
  


  



  Also to Dakota. My life is richer because you are in it.
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  Chapter 1


  Cemagna


  



  It began years ago, when I was still a child. I still try not to remember those years, because when I think about them, all it does is give me a glimpse of the childhood that almost happened


  



  It began when I was ten. Things were better then, I think. Those were the days of running along the seashore in the mornings, finding things washed up from the water, pushing my ice-blond hair out of my face, and laughing in the sea breeze.


  When you are ten years old, usually, you don’t think about how there is evil in the world. That was how it started for me. Or maybe it was just that I had never even seen the world. Any of it. My whole world was contained in one house on one cliff by the sea. It was all I had ever known.


  #


  “Temet, catch!”


  I threw the waterlogged pinecone across the sand to where my brother stood. With a shout, he caught it, the wind twisting the white blond hair on the top of his head. Looking down at the pinecone, Temet, my younger twin by a matter of moments and constant companion, ran his fingers over the rough surface.


  “One day, I am going to actually see the trees that make these things,” he proclaimed, holding up the pinecone.


  “Nessy said they’re called ‘pine trees.’ And they are from far away.”


  “But I still want to see them!” Depositing the pinecone on the shore, he ran towards the water, then crouched down to pick something up. “Cemagna, look what I found!”


  With a happy shout, I ran to him, for I hadn’t found anything nice on the beach myself that morning. 


  Combing the beach every morning was something of a ritual for us. The things we would find washed up on the shore were clues about the outside world, the world beyond the house on the cliff where we lived.


  He was holding a white stone, perfectly round, almost translucent. It glowed like a night star. “It’s shiny,” he breathed, bending so close his pale curls obscured my view of the stone.


  “Wow!” I exclaimed, moving closer. “Can I hold it?”


  Carefully, he placed the stone in my cupped hands, which were already wet from splashing in the seawater.


  A fish leaped from the water near us, making a small splash. Temet leaped after it, most likely to attempt to catch it with his hands. This was his eternal goal, one he had not yet succeeded at.


  I looked down at my hands againthe stone had stopped glowing! Once more it was just a stone. A pretty stone, but simply a stone nonetheless.


  I stared harder at it. Why wasn’t it glowing anymore? 


  Walking away from the water, I sat down in the long grass at the edge of the sand, tucking my dress under me. The stone had glowed for Temet. Why wouldn’t it glow for me? Had Temet made it glow?


  I heard my brother shriek as he played. He probably was already wet from head to toe, having fallen into the surf like he always did. Then he’d come up, sputtering and giggling, proclaiming to the world how fun that was. I’d chase him and then we’d do battle in the surf. But not today. Today, I was concentrating hard on the stone, wanting it to glow like before. It had been so shiny.


  “Temet, how did you do that to this stone? How did you make it glow?”


  “I wanted it to be shiny, and it became shiny!” he yelled from the surf, splashing water in my direction. “The fish got away, but I almost had him! I’m getting better at this, really!”


  I concentrated on the stone, wanting it to glow like Temet had. Nothing happened. The stone was just a dull stone. I shook my head.


  He yelled my name. “Cemagna!”


  I ignored him, brushing wisps of hair away from my face and trying to do what he had done to the stone, the sea breeze singing in my ears.


  “Cemagna! Look what I can do!”


  “What?” Pocketing the stone, I stood up. Perhaps I would try again with it later. I walked towards the water, the sand warm on my bare feet. 


  “Look!” he yelled. I had been righthe was already soaking wet. “Look what I can do!” He pointed one wet finger at the surface of the water. A small plume of water rose up and stood upright, wavering slightly.


  I cocked my head. “How did you do that?”


  “I don’t know! I just did. Like the stone. I wanted the water to splash me, and it did.” The small plume of water fell down, hitting Temet in the leg. He giggled.


  “Make another one! A bigger one!”


  He reached outward again, spreading his hand this time. Another plume of water shot up, much bigger. It grew until it was as tall as him. I took a step back. “Temet…” 


  He stood in front of it, entranced. Then he began to laugh.


  The water came crashing down, soaking him and the front of my dress.


  “Temet! You got me wet!”


  “Sorry. I didn’t mean to.” He hugged me, forgetting this made me even wetter.


  “Temet!” I shouted.


  “Sorry.” He wasn’t. I shoved him backwards into the water, which made him laugh even more. “You try it, Cemagna. Try to make the water move. If I can do it, you can.”


  I spread my hand in the same way he had and tried hard. I stared at the water, biting my lip. The water didn’t twist. It remained motionless except for the humps of the waves. I narrowed my eyes, wanting it to form into something… anything…


  “No,” said Temet. “Don’t… don’t try so hard. Just think of the water moving.”


  So I relaxed. The water still didn’t move.


  “Here,” I said, handing him the stone from my pocket. “You take it. It doesn’t glow for me like it does for you.”


  “Cemagna! Temet!” The voice was Nessy’s, from our house far above on the cliff.


  Temet’s eyes widened. “I can’t wait to tell her!” He dashed out of the water, accidentally splashing me again, and ran up the shore towards the path that led to our house.


  “Wait for me, Temet!” I ran after him as he began to climb.


  The shore where we played was the only sandy patch of beach that bordered the sea for miles. The rest of the shore was lined with rockshuge rocks and cliffs that the sea angrily bashed on a constant basis. Our house was up among those rocks, a building so tall and pointed that it could be mistaken for a rock itself. Temet and I had lived there all our lives. Nessy, our mother, was the only person we’d ever known. The three of us lived a hidden existence, though neither Temet nor I knew why. We had asked a few times, but Nessy had said she’d tell us why only when we were older.


  As we reached the top of the cliff path, I could see Nessy waiting for us. Nessy had the same ice-blond hair as we did and always wore a big smilenot a pasted-on type of smile, but an on-the-verge-of-laughing grin. I knew the difference.


  Though we were alone in the world, I seldom felt alone because of the library of books Nessy kept, reading to us often until we learned how ourselves.


  There was another thing about Nessy that Temet and I knew. In addition to being our mother, Nessy was descended from an old, different race of peopleNessy was a faerie.


  “Temet!” she exclaimed, the deep red of her dress standing out against the green all around her. She always wore the same red dress, ribbons lacing up the sides. “You’re all wet! Not that I’m surprised about it or anything.” He tumbled into her arms, and she kissed the top of his head.


  “Nessy! I made the water move! I did! I wanted it to move and it did!”


  “Really? Show me!” She turned to me, kissing me as she had kissed him. “Did you see him do it, Cemagna?”


  “Yes,” I said. “But I don’t know how.”


  Babbling about his discovery, Temet led her back down the path to the water. I followed. I had noticed the mask of fear that had come over Nessy’s face for just a moment, before she replaced her usual smile, when Temet had voiced his discovery.


  When we reached the shore again, Temet splashed into the water, motioning us to follow. Nessy waded out to meet him, pulling the skirt of her dress up away from the water. I watched from the shore.


  “Look!” cried Temet, repeating his water-plume trick. 


  “Well, isn’t that something,” breathed Nessy. “I wonder how you learned it. Now let’s go eat breakfast. I found some more flour in the cellar, so I made moonfruit muffins for us.”


  That was what we lived on. Moonfruit grew in trees in the old orchard nest to our house and mushrooms grew in the cellar. Also in the cellar was a wealth of different jars of food, things Nessy preserved from the garden she grew. Temet and I never went hungry.


  #


  By evening, after a day filled with reading in our libraryNessy insisted we should be educatedthe sky had filled with clouds. By the time night had fallen the clouds had morphed into a thunderstorm. I lay in my bed in our house on the cliff, listening to the sounds of the storm, my eyes wide. I had never gotten used to hearing thunderstorms.


  It is only water, Cemagna. Water can’t hurt you.


  Nessy had told me that once, and now when a thunderstorm scared me, I would repeat it to myself until I fell asleep. But today it wasn’t working. Slipping out of my bed, I left my bedroom where Temet slept happily, murmuring to himself as he dreamed. Luckily for Temet, the list of things he was afraid of did not include thunderstorms.


  I padded over to Nessy’s room, my stocking feet silent. Nessy lay upon her bed, sheets tossed about her in a way that suggested she had been tossing restlessly all night. She murmured in her sleep, and her tone sounded angry.


  “Gogo,” she murmured, turning over violently.


  I crept closer to her, wondering if she was having a nightmare I should wake her from. I noticed her hair was plastered to her forehead with sweat even though the night was cool.


  A small cry escaped her lips as I approached. I jumped back.


  “Not!” she yelped, tossing a handful of white sheets into the air as she thrashed for a moment.


  “Nessy,” I said, but my voice was a cracked, scared whisper. This was not an ordinary nightmare.


  She was still again, peaceful. The only movement over her pale form was a whisper of wind from the open window that let in a tendril of sea breeze.


  “Nessy!” commanded another voice as thunder rattled the house. I jumped again, startled, my heart pounding. I looked around, but Nessy and I were alone.


  Nessy mumbled something, but did not move. Backing up, I crept towards a corner in the dark, overcome by an overwhelming need to hide even though I desperately wanted to crawl into bed beside her.


  “Nessy, wake up,” said the voice. A deep voice.


  A pale light began to glow from the mirror in front of her bed, faint at first, then growing.


  “Nessy,” said the voice again. “You will wake up now. You are past due. You will wake up and speak.”


  Yelping as though she had been struck, Nessy sat up. She didn’t see me in the corner, but only stared at the mirror that glowed with its eerie pale glow.


  “Leave me alone,” she demanded in a harsh whisper. “I don’t have anything for you this time.”


  Foggily, in the mirror, a silhouette of a face appeared. “Don’t lie, Nessy.”


  Nessy reached out towards her bedside table, grabbed a hairbrush that lay upon it, and threw it at the mirror. The glass broke, a spiderweb of shards radiating outwards. One large piece fell and smashed on the floor.


  Then came the creepiest laugh I had ever heard. Horrified, I saw that the broken mirror only made the vision worse. Now a foggy face shone from every sliver of glass individually.


  “You can’t get rid of me that way,” said the voice, still quiet but magnified hundreds of times as the visions spoke simultaneously, blending together. “You made a deal you must honor.”


  “That deal was forced from me. This is my life; these children are mine, not yours.”


  “That remains to be seen. Speak, or I will force you to speak.”


  “You cannot take them from me.”


  “You made a promise! Now speak!”


  Nessy was silent for a moment, her face distorted in as if with pain. Then she spoke, a ghostly quality to her voice, her eyes blank. “The children are what they were born as. The boy showed extraordinary abilities today. He moved water. A lot of it. And he performed illumination on a stone. The girl has manifested no powers.”


  “Hmm. Very well. We will honor our agreement. Don’t attempt to flee with the boy, either.”


  Nessy blinked, then shook her head. Life returned to her eyes. “What did I say?” she murmured, her voice normal again. To my immense relief, I saw that the mirror shards had gone dark, the vision gone.


  She saw me. “Cemagna! What are you doing awake?” Without a glance at the shattered mirror, she sprung from her bed and ran to me.


  “II heard you. You were talking about a promise,” I said.


  “It’s late and you’re tired.” She put her arms around me in a tight hug.


  “You’re sad, Nessy.”


  “Go back to bed, my little one.” She ushered me down the hall to my bedroom, stroking my hair. “Sometimes we don’t hear things correctly when we’re tired.”


  That night was the last night I was ever afraid of thunderstorms. Something far more terrifying had entered my life.


  



  



  



  



  



  Chapter 2


  Cemagna


  



  The next morning I knew I hadn’t been dreaming. Though Nessy had tried to sweep carefully, I found a piece of the broken mirror on the floor deep under her bed.


  #


  It was early in the morning, three days later, when they came and I saw my first ship. There it was in the distance, from faraway looking like a smudge of ink against the pure ocean. A single square sail bristled from it. I saw what was on that sail long before I saw the people on the ship. Upon the said was an eye, regal and almost angry, curved with a swirl at the edge. The pupil of the eye looked like a crescent moon. A angry moon-eye.


  Nessy saw me on the balcony, staring at the strange ship as it swam across the seas, getting ever closer to our home. Oars stuck out of the sides of the hull, plowing deep into the water, over and over, as the ship drew nearer. The angry moon-eye grew bigger and bigger.


  Nessy came to stand beside me. “That’s a ship, isn’t it?” I asked her.


  She smiled down at me. “Yes. A floating vessel capable of being steered and transporting things or people.” A sad, resigned look had come over her face. She sighed.


  “Why are they here?”


  “Because I was young once. Because there are people in this world who loveand people who hate. Because you and Temet are different from other children.”


  I heard a yell from inside, and Temet bounded out onto the balcony. “Wow!” he exclaimed. “So that’s a ship? It’s so small!”


  Nessy looked at him. “It will get larger. It only looks small because it is still far away.”


  Soon the ship was close enough that I could see the people on its decks… small, tiny people in comparison to how massive the ship had become. I stared down at the ship from the cliff.


  Temet grinned, putting out his fingers towards the sea. “Haha, look, I’m squeezing them!” he cried, shutting one eye and staring through his fingers at the ship, pinching his fingers together. I glared at him from behind. He had not even noticed Nessy’s distress at the ship.


  The ship had stopped getting closer to shore. Instead, men were now lowering smaller boats into the water and rowing towards our shore.


  “Cemagna. Temet.” Nessy’s voice was sharp behind me. I turned, as did Temet.


  “Yes?”


  She shook her head. “I’m not going to stand for this, bargain or no bargain, promise or no promise. You are my children.” Grabbing my hand and Temet’s, she turned, her back to the sea, towards the mountain behind us. “Come on. We’re going.”


  “Where?” I asked as she hurried us away from the cliff. “What about the ship?”


  “I want to watch the men in their little ship!” protested Temet.


  “No, we can’t. We can’t let them find us.” She broke into a run towards the mountain.


  “Why?”


  “Because I was forced to make a deal long ago that I didn’t want to! It was unfair!” She turned to us, a half smile on her face. Temet and I struggled to keep up. “Don’t ever let anyone force you to make a deal, my children.”


  She hurried us into the forest, towards a particularly steep slope of rocks. “Climb.” Her face bore an expression I had only seen her wear on the night of the broken mirror: fear.


  “Nessy, what are you afraid of?” asked Temet. “Are the men from the ship going to hurt us?”


  “No, they won’t.” She muttered something else under her breath; I caught some of the words. “Should have done this days ago. Should have decided this then.” Releasing our hands, she started to climb.


  Temet must have heard her words too, for he shot me a puzzled look.


  I sidled up to him as we climbed, nearly on all fours from the steepness of the rock. “Temet,” I whispered, “Nessy was talking to someone in the mirror. The other night, while you slept. I saw it.”


  He looked at me. “Talking to someone in a mirror?”


  “Yes. I didn’t believe it at first either. But she did. Something about us. I think those men are coming for us. Or at least for you.”


  “Why us? And why me?”


  “I don’t know! Temet, you shouldn’t have shown her that trick you did with the water!”


  “But… why not?”


  “I think that’s why the men are here!”


  Our mother called down to us from above, softly. “Be quiet! Come on, hurry!” She reached down from the ledge above us to pull us up.


  I grabbed one hand, Temet the other. Nessy pulledand slipped, the rock under her tilting to the side.


  She fell.


  I leapt for her hand, but she had already tumbled down the slope.


  Temet’s scream of terror rang out as long as my own, and we scrambled down the slope to where she fell.


  Her eyes were closed, a bloody gash on the crown of her head, staining her ice-blond hair.


  “Nessy!” Temet shouted. “Nessy, wake up!”


  I held a finger under Nessy’s nostrils, feeling wamth. “She’s breathing, Temet. She’s not dead.” Though I tried to keep it steady, my voice quivered. I swallowed. I should be strong for him.


  “I’m sure she’s all right,” I said.


  “But Cemagna, she’s got a head wound! In the library, I read those can be… very bad!”


  “Maybe this one isn’t.” I looked up at the rocky slope behind us. It seemed as tall as a mountain itself.


  Temet looked, too. “Maybe… maybe she didn’t fall too far down. Maybe it just looks far to us.”


  “Trouble, young ones?” a deep voice said.


  I stifled a scream. The voice. It was the one I had heard speaking from Nessy’s mirror. 


  



  



  



  



  



  



  



  



  



  Chapter 3


  Cemagna


  



  In front of us stood a tall man, a dark beard across the bottom half of his face. His arms were folded over a broad chest. Three other men stood behind him.


  “Who are you?” demanded Temet.


  “Aylward. You must be the boy I am to take.”


  “Take?” he demanded. “I’m not going anywhere. Besides, Nessy is hurt. I’m not leaving her. She’s my mother.”


  Aylward nodded to one of the men behind him, who approached us. I stood up. “Go away!” I yelled.


  “Don’t be afraid,” said the other man. “I just want to see how badly she is hurt.” I watched him closely as he bent over Nessy’s prone frame.


  Aylward spoke. “Yes, boy, you are going somewhere. Why? Because before you and your sister were born, I made an agreement with Nessy that if either of you were to manifest Magic and Talent, you were to be given to me.”


  “Why?”


  “Because I helped her escape terrible things. She needs to repay her debt. Through you.”


  Temet stuck out his chin; I knew it as a gesture he made when he intended to be particularly obstinate.


  The man tending Nessy sprinkled something on her head and then stood up. “She will live,” he told us, then resumed his place by his fellows.


  “What did you do?” demanded Temet.


  “He healed her, though I doubt she will thank us for it,” said Aylward.


  “Thank you,” Temet said grudgingly.


  “If it hadn’t been for you, she wouldn’t have even gotten hurt,” I muttered.


  “So, Temet, are you going to come with me?” asked Aylward.


  “No.” Temet crossed his arms.


  “Are you sure I can’t change your mind?” Aylward’s voice was calm.


  “I’m not going. This is my home.”


  Aylward cocked his head, eyes narrowing slightly. “Very well.” In one smooth motion, he reached into a pouch at his belt and drew out a handful of white powder.


  The last thing I saw was Aylward tossing the powder in a wide arc over Temet, Nessy, and me. Then the world turned foggy and dark. Powerless to stop it, I felt myself slump to the ground.
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