
Exchange Magic



What is This?


For a Choice to have meaning
It must also have cost;
There must be something selected
And something else lost.

Exchange Magic is a young adult novel being written for NaNoWriMo 2020. The theme of the novel is seeking happiness, finding your place in the world, and deciding what matters enough to justify the cost.


Expect more after November 1st!



Download Ebooks


Hello all! this blog is available as an ebook download, thanks to the magic of Write.As


There are two options: Download everything on the blog, or just download the chapters that make up the main story, such as it is right now.


It looks pretty good overall:
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 but bear in mind that this is just a direct import of the blog, with all the footers and #tags and everything.


The good news is that after NaNoWriMo ends I'll be working on a second draft, and that draft will be formatted properly, with nice layouts and everything.


Choose your path below!


I want it all!


Just the Novel



Introduction


“Kaelyn, please pick up a new fire marble from the wizards while you are in town, the old one is close to evaporating, I fear.”


“Yes, Master Colm,” Kaelyn said, as she gathered her wallet, basket, and a light jacket. The day was pleasant but the weather was changeable today and it didn't do for a healer, even an apprentice healer, to be caught getting sick when it was preventable.


Master Colm's other apprentice, Daisy, looked up from her workbench, where she had been diligently preparing herbs and placing them on a drying rack. Her eyes were full of barely-disguised hope. “Oh, is Kaelyn going into town today? I hadn't realized it was a market day. And it's so nice out today...” Daisy trailed off, her hands still, eyes fixed on Colm.


The master healer laughed gently, and with his own eyes full of mock seriousness said “I suspect Kaelyn might have her hands full with everything we need this week. Perhaps you could assist her, Daisy?”

Daisy laughed, a little at her own transparency and also in gratitude for her master's kind understanding. “Well, if you think Kaelyn will be so burdened down I'll go help her.” She stood and hugged Colm from behind, arms around his shoulders for a moment as she stood behind him. “Thank you, Master. We won't be too long” She said as she ran off to gather her things.


“You may as well sit back down, Kaelyn, I suspect Daisy will be busy for a few minutes.”


Kaelyn nodded and sat, smiling.


“How are you getting along with the others in town, Kaelyn?” Colm asked.


“It's very nice here, Master!”


“It is indeed, but that's not what I asked.” Kaelyn looked down.


“Everyone is very kind, Master.”


“But you get overshadowed by Daisy from time to time in town,” Colm said, a statement, not a question. Kaelyn looked up at him, slightly surprised, but she shouldn't have been.


“Well...yes, Master. It's not that Daisy tries to—well, overshadow me, like you said—of course. She's the sweetest friend in the world. And it isn't that the others in town are deliberately excluding me...it's just...they have all known each other for so long. They can tell an entire joke in two words because they all know each other so well.”  Colm nodded.


Just then his wife came in.


“Kaelyn dear, based on the fact that Daisy is doing her hair up I'm guessing the two of you are headed into town for a bit of shopping. Can you grab me a few things as well?”


“Of course, Mama,” Kaelyn said, and accepted the list. Colm's wife Marion was the heart of the Healer's home, and had been “Mama” to a score of apprentices before Kaelyn and Daisy. Many of them still wrote to her or sent her gifts during the holidays.


“You're such a sweet one, Kaelyn dear,” Mama said and patted the younger woman on the shoulder affectionately. “Something tells me you'll be done shopping a bit before Daisy is, so go ahead and hire a runner to bring everything home and enjoy yourself a bit.” She pressed an extra coin into Kaelyn's hand. Kaelyn looked nervously at Colm. Before either could say anything Mama said “Now now, old man, we can afford it and the girl deserves some time to be something other than an apprentice.” Colm looked at his wife and smiled. “Well, when Mama has spoken... Hire the runner, and enjoy yourself for a bit.”


“Thank you, Mama, and thank you, Master Colm,” Kaelyn replied.





Walking into town with Daisy was always enjoyable. For all of her half-expressed concerns about being overshadowed, Kaelyn really did enjoy her fellow apprentice's company. Looking at them side by side, no one would mistake Kaelyn and Daisy as sisters, but they both had that stamp of “healer” on them, although they carried it in different ways.


Daisy was a little taller, had wider shoulders, and a natural athleticism that hadn't been dulled by her long hours of apprenticeship. During the summer months Daisy's face and hands were tan as she was fond of spending hours searching for needed herbs and roots out in the forests and fields, although during the winter her complexion would pale to almost match her hair.


She had long blond hair that was usually done in a sensible braid to keep it out of her way while she worked, but on market days she put some thought and time into her hair. She loved her namesake flower and would often weave it into small crowns for herself and Kaelyn.


Kaelyn's smile was gentler than Daisy's, but just as ready. She was more likely to listen than to speak, but her gentle heart and deep empathy had made her a welcome sight whenever a healer was needed. If Kaelyn was less likely to strike up a conversation in the street, she was more likely to remember your birthday and surprise you with a small remembrance that was suited both to your needs and personality. Her brown hair was shorter than Daisy's, but had a richness and depth of color that was striking in candle light or sunlight.


Both young women carried that air of “healer” though. A healer takes other people seriously, and studies deeply. A healer balances thought with action, and also balances thought with empathy. A healer's magic comes from deep focus, care and attention to detail. Colm was an excellent master, and his calming and assuring bedside manner was evident in his apprentices. When you were under their care you were the center of their world, regardless of personal concerns or other conditions. It would be easy, in many situations, to dismiss Daisy as the giddier of the two, flightier and less serious, but to do so would be a mistake.


They walked in friendly silence for a while, the sun warm and breeze cool.


“Do you think we will be allowed to Sojourn together, next year?” Daisy asked.


“I don't know; would you like to?” Kaelyn asked.


“I think so! And wouldn't that be such a great honor for Master Colm, to have two of his Apprentices gain their Master's Cowls at the same time?”


Kaelyn found herself quietly re-thinking her friend again. Shameful as it was to admit it, even internally, Kaelyn hadn't really been thinking about how her progress as a Healer would reflect on her master. But where others saw flightiness, this was where Kaelyn realized Daisy was her strongest: she thought of others all the time, her attention was permanently outwards.


“I heard that Master Colm made himself a gray cowl instead of white when he achieved Mastery,” Kaelyn said and Daisy laughed.


“I think that might be Mama's favorite secret to tell us Apprentices. She told me the same. I might copy him; it would be fitting, after all.” Daisy replied.


“Speaking of Mama, let me see that list she gave you,” Daisy said and looked it over.


“Hmmm, looks like we need to go to the general store, the herbalists, the cloth store, and the wizards. Tell you what, I'll let you go to the wizards if you also take the general store,” Daisy said, smiling impishly.


“What? Why...why would I want to go to the wizard?” Kaelyn said, blushing a little.


“Oh, no reason! I'm sure Mason won't even be there today.” Daisy said and giggled.  Kaelyn giggled as well and said, “Well, if you really want to go to the fabric store I guess I can go talk to Mason.” Kaelyn smiled and gently pushed her friend to the side.


The air carried a slight tang of the sea even this far inland. Strand wasn't a large town, indeed it had long been a simple fishing village until an enterprising citizen had spent some time building a deeper harbor, and a modest but prosperous shipping company that operated out of Strand Harbor.  Strand was often called a “training city” due to the high number of young professionals in town, and the accordingly large number of apprentices as each master in their craft sought to build their reputation by training up a new generation. Colm lived just a short way out of town, closer than most farmers, but far enough from the bustle of the town square to feel peaceful and rustic. Still, young people wanted to spend time with others their age, no matter how kindly their masters.


Once they reached the town square they were greeted by several people. Daisy may be more outgoing than Kaelyn but it was a close contest. A small community like Strand was tightly knit out of necessity and both young women were well liked.


“Daisy, Let's meet back at the Fountain when we're done. Mama gave me money to hire a Runner, so we'll load everything up there and send the Runner back, then we can stay at the Fountain for a bit when we're done.”


“Oh, Mama was feeling generous today! Okay, I'll see you in an hour or so. Say hi to Mason for me!” Daisy said and headed off to complete her errands.


“Maybe I will, maybe I won't,” Kaelyn said, smiling quietly to herself as she headed to the wizard's workshop.


As she walked the short distance she thought about what wizards did. She hadn't ever really understood their craft, not really. Healing is...well, natural. Certain herbs and roots and preparations are good for people, that was just obvious. And of course the skill of the Healer counted, it took effort and focus to perform the preparations and remember the rituals. But wizard art was altogether different. Master Colm had explained that all kinds of “art”, as he called it, came from the exchange, and recited his favorite little poem, the one he had taught to every Apprentice that had been in his care:


For an act to have power
It must also have cost;
There must be something selected
And something else lost.



And Kaelyn and Daisy had listened politely, that first day, but hadn't understood until weeks later. A lazily prepared charm did no good. Sloppily minced or dried herbs lost their potency. There was more to “the art” than just which leaves or which mixtures; that was just cooking. The art of healing required something of the healer, it required time, effort, and attention. And Kaelyn had started to understand that the other “arts” were similar.


#Chapter



Wizard Magic


It was true that Kaelyn liked going to the wizards' workshop, but her reasons were only partially based on the young apprentice working there. In her home town the wizard had been an old man of questionable hygiene and an inflated sense of his own importance. He dealt closely and charged dearly for the things that only he could provide to the others in town. As a result, most people found a way to do without his specialized services, meaning he had less money and charged still more for his wares, and the cycle continued.


 His workshop had been crowded with things he felt were “occult” or “arcane” but which looked, to Kaelyn's eye, to mostly be props. Nobody really needs a skull with a candle on it to do their art, and even when she was younger Kaelyn suspected that if you took that skull into good light it would be obvious how artificial it was.

In contrast the local wizard kept her workshop clean and pleasant. The workbenches were often covered in complex glassware, or the floor might be sketched out with arcane symbols in pursuit of some new spell, but these would be temporary measures. Soon the chalk or salt diagrams were swept up and the floor scrubbed, glassware was cleaned and stored, and overall the workshop felt orderly and well kept.


A small bell rang when she entered. Kaelyn found herself hoping that Mason was working the shop and then willed herself to breathe slower, to not blush. She was here for business, not to socialize. As she waited for someone to answer the bell she looked around the room. One wall had a series of shallow pans made of various metals, she thought she could see copper, gold, and possibly silver, but if it was silver it was cleaned regularly, as it shone brightly alongside its less corruptible siblings.


She smiled when Mason opened the door to the living quarters and entered the shop.


“Hello, Miss Kaelyn,” Mason said. He was a full head taller than her, and two years older, with a short black beard that he kept neatly trimmed and active green eyes under heavy brows. Kaelyn reflected yet again how his appearance matched his name more than his trade; he was built for outdoor work, but had chosen wizardry instead.


“Hello Mason! And I've told you, I'm just Kaelyn.”


Mason smiled slightly. “Yes, miss.”


She giggled and said “I need a few fire marble. Master Colm feels our current one is about to evaporate; I guess it is two years old.”


Mason frowned slightly. “Two years? My Magister's spells shouldn't wear out that quickly, unless it's being used very heavily...” He trailed off, reaching under the counter and pulling out a small metal box.


“Oh, the Master and Mama do share it. Master uses it in our work during the day and Mama uses it in the kitchen when we're not using it. We've never had any trouble with it, I assure you.”


Mason nodded. “That might account for it.” He opened the lid of the box, and revealed a bright glass bead, swirling with coruscating lines of gold and orange. With a small touch of pride he said, “I enchanted this one myself, and I feel that it's pretty solid work. Magister was pleased. But it's still an apprentice piece, so if you want I can give you one that the Magister enchanted, or you could have this one at a discount...” Mason said never quite making eye contact with Kaelyn.


“If you feel it's good we would be happy to pay the regular rate, Mason. Your word, and your Master's—”


“Magister's“


”—and your Magister's word are good enough for me. What's the difference? Why 'Magister' instead of 'Master'?”


“A Magister is a teacher,” Mason said. “They aren't just a wizard who has mastered the craft, they have also worked to be good at teaching the craft.” Mason said, making eye contact for the first time. “And Magister Sonja has been teaching for as long as I've been alive. Wizardry takes a long time to learn, and sometimes Master wizards forget that not everyone is as wise as they are. It takes a special kind of person to be good at both performing wizardry and also teaching it.” Mason's pride in his Magister's ability was evident on his face as he spoke. Until he got to the end and realized how much he had been talking. He looked down again suddenly and started wrapping the fire marble, still in its box, in brown paper like a regular parcel.


“That's fascinating! I hadn't ever thought about the difference between being able to do something and being able to teach something,” Kaelyn said. Mason nodded.


“Are you hoping to become a Magister as well, someday?” She added and he looked startled, then smiled. “I don't know; I'm just trying to get to a point where Magister thinks I'm competent to go Sojourning. I'll worry about mastery when I get there. But what about you, Mi—Kaelyn? Do Healers have a special rank for teachers?”


“Oh, no, I think every Master Healer is expected to teach new Healers; it's part of the job description. A Healer accrues honor as their former apprentices grow in the art. Master Colm is one of the best, though, or so I hear. I'm hoping that I can start Sojourning next year, Daisy thinks we should Sojourn together.” Kaelyn said.


Mason looked startled. “Really? She thinks...you...you and I should Sojourn—oh. Oh! You meant she thinks you and she should...oh I see.” He looked flustered and Kaelyn again forced herself to breathe slowly and not to blush. She giggled instead. “That would be something, wouldn't it?” she felt just a little victorious when Mason blushed at that.


“How much for the fire marble?” She asked, taking out her wallet, still smiling in what she hoped was a friendly way.


“Fifteen...”


“And is that the regular price?”


“Ah—–”


“I'm guessing the Magister would charge me twenty,” Kaelyn said and counted out  the coins.


“You're quick,” Mason said, putting the money away in his strong box. Kaelyn put the marble in her bag and was about to ask Mason more about wizardry when the shop door opened again. A young boy ran in. Kaelyn recognized him as Eric, the son of the dry goods merchant.


“Miss Kaelyn! Come quickly! Brant was lifting a crate down from a high shelf and it fell on him! We need you now!”


#Chapter



The Accident


Kaelyn turned briefly to Mason who simply said, “Go! Go!” and nodded. Kaelyn followed Eric as quickly as his younger legs could carry him. “What happened, Eric?”


“I don't know, Miss. I just heard a crash and was sent to find a healer. Someone said you were at the wizards, but nobody I talked to knew where Miss Daisy was, so I ran to find you.”


“Well done, Eric, thank you,” Kaelyn said, walking quickly, digging through her bag, finding what herbs she had prepared. Something falling on you could be anything from minor bruising to a broken bone to a concussion...she mostly had mild pain relief and a few strengthening spells that might hold a bone in place until it could be treated...she hoped it would be enough.

They arrived to find a crowd gathered around the dry goods store, which wasn't surprising. News travels fast in small towns. People stepped aside silently as Kaelyn walked to the shop; getting in the way of a healer simply wasn't done. Kaelyn resolved her face into her “serious but confident” look, one that she had learned well from Colm. Being calm was half the battle.


But she didn't need it. When she got inside she found Daisy, wearing a very similar look, helping Brant the shop boy sit up.


Brant was a year younger than Kaelyn and Daisy, but looked younger still due to his slight frame. He had pale skin with some young-looking freckles scattered across his nose and cheeks, and a shock of wild red hair that was unruly at the best of times, but entirely out of control at the moment.


“Oh, good, they found you, Kaelyn. I happened to be close when I heard the commotion, but Eric was too fast for anyone to catch him, it seems,” Daisy said with a smile at Eric, who beamed with pride.


“I'm glad you were so close Daisy! Is everything okay?”


“Well...nothing's broken...” Daisy said, resting her hand on Brant's forehead, and still talking. “I checked both with an aura crystal and cursory movement tests once it was safe. I feel...there's a possible injury in his brain, will you confirm, Kaelyn? It seems the crate hit his head.”


Kaelyn nodded and knelt on Brant's other side. His green eyes were fixed on Daisy's face and his expression was...unsettling. Kaelyn had heard of the injured finding themselves attracted to those who assist them...


Kaelyn rested her hand on Brant's forehead and quietly recited a clarifying spell under her breath. With her eyes closed she could feel...or see...it wasn't clear which sense was involved...the movement of life inside Brant. For the most part it was jumpy, unsettled, the result of any shock or fear. But there was a pulsing, disjointed spot in his head. It was minor, and didn't seem to be threatening any major systems. She probed it gently, testing for pain, and there was an element of pain there, but it seemed to be something...else, something she couldn't identify. At length she opened her eyes.


“How do you feel, Brant?” She asked?


“I'm..I'm fine, Miss,” Brant said quietly, glancing only briefly at Kaelyn as he spoke, then returning his gaze to Daisy as she packed up her bag, professionally stowing her charms and herbs.


“Do you have willow fine in your pack, Kaelyn?” Daisy asked.


“Yes, one moment.”


Daisy asked Eric for a glass of water and Kaelyn measured a small spoonful of willow powder into a small silver thimble, held it as she repeated the words of pain relief until she felt its powers activate. When she was done Eric was standing by, holding the glass of water. Kaelyn poured the powder into the glass, and asked if they had any honey in the shop. Eric nodded and broke a small piece off of a comb. Kaelyn mixed the honey into the water, commenting how honey helped with the willow's effectiveness. Which was true, after a fashion. Getting the injured to drink the entire thing helped it be more effective. She then handed the glass to Brant.


“Thank you, Miss Kaelyn, and Miss Daisy,” he said, drinking the entire thing in one long draft. He stood carefully, with both apprentice healers helping him get to his feet. “We'll tell Master Colm what we saw today, and he may ask you to come visit the house, but I think you're okay.” Daisy said, brushing Brant's back and straightening his collar. “For now, just be more careful, take good care of yourself, and maybe take it easier today. Eric, how much do we owe for the honey?”


“Oh, nothing! You were helping our shop, it is less than the least we can do...do...should we pay...” Eric stuttered. Daisy stopped him. “Of course not! We are here to help, and I'm glad we were both close, and very glad that it wasn't more serious. In fact, we have a few things we need here...if you could help us, Eric?” Daisy said, pulling Mama's list out of her bag.


“I'm fine to handle it, Daisy, Miss,” Brant said, taking the list from her with a shade too much eagerness. “It would be my honor. And we'll send it by runner, we just got a new batch from the druids...” Brant looked over the list. “This will come to...sixty five, even.” Daisy nodded and counted out coins.


“Mama sent me with money for a runner,” Kaelyn said, but Brant shook his head. “Again, it's the least we can do. I'll cover it myself, make sure it works correctly.” He pulled a runner out of the back room, an odd wooden device that looked like a basket crossed with a spider; eight wooden legs holding up a wooden basket. Runners were convenient, strong, and could be used as firewood when the enchantment wore off. Brant started gathering items from Mama's list and piling them carefully into the runner.


“Well...okay, if you're sure...” Kaelyn said. Brant nodded. “Go ahead, I'll send this along.”


“Okay then. Thank you, Brant,” Daisy said and led Kaelyn outside.


As the two healers walked across the town square to the Fountain, the town's more popular inn, Kaelyn motioned to Daisy that they should talk for a moment.


“What do you make of what you saw in Brant's head? That wasn't like any internal injury I've ever seen.”


Daisy waited until they had a respectful bubble of space around them so she could talk freely. “I don't know either, Kay, but Master will know. He didn't seem very physically injured at all, the crate wasn't that heavy that fell on him, and he didn't have any real bruises. But our work is done, and we got a free runner out of it; so Mama will be pleased. Now, let's go see who is at the Fountain!”


#Chapter



At the Fountain


Kaelyn and Daisy walked into the Fountain and looked around. Strand was large enough that there was always someone interesting taking a break just now, especially as the day wore on and many of the commercial ventures ended work for the day. At present there were about twenty people of various ages sitting or talking in small groups. Daisy instantly found someone to talk to while Kaelyn searched a little longer...but it looked like Mason was still at the workshop. She ordered a small snack —enough to get home, but not enough to ruin her appetite for whatever Mama was cooking tonight— and sat down at a table near the corner of the room to let Daisy circulate, and hopefully to find one of her friends as well. Although a quiet part of her was secretly glad that she had a few moments to herself.

But that part was to be frustrated this evening. Elloise, the innkeepers daughter and wait staff, brought Kaelyn her meal, and as Kaelyn was eating the door opened.


Ellis, Strand's young new priest, walked in and looked around with a quiet air. Kaelyn hadn't spent all that much time in Ellis' company, and wasn't particularly eager to rectify that tonight, but it seemed that Ellis was looking for company and came and sat at the table next to Kaelyn.


“Healer Kaelyn, it's nice to see you.”


“Hello Ellis.”


He ordered and took off his frock, laying it aside between them. “How fare your studies with Master Colm?” He asked.


“Quite well. Daisy and I are learning much, and I look forward to the day when I can start to serve others in a broader capacity. Colm is a good master.”


“Ah, that is excellent. Healers provide such a needful service, almost as great as the Divine Service. Which...I believe you have missed these past few weeks?”


“Ah, there it is,” Kaelyn thought.  “It does appear that way, doesn't it? I'm sure I'll make it this week, Ellis.”


Ellis didn't directly reply. “You seem to be a person of great potential, Kaelyn. Have you ever considered joining the Priesthood?”


“Ah, that is quite direct. But, honestly, no. I am quite happy in my role taking care of the physical bodies of my neighbors.”


“The two are not incompatible. Many priests are good healers and vice versa.”


“That is true...” Kaelyn started, but Ellis seemed to have more to say.


“In fact, Brother Maynard of Aelem started his career as a healer, much like yourself, when he found that infusing the power of his Faith, and of course the power of the Divine, into his healing practices, he was able to increase his abilities greatly.”


Kaelyn wondered briefly if this lecture had been prepared for her specifically or if he was able to come up with these on the fly.


“I of course find faith to be a great comfort and help, and look to the Divine for guidance as do we all,” Kaelyn said, and found that she meant it, to a degree. Perhaps not to the degree that Ellis did, but her faith was extant.


But it wasn't quite enough, it appeared.


“I think you could do great good in the Church, Kaelyn. I think you will find that what you are doing now, working with herbs and roots, is a pale comparison to the true strength of focused faith and will. Your labors would not be replaced, only increased, if you were to spend more time on contemplation of divinity.”


“Thank you, Ellis, I will remember that,” Kaelyn said, eating quicker. Presently she saw Daisy. “If you'll excuse me,” she said and rose, walked calmly to her friend and said “Daisy, we were just leaving,” Daisy saw her look, saw Ellis, and nodded. Patting a new longshoreman on the arm she said, “it has been so nice talking with you!” and left with Kaelyn.


“Thank you, Daisy. Who was that?”


“John? He's been in town a few days now, came in on a merchantman but wants to stay on land for a while he said. He seems nice!”


“I'm sure he does.”


“Don't be like that. We can't all moon around the wizard's apprentice! You should be grateful for John!” Daisy laughed.


They walked past the dry goods merchant just as Brant emerged, leading the runner. “It should be to your house before you,” he said as it took off down the trail with magical determination.


“Thank you, Brant!” Daisy said smiling brightly. Brant just nodded and went back inside.


“That was good timing...or he was waiting...” Kaelyn said and Daisy shook her head fondly.


“Wow, you are in a mood today.” Daisy said and laughed.


The sun was setting behind them, over the ocean, and the sky ahead was flaring up in golds and reds as the sunset painted the clouds and the mountains. The light all around seemed more golden than normal, richer and somehow nostalgic. A breeze shook the aspens and they whispered their secrets, dropping leaves like floating coins as the young healers passed. They walked, now talking quietly of very little, now in silence, until they arrived home, the cool air putting color in their cheeks as they entered the kitchen and put away their things.


“Mama, Kaelyn got  you a special fire marble made by the best apprentice in the world!” Daisy sang out and Mama laughed.


“So Sonja is letting Mason enchant his own fire marbles is she? Well well, he must be coming along in his art.” Colm said as Kaelyn glared at her friend. “Well, we can leave our current one in the kitchen full time now, and use the new one in our workshop and maybe get some more time out of the old one. And what's this?” He asked as Kaelyn handed him some coins. Daisy told their master about Brant's injury and his insistence that he cover the cost of the runner that had brought their wares home.


“How interesting. Tell me more about this sore spot you sensed. Daisy, you first, then Kaelyn.”


“Well, master, it felt...red? And it was pulsing, but it felt out of rhythm with Brant's heartbeat. Slower, I think... Would you agree, Kaelyn?”


“Not yet, not yet, she'll answer next. What else?”


“Um, it didn't feel like a physical ailment, and the healing energies didn't seem to be swarming to it... In fact, I couldn't really detect any injury to his body at all.”


Colm sat back. “I see. Okay, Kaelyn, what can you add?”


“Well...Like Daisy said, it seemed to have a rhythm to it, and, I know you tell us to observe without interpreting, but it felt...sullen. The pulse to it was slower than Brant's, longer waves.”


“Don't doubt your insights, either of you. If you sensed that it was 'sullen' there is something in you that identified it that way. Perhaps I will check in on young Brant when next I go into town. But now, ladies, let's help Mama with dinner.”


Dinner was as always a joyful affair. Sometimes Colm and Mama's children who lived nearby would visit, but tonight it was just the four of them. Colm told old stories that made the apprentices laugh, Mama smiled tolerantly at stories she'd heard a hundred times. After a brief lull Daisy turned to Kaelyn and said, “you know, I don't think you've ever told me why you decided to be a healer.”


“Nor you, which is surprising,” Kaelyn replied.


“I asked first!”


Kaelyn shifted a little and said. “Well, I don't know that I ever decided, exactly. My mother tells it that I was always tending to things; even before I could speak I would watch her in the garden and learned to pick the weeds and keep the plants alive. As my siblings came I spent a lot of time just caring for them, and I guess I started showing some knack for keeping them alive as well. The local healer, Master Davis, said that he thought he should charge double for visits to our house, once for the cure and again for the fact that when I watched him prepare a cure I could usually prepare it myself the next day. It all just seemed so...natural, so simple. So when it came time for me to choose a profession I naturally chose healing.”


“Davis was a good student,” Colm said and Mama smiled. “And a kind boy,” she added.  “He met his wife just before he came to us, and used to write her the longest letters. He's the only apprentice Colm ever had to teach to make his own paper and ink, he went through it so quickly.”


“But what about you, Daisy? How did you find your way into the healer's art?” Kaelyn asked.


“Oh, it's not anything that magical; I got hurt a lot when I was young, and spent a lot of time with the healer. Master Anna is also very kind, and she would joke that she spent half her time in the forests near our town looking for herbs and half looking for me, and so she might as well train me to look for the herbs myself. I loved her cabin, it was always so interesting and full of that amazing scent that you only get in a healer's hut. Which...I now know is mostly basil and cedar, but at the time I thought it was what magic smelled like,” Daisy laughed as she finished.


“Oddly enough, Anna wasn't one of my apprentices,” Colm said, “She was an apprentice of my first apprentice. Goodness I'm getting up there in years.”


Mama stood and kissed her husband on the forehead. “That you are, old man. So let's get you to bed sooner so you stick around longer. Ladies, will you clean up?”


“Of course, Mama,” Kaelyn said and started clearing dishes. As they cleaned Daisy and Kaelyn spoke little, it was an easy chore and Daisy had learned that her new friend didn't always need to fill the silences. But as they were putting out the candles she asked, “have you seen that runner? It should have disenchanted and I wanted to stock the firebox.”


“No, I haven't. It was brand new, maybe it headed back to town.”


“I'm sure that's it. Well, good night, Kaelyn.”


“Good night Daisy. Sleep well!”


#Chapter



The Next Morning...


The next morning started normal, but only for a very little while. Kaelyn woke up early, washed and brushed her hair, helped Mama make breakfast, all as normal.


“Kay, will you go tell Daisy it's time for breakfast? It's not like her to sleep in this late,”


“Of course, Mama.” Kaelyn said and headed up the stairs to Daisy's room. She knocked but there was no answer. After a second knock she pushed the door open. Daisy's bed was made and her nightgown folded neatly across the back of the chair standing next to her bed.


“She must be out gathering this morning,” Kaelyn said. “She's not in her room at any rate.”

“How odd. She didn't tell me she was going out early, perhaps she went out very early.” Mama said and served breakfast.


While Daisy's absence was noticed at breakfast, it was a matter of concern when it was time to start work. Colm hadn't been told she was leaving either. Colm and his apprentice tried to work for an hour in the morning but it was obvious that they weren't going to get much done that day. Finally Colm said, “Let's go into town, and see if our wandering flower has wandered down there. I'll tell Mama that we're going, unlike Daisy, and perhaps she can talk to some of the other families out here.” Kaelyn nodded and waited outside for her master to emerge.


“Where did Daisy go when you were in town yesterday?” Colm asked. Kaelyn listed all of the stops she knew about, mentioning Brant again and then remembering Daisy's brief discussion with John the longshoreman.


They arrived in town, the presence of the master healer was enough to warrant some discussion, but Colm handled it well.


“It appears my other apprentice took it upon herself to get some early chores in, and is a bit tardy in returning. Also I came to follow up with the young man who was injured in the dry good store yesterday,” Colm said, affably and cheerfully, giving the impression that this was nothing more than youthful forgetfulness, and a visit with a perfectly normal explanation.


But such pretense can only hold out for so long against the collective imaginations of an entire town. Interest seemed to peak when it was discovered that Brant, too, was missing. But speculation rose to a fever pitch when John was found to be equally absent. That the pretty young apprentice healer might wander off with a boy or a longshoreman was interesting, but the flights of fancy about duels and love triangles and revenge that swirled around Kaelyn and her master soon took on a life of their own. Kaelyn heard sources affirm that they had seen Daisy leaving town the night before in the presence of one or the other of these young men, despite Kaelyn's repeated protestations that Daisy had eaten dinner at home, and had walked there in Kaelyn's company and none other.


Others suggested that Daisy had left in the presence of one young man, hotly pursued by the other. Suddenly the sleepy town of Strand was the scene of a wild romance, a maudlin play of passions that grew more heated with each retelling. So it was somewhat of a disappointment when John came rowing around the headland, whistling quietly to himself as he brought in a haul from his early morning fishing trip.


Then things got even more surreal. Though Brant and Daisy had never spent any significant amount of time together, the wild romances were tempered slightly, not dispelled, by the appearance of the supposed other man. Suddenly it was common knowledge that the healer and the shop boy were prone to secret liaisons. Kaelyn tried to refute these, for a time, although it was like holding back the tide. The general consensus wasn't just that the two had effectively eloped, but that it was a good match. Overall the town seemed to wish the young new couple well.


Watching Kaelyn's face through all these discussions, watching her try to do her best work as they visited home after home that told them fantastic new stories about her closest friend in Strand, Colm finally suggested to Kaelyn that they walk out into the woods for a bit, to gather a few necessary ingredients for a specific against fall allergies.


They walked to a small clearing where a stream pooled, on its way to the sea. Sunlight played on the ripples in the stream as Colm settled himself on a stump that had been cut and left there for this very purpose.


“Now then, Kaelyn. We've heard what everyone else in town thinks. Why don't you tell me what you think happened to Daisy.”


“Master, I...I don't think she left with Brant. They've never been close, she's never even really noticed him all that much. I mean, more than we notice every person. She's been polite to him, but to think that she would suddenly run off with him, without telling you, or me, or Mama, it...it makes no sense.”


Colm nodded, moving slowly, as he often did when considering his next move carefully. “In Strand, right now, honest and good people are remaking Daisy's reputation. Yesterday she was a kind, outgoing, friendly girl, but was also respected. She was known to be serious when needed, to be close with other's secrets as befits a Healer, strong as a boy her age, and wiser than one might expect of a woman so young. But now she is turning into a giddy, easily persuaded thing, silly and somewhat short-sighted, having fallen in love with a shop boy and desiring to marry him immediately.” Colm was silent for a moment, looking into to the water but deeper into his own mind.


Well, spontaneous, or seemingly spontaneous elopement does happen, of course. To my certain knowledge there are two settled and respectable families in town that were started when two young people disappeared for a season and returned wed and with child. But Kaelyn, the other apprentice healer, feels that this isn't the story we're seeing played out. Kaelyn, who has been trained to observe, to consider, to know people, feels that this story doesn't work.”


Kaelyn felt, suddenly, that Colm was looking at her heart. He hadn't asked a question but she felt a response was needed.


“Master...I also know what they will say if I object any more. They will say that Kaelyn, the shorter, less-blond of the two pretty apprentices is jealous that her stunning friend is the center of such a lovely story. They will say that Kaelyn's jealousy drove her to invent plots and conspiracies, and the thousand and one conspiracies they themselves invented will be attributed to me.”


Colm laughed gently at this. “As I said, quite the observer. Okay then. Know that your master knows your heart better than that, and has heard the genesis of these thousand stories, and knows that it wasn't with you. Tell me what you think.”


“Master Colm, I honestly don't know. I don't think she ran off with Brant, she has too much respect for you, and for herself, to do such a thing. She is happy but not flighty, not inconsiderate.”


“Do you suspect Brant may have taken her against her will?” Colm asked, quietly, face serious.


“Master...to make such an accusation...”


“You are not accusing, Kay. You are suspecting.”


“Perhaps their disappearances are coincidental, like John this morning...”


“But what do you suspect?” Colm asked again.


“I...I suspect Brant was involved, and that Daisy...didn't accompany him by choice.”


Colm again nodded quietly. “Tell me about Brant. I've seen him, of course. But tell me more. Draw him for me in words.”


“Well, he's pale, freckled, red hair that never quite seems under control, green-gray eyes. He's not very tall, in fact he's a little shorter than me. Or perhaps he is taller than he seems; he tends to walk like he's trying to take up less space. He's skinny, almost scrawny.”


“If here were to try to overpower Daisy...” Colm began and his apprentice laughed.


“Forgive me master, but first, he would never be able to do such a thing, and second, he'd never be able to think about doing such a thing. There was a look in his eyes yesterday, when he looked at Daisy. He...he seemed to think she was...special...deserving of great respect...” Kaelyn faltered, fear suddenly clutching her heart. She had taken Brant's look for mere infatuation, but sometimes infatuation led to other emotions.


“Master...Daisy went to bed the same time as I did last night, after you and Mama, after we cleaned the kitchen. Surely we would have noticed if Brant was in the cottage; or we would have heard if he had tried to get into her room...” Kaelyn was near tears.


“Calm yourself, We need to be calm to help Daisy. Besides, think for a moment. You said yourself that Daisy's bed was made and her nightgown on a chair. This doesn't suggest she was snatched from her bed, unless it was the most polite and orderly kidnapping ever. We don't yet have all the facts, and the answer may be less traumatic than we are imagining. But I want you to know that I believe you. I confess that I would be unsurprised if a young woman ran off with a young man. But if you say Daisy didn't do that then I think you are right.”


Colm stood up and stretched his back for a moment before stooping at the stream to drink a little of the cold water, and to splash some on his face. “Let's head home. Mama is waiting for us and I think there are things we need to do there.”


#Chapter



Sojourner


When they arrived home Colm briefly appraised his wife of the situation. Kaelyn was too well-mannered to attempt to overhear the conversation, but she could see Mama's face. She looked slightly confused, then concerned, then nodded. Then she looked surprised and shot a glance at Kaelyn. She seemed to ponder for a moment, then nodded slowly, then left the room after glancing at Kaelyn one more time. Kaelyn had no idea what to make of any of this and sat quietly waiting her master's next instructions. He turned and seemed to see her for the first time. “Kaelyn, come into the workshop.”


She obediently followed him into the familiar room. The smells of basil and cedar, the smells that Daisy had called “the scent of magic” suddenly impressed themselves upon her again and she realized how much she missed her friend.

“This is somewhat unorthodox, but there is precedent,” Colm was saying as he unlocked and opened a large trunk behind his workbench. “I know of at least three occasions where this process was followed,” he said, searching through the trunk. “Ah, here it is.”


He turned to Kaelyn, holding a small hand scythe. “Admittedly, we borrowed this from the druids, as our healing art grew out of their natural magics.” The scythe glittered like liquid silver in the candlelight.


“This was bestowed upon me by my master at the start of my Sojourn. I cared for it, used it, learned about it and from it, and returned it to him when I applied for mastery. It is a mark of no small honor that he chose me to carry it forward when he left the art some two decades ago.”


“Master Colm...am I to leave you? I...I don't know that I'm ready to start my Sojourn, especially now...”


“Ah, now we come to the abnormal thing. Kaelyn, I bestow upon you the rank of Sojourner, but I also give you a special Sojourn.


“You have sworn to protect those in your care, as a healer you can have no other or higher oath. I place Daisy in your care. Your Sojourn is to find her and ensure that she is cared for. Take then the symbol of the healers, the scythe.”


Kaelyn again felt like crying. She wasn't ready, she didn't want to be ready. Master Colm noticed this and his face softened as she accepted the scythe.


“But, given the special nature of this Sojourn, it is perhaps prudent that you stay close to Daisy's last known location. Therefore, Sojourner Kaelyn, I offer you shelter under my roof, as any healer would offer their support to a Sojourner.”


It took Kaelyn a moment to understand the import of her master's words, and she laughed with relief when she did, then composed herself before answering.


“I thank you, Master Colm, for letting me take shelter with you as I embark on my sojourn. I'm sure my master will also be pleased when I inform of your hospitality at the end of my sojourn.”


Colm laughed softly and patted Kaelyn's hand.


Mama opened the door, holding something in her other hand. “Congratulations, of a sort, Kaelyn dear.” She said, holding up her burden. It was a long cloak, made of a soft and supple material, not the rough cloak her master often wore of the more traditional cloak and cowl healers often wore when traveling to mark their profession.


“It's dove gray, of course, as you studied under Master Colm,” Mama said as she motioned for Kaelyn to stand up and fastened the cloak across the younger woman's shoulders. Kaelyn looked slightly quizzical and Mama laughed. “We give you all the clues, but you apprentices never seem to think that one through.” Mama hugged Kaelyn close and said, “Okay, well, Sojourner, you are ready. But be ready tomorrow. Sleep tonight. We knew you would make your Sojourn early; would that it were under happier circumstances. You've got a lot to do, and you'll be doing it with just a cloak and a scythe. But we have faith in you.”


“One last word, Kaelyn. The scythe is sharp, yes, but do not dishonor it by using it in violence.”


“Master Colm...I would never...” Kaelyn began but Colm just held up his hands. “I know, I know. But now you know as well.”


And like all very special moments, this one passed, and they went into the kitchen to eat dinner as they had done every night. They spoke of normal things and tried not to think too hard about where Daisy was or why. As Mama had said, there was time for that tomorrow.


#Chapter



Kaelyn Investigates


The next morning Kaelyn dressed as normal and realized that she wasn't working for Colm that morning...her routine was broken...it was a moment of freedom that every apprentice thinks they hope for until the moment comes. She went downstairs and Mama greeted her, and asked her to help set the table. At least that hadn't changed.


But...after breakfast. Somewhat self-consciously Kaelyn put on her new cloak and told Colm, “Master, I believe I should learn more about Brant, so I'm heading back into town...if that's okay...” She hadn't meant to ask permission, that wasn't how it was done, she wasn't an apprentice any more. But just telling Master Colm what she was doing, it seemed disrespectful.


“That seems like a good place to start, Sojourner.” Colm said. “I wish you good luck.” He smiled. “You know that you don't need to ask permission any more, but you don't want to be disrespectful. Trust me to know you better than that, my friend. Follow your intuition, and ask me for advice, but not permission.”

“Thank you, Master Colm,” Kaelyn said and headed outside. She wondered how obvious her new rank would be to others in town; those who have seen Colm's apprentices would know why she was wearing a dove gray cloak...Suddenly she was very self-conscious.


But also determined. This was important, this was Daisy. She stood up straight, and walked into town with confidence. She was a Sojourner Healer now, capital letters and all.


A few glances were cast her direction as she walked into the town square, but she had one target in mind right now. Heading straight for the dry goods store, she smiled at people she knew...and realized something. This wasn't hard, these weren't strangers. This was still “her town” even if she was promoted now or whatever.


She found Eric tending the shop when she entered. “Hello Eric, how are things today?”


“Good, Miss. What can I do for you today?”


“I'm concerned for Brant, and wondering where he went, wondering if he was fully healthy,” She said, all of that actually true, although not entirely accurate as far as her motives were concerned. “Could I see his bedroom? Perhaps there are some hints there.”


“Well, I guess that would be all right, Miss Kaelyn, if you think it will help.”


“Honestly, Eric, I don't know if it will or not, but I'm doing my best.” Eric seemed to consider this and nodded. He led her to Brant's small bedroom above the shop. It was a typical hired hand type of room: a bed that was meant to outlast a thousand tenants, a nightstand built of raw wood, a dresser that had been in the home as long as the home had been there. “Thank you, Eric. I suspect I will be down shortly,” Kaelyn said and unfastened her cloak, laying it carefully over a chair. Eric took her meaning and left her to it.


So. Now she had access to Brant's room and no idea what she was looking for. But she had a nagging thought. That...sullen spot in his mind. That was something. She had no idea how to find an emotion in a room...but maybe this was the point of the Sojourn: to use your skills in new ways. She closed her eyes, and let the feelings of the room soak into her mind.


Being a healer gives you a different view of the world. Healers know more about people than “nice girls” should know; there are few realities of the human condition that stay hidden for long. This room was...was permeated with the feelings of being a teenage boy. And it almost made her cry as she felt what it must be like to be Brant. Fear, desire, curiosity, these were similar to her own feelings, but with a harder, more urgent edge. Kaelyn was considered reticent when in comparison to Daisy, but Brant...Brant had been cut off almost entirely. She sat delicately on the chair, feeling her cloak with one hand, eyes still closed.


In the dark, the smallest amount of light eventually makes an impression. And so it was with Kaelyn's senses as she sat there, eyes closed. Slowly she became aware of a red...spot in the direction of the foot of the bed. As she sat still it grew in her mind, a sullen...yes, it was the same feeling. A sullen red spot. She opened her eyes and walked to the bed. Then, glad that Eric had left the room, lay full on the floor, looking under the bed. Yes, there it was. A book. She pulled it out and put it in her satchel, worried that it might destroy the energies she had worked so hard to instill in her herbs. But it couldn't be helped. She needed somewhere to focus and read. And she had an idea where she might go.


She put her cloak back on and headed down the stairs. “Thank you, Eric. Tell me, was Brant studying anything beyond the mercantile profession when he lived with you?”


“Um, I don't know what you mean, Miss. He never went to any classes if that's your meaning.”


“That's good to know. What did he do in his free time?”


“Well, sometimes he would go out into the woods, but so does anyone. He spent a lot of time alone in his room. Ma said that weren't healthy for a young man, but Dad said Brant was his own man and to leave him be.”


“Hmmm... Well, thank you again, Eric. Oh, by the way, when Brant sent a runner out to Colm's cottage...did it return that night?”


Eric looked at her like she was speaking crazy. “Um...runners don't usually return, Miss. You should have used it for firewood, I would think.”


Kaelyn smiled gently. “That's good advice. Thank you again, Eric.” She said and left the building, heading to the edge of town, to a place that might be able to help her with understanding why a book would feel...ugh, she needed a new word, sullen.


Or maybe she just wanted to see Mason again.





The bell over the door rang as Kaelyn entered the wizard's workshop. Mason was bent over a workbench, heavy book in front of him on a stand, while Sonja carefully measured some powder into a wide, flat dish made of glass. Sonja looked up from her work and  turned to face Kaelyn.


“So, the apprentice...no, the Sojourner comes again. Have you so impressed Colm so quickly? That's no small feat, girl. And what can the arcane arts do for the natural?” Sonja's voice was a low, clear alto, powerful and untarnished for all of her apparent age. So too were her eyes sharp and clear.


It would be pointless to dissemble even a little here. Kaelyn pulled the book from her satchel.


“I know that objects can have energies, beyond their inherent materials, and while our art doesn't use books, but I know that yours does. This book seems to have a...negative energy. I'd like to know more about it.”


Sonja was opening a small cupboard before Kaelyn had stopped speaking and pulled out a small device that looked like a pince-nez made of ruby. She looked at the book in Kaelyn's hand and...froze. No exclamation, nothing so amateur. But every part of her indicated that this was suddenly very important. Keeping her voice impassive she said, “Mason, this would be a valuable learning opportunity for you. Come, observe through the spectroscope, and give me your impressions. Sojourner, would you please set the book on the workbench...not just there...here, between these sigils.” She said, all business.


Kaelyn set the book down on a section of the workbench that was made of a different wood...it looked like oak, and each corner had sigils picked out in inlaid gold. The four sigils shone briefly as she set the book down.


Mason took the pince-nez from his magister and came to look at the book. He had yet to learn his teacher's self control, and the look of shock that crossed his face was quite obvious.


“Have a seat, Sojourner.” Sonja said, and Mason silently brought a chair over for Kaelyn.


“Perhaps you had better explain; this requires some context, I think.”


Kaelyn nodded and explained briefly about the disappearance of Daisy and Brant. Mason nodded but Sonja listened intently. “I see...honestly I hadn't thought about that. Apprentices disappear all the time. Can't be helped. But you saw more. Go on.”


So Kaelyn explained about the runner, and Daisy's meticulously neat room, and her own fears, and Colm's charge. Finding the right pace for Sonja was frustrating; some parts of the story were met with “of course of course, what else?” While other points that Kaelyn had thought minor were scrutinized, and Kaelyn often felt that she had somehow given a wrong answer.


”...And then I brought the book here, I figured your workshop would be safest place, should it be...malevolent.”


Sonja nodded. “Sensible. Marion taught you sense, or you've always been sensible. Don't know; haven't really paid you much attention yet. Might have to now.” Kaelyn had absolutely no idea what to make of that.


Sonja stood and paced the length of the workshop. Kaelyn looked to Mason for any advice, but his alert eyes were focused on the older woman. After her second circuit of the room Sonja came and stood in front of Kaelyn. Even seated, Kaelyn was almost as tall as the Magister.


“Sensible decisions should be rewarded. You are free to use the secure bench. Don't move the book, it's safe where it is. You can come here at any time. We can answer questions, Mason can help you if you need his help. But this is your responsibility, Sojourner. So said your Master, I won't gainsay.”


And then she stood there, bright eyes focused on Kaelyn's face. Another test.


“You've never seen this book before, but...something about it, something you saw through your device...told you something. Something you didn't expect.”


“True.”


“But it fit something else you already knew about.”


“Also true.”


“What did you learn? Can I use your device to learn the same thing, or does it require proficiency with your art?”


Sonja smiled a thin, tight smile. “Good question. You wouldn't understand what you saw, not without training. Mason understood. Mason, tell the Sojourner what you saw.”


Mason nodded, and looked at the ceiling to focus his thoughts. “There is an aura...an 'energy' as you say, around that book. It's powerful, in a way beyond the normal power of words. The energy is negative, again you were right. We have seen evidence of a...similar energy being practiced, some days ago. We have been researching it, because it's not something you want in your town.”


“Are you being elusive on purpose,” Kaelyn asked. “What is being practiced?”


“Can you read, Sojourner?” Asked Sonja.


“Of course.”


“Then read the book you have brought us. We are not being elusive, we just want your unbiased opinion. Form an opinion, then ask again.” Sonja said, then looked around. “Lunchtime, I think. I'll go eat. You are free to stay here, come and go as you please, just close the door when you leave. Good luck, Sojourner.”


#Chapter



The Book


Kaelyn hung her cloak on the wall next to Mason's and sat down in front of the book. She hadn't really looked at it all that closely before; just identified it and stuffed it in her satchel. It wasn't that thick, she guessed it was roughly two hundred pages long, with soft leather covers, plain and unprinted. It looked more like a journal than a professionally created book. Centering it carefully on the oaken panel she opened to the front page. Written in large, irregularly-shaped letters was the title:


 

Embracing Chaos


Being a new system of Magic




Kaelyn gasped quietly. “Chaos magic? That's not supposed to be possible...” She said under her breath. Magic operated by cause and effect; the more pronounced the effect you wanted, the more work you had to put into the cause.


She considered asking Mason what wizards knew of Chaos magic, but decided to forge on ahead without help at least for a little. The author of this book had bad handwriting, and a certain unpredictability when it came to capitalization, but seemed ironically well organized for someone trying to base magic on chaos. The second and third pages were taken up with a table of contents. Kaelyn scanned the chapter titles and was less and less comfortable with each one:


	The great Lie of Order

	Balance and re-Direction

	The many Uses Of the Blood

	On conversing with The Agents of chaos

	The Redirection of Cost

	Spells AND Rituals

	Index





Okay, the Index didn't make her particularly uncomfortable. She suspected she understood the first chapter already; albeit from the other side. Order sustained the universe, without it there was no guarantee that day would follow night or that eating would sate hunger. So a person who sought chaos would see this as an externally-applied tyranny... Kaelyn suspected she knew the type. So instead she skipped to chapter 2.


At present the elemental Chaos inherent in AND underpinning the universe has been trapped behind, or Beneath, the veneer of order, and those who seek to Free Chaos must therefore have some understanding of that Veneer. Order demands that effect have a Cause, that Reactions stem from Actions. At present we must abide by this Constraint. However, there is a Loop Hole that can be used, for the true student of the Chaotic Nature. The price that is Paid for each desired outcome can be REDIRECTED to another sentient being, Will He or Nil He.


In this Innovation, the Practitioner acts as a catalyst or conduit and through them the power of Chaos flows and is Shaped to their Will...



It went on like that. Kaelyn skipped ahead to the next chapter, but was only able to read a little bit. Not that she was squeamish; a healer deals with blood all the time, of course. But this was the opposite of her art. A healer knows about blood to return it to its true purpose, to clean it and encourage it to clean the body. To a healer, blood is an ally, indeed it's almost sacred; its the symbol of the body's ability to self regulate.


This was a perversion of all of that. Discussions of how blood could be an agent of decay, descriptions of using blood to mark things, to mark one's self, to seal dark pacts by mingling blood. Kaelyn was about to skip to the next section when she felt a small tab on one page, deeper in. Someone had folded a small scrap of paper around one of the pages. Kaelyn turned to that page, which was in the “Spells AND Rituals” section. And her heart froze.


The Summoning Of Sacrifice


If you would summon a Greater Devil, more is Required, for the DARK Lords do not respond to the lives of mere animals. Though the process be Repugnant to Lesser Minds, it is in FACT quite simple. A SACRIFICE of a maiden of marriageable age, but as yet Unwed, in a basic Pentaform Sigil, if performed at the Dark of Moon, will Bind the Will of a Dark Lord to yours...



“Mason....Mason? Where are you? Oh. Mason, come look at this,” Kaelyn said, shaking.  She stepped aside to let the apprentice wizard read.


His face grew serious, and determined. She admired that; instead of being scared he became focused, and she found his determination bolstering her own.


“This page was marked...and this book came from under Brant's bed, in his quarters above the dry goods store. Mason...I'm worried about Daisy.”


Mason just nodded and looked at Kaelyn, then stopped to do some mental arithmetic. “The next new moon is... Well, it was just full moon two days ago. So we have twelve days.” Kaelyn nodded uncertainly, it wasn't something she had much attended to. “If you say so.”


“Should I go get the Magister?” Mason asked. He stood and was halfway to the door that led to the living quarters.


“Not...no, not yet. I think we can figure this out. We have a pretty good idea of what...I think it's obvious that it's Brant now... We know what Brant is thinking...and we have time to find him. Tell me, Mason...if words have power, am I in danger of...tainted notes? If I take notes on what I've learned from this book, are those notes also evil? I don't...that is, healing magic doesn't really work this way.”


“No, it's down to your intent as you write. Whoever wrote this was studying the forbidden art, and this was their record of that. This is evil because of its intent. It has nothing to do with the Divine, or even with the Natural.”


Kaelyn noticed once again that Mason's diffidence and lack of self-confidence disappeared when he was in his element. He answered questions clearly and directly; she suspected that was from Sonja. It was also fun to watch, especially when he realized he was doing it and stopped doing it.


Which happened...now. “Um, anyway, so no, your notes should be perfectly safe. Also we will keep the workshop safe, if you want to bring Master Colm here to verify.”


Kaelyn considered that. She would like her Master— that is, former master's— opinion, but she wanted to have her own ideas first. She felt that was what he was expecting of her. Then she got confused, trying to decide if she was just doing what she thought he wanted, or if she was doing what she actually thought was right, then she couldn't decide if a just-starting-out Sojourner could do anything other than what they had been taught by their master, and if independence came with time and practice. Then she stood up and took a breath.


“I think I need to take a walk for a bit. Will I be able to get back in? Do you lock the workshop?”


“We do, Sojourner—”


“Mason. I can't tell your Magister what to do, but if you start referring to me as 'Sojourner' I might go crazy. I need someone to just sees me as me, not as a title or a rank or whatever. Please just call me Kaelyn. Or 'Kay'. Kay works well.”


“Very well, Kaelyn. Um. As I was saying, we do lock up. There are some expensive and possibly harmful things in this workshop, even before you brought that book. But I can give you the password.”


“Oh, it's not a key?”


“Well, we are wizards,” Mason said, smiling a little. “He leaned down and whispered the password in Kaelyn's ear and she hoped he didn't notice the goosebumps that formed across her neck and scalp as he did.


“I'll remember that...thank you, Mason.”


And she headed out into town. She needed more help, and she needed some time to think without all these distractions.


Well, just one distraction, but he was very tall.


#Chapter



Ellis


Kaelyn walked towards the town square, to clear her head, to process what had been happening. It was tempting to be upset about everything that had been going on. It didn't seem fair that she was left to figure this all out on her own, because everyone else in town thought it was just “young love”. Kaelyn decided that she could afford exactly ten minues of being frustrated and let herself fume quietly as she walked, and let her anger drive her to walk faster. She found that Mama had sewn pockets into the front of her new cloak, which were good for storing things, of course, but also effective at keeping her hands warm in the autumn air while also holding the cloak in place.

Two of the town leaders were on her side, but both seemed content to let her handle this whole situation on her own. Mason seemed to agree with her but was so diffident. Kaelyn wished she could talk to Daisy about this, irritatingly. She was fully aware that it wasn't really a healer's job to rescue kidnapping victims, but honestly, whose job was it?


Kaelyn had always been orderly, careful, and disciplined. Now she felt like there were no more real orders, and she had to make it all up herself.


She realized she had been navigating based on the steeple of the church, of course. It was the tallest building in town, on a hill as well. Perhaps Ellis would have some advice about going up against a demon worshipper.


But asking Ellis for help directly was to invite another amazing lecture. Kaelyn could just ask for information...but that would also lead to a lecture. Well, she could handle getting lectured for a while if she needed to.


The chapel was always open, day or night, to offer sanctuary to any soul that felt the need to commune with the Divine. Kaelyn walked in and found Ellis sitting in a pew, looking up at a stained glass window. The window showed a scene of water lilies, jewel-toned greens floating in sapphire blue, the light scattered around on the pews near Ellis, and on his face. One of the things that had impressed Kaelyn when she first came to Strand was that the church, when they commissioned a stained glass window, hadn't chosen a scene from Scripture as was customary, but had instead selected a peaceful, calm image from nature.


Ellis looked around when he heard Kaelyn's footsteps.


“Miss Kaelyn, or rather, Sojourner Kaelyn, I should say. I take it congratulations are in order?”


“Ah, perhaps, Ellis. And just Kaelyn is fine, just as you have always resisted the use of your title. But I do thank you. Ellis, I have some questions, and I suspect they come closest to your purview.”


“The Church exists to answer questions, Kaelyn. Ask and ye shall receive.”


“Right, yes. Um. So, you know that healers are charged to keep certain things confidential, as we are privy to information that people may not want to be made public?”


“Of course. We are under similar charge. Am I to understand that you are reminding me of your oath so that I don't ask for names as I answer your questions?”


Kaelyn just nodded. “Thank you for understanding. Ellis, I need to know more about the...I don't really even know what to call them. The spheres of power. The Divine is a source of great power. But there is an opposite, is there not? The Diabolic? The Demonic? I don't really know what to call it.”


“That is a heavy topic. I will ask no questions, nor will I ask that you commend the soul of your patient to me. But let me try to understand your need. Are you seeking a way to break the hold of the Diabolic? Are you seeking to understand Order and Chaos more generally?”


“What... Order and Chaos? How do those enter into it?”


“Ah, perhaps that isn't taught as part of the Healer's art. Order and Chaos are the wellsprings of power, although only one is actually powerful, the other is counterfeit, faked. Order is the power that makes things. The light from the sun provides energy that allows plants to grow. Plants are eaten by animals, or by humans, who in turn build and create. Order dictates that the seasons follow one another in their regular order. The Divine is the ultimate expression of the power of Order.”


Ellis stood, perhaps without thinking about it, and walked back and forth in front of and below the stained glass window.


“The opposite, if such it can be called, is Chaos. For two things to be opposites they must be of the same type but differ in every other way. So it is with Order and Chaos. They are both sources, as you say, of power. But where order builds, Chaos can only destroy. Where order tends to greater glory, Chaos tends to confusion and ignominy. The Diabolic is the ultimate expression of Chaos. Where the Divine is all powerful, the Diabolic has no real power, only the ability to lie. The Divine offers power when we follow the rules laid out for access to power, the Diabolic pretends to offer power for free, hiding the true cost.”


“The principle of Exchange,” Kaelyn said. “Nothing for nothing, something for something. Each art has its cost associated with the practice of that art.”


Ellis nodded. “In the Church we hold that all arts ultimately spring from the Divine, save one. Thus each art is held to the principle of exchange, for it is the Divine's will that we each learn to grow and increase through the expenditure of our time and effort.”


“But followers of the Diabolic...”


Ellis made a face. “I don't know that such followers exist, not truly. But the Church teaches us how to recognize those who would tend that way. They seek to offset the price for power. They think that the cost can be paid by another, often, indeed always, against that person's will. There has been only one time when any price was paid by another, and that full willingly.


“I'll be blunt, Kaelyn. This is an ugly topic and unsavory, but I sense your desire is not for the tawdry, but to aid some unfortunate...and perhaps I can guess who. The Diabolic teaches a twisted version of sacrifice. Instead of sacrificing my own time, as I do in the service of the Divine, as you do in the preparation and administration of your cures, The Diabolic teaches that you sacrifice another being. Their lifeblood, to power your despicable arts. But again, this is a lie.”


Kaelyn nodded as Ellis stopped speaking. She looked up into the window. The sun had moved, and the blue and green light was scattered over Kaelyn's lap now, bright, scintillating gems with no physical presence. Ellis had part of the puzzle, there was something to what he had told her. But there was more, there was something still missing.


“Thank you, Ellis. I appreciate your honestly, your answers.”


“You are welcome, Kaelyn. I hope you find...what you are looking for.” He said and turned away, heading back to his office.
“Wait, what do you think I'm looking for?” Kaelyn asked. Ellis stopped and turned to face her again, a little smile on his face.


“People often think that I must be in my own world up here on this hill, coming into town but rarely, focusing on my prayers and observances. They forget that what I hear, up here, is every secret they need to express. They forget that wounded souls come up here, and in my quiet, safe church, I see all those wounds. They forget that a good priest sees more of vice than of virtue, just as a good healer sees more of sickness than of health.”


Ellis turned back to face the window. “I wouldn't for the world slow you down. But know that he can no more harm her soul than he could turn the sun into the moon. But I suspect you have more...physical concerns. Souls are my business, saving the body...that's your Sojourn. And I will pray for your success.” Ellis said and walked quietly away.


#Chapter



After the Oratory, the Chores


And there is always more to do, as a healer. When Kaelyn went back into town she found herself quietly surrounded by people who, being good, well mannered people, were nonetheless very much in need of a healer. And it would be shameful to resist or ignore them, regardless of her issues. So Kaelyn went from house to house, doing her job.


And learning a lesson in humility. Her life had been filled with the knowledge that someday she would be an apprentice healer, then rise to Sojourner, then, someday, to Master. She had spent the day among others who have similar arcs in their art, people who knew what a gray cloak meant on a healer.

And now she was spending her time among people who didn't. A few of the people she visited were obviously worried about her getting her “fine new cloak” dirty on their dirt floors, but nobody called her “Sojourner” or anything other than “Miss”. For all the time and effort she put into her studies and the pride she felt at being a Sojourner now, she realized that in the eyes of people who actually need a healer, she was just the younger healer. She was a source of hope, regardless of rank, and they would look to her for as long as she was able to deliver results. A healer who didn't help people was a failure no matter what her master said.


So she helped the sailor who had cut his arm and pretended not to hear the colorful language he used. She taught a poor fishing family that lived near the docks   how to boil rags to sterilize them for use as bandages, and how sterile bandages changed frequently helped speed healing. She cleaned wounds, performed minor healing rituals, repaired plague catchers, and did all the little, mundane, often unpleasant things that made you a healer. And this was also part of the puzzle, something that fit alongside what Ellis had told her. There was something right about doing the ugly parts of the job, the boring and unpleasant and repetitive parts. There was no shortcut, and it seemed like Diabolic magic wanted a shortcut all too badly.


And so after the sun had set she made her way back to Colm's cottage, washed her hands and face thoroughly, and helped Mama set the table. They talked about things happening in Strand. Mama was excellent at teaching young healers what is and isn't appropriate information to pass on to anyone else, and gently corrected apprentices who told her things they ought not. Kaelyn and Daisy had thought they were circumspect until the hundredth time Mama told them “that's between you and your patient, dear, nobody else.”


So that evening Kaelyn only brought up topics that would be public knowledge; who was walking out with whom, how far along young Anna Taylor was with her first baby, and a little bit about seeing Mason and Sonja. Kaelyn realized too late that she had put the apprentice before the master but Mama just smiled.


“Sonja is the only person in town who calls you 'Marion' instead of 'Mama', why is that?”


Mama laughed. “She certainly isn't, dear. And that's partially because we're close in age; partially because she's never been one of Colm's apprentices, partially because she believes in the power of names. Did you know that ancient wizards would hide their true names, fearing that knowing a person's name would give you power over them? That practice has gone out of style now, as it seems that fully owning your own name is the way to claim that power, if there is any true power in it.”


Kaelyn paused for a moment. “Mama, We are all of us just as much your apprentices as the master's. You teach so much, and so directly,” Kaelyn stopped, not sure how to put the rest into words. The older woman just smiled.


“Aren't you sweet to say it, dear? Thank you, Kaelyn, for the compliment. It might be half true; Colm and I teach how to be a couple, how to live with mutual respect, love, and consideration. All principles which would hold regardless of what craft you or your spouse might follow. Neither of us look down on the other, both of us work together regardless of the work being done, and overall things work out. The principle of exchanges is a real part of human relationships as well.


“Mind you there might be a few extra wrinkles between, say, a wizard and a healer, but I suspect that they would work those out in time.”


“Mama!” Kaelyn said and laughed while blushing.


“You could do worse, Kay. Just don't get married before you get Daisy back, that's all. She'd be furious.”


Kaelyn laughed a little, but the thought of trapped Daisy sobered her quickly. “I think I can guarantee that, at least. Is Colm coming in for dinner? I need to talk with him.”


“He'll be back shortly. Go change, Kay. It's never a good idea to come to the table wearing clothes that have been out visiting.”


“Yes Mama.” Kaelyn said.


#Chapter



Interlude: Colm's Questions


Kaelyn explained all she had done and learned, quietly amused and pleased that he was as interested in the affairs around town as he was in her discoveries about Brant and Daisy. When she finished her telling Colm leaned back, pondering quietly, looking down at his hands folded across his stomach. Kaelyn watched him, trying to be patient and learn from the elder healer's wisdom, instead of being frustrated and impatient.


At length Colm spoke.


“Do you know how I first met Sonja?”

“Uh, no, I don't think you've ever told me.” Kaelyn said. This felt irrelevant. But maybe she was just being impatient.


“It's not relevant, not really. I just bring it up because you remind me a little of that young wizard who quietly revolutionized how this town saw magic. Simply by being good at what she does, and by doing it honestly and well, she made the arts respectable in Strand.


“But we are sadly talking about a much less reputable form of magic. Ellis was right, of course, this is demon magic, Diabolic magic. Fortune did at least give us a few days to discover his location. I wonder why he did that, by the by. I wonder what opportunity presented itself that forced him to act so early. But we can but be grateful for such blessings.”


“If you would like my thoughts on the book you discovered I should be happy to come to town and talk with Sonja for a while, drink some tea with her while you and her apprentice tell us about the demon book. But I don't think that book has much more to tell us, do you?”


“Well, it can't tell us where Brant his holding Daisy, or how she's faring, or...”


“It can't calm your fears, no. In fact, reading it more is more like to make them worse. But perhaps Sonja's apprentice can help you. You mentioned that the wizards had sensed a similar magic recently. Perhaps they can help you discover where it came from, which direction.”


“Oh, I...I  had thought perhaps Brant had been practicing in his room?” Kaelyn said.


“Nothing is impossible, but it seems unlikely. Diabolic magic would make a lot of noise, I would think, and a lot of  mess that would be hard to explain. Most likely Brant has a place outside of town where he feels safe and alone and unnoticed.”


“Of course, that does make more sense. He would have a place prepared to take his  sac...to take Daisy.” Kaelyn said, and shuddered at the thought.


“I suggest you get some sleep tonight, Sojourner. Colm stood up, pulled a small tea bag out of a cabinet made of many small drawers, and turned toward Kaelyn, muttering the Incantation of Rest as he held the tea bag in his cupped hand. The Incantation finished he put it in Kaelyn's hand and said, with affectionate mock gravity,


“Now, young lady. Boil one cup of water, steep this three minutes, and add honey from a local hive for full potency. Then be in your bed no more than ten minutes later, unless you like sleeping on the stairs.”


Kaelyn laughed. “I know how to prepare Chamomile, Master.”


He patted her shoulder and smiled. “Of course you do. But you're young and anxious and an anxiously performed rest spell is a contradiction in terms. Let your old master give you this little gift tonight.”


“Of course. Thank you, Master Colm. Steep it three minutes, you said? I'll remember that.”


“And mind the honey. From a —”


”— Local hive” Kaelyn finished, perfectly matching his tone and inflection.


#Chapter



A Dream


It felt wrong to go to bed, comfortable, warm, in a  soft flannel night gown, with a soft, warm down comforter, when Daisy was...  She didn't want to even think of where Daisy was sleeping or...not sleeping...


Colm's incantation did its gentle work, though, and chamomile and honey did theirs. Kaelyn slipped obediently into bed and closed her eyes. Soon she was asleep, but not inactive.

Kaelyn had always dreamt. Her dreams were mostly fantastic, both in the sense of being “quite good” and in the sense of being utterly outside of reality. She had been somewhat disappointed when Master Colm told her, early in her training, that dreams were not, as far as anyone knew, really a true source of magic. Prognostication was unlikely to work, as only the Divine seemed to know what was to come, and visions of the future were few.


But this dream was different. Kaelyn felt herself laying in her bed, and floating slowly upward. She kept her eyes closed; she knew she was meant to, but she knew without looking, with nothing but the insane logic of dreams to tell her, that she had left her body behind. But not, oddly enough, her blanket or pillow.


Suddenly she was rushing, speeding across the cold night. She felt the air running past and through her, an altogether unsettling sensation. She kept her eyes tightly closed, and tried not to scream, although she didn't know why. If this was a dream there was no one to alert, if this was somehow as real as it felt she was just a thought, and could make no noise. After an amount of time that she couldn't gauge at all, she felt herself tip precipitously downward, and suddenly come to rest.


It took a moment to register her new surroundings. There was a voice, a male voice, speaking, endlessly, but in crescendos and decrescendos that ebbed and flowed like breakers in a storm. It had echoes to it that made understanding the voice difficult. She risked opening an eye.


She was in a cave. It looked like limestone, carved into bizarre rounded rooms by the process of water and time, and somewhat modified by a person. There were metal rings driven into the living rock, holding torches. In the middle of the chamber was a large wooden altar, roughly and inexpertly made, but its purpose clear. And between her and the altar was a series of iron bars and an iron door.


Suddenly Brant came into view and Kaelyn had to stop herself from gasping. Even if this was just a dream, why hadn't she opened her eyes? Why did she come here blind instead of having any clue where this cave was?


Brant was talking, endlessly talking.


“It's fine for you of course, you have honor, your profession is one that makes people's lives better. Well so too did I make their lives better, but not in extreme need, and I'm not pretty,” Brant said, the emphasis on that last word unbearable. Kaelyn looked around to see who Brant was talking to, and again almost screamed. There was Daisy, sitting next to Kaelyn, behind bars. Daisy was sitting on the stone floor, with nothing but a rough straw pallet under her, covered by a dirty sheet.


“He's been going on like this for a couple of hours now,” Daisy said in a quiet whisper. “I don't really know how long he can keep going, but he's been yawning more. I think he's malnourished.” She continued and flicked a quick glance at Kaelyn, with a fast, bright smile, then turned her eyes back to Brant.


“Daisy...you can see me? Am...am I really here?”


“I doubt it! You're probably dreaming. But I'm really Daisy, and I can see you. I don't think he can, though. It's your dream, not his.”


“Wait, what? You're actually Daisy, talking to me in my dream? And you can see and hear me... In my dream? How does that even work?”


Daisy laughed quietly under her breath, one small chuckle that she covered with a cough. “Is that really what you want to spend this time on? A technical discussion? Kay, you're dreaming, but I'm awake and can see you. You're here to see where I am and who I'm with, right?”


“But I had already figured out that Brant had taken you, although I don't know how...”


“The runner,” Daisy said. “It waited until I came outside, grabbed me, and brought me to this cave.”


“So that's why Brant kidnapped you two weeks early.”


Daisy just nodded curtly, eyes still following Brant. “Do you know...what he intends?” Kaelyn asked and Daisy nodded again, an even smaller gesture as Brant was close to her cell right now.


”...whatever you want, you can go wherever you want, and people let you because you're so pretty and nice and honorable. Why should being pretty and nice and honorable make you any better than anyone else? Those things don't give you power, or authority, or ability...” Brant said, walking past, around the altar again.


“He's laid out the entire lovely plan a couple of times,” Daisy said.


“How are you being calm?” Kaelyn almost screamed, tears on her illusory face.


“Because I know you're looking for me, Kay, and you'll find me. In time. Let me save you a couple of questions we probably don't have time for: no he hasn't touched me at all, I think he's afraid to...well, taint me. Yes he's feeding me and I'm physically fine right now. No I don't know where this cave is, but I think it's south of the cottage. I don't know how fast runners can run and I was too busy trying to break free to time it.”


Kaelyn nodded. She felt so helpless. “Is there anything I can...do? I mean, I know it's a dream but...”


Daisy glanced at Kaelyn and smiled her old, “I'm about to do something tricky” smile. “Pass me your blanket and pillow, Kay. These ones are terrible.”


Kaelyn handed over the ghost of her down comforter and her goose-down pillow's spirit. “But...aren't I just dreaming these things? Are they even real?”


“I don't know, but that's the beauty of it! I get a better bed and Brant can't even see it! Maybe that's as real as I need them to be right now.”


“Daisy, that's the strangest thing I've ever heard.” Kaelyn said, choking back sobs as her friend wrapped up in illusory bedding and said “oh yes, this is much nicer.”


Suddenly Kaelyn felt herself moving again. “Daisy...I'm...I think I'm going back,” Daisy nodded and whispered, “Thank you, Kay! Come find me! I believe in you!” And there was that rushing sensation. Kaelyn closed her eyes, crying in the wind, sobbing even as she tried to detect any sense of direction, then, once again, tipping sharply downward and opening her eyes in her own bed.


When she awoke she was chilled straight through, even though she had her comforter pulled up around her shoulders, and her neck was sore, even though she had slept on her pillow. She considered it a worthwhile price to pay.


#Chapter



Find Clarity


NOTE: I don't like this chapter at all. It has a few good ideas, but will almost certainly be scrapped, or at the very least massively rewritten. I'm including it just in the interest of writing with the door open. Consider this an outtake.



Head south...that was roughly all Kaelyn had to go on. She went downstairs to discuss her dream with Master Colm, and was somewhat surprised at his reaction.

“Kaelyn dear, do you think maybe you're just imagining that you've seen Daisy? Do you think that an upset imagination might have led to that dream?”


“Well, yes, very much so, Master Colm. Of course that's what I think. But... I just want it to be real. I want to know that Daisy is physically okay, although I guess we didn't learn much about her situation we didn't already know. However, even if the dream was just... My mind telling me things, a cave seems like the most likely place for Brant to have gone, doesn't it?”


“That's perhaps so.” Colm said, watching Kaelyn with steady eyes.


“So, given that I don't really have any other destination, I should find out where the wizards think the earlier disturbance was, and then look for caves in that direction.” Kaelyn said. For some reason she was feeling ever so slightly judged.


“Well, in the absence of any other plan, I think I'll go forward with finding any cave in that area.” Kaelyn looked at Colm and wondered why she was suddenly feeling so attacked.


“I think that seems like a Decent choice. Think about the things you've been taught when you were working with others, when you were working here.”


“Of course,” Kaelyn said.


She walked outside, heading south, feeling unsettled after that conversation. She wasn't sure why Master Colm seemed disappointed, and she didn't like the feeling. Still, she couldn't deny her dream, the reality of it, the feeling of it. She wanted to just ask Colm what he would do, but resisted. This felt important, but she had to do it alone.


Right now Kaelyn was desperate for answers. She'd been to the wizards and that had helped. She had her own master and he was helping. She wished Strand had a Druid enclave, or even a Feywild nearby, both of those traditions put more stock by dreams than her own art, and she would be willing to chance a deal with the Fey if it got Daisy out of Brant's hands. At least the fey were honest. Tricky, but honest.


But there weren't any others. She thought about what she knew about non-healing spells. It wasn't a ton. She was a good healer, and a quick study, through, and as Colm had pointed out, healing magic shared a lot with Nature magic.


That runner had been enchanted by a druid, though, hadn't it? Perhaps she could find out where the merchant got his runners and learn more about the process that way. Of course, she only had the word of Daisy-in-a-dream to go off, but it made sense that the runner that had mysteriously disappeared had done so along with the apprentice that mysteriously disappeared.


Kaelyn was going in circles, mentally. She needed clarity.


#Chapter



Daisy Considers


Daisy pulled Kaelyn's comforter closer around her shoulders and leaned back against the wall. Brant had slept for a while, but was awake and raving again. She tried hard to keep herself from thinking of it as the “Brant Rant”. It wasn't even a good joke.


Instead she thought about Kaelyn's question. Why wasn't she scared? By rights she should utterly terrified, she was in a cave with a man who has repeatedly expressed the desire to kill her and has built an an altar expressly for that purpose. This wasn't a good time for calm. So why was she calm?

One possibility of course was that she was going crazy. There was plenty of evidence to support that theory. She was calm, and she she had slept on a pillow given to her in a dream by her friend, but her friend was the one dreaming. Under any normal circumstances, she would call that crazy.


Except...she didn't feel crazy. She realized she probably wouldn't, but this was still lucid thought, as near as she could tell. She simply felt that there would be help coming, and that Kaelyn was going to save her.


The Brant Rant was going on. Possibly forever. She had learned a few key features of the rant:

	The world has been bad to Brant because he's not beautiful.

	Brant is a clearly superior person with great depth of feeling and unsurpassed wisdom.

	Daisy is a representative of all that has gone wrong in Brant's life up to this point, and will therefore be the target of his wrath, and this is, in Brant's mind, entirely fair.

	The Rant is not to be interrupted for questions or helpful comments, those will not be well received.



It was interesting how important certain features of the rant were, but after hearing the entire thing over and over Daisy's mind began to wander.


Iron bars are, well, ironic. On average there is mostly open air in front of her. If you just grouped it more sensibly she could just walk right past the bars. Put them all one one side, walk out the other. Briefly she considered just ignoring the unfortunate configuration of the bars; why should that stop her? If she can feel the warmth of a comforter that isn't there why should she be caged by bars that are?


She was becoming more aware of her senses. This was not, in fact, the best time for such an awakening. Mostly what it told her is that Brant was in serious need of a bath, and if it came to that, Daisy could use a bit of a soak with some soap as well.


But her hearing was sharper as well, or she was paying it more attention. She could hear the whispers of a third voice in the cave, and when that voice spoke, Brant listened. Diasy tried to listen but it was quiet, and not at all pleasant.


Brant was talking about Chaos again. She could hear the capital “C” when he talked about it. Chaos was very important to Brant. It seemed to represent a freedom from the sort of people who held him down—again, represented by Daisy—because they would not be able to comprehend or withstand the Chaos.


Daisy had given all of this some consideration. Chaos had its place, of course. If everyone was just an automaton, only doing what they had set out to do, what would be the point? What would be the fun in the world? So you needed some unpredictability, and if is built into the universe that makes it easier.


But the opposite had its charms. Knowing when and where the sun was going to come up was a good thing. If you put bread dough in the oven and open it to find the bread dough is now a baked squirrel you're not going to to be happy, so chaos seems like it's really only okay in moderation.


Daisy thought about poor Kaelyn and almost laughed when she caught herself thinking that way. After all, she, Daisy, was the one in this cell, Kaelyn was out there trying to figure out how to make things better. Which really was Kaelyn's bread and butter, and not, this is important, baked squirrel and butter.


Okay, Maybe she was going a little weird in the head.


But there was more, more than just trying to do the right thing, there was a time for lots and lots of trying and there was a time to just do things. Daisy looked at the bars again. They really shouldn't be a problem. She thought about going to sleep so she could tell Kaelyn about the bars not being a problem but she wasn't sure if it worked that way. Then she wondered if maybe it could work that way if she wanted it to.


Daisy was aware that her thoughts were drifting and yet building up to a bigger thought, but the structure was still as fragile as spun glass. She looked at her hand and thought “Why doesn't my hand sparkle?” And for a moment it did; small streams of light followed her veins, coursing with her blood, and disappeared.


Well that was interesting. She wanted to take notes on this, but requests for a notebook had been poorly received, as Brant pointed out that if all went according to plan she'd be dead before she could make any real lasting discoveries. She couldn't fault his thrift.


But this wasn't “Chaos” in the sense that she understood Brant to be using the word. She had wanted something, and it was so, albeit temporarily. This also wasn't the way Master Colm taught. The sparkle trick had not apparently cost her anything nor did it really accomplish anything. So it was something else, or she was out of it enough not to notice the cost.


Daisy stretched, yawned, and stood up, leaving the comforter on her bed, and paced the length and width of her cell again, then started doing some stretching exercises she had learned before she became a healer. She pretended not to notice how Brant watched her stretch. She was mostly safe from her emotions in this highly abstracted state of mind she was occupying, but revulsion still came through.


Once her muscles felt warm and loose, no longer stiff from sitting against the wall, she picked up the imaginary blanket, spread it over her self, enjoying the agitation this clearly caused Brant, and went to sleep.


#Chapter



Find the Cave


Kaelyn had spent a somewhat distressing morning in town, feeling like she was going in circles. She visited the wizards' workshop, and asked Sonja where they felt that demonic energy. Sonja gave her a general direction, and condolences that Mason wasn't in the shop today. Kaelyn set out to the library to look at any maps they might have, and found once again that Strand's library left much to be desired. However, they told  her that he wizards might have some maps.


She decided to skip another trip there and just headed east. Strand was well named, the space between the sea and the mountain range was narrow, less than six miles before you got to the peaks, and less than an mile to the foothills.  But she was also planning on cheating just a little bit.

There is an incantation that healers use to help diagnose and monitor patients. It was a simple spell, requiring just item the proposed patent could hold, and a lot of patience. the spell could be cast on the object and then, as long as the patient was in contact with that object, you could hear their heart beat.


Kaelyn's somewhat frantic logic concluded that Daisy was in contact with her blanket and pillow, because they were doing nothing for Kaelyn. Her sore neck and cold, half sleepless night attested to that. So she held the pillow and made the incantation.


And waited. A lot of healing magic came down to waiting. After a long moment she thought she could hear a quiet, faint heartbeat. She checked it against her own pulse...no, this was different. Nodding in satisfaction she set back out, heading south, imagining in her mind where south of the cottage and east of the wizards would be. She briefly regretted not exploring the woods more, but it wasn't entirely her fault. Apprentices are busy.


The heartbeat grew steadily stronger in her ears, although it still wasn't more than a whisper. Kaelyn was feeling fairly confident in her solution when suddenly Daisy's heart rate increased sharply, suddenly, and then cut out altogether.


“Daisy!” Kaelyn shouted, and started running south. Obviously something had scared Daisy and then Daisy sat up or left contact with the pillow. Nightmare images flashed through Kaelyn's head, imagining every terrible thing that could be happening.


The ground was rougher here, and Kaelyn stopped to rest. She was into the foothills, gentle swells and sharp cliffs where the mountains had been thrust up from the surrounding landscape. The rock was covered in dirt and plants, but she knew where the stream that provided water to Strand ran, and reasoned that a water-formed cave would be close to there. She stumbled along through boulder field, trying to will herself to walk slower, to calm down, and failing.


Searching each ravine was exhausting, wearying, and for the first time Kaelyn really understood the concept of searching for a needle in a haystack. There was so much land and so little time.


Finally Kaelyn sat down, to catch her breath and gather her thoughts. She needed help, she needed a new idea. She needed a miracle, something or someone to guide her to the cave.


Kaelyn would describe herself as moderately religious at best; but perhaps now was the time to ask the Divine for a little help.


She sat down on a rock and pondered how to even start a prayer like this. “I've been busy lately but I could use some assistance” seemed too casual. She realized she was experiencing stage fright about prayer and wondered if that was normal.


She had bowed her head and was thinking of what to actually say when she heard a sound. Someone was climbing up the path toward her. And whoever it was, they were whistling quietly and, truth be told, fairly tunelessly.


Kaelyn stood up, not sure what or whom to expect as they rounded the last bend in the path before they saw her.


“Oh, you're up here too? I guess that makes sense. Listen, I think I got a pretty good reading on where that signal was coming from, and I was able to triangulate on the echo...” Mason said. He carried on explaining the wizard magic he did, and Kaelyn said a very very short prayer.


“Best miracle ever. Amen.” she said silently.


#Chapter



Of Miracles


Twenty minutes later, Kaelyn wasn't sure this was actually the best miracle ever. As they walked and followed Mason's home-made map she tried to explain how she had come to be there. It didn't go well.

“So...you gave her your pillow...in your dream?”


“And blanket,” Kaelyn said and regretted it.


“And blanket. In, again, your dream. But you're pretty sure she actually has them?”


“Y—yes? Yeah.”


“Is this healer magic?”


“Ummmmm, no, Master Colm thinks I'm just feeling guilty and wish I could help Daisy out immediately.”


Mason prudently didn't say anything, but his face clearly communicated who he thought was making more sense. Years later, Kaelyn would point to this as the first time she realized Mason's feelings for her. She thought about explaining that ever since she had given Daisy her bedding she had been cold and her neck hurt, but was pretty sure that wouldn't help matters.


Not sure if this would help or hinder her case, she explained the heartbeat spell.


“So...because Daisy has...um, the soul of your pillow...you could hear her heartbeat as long as she's touching the..ghost pillow...and you cast the spell on the physical pillow.”


It made less sense when Mason said it. Except...it had worked. She was sure it had. She had heard Daisy's heartbeat, heard it change... That had to be real. Although she also had to admit that she specifically didn't tell Colm about her, ah, innovative, use of the heartbeat spell, because she didn't want to see that look in his eyes again.


Kaelyn was trying to think of something, anything, she could say to sound like a competent person again when Mason suddenly said, “whoa, hang on...what's this?” and pressed his hand against a rock. The rock rippled. Or rather, an image of a rock rippled like a reflection in a pond, but the actual surface was smooth and vaguely convex.


“How did you do that?” Kaelyn asked and put her hand where Mason had touched. It felt like stone to her, rough, dirty, slightly cold... Just regular stone. Mason held up his hand. His glove had a sigil picked out in copper thread on the palm, three half circles joined at the ends, crossed by a circle through the middle of each oval shape.


“We use these to handle powerful things safely. It pulls a little bit of the energy out of anything that is using alternate powers, which is more than good enough for minor artifacts or imbued items that might have negative effects if handled directly. It also is attracted to power, like a lodestone to iron.”


Kaelyn touched the stone again. It was just stone. “Can you do it again?” She asked, but Mason was already putting on the glove's companion. “I think I can do one better,” he said and put both hands on the rock, next to each other. The image rippled again and he started moving his hands away from each other.


A barrier of red and purple light formed around the space between his hands. It spread outward a little, making a rough circle, the diameter of the distance between his hands. Through the middle space they could see the cavern entrance through a hazy red mist, swirling like the sheen on a soap bubble.


“Whatever is making this illusion, it's quite powerful,” Mason said, his teeth clenched. “It's trying to push my hands back together, and it's heating up...” Mason pulled his hands away and the image reformed almost instantly. He pulled the gloves off and rubbed his palms.


“Did it burn you?” Kaelyn asked, taking his hand in both of hers.


“No, just a little warm, is all.”


Kaelyn nodded and let go of his hand, a shade too slowly, and looked in her satchel. “Do you think you could do that again? I think I can disrupt the field if you make a clear space again.”


She picked up a small willow stick, bent it in a rough circle, and tied it with a grass stem, then started looping some thread from her satchel around it. “This is healer magic,” she said, working a bead, then a feather, then another bead, into the pattern, hands moving quickly and expertly. She set the whole thing on a rock and sprinkled it over with a fine dusting of a ground herb, then put her hands on it and quietly repeated the ritual phrases. She felt a quiet power rising from the stone into the device she had made. “Okay, I'm ready.”


“What is that?” Mason asked.


“A curse net. We use these to remove malevolent powers around our patients. This isn't a particularly powerful one, but maybe it can disrupt the illusion. I'll pick up up with both hands and press it against the field where you've exposed it. It should work immediately...if it works at all.”


Mason nodded and put his hands back on the rock face, and spread them as before. Kaelyn picked up the curse net and realized she had a logistical problem. She couldn't reach the open space from under or over Mason's arm. She ducked and stepped into he circle of his arms as he held them against the barrier.


And pressed the curse net against the red translucent part. A white glow suffused the barrier and the red mist thickened and twisted. Behind her Kaelyn heard Mason gasp. She could see the smoke curling between his fingers.


Suddenly the curse net also burst into flame, the threads, feather and frame all disappearing in a single pyroclastic blast. The beads hit the ground at her feet, incandescent and smoking. A voice, low and hateful, snarled “You shall not have her back. She is mine.”


The barrier expanded rapidly, pushing Kaelyn back into Mason, shoving them both backwards with tremendous force, knocking Mason off his feet and Kaelyn on top of him. Mason hit his head on a rock and Kaelyn rolled off of him, then sat up next to him, panting and holding her burned fingertips in front of her face.


“Healer first,” She said to herself and leaned down, inspecting Mason's head. The barrier was radiating heat now, but quickly resettled itself into a stone wall. Mason wasn't bleeding, was breathing, but his eyes were rolled back in their sockets. She put both hands under his head, caressed the spot where he had hit the rock, and repeated a hurried incantation of healing. It didn't take, and she forced herself to breathe slower and tried again. This time she felt the gentle strength, and held her hands there.


After a moment Mason opened his eyes and looked up at her.


“Owwwwwwww” he said.


Keeping one hand under his head, Kaelyn used the other hand to help pull Mason into a sitting position. The sigil on his glove was still hot, and the leather around it was charred. Once Mason was sitting upright she pulled the gloves off his hands, inspecting the skin of his palms. It was shiny and red, the sigils of his gloves burned into his flesh.


“Oh no,” she didn't say, snapping into healer mode before the words could get out. She reached into her satchel for a pain relief ointment and rubbed it onto his hands.


“The burns aren't serious, but will hurt for a while, I'll give you this ointment,” Kaelyn said, noticing in passing that her own fingertips already seemed to be healed.


Mason didn't say anything for a moment, then said. “Oh, thank you. That does feel better.”


Kaelyn looked up into his eyes, suddenly flooded with thoughts and speculation. She was pretty sure she was blushing. In consternation she looked away, looked at the barrier.


“Well, I think we know we have the right place now,” she said.


“Yes, but now...that...knows we're here as well.” Mason responded.


#Chapter



Brant and His Master


Daisy woke with a start when Brant came storming into the cave. She hadn't been aware he had left. She had no idea what time it was outside, but he was awake so it was probably day time. eh seemed to be leaving the cave from time to time.


Daisy sat up and watched Brant. he was long pas the stage where she felt any real sympathy for him, she was afraid. his life hadn't been perfect, but whose is? The slights he thought were so egregious were just part of growing up.

But, Daisy reminded herself, to him they were painful. And she was there to help remove pain. So she had to stay charitable. To her potential murderer. Or she could just escape, which seemed like the best plan. She decided, again, to do that should the opportunity arise.


Brant sat facing away from her—he often did these days— and chanted quietly. But this wasn't the Brant Rant, this was something else, a measured cadence, specific words. Except he seemed to be having a little trouble. he would get to a certain point and falter. Then he would pause, and start again.


After four or five attempts he stood up and grabbed his red hair in both hands, growling with animal fury.


“Do you know what your...friend has done?”
Daisy just shook her head.


“She has stolen my notebook! She went into my room and took my notes! That is personal property that she stole! And those idiots who run that store just let her. They never had any respect for me...” Brant faltered a little and went back into his regular Brant Rant.


Daisy thought about the irony of complaining to your kidnapped sacrifice victim about being robbed, but again, it didn't seem like Brant was in a “compare and contrast” mindset at the moment.


Daisy stood and stretched her muscles. She missed sunlight, she missed running, she missed not smelling like a goat. She focused on isolating muscles, feeling each stretch and get some semblance of life into it. Brant watched her with a sullen glare, the Rant fading a little as he did. finally he shook himself and brought her a cup of water and some bread and cheese. His store of food seemed to be all grains and cheese; they store well and last long but it wasn't a good long term diet. Of course, Daisy realized, no matter what happened, she wouldn't be there in the long term. So. silver linings.


Daisy ate quietly, then looked at the bread. Bread, she knew, is almost the same as cake, from a nutritional point of view. the sugar is locked in starch instead of free, but to your body it's all just sugar. She thought about this and quietly focused on the bread. The texture and weight changed subtly. She took a bite. It tasted...exactly like you would expect cake with no chocolate, vanilla, or any other flavors to taste. Still, it was a start.


Just then there was a noise, a low howl. Brant looked up, face whiter than normal. the candle on the table seemed to flicker and turn red.


“Fool! Idiot! Simpleton! You have led them here!” a voice screamed. It was not a pleasant voice. Low, raspy, no, rocky. And half-insane, if Daisy was any judge. But not the happy kind of insane like her. This voice had been shaped by endless loss and hatred, most of which was directed at itself.


“Who, Master?” Brant said, falling to his knees on the cave floor.


“Does it matter? Some girl and some idiot wizard. They are close, and they have discovered the illusory wall.”


“No! Master I was so careful...”


“SILENCE. You are a fool and if I had any better tools nearby I'd throw you away like the trash you are! Be silent and I will deal with them. See that your prisioner does not escape if you can even do that right!”


the voice seemed to pass out of the room.


Brant cowered in his corner of the cave, not even looking over to where Daisy was. His breath was ragged and shallow, and she suspected he was crying.


“Brant...who...what have you done?”


“Don't talk to me like that! He was the only one to offer me any chance of a better life, of making anything of myself,” Brant said, his voice thick and heavy.


“Brant, you know he's lying, he can't give you power, and even if he could, you know he won't.”


“People like you always try to stop us from accessing great power. He said you'd say things like that,” Brant said, his voice still trembling.


Suddenly a tremendous boom echoed through the cave, sounding for all the world like an explosion. Daisy cowered against the wall, and held her pillow over her ears as the sound rolled through the room. Brant rolled next to the altar, shielding himself in its lee.


There was a second blast and then peace and quiet. Or at least quiet. The air felt shattered and unsettled.


A few moments later the candle flame was suddenly tinged blood red again.


“Why did you choose this one, fool? She has power and has powerful friends. Any maiden would do, but you chose this one. Idiocy. But you have made yoru choice. Do your duty, worm. Free me and I'll elevate you beyond anything you could imagine. Fail me, and I'll show you what suffering truly is.  I've repulsed those invaders for now, but they know where you are now, and my power is yet weak. Now it's up to you to keep them out until the time of the ceremony. I will have blood that night, hers...or yours.”


And the candle flickered and went out, leaving them in total darkness.


Outside the cave Kaelyn looked into Mason's eyes, and said, “Hey! I can hear Daisy's heartbeat again!”


#Chapter



The Case for Holiness


Kaelyn stood up and pulled Mason up. “I don't think...I don't think another attempt will help right now,” Mason said as he dusted off the seat of his trousers. “How is your head?” Kaelyn asked.


Mason rubbed the back of his head. “I think it's okay... Thank you.” Kaelyn reached up to feel where his head hit the ground. “The swelling is down...and I don't feel much internal trauma, but I'll want to check again in a day or so.” She stood back and smiled, briefly. “We figured out where Daisy is being held, and we got attacked by a demonic presence. Not a bad days' work.” Kaelyn said. Her heart was racing but she was trying to stay calm and efficient.

They started walking to town, side by side. Kaelyn felt guilty for enjoying this camaraderie so much, but she figured Daisy wouldn't mind. Daisy's heartbeat slowed in her ears, to a little slower than Kaelyn's own. She attributed that to the fact that Daisy was stuck and Kaelyn was walking. Hearing it like this was comforting to her. If she looked at their situation objectively it was still terrible: They were up against a crazy demon worshiper, and, to all appearances, his chosen object of worship as well. But now it was just a case of winning, not finding or wondering.


“I'm not sure who to talk to first,” Mason said after a while. “My Magister is very wise, but I don't know how much she knows about demon magic. Your master, that is, Master Colm, I know he's no longer your master, of course... the point is, I don't know how much he's studied that type of magic?”


“I don't know either. But I suspect it won't actually be either of our arts...we're missing the one person in town who actually focuses on the forces of evil.” Kaelyn said, hating herself for bringing Ellis into the conversation, but trying to be professional about all of this.


“Who... oh, Ellis? I guess so, yeah.” Mason said.





This is all stuff that I wrote over and over, false starts in the middle of the chapter. Keeping it here for NaNoWriMo purposes only.




Talking to Ellis took a little preparation. He was a good man, but he wasn't always the most personable. I'm almost sure I'll cut that previous line. 

"What does your magister think about the Church?" Kaelyn asked. Her own former master was a circumspect man, and humble, but she never felt that he was particularly devout, although Mama did go to church regularly. 

"Magister Sonja says that they follow a different faith where she grew up, and while the differences are not large, she's not entirely comfortable in our church." 

Kaelyn nodded. Faith had not been a major opart of her upbringing either. People in her home were often somewhat devout, but 


ugh, I don't like this part either. 






Kaelyn and Mason walked up the hill to the  Church. inside they found Ellis, methodically polishing the wood of the pews, moving slowly, cleaning each with great care. The old wood shone with a deep interior lustre and Ellis seemed intent on making that shine visible in every single pew.


“Can we help?” Kaelyn said as they entered. Ellis looked up and smiled. “There are rags on the fourth row back, and wood polish. Just a little, then buff it until the grain shows through. I've done the first six rows. Kaelyn ignored Mason's somewhat quizzical look and started buffing the benches, watching how Ellis did it, and paying attention to every nook and cranny, working slowly and methodically. She wasn't sure why, but she knew this was absolutely the right way to approach this situation.


At length Ellis spoke. “I foten find that doing a repetitive, simple task frees up the mind to contemplate bigger and deeper things; do you not find it so?”


“I have noticed that,” Kaelyn said, still working on getting each part of the bew celan, shining, and ready.


“Well then, with our hands thus occupied, what topics should fill our minds while we work? I suspect you have more questions about nature of the Divine and the Diabolic.”
Kaelyn said nothing for a long moment. Finally she spoke. “Where do we fit in? I understand that the Divine and the Diabolic are at war, but why are we involved?”


“Why, we are both he battlefield and the prize.” Ellis said. “Although interestingly neither truly, personally benefits from gaining us. The Divine seeks our salvation, not to increase in glory but to let us do so. The Diabolic seeks only our misery, but you cannot ease suffering by increasing it in someone else.”


Mason remained steadfastly silent, working with less enthusiasm than the other two as he cleaned. Finally  he spoke up.


“So where do we fit in? If the Divine is Orderly and the Diabolic is Chaotic, what are people?”


“We are free,” said Ellis. “The divine has all power but has chosen to let us do our own will. The Diabolic has no power, but wants to convince us otherwise, so that we may will fail to live up to our potential.”


“there is something there,” Kaelyn thought, but Mason had moved on.


“You say that the Diabolic has no power, but..if that's so, why is demon magic outlawed? What harm can it do if it's powerless?”


“All power has a cost, does it not? Kaelyn called it the 'principle of exchange', I believe?”


“Yes,” Mason said, cautiously.


Ellis put down his cleaning supplies for effect. “The cost of demon magic is the soul of the wielder. any power they achieve comes by burning away their own divinity, binding themselves tighter to the Diabolic.”


“you mentioned last time that a demon worshiper can't harm someone's soul,” Kaelyn said.


“I did, but perhaps I spoke too simply. Demon magic pretends to sidestep the need for payment for power. The allure is that you can pay the cost with another being, another person, perhaps. That you will gain what you want by destroying someone else. It's a lie, as is everything about demons. You can kill a person's body and cause great harm, but doing so will not consign their soul to torments. The only soul that is lost when you kill someone is your own.”


There was a certain satisfaction on Ellis' face as he said this that Kaelyn didn't like.


“Can the process be stopped?” Kaelyn asked. “ I mean, if someone is going down that road, can they turn around? Can anything be done to bring them back?”


Ellis looked slightly surprised. “The power of the Divine is infinite. Should such a one desire to change their ways, to turn their back on Diabolic whisperings, then..well, yes, I suppose they could be freed, and eventually saved.”


“You mean spiritually, you mean their soul would be saved,” Mason said, voice flat.


“Of course. Such is my domain of concern. Happily, the things that benefit the physical life of other people also help the spiritual well-being of both the giver and receiver. A person who cares for the sick lightens the physical load of the ill person, while also purifying and refining their own spirit, and the spirit of the person who has been helped.”


“Ellis, may I ask one more thing? I don't entirely know how to phrase this question, but if someone is lending their power to a demon...is there a way to neutralize that power?”


“Sojourner, and I sue yoru title for formality is needed, please understand that to the best of my knowledge such questions are purely theoretical. Direct practice of Demonic magic is against both temporal and eternal laws. And is indeed usually far mor work than any normal person would attempt. But the answer is the same as with any other art. If you want a healer's incantations to stop working simply convince the healer to stop incanting them. To stop a wizard from casting a spell incapacitate the wizard, or convince them to do something else.”


“And how do you stop a priest?” mason asked. Ellis smiled. “What would you have me stop doing? I have no claim to any power. Such gifts as I am occasionally given are at the will of the Divine. If you would stop me from preaching, you need to no more than walk out of the church.”


Mason nodded, turned and walked out.


Kaelyn remained a moment longer. “Ellis, there is a book that I found in Brant's room after he and Daisy disappeared. I have reason to believe that Brant is consorting with the Diabolic, and my, in the process, destroy Daisy's body and, based on our conversation ehre, his own soul. Is there any more direct help you can give us to stop this tragedy from coming to pass?”


Ellis nodded slowly. “Thank you for being entirely frank with me. But I ask you the opposite question I asked your friend: What would you have me do? I'm a priest. I can pray, I can study, I can teach, I can listen. I will certainly pray for your success, and I have faith that the Divine will give you such help as is needed in that Divine will. I do not operate in physical charms or symbols or sigils or powders or powers. I will listen to you, I will teach you what I know, but beyond that I fear my abilities are of very limited use to you.”


Kaelyn nodded, pushing down the frustration that was rising inside her heart. “I understand, thank you again, Ellis.”


#Chapter



What Daisy Saw


Daisy looked up when Brant came into the cave. he was holding a live chicken.


“Got a new pet? Am I really that boring?” Daisy said. Brant looked at her but only briefly, and with great fear in his eyes. with his back to Daisy he tied the chicken to his makeshift altar and started chanting quietly. The torchlight in the cave turned blood red again, but this time a shadowy form coalesced to Brant's side. Taller than Brant, a deeper shadow than the gloom in the rest of the cave, shaped like a muscular man.

Brant finished his chant and raised a knife high, then faltered. The chicken warbled quietly and struggled a little, but otherwise all was still.


“Why do you hesitate? Strike! Reave this animal of its life that I may strengthen the barrier that holds our enemies at bay!” The demon hissed, its voice quiet and insistent, but really just a reedy whisper.


Brant nodded  and Daisy decided this had gone too far. “How are you going to cook it? ” She asked lightly, far more lightly than she felt.


Brant turned and looked at her, the demon swiveled and hissed. “Silence!” But its form flickered a little as Brant paid it less attention. “I mean, it seems a waste to butcher a chicken if you don't know how to cook it. You may not know this, but healers are generally very good chefs. The two arts are closely related.”


“What are you talking about?” Brant said and the demon tried to roar but its voice was quieter still. “She seeks only to distract you from your high purpose! She seeks to shake you from your true devotion! Do not let her stay your hand now, or ever!”


“I'm bored in here,” Daisy said, again, putting on her best winsome, flighty girl voice. inside she was terrified, shaking, afraid that a single wrong word could get her killed or worse. She looked at the demon.


“And anyway, why are you listening to...that? It seems like you're doing all the work. It's just using you.”


“It's powers are weak right now—” Brant began and the demon stood between them.


“Do not speak to her, worm! Simpleton! She seeks to confuse you. How poor your mind is, I should be done with you—”


“And go where? Brant, I saw your face when that explosion happened, that hurt you, not this shadow here. It seems like you have way more invested in this whole scheme than it does. It seems like all the power is coming from you.”


“But soon, when I free it, it will have great power, when I have loosened the bonds that Order put on it—”


“And who told you that? I'm guessing it was him? That demon? You know what demons are famous for? Lying.” Daisy said.


the demon screamed “This is pointless. Sacrifice this chicken and I shall show you as much power as you can get for the life of one bird, and you shall have a glimpse of what will happen when you rend her life away.”


“What is this costing you, Brant? I don't think you're a killer.”


“It costs the welder of the knife nothing, the soul of the chicken is taken—”


“Really? So the underworld is full of confused chicken souls? Wondering why they've been damned?”


Brant raised the knife again, slowly. Daisy watched his muscles tense, she could feel him gearing himself up to strike. So she said “ I recommend rosemary and oil, with salt, let it marinate for two hours, then cook it.”


Brant twitched, and dropped the knife. “this is stupid” he said and walked from the room.


“Idiot! Child! Worm! Return at once and free me! give me the power to raise you above those who have held you down—” the demon ranted.


“Hey, quiet.” Daisy said. The demon turned on her. “You! How dare you speak to me in that way? I will reave your soul from your agonized flesh, I shall devour your heart—”


“How? You have no real power here, do you? Brant is supplying all the power. We both know it. You've ruined what could have been a perfectly good druid or wizard.”


“He'll never believe you. He still thinks I'm his only path to power.”


Daisy walked out of her cell, an calmly untied the chicken. “Perhaps. For now. But he's thinking. he's learning. The demon glared at her, its eyes two dark holes in a dark space. “how did you...”


“I don't know! It's strange, isn't it?” Daisy said, and laughing, walked back into her cell and sat back down on her bed.


“I'm tired of talking to you. You can go.” She said, and the demon disappeared.


#Chapter



Happening Again


Sonja opened the door and looked up. “Colm, Marion,” She said. Mama smiled. “It's been too long Sonja,” she said and stepped forward to hug the wizard. Sonja embraced her back warmly and invited them in.


Colm patted Sonja shoulder in a kind fashion as they walked inside and said “we brought tea,” pulling a small rosewood box out of his satchel and handing it to Sonja.


“I should hope so. that's the only thing you healers are good for.”

“As long as you can figure out how to boil water without making it explode,” Colm responded. They walked down the hall and into Sonja's kitchen. Like her workshop, Sonja's kitchen was spotlessly clean, although this room was much older. the flagstones were worn in grooves where generations had walked from counter to oven to table. the walls were newly plastered and whitewashed, though, and the broad beams supporting the roof had been recently scrubbed and stained. Sonja's kitchen was twice the size of Mama's, even though Sonja cooked little and almost never baked. Marion went to the stove, checked the fire marble, and put a teapot on, then retrieved cups from Sonja's cupboard with easy familiarity. Sonja fetched honey from her pantry and cream from her cold room. Colm filled the kettle with water he brought in from the well and put the rest in a pitcher in the cold room, then they all sat down. the kettle rattled comfortably on its way to boiling.


For a few minutes nobody spoke. Silence was not uncomfortable simple acknowledgment of ea other's presence was already established and in some ways it was nice to just see eye to eye without introducing outside topics. The kettle whistled and Colm rose, retrieved it, and poured hot water onto the leaves in each of the three cups at the table, then set the kettle on a trivet.


Sonja watched the colors steep and flow through the water in her cup, then let a generous dollop of honey fall into the fragrant brew. At length she asked, “why local honey?” And Marion laughed.


Colm smiled and helped himself to some honey as well. “tell me, how often do you come in contact with honey that isn't from a local hive? Where would anyone around here even get foreign honey?” Sonja considered and then nodded curtly.


“It was Marion's idea, really. Honey is good, and it's possible it's mildly good for you in some ways. But really it makes the medicine taste better and helps people feel like they're following the healer's orders exactly, which also seems to help them heal.”


“So it's a trick?” Sonja half-asked, half-stated.


“Not entirely,” Colm said. “It's a way to engage the patient's mind in their own cure. And it really does make them more likely to take their entire dose of medicine.”


“Yes, it's a trick,” Said Marion and smiled fondly at her husband. Sonja made a noise that sounded like exactly one-eight of a laugh and raised her honey-infused tea to her lips. “To your good health,” She said and took a gentle sip.


After they had all taken a few sips Colm said, “So, it's happening again.” Sonja and Marion nodded.


“That Kaelyn. Sharp, eager, her eyes are bright.” Sonja said.


“We are very proud of her,” Marion said.
“And what about Mason?” Colm asked. “I really did mean to get to know your latest apprentice, but the days get shorter.”


Sonja took another sip before answering. “He is quite eager to prove his worth.” She said.


“To you, to Kaelyn, or to the town?” Colm asked.


“Yes.” Sonja responded, and continued after a moment. “Did you know the blond one would be the one?”


“We knew Daisy was special, but no, I don't think either the Master or I suspected,” Marion responded.


“I worry about her; If I had known this was going to happen I would have prepared her more. I fear my teaching was focused more on Kaelyn. Daisy has always been less of a healer and more...well, I should have seen the signs. her skill with herbs and cures has always been too lyrical, too ethereal” Marion patted his hand.


“You've had other apprentices like this, it's easy to see it as a part of their personality. She could have just been on the same road as Kaelyn.”


“Thank you, Mama.” Colm said and smiled at his wife.


Sonja watched them for a moment and asked. “Do they need our help?”


“We'll let them ask, I think,” Colm said. “Neither my master nor your magister interfered when it was our turn, nor Marion's Elder, and he knew what was going better than any of us.”


“I suppose. It's hard to watch, though.” Sonja said.


there was a noise in the workshop; two voices, Mason's and Kaelyn's. The conversation bordered on an argument.


”...sure you're right, I just don't entirely like the way he talks to me...people,” Mason said.


“He's not perfect, and I'll be honest, he gets on my nerves a little as well, but he's got direct knowledge about this sort of thing—”


“How? he never leaves that church.”


“Mason, is there something else wrong?”


“No, no, look, I'm sorry, Kay. I shouldn't have said anything, I'm just...I guess I'm still jumpy from the cave earlier.”


Kaelyn's heart jumped when Mason used the more familiar version of her name but she tried to hide it. Fortunately it was in that moment that the older generation entered the room.


“Master? Mama? What are you doing here?” Kaelyn asked.


“Visiting,” Marion said as she approached the Sojourner and gave her a hug. “And what have you two been doing?”


“Magister, my calculations were correct. the echoes were from the same source, we found the cave...” Mason began, and with several changes of narration they told the story of their discovery and brief attempt to enter the cave.


“So then we went to talk to Ellis, the priest. He told us more about how Chaos and Order interact...mostly,” Kaelyn finished Colm nodded slowly. Marion smiled quietly. Colm was almost entirely believable in his “old sage” act; even to her. It was funny to watch him fall back into it after being more himself with just Sonja and herself.


“May I see this book of his?” Colm asked, and Kaelyn led him to the workbench where it sat centered between the sigils.


After a few moments he said “Sojourner? Come and tell me if you see what I see here.” Kaelyn came to his side, looking at the book.


“How much of this did you read?” he asked and Kaelyn thought. “A few pages is all, really. I have been meaning to read more, but once we found the cave we felt that perhaps we had learned as much as we needed from this text...” She trailed off.


“From the text? Perhaps. The mind that wrote this isn't well. But I wonder if you observed the writing as closely as you might have done.”


Kaelyn leaned closer, “Well...it's written with an uneven hand, using an old nib,”


“And the ink?” Colm asked, stepping back.


“Um, I assumed it was a poorly made iron gall ink, too much iron,”


“It is definitely higher in iron than a regular ink,” Colm said.


“Oh, you're right. Oh. Oh no.” Kaelyn said and sat down.


“What?” Mason asked.


“He used...he made blood ink. You can't just use blood, it wouldn't work right. He made an ink out of blood. It would have taken forever, you can only make small batches.” Kaelyn said and looked away.


“But what can we learn from this, Sojourner?” Colm asked, looking at her with patient eyes, leading her slowly to the answer as he had always done.


“If...oh, okay, yes. If the blood he used...was his own, we have his name and his blood. Master Colm, this is all the worse given what he wrote with this...ink. His ideas about blood are...unpleasant.” But Kaelyn was already opening her satchel. She turned to the end of the index, the last written page, and carefully tore the page out of the book.  Moving the book to the side, but still within the bounds on the table, she scattered a fine dusting of ground herbs across the sheet and held her hands just above the paper. The words glowed a dim white under her hands and she uttered a short rhyme, used to help those who were injured and couldn't speak.


You who have passed through heart and mind
And into sunlight your way did find,
Speak ye now your heart's complaint
Free as you are from mortal restraint.



The paper started to smoke, but they could hear, quietly, as from a great distance, Brant's voice. In a terrified whisper it said, “Who are you? Who is there? Whoever it is, you must free me, help me, he's taking me over, he's stealing my entire life, help me!”


And the glow of the words flared from white to red, the paper suddenly consumed in a short blast of flame.


#Chapter



Displaced: Kaelyn Considers Her Home


Note: this probably doesn't fit. But hey, it's NaNoWriMo, so I'm moving forward, not back. Enjoy some background on parts of the world that will probably never make it into the real book. If that ever becomes a thing.



Kaelyn had been sitting here for hours. Outside the cave, leaning against a wall that she knew was fake, but felt real to her back. It was warming up ever so slightly like stone does when a human leans on it for a long time. if she picked at it with her fingers it crumbled a little bit. This next bit was going to take a two-pronged approach, Kaelyn here and Mason back in his workshop. They didn't have long. Three more days. the thinking and planning and waiting had been agonizing, but it was finally coming to a head. It shouldn't have taken this long, but what could you do? Things took as long as they took.

Kaelyn was still missing something, she was sure of it. She felt that if she had the time she could think through this, figure out what was missing. If she had the time she could solve these problems But she didn't, and what's more, she wouldn't be thinking about these things if there wasn't a crisis happening right now. It was a terrible conundrum; she was getting the test before she had learned the lesson. She hoped she learned it in time.


Kaelyn thought about her life growing up. It felt like a different lifetime, a different person. She had lived much farther inland, in a low alpine valley, in Coombe, a small town that always seemed like a place to be from, not a place to be.  Of course she thought that now. In reality Coombe was a lumber town, dedicated to both planting and harvesting trees in the valley around them, then sending the lumber down the river to be processed.


There were two parts of the valley that were never touched, though: the Feywild and the Druids' Enclave.


People in Coombe didn't trust either the Fey nor the Druids, which isn't to say they didn't have dealings with them. Druids often had cures or specifics that the Healers didn't, but the costs were steep and sometimes inexplicable. A healer was a part of the community, and what they asked for was simply what it took to keep operating in that community.


The Druids seemed to consider the people of Coombe as no more or less important than the trees or ivy. They were just part of the valley and sometimes the Druids prioritized the deer over the people, or a stand of oak trees was deemed more important than a farmer's new field. It didn't really make sense to argue with them, either, Somehow things seemed to work when you did things the way the Druids suggested, and tended to work very poorly when you didn't. Marriages between the people of Coombe and the Druids were rare but did happen. Rarely did the couple stay in Coombe, though. People of Druidic extraction soon found the societal forms of even a fairly rustic and tolerant community like Coombe to be too structured, and objected to restrictions like “wearing clothes all the time” or limiting when it was and was not appropriate to shout at forest spirits.


Those who moved to the Druid Enclave would come and visit their families of course, but the look in their eyes suggested that their new home had a great hold on them.


Kaelyn had been to the Enclave a few times and it seemed...fine. People lived in whatever structures made sense to them, some in very temporary tents, some in houses in the trees, some in caves or holes in the ground, some in large, well constructed yurts, as snug and permanent as any villager's house. She found the Druids themselves to be...interesting but not insane. Many were well-spoken, well mannered and well educated, but had chosen a different life, a way to exist closer to nature. This didn't fill Kaelyn with the repugnance it seemed to spark in some of her family members.


but the Fey were worse. They may or may not have been human, it was hard to tell. Certainly they looked human, and there were stories of half-fey and fey marriages, but nobody in Kaelyn's life had ever met such a person.


For the most part the Fey were glimmers in the forest, the laughing people, the cruel people. They might offer sage advice, or may try to hunt you for sport. It wasn't clear which reaction you would get at any moment. Occasionally they would come to Coombe to sell charms and trinkets they made specifically for trade. But the prices they charged were as inexplicable as anything else. Two identical charms would be sold for entirely different prices, often while both customers were within earshot. The Fey merchant, smiling and gleeful, would be utterly unable to understand why this caused consternation.


#Chapter



Ellis Prays


It had been three days since Kaelyn and Mason had been to see Ellis. He had cleaned his church, and though about their problem. He had prayed for their success as he promised he would. He read up on the cases of demonic obsession he could find in the church library. But he didn't feel settled.


He preached his weekly sermon to the good people of the town and considered their faces They were human, each of them, plain, good people. And there was Marion, the healer's wife, but no Kaelyn, no Mason, no Sonja. They were focused on figuring out how to save Daisy from a demon.


Why wasn't Ellis?

Marion's eyes seemed to be seeing Ellis' thoughts as he taught of charity and love. But surely he was just imagining things. Her gentle smile was the same as it always was.


He ended his sermon and retired to his chambers to remove his vestments and change into the clothes he wore when he was just doing work around the church. The feeling of being on the wrong track wouldn't leave him.


he knelt again and imagined himself, as he always did, kneeling before the Divine. He prayed verbally, when alone, the words focusing his thoughts.


”... Bless Kaelyn and Mason as they seek to rescue Daisy—”


And suddenly he stopped. A thought fell into his mind like a tree across a roadway.


Rescue Brant.



It wasn't a voice, it wasn't an angel in light, it was just a simple thought, and it expanded in Ellis' mind, ripples outward from that center, revealing all the associated thoughts. He was a priest was he not? Hadn't he himself told Kaelyn that souls were his domain? So why was he so willing to give up on Brant's soul? Surely Brant was as important as anyone in town. True, he had made some awful terrible mistakes, had kidnapped the apprentice healer, probably, but shouldn't that just inspire Ellis to greater effort?


Ellis sat back, on the floor, cross-legged in a most undignified posture. He was alone, unless he was in the presence of the Divine, who had just answered his prayer with a command. No, if it was from the Divine it was a Commandment.


questions flooded his mind, but the light of simple truth showed them for the pale and pathetic excuses they truly were. It seemed that Ellis was having an argument with himself, but each answer came from a place of strength and resolve, each question from a place of cowardice.


“What can I do?”


Wrong question. Commit to do something, and the right thing will become apparent in the moment.



“What good am I in dangerous situations?”


Again, wrong question. If you are in a situation you can be useful. If you are somewhere else you have no value.



the question “What if I get hurt?” queued up in Ellis' mind but he swatted it down. Such a thought was unworthy of him. Ellis had promised to devote his life to this ministry, and he realized now, in this state of absolute internal clarity, that he intended to do exactly that. If he got hurt or killed in the attempt to save a soul that was fine. Either he believed in an afterlife and was willing to enter it, or he was a fraud.


Ellis was many things. But he was no fraud. His faith was true and the result of years of devotion, study, effort, service, thinking, and prayer. he had grown comfortable in this small church, he had grown used to the small duties that were required. But beneath hat comfort and ease was the actual bedrock of his faith.


So Ellis stood up, changed his clothes, and put a few useful things in a bag. he wasn't much of a hiker, but he could start now. his head felt light, he felt dizzy and yet, somehow, had never felt more alert. He was marching off to actually face the forbidden magic, and now it was time to see if he was right about the ultimate weakness of Chaos. But right or wrong, he was now committed.


#Chapter



Finding A way In


It turned out that finding Brant's cave was the easy part. Kaelyn and Mason spent day after agonizing day in the wizards' workshop, trying to find a ay to break through the illusive barrier. The workshop now resembled an actual workshop, with papers, notes, books, and miscellaneous substances scattered widely. They used one page of the notebook carefully cut and analyzed, to configure their data, to get a sense of the powers against them.

Sonja and Colm offered a little help here and t here, but for the most part the younger artisans worked alone, and Mason's diffident nature started to fall away.


“No, that's not going to work, the power can't just be drained away, without a channel or a pool or a reservoir, it's going to spark up or....something. We need a way to drain the power that doesn't blow us up or burn us to a crisp.”


“So where do we put all that energy? And how are they generating it?”


“That's part of what worries me. Any spell that holds that much power would burn through resources at a tremendous rate, and I don't know what resources he's got in there. Or what resources he can burn through.”


“I still think we should try to find a different way in—”


It seems like Brant has been planning this for a while, if there was another entrance he would have covered it as well as he's covered the main one. We don't have enough time to go looking for a crack he hasn't noticed.”


“But what about translocation?”


“Through solid rock? The energy we'd need would be insane, and if we missed we'd end up buried in the rock, which...well, that usually explodes, actually.”


“So we move the rock—” Kaelyn began but Mason was already objecting


“We don't have time to understand the structure, and we could bring the whole cave down on them, even if we had the power to just blithely move part of a mountain.”


Kaelyn stood up. They'd been over all of this already, a dozen times. Mason was doing is best, she knew he was, but that didn't make her less tense or frustrated at the slow progress they were making. She wanted to yell or make something big and stupid happen. Which wasn't' like her, normally, but right now she needed action more than anything.


“Do you need me for the next few hours?” She asked Mason, who looked surprised. “Ah, no, not really. What'I'm doing will take a while, and is mostly calculations..”


“Okay. I'm going to walk and clear my head, try to come up with any new ideas. I'll be back in a bit.”


Kaelyn headed outside, just walking, trying not to be too angry or frustrated. This wasn't supposed to be so hard! She had found the cave, they both had. She had found a way to listen to Daisy, she had made os much progress. But now she was stuck, and there was nothing she could do to get un-stuck faster.


That was the worst part. Mason was working at the speed that worked for what he was doing. He wasn't rushing, wasn't hurrying, was getting things done in the right way. She should be content to do the same. But she wasn't.


She wanted the right way to be the fast way and that was the problem. The universe seemed to disagree with her.


But even if Mason didn't think moving rocks was a good idea that didn't mean he was right. She didn't have to move all that much rock, just enough to get past the barrier. Or dirt. Dirt was easier. She could figure out where the dirt was soft or weak...She realized that flooding the cave would certainly alert Brant to what she was doing, but she thought she could do what needed done without flooding it, which would of course be better. All she needed was a trickle.


Water magic was not, strictly speaking, part of a Healer's stock in trade, but it often came in handy. Having water close to hand when working was often a great benefit for a healer. Kaelyn searched the ravine near the cave and eventually found a small rivulet running down the hill just beyond and a few feet above the cave entrance. She drew a line with her finger from the edge of the main watercourse over the front of the cave entrance, then spread it out, making little channels that would run over the entire front facade that Brant was projecting. Walking back to the rivulet she sat down and sang a little song to the water, one that she had learned from the Druids back home.


A portion of the stream turned, moved uncertainly towards her. She dipped her finger in the water and led it to the course she had laid out in the dirt. It wasn't anywhere near deep enough to support the stream but water is good at digging. It found the course she laid out and flowed quickly downwards, sweeping the course wider and deeper as it went. When it got to the place where she spread it out the water ran in twisting ribbons down the face of the illusion, which meant it often ducked below the apparent rock face. She watched the edges of the illusion, looking for anywhere that the water flowed backwards, or seeped instead of flowing...ah, there it is.


Near the bottom, on the right side, was a place where a stream of water disappeared inwards, Kaelyn watched it for a few moments, wishing she had a way to dispel the illusion without alerting the residents. But she was sure now, the water didn't re-emerge lower down, it was going into the cave.


Looking closer, she was sure there was soft dirt there, she could feel the wet mud between the cracks of the illusory granite. She didn't need much, just a place where a little encouragement could be given, a little force applied.


And suddenly she realized that this was what she had actually wanted; not to upstage Mason, but to find a way to help. Her contribution to his plan was minimal thus far, but working together they could get into the cave, and probably quite quickly.


She went back to the source of her little stream and guided it back to its main waterway. The stream she had created dried up and she started heading back to town. She felt a lot better than she had.





Daisy watched with interest as a small stream of water made its way into the cave. Looking around quickly she realized that, yes, she was at the lowest point in the cavern, so it would make its way to her, possibly before Brant saw it. In a way it was helpful; this let her know that the cave entrance wasn't too far up that passage; she had wondered how deep they were in the cave.


Brant's rants had settled over the past few days, possibly because she didn't seem to be responding to them in any meaningful way, and these days he mostly slept or paced nervously. The demon hadn't made another appearance since Daisy had spoken with it, but she suspected that was more because of the effort it took to summon it than any result of her meddling.


Daisy was pretty sure she could walk out of this cavern any time she wanted, but for some reason she also felt that this wasn't the time, and if she did it at the wrong time it wouldn't work. Leaning back on the stone wall she tried to parse out these...premonitions? Intuitions? Crazy thoughts? She wasn't sure what they were, to be honest. But she was sure that leaving right now didn't fit, didn't make sense.


So...she could do whatever she wanted, as long as it was the right thing to do. She wasn't sure that made sense either, but it felt right.


Watching the water trickle and flow down the cave floor towards her, she felt like there was something to learn there. The water moved where it fit, but once it was in place it could move other things as well. This whole cave had been carved out by water, after all.


#Chapter



Daisy's Room


Kaelyn went into Daisy's bedroom, just for a moment, just to sit quietly on her way to bed. tomorrow they would be doing the plan, and if all went well Daisy would be back in this room, safe and peaceful.

But not, Kaelyn realized, the same. Nothing would bring back the version of Daisy that could always trust others. Kaelyn wondered what Daisy was undergoing, what was happening to her mind and heart as she was told, over and over, that her value was simply in her sacrifice. How could a heart endure that? Seen in this light, Daisy's room took on a mausoleum air, the silent elegy of the version of Daisy that, no matter what happened next, died in that cave.


Kaelyn sat down at Daisy's desk. It was much like hers, in that they had both been built decades before the young women were born. But where Kaelyn's desk in her room was neat and tidy, Daisy's was...well, not messy, as much as Kaelyn liked to accuse her of that. But it was decorated. Daisy had a pile of drawings on one corner of the desk, her own work in charcoal or pencil. She had a framed, pressed Daisy over her bed, the first plant she had preserved successfully, bound eternally in a static form of life, the essence of the flower caught in a fine mesh woven in moonlight, carefully prepared with dew melted from frost, and then pressed at sunrise. Kaelyn and Daisy had spent a long cold night preparing the preservation spells. Kaelyn had preserved turmeric and anise, two useful herbs that would be hard to find in winter when trade was more difficult. Daisy had preserved a flower because it was pretty. Kaelyn had been more than a little annoyed by that at the time, but now Kaelyns' herbs were long gone and Daisy's flower was still fresh.


So many things came so easily to Daisy. She had made friends almost instantly, and when she went to visit people they listened to her advice, and it was only months later that Kaelyn really learned how Daisy had done it: she taught with compliments. She told people what a good job they had been doing, and then “reminded” them of one thing that might make it work “just a little better”. It had taken Kaelyn a while longer yet to learn to do that. People had always been so proud to show Daisy how well they had done.


Kaelyn realized she wanted Daisy to see how well she had done as well.


It was easy to love Daisy. Every boy in the village had managed it, up to and including Mason, Kaelyn suspected. But Kaelyn also loved Daisy, like a sister, like a best friend.


Kaelyn was crying a little now, and sat down, then laid down on Daisy's bed. Daisy's comforter was warm and her pillow soft, two things Kaelyn hadn't felt in days. It ws tempting to just climb into bed here, but she daren't in case that broke the spell that was giving Daisy some ghost of comfort in her cave-cell. this was a price Kaelyn was more than happy to pay.


Kaelyn sighed deeply and sat up, getting ready to go to her own cold bed, when she saw mama standing in the doorway. In the light of their two lamps and in Kaelyn's present frame of mind, she saw Mama as Marion, a girl who was her own age, but with years of experience. The flickering shadows hid the wrinkles, the darkness hid the gray hair, and what Kaelyn saw was the lively, active eyes and warmhearted smile.


“You know you have the bigger room and the southern exposure,” Mama said, stepping closer and wiping Kaelyn's tears away with her hand. “But did you know why? Because Daisy picked this room before you got here. We had assigned her that room; she switched the signs on the doors. When I asked her why she said 'oh, you had the rooms backward, so I fixed it!' like that made any sort of sense.”


Kaelyn laughed a little through her tears. That was a pretty solid example of Daisy-logic. “I fixed it,” was her explanation for everything.


Kaelyn hugged Mama. “I don't know if that story makes me feel grateful or guilty,” she said.


#Chapter



See the Canyon for the Trees


Kaelyn awoke and dressed in the predawn light. It was two days tot he new moon but this was when they were ready and earlier felt safer than later.


Kaelyn put a few things in her satchel, fully aware of the fact that she was a healer, not a warrior or a cunning...person. Strand didn't have a police force per se, just the mayor and the city council and their families. Force was rarely required, and when it was you could generally rely on a few people from around town to help out. It was in everyone's best interest to keep Strand safe, after all.

But this time it was pretty much just Kaelyn. Mason would be in his workshop, administering the spell that would weaken the illusory shield enough that Kaelyn's trick would work. With luck they could drain Brant's power enough that he would be unable to really resist.


Kaelyn headed towards the ravine where they had found the cave. she had been there so many times it felt like a second home almost. But a very terrible one where her best friend was trapped.


When she got to the mouth of the canyon she saw the stream was stronger than normal, flowing and burbling in its rocky bed, far wider and more energetic than normal. Kaelyn started up the south side of the stream, figuring she would be able to cross when it was a little narrower farther up. Apparently there had been snow melt in the mountains, to put this much water into the riverbed. And it really was almost a full fledged river.


At length she found a place where she could cross, but it ended in a boggy area and she had to pick her way through the tangle of trees and downed branches. It was odd, the river made this entire canyon seem like an entirely different place. She threaded her way upstream to find dry ground, figuring that she had probably gone a little farther up than she meant to, but coming back down would be easy once she was on the right bank. She started back down stream, coming around a corner and almost yelled in frustration. A large tree had fallen its root spread wide, blocking her progress unless eh scrabbled up the outer wall, a good twenty feet, or wen down into the river. This whole thing was starting to take on surreal proportions.


Or unnatural ones. Ellis had said that Chaos was good at lies, and this was starting to feel like a well orchestrated, but chaotic lie. but which parts were the lies? If she got swept away in an imaginary river would she still drown? That river water looked real enough. She dipped her hand in the stream. It felt like real clear cold water, when she drank a little it tasted like water. So maybe the water was real but the trees and rocks and swampy land were the lies? How do you cope when nature is lying to you? Kaelyn had a brief moment of empathy for Brant, this must be costing him so much, illusions were rarely cheap, nature doesn't like lying.


She wandered a bit more, the sun getting high and hot. her spirits fell, this wasn't supposed to be how this went. Mason was waiting for her to signal him with the “spark”, a small metal device that would illuminate a glass sphere on his workbench when she struck it with  a flint. Magister Sonja had measured and cut the flint carefully; it was a precious commodity this far from chalk country. Not it seemed that it would be wasted because Kaelyn couldn't find a simple cave entrance. She considered going all the way back down tot he mouth of the ravine, but she soon found that any supposed straight line was a dead end. She considered just walking along the shallow edge of the river; after all she was wearing wool socks and knew good drying spells...that required ingredients she hadn't brought from home. She was determined to walk in the river anyway when it passed through a narrow crack that she was sure hadn't been there the day before, running wild and turbulent between two rock walls. If the river was real it would bash her to pieces against the rocks. instead she climbed on top of one of them, which took longer than it should, was very difficult in her dress, and scraped up her arms. She clambered down the other side of the boulder, still lower, reasoning that whatever power this was, it couldn't make the bottom of the canyon feel higher than the top.


But the canyon was narrow and clogged with weeds and brambles at the base of that rock.


the worst part was that everything looked normal and natural, everything looked...right. It was dissonant and jarring in her head to think of such a  beautiful forest and sparkling river being used against her in this way. It was like a clear blue sky dumping rain while at the same time remaining clear and blue.


She was picking her way around another outcrop of rock when she hard something through the trees. It sounded like another person, walking slowly up the path. She looked for it source and was astonished to find Ellis standing behind her as he had just walked out of the cliff face.


“Ah, Sojourner, hello. Are you coming back down? Is there a problem?” Ellis said.


#Chapter



Go Time


“I'm trying to find a way around this boulder and, you know, stay out of the river.” Kaelyn said.


“The...you mean the stream? I haven't spent much time up in these canyons, I admit, but I didn't remember the stream coming down this way. But, I fail to see how it could be blocking your path, Sojourner.”

Kaelyn looked at Ellis for a long moment before answering. “Ellis, describe this canyon as you see it. Specifically, what is directly behind you?”


Ellis looked over his shoulder and back at Kaelyn. “Um, there's nothing directly behind me.”


Kaelyn closed her eyes and breathed deeply. Okay, she could handle this. “Ellis, I want you to count to three and take one step directly backwards, okay?”


“Is this something your wizard told you to do?”


“Please just trust me. I don't want to ruin the experiment by explaining ahead of time. Please just do it, Ellis.”


Ellis looked at her for a long moment and shrugged. “Very well. One...two...three.”


And he disappeared into the boulder.


“Can you still see me, Ellis?” Kaelyn asked.


“Of course I can. What is going on?”


“I think Brant is playing tricks on me, and fortunately he doesn't seem to have the ability to play them on you at the same time, or doesn't know you're here. I don't know how he's targeting me specifically, but, Ellis, from where I'm standing you have disappeared into a boulder the size of a small house.”


“hmmm, Chaos was ever deceitful,” Ellis said and stepped forward again, appearing out of the solid rock. “Perhaps his lies have no affect on me because I walk in the light of the Divine,” Ellis said.


“Perhaps.”


Kaelyn sat down to think. “You've never been up here before, you said? So you don't know what the spot looks like where the cave is, and for that matter I don't know if you'll see the illusion or not. If not, this is easy; there's only one cave in this ravine. If that illusion is for everyone I'll need to describe the spot for you, but I want to try something first.”


Kaelyn searched the ground around her for a stick that looked like it was meant to be there and picked it up.


“Can you see this stick?” She asked.


“You're not holding anything.”


Kaelyn wanted to scream. “Okay, Ellis, pick up a stick or a rock or something you can recognize on the ground.” Ellis found a stick and handed it to Kaelyn. She stepped forward and set it against the edge of the boulder, then pulled a long bandage out of her satchel.


“First, thank you fro trusting me, Ellis. I know this doesn't appear to be a problem to you, but it's been most vexing to me. Now, I'm going to cover my eyes. I want you to stand in front of me, and I'll hold on to your coat. Then walk forward until we are both past that stick you laid on the ground.”


Ellis nodded. “I think I understand. Perhaps if you were stronger in the connection to the Divine you wouldn't need such connivance.”


“Perhaps, but are we not also meant to occasionally walk by faith?” Kaelyn said, and she impressed herself by sounding moderately calm when she said it. Ellis smiled. “Touche, Sojourner. Very well, Do you need help binding your eyes?”


Kaelyn shook her head and tied the bandage over her eyes, covering them several times to block all light.


“Okay, Priest, lead this lost soul through the valley of illusions.” She said.


“That's not even how the scripture goes,” Ellis said, but started walking. he walked slowly, carefully, making sure Kaelyn could keep up, and keep her balance.


After what seemed like an eternity he said, “you are now a foot past the stick on the ground.” Kaelyn considered taking the blindfold off but decided against it.


“Okay. Ellis, I want you to keep walking. The cave we are looking for is on the near wall, about half a mile from the mouth of the ravine. I need you to lead me there.” She then described the stop as clearly as she could, until Ellis said, “okay, I think I can picture the place.”


the trip seemed to take an eternity. Ellis was considerate and slow, describing the landscape, telling her when there would be rocks to step up onto or when they had to go around tree roots. Kaelyn stumbled twice and each time he helped her back up quickly. It was agonizing. What made it worse was the fact that, to Ellis, there was no real need for all this security.


At length he said, “Wide, sandy flat place with a foot-tall drop on this side, limestone wall, slightly convex? I think we're there.”


Kaelyn nodded and said “please help me step up and put my hands against hat wall.” She felt Ellis' hands on hers, then felt the stone under her palms. Leaning her shoulder against the wall she reached in her satchel for the flint and bead, and struck them together. There was a loud “pop” and the flint shattered in her fingers.


For a long moment nothing seemed to happen. Kaelyn considered taking her blindfold off again, and was about to do so when Ellis gasped. “Sojourner, you're leaning on...it looks like...red...”


“Swirling mist?” Kaelyn asked and Ellis agreed.


Kaelyn risked lifting the blindfold off. The cave entrance was as she remembered it, but around her the valley was flickering, two different realities trying to assert themselves. She was both standing on a boggy islet int he middle of a river and standing on the edge of the canyon on dry land, looking into the cave through an angry red mist. She guessed that the spell Mason was doing to weaken Brant's power was interfering with both illusions.


“Ellis, I need water from a nearby stream, but I can't reliably see where it currently is.” She handed Ellis a metal cup, made of fine copper, polished mirror smooth. he nodded and went to fill the cup. Kaelyn pulled some materials out of her satchel, a thread, dyed with saffron, a sponge from the sea, and a copper coin with a hole in it. Working carefully but quickly, she pressed the thread into the interface between the barrier and the cave, then tied it at the bottom, and laid the copper coin some four feet from the entrance.


Ellis returned with the water. She thanked him and poured about half of it on the thread, starting at the top, letting it soak the saffron infused twine. then she walked to the coin, lifted it and put it in the cup, setting it on the ground.


“Is this wizard magic or healer magic?” Ellis asked.


“Yes,” Kaelyn said, eyes on the thread and barrier.


Slowly, almost imperceptibly, the consistency of the red misty barrier changed. The rest of the valley flickered more and the illusion grew thing and indistinct. The thread around the barrier started to glow light yellow, and steam started to rise from the cup.


“We may not have much time,” Kaelyn said, “Be ready to dash when it comes down.” Ellis nodded and tensed up, ready but with nothing to do, yet.


the mist was draining into the thread, the entire things starting to steam now. The surface of the barrier started to ripple like a strong wind was blowing across it, and then, with a sound like a sail tearing, a gash appeared and spread quickly outward, the barrier collapsing into the string.


“Let's go!” Kaelyn said, and they ran into the cave.


#Chapter



Meanwhile, Inside The Cave


Daisy was going crazy. She was sure of it, and didn't mind. But it wasn't the worst kind of crazy, it wasn't really a problem. She was starting to see things that logic wouldn't have shown her. Her thinking was thus:


There are true things that are definitely true, but can't be proven normally. So they don't look true. Therefore, to understand them, you have to look at them in an abnormal way.


Daisy had her eyes closed to avoid looking at Brant. Brant was definitely not a sight to inspire. he was sweating and haggard as he tried to maintain his defenses, and the demon, when it was visible or even audible, berated him constantly, using words that Daisy blushed to even remember.

At the moment the demon wasn't visible. Which was a mercy. But Brant was all too visible, and was ranting. Quietly, slowly, but incessantly, like the rant was a mantra.


Order. Chaos. The un-justness of the first and the raw power of the second. Even with her eyes closed these words were echoing in her head, indeed they seemed to be pressing into her psyche even more.


Daisy imaged what order would look like if it were a thing, and realized that was the wrong metaphor. What if it were a place?


She imagined a town square, a large mechanical clock in the center of town. A clock that never went wrong. When it ticked to a new minute that was the minute, without doubt. The people lived according to that clock. When the hands hit five in the morning they arose, when the hands marked five in the evening they left their labors and ate. There was a fountain in the town square of Order, but the water didn't sparkle or splash, each stream from the top fell in a perfect, solid stream directly into the bowl, where it didn't splash, it simply reincorporated with the water, ready to make the trip again.


Her thought moved outward. Perfectly laid out streets, an unerring grid. Each house was built to accommodate a family in a specific phase of life, and each phase was known ahead of time. When you were so old you would wed, your spouse chosen by the patterns of Order, known from the time of your birth, predicted from the beginning of the Universe. When you were so old you and and your spouse would have your first child, move from a “marriage” home to a “married-with-children” home. Each child would grow according to the plan, each job would yield predetermined and known yields. there were no sudden catastrophes, but no miraculous recoveries. A life, each life, was set in a groove and followed it, like a wagon wheel in a deep rut. Order was ultimately safe, but also ultimately sterile. Daisy tried to imagine the Divine as the ruler, or even an advocate of this anodyne world and it didn't fit. The City of Order she had imagined was brittle and fragile. Any disruption would throw the entire thing into disarray, in fact into Chaos.


Daisy then thought about what Chaos City would look like, but it was the wrong question. Chaos wouldn't built a city, it would be ultimate disarray, no streets, no clock, no concept of linear time.  But that wasn't it either.


Even if Chaos was lawlessness, it still followed patterns. Brant was a symptom of that, Daisy realized. Chaos saw itself as the antithesis of Order, and was therefore governed by order. Daisy smiled a little as she realized this. For all of Brant's Rant, for all of the Demon's protestations, their Chaotic world nevertheless bowed, ultimately to order.


But what about her? What about Daisy? She was not ultimately orderly, nor was she ultimately chaotic. Neither, she suspected, was the universe meant to be run entirely by the laws of either. The seasons rolled in their constant order, but winter didn't start halfway between the equinox and the solstice, it started when it started. When you went outside and the air smelled like frost and the light was lead-colored but still dazzling, winter had begun. The Divine was the force that put the world and the stars in their constant order, but was not brittle, was able to flex and change when the world changed.


So was the entire thing a sham?


Or was there...a third option?


Daisy imagined herself standing between the two worlds, and then saw herself drift out of the line between the two, to make a triangle.


Sometimes things happened because they wanted to happen, Daisy was sure of it. Flowers grew according to the pattern in their seeds, but were nonetheless still different and individually dazzling. When people fell in love it wasn't because they were built to fall in love, it was because whatever that magic something was happened to  them. Falling in love was neither orderly nor chaotic. So what was it?


Daisy looked for a good word. It beat listening to Brant, after all.


Willful? no, that sounded belligerent. Arbitrary? Seemed too directionless. You don't fall in love with someone chosen out of a pool of people, you fell in love with the right person, but not the right person according to “order”. Many perfect couples were obviously wrong for each other in every way except for the fact that they were perfect together.


Whimsical? No, that sounded like how you describe a children's story.


It was Capricious Daisy thought, and loved that word, somehow felt that it was the right one.


And her mind took the next step, but it was a flight.


Order had power, healing was largely governed by the power of order, plus the effort instilled by the healer. Wizards were more orderly and could sell their magic, but also needed the wizard to instill some of their own nature into the process. Caprice was the third power, the one that informed the other two.


Justice was entirely orderly: you did this bad thing, you got that bad result. But mercy had that nature of caprice, you did a bad thing, but due to an outside action you didn't get the bad result.


And once you understood that, you understood how magic actually works.  Caprice was the ability to shape the world according to your will. It can't do the impossible, you have to learn what you can do and then make it happen. A machine can't cast healing spells because it requires a person to move that energy from the orderly world around them into the cure.


And that was what made the Divine, well, Divine. They could do anything, because they knew all things. And that was the divinity inside of people. Divinity was divine because it comprehended order and caprice, and was bound by neither. Chaos was weak because it hated both, and wanted to bind everything into its own form of weakness.


Daisy wasn't sure if she was entirely insane or finally really understanding.


She opened her eyes, realizing that the Brant Rant had stopped some minutes earlier. In her current state of mind she found it impossible to see Brant as a threat or even an enemy, and wanted to share her discoveries with him, to see if she could make him understand.


But he was leaning against the wall. His eyes were unfocused, and he was sweating harder than ever. As she watched he slid down the wall, slumped over, panting.


“Brant? Are you okay?” She asked.


“Every time. Every thing I try...she brought...that blasted priest. Why? Aughhhh” Brant moaned, sinking down to his hands and knees, breath coming in ragged gasps.


“Brant, what's happening?” Daisy asked, and there was a sound the echoed down through the cavern. The torches flickered as the the air suddenly moved more than it had done in days.


“Very well,” Brant said, his voice more steady now. “Those have ended, the illusions failed. It's almost a relief,” he said, standing back up. “This is better, in a way. The moon is almost ready, but I think we can start a little early. But not quite yet.”


Brant took a knife off the altar and cut the tip of his finger, spreading his blood around the edges of her cell. “As for you...” the blood smoked and steamed, and a swirling red mist rose over the entrance.


“Stay where you are.” Brant said. “I'll deal with your friend and that priest.”


#Chapter



Brant's Anger


Brant was in a dangerous mood. Nothing had gone according to plan. He had planned carefully, his designs had been perfect. He had attracted the attention of a major demon, he had found an ideal sacrifice. He had waited patiently, learned how to leverage the power of his own blood and the blood of beasts. He had corrupted the runner his “master” had bought from the druids, he had done it all right. He had sized an opportunity when it had presented itself. At the time he had congratulated himself on seizing on a perfect opportunity, and leaving that suggestion behind in the wood of the dry goods store, the one that convinced most people that the two had run off together.

And since that night it had all gone wrong. He could deal with the demon's selfishness, it was expected, in fact it was right that a powerful being should be disdainful of lesser beings. But Brant was wearing out under its tirades. It was worse that Daisy seemed to think he should be telling the demon what to do. If it wasn't offering great power what was the point of any of this?


Ugh, Daisy. That girl. The girl wasn't behaving correctly. She didn't cower, she didn't cry. She wasn't terrified or impressed, she mostly seemed to ignore him or ask for things reasonably. He could have hated her properly if she would whimper or show weakness or fear. He could have ruled her if she had shown respect. Instead she just...ignored him. Somehow even as her captor he still felt that he was beneath her.


And that benighted healer and wizard's apprentice. Stealing his notebook was a blow; his blood was in that book, his power had been in it. It had cost him an uncomfortable amount of blood to re-attract the demon without the rituals. They started messing with the book as well, he could feel it, feel his energy being disrupted and sucked away.


The first illusion should have been enough. Brant had studied geology, had spent time out in this canyon to learn  how rock felt, how it looked, even how it smelled. Then that wizard had disrupted it and shown them a way. Why would that happen? What had he done wrong to let the wizard thwart him like that?


But Brant was resilient. The second illusion he created for Kaelyn was perfect. It posed no threat, gave no surface for her to attack or concentrate on. It was simple, and designed to keep her ever moving outward, not closer. It had cost him, but it should have worked. Then that priest walked through it, he felt that, every time one of Brant's illusions was pierced by Kaelyn he felt it in his stomach.


All of this built up to a huge sense of being slighted, of being wronged.


But it didn't cover the fact that, in his core, he knew he was still wrong. Daisy had done nothing to him. Nothing for him, either, she never loved him or noticed him, even when he had been so kind to her in the store. But part of him had to admit that none of this was worthy of death, and he was wrong. He hated that, hated her for being unfailingly right, for being blameless in this situation. He could have hated her so much more, so much more freely if she would just give him a reason, a sign of weakness or a sign of her own hatred or anger.


The point of demon worship is to be wrong, of course. Brant was actively trying to be evil and wrong and bad, but some part of him suspected it was all an act. He wanted to be noticed, and was settling for notoriety. He suspected that instead of being fierce and well known and evil he was meant to be quietly, unassumingly good. And that dissonance between being good and bad was driving him to be worse. Daisy might be harmless, but Kaelyn had been actively thwarting him, and that made her an enemy. He could direct all his hatred to her.


At this moment he didn't need a demon, but he did need power. This spell he remembered at least. his finger was still bleeding and that was good enough. A few words muttered between clenched teeth and his hand ignited, dripping flame now instead of blood.


They told you that you could make your hand burn and not be burned. What the demons didn't tell you is that you still felt the flame the entire time.


There were voices coming the other way, and in that moment Brant's rage froze into something useful.


”...without the Divine there is no nature, so your art must be considered a subsidiary of the Divine's art,” Ellis was saying.


“I have never argued that we can do our work without the Divine...” Kaelyn said and then they stopped, Brant saw the fear in their eyes. Finally. This was the right response. Fear and defiance. They knew he was powerful and acknowledged that he was a threat. But they still underestimated him. The fire falling from his fist re-formed, and an imp, a small lesser demon, all teeth and claws and flame and rage, stood by his foot.


“That one is a priest of the Divine,” Brant snarled, pointing to Ellis. “Attack.”


The imp growled and ran to Ellis, fangs flashing. It leaped and bit Ellis' arm which he had quickly raised in defense. Ellis grunted and growled in pain, swinging his arm to dislodge the imp. He spun around, slamming the imp into the wall. Ellis grunted in pain. The imp squeaked and disappeared in a final burst of fire.


Ellis' arm was streaming blood, and by the angle was broken after that final strike against the wall. He was sweating and holding it, his breath coming quickly. Kaelyn turned her back on Brant and opened her satchel to start helping Ellis, “Healer first,” she said under her breath.


It was the wrong move entirely. Brant had worked so hard to show her how powerful he was and she instantly forgot him to help this milksop priest. He too two steps and grabbed her hair, pulling her head backward and pressing his knife against her throat.


“Enough! Leave the fool to bleed out if he must. You come to find your friend, did you not? Very well, I'll take you to see her. One. Last. Time. The sun is nearly down. It's time. Come healer. Come see how Daisy dies.”


#Chapter



Mason Does his Job


Mason was normally very good at waiting. he had a steady patience that made him a good wizard. He could spend hours distilling just a few drops of a tincture and not get impatient or wander off or ruin it by multi-tasking.


But this waiting felt pointless. He had dimmed the room so that the spark would be bright and visible when Kaelyn triggered it. he straightened the workbench, made sure he had all his materials at hand. he swept. He cleaned the glassware. He fretted, in a word. this was taking far too long, he was sure of it.

he set a large tome next to the glass of the spark and forced himself to study the reactions required to synthesize the essence of ice from chilled water. Mason was good with fire and air but earth and water had thus far baffled him. Finally, finally the spark lit up.


Mason, had he been anyone else, would have thrown the book from the table. Instead he closed it and moved to the protected bench, and began the spell.


Back-channeling Brant's energy through his blood was not in Mason's wheelhouse; it wasn't even entirely the right kind of magic. Kaelyn had designed part of the spell, and it was far too... organic for his tastes. Plants and words instead of simple inscriptions and incantations. Still, the moment he completed her chant the sigils around the book began to glow. It was working.


He was dimly aware that Sonja had entered behind him, but he had to focus, his will, his attention was somehow part of the spell.


The letters on the page were glowing softly now as well. Mason cut the page free, so that if this page burst into flame the book would still be a source for him to use.


there was a conversation going on behind Mason's back, so his Magister wasn't alone. He didn't know who else was there, couldn't stop to find out, the power was fighting back. He couldn't explain it, but he could feel the spell writhing, twisting in his mind. Heat was pouring upwards from the sigils.


Suddenly he felt two hands on his shoulders, one small and the other much larger. And he heard Sonja say “Well done. Now move. We will take this part.”


Colm and Sonja were standing behind him, their faces lit by the hideous brightness coming off of the book. Their expressions were...complex. Neither was exactly smiling, but this seemed to be something they were expecting, something they knew was coming. He felt suddenly very young and small. Colm nodded at him and Mason stood.


Mason stepped back and Colm and Sonja stepped forward, inner arms locked, outer hands on the table, intertwining their power. Mason looked around and saw Colm's wife standing there, a curious look on her face.


She caught Mason's look and half-smiled, although her worry was still evident. “Mama, I mean, Missus Marion...what am I supposed to do now? Can I help them?”


Marion laughed quietly, stepped forward, and hugged Mason. She was shorter than Kaelyn even, her head resting comfortably and comfortingly on his chest.  She stepped back and looked up into his eyes.


 “You can call me Mama, Mason dear. And no, I think you have done quite well here, now it's time for them to do their part. But perhaps you can help Kaelyn?”


She hadn't expected him to resist much, but he instantly latched onto that idea. “Of course,” he said and started gathering a few things into an already-well-prepared rucksack. Within minutes he was out the door.


Marion watched him go, then turned to her husband and oldest friend, and stepped toward them, gently took their hands in hers, just like last time, just like always.


“Is the boy worth this?” Sonja asked, her eyes intent on the book, bending her skill and art to keep it from burning.


“Every person deserves at least this much, Sonja.”


“We haven't trained them well enough.”


“I know. Nobody trained us either. But we made it through.”


Sonja just grunted. Colm had stayed silent. He knew his part and was doing it as best he could. There was little room for error and he was focused.


Marion bent her focus toward the book in front of them, and through it, to the hurt, angry, injured boy who had written it. While her friends pulled his energy toward the book, she sent hers along that same channel, reaching out to his heart.


She only hoped they were in time.


#Chapter



Confrontation.


Knife at her throat, Brant pushed Kaelyn down the corridor into the room where he had held Daisy all this tiem. The all-too-familiar red mist swirled over the entrance to Daisy's cell, blood magic showing off.


“how much blood have you lost?” Kaelyn asked


“Shut up! What is wrong with you healers that you keep asking questions like that even when I have you captive?”


“professional curiosity, I guess?” Daisy said. Brant looked up. Daisy was sitting on the altar, hands on the surface next to her hips, ankles crossed and swinging her legs a little.

“Daisy!” Kaelyn screamed, delight, stress, fear, relief all fighting for control over her tone.


“Hi there Kay. Thanks for the bedding.” Daisy said.


Kaelyn didn't answer. Brant pressed the tip of his knife against her throat, hard enough that she was sure he drew blood. Irrelevantly she thought about how often he cleaned that knife and figured it was nowhere near often enough.


“Will the two of you shut up? Why? Why can't you just do what you are supposed to do? Why do you both act like I'm not even here?” Brant was sobbing now.


“I am doing what you want me to do, Brant. I'm on your altar, see?” Daisy said. She laid back, spread her arms wide. “This is what you wanted, right? This is the moment you've been dreaming about this entire time, right? Sacrificing an unwed maiden to your demon. Although I gotta say, Brant, the symbolism is a little heavy handed.”


Kaelyn felt the Brant's grip on  her arm loosen. The knife moved away from her throat and Brant left her, to approach the altar. She felt her neck, there was a drop of blood there.


The cave darkened and the torches turned red. A chant, low and gutteral, started, echoing throughout he cavern, but coming from nowhere. Next to the altar a shadow started to form, darkness swirling like a fog, but coalescing, solidifying. Soon Brant's chosen demon was standing at the head of the altar.


Brant stumbled closer, his eyes bleary and unfocused, his smile growing. “Yes. YES. Finally you see that you must submit to me! For all your honor and beauty I am still destined and designed to rule over you, to spend your life for my satisfaction...” The words falling into a cadence that was all too familiar to Daisy. Shadowy bands appeared around Daisy's wrists and waist. It appeared the demon wasn't taking chances with her this time.


“The time approaches, fool, spill out her life blood on this altar that I may feast on her soul—”


“You mean Brant's soul. Brant, my son, if you kill her it will be your soul that feeds this demon, you will be his toy, not her.”


Ellis stood in the doorway, left arm inexpertly bound up with bandages from Kaelyn's satchel and held in place with his own cloak, tied.


“You? WHY? I dealt with you!” Brant screamed, shaking with rage. The knife in his hand quivering.


“Why are you talking to that injured coward, worm? Your great duty is at hand! Spill the maiden's blood, free me!”


“Her blood can't free a demon, Brant. Do you really think killing her will send her soul to the Chaotic realm? All you can accomplish by killing her is ensuring your own fate.”


“He lies!” the demon roared.


“Which of us is known for lying?” Ellis asked.


“SHUT UP. Everyone! This is my cave, my altar, my ceremony! Why? Why can't any of you, ANY of you, do what you were meant to do?” Brant slumped back against the wall, the demon started to fade a little, his voice getting quieter as he started yelling.


“Arise, worm! You disgusting little insignificant fool. She is here, she is live, she is on your altar, KILL HER!” the demon yelled. But Brant didn't seem to notice. His head ached, his body was wracked with chills and fever, he felt like he was being torn in half.


Daisy sat down next to him and put her arm around him.


“Daisy? How—” Kaelyn began but Daisy motioned to her to be quiet.


“Brant, I'm sorry that you hard to go through this. I think you know that I'll never love you that way, I'll never feel romantic about you. But you should also know that I do care about you, oddly enough. That demon doesn't, though. You know it doesn't, don't you? It can't. It can't give, can't create, can't care or love.”


Brant nodded and then looked up. for some reason this latest affront to his plan seemed to fit; all the nightmarish pieces coming together, his great conquest falling apart without reason or order...even in his half-crazed state Brant realized the irony of that thought, the idiocy of wanting his chaotic plan to be orderly.


“I've...I've gone too far, though. If I go back to town, if I give up now, the consequences will be too terrible.”


“Worse than an eternity in thrall to a demon?” Ellis asked. Brant looked at him blankly. “Your thralldom doesn't wait until you die, either, and you know that as well. Any promise of power that thing has given you is a lie.”


“What would a priest know of demonic power? What would that insignificant toady know of real might? He has spent his life groveling before the Divine for even the smallest shred of proof, or even any slight evidence that the Divine cares at all. I am offering you unlimited power, for the price of one life, and that not even your own. You know they seek to bind you by the rules of order, to reduce you to another insect, another sheep to be shorn and slaughtered.” The demon said, voice still fading.


“Everything that thing says is upside down; it's a mirror image of reality,” Ellis began and Brant arose, growling.


“I told you to SHUT UP,” Brant screamed and punched Ellis in the mouth. Ellis took a step backwards, hit his head on the wall and slumped down.


“My whole life people like you have been preaching to me! Telling me what to do, what to think, how to behave, how to be good.” Brant kicked Ellis hard in the ribs.


“And what has it gotten me? Ignored, passed over, forgotten! Even now, especially now, what will happen if I listen to you? I'll be locked up, sentenced, punished for my crimes.”


“For a time,” Ellis said, lip bleeding. “But then your punishment will end. If you listen to a demon, if you obey that thing,, if you kill anyone, you'll get no such promise. There will be no end.”


“Enough. I've made my choice. Where is that girl—” Brant turned but Daisy was no longer beside him. Brant looked to the altar.


“No, Daisy doesn't die today,” Kaelyn said. Brant looked up. Kaelyn was sitting on his altar, his knife in her hand, pressed against her own throat.


“Someone told me that the intention of the act changes the act. You brought Daisy here to use her blood on this altar to bind your soul to a demon. I came here to save Daisy. Ellis came here to save you, it seems. Very well. If I give my own blood, freely, by my own hand, Daisy will be free, and so, I think, will you, Brant. I can sanctify this altar, and nullify the demon's grasp on it, and you.”


“Kaelyn, that's noble, but I can't recommend or even condone suicide—” Ellis said, trying to rise again with only his good arm.


“I didn't ask you to, Ellis.” Kaelyn said. Something about Daisy, something about this whole scene was affecting her. She felt, more than ever before, that her duty was do help and heal others, regardless of who they are, regardless of the cost to herself.


“Healer first,” she said quietly and pressed the knife deeper. Blood ran down her neck and she leaned forward, letting it fall onto the wood of the altar. Her blood steamed on the wood, the demon screamed. The red tinge faded from the torchlight, and the demon's shadowy presence seemed more insubstantial than ever.


 Brant also screamed, and it felt to him like his blood was on fire, but not like it had been before; something else, something from outside was in his veins, and it hurt, but wasn't hurting him.


“No, Kaelyn, enough blood has been spilt.” Daisy said and gently took the knife from Kaelyn. Daisy opened her satchel and pressed an herb infused pad of gauze to Kaelyn's neck and said “hold this here until the bleeding stops, miss.”


Daisy dropped the knife to the floor where it embedded itself blade down in the rock. She walked up to the demon. “I thought I told you I don't want to see you here again.”  She passed her hand through the middle of its shadowy form and it split like a steam cloud, fraying and evaporating at the edges.


“And what about me? What are you going to do with me?” Brant asked. Whatever had been happening to his blood had stopped. He felt shaky and weak, but no longer felt like his mind was divided. “Are you going to cut me in half as well?”


Ellis spoke first. “I'm going to forgive you. For your offenses against me, at any rate. You have been in pain, you have been deceived, and I forgive you for attacking me.”


Kaelyn looked disgusted for a moment, but the effect on Brant was surprising. “Wha...really?” Ellis just nodded and winced, for Daisy was now tending to his arm.


“For my part, I hold no malice against you any more, Brant. But you have done wrong, and there is a cost,” Daisy said, carefully cutting away what was left of Ellis' sleeve. “I think you will spend some time repaying your wrongs, Brant, but you will be the better for it. The demon is gone; it cannot come back. Your blood, I think, is freed now from its possession.”


Brant looked down and closed his eyes. Tehre was more peace inside him now, he felt exhausted but whole. “How? How did you do that? What did you...”


“It wasn't me, Brant.”


“It was Mason,” Kaelyn said, realizing that his work had continued beyond opening the door.


“Kaelyn? Are you there?” Mason's voice came echoing down the tunnel. “I see the spell worked, the door is open, that's—-what happened to you?!?” Mason yelled and rushed to Kaelyn.


“I'm fine, I'm fine, just a little cut,” Kaelyn said, but didn't stop Mason from making a bit of a fuss about her, inspecting the wound and holding her head in his strong hands.


“Odd way to describe an attempted suicide,” Ellis said quietly and Daisy shushed him. “She'll tell him that story in her own time.”


After a long while, when Mason was convinced Kaelyn was all right and Daisy had finished tending to Ellis, Daisy turned to Mason and said. “I assume you have some rope in that pack of yours?” Mason nodded. Daisy turned to Brant. “I'm sorry about this, but it's required. Mason, tie him up and deliver Brant to the Mayor. He kidnapped me and practiced demon magic. These crimes are to be judged by the laws of the land.” Then she knelt and said to Brant. “But for my part, though I will be the main witness against you, yet will I sue for mercy.”


#Chapter



Epilogue


Note: Seriously folks. First draft here. Also, since I've run out of story before hitting 50,000 words, expect some, ah, interesting stuff for the next few days. Backfills, backstory, maybe even weirder stuff as I explore this story in a fun way before I start into revisions.



Tired as they all were, the group decided that they would take Brant directly tho the mayor, and all together, instead of just sending Mason with him.

But Kaelyn had a stop to make along the way and wouldn't be dissuaded. “healer First” she said as she took Ellis to Colm's cottage and tended to his arm the right way. Once the bone was properly set, the skin covered over with numbing salves and carefully sewn, (a process that neither Mason nor Brant could watch, to Kaelyn's secret amusement and Daisy's not-as-secret amusement), and the joints stiffened with spells and willow rods, then Kaelyn agreed to keep heading to town.


Their arrival in the town square was the subject of conversation and story for many years. They made quite a sight; Kaelyn and Ellis bloodied, Brant tied and Daisy dirty but radiant. Mason was there too (look, this is a first draft.).


They went directly to the Mayor's house, and didn't need to be announced; the crowd had preceded them. Daisy stepped forward and curtsied, and said, “Lord Mayor, Brant kidnapped me, but I have been freed. We remand him to your custody.” And she untied Brant's wrists. The crowd shied back like she was releasing a wild wolf. Brant stepped forward, hesitantly and haltingly said, “I will submit quietly. Just tell me where to go. “


Strand didn't have a jail; they hadn't ever really needed one, but one of the ships in th harbor had a brig, and Brant was escorted to the ship, and quietly locked up.


But the crowd didn't disperse, Daisy looked like a queen who had been in hiding; the dirt and fatigue on her face only accentuated the radiance underneath.  It wasn't fair, Kaelyn thought. Daisy, catching her eye, said, “you have your own admirers as well, Kay,” but she said it without sound, which caught Kaelyn by surprise.


“Hey, if we can share a blanket, we can share thoughts,” Daisy said and smiled. (I will probably cut this telepathy thing).


Kaelyn looked around, and had to admit that Daisy had a point. A number of the younger children were looking at her, wide eyed. Daisy had been rescued, but the blood on Kaelyn spoke of her deeds, her sacrifice, and even without hearing the story it was obvious that Kaelyn had been a rescuer not a rescued.


Ellis spoke to the mayor quietly. “We are all very tied, and injured, and need to recover a bit. But when we have washed up and rested we will talk to you about Brant,” He said. The Mayor nodded. he was a good man, genuinely committed to running Strand as fairly as possible, but this was far outside of the occasional drunken brawl that was the extent of Strand's usual lawlessness.


the quartet headed west in a crowd of respectful but very interested followers, mostly younger people, but a few adults with nothing much else to do. They mostly walked in silence, Except for Daisy who kept assuring people that she was fine.


They got to the long road that reached from the church on the hill on the north to Sonja's workshop in a glade to the south. Ellis looked at the other three and said, “well, this is where we part, I think,” but Mason stepped forward. “Ellis, won't you join us? Im sure my Magister would love to hear your part of this story, and Colm should know who guided Kaelyn.”


Ellis looked up at the taller apprentice and said. “Well...of course, if you think it would be appropriate for me to to come with you. “


Daisy smiled and nodded. “Of course!”


Sonja's workshop doors were open and there was a large table spread with food on the lawn. Six chairs sat in a circle around a metal fire pit, and as they approached Colm, Marion, and Sonja emerged, each carrying a few more dishes for the feast.


Marion saw them approached and squealed. She quickly set her pan down on the table and ran to Daisy, already sobbing as she fell into the younger girl's arms. Kaelyn was going to go report to Colm, but Marion pulled her into the hug as well, and held her close for a long tme.


Mason and Ellis approached the Master Healer and Magister Wizard. There was a moment of tense evaluation as Colm, Sonja, and Ellis eyed one another, not sure how this was going to break.


Mason spoke first. “We have freed Daisy from Brant and Brand from a demon. We couldn't have done it without Priest Ellis.”


Sonja looked at the younger priest, observed his injured and repaired arm and nodded. Then she looked over Mason and took his hand in hers. “Blood. Not yours. Not Brant's. We know his blood all too well.”


“Kaelyn's.” Mason said. Sonja nodded. “She seems to have recovered.”


Colm stepped closer to Ellis and said, “Thank you for taking care of Kaelyn.”


Ellis said “she has spent at least as much time taking care of me.” And ellis looked down at his injured arm. “May I?” Ellis nodded and Colm carefully inspected the injuries and the work Kaelyn had done. “Does it hurt?” He asked.


“It's...it doesn't feel great.”


Colm nodded and said. “There are certain preparations that The Divine has created to help with such injuries. With your permission, I could reduce the pain a bit more than even Kaelyn's already excellent ministrations.”


Ellis smiled. “Who am I to say no to the ministrations of the Divine?”


About this tme Marion and Daisy finally separated and Marion said, “There is enough for everyone, please, friends, come, eat.” to the crowd.


then Sonja, Marion, and Colm led Daisy, Kaelyn, Ellis, and Mason to come chairs, and served them each a plate of their favorites. And then the masters sat and let the four tell their story.


The sun went down and the wizards called forth lights above the crowd, many of them now seated on the grass to listen. Colm mended the fire periodically to keep them all warm. Marion went into Sonja's house to bring blankets out for those who were seated on the grass.


Daisy told her part of the story, Kaelyn interleaved her part, Mason said very little but sat close to Kaelyn. Ellis seemed content to answer questions when they were put to him directly, indeed an odd reticence seemed to have come over the normally loquacious priest.


When the moon was seeking its bed The story wrapped up, and Colm said, “you have all done well, far better, indeed, than we had any reason to expect. And now, I suspect you are exhausted. I know I am. Not as young as I once was.” And he took Marion's hand, and with the two other healers made ready to leave.


“Kaylyn...Kay,” Mason said as she picked up her satchel.


“Oh! Yes, Mason?”


“I just wanted you to know that...no matter what, and whenever, if you need me, or need help...I'm...I'll always be there for you.”


“Mason, that's...that's very comforting,” Kaelyn began, and realized that tiptoeing around like this was too tiring by half. Instead she leaned her head on his chest and wrapped her arms around him. he froze for a second, then put his arms around her as well, and stroked her hair.


And then there was another hand on Kaelyn's back. She pulled her head away from Mason's chest to see Daisy, eyes sparkling, face lit up in a smile. “Let's go home, Kay.” Kaelyn held Mason for a second more and said “all right.”


That night, for the first night in weeks, Kaelyn slept warm, under Daisy's comforter. Daisy said she had grown fond of the other one, so they traded.





A week later, a small group was gathered in the mayor's office. Brant sat in plain, un-dyed linen, alone in the middle fo the room. The mayor had heard the entire story, indeed it seemed all he heard was variants on the story. now he sat behind his desk, his eyes on Brant. Behind the mayor sat Colm and Sonja. To their sides Daisy, Kaelyn, Ellis, and Mason.


the mayor questioned Brant briefly, to see if there were any major discrepancies between the tale Brant told and the one he head heard already. Finally he asked. “What then shall we do? Kidnapping, demon magic, murder, these are charges and crimes beyond my wit to adjudicate. What wisdom do our sages, healers, and priests have to share?


Daisy stood. “If I may? Lord Mayor, Brant has broken the law, this is not contested, and he has admitted to and confessed his wrongs. the judgments for his actions have to fall to you, but I must ask for mercy on  his behalf. I don't mean that he should be immediately returned to his former life, that would not be mercy. Instead I ask that whatever course you pursue, it be done with Brant's well being in mind. We went to great effort to bring him back from that demon.”


The mayor smiled, “Master Colm told me you would say something like that. Very well. We will consider mercy. Sonja, Colm, will you stay here? Everyone else, please wait in the dining room across the hall.”


The five young people dutifully tramped across the hall. “Thank you, Daisy,” Brant said, unable to make eye contact. Daisy said “of course.”


Brant sat at one end of the table, Mason and Kaelyn sat at the other. Daisy joined them. Ellis looked at the table and at across from Brant.


“Why did she ask them to take it easy on me? I was going to...I told her, over and over, that I was going to kill her.” Brant said, eyes drilling into Ellis'.


“She's practicing mercy, it seems. It's a valuable quality.” Ellis leaned back. “Brant, if I can ask you, what do you want, now?”


Brant shrugged. “I don't know. Does it matter? I'm going to jail. “


“I don't think you are, and it does matter. What would you do if you had the freedom to do anything at all?”


“I'd...I think I'd like to learn an art. Druidic perhaps, or arcane.”


“have you considered the priesthood?” Ellis asked and Brant chuckled quickly. “Why would I? I'm the opposite of the priesthood, I'm...I'm your enemy.”


“Brant, you have intense faith, and dedication, and devotion. I'm not saying it wouldn't be a long road, but if you are considering an art, come talk to me as well.”


Daisy came down to their end of the table and sat next to Ellis. “Brant, you need to know something. I don't hate you, none of us do. You made a mistake that got out of hand; that happens. Whatever happens, those of us in this room have shared something intense, far more intense than anyone else can know. We're all part of something together. Including you, Brant. When your debt is repaid, I hope you come and find all of us, not just Ellis.”


And his sentence was this:


Brant was to leave Strand for five years, but not alone, not as an exile. he was to be a servant in the house of the mayor's brother, many hundreds of miles south along the coast. At the end fo five years, if he had proven his reform and desired to do so, he would be allowed to return to Strand, but not before.





A week after Brant left on a merchantman heading south, There was another departure.


Colm held out a silver scythe to Daisy, and named her Sojourner. Marion dressed her in a long gray cloak, and Daisy said, “oh, dove gray!” making her the first apprentice to figure that out, until she laughed and admitted that Kaelyn had told her.


Kaelyn was wearing her much-stained and carefully cleaned Sojourner's cloak, tears on her cheeks as Daisy accepted her Sojourn. There was a village to the north, deep in a logging valley, that needed a healer. Colm described the post, explaining with all gravity that there were many loggers who got injured while in the line of duty, and the cures from the fey and the druids were too expensive.


“Master Colm! You're sending her to my hometown? Kaelyn said and laughed even through her tears.


“Well, I was going to assign you another sojourn, to Coombe, but Daisy heard me discussing it with Mama and told me to switch them. then she said 'I fixed it!' and walked out. So I guess you will have to stay on here, in Strand, Sojourner Kaelyn.”


“Well, until a certain wizard makes Sojourner. Then she might make a journey with him.”


Kaelyn smiled, laughed indignantly, cried and then gave up and just hugged Daisy.


“Don't let Mason turn you into a wizard,” Daisy said.


“Never,” Kaelyn said. “Whatever else happens, I'm a healer first.”


#Chapter



Unplaced/Behind the Scenes: Twenty Five Years Earlier


Note: Please enjoy this sneak peek at the past. A past that really only got fleshed out this morning. And will probably be decidedly more interesting in the second draft.



Sonja looked up from the table where she had been working as Colm came in. His sandy hair was ruffled by the wind, and his expression dark.


“Any luck?” she asked. He sat down heavily on a chair and scowled. “What do you think? That foolish priest thinks we're making the whole thing up. He says that any reports of blood magic being practiced are just superstitious nonsense, that there's no source of power besides the Divine.”

“Why we make it up?” Sonja asked. Her accent seemed to get thicker and she forgot more words when she was under greater duress. Colm shook his head. “It's just his way of saying we're idiot kids who should sit down and do what we're told.”


“If my magister tells me to sit, I sit. But she told me to seek, so I seek.” Sonja said.


Colm nodded. “Likewise. But Priest Aaron thinks that just because he's older than us—by three years, Aaron—and because he's a full priest already, he's smarter than us. So no, he's not going to help.”


Sonja was reading a large tome, bound in leather and wood, and gathering various items based on the list she read. She and Colm were sitting in a moderately low-population corner of the workshop  that she shared with four other apprentices. Colm watched her weave between them, collecting a coil of copper wire here, a charged crystal there, a yew wand, and a...contraption. He had no idea what it was or did. Finally she returned to the workbench and started assembling all of these pieces based on the book.


“How do you find anything in here?” He asked. The workshop was crowded and busy, but never noisy, per se. Sonja's Magister believed in efficiency and hard work, and wasn't overly fond of high spirited fun on the job. She did seem to have a soft spot for Colm, thankfully, perhaps because he was quiet, hard working in his own art, and was one of the few people outside of the workshop who called her 'magister.'


“How long have you known Marion?” Sonja asked.


“Since we were children, really. We both grew up in the shepherd's valley near Strand. The harbor wasn't there yet, so it was really just us locals at the time. We didn't have a wizard here, although the druids would send traders to us a few times a year.”


Sonja's face revealed what she thought about druids.


“Don't be like that, Sonja. Druids are quite powerful in their own right.”


“They talk to trees and expect them to answer,” Sonja said, wrapping the copper wire carefully around the crystal.


“Maybe they do answer, and you and I just don't know how to listen.” Colm said. Sonja shook her head. She was too busy to argue.


“Anyway, Marion's mother was a druid, or half-druid, or something. Grew up in an enclave, anyway, and wanted to get out. She married a shepherd, least magical person she could find. Although she always said it was like magic, the way he knew each sheep and could tell the dogs what to do, almost without saying a thing. I liked her mom, she was warm and loved to bake.” Colm smiled.


“Marion says she's learning her mother's recipes, which is hard because her mom only wrote down the parts she thought she'd forget. So her recipe for bread just says, 'let sit on the north wall, only in the afternoon' and nothing about, you know, which ingredients should be in the bread.”


Sonja looked up, head to one side. “Recipe as an aid to memory, instead of a teaching tool. Marion's mother was a master, not a magister.”


“I suppose you're right.”


Sonja nodded again, her dark hair falling over her eyes. In some ways Sonja looked like Marion, especially when they were studying. They both got that intense expression, entire face soft and passive except for their quickly moving eyes. Or perhaps Colm was just missing Marion and was glad to have Sonja there as a friend.


“What about you, Sonja? Is there someone special back home?”


“Ha! No. Not really for me. They think that my desire to study magic is scary, too much power for one person. My family fishes. All the families in my village fish. Nobody reads, nobody casts spells, nobody studies. My father saw I wanted something different, learned pearl diving so I could afford to travel, find a different life.”


“Your father harvests pearls?” Colm said. Sonja nodded and reached into a small pouch on her belt, and pulled out a black pearl, larger than any Colm had ever seen.


“Gave me this when I left. Largest black pearl he's ever found. Told me it's only to buy my passage home, if I need passage home. Otherwise it's a reminder of him and my family. I will go home, but I won't trade this pearl to do so.”


“Sonja, that's beautiful.” Colm said. Sonja nodded.


She fastened the copper wire to the...contraption...and let the crystal hang freely below it. She then sketched out some runes around the edges of the...contraption...and sat back with satisfaction as the crystal began to glow softly.


“Glad this works. Takes weeks to charge these crystals, and wasting a charge always feels terrible,” Sonja said. The crystal started to move gently in circles, then in a long oval, then the oval collapsed slowly into a line, swinging back and forth along a single axis. On one end of the axis the glow in the crystal changed from the deep purple that Colm thought of as “arcane color” to a light, sky blue.


“Okay, Dove, we have your direction!” Sonja said.


“I asked you not to call me that!” Colm objected.


“Why not? It's your name, but in normal words.”


“I know but it sounds so...soft.” Colm replied.


“You're a healer. You're supposed to be soft.” Sonja said.



Background: Kaelyn's First Day


Hey, why not fill in some background while we're filling in words?



The wagon ride from Coombe to Strand had been an education. Kaelyn had been outside of Coombe before, she wasn't totally sheltered, but she'd never ridden in an enclosed coach before. She had tried to look totally in control and mature—and had done moderately well. Of course, Kaelyn had spent her entire life being told that she was a “mature” and “serious” girl, and it had sunk in. But even a very serious child like Kaelyn would be excited by the ever-changing landscape as they came down out of the forest valley into the comparatively broad fields below. At each stop Kaelyn had jumped out of the coach to inspect the trees, the grasses and herbs, to take in the view.

Nobody else riding in the coach could share her interest in plants and wildlife, but there was a blacksmith who, when he heard that she was traveling to start her apprenticeship was happy to talk to her about professional life. He reminisced about his own days as an apprentice, and some of his best (and worst) apprentices he had trained in his forge.


At last, nervous, excited, and trying to remember the good advice the smith had given her, Kaelyn stepped out of the coach in Strand town square.


She looked around, realizing that “Strand” wasn't really an address, and she didn't know where this “Master Colm” lived, or even what they looked like. Fortunately she didn't have to wait long.


“Hello dear, are you Colm's new apprentice? Oh good. Come wait out of the sun, child. The other apprentice arrived a little while ago, and Mama took her back to the cottage, and asked me to watch out for you,” said a cheerful, round-faced lady who came bustling out of the bakery when the coach left.


“Oh, thank you, missus. I'm Kaelyn, and yes, I'm here to study with Master Colm. I didn't know he had another apprentice, though.”


“Oh, he often does. Colm seems to think that young people feel more at home in pairs or trios, instead of being the only young blood with just him and Mama.”


“His wife is named...Mama?”


“Ha! No, of course not, dearie, but all of Colm's apprentices call her that, and the name has spread a little bit. She's a kind lady, and you're lucky to be in her house while you're a 'prentice. I'm sure she'll be here soon. In the meantime, dear, would you like a little something to eat? I'm sure it was a long trip, you must be hungry.”


“Oh, that's a good idea...I don't have much money...” Kaelyn began, digging into her satchel.


“Well, that's no problem dear! On the house of course; Wouldn't want Marion to find out I charged one of her apprentices for food straight off the coach...”


Kaelyn was grateful to be in the warm and safe bakery but the words and ideas were coming fast. Still, a free bread roll and cheese was always welcome, and they were both quite good. As she was finishing up the door opened and the baker said, “ah, Marion, there you are! Your little sheep arrived, and we've been having a nice little talk,”


Kaelyn looked at “Mama” for the first time. She was roughly sixty, with gray-green eyes that sparkled, and crinkled around the edges as she smiled, suggesting that she smiled often.


“Kaelyn? Oh I'm so glad you are here and safe! I wanted to greet you in person as soon as your coach arrived, but the other apprentice got here a couple hours ago and I wanted to give her time to get settled in. I'm Marion, Colm's wife, but you can call me Mama.”


Kaelyn stood and reached out for “Mama's” hand, but instead was gathered into a warm hug. “No need to be so formal, at least not with me. Let's get you up to the cottage so you can wash up and then we'll have a nice dinner tonight, let you girls get settled in, then Colm can start your training tomorrow.”


“That sounds great...Mama.” Kaelyn said.


Mama was roughly six inches shorter than Kaelyn, but lithe and strong, and astonishingly energetic. Yet she also seemed to understand and respect the need for quiet that had so distanced Kaelyn from others in the past. When Kaelyn spoke, Mama listened attentively; when Kaelyn stopped speaking, Mama didn't immediately jump in to fill the silence. Kaelyn found herself relaxing during the short walk to the cottage.


“So the other apprentice is...another girl?”


“Oh, yes, Daisy! She seems to be a sweet girl, much like you, really like most young healers. I'm glad we train healers here, my own kids were much less well behaved! But they're all moved out now. Anyway I hope you two will get along well.”


Kaelyn noticed a few things; Mama said 'hope' not 'know'; she's been through this before, but she didn't seem to have any actual reservations about this “Daisy” that was suddenly going to be a constant part of Kaelyn's life.


Kaelyn had grown up with only brothers. While she had girl friends, of course, she was also accustomed to having her own space, and wondered if she would be sharing a bedroom with this other apprentice.


They reached the cottage as the sun was just heading for the horizon, the sky turning golden but still bright; in the summer it would be up for a while yet. The cottage stood back from the main road a good way, deep in the forest that marched up into the foothills beyond. There were trees that Kaelyn recognized and others she didn't, but she could smell the resins and the pollen and it felt like home.


The cottage was larger than the name implies, and had clearly been built over the generations. The original cottage was a low, round structure, onto which a large, two-story rectangular house had been added on one side, and a one story workshop on the other. The house part had two large windows, looking out over the front walk towards Strand. Mama pointed at one of the windows on the second floor and said “that'll be your bedroom while you're here with us. The ground floor is ours. Daisy's room is on the other side.”


And she led Kaelyn around back, through the kitchen door.


The original building was now all kitchen, the small, round cottage had a large oven, a cold pantry and a wizard-powered stove. A small table with four chair stood along one wall, but Kaelyn looked at the stone floor and suspected she could see where the old family table had stood.


Mama called out, “Colm? Daisy? I'm back, and I have Kaelyn with me!”


The door to the workshop opened and Colm came in. He was also in his early sixties, with white, thin hair, but a straight, tall posture. He wore a simple robe, with a cowl in a style that looked somewhat antiquated to Kaelyn's eyes, but seemed to fit his statue as a master healer.


He smiled and said, “welcome, Kaelyn. It's so good to meet the young woman that Davis told me 'is almost ready to take over his post'.” Kaelyn blushed, and wasn't sure what to say to that; she knew that the healer in her hometown had arranged this apprenticeship, and that she was going to be working with his former master, but she hadn't been privy to the letter that Master Davis had sent.


However, she was saved the work of coming up with a reply, because at that moment Daisy came out of the other door, the one that led to the bedrooms. Kaelyn's heart sank. Daisy was one of those girls. Tall, blond, shapely, tan, somehow both strong and feminine; she made Kaelyn look, well, less worth looking at. The only question was what kind of person Daisy was going to be.


“Oh, is this the other apprentice? Hi! I'm Daisy, It's so nice to meet you!” she said, her smile open and genuine. Kaelyn looked for any sense of mocking or any angle and didn't find it. That was better and worse. It meant that Daisy was going to be honestly friendly and it would be that much harder to resent her when Kaelyn felt like resenting her.


Kaelyn and Daisy made small talk as they carried Kaelyn's things up to her new bedroom. Daisy, Kaelyn was glad to find, wasn't a constant talker, although she was clearly happy to carry the conversation. But just below Daisy's voice, Kaelyn thought she heard Colm and Mama talking.


“I think they'll get a long like a house on fire,” Colm was saying, his voice kindly and wise.


“Perhaps, but they'll be some fireworks first.” Mama seemed to say.



Early Days: Visiting the sick


This needs to be in here somewhere. We need to see our healers actually be healers, and I'd like to start off young, so they aren't perfect at it.



The fireworks were long in coming, partially because it wasn't in Daisy's nature to be angry, and it wasn't in Kaelyn's to be vocally angry.

And also because Colm's house seemed to generate peace. Mama and Master had lived together for decades, and their relationship seemed to be almost entirely out of rough edges to sand off any more. Kaelyn had seen both good and bad marriages in Coombe and thought she knew the earmarks of each; thinking about such a thing at fourteen was part of why Davis had picked her as a healer, after all.


All the earmarks of a good marriage were in this one. They both said “I love you,” as easily as they breathed, something that Kaelyn's own father struggled with. To her memory she had heard him tell his mother he loved her maybe ten times, and he had said it to Kaelyn less than half that. Not that he wasn't loving; he was. He took care of things; he showed his love in his long, patient, hard work. He never raised his voice, he was gentle in remonstrations, but equally subdued in his praise. Words were hard for him, and it was obviously confusing for him to have a daughter that prized them so highly.


Mama and Colm spoke all the time. Every little thing was part of the conversation, every decision was discussed or at least mentioned.


And there were lots of little physical cues. Gentle pats on the back, a quick hug as they passed in the kitchen on the way to different activities. Disagreements may have happened, but it seemed they were reserved for times when the girls weren't in the room.


Daisy was adjusting to living with the quieter Kaelyn, and it hurt Kaelyn to see how hard it was for her. Daisy was an open book, always, and with everyone. Kaelyn wanted to be like that, but also didn't want to bore others with her life story. It took some adjusting to realize that when Daisy asked what you were thinking about she actually expected an answer. It took Daisy some adjusting to realize that Kaelyn didn't always want to be with someone else.


Okay, now to what this chapter is actually titled.





Visiting the Sick, for Real This Time.


Daisy and Kaelyn had been training with Colm for two weeks now, and were used to a  certain pattern. The four members of the household took turns cooking, now that Mama was moderately certain that the girls could cook. “It's nothing against you, ladies, but we've had some apprentices in here who were best not left alone in the kitchen,” She explained as she watched Kaelyn make bread.


But today was different. Colm had told them the day before that today they were going to actually do Healer work. This was a welcome announcement, until he explained that what he meant was not “we're going to do fancy magic,” what he meant was “we're going out to visit people.”


Kaelyn and Daisy were kind, strong, intelligent girls who understood that a large part of the healer's art was spending time around the sick. But this was still new. What if they did something wrong? What if someone was really sick?


Colm asked them each what they had in their satchels before they left. He hadn't given them specific instructions. Kaelyn said, “well, I brought bandages, willowfine, gauze that has been boiled and soaked in a numbing tincture, a few rags, dried anise and mint.” Colm nodded gravely and turned to Daisy.


“Let's see, I have bandages too, and some twisted gut thread and a needle, a cooling salve, and a curse net I made last night because I couldn't sleep.”


This too was met with a grave nod, no hint of the direction his thoughts were going behind his kindly face. “Very well, apprentices. Let us see what we need out there today. We have three people that I know need visited, and as we travel through Strand we will always find others in need. If we have time, we will stop in at the Fountain for lunch, but whatever else we do, whatever else we may be, remember that we are healers, first and foremost.” The girls nodded gravely and tried not to show excitement. The Fountain was where other young people might be! And a free lunch in town was always a treat.


But if they were going to get that lunch they were going to work for it. A shepherd from a nearby valley had been bitten by a snake—non-venomous, thankfully—but the wound was still troubling him and seemed to be infected. Kaelyn and Daisy knelt by their master and helped as he directed. Kaelyn would never have admitted it aloud, but this was the sort of thing that made her wonder about her choice of career. She could handle blood, or bones, or people with fevers or coughs, but flesh that was corrupted...


She looked over at Daisy and noted that she was also a little pale as they carefully cleaned away the diseased tissue and washed the suffering man's leg from the knee to the foot. Daisy looked up and caught Kaelyn's eye. Daisy made a slight face, one that spoke volumes. Her mouth stayed still, her eyes barely moved, but what her expression said was “I'm in over my head...” Kaelyn responded silently, her eyes widening a little and a tiny little nod. And somehow knowing they were together on this helped. Kaelyn's heart warmed toward her fellow apprentice, and she wondered if resenting Daisy was a good idea in the first place.


“Ladies, you did very well in there. I think his wound will clean up, if he can be convinced to change the dressing. Will you too check in with him tomorrow?” Colm said.


That look again. They held each other's eyes, and finally Kaelyn said, “Of course, Master Colm.”


Colm, walking a few steps ahead of them, smiled to himself. He didn't need to see their look. He'd seen it before.



Meet the Characters: Daisy and Kaelyn


[An announcer sits on stage, a single spotlight on him. To his left and right are two other people still in shadow. The stage is back lit with a soft blue glow. ]


Wayne: Hello, and welcome to “Meet the Characters”. Tonight we are going to be talking to Kaelyn and Daisy, of the still in-progress novel that is awkwardly called Exchange Magic at the moment. I'm Wayne Early, an obvious author stand-in from a previous #NaNoWriMo book, and your interviewer for the evening. Ladies, good evening.


[Spotlights come up, picking out the two women as they are named. The entire stage is then more naturally lit.]

Kaelyn: Good evening!


Daisy: Hello Wayne!


Wayne: So, first off, do either of you even have last names?


Daisy: Huh! Um, yeah, no, don't think so. We don't really use them in our society, I guess.


Kaelyn: Sometimes in my village people refer to one another as, say, Bob, John's Son, but usually that's just extraneous.


Wayne: So no last names, huh? Could this be because the author is kinda lazy and couldn't think up two names per character?


Daisy: [Laughing] I make a point of not mocking people who created me.


Kaelyn: While I can't pretend to know the mind of the author, I feel that there's a certain internal consistency to names in our world. It's generally a title followed by a personal name, and the title is omitted between good friends.


Wayne: Just saying he gave me four names is all. And I probably have yet another name.


Ann Nation: Dad, stop making this about you.


Wayne: Right, quite so. Apologies. So, back to you two. Daisy, how would you describe healing magic?


Daisy: We call it an art, and I think it's appropriate. We spend a lot of time learning the nature of things around us so that we can then use them to cure people who need our cures. But every person is different, and so is every plant if it comes to that. If healing were simple, you could just write it all down and anyone could create salves and tinctures. It'd be like cooking! But it requires more than that; you have to gauge what is needed in every situation individually.


Kaelyn: Yeah, that's why we tend to carry a lot of things in our satchels, and we each pack our own. A healer knows what she will want to use out there, what cures work best for her when she's out visiting. You can't prepare for every situation, but you can prepare in general.


Wayne: Kaelyn, how would you describe the differences between healing magic and wizard magic? The two seem to be able to work together.


Kaelyn: I think really any of the arts can work together, with one obvious exception. Ellis talked about healers who have become priests, healers and druids have a lot of overlap as well. It's all down to the principle of exchange, really. What you put into it is what you get out of it.


Wayne: Daisy, you seem to have found a way around the principle of exchange, more or less invalidating the premise of the novel. What can you tell us about that?


Daisy: Oh, I wouldn't say that, Wayne! I think I found the root of the principle of exchange. Like Kay said, the arts are compatible, if you have the understanding to practice more than one of them, or see how they fit together. I think there are a few, I don't know, potential sources of power in the universe? Like, order is a source, but it doesn't do anything until acted upon by a person.


Wayne: So what about science?


Kaelyn: ...


Daisy: ...


Kaelyn: You mean, like, Alchemy? I know the wizards sometimes study that.


Wayne: No, I mean, the study of natural principles, and the rules that order the universe.


Daisy: That's what we were just talking about.


Wayne: Okay, yes, kind of. But I'm talking about, like, physics. Observing how things move when they're not being acted upon by a person.


Daisy: Except...observing is acting on a thing.


Wayne: Okay, that's actually a good point. Let me give you an example. In our world we don't have magic. Instead of healers, we have doctors. They don't do spells, don't make curse nets, but they use medicine, which is a branch of science. Medicine is a general term for any of a number of chemicals which can be administered to help someone heal.


Kaelyn: O....kay, that sounds a lot like what we do.


Wayne: Yeah, bad example. Okay, here, Airplanes. We have things called airplanes. They are like...coaches, except they fly thousands of feet in the air, and can travel hundreds of miles an hour, and there's no magic involved. They're machines, made entirely according to natural principles. The wings of the airplane provide lift through the action of the air around the curve of the wing, regardless of the will of anyone in the airplane.


Daisy: Wow! So they fly themselves?


Wayne: [Sigh] yeah, some do, but most are flown by a pilot.


Kaelyn: No, Daisy, I see his point now; it's like ships, or pulleys. I don't really understand how a pulley makes things lighter, but someone does, and it clearly works, and a pulley works if you have a human pulling on it, or a donkey, or even...I guess a rock would work.


Wayne: Yes! Like ships or pulleys. A ship can be sailed regardless of the intent of the person sailing it.


Daisy: But they still have to know how sails work, how the wind blows, when to furl their sails or put on more sail... so it's really the same process. But I guess I see the point; you can sail a ship as a pirate or as an officer in the navy. But...doesn't that make it worse? Isn't it better if the exercise of power is tied to an adherence to the principles that govern that power?


Wayne: I'm not entirely comfortable with that question.


Kaelyn: [Laughs]


Daisy: Okay. Next topic!


Wayne: Very well. Kaelyn, how would you describe your relationship with Daisy?


Kaelyn: I love Daisy! But, we're very much like sisters.


Wayne: How is that a “but” conjunction?


Daisy: Do you have any sisters, Wayne?


Wayne: Ah, no.


Kaelyn: Well then you wouldn't really understand. I've had to grow a lot to really understand Daisy, And I know that she put a lot of work into meeting me in the middle, and understanding me as well. And we've fought from time to time, like sisters do. But at the end of the day we're still here for each other, always.


Wayne: Fine, good. Okay, Daisy, how would you describe your relationship with Mason?


Daisy: [Laughs] is there a simple word for “I look forward to being his more-or-less-sister-in-law”? But seriously, Mason is a nice boy, very serious and very kind, and I wholly approve of him and Kaelyn being...whatever they end up being. But he's possibly too serious for me as anything other than a more-or-less-in-law.


Wayne: Well, that about wraps up our time for this episode of Meet the Characters. tune in next time, assuming there ever is a next time. Maybe we'll talk to someone from a book I'm in.



A Fight


Colm stood up quickly from the table as loud voices came through the wall to the workshop.


“There's the fireworks,” Marion said and smiled. “Do you want to handle it or shall I?” she asked.


“I'm the Master Healer, I guess it's my job,” Colm said and stood with a great show of reluctance. in fact he'd been waiting for the two of them to break the ice a little more. Sometimes you have to hit the ice pretty hard to break it.

He put on his best “Master” face and entered slowly, unruffled. “Oh dear, ladies, is there something amiss?”


Daisy started first. “Master Colm, it's my preservation spell, and it doesn't matter what I preserve in it, right? You told us to choose a plant, and I did! I've been watching it, and it's ready for the ritual tonight. But Kaelyn says I'm wasting an opportunity.”


Kaelyn cut in “Master, we have been preparing these spells fro weeks, and that preparation and time should go to healing the people of Strand, not some vainglorious trinket.” Colm noticed that Kaelyn liked multi syllabic words when she was expressing anger. (how did he notice that? Citation needed)


“And what is it that you want to preserve?” Colm asked Daisy. She looked down and blushed a little. “Ah, well, a, a daisy. There's a perfect one just out in the clearing.”


“And what will you do with this perfect daisy?”


“Well, master, I thought I could frame it and put it in my room.”


Colm sat quietly, just listening. Daisy continued. “Because, well, beautiful things are...nice, and good for our souls. No matter what Kaelyn says.” She finished with a dark look at Kaelyn.
“Beauty is fine, but we have a duty, and we have prepared so carefully for this...”


“Why does it always have to be about duty?” Daisy asked.


“how long does a preserved specimen last?” Colm asked, in his quiet, gentle voice. Kaelyn stopped and considered.


“It depends on the skill and care of the person doing the work, I suppose, but at least a year, and...I don't now if there is an upper limit. I've never heard of a preserved specimen lasting indefinitely...”


“That's because I have never preserved something,” Daisy said witha  toss of her head.


Colm stifled a laugh, a skill he had perfected over long years of working with apprentices.


“You're not perfect, you know. You can't even prepare a numbing salve correctly, what makes you think your preservation is any better?” Kaelyn asked.


“I know I'm not perfect; unlike some people I never try to convince people that I am.”


“No, you just smile at them and leave them to jump to that conclusion on their own.” Kaelyn muttered.


“Perhaps this can be something in the nature of an experiment. If Daisy preserves her daisy, we can observe how long a specimen will last. Kaelyn, can you think of a way to enhance the spell, perhaps with the frame?”


Kaelyn looked at her master and considered. She was ware that she was being manipulated away from the argument, but it was an interesting question. “You'd need to strengthen the gauze, regular cotton or flax won't do, you needs something that will last, and perhaps a desiccant in there, as a powder..”


“Hold it in place with twisted copper, connected to the frame and the nail,” Daisy said. Kaelyn looked confused.


“Why?” Daisy just shrugged, but Colm nodded. “A copper loop can indeed improve consistency of effect inside its circumference. A friend of mine taught me that years ago. Why did you think of it just now, Daisy?”


Again, Daisy just shrugged. “It felt like it would help,” she said.


Kaelyn felt a little sidelined, and she was the one doing the good, responsible thing. “But, what about my herbs, master?”


“I have no doubt that we will be very glad of them in the deep winter, Kaelyn. I am grateful for your foresight, but don't discount Daisy's insight. You are both excellent at what you do, my apprentices. But you need to trust each other.”


“Yes, Master Colm,” They replied in unison.



Beat Sheet from the End of October.


This is here for historical interest only (and maybe to pad my word count a bit). This is the beat sheet I started from at the beginning of #NaNoWriMo, it's interesting to see where the plot diverged. There are parts of this original plot I might think about bringing back.



Act I



	Kaelyn and Daisy are working for Colm, working on developing healing cures for the small village in which they live. Kaelyn is a cheerful, happy person, who is quite lonely in this tight knit community, and needs help fitting in more.

	Daisy is patient, and less worried about rules and orders than Kaelyn. She is an
excellent healer and an excellent friend. Daisy seems to fit into town naturally,
effortlessly, even though she also just arrived here a year ago.

	Brant needs healing from an accident in his shop; Kaelyn arrives to find Daisy already there. Brant's eyes on Daisy make Kaelyn nervous.

	Ellis discusses joining the Priesthood with Kaelyn, suggesting that Nature Magic has its place, but it's a pale shadow of the actual power of Divine Magic. Ellis explains that true power comes only from the Divine.

	Daisy is kidnapped, and the town is at a loss to discover where she is or whodunnit.

	Kaelyn suspects Brant, but the town leaders are unconvinced.

	Kaelyn tries to convince herself that doing her job as a healer is the best work she can do for the town; they don't need her to try and be a hero, she can just follow
instructions and others will do the big work.

	Mason talks to Kaelyn about Daisy, and it's clear that Mason is in love with Daisy.

	Kaelyn, who met Mason first, is a bit ruffled that he doesn't feel that way about her, and starts to see herself and Daisy through Mason's eyes. She realizes some of the things about Daisy that make her a better healer, and some of the things that Kaelyn is missing.

	Kaelyn has no tools, no weapons, just an ability to heal others and make protective charms. She thinks she knows where Daisy is, and the town seems to have given up on Daisy; suggesting that Kaelyn was HALF-Right; they all think that Daisy and Brant have eloped, and think it's a somewhat annoying but romantic story instead of a kidnapping.

	Kaelyn goes to Brant's boarding room and snoops around a bit. She finds an old book that suggests the power of demons can be truly unlocked by sacrificing a maiden. It's clear what Brant intends, and she suspects she knows where he intends to do it. Kaelyn is a healer, it is her job to protect and improve life. She can't sit around any longer. It's clear to her that nobody in town is going to take Daisy's kidnapping seriously.

	Kaelyn sees Daisy in a dream (an induced vision) in a cell, deep in a cave. She hears Brant talking in this dream, and sees that the day is coming, the time of the “awakening.” Daisy seems calm and unruffled, smiling slightly even in chains.

	Daisy looks up in the dream state and tells Kaelyn “my life is in your hands, and I know you'll do the right thing.” or similar. Kaelyn wakes up and decides she is going to do what is needed. Even if she doesn't understand the dream or how it came. Dream Magic isn't known.



Central Question


Will Kaelyn break out of her standard role and do what is needed, what is right, even if it isn't the “orderly” thing to do? Can she do what she needs regardless?



Act II

	Kaelyn goes to Colm and asks for help; and expresses her worries. Colm is a quiet and wise man and asks her to study what she thinks her vision means. Does Kaelyn just feel guilty for not being Daisy, or does she actually think Daisy is in trouble?

	Kaelyn finds more power in Divine and orderly magic, finds growing strength in herself. She has yet to accept that there is an inherent freedom in human behavior, and wants to follow the patterns and orders.

	Kaelyn finds a way into the cave where she suspects Daisy is being held

	The entrance is sealed by magic.

	Kaelyn finds a way to encourage nature to let her through; her spells are growing in power and she is growing in wisdom and capability

	Mason is inside the cave. He came here to save Daisy and isn't sure why Kaelyn isn't just staying in town like a good girl. He's been doing his own investigation.

	Kaelyn and Mason agree to work together to find Daisy

	Mason is attacked by a demonically possessed animal.

	Kaelyn is able to heal Mason and also banish the demon from the animal.

	Mason is injured and will have to go back, Kaelyn is on her own, no wizard with her, and Brant knows she's coming.

	Kaelyn goes back to town and asks Ellis for help, something she doesn't want to do, but is willing to do to save Daisy

	Ellis is quite disdainful of her “vision” and her “delusions of grandeur” in thinking she needs to be the one to save Daisy.

	Kaelyn goes home and is surprised when Ellis is outside her door when she's setting out again. His prayers were answered, he was asked to help her.

	Ellis is slow, meticulous, and not entirely willing to believe what is happening, even with his direct revelation. His faith is strong but he's untested in the real world and unable to conceive of changing.

	Kaelyn explains her understanding, and confesses her ignorance of how things work

	Ellis explains his view, the power of Divine Magic, the changes it has made in him.

	Brant threatens Daisy, insinuating the harm he can do to her without ruining her for the sacrifice. Kaelyn feels this event, without fully understanding it.

	Kaelyn understands something deeper; Daisy can't be permanently harmed by Brant, but Brant can be. She expresses this to Ellis who agrees, with reservations.

	Daisy is being brave but breaking. Kaelyn starts to wonder how she will actually accomplish her goal of saving her friend.

	Ellis admits that all good things must be good, there must be a reason for all powers beyond the Divine, and that they must be part of the overall plan. Kaelyn wonders if a plan is requisite for goodness.

	The Demon tightens its grip on Brant. Brant is slowly losing his mind, unable to
handle ultimate chaos inside his soul. Kaelyn starts to feel the demon's influence
around her.

	Kaelyn invents a spell to directly communicate with and possibly banish the demon. She succeeds in making contact

	The Demon floods the channel back to her mind, nearly incapacitating her, mocking her attempt, letting her know that he's here because he's been invited. Kaelyn is nearly destroyed, is weakened and is about to succumb.

	Ellis protects Kaelyn, removing the demon's influence from her.

	Ellis recommends they give up and go back; Daisy will be safe in heaven, But Brant is a lost cause in Ellis' book.

	Kaelyn stays in the cave, refusing to return when she knows they're close.

	The Demon starts broadcasting the feelings he's giving Brant, letting them know that Brant is all but broken, and that Daisy is not only in mortal danger but in moral danger, that Brant is exerting his influence on her as well, that she could easily be on their side, caprice bends both ways.

	Kaelyn finds that human will isn't all-wandering, but is free from Chaos and Order both, and must be so that humans can find their strength.

	Brant ties Kaelyn to the altar to sacrifice her.



Act III

	Kaelyn realizes she can do whatever needs done. Using Capricious magic she moves herself, Daisy, and Ellis outside of bonds, to the edge of the cave, where Ellis and Daisy can also be enabled to act.

	Brant grabs Kaelyn as she is helping Daisy and Ellis, the demon tells Brant to
sacrifice Kaelyn, as any sacrifice will do.

	Kaelyn willingly offers to be a sacrifice, explaining that she chooses to be a sacrifice to SAVE Brant's soul, not lose it. She says that her death will be consecrated, not desecrated, and that if she has to lose her life to save Brant's she will. The demon seems confused, as does Ellis. Nobody is sure the rules work that way.

	Daisy smiles and laughs. “I wish I had thought of that...”

	Brant drops the knife, tears in his eyes. Kaelyn holds him and leads him to Ellis, and Ellis explains that Brant can turn from the dark and be fully healed. Daisy and Kaelyn use healing magic to reduce Brant's pain at the loss. The Demon attempts a final conflict, but is repelled by a light that surrounds the humans, pure and divine, and also somewhat human.




Exploring the Past


Some character studies, since these characters are so roughly sketched right now. This is the first of a few studies I'll need to do to get them more solid in my poor lil' brain.



Sonja




When Sonja came to Strand she was already an apprentice wizard. She had studied for years with an academy in her home country (she may or may not have actually been born to poor fisher folk...it doesn't entirely make sense). Her apprenticeship at the academy was more rigorously academic, but the academics recognized the need for hands-on training instead of pure theory. Her assignment in Strand was to Magister Sylvia, who was an alumna of the same academy and had spent decades teaching.


Sylvia treated Sonja no better or worse than other apprentices, but when Sonja came to her with news of anomalous energy coming from somewhere east of the town it was impressive. Sylvia had no preconceptions about the “impossibility” of demon magic; laws in her life had come and gone, but people were always people. And would always seek power when they felt they had none.


Demonology was never a course of study in her program, of course, but they knew how to identify it. Indeed, most arts did, except for certain branches of the priesthood. It has never been popular, but it does crop up from time to time, regardless of prohibitions.


Sonja was told to follow her leads, to figure out the source of the anomalous energy. She was freed from more normal apprentice work for a while to do so.


During her time in Strand Sonja had befriended a young healer named Colm, himself an apprentice at the time. Colm often sought Magister Sylvia's advice or even direct help in work he was doing, and after a time Sylvia redirected Colm to work with Sonja, because Sonja could use the experience. They had worked together on many projects, but mostly Sonja found a kindred spirit in Colm. Through Colm she met Marion, who was Colm's lifelong friend and kinda-sorta girlfriend, although Marion was as social as Colm was quiet, and got on well with everyone in town. She was fond of Colm but had told Sonja in private that she wasn't sure she wanted to live a healer's lifestyle.


Sonja spent a lot of time with her new friends, indeed more than she spent with the other wizard apprentices. The three other apprentices were not exactly thrilled, but Sonja was foreign and a little intimidating (she had never really gotten the hang of passive voice or “I” statements) and they also liked Colm and Marion, so things seemed to work out all right.


Until one of the other wizard's apprentices left suddenly. It was remarkable, in that remarks were made about it, but it was also not that remarkable. Apprentices leave sometimes.


And then, there days later, Marion disappeared as well. Things got serious-er. Because Marion had never been that kind of person, the kind to just up and leave.


Colm and Sonja at the Fountain


Colm was sitting at the Fountain after a long day, idly tying some knots in a string, practicing, practicing. Knots were an important part of healing magic, if you wanted them to be. A knot could make a string into a tool, really into anything you needed it to be.


He saw the new wizard's apprentice and waved politely to her. She came and sat down at his table.


“Hello. You are the apprentice healer?” Sonja said. Colm nodded.


“It is nice of you to call to me. I think people here do not entirely understand me.”


Colm thought about the fact act she had more or less missed the point of his wave, but let it slide. It wasn't important.


“Colm is an interesting name. Does it have a meaning?”


“Oh, well, yes, actually. In the language my mother speaks it means 'Dove.'”


“Dove, the bird?” Colm nodded. “Why are you named after a bird?”


“Well, doves are considered to be a signal of peace. They are quite harmless, and pretty enough, I guess.”


“Colm...dove... I like it. I am named Sonja, but you knew that.”


“Yes.”


“Sonja means 'wisdom' in my language. My mother wanted me to be wise, and I try.”


“Wisdom is an important quality for wizards, and healers,” Colm said. Sonja considered.


“Yes, I think we must both be wise if we are to do our jobs. Are doves wise?”


Colm laughed. “No, sadly they're one of the dumbest birds you could ever find. They're a prey species, mostly destined to be eaten.”


Again Sonja seemed to consider his words for a while. She put her head to one side and looked at the ceiling when she did this.


“A wise dove would come as a surprise to a predator, would it not?”


“Ha, yes, I suppose it would.”


Sonja nodded curtly. “Then you should become a wise dove. There are bad things and bad people in the world, and it would be good for them to underestimate you, Dove.”


“Ah, I don't really like being called 'Dove',” Colm said quietly.


Sonja smiled just a little. “But it's so fun to watch you not like to be called Dove!”


Marion


Marion had grown up near Colm physically, but their childhoods were as different as possible. Colm's parents were both from shepherding families, albeit from different parts of the world. Marion's parents were a shepherd—she and Colm were probably cousins, many times removed—and a Druid.


Marion's druidic mother had some definite opinions about the world, and they were built into her psyche so deeply that even years of living among the people in her new home couldn't entirely change them, or she didn't want to.


In some ways this made Marion the luckiest girl in the valley, because her mother wasn't big on chores for children. The house needed tending, but she had left the Enclave to be a housewife, and she took delight in the mundanity. She would sweep and wash and cook with a look on her face that said she was experiencing a kind of magic that came from routine. A look that fully left her when they went to visit Marion's grandparents.


There was a lunar holiday that moved on the solar calendar used by the shepherds and indeed the rest of the world. And though Marion's mother was largely against celebrating any of the druidic holidays, she went home for this one every year. Because it wasn't tied to a specific day, Marion wasn't sure when it was going to happen, but she started to recognize the signs that it was coming. When the spring had started, when the snow was melting, her mother would watch the moon. As it rounded the full moon she would start to grow pensive. When it got to a waning half-moon her mother would get very quiet indeed. When it got down to a quarter moon she would announce that it was time to go.


Marion's father seemed to enjoy trips to the Enclave, and Marion loved her grandparents, their strange, round tent-house, and the eternal excitement of the Enclave. Her mother went quietly, spoke kindly with people she knew from the past, dressed in her white robe for the evening vigil at the Stone that marked the high point of the holiday, the vigil held with slim white candles under a new moon. And then she would pack up and Marion's small family would leave early the next morning, to head home.


But as much as her mother tried to avoid her druidic heritage, she passed much of it down to her daughter. Marion was exposed from an early age to Druidic magic and thought. She played with druid children who knew charms and spells to make simple things happen, things like making a ball move unexpectedly, or make a fire dance, not the way a fire normally dances, but to dance like a small person, sometimes a person with antlers, sometimes a woman with a face like a fox. The druid children taught Marion these spells in the odd half-belligerent, half-gracious way that children taught anything. But Marion was a quick study, if study was the right word. It seemed to be intuitive to the druid children, and Marion watched closely, and felt what they were doing in her heart, seemed to understand it implicitly. So when Marion was exposed to the magic of the healers and wizards and priests, it seemed odd to her that they were so tightly affixed to rules and study.


Marion and Sonja


Marion sat next to Sonja in the warm and bustling wizard's workshop. Colm was working with his Master this morning and Sonja had followed them into town, but wasn't allowed to follow them into people's houses. So she had gone to the wizard's glade and was reading one of Sonja's books.


Sonja watched Marion. The way Marion read was slow, deliberate, quiet, and often she would stop and trace the shapes of the letters with a fingertip. She didn't seem to much care what she was reading, either.


“Marion, please pass the—” Sonja began and Marion handed her a small vial of iron shavings, without looking up from the book.


Right, this took a little getting used to each time. Marion just handed you things, and they were the right ones. This time Sonja thought she'd try an experiment.


“I actually meant the—”


“No you didn't,” Marion said. “You needed that one.”


“And how did you know that?”


Marion shrugged, eyes still absorbed in the illuminated first capital letter on the page she had been studying for twenty minutes. “It's how your spell feels. It needed that, it's like, there was a draw between them.”


“But what about—”


“That would ruin it.” Marion said, then smiled slyly. “Okay, that time I didn't know what you were going to ask you about. I just wanted to sound mysterious.”


Marion looked up from the book. “Do you know, I think the writer of this book put an entire spell into this letter 'A'? I think if you drew the important parts out on a piece of iron, it would seek other iron, like a lodestone.”


Sonja looked at the letter. It was an overly-fancy capital letter, the kind you found in books where the scribes had a lot of free time when they were writing them down. There were whorls of color in the left-hand vertical of the letter, and a fancy dragon wrapped around the thinner right hand vertical. You got pictures like this in books sometimes, just like you got an inexplicably large number of pictures showing knights fighting snails (Author's Note: this is actually a feature of books from our world back then. Nobody is quite sure why, but it seemed to catch on for a while back in the day.)


“Which lines are the important ones?” Sonja asked. Marion looked around for a paper and pen. Sonja supplied both quickly, she knew from experience that if you didn't Marion would start writing with whatever was handy on anything that was flat.


Moving the book to the side, Marion stared at the drawing and copied out a complicated line, one that was looped several times, and ended up looking like two sets of complicated circles, each enfolding and encompassing a smaller set of circles.


After a few minutes of refining, and starting over from scratch once, Marion said, “There. That's it.”


Sonja took the page and examined it closely. “Shall we try it.”


“Why? Do you need a lodestone?” Marion asked. She had turned the page and was now looking at the next very-fancy capital letter.


Sonja found two pieces of iron, in fact a cast-iron pan and it's lid.  Turning the lid upside down, she carefully traced Marion's lines out onto the iron, starting over when Marion told her it had to be white if the metal was so dark. Using a thin line of water and lime, she traced out the pattern again.


Then set the lid on the pan.


It took three apprentices —with levers— to get it back off.



Colm


Colm grew up the son of two shepherds, close to Strand but in a valley that felt like a different world. Strand, even when Colm was a child, had grander ambitions, but Colm's village had none. They raised sheep there, that's what they were good at, that's what they did. Occasionally one of the children of the village would leave to seek their fortunes elsewhere, but for the most part you did what your father or mother or aunt or uncle did and trained you in.

Colm had shown signs of being a healer young; he was the best with small lambs and found that a lot of the skills transferred to his siblings. He could turn lambs that were being born wrong at ten, he could set broken limbs at twelve, and the town's healer took him as an apprentice, down near Strand, at sixteen.


Colm's greatest skill lay in care for the wounded, though. He was good at soothing, comforting, and the all important and indefinable skill of “bedside manner.”


For all of that, Colm had an emotional side. He felt things passionately his entire life, regardless of what he showed on the outside. Very few people got to see Colm react, ignite, explode.


Colm and Marion


Colm wasn't quite sure if Marion could read his mind, or if they had just known each other too long. Whatever the case, he had a hard time hiding things from her. He wasn't sure if he had kept this secret from her, but he felt that the time might finally be right.


“It's not,” Sonja said when he explained his plan to her.


“Now explain your white cloak,” she continued, ignoring his protestations.


“Oh, right. Um, I'm now officially a Sojourner healer.” Colm told her. “My master is writing to others, and we expect that in a few days he'll tell me where I'll be taking my sojourn. After last summer, with...” He trailed off. There was no reason to continue. Sonja knew exactly what had happened last summer, they would never forget it. “Anyway, after that event my master felt that my advancement was a sure thing, and asked me to stand his tests at midwinter solstice. I passed his tests and today the robe he made me arrived.”


“So now you are a white dove. Doves are gray. But it's a nice cloak, beautiful wings for you.”


Colm bit back all the pointless protestations, correcting Sonja yet again wasn't going to do anything.


She smiled and said “just wait, Dove. Now isn't the time.”  And stood and left. By now Colm was used to the fact that Sonja's ideas about time and conversation flow were a bit off to one side of normal.


But Sonja was quickly put out of his mind, when Marion walked into the Fountain. She looked around and found him. Her smile was brighter than any of the lamps in the place as she made her way to his table.


“Look at you Sojourner Healer Colm!” she said and told him to stand up and turn around in a circle so she could look at him from every angle.


“The white cloak looks good on you, Colm.” She said and hugged him.


“Do you know where you're being sent for your Sojourn yet?” She asked after he had held her chair and then taken his seat again.


“Not yet. There are a few possibilities, but Master won't really tell me which ones. I said anywhere but the See, and he felt that was something he could do.”


“Colm, you can't hold the entire Church responsible for Aaron's actions.”


“I don't see why not.” Colm said, and took another drink of his mead. He was working on a “cure” for hangovers, which secretly just turned a lot of the alcohol in drinks back into sugar. So far he doubted it would catch on; his mead was far too sweet, even for a drink made out of honey.


“Colm, Aaron did what he thought was right, he is trying to follow the will of the Divine—”


“Marion, I love how patient and kind you are, to everyone, even to Aaron, but can we talk about something else instead?”


“Of course! What's on your mind, Sojourner?” She said, her eyes twinkling at him. Colm loved Marion's eyes, they were deep, deep brown, but seemed to have a lightness about them; he could study them for hours on end, hopefully forever.


Suddenly Colm realized he had just asked for a seague into a new topic and he only had one topic on his mind. “Ah, when you're done eating, can we go for a little stroll?” He asked. He had finished his meal earlier, when still talking to Sonja.


“Sure!” Marion said. She didn't, as a rule, eat all that much, partially because on her meager wage she couldn't afford all that much at the Fountain, but also because, even when food was free and plentiful, Marion ate like a bird. They talked of little things for a few minutes while she ate, then she stood, took his hand, and scattered a few coins on the table.


Colm followed Marion outside, holding her hand comfortably and calmly. They walked in silence for a little while, until they were outside of town, on the beach. They skirted the construction site where the new harbor was being dredged and piers being built, and went out to the wild beach to the south, all rocks and small sandy inlets.


The moon came out and shone on the gentle waves, stars all around it.


“Colm, before you say anything, I should answer first. The answer is 'not yet', and I know that's not what you want, but it's the right answer.” Marion said.


“Oh...but, I didn't even—”


“I know you didn't, but it's been on your mind all night, and even though I'm saying 'not yet' you have to know I'm not saying no. I don't think I will ever say no to you, Colm, even if you are a Sojourner in the most boring career in the world.”


Marion smiled and turned to Colm, standing in front of him, holding both his hands. “There are reasons, and they're important. Can you try to listen and focus while I explain?”


Colm nodded. Sometimes Marion spoke to him like he was a child, but this wasn't quite that. This was her hoping he'd be patient and not sink into his own self-doubt.


“Colm, before you ask your question, before I agree to it, there are things we both need to do. I've had a letter from Father; he says that Mother is not well, and won't see another winter. I need to go home.”


“Is it something...I mean, what's wrong with her? Is it something I can help with? Perhaps my sojourn could be—” But Marion touched a finger to his lips and he stopped.


“Colm, nothing is wrong with her! Death is a part of this life, of course, and she's nearing that gate. She's had a long, good life, but also a hard one, and she's ready to face what's next.”


“But maybe I could help her live a bit longer, she's not really that old—”


“Colm, I don't think you can understand this right now. You are a Healer, and your job is to improve people's lives. But sometimes that means letting them end. Mama wants me to come celebrate her life with her, and then she'll be off. And I can't do that if we're...if I'm too focused on our future.”


Colm bit back the twenty responses he had. Of course he could argue, he could be brilliant, but he'd learned that brilliant, airtight arguments weren't actually what convinced people. And by “people” he of course meant “Marion”. She would just accuse him of being “cold” and he would have to agree that he was being pushy. So he just listened.


“Also, dear Sojourner Dove, you need to focus. It took you six years to make sojourner, it should have taken you four. (Author's Note:Don't worry about contradictory dates right now, yeah?) You and your master are very kind, but I know full well that some of that is because you and I have been dating. I've been bad for your focus.” She smiled at him and kissed his cheek, then pulled his head down so she could wrap her arms around his neck. She felt him shudder and stroked his hair, letting him get the tears out. Finally, when his breathing was back to normal she let him stand up straight, and fixed his hair. Colm could see tears on her cheeks as well.


“Go do your Sojourn. I'll be here when you get back. I'll be here and waiting for you to come home, take your Cowl, and then I'll happily be the Healer's Wife wherever you get assigned.”



Talking to Daisy


It's after #NaNoWriMo and I'm just “doodling” now, exploring as I plan out a second draft. This is me talking to Daisy. Her comments have bullets before them. Mine don't. It was easier to write this way than full script mode.

Hello there Daisy!


	Hi Nate!



So, what I want to do here is get to know you in your own words, what you think and feel about your life and the world in which you live.

	So you're talking to yourself. 😃



Sure. But enough meta-chatter. Tell me about your childhood.

	Well, let's see... I grew up in a pastoral village, just a little place, mostly shepherds or goat farmers or people who raised hay for the sheep and goats. I'm the fourth of six children, three older sisters, two younger brothers. Daddy said he kept having kids until he got a boy, then didn't know how to stop.



Huh.

	Yeah, always classy! Anyway I grew up running around a lot, outside all the time. All my sisters are  some shade of blond. The older two are more “dishwater blond” and hate that description.



can't blame them.

	Right? My brothers are both “toe headed” which also means blond? I guess?



That's what I hear.

	So we stand out. My mom named all of us girls after flowers.



Oh, really?

	yeah, honestly, I think I won that lottery, or maybe she finally got good at it when she got me. My sisters are Rose, Lily, and Daffodil.



Oh my.

	Yeah, “Daffy” kind of hates her name and goes by “Dana”. Anyway, Mom is a typical farm wife, she cooks, cleans, raises kids, makes cloth, and knows enough basic nature magic to keep the house running.



How much is that?

	Oh, simple things; quick little fire spells, enchantments to make the spoon stir the soup while she does something else, nothing fancy.



Are those normal spells that everyone knows?

	I mean, all my friends' moms use them as well, so they're not surprising.



Interesting. You learn something new every day.

	Weird. Anyway, our little village has a healer, she was really young when she came to the village, but she grew to love it in our place, so she stayed there when her Sojourn was over, just became the resident.



Is that normal?

	Not exactly, but it happens from time to time. We all kind of fell in love with Healer Anna as well. She's kind, and funny, and mischievous, and happy and silly, she was a good fit for our little village. And she's a really good healer of course.



You said once that she had to spend half her time finding you and the other half healing you.

	Ha! I did say that, didn't I? It's not too far off. I liked to go out into the woods or fields; youngest of four daughters, I had plenty of opportunities to do so. Also I think I never really had any fear growing up. I never felt like things were gong to be that bad, and I wasn't afraid of doing things that might hurt if I knew I could manage the pain and get through it.



Like what? What's an example?

	Oh, like, say, climbing on a branch that has a sharp twig on it or something. I could handle the twig digging into my arm if I knew that once I got past it I could get the bird's nest I was after, or whatever. Even if it cut me, if I knew I could clean it up that was okay.



Do you not feel pain?

	I feel it, I just...don't care about it sometimes? I guess? Like, someone told me that pain is a signal that you're are in danger. If you're not in danger, why listen to the pain? It's a false alarm.



Interesting. So you were fearless as well?

	Well, when I was little. When I turned, oh, probably thirteen or fourteen, in there somewhere; I started to understand that whole “fear” thing, and anxiety, and all of those things. I was never afraid of people when I was a kid, but when I was a teenager I started to be sacred more easily.



Why is that, do you think?

	Oh it could be any number of things. I wasn't traumatized by anything, if that's what you're asking. But I started to be aware of how the world works, and my family started to change. My two oldest sisters got married and moved out, and Lily moved back when her husband died, and Lily was pregnant with her second baby, which I helped Anna deliver.



How old were you then?

	Fourteen. The delivery wasn't scary, although it was eye-opening. But Lily had some hard times as a mom with no husband, and I started to see that bad things were out there. I think I was very sheltered as a kid, in a good way.



How do you mean?

	Well, like, my mom gave me space to just be a kid, she didn't force me to grow up faster than I was ready. Lily moving home was very real though, especially because it happened when Ian died.



her husband.

	Yep. So Lily having a hard time, and we were all sad about Ian being dead!  I liked Ian, he was funny! Anyway it was clear that bad stuff happened. And I started to think about bad things happening to me.



I can understand that. How did you get over it?

	Have I? But I'm just kidding. I think I got through it. Bad things did happen to me, but I kept living through them.



Like being kidnapped by Brant?

	Oh that was very different. I knew, somehow, that nothing bad was going to be done to me.



Some might say that being locked up in a cell by yourself with a raving madman who says he's going to kill you is a bad thing.

	You know what I mean! I was never physically harmed. And I had a sense that I was learning something, something I couldn't have learned any other way. Also I knew Kaelyn was coming. It never felt real to me.



Back to Kaelyn in a few minutes, tell me about Lily. Does she still live with your parents?

	Oh, no, she got married again when I was an apprentice. Kaelyn came home with me to the wedding. Her new husband's a tinkerer, but only works a small circuit, so he's home every night, then goes to a different village the next day.



that's good for Lily. Do you like him as much as you liked Ian?

	Oh, that's not fair! They are very different. Davis—her new husband—is a sweet and loving man, not as funny. But! He has an amazing singing voice, and loves to sing with Lily. They just randomly practice and break into singing, so they can improvise together and do really incredible harmonies just...out of the blue.



That sounds lovely!

	Yeah!



Okay, so tell me about Kaelyn.

	Well, she's my best friend, but that wasn't always true. She hurt my feelings a lot when we were younger.



Oh dear!

	I don't think she meant to; but she was very unguarded about her feelings about me. She seemed to have a certain image of me, and she didn't like that image.



What was her image of you, do you think?

	Well, that's not entirely fair to her, but I think she thought I was a... I don't know the word. I think she thought I was a “girly girl”, a flighty, shallow girl. And it hurt, because I like being girly, but that doesn't mean I'm dumb or flighty! I like talking to people, even boys, but I'm not, you know, a floozy. I would sometimes see Kaelyn staring at me at the Fountain when I was talking to people, and I would feel so judged. It really hurt.



Do you think she knew how you felt?

	Not for a while, not until we got closer and she got to know me better. I think, once she felt safe around me, she could actually start to see me.



When did that happen?

	Again, I'm talking for her, but I think she was afraid that I would just...take advantage of her, or not like her as much as she like me? That she would invest and I wouldn't? I think it was when I gave her a notebook, just because it was pretty and I thought she would like it. She seemed really startled and touched.



You seem to have a lot of insight into Kaelyn.

	Well, we talk a lot, of course. I think the whole thing with Brant brought us closer together, in a lot of ways. And a lot of other things as well. It's not just one thing, and we went through a lot of ups and downs.



Everyone does.

	Yeah, I think so.



Okay, well, I need to get back to spending time with my family.

	And I need to get back to being fictional!



Hey, what did I say about the meta-commentary?

	[Giggles] Bye!




Maps of Strand and Environs


Hey all! I've been quiet on this blog since the end of NaNoWriMo, but that doesn't mean I've left Kaelyn and Daisy and the rest in the dust. I'm working on a second draft of the novel, just not as feverishly.

But I've also turned Strand and the story of Brant and Daisy into a little D&D campaign I'm running with my kids. I thought I'd share the maps I've been making for that campaign.


I'm making these in Campaign Cartographer 3+, which I picked up in a Humble Bundle deal last month. I've been having fun making maps of the areas I wrote about, and thought I'd share them. Just like the rest of this novel these are very much rough drafts, but fun nonetheless.


Strand and everything around it:


[image: ]


Close up of Strand:


[image: ]


Brant's Cave


Admittedly this has been embellished a bit to make it work for the D&D campaign.


[image: ]


Super Deluxe Extra Environment: The Basement of Ellis' Chapel


Another environment that has been added when this turned into a D&D campaign. Also this was me playing with the lighting system in Campaign Cartographer, so the lights are weird and gratuitous.


[image: ]


So yeah, now you know what Strand and the area would look like if they were designed by someone using CAD/mapping software for the first time!
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