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  Lucian’s Trial




   




  "If you cinch that belt any tighter you’re going to split me in half!" Lucian snapped, trying to dissuade the soft but determined hands tugging on his ceremonial garb. He bit back an additional retort when Andan flashed him a playfully threatening glance. The same expression he’d used when his son had struggled to walk as a toddler.




  Lucian only gritted his teeth and grunted in discontent. When will my growth spurt start? he mourned inwardly at his small sixteen-year-old frame. Maybe once I’m staring down at him, and not the other way around, Father will cease making that annoying face!




  "I will not have my only son looking like a child who just finished playing in the mud!" Andan scolded. "You’ll look the part of a proper Hitalii at the ceremony, not like some children your age that enter the field looking like they slept in their Succor Garb!"




  He raised Lucian’s arms into the air on either side. His fingers ran along the strands of blue and green fabric hanging from the left cuff, braiding them together tightly to ensure they wouldn’t come apart during the day’s exertions.




  Lucian sighed, glancing toward the faint light of dawn peeking through the open window. Most of us do sleep in our clothes the night before the Trials, he thought, glancing his father’s way with a softer expression. This gear is impossible to prepare in the morning, unless you know someone willing to wake before the sun to help you with the preparations.




  Andan moved to the right arm and repeated the procedure. Linen cloth soaked in precious soulroot sap added an extra softness to the fabric. Lucian’s trousers and shoes were made of tough brown leather for the trails and stone paths behind the village.




  His shirt was dark blue with strips of green fabric twisted and sewn into it at the sleeves and the cuffs, trailing into a blue and green braid for another foot or so. According to his trainers, the colors symbolized the various aspects of their power, but Lucian hardly paid attention to such details. Not with the Trials at his very doorstep.




  Lucian chewed on the inside of his cheek nervously. After today, he would cease to be a mere apprentice. Passing this trial meant earning respect in the eyes of the Elders and hopefully finding answers to questions he couldn’t even ask his father— questions about her death.




  Failure today meant a year’s wait till the next Trial, a year longer without the answers he sought, and a lifetime remembered as a second-rate healer who failed to perform the first time. Andan deserved better from his only son.




  His father tapped his son’s nose affectionately. "Recall your thought triggers," he advised. "You have to keep the memories fresh in order to keep your power as potent as possible," He dipped his hand in a bucket of water at his side and ran his fingers through Lucian’s thick, disheveled brown hair. His son managed to partially muffle a gasp as the water worked its way under his collar and down his back.




  Andan chuckled. "You will have to maintain them during moments of distraction as well," he reminded, dipping his hand into the bucket again. This time Lucian did not make a sound, but the shadows vanished from the dim, fire-lit room as his hands glowed white momentarily.




  Lucian clenched his fists, forcing the light to abate. For the love of the Hitalli! he grumbled inwardly. How can I become a priest if I can’t even stand up to a simple distraction? He glanced his father’s way. Once I pass the Trial, everything will change. Jerek and his friends will have to stop beating me up for fun. Perhaps the Elders will even trust me enough to tell me what really happened to her. There’s no way Mother died while traveling as they say, not after the note she left me suggesting so much more.




  His father smiled at Lucian’s glowing hands, oblivious to his son’s inner thoughts and laughed out loud. "Well, it does comfort me you can summon your power at will," he admitted. "But remember your Trial will be about controlling it. Too much power is as undesirable as none at all in the Elders’ eyes."




  "The Sorens don’t have that problem," Lucian complained, as Andan stepped back, eyeing his handiwork with a satisfied glance. "The more power one of them has the better."




  His father’s gaze shifted to Lucian’s eyes, his expression dark. "Each person is born to one power or the other. Do not wish to be anything other than what you were born to be, or the Shey’tan could deceive you in your dreams and cost you your soul."




  Lucian rolled his eyes. "I’m not six years old, Father, we both know you can’t lose your soul in a dream. Stop treating me like a gullible toddler."




  "When you act like a man and accept your place among us, I will not feel it necessary to treat you like a child!" Andan retorted fiercely. "Until then you will learn to be content with your powers as they are, or by Shey’tan’s will or not, you will lose your place among us."




  Lucian gulped. Though his father’s tone was sharp, it was hard to ignore the worry in those eyes. The first day of each month, until the day she died, you and Mom would wait ‘til I fell asleep and talk of your brother, Lucian thought, too afraid to say the words aloud.




  I pretended to sleep, but I heard the stories. Then something happened to her, too. I know why you fear Shey’tan so much. He did not like the dark, sickening sensations he felt when such conversations ensued, lingering late into the night, following him into his dreams.




  Then again, Lucian thought, Mom did not fear those legends as you do. I never forgot her final words to me, and her note. His right pocket itched mercilessly as his thoughts went to the folded parchment contained therein. He’d long since memorized it, but it was the only thing of hers that remained. It seemed appropriate to carry it with him during the Trial.




  Gritting his teeth together against the storm within, Lucian forced his trigger thoughts into action. He recalled lying on a field of dandelions earlier that week, soaking in the warmth of the sun and the cool breeze. He felt a soft, peaceful feeling wash over him and his hands illuminated again, though the light flickered weakly, still recovering from the discouraging tangent. This power could calm a wild animal or panicked man with continued contact.




  The trick was touching the target long enough for the emotion to transfer.




  Andan shook off the dark feelings as well, trying to smile at his son’s accomplishment, though his bottom lip quivered slightly. "Well, run along my son. I will prepare a meal for the two of us after you’ve succeeded in your Trial," He gripped Lucian’s shoulders a little too tightly and pushed him toward the door. Lucian turned to wave goodbye, but his father was already bent over the fireplace, preparing the meal between quiet sobs.




  Lucian left the scene behind, determined to keep his mind clear of distractions, but a different one won him over immediately as he dug his mother’s note from his pocket. Gathering a little energy in his hand, he produced enough light to reveal the passage he’d found hidden beneath his pillow the night she’d disappeared.




  My son, I can’t explain it all right now. I’m sorry for the pain my absence will cause, but I believe in time you will grow to understand the power of my position. There may be a time when following your heart does not mean following the clan. Do not fear disappointing others, just your own conscience. There are many paths outside of the clan that do not lead to Shey’tan.




  To this day the words confused him. Andan was completely dedicated to the clan, and everything he’d said about his wife’s passing suggested that she’d lived as he did now, dying at a thief’s hands as she traveled to a neighboring clan. Speaking against the clan, in ANY context, merited exile, if not execution. Everyone he spoke to swore upon all the holy writings she was a devout Hitalii who never strayed from the path.
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