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​Chapter 1 Paradise

A young elven girl ran around a huge beautifully landscaped yard. She screamed in joy. Her father was busy talking with some other adults. She wasn’t interested in what they adults were doing and many of the adults didn’t want her around. She didn’t mind. She just ran around the courtyard. Some cats were running with her. Her father glanced her way now and then and smiled at her.

A young elven woman blinked. She knew it was a memory of her childhood. But it was too dim to make out anything more. Who was her father?

She sat in an abandoned, dilapidated house with several cats, her only real companions. She wore an outfit that was different from what women were expected to wear. The blouse women were expected to wear had a scoop neck collar and covered their breasts, but not their stomachs, arms, or lower backs. Her blouse was long sleeved. It had the scoop neck collar and it covered her stomach and lower back. Like the other women, she also wore a ruffled skirt, but hers went down to her ankles. Usually the skirts stopped about knee length. Her feet were bare. She didn’t have much jewelry other than a plain silver ring. She sat near the sleeping cats and wondered what to do.

Her clothing wasn’t so standard for a courtier of Paradise and she had a tiny moon shaped scar over her left eyebrow. This young woman was alone in the world. Her only friends were the cats who loved her as much as she loved them. She shared what little food she bought with the money she had earned from singing or found growing with them.

She remembered the taunts from the other women, who insisted that she didn’t have any talents as they did since she had nothing. Or at least nothing of value as far as they were concerned. Otherwise, if she really did have any talents, she would have money, and jewelry, and clothes, and all sorts of things that the other women had.

In her head she could still hear them echoing their judgement of her. “Amelia, you’re so stupid. If you did what we did, you’d never go hungry and you’d have a good home with lots of stuff!”

She sighed.

This poor courtier sat and pondered her situation. She loved to sing and thought she was good at it. Unlike most women, she had a full rich alto voice that she could use for seduction, if she had only wanted to. She also had a figure that many men loved. She even was bright and could figure out all sorts of things. She was kind to the cats and they all loved her for it. Even the cats who were supposedly other people’s pets, loved her the best and would often run away from their homes to be with her.

Still, she wasn’t happy and she was often hungry. She knew that the other women had money because they were willing to take off their clothes and let guys do whatever they wanted to do with them. This courtier was different. She didn’t want to take off her clothes or let guys have their way with her. That was the difference that caused her to be so poor. She had an idea in her head that this wasn’t the way it was everywhere else and she was deciding on where to go and how to get there. She wasn’t sure if her feline friends would come with her, but she figured she would just tell them let them to decide when it was time for her to leave.

She couldn’t stay, nor did she want to. She didn’t like the way guys stared at her or treated her. She wanted to be a person and to be treated as such as she and the cats all treated each other. She knew she was a person when she was a child. Why couldn’t she remain one for her whole life? So, she sat and planned her escape from Paradise. It certainly wasn’t for her, but she didn’t care anymore. She didn’t want to live as a slave to guys who didn’t care what happened to her.

Paradise wasn’t a large city, but it was a city just the same. Not all the houses had been maintained. The one Amelia claimed was in bad repair. It was falling apart. Not that she or the cats were always aware of it. The section where Amelia stayed was broken down and left unattended. In some ways she was safe from the guys who wanted her. In others, well, there were times when she had to rescue cats. Or when she would have to be careful where she stepped.

One of the cats, a Sir Steven by name, knew something was up with his beloved Amelia. He knew she wanted to leave and he was quite upset about it. He worried about it day and night and hoped that she wouldn’t leave him as his mother did and as other human companions in his past had done. He didn’t think it was fair. Amelia had always been so good to him and took care of him when he was sick.

Sir Steven watched and waited and hoped he wouldn’t lose his dear Amelia. He hated to travel, unless by his own will, so he didn’t know what to say or do when she finally told him the news.

“Sir Steven, I am leaving, but I don’t want to leave without you. Will you come with me? I’m trying to gather everything that I need and I will get a special traveling compartment just for you, if it helps.”

Sir Steven cried. He tried to tell Amelia that he wanted them to stay where they were.

“Oh, I know you don’t want to be separated from me. That’s why I’m going to try to make it easier on you. I know you don’t like to move, so just let me get what we need and I’ll show you, okay?”

Sir Steven whined some more, but didn’t argue with her. He then began to wonder who else would come along when she started talking to the other cats. Some said they would simply miss her and that they weren’t going with her at all, but a young cat named Peter decided he was going with his mother Amelia anywhere she wanted to go. He didn’t mind traveling as long as he wasn’t cooped up in a special compartment. Amelia understood this and knew it wouldn’t be a problem to take Peter and she also knew that he and Sir Steven got along pretty well. The other cats declined to come along, so Amelia got out a piece of paper and a pen and began jotting down all the things they would need for their journey.

When her list was complete, she went on a scavenger hunt to find everything. She showed Sir Steven the special traveling compartment she had found for him. He inspected it. He cried some more, but finally agreed to go with her and Peter.

In between the times she went to the main public square near the broken down palace to sing, Amelia went on her scavenger hunt. It wasn’t always easy for her to find things. Over the years she had learned to be sneaky and clung to the shadows so she could avoid the guys who just wanted to use her.

In a city like Paradise, many of the buildings were close together, but some weren’t right next to each other. There was enough space for a person to walk through, if you weren’t afraid of the dark. Amelia loved those shortcuts. No one else would use them. She could weave her way in between many of the buildings undetected by others. Others just thought she had disappeared.

As she went in between buildings, especially in the abandoned section of town where she felt safe, she would find lots of things. It was on one of these trips that she found a small house on wheels. She blinked when she saw it. She wasn’t sure what it was. She looked around and listened for other people.

She was alone except for a few cats. She flitted to the small house on wheels and checked it out. When she was done looking at the outside and the inside of it, she smiled. Then she got into the driver’s seat and pedaled it back to the house she was living in. She was able to get in inside a nearby dilapidated carriage house.

She had no idea that she was seen by a lone and silent cloaked figure. He made notes to himself about what she was up to. He saw her stashing supplies into the small house on wheels. He kept the hood up on his cloak. He didn’t want to risk being recognized by anyone. Not that he had enemies, but he was in the business of collecting information and protecting those who couldn’t protect themselves.

Amelia was wanted for information. The young woman had no idea anyone was looking for her. Her traumatic event had happened so long ago, that she had no idea what the world outside of Paradise was like. Paradise was the only world she had known, but she believed there was an outside world beyond the city.

No one, other than the curious cat, not even the hooded one messed with the stash. The best find was one she kept in the dilapidated carriage house. It was a small home on wheels. It had a little cooking area, a little bathroom area, and a bed. There was a seat in the front where someone could sit and pedal the contraption.

From the moment she found the vehicle, she knew she could escape. She found she could operate it without too much trouble. She hid it and then checked her list. Some things weren’t needed right away. Those items she added to the tiny house on wheels. Both Sir Steven and Peter inspected it and found it comfortable. Amelia smiled at them.

It wouldn’t be long before the trio would go on a journey. One that none of them would ever forget. And the hooded one would be there keeping an eye on her.



​Chapter 2 Children of the Silver Mists

Luka and his sister Fiona were playing with Evan and Faeth. The fairy twins could flew above the elves’ heads. They were all laughing as the others were busy working in and out of the castle of the Silver Mists. Soon they were joined by Jule, Rebeka, and Lonal.

“Oh, those fairies are too hard to catch!” said Jule.

Rebeka shook her head. Lonal laughed at the sight.

Soon all the children were playing a game together with a ball. They had their own rules. Lady Penelopi saw them and smiled. Many of the orphan children had grown up and were now having children of their own. It was wonderful to see them so happy and healthy. No one was going hungry at the Silver Mists.

Greg was still inventing and improving what was in the Silver Mists and Elsewhere. Hugo was still a nurse and looked after lots of children and babies for those who couldn’t tend to their own all day. Julio along with Boe and Maegin were still researching the world around them. Their knowledge had grown. Boe and Maegin were happily married now.

Lady Penelopi was happy to watch everyone grow and change. Nothing was perfect certainly, but those imperfections made everything much better. She could see scout dragons overhead and wasn’t afraid. She knew they were Guardians as she was. She was the head of the domestic staff. Everyone looked to her for their domestic comfort or any kind of heartaches. She was always there for everyone as much as she could be.

The children continued to play as Lady Penelopi came out of her reverie. She went on to check what work needed to be done. She soon left the courtyard.

During a pause in the game, Lonal looked around him. “Hey, where’s Raeford?”

Luka blinked. “Oh, he went to Elsewhere with his parents.”

“Oh!” Lonal’s mouth was a big o.

Fiona added, “Yeah, he frowned that he had to go today. He told me his parents wanted him with them when they went to meet up with their friends Adelaen and Bernard.”

Rebeka smiled. “Oh, they have a daughter named Craelin.”

Fiona rolled her eyes. “Everybody knows that.”

Lonal shook his head. Soon they agreed to resume the game.

The children knew happiness and security. They had no idea of what the outside world was like. Many of them didn’t seem to care there were other Guardian holds on their planet Platinum. They were content living, doing their chores, and studying their lessons at the Silver Mists. Certainly, the City of Elsewhere wasn’t too far away. The children could travel there with their parents or another adult responsible for them.
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