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Introduction

 


In a time so old and forgotten there
was a prophecy written that 6 siblings would be born two sets of
triplets from different mothers, and the same father months apart,
2 boys, one girl from one mother, 2 girls one boy from another
mother, the six having the same father. One set would be orphaned
at birth, never knowing mother or father and grow up not knowing
they had siblings from a different mother and the same father. The
second set would be born motherless, a father who dies by the time
they are Five years old. One set was sent to an orphanage as new
born infants, the other set sent to the same orphanage five years
later. They knew not that either set was their siblings. In their
youth both sets learned they had powers they feared to reveal. As
things go in the world, there is a balance of Good and Evil.
Another two sets of triplets are born, the opposite in misfortune,
to know both their mothers and the same father. They too in their
youth learned of their powers, but did not fear them or hide them.
They were raised in a household as 6 siblings that were taught to
use there powers for ill gain. In time they would be the bane of
their Father. It was said that the 12 would meet again and again to
decide the fate of the world. Good did not always prevail when they
met in battle, and they would be reborn under the same
circumstances, while the Evil siblings prospered and the world was
ruled by them. The prophecy says, that when the good siblings are
reborn they will once again battle the evil siblings and this time
they would be victors and lead the world in a time of peace. The
Evil siblings would perish only in time to be reborn again and the
battle to rule the earth would repeat itself five times until one
wins the sixth and final battle over the other, and the loser would
perish never to be reborn again, and Good or Evil would live
eternally among the people of the world. The prophecy has been
forgotten as the generations have past. Good as been reborn and
died over and over again. Evil has been reborn and died over and
over again. The world going from one cycle of prosperity to
another, and a cycle of despair and ruin. The final battle is
nearing, as the Good 6 find themselves in the same orphanage not
knowing both sets are siblings from the same father but different
mothers. They being being the same age, though not knowing they are
only a few months apart in age. The infant siblings records sealed
and they raised in ignorance of what their last surname is, while
the second set of siblings arriving having no knowledge of their
surname either being so young when their father died. These two
sets of triplets didn’t even know they where triplets or siblings,
just orphans age 5 at the time our story begins.

 


 



Chapter 1

The newbies

 


 


“Patrick, Jason, you have a
new mate to join you in your room.” Matron Brunt announced as she
brought in a new boy to the room. “This is Max you are of the same
age. I expect you to show Max where he is not to go, which rooms
are off limits. What time he is to get up for breakfast, time for
lunch and time for evening meals. You will show him where the
bathroom is, and what the bathing schedule is. You will show him
where he is to put his soiled clothing and bedding each week so the
older boys and girls can clean them. You will tell him what time he
is to be in class for his lessons. You will make it very clear to
him what happens if he should break the rules, and what those rules
are. Bedtime is at 7 bells after the evening meal which is at 5
bells. You will explain to him the system of Bells and Chimes and
what they mean. You will explain to him that he is to make his bed
up before breakfast, and keep his floor around his bed cleared of
all dirty clothes and clean clothes in there proper place. That the
three of you are responsible for your personal area, and together
the rest of the room. Room inspection is before the morning
breakfast chimes ring. Failure to keep your room clean and neat
will result in no breakfast. Failure to bath when allowed will
result in marks against you. Failure to get your dirty clothes and
bedding to the laundry will result in marks against you. Failure to
make you bed with clean linen will result in marks against you. Be
late for your studies and you shall earn marks against
you.”

“Failure to conduct
yourself at all times with proper behavior will result in marks
against you. You will have lessons in the morning and after your
lunch at 12 bells. You will have activities in the playroom for one
bell, that will built muscles on your young body. Then you will
with your mates do your chores in your assigned areas. Which I
believe this week it is helping the older children in the laundry
room. Your chores will be different every other week. Kitchen
chores, Garden chores, and learning of a rudimentary trade at your
age. You are expected at your age to learn some basics in all the
trades we prepare you for. As you get older you will settle with
one trade and succeed in that trade by the time you leave this
orphanage. The same applies to your lessons as you get older you
will have more lessons suited to your age, and trade. You are
expected by age 16 to choose a trade, to know a trade well enough
to apprentice out to local tradesmen or attend the Guild College,
who will finish your education in a trade. By the time you are 17
it is hopeful that one of those tradesmen will take you in as his
full time apprentice in that trade, or place you elsewhere among
his guild in other communities. If your grades are excellent then
you can go to the Guild College to learn to be a master in your
trade. That is your future here young man, hopefully you will
become a guild member in good standing, marry and have a family.
This is a Guild funded orphanage for that purpose. I do not
consider this orphanage a work house, nor will I tolerate any of my
staff here to abuse you in anyways. I will punish you appropriately
if you misbehave, or earn too many marks for failure to follow the
rules as stated and written. As for the written part, you will
eventually learn how to read those written rules and follow them to
the letter.”

“You must understand that
in this house, you are known only by your first name. There will be
no rivalries or lack of inclusion in this house, your are an equal
in your age group. When you leave this place you will learn of your
surname and any family history if that is recorded in my records. I
will not tolerate bullying from any age group, if you have a
problem report it to your floor monitor. Double marks for those who
bully you, Triple marks for any physical harm done you and removal
of marks for reporting it or credit for removal of marks when
future marks are earned. False claims of bullying will earn you 10
marks and punishment, False claims or lying will earn you 10 marks
and punishment. Any one lying about bullying you and proven to lie
will be put out on the street. My rules may seem strict to you Max,
but they are there to mold you into a proper young man who will
have every opportunity to better themselves in the world as a
tradesmen with the best attitude, honesty and a chance to rise
among your peers in the guild you belong too. Max you have
knowledge of a life with you late father. Sadly his death left you
and your two sisters orphans without family to take you in. Your
father was not as successful a business person he once once as I
understand it. You and your sisters are fortunate that after your
fathers estate was sold his debits where settled leaving you
nothing. If it had been worse having debit to still pay off you and
your sisters would be in a work house paying that debt off. As I
said this is not a work house. It is a school that teaches your
your lessons, deportment, and skills that will allow you to take
apprenticeship in a trade. We are a trades school that is supported
by several trade guilds who desire to have the best apprentices in
there shops. Those with an education beyond knowing how to count to
ten on their fingers or toes. You will learn your ABC’s basic math
to start with and later how to keep books for your future masters
in the their trades if that is your skill. We offer you a chance to
test what talents you may have in many trades, then better those
skills so a master can take you in to apprenticeship. Eventually
becoming a master yourself. Our young men are sought after by many
trades. Our young women find places in many homes as a governance,
teachers, with the skills we give them. Many of our young ladies do
well in apprentice programs in such area’s as bakeries, clerks in
trades that sell women clothing, or become seamstresses, hat makers
and the like trades for young ladies. A few have opportunities to
better themselves with finding the right husband and starting
families and new legacies.”

“Until you reach the age of
ten you will concern yourself with lessons foremost for your age
group 5-10, obeying the rules and becoming a healthy youth with a
good attitude and moral judgment. At 10-13 your studies will be
introduction into those skills regarding trade craft. At 14-17 your
will have advanced trade skills taught you in the trade that best
suits your skills. At 17 it would be my joy to see you officially
take apprenticeship with a guilds-men in his trade or you attend
the Guild College and your bed here will be filled for the boy who
needs it most. This will be your room with Patrick and Jason until
your age group advances to the second floor east wing. Please rely
on them as they have been with us since infancy and if I may be so
bold to say, our most promising youngsters in their early lessons.
Though they can be a bit mischievous at times. Though nothing
serious at this time as I expect such ages to be mischievous. There
it time for them to mature out of that mischief. Now I shall leave
you with these two who will give you your tour of the house, or
rather I prefer school as it has many rooms and floors you are
allowed in or on, or forbidden to enter. I am sure Patrick and
Jason can attest to this, which ones they always manage to find
themselves in where they are not allowed. I will be lenient for
newbies in the first two weeks. Remember Patrick and Jason none of
your mischief either, or I will double your marks, and take away
all your desserts for a week.” Matron Brunt left the room leaving
Max to stand there and stare at Patrick and Jason.

“Max what are you staring
out, have we four eyes and two mouths.” Patrick asked the
newbie.

“Yes between the two of
you, you do. I don’t mean to stare but you remind me of some one. I
can’t put my finger on it yet, but I am sure I have seen you two
before.” Max said.

“That’s alright, everyone
here says the same thing when they meet us for the first time. Some
even say we look like brothers. We don’t know, there are no mirrors
allowed in the school. Matron Brunt says they are bad luck, and you
break one you are cursed for 7 years.” Jason said.

“How do you comb your hair,
or see how to wash your face if here is no mirrors here.” Max
asked.

“You get used to it, we
comb each others hair, make sure we look okay that our collars are
down, and our clothes neat. You don’t need a mirror to wash you
face. We inspect each other to make sure we got all the dirt off
our faces.” Patrick explained to Max.

“Patrick and I have never
seen our faces in a reflective surface, so we can’t describe what
we look like. We both don’t see how we look alike. We are use to no
mirrors, since we and many of us here came here as new Born's or
infants. I suppose you are used to having a mirror to look in.
Don’t worry, you will get used to the idea of having your hair
combed by one of us. It becomes routine in the morning after we get
dressed. Matron Brunt expects us to always be neat and tidy, now
that we are 5. The 4 and younger are still in the nursery and have
the older girls taking care of them. Some are learning how to be
nannies. Once we turned 5 we got this room all to ourselves now and
will have this room until we are Ten, then we get to go to the
second floor housing, until we turn 14, then we go to Third floor
rooms with other boys 14 to 17. As we get older the rules get
stricter too, more responsibilities about our behavior and how we
look. All about becoming nice young men with good posture, how we
talk, and how handsome we look.” Jason told Max.

“The older boys complain
they have to take baths daily were we get by with 3 a week and in
between baths we just wash our faces and hands. We don’t get as
dirty as the older boys who are busy in the trades they learn here.
They get dirtier and sweat more often as they get older. You will
get the lecture eventually about how getting older we start
sweating. Matron Brunt allows us some leeway about bathing as long
as we are not playing in the mud or worse when we are helping in
the gardens digging up potatoes and pulling up carrots. We don’t
usually do that unless it is a bath night for us. Also Matron Blunt
says we are to young to bath with the older boys, so we get to bath
with our age group on our nights we do baths. The girls have
different times too when there is no boys around near there ward.
That is one rule you got to learn, know the bath schedule so you
don’t get caught where you should be if the girls are bathing in
their wards. Patrick and I went snooping one night curious about
what all the fuse was, got caught in the hallway to their bath
house. Matron Brunt took away our dessert for two weeks, and added
5 marks under our names each. Took us extra lessons to get them
erased. The older boys get extra chores and extra lessons to get
their marks erased. Just don’t get caught accusing someone of doing
wrong and lying about it. Matron Blunt was serious about tossing
you out of the school. Everyone here at one point or another has
seen someone get kicked out for bold face lying and getting caught
at it. You fess up right away, and you get only marks and
punishment. Like if someone bullies you, and you tell on them. If
they try to lie about it, and get caught it is worse for them if
they had admitted and said sorry to you.” Jason added.

“Jason is right Max, admit
you did something wrong own up to it. Like when we got caught
trying to snoop on the girls bathing. We where honest we where
curious. We could have said we got lost, and made it worse for us.
We are learning that honesty is the best policy even if it still
get marks and punishment. Don’t worry, Matron Blunt does not boot
out kids our age only the older kids who can fend for themselves on
the street. We get sent back to the nursery for a month for
something as worse as lying. Then we lose our place in the order of
things to get a free bed back here. You will be on what they call
probation for the first month, after that, if we haven’t done our
job in keeping a newbie out of trouble we get the same marks you
will get.” Patrick said.

“Is there really a problem
with Bullies here at the school Patrick.” Max asked.

“Don’t worry Max, its not
as mad as it has been in the past I hear. Matron Blunt took in a
couple of brothers who where 12 and they where terrors at first.
Trying to boss everyone around until they got out of control and
hurt a 9 year old boy. Nothing really serious, just broke his
wrist. They claimed the boy fell down and he was lying about them
pushing him. What they didn’t know was that was there first mistake
thinking the others would be afraid of them and not tell. We call
it protecting our own, looking out for each other. We have here
what you would call our own court system. The older boys 14 &
15 are appointed a judge and then there is a jury appointed.
Witnesses are called in and swear an oath not to tell a lie or face
severe punishment like in a real courtroom. Those brothers were out
on there butts in the street. They not only lied under oath they
believed Matron Blunt wouldn’t kick them out. Those two came back
one night to get revenge on the jury. Matron Blunt caught them
sneaking in, and turned her back on them while those who where on
the jury beat them to near death I hear. Matron Blunt may sound
tough and strict on us Max. But she cares for her charges. Now
don’t get me wrong, she won’t show she cares, she does not believe
in showing that kind of weakness. But she will defend us to the
death like a mother bear with her cubs. Just don’t expect any
tenderness, lovey dovey emotions from her. You respect her
responsibility over you and you will get along well with her. Just
don’t cross her by believing she has a weakness about her charges.
I know it sounds strange to say it. Patrick and I have not had the
experience of knowing a mother or father. Matron Blunt has been
both and a matron to us all. Like she said, when we leave here we
will have the best this school can offer as young men in the world
out there. What father or mother would not want that for their
child. What is the matter Max, did I say something wrong.” Jason
asked alarmed, seeing sadness in Max’s expression.

“I miss my father, and I
never knew my mother. Father worked so hard for me and my sisters.
They say it was the hard work that killed him his heart gave out.
My mother died giving birth to me and my sisters. We are triplets.”
Max told them. “Do we have our lessons with the girls our age
Patrick.” Max asked.

“Yes, we do so don’t worry
you will get to see your sisters in class tomorrow and at meals and
during our playtime exercises. After that we have separate chores
to do and other things until the evening meal. That reminds me I
need to tell you about the bells and chimes. There are five large
grandfather clocks in the school hallways and wards. They are set
to the same time. When a bell rings that means it is the hours
between 7 in the morning until 7 at night.. Chimes ring from 7 at
night to 7 in the morning. Each bell or chime rings for the time of
day or night. Eight Bells is 8 in the morning, or 7 chimes is 7 at
night. You get used to counting the bells or chimes so you know
what hour it is. One chime after a bell means the half hour like
7:30 in the morning or a bell after a the chime means 7:30 at
night. Jason and I will tell you what hour it is or half hour when
we are awake. We are used to waking up at 7 chimes and two loud
bells in the morning so we will wake you up until you get using to
hearing the chimes and extra bells in your sleep. It takes time to
adjust to the clocks around here and the noise of others waking up.
We have half an hour to dress and groom ourselves. Then a bathroom
break, then breakfast at 8:00 sharp. Back here by 8:45 for room
inspection by the floor monitor. Our classes start at 9:00. Some of
the boys on this floor will wait until they get up to clean their
rooms, risk being late for breakfast or wait until after breakfast,
and be late for class. Jason and I we do our cleaning before we
jump into bed, that way everything is neat in the morning with only
bedclothes to put away and our day clothes out to dress into. We
share the work for the whole room so with the three of us it should
be a breeze to finish each night. Unless you are a sloppy boy Max?”
Patrick asked.

“I am not a sloppy boy
Patrick, my father was very strict about my room even if we had a
maid to do the rest of the house, I had to keep my own room
cleaned. He wasn’t kind when he saw my room messed up. I don’t
think Matron Blunt could match his fury when it come to his
lectures, which hurt more then his spankings did. He would even cry
when he spanked me telling me it was for my own good. My sisters
where not spared either, and they are the worse when it comes to
putting things away. Though they had a nanny to help them and I
didn’t. Father didn’t think a boy should have a nanny at my age. I
would trade ten nannies to have my father back, and my own room to
clean. Not that I don’t mind bunking with you two. It would be kind
of nice to have two boys pester me then two sisters.” Max said then
realized what he said. “Sorry, maybe I should not have said
that.”

“That’s okay, Max, we had a
dozen girls in the nursery our age. More like sisters, pesky
sisters at that. It is much better now we are on our own and out of
the nursery, a lot quieter now, except when Patrick talks in his
sleep.” Jason said.

“Well I don’t snore like
your do Jason, more like a high whistle coming out of that small
mouth of his.” Patrick teased.

“You haven’t heard snoring
until you heard my Father, I swear the whole house rattled.” Max
said, 4 bells rang and one chime announcing that it was 4:00 in the
afternoon.

Max that means we have an hour before
the evening meal. Toss your bags on your bed the one against the
fall wall. We have time for a tour of this floor. It is bath night
so you get your first night here having a bath. Really not much to
it there is only 7 boys in our age group so, you will get a tub to
yourself. The boys bath house has 10 tubs on this floor. The older
boys 14 and up have communal showers on their floor. Our tubs are
in private stalls, half walls around them really. You will have to
get used to undressing and being naked among the other boys in our
age group 5 to 7 in age at this time. We can fill you in after our
meal on what to expect, our bath time is 6:30 to 7:00, then bed at
7:45. You will find a fresh robe in the bath house you will take
back with after you dress in your night clothes in the bath house.
You do have proper night clothes Max?” Patrick asked.

“Yes, Matron Blunt gave me
a bag with the essentials she said until I get my trunk of clothes
that arrive I hope in a couple of days. She put in a few changes of
day clothes for me until then.

“Good then you are all set
for the night and tomorrow. Tomorrow will be introductions to the
teacher in our class group, then more tours of the other areas of
the school including the places you can’t go into or else you get
your first marks for the first day. It is free day tomorrow. On the
second day we go to classes, a meal and then playroom for some fun
activities to make us grow as strong little boys.” Patrick said.
“Come on Jason get the lead out of your drawers, or we will be late
for our evening meal.”

***

“Max this is Iris, she is
our Nursery sister, our age, we where in the same Nursery as
infants. You will find many of us here have what we call Nursery
sisters or brothers, who we grew up with in the nursery. A few like
you have a blood brother or sister that came here with them. Some
younger, others older. Those foundlings that come here as infants
or young toddlers, go to the nursery until they are 5 years old, or
what the town doctor determines to be their age if there was no
letter or records with the foundlings when they where dropped off.
We do not have individual birthdays here, just celebrate all
birthdays at the end of the year, even those who know there
birthdays must wait to the end of the year to officially be
considered a year older. I guess it makes it easier for Matron
Blunt to keep track of our ages. In six months you will be
considered a year older along with us, and including your sisters,
even if your birthday was just last week. If you know your birth
month and day, you keep that to yourself, okay. We are allowed to
celebrate privately between our roommates, nothing special like the
end of the year celebration. Just a mention of happy birthday.
Jason, Iris and I made up a birth month and day so we can privately
celebrate, 3 times a year, well four times a year.” Patrick
explained.

“Iris this is Max our
newbie in our room. We given him a brief tour of the boys ward and
explained the Newbie rules to him.”

“So your Max, Lola and
Ida’s blood brother. They are the Newbies in my room Max and
already in trouble with Matron Blunt. They refused to cooperate
with the Newbie orientation. Demanded they have a connecting room
with their brother. Matron Blunt is trying to explain that is not
how it works here at the school.” Iris explained to Max.

“I was afraid of that. They
are very strong willed and spoiled by their Nanny. Our father
didn’t always know the Nanny would let them get away with
everything. She certainly was no Matron Blunt. Father worked to
hard to notice just how spoiled my sisters were. When he was home
Lola and Ida would be nice little girls for him. When he wasn’t
home or away on business they would be wild things. When other
servants in the house tried to control them the Nanny would step in
and say leave them alone, don’t you dare touch them or she would
tell our father and have them fired. The Nanny was in charge when
father was working or on a business trip. Where are they now Iris?”
Max asked.

“They should be here
shortly, Matron Blunt was to have a talk with them. The Matron can
calm a swarm of bee’s down after you knocked their hive out of a
tree. Though I don’t know about those two sisters of your Max. They
sound like they can be worse then angry bee’s.” Iris said and was
proven right when a commotion erupted in the hallway to the dinning
room.

“I will not eat. You can’t
make me eat. I want to see Max, or I will tell my Nanny on you. You
can’t keep me in this school.” Ida screamed as Matron Blunt tried
to pull Ida into the dinning room. Ida in one hand and Lola in the
other who was in tears. As soon as Matron Blunt saw Max she let the
two girls go.

“Girls there is you brother
Max, you can go eat with him and his roommates. Iris is there
Nursery Sister. See, I haven’t locked him up in a dungeon
somewhere. We don’t have a dungeon I don’t think.” Matron Blunt
declared. Ida and Lola saw Max across the room standing with the
others. They ran to him embracing him. Ida demanded Max take them
out of here.

“Brother I don’t like it
here. Where is Nanny Poppy, why isn’t she here to feed us?” Ida
demanded.

“Ida, you don’t have a
Nanny anymore, remember. This is our home now, and our school.
Matron Blunt is in charge here like Nanny was when father was away.
You have to obey her, and follow the rules. If you don’t Matron
Blunt will tell us we can’t stay here. Do you want to live on the
streets like wild dogs. There won’t be a soft bed or 3 meals a day,
nor someone to clean your clothes for you.” Max tried to explain to
his sister Ida, then turn to his sister Lola. “Lola, do you want to
sleep in a dark alley somewhere?.

“No Max.” Lola
whispered.

“Ida, Lola does not want to
sleep in a dark alley. She wants a soft bed to sleep in. Look
around you. You can have all the new friends you ever wanted.
Playmates you and your sister can play with, eat with, sleep with.
If you don’t behave Matron Blunt will have to put you in the
Nursery where the children younger are, and crying babies all the
time. You won’t be able to see me at all. My room is at the other
end of the hall from the ward your room is in. You and Lola will be
in the same classroom with me learning our ABC’s and adding 2 + 2.
We will have meals together, play together, grow up together here
in the school. Ida, look at me, do as I say not as you want to do.
Look into my eyes, and see that I am serious, and mad at you. Nanny
Poppy isn’t here, father isn’t here. This is our home now. You will
obey the rules and Matron Blunt. The teacher and adults here. Do
you want me to be mad at you, Ida, Lola, do you.” Max for a five
year old his voice was deep and commanding. Ida and Lola looked
into his eyes and shivered. “Ida tell Matron Blunt you are sorry,
that you will follow the rules here. Lola you too. If you don’t I
can’t help you like at home when the staff where mad at you, nor
can Nanny Poppy. Matron Blunt will punish you for breaking rules
just like father would. Do you both understand.” Max ordered
sharply, then took his eyes off his sisters.

Ida turned around and curtsied before
Matron Blunt and spoke. “Matron Blunt, I am sorry for my behavior.
I promise I will try harder to control my temper in the future. May
I be excused to sit with my brother and his friends.” Ida turned to
her sister Lola and motioned to her to step forward.

Lola didn’t curtsy, she looked
straight at Matron Blunt with a look that could melt
stone.

“Lola, stop that, want did
father tell you about staring at people it is very rude.” Max
spoke.

“Sorry Max, Matron Blunt I
am sorry for my behavior, I hope I didn’t hurt you when I kicked
your ankle. I understand the importance of following rules. This is
all so new to me. May I join my sister and my brother Matron
Blunt.” Lola executed a perfect curtsy and stood back to join her
sister, with a very disarming look on her face. So disarming Matron
Blunt was speechless at first.

“Lola you didn’t hurt me. I
can understand the behavior and must allow for it being the
circumstances of you being here. Ida, all I ask is that you do you
best while you are here. I can accept that this is all knew and
strange to you. You two may sit with Max, Patrick, Jason, and Iris.
I hope Patrick, and Iris will be a good influences on you Max and
your sisters.” Matron Blunt looked at Jason who looked ready to
object to being left out of the equation. “And Jason too, though he
needs to work on his ability to not get newbies into trouble. Max,
beware of Jason’s, that you don’t fall prey to his pranks and high
jinks as innocent as they may be. They can at times cross the fine
line of earning marks, or being sent back to the nursery. The way
you handled your sisters encourages me that Jason will find himself
regretting his high jinks.” Matron Blunt addressed the dining room.
“Now everyone your have 15 minutes before the meal is served.
Please greet our Newbies and welcome them to the Fuggins Academy of
Trades Orphanage. Be on your best behavior or the Newbies will be
the only one who gets dessert tonight.” Matron Blunt left the
dining room.

***

“Max, what was that all
about with making your sister Ida stare at your eyes. She actually
looked scared to do it at first then obeyed you.” Patrick asked as
the three boys went to the bath house for their bath that
night.

“It is how my father calmed
her temper down, to make her focus on his eyes, he had a deep
strong voice that demanded your attention. Father taught me how to
use as deep voice and get both Ida and Lola to look into my eyes it
made them forget what they were fighting about. About 8 times out
of 10 I can get them to calm down for me and for the Nanny when
father wasn’t home. Father rarely relied on spankings, his voice
and stare would make you shiver and obey him.” Max told
Patrick.

“Max, can your sisters do
the same to you. Wouldn’t they try to make you stop commanding them
with your voice or stop looking in your eyes.” Jason
asked.

“Oh they try, but they
learned from father that to disobey would lead to a spanking. I
couldn’t spank them, even if they really got my temper up. I tried
once and it only made things worse when they laughed at me for
being so weak. They said it was like a feather spanking them. When
I told my father when he came home. He spanked them for disobeying
me and it wasn’t with a feather either, he had broad hands. Four
smacks each and hard. My sisters once tried to hide a book under
their dress so it wouldn’t hurt. Funny thing is father always knew
right off they where trying to pad their butts or find them where
they were hiding. Instead of the usual 4 smacks they got 6.” Max
explained.

“How many times did you get
spanked Max?” Jason asked.

“Not as often as my sisters
did, though often enough. If it was for something serious he would
make it hurt. ‘For minor things it was more like a feather, and a
strong voice that made your cringe in fear. For serious things you
were forced to look at his eyes and obey, you had to stand still
and not flinch. He never spanked my sisters and me in anger or on
your bare bottom, the Nanny had to witness it. I think she felt
every spank.” Max said.

“You mean you father would
spank your Nanny too.” Jason asked.

“No, she always flinched
when we got the spanking and cried, crocodile tears, you know fake
ones like it really hurt her to see us get a spanking. I think she
enjoyed it. Her position ended when my fathers estate was sold to
pay off his debts. I am clad she couldn’t come here with us, she
even tried too. But the court said no, we were not her charges
anymore.” Max told the two.

“I don’t think Matron Blunt
would want her here. She is strict about who works for her, they
have there own rules to follow like we do. She won’t allow any one
to touch us physically for any reason even if we deserved a
spanking. I am too young to know much about the past here Max, but
you hear the older boys talk about a teacher who was fired for
punishing an older teen for not getting to class on time. When the
teen tried to tell the teacher why he was late, the teacher refused
to listen to the boy, struck the boy across the face, cut his lip.
Matron Blunt saw the whole thing happen, she was coming to the
classroom to tell the teacher the student was late because she had
asked the student to help her with a chore and she would explain to
the teacher why as soon as she could. That teacher stood there and
denied striking the boy though his lip was bleeding. He didn’t know
she saw him strike the boy. The story is Matron Blunt picked the
teacher up off his feet and tossed him out of the nearest window.
It was closed and right into a snow bank. Now this part I don’t
know if it is true, but the story is the teacher lost his teaching
robes, torn off him as he went through the glass window he was
stark naked under them. That’s why the teachers now don’t wear the
traditional teaching robes. Shirt and pants for the men, and blouse
and skirts for the women.”

“Listen we better get to
the bath house before the others use up all the hot water. Jason
you find an empty locker for him to use, and I will get a clean
bath robe for him, his body soap, wash cloth and towel. Max there
is a curtained cubicle to undress in next to each tub stall. Just
wrap your towel around your waist until you get to the a tub full
of hot water, The tub stalls have the number of our room number on
them and all ready filled with steaming hot water to start with.
You might have to add cold or hot to your tub to get the
temperature you like. There is a towel rack on the wall between you
and the tub. Sorry there is no door on the tub stalls. You will get
used to dropping your towel hanging it up and slipping into the tub
and seeing other boys walking by naked to the dressing cubicles, or
they seeing you in the tub. Don’t be surprised if someone comes up
to you to greet you or start a conversation at the tub standing
naked. Oh, the tubs are really small and not that deep to start
with. Less chance of you falling and drowning. We all are supposed
to keep an ear out if we hear a splash that might say someone has
been careless. That is why the walls are no taller then you are and
the tubs not that deep. One more thing no horsing around, towel
snapping, teasing or running. There is no time for that given we
only have 45 minutes to get back to our rooms for bed. There is a
bath monitor who sets behind a screen and can’t see us, but can
hear us if someone does need help or horsing around.”

***

It didn’t take long for Max to bath,
dry off and dress in his new night clothes. Jason combed his hair
down, while Max combed Patrick’s hair, Patrick in turn combed Jason
hair. Then the three boys in their warm robes headed back to their
room only to find Matron Blunt waiting for them outside there
door.

“I won’t keep your boys
long, I just wanted to tell Max his sisters are in bed without a
fuss. Iris reports they are behaving properly and she has gone over
with them what to expect tomorrow. I am sure these two have done
the same telling you what to expect. After tomorrow you will be
starting your classes with all the 5-7 age children and getting
into the routine. How did you enjoy your bath Max.” Matron Blunt
asked the boy.

“It was different Matron
Blunt having a room full of other boys bathing. I never seen so
many bare bottoms walking around. The boys in our group where
courteous, didn’t waste time, nor stare at the newbie. I know I
will fit in Matron Blunt.” Max told her.

“That is good Max. I hope
your sisters feel the same way after a week. I know it is tough
losing your father and home at your ages. I don’t think your
sisters have understood the lose of your father and home yet. I
will give them time to adjust. I will have them in my office for a
half hour each day for a couple of weeks to talk to them about the
loss of your father. Please don’t be afraid to see me as well or
rather a male teacher who will talk to you about how you are
feeling. If you like we can make a group sessions with your sisters
once a week. I sense they have a stubborn streak in them, and a
fiery temper. You seem to be able to put water on those tempers. In
time we all adjust to our losses as we get older. The pain will
lesson eventually, but the memories of your father will always be
there for you. Best I let you three get to bed before the clock
chimes 8. I expect you three to keep your chatter down for at least
half an hour or the hall monitor will be knocking on your door.
Good night Boys.” Matron Blunt leaves the boys scampering in their
room.

“We have half an hour
before the clock chimes 8. Max, we will help you move your bed off
the wall and next to our two. Tomorrow we will get a trunk for the
foot of your bed. They won’t allow you to have your trunk unless it
is the same size and color. The matron likes things to be the same,
no special items, you bring with you unless it is in your bed
trunk. No special blankets, every room is the same for everyone.
The same blankets and linen, the same bedclothes, and bath robes.
You can keep clothes from your trunk that you what to wear daily.
Nothing fancy that will make another boy jealous or I believe the
word is envious. The matron says, no jewelry, nothing that another
boy or girl here would steal, or borrow without you knowing it. No
bright colored clothes that make you stand out as different or
better then another boy or girl here. What you can’t wear will be
stored in your personal trunk in the storage room until you out
grow it. Then it is passed on to the younger ones. When you outgrow
the clothes you do wear. You will get clothes that are handed down
by the older boys. Don’t worry they will be cleaned and wearable
with no patches. The matron does not believe her charges should
look like street children no matter where her charges came from as
foundlings or recent orphans from wealth. We all look the same,
wear good clean clothes and shoes. Brown, Black, or Tan. No grays
for the boys or girls. The older boys get to wear a tie and a vest
which tell you they are in that upper age group ready to graduate
and be posted as an apprentice. Until then our hair color, eye
color and skin tones will make us different in a good way equals
among the rest. Of course as we get older we get taller, and
rounder. More muscles for the boys, and girls have the same changes
except they have those things they call chest bumps that stick out
in there blouses. I hear tell our voices will change as we get
older get deeper, and we start growing hair on our chins and limbs
like the older boys do.” Patrick told Max.

“I hear.” Jason added.
“That everything grows bigger on us down below as we get older.
Like the older girls chest grow bigger. Patrick and I tried to
sneak into the older boys bath house to see just how big they get
down there. We never made it there. Nearly got caught in the
hallway so we chickened out.” Jason said.

“Jason, I can tell you it
does get bigger, we didn’t have as many bathrooms or bath houses as
you do here as we did in my fathers house. We all shared the same
bathrooms, not at the same time, just that some don’t remember to
lock the door. We have one for men and one for women staff, and our
private bathroom on our bedroom floor. One day I had to really go
when I was down stairs drank to much water and didn’t think I could
get upstairs up in time. So I went into the staffs hallway to use
theirs for the men. The door was ajar so I thought it was empty. My
fathers dresser was there finishing a pee and when he heard be open
the door all the way to get in I gasped in surprise when I say him
standing there. He turned around and I saw how big it was. I nearly
peed my pants in shock. He noticed how I was dancing around trying
to hold it back holding my pee pee. He zipped up put his finger up
to his mouth to silence me, then left the room to let me pee. I was
4 and a half then. He never said a word to me and I kept my mouth
shut too.

“How big was it Max.” Jason
asked. Before Max could answer the hall clock chimed 8
times.

“Jason we need to get into
bed, Max can whisper to you and you can whisper it to me after the
lights go out.” Patrick said. The three boys climbed into bed and
waiting for the lights to go out that the hall monitor controlled
for all the rooms on that hallway.

Max whispered to Jason, and Jason
whispered to Patrick. Patrick spoke louder then he intended. “You
got to be kidding me Max. Its that long.”

 


 



Chapter 2

Promotion Time

 


 


“Quiet everyone. If you
name is not read out loud you will remain on the first floor until
next years promotion time. Those names read out loud will report to
the second floor to be assigned your new room. You have two days to
move your stuff up to the second floor East Wing, then clean you
previous room so the next boy or girl from the nursery can take
those rooms. Let me take a look at the list, I have not seen it
yet. Mr. Wixx, there must be a mistake here. This list is blank.
Did you give me the wrong page?” Matron Blunt asked.

“No, Matron Blunt. That is
the right page.” Mr. Wixx said. The room was filled with moans from
the 10 year old girls and boys to learn they were not being
promoted.

“I see Mr. Wixx, you do
have a list of those who where not promoted.” Matron Blunt
asked.

“No, Matron Blunt. I do
not.” The room filled with confused whispers.

“I am confused Mr. Wixx, do
we have those who earned promotion and those who didn’t earn
promotion?”

“Yes, Matron Blunt.” Mr.
Wixx said.

“Which is it Mr. Wixx? Are
you telling me no one was promoted and no one failed. If that is
so, I I must send these children out of the Academy to fend for
themselves.” Matron Blunt said failing to hide a smile on her face.
The whispers in the room were getting louder, with anger and more
confusion.

“Children you will be quiet
while I wait for Mr. Wixx answer. The room went quiet, with
everyone holding their breaths in.

“Matron Blunt the reason
there is no promotions or failures listed is that for the first
time in a long time all our 10 year old’s….” Mr. Wixx held his
breath for what seemed days to the class, the last few words burst
out. “Are promoted to the second floor to the join the 10-13
group.”

You could feel a blast of hot air
escaping from the 10 children in the room as they let out their
breath all at once. Silenced filled the room for what seemed like
an hour until Matron Blunt shouted at them. “What are you waiting
for, servants to move you belongings up to the second floor East
Wing rooms. You will find your new hall monitor on the second floor
East Wing with your room assignment. You will be in the same room
grouping as you were on the first floor. No exceptions made. You
are stuck with your same roommates for another 4 years before you
next promotion. Now get to it. You have 3 weeks until your new
classes start to get familiar with the second floor layout and you
new schedule and additional rules. Most of the rules are the same
with a few exceptions like more rules added to what you already
know. Sorry but that is the price of promotion. Now jump to it
before I demote all of you back to the lower group”. Matron Blunt
threaten.

The class broke ranks and rushed to
the second floor stairs to get their room assignments from the hall
monitor. Three days later, Patrick, Jason, and Max were settled
into their new room, which was bigger with a small sitting area
with a couch, a table with chairs to study at. The three felt like
they were in a fancy hotel. Only Max knew what it was like to be in
a fancy hotel with his father and sisters. The pain of his loss was
gone, but he often remembered those moments that stuck in his head
about his father and his life with his father and sisters. Ida, and
Lola had mellowed in there tempers and where model students, as was
Iris, Patrick, Jason, and Max. They were a tight group now, spent
all their free time together either studying, working in the
garden, doing chores, or just hanging out in the common room. They
even came up with a name for their inner group of mates, ‘The
Sixer’s’.”

The second floor offered a library for
them as well, and the common rooms was more comfortable. The
bathrooms and bath house was much the same as on the first floor
West Wing except the tubs were larger. Not much privacy either. The
boys where used to communal bathing as was the girls. Still no
mirrors or reflective surfaces to be found. The second floor East
Wing had much the same layout, except where there was an Auditorium
and Administration on the first floor the second floor had work
shops that introduced you to the many Guild trades that where
available and the same classroom layout for your next secondary
level of education. There was staff offices with bedrooms on each
floor, and each boys and girl wards had an office for their hall
monitor with a bed. The third floor was much the same as the second
floor was except the work shops gave you advanced skills in the
trade you choose and advanced class room studies until you were
accepted at age 17 into a trade by the Guild as a senior apprentice
or allowed to go to the Guild College.

The three weeks went by fast, as the
Sixer’s relaxed and got to know there older classmates in their
group and how to navigate the many stairs that led down to the
first floor to the dining room and gym. The time for wake up and
bedtime was set an hour earlier then those on the first floor.
While the third floor group where an hour earlier then the second
floor. Meals for the second floor group where either an hour later
or an hour earlier, and bath time was now 4 times a week rather
then 3 times a week and a half hour later. Between the three floors
the wake up, meals and baths schedule was staggered so that Dining
room, Library and gym were used at different times. Baths where
taken at different times to save on the stress on the plumbing and
hot water tank. On Fuggin world the days where 26 hours long, a
week was 8 days long, 14 months, and a year was 448 days. At the
Fuggin Academy of Trades Orphanage you got two days of rest after 6
days, and a 3 day rest at the end of each month, and 24 days off at
the end of the year. Depending on which group you were in by age
you got anywhere up to 10 to 12 hours of sleep depending on your
daily routine. The older boys 14-17 had longer days and harder
physical schedule and needed less rest to get through their long
day, while the youngest group had the shortest day of classes and
activities and being younger needed more sleep.

The Sixer’s found that they lost an
hour of sleep with an extra hour of classes and activities. In the
three weeks off they got used to the loss of sleep and where ready
to buckle down with there new classes and activities. The second
floor group discovered soon enough their studies where harder, and
their introductory trades classes interesting when they were
introduced to the many types of Guild trades there was on Fuggin’s
world. There was industries of the type where you made all kinds of
products from furniture, to manufacturing food goods such as canned
and bottled foods sold in the markets. To learning the trade of
being a vegetable farmer or a dairy farmer, to a chicken farmer,
pig farm, or beef farm. There was learning how to be glass blowers
or potters, to shoe maker, to dressmaker and hat maker, to printer,
and so much more trades that provided the goods and services for
every citizen. There was Architecture, where you learned how to
draw designs for buildings. To those who learned how to build a
building or house. There was bookkeepers, and scribes, and book
makers. Tradesmen who made wine, beer brewers, and innkeepers.
Housekeepers, clerks and secretaries. cooks, and inn management.
Even tradesmen who painted your house, fixed your plumbing,
gardener’s and forestry. And the list went on. Matron Blunt
introduced them to the second floor curriculum of the Academy where
they focused on teaching you math, and bookkeeping, where nearly
every trade needed those to keep their money records, to be scribes
and clerks in offices. Then there were the industrial trades like
carpentry where you would learn the basics about how to build a
house, the tools in the trade, how to use the tools to prepare you
for you senior apprenticeships in the trades. She lectured
them.

“There are the mechanical
trades where you are introduced to learning the basics on how to
repair machinery. Learn about the tools to repair machinery. Where
as a senior apprentice you would learn from a Master how to built
parts for machines, even learn how to design new machines from a
Master. You will learn the basics about agriculture, farming and
animal care. Which will prepare you to work along side a Master
farmer as a senior apprentice. You final years here will be
learning basic’s, tested on what that tool is, or what that term
means, or how to use tools or machinery. The basics of today’s
printing press. How to throw a pot on the potters wheel, firing
techniques, glazes and types of clay's. By the time you turn 14 you
will be able to choose the trade you are interested in and have
achieved the basic knowledge of that trade. The academy was created
to prepare new apprentices to have the background and knowledge
that a formal apprenticeship starts at 14 to 18 before you get to
being a senior apprentice and passing your Masters test in your
trade. Your will may enter after your final year here in
apprenticeship at the Guild of College at 17 as a Third year
apprentice, well ahead of those who started their First Year as
apprentices at the Guild of College at 16 or older. You will be
better prepared to earn you Masters sooner then others do. Your
group now will start with rudimentary basic on all trades we
instruct here, along with your other studies. You will have
practical hands on studies geared to your age, and size of hands.
When you move up to the next group on the third floor, you will
have less classes in ABC’s, math, history, geography, and different
classes in science, social studies, and hands on work in using what
you have learn in this group about trade craft, after picking the
trade you seem best at, actually creating sample products,
designing projects, repairing thing, building models, showing what
you have learned about the trade craft you have chosen. The Academy
has a long list of graduates from the Guild College of Trade,
successful tradesmen where some have gone on to being Grand Masters
in their trade. They come to us to find the next senior apprentices
they need, and trust that they are getting the best we can offer
them and others.

You will have a final written exam on
what you have learned in this group, a practical exam demonstrating
what you have learned to be promoted to the next group on the third
floor where you will have advanced learning on your trade choice.
In that group you will if you chose say carpentry will build a
piece of furniture show off what you have learned. If a mechanical
trade is you skills, you will dismantle a broken piece of machinery
and put it back together repaired and working. You will help our
maintenance staff keep this school running. Don’t worry by time you
finish your final year here, you will have dismantled and repaired
small simple machinery, or built several pieces of furniture from a
simple end table to a china cabinet. These are just example of what
you will accomplish. As for you young ladies that includes
dressmaking, hat making, clerical skills, even skills in machinery
and repairs. Farming, forestry, building a house or designing a
house. The young ladies of this academy will have an opportunity to
do more then just be a nanny, teacher, or governance. The times are
changing out there in the world where women are being accepted as
more then just being wives and mothers. And that goes for males
taking on traditional women skills too.”

“I know you are 10 and in
no time you will be 11, then 12, then 13 and ready for your next
promotion. Just don’t mess up with the rules, okay. Your studies
will be harder, but you have all proven you are capable of getting
good grades, and behaving. You may discover an interest in a
certain trade, just don’t settle on one before you have finished
your time here in this group. You have three years to discover the
one that is right for you. I will announce that not all have
managed to find that trade for them. We don’t teach the basic for
all the trades here, that would be a momentous task to do so. If
you find you excel in academics, rather then a trade we offer here.
The Guild have a scholarship program that will pay for you to enter
the higher institutions of learning such as becoming a lawyer, what
we call the professional fields that require a higher learning. We
do give you introductions into basic professional skills like
nursing, and sciences and if you find you have an aptitude which
means skills in a professional field, we will encourage you to
apply for those scholarships in time before you graduate. I am glad
to announce we have been awarded 4 scholarships in the last 6 years
and have a Lawyer in practice, two nurses in practice and soon to
be a healer of medicine. The Guild College has many professional
programs too. There are many residential prep schools out there who
achieve much the same as we do. With one exception, we have an
opportunity to take foundlings in, orphans who would not have the
same opportunity they have. A chance to do better then many who
come out of the prep schools from families with means to pay for
prep schools. I would like to think we are preparing tomorrow
tradesmen and professionals without putting wealth and tuition
ahead of our purpose to educate and train you for your future. That
said, it is time you get to your first class for today. Now scoot
out of here before I start giving out marks for tardiness.” Matron
Blunt told the assembly of 10 year old’s.

***

“I can’t believe another
year has past Max. Tomorrow the Sixer’s will be officially 12 years
old. I don’t know about you but I think I have grown two inches
this year. Though it seems you will always will be taller then
Jason and me.” Patrick said lounging in their room after their
bath.

“Honestly, I think I am a
few months older then you, so I have the advantage.” Max said.
“Jason isn’t really that shorter then you, maybe by an inch shorter
in his stocking feet. In fact I would be just an inch taller.
Matron Blunt say we have to have our annual physical tomorrow so we
will get measured and weighed. It will then be official.” Max
added.

“I guess it will.” Patrick
said. “Where is Jason, I haven’t seen him since we finished
bathing. He isn’t still in the bath house is he?” Patrick
asked.

“I don’t think so, I saw
him leave before we did. He is maybe in the library, he did say
earlier he had a book he wanted to look up in the old section
before the library closed.” Max told Patrick.

“What is with him lately,
he has been reading a lot of those old books.” Patrick
asked.

“I don’t know, I asked once
and he said he was curious about what old books say. I ask him what
they said, and he told me ‘nothing they can’t speak’, and walked
away. I tried to come up with a smart come back, but when I looked
down the hall he was gone. I swear he had to have vanished. My mind
went blank and I just shook my head wondering why I was standing in
the hallway alone. I have been doing that of late. Every time Jason
tries to avoid answering me. My mind goes blank for a moment and I
forget what I was going to say, or talking about. Then I am
standing there alone and Jason is no where to be seen.” Max told
Patrick.

“I know what you mean Max.
It seems as if Jason just vanishes before your eyes. A neat trick
if it was a trick. I know he is short but not that short to just
vanish on you like that.” Patrick said.

“We need to corner him and
ask how he does it Patrick. It could come in handy when Matron
Blunt catches us trying to sneak back into our rooms after curfew.
We could just vanish in front of her eyes, as if we were never
there. Wait until she shakes her head in confusion then leaves.
Then reappear and go into our room as if we never left it.” Max
explained to Patrick.

“I hear, that is the kind
of trick where you use mirrors in a magic show. Where would we get
mirrors in the Academy. You can’t find a polished pot to comb you
hair in. I wonder if there is a book in the library that explains
why there are no mirrors in the academy Max.” Patrick
stated.

“You will find that in the
old section Patrick, on the shelf about curses.” Jason said
standing behind the couch spooking the two boys who didn’t see him
come in.

“Where did you come from
Jason, I swear you weren’t in the room nor did I hear that creaky
door open.” Patrick shouted as he jumped out of the
couch.

“I have been here all along
you two, you were talking about mirrors and magic tricks. Something
about I have been reading too much of late, and how short I am.”
Jason told his roommates.

“That is impossible Jason.
We came into the room and you weren’t here at all, then suddenly
you are. Where you hiding on us, maybe under the bed.” Max
asked.

“I wasn’t hiding under the
bed Max, I was on top of my bed. I saw you two walk in, Patrick sat
down on the couch and you at the table. I was wondering why you
didn’t say hi to me.” Jason explained with a look of concern on his
face.

“Jason, I swear you were
not laying down on your bed. I thought you went to the library for
one of your old books you read.” Max told Jason.

“I did go to the library
but it was already closed so I came back here fuming that I didn’t
get a chance to get to the library on time. I thought I was still
early. I must have been in the bath house to long. I laid on my bed
wishing I could vanish and walk though walls to get the book I
wanted. I saw you two come in, and was wondering why you where
talking about me as if I wasn’t here.” Jason said.

Max looked at Patrick, Patrick looked
at Jason with the same weird look Max had.

“Jason this is not funny.
You were not on your bed when we walked in. We both would have
noticed as we walked by your bed to the couch and table. Max did
you see Jason on the bed?” Patrick asked him.

“No, but now that you
mentioned it, I did notice his bed cover was wrinkled, as if
someone had been laying on the bed then just left it. Jason keeps a
neat bed Patrick. He won’t lay on it until its time to go to bed.
Look, for yourself. The bed cover is all messed up as if he was
laying on top of it.”

“That is impossible Max. He
wasn’t here when we came in and that door creaks, we would have
heard him sneaking in.” Patrick insisted.

“Jason did you hear us
talking about how you somethings seem to vanish when I have a
question for you. My mind goes blank for a moment and when I look
at you, you are gone as if you just vanished in front me.” Max
asked.

“No I didn’t hear that
part, I must have dosed off for a moment there as if my mind went
blank. I did hear Max tell you Patrick ‘We need to corner him and
ask how he does it Patrick. It could come in handy when Matron
Blunt catches us trying to sneak back into our rooms after curfew.
We could just vanish in front of her eyes, as if we were never
there. Wait until she shakes her head in confusion then leaves.
Then reappear and into our room as if we never left it. Then
Patrick said, ‘I hear, that is the kind of trick where you use
mirrors in a magic show. Where would we get mirrors in the Academy.
You can’t find a polished pot to comb you hair in. I wonder if
there is a book in the library that explains why there are no
mirrors in the academy Max.” that was I got out of bed walked over
and said, ‘You will find that in the old section Patrick, on the
shelf about curses’, and you jumped off the couch shouting at
me.”

“That is very weird Max. If
he wasn’t in the room then how did he know what we said word by
word.” Patrick said.

“What is weirder is that he
said it exactly word by word.” Max said.

“That’s not weird, Jason
always remembers what we say word by word. Worse then one of those
talking birds I hear about.” Patrick said.

“Come on you two, you are
scaring me. Admit I was here you saw me laying on the bed.” Jason
asked the two.

“I am sorry Jason but we
did not see you on the bed. Unless we were so brain dead not to
notice you. Really you not that short, nor that thin either. We
must have been so wrapped up in our conversation coming in we
didn’t notice you. Right Patrick. Max tried to convince Patrick
even if he wasn’t.

“What ever you say, Max.
Listen Jason, Max is right we must have been so involved with our
talking we didn’t see you laying in your bed. Lets forget the whole
thing. Its getting close to bedtime. Lets sleep on it I am sure Max
and I will realize you where on your bed. After all Max is right
you bed covers are a mess and you never lay on your bed until
bedtime, and you did remember what we were talking about when you
woke up. I guess we all need a good night sleep. We have a 3 day
holiday until we start our next classes as 12’s.” Patrick walked
over his bed and pulled the covers back, took his robe off and
crawled into bed. Max went to his bed between the two beds and took
his robe of climbed into bed. Max looked out Jason who stood there
as if stuck to the floor with glue.

“Jason, are you all right?”
Max asked.

It took Jason a few moments to
respond. “Sorry, I guess I am just tired.” Jason took off his robe
and crawled under the wrinkled covers. The last thing Patrick and
Max heard was Jason cussing that someone had been on his bed the
covers where all wrinkled. Then the lights went out in the room as
the hall monitor walked his rounds turning lights off in each room
from their outside switch.

***

“Patrick help me, Please I
need your help, I am hurt.” Iris shouted at her brother.

Patrick jerked up, from bending over
his work bench. He was working on a piece of wood he was measuring
to mark a line where he was to cut the length of wood an end piece
for a small shelving unit to hung on the wall to hold collectibles.
He had finished one end piece, two center pieces and the bottom
piece and top cap at the correct length when his mind was bolted by
Iris shouting at him. Except Iris wasn’t in the small wood shop.
She was in the weaving room working on making a small rug. At first
Patrick thought he was day dreaming. Then Iris shouted again at
him. “Patrick help me, Please I need your help.” There it was again
as clear as day, well on a cloudy day. Patrick looked around the
small wood craft room saw Max, Jason and the other boys busy at
their assigned work measuring and cutting wood pieced for the
project they had selected. The only two girls in the room were Ida,
and Lola and they were working on a Doll house together. A project
that was teaching them basic construction principals, that could be
applied to building a real house following a simple blueprint.
Patrick shook his head to clear his mind, and went back to his
measuring. Moment’s later Mistress Brager came into the room and
had a brief word with Master Zito, Small Wood Craft instructor.
Mistress Brager left the craft room.

Master Zito, walked over to Patrick’s
work bench. “Patrick, Mistress Brager wonders if you have seen
Iris. It would appear she did not arrive at weaving class and can
not be found.”

Without realizing why at first,
Patrick told Master Zito “Iris told me at breakfast she needed more
Deep Red Cotton rope for her rug project, she was going to the
store room downstairs to find more before class
started.”

“I see, I shall inform
Mistress Brager, she may not have searched the storeroom yet.
Continue with your project Patrick, I will be back shortly.” Master
Zito left the small craft room.

Jason appeared next to Patrick. “Why
did you tell Master Zito, Iris went to the storage room downstairs.
Iris didn’t sit with us at breakfast, if I recall she didn’t even
say a word to you.”

“Jason, this may sound
strange, but I swear I heard Iris shouting out to me just before
Mistress Brager came into the room and talked to Master Zito. Not
only once but twice call out my name and asking me for help she was
hurt. When Master Zito came up to me to tell me Iris was absent
from class, I got this image she was in the store room down stairs
looking for Dark Red Cotton rope for her project. You know and I
know Iris didn’t sit with us at breakfast, nor have I had a word
with her. I swear I heard her name.” Patrick cringed in pain,
staggering against his work bench holding his left arm..

“What is wrong Patrick.”
Jason said.

“I don’t know suddenly I
felt this sharp pain in my upper left arm.” Patrick pulled up the
short sleeve on his left arm and there was a large purple and
yellow bruise there. “Jason I don’t know how I got this. There is
nothing here in the craft room to cause that kind of bruise, and I
certainly would remember bumping into something that hard to cause
such a bruise. It really hurts Jason.” Patrick slipped down to the
floor. Max saw his roommate slide off the bench and down to the
floor and ran over to help Jason pick up Patrick and take him over
to a near by chair to sit him down.

Jason, Max, Master Zito will be back
soon. Jason tell him nothing, Jason will explain later Max. Tell
Master Zito I became faint had a small dizzy spell that’s all the
pain in my arm is gone now. Patrick showed Jason and Max his upper
arm. The bruise was still there, but the pain was gone. Patrick got
up and returned to his work bench. While Max and Jason returned to
their shared work bench. Jason whispered into Max’s ear what had
transpired. Master Zito, returned and drew Patrick and Jason
aside

“Patrick, Jason, your
nursery sister, was found in the Storage room. It would appear she
was on a small step ladder reaching up for a spool of Dark Red
Cotton rope when she last her balance and ended up grabbing the
shelving unit, which tipped over and fell on top of the step ladder
knocking her off the ladder with heavy spools of rope piling on top
of her on the floor. She is in the infirmary and asking for you
Patrick, Jason. I can only allow one of you to leave class, only
one visitor at a time. She has a very bruised upper left arm were
those heavy spools hit her, nothing broken. You decide who goes
first, I will be at the door waiting.” Master Zito walked over to
the door.

Patrick turned to Jason. “Tell Iris, I
will visit her after you visit. Don’t say a word to her Jason, she
doesn’t need to know yet..” Jason understood and walked over to
Master Zito and out of the craft room heading for the
infirmary.

Max looked out Patrick. “Patrick, what
is going on here. Jason told me what happened. How is it possible
that you felt the same injury as Iris did? Did you really hear Iris
shout out for help, she was hurt?”

“Yes, I did Max. I can’t
explain it. I even got a brief image she was in the Storage room
under a pile of Dark Red Cotton rope spools. Then my upper arm was
very painful and you saw that bruise. You heard Master Zito,
describe what happened, where she was hurt. Max, Jason pulled that
vanishing trick again. He just appeared at my work bench as Master
Zito left. I swear he was at your work bench when Master Zito
turned around to walk out of the room.” Patrick told
Max.

“You are right on that
point Patrick, he was there one moment and the next gone, I swear I
was talking to him him, turned my head away to look at what I was
doing on my project and looked back seconds later, and he was gone,
standing at your side. Patrick we need answers before we tell the
others. That means Iris, Ida, and Lola. When you visit Iris, don’t
mention you heard her shouting at you from the storage room or that
bruise on your arm. It is not bath night so we will discuss this
further in our room before bedtime. I think Jason might have some
answers in those old books he keeps reading.” Max went back to his
work bench to work on his project.

Jason returned just moments before the
clock in the hallway struck 11 bells announcing lunch
time.

The three went off to lunch to find
Ida, and Lola waiting for them. The two girls had been informed by
their instructor that there roommate Iris had been hurt and they
told the boys they would visit her after they had lunch. Patrick
decided to visit her now and have a late lunch. Matron Blunt walked
in before Patrick could leave.

“Matron Blunt, may I be
excused from lunch to visit Iris in the infirmary. I will make it a
short visit. Ida and Lola will visit after they had there lunch if
it is okay with you Matron Blunt.”

“You will have to wait you
three, Iris is resting from her ordeal. The nurse say’s she can go
back to her room after a few hours rest. They want to be sure she
is okay, and the Doctor from the clinic in town visits her to check
her over. You can wait until she is back on her floor. I just left
her and she seems find. Has a nasty bruise on her upper left arm,
and I am sure the muscle is going to hurt her for a couple of days.
She will not be able to go back to weaving until it is better. I
have asked Mistress Brager to find her something to do that will
not put strain on that arm. She is a lucking girl that she told
Patrick where she was going after breakfast. It might have been
hours or days before anyone thought to check the storage room. When
she is better I will have a talk with her about not informing her
instructor where she was going. I am afraid I will have to give
Iris 2 marks for not getting permission to enter the storage in the
first place. Mistress Brager should have retrieved what Iris needed
or got the janitor to do it. Mistress Brager is beside herself for
not remembering Iris mentioned it two days ago, she needed more
material to finish her rug and should have made sure Iris had that
Dark Red Cotton rope before this. For Mistress Brager’s lapse of
memory, I will erase Iris 2 marks. Patrick I believe I owe you 2
credit Marks for your diligence's in telling Master Zito Iris was
going to the storage room. Now get you lunch before it gets cold.”
Matron Blunt left the dinning room leaving Patrick relieved that he
would not have to face Iris and have to explain anything to Iris
just yet. Patrick filled his lunch tray up and joined this
roommates at the table. Ida, and Lola joined their group of girls
at another table.

“Listen it appears Iris
isn’t aware of what happened between me and her. Matron Blunt said
nothing about Iris telling her she didn’t tell me she was going to
the storage room. Hopefully, she is confused about things, and
hasn’t realized anything happened that was weird between us. She
may not have realized she called out in panic after she fell. If
she hurts as much as I felt her pain at first, her head would be
dizzy and faint with the pain. I still hurt some, but not has bad
as it was at first. I think it was a delayed pain, since there was
some minutes between me hearing her call for help I am hurt and me
feeling the pain and that bruise showing. Jason, you pulled that
vanishing trick again in the Craft room you were one moment with
Max then the second with me and no one else in the room noticed.
Now this with me hearing Iris in my head calling for help and me
feeling her pain and having the same bruise she has. You do a lot
of reading in the old section of the library. Is there any books
there that would explain what is happening here?” Patrick asks
Jason.

Patrick, Max I got to confess, I
realize now what I am doing, but not how I do it. I feel myself
speeding up going fast, then find myself elsewhere. I think in some
instances I need to be elsewhere now and I find myself there and
not how I got there. At first I dismissed it as walking and day
dreaming losing track of time. You know how you didn’t realize you
just walked from one place to another and suddenly was there. Like
today, I sensed something, not a clear something in my head that I
needed to talk to Patrick and I was there, like I vanished from one
place to appear in another place in seconds or less. I vanished
from Max’s side at the work bench and was at your work bench
Patrick. I don’t remember walking over to your work bench just that
I was with Max, one moment then with you the next moment. No one
saw me do it, as if it was so fast, they couldn’t see me. It was
like just before we advanced as 12 year old’s when you didn’t see
me on my bed walked right by me. I could see you and hear you. As I
think back to that time it did seem as if your where at first
talking very fast. Running fast into the room, blur walking past my
bed, then everything went normal and I could hear that last part of
your conversation. What ever was happening to me on my bed, I was
invisible to you two, then I wasn’t, then I found myself at the
couch behind Patrick and scaring him when I spoke. Like today, for
that brief moment everything around me was fast, no sounds, then
everything normal as soon as I stood by Patrick.”

“Okay, that explains what
is happening to you Jason, but how is it happening and how did
Patrick hear Iris yelling for help from the storeroom on the first
floor at the back of the building and he was on the second floor in
a noising room working on our projects.” Max asked.

‘I don’t know Max, but I am
going to find out. There is a section in the library with some very
rare books. You can read them but not check them out. I was
thinking maybe I can control what is happening to me, get the books
we need, then just vanish back to our room. At will try to vanish
back to our room. I am not sure I can do like walk through doors or
walls. It more like I just walk so fast no one can see me. The boys
ward is the furthest from the library then the girls ward is. I
could try some practice runs I suppose.” Jason admitted.

***

“Listen you two I just came
back from the library from looking in the restricted section. I
believe I have found a book that might help us. It is titled
‘Fuggin’s Ancient History, the Lost Magic’. I got a brief look at
it before the dinner bell. After dinner the library will reopen
until 7 bells. I am going to try vanishing with the book back to
our room at the last minute before I need to put the book back in
the Old books alcove. The Librarian will be busy with getting kids
out and tiding up the library. I want you to keep the room door
open so I can just speed walk right into the room. At least I am
going to try to get all the way here. I might have to take shorts
runs. If I can’t vanish from the library I will try again tomorrow
during our rest day. I will try until I will succeeded if I have
too.” Jason said with determination.

“Don’t over do it Jason,
you don’t know if you have limitations. Take small steps first,
know what you can handle at first, then try for longer distances.”
Max told Jason

“I will Max. at least I
will try to get all the way here first, as long as I actually get
out of the library back into the boys ward. I will have my book bag
with me so no one will see me with that book.” Jason explained then
turned to Patrick. “Patrick did you get a chance to visit Iris
before she left the infirmary?”

“Yes, I did Jason, She was
certainly feeling better. I believe she was more scared then really
hurt. I can no longer feel any pain, and the bruise is fading.
Which mean’s she is healing too I think. I did manage to ask her
without being too direct why she didn’t call out for help. She told
me she had a wad of Dark Red cotton rope caught in her mouth, both
her arms where pinned down by boxes of those spools of rope. She
couldn’t clear her mouth out to yell at first. She remembers in her
mind she called out to me twice then fainted. When she woke up
Mistress Brager and Master Zito where pulling boxes off her and
cotton rope out of her mouth. Everything after that was a fog she
said, when her left arm started really hurting her. I guess the
shock of falling wore off and the pain kicked in. That had to be
when I felt the pain. I didn’t say anything to her about hearing
her yell in my head, nor that I felt the image of where she was. As
far as she knows, Mistress Brager and Master Zito was looking for
her and searched the storage room when Mistress Brager remember
Iris needed more Dark Red Cotton rope to finish her rug. I left it
at that until we learn more about what is going on here. Max you
haven’t been feeling anything odd have you, not flying around or
seeing through walls.” Patrick asked.

“No I haven’t thank you.
Two weird roommates is enough for me. Not that I wouldn’t want to
see through walls. That could come in handy when we are in the bath
house, We could see into the girls bath house. I think there
dressing stalls share the wall with our dressing stalls.” Max
said.

“Max really all you think
of lately is what the girls look like naked. Jason and I can tell
you being raised since we were infants in the nursery, what the
girls look like. They don’t have what we have that is for sure. I
don’t think it changes into something else as they get older like
they grow what we have. That is just stories we hear from the older
boys telling us girls grow there pee pee like ours when they get
older.’ Patrick told Max.

“I know what girls have
Patrick. I have sisters.” Max said.

“I also heard that when we
boys get older ours falls off, and we become girls and the girls
become boys when they get older.” Patrick said.

“Patrick, I suppose you
believe we were born in a pumpkin patch.” Jason said.

“No, that is silly, we boys
where born in a carrot and potato patch, and girls in a split pea
patch. That is what makes us different.” Patrick said.

“Who told you that pile of
manure Patrick. Ours don’t look anything like a carrot or two
potatoes in a bag. If that was true it would be orange with a green
top to it, and eyes on our bag of potatoes. The last time I looked
I did not see any eyes on that bag of potatoes, or was our pee pee
orange and had a green top on it.” Max said.

“Do you always look at
yours that close Max.” Patrick asked.

“No stupid, we take
communal baths since we were 5 years old. You know a dozen naked
boys prancing around in the bath house. Hard to not notice what
they look like and certainly don’t look like orange carrots and
potatoes.” Max said.

“Max did you notice when
Jason vanished, I wish he would say something before he would leave
like that. Its creepy having him pop out like that.” Patrick
said.

“What’s creepy is you
thinking you where born in a vegetable patch Patrick. Really we are
not 7 year old’s who believe anything a 13 year old would tell
you.” Max said.

“Hey, I suppose you know
better. Did your father ever tell you why boys and girls are
different in that way, and where we came from.

“No, I asked, he said he
would tell me when I was older 11 or 12. Then he died before I got
older Patrick.”

“Sorry, Max, I didn’t mean
to remind you.” Patrick said sincerely.

“That’s okay Patrick,
that’s got me thinking maybe there is a book in the library that
will tell us where babies really come from.”

“Here you two, you can look
at this book it has pictures and words” Jason said, spooking the
two as he appeared in the room out of nowhere.

“I wish you would not do
that Jason. It is creeping me out.” Patrick said.

“Sorry, Patrick, I tried to
send my thoughts out to you like Iris did. All I heard was you
talking about carrots and potatoes. That book with the pictures
should clear that fantasy up. I also got the other book I wanted. I
made it all the way to the library into the old book alcove and
back out again. I think I got the hang of it. As long as, I know
the place I want to vanish too, I can get there in one jump, though
walls and doors. No-one even saw me in the old book alcove. I took
another book and replaced the one I took on its spot in the shelf.
Except that picture book it is not restricted, anyone can see it if
they know it is there. It is in the 14-15 age section.” Jason
explained. “It says it is a text book for that age group. I guess
we get lessons on it when we are promoted to the third floor. So
which book to you want to see first, the Fuggin’s Ancient History,
the Lost Magic, or the picture book.” Jason asked.

“Do you need to ask?’ They
both said at once.

 


 



Chapter 3

The Lost Magic

 


 


The book ‘The Lost Magic” first
chapter was read by Max, told the boys that there was a time in the
far history of Fuggins world that Magic once existed years ago,
that there were forces of magic that were wielded by Men and Women
who used there Magic for Good or Evil. Magic in of itself was not
good or evil. Magic was used by Men or Women that had been raised
to use there Magic for Good or raised to do Evil. Just as those who
were not born with Magic where raised to be Good or Evil by the
influence of family who either lived a lawful moral life, or by the
influence of family that lived an unlawful immoral life. Good and
Evil at times were balanced neither one superior then the other
until Magic came into the world. Those Women and Men who were born
with Magic learned that it could be used for Good or Evil. For the
Good of the people meant saving lives, better crops, better
government, equal education, and keeping peace with their
neighbors. Good was the moral side of Magic. For those who used
Magic for Evil they sought to take lives, destroy crops, rule over
people as cruel governments, restrict education, and constantly
seek war with their neighbors by the might of their magic. Evil was
the immoral side of Magic. Yet, Magic was neither Good or Evil. If
one chose not to use her or his Magic, Magic was neither good or
evil, nor did that magic force them to be good or evil. Those not
born with Magic were Good or Evil having the same influences in
their family life. You teach a child to use his magic for good and
they will do so. You teach a child to use his magic for evil, and
they will do so. A child not born with magic can also be taught to
do good or evil. Good and Evil acts where the same Good and Evil
acts with or with out magic. Magic only increased the acts of Good
and Evil while upsetting the balance between magical people and
non-magical people.

As the boys took turn reading out loud
the book on the Lost Magic, they learned that a child born with
magic would not see the first sign of having magic until they
reached the age known as ‘The age of change’ where a girl or boy
would start changing from an innocent child from birth to 11 years,
onto the cusp of adulthood. Where there body’s went through
physical changes, between the ages of 11 to-17. It was during these
changes a child would start manifesting their magic in leaps and
bounds, weaknesses and strength. For some they have only one type
of magic, for others they had several types of Magic. It is during
these years that a child learns that their Magic can be used for
Good or Evil. In there adult years, they have most likely chosen
their path, be it Good or Evil. It has been known that some go from
Good to Evil, and Evil to Good, this is known as the transitional
years, those years from 11-17. It would depend on the way they are
raised and by whom. Rarely does a child born from a parent or
parents who have magic fail to manifest magic. Again, the strength
or weakness of magic in them will depend on the same strength or
weakness the parent or parents had. It has been known that a parent
or parents have been born with magic from non-magical parent, and
raised without the knowledge of being magical when their magic is
to weak to show up. The next generation can be stronger, or the
magic disappears forever.
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