaked around to the small of my back, which held me in place against her body. I let her draw my body closer to her in the frigid water, as her right hand drifted along my cheek to the back of my neck, before her lips claimed mine. My arousal, which I had been trying to extinguish, came back alive, while it denied my insistence of I needed to be logical.
I have dreamed of kissing this wench, but in this moment, I realized the dream was a shade to this moment. Her lips were so gentle on mine, while the heat burned through my entire body. The hand on my back pulled me closer to her, as my body happily surrendered to her request, as my arms wrapped around her neck to draw her head closer to mine, as I deepened our kiss.
Then, her lips were gone from my lips, though our noses were still touching, with her thumb making small circles on my naked back. It took several moments for my brain to come back from whatever paradise in which it had found itself in.
When I opened my eye, I found her looking into my eyes. Not my eye, but my eyes, she was trying to gaze into my soul.
“W..W..What was that about,” I nervously stuttered to her. I did not want to break this moment, but I had to know.
“That? I tripped over by the edge of the lake and fell in, before somehow,” she shrugged her shoulders, “This kind of happened.” She paused for a moment, to let her words sink in.
I swear, this only happened, because I am pretty sure I had not been able to breathe, as I am sure there was something daft going on in my brain. “But, why?”
I do suspect at moments like this that I am mad as a hatter.
Her response was full of heat, want, need, promises to be made and pure pleasure in making those promises. “Because, I have wanted to kiss you since the first moment I laid my eyes on you.”
I really hate my mouth. In case I have not told you, my mouth does things without checking with my brain. “But, we are just
friends.”
Really mouth? Are you trying to ruin this perfect moment? I think I may sew my lips shut after this, so you cannot do something stupid like this again.
She started to rub her nose on my nose. A sultry tone invaded her voice, which drew the words out, “I am pretty sure friends…can kiss…like this.”
She slowly closed the distance between our lips again, which increased my arousal by exponentials with how slowly she was torturing me. I could swear she took an eternity to cross the few fingers between our lips.
She was being a little more bold this time, as she bit my lower lip for me when she met our lips. Her tongue ran over my lower lip, as it sought permission to enter. I was not about to say no to this wench, so I let my lips fall apart. Her tongue played over my bottom teeth, before exploring my top teeth, until her tongue realized there was nothing in the way of her tongue finding mine. A tentative dart and touch was the first time our tongues met. My arms wrapped tighter around the back of her neck with a moan, which was trying to escape from my soul.
Then, her tongue was there in full force, which caused the fire between my legs to explode. She was playfully batting my tongue aside, before tenderly caressing my tongue with hers. Before I knew what was going on, or could explore her tongue, it was gone as her lips closed into a kiss upon my lips. I pulled my head back to separate our lips, while keeping our noses touching. Her hot breathe fell over my face.
I was the first to recover from the exchange, as I looked into her face. Her eyes were still closed, while her mouth was slightly parted. The heat of my arousal soared to new heights as it gazed at the utter peace and satisfaction on her face.
“If we do not get out of here, wench, I think our sun’s rise meal will be over cooked,” I quipped with our lips brushing with every word, thus evoking a small shudder of pleasure from both of us at the brief contacts of our lips.
Her voice was barely above a whisper as she responded, “Sun’s rise meal is the last thing on my mind, Relonor.”
I had to stop this moment. It was so new. I was afraid of what could happen. Then, my mind screamed at me, as it was telling me I did not know what to do. My mouth, who is an ever enthusiastic fan of wandering off, said, “Sun’s rise meal is the only thing on my stomach’s mind.”
The moment came to it’s end. Not as quickly as it had came into being, but it was a slow untangle of our bodies, little innocent touches to a our cheeks, my ribs or her shoulder. There was a tenderness to our touching, which was not there before this moment.
Trying to journal what happened after the kiss, with us getting out of the lake, is too complicated to put into words, as I do not believe I can get every action, thought or feeling down onto paper, to give that moment the justice it deserves.




Entry 10

4 Months Before
Turtle Silver Mine
West of Groenplaats
See Archive R.L 18.05.76.00153 Turtle Silver Mine for scientific notes and diagrams of this area.
I was almost fully naked to her regard coming back to the camp site. She had made no problem of stripping out of her wet clothes, before laying her clothes out to dry. She retrieved a quilt from the supplies, before wrapping us up into the quilt to have our fish for sun’s rise meal. After sun’s rise meal, which was more like sun’s crest meal, there were more heated kisses; however, she had been respectful of not going further than the kisses.
When her clothes were dry, we had helped each other dress, thus getting more innocent touches in the process. This time though, we did not hide our bodies from each other. My eye devoured every inch of her body, as I wanted to commit every piece of her flesh to my memory, as my wind vision devoured the sight when I would close my eye.
Her eyes held the same hunger to devour my flesh, at a pace in which I felt comfortable with. We had no words during those hours, as the only words being conveyed were by touches and by looks from our eyes.
After we were ready to explore, we had decided to climb the ridge, to check the landmarks, while making sure she had the right spot. I wanted to take the ridge to check the terrain, while making sure there was nothing untoward coming towards us. I was on guard duty for this…this what?
We had not talked about what has transpired between us. My friend? My love? My wench. I mean, if I had any doubts as to what was between us, let me tell you, I had it so undervalued. I love this wench with my heart, regardless of the title which was between us. I had thought we did need to have a talk, may chance allow, about what we were to each other.
While climbing this ridge, I noticed there was a lot of rock scree. What this missed was a mountain or rock source overhead, to produce the scree in which the ridge was made out of. I had noted this in the scientific journal I had on me at the time.
When we got to the top of the ridge, she was busy looking towards the mine, as I checked our back trail. The woods rose from the grasses in the valley behind us. The stream ran from the lake out of the valley, as it traveled Southeast in my view.
Looking to the East, I could see Tidal Mountain in the distance. My eyes searched for movement, or smoke, anywhere I could see. I have my basic field lore, as it is taught to all the students in Centraleplaats. I know all of my signal fire craft knowledge, since we use signal fires to communicate quickly over long distances.
After being satisfied with our back trail, as I had found no problem in my search, I turned to Vadoma as I caught her closely watching me. I cocked my left eyebrow at the look she was giving me.
Vadoma’s mouth started spilling. “I was, like you know, um…thinking.” Vadoma looked down to her boots, as she found them interesting. “Are you okay with what just happened?” She was being extremely bashful with me.
I saw through the shy look she had for me, as I used my usual tact, “I think walking up this ridge was a good idea…”
She interrupted me hotly as she brought her eyes to meet mine. “No, you daft woman. I was talking about
your lips and my lips!”
“I vaguely remember something about them meeting in pleasure, and we were both happy about it. Then, we have decided friends can kiss. So,…what was the problem with that?”
Vadoma looked at me for a long time with a blank face. “Okay, I seem to have been not there for that conversation. I will take notes on your accounts of the transpired interaction, while honoring the conclusions in which we agreed upon. One, friends can kiss. Two, we are both
happy we can kiss each other. And three, I have started to loose my memories of time and conversations, thus I am becoming as mad as a hatter.”
I shared a chuckle with her. “Well, I mean…” I trailed off, as my mind was not exactly sure what I thought besides yes, and I want more. Then, I realized I started a sentence which made no sense with the thoughts in my head, before I tried again, “Can you give me some time to think about it? I mean, it is not a bad thing or anything, because I do like kissing you. I mean…Powers that Be! I have wanted to do that for some time, but I thought you were into men. And, you know, I thought you would not be interested in a person like me, with me being different and all.”
Vadoma’s face looked in shock. “Um, hello, you daft woman. What woman would not be interested in you? And, for your information, I like a person, not what they have or do not have. You can take your time…By the way, I do like kissing you too.” A smile crossed her face as she turned around to look out over the scenery.
The scenery in front of us led down the ridge into a dead end valley. I opened the spy glass to look over the valley. About half way through the valley, on the far ridge, there was a rectangular opening with some boulders which had fallen in front of the opening, while other boulders littered the valley floor. After a fast scan of the rest of the valley, nothing jumped out at me. With a more slow examination, I spent the next few moments studying the valley, as I looked for signs of of life with the spy glass. I payed closer attention to the boulders and the mouth of the cave, which was set in the rock’s face. In a few of the places, there were tufts of grasses spread about with small bushes. I spent several moments studying the area.
I closed the spy glass, as I replaced it into the case in which it was stored. I handed the case to Vadoma, who she stuffed it into one of her belt pouches. “Well, how do you want to proceed, wench?”
A small smirk crossed her lips, “We could either go down there now or wait for the sun’s rise.”
“Yea. That is the same options I see. I see no threats down there, with no signs of life around the area. So, wench, what do you want to do?”
“Our camp?” She thought aloud.
“If we do not make it back by sun’s fall, it will be there on the morrow. I am not overly concerned with the camp. I am only saying, this is your adventure. I am just here to watch you, wench.”
Her rebuttal came on the heels of what I had said, “You mean watch my butt.”
I smirked at our typical fight. With remembering her lips, I let the playfulness out of my mind, to enjoy a walk about. I responded in the most witty way I could, “I mean to say, my dear wench.”
“Weirdo.”
I turned around, before I brushed my lips to her, because friends can kiss. We have this fact established, with plenty of empirical data collected on this fact. Her eyes were still closed as I pulled back from her lips.
She quickly tumbled out her response, “We could go down, to see what is down there. Good idea. Let us go. You are making it too hard to share a quilt with you right now.”
Oh, too hard to share a quilt? With me? I was thinking the same damned thing.
“Then, off on our adventure we go,” I replied with a smile.
*** ** ***
See Archive R.L 18.05.76.00155 to R.L 18.05.76.00156 Turtle Silver Mine for scientific notes and diagrams of this area.
We had gotten to the bottom of the hill without much fuss. Both of us walked in silence, while keeping our eyes out for any danger. The cave was around a fifteen moment walk to reach.
The boulders we were passing were interesting. They looked as if they had been melted down. One had burrows through it, as if a worm had eaten through the rock. There were several skeletons, which had been there for many years, as they were barely visible in the pebbles, which had partially covered them. A few of the boulders were of some metal, which had long ago decayed to clumps of oxide.
Everything has it’s death.
When we got to the entrance of the cave, I realized what I had thought of as boulders were actually scree against tank husks. They were well rusted and worn in many areas by the elements, but the turret was not hard to miss. They did look like the canvas art, which I have seen in the tomes, with them referenced.
The cave was not a natural cave, as it was one cut out of the mountain face. It was too perfect in it’s shape. “I think this is one of the places of the Old People. If you see these mounts, I think these are tanks. And, this entrance is too perfect. If we go further into the cave, I am sure we will see tool marks on the walls.”
Vadoma looked at me with a raised eyebrow. “Okay, little miss smarty. But, I am sure you are wrong on one point.”
“Well, no. This part here,” I pointed towards one of the tanks.
She rolled her eyes as she interrupted me. “You are wrong on, ‘if we go further.’”
I rolled my eyes. If the Old People made it, then it was probably more stable than a naturally formed cave. I bit the corner of my mouth in thought.
If she is wanting to go inside, we can totally do that; however, we should stay in the area, if it is this large. We should stop if it narrows, or there is any visible damage to the cave.
I let my head start nodding up and down. I was there just as her guard, her friend, and her kissing partner. I snapped my thoughts away from her. But, I will tell you it is hard to do when you look over and right there, under her nose, those evil lips reside.
“Okay, but we need to be careful. And, you need to listen to me if I tell you that is far enough. The only question is how will you see?”
She responded hotly, “Girl, you are not the only one with secrets. I will be just fine in the dark.”
“Then, by all means, lead on, wench.” I held my hand out to the cave entrance as I closed my right eye.
My wind sight came to me, as it was showing me the cave entrance in the grays and blacks of my sight. The slow moving air currents gave me a blurry view, with the reduced white and light grays from my vision. The lack of air circulation made me feel a little uncomfortable, with the lack of clarity in my wind vision, as we entered the cave.
From what I could say, it was the size of three buildings inside, from where it widened up inside the entrance. Inside, there were many of the horseless conveyances and a tank, which was blocking the entrance into the larger section. The band of metal, which was around one side of the conveyance’s wheels, was laying off to the side of the other side of the conveyance’s wheels. I traversed the room as I used my wind sight to check the size of the room. Vadoma stayed close to me, while taking a closer look at some things she found.
Vadoma had picked up a stick cylinder, while she turned it over a few times, before dropping it to the ground. The stick made a dull metal thump when it hit the ground. Vadoma looked to me before shrugging her shoulders. I shrugged mine back to her, only because I had no clue what it was, or what we were doing.
At the end of the room, the floor started to move downwards, while the width of the tunnel went back to the size of the entrance.
Vadoma looked up to a sign and read, “‘Welcome to Turtle Silver Mines.’” Her voice echoed in the tunnel. “‘Idaho Project E.L.E. shelter, site 4a. Unauthorized Access forbidden. Please have your state documents available for inspection.’” I looked to the sign as she read, but I saw none of the words she had read.
I walked up to the wall before I ran my hand over the stone, as I sought the tooling marks, to see if the cave was natural or cut out. My fingers found smooth stone underneath.
I retreated into my mind as I connected a few ideas. One, the walls were not natural. Second, the place was a mine, according to what she had read. The other evidence to support the sign was the ridge we hiked up. The scree would be a by product of mining, as that is the waste rock which was not needed from the mining process. I came back to the moment, while making a theory which stated: this was made by the Old People, which may be a bit safer than a natural cave. During the formation of my theory, I noticed Vadoma had crawled down to a lower section of floor.
I walked over to examine the floor. It looked like a step, which was made for someone much taller than I was. I sat down on my butt before swinging my legs over the edge, to drop the twenty hands to the bottom of the stair.
There was no notice as the flood dropped, as the walls lit up a bright white from the air, which was displaced while moving quickly with the floor falling.
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I came awake with Vadoma over me, as white webs of healing draped over my body. “There she is. Morrow, sleepy head. We need to quit meeting like this, or I may think we had a thing.”
“We have a thing. What happened,” I asked groggily, while fighting my way out of my cloudy mind.
“It looks like the floor was not stable. When we added our weight to the floor, we came down the quick way. Before we go into that, I need you to grab my arm and pull. I need to set the bone,” Vadoma said in a pained voice.
I noticed her right forearm had an angle on it, which was not supposed to be there. I grabbed her wrist while quickly pulled her arm out straight, to her sharp intake of breath. “Broken?”
“Yes! Now hold it there!” Pain filled every crevice of her voice, as it echoed in the cavern we now found ourselves in.
Her left hand was over her right arm as white tendrils played over her right forearm, which went on for many heart beats. Finally, the white tendrils released her right forearm, before they retreated into her left hand.
She gently pulled her forearm from me, while she cradled her forearm to her chest, in a protective way, as she rolled onto her back. “The bone is set, but it will take a few days to fully heal,” Vadoma absently answered with a tired apology filling her voice.
“It is fine, wench. So, are you saying the cave collapsed,” I asked as I took in the cavern.
“In a way…yes. I think it was a floor collapse.” She pointed at the ground we were lying on.
“Or we were on top of the cave collapse, wench.”
“Pretty much what I had said,” a pout entered Vadoma’s voice.
I just shook my head as I stood up. I looked up above us to where we had fallen from, but it was higher than my wind vision could show me. Panic grabbed my heart.
We have to find a way out of here. It will take a few days after we are supposed to be back for them to send out a search party for us, but we had not given them a destination. They have no clue where to look.
Then, another thought popped into my head.
If they happen to find our camp, they would still not be able to find us, as there is a ridge between our camp and this mine. It could take months for them to find us, if they ever find us at all.
“I think that is far enough,” I voiced aloud.
Vadoma’s voice held a huge amount of confusion, “Far enough for what?”
“I think that is far enough into the mine. I think we should turn around and leave now.”
A laugh filled her voice, “Grand idea, you silly woman. You were a little late on that decision.”
“Yea,” I drew the word out. “Can you see up to where the mine’s mouth is?”
“Da.” Her head moved while she scanned the cave. “I think we may have ourselves a wee bit of a problem.”
“You think, wench?”
Playfulness captured her words to me, “Well, yes. I said it, so I must have thought it at some point for it to come out of my mouth.”
I used my new found knowledge of this vixen to win the argument. I let my will do as it pleased, as my lips captured her lips. It was a quick tentative kiss, though the aim was terrible, as I caught only most of her lips. “I win,” I murmured into her lips as I broke the kiss.
I turned from her to inspect the walls. It was a few moments into my inspection before she answered me with the most thoughtful answer she could ever think of. “What?”
I felt playful, though I knew our situation was far from being a playful one. “Just say, ‘Yes, dear,’ and you will be good.”
She answered quietly, as she sounded a bit bashful. “Yes, dear.”
“Well, I seriously doubt we will find any hand holds, or toe holds, to climb this. That is the real problem.”
My mind went into analysis mode, as it made a list of things which had to be done, while I listed out objectives we would need to complete. First, we would needed to find a water source. We were good on food for now, as we could go a few days without eating, so, that went to the bottom of the list. This just left the thought, Get out of here, sitting in the middle of this cluster fuck we found ourselves in. However, there was no need to rush to start this list. A little time used to inspect this problem from here may help solve the problem, before the need to find water would dictate the course of our actions.
While I had been thinking as I looked up, Vadoma had walked over, with her arm still cradled against her body, while she gazed up into the darkness with me. “What are you thinking there girl?”
“We are so screwed, wench.”
Her voice was serious, “Da, I kind of think that too.”
“It will be days before they even start looking for us.”
She replied with the same seriousness, “Da. They will not find us in here.”
“Yup.”
Her voice held a small smile, “Screwed.”
“I think that statement was already established when I said we are screwed.”
She relied, “Da. So screwed.”
“I figure we spend a bit of time here to see if we can get out of here this way. There is the possibility which we can find another way out, though this is probably the only exit. We will also need to look for water.”
She pointed to a few places as she spoke, “There are ledges there, there and there, from where the floor did not fall. But there is no way we can use them.”
“Too far apart?” I asked as I looked to the spots in the darkness, which she had pointed at, to see if I could see them, but they were past my wind vision.
Her voice held all the sarcasm she could muster for the attack, “Da. If we miss a jump and fell, we would probably get hurt again.”
“Last option to attempt…do you think, wench?”
Thoughtfully, she replied, “Da, if it is either stay here or try that, that would be the last choice.”
I sighed into the air. “You see anything else?”
Her sarcasm mustered another attack into the blackness, “Besides freedom is so close, but so far away.”
“That was implied.”
Going back to being serious, she replied, “Then, no. What do you see?”
“Blackness. It is outside of my wind vision. But, looking at the walls, they are too smooth to climb up.”
With a chuckle, she teased, “Da, you already said that. Is there anything else sloshing through that pretty little mind of yours?”
“A fish who wants to have peace talks.” My imagination formed a fish, with a trident wrapped in a flipper, while it looked at me with his long whiskers.
In a dry serious voice, she said, “Does not sound like it is sloshing but more like swimming. Are you sure you are not mad as a hatter?”
“Yes, wench.”
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We had explored the first level of the mine we had found ourselves in. One of the first things we noticed was a huge metal pipe, which came up from the depths of the earth, while it wound it’s way around to the different rooms, before meeting back upon itself, then running down the downward sloping main floor, which would take you to the next level.
The thing I found the most interesting was it was in my wind vision. The pipe was a dim white, along with the rocks by it, before fading into grays along the rock the further you got from the pipe. I had spent many moments inspecting the metal pipe and rocks, which it was attached to, though I could not make any scientific conclusions on this discovery at this time. It would be forgotten until InLara tinkered with the pipe and the junction boxes, which I had failed to notice.
Vadoma had found a sign, which she had read to me. It was outside of a room, which had been at the end of the floor, which had collapsed a little passed a pile of rubble with metal gates. “‘Administration.’” The metal door was closed for the room.
It took us a few moments, plus a lot of pushing, to get the door to finally release itself from time, while it complained to us for being interrupted in it’s sleep to, yet again, work for a person.
I painted the canvas in my mind of the door, while interpreting the groaning of the metal, to give it words, Why do you wake me? I do not want to open for you. Why can you not leave me to sleep? The door complained in my mind until we could slip into the room, which stopped it’s complaints.
There were several desks scattered about, with boxes sitting on the desks. Papers, which must have been torn from journals, littered the desks and the floor. The metal pipe from the hall was in here, though smaller. It was about the size of my wrist, which ran the circumference of the room, about shoulder height. There were also a few round mirrors, which hung on the walls close to the ceiling. I know right? Why would you hang a mirror all the way up there.
The room, which was opposite this door in the hallway, had a sign, which Vadoma had read ‘Medical Triage.’ There was no actual door for the place which separated the room from the hallway. There were many cabinets on metal wheels and things which hung from the ceiling of the room. There were a few beds, which were on wheels, which were big enough for a person to lay on. Attached to the walls, there were several metal cabinets.
“This looks very similar to the medical triage rooms in the medical building,” Vadoma had absently informed me, in a tone of wonder, as she looked around in fascination. “These must be the candle lights which they used to light the area of work,” her hand touched one of the things hanging from the ceiling. “To think they worked with a candle this small. They must have been masters at healing people.”
I had left the room, as I found nothing of any fascination in the room, as the medical arts have never been one of the things which peak my interest. I had taken two steps into the hall way when the wind showed me a hawk swoop down, before landing on a pile in the rubble.
The sight was amazing. The hawk is a thing of beauty, which I could wish to get onto paper in it’s majesty. The wind flew through his feathers, which turned him into a bright white bird in flight, as the beat of his wings left trails in the air, which were a bright white in this gray place I found myself in.
The hawk looked at me while he screeched. I cocked my head at the hawk, who was sitting upon his perch, as his feathers puffed out from his erect posture.
“What is wrong, boy,” I asked the hawk as I took a step towards him. He extended his wings before he fluttered them in the air, as he screeched at me again. I cocked my head the other way at him, while I extended my left arm to him.
He dove off of his perch in the rubble, as he extended his wings, before falling almost to the floor. He beat his wings in two powerful beats before he rose into the air, as he climbed the distance he fell. He closed the distance to my forearm before extending his talons, while he grasped his new found perch, which was my arm.
He took a few hops up my arm to my shoulder. After a few more hops, with many tail feathers in my face, he decided his new perch was to his satisfaction while cocking his head at me. Vadoma had let out a laughing giggle as the hawk settled on my left shoulder.
After the spectacle was done, Vadoma asked, “Who is this beautiful boy who you have here?”
I glanced up to his cocked head, as his eyes looked into my face, as I thought. I had never given a name before to someone, especially a creature as beautiful as this boy here. I did the one thing I am good at, as I thought, while I went through my mind to seek anything which could help me make a decision. My mind found a memory. Locked into a memory of reading a tome, my mind latched onto a story of [The Gunslinger] and his hawk. “David,” I whispered into the hawk’s eyes.
The hawk bobbed his head before he broke his eye contact, to look around the cave in quick darting motions.
I looked to Vadoma. “His name is David,” I said with more surety.
She quipped back, “You are sure he is a boy, right?”
“Well, let me just ask him.” I turned my head back to David, while asking in the best imitation of Vadoma’s voice, though I did lack the Romani accent, “Are you a boy hawk, or are you a girl hawk?” I let the silence hold for a moment, before I turned back to her. “See, he does not care. So, David is his name.”
“Da, oh wise smart-ass. It makes total sense now.” Vadoma said playfully, as she disappeared back into the medical room, which she was oh so interested in.
“Yes, wench. Where else would I store my brain but in my ass.” I quipped back as I took in the hallway again.
I glanced to David while I started talking to him. “Well, boy, we are stuck down here. So, we are kind of exploring to see if we can get out of here. Want to come explore with us?”
Vadoma quipped from the other room, “Of course he does! What bird would want to go into a mine to explore it, you daft girl!”
I responded with a dignified rebuttal, which I yelled to Vadoma, “I am not talking to you, wench.”
“I am not cleaning it up.” She yelled back to me.
“I did not ask you to!”
“I am just informing you,” she quipped back at me.
I stood out in the hallway until she was done with her explorations. She had came out with a tome held together with metal rings. I took the tome to examined it. The little tome had glass like pages with nothing I could read on it. I handed it back to her unimpressed.
She looked at me with excitement. “And?” I looked at her perplexed. “Do you not think we could use this map to help us?”
The tome was a map? I answered her truthfully. “I see nothing in the tome; they are just blank pages, just like the signs you have read. I do not see the words.”
She looked at me a few moments in thought. “So you can only see with your wind vision?”
“Duh. I open my eye and all I see is blackness. What are you seeing?”
She seemed to be in thought for a moment, as she weighed what she wanted to say. Her head bobbed slightly at whatever argument she was having in her head ended with a yes.
She said pensively to me, as she asked herself at the same time aloud, “What do I see?” She took a few moments forming her thoughts into words. “Well, it is like seeing by the moons’ light. Things have a pop of color to them. I mean, like, I do not know. It is seeing.” She laughed at herself humorously. “You know how bad I am at describing things. Mostly in here, there are shades of blue and white, but it is like looking at it in the moons’ light. Do you understand?”
I sat thinking, while I tried to paint a canvas of what she said to me, in my mind. Then, a random thought ran through my head.
It is like how I try to explain my wind vision. It just is. Words are not enough to convey the sight.
I nodded my head, while I let the subject go. I knew how difficult it is to explain something when simple words could never describe it. I could never describe a buteo jamaicensis in mid flight, to a person who could not see, and give the red-tailed hawk the words they deserve, as they fly through the air.
“Okay. Since you can read it, wench, do you see anything which can help?”
She looked at the cover of the tome and read. “‘Idaho Project E.L.E shelter, site 4a. University Of Idaho-Idaho Falls. Administration, Mapping and Planning Office. 2020.’ There is a canvas here.” She turned the page. “‘Level 1. Check point, administration, medical triage, security and military barracks…’” I listened to her name off each level, while painting a map in my head.
Level two was focused on biology, which had a few terms I did not understand, like seed bank, animal re-population program
and a few others. Level three was focused on natural sciences. This I marked in my head for exploration, if we got to it. Level four was for medical sciences. Level five was the storage level. “Wait. What kind of storage?”
After a few moments of looking at the page, she responded with, “It does not say.”
“That may have some things we could use to get out of here. How many other levels are there, wench,” I asked her as curiosity painted my voice.
Vadoma flipped through the tome, while looking intently about two-thirds through the tome. “The last page, which has something written on it, is labeled ‘Level 67’, but there are more map pages with nothing listed on them. I think there are more than seven and sixty levels. They just do not have them detailed like the previous pages.”
I thought about that. Seven and sixty floors! The number was mind boggling to me. How deep into the Earth was this mine?
“Well,” I said, as I thought aloud, “I think we should check the storage area to see what we can find there. It sounds the most promising. We can check the other levels as we go through them.”
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We had worked our way down to the fifth level of the mine. Getting past the area of the collapse, at level two, was difficult on the spiraling tunnel, which led us deeper into the mining caves.
We had also discovered other doors, which when we tried to open, they refused to open for us. David spent most of the time on my shoulder, except when he found a perch in which he had to investigate.
We had saved level three and level four for later, as we wanted to get to level five, for anything to help us get out the cluster fuck we found ourselves in.
The landing for level five was different, as it opened into an area where thirteen more conveyances were resting, before the tunnel continued to spiral downwards. The other entries had doors, which were closed, but opened with a little muscle power when tested.
After inspection of the complicated conveyances, I decided they were of no use to us, since we could not get them past the collapse site in the tunnel, nor could I figure out how they would work.
There were several doors which led off of this main room. The first room, ‘Barracks’, was just that. A sleeping place nestled into this giant mining system, with beds, desks and storage boxes.
“You know, wench, I am pretty beat, and we could probably use some sleep.”
Vadoma’s voice sounded wistful, as it came from somewhere beyond my vision, “Are you saying that, since we found some beds, you want to take me to bed? In these dirty things?” Though she was out of my wind vision, a patting noise sounded from her direction, accompanied by several coughs.
A bright blur of feathers came into the room, as I naturally raised my arm to give David a perch. Before you ask, it was just an urge I had to raise my arm. David raced past my arm, while stretching his wings, to bring the forward motion, to a slowing halt, a fingers space above the end of the bed. He had his weight suspended motionless in the air, as he closed his wings, before he fell to his perch, as his talons gripped the end of the bed. It was a thing of beauty. I had watched his command of the wind, which flowed over his feathers, as he make subtle movements, which altered his aerobatics.
I closed the door before I went about examining the room. There were two and forty beds, which one and twenty were on the left side of the room, while one and twenty were on the right. There were beds attached to the tops of the beds, which make the space a place where two people could sleep. Between each bed, and up against the wall, there were desks and a chairs for each desk.
The one thing, which was out of place, were the boxes, which were laying on the ground. They were made out of metal and held a rectangular shape. The lid was attached to the box with hinges. I opened one of the box. Inside the metal box, there was a divider, which turned each box into two separate compartment. Inside this box, on the left side, there were clothes, which were well worn and torn. On the other side of the box, there were tomes and papers, tubes filled with minty smelling stuff, brushes for the teeth and hair, a few knives which folded in on themselves and a object wrapped in an oil soaked cloth. Gingerly, I pulled the oil soaked bundle out of the box, as my breath caught in my throat.
Vadoma had sneaked up behind me to whisper, “What is it?”
Her voice caused me to jump, which caused me to juggle the oil cloth. “I think it is one of the Widow Makers the Gunslingers used to carry when they were on business. The Gunslingers are not unlike a Samurai. From what I have read, there were many such Gunslingers at the time of the Eruption, ‘Afore the world moved on,’ as they would say.”
Vadoma paused as she waited for me to continue, as I still moved slowly to set the bundle down. Her patience broke, “And? What is a Widow Maker?”
“They were guns. True Widow Makers were huge guns with sandalwood grips. I think they got that name, because they would kill the person it was aimed at. That would make a widow of the partner which was left. They are not unlike our crossbows; however, instead of using a physical release of tension to shoot a bolt, they would use a chemical reaction to shoot an arrow out of a cylinder.”
I had finally set the oil cloth onto the bed, which had a layer of dust on the wool blanket, which was tucked into the bed. Feeling like I was an archaeologist from a tome, I slowly turned back the edges of the oil cloth, which revealed black metal and another material, in the shape of an L.
I let out an audible sigh. “It is not a Widow Maker, but a gun, which was used by the Lesser Gunslingers of the time. I think the Gunslingers set the Lesser Gunslingers upon the world, to keep the peace from evil men who had no honor.”
She started reaching for the bundle as I yelled, a bit too loudly, as David screeched at the same time, which echoed around the chamber. “No! They are things of death. There are stories of them going off when mishandled.” I played the last word over my tongue, as I was unsure how I felt about it. Why would you have a weapon, which you were not properly trained how to use? Were they that lazy, in which they did not train?
“Then, why did you handle it! You could have killed all of us then. At least, let me get us killed for once.”
“Wench, you wanted to come into this place. Technically, you tried to kill us first,” I quipped back, while letting a tease fill the end of my rebuttal to this wench of mine, as she walked away from me.
Hello, brain! This wench you are talking about is your friend. And, a friend which wants to kiss you. And, you want to kiss her. Those lips. Just friends. Never could she fall for a woman like me. All the voices please stop arguing for one minute! At least disagree one at a time.
I let a chuckle fall from my lips, at the train of my thoughts.
“What is so funny?”
“Nothing, wench. The voices are arguing in my head again,” I responded to her with my sarcasm.
“Great, now, you choose to lose your mind! Let us all just go mad as a hatter then! It seems I am the only one rooted in reality at the moment.” I could not get a sense of how she said it with her voice.
“Yea, figured I was not busy for a while, so I may as well lose my mind up in here. At least the door is closed, so my mind cannot get far,” I said as seriously as I could.
Laughter was trying to be held back as the smile shone in her voice. “Well, at least you closed the door, so it cannot run away.”
“I know, right? So thoughtful of me.” Silence spanned a few heart beats.
Vadoma’s voice turned serious. “And, our situation?”
I looked in her direction for a moment, as I was not able to really see her dull face in my vision, for a clue of what she was feeling. After a few moments, I sighed. “Goal is still the same. We do need to find water some time soon. May chance allow, you can study the map while we rest. I think this is a good fall back position, as we can use this room as a base camp to explore. At least, we can sleep off of the stone tonight.”
I patted the bed besides the Lesser Widows Maker. Dust billowed into the air which was causing both of us to start having a coughing fit.
After recovering, she quipped, “Maybe, I should take some of these out into the hall way, to shake them off. This dust is
something else.”
I nodded my consent into the darkness. “I will check the rest of these boxes, to see if there is anything we can use in them.”
“Sounds like a good idea. Then, I will help you search.”
I called to her as a plan started forming in my mind. “No. I want you searching the map, to see if you can find where they stored their water. We need to find some soon, or us getting out of here will not matter much. The collapse a few levels up will make it more difficult to get anything of space, which is needed to stack upon, to the upper part of the collapse.”
I could tell her head was going up and down with her voice. “Da. That makes sense. We could carry these boxes to stack them up. That would take time to get enough of them up there though, I would think.”
“Yes, and, cause us to need water more. But, I want to put that lower on the list. We would need to stack, how many to be exact, to have a stable base to reach the ledge?”
Vadoma was quiet for a few moments. “Four?”
I cracked up laughing, as the thought of Vadoma stacking four boxes in the cavern to climb the stack, which produced a fall again. David let out a quieter than normal screech.
She dragged the bed into the hall way. I heard beating sounds as she invaded the enemy dust camp, then commenced to give them the ass whopping, which the dust deserved. Her army of talking rocks were right on her heels. I chuckled as I went about working on my half the solution, which I had set out in my plan.
She came back before hopping onto the bed, which still make a cough escape her mouth. She started studying through her tome.
After I had went through a few more of the storage boxes, I heard her exclaim, “Da. There is a water storage on this level. Before you ask, it says right here, ‘Water Storage.’ There is a symbol at the door, which is drawn there. It looks like a skull. Maybe? Or, it may be how they wrote water in another language they used.”
“About how far do you think, wench?”
I heard her flipping pages in her tome, before pausing while she was doing some calculations in her head. “I would say it is an hour, or so, walk. We have to go through the second door, to the right, out there. That takes us past several storage areas. At the end of the path, there is the room which has, ‘Water Storage’ listed. Are you having any luck over there?”
“Not really. It looks like they kept a lot of clothes. They have more of those folding knives. It is such a pity to leave a weapon like that. There are a few more of the Lesser Widow Makers, though for some they did not even bother wrapping them up. There are a few metal boxes, which have metal cylinders in them. A few boxes which are of glass and metal, with buttons on them; however, nothing happens when you press the buttons. A string here, with these two balls, were attached to one of those boxes. There are a lot of papers and tomes too. I would so love to have a light to actually see what the fuck I am doing though. You good?”
“Da. You want me to look over the papers or search boxes, oh wise ass leader?”
I quipped back to her, “And, why do I have to be the leader? I do not want to lead this cluster fuck. I mean, really, I think too much to be a leader. So…” I dragged the word out, “Why not you be the leader of this cluster fuck and leave me out of it, like up by the lake. Yes, just take me up to the lake. Then, you can come back down to this cluster fuck and have your fun.”
Anger and tears filled me for no reason as I continued. “I mean, really, the first time out by myself, and what do I do? Fuck it all up, like I usually do. And, this time I did it so bad, I am going to die.” I paused in my rant, as the emotions ran through me with such power, they caused my words to tumble out of my mouth. My brain was no where to be found, to stop my mouth from going on it’s walk about. “And, I have not been with you. And, this is just so Powers that Be unfair!”
Tears were streaming down my face, as the emotions flowed over the dam, which should hold them from bursting forward like this. I built that dam. I know how strong I built it.
Vadoma was in front of me with her arms around me, as she was pulling my crying face down into her neck. David had left his perch to fly over to the bed behind me, with his eyes intent on me. Small little screeches were coming out of his throat.
In that moment, with all the pain I have horded my entire life, the pain came pouring out of my eyes in my tears. The fears, which I have accumulated over my life, joined the pain to bring the sobs. Then, the loneliness of my life joined the party, to bring the snotty nose.
Because why freaking not.
Let us be a hot mess in front of this beautiful woman, who has my heart.
The party of emotions was done, as I was all sobbed out. Vadoma asked really quietly, “Girl. Have you taken your medication lately?”
My anger flared at the statement for no reason. “Yes, I have. I am not even a normal woman. I mean, I have take this pill, then that pill…”
Vadoma cut in, “And, having mood swings like any other woman. Girl, serious, when did you last take it? You are taking mad as a hatter to the next level at the moment! You…you…you have went past being as mad as a hatter to become her royal bitchiness.”
I took my pills this sun’s crest, right before sun’s rise meal. I thought about everything which has happened. We had to be well past sun’s fall, which was past the time for my medication again. “This sun’s crest, right before sun’s rise meal.”
“Take your medication and come over. I want to cuddle you.”
I am not a stupid woman. When Vadoma asked me to do anything, the answer was always yes. May the Powers that Be help me now. I am so screwed.
I dug through one of my pouches, to find the vial inside. I popped the cork while I shook out one pill, before popping it into my mouth. I replaced the vial before I followed her to the bed.
She had lain down, before holding the blanket open for me to crawl inside. I slipped off my weapons belt, while setting it on the floor within easy reach of the bedding, before crawling into the bedding. The bedding could use a proper washing to get the smell out of it, but it was much better than sleeping on stone.
After we both got comfortable on the raised bed, it fell apart on us. We decided to sleep on the floor, rather than try another of the beds, which were off of the ground.
Vadoma pulled me to her chest, so my back and her chest held no difference. She wrapped her right arm over me, which held me in tension against her body. It was as if she was trying to hold my soul in her grasp, while knowing it was all she could do, as my physical body was in the way.
I sighed as I released myself to her, thus letting her be my protection for a night. And, just like that, the weight I had felt, like I was carrying for as long as I could remember, lifted from me.
I fell asleep in her protective arms with a few errant tears, which came for no reason. Well, there may have been a reason.
Even with the worst the universe could throw at me, it has given me the beauty of this moment, to offset all the pain it had put me through, to get to this one place in time. For nothing of worth is ever given freely.
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See Archive R.L 18.05.76.00162-18.05.76.00168 Turtle Cave Lake for scientific notes and diagrams of this area.
We came to a door, which was closed, with a symbol on it. When we went to open the door, it fell apart, as it fell into the next room. A hot moist breeze played over my face while ruffling David’s feathers.
Many things happened at once with my wind vision. The light on my wind vision increased, which brought the white back to my vision, except for David in flight. David released his perch, my shoulder mind you, as he turned into a bright white light, as he headed into the cave, while screeching loudly in triumph. A tiny rodent with a hand for it’s nose, which was a few strides inside the door, tried to run away from the noise of the door falling apart. A turtle slid into the floor, about eight paces into the room, which make a wet sound, and caused the floor to spread out in waves. Lastly, Vadoma gasped while moving her hand to her mouth.
David fell on the little rodent, as he was grabbing it in his claws, before giving his wings several beats, as he lifted the rodent from of the floor. The rodent fought in his claws, as it dangled and squirmed. David banked left, before he landed on the bumpy ground.
My mind’s logic kicked into motion. David found himself a meal, while the sudden movement has startled Vadoma.
I stepped into the room, which smelled of rotten eggs. The room was a lot brighter in my vision, with air currents coming off of the floor, some of which I believed was a liquid of some type. It was most probably water.
Around the door, the floor lost it’s smoothness, while looking more like a forest floor, as there were turtle shells and bones littering the ground. There were short looking mushrooms on the floor. Knowing from my field craft, they would most likely have some type of poison or toxin in them and be sickening, at the least, or fatal, at the most.
David was several paces inside and to the left of the door, on the floor, as the critter was still struggling in his claws, as he looked around the cavern.
“Well, go on David. Eat your treat.” David looked at me for a moment, then darted his beak into the limbs and fur, as he tore meat from the critter.
“This is just beautiful. Look at all the life,” Vadoma’s voice held a measure of wonder to it. “And, we have water!”
“Where, wench?” My throat going dry with the thought of having water after all of this time.
Vadoma looked at me for a moment. Then, in a low voice, she said, “Are you using your wind vision?”
“Well, yea, it is dark in here, wench. And, it is quiet beautiful with these air currents.” I looked at the currents of wind in front of me, which gave the cave a feeling which it was actually breathing, like the cave was alive.
“Open your eye, love.” I totally missed her word slip as I opened my eye.
The view was astounding. There were bio-luminescence lights of green, blue, orange and red coming from everywhere. A few feet from me, a long slender fish, which was about three hands long, was looking at me from the shallows of the water, in which it had found itself in. Along it’s body were lines of light blue, which glowed. The fish saw a glowing orange snail crossing over a grassy surface in the water, which glowed a bright green. The fish pounced on the snail, while it make cracking noises, as it broke the shell of the snail in it’s mouth.
The turtle, which had slid into the lake, sat floating a few paces away, with a bright orange glow of lines coming from his shell.
The fish brought my attention back to it, as it made a splash with its tail, as it was snout to blue glowing claws, which were attached to a crayfish the size of my hand.
This is just a small slice of what I saw, spanning out into the distance in front of me, as the room was lit by the many living candles.
There was water trickling down some surface, which made dripping noises into the water slowly. This made the cavern sound like it had the beat of a heart, which was slow and steady. Echos of things crawling out of the water could be heard. The tearing of flesh from bone, as David ate was to my left side. Bubbles bursting from the waters surface came from some unseen place.
On the bank of the shore, the turtle shells, which had long since gave their residents to the clearing at the end of the path, glowed in a dimmer orange. Mushrooms glowed a reddish orange, which grew along the bank, over the shells and bones, which littered the area.
In the water, the crayfish was eating some of the red moss, which was growing green in the water. Another fish came into the shallows. The whiskered fish lowered his dorsal fin, which looked like a huge sail, to his body as he swam in closer to the shore. He had a dark black body with long whiskers, while being about four or five hands in length. Along his body, in dots and on his fins, there were purple lights, which formed intricate patterns, as they looked like a star filled sky. The tips of his whiskers glowed a bright purple light, which gave him the look of him carrying miniature candles on his face, to light his way.
When my awe at the beautiful landscape was sated, my mouth started spewing sights, or objects, out to Vadoma, as she pointing out things to me.
At some point, we had inspected the water, while we had a discussion over if the water was safe to drink. David ended this argument by discarding his mostly eaten carcass, before he did his hopping walk, while he was awkward with his wings, as he made his way to the edge of the lake to drink. After watching David for a few moments, we both dived on the water and drank our fill.
We sat on the bank for hours, as we watched and discovered the life this cavern held for us, with my head on her shoulder.
Spencer would be the one to unlock the secrets of this glowing life, several years later, as she deals with the biology sciences. I would go on to help her prove her theory, which stated the glowing was actually a chemical reaction to the sulfur in the water, as a species of microorganisms had a symbiotic relationship with the life which was in this cavern.
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We had found a box which was not made of metal, and upon testing, we had found the box floated with ease, as it did not leak water into the inner area. We stripped down to place our clothes, and weapons, into the box, for them to stay dry while we swam areas of the cavern, in our exploration.
My thoughts, which I had voiced them to their logical conclusions, was there had to be an exit from this cavern, even though we could not see a light source, other than the life’s bio-luminescence, which was in this cavern. The theory in my mind was water came into this cavern, as did the creatures within, thus it had to find a way in. With that in mind, I theorized the water had to find a way out of the cavern, or else the cavern would continuously fill, thus being filled.
When we would get tired, we would take rest on the islands, which were throughout the lake. We would scare off the turtles, which would then slid into the water. The small rodents with the hands for their noses, the star-nosed moles as we called them in Moeraplaats, would scurry off, into the water, as we would approach the islands.
It was the third night of sleep, while wandering the waters, when Vadoma looked to me before she sighed into the quiet. I was busy trying not to look at the semi naked form, on the rocks next to me.
We had a few conversations, which went deeper into ourselves, as we shared things, which we would never tell another soul. Except for Spencer, but that is later in my story.
On this night of stories, she had looked at me intensely, “You have promised not to share anything I tell you. This is one of those things you must never repeat to anyone. It is a secret, which we Romani hold to ourselves.”
The Romani were ones of mystery. They used a language, which they never taught to us, as they would sing or tell stories in that language. I would later find out, this language was called Romanian. They would translate for us, after their stories or songs, but I had a suspicion not everything was translated, or there were parts which were made up for our benefits. They hide their secrets unto themselves.
Vadoma went into her Romani bards voice but spoke in Dutch for me. She told of the story of their Romani family splitting into several parties, before setting forth from the West. They set out on the beams of this world, in the four cardinal directions. They had to travel over dry cracked land, with no trees or animals which they could find, as they found many rivers of molten stone, which flowed like rivers in their fissures. They traveled many days, and many of their people had died, before they had come to a mountain range. They found a pass through it to here. The Romani found this exact spot, by our camp, at the lake. For many generations, the Romani lived by this lake, as they recovered their Spirit as a people, for the trip had tried so hard to break their Spirit.
One day, a hunting party came upon the lake. They declared Carnaval and had a feast, like our tradition of Carnaval. When the alţii asked the Mother of the Romani to come back to their village, the Romani Mother followed the alţii with her four Sorăs.
On their journey, the Mother of the Romani, which is the head of the Romani people, as this was before she became Bunică, and her four Soră daughters, which are the Mother’s Heirs, or as you would call them Princesses, decided to take their secrets, while they watch over the alţii.
Over the years, the Romani found a few of the alţii had started to develop the spark of magik, but in a different way than their people. It started with the alţii of the tents. A person with a spark, similar to a spark in an animal, would blossom together. The canines, cats, rodents or reptiles would bond with the people they would have for their life, or the animal’s descendants, when the original bond mate would pass into the clearing at the end of the path. Everything must die. However, the animal’s descendants would carry a spark, before one would blossom to the person. Though, one with this magik could only bond to one animal at a time.
As the alţii of the tents formed the four clans from the one people, they took their four animal types with them. Granted, a person would be born into the Tribe of the Star-nosed Mole who would have the ability to talk with the Wolves of the North. When they would develop that spark of magik, they would go to their people who had the closest connection with their animals. Each clan took the name of the animal which had been bonded with at the time. They called the animals their spirit animals. The village expanded from Centraleplaats to the five villages, which are now here. The wench left out the Monks of the Mountains, but, yet again, this is for later in my tale.
The spirit animals and their humans shared a connection, which went deeper than words. You could watch them speak, when they had physical contact, without speaking words. The human would look at the canvas the animal conveyed to the human. The canvas conveyed basic emotions or needs, threat or prey, or interpretations of what the animal heard, tasted or saw. The alţii, who held the spark of magik, said they had to quiet their mind to let the spirit animals talk to them. The Romani had found the Old People.
With a prompt from me, she went into the magik of the Romani. She told me about the magik of her people. The magik would last after they would use it, while it went across a broad spectrum of specialties, as some people had a touch of all of the elements, while some were really good with one type of element.
A person who was sensitive to magik, who holds a spark of power in them, can see the world in the dark, as they see other magic sensitives as their magik would glow, while dripping from their eyes.
At this point, I remembered her quietly saying I had a spark. I asked her about the statement. She confirmed I have a magik spark. She had suspected, from the wind magik, which is present in my eye when I woke, I had the spark. She did not know until I used my spark, on the arrow, that I was touched, because I was different.
She explained in detail when they would touch their power, how magik seemed to drip from the eyes of a  person who holds a spark. I was different, which I am okay with, because being different is not unknown to me. Her voice contained wonder as she explained to me what she saw. My right eye, my good eye, held no magik in it or dripping from it. Whereas, where my left eye had been, the wind magik rotated where the eye should have been. It did not drip magik, but it pulls the magik back in upon itself. It is a rolling and boiling magik, in an ever present circle, which leaves the center of my empty eye socket free from any trace of magik.
I had problems understanding the description. She explained it like a water spout or a dust devil, which did not help. The description of the magik looking like a water vortex in a river, which had the water spiraling around itself, was understood though.
I had asked her about wind magik. I was finding this fascinating, as some of these facts were lining up with some of theories I have made. She explained she did not know much, as it was rare for someone, with just the spark for wind magik, to be born to the Romani, though she did not know of any of the Tribe, or my people, who had the spark of wind magik to them.
When I pressed the issue, she explained a very few the Romani held the spark, as it is a rare gift to have. What wind they did have, could be used to change the breeze for a brief time or to know when a storm was coming. None of the Romani could blow an arrow apart using just the wind.
When I asked about her magik, she smugly replied she was good at healing. She could do charms to ward and protect; however, that was extent of her magik.
My next question got a more intriguing response. I asked about how I would blossom.
Then, like she is oh so good at doing, she captured my lips to silence me, before turning to watch the scene, which expanded in front of us, with all of the bio-luminescent animals, plants and fungi.
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Time was lost to us in this cavern. It was now the seventh period of waking, as actual time was impossible to tell in this area without a sun, or the moons, to tell us what the time was exactly.
We had come to several holes in the ceiling, which looked to have been where meteors had fallen through the roof of the cavern, as I had made several observations of the ground on the island one was on.
David had flown out of the holes, into what I thought was a forest above us. After a while, he returned to us with a meal, as he brought a raccoon and star-nosed mole, for us to eat. On the island, which a meteor had formed, we made a campfire to cook the food over, with the dead branches, which had fallen through the holes to land on the islands.
Vadoma’s words rattled around in my brain, from the other night, as I sat watching David, while thinking over his strange behavior. He joined us with another star-nosed mole for himself, as he landed not far from where he had dropped the animals for us.
It may be that I am mad as a hatter; however, since he has joined us, he was becoming more than a hawk. I sat while I watched him slowly eat. He was calculating his next beak tear, while he was watching us, as he enjoyed his meal.
I have watched the hawks, who love the branches of the trees in Moeraplaats, as they loved to hunt the star-nosed moles, which love the swamps. They would devour their meal as fast as they could, while keeping a vigilant eye on their surroundings, for anyone wanting to take their meal from them. David was not in a vigilant stance. Well, I mean, no more than his normal vigilant stance.
Then, there was Davids screeching. At first, I thought he was limiting his screeching to not be so loud, because of the echoing. A few times, when I was thinking how things could go wrong, in a very artistic
way in my head, I could swear the screeching was trying to laugh at me. Or at least, to what was going through my head.
“Hey, wench.”
“Spill. You have that thinking face again,” Vadoma teased me.
“Well, yea. I have been thinking,” I said as proud as I could. “What else would I use thing thing on my shoulders for. But seriously, have you noticed David being strange?”
“You think it is normal for a hawk to hang out with us, in a cave? A wild hawk, mind you.”
“Yea,” I drew the word out, to show I thought it was strange. “Just a bit strange. So like, I know you said you do not know of any air elemental. Right, elemental?”
“Yes, elementals. And, no. One of our best archers has a better than most handle on air magik, but…” Vadoma trailed off. “Are you thinking?”
My theory flowed out of my mouth as fast as I could get the words out of my mouth. “I have a spark of air elementals magik stuff. And, David is a predator of the air, which he may be my spirit animal, but he does not speak to me.”
Vadoma looked at me blankly. After a long pause, she sounded far off in her head, as she thought aloud. “Da. First, it is air magik. It is not a complicated naming process, so do not over analyze it. Secondly…,” she trailed off into a silence, with a long pause in the conversation. “Let me say a few things. First…”
“You are still on your second point.” I smiled as I interrupted her.
“Smart ass. Do you want to listen or knit pick me? You cannot have both,” Vadoma’s face bloomed into merriment.
“Yes, wench.” See, I am well trainable.
“Secondly,” she looked expectantly at me. “I have not seen one of the Tribe bond to a bird; however, I am not saying this is not possible. Only a very few of the Clans, or the tribes, have the spark of magik in them. You would bond to David…I cannot say. I can see a spark in his eyes too, but his eyes drip his magik, like most touched with a spark do. However, his magik tastes like your magik.”
The conversation dropped into our personal thoughts after that. I watched a fish, who swam upside down, with whiskers, play with another fish in the waters, by the edge of our island. The white stripes, which glowed along his body and the red splotches to the other fish, turned to a dance of beauty in the lush plants, which glowed light green, with the snails and crayfish foraging over the leaves, before finding the best piece of food to eat, before going back in search for the next perfect morsel.
I also noticed David watched the show in the water, when Vadoma had drawn me to her, to cuddled me to sleep.
*** * ***
I heard the sound before I saw the light. The sound of water running was building the further we swam, which pulled me from my contemplation.
Then, light other than the bio-luminescence started to glow in the cave, as the cave narrowed down before taking a bend to the right. The water began to have a small current, as my excitement rose.
There, in front of us, was an exit. Water ran over the opening, like we were behind a waterfall. The neck deep water we were in slowly receded, to being waist deep, then knee, before finally ankle deep. We peered out of the opening, which had water flowing over it, with an occasional fish swimming the water down.
We inspected the rocks around the opening, in the roar of the water. I had gotten down on my knees to feel over the edge, to see if I could feel anything. What my fingers found was slimy, smooth stone. I did this in many areas, again and again, as I found the same thing.
I caught Vadoma’s eyes, then motioned back the way we had come, with my head, before I started heading the way we had come. When the noise was to a level where we could talk over, I shouted, “What do you think, wench?”
“Nothing good can come from this?” Vadoma yelled over the noise.
I let out a laugh before yelling back to her. “Yea, sums it up, pretty much. Question is, do we want to search for somewhere else, or see what is on the other side of the waterfall?”
“What if it is a really tall waterfall?”
I thought on her question for a while, as I brought every map I have ever seen into my head, as I searched over each for the waterfall symbol, with the distance of the height. I was flagging any which could potentially be lethal. From that list, in my mind, I counted four which could be lethal, if we were above the safe height to jump. Out of the those, two were not in any possibility of us being near, which were then discarded from the mental map I was forming.
I next went back to the maps in my head, while I noted all the water falls, while reducing the number to what was within the realm of us to be at. The number came to two tall waterfalls out of a potential two and forty waterfalls. That number was not a statistical fact, as the analytical part of my brain drew a map. I had about one third of the map as unknown. “Want to know the statistical probability of this being a lethal jump?” I yelled to her over the roar of the waterfall.
She laughed at me before yelling over the waterfall. “Never tell me the odds! Wait. Do I want to know the odds?”
“Nope.”
“That bad?” She yelled the question to me.
“Dunno, wench.”
“You said you had the statistical probability though.”
“Never said a word about that, wench.”
“Want to jump like we are little kids again,” Vadoma asked, in the rapid quip exchange of words we got into. “We can let go of the world for a minute.”
“In other words, you are wanting to try to get us killed again, in a horrible way.”
Vadoma was chuckling. “Da. The scenery has not killed you, so I will kill you with a leap of faith.”
We had made our way back to the shallows. We took turns getting dressed, while the other held the box. I did not look at her butt. I am all proper and lady like. I do not have those thoughts. However, I will refuse to tell you what the wind told me in those moments, or what she showed me. The view took me many moments to calm my arousal, as the wind giggled to me. Well, I thought she was giggly.
Vadoma turned to me, while taking my right hand in her left, before drawing me to face her. When I was facing her, she held our arms out, then watched our hand as she entwined our fingers. Using the entwined fingers, she pulled me to herself. She was finding anything other than my face interesting, especially her water logged boots. She had a very shy tone to her voice, while she yelled to me, look she did it, so it happened. You can be shy while yelling. It is very cute. “I like you and stuff…and…well, I just thought you should know that.”
Vadoma sneaked a kiss pass my guard, as she brushed my lips with hers in a whispering touch, which gave the longing energy all it needed to cry out in my loins. Her fingers fought, for their lives, to escape from mine, as she brought her wrists together before drawing an about to have fun smile on her lips. She threw herself sideways off of the cliff, as she started a twist of her body, as she went through the water.
David decided to come see what was going on, as I watched Vadoma go through the water. The worry of her being okay was in my thoughts. He flew from a rock outcropping to my shoulder. I had a few moments to play with the theory I was having about David being my spirit animal. That would give Vadoma all the time she needed to clear the area of her persons. I gave David my full attention.
“Hey, boy, we are taking the waterfall out. So, you go back to the hole in the cavern to get out that way. Okay?” I expected David to fly off, if my theory was right. I tried to canvas the hole in my mind, with him flying through it. David blankly looked at me. So, this theory is not….
David screeched into my ear, before he started claw walking down my shoulder to my forearm. I could kind of taste what he wanted, which was a perch to hold onto. I followed the feeling of needy thought in my mind.
I silenced my mind, like while you are meditating, when you finally get all those voices running around in your head for one second to shut up. You know what I mean. There it was, a sharp canvas of claws on my arm. I picked the canvas up in my mind, which had more than the need attached to the canvas. There were feelings there, which contained safety and love. I set the mental canvas down when I noticed an even more beautiful canvas in my mind.
I picked up the second canvas. I was flying. I could feel the wind going through my feathers. I felt freedom and joy. I saw everything in the forest around me, in crystal sharp clarity. At any thought of a particular piece of the canvas, it swelled in my vision, which revealed even more details of what there was to see.
When I pulled myself from the mental canvas, I was on my knees crying. What I had just seen was a glimpse of heaven looking down upon this Earth. The emotions were raw and savage, not in the first canvas, but the second canvas. The first seemed to be almost as if he was trying to telling me what he wanted. The second was a memory.
I tried to calm my brain into quiet again; however, there were too many thoughts with theories which were forming, being tested before either, being put into a box to give more thought to the theory later, or discarded back into the blackness of my mind.
I did the next best thing. I pulled up the memory. The feelings were not there but the canvas was, a canvas of the waterfall. A short waterfall, which fell into a big lake surrounded by trees.
I added up the images with what I think he was telling me. It was safe to jump. I had to laugh, not a belly laugh, but a laugh which you would laugh when you found a huckleberry in which you never thought you could find.
“Think I figured out your meaning. That canvas is right outside, is it not? You flew around yesterday to scout the area while you were looking for food. You are telling me it is safe to jump, right?”
David just looked at me.
I stood up with David riding on my forearm. I still had the fear, which was something I could taste, but the memory of flight, for the split second of time, enticed me to set myself free. I walked to the edge of the cavern mouth before doing the one thing I am good at. I slipped off of the edge. I fell forward, as I was trying to keeping body over David’s body, as the water fell, which was pushing me to the ground. It felt like I was forever in the water, before it slowly broke in front of my face.
Then, I was in the air. I realized time was moving a little slower, as I extended my arms out from my body, to give David the sky again, to enjoy his flight, as I caught my own enjoyment.
I was about thirty body lengths in the air, as I was looking over the lake and the trees, which David had shown me. The view swam up to my face, as I fell to the water below. The wind rejoiced, as I watched her envelop me, to take me to the lake, and to my wench.
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4 Months Before

Groenplaats
On the morrow, we were found by a search party. Of course, it had to be Zalm’s party whom found us.
They had spent days around where our horses were found. They were looking for us; however, Zalm and Nikki had lost us at the base of scree pile. He trailed off into seeing the smoke from last night’s fire, before coming to inspect the smoke. The main camp of searchers were at the lake, or headed to the lake, where our horses were found. No one was in the Southeast.
Zalm had went about making a fire, while laying a red powder on the fire, which turned the smoke to a red smoke. This signaled we had been found, and to call off the search.
Vadoma had started to tell the tale of us exploring when I cut her off. I told the hunting party we had gotten lost in some mines. I did not know why I hid the truth from them, but I wanted to come back to have a look at some of those rooms, before we told others of the find. Secretly, I wanted to keep the lake to myself.
David had taken flight as they approached, though he had stayed out of sight. He was not hiding. The feeling from him, when he left, was a feeling of wanting the freedom of the sky. I had followed the thought, but I could not find the mental canvas in my head. It was the second day of riding, when I held my arm out for him to come to me. He flew in, with his graceful movements, before landing on my outstretched arm.
Vadoma had halted the drawing of arrows as David landed, before starting his claw over claw crawling up my arm, until he rested on my shoulder, to share the horse ride. Zalm and Nikki had studied us with guarded eyes, as they tried to invade the secret, which I wanted to keep to myself, as I was still trying to figure out what it meant.
We had spent almost nine days in the mine, and cavern, wandering around as we sought an exit. Zalm had informed me of the halt of the Samurai Festival, for a search to be carried out. The news had brightened my mood, as I decided this year, I would take, and pass, the Samurai test.
My parents were kept back in town, in case some bad thing had happened to us. The people of the village wanted to keep them hidden from any grief, which they need not have, upon finding our bodies, in the worse case scenario. They were the first ones I saw, at the base of the watchtower, which had the region where the smoke of the search being called off had come from.
Many from the Romani had run to Vadoma, as they were asking her questions. One thing I did notice, over and over, was ‘Mara Soră.’ It was a word I have heard before, though could not place my finger on where I had heard the word.
I dismounted from my mount, after David took flight. He disappeared into the sky. After the brief look at David flying away, my parents attacked me with hugs and tears.
I noticed a woman, who looked a lot like Vadoma, who was doing the same to Vadoma. Of course, Vadoma was watching our reunion, from the attention the woman was giving unto her. I motioned with my head to get her to come over. Emotions flowed over her face, as she struggled to make the decision, before leading the woman over to us.
“This is my birth mother, and the Mother of the Boosplaats Romani.” Vadoma barely dropped her head in a sign of respect. “This is Ashley, or as I call her, mom. This is Richard.” She came over to take my hand in hers, while entwining our fingers. “This is their daughter, Relonor. She is one of the closest friends I have in the Groenplaats.”
Her mother looked over our entwined hands, while taking me in with a dismissive glance, before lifted her eyebrow to Vadoma. “Mother, please.” The silence continued. “Mother, she does not know.” She was finding the ground very interesting, as she dragged her boots in the dirt, to make images in it. The silence stretched on. Finally, Vadoma blurted out, “Fine. Mother…this is….” She bit her lower lip, while glancing at me out of the corner of her eyes. “The woman…I love.”
I am pretty sure I was standing, though it fell like I was falling to the ground while soaring in the clouds. There was definitely clouds there with talking rocks which were finally stunned into silence.
As my mind came back together, with mostly the What did she say? and What does she mean?, my mouth decided it had not had a walk in a while, so strolled into the middle of the horse trail, and asked, “What?”
Everyone had a laugh at the situation, except her Mother, who continued her stare. Her Mother started talking to Vadoma in Romanian. The heat of an argument came to life.
Papa must have read my mind, as he stepped in front of me, while asking her Mother, “Excuse me. Would you like to fill me in on what you are saying? It is impolite to talk in a language, which I do not understand, as this concerns my daughter and her friend.”
Her Mother did not miss a beat in the lie, as I knew it was a lie, from the look on Vadoma’s face. “I was asking her, why they would go forth without a proper escort, is all alţii. It could have been worse…”
She trailed off at seeing the bore papa’s eyes were trying to stare into her. “Your daughter was with a proper escort,
as I swear this upon my blade. SHE IS a proper escort, as I HAVE trained her. Do you doubt these words?” I have never heard papa use the venom he injected into his words.
Vadoma looked shocked with the fact papa would talk to her Mother, in this fashion. Her Mother looked papa up and down, as she was taking in his measure. “I do not doubt your words, alţii, but if your hand does not leave
those blades, you will not walk away from me.”
I pulled papa back by the elbow, as I looked at Vadoma while blurring, “What do you mean exactly when you say, ‘This is the woman I love?’ Like, exactly.”
I really need to find a lesson which can help with my walk about mouth, and keep it from blurting things out.
“I cannot lie to Mother. I can try to hide the truth from her. The truth is, I have fallen for you. However, you must stay out of this. This is a matter of Romani law, with not being involved with those who are not of the Romani.”
Her Mother took in a deep inhale at having one of their secrets laid bear for everyone to hear. Vadoma turned to her Mother. “Yet, you demand the truth, as we keep secrets from them. Why? ‘Their people are still young and have much to learn?’ Rahat! Get off your mighty horse to look at life. It is messy,
yet you are missing the beauty, by trying to force the laws of our people down our throats, when things have changed.”
Vadoma was in her groove, and her Mother looked to be in shock. “Mare Soră! My daughter, you are out of line here!”
Vadoma spit venom at her with her words. “Da! I have walked a tight line, and I am done with it. Am I to tell my heart it cannot have this beautiful woman, who has captured it so fully?”
The crowd, which came to celebrate our return, instead found themselves in the middle of a family fight, which many of us were lost. Vadoma was spelling it out to us, in crystal clear words. “Am I supposed to turn my back to the most beautiful woman, whom I could ever hope to have? She is a woman, who you would respect, if you actually gave her a chance!”
Her Mother noticed the crowd before ordering her daughter, “We will talk about this in private, Mare Soră!” Then she turned to walked away.
Vadoma looked embarrassed. I did what my heart wanted me to do, as I walked over to hugged her. I asked her, with a whisper in her ear, “Truly?”
“Da,” she answered as my parents hugged both of us, as we all had whiplash over the exchange which had happened. “Can we talk about this later?”
I whispered to her, as to have our so public conversation not be overheard by my parents, “I am in no rush.”
Mother quipped up, “She will wait as long as you need.”
“Mother! Get out of our conversation!”
“Have a private conversation, if you are not wanting other people to meddle, Sweets,” mother replied imperiously.
“I would,
if I did not have to get ready for the test. Do you know when they will be doing the Samurai test?”
This stopped the hug festival we were privately having. Papa was the first to break the silence, “Are you sure?” With the silence broken, mother’s hand went to her mouth.
My eye met his eyes, which held his gaze steady, even with the self doubt running through my head screaming no, though mouth answered, “Yes.”
Papa dipped his head. “They will be holding it after sun’s crest. Your party was the last party to return. I know of one other person who will be taking the test. May chance allow, I will add you to the list myself. May I have the honor?”
I studied papa, as I was not able to read his emotions as I could most of the time. I nodded my consent, as mother was pulling Vadoma off with the words, “We need to get ready for the test. We will be back in a bit, Sweets.” I think she wanted to steal Vadoma away for the gossip, in an attempt to hide her panic over the test.
Vadoma’s face was as white as a ghost, as she was realizing she had just opened a jar of preserves before work had to be done. Work which did not need to have my hands have any question as to what they needed to do. I shrugged my shoulder at her. “Well, it is life being messy and all.”
She laughed, while she closed the distance between our lips, as her free hands went to my cheek, before cupping them in her hands, as she promised my lips everything would be fine.
Distantly, I heard mother speaking, “Well, it is about time.”




Entry 18

4 Months Before

Groenplaats
Papa had come to my room, after he put my name on the list before bringing the actual plate mail of the Samurai, to me in my room.
I told papa I would not wear the heavy armor, as I was choosing to wear my Kikko armor, while I finished cleaning the last throwing dagger, before returning it to it’s sheath in my Kikko armor. I had set the silver polishing stone in the box, with the oil and cleaning cloth, which I sat the box on the bed.
Papa did an appraisal over my weapons choices, as his eyes had picked up on the daggers I had in each boot as his eyes scanned passed my boots. He did not miss the one which was tucked away in my left forearm bracer, which was barely visible from my doublet’s sleeve. He shook his head at me. “All of those small blades… You already carry enough blades with a set of backup daggers. Why have the extra weight? Sweets, you will have other weapons to wield besides these.”
I took the bow from my bed, before hanging it back onto the weapons rack. “Papa, I will have every weapon on me which I need…my mind and my hands.” I paused at the end, when I received a look of confusion from papa.
“Are you using your fighting style then? Are you sure you want to take that style to fight the test with?” I was nodding my head as he continued. “You have no choice of the opponent who you will face. And, it could be more than one person, if the Samurai, Elders or Grand Masters think you bring dishonor to them, or the test. Or you are that cocky.” He paused for a moment, “Sweets, you know there is not a surety of you walking off from the training field with your life?”
“Papa, I know. It does not matter the person in which I will fight against. I have already won the fight before fighting.” Papa lifted his eyebrows at me as I continued. “They will see me without heavy armor, or long weapons, before underestimating me. I have won, and they do not know they have lost.”
“Sweets, there are many at the clearing at the end of their paths which thought the same thing as you. Do not mistake your hubris as your confidence.”
I turned his words over in my mind, while thinking of the duel, from many months ago. He had underestimated me. I had also walked into the duel with hubris. The one variable, which I did not take into my calculations, is that I did not believe he would exchange his life with doing damage to me.
I played over how papa had put me through the tests, to push my new style, as he tested my guard, and my foot work, while picking apart every step. Several times he tried to have me freeze in mid movement; however, the forces who would take me along the path, which I had released them into, could not be stopped on his whim, to be examined. Physics would not be ignored for a simple request.
“It is not hubris, papa. The logical cause and effect, with the probability of choice, which all point to them being over confident with me. With me being something they do not know how to handle, it gives me the advantage in this test.”
“Are you sure you can take any Elder, Grand Master or Samurai you are put to, Sweets?”
I put serious thought into the statement. It was not so much the people I would fight against, but the different fighting styles which were practiced. Each style has a flaw. I would have to be patient for the opening, be it at the opening of the fight, or two hours later. There is always an opening.
I replied confidently, “Yes.”
Mother and Vadoma came back after an hour had passed, as I was in my meditation. I was using this time of preparation as a time to prepare the most deadly weapon I had at my disposal, which was my mind.
Vadoma was in her best outfit. It was a festive Romani gown in the orange, yellow and gray, with the same colored piping along the dress’s seams. And, yes, there was piping between her bosom. I did take a peak once or twice.
Vadoma strode into my personal space, before she grabbed the back of my neck. She brought me to her lips in such a quick and violent way, which caused me to wanted to always be on the receiving end of her violence. The kiss told me something else entirely. The kiss conveyed: she was proud of me, she was scared, and she loved me.
I had wrapped my head around it, finally. I had felt so much pressure at the unknown. Could I actually let go of my being alone, to find the light? Could I let her light find it’s way into my darkness, so the shadows would come alive to dance?
Mother and papa were coughing, as they had blushes on both of their faces. Vadoma beat me to it, “Come now. You have done a lot more than that to have her. So, quit being prudes!”
I really wish I had beaten her to the line, because I did not want to think about my parents doing more than kissing. I mean, we know it happened, because I am here as proof it had happened. Let us leave the rest to NEVER think about, ever again.
David had snuck up to the window sill before looking into the room with curiosity. I bet he was peeking in to see if I had any small animals for him to eat. Papa was the first to question about David. I made a point of not telling my parents any theory I had on why David was there. I informed my parents of him showing up in the mine, before dropping the conversation.
I noticed mother had a small box, which she gave to papa. I turned the conversation around on papa, to get him talking about the box. He had handed it to me without a word. It was a simple wooden box, resembling the box he had given me, which had my throwing knives in it. I slid the little hinge aside to reveal the inside of the box. Inside, there was an eye patch.
This was not a simple leather affair. It was a work of horror and wonder. It depended on how you looked at it. It was made with a black anodized sheen on the medal, and leather was dyed black. The first part you noticed were the black metal leaves, which came to a black rose. Inside the black rose, you could see lightning tentacles being held back from the world by the petals of the rose. The lightning tentacles quested out from the flower, from between the metal of the rose’s petals.
By the Powers that Be! I did not want an eye patch; however, this thing was a work of art. Papa had chosen well! I slid it between my hands, as I was taking in the small details added to it. The lightning tentacles had little forks on the ends. The closer I looked at the work of art, for it was surely art, instead of something as plain as an eye patch, I found feelings of astonishment and wonder. The little details jumped out at you.
I gently slid it between my belt and body, next to my leather gloves, which I already had tucked into my belt. I may have had a thought of Vadoma had helped papa in the choice, by the smile she was holding on her face. The smile spoke to an unvoiced conspiracy.
We went out to the training yard to wait. David had joined me on my shoulder. Many of the people of the village saw David on my shoulder, as they took note I had a new friend. My glances showed I would come looking for someone, if David happened to find an arrow through him, before visiting untold violence upon them.
You know the drill. You hurry to be there on time, and it will start late. We stood by the combatant areas for where the test would take place, with the crowd of spectators. I let my mind drift, so the anxiety would not build in my mind. My mind drifted to Vadoma’s lips with happy glee.
I paid little attention while I looked on with disinterest, as the people giving the test called the other man, who was taking the test today, up to take the test first. The Grand Master took the request before begging him to call off the needless bloodshed. The man denied the request to call off the test.
His Sensei vouched on his behalf, that he had the training to take the test. Then, the Sensei asked the man to call off the test. Again, the man denied the request.
The Grand Masters conferred for many moments, before selecting an older Samurai for the man to test against. The Samurai asked the man to call off the test, which the man denied calling off his test.
With the entire selection of weapons and armor, you would assume a fight would last for hours. It lasted thirteen heart beats, with the man being seriously hurt. Medics ran to the field to stabilize his wounds. Vadoma was fighting with herself to run over to help, but she ultimately stayed by my side.
They called my name as my attention came back to the present. Ice rode through my veins, as my stomach felt like it had a few talking rocks stuck in it. I walked to the combatant area, as papa and Vadoma followed me. I tried to glare at Vadoma, for being so close to the combatant area, as a feeling of concern flowed through me about her safety.
I started my request, while trying to not let my voice waiver. “I am Relonor, daughter of Richard and Ashley. I am here to take my Samurai test. I have the required knowledge of our laws, with the training needed to be a Samurai.” I used the formal speech to address the Grand Master who was taking my request. He started to respond, but my mouth was not done speaking, as it went beyond tradition. “Will you, Grand Master, stand from my path, so needless bloodshed is not spilled on the lands of my people?”
The Grand Master seemed to consider me for a moment. It was not uncommon for tradition to be broken, but usually, all knew the nontraditional altering were suited for each test. If I was going to take this test, I was going to be myself. It also would lay the groundwork for my trap. He looked pained as he shook his head. “I can not stand from your path, as it is you who wishes the highest rank. Bloodshed is required to pass the test.” Some tests never had a drop of blood, as some tests came to a surrender, by the one taking the test, or by the one giving the test.
Papa’s face was white in fear. He realized what I was doing, as I led them into believing I was being cocky. Papa looked to the Grand Master, while taking a few moments to gather his words, as he was trying to find his own words to best support me in the game I was playing. “I give you my Sensei, Grand Master. Call off this course of action, or my daughter will cover the field with your blood.”
Me going off script was not unusual in a test. Your Sensei would never break for tradition, and no one had ever vouched for a person as a pupil and Sensei. I felt a blush at him publicly relaying that tidbit of information to the crowd.
The Grand Master looked closer at me before replying, “Your father is your student? Were you not a student of his?”
“Yes, Grand Master,” papa and I both answered.
Vadoma’s voice echoed papa’s voice, while she interrupted the formal parle. “I, Vadoma, Mare Soră of the Romani, give you my Sensei. Continue this farce, and she will lay your bodies out for the crows to take.”
At this point, David, who I am pretty sure was asleep with the tedious words being said, decided to screech his screeching voice to the crowd, as his head darted around to take in his surroundings.
The Grand Masters gathered before having a long argument over their choice. Papa and Vadoma retreated outside of the combatant area. While your opponent did not have to stay inside the combatant area, any challenger had to stay inside the area at all times, or the test was forfeit. A forfeited test meant you must wait until the next year to retest.
Everyone watched the heated argument as a few fingers were pointed my way, but what was said was lost to the wind with their quiet, heated words.
When they were done with their parle, two people stepped up to the field. One was a Grand Master, who had many years on this Earth, which I knew, while the other was a Samurai I did not know. I knew the Grand Master from my studies in Centraleplaats, as he was an instructor who taught strategy to his pupils.
He stepped out onto the training yard as he held a box. I called out to his approach, “Grand Master, my old friend. I beg, stand from my path. I do not wish your death to be at my hands.”
The Grand Master laughed at me. In his old wizened voice, he answered, “I have no blade, nor armor, but my mind is my weapon. I choose to test your mind in my test of you. You are one who is different than most of the challengers who take the test. If you loose to me, you will be retested next year.”
A small gasp went through the crowd. It was not uncommon for two or three people to take the field for a test, but they were usually testing a person who had them over powered or held great martial prowess. Never was there a weaponless, and violence free, test. Never had the test been preformed like this. I knew I had lost, as I could not win a chess match against my old friend.
The Grand Master walked over to me, before he handed the box to me as he sat down. I helped him to sit before returning his box into his care, as I knelt down to my knees, with my feet under my body. I waited for him to begin the test. The Grand Master did not rush to open the box, but sat there as he did nothing. I gave him nothing back, as I did not push for something to fill the nothingness between us. Finally, he handed the box back to me while he made to stand. I quickly stood before helping him to his feet. He asked for the box back, with his hands, before bowing deeply to me. He called to the crowd, “Relonor has passed my test.” The Grand Master, who taught the game of chess, walked away, as he already knew my patience. He did what he thought was needed to prove my challenge was sincere. I had just passed a test which covered my patience.
This also tipped my hand to the Samurai in which I would be facing. The look on the Samurai’s face said he saw the true test given to me, while he figured he knew how to beat me. The plan for a fast, pushed battle formed in his eyes.
Once the old Grand Master had reached the safety outside of the combatant area, I gave him a curt bow from my waist, to show my respect to him. He responded with smile as he gave me a thumbs up.
The Samurai took the field. Before I could ask him to stand from my path, he called all five of his personal bodyguards to him. The crowd was visibly upset at the test they were putting me through. I pushed the thoughts of everyone else but these six men from my mind.
The Samurai called out to me over the voices on the training field. His words echoing there would not be mercy in his actions. “You come ill-prepared to enter this land of the dead. Stop your childish insult. Call off this test or you will die.”
I slowly reached to my belt before drawing the eye patch from my belt. I tied it over my right eye, which turned my world black. I swear I could hear a few people saying I was mad as a hatter, for putting it over my good eye, as I tried to ignore the crowd.
I let the wind show me everything. The breeze was gentle, as if she were having a joyous spring dance. She showed me the faces gathered, at least the ones within my thirteen steps. She showed me the individual strands of hair, as she explored the people gathered. Every leaf in the trees behind me came to my vision, in crystal clarity. I did not have to look down as I pulled my leather gloves from my belt, as she showed me exactly where my gloves were on my belt, before I put them on.
The music started to play in my head. The leaves, who rattled in the trees, sounded like swords, which were being bashed on shields. The leaves gave me a drum beat to the music.
I did not wait for them to finish this formality. For is it time, as of this moment, which we dance the most important dance to dance to, the dansul morţii. Death does not care if patience is held or not. Her only demand is she be paid her toll in blood, and a soul to take to her Master, some dark part of me sung to my conscious mind.
I rolled my neck to the left slowly, which caused David to take flight. He flew out of my wind vision over my right shoulder. Then, I rolled my neck the other way, which was answered by a loud crack, which popped from neck.
With my display, for it was a display, to make them think I was overly confident, I relaxed my mind. Everyone knows you do not control a battle or fight. You guide it the way you wish it to go, while hoping the other person cannot do the same guiding, better than you can. The wind increasing the tempo, which the leaves were setting.
Thankfully, the five who were called up were not armed for this extreme combat, but saying they were not armed is like saying a wolf does not have claws, nor teeth. They had the typical weapon belts on, with swords and daggers. It could have been much worse, if they had pole arms or spears. They wore a normal type of armor, the casual armor, which was meant to walk around in for daily business, not for the business of dealing with the dansul morţii.
I dropped my left hand to my sabers sheath, as I pushed the blade out with my left thumb when my hand reached the sheath. My right hand blurred to the saber, while it came loose from it’s sheath, as my hand reached out to draw my saber. It slid from the sheath with the propulsion which my left thumb had given unto the blade, as my right hand pulled the blade free.
My left hand reached over the drawing saber, to my chest, while the motion produced a throwing knife between my fingers. As I brought the saber around, in a circle showing my range, I let my left hand pump back and forth to the throwing daggers, like the tree limbs were moving in the trees, as the wind picked up her dance.
Two daggers found joints in the leg armor plates, while burying in as deep as they could, with the force I had thrown them with. The last throwing dagger missed the mark, as it hit an armor plate, which caused it to get knocked to the ground with a metal clang. As the third throwing dagger left my hand, I pulled my left hand behind my left hip to pull a dagger.
I believe time slowed some, as things were going too fast in my mind, while I had a more sedate pace for my limbs. It felt like I was on a walk in the meadows on a nice sunny spring day, with no rush to be had.
The third man, whom I brought to task, was to my far right, who was the actual target of my ranging slash. With a lunge forward, I hit the knee which crushed the armor encasing his knee. This took him from the fight, unless he could free the joint, which I would just shuffle him into my dansul morţii further along in the dance.
I pulled back from the lunge, as I kept the saber in motion. I turned myself in a circle, while my feet danced to the music of battle and nature. The man, whom was originally the first on my left, was my next target to bring to task. He was getting overly excited at my back, as it turned to him. My saber took his hand from his arm, with the sword still firmly grasped in his dismembered hand, as I countered his attack at my back. The movement exchange bled too much energy behind my saber. I drew my feet back, while crossing them in my wound up stance, as my foot crossed over my other foot, as my blades came to rest crossed in front of me. I set my trap for the remaining two men.
The last remaining bodyguard looked at his four friends on the ground, then up to me before calling out, “I yield this field.” He turned to walked off of the field.
The six-to-one fight was down to a one-to-one fight in under twenty heart beats.
My voice sung to the melody of the music playing in my head, “I dance at Death’s door. If you wish to play for blood, let us be done with it. I am your huckleberry.”
The Samurai stalked me. He was slow with his motions, as he made no noise at all, even though I clearly saw his white form in my wind vision. The wind was picking up from a gentle breeze, to a steady gust. She showed me in clear detail the bodyguards who were rolling on the ground. The bodyguard with the missing hand carried his hand as he crawled to the healers, whom were safely outside the combatant area.
I knew what the Samurai was thinking and going to do. He thought I could not see, while he was testing his theory, which I was listening to the people around me. He thought I was using sound to fight.
This revelation made it extremely hard not to reorient on him for the optimal attack vector. I was hoping the surprise of the maneuver was well worth the tactical advantage I was giving up. The music built in volume in my head, as a violin entered the music in my head.
Finally, he made his mistake. When he advanced too far into my reach of death, I sprung on him like a tornado. My saber whipped around to drive his main sword up, while my left hand dagger batted away the arming blade of his off hand. I angled to step behind him, as I locked his right arm in place with my right forearm. I reversed the grip of my dagger before I drove it under the steel plates of the armor, which sent the blade home.
The dance stopped in mid song, as if frozen in time. I calmly said into his ear, “Call off or die.”
To the Samurai’s credit, he called out in a voice which dripped with pain, “I call off and cry for mercy.”
I released my dagger, to leave it in the wound for the healers to remove, when they were ready to properly deal with the wound. I retrieved the throwing knife from the ground. As soon as I stood, David returned to my shoulder like he had been here doing something to help me.
My old chess Grand Master called, “Relonor, please approach us.” The Grand Master bowed to me as I approached him, “Samurai
Relonor, take this sash as a symbol of the title of Samurai and wear it proudly. Understand that being a Samurai is not just to bring violence to a situation, but to bring peace to any situation you can, without the shedding of blood. To have the display of patience, which you have, is a rare trait for a person so young. Knowing when to act, and when to wait for action, are two very different things.”
I retrieved the sash, which I tied it around my waist, in the way of our people, to show the status of the Samurai of our people. Vadoma’s mother was next to the Grand Master. I looked at Vadoma’s mother with my wind sight while raising my chin to her, before casually saying to no one in particular, “She was not properly guarded.”
Vadoma caught the barb I quipped at her mother while she ran to me. She was caught up in the situation, as she tried to kill me by tightly wrapping her arms around me and squeezing. The hug turned into something more, as our lips found each others in a slow caress.
After the kiss, she went on a show of checking to see I was injured. Then to my dismay, mother checked me to make sure Vadoma had done a proper wound inspection upon me. All I can say is this, parents.
The Samurai pulled me aside to inform me of my new station. I was allowed up to five bodyguards, of my choosing, as they would be the ones with me if I ever found myself on a battlefield, or in a bad arbitration. He said all of this before being led from the field to the triage building.
I automatically named papa and Vadoma as my bodyguards, while making a mental list to find a few more friends. Vadoma looked intimidated by the appointment. Her mother was livid, as she was listening to our conversation.
This started another fight between the women, which I had to restrain papa from walking over to, more than once. I think it was the third time he tried to go over, and the sixth millionth time I wanted to go over, is when Vadoma screamed at her mother in Dutch. “That is it! I, Vadoma, Mare Soră of the Romani, claim Samurai Relonor as my partner. Do any gathered here wish to contest my claim on Samurai Relonor?”
I glanced around the gathered crowd, because I was curious, mind you. Then, I raised my hand. I started our rapid conversation, “What if I contest it?”
“You, do
not.”
“I mean, wench, you are kinda out here in the public demanding my hand for um…like are you serious?”
“Da! I am serious. Why else would I be doing this in such a dramatic way for you.” she quipped back to me.
I thought to Vadoma’s well explained plan, before I responded with the words which will never get me in trouble, “Yes, wench. Please, carry on.”
Her gaze searched the crowd, as her gaze went, many times, over her mother, who held an outraged expression on her face. No one dared to contest my hand when I had just shown my dansul morţii to the gathered crowd.
My mother was being her fun self as exclaimed it was a double celebration. The night of the Samurai Festival was always Carnaval. Things got more out of hand when someone passed a test. I was thrilled for many reasons, while feeling overwhelmed with the events.
Vadoma and I found a quiet place to talk, while papa took his guard job very seriously. He made sure we had privacy, when we went looking for it, while he turned people away with an apology.
Vadoma started speaking first, “What are your thoughts? I mean, it is quick. I said there would be no pressure, and I am not trying to make any pressure here. My mom is being ‘Mother of the Boosplaats Romani.’ She wanted me to follow her perfect example, by following the law which keeps our secrets, and our culture, from the alţii. She wants me to find a partner with a Romani…”
I cut into her rambling, “I mean, yea. There is a bit of a feel that this is being rushed. I am still coming to terms with I can kiss you. It is a little overwhelming, wench. I do not know…like are you sure I am the one who you want to have for yourself?”
“My Samurai, you are the one I will always choose from a thousand beautiful ladies,” she responded playfully.
“A thousand, wench? You would check out one thousand beautiful ladies, before settling for me?” I quipped back to her in mock shock.
She snapped back, “I do not need a thousand, when I have you, my Samurai.”
“Wench, is this your thing now? To calling me ‘my Samurai?’” My voice came out in an imitation of her, in my Samurai.
“Why? Do you have a problem with that nickname?”
I let out a sigh. “For right now, yes! We have done so much together, and my mind has not caught up, or even knows, if it is okay with what is going on. I mean, there has been a lot of skinny dipping with you for over a week.”
Papa did not miss a beat as he whispered in our direction, “Do not let your mother hear that.”
I replied, “Oh, Powers that Be, no!”
Vadoma replied at the same time as me, “She already knows.”
This drew both papa’s and my gaze to her. She just casually replied to our shock, “What? Girl talk. It was her idea. If my mother gave me more of an issue with you, I should claim you as my partner. The freedom of selecting your partner for yourself is also law, if no one speaks against the claim during the challenge period of announcement.”
I quipped back, “What else do I need to know of the conspiring you have been having with my mother, wench?”
Her answer was a gentle kiss to my lips.
The night flew by, with many bards telling their stories, be they from the Tribe of the Wolf or the Romani. I did hear a Romani bard telling of my Samurai test. He called me a name, ‘Dansator al Morţii,’
which I was not sure how I felt about it. Vadoma had whispered to me how the name meant ‘Dancer of Death’ in Romanian.
This made me want to hide as the bard told it, until he came to the end. “Mare Soră Vadoma, the Mistress of Life, ran to her lover, Dansator al Morţii, before professing her love to her. The Mare Soră dared any within her voice’s range to raise a hand to her claim.” Vadoma was blushing at that part.
The night continued as several people had stopped to compliment me on a perfect, if unorthodox, test, which will be told for many years. I would know, as I have heard the story many times at Carnivals.
To my horror, some of the people had listened to the bard’s story, as they used Dansator al Morţii to me. Then, the feast began as food started to be brought out of the buildings, before it was passed around. We were sitting on a low stone wall when mother had brought out stew, with fire roasted ribs, and a fresh loaf of bread. She had to made several trips inside to get the food for all of us.
After the feast was done, we took the dishes inside. We washed the dishes in the small heated sink before replacing them on shelves. Mother sat the stew out in the meal preparation area, which would be quickly devoured. The last person with the pot would take it to the heated sink, to wash the pot.
Vadoma had bid me to retire to my room, as she was still tired from the travel, and even more so with today’s activities. Papa had waited for our door to close before disappearing into his room, as I heard the tiny click of the door shutting, which told he had waited for our door to close.
I took my sword belt off, before I hung it on the hook by the door. Vadoma took hers off and hung her belt over mine. My hands worked quickly to get the armor off, so I could relax without the constraints of the armor impeding my stretching of muscles, which were becoming extremely sore with the stress, and extreme use, from the day’s activities.
As I was going to hang my Kikko armor on it’s stand, is when Vadoma pounced on me. Vadoma turned me around while shoving me violently into the wall. A shelf at my shoulders broke, as she followed me to the wall, as she grabbed my wrists to pinned them firmly above my head.
Her face was that of a hunter whom had finally cornered her prey. She used her face to push my face aside, as she went for my neck. I tried to summon the strength to fight back, but I welcomed her in my personal space. Everything, which was going on between us, was laid bare to the need, and want, of our bodies. Her mouth found my neck, as she bit down with adequate pressure, to let me know, she was there. In that bite, she told me I was hers.
The door flew opened as papa was there with his swords in hand, while mother had her dagger in hand, while taking in the sight. Vadoma did not stop, nor could  she stop, her assault of my neck. Mother took in the scene before pulling papa out of the room, while closing the door with the words of “Young love” to spilling over what they had just witnessed.
Her bite had stopped, as her tongue was gliding up my neck, to just under my ear. She took the flesh of my ear in her teeth and growled out, “Mine.”
That simple word, mine, showed her ownership over me. The tone she used, showed me the definition did not fit, as there was more to the statement I had yet to experience. My arousal kicked into the maximum allowance for my body, with her word, as a moan escaped from between my lips.
My lips tried to fight back. They tried to turn the tables on her most seductive game, but she pushed me harder into the wall, with a more hungrily tone, “Mine.”
I did the one thing I could do. I had a head battle with her as I claimed the high ground by her ear. I whispered into her ear, as my voice was full of need and lust, “Mine.”
This was a mistake, one which I will happily make again, as she threw me from the wall to the floor. She pinned my hands above my head, as she straddled me. She leaned over me, while she found my ear with her mouth. She whispered into my ear, with a lustfully dominant tone, “You really think so?”
I twisted my hips as I started the roll, which led to our positions being reversed, except she was still holding onto my wrists. I whispered into her ear with all the seductive promise I could muster, “Yes.”
Her eyes lit up in need as we again struggled on who was where. She found being on top of me was where she liked, as I happily gave her the ground.
The long and violent battle of tongues, bodies and promises went on for many hours. I felt like I would explode from the sexual tension between us. Never was there a feeling of being pressured to do anything. She let me slowly explore her, on her conditions. She would hold me back until I was dying of the need to lick her ear, explore her tongue, or bite her neck.
She sat up, after warning me with a look to keep my hands where they were, or I would pay for not listening. “You are good with this?”
My arousal was making me not even think over what she was saying. “I think so?”
So, that started a night which I will always remember with my Romani. The exploration of love, bodies and pleasure. To my embarrassment, the banging on the walls of “Keep it down in there,” which my mother was so mirthful shouting through the wall to us…often.




Entry 19

3 Months Before

Groenplaats
The next sun’s rise found me waking up next to my naked Romani, who was curled into me, and to the mess of the room from the night before. She snored into my shoulder, while I took in the broken shelves. My shoulders reminded me they were involved in a violent way in making this mess. Our armor and clothes littered the floor, from where they had landed, with a few other broken things, from our night of unbound love and desire.
I had to laugh as David was perched in the open window. I had to get out of bed during the night to open it as I had to answer David’s protestation of being denied entry into our room.
My mind relived the memories of what had happened last night. The memories of the pleasure, and tickle spots, which Vadoma had searched out to torture on my body, were still crystal clear in my mind. My inadvertent movements of my body’s reactions woke up the wench.
She took the time to look over the damage in our room before taking me in. She searched my face for a long time. I was busy looking into her eyes as she asked, “Are you okay with last night?” Her thick Romani accent reigniting the fire in my loins.
I was nodding my head, as I was trying to figure out why I had been so afraid. A voice in the back of my head screamed to me, as it told me I was different, and no one could love me.
I bashfully pulled the quilt to my nose, while looking over it at her. “I might be okay with what happened last night, and I mean might. But, I do not think our neighbors are very happy with us.”
Her eyes filled with amusement, “If you knew how to be quiet, then they would be happy with us.”
“Wench, how could I be quiet when you were doing all those things to me? I do not think a person alive could have kept their mouth shut!”
The ghost of a bite played over my neck, while my memory held her voice, ‘Mine.’ This caused me to roll my head to the side, as I let the memory have it’s way, with the ghostly sensations of my memory brushing my neck. Memory fused with the present, as she came in to nip my neck, where she had bitten it last night. Her hand snaked to my belly, before deciding to take a march North, to new lands.
I jumped out of bed, while I tripped over the tangles of the quilt around my feet. I fell to the ground, as gravity won it’s victory over me. I raised both arms up, while I was inspecting the floor with my face, when I called out, “I am good!” This received many moments of chuckles, as I struggled to untangle my feet from the quilt.
We went about getting dressed for the day, as I kept her well away from me until I could get fabric between my flesh and her fingertips. I had stripped my sword belt of the two extra daggers, before returning the two boot daggers to the top drawer of my desk. I set them beside one of the folding knives, which I had pilfered from the mines.
Papa was outside my, I mean, our, door when we made our way out of our room. He said nothing to me as he smiled at us, before following our procession down the stairs, to the communal room.
I went to the hot water tap before opening it over the dried blackberry tea I had in our three ceramic mugs. I brought the mugs to a sofa by the great fireplace of the room. I handed the mugs I had made for them to them. Making sure my sword sheaths went through the narrow gap, which allowed a person with swords to sit, I sat down on the sofa, before I cuddled into Vadoma’s side.
Papa sat in an arm chair, not far from us, while checking to see who was around, as he sipped his tea. “So, Sweets, have you given your any thought to your other three bodyguards?”
“I was kinda busy last night, papa, with my…partner.” Partner came out of my mouth as a taste of the word, to check if it felt right, while wondering if it fit what was between this wench and me.
Papa’s laugh was merry. “I think we heard that.” He took in the entire room before correcting himself, “I think everyone heard.”
That had me curling into my wench. She claimed me, so I am allowed to cuddle with her. I was curling into my wench, while wishing this conversation found someplace peaceful to die. I thought, from my hiding place, about the question.
I want my bodyguards to be unique and think for themselves.
Typically, papa did not thinking inside the box and was a decent weapons master. I had chosen Vadoma for the simple fact of she was learning the blade. She was quickly coming to my level, as she was able to last five moments with me, in sword combat. The fact she was a healer was also a positive thing. I already trusted her with my life. I had a thought of another possibility, though I have yet to see her properly fight.
“I have one in mind, which I would like to see fight,” I quietly voiced.
Papa and Vadoma both raised eye brows at the admission of how I payed more attention to what was around me, than they had thought. I have the people I would talk with, but as papa has said, it is like I do not see people other than my friends. To an extent, he is right.
Vadoma chipped into the conversation, “There are a few Romani, who may come, if you ask. I think Ben, or Peter, would gladly accept the post if offered.” I looked at her to continue, which she did after a pause to look around, “Maybe, someone who is good with air or knows the concept?”
I knew she had more of a meaning than that, while I connected the dots. An air elemental? Was this what she called them? You talk with the Romani. I want to see you get a straight answer out of them.
I nodded, while thinking aloud. “That may be a good idea. I would like to talk to someone who can help me with my theories.”
Papa looked between us, as he saw a secret, which was held between us. He did not push to know more of what we spoke of. “That gives you four, Sweets. You need another.”
“I do not need any bodyguards, to be honest, papa. Bodyguards will just get in my way in a fight,” I responded.
“True. But, you are one of the two and forty Samurai of our villages. The villages look to the Samurai, on any matter of peace, or to settle disputes. The bodyguards are there to keep the Samurai safe from dishonorable attacks.”
“Papa, I know. The Samurai are the best, of the best, of our guardians. Samurai are the Gunslingers of old. I know the stories.” There are many lessons in Centraleplaats which cover our laws and the Samurai. Regardless of your area of studies, these lessons are required.
“Sweets, I am just making sure you understand. Take the five bodyguards. You may need them, if an arbitration does not go according to your
plan.”
I just wined out, “Papa,” then went on to ignore the conversation, as I just cuddled into my wench.
We had eggs, dried meats and potato pancakes for sun’s rise meal. Afterwards, I went out to Father Sea to meditate. I like to start my day off with a clear mind. The only way I can do that is to meditate. Then, I started my first day as a Samurai.
I stood up from the ground, not far from Father Sea, before rolling my neck to loosen it up. I began walking to the training yard with the ringing of metal on metal, from the several swords, of the people sparring. Papa said to me, as he was trying to keep the words from traveling past my ears to others. “You may not want to do that in front of people. Those bruises….”
Vadoma finished for papa, “He means to say, you are showing off some of your love marks from last night.”
I smiled at the reminder of last night, while I let my cares go. Who I wanted to watch was out in front of me with an older Sensei. He was yelling at the woman, who was not much older than I was.
She was of normal height, with a long sword in her hands. The edges were blunted, which showed she was not confident to spar with a live blade. Her brown braid bounced on her back as she moved the weapon, which looked to be a little too heavy for her to wield, with her slight form. She wore a heavy plate mail which was limited her movement.
Vadoma had followed my gaze, to take in the fight. Papa took an inspection glance over her, as he made an assessment of her fighting skills, before moving his inspection to the next person. Vadoma asked me quietly, “Is this her?”
I nodded, while I watched as she tripped over her rear leading leg, before she fell to the ground, as the Sensei yelled at her the entire time. I walked up to the sectioned off combatant area made for two people, while motioning, with my hand, for Vadoma and papa to wait behind me.
Once my toe hit the ground marking their combatant area, the Sensei turned, before bowing from the waist to me, as he offered to my absolute horror, “Dansator al Morţii. What may I do for a Samurai on this day?”
Ugh. I had to deal with this name now. I raised my hand in a motion to bid him to rise from his bow. “Sensei, may I enter your combatant area?”
The Sensei answered briskly, “Yes, Samurai. You may feel free to use this combatant area for your training.”
“Not for my training. I am here to observe her.” I pointed to the woman, as I noticed the woman was looking between her Sensei and me, with a questioning expression to her face. She gave me no greeting, but had bowed, when the Sensei had bowed. Her sudden movements of her bow caused the armor to shift, which threw off her balance. She took slight stumble to her left to keep her balance, while she bowed.
I said with disdain, “Take that armor off of her. It is not even fitted for her.”
“Samurai, she has to have protection in the combatant area. Those are the laws,” the Sensei blurted out.
“Ah, yes for a general rule. You were the one to give her the armor and blade.” He responded with a nod as I continued, “Then, let her choose her gear.”
“Samurai, no dishonor is to be conveyed with this, but she is slow.”
I cocked my eye at him while saying nothing. He stumbled out, “She listens half of the time to the instruction….”
My anger flared as I cut him off, “And, I have heard enough of your excuses. You are dismissed.” I turned from him to introduce myself to the woman. “Hi. My name is Relonor. What is your name?”
The dismissed Sensei called over his shoulder, as he walked from the area, “She does not speak either. Her name is Spencer.”
“Spencer. That is your name?” I saw the attention she was paying attention to my mouth with her blue eyes. She nodded her head to my question.
“And, you do not talk?” This was received with shake her head.
I thought on this for a moment, before I smiled, “Can I ask you one more question?” She smiled, while she started nodding her head at me, with a small bit of confidence.
“Can you hear me?” She had a nervous look before she started nodding her head.
I responded to the look she gave me before the nod. “You have nothing to be scared, or ashamed, of from me or mine. You have my word that your answer will never be repeated.” She looked at me for a long time while she made a decision in her head, before shaking her head. I knew the pain she was going through, to be different.
“Do you mind if I call my partner over to give us a hand?” Her facial muscles scrunched together in disgust.
I pointed at Vadoma, who was standing in the dress she had worn last night, with the new slender duelists blade, which she had begun to favor, on her hip. Spencer followed my finger to Vadoma before looking back at me with confusion still on her face.
I tried a different tactic, as I used the words someone had said to me long ago, “Will you trust me?” She was nodding her head in a shy way to me. Without taking my face from hers, I pointed towards my wench, while I crooked my finger to her in the most seductive way I could.
What? She is mine, so I must seduce her every day. I think it is in a tome or something, which said, you must start each day anew to seduce them all over again.
Vadoma decided to be a wench when she approached. “My Dansator al Morţii, how may I serve you?”
Serve my foot right up your rear, if you keep teasing me like that. I am smart, so I kept my thought to myself.
I decided to be take the moral high ground in the teasing. “My Life’s Mistress,” I stuck my tongue out at her in playfulness, which was to Spencer’s delight.
I started unbuttoning my Kikko armor while I spoke, “Get her out of the plate mail, and into my Kikko vest. Then, take her to the Armory to have her pick out her sword. They can have that over weighted piece of steel back.”
As they left to do as I bid, Vadoma led her by the arm as they shared smiles. Papa decided to yell to me, to get some armor on. This stopped all the training in the yard, as people looked at me, as I refastened my sword belt back to my waist and seated my weapons in their places.
They returned a few moments later with my Kikko armor looking a bit big on Spencer. On her belt, she had a gladius on her left side, while having two kukri resting on her other hip. It was a very interesting weapon selection.
They had both reached me when I instructed, “Match to first touch or disarmament.”
Spencer looked at me in terror, as she was shaking her head. I knew what she was feeling. Instead of trying to use my words to get though to her, I drew my rapier before I pressed an attack to Vadoma.
The music sprang into my head as my blade left it’s sheath. At first, the violin slowly started, then grew with speed, as I was not intending to beat Vadoma. A violin battled the notes in a festive tune. The match was to dance with her.
Her slender blade came out in a slash, to bat my blade away, as she took a step back, and to the side, which cleared her body from the line of attack. She came in to my left, as she forced me to turn, to reposition myself, to let my blade enter the dance again.
Her weapon came in an arch, from the left to right, which I started rotating to my left, as I was brought my blade over my head to guided her sword swing wide of my body, to continue up to the sky.
Our dance continued for several moments, with some strikes happened around Spencer. They showed her the dance to my fighting style. A crowd had gathered to watch the dance between Vadoma and I, as I focused my full attention to the dance between Vadoma and I. My foot work was precise, as I led the dance with my feet. Then, with a flourish, I batted her blade away, as I spun away before sheathing my blade, in one smooth motion.
The crowd let out clapping at the display of the dance, which had just happened. I turned to them, “You have other things to do besides watching us. Find those tasks.”
Several “Samurai” or “Dansator al Morţii” were spoken to me as the crowd dispersed.
I turned my attention back to Spencer, while I held out my hand in a gesture for her to show me what she could do. She looked nervous, as she looked to Vadoma, who gave her a smile of encouragement. She hesitatingly dropped her hands to the dual kukri on her right hip. I closed the distance before knocking her hands from falling to her weapons, thus drawing her eyes back to me. I pointed at her chest before taking a deep breath. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath.
When her eyes opened, I motioned to her hands, then her weapons. She looked down at her hip in hesitation. I pushed her shoulder before taking another deep breath. She did the same.
She let her hands fall to her right hip before both her hands closed over her dual kukri hilts. She drew both into her hands, with little hesitation. I held my hands out to the blades. She nimbly flipped both blades before handing the kukri to me hilt first.
I stepped back to feel their weight and balance. I flipped them over in air, while noticing they were badly balanced. All the weight was in the tips of these blades, which would make them almost impossible to stop after they were put into motion. For now though, these were fine weapons. I caught the kukri from the air, by the backs of their blades, before returning the weapons to her hilt first.
She had took a step back while she swung the weapons in a crossing pattern. Each hand came, from the side, to meet in the middle. When both her blades clanked together in meeting, in front of her body, her right foot fell back from her left foot, before bringing both kukri to opposite shoulders, like she was hugging herself. She lunged forward with her right hand, which blurred to face level, as her other blade blurred at belly level. She stepped out to the side, while using the movement to turn the blade, which was at belly level, as she dragged it up, like she was disemboweling someone. The other kukri was being flipped over in her hand, to reverse the grip, in a defensive guard.
It was a very crude display; however, the display held confidence, as she watched some unseen attacker find their death. I smirked to her which she returned. I could work with her, while encouraging her to learn her own way to fight, with her new kukri.
I slowly spoke, to her, to allow her to read my lips. “Spencer. I think I can help you get better with training. However, I would also like you to be one of my bodyguards. Do you accept it?”
She pulled a piece of paper out before scribbling with her writing stick, ‘I am not good. There are better people than me.’
I took her piece of paper, with the writing stick, before writing out, ‘I do not need good. I need someone I can trust.’
She took the paper back to read. Her eyes met mine as she stood up straight, while she banged her fist to her heart.
That was all I needed from the girl, as I grinned at her, while playfully shoving her shoulder. I do not think Vadoma realize Spencer did not talk, as they walked along, as she talked with her new friend arm in arm. Or she might have known, but wanted her to feel like she was a normal person.
I had spent the day making orders. First, I had ordered a full set of Kikko armor for Spencer, which would take about a month to commission. Afterwards, I ordered a set of kukri from the Alphonse, who is one of the village blacksmiths. I gave him the approximate weight to him for Spencer. Then, I had to go to another building to order a rope ladder, after letting Vadoma tell them the approximate length from the top of the mine collapse to the floor. We were informed they would have it ready by the end of the day. We also procured four sets of rope, for emergency climbing, or anything we would need them for.
Vadoma had got my drift. Once outside, she asked quietly, “Are you wanting to go back?”
“Yes, wench. Plus, it will be good for Spencer to have someplace quiet to be trained. Though, I think it is more time and muscle memory she needs, than training. Unless you saw something I did not see?”
Vadoma shook her head. “When are you thinking of leaving?”
“A few days? Now that you are assigned to me, you do not have healer duties. But, feel free to help as much as you please, wench. We do need to help with the harvest tomorrow, then help in the building raising….” I let my voice trail off in thought.
“Then, my Dansator al Morţii…, can I use that nickname, by the way, because I really like it? I need to make some arrangements.”
I absently nodded to her, as I was as smart as any partner should be, and answered her, “Yes, wench” with a sigh.
The nickname Dansator al Morţii seemed to stick. I swear I will find the Romani bard before tearing his tongue out of his head for giving me this nickname. Then, I will demand him find a better nickname like Fluffy Platypus or something.




Entry 20

6 Hours Before

Groenplaats
I finished my tale to Grand Master Alexandrew and Elder Thomas. When I was done, I let the silence have it’s way, with the sounds of Groenplaats waking from slumber, was slowly starting to happen.
“I see.” Alexandrew said in thought. “And, when you say you can see the wind…,” he left the thought unfinished, as it hung in the air.
“I can see the wind. I can see,” I closed my right eye, “The wind is hitting your left cheek, more than the right. I can see Thomas shaking his finger at you. I can see his wolf looking upon this with disinterest. And, I see David in that tree,” I pointed over my shoulder, to a small sapling where David was perched, as the branch sagged under his weight. I opened my right eye, as I caught Alexandrew looking to the tree, which held David.
“I..I can s..see you are of the t..t..touched. Your w..wind potential is high. You t..t..two have not bonded yet. I..i..it will come w..w..with time. W..w..what do you receive o..o..of his talking to y..y..you?”
“I have only talked to him when he showed me the two canvases. One was of the sky, and of what he saw while the other was….” I trailed off to think, as I was trying to form the thought into words, to properly convey it.
“S..s..s..simple with a lot of f..f..feeling to it,” Elder Thomas supplied for me.
“Yea. It was simple, yet it did not make sense to me.”
“Ah.” Thomas said, as he sat there looking at his wolf, as he ran his hand over the wolf head, and behind his right ear. “Y..y..you are not t..talking the s..s..same language.”
Alexandrew cut into the conversation. “As Thomas is bonded to his wolf, I find Thomas also has a lot of a wolf to him. Their spirits are connected by a link. When there is talk of hunting or finding, they can connect a lot more. I think the wolf is more human, while Thomas becomes more of a wolf. The aspects of the mind, mind you, not the form of the bodies.”
Thomas was nodding his head to the truth of the words. “A..a..as he s..says. When you deal closer to t..t..the animal aspect, like hunting or flying, you will f..f..find you more of a connection. W..w..when you a..a..and David were touching, you were t..t..thinking of jumping into the air and flying. David is a bird, w..w..who loves to fly, as you said with one of t..t..the canvases. That was w..w..where you connected, through the f..f..flight. It also is much easier w..w..when you bond with your animal. And, l..l..like w..w..with all t..t..things, t..t..the more you p..p..practice, the better you will get.”
I was nodding my head to his words as I was working them into my theories, while watching more answers find their place. That was when David decided to show up, as he land on top of my head.
“So, I need to think of the things which he likes? Like flying, as you theorize.”
Thomas had started to nod his head before turning it into a shake. “T..t..t..that is your problem.”
Alexandrew spoke up. “I think you also need to tell me about the other thing, the rest of your magik of the Old People.”
I was finding the ground very interesting, as only my bodyguards and mother knew this secret. “I can effect the air; however, it is like a simple touch is overdone. Like tapping an arrow in flight to alter the path, I shatter it while sending it to a thousand flying pieces…I can also pull power to me.”
“Were you focusing only on the arrow when you touched it,” Alexandrew asked.
“No. I was seeing where the arrow was going, as I saw the trajectory to the target. I asked the wind for a little help and boom. Splinters.”
“That will take practice, I think. There have only been a few people whom have been able to touch the elements, like the Old People. I think the magik of the Old People is awakening in you. You have the same problem, as with David. You are not talking in the same language. You are dealing with the wind. You have to let go and fly with the clouds,” Alexandrew said patiently.
“But, I am not normal, and….”
Alexandrew cut me off, “I am not normal. This man,” he pointed to Thomas, “is my partner. That does not influence his connection with his wolf. And, this man is definitely not normal, as I would know. Who cares what normal is, when you are happy with yourself.”




Epilogue

Professor Ashley sat reading from the old, weathered, black affair of a journal. Her older voice was that of honey, which slowly flowed out, with the promise of sweetness to it. She put the question to the class, who sat in desks in tiers, while they had listened to her lecture. “Now, who can speculate on what exactly was her block to her blossoming?”
A boy in the third row raised his hand. His hand turned white in her vision, as her eyes were drawn to the sudden motion. “Yes. Let us hear your theories. Count Maurice, is it?”
The boy stood before he bowed from the waist, as his brown hair fell into his face. “Yes, Professor. I believe the sense of self had not recognized the sense of the other, thus blocking her from being one.”
The Professor looked on the boy, while politely waiting, if he was still gathering his thoughts. When no more words came forth, she responded, “Thank you, Count Maurice.” The boy was quickly sitting down onto his seat.
“A very interesting theory, which is drawn from her journal. This theory is backed up by Spencer’s Journal. I have the theory which states, she was not talking the language of nature. She was not living in the moment. I theorize the moment in which she had seen Mare Soră Vadoma, the person in which she loved with her entire heart, being flung through the air, brought her to that moment. It brought the science, and reality, into sharp focus inside herself.
“Now,” the professor stood from sitting on her desk’s top, as she glanced at the clock on the wall. The clock said to her glance, there were three more moments before class was over. The Professor shifted her hips back and forth, as she settled the sword belt, which hung from her waist. The rapier, which hung from her hip, settled into place as she straightened a old sash, which was tied to her waist, the sash in which only a Samurai wore.
“For the next class, we will cover Spencer’s Journal. Please, do not forget to do the reading of the scientific journals of Shogun Relonor and Bunică Vadoma.”
Students were closing their journals and tomes, before putting them into their bags. She raised her voice to be heard over the noise. “On Thursday, be ready to have a full discussion of Shogun Relonor and Storm Elementals. I would like to have sound theories as to why they have only been seen twice. And, please, remember to study for the test next week. This information will be on the test!”
Professor Ashley stood with the black clad, leather, affair of a journal, which she held in her hand, while she watched the pupils leave, as they ran off to their next class.
She turned to the armor rack and the perch where her red-tailed hawk, Stephana, was currently sleeping on. The professor took off her sword belt and sash, before she picked up the Kiddo armor, which had a slight white glow coming from the inside, as the glimpse of Romani symbols could be seen on the inside plates. She slipped on her Kiddo armor to go have lunch with her granddaughter.
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