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Chapter 1

Oden Past World: Airus
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The sun hits the dirt like glitter on the ground and bugs in the grass chirp as I wait behind my favorite tree. The feel of my sword in my webbed hand as I wait is familiar, like a friend I have known forever even though I am just a boy. I am ready for her. I am going to scare her. She will see and will have to give in and let me win.

I peek around the tree to see where she is. She was in the park not long before. I glance at the nearby workers, building the boardwalk. She wouldn't go there.

“Ha! There you are.” She bounds for me and I spin away from the tree. Her wooden sword crashes into the bark of the trunk, knocking off a piece. I dodge, duck and bound away from her attempts to catch me. She is good. I will never tell her, but I am better.

She lounges while screaming, “How come you are not taking a bound at me?”

“Because I am quick.”

“Ha! That's no excuse. It's probably because I am not giving you the chance.” She swings with her little girl arms and I dodge away again and giggle at her efforts. She is trying so hard, but I am better than her. I will always be. She doesn't like that I am laughing now and raises her effort. She is faster and stronger, and I decide to give her what she wants and swing my sword to combat hers. They clank together and she roars in excitement, with the hair on her half-shaved head whipping in the air as she meets my efforts.

I growl back and she smiles, now she is dodging and spinning out of the way while I give her my focus. When she gets the chance, she lunges at me. She is good but I got her with a jab to the shoulder. She glances down at the spot where my wooden sword is touching her tanned skin.

She sighs in defeat, “Oden, how did you do that?”

I store my sword in my handmade belt and reply, “I'm better than you.”
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Chapter 2

Taylan Present World: Airus
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I gather mom, Ashlea, and Saydira to the table in the kitchen of the main house. Little Sid is out riding one of the horses and it's probably a good thing because young ears often hear things that aren't intended for them. Jodis is given a welcome but confused greeting from my sisters and Mom and I decide that it is best that I take a back seat and let my older sister Saydira and Mom lead the discussion.

My mom, Nafeeza starts, “Jodis don't take this the wrong way, but I don't think any of us understand your cause for being here and why you are alarmed?”

Jodis swallows slowly. I see her slender neck complete the motion. She explains, “I get it. You know that I served your imposter King Wolfrim, and I knew he had his own agenda, but I never thought so much death would happen that day. I didn't think it would happen like that.” Jodis pauses to gather her thoughts as though she is pondering how to form her next sentences. She gages our reactions with her large brown eyes and continues, “You know that I took no sides, I have a great love and friendship with Rosaleen, and I also had an obligation to serve my king. He wasn't evil like you all said he was.” She runs a slender hand nervously through her wavy long hair.

My mother replies, “My family never knew him like you did, but Jodis none of us understand. You traveled all this way after he is dead for what?”

Jodis already looks defeated before she even answers and knowing how she is, a very mysterious woman, I am not sure if she is acting to convince us that she is feeling this way or if she really is this way? “I, I, I used to be sure of myself, confident and proud of where I lived and who I served. I played hard and loved passionately and now I have no king and a friend who is blinded by lies.” Jodis turns to leave, walking to the door. Saydira follows her down the hall, catching up to her and touches her shoulder. Jodis turns around.

Saydira says, “Please, it's not that we are against you or don't want to hear what you have to say we are just trying to understand.” Saydira reaches for her hand and continues, “Please, we want to know and don't take our questioning and lack of understanding as an insult.”

Jodis’s sun kissed skin flushes. She seems angered, because of what I am not sure. She speaks quickly, saying, “Newlyn has everyone fooled even her daughter.” She exits, slamming the door. Saydira is left in the doorway not knowing what to do.

Mom calls out, “Let her cool off.” Saydira is a little uneasy and returns to the kitchen. Mom continues, “There was nothing more any of us could have done. She's upset.”

Ashlea pipes in, “Sid has been out for a while Saydira. Let's go see where that little rascal ended up?” Ashlea leads the way, Saydira follows and then it's just Mom and me in the house.

“Mom, everyone lies, and they all seem to know it. I don't understand why Jodis is emotional. The imposter had dark secrets and so did Rosaleen, and I am not surprised if Newlyn was also keeping some dark lie.” Mom leans over the kitchen counter deep in thought saying nothing and I take the opportunity and continue, “Izavelle even warned me once that things are not always what it seems.” My blue eyes meet her green eyes.

Mom explains, “We are not in any danger as long as we continue our duties. There is no reason why we need to tickle Jodis' ideas. Maybe once a little time has passed and she has a moment to cool off we can approach and talk some reason into her. Whatever is eating her up it's too late to reconcile. Her lover is dead.”

“Yes, I get that; I'll go with the other two, to look for Sid.” I leave my mom in the kitchen and exit the front of the house knowing that I should go help the others and look for Sid. Jodis is nowhere to be seen. I decide to walk to the barn, that's likely where Sid would be after a ride. The barn is empty when I arrive. The other horses are still out to pasture. There is only the light warm breeze coming from the fields that occupy the barn. Sid should be back by now. Saydira and Ashlea must be on their way to collect the horses. That's where I'll go next.

I walk down the path that leads to the pasture. My sisters are walking towards me, each leading a horse.

Ashlea hollers, “Did you find him?”

“No”

As we meet Saydira explains, “We are going to saddle up and keep looking. You want to come?”

“Yes, I'll get another two horses and maybe Mom will join us.” By the time I walk back to the barn Ashlea and Saydira’s horses are already equipped and they are just about to lead them out. I tell them, “Go on ahead, you're taking the regular trail route, right?”

Saydira answers, “Yes”

“Okay, then I will start on the other end of the trail and meet you in the middle.”

Saydira nods and replies, “Okay Taylan see you soon.” The two of them mount their horses and walk towards the open gate leading to the fields. I lead a pair of horses out front to the house after saddling them, one of them is Sitrus’s black horse. Mom is waiting on the porch.

“Would you like to join me to help look?” I ask.

She shakes her head saying, “No go ahead, I will wait here and keep an eye open in case he makes his way back on his own.”

I am about to lead the extra horse to the barn when a voice murmurs, “I would like to join you if you don't mind?” It is Jodis and I feel some relief in the fact that she seems to have cooled off from earlier.

I answer, “I could use the company and would be happy if you came.” She mounts the horse, getting into the saddle and we walk along the parameter of the property around the water and after around tree line. The discussion is all search related between the two of us but eventually fades into something else by Jodis' doing.

“I know you don't take my information seriously but know that there will be things to come from this.”

My soft angled brows furrow as I reply, “Jodis why would you say something like that? You know that we care for you, but you must also understand the situation my family is in. We are the keepers of this property and work for Rosaleen and Newlyn.” I glance at her heart shaped face for a reaction, a response, anything.

Jodis shifts her weight in the saddle before answering, “You know that I love Queen Rosaleen, but she is in bad company.”

I remember what she said earlier and confirm, “The imposter was truly Rosaleen's father?”

“Precisely” She assures.

“Jodis I am not trying to upset you, but why do we need to know this, and what is it that you want us to do?”

She looks at me, “Taylan, go back to that day when the imposture was murdered and when Sitrus died.” She stops and there is a moment of silence. I feel the need to fill the void. Jodis says things and sometimes the silence she creates feels uncomfortable.

“Yes, Jodis I am there and remember what happened.”

She says, “Others know the truth.” I don't answer. What the hell, how could anyone else know the truth? My family would not have said anything, none of us would have. She is waiting for me to ask and I give into this game or whatever you want to call it.

“How do others know Jodis?”

“I am not sure. I know that they know and that is why I came. You are in danger.”

I shake my head in disbelief, “I think you are overreacting.”

She shakes her head, uttering, “You will see, others know.”

I am not sure how to get anything more from her. Jodis holds mystery and I can't tell, but the only thing I can think of is she may be holding back to some sort of fear that she wishes for it not to be known that she was the one who tipped my family off? I have no clue. All I know is this conversation is going in circles, it has been ever since she first arrived at the house and maybe in time I will understand. We ride along the dirt trails. There are no signs of Sid and we eventually meet up with Saydira and Ashlea on the path that heads into town.

Saydira hollers, “No luck, how about you?” She is referring to finding Sid.

I answer, “Nothing, not even a trace.”

The group comes together, and everyone brings their horse to a halt. The next option is to look in town. It's a possibility that he journeyed there but it's not characteristic of him to go without giving the heads up since it is a bit of a journey.

Saydira says what everyone else is thinking, “We should take a look in town.” We give our horses a bit of a break and have them go at a walking pace to our destination. We are passed the forest at this point on a path and in the open fields with the ocean at our left and the town up ahead. The large cats and the dire wolves have retreated up into the mountains because the schools of migratory fish have moved on and they are no longer washing up on the rocks. It makes the trip a little duller and the field seems to be a little less lively, quieter with its reliable light breeze blowing in off the ocean. The town grows larger as we approach. I can't put my finger on it, but it feels different, maybe it's that there is less activity in the fields or the fact that Sid has not turned up in our search. Yes, that's it, it is not like Sid to be gone for so long and not to say if his plans were outside of his regular routine. We approach the first buildings of the town, coming up to that solar bike shop that not so long-ago Rosaleen and I had visited.

We walk by, on horseback. I glance over at that blue canopy, but I don't see the shopkeeper or any activity inside. We continue passing other shops. I say, “This isn't right.” I look over to Jodis and ask, “What is going on?”

Jodis has a solemn expression to her, “I was afraid of this.”

“Jodis enough with the games, what has happened here?”

Jodis snaps back at me, “You think I am playing games? You will see that I am not, I don't know what has happened here.”

I don't believe her, Ashlea and Saydira are clearly confused and concerned; the town has never been this quiet. We continue to walk down the road which has since changed to cobblestone and the echoes of our horses' hooves clip-clopping on the stones as we continue. The horses know better than us; they all stop, sensing something ahead, ears perked forward and a few nervous snorts from their large round nostrils.

Ashlea speaks abruptly, “We need to turn around!” No one objects to her plea that echoes from building to building and the horses seem happy and more than willing to make haste for home. The horses want to run but we hold them back with the reins at a brisk walk. Back down the street we go in the direction that we had come in. We are met with soldiers.
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Chapter 3

Kyle Present World: Earth
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It was one of my better days. I'm not saying that because it is Saturday all I'm saying is that nothing went wrong, and I was able to do everything that I wanted. I have been clearing out a lot of stuff around the house, like furniture in the spare rooms, junk collected over time from house projects over the years and books that I will never read. I posted a bunch of items online and the last of them sold earlier today which is great. It's less stuff to have to worry about and more money in my pocket.

I take a seat on the couch. Smarty has been following me around all day and jumps up only to lie down next to me. As much as I wasn't in the mood for the dog's shenanigans, I must give it to him that he is a persistent little pooch. Despite me ignoring him, he followed with his little white teddy bear in his mouth just waiting and hoping I would toss it for him. He would drop it at my feet whenever I stopped to do something or when I would move around the house he would run in front and drop it in my path in hopes that I would kick it for him. I did a couple of times just to get him to give me a break for a few moments.

It feels good to sit and sink into the leather. I check my phone for messages. No one has sent me anything. I'm not one for checking out the social media feeds honestly, they annoy me. I have them to keep in touch with the family for if they need to reach me. I don't really understand the hype with all the selfies and motivational posts or the announcements where people put out all their personal information only to open themselves up to let people judge them. I don't get it and my sister is always asking me why I didn't like her posts and every time I tell her it is because I don't look at the feed. She just doesn't get it. I tell her that I don't get it. What's so interesting in reading about other people's lives.

I put my phone down and pick up the remote, pressing the buttons, surfing the channels and find a comedy to watch. I half watch and half play a game of pool on my smartphone. The T. V. is on more for the background noise than anything. Without it, the house is quiet. It has been just over a year since the car accident and losing Robin.

I miss her. I miss her just as much as the day I found out. The only difference now is that I have come to terms with it that she won't be waking up next to me. We won't talk, laugh, fight or make love ever again. We take for granted those moments we share. You only realize that once it's gone, at least I have. I would give anything just to have her here for a few minutes.

Her personality was like no other. She was always funny. A natural at it but more of an indirect funny. Robin would always just do things or say things without thinking and that was what was endearing. She never forced it. She was just a silly person. I miss her. She had always wanted children and was ready. We had talked about it, but we agreed to wait a little longer. It was because we wanted to make sure that our careers were stable.

Funny how that stuff now looking back was the least of our worries. We could have made things work. If I had said yes let's do this, today I may have had a piece of her with me here. Being responsible for another, having value and unconditional love from someone that we made together. I regret missing out on starting a family and hate the fact that those what-ifs often come to mind.

Friends have started to mention getting back into the game. They aren't pushy about it. It's in people's nature to want to help and even though I haven't acted on the suggestion it doesn't mean that I don't want to, or should I say I don't want to not want to. It doesn't feel right just yet. I guess that means that I don't want to at least not right now. I'm not sure when. Maybe a week. Maybe another month or year, I don't know. People at work say that online dating works. I know they are giving me hints to be open and give it a try. I don't know though. When is enough time?

I don't remember what it's like to date anymore. I'm not interested in putting myself out there and making the effort. All this online dating stuff just seems forced that honestly it just seems so fake. The women online look like they are trying too hard with the hair, makeup, fake brows, even those angled pictures aren't fooling anyone on their weight, not that there is a problem with having a few extra pounds. It's so much noise and fakes.

Maybe if I'm judging the process of online dating perhaps, I should take it as a sign that maybe my heart is opening to the possibility of finding another. Maybe that's a sign of me beginning to move on? I'm not going to force it and if it doesn't feel right then why even bother, it's just not me. I lost the game of online pool and decide to give my phone a rest and place it next to me on the glass coffee table. I lean back further into the recliner and decide to pay attention to the show. Smarty appreciates me petting his silky black fur as we relax together. Today was a good day and hopefully, tomorrow will be too.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 4

Taylan Present World: Airus
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Soldiers, around ten of them, appear from around the last building on the edge of town, from behind the solar bike shop. One calls out in our language saying, “Stop!” I look at my sisters and Jodis. I can see it in their eyes, and we are all in sync the horses know and go.

The soldiers are on foot and are outmatched by us as we gallop off. We all know where to go, and Mother is by herself, and hopefully, Sid may show up on his own. We need to get to her before anyone else does. We gallop all the way back to Newlyn's former home, emerging from the forest to the field that we need to cross before arriving at the walls to the home my family has been given to watch over.

Ashlea is in the lead with her horse, pulls back on her reins, causing the animal to rear up. Ashlea stays on like it is nothing and turns the horse around so that she is now facing us. We manage to stop our horses in time.” Go!” She yells and kicks her horse into a gallop through and passed us. I couldn't see what she saw, but trust that whatever it was it is best to listen. We retreat into the forest. The tension in the air is thick, the horses know, they are on edge, but we continue up a trail that is hardly used.

It is a mess with plenty of fallen brush and branches to deal with on the path. Our horses' feet make the only tracks on this trail. It has been a long time since this trail was used. Up into the mountain, we climb. The horses are still giving us their best effort and the sweat is thickening on their chest and legs, white and thick like they had been lathered up in soap.

Jodis is the first to dismount and walk her horse. She explains, “I can't push her any further with my weight and deal with this overgrowth at the same time.” She is right, the horses are starting to stumble, and the overgrowth is thick. We all hop off our animals and continue to lead them. The trail is becoming rocky and the further we move the less it looks like a trail.

Ashlea says, “I know there is a lake with a couple of cottages just over the peak. I remember seeing it a while back when Soolena and I flew around the entire island.”

A little worried, Saydira asks, “How can you be sure that this is the right trail?”

Ashlea replies, “It has to be, this is the only one that I know of that hasn't been explored.”

I ask Ashlea, “Back at Newlyn's home what was it that you saw?”

“An army, not Queen Rosaleen's; the few flags that I saw were Red and Yellow, I didn't recognize them.”

Jodis interrupts, “That is the Prince from across the sea, Prince Dainer's army.”

I blurt out, “Prince Dainer? This is the first that I have heard of this prince.”

Ashlea adds, “Does Rosaleen know who this prince is?”

Jodis answers, “She most certainly does.”

Saydira asks, “Jodis, why do you say it like that?”

Jodis smiles, “The prince has visited Thresolon before, Rosaleen knows him.”

I say to Jodis, “Neither, Rosaleen, Soolena or Izavelle has ever mentioned his name to us.”

Jodis speaks, “Why would they? After it was all said and done Rosaleen declined his proposal.”

I shrug, “I guess you have a point, but it's just if he was a threat you would think that she would at least say something.”

Jodis glances sideways, “Maybe it's not him that is the threat.”

Ashlea's instincts are right and the incline levels off and the forest opens to a lake. We stop momentarily to let the horses drink at the water's edge and cool off. In the distance at a farther end of the lake, are the two cabins, standing side by side and appear to be just off a small bay.

Saydira is studying the landscape and suggests, “I rather not continue on that trail if we don't need to, there is too much overgrowth and the insects are terrible. I think we can make it by maneuvering the shore and besides I think the horses have had enough.”

Ashlea answers, “That will be best for everyone.”

I ask, “Ashlea, besides the soldiers did you see any signs of Sid or Mom before you turned us around?”

“No, I only saw the soldiers and knew that it was all wrong.”

Jodis coaches trying to get Ashlea to recollect more, “Think about it, maybe you saw a glimpse of them? You saw everything.”

“Jodis, stop with it, I saw soldiers that is all, and they were on the shore and all over Newlyn's property. I didn't see Mom or Sid and I doubt that she was able to get out of there before they arrived.”

Nobody says anything for a moment, not even Jodis who is in the habit of saying things with such certainty. I think that even for Jodis, with whatever it is that is going on is that she knows some but not everything. There is no way of knowing these ambushers complete agenda. All we can do is hope that Mom and Sid are treated well. I know that with whatever is going on chances are that Sid ended up being scooped up in town.

The horses have finished drinking and we have washed off the buildup of sweat that accumulated from the journey off ourselves and our animals. We walk our horses towards these two cottages that are about ten minutes from us by foot. I wonder whose cottages they belong to; they don't seem to be frequented much since the journey up to them is now overgrown with vegetation. It would be nice to have some flying suits in times like these but unfortunately, we must go about this without an advantage.

The first cottage we come up to is a two-floor structure. It's a little white building with a black roof and red balcony the basement is accessible only by the outside. There is a tiny sandy beach and we decide that it's best to tie the horses to the support beams of the balcony and investigate.

Saydira says, “There are the steps to the door just over here.” She starts to walk up a small hill, through a gate and then up ten or so steps to the door of the cottage. Ashlea follows and the two of them start to look for a way in without doing too much damage to the structure by trying to force doors and windows open. I stay back with Jodis and the horses.

I ask, “Do you think we are safe here?”

Jodis contemplates, slowly stepping back and forth, as though soothing herself, arms crossed and looking everywhere else but at me, “We are not far enough away. We may be safe for a day or two but that's all I give it before we need to move on.”

“Jodis, what would you have us do?”

Her cheeks flush. She gives me a sideways glance, “If it were just me, I would journey across the ocean to the Prince's lands. I feel that those are his soldiers and they don't tend to look for people like us on their own soil.”

Frustrated, I reply, “That is not an option, we have no flying suits, the town is taken over and we have no access to the ships.”

Before Jodis replies to me, Saydira peeks over the railing, “We picked the lock.”

I answer, “That's great we will be right up.” I say to Jodis, “We can talk options with the girls in a bit.” Jodis nods and we walk up to investigate this cottage.

It's a nice little place with a living area, indoor plumbing, four tiny bedrooms, just big enough to fit a bed into each of them and it has a kitchen. The first thing we check for is food. Whoever's cottage this is they stocked their cupboards full of preserves so that is one less chore for us to do and apart from the air being a little musty it's a nice place to bunker down for a day or two to think this through and move on if we need.

I say, “This is a nice little place, it's hard to believe that these cottages are up here and in such good shape considering how long it looks to have been unoccupied.”

Ashlea says, “It was good that Soolena had taken me on those flights without that I would have never known.”

Saydira asks, “Do you think we are being followed, should we perhaps make camp in the forest before using the cottage?”

Ashlea answers, “I am sure that they didn't see us.”

I remind her, “The ones in town did.”

Ashlea shakes her head and answers, “Yes, but the only thing they know is that we headed in the direction of Newlyn's property they never caught up to us and the ones at Newlyn's home I am sure that they didn't see us.”

Jodis repeats again, “We should be safe for a day or two. When the two groups of soldiers regroup, they will realize that we are not found. They will get curious and come looking, we won't be hard to find.”

I ask, “What does everyone want to do?”

Saydira gives her opinion, “The horses need a good rest, and so do we. This place has it all.”

Ashlea chirps in, “I agree, and we could do an inventory and take some things that may be of use once we are on the move.”

I answer, “I think that's probably our best move, Jodis what are your thoughts?” She agrees to the plan with a simple nod and bow of her brown eyes.

“It is settled we stay for the night.” Ashlea continues, “Okay then, I am going to take care of the horses, get them settled for the night, Taylan could you help?”

“Sure.”

Jodis adds, “I can work on the inventory.”

Saydira leans over to Jodis and offers, “I'll help you.”

Keeping busy is good; it keeps my mind off things and besides its all work that needs to be done anyway. Ashlea and I take a walk down the steps and around the corner to where the horses are and to where the doors are to the basement. It's a walkout basement, meaning that from the water it looks like a two-floor structure, but when you walk around the back and up a hill, it is only the second floor that is above ground, and the basement is underground. Ashlea takes only a few moments to pick the lock and we are in. Off to the left there is a work bench, fully equipped with tools and to the right, there is open space for the horses.

It isn't a barn, but it’s enough room to get the horses out of sight and sheltered for the night. Ashlea's first instinct is to check out the tools, immediately she picks up a small ax, rope, there is a carving knife and a fishing tackle box, and she starts to make a small pile. I start looking for some more rope. I need to section off the right side so that the horses don't start walking around the workbench area. This cottage seems fully equipped and it's not long before I uncover the desired rope and section off this basement.

One by one I bring the horses in, remove their saddles and Ashlea joins me to help me clean them off. We find a couple of pails and fill them with lake water, it will have to do for the night and Ashlea and I take a wheelbarrow and some garden shears and cut back the cottage's lawn so that the horses have a snack for the night. It is dark by the time we get in, but we are warmly met to a wood stove burning, to heat our well-worked bodies and to serve to warm up food and take the damp feeling out of the air. Saydira and Ashlea seemed to have found the switches to power up this self-sufficient little cottage.

Ashlea looks out the balcony window that overlooks the lake, I am not sure what she is looking for because I can see that it is black out there, she says, “We are the only spot of light on this lake.” She says as though surprised.

I ask, “Were you expecting to see other cottages lit up?”

She answers with a yawn, “Um, I am not sure, we have never been alone, like this, everywhere we have been there has been at the least a neighbor, or a town or something.” She answers with a shrug.

Jodis says, “We aren't that far away.”

Ashlea agrees, “That is true.”

For the evening's entertainment or distraction, not sure which is a better word to describe it; we go over Ashlea and Saydira's inventory lists and decide what to take and leave, and then retire for the night. I settle on a top bunk in one of the tiny bedrooms. There is a small window and even with it closed, I can still hear the little waves that the wind is causing on the lake.

This is a nice little place and I don't think that I have ever seen a lake like this. The lake breeze is like the oceans, the only thing is that it is not nearly as strong, and the air is missing the salty smell that the ocean breeze brings with it. I find a comfortable spot on this foam bed, there is a slight musty smell, not like mold but that scent that's in the material when it hasn't been used in a long time, that old smell. It's not unpleasant or anything but somehow it feels comforting because it tells me the owners of this place are likely not going to arrive to find us using their cottage. Maybe I will leave a note to explain why we had to break into their cottage and use their things, it's a small island and I am sure that we do know the owners. The thought leaves me restless and I turn over to re-adjust and close my eyes for the night.
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Chapter 5

Dainer Recent Past World: Airus
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Sometimes people assume that being who I am is sheer luck, a gift or a burden depending on how you judge it or how others explain it. I acknowledge that I am in a unique position. Some assume that I must be without feeling or that I am out of touch with everything. Some believe that every choice I make is a calculated move. Some assume that I have had a sheltered life and don't know what is best. Some say I am smart; others say I am stupid. Some say I don't deserve to have the life that I do while others feel that I am a true fit. Some think I should contribute more while others think I should back off. One thing is for sure, that there is no shortage of opinions.

No matter what I choose, they will always judge my choices. The commentary never ends. It is never what people think it is and it was no different when I made my latest choice. Let me remind you that these opinions don't bother me because they have always been there, right from my earliest memories. It is my normal like the way the winds shape the desert sand into rippling waves. One day the ripples are many while other days the sand looks like a smooth surface. It's a constant cycle of change and you know it's there, but you let that thought settle into the background of your life.

Did I know her, some ask? The answer is no. I have never even met her. I have never heard her voice or seen her handwriting in a letter. I don't know if she is sweet or selfish. I don't know what her dreams are or if she has any? I know of her family, but I have never spoken to them. I know they are powerful like mine. I know that they appreciate a good alliance and I know that my family feels the same. I don't know if this was her choice to extend me an invitation or it was her parents who did. It may not have even been at her parents' suggestion, this may have been at the recommendation of one of their advisors.

The letter was received this morning and was placed on the desk in my office. I opened it and noted the crisp card paper and elegant calligraphy in black ink. Whoever wrote it is skilled. It looks like a wedding invitation and it may as well be. I have no problems with women, but I have to say that a formal invitation of this nature is the first that I have received. I stand and slowly walk around my desk that is in the center of the floor. My arms are folded around my trim torso with the letter tucked in my hand. I'm not sure who dropped off the mail this morning. It could have been a servant or one of my parents because something like this usually lands on their desks first.

I walk around the desk to the giant window. The view is of the cactus gardens, passed the wall, which I am on a floor high enough to see the floating city skyscrapers, with the city's hyperloop following the main road veins and further passed is the desert. I know that whether I accept or deny this invitation, news will get out. It always does and normally I am all over invitations. The only thing with this invitation is the person who this invitation is regarding may have no clue. This news will gain attention. There is no doubt. Attention is great, it is assurance that others feel I am important. This news will spark questions which can get tiresome because they tend to be the same. I never understood why they are always the same. I receive questions from many different people often because of the events I attend, the places that I travel and my involvement in this Kingdom and its surrounding territories.

Once the news breaks regarding this invitation that is clasped between my fingers, I know the questions will be a lot more. I walk the length of the window and observe the pod that travels through the nearby hyper-loop and I consider the attention gives you access to events. I love going and almost always say yes because it means seeing and experiencing something new. New people, places, and things. Events bring out the best in people and something about seeing everyone happy, dressed in their best and enjoying themselves makes it worth it. But this isn't the same. I walk back to my desk, take a seat in my chair and swivel it around so that I face the window to let the sun touch my olive skin.

If I accept this invitation, it will mean traveling. I traveled a lot over the years. I can remember traveling as early as five years old, accompanying my Mother and Father to the places that they went. They loved to show me off. Perhaps that is why I enjoy the attention. As a child growing up, I didn't travel as often as I do now. I accompanied my parents maybe three to four times a year until I reached adulthood. Once my education was complete, life changed. Princes don't get called to serve, like the rest of the young men in the Kingdom do, Princes, get called to command.

It's not the type of commanding that you may think it may be. They call it commanding but it is more like job shadowing. I go and get taught the ropes by one of the leading royal commanders. To clarify it is not my father, the commanders are those that had started from the bottom, getting the notice to call and serve and then working their way up the ranks. I have always respected my Father and his leadership in the royal military. It has meant delegating to the ones who are the strongest at executing offensive and defensive strategies and appointing the best for the job.

My father has the ultimate say in matters, however, he leaves it to the commanders to bring his orders to fruition. I'm going off track. I'm just wasting time in over thinking this. I stand up with the invitation still in hand and make my way halfway across the room when the door opens. “Father I was just coming to see you.”

He replies, “I assumed so.” He nods to the seating arrangement on the left side of the room and we both take a seat.

I hold up the letter and ask, “About this, what do you think?”

He replies, “Rosaleen is a Princess and it is an invitation. Accept and go.”
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Chapter 6

Oden Past World: Airus
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Shaylo says, “Again?”

“No let's go do something else.”

“Oden you just don't want to lose.” She flips her hair to the side revealing the part of her head that is shaved beneath the long strands.

“That's not it. I just get bored fighting you. Come on let's go.” Part of me not wanting to battle more with Shaylo is because I don't want to let her win today because I don't want to hear her bragging for the rest of the day. She hardly beats me unless I am tired and get lazy and she has worn me down. Shaylo swings her wooden sword in the air and follows along beside me.

I lived here almost my entire life. My mom is from this island just as Shaylo's. Shaylo doesn't know her father because he was called to serve when she was too young to remember his face. Her mother made the choice to stay here and not follow Shaylo's dad to the palace. I live with my mother and father. Father gets called to the palace sometimes, though it is not the same palace as to where Shaylo's father went. My father is from across the sea and serves the King and Queen from those parts. My father always returns home after traveling to work for the King and Queen.

The longest he has been away from us is a month but that was only once. Shaylo's father has been gone for most of her life. We enter through the solid wood arch doors of my home and trample through to the kitchen where the maids are often found. Shaylo and I have an extra sense like we know when the maids have been baking treats and when we enter the kitchen it is confirmed by the rich aroma. We are rewarded with a tray of cookies cooling on the counter. I am about to reach for a cookie when my mother comes into the kitchen.

She startles the two maids with her shouts, but her shouts are not at them they are directed at me. She yells, “Oden you come in here with your friend like trampling elephants from the southern islands. You left a trail of dirt from the doorway to the kitchen. Who do you expect is to clean this mess?”

“The maids?” I reply boldly.”

“I don't think so!” Her webbed hands are on her hips.

Father returned home for a break from his project of building the boardwalk here on the island. He asks, “What is all the yelling for?”

She turns to him, “Your son made a mess and needs to show a bit of respect for the maids and clean up.”

He laughs, “He is just a boy. Let him play.”

“I will after he stops and cleans.” She turns to face the counter, “Oden. Oden?”

I appreciated when my father would distract my mother. I could always get away.
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Kyle Present World: Earth
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A little while back I had gotten rid of a lot of things from around the house that I wasn't using. What I learned was that getting rid of it all was sort of like having an invisible weight lifted and not to mention some extra cash in my pocket. Not that I was ever hurting. It was more of a relief as a way of sort of starting over but with an almost empty house.

It wasn't long until the house was nearly bare. I had sold off most of the furniture. What's the point of having all those couches if they aren't being used or the spare rooms or her office or all those kitchen gadgets and dishes? We had five casserole dishes. I don't know how to make casseroles, so I just sold them all. Our living room now has only one recliner a television mounted on the wall and one coffee table with a lamp. The kitchen has only a microwave and toaster on the counter. One of the spare rooms is bare while the other has Smarty's kennel.

I don't take it too far, I'm in control and know what I didn't want anymore. The house has an echo in it now from having so few things, but that's okay. The house is being honest with itself and the echo is confirmation that it is nearly barren just like me. With so few belongings it feels like when I had first moved out of my parents' home to live on my own. I could probably fit what's left into a small commercial truck and move it away in one trip. I am not going to lie, after purging this house of things I had been considering it more.

This house is more suited to a family of four than to one person. The fact that I'm playing with the idea in my head I take as a sign I'm ready. The pros are downsizing and saving money, having the option of living closer to work or even perhaps moving to the west side of the city so that I'm a little closer to my parents. The other thing is I would be able to move on. Yes, more than a year has passed but this house was not mine it was ours and every day that I drive to work, I pass that cross on the highway. I think one of her friends marked the spot, I'm not sure but I know it's hers and even though I try not to see it, I do. It sucks.

I am downstairs in the office at my desk and decide. There is no harm in looking to see what's available, condos, townhomes, cottages or smaller single-family homes. I could just buy an empty lot and build. I scroll through the listings and change my search criteria every so often. The west end of the city is nice. Besides being a bit closer to my parents my friend from work is on the west side of the city and there are tons of ATV trails that I can go out on. I spot a little cottage on a small lake. It's a two bedroom, simple, clean and even has internet access. It's half as much as the home I own. It's time. I take my cell phone out of my pocket and dial the phone number of the Realtor on the listing.
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Taylan Present World: Airus
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A whisper just after sunrise wakes me, “Taylan?” I was slowly waking, and it doesn't startle me. I roll over.” Yes?” “We are going out for a swim to wash up before breakfast; do you want to come with us?” I let out a yawn before answering, “Sure”. Whoever that was stepped out of the room before I could glance down from the top bunk. I am pretty sure that was Ashlea's voice. I climb down and without a word, walked out into the morning mist. The song of a bird echoes over the water as I tiptoe to the shore and Ashlea is there to meet me on the sand.

I speak in a low voice; it is so calm and quiet at this hour it feels as though we have the world's attention. “Did you sleep well?”

She shrugs and puts on that brave smile, “I got a few hours in. How about you?”

“I can't complain.” The light creek of the basement door echoes and Saydira emerges from the basement, checking on the horses and she makes her way over to us.

Ashlea asks, “Jodis isn't joining us?”

Saydira shakes her head, “No she said she would take a sponge bath and put a breakfast together while we wash up so that we can be out of here sooner.”

We walk out into the water. It starts off as a sandy bottom but then I find myself stepping on tree leaves, the odd twig, and weeds. Eww I hate the feeling, that squishy slimy feeling and when you step you sink down into the muddy bottom and unlike the crystal-clear ocean the bottom of the lake is easily disturbed and each step we take causes a cloud of dirt to stir up in the water. I hate not being able to see where it is that I am stepping and once waste deep I jump in, because I can't bear to touch the bottom.

I swim out deeper into the bay, not too far out; someone has a square dock for diving in the deeper end of the bay. This is my destination and I kick with little effort since the webbing to my first knuckles helps to propel myself over to it. Saydira and Ashlea without saying anything have made the decision that that's where they want to go also. I hoist myself up onto the old wooden dock and take a seat. A dip is all that I need to wash the sweat, dirt and the smell of horse off my fair skin. Ashlea and Saydira join me and take a seat. Saydira is tired. Her eyelids are a bit puffy, but her mind is working, her lush brows furrow as she ponders. She is mapping out the two cottages and the lakeshore. Whoever owns these two cottages seem to have boats. I hadn't noticed until right now that the other cottage has a boat dock, but the only thing is, is there is no boat docked to it.

Saydira is looking at it when I whisper, “Maybe they stored it in the basement?”

She doesn't look at me when she answers, “Yes, I was thinking that too.”

Ashlea says, “Maybe we can let the horses go home if there is a boat in the basement. It would help us with leaving no tracks.”

Saydira answers, “Hmm no, it's too much of a hassle, it's not ours and by the time we get it into the water and figure out how to use it, it's just too much time wasted.” 

I add, “I think we should try to keep the horses.”

Saydira answers, “I think we should let them go home. They could track us more easily. besides, we can easily hide without them.”

Ashlea jumps in, “Wait, I take back what I just said a moment before, it makes no difference, hoof prints or no footprints, tracks are tracks, we should hang on to our horses as long as we can. Besides if we are lucky the soldiers, we ran into that were in town may not have tipped the ones off at Newlyn's. They may not be tracking horses.”

I ask, “So what are we agreeing on, boat, no boat or horses versus no horses?”

Ashlea shrugs, “Horses, right?”

Ashlea looks over to Saydira who then looks at me. “We try to keep them as long as we can.”

We all slip back into the water from the dock and wade in the calm. The lonely bird that we could hear has gone quiet. Maybe he is listening to us? All that I can hear is the odd tiny splash from my sisters. It's time to return to the shore to dry off and eat. We are about halfway to the shore and just passing the neighboring cottage dock when I see three soldiers walking on our cottages' beach. They are looking for us. Before being able to even think Ashlea reaches out and pulls me underwater leading me to the neighboring boat dock we swim under and have enough space to bring our heads up under the structure. I cough up a bit of water and mouth the words, “What the hell?”

I see Ashlea and Saydira's outlines in the shadows and the sparkle of light that get captured in each of their eyes. Like they are one, they each hold a finger to their mouths. Footsteps echo over the water. They must have found Jodis. We can't see them unless we dunk our heads underwater and look at them from the bottom but even that will cause unwanted ripples on the still as a mirror water. It's so quiet; I can hear my own heartbeat. Then the sinking feeling of knowing they are close. The sound of a footstep, slow and careful. They creek the wood above. Then another, he is cautious with each step moving closer from up above. We all hold our breath at the approaching person.

Now up above, I dare to tilt my head up and look thru the crack between the wooden planks. Through the cobwebs and bug casings, I peer into the little slit of light and see him clean-shaven and muscular. He is pausing to look out over the water. Slowly he turns around. Please go away, please go away I pray silently. He takes a step and I exhale slowly. A hand grabs and pulls me out. How did he know?
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Chapter 9

Kyle Present World: Earth
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Smarty is a spunky little dog. For a small guy, he is a good fetcher. I toss his squeaky toy. He runs after bringing it back and bounces around my feet with a few grunts to announce his return. He wants me to go and throw it again. Smarty isn't used to the water yet. He has gone as far as to dip his toes in at the shore while taking a pause from fetching to have a drink. I haven't gone in yet either. I never cared much for swimming and will only go in if the heat is too much. This time I toss his toy away from the lakeshore and towards the gravel driveway instead. He dashes after it.

I lean on the porch railing watching him grab the toy in his mouth then drop it and sniff around. It looks like he is searching for a spot to pee. I imagine that he is getting used to all the new smells of this place. I know he likes it here. I do too. I finished moving about a week ago. I bought the little two-bedroom cottage on the lake that I had first seen and called the Realtor about. She had taken me to see a couple of other listings to compare but I liked this one the most.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Carolynne Raymond

A Time Travei Novel

The Earth & Airus Series





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





