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Of shame I've been made free through my own greatest folly, my spirit born again upon this side of death.



When from me my power was taken, ripped ruthlessly from my hands, I sought to gain it back, by any means, to any price, with a ruthlessness my defeaters never stooped to wield.

I would not bear the shame to be defeated.

I was master, and I would make myself mighty that I might rightfully reclaim my name and power.

For all I called right was that power should be mine.

Therefore as I swore I would make full, if not my power I would rob another's power and make his power mine.



I knew the arts of blood, the power won through pain and suffering. Thus I sought victims helpless to take my power from the suffering I would ruthlessly inflict to regain what I called my right and power, to undo all my shame and make me master again.





In the chains of my power the healer stood helpless. I feared him not for his nature was healer and he could not harm me. Yet in his blood was the power of magic, thus greater would be the power I gained through his life now at my disposal.



I gloated in victory, triumph unholy, the healer now wounded by my own hands, his blood my power, his suffering my triumph.



Helpless he was bound, by the might of my spell, to suffer for my power, for his nature was healer and he could not fight me.





Alas I am haunted. My own self has been taken from me. The personhood of him I've slain now haunts my mind and soul.

The healer now dead, by my own hands slain, yet his blood is power now living in me.

Where I sought to gain, I lost all that I am. The one I have slain now lives in me. I feel his will and not my own. My thoughts are his and not my own. For he speaks within my body and his voice is death to me.



I have no place to flee. Alas I am defeated. I fall weeping for all that I've lost, not only my power but my very self.



When I came to an exhaustion I could fight no longer and was forced to hear the words of the healer I'd slain, he said to me, with a gentleness beyond his living words and warnings, “I do not haunt you. I do not take from you yourself. That was what you tried to do to me, and I would never do so to you.

“It is you who keep me here, you who keep me in your mind, for you have killed me and yet held the power of my blood in this world, and for I am the Healer's I can surrender my blood only to be healing. My blood is my power whether in living or in death. But you have killed me and tried to make my blood your power.

“Either let me free to die and leave this world, or bear the power of my blood in your own hands, yet as my power. Be my friend that we might blend in power, not in person.

“I have only shown you what you have done to me. I take nothing from you.”





I was a child again, watching the sunrise, freed from the fears that power had rooted so deeply in me that I thought they were my very personhood.



Now I knew that power and fear, not the healer, had taken from me my very self, that I myself had taken myself from me, and through love and gentleness, through his blood which my own hands had shed, the healer had told me of the path of light where fear is cast out in childlike happiness.



For all the pain of my past, all that had shown me the path of shame and led me to follow that way, I was happy to be a child again, to be myself again. I feared the healer no more, though alas he had power over me no other could have.



Yet it was long till the day I spent the power of his blood, and of mine, till the day my blood was mixed with his for a people who knew not of my sacrifice and never would know what I have become, but alas my spirit is free, and the healer my friend.



I count it of little that my blood be freely shed. For my hands willing have wielded my power beyond life, and death claims me to give me new birth again.



Blood my freedom won, blood my hands had shed. Blood of my soul's new birth, blood of my destined death.
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Jewel's eyes focused on his shredded hand which gripped the rock before him with all its strength. Jagged tears shredded deep into the up side of his hand, dripping blood. Strands of mangled skin hung away from the cuts, half detached already.

He knew if he hadn't been so tired, so desperate, and aware that this would end in his final death, he would have felt a little horrified by the damage to his body– Strange it might seem, for he had inflicted worse on the bodies of others.

“Help me– I can't,” he cried out to his mind-companion.

He couldn't get any purchase on the slippery icy rock, but he might as well give up and lose everything if he couldn't get to the top. If they were going to do something about this, he had to get to the portal site.

He felt himself slipping, and it was everything he could do not to give up all as lost.

“I can't,” he something between groaned and screamed in his mind, desperately, hoping for at least sympathy from Ilivan.

“There's nothing I can do for you,” the healer responded gravely. “This is your fight Jewel. I can't help you.”

Jewel could feel that Ilivan was preoccupied with trying to understand the parts of the magic that he could, and with trying to figure out what in the seven hells was going on. He couldn't blame Ilivan either, but somehow in the midst of this chaos he felt lonely.

“If you can't help me– then help me try,” Jewel pleaded, “help me fight with all I have. If I can't, we fail.”

––––––––
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Jewel huddled as deep into the leaves as he could, but he felt that the cold had sunk all the way down into his small body. He couldn't even feel the pulsing warmth deep in his chest, the warm pulse of his heart– But he wasn't afraid of cold.

They deserve this, he thought bitterly back at those who had been his parents, in rebellion against the loneliness and need for comfort that touched him at the thought of where he should be.

– Just earlier that day, long before nightfall – Jewel ran sobbing, his heart bursting with rage, as fear carried his feet away from the object of his anger.

He hated them so much. He wanted to throw things at his father, and he hated his mom for not caring about him enough  to protect him. She deserved anything that happened to him. She deserved to be sad.

Anger weighed like a rock, rage burned like an exploding fire, in his chest. He felt almost suffocated with burning pulsing anger. All he wanted was to be able to do to his father what his father had done to him. He wanted to throw his father. He wanted to throw things at his father.

For a little while he didn't know which was stronger, the loneliness and fear in his small heart and mind, or the burning rage suffocating his chest.

His sobs felt like they would burst his heart apart with both. He wanted, he needed, anger to win. Only anger could could keep sadness from bursting his heart and leaving his self to flow away into nowhere. They that should have loved him had betrayed him, and he hated them for it.

The memory of what had just happened tormented him, making his chest explode with anger, playing over and over inside him, feeding the rage in his heart with every repeat.

He wouldn't let the loneliness and sadness come– He wouldn't love them– He wouldn't want them to love him. He hated them– He hated them for not loving him.

––––––––
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– Jewel's memory of what had brought this – He reached for the jar, but it was just inches too far away.

He stretched himself as far as he could, reached his toes and his fingers as far as they would go, but the jar was just beyond his fingertips, so close he was sure he felt it by the way the air moved around his fingers– He reached for it with his mind, in his desperation, using all his mind's power to try to get his mind into the jar and pull it towards him. It hurt his head, but he pushed through the pain, pushed through the weakness that seemed to close in his brain in his desperation to draw the honey jar towards his fingers.

(Jewel didn't think he was a mage. He was just a child, and as a child he believed that the power of his mind could have power over what he wanted. He believed that if he thought something strongly enough, put enough of his mind into making it what he wanted, he would have it, or at least closer to have it.)

If only he could get his mind inside of the honey jar and make it come to him from the inside, as though he were the jar.

The jar was mostly empty, but a mostly empty jar was a lot of honey for Jewel, and he just had to have it.

Somehow his fingers touched the cool smooth glass. Somehow the jar was in his hand.

Jewel's heart beat with excitement, though his head felt too dizzy for him to understand his success.

– The door opened, and Jewel startled, knowing his father had come home and terrible things would happen to him if he was caught stealing honey.

The jar fell from his small clumsy hands and shattered into a hundred shards at his feet.

Jewel dared not move a toe, afraid that he might embed the shards in his feet.

“Jewel,” his father cried in a shrill angry voice of alarm as he suddenly saw what had happened.

The man stomped indignantly to where Jewel, barely over five, (he didn't really know his age, cause he didn't count) stood in the midst of the scattered shards, trying to look as innocent as possible, but so afraid of what was going to happen to him.

Jewel's father was wearing big boots, so he wasn't afraid of the glass. Jewel's big brown eyes had barely had time to look into his father's angry face, when he was roughly picked up, so fast it felt like flying, half by his hair, half by his clothes.

“Amilla. How could you have let the rascal do this?” Jewel's father cried in frantic rage, holding Jewel by the scuff, and then throwing the small boy hard against the floor in some other part of the room, away from the shattered honey jar.

“He didn't just get all the honey, he broke the glass,” Jewel's father raged, his voice still roaring with frantic anger.

“I was nursing Jem. I can't watch him all the time,” Jewel's mother protested.

“Boy you threw him hard,” she exclaimed, her voice touched with emotion which made Jewel's heart give the tiniest leap, as he cowered away from his father hoping that he was already as hurt as he could be, because he couldn't imagine his body hurting more, but he knew there was no hope, knew his mother didn't really care.

“We should keep things like honey and glass in safer places so he can't get to them,” his mother finished.

“No. Our children should learn how to act like decent human beings not vermin,” his father raged.

Jewel's heart leapt with terror and his vision hid from the world as his father grabbed him again, lifted him high and threw him into the floor, even harder this time than the last.

– Shaken beyond sense, Jewel found that he had been thrown out the front door.

When he recovered enough coordination to raise himself, he fled, his only thought fear, his only intention to get as far away from his father as he could.

Bruised and shaken, he ran like a frightened child from his parents' house, part of him almost aware that he would never return, that he was so afraid of his father that he would never go home.

Hardly past five years old, Jewel had no home.

When the lump of fear had gotten out of his chest and throat, his tiny mind woke to the sound of his sobbing.

His bare feet padded down dusty roads, past so many houses– Just reminders of the home he now fled.

(Jewel was so young that memory worked a little differently in his young mind than it works in the minds of most grown people.) When the pounding of his heart had died away completely and he just felt like a lonely child out far away from home with nothing familiar around him, the only thing his lonely frightened mind thought of was finding his home and curling into his mom's arms for comfort. It was the only dream Jewel's little mind could conjure.

He looked up at all the towering houses, feeling so small before so many big houses. The world seemed so big, so ready to grab him and lose him away from everything he might ever get to know. If he let the world take him any farther from home, he might never find home again.

Jewel stopped and turned to go find his way back, three of his fingers stuffed into his mouth, a tiny child out alone and far from any home for him.

The little boy had just started walking back to find his home, on his tiny feet– when he realized suddenly– He couldn't– He didn't have a home. His father hated him and would just throw him out again. His mom didn't love him, otherwise she would take care of him.

Anger flushed in Jewel's heart at the thought of his parents. Somehow he knew his mother would worry about him, would worry and never find him. His father might even worry, but they would never find him.

Rebellion and hate gave little Jewel the strength he needed to turn and keep on walking away from his parents' home. His only determination was that they would never find him. He wanted to hurt them as much as he could for how they had hurt him, and he was too small to hurt them, so he would hurt them by making them never find him.

––––––––
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When Jewel woke to the early dawn and the singing of birds, he didn't wonder where he was or why his small child's body was so bruised and stiff. Perhaps it was because he never really sank deep enough into sleep to forget what had happened to him, for he didn't sleep well, cold and hurt.

Mostly he was simply surprised to be alive, to have not died through the cold of the night in spite of the lovely foliage cover he had huddled into. He had half expected to die in spite of being so young.

He was happy that the birds were singing for the dawn. It gave his tiny mind a new sense of life, a new reason to try for a life that had nothing to do with everything he hated.

Little Jewel had so many bruises that they seemed to cover almost all of his small body. His head hurt from crying and from the cold– Maybe from the shaking last evening too. He didn't know, and he didn't care. He had fulfilled his revenge. The Jewel who had had a mom and dad was no more, he might as well have died in the cold of the night.

Jewel worked himself out of his huddle slowly, trying to think of anything that would make him feel how much he hurt less.

The beautiful singing of the birds and his surprise at being alive did help him ignore the pain a little, so he tried to listen to the birds with more and more of himself.

He was reaching, reaching, but he couldn't grab it, so he used his mind to pull it to him.

I used my mind! Jewel's heart gave a tiny thrill as he realized what he had done. Perhaps he could use his mind to live now. Perhaps he could use his mind to get himself what he needed.

He closed his eyes and tilted his head back. Maybe I can start by helping you hurt less, he told his head.

He kept his eyes closed and tried not to think about anything but smoothing the pain out of his head.

The singing of the birds danced bubbling in his chest, and made his heart sing happily along.

After a while he opened his eyes and shook his head just the tiniest bit. It still hurt, but it had helped.

I'm thirsty, he thought, even thirstier than I'm hungry.

In the center of the garden where he'd huddled for the night there was a clear pond. The water was cold and refreshing.

Young Jewel looked about him after drinking, wondering if this place belonged to someone, and if he would be in trouble if that someone found him here.

Maybe he could find something to eat off the plants? He wondered if he could use his mind to make uneatable things more eatable. Maybe he could eat leaves?

Animals like the birds had to find something to eat. Maybe they used their minds to make things eatable, and humans were just stupid and didn't try.

Jewel found some dark hard berries hanging on the undersides of some big leafed foliage. He didn't think they looked good for eating, so he plucked a bunch into his tiny hands and then sat with them, with his eyes closed, and tried to think them into something that he could eat.

After a long time of trying to think the berries into food, without opening his eyes, he put one in his mouth. It tasted weired, not as bad as he had thought it would, but not like food either, so he left it on his tongue and tried even harder to make it taste good. Thus doing Jewel ate the whole handful of dark berries.

––––––––
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Jewel was the youngest orphan on the streets with no one to watch out for him, but he was proud, proud to have found out how to take care of himself. He knew now that he was a mage. Sometimes he almost forgot that he wasn't really an orphan. He knew he had a father and a mother, whom he knew existed alive in the world, but he didn't think of himself as their child anymore.

If he ever thought that life wasn't worth fighting for, if he was ever too hungry, or too cold, or too tired, to think he should even try anymore, the morning always made him change his mind, by changing his heart, by setting life to something deep within him.

Even being a mage didn't shelter young Jewel from the hardships of being alone and on your own. He was mostly either hungry and cold, or hot and thirsty. His body ached from lying on bad bedding, often hard ground, but he didn't feel it much after he healed from how his father had hurt him.

He could purify bad water, by thinking all the dirty things away. He could make things that most people couldn't eat into things that he could eat, and he thought he could make the sun give him energy. But he still couldn't make food out of no food, or clothes out of no clothes, or water out of no water. And he couldn't make it warm when it was too cold, or cool when it was too hot. He was far too young to be very good at taking care of himself.

Magic wasn't any less hard than other ways of doing things. Jewel had to use his mind so much that sometimes his head hurt so bad and he was so tired that he didn't even know why he bothered working so hard to live when he couldn't even make his life very nice.

Yet somehow he managed. He tried again and again to make himself clothes that would keep him warmer, and slowly he made progress. He was able to make nice looking clothes by using magic to make the leaves of certain plants stick together in the shape of clothes, and making them into material that didn't break as easily, or dry out. But he couldn't make plant leaves into very warm clothes, though huddling in enough layers at night did help keep him a little warmer.

One way that Jewel's magic really helped him, and perhaps one of the reasons why he was able to live on the streets, is that he was able to do things for the other street children in exchange for them helping him and giving him things.

Soon all the street children he knew liked him and wanted him to do things for them, and for the first time in his life Jewel was the center of attention, and not because people were angry with him.
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