
*Note there are probably a hundred typos, but do your best to understand. Below is a mini guide to the 

magic system: 

Starblood = Magic 

Summoners: (Physical ~ Elements) [ Physical] 

-Inferi - Can Control Fire {Matt} 

-Aquafi - Can Control Water {} 

-Anemi -   Can Control Air {Saphira} 

Fabricators: (Physical ~ Materials) [ Spiritual] 

-Transfigurator - Can change materials {Zeen} 

-Conjurer - Can create materials {Silas -  Silence}  

Somaties: (Physical ~ Body) [Physical] 

-Ascesian - Can heal the inanimate and animate (Lyra} 

Neurominds: (Mental ~ Dreams) [Cognitive] 

-Hypnosi - Can control thoughts and dreams {Arris} 

Other: 

-Starseeker - Those without powers {Dorian} 

Other Notes: 

 If you run out of Starblood, you become a Bloodless 

One who has Starblood is called a Starkeeper 

 

*Enjoy!!! 

 

Starblood by Serene Haroon 

Prologue  

 KADI STEPPED on the soft grass of Skylar, an impossibly heavy burden weighing on his shoulders. 

 How could he be expected to complete such a huge task? Kadi was nothing more than a simple 

man. He was nothing more than a trustworthy Savior. Until ten minutes ago. The Leader had appointed 

him a task that would involve trust, but betrayal, and traitorous acts. Who would he become? 

 The emptiness of Earth distracted Kadi from his thoughts. Or what used to be Earth. Earth, or 

Skylar as it is now called, was a simple town of order. There was no diversity. There were no sights to 



behold. Skylains were slaves. Servants who had no nobility. Nothing to differentiate them from one 

another. There was only one noble. And he was royalty: Lord Shaxx. 

 Lord Shaxx had invaded Skylar in order to gain control of the Milky Way Galaxy. It was a 

massacre when he arrived. He killed everyone but the children younger than five years old. That would 

someday end up being his biggest mistake. 

 The inhabited city was in need of a serious cleanup. Shaxx had only one law: obey and respect 

Him at all costs. The rest was up to the citizens. One thing they had not apparently discussed was 

pollution. Litter enveloped the road - if you could call it a road - and the people didn't seem to mind at 

all. 

 Kadi didn't know why the trash bothered him so much. He had once been a Skylain. He was 

brought to Syther, his new home planet, only five years previously. Once upon a time, Kadi had been 

happy here. He was only two years old when Lord Shaxx had invaded. He didn't remember any life 

before Skylar.  

 Kadi's feet made clicking sounds as they came into contact with the trash on the ground. He 

knew where he wanted to go. The hard part was to find out how to get there. You see, since there was 

no diversity on Skylar, the roads, houses, and people all looked the same. 

 After some wandering, Kadi found the house he was looking for, stuck a note on the door, and 

vanished. 

The Note 

 SAPHIRA THANE RAN, her feet pounding against the gray speckled concrete. Her daily run had 

lasted longer than she had expected. She had to get home, take a shower, and get to The Square. Today 

was her death day. 

 As her house came into view, she glimpsed a small piece of paper taped to her door. That was 

odd. It was against the rules to send a note, or even mail, to other citizens of Skylar. She peeled the tape 

off the door and walked inside. Once inside, she set the note on the back of the door, reminding herself 

to read it later. She unlaced her running shoes and almost ran to the shower. 

 Her small house had only 3 rooms: A kitchen, a bedroom, and a bathroom. The plain white walls 

were the first thing you saw when you walked in. Citizens were strictly forbidden originality by Lord 

Shaxx. Every house on Skylar looked exactly the same, both on the outside and inside. 

 Getting out of the shower in record time, she slipped on her eradication clothes. She dried and 

combed her black wavy hair, making it into a loose braid. She then put on her shoes and ran out the 

door. 

 Saphira was ready to die. She knew this day would come sooner or later. She is an Earthling. A 

person who was born and partly raised on Earth. Lord Shaxx despises them. Every year on New Tears he 

kills some of the Earthlings as a reminder of who is in charge. Now she is one of the last four Earthlings 

left. 

 As she was running towards the Square, she remembered the note on her door. Knowing that 

this would be her only chance to read it, she turned back. 



 She dashed all the way back home and unlocked the door. Reaching her hand behind the 

wooden slab, she took the note. She sat on the stairs leading to her house, reading the note. 

 Dear Saphira, 

 I am Kadi. I am from Planet Syther. I am on Skylar to save you from your innocent death. Please 

keep your eye out for me. If all works out, you will come home with me, to Syther. If you live, come 

home immediately. See you soon... 

                                                     -K.C.C 

    

 She stared at the note, her eyes lingering on her name. She used to be called Saphira, before 

Lord Shaax. Now she was just known as "you" or "Earthling". She thought it was a joke. But then she 

realized, if she had any chance to live, even if it meant to trust Kadi, she had to take it. She slipped the 

note into her pocket. Her parents had died because they defied Lord Shaxx. If Saphira were to live, it 

would be in their memory, defying him as well. She ran down the steps, her heartbeat echoing the 

pounding of her feet slapping against the concrete. 

 As Saphira sprinted down the path leading to the Square, she couldn't stop thinking about Kadi's 

note. There was one line that she couldn’t understand: If all works out, you will come home with me to 

Syther. Saphira didn't want to leave Skylar. Yes, this place was like a prison. Everything already chosen 

for you. But she doubted Syther would be any better. 

 She asked her watch, "Tell me about Planet Syther." 

 Her watch responded, "Syther is a planet only 100 million marks from your current location. The 

people there escaped from Skylar or other planets like it. If you were to go there, you would see a great 

increase in technology. Every once in a while, they send trained men, called Saviors, to rescue people 

and bring them to Syther. Most men and women want to overthrow their previous ruler: Lord Shaxx, 

Lord Asphalt, and/or Lord Camen." 

 Saphira was stunned. Were the people of Syther insane? She had never heard of Lord Asphalt or 

Lord Camen, but if they were anything like Lord Shaxx, overthrowing them would be impossible. 

 She still had the watch's words in her mind as she arrived at the Square. She quickly found an 

empty seat next to the Earthlings. A few minutes later Lord Shaxx entered the stage. Clad in a gold and 

black cloak, Lord Shaxx stood out against the citizen's gray shirts and khaki pants. 

 "Welcome," he began, "I am glad you all could make it. We are here today to honor you all. You 

are the greatest generation of time. We are also here to finish the existence of all Earthlings. Thirteen 

years ago, on this very day, I saved society from its doom. Earth is no more. So with that, may the 13th 

annual New Tears begin!" Lord Shaxx finished. 

 The people of Skylar stood up and clapped as the executioner walked up to the stage. 

 Saphira readied her heart, preparing to die. 

 The executioner stepped up to the microphone. "Would the Earthlings come forward?" 



 She stood up, and the people of Skylar began to glare at her. It felt like they hated her for 

something she didn't do. She found her way to the stage and lined up beside her fellow Earthlings. 

 Lord Shaxx motioned that he wanted the microphone. 

 "This year, I think we will do it differently. As you well know, we only have four Earthlings left. I 

think they deserve an honorable death. One that can be noted by all of humanity. Today the smell of 

blood will fill the air, just as it did thirteen years ago." 

 Lord Shaxx unsheathed a long sharp sword. It was embroidered with blue sapphires and golden 

gems. Everybody's eyes were drawn to the magnificent weapon. 

 Saphira was stunned. She had been counting on a quick and painless death. But this... this was a 

different story. A sword?  

 Her stomach flipped as the first man was killed. She turned her attention away from the blood, 

and toward the people. She scanned the crowd, keeping her eyes peeled for Kadi. 

 She was only halfway through the crowd when she realized she was the last Earthling standing. 

 She stepped up to the platform, took one last deep breath, and waited for the edge to penetrate 

her skin. Time slowed down. One second felt like forever. Would she ever die? And then Saphira saw the 

sword sweep so fast, it was so close, she could touch it. And then it froze. It seemed as if the air itself 

had pushed the sword away from her neck. 

 Lord Shaxx hit the concrete floor so hard, Saphira wondered if he had died, but Lord Shaxx could 

never die. A black cloud of smoke filled the air, obscuring the stage from onlookers' view. While the 

audience's attention was diverted, Saphira fled!  

  *** 

 Arris Parcelus sat motionless, on the edge of his seat, watching the executions. His two friends, 

Zeen and Dorian, sat next to him, mourning. The three of them may have been the only people on Skylar 

who valued life, Earthling or not.  

 The last girl standing took a deep breath and stepped up to the platform. The executioner lifted 

the sword, and in a big arc, swept the sword toward the girl. Arris wanted to close his eyes. He didn’t 

want to witness another innocent death. But Arris didn’t close his eyes. He, along with Zeen and Dorian, 

felt like he owed the Earthlings this much.  

 Arris took a deep breath, preparing himself to see another head rolling on the stage. Then a 

black smoke obscured his view. He looked at Zeen, who was on his right, his face grim. What was going 

on? His eyes left the stage and landed on the fleeing Earthling. What a brave girl, to run from death like 

that. 

  ***  

 Following the instructions on the note, Saphira bolted all the way from the square to the door of 

her house, quickly unlocking it. She ran in and shut the door. Starting in the kitchen, she packed a 

backpack. Saphira didn't know if she would go to Syther, but it never hurt to be prepared. 



 As she was packing, her robot, Alexa, said, "Someone is at the door, Ma'am." 

 Saphira briefly wondered if Kadi would be standing there. She walked toward the peephole and 

peered outside. 

 A teenager was standing there patiently waiting. He looked like every other guy she's ever seen, 

but something stood out to her. This man wasn't wearing the standard outfit of Skylar. Instead, this man 

was wearing a red and blue T-shirt and blue jeans. She must have stared at him for a while because he 

knocked again. Slowly she opened the door and protectively stood there. 

 "I presume you are Saphira?" he asked. 

 Saphira was shocked. Even after he had used the name on the note, hearing it said aloud 

brought back some painful memories. 

 The man motioned for her to move inside. She stepped aside and let him in. He took a seat, and 

Saphira did the same, straight across from him. 

 "Did you get my note?" he asked. 

 She nodded and pulled the slip of paper out of her pocket. 

 "I thought you'd be older," she said 

 He laughed and said "Well, what are you waiting for? Let's go!" 

 "Right now? But I’m not ready. Besides, I don't want to go to Syther." 

 "You don't want…" Kadi trailed off. "But why would you want to stay here. There is nothing left 

for you here but your burnt corpse." 

 She flinched as he mentioned what Lord Shaxx would probably do to her when he found her. 

 "How dare you. How am I to know that you aren't gonna take me to Syther only to kill me?" 

 Kadi looked at Saphira with a sour face. He seemed to be thinking of ways to convince her. 

 He then stood up and said "You are a hard one to convince. You have till tomorrow morning." 

 Then he walked out the door. 

Arris Parcelus 

 Arris hated New Tears. How do you expect to keep control over a city by killing hundreds of 

people every year? At least that girl got away.  

 "Arris!" 

 He turned at the sound of his name and saw his mother and sister waiting by the door of his 

house. He strode toward them and opened the door for the women.  

 His parents had created this rule book, where the men were tasked with doing just about 

everything, and the women cooked and cleaned. His mother would not even open the front door for 

herself. They firmly believed that women were made to follow.  



 "Sorry Ma," Arris said once he'd walked in, "though honestly, I can't understand why you won't 

open the door for yourself." 

 "Arris, you know the rules." 

 Indeed, Arris knew the rules, but did that mean he had to follow them? Ever since his dad had 

left a few years ago to "pursue other living styles", he had been the dominant male in the house at 14.  

 Arris had never been happy on Skylar. Always complaining, and never realizing that time was 

passing him by. All he had to do is catch the train, but Arris had never tried to catch the train on Skylar. 

So why should he start now? There had been a Pre-Skylar. On another planet far away. Before a man 

told them they were all moving to a better place. That planet had been beautiful. Full of life and love. 

Green grass, flying cars, superhuman powers, skyscrapers that touched the clouds. A world of happiness 

and freedom. 

 "Hey mate!" 

 Zeen's voice called pulled him back to the present.  

 "We're waiting for you. Come on!" Zeen said. 

 "Oh, yeah! Right. I'll be right out," Arris called, then to his mom, he said, "Ma, I'll be back late. 

Don't stay up waiting!"  

 Then Arris ran out the door.  

 His friends Zeen and Dorian were waiting for him, as they usually did. Arris was always late, but 

his friends knew that. Since today was New Tears, the tradition on Skylar was to have fun. But Arris, 

Zeen, and Dorian hated New Tears. Hated that they had stolen this planet from people who had already 

lived here. So the trio stirred up some harmless, but meaningful, trouble every year on New Tears.  

 It had all started when the three of them were 9 years old. The town was holding a fair in honor 

the 6th successful New Tears, and Arris had wanted to go pig riding. When the spectator had opened 

the gate, the hogs came rushing toward Arris. The pigs ran around the entire fair, destroying much of 

others hard work. Arris and his friends had been blamed for the whole incident and had to pay for the 

lost pigs. Ever since that fateful year, causing trouble on New Tears had been their thing, and they had 

each owed a huge unpaid debt to the fair. 

 They always paid their respects to the dead Earthlings first. Then they would go to the center of 

town to have some fun. The Earthlings lived in the East side of town and was about thirty minutes 

walking distance.  

 "Did you see that girl run away? My ma said that her parents faithfully served Lord Shaxx before 

he killed them. Cruel, aye?" Dorian said. 

 "Aye, mate. But we should see if she needs any help leaving Skylar, or the galaxy," Zeen 

responded. 

 "Z? You serious mate? She's a girl! I can't even speak to girls let alone helping them," Dorian 

confessed. 



 "Hold on. You mean to tell me that you lied about that girl you were seeing a few years back?" 

Zeen asked? 

 "Zeen!" 

 "Dorian!" 

 As the two boys fought their battle, Arris stood off to the side his own thoughts consuming his 

vision. When he finally saw the two boys fighting, he strode over to them and pushed them apart.  

 "Stop it! We are trying to fight Shaxx, not ourselves," 

 The boys split apart, a look on their face that said, we'll continue this later. 

 "So where is that boy's house?" Arris asked. 

 "East side, six down from where Kadi used to live," Zeen answered. 

 They followed the path that had been ingrained into their memories years and years ago. Eight 

years ago, when the boys were barely eight years old. A boy had come to their houses warning them of 

an inspection that was to happen by Lord Shaxx himself. The boys had told their parents and had hidden 

all of their suspicious belongings. Ever since that day, the boys had made a new friend. Then five years 

ago he had disappeared. Vanished out of thin air. Some say he had Earth blood in him and was killed by 

Shaxx. Others say he was abducted by aliens. No one really knows what happened that day. 

 As Kadi's house came into view, they each held up three fingers and saluted their missing 

friend's house. A symbol of respect and love for the man they all missed. They counted six houses down 

and knocked on the door. They were sure no one would answer, but it was their tradition to show 

respect to the dead. A minute later, Dorian opened the door and led the way inside. It looked like every 

other Skylar house but was different in some ways. They walked to the boy's room and slid to their 

knees as they prayed for the dead boy.  

 When they were done, they stood, one by one, and each picked up two things that showed the 

boys personality. Then they each picked up an item every Skylar house had and started a fire. They 

crowded around the hearth, silently burning his things. They watched each item burn and felt the pain in 

their chests ease.  

 This was a ritual created by the boys a few years ago. They figured out that without paying their 

respects, they would be mourning for weeks. The boys didn't know why. They were the only people on 

Skylar who actually valued life, and knew the illusions of safety. As they left the house, they locked the 

door and pocketed the key. They would continue on to the next man's house, and burn the key there.  

 "I wish…I wish I could go to Shaxx's palace and burn it to the ground too. Burn every remnant of 

him, of Skylar. I wish we could go home," Arris sighed.  

 They knew what Arris meant when he said he wanted to go home. They all wanted to go back to 

that planet of superpowers and peace. The one a hundred million marks from here. 

 "One's dream, another's destination; one's wish, another's goal. We wish. Every year we wish. 

But we never do anything to fulfill--Kadi?" Zeen began, dumbfounded. 



 Arris turned and saw his friend standing there, his posture so relaxed, and ran toward him. He 

threw his hands around his best friend. Kadi immediately stiffened, and then turned his head to get a 

view of his attacker. When he saw Arris's brown curly hair he relaxed and embraced the boy right back. 

 "Holy God, mate! It's been forever." Kadi whispered onto Arris's shoulder. 

 "Hey what about us?" Dorian said. 

 Kadi grinned and wiggled out of Arris's embrace. 

 As he moved toward them, Kadi asked, "Caused any trouble yet?" 

 Arris smiled and shook his head. "Just been to one house and have 3 left to go to. Or two, since 

that girl got away." 

 "Key," Kadi said. 

 As Arris tossed him the key, the group went on their way, following Zeen who would lead them 

to the next house.  

 "So, mate, where you've been for the past few years? Arris practically went mute, when you 

left," Dorian asked. 

 As crazy as it was for it to be heard aloud, it was true. Arris had loved Kadi, as a friend, and Kadi 

had loved him right back, so much, in fact, that it was very hard to cope with the loss of the man.  

 Kadi answered with a single word, "Adelphi." 

 Arris stopped, dead.  

 Kadi, Dorian, and Zeen moved farther and farther away from Arris. He stood there shocked. He 

had been wanting to return to Adelphi for so long, it seemed unreal. 

 "Arris? You coming, mate?" Zeen asked. 

 "Are you serious, mate? You really went home?" Arris asked, shocked. 

 "Yup", Kadi responded, "it was surreal." 

 Arris ran to catch up with his friends, and Kadi smiled at Arris. It had always been Arris's greatest 

dream to return home. He had never been happy on Skylar, and probably never would be. Every year he 

wished and prayed for a chance to go home.  

 "How was it?" Dorian asked 

 "Felt just like home," Kadi responded, a faraway look in his eyes. 

 Zeen stopped in front of the next house, and Arris, who was behind him, almost ran into him.  

 "Samuel Snites's house," Zeen said as he knocked on the door.  

 Kadi opened the door, and they walked in, following him. As they completed their ritual, Arris’s 

thoughts were all over the place. Kadi, their best friend, had been to Adelphi, his home planet, and not 

told anybody. It was probably a matter of secrecy, but it still hurt like Hell.  



 As they walked out of the house, collecting the key, Arris asked the question that wouldn't flee 

his mind. 

 "Why didn't you tell us, mate? Freezing fire! What made you keep such a big secret from us?" 

 Avoiding the question, Kadi answered, "'Freezing fire? That's a new one. Last time I saw you it 

was 'Galloping goats' this and 'Chastising chairs' that. Actually, 'Freezing fire' isn't a bad curse, it might 

actually catch on!" 

 "You think? Arris said he read it in one of those History books from school. Something about a 

prophecy." Zeen said, laughing. 

 Kadi began reciting the prophecy to himself. 

 "One with power none other has  

 Born as an outcast of mankind 

 Shall defeat the enemies that have risen in the decade before 

 Melted air shall be his only ally 

 And frozen fire his greatest enemy" 

 "That sounds about right," Zeen said when Kadi had finished. 

 The rest of the time spent walking to Shawn's house were silent, each man in his own thoughts. 

Arris couldn't help wondering why Kadi had avoided the question, and in such an obvious way.  

 Arris loved his friend, as much as any other, but hiding such huge secrets could not be a good 

sign. What was he up to? 

     

An Earth-like Planet 

 SAPHIRA SAT THERE, for a while, contemplating her choices. She could either go to Syther and 

maybe end up dead, or she could stay here and end up dead. She guessed her best chance of survival 

would be to go to Syther. She was supposed to be a dead man anyway. 

 The next day, Saphira woke up wondering where she could find Kadi and tell him that she 

wanted to go to Planet Syther. With her backpack in hand, she walked out the door, locking it behind 

her. Saphira stepped onto the wooden floorboards that marked her porch. As she was walking, she 

bumped into something and tripped, falling on the concrete sidewalk. She looked behind herself, to see 

what she'd tripped on, and found Kadi staring at her. 

 "Coming, are you, Saphira?" 

 She didn't answer.  

 "Our ride's out back. Follow me." 



 She followed Kadi behind her house and all the way to the edge of town, toward the black metal 

fence. Kadi jumped over to the other side of The Barricade. 

 Lord Shaxx's had said never to cross that fence. She didn't know what to do. 

 "You can't go...I can't go there." she stammered. 

 "Why not, sweetheart, you're already a fugitive." 

 Saphira jumped over the fence, making sure that no one saw her. Once she was over, she saw a 

grassy plain. The grass was as green as limes and as sharp as knives. It reminded her of Earth so much, 

that she felt a tear crawl down her cheek. 

 Kadi must have noticed, because he said, "Don't worry sweetie, you'll be home soon enough." 

 She nodded, and asked, "My name is Saphira. You can use it. And speaking of home, how do we 

get there? 

 Kadi took a small box out of his pocket. "With this. It's called a Translock." 

 Curious, she stepped closer to him. Upon first look, it looked like a normal box. When giving it a 

closer examination, she realized it was something else entirely. It was about the size of her palm and 

was covered intersecting lines, similar to a basketball. It was mostly black, but when the sun glinted on 

the Translock, pockets of blue could be seen. She motioned for Kadi to hand it to her, but he shook his 

head. 

 "Do you notice the small sensors? Each one is taking a different reading, such as blood pressure, 

heartbeat, and fingerprint recognition. If the levels change unnaturally, then the box is set to explode. 

You will soon receive yours upon arriving on Syther. For now, this will have to do for both of us." 

 Saphira nodded, understanding. 

 Suddenly, the Translock became laced with blue light. Kadi tossed it into the air, and it landed a 

few feet away, enlarged.  

 "Put your hand in mine," Kadi commanded. 

 She did as he instructed. 

 Kadi then walked straight into the Translock and their surroundings changed.  

 The box was very spacious inside, big enough to fit 6 people comfortably. Saphira took a seat in 

one of the many chairs and the buckle strapped itself around her. Kadi's chair had a small keypad and 

screen attached to it. He typed something in, and then a semi-transparent screen lit up in Saphira's lap, 

reading "Kadi Colt and Saphira Thane going to Syther, Adelphi." 

 Saphira looked at her last name for a long time. It was shocking to know that something more 

than memories connected her to her dead family. The seatbelt unbuckling itself pulled Saphira out of 

her thoughts. There was no way they could already be there. Kadi stood up, and Saphira followed suit. 

He walked to the edge of the Translock and then disappeared. Saphira copied his movements and 

jumped out of the Translock behind Kadi. 



 He stood there for a moment and said, "Welcome to Syther on Planet Adelphi." 

 It seemed as if he had done this thousands of times before, and Saphira guessed he had. 

 She couldn't believe that they had traveled thousands upon thousands of marks in a few 

seconds. It had never been done before. 

 "Welcome back, sir," multiple people greeted Kadi. Saphira wondered if she too should call Kadi 

'sir' too? 

 Saphira stood outside the Translock for a moment, taking in her surroundings. She was briefly 

reminded of Earth. Syther was beautiful: green grass, huge bushy trees, and colorfully painted flowers. 

She held her tears back this time and suppressed her newly found anger at Lord Shaxx. Look at what 

Earth could have become, she wanted to yell at him. 

 "Come on, Saphira, we've got a lot to do before sundown," Kadi beckoned. 

 It was then that she noticed that it well past mid-afternoon on Syther. Even though the trip in 

the Translock had lasted less than a minute, time seemed to pass normally outside. She followed him as 

he led the way on the pavement around Syther. 

 "So, first we have to get you in the system. That will give you all your necessary items to sustain 

life on Syther. Then, we will go to get you Tested, and have you receive your training and mentor," He 

said. "Questions?" Kadi asked. 

 "What does Tested mean, sir," she asked. She was slightly worried that instead of becoming a 

friend to Kadi, she had become just another saved soul. 

 "Please, call me Kadi." Her worries vanished. "In Syther, all brains are different. So with the help 

of a special ring, we can channel your brain power to let you control either air, fire, or water. We call 

them Anemi, for air, Inferi, for fire, and Aquafi, for water. But know, it isn't that easy. There are rules 

and consequences too. That is why you get a mentor. Your mentor will teach you how to properly use 

your Starblood.  At the age of thirteen, most men start learning, and women start at age fifteen. Since 

you are sixteen, you might be in training a year longer than most." 

 Saphira didn't ask Kadi how he knew her age. It was probably in his job description to be a 

stalker. 

 She couldn't help but think about the other Earthlings that were killed at the ceremony 

yesterday. She wondered why Kadi had only rescued her. Why not the other three teenagers? 

 She asked Kadi, and he responded "My mission was to rescue you. Besides you, my darling, are 

special." 

 She wondered why she was so special. She was just a normal girl from Earth who was supposed 

to be dead. 

 It didn't take long to get where they needed to go. It seemed that all the places in Syther could 

be reached by this one road. The sign above the building said "System Workers". Kadi flashed a badge 

over a reader, and the door opened for him. 



 "Hey, Kadi, what's up?" A man asked. 

 "Hey man, how is everything?" Kadi responded. 

 "Fine, fine. Brought in another one, have ya. Man, you're on a roll!" 

 "Saphira, this is Quinn. He is my right handed man." Kadi said to Saphira. 

 "Hi," she said shyly. 

 "So let's get you started. Would you take a seat over there? My assistant will give you a hand 

with your backpack." 

 She sat where he instructed. The room was very poorly decorated. There were a few picture 

frames, and the walls were a shiny silver. The couches were soft and plush, maybe a little too much. 

 Saphira strained to hear what the men were saying behind her. She made out a few words Kadi 

said, "Earth...revolution...Lord Shaxx...girl..."  

 She didn't completely understand what Kadi was conversing about. She didn't have much time 

to think about it though because Quinn's assistant walked up just then. 

 She had a small tote bag in her hand when she walked up. She sat in a seat in front of Saphira, a 

coffee table separating them. 

 She asked Saphira to empty her backpack, and she did so. 

 "So I will deliver the food and water to the Rationers. You can keep your clothes. And now I will 

give you the gadgets. So first up is the Translock." 

 She handed Saphira a box like the one Kadi had. 

 And then to the box, she said, "Take measurements." 

 Saphira sat perfectly still as the box took her readings. A slight tingling sensation ran through her 

body. She shivered. About a minute later, the Translock laced with blue light, similar to Kadi's. 

 "Put that in your pack. This is a watch and communication device. Have it on at all times."  

 Inquiringly, Saphira slipped on the ring and was amazed at what she saw. Nothing. Everything 

looked exactly the same. 

 "I know. You will receive training in how to use the ring. Finally, this is your map." She explained. 

 "A map," Saphira asked questioningly. 

 "Yes, a map." 

 "I just thought that since you guys have all this technology and stuff..." she trailed off. 

 "Let's go, Saphira," Kadi said from behind where Saphira was sitting. 

 She got up and waved to Kadi's mentor. Then she said thanks to the woman. Finally, she walked 

out the door, right behind Kadi. 



 "That's one thing down, and one left. Let's go get you Tested!" Kadi exclaimed. 

 Kadi led her to the very back of Syther, where all the old buildings were. She guessed Testing 

had been a tradition for a long time. The building was small and cube shaped. 

 "Put your thumb on the scanner," Kadi instructed. 

 Saphira did so without question, even though she wondered why. 

 "I'm not allowed in. It has to be you at the scanner, not me." 

 She nodded, and turned to open the door, then had second thoughts. 

 Saphira turned around and asked Kadi, "Will I see you again?" 

 "I doubt it, but don't worry. Syther has friendly people, just like me." 

 She walked up to him and hugged him tightly. He seemed a bit unsure about what to do at first, 

but then he slowly put his hands around her. 

 "I'm sorry," she whispered. 

 "Sorry? Why are you sorry?" 

 "I didn't trust you. Also, I can't thank you enough for what you have done for me," she said. 

 "Good luck, Saphira," he whispered. 

 Saphira Thane took that as his dismissal and walked to the door to open it. 

Home 

 ARRIS DIDN'T GO HOME THAT NIGHT. As absurd as it was, Arris didn't trust Kadi. Although he 

was like a brother, Kadi was acting really strange this evening.  

 So after the four of them had started a small fire at the 13th annual New Tears Carnival, the 

group split up, each heading a different direction.  

 Arris walked toward his window lit house. His mom stayed up worrying, all night unless Arris 

came home. No matter how many times Arris told his mom to not stay up, she would not listen.  

 Arris walked into his house, and went to the kitchen window, watching his friends' figures 

disappear.  

 "Arris? Is that you?" his mom called. 

 "Yeah, Mom," Arris responded, "Please go to sleep." 

 Arris walked to the closet, as quietly and quickly as he could. He was confident in his ability to 

track Kadi, but it never hurt to take precautions. He opened the closet door. Inside the closet was where 

they kept all of their camping items. Shaxx only knew how long he was going to be gone, so he took 

some extra water, food, a sleeping bag, and some other essentials. He quickly hopped up the stairs to 

dig into his sock drawer for the only present his dad had ever given him. A handgun. He loaded it, and 

slipped it into his pocket.  



 He opened the window, to avoid his mother's questions, and jumped onto the roof. From there, 

he walked across it and climbed down the ladder at the side of the house. It was a fire escape route, and 

his parents had made him practice going down it.  

 Arris lightly ran across the grass, trying to catch up with Kadi. As his tall figure came into view, 

he took cover in the trees.  

 "Where do you think he's going?" a voice asked behind him.  

 Arris turned, not knowing what to expect.  

 "Shut up! He'll hear you!" another voice reprimanded.  

 Arris hid against the tree trunk. Who were these people?  

 As they passed by, he saw the familiar figure of Zeen. As he took a step toward him, a thought 

popped into his head. Were they following him or Kadi? Of course they weren't following you! What is 

happening to your thoughts these days? 

 Arris continued walking toward them once more, and whispered into Zeen's ear.  

 "Don't scream." 

 Zeen turned around, his eyes scared, and his posture stiff. When he saw Arris standing behind 

him, he visually relaxed.  

 "Arris." he said, relieved.  

 "Do you think he's going home?" Dorian asked again.  

 "Dorian, will you shut up!" Arris whisper-shouted at him.  

 Using the trees as cover, they carefully picked their way across the town. Twice Kadi turned 

around, wondering what the ruckus was. Each time, they sought cover in the shadows. He finally 

stopped outside a house in the east side of town, the Earthling's side of town. He stepped onto the 

porch, and laid down, seeming to fall asleep. 

 "That's it? This is where he was going? A random Earthling's house?" Dorian asked, outraged.  

 "Not just any house, Saphira Thane's house," Zeen said, recalling his Zindagi Map.   

 "Am I supposed to know that name?" Dorian questioned, still enraged. 

 "The Earthling who ran from death. Ran from her execution," Arris answered for Zeen. 

 "But why her house?" Zeen asked, thinking out loud. 

 The boys laid down their sleeping bags in a hidden cove where they could stay hidden, and spy 

on Kadi at the same time. They kept a watch for two hours each, and Dorian took first watch.  

 Arris curled up into his sleeping bag, and was instantly asleep. 

 A tap on his shoulder woke Arris up four hours later. Zeen handed him a knife, but Arris refused. 

He pulled out the gun from his pocket, and Zeen grinned. Zeen took refuge in his sleeping bag, and Arris 



walked toward the spyhole. Kadi was still stretched on the porch of Saphira's house. He was either 

unaware of the inhabitant or was somehow acquainted with Saphira.  

 Arris’s watch was timed in such a way that the magnificent Skylar sunrise could be seen just 

above the horizon. Zeen began snoring softly as he fell asleep. 

 To pass the time, Arris began watching the undergrowth and grass deep in the forest. The 

animals began waking up to the morning light. Birds flew overhead, racing to catch the first meal of the 

day. A few squirrels ran down trees, squeaking good morning. The streets of Syther began filling up with 

people, walking to work or meeting with friends. Kids began meeting with others, running and playing. 

Doors opened and closed, identical people walking in and out.  

 As Arris's eyes drifted back to Saphira's house, he saw Saphira sprawled on the concrete, 

conversing with Kadi. Immediately, Arris stood, jumping to wake up his friends. As he laid his hand on 

them, they each sat up. Arris told them to get up and get their things. Meanwhile, Arris gathered his 

own stuff. He rolled up his sleeping bag, put the bag on his shoulder, and slipped the gun back into his 

back pocket. 

 Even in the daylight, the three boys knew how to stay hidden. They kept to the shadows, 

stalking the two companions as they walked farther and farther from the central point of Skylar. Until 

they reached The Barricade.  

 Kadi easily jumped over the metal fence, and Saphira hesitated.  

 Arris heard her stutter, "You can't go...I can't go there."  

 He then heard Kadi's answer, and grinned, "Why not, sweetheart, you're already a fugitive." 

 The three boys hid behind a small clump of bushes, and watched as she proceeded to jump over 

the fence. Kadi took out a black cube, one that Arris recognized.  

 The Translock, from Adelphi.   

 Arris fingered his Translock in his pocket. They had stopped working when exposed to Skylar's 

atmosphere. He watched as Kadi and Saphira disappeared into the device. Beside him, Zeen stood up. 

 "Arris? Why is my Translock acting like this?" Zeen questioned. 

 Arris glanced at the gadget Zeen had taken from his pocket. The Translock was laced with blue 

light, coursing through itself, turning it on.   

 Arris pulled out his own Translock and stared at it in surprise.  

 "I think it’s time we went home, don’t you think?" Arris asked.  

 Dorian smiled, and pulled out his own gadget.  

 Grinning, Arris threw his Translock up in the air, and jumped in. He trusted his friends to tell his 

parents where he was going, and invite them along. Arris was so impatient, he couldn't wait that long. 

 Civilian's Translocks were smaller than that of a Savior's. Since commoners usually explored new 

worlds alone, their Translocks could only hold a single person. Arris's Translock wasn't like any of the 



other Translocks. His Translock was bigger and was more advanced then even a Savior's. In their first 

years on Skylar, the Translocks would not activate, but would let you go inside. Arris had been obsessed 

with getting home, and had tinkered with the mechanisms. He had found a way to change the 

programming and made the device more like a personal assistant than a teleporter. 

 Arris took a seat next to the window, and typed in the coordinates of Adelphi. Adelphi. He was 

finally going home.  

 The Translock spoke as Arris watched Skylar become smaller and smaller.  

 "Have a good flight, Mr. Parcelus." 

Anemi, Aquafi, or Inferi? 

 SAPHIRA DIDN'T KNOW what to expect as she walked through the double doors of the testing 

facility. She stopped, amazed. All around her, people were protecting themselves with the ring. Some 

withheld fire, others water, and even a few withheld air. She thought this was a joke, Kadi couldn't 

possibly believe that she could do this. Saphira turned around looking for Kadi. She guessed he'd already 

left, because she couldn't find him. 

 "Are you new?" a voice said behind Saphira. 

 She turned around and nodded. "Yeah, I'm supposed to be tested?" she said uncertainly. 

 "You see that door over there," the girl pointed to a black door, "that is where the testing 

happens. I'm Adeline, by the way. I'm an Aquafi." 

 Saphira smiled her thanks. "I'm Saphira." 

 She waved to Adeline as she walked to the black door she had pointed out. 

 When she reached the door, she opened the door and saw a person waiting. 

 "Saphira?" he asked. 

 "That's me," Saphira responded. 

 "Please follow me for Testing," 

 She followed the man as he led her to the back of the room. There he sat and motioned for her 

to do the same. 

 "My name is Lee. I will be your teacher today. Where were you born?" Lee asked, once she had 

taken a seat. 

 "Skylar," she answered. 

 "Oh, wow! Okay. So do you know what we are doing here?" When Saphira shook her head he 

continued, "Okay. So, each person's mind works slightly different. For example, some people learn 

better with pictures. Others by listening or experience. Are you following?" 

 She answered, "Yes, but how does your learning style have anything to do with all this?" 



 "It doesn't. It's just an example. Okay. So, the ring amplifies your mind, controllably, to do 

extraordinary things. These things can be one of three Starbloods: water, fire, or air. Now in order to 

figure out which of the three powers you possess, we will have to test you. Okay?" Lee stated. 

 This man's favorite word seemed to be "okay". He said it before every pause, and it was getting 

really repetitive. 

 As Saphira nodded, Lee spoke into his watch and said that he wanted Angela. While they waited 

for Angela, Lee told her to put on her ring. Saphira did so, and a feeling washed over her. It felt as if 

something was missing; something just beyond her grasp. 

 About a minute later a woman, whom Saphira presumed was Angela, came to where they were 

sitting and took a seat. 

 "Hi, I'm Angela. I'm a Tester. I will test you to see which Starblood you have." Angela said. 

 Angela nodded. Saphira wondered why Angela was nodding. A moment later, freezing cold 

water splashed on top of her head. Saphira shivered. 

 "Sorry," Angela said, "but this is the only way to test you. Best to get it over quickly." 

 "May I please see your finger?" she asked. 

 Saphira somehow knew that Angela was going to burn her finger, and braced herself for the 

burn. Angela struck a match, and held the flame close to Saphira's finger. As soon as the fire made 

contact, she quickly moved the flame away. The burn had been brief, but the damage was done. Saphira 

wondered if she had any Starblood at all. Maybe you had to be from Syther for this to work. Even as the 

thought occurred to her, she knew it was irrational. 

 Angela held up a mini fan and the wind blew her hair away from her face. And then it happened. 

The air around Saphira just stopped. There was a small wall, a shield, of air in front of her.  

 "Congratulations! You are officially an Anemi!" Angela excitedly said. 

 "Thank you, Angela. I'll take it from here," Lee said. 

 As soon as Angela left, she felt a splitting headache in her head. Saphira quickly moved her hand 

up to her head. 

 "Yeah. Headaches are a side effect of using your Starblood. You learn to get used to it, okay?" 

Lee said. "Anemi, huh? We don't have many teachers in that area. Do you prefer a male or female 

instructor?" 

 "Male," she answered.  

 "Okay. That leaves Alchite and Remer. I will send you a notification tonight about who will be 

your mentor. Your training starts next week. For now, Kadi will take you to your temporary home," Lee 

finished. 

 Her heart leaped at the mere thought of seeing Kadi again. Then she felt slightly angry at him for 

lying to her about them never seeing each other again. 



 "What do you mean 'temporary'?" Saphira asked. 

 "Curious little thing aren't you? Once your training begins, you home will be with the other 

trainees. The living quarters are adjacent to this building. Okay?"  

 Lee motioned for her to leave, and she did so. 

 As Saphira closed the door, her eyes landing on Adeline. Their eyes met, and Adeline smiled at 

Saphira. 

 She walked over to Saphira and said "Hey Saphira, glad to see you lived. This is my friend Edith. 

What are you?" 

 Saphira was a little confused by her question and Adeline could plainly see that written on her 

face. 

 "What is your Starblood," Adeline rephrased. 

 "Oh. I'm an Anemi. What are you, Edith?" Saphira answered. 

 "Me? I'm just an Inferi. " 

 Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Kadi patiently waiting for her. She waved to her new 

friends and walked toward Kadi. 

 When she reached him she asked "Hey Kadi, what's up?" 

 "Anemi, huh. Cool, cool," 

 Saphira smiled and nodded toward the door. 

 Then she asked, "What Starblood do you have, Kadi?" 

 "Anemi, but I never got trained." 

 He became silent, and Saphira suspected this was a touchy subject for him. He led her to her 

temporary home, silently walking in thought. 

The Unfamiliar 

 Arris set the Translock down somewhere outside of Syther, in the territory known as Damarius. 

Adelphi was a planet that broke into multiple territories a few hundred years back. They're connected 

with land bridges over hundreds of marks of ocean. 

 The sun was rising, and casting long shadows across the barren field. Arris was glad he had been 

obsessed with returning home in his early years on Skylar. He had created thousands of maps and 

technological devices he could use to return home. Finally he would get to use them.  

 A loud crash sounded somewhere behind him, and Arris turned to look in that direction. 

 Zeen and Dorian stood there, a small crowd of people standing behind them. Arris spotted his 

mother and sister among the group.  

 When Zeen had caught up to Arris, he asked a question. 



 "What's the plan, boss?" 

 Arris didn't mind being put in charge, rather he preferred it that way.  

 "Did you bring your Zindagi Map with you?" Arris asked.  

 Zeen never left home without his magical map. Zeen's father had been the Mapmaker of 

Adelphi, and had created thousands of maps. Before he had passed away, he had given all of his work, 

on a single map, to his son. No one knew how he had done it, but the map readjusts itself to the location 

of the person holding it. If we were on Skylar, it would show the universe from the point of view of 

Skylar. It was the same universe, just a bit different.  

 "What do you think?" Zeen asked pulling the creased map from his pocket.  

 Arris took the map from his friend's hand, and began unfolding it. He glanced at the seven land 

masses, and tapped on the one they we on, Damarius. The ink reformed, showing a zoomed in image of 

Damarius, including the land bridge they would have to cross in order to get to Syther. A small circle 

showed their current location. 

 "It is about two days travel to the land bridge, and another two days across the land bridge. And 

there are the watchtowers and Shaxx's castle we have to worry about. It won't be easy avoiding them," 

Dorian speculated, looking off Arris's shoulder.  

 "There is another option," Zeen said simply. 

 The three of them all knew what the other option was, but none of them wanted to voice the 

thought.  

 "Arris? What is the other option?" Arris's little sister, Ella, asked.  

 She was instantly reprimanded by her mother, who reminded her of the hierarchy.  

 Finally Arris spoke.  

 "There is a way to bypass the security and sore feet. It is a theory. A Translock is a type of 

teleportation device. It takes you on a trip through the universe. In theory, if you remove the 

teleportation mechanism, you should be able to teleport your body to another location." 

 "In theory," Dorian repeated.  

 "Arris played around with this idea, when he added a landing mechanism to his Translock. He 

reprogrammed the TED to be somewhat like the Zindagi Map, and enabled it pick a certain location to 

land," Zeen added. 

 Most of the group, gathered before them, stared back blankly at Zeen. Arris couldn't help but 

laugh. A few people, including Dorian and Zeen glared unkindly at Arris. Arris stifled his laugh into a 

cough.  

 "So if we do this teleportation thingy, how long would it take to get to Syther?" Ella asked. 

 Arris's ma, once again, reprimanded the little girl. 



 "Ma please. Depending on the amount of people, anywhere from 3 hours to two days," Arris 

responded. 

 Ella nodded and stepped back, taking refuge behind one of her friends.  

 "Let's set up camp, while Arris, Dorian, and I make a decision," Zeen suggested.  

 The gathered team dispersed, and another girl came up to Arris. 

 "Unless your TED has the range and capacity to take a group of seventeen people a distance of 

two hundred marks, we're in trouble." 

 Arris and Dorian turned at the sound of the teenage girl's voice, and smiled.  

 "Thank Lord Shaxx we have at least one other technological mind aboard," Dorian joked, "Arris 

couldn't do it alone." 

 "A single TED Trans will only take a group of people this big about ten feet. But if each person 

uses their own TED, each person would travel 50 marks. Walking, for 1 hour, at each interval to let the 

TEDs recharge, we would reach Syther in 4 hours. Factoring in resting time, 5 hours, or so, seems like a 

good estimate." Arris said, walking the girl through the mathematical process.  

 "Meaning it will take less time, and we would avoid prying eyes." The girl restated. 

 "Correct." 

 "But is it worth the risk?" Zeen asked. 

 "That's the question," Dorian said. 

 "Based on your calculations, if one person were to go alone, they would reach Syther in about 

three hours, with one stopover," the girl said.  

 "So I'll go," Arris answered. 

 "And I'll go with you," the girl said. 

 Zeen took Arris's hand and dragged him about ten feet from the campsite. 

 "Are you crazy? What are we going to do without you?" Zeen yelled, outraged. 

 "Took you long enough to admit you needed me," Arris answered, calmly, with a small laugh.  

 "This isn't funny. You may not realize it, but coming home to Syther has been my dream for as 

long as it had been yours." 

 "I'll come back. We can live here together. Forever and ever. One's dream, another's 

destination; one's wish, another's goal," Arris responded. 

 He had said the words that Kadi, Zeen, Dorian, and Arris live by: one's dream, another's 

destination; one's wish, another's goal. Meaning that anybody can dream or wish something to happen, 

but some people work toward it and accomplish something.  

 "Be careful," was all Zeen said. 



 Arris set to work right away. He jumped into his Translock once more. The girl jumped in after 

him. Arris opened up a compartment filled with tools and picked up a few screwdrivers and a wrench. 

 "Do you want to help? Come here," Arris said to the girl, motioning for her to follow him.  

 "My name is Lyra, by the way," she said shyly. 

 "Hold that steady," Arris told her. "Nice to meet you. Can I ask you something?" 

 "I wasn't done introducing myself. My name is Lyra. Daughter to Anastasia and William Shaxx. 

And yes, ask me anything. 

 Arris stopped unscrewing the bolt.  

 "As in Lord Shaxx?" 

 "The one and only." 

 Involuntarily, Arris took a step backwards.  

 "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have said that, but I can't hide my heritage. It's not my fault he became 

who he is." 

 Arris just continued unscrewing the TED from the Translock.  

 "What were you going to ask me?" Lyra asked. 

 "Why do you want to come with me? What are you doing here? Doesn't Shaxx keep his children 

locked up in a dungeon guarded by a magical dragon, or something?" 

 Lyra began laughing. "Where did you here that?" she managed to get out, "I am here because I 

believe you have potential." 

 She held up her hand to stop Arris from interrupting.  

 "Yes, I realize I sound like a teacher. Regardless, you have the capacity to create a new world 

without tyrants and dictators. I want to come with you, because you will need my help," she had put 

down her hand, but she now raised it again as Arris began to speak. "Yes. In order to defeat my father 

you will need to get inside him. Hence, me." 

 Arris looked at Lyra. 

 "There is more in common between you and your dad than you think." 

 "We are both bossy and make rash stupid decisions," Lyra stated, "I guess you're right." 

 As Arris pulled the TED from the wall and brought it to the floor, Lyra began disassembling it. 

Arris stood up, and opened another compartment filled with shoeboxes. Each shoebox contained about 

100 spare parts. 

 "If you have anywhere near as many compartments as I think you have, your Translock would 

end up being larger than a Savior's," Lyra said. 



 "I was bored, had the time and the materials," Arris responded, "How did you learn about 

machines and technology and more specifically Translocks?" 

 "Someone had to create Translocks. My ma was a genius when it came to building things, and an 

amateur when it came to running a family. Anyway, she invented the Translock. I helped, sort of." 

 "What do you mean 'sort of'?" Arris questioned. 

 "I was barely a toddler when she decided to create a teleportation device. It was sad she never 

completed it, that's why there are so many loopholes and flaws. She died in childbirth. My brother 

Norvin works somewhere in Syther." 

 The room was silent while each person got lost in their thoughts.  

 Zeen jumped into the Translock and broke the silence. 

 "Need help?" 

 Arris glanced at Zeen, and then back down at Lyra.  

 "Sure. Hold this in place," Lyra answers.  

 Arris stood to fiddle with some wiring in the Translock. Suddenly, the metal in front of him 

begun to reshape into a large malformed bulk.  

 "Huh." 

 He turned to look at Zeen once more, and is running to his aide before Lyra understood what 

was happening. Below Zeen, metal had begun to concave, sinking him lower into the ground. It created 

a deafening groaning sound as the metal stretched far beyond its normal shape. Arris put pressure on 

the spot below Zeen's ear. Everything stopped moving, and silence greeted them once more. Zeen rolled 

his head to the side, unconscious.  

 "What just happened?" Lyra asks. She's surprisingly calm, despite what just happened.  

 "We were young during our stay on Syther. Our Starbloods only had a few years to begin to 

develop. When we moved to Skylar, we stopped development. I guess, because the atmosphere was 

different, or something. Anyway, our exposure to the Adelphi atmosphere, once more, has triggered a 

redevelopment." 

 She nodded her head in understanding, and then stopped as she thought of something. "I 

thought there were only three Starbloods: air, water, and fire. But Zeen, he bent metal, or something." 

 "Where were you born? I know Shaxx was born on Adelphi, but I don't know about you." 

 "Adelphi. Don't change the subject." 

 "There are other Starbloods, but only those born on Adelphi can have any one of the eight 

Starbloods. You already know about Aquafi, Inferi, and Anemi. The others are Transfigurator, one who 

can change materials, Conjurer, one who can create objects, Ascesian, one who can heal, Hypnosi, one 

who can control thoughts and dreams, and the Starseeker, those without Starblood. Zeen was a Spiritual 

Transfigurator." 



 Arris lifted Zeen into his arms, and jumped out of the Translock. Outside again, Arris eyes 

scanned the camp site, looking for Dorian. When he found him, he ran over to him, and slipped Zeen 

into his arms. 

 Dorian looked up, his eyes locking with Arris's. 

 "Unconscious," Arris said, answering Dorian’s unspoken question. "Watch him when he wakes, 

he might begin to deform materials, again. We need to find some rings, and soon." 

 Dorian nodded. 

 Arris walked back to the Translock, and jumped in once more.  

 Dorian understood much of what was going on in Arris's head, as well as his plan. He was just as 

intelligent as Arris, but Arris had the advantage of experience. Dorian's thoughts and calculations were 

just theories, whereas Arris had experience. 

 Back inside the Translock, Arris surveyed the damage. Lyra is trying to push the metal back into 

place, but without luck.  

 "What was your Starblood?" Lyra asks. 

 "I'm a Cognitive Hypnosi. Meaning I can control thoughts and dreams." 

 "So can you make the Translock look like the Translock again?" 

 "It doesn't work like that. Cognition is the act of knowing something. Everything has a history. A 

tree knows when it was planted, how long it took to grow three feet, and so on. I cannot alter the 

Translock's thoughts and memories. If I do, the Translock will feel as if it is missing a part of its past. This 

will end up in a suicide of sorts. The object will feel so out of place that it would rather not exist than not 

know what it was missing." 

 "So what can you change?" 

 "Small things. Change small details that aren't easily noticed or remembered." 

 "Can you change the Starblood Zeen was born with?"  

 "Too big of a detail. I would not only have to tell the Translock this lie, but the other thousand 

people who know what Zeen's Starblood is. Also Hypnosi on humans is a completely different thing. It 

has to be done with such precision that the only person who will notice the change would be the 

Hypnos." 

 Lyra thought for a moment, and then her eyes lit up. 

 "How about the metal the Translock was created with?" 

 Arris smiled. "Now we're getting somewhere." 

 "The Translock is originally made with lumps of pewter and small lumps of zinc." Lyra continued. 



 "Well we know that pewter is malleable and zinc is not. Meaning if we change this lump and 

that part, over there, to zinc, this would have never happened," Arris said, pointing to the indented 

pieces of metal.  

 Dorian stepped into the Translock a moment later. "He's coming back to consciousness, and I'm 

starting to feel everyone's Starbloods build-" 

 He stopped midsentence as he saw what Zeen had done. "Well he had always been the 

strongest of us." 

 Lyra couldn't help commenting on Dorian's first sentence. "What do you mean you can feel 

everyone's Starbloods building?" 

 "I am a Starseeker. Instead of experiencing my own Starblood, I watch others and keep them 

within their boundaries. You might compare me to a police officer: annoying, but necessary." 

 "Is there a reason you were chosen to be Starseeker, or is it random?" 

 "Random." 

 Dorian turned once more and took in Arris's determined expression. "You want me to tether 

you?" Disbelief tinged his voice, exposing his faithlessness.  

 Arris nodded, his face grim. "It'll be deep down, and I'll need you to pull me back up." 

 Dorian nodded, and closed his eyes, steeling himself. 

 "Wait. Hold on. What's going on? Tether you? Pull you back up?" Lyra asked, utter confusion 

springing from her words.  

 Dorian reopened his eyes. "People who alter thoughts can go really far into something or 

someone's memory, and end up lost. I am able to sense Magjikals and how far away they are. If Arris 

dives too deep, I can pull on his string and bring him back to the surface." 

 "So you're going to dive into the memory of the Translock, handing your string to Dorian. While 

you are altering the memory of the Translock, Dorian will keep a hold on your string, making sure you 

don't dive too deep. When you come out, the metal will reform, as if Zeen never went berserk." 

 "Yup," Arris answered. 

 "And you expect me to just sit here!" 

 "Well, no." Dorian answered before Arris could. 

 Arris looked at his friend, confusion etched on his face. 

 "You are a Physical Ascesian. Meaning you can heal the mind and body of inanimate and 

animate things." Dorian continued after seeing the look on Lyra's face. "Basically, you can go in the 

Translock's cognition and heal Arris's mind as it stretches between two realities." 

 "Dorian." Arris said, a warning blended in this word. 



 Dorian got up and grabbed Arris's shoulder. Together, they jumped out of the Translock. 

Keeping his hand firm on Arris's shoulder, Dorian led them to a private area behind a few trees. Arris 

spoke first. 

 "Is she really an Ascesian?"  

 "Yes." 

 "But what if you're wrong?" 

 "Are you doubting me after all these years?" 

 "Yes." 

 "Look. How did you find out you were a Hypnosi?" 

 "By going into an object. But what if…" 

 "There is no getting around that risk. You just have to try." 

 Arris tried another tactic. 

 "Do I need an Ascesian in there with me?" 

 "No. But it is a big alteration. You need a healer to keep your mind from snapping." 

 Arris tried one last time. 

 "But what if you can't hold onto two strings?" 

 "Then I'll let your sting loose," Dorian joked. "I'll be fine." 

 Arris gave up, and walked back to the Translock.  

 Lyra was sitting exactly where they had left her, lost in her own thoughts.  

 "Let's go," Arris said to her. 

 Closing their eyes, the pair touched the metal, and slipped into the Translock's cognition. 

The Dream  

 THAT NIGHT Lord Shaxx entered Saphira's dreams 

 They were in a throne room. The curtains were drawn closed, and there was an elevated 

platform toward the center back of the room. Lord Shaxx sat there, relaxed, watching, as Saphira took in 

her surroundings. Paintings saturated much of the empty wall space. The scenes in the paintings created 

a story of how the world came to be.  

 "Believed you could run from me, did you?"  

 She turned her head to face him, and kept her mouth shut. What she thought about him was 

none of his business. 

 "You cannot hide. My eyes see all: past, present, and future," Shaxx stated.  



 Even if that was true, Saphira was momentarily safe on Syther.  

 "There is no such thing as safety or security. Syther may give the illusion of safety, but there is 

no such thing." 

 It was unsettling how Shaxx had answered a thought in her mind. 

 "Are you able to read my mind?" she asked. 

 "This is your dream." 

 He didn't answer the question. Were there rules in the dream world? Could she read his mind if 

she tried? Would she even know where to begin? 

 From somewhere behind Lord Shaxx a woman appeared. She was beautiful. With an 

expressionless face, and thick straight unadorned hair flowing around her face and shoulders. She was 

wearing a simple blue tunic underneath a midnight blue cloak. The cloak had a single symbol 

embroidered on it. The symbol was composed of three triangles overlaid upon each other. Each triangle 

pointed in a different direction, and they were each divided into three sections, with the exception of 

the middle triangle. Each triangle fit into the other perfectly. 

 She strode up to the Lord, and whispered into the man's ear. "Thank you, Marla Starm, for the 

update," Lord Shaxx said in answer to what she had whispered to him. 

 This was not the first time Saphira had heard Marla's name. Marla Starm has plagued Saphira's 

thoughts and dreams for years. No one she had asked seemed interested in answering questions about 

Marla. 

 Marla looked up and seemed to notice Saphira for the first time. Her eyes pierced into Saphira, 

like ice daggers. Abruptly, she turned away, and Saphira felt as if Marla had taken a part of her. 

 "I am never far. A hundred million marks is turning a corner for me. No one nor nothing can hide 

you from me. I am in places you dare not think I am." Lord Shaxx whispered to Saphira. 

 As she was digesting his words, the world around Saphira spun, and faded into another setting.  

 The new place looked to be a place on Syther. A black castle stood a mark away, becoming fuzzy 

as it touched and went through the clouds. It stood in a shadow, as the black castle was camouflaged 

against the dark of the night. Lord Shaxx stood five feet ahead of Saphira. He stood out against the 

blackness, as if he had his own personal light hovering above his head. 

 "Death is a beautiful thing, don't you think?" Lord Shaxx mysteriously said. 

 The change in subject sent Saphira's mind reeling. 

 "The end is coming for all, you and me," he continued, "And end, but also a beginning." 

 Saphira turned and faced the black castle, once more. Lord Shaxx followed her line of sight.  

 "Where are we," she asked, "and why here?" 



 "Curious little thing, aren't you? This is my home. A palace of dark, and a place of evil. Here 

dwells the vilest creatures imaginable. Here rests the dark kings, queens, and heirs. Here and only here." 

 Somewhere in the back of Saphira's mind, she registered the fact that she had heard Lord 

Shaxx's first words before. Was it a coincidence, or was he reaching into Saphira's mind? 

 "Here, because it is a foreshadowing. You are a central part to the path God is creating. You 

have a destiny--just as everyone else-- but your destiny lies with me or against me." 

 How could I have a destiny with him? He is like rain on a wedding. Undesired. Hated. Cursed.  

 Lord Shaxx smiled a cruel smile. "As dream-like this may feel, dreams can be real too." 

 The world began to fill with a blinding light, and then it just ended. Abruptly, the whole scene 

disappeared, and Saphira was left with a lonely silence. 

The First Day   

 Saphira sat up in bed, the uncomfortable silence fading behind her. Lord Shaxx's last words 

ringing in her ears: dreams can be real too. She got up. A good long hot shower could rectify this. She 

turned on the hot water, and stood beneath the cascading water for a good half hour. With each drop 

that dripped off her skin, went the fear and cold the nightmare had brought. She had decided that the 

dream had been just that: a nightmare. Your destiny lies with me or against me. 

 Drying her hair, she went to the breakfast table, expecting it to be empty. Instead there was a 

boy siting there, eating eggs and pancakes. He had a slim build with chocolate brown eyes and styled 

blackish-brown hair. He grinned-a mischievous grin-and ate another bite of food. He had a tattoo on his 

right wrist. It looked like five claw marks that ran the circumference of his wrist.  

 "And you are?" She asked. 

 "Silas Major. You?" 

 "Saphira Thane," she answered, trying out her last name. "You are in my kitchen, yet you don't 

even know my name." 

 "Pardon me, but your cooking friend just pulled me off the street, saying you would need a 

friend. He made me breakfast, and then left to Shaxx knows where." 

 Silas had actually been tasked of looking after the girl until her training started. But he wouldn't 

be letting Saphira know that. 

 Saphira burst out laughing. "I don't have a cooking friend." 

 "How rude." Kadi said, behind them. 

 Saphira turned around and saw Kadi turning the corner. 

 "I'm sorry. But I think I deserve an explanation. You drag a random person into my house, feed 

him breakfast, and expect yourself to be my "cooking" friend. What gave you the impression that I 

would need a friend, anyway?" 



 "You obviously need someone to show you around Adelphi in your first week. And you can be 

sure as Hell it won't be me." Kadi answered. 

 Conversation over, Saphira began eating the breakfast Kadi gave her, and studying Silas. He 

didn’t wear any glasses, but he radiated a sense of intelligence.  

 "What is it Saphira?" he asked. 

 "I'm sorry. Just looking at what the average Syther civilian looks like." 

 "I can tell you what an average Syther civilian does not look like," he answered. 

 He finished his breakfast, and waited till Saphira finished hers. When she did, he grabbed her 

hand, and pulled her into her room. How he knew it was her room was beyond Saphira. Silas went into 

the closet and picked up a lavender full sleeve top, and blue denim jeans. He picked up some tennis 

shoes and told her to wear the outfit. She did. 

 When she came out of the room, Silas smiled. "That's better. We have to get you out of the 

habit of wearing Skylar's depressing uniform." 

 The outfit was different. Bad different. It was uncomfortable, and hugged her arms. She felt 

overdressed, and it was new wearing jeans.  

 When Saphira was done assessing herself, Silas took her hand once more, and led her to the 

bathroom. Here he undid the messily done braid, and let her slightly damp hair fly free. Then he took a 

small bottle of fragranced liquid, and sprayed some of it on Saphira's person.  

 "Perfect," Silas smiled.  

 Saphira looked at herself in the mirror. She didn't look anything like herself. She didn't feel like 

herself either.  

 "Is this completely necessary?" She asked. 

 Silas frowned. In the past, when he had helped someone change their wardrobe from drab to 

lively, he got praise and thanks. What did I do wrong, he thought. 

 "Um...well yes. On Adelphi, we don't have a dress code. We have the freedom of choice." 

 "So can't I choose to wear Skylar's uniform?" 

 "No...yes? Although we have more than Skylar, Eran, and Pansi have, we are still not perfect. We 

have discrimination, beggars, poverty, nobles, and slaves. If you were to wear what you wore this 

morning, you would be rejected, bullied, and thought less of." 

 Saphira nodded her understanding. Then a question came to mind, and she drew a breath to 

ask.  

 "Aren't you all from different places, anyway? Why is there discrimination?" 



 "We have nobles, meaning they were born on Adelphi, and think they are higher than those 

who sought refuge here. Even if there weren't any nobles, we would probably break off into our groups, 

regardless." 

 Another question pooped unbidden into Saphira's mind, and she asked again.  

 "What is Eran and Pansi?" 

 "Not what, where. Lord Asphalt is the tyrant of Pansi, and Lord Carmen is the tyrant of Eran." 

 A flicker of recognition flashed in Saphira's eyes, and Silas wondered if she'd ever heard or seen 

the tyrants before. Unsurprisingly, she didn't elaborate. But she did draw another breath, and Silas hid a 

frown. Inquisition was not a practice he went through daily.  

 "Where did you come from?" 

 "Adelphi, I'm a noble." 

 "I've never heard someone talk about their kind like that." 

 "I'm a contrarian." 

 "Anyone can think contrary to society’s norms, but it only makes a difference if you do 

something about it." 

 "I hadn't got that far." Silas really wanted to get away from this conversation. "Do you have a 

nickname, Saphira?" 

 "What?" She asked, surprised. 

 "Do you have a nickname," Silas repeated. 

 "Um…no." 

 "Well, I'm going to give you one. What are you doing right now, Safi?" he asked. 

 "Nothing." 

 Safi. It was actually not a bad name. 

 She seemed genuinely interested in what Silas wanted to show her.  

 Saphira followed Silas to the newer part of town. The occasional teenager or kid strolled the 

streets without purpose. Most of the adults were occupied with work, or other activities. Peace had 

been constant on Adelphi for a long time, and no one wanted it to be otherwise. The children were 

trusted to look after one another. When the children reached testing age, they would be pulled from 

their recreational activities, and be brought to the training facility. There, they would live until their 

training was complete. At that point, they would pick a line of work to pursue, and spend the rest of 

their lives working in that field. Very few people got the opportunity to changer their line of work. The 

system of life on Syther was very simple.  

 Silas led the girl across the fields, and to the edge of Syther itself. A pair of sentries stood 

guarding the entrance to the land bridge that connected Syther to other parts of Adelphi.  



 Silas recognized the guards, and called a greeting. "Nice to see you up and about from the injury, 

Kent. Williams, didn't realize you were back from Damarius." 

 "Silas, what a pleasant surprise. Got back a few days ago. Situation seems under control," 

Williams replied. 

 Silas led Safi across the land bridge. This was the shortest land bridge, leading from Syther to 

Damarius. Saphira stopped multiple times admiring the beautiful view. The ocean was a perfect blue 

color, and a few boats could be seen near the horizon line. Only half an hour later, Saphira and Silas 

entered Damarius. Another couple of guards stood watching the bridge. Again Silas called a greeting, 

and Safi wondered how many guards Silas knew, and how many knew Silas. 

 "So what do you think?" Silas asked Safi. 

 "You brought me on an hour walk to show me fields of grass?" 

 Indeed, there was only grass for hundreds of marks. But what Saphira didn't know was that Silas 

came here to teach Safi how to defend herself. 

 "Father sent me to you. Wanted me to teach you basic defense skills," Silas said after a long 

pause. 

 Saphira stopped walking. "You are going to teach me how to fight? But why? Can't I just like 

blow air in their faces, or something?" 

 "Well the idea is that we use our Starblood at far range, to subdue or kill your enemy. But there 

are times when your enemy is exceptionally good at what they do, and may subdue you first. In these 

instances, it helps to know other ways to kill your enemy. Using things like throwing knives, daggers, and 

recurve bows.  

 As Silas named each weapon, a silver outline appeared in the air. A moment later, the weapon 

materialized at Saphira's feet.  

 "Whoa! How did you do that?" Safi gasped.  

 "Nobles have access to more Starbloods than those not born on Adelphi. Along with the three 

you already know, there's Transfigurator, one who can change existing things, Conjurer, one who can 

create objects, Ascesian, one who can heal, Hypnosi, one who can control thoughts and dreams, and 

finally Starseeker, those without their own Starbloods, but can see what Starbloods others possess. I'm a 

Conjurer, or more formally known as a Spiritual Conjurer." 

 "So you create knives out of thin air?" Safi asked. 

 "Researchers believe we remove them from the spiritual realm, hence Spiritual Conjurer." 

 "So there's a limit to how many things you can "create"?" 

 Silas shrugged.  



 Saphira knelt in the soft grass, examining the weapons. The throwing knife had a strong wooden 

hilt with a blade that had a dark blue tinge. Experimentally, she threw the knife a few feet, and Silas 

Conjured a wooden block for the knife to sink into.  

 "Not bad, you have a good arm." 

 She picked up the dagger next, and noticed that this blade also had a dark blue tint to it. She 

swiped it through the air, and Silas Conjured another wooden block for Safi, which she split cleanly in 

half. Finally, Safi picked up the recurve bow. She had seen thousands of these on Skylar, but was never 

allowed to use them. Silas Conjured both a block and an arrow, and Saphira picked up the arrow, and 

stood up. Holding the bow in her left hand, she nocked the arrow. Drawing back as far as she could go, 

which was only as far her chin, she aimed at the wooden block, and let go. As soon as she let go, Safi 

knew she'd missed. The arrow landed five feet from the wooden block and Silas waved his hand, making 

the wooden blocks and arrow disappear.  

 "Good job!" Silas said. 

 "But I missed," Safi answered, sullenly. 

 "In most circumstances, you would be able to Push the arrow with your Starblood, and help it 

find its mark," 

 "Are you going to teach me how to use Starblood too?" 

 "No, let's leave that to Father." 

 "Who is Father?" 

 "My father, Alchite. Your mentor." 

 "When do I get to meet him?"  

 "When you move to the facility. Next week." 

 For the rest of the day, Silas helped Safi practice each of the three weapons. As the sun went 

down, Safi followed Silas across the land bridge, and back home. 

The Translock's Memory 

 Arris's feet hit the ground, Lyra next to him. The ground was a swirl of smoke, obscuring the 

solid path underneath. All around them were leafless trees, black and bare. The sky was a dark mass of 

gray, trapping all the light within.  

 "Have you been here before?" Lyra asked, her voice barely a whisper.  

 "Yes. You know nothing can hear you but me." 

 She nodded.  

 "Don't stray off the path, or you'll never find it again. Follow me." 

 Arris felt a headache begin to blossom, and glanced toward Lyra. She looked fine. Maybe she 

really was an Ascesian.  



 The path was a sea of mist pooling at their feet. It would swirl around their legs at each step, 

never hesitating. Lyra did as she was told, and followed Arris deeper into the Translock's depths.  

 Lyra could feel part of her consciousness in another place. She could feel Dorian's invisible hands 

holding, and occasionally tugging, on her thread-her consciousness. Unlike Arris, Lyra didn't have a 

headache. Her mind healed as fast as it ripped apart. Arris, however, was wincing in pain every other 

step he took. She had never tried to heal another's body, let alone their mind. She tried reaching inside 

the deep reservoir of Starblood, and telling it to not only heal herself, but Arris too. Her Starblood 

remained still.  

 Arris continued walking on the path looking for something, or rather feeling for something. He 

could feel where each tree would lead. In order to go deeper into the Translock, they had to keep 

jumping through trees. Each tree would be more specific, and lead one closer to their end goal.  

 Arris felt a warmth spread down his back, and behind him Lyra gasped and halted. He reached 

back, to touch his back, and his fingers came back slick with blood. Arris cursed.  

 "What…what happened?" Lyra breathed. 

 "They're called Defenders. Some minds are able to sense a foreign presence, and send 

Defenders." 

 Lyra could sense Arris had more to say, but he remained silent. 

 "What alerts them of a foreign presence?" Lyra asked, prodding Arris for more information. 

 "The usage of Starblood," Arris responded simply. 

 After a moment, Lyra asked, "Can I heal you?" 

 "Probably."  

 Lyra tried again, pushing the Starblood to the surface. Again, nothing happened. Then Arris's 

distant voice spoke.  

 "Start by pulling out a long tendril, and bring that small amount to the tips of your fingers. Then 

continue pulling, and let the essence flow over to me. As you grow more powerful, drawing large 

amounts of Starblood will become easier." 

 She did what Arris said, pulling a thin, long, tendril of silvery substance to her fingertips. As her 

eyes landed on her fingers, she saw the watery liquid coating her fingers. As she continued to pull out 

small amounts of Starblood, and sending them toward Arris, she felt Arris accept the help.  

 Arris's headache instantly disappeared, along with the dull throbbing of his back.  

 *** 

 Dorian sat in the middle of the Translock, his consciousness also spreading across two places. 

The larger part was with Arris and Lyra, and a smaller part was seated in the Translock. With his eyes 

closed, Dorian could see through Lyra and Arris's eyes, sense the danger approaching. 

 Zeen jumped into the Translock, moments later, and Dorian didn't notice.  



 "Dorian?" Zeen asked. 

 "Huh? Oh, Zeen." 

 "Did I do this?"  

 "Yeah." 

 Zeen surveyed the room, and whistled. "This is incredible!" Then after a moment, he asked, 

"Where is Arris?" 

 "Fixing your mistake." 

 Zeen's face fell.  

 "They're starting to get restless out there. What should we do?" Zeen asked. 

 "Start walking. Only one way we'll get any closer to Syther." 

 Zeen jumped out of the Translock. With a piercing a whistle, he brought their small group to 

attention, and they gathered around him.  

 "Raise your hand if you have been on Adelphi before," Zeen called. Most of the group raised 

their hand, and only the small children were left with their hands down. "If your hand is down, gather 

your things and get ready to begin moving." 

 Those with their hands down dispersed, and those left put their hands down, and looked 

attentive. 

 "Those of you who have never fully developed your Starblood, or were never trained in 

controlling your Starblood, step forward." Most of the teenagers, and a few adults stepped forward. 

Zeen eyed the group carefully trying to memorize their faces. "You guys have be re-exposed to Adelphi 

atmosphere, and thus your Starblood development will restart. Your Starblood will have to catch up 

with your age, and may automatically start anytime within the next few days. There are no warning 

signs, and no telling when it will jump start. The only advice I can offer you is to know your Starblood, 

and know how much damage it will do. Disperse!" 

 The small group left was all adults and they seemed curious as to what Zeen will tell them. 

"Have any of your Starbloods returned?" Two people raised their hands. "You two are my helpers. 

Should anyone spiral out of control when regaining their Starblood, you have my permission to use your 

Starblood and subdue them. What are your Starbloods?" 

 "Anemi," one of them answers. "Transfigurator," the other answers. 

 Oh thank god, Zeen thought, powerful Starbloods. "Good. You two can go gather your things. 

Now you guys haven't gotten your Starblood back yet. When you do, it will feel like something deeply 

treasured returning after a long journey. Alert me immediately. Questions?" 

 No one answered. Good. "Gather your things." Zeen jumped back into the Translock. 

 "Dorian, tell them we're on the move, and to follow in the Translock when they're done in there. 

Let's go." 



 Dorian did just that. Sending a message in Morse code, Dorian relayed Zeen's message. The 

message was sent through his consciousness, and into Arris's. 

 _ _ / _ _ _ / . . . _ / . . / _ . / _ _ . / . _ . _ . _ / (moving) 

 . . _ . / _ _ _ / . _ . . / . _ . . / _ _ _ / . _ _ / . _ . _ . _ / (follow) 

 *** 

 Arris intercepted the message. It was two words that spelled Moving. Follow. Arris sent a single 

letter back through the fragile line that connected them. 

 _ . _ / (k) 

 Both sides of the connection could relay messages, but it was harder for Arris and Lyra, because 

they were not practiced in speaking through consciousness connections. 

 As they walked past each tree, a wave of feeling washed over Arris. Each was different yet the 

same. Each telling him that this was the wrong path. Then he felt the buzz of rightness of the tree to his 

left. He stepped in its direction, veering off the path. He could sense Lyra's hesitance, and spared her a 

glance. She followed.  

 "Put your hand in mine," Arris said once they reached the black tree. He put his left hand in 

Lyra's and his right hand on the tree. A second later, another path led forward. There were no obvious 

changes in the scenery, and Arris doubted Lyra could tell the difference.  

 Blood flowed down Arris's nose, and began dripping from his ear as well. Lyra stopped walking 

for a few seconds, as she concentrated on her Starblood to heal Arris. But nothing happened. 

 "It's not working!" Lyra said in obvious frustration. 

 "Stop trying. At this point, all your Starblood is doing is alerting more Defenders to our location." 

 She nodded her understanding, but Arris wished she could heal him. It was always a painful 

experience to visit the consciousness of a well-defended object.  

 Suddenly, Arris stopped once more, and Lyra knew he had found the next pathway. When he led 

them off the path, she slipped her hand in his, and the entered another tree, and deeper into the 

Translock. This time Lyra noticed the change in the scenery. It was more gray and dreary than before. It 

seemed that the deeper they went, the more color, of what color was left, got sucked out.  

 A curse from Arris, had her looking in his direction. Blood covered his hands and face, but there 

were no cuts. Arris shook his head, and Lyra knew he was telling her not to heal him. Then Arris fell to 

his knees. Black smoke clouded his vision, and threatened to overwhelm him. And then it did.   

 *** 

 A soft hand gently stroked Arris's forehead. He cracked an eye open, and smiled at the girl 

looking down upon him. Lyra broke into a relieved grin when Arris woke up. She had finally drew enough 

Starblood to heal Arris's wounds. It had taken so much of her energy, she felt like she could sleep for 

years.  



 Arris sat up. From what he knew, he had to find the final tree, and drop his Starblood at the base 

of the tree. As he had this thought, he glanced at Lyra. He thanked her, and she waved it aside. Then 

blood began to drip out of her nose. Arris was surprised. He knew that she had used most of her 

Starblood healing him, but he didn't think she had enough control on her Starblood to stop it from 

healing her own wounds and running out of Starblood completely. That would be end up being really 

bad. A Drainage for a Starkeeper would be the end of Starblood for them. Lyra sagged against Arris's 

shoulder. She must be worn out. She looked as though she could sleep for years. Arris knew the kind of 

sleep that beckoned for her. Regeneration. A sleep so deep that nothing could wake you until you 

decided to.  

 Arris stood up, and began walking on the misty path once more. Lyra followed, her thoughts 

only on putting one foot in front of the other. Arris felt the tree sooner than he expected to.  

 "Stay on the path," Arris said, and Lyra obeyed.  

 He walked up to the tree a mantra repeating over and over in his head. The Translock has zinc 

on the floor, and surrounding the brain. The Translock has zinc on the floor, and surrounding the brain.  

 When he got to the base of the tree, he knelt down, and placed his hand near the base of the 

tree, and felt the tiniest drop of liquid leave his hand. He stood up and walked back to the Lyra. He could 

no longer see the path, but he could Lord Shaxx's daughter standing there, waiting for him.  

 By the time the duo had returned to the first level, both Lyra's and Arris's hands and face were 

drenched in blood. As they walked, Arris kept up a steady monologue of how to block off Lyra's 

Starblood from coming to either of their aids. She stayed silent, her concentration on her Starblood.  

 Then she cursed. Arris looked up, and saw the Defenders. They were small creatures, with long 

pincers and rounded wings. They could only be seen when clustered together, and were near invisible 

when it was a single Defender.  

 "Run!" Arris yelled.  

 "Can't...control...Starblood!" Lyra grunted.  

 "Fine. Let it heal you. Small drops," Lyra looked relieved when she broke her hold on her 

Starblood. "Run to that tree, it will take you back!" 

 Lyra ran. Arris only spared her a glance, to make sure she was doing what he said. Then just as 

she made it to the tree, he muttered to himself, "had to do this eventually." 

 He released his mind into the Defender's and left his body in the Translock. As quick as he could, 

he programmed his face, and upon second thought Lyra's too, into the database marked "allies". He 

pulled his mind out, and sank to his knees. The last thing he saw was the Defenders retreating.  

  

Traveling  

 Zeen called for another break, and the small group behind them halted. Then they each reached 

inside their pockets, taking out the cube shaped Translock. After they jumped inside, they would put the 

final touches on their TED Teleportation Device. 



 "Where is Arris?" Zeen asked Dorian. 

 "Still in the Translock, but Lyra has returned." 

 "Why are they separated?" 

 "Hell if I know." 

 "Ask Lyra, I doubt Arris is conscious." 

 Dorian sent a message down the line of Lyra's consciousness.  

 . _ _ / . . . . / . / . _ . / . // . . / . . . // . _ / . _ . / . _ . / . . / . . . / . . _ _ . . // (where is Arris?) 

 . _ / . _ . / . // _ . _ _ // _ _ _ / _ . _ / . _ / _ . _ _ / . . _ _ . . // (are you okay?) 

 Her response was not immediate, but came eventually. 

 . . . . / . // . . / . . . // . . / _ . // _ / . . . . / . // _ / . _ . / _ . / _ . / . . . / . _ . . / _ _ _ / _ . _ . / _ . _ / . _ . 

_ . _ // (He is in the Translock) 

 . . // . _ / _ _ // . . _ . / . . / _ . / . / _ _ . . _ _ // . _ _ _ / . . _ / . . . / _ // _ / . . / . _ . / . / _ . . /. _ . _ .  

_ // (I am fine, just tired) 

 Tired? Why was she tired? Was she out of Starblood already?  

 . _ . / . / . . . / _ /  . _ . _ . // (rest) 

 _ . _ . / _ _ _ / _ . / _ / . _ / _ . _ . /_ // _ _ / . // . .   / . . _ . // . _ / _ . / _ . _ _ / _ / . . . . / . . / _ . / _ 

_ . // _ . _ . / . . . . / . _ / _ . / _ _ . / . / . . . / . _ . _ . _ // (contact me if anything changes) 

 Dorian could tell the exact moment Lyra fell asleep. It was similar to how he could tell Arris was 

no longer conscious. The line went dark, as though the person on the other side was dead, but there 

was still a steady beat pulsing in Dorian's mind. Arris's aliveness was harder determined. The heartbeat 

was there just less pronounced, as though he were in his regeneration sleep, the one that replenished 

Starblood. If Arris did run low on, or out of, Starblood, he would, in all likelihood, stay, or become a 

Bloodless, within the Translock, where he would eventually die. Silently, he willed Arris to wake up with 

replenished Starblood.   

 Zeen paced the length of the camp as Dorian told him what Lyra had told him. They were on the 

last leg of their trip. From here, each person would use their re-wired Translocks to travel to one of the 

many safe houses on Syther. The safe houses haven't been used in years, but were originally for 

protection should an enemy attack. They were usually fully stocked with food, water, and sleeping 

quarters. Which was good, because they were running out of supplies. They hoped to meet Arris and 

Lyra at the safe house, and then plan from there. 

 Zeen looked around at the collection of Translocks that surrounded him. He turned slowly in a 

circle, deep in thought. Even if they could all travel to a safe house, without incident, what would they 

do then? It had always been their dream to return to Syther, but what then? What would they do, when 

their entire life's purpose was stripped away? 

 "He's awoken." 



 Zeen turned at the sound of Dorian's voice. "What?" he asked. 

 "Arris has awoken." 

 "Magik?" Zeen asked. 

 "I don't know." 

 "What do you mean, you don't know?" 

 "My Magik is not omniscient. There are just some things, I don't know." 

 Zeen was silent.  

 . . //. _ /_ _ //._ /. _ . . /. . /. . . _ /. /. _ . _ . _ // (I am alive.) 

 . . . /_ /._ /_ . _ _ //. _ _ /. . . . /. /. _ . /. //_ . _ _ /_ _ _ /. . _ //. _ /. _ . /. /_ _ . . _ _ //. _ _ /. //. _ /. 

_ . /. //_ . _ . /_ _ _ /_ _ /. . /_ . /_ _. /. _ . _ . _ // (stay where you are, we are coming.) 

 

 "They're coming. Make sure everyone's ready to go," Dorian told Zeen. 

 Zeen nodded, and turned toward the nearest Translock. 

  

 *** 

  

 Lyra was asleep when Arris walked through the door. She was curled like a ball, using her arm as 

an pillow. Even when Arris yelled her name, she didn't wake up. She was in Regeneration sleep, the kind 

that regenerated Magik. Arris could use some Regeneration sleep, but there would be time for that 

later.  

 He surveyed the Translock, that was back normal, and quickly made a plan to take out the 

teleportation part of the TED as fast as possible. Then he sent a message to Dorian, staying he was 

alright, and they were coming in a bit. He finished disassembling the TED just as Lyra woke up. 

 "You're back," she stated.  

 "Yup." 

 "How?" 

 "I can't even recall how many times I've passed out in that Translock. I just recently found out a 

way to re-program the Defenders to not attack certain intruders. Unfortunately, you have to go two 

levels deep, which made me go unconscious." 

 "I only have a vague idea of what you're talking about." 

 Arris laughed. He continued adding needed pieces. and taking away unneeded pieces, from the 

TED. 



 "Almost done?" Lyra asked. 

 "Yup. Can you ask Dorian where he is?" 

 Lyra reached in her mind and sent the question in Morse code to Dorian. Almost instantly, he 

replied. The series of beeps was unnatural to hear in her mind, but she was slowly getting used to it. 

 "Golden Valley," she told Arris. He nodded back. 

 A few minutes later, Arris finished. They both got up, and exited the Translock. As the Translock 

returned to its smaller form, Lyra voiced her fear. 

 "What if this doesn't work?" 

 "We will just be deep inside the TED, which I, and you, can ultimately get out of. Don't worry, it'll 

work." 

 Lyra nodded. Arris pocketed the Translock and gripped Lyra's hand, not for comfort or 

reassurance, but for the TED to teleport both of them. A pale blue light shone around them, and then 

the world faded to gray. Blurry shapes zipped past them, and slowly the color returned to the world. As 

their surroundings slowed to a stop, Lyra began swaying, as though drunk, completely dizzy. Arris, who 

was vaguely aware that this would happen, sat down. As Lyra began to fall, Arris caught her, and 

brought her to a sitting position. 

 "Better?" he asked. 

 Lyra begun to nod, but abruptly stopped as another wave of dizziness washed over her. As their 

dizziness began to subside, Lyra said, "You could have warned me that would happen." 

 "I didn't know, although I suspected. Sorry." 

 "Where are we? How far do we have to go to reach Golden Valley?" Lyra asked, after a brief 

pause. 

  "I would guess we are close to Sky Falls. Golden Valley is about 100 marks from our original 

position. If a single person was traveling, we would be halfway to Golden Valley. Since both of us are 

traveling, we have close to 65 marks remaining. The TED will take an hour to recharge, and we can walk 

roughly 10 marks in that time. So we walk for 10 marks, use the TED, and then walk for another 10 

marks." 

 Lyra stood up, and said, "So let's go, then." 

 Arris also stood, and they began the trek toward Golden Valley. 

  

 *** 

  

 Zeen stood in the center of a small group of people as he explained what would most probably 

happen when the TEDs were activated. "So after the pale blue light shines over, the color will bleed out 



of the world and will begin to move in fast forward. Soon the world will begin to slow, and the color will 

also come back." 

 An older man near the back asked, "Will there be any side effects? Long term or short term?" 

 "Not sure. Long term side effects are pretty much unknown, and relatively incurable. As for 

short term, if you get dizzy, sit down. If you get a headache, sit down and close your eyes. If you get 

thirsty or hungry, eat food or drink water. If you need to throw up, throw up." 

 The group dispersed, and Zeen turned around and found Dorian waiting behind him. "What's 

up," Zeen asked. 

 "I think--" 

 A gunshot sounded behind them. Instinctively, both of them ducked.  

 "What the hell?" Dorian asked. 

 Another gunshot sounded, followed but another four being fired. Zeen glanced around the 

campsite, and noticed the silver outline of bullets a second before they were fired. Zeen closed his eyes, 

and sought a calm, quiet place in the reaches of his mind. His heartrate slowly decreased. When he 

reopened his eyes, he was the picture of calm. As the next gunshot went off, Zeen deformed the metal, 

and crushed it. He did the same to the next three that were fired. 

 "A young Conjurer is regaining his power. Go subdue them, Dorian, I'll cover you." Zeen 

whispered to Dorian. 

 As each shot rang out, Zeen crushed the metal of the bullet. As suddenly as the shots began, 

they ended as abruptly. Zeen got up, and saw the young 14 year old kid lying on the ground, a look of 

pain on his face.  

 "What happened to him?" Zeen asked, the pained look was abnormal. 

 "Far as I can tell, one of his own bullets hit him. In the chest. Unlikely he'll survive." Dorian 

answered.  

 "Do we have an Acesian with us?" The question was toward the group of people gathered 

around the body, but it was Dorian who answered. 

 "No, but Lyra might be able to help him if she gets here quick enough. For now, you two," 

Dorian pointed to two elderly ladies in the front, "bandage him up, and try to keep him alive." 

 The two elderly got medical supplies and began helping the boy survive. Slowly the group 

dispersed.  

 An hour later, Dorian walked out from under the shade of the lone, blood coating his hands and 

shirt. The boy, Amen, was barely breathing, but he would survive for only a half hour more. They had 

nothing to clean the wound with, so it was most likely infected. Please let Lyra get here quickly, he 

silently willed. 

 "Dorian, two strangers are coming into the camp," A man said nearby, between breaths.  



 Dorian looked ahead, and indeed two people were coming into the camp, although they weren't 

strangers. 

 Speak of the devil. 

 To the man, he said, "The girl is Lyra, and the boy is Arris. Get both of them to me as quickly as 

possible."  

 The man nodded, and hurried away.  

 A few minutes later a voice behind Dorian said, "Now you have a servant? Can I have one too?" 

 Dorian turned around and Arris was smiling as Lyra playfully smacked his arm.  

 "Lyra, this boy, Amen, is injured. Can you heal him?" 

 "I think so. I don't have much though. Where is he?" 

 Arris followed Lyra as she followed Dorian under the tree. Amen was slumped against the tree, 

exhaustion written all over him. Lyra knelt down and examined the bandage. Arris sat down next to her, 

and began to slowly peel off the bandage. After seeing the purple and blue wound on Amen's chest, Lyra 

stiffened.  

 "Close your eyes," Arris whispered to Lyra. "Breathe in and out. Slow your heartrate. Be calm."  

 Slowly Lyra began to relax.  

 "Good. Don't be afraid of your Starblood. Now place your hand over his wound." 

 Arris guided Lyra's hand over Amen's wound. She began to stiffen again, but Arris repeated his 

first instructions until she relaxed again.  

 "Now, reach inside your mind, and pull out a small tendril of thick silvery substance."  

 Her hands began to coat itself in her silvery Starblood, and slowly poured into Amen's wound. 

The wound began to close up, like a flower closing its petals. When the wound had disappeared, both 

Lyra and Amen slumped to the ground. Dorian and Arris left them to sleep as they packed up the camp.    

 Lyra awoke hours later with a throbbing head, and surrounded by a silvery substance that could 

be nothing other than her Starblood. She tried to get up, but she hurt all over. So instead, she slowly 

crawled toward the sunlight, and noticed a guard standing a few feet away. As she opened her mouth to 

say something, the guard turned around and saw her awake. 

 "You're awake. I'll go get Arris and Dorian," the guard said. 

 She slumped back toward the ground in relief. Moments later, a shadow loomed over her, and 

she cracked open an eye.  

 "Freezing Fire! What happened here?" Arris cursed.  

 She was too weak to form a response. Dorian kneeled by her side. He grabbed her hand, the one 

that was still covered in her Starblood.  



 "Can you stop the flow?" he asked calmly. 

 Lyra tried to stop drawing the Starblood to her fingers, but it would not stop. Her body trembled 

as she shook her head.  

 "Stop. Stop trying." 

 He body became still once more. 

 "Will she run out?" Arris said to Dorian. 

 "Eventually, yes. But by the looks of it, she has enough Starblood to constantly flow out of her 

for days." 

 Arris gaped at Lyra. "What do we do?" 

 "I read this ancient scripture couple of years ago, and it said some people don't run out of 

Starblood after depleting their reservoir. It said the Starblood is formed in their body. As far as I know 

there is no way for us to stop the flow of Starblood if Lyra can't stop it. So we can let her run out of her 

reservoir and hopefully she won't become a Bloodless." 

 It took all of her effort to nod agreement to Dorian's idea. There was no other way, after all. 

 "You're sure?" Arris asked Lyra. 

 She focused all her effort on nodding once more. Then she blacked out entirely. 

Alchite Major  

 Saphira Thane walked beside Silas as she walked into the training facility, that was about to 

become her home. Like last time, the entrance room was filled with people practicing on using their 

Starblood. Silas walked toward a man that had to be in his late twenties. He called out to Silas, and 

waved them over. 

 "Long time no see, Silence." 

 "For the millionth time, my name is Silas." 

 Safi suspected this was a running joke between to two friends. They did that man hug thing, and 

then began talking, and ignoring her for the most part. 

 "Who is this young lady?" The man eventually asked. 

 "Sorry. North this is Saphira. Safi, meet my friend, Norvin." 

 "Which is it, North or Norvin?" Safi asked, genuinely confused. 

 North laughed. "Depends on who you're talking to. Although I could ask you the same question, 

Saphira or Safi?" 

 "Both," she answered. Then to Silas she asked, "Am I gonna be late?" 

 "Where are you guys going?" Norvin asked.  



 "My first day in training," Saphira answered. 

 "You're in luck, I'm with the newbies today. Silence, you know your dad is getting a new 

apprentice today." 

 "That would be Safi. And it's Silas." 

 "I know." 

 As North moved away toward the group of kids that had formed nearby, Saphira asked a final 

question. 

 "Is it Silence or Silas?" 

 "Technically it's both. But to you it's Silas. Go on now, don't wanna be late on your first day. 

Good luck." 

 Saphira smiled. "Thank you." And then she hugged him.  

 Silence, she thought as she walked toward Norvin's group. It was a fitting name for him. Silence. 

She couldn't help but smile again. 

 "Welcome to your new home for the next six weeks. These people standing around will come to 

be your friends and enemies over the next couple of weeks. And possibly more than that. Anyway, I am 

North. Your tour guide today, and one of your training supervisors over the next six weeks. Follow me." 

 The group followed in no order, rather in a deformed circle. Safi found herself next to a beautiful 

girl with long straight black hair. She had fair skin, and eyes the color of the ocean. The next thing she 

knew she had introduced herself.  

 "I am Areia Vines," she answered. Even her voice was beautiful. 

 They followed Norvin up the stairs and stood near the ledge of the floor. Looking down, Safi saw 

that they were standing above the room they had just exited. 

 Norvin began to speak once more. "That room down there is the meeting hall. You will not be 

practicing down there until your last week here. We may hold a few meetings, and you will all be sitting 

on this ledge. You are no longer allowed down there, unless you are with your Master. If you are found 

down there your training will immediately cease, and you will be taken out of the facility. Understood?" 

 There were a few "yes sirs", but mostly the newbies just nodded their head.  

 Next we were led to a closed door. 

 North began talking. "No one is allowed behind a closed door, unless it is your own. This is a 

rarity, and only one or two newbies achieve this position per year. Depending on whom your Master is, 

he may have personal quarters as well. He or she may grant you access. These are the only two 

exceptions to that rule. Should you break any rule, the punishments are all the same. Your training will 

cease." 

 This time, Norvin didn't ask if they understood. He would find out soon enough who had 

understood, and who hadn't. Next he led them to their main training and meeting room. 



 "This room is your training room. It is open all hours of the day and the night. Every day of the 

week." Norvin pointed toward a gray board with thirty-one empty rectangles. "That is the Death Board. 

The supervisors, including myself, will be judging you in practice. Every week the five people at the 

bottom of the list will have their training ceased.  Only five of you will graduate." 

 A voice from the darkness of the room spoke. "Six, Norvin. Six of them will graduate this 

semester." 

 The entire room circled to face the unnamed voice in the darkness. A man past his prime 

stepped out of the darkness. The man had dull green eyes, that might have once shinned with happiness 

or laughter. He was wearing a deep red cloak which covered a tight black shirt, and equally as tight 

pants. He also had on black sneakers. He had his cloak's hood up, and therefore his hair or face weren't 

visible. Except for those dull, all-knowing, green eyes. Once he was clear of the darkness, he removed his 

hood, and Saphira found that he had blackish-brown hair. His nose, jaw, and hair reminded her of 

someone, but she just couldn't put her finger on it.  

 "I am Alchite Major. Another one of your supervisors. I am the highest ranking official in all of 

Adelphi. I personally will oversee each and every one of your training, in order to determine which six 

will graduate." 

 Silas, Saphira thought. He looks like Silas. Or rather, Silas looks like him. 

 Another person stepped out from the darkness. It was a woman this time. She was a petite 

blond-haired woman, with a small, round, pinched face. She was wearing a white blouse, with a navy 

blue jacket with matching blue pants.  

 "I am Iris. I am the president of the training facility. I want to congratulate each and every one of 

you on rising to this challenge. I am your last and final supervisor. Good luck on your training." 

 Iris left their training room, and North began dividing the group into pairs. It was only when the 

entire group was divided that Safi realized she was the only one standing alone.  

 "Miss Thane, with me, please," Alchite said.  

 Saphira turned to see Alchite motioning her out the door, along with him. She followed him out 

the door, and out another door that had a flashing "exit" sign. They were now outside on a concrete 

balcony that contained a few lawn chairs. There were stairs at the end of the balcony, and Alchite 

headed down them. Alchite stopped at the bottom of the stairs, and waited for Safi to catch up. 

 "You have met my son?" he asked. 

 "Yes, sir," I responded. 

 "Alchite," he said tersely. "My name is Alchite. Did he teach you the basics of defending 

yourself?" 

 "Yes, si-Alchite." 

 "Good. As I said up there, six newbies will graduate this year. You will graduate. I do not care 

who the other five are, but you must graduate. I also said that I am the highest ranking official in all of 

Adelphi. As my apprentice, you must act like the highest ranking official of Adelphi's apprentice. Now 



your training will not be like you peers' training. You will reach the same end result, most probably a 

better result, but you will get there a different way. Do you hear me?" 

 "Yes, Alchite." 

 "Do you?" 

 "Yes." 

 "Good. Every morning you will get down these stairs at sunrise. You will run five miles with me. 

Keep your body fit, and your mind will also be fit. Breakfast with your peers will be at 8:30, meaning you 

will have enough time for a short shower. I will get you after breakfast, and we will begin your training. 

Your Starblood training will end at lunch. After lunch we will continue your defensive training till dinner. 

After dinner you will sleep, and the days will repeat. A few days or weeks in, we may change the 

schedule, depending on your progress. Clear?" 

 "Yes." 

 "Good. The time for a run has come and gone. Let's focus on your defensive training today. 

Starblood training will begin tomorrow. Take a seat."  

 As Alchite was talking, he brought a lawn chair for Safi to sit on. She sat down. Then he brought 

a chalk board and chalk, and held the board up in midair. Then he began talking, while writing the main 

points on the board. 

 "Legend is that Starblood is derived from nothing of this world. It is said that the bearer of 

Starblood was trapped in this world by the greedy king, Karmen. Karmen heard of these mystical beings 

called Illiyans. Illiyans were said to possess powers of fire, water, air, mind, body, and soul. Some 

legends say that there were other powers that the Illiyans had, but there is no proof of this. Karmen 

summoned an Illiyan using freezing fire. Countless stories tell the story of how the Illiyan was 

summoned to this world, each differing on what freezing fire is. The Illiyan fell in love with a mortal 

woman named Mistene, who made the Illiyan promise that should she bear children, the Illiyan was to 

take his life. When Mistene's son, Julian, was born, the Illiyan could not bear the thought of killing 

himself, and so he gave the knife to Julian, who plunged the knife through the Illiyan's heart. As Mistene 

grew old and frail, Julian barely aged at all. He lived for a hundred centuries, using his raw powers to kill 

others. After a hundred centuries, he could not bear to live any longer, so he killed himself using the 

same freezing fire that brought his father into this world. When he died, he had so many children, they 

began to call Julian the All Father. Some believe that Julian may rise again if the freezing fire was wielded 

again. Except no story or legend can tell you what freezing fire is, how to make it, or where to find 

some." 

 "Has anyone ever tried to resurrect Julian?" Saphira asked. 

 "Hundreds. Over the years the demand for freezing fire has decreased, but it still exists. Some 

want it to live immortally, or get mated to their own Illiyan. But most want it to bring Julian back." 

 "What do you think freezing fire is?" 

 "Rubbish. Freezing fire never has nor will ever exist. It is just something made up." 



 Safi could hear a different meaning to his words. Maybe he was one of those people who 

wanted to bring the All Father back to life.  

 "Regardless of its history, using Starblood is getting harder and harder to use as more people 

come to Adelphi. It is also becoming stronger. The Starblood is convinced something is coming, and is 

acting up. There might be some things that are extremely difficult for you that are easy for me, and vice 

versa. Therefore, if you are to succeed this training, time is of essence. As of right now, I do not believe 

that your Starblood has showed itself yet. With the exception of your Testing. Am I correct?" 

 "Yes." 

 "Well then. Lean back and close your eyes. Clear your mind." 

 Saphira leaned back, the back of her head hanging off the chair. She closed her eyes, and felt 

something being pressed into her chest. She suddenly sat up, her eyes wide.  

 "What are you doing?" she asked, startled. 

 "It is called a Reader. I have one on my chest. I will be able to feel your mind, the thoughts you 

might have. The point of this exercise is to be able to clear your mind on a moment's notice. Did you 

notice how Silas summoned you weapons, without seeming to pause. That is at the level you need to be. 

As Starblood gets harder to use, the more important clearing your mind gets." Alchite explained. "Now 

lean back, close your eyes, and clear your mind!" Alchite barked. 

 She did as she told. Safi tried, really tried, to clear her mind, but thoughts of Julian and the 

Illiyans kept coming back to her. How did Julian know to kill the Illiyan? He could have wounded the 

Illiyan instead of killing him. And how did the Illiyan die from only a knife wound? Didn't he have healing 

powers? And what of Mistene, did she regret her son killing the Illiyan? Did she regret telling the Illiyan 

that he couldn't live with their son? 

 "Saphira! We are in the here and now. Stop thinking about Julian, Mistene, and the Illiyan!" 

Alchite snapped. 

 Safi opened her eyes to see Alchite looking at her, his body the picture of impatience - except 

his eyes. A hint of pride flashed in his eyes. It was there and gone - so fast she wondered if she'd 

imagined it. Except the curve of his lips were now hinted with a smile. She wondered why he had told 

her the story. Did the history of Starblood really matter? Why was he feeling prideful when everything 

she was doing was wrong? 

 The day continued onward, and Saphira made little progress. Clearing her mind was hard. When 

lunch time rolled around, Alchite let her have a break, and told her they were done for the day. She 

would go to the dormitories after lunch. 

 During lunch she sat with Areia. She was talked quite a lot, but Safi didn't mind.  

 "My instructor's name is Dukean. He doesn't talk like at all. He handed me papers full of words 

that we'll be tested on. I thought we were supposed to work on developing our Starblood, not learning 

how to pass tests. Then he made me watch him use his power for like half an hour. I was like the only 

person not working. It was so boring. And then I got to try, and then nothing. No Starblood. I was empty. 

I kept trying for like an hour, and nothing happened! I was so embarrassed! Dukean said that I might be 



a Powerless, and I was so disappointed. I want to be like the other kids who can make fire spew out of 

their body, or color the air around them." 

 When Areia finally stopped venting, she ate the rest of her lunch in silence. Safi wondered how 

frustrated Areia would be if she were in Safi's place. Saphira didn't even know what to feel about her 

lesson with Alchite. He was so demanding, and harsh. But there was that gleam of pride of his eyes that 

had lasted barely a second. She truly could have imagined it, but every time she began thinking about 

his story, that gleam returned. 

 That afternoon, after lunch, while the others were still training, a visitor showed up.  

 "This place certainly never gets better," Silas said with a smile. 

 "You went here once?" 

 "A couple years ago. Father got me out of lessons and taught me personally. Speaking of, how'd 

the lesson go?" 

 "It wasn't easy. He basically had me clearing my mind the entire time, and I just couldn't do it. 

How do you do it so easily?" 

 "To tell you the truth, Father is a fan of challenges. If I know him, he has some kind of wave 

frequency going around your practice area that are making hard for you to focus. He believes that if one 

is able to master the hard stuff, there should be no question about the easier stuff." 

 Safi stilled. She had been berating herself for not being able to clear her mind, but Alchite was 

making her do something that she shouldn't be able to do.  

 After a moment Saphira asked, "How do I achieve the impossible?" 

 "It's only impossible if you believe it to be so. Alchite is one of those people who believes that 

his beliefs are correct and everyone else is wrong. I have tried constantly to tell him that the way he 

teaches is a bit unusual, but he continues to teach the way he teaches. So you will fail in his presence. A 

lot, but he gives you the afternoon off for a reason. I'll help you train. Starblood training this time." 

 "Thank you. When do we start?" 

 "Well we have the entire afternoon ahead of us, how about now?" 

 "Okay." 

 "Come with me." 

 Safi followed Silas out of their resting quarters and into the hallway. He stopped at our training 

room. He walked in, and weaved through the students practicing their power. Safi stopped a couple of 

times, admiring the way someone would spew fire or gush water. Silas pulled her along. He stopped in 

front of Norvin. 

 "Hey, North!" 

 "Silence. Twice in a single day, that must be a record. What can I do for you?" 



 "Is anyone using the third training room?" 

 "Nope. We stopped using that room ages ago. Why?" 

 "Can Saphira and I train in there?" 

 "Um… I guess so. I'd have to give her admittance, but sure. Come with me." 

 They followed North to the very back of the training hall, and then stopped at a rack filled with 

badges. He took a badge with a golden stripe across the bottom. The back had 12 lines linearly stacked 

with 9 numbers at the bottom. He then picked up a lanyard and attached it to the badge. 

 "Here you go. Silence will show you how to use it." Norvin handed the badge to Safi. 

 "Thanks," Silas said to North. "Let's go," he said to Saphira. 

 Safi followed Silas out of the training room, and back into the hallway. He didn't go back they 

came, and instead went deeper into to hallway. There were very few doors adorning this part of the 

hallway. There were no lights and Saphira saw the blue outline and of Silas Conjuring a torch a second 

before it appeared lit in his hand.  

 Now Safi could see the end of the hallway approaching. It was marked with a black closed door. 

As they neared it, Silas began talking once more.  

 "Norvin probably told you that you cannot go in closed doors unless your Master has a room 

and gives you access or you have your own room. But there is a third exception. If you have the key to a 

closed or locked door, you have access and cannot be expelled from the training facility." 

 Saphira nodded her understanding and Silas continued.  

 "This used to be the third training room, but they closed it down when there were only thirty or 

forty kids to train a year. In my opinion they should use it as an extra practice area for those who want 

to practice with their peers rather than their masters. Anyway, the lines on the back of your badge grant 

you access to this room." 

 By this time they had reached the door and an audible click sounded just before Silas pushed 

down on thr handle.  

 "Should you want to bring someone else in here," Silas said as he flicked on the lights, "keep in 

mind there are cameras in here." 

 The room was noticeably smaller than the other training room, but looked to have all the 

materials they would need to train her. Other than the size, the room was mostly the same. Gray dull 

walls and navy blue mats covered the expanse of the floor. There was even a Death Board on the wall, 

except instead of it being new and pristine, had had a spiderweb crack right down the center.  

 Silas noticed her looking at the Death Board and launched into a story. "My year was the last 

year this room was used. The Death Board always pulls out the worst emotions in people. There were 

probably fifteen people left, and it was elimination time. Artemus lashed out with a dagger and killed 

two overseers, then right before he walked out the front door he threw the dagger up a floor and 

straight into the center of that board. Anyone who attempted to pull out the dagger couldn't because 



his Starblood wouldn't stop pushing on it. Just last year, the dagger fell out on its own. No one could 

ever find Artemus." 

 Saphira was silent, and then said, "So what do we do here?" 

 "Father can teach you however he wants, but I will teach you how everyone else is taught. Stand 

in the center of the room." 

 Safi stood in the center, and Silas handed her a small silver band to slip on her finger.  

 "Okay. Now try your best to clear your mind. If you can't do that, picture a color, such as blue. 

When your mind is empty save for a color, reach in your mind for a well. Pull out small amounts and 

bring it to your fingers." 

 Saphira really tried to clear her mind, but random thoughts kept plaguing her mind. So she 

pictured endless blue. Her mind gradually stilled. Then she down into her mind, look for a well of 

Starblood, but there was nothing.  

 "Don't reach down, reach inside," Silas commented.  

 Safi tried again to find a well of Starblood, this time reaching in rather than down. Her mind felt 

the a thick oily substance. 

 "That is called Resistance. The more you practice the less Resistance you will encounter. Reach 

deeper." 

 Safi sunk deeper into her mind and found a silvery water-like substance, and just like Silas had 

said, tried to pull a small tendril out of the deep well. But the tendril was endless. She just pulled more 

and more Starblood out of her body.  

 "Saphira, that's enough," Silas said calm. 

 But the Starblood wouldn't end. A rough hand turned her face to face Silas. 

 "Saphira, stop." His voice was calm, but the was fear in his eyes. Whether that fear was at her or 

for her, she did not know. Her Starblood thrummed in her ears, her body pulsing with each pull of that 

thin long tendril.  

 "Saphira, look at me!" As if underwater, she heard Silas talking.  

 Her Starblood began to consume her. Her world shrunk until it was only her and her Starblood. 

Then blackness began to tint the edges of her vision, and then everything went dark. 

 Oblivion. 

 *** 

 Only a couple of seconds had passed when Safi reopened her eyes. A young woman was 

standing above her, her features blurry. Then she was in Silas's arms, carried toward a tub of warm 

water. Silas set her down in the warm water, and the heat seeped into her body. But then cold 

surrounded her again. 



 "Get her out of there!" someone yelled.  

 Strong hands enveloped her once carried to another tub. She glimpsed the previous tub, and 

saw all the water frozen. She had frozen the water in that tub! She saw the blue outline of the next tub a 

moment before it appeared.  

 She was in the water again, and this time she could feel her cold air trying to freeze the water. 

But there was a different Starblood battling against hers, trying to preserve the state of the water. And 

then finally the tendril of Starblood came to and end. Once the last bit of Starblood had exited her body, 

she slumped in the tub, submerging herself completely in the water.  And when she came up for air, she 

could finally breathe again.  

 

An Exceptional Starkeeper 


