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    For Caleb, one of the quirkiest and most talented misfits I've ever had the honor to work with. Remember who you are, and Whose you are. May God grant you the desires of your heart.


And to all the misfits among misfits like me. Remember you are not alone.
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​Introduction
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The Tale of Outh'n Durr tells the story of a man who is a misfit among his people through no real fault of his own. Sometimes, people are just flat-out mean because they're miserable and want everyone around them to be miserable, too. That's not how people should behave and certainly not how God wants us to act, but some people reject God and the teachings in the Bible in favor of self. Anytime we put ourselves in front of everyone else and attempt to put ourselves in the position of God in our lives, bad things happen. Why? Because we are not gods and we are certainly not The Almighty King of Kings and Lord of Lords. We are not perfect and can never achieve that without the help of the only perfect being who exists. 

This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to any of my fellow human beings is purely coincidental.

Things Readers Should Know

Y'Dahnndrya is a world with two large continents and many islands (so far). She orbits twin suns. Her traveling companions are five moons. Time flows differently on Y'Dahnndrya. Six seasons (dahlsikin; sing., dahlsik) comprising three months (minsikin; sing., minsik) each make up one Y'Dahnndryan year, called a tsimik (pl., tsimikin). The minsik cycle follows the largest moon. Each month comprises four weeks, which are each nine days long. The word nainda is used for one or more Y'Dahnndryan weeks. One Y'Dahnndryan year is 648 days long. A day is often referred to as a dawning, while a night is sometimes called a dusking.  

For more information, I've provided an index, a pronunciation guide, and a glossary which all wait patiently at the end of the story for those who crave more knowledge of my book world. 

So Let's Begin

Dear Reader, thank you for picking up this book and giving it a chance. It is my fervent prayer that the contents enrich your life. If you take one thing away from the reading of it, may it be that being determined to do the right thing, despite how people treat you, will pay off. But sometimes, it happens in ways you least expect. 

Outh'n Durr is a complex character and was quite difficult to write. He's still learning about himself and how he's going to interact with his world and the people who share it with him. I wrote this little novella as an introduction to the second book of the Children of Y'Dahnndrya series, Surge, which is coming soon. To be honest, I tried writing a shorter story, but Outh'n wasn't having it. I do hope I have given enough closure so readers can choose whether to read book two without feeling cheated.

I like to include a verse of scripture with each of my stories, though the novels themselves aren't necessarily inspirational. I hope this verse will encourage you.

"They will fight against you, but they will not prevail against you; for I am with you," says [Adonai],"to rescue you." - Jeremiah 1:19 World English Bible
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​1 Running
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There. Gasping, Outh'n Durr raced for the animal den he knew was empty and big enough to hide him from his pursuers. Questions flickered through his mind with each pounding footfall. 

Why were they after him? How could his own people believe he would hurt the only person who'd chosen to befriend him? Why him? Was it so bad to want to be part of their fun? He just wanted to be accepted. Why did Tugansol, the Life Giver, seem to want Outh'n's life snuffed out?

He'd long left the villagers behind. Outh'n might be outwardly imperfect – one eye crossed, a scar through the eyebrow above that eye, and a slightly crooked nose marring the symmetry of what would otherwise be a handsome face. But he prided himself on figuring out how to work around the vision impairment and had learned to live with the face that stared back at him from the surface of the village pond. 

What he lacked in physical beauty, he made up for with speed and agility. After winning a few awards for speed and archery, the villagers actively began discouraging him from participating. Kurg'l, the son of a village Senya, wouldn't stand for anyone besting him in any competition. 

So Outh'n had focused on the other thing he was good at, working with his hands. And it had paid off. His apprenticeship request to the Oxyl Glashiin Workers set out a minsik ago, and Outh'n had opened the reply only yesterdawn with nervous fingers. He'd whooped aloud when he read of the acceptance. Now, he didn't have to wait to get out of Prichud, where everyone kept holding him back. All he had to do was get to the capital city. They wouldn't be able to touch him in Oxyl. 

But now Alanyin was gone. Forever. He was being blamed, and his life would never be the same. He'd be Creator-blessed if he lived to see the next dawning. 

Taking precious moments, Outh'n looked for a branch of pungent miklanin. Spotting a shrub beside the path, he snapped a branch free and crushed some leaves. He stashed a few in his pocket. Foul-smelling, but it would disguise his scent from a hunting pack of wuve, as well as brush away evidence of his passage. He retraced his steps to a stream he'd jumped to reach the shrub and began erasing his scent by traveling up the stream quickly and quietly for a suitable distance. When he judged he'd gone far enough, he pulled some leaves from his pocket and scattered them on the ground. He brushed over them with his wet boots, then scattered a few more leaves as he continued toward his chosen haven. 

The slowness ate at his already fractured psyche and he couldn't decide which urging to listen to. In the end, he worked steadily, reminding himself it was better this way. Whether the villagers caught him here or at his hiding place, the result would be the same. At least this way, he had a better chance of surviving. He worked on with renewed determination.

After what seemed forever, the miklanin shrub which covered the opening of the abandoned den came into view. Outh'n was never more happy for his thin, flexible frame. He'd had to hide in the cramped space many times before. The only difference this time was how much it would cost him if the villagers found him. His life, such as it was, hung in the balance. 

Long moments passed, and exhaustion overcame the youngling. He fell asleep to whispers drifting through the turning leaves as a cool breeze reminded all who felt it of the changing dahlsik. 

*****
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"WE'RE CLOSE. I KNOW it." 

Kurg'l's strident voice cut through the murk of Outh'n's sleep. He tensed and waited.

"How do you know, Kurg'l?" Deil was there, too. Their babei sat on the village council, allowing them to get away with much more than they should have. 

How he wished Alanyin was here! Tears stung his eyes at the memory of her broken body on the ground at his feet. He'd tried to catch her. He was so fast. Why couldn't he catch her? Only the day before, she'd spoken to him of Kurg'l's disregard for her honor. Outh'n couldn't help thinking the misbegotten son-of-a-whe'evet had only treated her so badly because he knew his actions would anger Outh'n. The blame was his and his alone. Everything bad that happened to her was only because she wanted to be his friend and, fool that he was, he couldn't say no.

He blinked away the tears and tensed as the sweep and crackle of dead leaves grew louder. They were closer than they should be. How? Did he miss something? Leave a stray footprint? Forget to snap a hanging twig?

"I know it's around here somewhere. The misfigured son-of-a-silti hides around here often."

"Follow him a lot, eiya?" 

"Herd your own bix'n, Deil," the menace in Kurg'l's voice was as threatening as glashiin shards. His voice, just like the shards, dug in, promising infection and a slow, painful death. "You could easily be in his place. Wasn't it your voice startled the maid?"

"How do you know that?"

"I know a lot of things." Kurg'l's laugh was one of the most unpleasant things Outh'n had ever known.

Icy cold flooded Outh'n, starting in his heart. He hadn't caused Alanyin's fall. It was Deil. And now his friend was gone forever. Fury clawed its way out from within the deepest part of him, blinding Outh'n to his own danger. Under normal circumstances, he was well aware they'd outmatch him in a no-holds-barred brawl, mostly because he couldn't bring himself to fight dirty. When he tried, he botched it and cheating always ate at his sense of self-respect. Too, he didn't want to sabotage any blessing Tugansol might wish to bestow on him. 

None of that mattered now. He shot out of his hole among the boulders and tree roots, catching Deil off guard. 

A bark of victorious laughter barely cut through the berserk haze in his mind. "It was you? How could you? Why?" Outh'n punctuated each question with a swing at Deil's side, stomach, or face, wherever he could find an opening. 

So focused on the rival facing him, Outh'n forgot all about his other opponent. Kurg'l worked his way around the scuffling pair and picked up a chunk of stone. 

Pain flared at the back of Outh'n's head and he knew no more.​
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​2 Imprisoned
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When he came to, darkness surrounded him. Outh'n's head pounded and his neck and shoulder ached. Cold, hard dirt made an uncomfortable bed. He lay puzzled for only a moment before sitting up in realization. Grabbing his head with both hands, he groaned as nausea threatened to overcome him. He was in the village kaila, awaiting the judgment of the council. Sorrow filled his heart as memories flooded his mind. 

Scrabbling and scratching emanated from the shadows and he called out, "Who's there?"

"Outh'n? You're awake?" The whisper was faint, but he thought it must be his sadau.

"What are you doing here, Ailiin? It's dangerous. Go home." He tried to sound gruff, but his throbbing headache weakened the effect.

"You don't belong here." She ignored his command and continued. "Why would I not try to help?" she insisted. "Besides, Moyri sent you some food. The council forbade it but you know how Moyri is."

Outh'n allowed one corner of his mouth to rise in a weak grin. She couldn't see it, anyway. "Moyri's not the only one."

A soft chuckle rippled through the gloom. "I'll leave this by the door then. I can't reach much further than that."

"How long have I been here?"

"A dawning and a dusking."

Outh'n's eyebrows rose. "So long?"

"There's some argument about Alanyin's fall being accidental or not. They're still arguing at the gathering hall." A soft snort directed Outh'n toward the door to his prison and he began the torturous trek toward sustenance. The scent of Moyri's baked sweet buns and roasted meat hit him suddenly. His stomach growled, urging him to hurry should the guard return and take it away. 

"Outh'n," Ailiin's voice trembled, "what will we do if they determine it wasn't an accident? You could die." The grate rattled thinly. She must have reached through, but Outh'n's vision was still not as clear as it should be. Having his one reliable eye blurry hampered him. How hard had Kurg'l hit him?

"I can't see you, Ailiin," he murmured as he reached out one hand toward her voice. Her delicate fingers grasped his long, calloused ones tightly. "I don't know what will happen. No one but Tugansol does, and the Giver of Life seems bent on taking mine away." He hated the bitter tinge ruining his attempt to soothe Ailiin's worry.

"Don't talk that way about Tugansol. You will certainly bring holy wrath down upon you, and maybe on your family who loves you, too." She abruptly released his hand. "Did you do what they're accusing you of? Is this why you're so certain of a guilty verdict?"

He shook his head instinctively and groaned as his wound reminded him viciously of its presence. "I did not," he whispered brokenly. "She was my only friend. I would never, never hurt her Ailiin. Never. How could you even ask that?"

Moyri's sweet bun turned to ashes in his suddenly dry mouth. He could barely swallow the hard lump. Resolute, he pushed past the discomfort and forced it down, knowing it was likely his last meal. 

Outh'n heard her braids brush against her clothing as she nodded. "I believe you. I know Moyri believes in your innocence. Babeiya speaks for you even now."

"What are you not telling me?" he asked during a tense pause.

"They are the only ones on your side, Outh'n. Kurg'l and Deil both speak against you, along with their parents. Alanyin's babei also speaks fervently against you, swearing on Tugansol's life-giving breath." She huffed. "The council of Senya didn't like that bit at all."

"You'd better go back," Outh'n swallowed hard. Had all hope really vanished? "Go quickly, before the guard finds you here. Take this," he passed the cloth which had wrapped the meager meal back through the grate. "Tell Moyri I thank her for sending my favorite sweet buns. Tell both her and Babeiya I love them and thank them for believing in me."

"Don't give up, Iyaba," she urged as she rose. "Tugansol cannot be ready to call you to Zoleta already."

"Perhaps you're right." He hadn't the heart to tell her he expected to be sent to Surteit instead, to be tortured with pain and darkness for all eternity. "Go now, before they miss you."

The soft scruff of boot-clad feet on dirt faded into the distance, much like Outh'n's hope of justice.

*****

[image: ]


"OUTH'N?" THE SWEET sound rang in his ears. "Outh'n, where are you? Won't you come out and talk?" He hesitated. He'd heard such urgings before and they'd gained him only pain and humiliation when he dared to hope. 

"I promise," the melodious voice continued, "I'm not like them. I don't like how they treat you. Please, come out."

Silence filled the green meadow until the birds once again took up their songs. Thinking she'd left, Outh'n crept out of hiding. 

"There you are!"

Her sudden words startled him and he spun too quickly, losing his balance and tumbling over into a heap. She giggled. He waited, expecting to hear more jeers and laughter at his expense. A quick scan of the area showed she was truly alone. He marveled at the fact that someone wanted to talk to him after all this time. He'd lived for ten tsimikin and for too many of them had tried in vain to make friends in his small village. Was his patience finally rewarded? Had Tugansol answered his prayers?

"Greetings," said the small girl perched atop a boulder. "My name's Alanyin."

"I'm Outh'n Durr," he said stupidly, then ducked his chin as heat flooded his neck and cheeks. 

She giggled behind her hand. "I know. I called out for you, remember?"

He nodded, struck mute by her joy.

"What are you doing out here?"

"Hiding." This Alanyin was nosey. Outh'n wasn't sure how he felt about all her questions. 

"Why?"

"You know why."

She shook her head. "I know you hide from the others, and I don't blame you. I'm new here, but I saw what they did to you the day my family came to this village. What I mean is, why aren't you doing something you enjoy?"

"They won't let me do those things if they find me." He shook his head in annoyance and frustration roughened his tone. "And if by some miracle I actually complete a piece and they find me then, they smash my work and it's all for nothing."

Tears pooled in her brilliant blue eyes. She shoved wayward tendrils of golden brown hair back from her face, but the breeze blew it back. She ignored it and said, "I'm so sorry, Outh'n. We'll find a way for you to have some fun. I'll help you." 

That was how it had begun, his friendship with Alanyin. He'd thought to ask her to bond with him one dawning. With the promise of an apprenticeship, the time had loomed nearer. Now they'd dashed that hope as easily and completely as when they ruined his glashiin-work all those tsimikin ago. He couldn't believe six tsimikin had already passed. A tear rolled unchecked down his cheek, followed by another, then several more. He didn't even bother to wipe them away. What did it matter, after all? Tugansol must've given up on him. He'd be dead soon and no one would care but his parents and sadau.
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3 Trial
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When he was certain Ailiin was away, Outh'n released howls and curses, exorcising his hatred and frustration in the shadows. Scratchy throat, paired with the pounding headache, punished him for the reckless overflow.

"My apologies, great Tugansol," he rasped. He'd sound like a raug'l for a while. "But it's hard to think there can be any good in losing my best friend, the woman I loved. Why did you snatch her away? And why allow the others to threaten me because she died?" He ran his hands through his hair and groaned. "I've done nothing wrong. They've treated me horribly before, but this? I'm so stupid to have ever hoped my village would stand up for me after all that's come before," he murmured.

Silence haunted his ears between the swishing surges of his own heartbeat. He snorted at his pitiful behavior. As if Tugansol would suddenly speak to him, the least desirable person in Prichud! The Life-Giver didn't appreciate a prideful heart. He shook his head, slowly this time, mindful of the throbbing. 

*****
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KEYS JANGLED AGAINST the lock, startling Outh'n from a fitful doze. Icy dread flooded his stomach and he clenched his jaw in preparation. Moving wouldn't be pleasant. If they were opening the door, judgment had been determined. Whether or not he was ready, it was time to hear the verdict. 

"Come on, you son of a silti," the guard cursed at him from the door, blinding him with a blazing torch. "Come on, I say! You're in luck. Looks as if the council's letting you off lightly, though I can't figure out why. Neither can most of the village." He spat on the dirt near Outh'n's feet. "You're the worst kind of bistarra, Outh'n Durr," he sneered. This curse stabbed at Outh'n's heart. He'd often wondered if he actually belonged to his parents or if they'd found him abandoned somewhere. "Anyone who'd kill a friend deserves to die in my mind." The guard shook his head and turned sideways to allow Outh'n to pass in front of him. "Now. Let's go," he pushed Outh'n's shoulder as he growled, "Move your feet, trash." 

Outh'n stumbled awkwardly to the wooden door of the kaila. He couldn't see it yet, but the thought of it beckoned him to freedom. He just didn't know which kind of freedom it would be. Every step he took shuddered through him, shards of pain radiating from his head wound. He tried to focus on the guard's words, wondering at the sickening hint of hope. Had they cleared him of all wrong? Did someone besides his family believe he was telling the truth? 

His ankle gave way as he stepped into a dip. Catching himself proved more difficult with a staff prodding him onward, but he managed it. The primal growl of pain leapt out of his throat before he could clamp his lips to trap it. A sharp rap to his shoulders with the flat of the staff punctuated the guard's clipped rebuke and propelled him on. A brilliant, silver line close to the floor confused Outh'n at first, until he realized the door was near. 

As they reached the ray of questionable hope, it widened on one side. The door squawked on its old hinges and the searing light and warmth of the mid-dawning suns lanced his eyes. He'd thought the torch was bad, but now he cowered as the cheery rays lanced his eyes. Instinct squeezed his eyes shut, strengthening the throbbing behind his right ear and at his temples. He whimpered and gripped his head once again, willing the pain to cease. His eyes streamed and burned, his feet stumbling along the uneven path he could barely see. Through the ceaseless torment, he barely registered the strikes on his legs and back. 
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