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SIGNS OF PROPHESY

CHAPTER ONE

EPISODE 1
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Punching

I wonder when he had the time to hunt for rabbit because the rabbit on the plate is fresh, and I enjoyed the roasted rabbit, wild onions, and the variant of wild mushrooms that is on the plate. Wiping the meat juices from my mouth with the back of my hand, I speak while continuing to chew my food, “Do you know anymore stuff about the Dochani?”

Jentus looked up at me as he shoved another piece of the rabbit into his mouth, “The best people to ask about your origins are your parents. All that I know about the Dochani has been told to you. Orlghar the high elder of our tribe knows the most, but I don’t know if he will give you an audience. He might make an exception after I explain to him that you are a true Dochani.”

I do not know who my father is, and know that my mother is gone. The information that Jentus told me already about the Dochani is overwhelming. It is hard to picture living over a thousand years. Knowing something does not make it any easier to grasp or understand. I wonder how long my egg lay dormant before my friend’s parents’ parents’ came across it and if there are other eggs that are my siblings. These things will take time to get used to. After finishing what is on my plate I hand it to Jentus and he asked me if I want more. I am still hungry so I accepted the second plate of food. Surprised at my hunger and appetite I finished my fourth helping of the food and decided to have no more, even though I am still hungry. 

Both of us talked for a bit while we waited for the food to settle in our stomachs. Fifteen minutes went by, and Jentus is the first to get up, “We must continue with your training. The day is not over yet and there is still a lot of time left to train. You must be patient with me because now that I know that you are Dochani the training will get more difficult. Of course that includes the enchanted forest that is a must for your survival. After these next six months are over you will have to keep up your training on your own. Doing this should improve your skills. You must also explore your Dochani abilities as well. I should probably not say that time is of the essence since you have the ability to live so long but anyone or anything can shorten that life span, so it has been said. Now let’s get to your strength training, then running in the enchanted forest, your basic combat and your meditation.” Jentus looked very serious when he is talking to me and I know that he will be like a drill sergeant for the rest of my hunter training.

*
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JENTUS EXPLAINS TO me sets and reps. Sets, as he explains it, are the amount of times a unit of repetitions of an exercise is repeated. His example is if I do six push ups, rested then do six more push ups I will have done two sets of six reps. He tells me this so that I will understand when he tells me to do a certain amount of sets and reps. Jentus makes me do ten sets of six reps in push ups, ten sets of eight reps in crunches, ten sets of five reps in leg raises and makes me climb up and down the tree twenty times. I am tired, but know that he is not finished with me, and I expected him to send me into the enchanted forest but he moves me into basic combat instead. It is the longest hour that I ever endured in my life or at least it seems to be. Jentus sends many punches and kicks at me that would have stopped any normal person. To me there is no difference between me and anyone else on Sevle, although deep down I know that that is not true. Near the end of the hour I begin to wonder if Jentus ever takes a breath while he fights. 

He has the courage and strength of a lion and the speed of some wild cat that my friends always warned me about. I feel tired, but know that Jentus will no longer let me use it as an excuse and besides even if my bruises are temporary they still hurt something fierce. Just as I figure out that we are done basic combat training, Jentus tells me that he will be teaching me basic strikes. Meaning that he will teach me how to punch, use my elbow, use my knee and some basic kicks. The morning exercises paled in comparison to what I go through this afternoon. At least I will have a good night’s sleep. 

Jentus begins his instructions to me, “You make a fist in the same manner as when you are blocking. When punching, you do not frantically flail your arms about. In striking your opponent everything you do must be planned out carefully. I will train you to plan your strikes spontaneously. This is so that your opponent will be set off balance. It makes a difference in your stance, but that will be covered after three months when you are used to the basics of combat. Now let’s start the basic punches. For now we will focus on the straight punch, the right cross, the left cross and the uppercut. The straight punch is the easiest to learn, so we will start with that. For the straight punch you will have to extend your arm forward in a straight line putting weight on your front leg. This will allow for more power to be transferred to your punch, just leaning on your back leg will reduce the power of your opponent’s strike. It is not good to hit with the whole fist because of the nature of the punch. You do this with other punches, but with this one you hit with only the first two knuckles. These two knuckles will cause more damage than the usual four because you have the same power focused onto a smaller area. The straight punch is usually thrown as a jab to throw off your opponent.”

He makes motions with his hands while talked to me, “Some others believe a jab is to be thrown into the air about the face. This is wrong, and a clumsy way of fighting. From my experience every punch should count, including your jab. In a fight everything counts and that jab that makes contact with your opponent instead of hanging out in the wind for him to grab a hold of could off balance him. Now, try to hit me with a straight punch. Remember to maintain your blocking.”

At first the straight punch felt very awkward to me. It is definitely different than blocking. Every once in a while Jentus would correct the positioning of my legs and the execution of my straight punch. I lost count after I passed the several dozen punches mark for each closed fist  punch and even more blocks. Jentus continued to hit me very hard and in turn I try to hit him as hard as I can, but the harder I try the worse I become. He kept telling me that I should not force the punches, but let them flow and they will come. An hour of straight punches being exchanged back and forth from me and Jentus started the lesson on punching. 

Jentus called a halt and continued with his instructions, “Now, for the right cross and the left cross. The right cross is executed with the right hand hitting the left side of your opponent’s body or head and the left cross is executed with the left hand hitting the right side of your opponent’s body or head. It is a powerful punch that is usually used against your opponent’s ribs or jaw. It adds to the effectiveness of the straight punch, as it allows adequate time for it to be executed providing the cross is landed with the utmost accuracy. To perform this punch the arm is slightly bent at the elbow and the power of the upper body is transferred to the fist as it hits your opponent.” 

He does a few demonstrations with his fists and footwork as he continues speaking. “Transferring the power of the upper body to the fist is not an easy task and takes unending patience to learn. I have not quite mastered it yet. Power is transferred to the fist by twisting the upper body back and then forward to deliver a powerful punch. Done properly even the smallest and weakest fighter can fell the biggest and strongest of fighters. Now, let’s try out the right and left cross. Remember to continue to throw your straight punches and block my punches. A lot of times blocking can decide the fate of the battle.”

I try to transfer power to my crosses, but always take too long and get hit far more times than I want to be hit. Attempting to throw a right cross without me transferring my upper body’s power to it and it just glancing off of Jentus’ jaw with no apparent effect saddens me. Considering the way I struck Jentus and the fact that he is taking more time than usual to respond to my attack, I threw a left cross followed by a straight punch. Catching him on the jaw with the cross and on the tip of his nose with the straight punch, Jentus goes crashing to the ground. Afraid of what I did to him I stand still where I am. After a few minutes he shakes the dizziness out of his head and slowly stands up. I am relieved that he is okay. 

Moments later he speaks while rubbing his chin, “Obviously you are better at the cross then I ever was, a fact that my jaw knows all too well. You will do well as a hunter and your size is sure to give many a false sense of confidence. The uppercut is more devastating than even the cross, but harder to execute and that is why I have saved it for the last in these basic punches. For an uppercut the elbow is bent at a ninety degree angle. The fist is shot up towards the sky to hit your opponent below the chin or into their solar plexus. It is a very devastating punch if thrown properly. Now, let’s see you try it. Remember to block, use the straight punch or cross once in a while.”

I find that I get hit more often than when I tried to execute the cross. The uppercut is giving me trouble, so I focus more on the straight punch, block and keep waiting for openings in Jentus’ defense. He makes it a point to block all of my crosses. They were indeed blocked, but I can see the tension in his arms that he is having a hard time blocking my crosses. Many punches are exchanged from both me and Jentus, many are blocked and some get through. I find that an uppercut well placed in timing and positioning is very hard to block. One such punch manages to get below my guard and plunges itself into my solar plexus leaving me almost breathless as it lifts me, momentarily, into the air. This is followed by another uppercut into my face while I am still bent over and recovering from the one to the solar plexus. 

It too, lifts me from the ground. Dazed and in some pain, Jentus follows up with a right cross then a left cross sending me spinning to the left. Putting my back leg back to slow my descent to the ground and attempting to block as Jentus keeps sending wave after wave of punches at me. He varied each punch so that I can not figure out a pattern, but I do. Hours go by and I know that we will only have the sun for a few more hours. We will rest for the night soon and that will be good for me.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER TWO: PRACTICE SWORD

EPISODE 2
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I am glad for a break from the usual intense workout that Jentus is putting me through. Doing that much work makes my stomach empty and I know that my body is complaining to me about the lack of nutrients in my system. After many helpings of rabbit stew, wild potatoes, leeks, and some herbal drink that tasted terrible my body and stomach stops complaining. I am tired, but when Jentus brings out two wooden practice swords about the size of my short sword I know that my rest will have to wait. Jentus hands me the practice sword hilt first and then begins to speak, “Alexandra I am going to train you a bit in the short sword. There will not be much to learn later when you move to a normal sword. For now you will learn how to use the short sword. You will be taught the slash, overhand swing, thrust and the parry. There are sword forms, but I will not be teaching you those in these next six months. Now, hold the sword loose in your right hand. Try to hit me.”

Holding the wooden short sword in my right hand feels awkward as I clumsily swing the thing at Jentus with no specific target in mind. He put up the twin of my sword and blocks and parries my chaotic swing. The force of the impact sends my practice sword twirling into the air. My right hand pains me. Holding my right hand protectively in my left, I turn to look at Jentus, “Jentus I am not cut out for this. The sword just flew out of my hand.” I throw up my hands, and glance over at where my sword lay.

“That will be corrected in time. Everyone get's better with experience. So, you dropped the wooden sword, most do that when they first use it. Let’s continue your sword training.” Jentus picks up my sword, and tosses it to me.

I drop the wooden sword over a dozen times, but keep picking it up and continuing my sword training out of Jentus’s urging me on. My slashes and thrusts are crude, but at least I begin to be able to hold onto the sword without dropping it. Every once in a while I strike my own foot, knee or left hand. The pain that is caused by my mistakes helps me to correct them. After a couple of hours of both Jentus and me exchanging thrusts, parries and slashes, I am better for it. I at least know the basics of wielding a sword and have many bruises to remind me of how not to use a sword. Handing the wooden sword back to Jentus, I fasten my sword belt on and place my short sword, the real one, into its sheath. 

The night sky is gray. Void of any clouds, the stars sparkle like giant fireflies that dance on the earth and fly up and into the sky in many different formations. I enjoy looking at the stars in the sky because it reminds me of a book that I read. In that book, the author said that not long ago a star fell to the ground. That star contained a great metal that if made into a sword, that sword would not grow dull and always would be sharp. It is said that someone had made the sword, but that sword was stolen from the forge before it could be tested fully. The man at the forge told the author that it was made of a special metal that was a legend. Heroes of the past once used weapons fashioned of this metal and it was used in armour as well even though this was less often than a weapon of this metal. The armour was said to fit whomever had the desire to wear it. But there is one problem with the armour, if I die in it I become a part of it. Thus, the armour has a skill of its own and is hard to control, especially if I obtain a suit of armour that someone died in. 

After changing my training outfit to my regular leather armour, fastening my sword, my dagger and my traveling gear Jentus began his instructional talk, “Be careful in the enchanted forest because the time you spend will be real, and is a must for your training. You will spend three months real time in the forest facing many perils. All hunters must do this after their basic training. I will come back in three months to give you more training. Remember to practice everyday while you remain in the Enchanted Forest. Now, go.” Jentus smacked me on the round part of my left butt cheek to urge me into the forest, I feel like am a horse being set free.

*
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THE FIRST NIGHT

It is dark in the forest. I set up camp a couple of hours after I enter the forest. The trees stretch into the sky, ancient pines and oaks that were probably planted at the beginning of time. Their ever moving silhouettes draped me in dancing shadows. The only light that I have to comfort me in the darkness is my simple fire. Fire is always the key to survival as for those that are not able to make it do not survive long enough to have their genes enter the gene pool. It is known that fire is both good for cooking food and for morale. Most people feel better about their surroundings with a fire of some sort that gives them comfort, warmth, and a light in the darkness. A silver reflection of the tops of the trees is the only light that the moon provides and a cold breeze passes through my camp that makes me shiver and pull my wool cloak tight around my small wiry frame. 

Outside of the forest I never experienced cold. I have only known the warmth of the sun on my exposed skin. Shivering just makes me feel colder and stomping my feet does not help. Putting my hands under my armpits helps a little, but it is not much of a help because I have to use my hands to hold my cloak around me. My fire helped a little bit, but it is too far from my terribly made shelter. My teeth chatter, but it is from more than the cold as I am frightened of being alone in the forest. Included with this chill is the unnerving sense and prickle of hairs on the back of my neck that someone or some thing is watching me. No matter how much I look around in no matter what direction I can not see what is watching me, but I know that something is watching me. Too afraid to go to sleep, I stay awake the entire night. 

One day of training to me is not enough to prepare me for three months in the field, let alone the enchanted forest. Remembering what Jentus said about some hunters in training not coming out of the forest alive makes me even more frightened than what I already am. Cold, and afraid for my life I stay awake. I jump at every twig snap, every leaf shuffle and even the scurry of a field mouse across my foot almost makes me lose the control of my bowls. If it was not so cold I would have cried all night, but part of it tells me that tears hurt my face by freezing and making my face colder than cold could or should be. Jentus said that I will be in the forest for three real months. The first time I entered the forest it felt like a few days when it was only an hour. 

I wonder what it will be like this time. At least it will only be three months real time, but it will probably feel more like thirty years and that is the bad part of all of this. How can I cope with something like this? How will I handle the time that will pass, especially when everything will change once I leave the forest? A few hours of these thoughts and I drift off to sleep while in a sitting position. At first I fight off sleep by shaking my head or straightening up when nodding off, but in the end I am just way too tired to stay awake regardless of the reason for it.

*
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GRUBS

Days, weeks, months, and even years seem to pass away before anything of any import actually happens to me. In fact, time seems to be the only thing that I am not lacking. I long since ran out of the supply of food that Jentus gave me and I am left to hunting and foraging. Even though I am being put through training as a hunter, I am not very good at it. Eventually I gave up eating meat or even acquiring the smallest of game. There are plenty of animals for me to hunt, I just do not have much if any skill whatsoever in hunting them. When I try to hunt I tend to hit trees with my arrows or make way too much noise and the animals are be very rare. A moving target these animals are and I can not hit any of them even if my life depended on it and it does depend on it. 

Foraging seems to come easy to me, so at least I will not starve. I came close to starving many times, but manage to find enough food to barely keep alive. Keeping up to my training is hard on so little food and a near empty stomach. I manage to be able to train moderately while I eat very little. Which happens to reduce my womanly figure to that of a wiry frame with a slight feminine twist to it, and I lose a lot of weight. I can not maintain any level of fat on my body, bony I am not, and I still seem to have enough meat on my bones to adequately cover them. It takes a while for me to figure out what plants are poisonous and which ones are edible. My taste experiments have me puking my guts out for days and the diarrhea does not help me much, if at all. 

Grubs seem to give me the most pleasure in eating. They just make my throat tickle as the slimy things slip down my throat towards my stomach. Grubs can be eaten in many different ways and berries, nuts, and seeds mixed in makes chewing on them a bit more tasty than one might think. All in all I decide that grubs are an acquired taste and they are just not for anyone, kind of like dark chocolate not being for everyone. The first few nights of eating them I am constantly throwing up, but now I am ever so fond of them. My life is spared because of these little creatures and it makes me feel good. I remember when the L’art’o made me eat all that garbage, and excrement. Anything is better than what they made me eat. In a way I am thankful for them giving me this humility. False humility is not real to me because I know what real humility is. To be humble is not to fall under my attitude of pride, and succumb to starvation. It is better for me to stay alive and swallow my pride than to die for no real reason at all. There really is no reason to die at all.

*
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CABIN IN THE WOODS

I wonder what I am to learn by being in this forest so long, and I have not met anyone or anything yet. The feeling that someone or some thing is watching me kept getting stronger. Time passes quickly here in the forest and by now I am getting sick of eating only grubs and herbs, I need something more. Years and years have passed already and I only improved on my physical prowess, my fighting ability, and my knowledge of the forest. Most of my day now consists of foraging, setting up camp, traveling to an unknown destination, nourishment, training, and meditation. In fact I spend roughly fifteen hours a day in meditation. I excel in meditation and can achieve ecstasy in a matter of minutes, and I figure that the actual time spent in the forest is about one month. 

My body, experiences, mental, and spiritual knowledge are reacting as though I spent ten years here in the forest. I now have the maturity of a three hundred plus year old and the body of a seventeen year old. No longer did I have enough meat on my bones for those feminine curves of a twenty something year old woman. I wonder if that will change once I am out of the forest. My clothes had to be altered so many times that I am afraid that they will fall apart if I even attempt to alter them one more time. The only piece of clothing that looks half decent is the once oversized wool cloak that just fit now. All of my clothing long since lost their colour and is nearly worn out completely. Most of the leather material that makes up my clothing now has the consistency of cloth. Ten years of being outside and camping on the earth has made my skin tough and strong. I have not seen any buildings in the forest until this very moment.

* 
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FURTHER UP ON THE TRAIL that I have traveled over through most of the time that I am in this forest is a small log cabin, which has smoke billowing out of the stone chimney. An old man can be seen sitting on the porch smoking a pipe. He looks in my direction and smiles, “It has been a long time since anyone has traveled this far into the Enchanted Forest. Come have a seat on my porch and we can talk for a while. You look tired and worn out, come sit and we can talk for a while.” 

The old man said with a comforting grandfatherly smile as I am a few yards from his cabin. The cabin is made out of whole logs that whoever made it did not remove the bark from them. These logs fit together like a nice glove would fit a hand made for it, but it is not like it is a box of chocolates. Let us just say that it fit among the other trees and it feels good to look at it. I approach the old man with caution as I am not sure what he is up to, but I just can not understand why someone would be living in the Enchanted Forest. Jentus never told me that it was possible to live in it. Maybe this is the guy who disappeared and now lives in the forest? Not used to being in the presence of someone that looked so old, I am nervous. He is so old looking that he might have had more hair in his ears and nose than on the top of his head. 

Not that he is bald, just that his hair is short for the most part, and what most call blue hair or arctic blonde is the colour of his hair. Personally I do not know why people called old people that it just happens that they do and who am I to change that. Slowly I approach the old man and sit at a distance from him on the porch step. In my opinion he just smiles too much. Why is he so happy to see me? I do not know the answer and figure that I probably never will. He looks into my eyes and I feel strange so turn my head, but the feeling does not go away. It is like he is probing inside my head. 

After a while he speaks, “You are not living your potential my child. Life could end any minute, yet you continue to live a lie. Why is this so? What purpose do you have for living a lie? There is no purpose to live a lie. Or is it that you do not really know what the truth is? Even so, it is still living a lie. I have lived many eons, my child, and in that time I have never come across someone who would accept a lie for the truth, until now. Face the truth, Alexandra, and start living a true life.”

No one ever talked to me like this. At this point I am a three hundred and seventy two year old or so Dochani woman that has been living in this forest for about ten years. I know that those years are probably false, but that is what it is at this point. Never before has anyone ever considered that I am living a lie and now it has been said. How will I be able to reply to this? How will I be able to discuss something with someone that I do not know? Sure he seems like a nice and sweet old man to me, but is he? For him to make a statement like, ‘Face the truth Alexandra and start living a true life’, he has to know something about me. Does he not? Or can I be read like an open book? 

I have to speak these concerns and speak I do, “What do you mean I am living a false life? How do you know that my name is Alexandra? Why do you always smile at me? What are you doing here? Who are you?”

The old man paused for a moment and then spoke, “I have lived here for some time. To the L’art’o, this is the Enchanted Forest. My dear this is really a gateway and you are really no longer in the Enchanted Forest. The Enchanted Forest is not that large. Depending on what day you enter it, it can take you anywhere from one year to thirty years to reach the edge and pass through the gateway. You passed through the gateway about three years after you entered the enchanted forest. Unfortunately, the gateway is very fickle and not likely to take you to the same place that you have entered it from. Personally, I do not know why you would want to go back. Anyway time passes here normally, which means you are now three hundred and seventy nine.”

He paused for a second to smoke his pipe, by the smell it is some sort of tobacco or at least that is what I think it is. “If you were to go back to the planet Sevle, everything, and everyone would be seven years older. Right now you are on the planet, Dochani Zeta. This is the place of your mother’s birth. It is unfortunate that she had died giving birth to you. After she had died, your egg was placed in the earth to be later dug up. A lot of documents were lost that would have given proper instructions for raising you. This included your proper name, and training that you were to go through. I am Genshen, your father, and I am very happy that you are alive. I must teach you what you must know from me, as you may realize that you have your mother’s knowledge and her power will come in time. Your real name is Alexandra, as you know from when you were hatched. We have to hurry because you will soon come into your mother’s powers.”

Genshen looked worried for a split second, but I am sure as the look was there and then it was gone so fast that it is hard for me to tell if I saw what I saw. “Because you happened to be the last of her children, as is always with us Dochani, her powers get transferred to you. This means that you will gain her memories and all that she was and ever would be. But with Dochani, we live longer and maturity may take many eons to come about.”

Genshen and I talk for a long time. My father telling me about the way my mother enjoyed and celebrated life. My mother was a very vibrant woman and in many ways I resembled my mother. I  learn that my father is more than sixty five thousand years old and that my mother was his three hundred and eighty second wife. Tomorrow will bring another day, and it will be the beginning of my three hundred years of Dochani training.
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CHAPTER THREE: MAGE

EPISODE 3
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I do not know what to make of things as I am here on my mother’s home world, and most of all I am with my father. The training that he is putting me through is almost impossible to get through. Jentus’ training routines were nothing compared to these. First the training is instructional and informational. I wracked my brains on trigonometry and geometry. It is all about the angles and the spacial economics of magic. Hours and hours of mathematical computations my dad makes me go through until it is second nature to me. Logical constructs are gone over in detail as well as symbolic logic and geological constants within planets and the universe. I find it rather complicated, but my father said that it is necessary.

He instructs me in this stuff until my brain feels fried and then keeps going. My head hurts from all of the information that my father is giving me to put in my head. Information overload is what I feel in my brain and a few years of this gives me nose bleeds. It might have been longer than a few years as it is hard to tell sometimes how long it actually is taking when I am deep into the studying of things, and I don’t notice the time going by. I am throwing up most of the first three years and my head feels like it is going to explode for the first seventy two years of this training, but I continue to train and be trained by my father. My father says that this training should have been done quite a long time ago. If done then, it would have been easier on me and progress would have been smoother. 

As it is we barely have any progress at all for the first one hundred and fifty years and not much more in these last one hundred and fifty years of training. My father is very frustrated and wants to help me in my transition to coming into my inheritance, but I know that his patience is growing thin. His concern for me when the inheritance of power from my ancestors concerns me. I am not the daughter that he has wished me to be as a last born of my mother he believes that I should be better than I am. Genshen gives me nice gifts on each of my birthdays in the last three hundred years, but I know that he does this reluctantly. This day is the second day after my six hundred and seventy ninth birthday and my final test is this day, before I am to graduate from my training with my father. 

It is like any other day except I am very sick. I know that this is normal at this time of the month, but I do not want to disappoint my father so I soldier on. Today will be the end of my three hundred years of Dochani training. In the past three hundred years I learned many things, but I have not mastered any of them. Keeping up with my hand to hand combat training and weapons training is hard, but it seems to be the only things that I almost mastered during the last three hundred years. Genshen seems to be adept at everything while I, being his daughter, is inept at learning what he wants to teach me. The only things that seemed to stick when he taught it is teleportation, a simple light, a simple shield, and a simple fireball. 

Everything else that Genshen tried to train me in seemed to fail or harm myself. Today I am to have a combat simulation against my father. He hoped that this would bring out the natural ability in me that has been laying dormant for far too long in me. I did nothing yesterday in preparation for today’s combat and most of the day is spent in meditation as per the instructions of my father. Wearing only my apprentice robes that are tied at my waist with a cotton belt wrapped around my tiny waist three times and knotted the same way one ties a belt for most styles of martial arts, I am almost ready. My robe has a quilted appearance to it and is made out of a heavy enough material to fend off the average blow from my opponents. Red is the colour of the apprentice robe and it is always too hot to wear anything beneath the robe. 

My waist length black, with red highlights overshadowing the black, hair is tied back with a red ribbon making a long braid. The ribbon intertwined with the whole length of my hair and a white kerchief speckled with various geometric shapes of different colours folded in half is wrapped over the top of my head to keep the hair out of my face. His robe is a pitch-black colour as is customary for a master of the Dochani art and the cloth belt is tied the same way as mine except the robe has legs instead of a skirt style even though he is not wearing a sword. Genshen's hair is short and cut close to the scalp. We face each other and the combat began. Genshen put up his shield that did not allow things to come in contact with him, but allowed him to send things through it. 

I followed his lead, but my shield does not allow me to fire anything upon him while it is up. Even if I see the flows of energy that he used to create his own shield, I can not duplicate it. It is not because I do not know how to do it, but because I do not have enough karma, as my father had termed it, to perform a task such as this. My shield will have to do even though turning it off and on at the right times could prove to be difficult, if not impossible. A white glow envelopes Genshen’s hands as he raises them above his head. The glow grows and slowly begins to encase his entire body and then suddenly gathers back to his hands to form a sapphire blue sphere that waves back and forth, licking and crackling the air like a bonfire being pummeled by a light wind. 

Genshen twirls the sphere in his left hand and tosses it in my direction like a discus thrower. Before the ball of blue fire reaches its intended target, Genshen is preparing another and another blue ball of fire. Two more blue balls of fire are sent in my direction before the first has time to reach me. All of the training in this world or in any world can not help me at this point and my instincts are my only refuge. I strengthen my shield as much as my karma will allow, even though this can turn out to be a fatal mistake and leave me defenseless against my father’s seemingly limitless karma. My father told me that there are many ways to augment my karma, but it is something that he will not teach me because it will mean that he will be teaching me to rely on the unpredictable. 

Relying on the unpredictable can mean the end of a life. I am not sure that my father uses any of these unpredictable sources of karma or knows how to use them. During my training I always feel that my father is about to teach me something and then changes his mind at the last second. It is like he chose what I should know instead of teaching me everything that he knows. Almost like his training is tainted to one side from too much bias over the years and too much heartache experienced by my father. What happens though is the opposite of what is meant to be achieved. Denial only brings me to want something more, instead of just showing the negatives so that I can learn of what can happen. It is a major failing of many societies not teaching the young all that they need to know. Eventually knowledge that is needed won’t be there in the next generation. 

It is the not knowing about something that can get me hurt, or killed even. Something that is very unfortunate for me, especially since I use up all of my available karma. Available karma is deemed as local karma and my father deemed unavailable karma as external karma. Local karma is predictable and external karma is unpredictable. I feel the threads of my shield shimmer and then tear apart and my mind reel with pain as I feel the fabrics of my power being twisted to the breaking point. My body is seared with fire, my mind is absent of any thought or memory of what might have been or what might be and my power shimmers and dims from lack of karma to fuel the hunger within me. The sinewy threads of my power almost die and fall apart but find instinct, my instincts. The instincts of soul can be very powerful and thus, this is the reason that I will survive and my father’s hopes of me reaching my potential being fulfilled. 

Threads of power, guided by my instincts, find what is needed like a plant spreading out its roots to find water. I become linked to the earth, water, air, and fire at the core of the planet and I am fueled by it. All of these changes take place within a few seconds and the last two balls of blue fire are absorbed into my newly formed shield, which adds to my already greatly expanded karma. It is the first time that I feel alive in all of my life. Somehow I know that my father knows of my change. The flows of his shield change and I know that he strengthens it in anticipation of my attack. My body begins to glow a dark crimson as I wave my hand in my father’s direction. Three red fiery balls visualize halfway between me and my father. My father sends three identical balls of fire, except for their colour, which is blue, to meet mine. I see a look of surprise on my father’s face as my own red fireballs absorb his fireballs.

*
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KARMA

Genshen’s shield was not enough to stop him from being pummeled by my balls of fire. The glow around him ceased and he lay motionless on the ground after being flung backwards a few hundred feet. Saddened by the sudden turn of events, I let go of my emotions. Tears rolled down my face and my sadness darkened my eyes. I crouch by my father and run my fingers through his hair pulling him in close to me. After so many years without a father, to find out that I in fact have one, and now I have no father once again.

“Nooooo!” I scream, while the tears continue to flow down my face. I search in my mind for a place that holds pleasant memories and find only one. The one place can be a refuge for me in my recovery from the death of my real father. It is unfortunate that the place is not here, and not even on the Sevle planet, but is on a different planet that I spent several months on long ago. I feel that I need to go to this refuge, this place that smells of lilies where the water is fresh and I can get some peace. It is by accident that I arrive at this place before, when I was a mere three hundred and fifty odd years old, which was well over three hundred years ago. I wonder if my teleportation skills are good enough to transport me there, since I got there by chance before. 

My father did not have a chance to instruct me in the specifics of how to teleport to another world and I am not sure how to do it. I know how to perform normal teleportation, which is done with a location that is familiar to me. Thus I begin my process for achieving focus of a location. Remembering something that happened when I was very young will prove to be difficult, but not impossible. Countless hours are spent into the darkness of night in my meditation for capturing the memory. The memory is of a shore I reached after swimming fifteen long years in a pond with only water and lily pads as sustenance. That is the memory I need for me to teleport into that world that I hope will bring me peace. Energy flows through my body. I begin the teleportation process and before I finish I sprawl backwards onto the ground, unconscious.

* 
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I SHAKE THE DIZZINESS out of my brain that is keeping me from getting up. My daughter is gone and I do not know what happened and despite my efforts to see where my daughter is, I can not see her. Instinct and a deep sense of foreboding tells me that she is running her fingers through my hair, but I do not know why I feel that. It is strange to feel something like that when she is nowhere in sight. This disappearance of my daughter worries me. Then it dawns on me that she might think me dead. I dare not try to sense her power signature because something as natural as automatically sensing my own power signature is not there. 

Out of all of the eons that my power was with me I do not understand that I would lose it when I need it most. I know that my karma is wounded, which is probably the reason that I have no sense of power. Alexandra, somehow I do not know, wounded me beyond my knowing. At least I have my senses back and most of my bodily functions are returning, including my urge to vomit every so often. It is not the smell of vomit or the forest that makes me do so, but the smell of power. Raw power is what injured my karma and that is what my daughter used. My lungs burn with every breath that I take until I realize what has made me so sick. The raw power that my daughter used was laced with silver and now the only thing left in the air from the raw power being used is the silver. 

I am alive because there is only a trace, but it is enough to stop my power. Crawling to a safe place is difficult, but I am able to barely manage it. Almost dying on the way a few times and almost giving up many more times, but I do finally make it. I can now sense my power signature, at least most of it. My daughter’s power signature changed so I can not sense it. One thing I do sense is a teleportation request, but I can not tell if it was successful. My karma will need a lot of dedication and work to be recovered at least to half of what it was. Sleep will be my best medicine. Fatigue takes over and I fall asleep.

*
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ASSASSIN

Dazed I shook my head from side to side to clear my mind of the clouds that I feel are keeping me from thinking properly, having paws does not help me much and only confuses me more. Is this a dream or is this real, I am not really sure at this very moment. After a very long time I am running through the forest with the wind passing over my thick course hair that extends all over my entire body. At first I am thirsty and smell water far off to my left. Judging by the amount of moisture I feel on my nose it has to be a lake, a fresh water lake. Darting towards it I feel my powerful hind legs burn with the force of my run. Tire, I will not. Sense and feel this I can. The moon is high in the sky above the trees and I race it to the lake, howling on the way. Fun and free, without the hurt I feel in my humanoid form. Lapping up the water in the lake, I can see my reflection. 

I have to be ten feet tall at the shoulder, covered in course hair from head to tail, black as the night sky. Crystal blue eyes are deep set in my face with a long snout protruding from the lower part of my face. The nails on my padded paws look sharper and larger than the grizzly bears that I saw in the books that I read in the town, Bannian. Between fifteen hundred and ten thousand pounds I consider myself to weigh in this form, but with all the hair and the fact I am light on my feet it is hard to tell how much I really weighed in this form. After drinking my fill, I feel hungry. Everything in this form is very vivid and exhilarating.  Things taste different to me, like I never tasted anything at all before. My hunger is beyond anything that I ever experienced in my life. I feel very magical, but unsatisfied. Hunger is the only thing not satisfied and I am so hungry that it is making me feel crazy and anxious. 

Gnashing at the teeth is what is happening and my snarl can be heard from a great distance. Pee from frightened animals and people are smelt on the wind as their fear got the better of them. This sent me into a slavering rage that just makes me hungrier. I feed on the many animals that are no match for my hunting prowess. My teeth rip them apart and it is so good to eat when I am so hungry. Oh the taste is so good and ends so quickly that I am left with wanting more. I practically swallow them whole. Bones, fur, and clothing. It all does not seem to matter to me. I eat whatever is too close to my mouth. Blood drips from my teeth as a strange energy flows through my body and darkness is all about me. 

Something appears before me and speaks to me, “You have awoken to the animal within. It has been a long time since someone was able to truly be trained as the assassin. It is obviously not a L’art’o trait. Truly I tell you that you will come to like the wolf, but others will not like it much if at all. I can teach you how to control it, but for these people and animals it is far too late for all of them. Either they are dead or they will become a beast and eventually lose themselves in the beast. This is what you see when you are a beast, it is the beast world which some call Sanhedrin. In a lot of cases we are just in the beast world, but that is not today. Today we are in the beast world, but are interacting with the outside world. In your case you ate some people and some livestock. It happens that the coyotes sometimes take the blame for us in this universe and other universes. Right now you kill the innocent by accident. I know when you come to the real world you will try to justify killing the people that you have killed because of what they have done, but in the long run more innocents are killed and eaten than the guilty.”

I see him as a wolf or a Dochani I am not sure, but he keeps talking to me. “As a wolf you have fur but you are naked, just like all animals are naked. What happens to you here will manifest itself for you when you are yourself. Technically you are always yourself, but right now you believe and reason it out that this wolf is not you and that means that you believe that you are not guilty for what the wolf does. It is still you regardless of how you decide to deal with it. Before you took the ceremonial pipe the L’art’o told you about another Dochani thousands and thousands of years ago that smoked the pipe and ended up killing half the tribe. Well that was me, I am really old you see. Before they had captured me, tortured me and ate half my body I was more than six hundred thousand years old.  Your snarl says that you do not believe me. There are some that have lived longer than that and none of us know why.”

A six hundred thousand year old Dochani, or creature and so being nearly seven hundred and I think that I am old, but am a baby to this guy. Why I am able to be a wolf at such a young age? “Personally I do not understand why I am still alive even if it is within the space between worlds. Probably what they have told you is that the dots that they put on you are for slave, hunter, and assassin. Let me guess they handled the slave and hunter, but neglected to speak of or train you in assassin. Yeah, that kind of thing is really out of their jurisdiction. It takes someone or something like you or I to train someone to be an assassin. Not everyone can do this type of thing and all that do have to be called to this plane. Time and space have no real meaning for me, thus I can be anywhere in the universe or universes.”

He got all serious so I knew the assassin lessons are about to begin for me and so I listened very intently to him. “Now for some lessons on being an assassin. It is all about being not seen. Kind of hard when we are wolves over ten feet high at the shoulder. The beauty of us doing the assassination though is that everyone will look at it as though animals did the crime and not bipedal type beings. From time to time I will pop in and teach you something new. The more you become the wolf, the stronger the wolf will get. Must eat people though as their blood activates you. I tried to get away from the blood use, but I just could not. The best way to learn how to do the assassin bit is to observe and accompany me on assassinations. I have a few contracts across the universe and you will accompany me.”

I know he fancies me in a way, but as a wolf to a wolf fancying and I do not think that I can stop him as a wolf. It is like I found my mate and there is no one else in this multiverse right now but the two of us. “Just have to give you a warning that it is very exhilarating and is not suppose to be done as male and female. We are animals in this form and things could happen. Before we embark on this journey you must agree that whatever happens between us you won’t think that I violated you. Two wolves becoming excited from a case and that would be all. It is my duty to warn you that it would be carnal, and not really anything to do with whether you like me, or I like you. Whatever happens to you as a wolf, sometimes will happen to you physically but losing virginity as a wolf won’t make you lose virginity as a humanoid. Well most likely it won’t as I am male and not female so don’t really know if what I say be true or not. Let us travel together and work on a few of my contracts.”

He stopped talking and we walked along each other, and then we are somewhere else. I am not sure what world we are on, but he urged me to enter the building and jump in the elevator. It is raining so our muddy paws make a mess of the place. A bunch of wolves go into the building, and a contract we go to do. We go up to the twenty first floor and wait for the door to open. He heads left so I follow him and he slows down long enough for me to catch up behind him. I look up to the number on the door, it is two one zero zero. The wolf training me told me to go in and kill only the woman inside. With my right front paw I ripped the door off the hinges and threw it over my shoulder to have it smash against the wall behind me. 

The occupants are now alerted to the open doorway. The woman is my only target, but there is a six foot tall man that will give me trouble. Right now they are afraid and the man pees himself so I take the opportunity and leap onto the woman. I tare into her with my teeth and shred her to pieces, I taste bits of her flesh. The man got the strength to go and get a gun and shoots at me. I am not to kill him and run out of the room. Bullets rip through my flesh, bullets where am I? Why bullets, arrows I would understand, but a gun and bullets. The information is there for me and I know what bullets are and they hurt so much. My blood trails all the way to the elevator and we both went down to the first floor. Red paw prints track from the target's room to the elevator and from the elevator through the front broken window and stop at the middle of the road where I and my mentor just up and vanish to another target. 

This is a house in the Victorian style and we are at the front porch. Blood still drips from my body from various places, but I am told to go in and kill the three young men that would be watching the television. I don’t even know what a television is and am also told not to use the door but the window. What window to use? I see it to the left of the door, it will be a great leap and charge through the window but I get a run going and leap up the twenty foot high window sill, and crash through the window. Glass and wood shatter everywhere inside the room. I bite down on the first guy and take his head. Biting down the fluids in his head drip down my jaw line and mat my fur. 

Fear from the other two is so strong that fear is all that I smell in the room. One has a double barreled shotgun that is unloaded into my face if you can consider a wolf having a face. Standing up like a werewolf although I am just a wolf and not sure where the humanoid wolf is coming from I fling the gunman at the wall. He partially went through it so I thought that he had been killed, but I will have to check on him later. The last one is behind the couch, after ripping the couch in half and throwing both sides to the left, and right I bite into his chest. I went and ate the other guy that is inside the wall. As I am leaving the room out through the window I notice that blood is everywhere and my blood is dripping on the floor from my various gunshot wounds. My blood is trailed all the way outside, and onto the road. I should feel weak but I do not feel weak at all.

He shows me how to open a gland up in my throat. A bubble comes out and it gets bigger and bigger until it is big enough for us to leap through. This is the way to travel to other worlds as a wolf and carry out contracts. The contract is felt in our blood and we are given them from some unknown source. If you do not do the contracts that you are given you might not get any more contracts. My mentor tells me that some assassins are killed for not doing the contracts, but it does not matter when you do the contract as the timing is correct with each kill or assassination. Two  contracts are done and more are to come. I have to do four more contracts with my mentor in tow making sure that I do the contracts to the letter. He assures me that each contract is on a different world. 

There is absolutely no way for anyone to solve the case that will be created from the murders that I do. They are murders and not just a self defense situation. Something stirred within me each and every time that I completed a contract.  More of my blood is spilled and left at the scene of my crimes. Never staying long enough to see whether there is a witness or not I will never know what kind of data will be collected. For some strange feeling I feel that someone ultimately is watching, but I know not where they are watching from. They know me, but I know not of them. What type of creature can watch a creature like me, and know what they are seeing? It is truly a galactic age where nowhere within the space of the universe or universes is untouchable. It makes me wonder if they could see the one that is with me and I don’t think anyone can see him. A great man once was he and more so the enigma now as he is ancient beyond the telling of any old story. 

Brave wolf he remains and now that my training is done I must do my first contract. My contract is a young man in a mansion and I am to make it look like an accident. I am not really sure how that will work as a wolf, but I will have to see. Blood is still leaking from my previous wounds and I walk around the house and see the natural gas intake. One swipe with my paw and I break it open exposing the natural gas, another swipe and bang. Blackness is all I see and I pass out from the pain of the explosion. Consciousness is what I end up losing. Pain and blackness take me to oblivion and back. I am sent out of the wolf and back to myself.

*
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AFTERMATH

“Alexandra is that you? Something terrible happened in the tribe. I was away and came back to find no one left alive and the scavenger beetles were having a feast upon the corpses of the tribesmen and women. The savage beast could not be found either. You were somewhere I don’t know for quite some time as I am a descendant of someone you don’t know, the calamity happened not too long ago though and you have been asleep for about two months since I found you. It was strange to find blood on your teeth and some of my tribesmen’s flesh was embedded in your clothes. I am frightened and that is why I have put shackles on your feet and a rope around your neck. Now that you are finally awake I do need answers and I need you to pay for what you have done to my tribe. My name is Jantes, I was an acolyte, but I am the shaman now that there is no one else.”

I look at the one member of the L’art’o tribe left and feel disgust by his pertinence, “You are an idiot, and I think that you know that already. Maybe time has gone by enough that you and your tribe had time to erase what had happened over three hundred years ago, but I still remember. Is it not quaint that you know my name, but not the details of my incarceration here? Seriously it has been over three hundred years, enough time for your people to make up a bunch of things. Who really cares if I ate your people? Are you not cannibals, and you eat people?” I am clearly upset about this, and if I was not shackled and tied up I would have done something to this creature named Jantes.

*
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DEVOURER

A while later I free myself from my bonds, and look around to find that the forest is on fire. I do not know what is happening and can only think of being free from the inferno that is raining down upon the land. Beastly growls can be heard and all that I can think about is my nightmare of the larger than life creature that chased me for years and years. Something is out there and it is getting closer to me. It is following my movements and I can only hear it moving toward me. Fear coursed through my veins as hot breath touches my neck and my blood pressure and heart rate rises. My heart pounds in my ears and my feet falter spilling me onto the ground face first. The beyond huge beast stoops down to grab me in its talons.
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