
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Immortal Spirit

An Ogre’s Assistant Novel

By

D J Martin

Immortal Spirit: An Ogre’s Assistant Novel

Copyright © 2020 by DJ Martin

Cover Art by Fiona Jayde Media

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or locales is entirely coincidental.

ISBN: 978-1-7327027-3-8 (sc)

978-1-7327027-2-1 (e)

––––––––

[image: ]


Published by The Herby Lady, LLC

The right of DJ Martin to be identified as author of this Work has been asserted by her in accordance with sections 77 and 78 of the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise), without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prologue


[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


“YOU TELL ME YOU’RE older than Yoda. You must’ve seen some interesting stuff, huh?”

My familiar, a chocolate-brown cat named Fudge, interrupted his never-ending bath and looked at me.

“It depends upon what you consider interesting. I have seen a lot in my time, yes.”

“I’m not doing anything at the moment. Care to tell me about it?”

“You want me to relate my life story? Why? Is not the fact that I have a lot of experience working with humans enough?”

Fudge had spent enough time in my head to know that I always want to know about people. Not only am I a nosy person in general, I put people I meet in my stories. They’ve made my secret life as a paranormal romance author easy at times.

“Why not? Your story might give me some insight into the way you think and maybe then, I’d understand a little more about your role in my life.”

Did I forget to mention? I’m a thirty-something single woman who just found out she’s a witch. I’m what they call a late bloomer. It’s inconvenient. And I just found out that the cat I thought was a pet is actually a familiar and that he’s been rootling around in my head since he came to live with me. He knew about me. Turnabout is fair play, wouldn’t you say?

“You are not going to put me in one of your stories, are you?”

“I’ll be honest, I don’t know. Maybe. But no one would recognize you anyway, so what are you worried about?”

My cat heaved a sigh. “I know you well enough to know you will not stop asking. Refill my water dish, and I will tell you something of my life.”

I grinned. As I performed the duty asked of me, I said, “Start at the beginning. First, how old are you, anyway?”

“I am not as old as some familiars but quite a bit older than many. In the way you humans count years, I am two thousand two hundred seventy-two years old and have been a familiar to eight magical beings before you.

“To understand my story, you need to have a basic understanding of familiars. Someone should have told you all this already but ...

“We are essentially present to help boost our human’s power, although we also act as guardian and a repository for information. We have an elemental affinity, just as you do, and are assigned to a compatible witch or wizard. Familiar magic includes the ability to retain youthfulness in the body so we are able to stay with our human throughout their lifetime. As you have discovered, we can cause poison to our body to become inert and repair injury. There are exceptions, of course. A fatal blow such as a direct strike to the heart, lopping off the head, and the like will terminate the body. Should a witch or wizard allow that to happen, we do not return to them. They are charged with our safety, just as we are charged with theirs. 

“When the witch or wizard dies, whether of natural causes or not, so does our corporeal body. Our spirit is then assigned to a different body by our ruling council. We always incarnate in a species appropriate as a companion for the magical person we are assigned to.”

“How is a familiar made?” I interjected.

“We have not yet discovered the answer to that question. The Universe, in its infinite wisdom, decides when a spirit will be a familiar and when it will not. The oldest of our kind and head of our council, the Rottweiler you met, instinctively knows when a new spirit comes into being and adds it to the rolls kept by the Familiar Council. 

“I will try to use terminology you are familiar with, but stop me if you do not understand something. I would prefer not to repeat myself.”

“Before you continue, I have another question. I assume you didn’t always live in the United States, so how many languages do you speak?”

“I do not know. In normal conversation, your mind interprets my thoughts as your native language, but I can also intentionally send words I learned from my other humans. As you learn other languages, I will add those words to my memory. Remember, part of a familiar’s job is to act as a repository for information. So, may I continue?”

I poured myself a glass of wine, curled up in my chair and gave Fudge my full attention.

“I was born in the country you call Egypt in your year 252 BCE. My human was male. We were together for approximately two hundred fifty of your years. I then was assigned...”

I interrupted. “You sound like my college marketing professor, and he put me to sleep. I don’t want a five-minute rote recitation of your life. I want to know about your humans, what you experienced with them, maybe even what really happened during some momentous times. Tell me a story!”

My cat sighed. “Very well...
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AS I SAID, I CAME INTO being in the year you currently number 252 BCE. This is the year I was born as a cat in what you call the country of Egypt. When I opened my eyes, my mother knew there was something different between me and my other siblings and pushed me out of her nest, as one would do the runt of the litter who was not expected to survive.

As the Universe had planned, a young man was nearby and took pity on my mewling. He took me home and hand-fed me until I was old enough to catch food on my own. Abou was a slave-assistant to a mage-priest overseeing part of the Library of Alexandria.

Abou had been purchased a few years earlier. He did not know his exact age, and his memories of his family are faint...they are overshadowed by a strong memory of hunger. About the only thing he remembered well is scrounging for food in the discards outside a tavern and being caught by a large man who turned him over to a slaver. It was a common enough occurrence in his town that no one came to look for him.

As a mage’s assistant, Abou was taught how to make the various incenses that were burned at specific times of the day in the temple and to read and write, these last being necessary to know which scrolls or tablets to retrieve for the mage-priest’s study. That allowed Abou to read the scrolls of knowledge from all parts of the known world housed in the part of the Library his master oversaw. He learned arithmetic to know how much his master was being charged for purchases and to keep a running account not only of the income and expenses from that particular part of the Library but also the master’s personal accounts.

Familiars are born with the knowledge of our kind and the natural instincts of the species we occupy. Even as a newborn kitten, I knew what I was and what I was supposed to do. I must say, waiting for a corporeal body to grow to adulthood can be a frustrating experience.

Also frustrating, we cannot make ourselves known to our human until that person’s magic manifests – usually around puberty but as you well know, it may be much later. It is not until then that their conscious mind will accept our presence. Abou’s magic did not come in until two years after he found me. I spent those first two years being a simple cat. Once I had been weaned off the goat’s milk Abou fed me, I killed rats alongside the other Library cats. They were my food but more importantly, by keeping my part of the Library rat-free, I helped preserve the papyrus scrolls and codices of knowledge.

When Abou reached puberty, his magic manifested in a most disheartening way. His master had accused him of mis-filing a scroll which, of course, he had not. “I did not put the scroll back,” he cried. “Someone else must have, because I haven’t touched that scroll in weeks!” At the same time, more than two dozen scrolls of precious knowledge flew from their holes in the shelves, three striking the mage-priest in the head. Thankfully, papyrus is much softer than a clay tablet and did no damage, either to the master or to the scrolls themselves.

The master looked about as the rolls of papyrus thudded to the floor and sighed. “You may not have touched these scrolls but you will put them back in their proper places!” Abou looked about wildly. How had the scrolls flown? What was happening? The master saw his confusion. “You have magic, boy, and it has just decided to show itself. I will teach you what you need to know. Now, put the scrolls back – in their proper places. I have things to do at the moment, but we will begin your magic lessons in the morning.” The priest walked from the room and Abou, knowing of magic but not thinking he would have it, started cleaning up the mess he had inadvertently caused. His thoughts were scattered...he went from being amazed that he had magic to being scared of constantly causing problems such as making scrolls fly and possibly damaging them, to wondering what more his master would be teaching him and would that mean more hours of study?

I was finally able to fulfill my destiny as his familiar. My first few efforts had him running to his master for a headache remedy. After a lot of odd behavior on my part like nuzzling his face while he was practicing, Abou finally realized the pressure was me and that his magical efforts seemed more precise and stronger when he did not fight my help. My presence was accepted and we began our partnership. Telling him I wished for water in my dish was as easy as projecting a sense of thirst. Although I still killed rats when I found them in the Library, I mostly left that chore to the mundane cats. Abou quickly learned I preferred to share his meal of fish and was not averse to the occasional treat of goat’s milk.

For some reason, he decided not to tell his master about me. Instead, the master thought me a favored pet and something of a security blanket. Abou took me with him nearly everywhere he went, including the market where he purchased supplies for his master. He even made a comfortable carrier for me when I let him know the sandy streets were too hot for my delicate paws in the summer and I disliked the mud in the rainy winter months.

I presume you studied something of that time in your history? No? Your educational system is sorely lacking. Then I must give you a brief history lesson before continuing.

Egypt was already an old country when I was born. They worshipped many gods, and magic was thought a gift of these gods. They did not know about the gene that transmits magical ability. It was a time when magic was a normal part of life, although the practice of it was limited to the priesthood. If a common person manifested magic, it was considered a sign that a male was destined for priesthood to a male god, a female as a priestess to a goddess, and those children were brought to a temple of the parents’ choosing as an offering.

While Egypt was a country with many gods, there were some who were only worshipped locally and others who were considered state gods – or those whose worship was dictated by their ruler, or pharaoh. As with most civilizations, they tried to live peaceably with their neighbors, but if that could not be achieved, they made war. Egypt was at war quite a bit in my time there.

When Abou’s magic manifested, his master took that as a sign from his god that Abou should follow in his footsteps as a mage-priest and began teaching Abou, rather than simply using him as an errand boy. When not helping visiting mages consult the ancient scrolls for a particular piece of knowledge, fulfilling his function as a priest to his god through ritual, and creating spells for petitioners, he taught Abou the Craft. I may have been there only to boost his power, but along with Abou, I learned the methods of human magic: how to manipulate energy, the herbcraft of the time and place, and their rituals to their gods. As an aside, camel grass, an ingredient in kyphi, one of their favorite incenses, makes me sneeze violently. Please do not ever use it.

“I have no idea what camel grass is, or kyphi for that matter. So I don’t think you have to worry.”

To continue. Abou’s master was Water-affinity and did not know how to teach an Earth. He petitioned his gods to change Abou’s element. Needless to say, the petition went unanswered. One cannot change their element! However, the master seemed to be attached to Abou, and rather than sell Abou to another mage-priest who was of the correct affinity, the master determined to make Abou the best priest he could. We were taught basic energy manipulation and what Water spells we could handle, but Abou and I were on our own to learn how to handle our element. That we accomplished by asking questions of other mages and practicing in our quarters at night.

Abou became proficient in all that was required of a priest, but his magic never seemed very strong, even when I added my own strength to his. Whatever he attempted, his master always seemed to accomplish with much less effort. In the beginning, I just thought the master was stronger.

One day Abou attempted to infuse a potion with simple healing energy and only managed a trickle of power, even with my help. The master brushed Abou aside and with no effort, I saw a good stream of energy make its way from his hands to the potion. I felt I had failed my human until I saw a glint in his master’s eye then heard in my head, “A familiar’s magic is only as strong as his human’s. In effect, you double his power. Your human is very weak, but only because his master siphons energy from him. You must help your human to break that cycle if he is to become all he may be.”

This was the first communication I had received from a superior since the welcome message I received when I was about six days of age. I sent a query back of, “Why now?”

And felt my head swing sideways as I received a metaphysical slap from what I perceived as a much larger paw. “You have the knowledge within you, but it was obvious you needed a reminder. Be observant, youngling!”

After another cuff on the ear, the presence withdrew from my mind. My head was reeling both from the slap and the realization that my superior was correct. I had seen the flows of energy between Abou and his master and ignored them. In my naiveté, I assumed humans knew to draw from the natural energy around them as I did ... from the air, earth, water, even fire. Apparently, Abou’s master did not adhere to this principle. Instead, he drew from his apprentice or anyone else who happened to be in proximity.

But how to tell Abou his master was an energy thief without dimming his adoration of the man who had pulled him from starvation and given him a purpose in life? How to tell him he must shield, when we only communicated in images and feelings?

That evening, back in our quarters, I interrupted Abou’s study of a piece of papyrus by projecting a feeling of being wrapped, as they did their dead. Abou stopped reading and turned his attention to me.

“What are you trying to tell me, cat?” he asked.

I felt frustrated. If I could only tell him in the words he used as his master did! Then, it came to me. Abou did not like crowds and felt extremely uncomfortable whenever his master sent him to the bazaar to purchase materials. I projected that image and feeling to him, then once again, the mummy wrappings, followed by a feeling of ease.

Abou cocked his head. He did not understand. I heaved a sigh, hopped onto the table, and padded over to a pile of scrolls he had taken from the Library but not read. Some I did not know the subject matter, but others had to do with magic. Those I could sense to the point I had an idea of their content because when someone writes of magic, a little of it leaks into the ink and the material it is written on. I nosed one out of the pile I was fairly certain covered basic magical theory. Taking my clue, he pushed aside the one about water, unrolled the one I had indicated and started reading.

Halfway through, he turned to me with a smile on his face. “I finally understand. You’re telling me I need to have a shield!”

As you know, cats do not smile, at least not in the human sense. To indicate approval, I purred and rubbed my face against his arm.

Abou absentmindedly petted me as he read further then pushed the scroll aside. He screwed up his face in concentration, and when nothing happened, said, “Where are you? I can’t feel you. Why aren’t you helping?”

I hung my head. While we can instruct on methods and construction, shielding is one of the few things a human must do on their own. I do not know why, but familiars cannot assist with this type of magic. I projected the image and feeling of being at a wall too high to jump.

Abou sighed. “I think I understand. You cannot help here. But you think this is important, so I will continue with my efforts.”

It took some time but at last, a cocoon shimmered into existence around Abou. “I have it!” he exclaimed, and the cocoon disappeared.

That night the lamp almost ran out of oil as Abou read his papyrus, with me interrupting with a push to his mind each time his shield fell. The next night I did not have to interrupt as much and finally, after something over a week, he maintained his shield, even in his sleep.

The shield did not please the master, however. He made mention of it the first morning, yet could not argue with the reasoning that Abou hated crowds, felt a need for a shield, and needed to maintain it even in private so it became second nature.
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OVER THE FOLLOWING years, I noticed the master ageing and spending more time petitioning his god for youth, moving from one god to the next when his petition did not work. I privately laughed, as it appeared his gods had deserted him about the same time as Abou learned to shield. The flow of energy between the master and Abou had, naturally, stopped. I finally learned why he had kept Abou on even when the difference in element was discovered. He could draw from Abou but apparently few others.

Abou, on the other hand, flourished. He was a sponge for his master’s teachings. After only ten years, he was his master’s equal in magical ability – albeit in a different element – and had far outpaced him in knowledge of the Library. Patrons consulted Abou much more frequently than the master on where such-and-such a scroll or codex might be found, or where to look for particular information. My human was known far and wide for his specific knowledge of healing – both preparations and magical spells.

In my twenty-first year as a familiar, the master passed on. As a mage and priest, he was given a funeral second only to the Pharaoh’s in pomp. All proper rites were observed, and after the requisite thirty days of mourning, Abou was considered a free man and officially took the master’s place in the Library and temple.

Life was comfortable for the next two centuries, and nothing of import happened. Abou continued to shine in his position as a librarian, and his reputation as a mage grew, too. He was consulted by many, including the Pharaoh’s advisors, on subjects ranging from military matters to healing potions. The Library held much information and Abou had ample opportunity to read most of it. He had a near-photographic memory and could recall almost everything he had read, making him a quicker reference than finding the appropriate subject matter in the Library.

My position as Abou’s favorite pet was never questioned. Abou explained my unchanging presence by telling everyone that I was a descendant of “the original he had rescued so many years ago” and followed in his master’s footsteps of attributing his own longevity to a gift from his gods. I understand the gods work in mysterious ways, so although he outlived several Pharaohs, his age was never questioned.

Our life was comfortable, that is, until the Romans came to Alexandria. As I understand it, political and military alliances are common among humans, and some Romans had allied themselves with powerful Egyptians. There were Roman ships docked in the harbor, and soldiers frequently roamed our streets. Many came to the Library to consult the papyri and codices for knowledge.

One night, several of their ships caught fire. The wind was blowing from just the right direction, and the fire spread to the part of the Library that Abou oversaw. We slept in rooms adjacent to our hall, and the smoke woke us.

Naturally, after something over two hundred years, Abou’s magic came easily to him, and he was knowledgeable of all elemental work. He mustered up every ounce of energy we both could draw and called Water from the harbor in an effort to aid those already fighting the fire with buckets, as well as a few Water mage-priests moving ocean water much more easily than we could. Although magicians were usually circumspect in their workings, Abou failed to look about him, and he was observed by a Roman soldier, who promptly hit Abou on the head with the hilt of his sword, knocking him out.

The soldier threw Abou over his shoulder like a sack of wheat and carried him to a ship that had been untouched by the fire. In the mêlée, I followed my human, unnoticed.

Abou was carried up a gangplank then down a set of steps into a large room below the main deck and deposited unceremoniously on the floor in front of a desk occupied by an older man. “He has magic,” the soldier said, relating Abou’s attempts to put out the fire.

“Excellent!” the man behind the desk said. “I could use a magician. See to it that he is made comfortable and any injuries are tended.”

The soldier saluted, picked Abou up and carried him to another, much smaller room down a corridor where several other men were lying on cots, many with bandages over parts of their bodies. The soldier put Abou on a cot, told the man in charge he was to be made comfortable by order of the trierarch, then left. I curled up under his cot, determined to find out what our new life would be like.

Abou woke about an hour later, and the man in charge, a physician I gathered, asked him in halting Egyptian if he spoke the Roman language, to which Abou replied in the same halting voice, “Read, yes. Speak a little.” Abou had had enough contact with them to pick up a few words and phrases.

“My head hurts. Where am I and why have I been taken?” Abou continued in his native language.

In Egyptian, the physician continued, “Hit on head. Commander needs help. You there. Now here. I put cloth on head to help.”

From underneath the cot, I projected enough images to Abou so he would know exactly what had happened to him. Once understanding the headache, Abou questioned the physician about the poultice on his head. Through words in both languages and gestures, he learned that it was an herb found in mountains that the Greeks had discovered healed bruises.

“You healer?” inquired the physician.

“No, scribe.” Abou replied. “Like knowledge.”

“Ah. Explains trierarch’s interest. He like knowledge, too.”

The physician turned to another patient, and the older man I had seen earlier walked into the room. After inquiring as to his men (some would live, others it was doubtful), he asked if Abou was able to leave the treatment room.

“Yes. He has a bump on his head and a headache but otherwise will be fine.”

The older man gestured to Abou to follow him. We did. In silence.

Back in the older man’s quarters, he indicated that Abou should sit and finally noticed me. In perfect Egyptian, he said, “I am told you are a magician. You may serve me in such a capacity or be a slave and help row this ship. Your cat is welcome here – we have too many rats.”

Abou had never done much physical labor and truthfully, had retained his scrawny build. Rowing would probably have killed him, and he knew it. However, he also knew something of Roman life.

“How would I serve you? Magic is forbidden in your culture. Perhaps dying as a slave would be preferable to dying as a magician.”

“I am Greek. My culture accepts magic. I and my ship serve Rome. In their culture, magic is technically forbidden, but only black magic is prosecuted. My soldier tells me you can call water. As trierarch or captain of a ship, being able to manipulate my ship through water with ease would earn me great rewards if I can get goods to ports more quickly and safely than my competitors. I assume you have other skills I could put to use, as well.”

Abou was nothing if not truthful. “Although I can work with Water, it is not my true element, and I am not strong in it. I will do my best to help where I can but I may not be able to do everything you ask.”

The captain thought for a moment. “I will take every edge I can get. If you can call water from the harbor all the way to the Library, you should be able to do whatever it is I will require. I will keep you.”

So, their partnership began. Technically, as a captured barbarian, Abou was a slave. Practically speaking, the captain had just garnered himself a tabularius and librarius. Abou became the official keeper of financial records and scribe. Secretly, Abou was the captain’s mage...helping the seas move the ship where he could without using so much energy he fainted; easing the burden of the rowing slaves which kept them in better health; surreptitiously helping the medicus treat injuries to some of the trierarch’s favored sailors with healing spells; causing difficulties aboard an enemy ship; and basically making himself useful wherever the captain deemed he could be of use. Abou also learned to speak the Greek and Roman languages and after a time, could switch between the three with ease.

I was put to use, as well, but not always helping Abou. Rats were common aboard ships. Although all the food was stored in clay jars with stoppers, grain spillage was common, and the vermin feasted on it. I ate well and the cook gave me treats of fish to reward my efforts. As long as I literally stayed out from underfoot, no one on the ship bothered me, and if I needed to be at Abou’s side for some reason, it was simple enough to walk with a dead rat in my mouth to where I needed to be. These I spat overboard as soon as I could if I did not need to eat them for sustenance. I had become accustomed to a better diet and ate rats as rarely as possible.

Our quarters were better than most of the slaves on the ship. Abou slept on a pallet in the captain’s quarters with me curled beside him. At first, the captain had him sleep right in front of the door, but when he discovered Abou’s lack of fighting skills, our pallet was moved to a far corner. It was not as comfortable as our bed in the Library but could have been far worse.

For five years, we did not set foot on dry land. Even when the ship was in port to take on supplies or offload cargo, Abou was not given shore leave with the freeman crew, but locked away with the rest of the slaves. The captain did not want him running away, although I was not sure where we would go – we sailed throughout the Mediterranean but never saw Alexandria again.

Finally, the captain decided he had earned enough to retire. Rather than going back to his native Greece, he purchased a house near Tharros, Sardinia, which allowed him a view of his beloved sea. He kept Abou, the ship’s cook, and several other slaves, and sold both the ship and the rest of the crew to another Greek captain who also wanted to earn his rewards working for the Romans.

The captain brought his wife, three daughters-in-law, and several grandchildren from Greece to the house in Tharros. His sons, also ship captains, visited when they were able. It was a crowded household, and the grandchildren had the strange idea that I was nothing more than a pet. I would be snatched from my spot near Abou’s workbench to be cuddled and petted at a moment’s notice. It was enjoyable to a certain extent but quickly became tiresome, although for Abou’s sake I never clawed or bit when I wanted them to stop. I simply wriggled out of their grasp and scampered to a place they could not reach. I was glad when the children grew and I was no longer a plaything.

Abou had read enough in the Library and spoken with enough Romans in our five years aboard ship to learn the Roman ways of magic. Although he was known as the captain’s scribe, his reputation as a mage rapidly spread. Neighbors and friends of the captain and his household would ask permission to consult on various personal matters.

He had learned to be flexible in his workings: he gave inscribed lead sheets to the captain’s Roman friends, amulets to the Greeks, various incense mixtures to all. After years of working mostly health, fair winds, and money spells, he added legal matters, love, and even race-fixing to his repertoire. I found the human needs interesting.

Abou added to the captain’s coffers even on dry land, so except for the collar denoting him as a slave, Abou had a life almost as comfortable as the captain’s. We had our own room in the house rather than sharing accommodations with the other slaves; Abou ate the same rich food as was prepared for the family; and he was free to decide which requests for magical assistance he would take on and what the captain would receive for his services.

The captain was not a young man when he had taken Abou aboard ship, and nothing was going to halt the ravages of age, inactivity, and overindulgence on a human body. Abou tried his best to assist the physician in his efforts to save the captain after a massive heart attack, to no avail. Unfortunately, those efforts were also the downfall of Abou. Not a young man himself and despite my warnings, Abou drew too much energy into his body in an effort to save his master. His heart stopped moments after the captain was declared dead, and I found myself in the ether.
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FOR YOUR EDIFICATION, the ether is like being in thick, gray smoke. Your spirit would be lost forever, but familiars always know where we are, even if we cannot actually see anything. From somewhere, I heard a deep voice say, “You have done well, youngling, although you have much to learn. There are ways to block your human from drawing too much energy.”

Images crowded my head on ways to block parts of the brain to prevent a human from causing harm to him or herself. “Remember what I have shown you. Your human was old so it is no great loss, but that may not always be the case. Protecting your human from himself is part of the reason for your existence.”

I felt a push from behind, and the next I knew, I was chipping my way out of an egg, surrounded by others doing the same with their beaks. The next few weeks saw me in a stick-lined nest built into the rafters of an old, decaying manmade building where no man came, eating worms and insects from the beaks of my mother and father.

My siblings and I were just learning to fly when one day a strong storm ravaged our area. Two men, one older, one younger took shelter in our building. My parents both sat on the nest, attempting to keep us safe, but the nest was blown from its perch and we all tumbled out. I landed right in the lap of the child. I could not see where the rest of my family went, but I knew I was where I was supposed to be.

“It is a sign, Korbis,” said the older man. “You must care for the bird.”

The boy cradled me in his arms as he slept, and when the next day dawned bright and sunny, attempted to perch me on his shoulder as they walked. Not yet well able to manage my balance, I promptly fell off and fluttered around in an effort to fly back up to my designated perch. After several attempts, I finally managed the four-foot flight. Korbis cooed at me and stroked my feathers, then winced as I dug my talons into his shoulder in an effort to stay put.

As they walked, the older man taught my new human about me.

“Your bird is a chough. Black birds have many associations in many cultures and most of them, including ours and that of our overlords, are lucky ones. Therefore, you must protect your bird from others, as they might try to steal it for good luck of their own.
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