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Letter from the Editor 
Welcome! If you are 

reading this, thank you so much 
for picking up our magazine and 
giving it a chance! As this is the 
first issue of Write of Passion, I 
decided that I would write about 
how Write of Passion came to 
be and the kinds of things you 
can expect from this 
publication. I am the Editor in 
Chief, Allison, but you might 
know me better by my pen 
name, Hayley Green.  

Back in November of 2018, 
Ynes Malakova, the CEO of 
Balance of Seven, reached out 
to me. She said she noticed my 
dedication to writing and 
helping other writers and 
wanted me to take on a bigger 
role in Creative Central, a 
Facebook group Balance of 
Seven runs. She wasn’t sure 
what that role would look like 
so she asked me about my 
dreams, aspirations, and 
accomplishments as a writer.  

I told her about my 
accomplishments which 
included joining Coffee House 
Writers and Functionally 
Fictional as a contributor and a 
founding member of the latter, 
finishing the first draft of my 
novel in eight months (and 
putting it in a drawer to chalk it 
up to practice), and organizing 
two start up projects that grew 
out of CC, one a character blog 
that ultimately failed, and the 
other a critique group that is 
still going strong.  

Ynes got back to me a 

couple days later with the offer 
of running a newsletter for CC, 
and picking my own team to run 
it as the Editor in Chief. The 
idea quickly grew with the size 
of the team and we became a 
literary journal because we have 
peer review built in to the 
submissions process. I couldn’t 
have picked a better team and I 
am thankful for every one of 
them.  

So now, with the story of 
our founding out of the way, 
what can you expect from the 
magazine? Well, we have a 
variety of articles you can look 
forward to.  

Every issue will have a 
genre theme, which will set the 
tone for nearly every other 
article in the issue. This issue’s 
theme is fantasy. You can see a 
list of the upcoming themes on 
our website under the important 
dates tab. Every submission by 
readers and CC members will 
relate to the genre theme in 
either a short story or poetry 
format. For more information 
on how to submit, visit the 
submission guidelines tab on 
our website. This column, 
Letter from the Editor, will 
feature whatever is on my mind 
and whatever you need to know 
about this publication, as well 
as news from CC. We will have 
an entertaining, fictional, serial 
story called Purdy and Dork for 
some fun. The Ask Ani column 
is where you can ask anything 

about writing, from craft to 
industry and everything in 
between. Writing Tips will 
feature writing advice on a 
variety of topics.  

The Member Spotlight 
will feature writers from CC 
who are doing great things. 
They will often be writers of 
the genre featured in the issue. 
Book Reviews will review 
books by CC members and 
other indie authors. The Genre 
Overview will discuss issues 
within the genre and address 
tips for writing it. Meet the 
Staff will have short bios of 
two or three of our team 
members each issue so you 
can get to know us a little 
better.  

For our November issue, 
the theme will always be 
“Holidays” whether that’s 
Christmas, Hanukah, Kwanza, 
or whatever else you  may 
celebrate. We will have two 
extra articles in this issue: the 
Gift Guide, which will feature 
crafts and books from readers 
that are up for sale with links 
to acquire them, and the Year 
in Review, where readers will 
tell us a lesson they learned 
this year or an 
accomplishment they 
achieved that they want to 
celebrate.  

Finally, we hold monthly 
online author readings. For 
more information go to 
http://writeofpassion.com 

By Allison Hinkle 
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Meet The Staff 
Amber Meade is a writer, editor, and voracious reader who currently 
resides in the palm of Michigan. You can most often find her lurking in 
the local bookstore searching for previously unread gems. When she's not 
shopping for books, you can find her kayaking or playing with her dog. 
 
She studied English literature and creative writing in rural Utah, where 
she solidified her dedication to the written word. For Amber, 
experimentation is everything. She has published micro-fiction. Amber 
believes that the closest that any of us will get to becoming wizards is to 
become an author. Words are magic and she hopes to discover that magic 
in each and every story she reads. 
 

 Leo Otherland is a gender fluid speculative fiction 
writer, martial artist, and dreamer from the arctic north 
woods of Wisconsin, where they currently reside, par 
force, as they are frozen to the ground and unable to 
move. Leo has several works posted on Archive of Our 
Own, a stack of moldering short stories they are 
searching out homes for, and a novel they are furiously 
scratching away at. When not writing, Leo enjoys 
reading web comics, watching anime, and playing 
JRPGs, like any other unrepentant otaku. On occasion, 
they can even be lured out of their hiding place with 
peanut butter to talk about writing. Though, this is rare 
and shouldn’t be counted on. 
 

Allison Hinkle has been writing ever since she was a child. It was an 
extension of playing pretend, and it still is in a lot of ways. She writes 
biweekly articles for Coffee House Writers and book reviews for 
Functionally Fictional under her pen name, Hayley Green. You can find all 
of her publications for these sites on her blog: http://hayleygauthor.com.  
You can keep up with her on Facebook and Twitter @HayleyGAuthor. 
Allison is now the Editor in Chief of Balance of Seven’s Literary Journal 
Write of Passion. She is either reading, writing, listening to music, 
organizing, or learning something new.  

under the events tab.  
I am excited for this publication and I hope 

you will join us on this journey! 
To connect with Write of Passion, go to our 

website (http://writeofpassion.com), or our 
Facebook page and  Twitter account: 

@writeofpassion1 
To connect with me, you can go to my 

website (http://hayleygauthor.com) where you 
can find all of my articles from Coffee House 
Writers and Functionally Fictional, or my 
Facebook page and Twitter account: 
@HayleyGAuthor 
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Angie Rooker:  
Woman on a Mission 

In third grade, Angie 
won an award for a story 
she wrote, featuring 
Demetrius, Guinevere, and a 
third character—whose 
name has been lost to 
time—and their trickery 
exploits, but it wasn’t until 
high school that she 
recognized writing as a tool 
and her passion. It was then 
that she realized she could 
create a secret, private world 
to which she could escape; 
that she could create codes 
to share her secrets with, 
that this was something 
more than just ink on a 
page. 

Writing was something 
that she could use to direct 
her anger at the relentless 
bullying she experienced, 
where she could work 
through her feelings of 
disconnect and disgust at 
what she saw as the 
hypocrisy of her peers. At 
first, she journaled for 
herself, but eventually she 
worked up the courage to 
share her deeply personal 
work with someone else.  

That someone betrayed 
her trust. 

After mocking her work, 
the person she’d chosen to 

share that deeply personal part 
of herself with shared it with 
others without her permission. 
In the end, Angie ended up 
setting fire to all of her early 
writing and walking away. 

In college, Angie majored in 
Women’s Studies, where she 
was introduced to a vast new 
body of work from women 
whose experiences, while not 
mirrors to her own, spoke 
deeply to her in a way that she’d 
never experienced before. It was 
there that she discovered the 
work of Maya Angelou, who 
discussed her own hurts and 
healings in a way that shook 
Angie to the core. She tried to 
apply what she learned from 
these women she admired to her 
own life.  

 Enchanted Sacred Gardens, 
her ongoing series, began as a 
memoir that Angie hoped might 
be able to help others who were 
experiencing some of the things 
that she’d been through. When 
she began approaching others 
about the project, she was told 
that “no one is going to read 
that work unless you’re already 
famous.” 

It was another blow to her 
creative process and she stepped 
back again, instead, focusing on 
her non-profit work with youth 
and vulnerable women, another 
one of her passions. Through 
her work, she realized that it’s 
much more effective to teach 

through story than through 
lecture. That is when the seed of 
her series, Enchanted Sacred 
Gardens, was planted. 

Still filled with a deep desire 
to share her story, she wondered 
how she could take her memoir 
and transform it into something 
that people might read. Her love 
of whimsy and mythology 
eventually brought her to the 
idea of turning it into a fairy 
tale. 

She took her memoir and 
literally tore the story up and set 
it into piles, separating out the 
catalysts and the broken parts to 
discover the most vital parts. 
She described this process as 
discovering a phoenix rising 
from the ashes or as mermaids 
diving down to impossible 
depths. These parts eventually 
formed the cores of the stories 
in her series. Dragon, the first 
book, is about the guarded heart 
and how to stay true to oneself. 
Fairy, the next book in the 
series, will explore the idea of 
believing in yourself and your 
own talents. 

Though Angie is still wary 
of sharing her stories, she lives 
by the mantra “You made a 
decision to believe in yourself, 
so do it!” She has turned the 
fallow earth of her past and her 
trauma into fertile ground.  

Angie’s newest book, 
Enchanted Sacred Garden: 
Fairy is available now. 

By Amber G. Meade 
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Shannon McRoberts: 
Kicking Ass and Taking 

Names 
 

 

If you’d like to follow Angie, you can find 
her here: 
Instagram: 
https://www.instagram.com/adreamercreat
ions 

Facebook: 
https://www.facebook.com/AdreamRcreati
ons/ 

Patreon:  
https://www.patreon.com/Phoenixrising7 

Website: 
https://www.adreamercreations.com 

 
Correction: Angie’s book series is called 
Enchanted Sacred Garden and the newest 
book is titled Shayla and will be available Fall 
2019.  

 
 

Shannon McRoberts was 
raised on a steady diet of badass 
female protagonists. From the 
time she was a young girl, she 
was interested in girls who were 
interested in weapons. Xena, 
Buffy, Scarlett from GI Joe; 
these women were her original 
inspiration. 

Though she wasn’t much of 
a reader as a child, she was 
fascinated with all things 
fantasy, and that’s what she 
writes now. Some of her early 
memories include her mother 
convincing her to watch the 
original Star Wars trilogy by 
telling her that there was a 
princess with a gun in it. 

Strong women with 
weapons weren’t the only thing 
that fascinated her, though. She 
has always tried to find a way to 
sell her art. As a young girl, she 
would make things and put 
them in a basket, which she 
would then carry around to 
make her family buy. This drive 
is still with her today, coloring 
how she views creativity in 
general. 

When she finally did start 

writing, it was poetry. Her first 
book was a book of published 
poetry in 2004 back before, as 
she puts it, “self-publishing was 
a thing.” Her first novel, The 
Secret of Genetic Corp X was 
published two years later. 

Her philosophy on writing is 
best summed up by the tagline 
of one of her first series, “Take 
everything you know about 
mythology and throw it out the 
window.” Her stories include 
the daughter of Ares, 
granddaughter of Zeus, Odin, 
and Morrigan.  She has 
characters inspired by the 
Arthurian tales, and Himiko, 
Greek, and Indian goddesses. 

In an effort to make her 
books more appealing, she 
began to study both her writing 
craft and to start practicing art 
so that she could create her own 
covers. 

She now strives to share the 
resources that she’s found along 
the way to help other writers 
improve their craft and their 
confidence. She refers to herself 
as a dispeller of mystery and 
says that she hopes to cut 

through the vast amounts of 
misinformation that people try 
to sell aspiring authors. “I’d 
say I like doing that ‘cause I 
started out on my own. I have 
taught myself 97% of what I 
talk about because when I 
started it just wasn’t there.” 

Shannon has taken her 
love of all things female and 
strong and worked it into an 
entire world of stories that 
capture her enthusiasm and 
love of myth. She continues to 
publish her work on her own 
terms, utilizing the hard-won 
tools she’s discovered during 
her writing journey. 

Her newest book, How To 
Kill A Siren is on sale now. 

If you want to keep up 
with what Shannon’s doing, 
you can find her here: 

 
Website: 

https://shor.by/shannonmcroberts 
 

By Amber G. Meade 
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 Kelly Lynn Colby: A 
Writer in Geek’s Clothing 

Kelly Lynn Colby came 
late to the writing game. Her 
ah-hah moment didn’t come 
until her mid-thirties, but 
when it did, it arrived with a 
bang. 

Though she taught herself 
to read by the age of four and 
has always been, as she 
describes it, a complete non-
cool nerd, it never occurred to 
her that she could, or should, 
be a writer. Instead, she 
pursued a degree in biology 
and joined the Navy, where 
she met her husband and 
married him after a whirlwind 
romance on the sunny beaches 
of Orlando. 

One fateful day in early 
September, she decided to 
accompany her mom to 
Dragoncon, one the largest 
fan-run conventions out there. 
When she got there, she was 
shocked to find classes for 
writers on offer. Not just a 
few classes either. There were 
tracks for every genre she 
could think of, and panels. 
She’d never seen so many 
writers together in one space 
before and all of them were 
just like her. 

She sat in on a specific panel 
where two best-selling authors 
described exactly what you 
needed to do to become a writer 
and she found herself thinking, “I 
can do that. I can do that, too.” 

She wrote her first ever 
complete short story on the way 
home from that convention and 
she’s never looked back. Kelly 
was 37. 

She has, as she put it, had a lot 
of jobs before. After that panel, 
she turned writing into a career. 
Her first book, Tarbin’s True 
Heir, was published when she 
was 41 and has won the Bronze 
Award for Fantasy from the 
Independent Publisher Book 
Awards. She is also currently the 
acquisitions manager at Inklings 
Press. 

When asked what she likes 
most about being a writer, her 
response was swift. She loves 
being around other writers. It is 
her absolute favorite part of it. 
According to her philosophy, 
filling up blank white pages with 
black symbols is only part of 
being a writer, and it’s important 
that writers surround themselves 
with others who understand what 
they are going through. 

The second most important 
part of her philosophy is to just 
write it. If there is a story inside 
of you, there is no excuse great 
enough to stop you if you really 

want it. Finally, if you start 
something, finish it. 

As someone who 
struggled with that, with 
folders of unfinished and 
untouched ideas, Kelly 
understands now that if you 
want it badly enough, you can 
make time for it.  

Though she’s incredibly 
busy, between raising children 
and animals and her work for 
the press, she always finds 
time to write, even if it means 
giving up something else she 
might have wanted to do. 

Her newest book, Tarbin’s 
False Prophet, will be 
available in July. 

If you’d like to know 
more about Kelly, you can 
find her here: 

 
Instagram: 

https://www.instagram.com/k
colbywrites/  

Twitter: 
https://twitter.com/kcolbywrit
es 

Facebook: 
https://www.facebook.com/kc
olbywrites/ 

Website: 
https://kellylynncolby.com/ 

 
Correction: The publishing 
company is called Inklings 
Publishing not Inklings 
Press.  

By Amber G. Meade 
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Review of “Enchanted 
Sacred Garden: Dragon” 

by Angie Rooker 

Enchanted Sacred 
Garden: Dragon by Angie 
Rooker is a middle-grade 
novel about a young dragon 
named Dragon who was 
raised by The Gaelen’s, a 
kindly family of gnomes. 

Without giving too 
much away, Dragon is found 
as an egg by the Gaelen’s 
following a massive storm. 
Though the family who raises 
her loves her, she never quite 
feels as though she fits in. 
When she’s given the chance 
to attend Breezewood with 
other dragons—the first 
school of its kind to integrate 
all types of magical 
creatures—she hopes that it 
will give her some insight into 
who she is supposed to be. 
While we get there in the end, 
it’s not without some startling 
twists and the help of a few 
unexpected friends. 

Rooker uses her own 
experiences as a teen to paint 
a haunting portrait of how 
isolating life can be for a child 
who doesn’t understand her 
place in the world and is 
unable to occupy that space 
that is uniquely hers. Dragon 
longs to find her roots, it 
becomes one of the driving 
forces of her journey. As 
readers, we get to follow 
along as she makes 
discoveries both about herself 
and those around her, leading 
her to a deeper understanding 
of her world and how she can 

make a difference. 
The story deals with 

several heavy topics, from the 
disconnect of being separated 
from one’s family and 
identity, to the detrimental 
effects of bullying, to the 
power of compassion and 
forgiveness. It also speaks to 
the general goodness in all 
people and the ability to 
overcome massive obstacles 
when you set your mind and 
heart to it. 

There were moments 
where it felt as though Dragon 
was not allowed to actually 
feel or express her feelings 
without being told that it was 
wrong. This struck a sour 
note. There is a long history 
of women being called angry 
for expressing legitimate 
concerns and it felt a little bit 
like what was happening to 
Dragon. While the authority 
figures in the story do 
acknowledge that something 
is wrong with Dragon, there is 
very little effort on their part 
to find out what that is. 
Dragon is encouraged to see 
things from the perspective of 
others, but unless Dragon is 
angry no one considers her. 

That being said, there 
were moments that truly took 
my breath away. One scene in 
particular between Mama 
Gaelen and Dragon, was 
especially warming. The 
difficulties of expressing love 
and affection when someone 

feels like an outsider makes the 
moments when they do that much 
sweeter. Rooker navigates the 
sometimes difficult relationships 
between the characters with great 
sensitivity. 

As for the book itself, it 
was smaller than I imagined when 
I first ordered it, coming in at 160 
pages. Simple white edges frame 
a colorful watercolor image on the 
cover, a theme that is carried 
through the book with several 
watercolor illustrations sprinkled 
onto the pages. I particularly 
enjoyed this touch as it gave us 
not only the author’s vision of the 
world she’s created, but another 
layer to Dragon’s story. 
 The next Installment, 
Enchanted Sacred Garden: 
Shayla is available for pre-order 
now. 

Correction: Angie’s book 
series is called Enchanted 
Sacred Garden and the newest 
book is titled Shayla and will be 
available Fall 2019.  
 
 

By Amber G. Meade 
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Review of “To Kill A Siren” by 
Shannon McRoberts 

 

To Kill A Siren by 
Shannon McRoberts is a YA 
fantasy adventure series that 
follows Lexi River as her life 
falls apart and she discovers 
that she is a powerful monster 
hunter. When her employer 
and best friend, Gareth Blaze, 
makes a bad deal with his 
other-wordly girlfriend and 
destroys his career and 
fortune, Lexi is forced to take 
charge and move them back to 
their hometown. Soon after, 
Garth is targeted by a 
powerful Siren bent on fixing 
what she views as a mistake 
and Lexi finds herself 
embroiled in a struggle that 
could cost not only her own 

life, but Gareth’s as well. 
The novel moves along at 

nearly breakneck speed, hardly 
giving the reader a chance to 
catch their breath before zipping 
along into a new crisis. The world 
McRoberts has created is 
fascinating, with room for various 
types of mythical creatures and 
the bureaucracy that tries, but 
mostly fails, to keep the creatures 
in check. We follow Lexi as she 
discovers that she is a magical 
creature and that she is likely the 
only one who can save Gareth’s 
life. 

McRoberts hits every beat 
that she is supposed to, but 
sometimes it felt as though we 
were moving a little too quickly. 
The gentle lulls where we could 
have gotten to know Lexi a little 
bit better never quite seemed to 
materialize. Everything we know 
about her is based on Lexi-In-
Crisis mode and we never get to 
meet her when she’s not. 

 The cast of characters that 
Lexi finds herself surrounded by 
during her adventures is wildly 
varied. Among them are a hippy 
lawyer, a vindictive police chief, 

and an indentured titan, all of 
whom harbor secrets vital to 
Lexi’s success. Lexi’s 
willingness to go along with 
every single thing these 
characters throw at her was a 
bit startling, almost to the 
point of straining believability. 
Still, one has to admire her 
ability to roll with the 
punches; she makes it seem 
effortless. 

 There were some 
procedural details that threw 
me out of the story a little, 
though most of them were 
explained away by magic. The 
ones that weren’t addressed 
left me concerned about the 
safety and privacy of the 
citizens of Velesville. The 
situations weren’t enough for 
me to put the book down, but 
they did slow me down a bit.  

 The cover art is 
superb. It’s truly a stand-out 
cover, both vibrant and laid 
out exceptionally well. It’s the 
type of cover that would make 
me pick the book up off the 
shelf for a closer look and 
really, what more can an 
author ask of their cover? 

  
 

By Amber G. Meade 
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Review of “The Devil’s 
Own” by K.A. Fox 

 The Devil’s Own, K. A. 
Fox’s debut young adult urban 
fantasy, follows the adventures 
of Delaney Murphy as she 
attempts to create a life separate 
from her past. The only 
daughter of Angus Murphy, 
erstwhile rock legend and 
current ruler in Hell and the 
human woman he loved, she 
came into her powers late. After 
her disastrous first date, she 
goes to the underworld to learn 
to control them and to defend 
herself. Upon her return, she 
disconnects from everyone she 
knows to keep them safe. 
 When girls start turning 
up dead, Delaney uses her skills 
to track down the murderer, 
triggering a series of events she 
could never have seen coming. 
She soon finds herself 
surrounded by a small group of 
friends including a demon, a 
hellhound, and a very clever 
detective, who help her as she 

fights for her life.. 
 Fox does an 
exceptional job of creating 
relative normalcy within the 
family dynamic. Too often, 
children of deities are the 
product of less than loving 
unions, but it is clear from the 
very start that Delaney’s 
parents loved each other. The 
reasons that they are no longer 
together are believable and 
tragic, not a relief to the 
reader. Delaney is clearly 
loved by both of her parents, 
not simply a pawn that was 
created for some greater 
purpose down the road. 
Despite the fact that her father 
is the Devil, he is capable of 
deep love and of 
consideration. It was a 
refreshing change from the 
usual fare. 
 As a protagonist, 
Delaney is forgiving to a fault. 
She endures a deep loneliness 
in order to protect the people 

around her. This is a popular 
trope in contemporary fiction, 
but Fox manages it with very 
little fanfare, only once veering 
into the dangerous “self-
sacrifice” space that has become 
so common. Even when she did, 
it was clear that there was a 
reason other than to put the 
heroine into danger, and the 
outcome was far preferable to 
what usually happens. Delaney, 
it is clear from start to finish, is 
capable of taking care of herself. 
 
 

By Amber G. Meade 
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Ask Ani 
"What can I expect from this 
column?" 
 This column is here as 
an outlet to writers, editors, and 
everything in between.  The 
goal is to get information out to 
our readers by answering 
questions related to writing.  By 
asking questions, the readers 
give us a chance to get that 
information out there and it 
could be beneficial to other 
writers as well.  Not everyone is 
brave enough to ask a question, 
even if anonymously like this, 
but this does give everyone a 
chance to get the answers. 
"What kinds of things can I 
ask?" 
 Anything related to 
writing.  The writing process, 
editing, publishing, beta 
readers, so on and so forth.  
There is so much that goes into 
writing that there will always be 
questions about it.  Challenge 
me.  I love researching and I 
will help you figure out what 
you need! 
 "What are different plotting 
methods I could try?” 
 This is a great example 
of the types of questions readers 
could ask!  
 First, I want to point out 
that plotting isn’t for everyone.  
Each author has a method that 
suits them better.  There are 
many ways to plot, though, and 
we will go over three, each at a 
different level of detail.  
 Harry Bingham offers 
up a simple plotting method 

where the writer takes seven 
aspects and answers the 
questions about their story to 
them.  These are the main 
character, status quo, 
motivation, initiating incident, 
developments, crisis, and 
resolution.  After taking these, 
the writer will then provide 1-
3 sentences to answer them.  
This gives the author a chance 
to, not only build their 
storyline, but also challenge 
themselves to map out the 
story before they start writing.  
Bingham also provides a more 
detailed structure so the writer 
can utilize this to develop 
their plotting skills.  The 
resource used will be at the 
end.  
 In the next level, 
Bingham shows us that adding 
subplots to the mix helps add 
more detail to the map we are 
creating. This is great because 
it is in addition to the plot 
map we needed and isn’t a 
necessity if we aren’t ready to 
dive in that deep. Bingham 
also provides a template 
towards the end of the page 
and I would suggest trying it 
out. 
 My own personal 
method consists of using my 
plotting and planning book, I 
will link this as well. I also 
love developing my characters 
because I feel I get a stronger 
idea of what I want to happen 
when I better understand who 
I am writing about. 

Works Cited 
 Bingham, Harry. “How to Plot 
a Novel.” Jericho Writers, 
jerichowriters.com/how-to-
plot/. 
https://amzn.to/2W1q8fi 
Pansters  Plotting and Planning 
Workbook 
 

By Ani Cox 
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Purdy and Dork 

 
By Ani Cox 

May 1st, 2019 
 Went to the convention 
last night.  We waited in line so 
long my bladder was about to 
explode.  Left Purdy in line in 
search of a restroom and that is 
where this adventure begins… 
 As I entered the 
restroom, I realized something 
wasn’t right, but I couldn’t quite 
pin it down.  It felt like I had 
been walking for miles and still 
no sign of a single stall. One 
might be curious as to why I did 
not promptly turn and exit this 
never-ending restroom void of 
stalls, and I wondered that 
myself, but I digress… When I 
regained hope that I was nearing 
the end and closing in on a line 
of stalls a man popped out of 
nowhere!  Before I was able to 
ask him where all the toilets 
were or ask him where he had 
popped out from, he proceeded 
to inform me of the presentation 
that I was about to miss due to 
my inability to walk quickly 
enough through a hallway that I 
hadn’t previously noticed.   
 Now, don’t ask me why 
I went along with this man.  I 
can’t recall.  I only remember 
him being extremely convincing 
and hoping beyond hope he’d 
lead me to the secret toilet oasis 
that I so longed to find. This 
man, very plain to the eye, but 
intriguing to the mind, lead me 
to a rather vast room where 
there waited a group of people 
seated on couches and other 

various seating… They eagerly 
watched a blank television 
screen.  I’m still unsure of what 
we were to be shown. 
 I cannot recall how long 
I spent in this restroom meeting 
room, or what happened.  All I 
knew was that Purdy was 
waiting on me and had no clue 
what I was getting myself into.  
I hurried out, still not using the 
toilet, and ventured on to find 
Purdy.  Exiting the restroom 
was surprisingly simple 
compared to the journey I took 
to only get lost and stare at a 
blank screen… 

I think it was blank… 
 Now, the rest of the day 
went on relatively quickly.  I 
don’t truly remember what we 
did or if we had lunch.  What I 
do remember… brace yourself 
for this.  What I do remember is 
a guy I’d never seen before 
holding a bottle of pills. Purdy 
was hovering over him as he 
knelt sobbing, snot running 
down his face.  Purdy was 
screaming something, but I 
couldn’t really make it out at 
first.  It looked like Purdy was 
threatening this guy.  I looked 
around to get a better idea of 
what was happened.  Nothing 
looked familiar.  How had we 
gotten here and who was this 
kid? 
 Once I regained my 
bearing, I was able to tell what 
Purdy was saying. Purdy was 
telling him to take the pills! She 

said it was our only way out.  
Sacrifice him to save 
ourselves. Purdy kept saying 
it was the only way.  What 
could have happened that we 
would even need someone to 
take the blame?  I just needed 
to pee.  I didn’t want someone 
to die over my inability to 
locate a toilet.  Let the man 
live!  
 I attempted to jump in 
and talk to Purdy.  She 
continued her ramble about it 
being the only way.  I tried to 
ask her what happened.  I 
assured her that we could fix 
it and that nothing needed to 
happen to the guy.  Purdy 
broke down in tears saying 
they’d find out…that they’d 
come for us and make us keep 
doing it.  I had no memory of 
what she was talking about.  
What could we have done that 
she was so worried about? 
Murder? Theft? I tried to 
press her for more answers, 
but what I least expected 
happened.  He took the pills.  
This guy I don’t know turned 
to me and took my hand.  He 
cried as he told me he loved 
me and to never forget him.  
He told me if it would keep 
me safe, he’d do anything.  I 
regretted the look of 
confusion I gave him as he 
said his goodbyes. 
 I couldn’t watch what 
came next.  I closed my eyes 
tight and wished it all away.  
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Fill the Well to Keep Your Creativity in 
Flow 

By Amy Fenster 

Writing tips can span 
enumerable topics, but for this 
inaugural article, I think it’s 
apropos to cover the most important 
writing tip of all: filling the well 
with self-care and activities that fill 
our souls. When we are running on 
empty, from where can we pull to 
reengage the muse? When 
everything falls on us and things 
have to get done, where do we find 
the energy to write? If we take the 
time to fill ourselves back up, we 
will rarely come to the well only to 
find it empty and even if we do find 
it empty, we’ll be prepared to refill 
it.  

Writing has always been my 
sanctuary. It’s where I express my 
creativity, my ideas and where I 
process my emotions. Story was my 
first language, and yet, there are 
times when I sit down to write and 
nothing happens. The empty screen 
stares back at me, like a long-

reviled nemesis. My heart rate 
increases as the words do not 
flow. They stay locked in 
some dungeon in my mind, 
waiting to be rescued by the 
knight and her pen. It is then, 
that I realize my true nemesis 
has set in: the dreaded, vile 
writer’s block.  

Writer’s block, like so 
many other blocks, can be a 
symptom of trying to create 
from an empty inkwell. When 
your well is empty, it is 
difficult for creativity to flow. 
This is where self-care comes 
in. 

 So, how do you figure 
out what fills the well? 

 Sometimes, the answer 
is clear and a good night’s 
sleep will fix the problem, but 
the solution isn’t always so 
simple. Here are a few 
suggestions to help you 

recharge when these slumps 
occur. 

Doing something 
creative that isn't writing 
can be helpful. Getting 
outside and going for a 
walk can be a creative gold 
mine if you bring a camera 
or even your imagination 
along. Play a game with 
yourself to see what kind of 
stories you can come up 
about the people and places 
you pass.  

Make a list. If you aren't 
a fan of traditional lists, it 
can be useful to brainstorm 
using another tool, like 
mind maps or doodling. 
Maybe making lists and 
doodling are some of the 
things that fill your well.  

Filling the well can be 
as simple as organizing 
your writing area or going 

When I opened my eyes, I 
found myself in bed and in 
excruciating pain. The whole 
thing was a dream and I still 
needed to pee!   What would I 
be willing to do for Purdy? I 
thought that all of it was real. I 
thought that my best friend was 
going to kill someone.  I 
thought I was going to let her.  
 
Dork~ 
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on a two-week writing retreat in Paris (Yep, I 
wish I could too).  

Filling the well might take a combination of 
different relaxing and creative activities. For me, 
filling the well is rarely as simple as doing the 
same things every time the source dwindles. It 

can mean meditation, coloring, starting 
something new and working on scrapbooks. Or, 
it could mean getting out if the house and being 
social. The important thing is that you keep your 
cup full and your muse happy.  

 

Come on a Journey With Us and Find 
Yourself: Fantasy’s Truth 

By Mary O’Donnell 

Fantasy for me has 
always been about pure 
escapism.  Tolkien used his 
writing to escape a terrible war, 
so in my mind, this description 
fits. Fantasy is so outside the 
realm of what we perceive as 
possible that we can take a 
mental vacation where nothing 
is familiar and everything is 
new.  When I was child Fantasy 
was cut and dry. There had to 
be dragons, swords, and bad 
guys for the good guys in 
shining armor to fight. As I 
matured, my perception slowly 
changed. The grey area in the 
characters and stories made 
more sense and became 
intriguing. One of the most 
prominent examples from my 
youth was Thorin Oakenshield 
from The Hobbit by J.R. 
Tolkien. 
   Thorin started out 
wanting to take back his 
kingdom and get the treasure he 
felt his people were owed. By 
the end, we found that he had 
grown as a character to care 
more for the lives of his people 
and his friends than for the gold 
hoarded by Smaug, the dragon 

of renowned cruelty. Though 
this journey Bilbo Baggins 
also finds his courage, and 
together their friendship 
shows us what Fantasy is all 
about.  The journey is both 
physical and metaphorical and 
leads to the realization that 
what the characters were 
looking for was right in front 
of their face the entire time. 
Thorin stated his growth best 
out of his own mouth just 
before his death. 
 “If more people valued 
home, above gold, this world 
would be a merrier place...” 
(Tolkien, The Hobbit).  
  This is the heart of 
good fantasy. Characters 
fighting, struggling and 
growing together to become 
better people than they were 
before. As humans, we all 
strive for that kind of growth 
in our lives. Often we fall 
short, and sometimes we don’t 
know how to begin. Fantasy 
gives humanity a beautiful 
template. 
   High fantasy such as 
The Hobbit, Lord of the Rings 
by Tolkien, The Fifth Season 

by N.K. Jimisin and Game of 
Thrones by G.R.R. Martin are 
not the only examples. There 
are many different types of 
Fantasy that bring us the much 
needed human journey. YA 
Fantasy explores coming of age 
and growth. Dystopian Fantasy 
shows us how to heal a broken 
world. Urban Fantasy shows us 
the magic in the modern world, 
and Steampunk shows as the 
beauty and magic in old 
forgotten inventions and ideas. 
Each issue that features Fantasy 
as our genre will explore a bit 
more about each of these 
subgenres and we will take a 
journey to learn with them, 
through them, and about them.  
 The physical and 
spiritual journey in Fantasy is 
not a new trope by any means. 
The Hero’s Journey has been 
around since fiction was 
created. First by oral tradition 
(telling stories around the 
campfire) and then eventually 
being written down. Beowulf is 
one of the most well known 
examples of the Hero’s Journey, 
which is one of the reasons 
nearly every American high 
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school English student has to 
read the tale. The Hero’s 
journey is simple and yet 
complex in a way that has 
shaped our storytelling methods 
for thousands of years. Joseph 
Campbell was a philosopher 
who came up with the concept 
of The Hero’s Journey to 
explain the way humans have 
been developing their stories. 
His concept especially seemed 
to describe the typical fantasy.  
The steps to Campbell’s Hero’s 
Journey could be studied all the 
way to the doctorate level so I 
will keep it brief for our 
purposes.  
The Hero’s Journey: 
 

  Hero’s story starts out 
in the common world 

 Has a call to adventure 

 Refuses the call to 
action  

  Receives supernatural 
aid (usually through a 
mentor)  

 Hero decides to cross 
the threshold to the 
supernatural world  

 Faces many trials that 
help them grow as a hero, 
and defeat the challenges 

 The hero faces the final 
ordeal (the big bad) 

 Hero gets the reward 
then struggles with the 
desire to come back to the 
real world  

 Crosses the threshold to 
home after saving the day 

 The hero becomes 
master of both the 
supernatural world and the 
natural world.  

 
The Hero’s Journey is so 

familiar that we don’t even 
realize when it is being used. 
This pattern is the building 
blocks of most fantasy and as 
writers, we should be familiar 
with it. Star Wars follows the 
Hero’s Journey and so does 

every adventure 80’s movie in 
creation.  It has dominated our 
modern storytelling. But that 
isn’t the only place Fantasy and 
The Hero’s Journey can be 
found. 
  Folklore was the 
beginning of fantasy. Stories 
that entertained and explained 
things we had no way of 
understanding until the idea of 
science came along. Folklore 
and Fairytales have captured 
our imaginations and used 
elements of The Hero’s 
Journey for as long as the 
human race has been telling 
stories to help pass the long 
winter nights. Even cave 
painting told a story of hunting 
journeys. Everywhere in the 
world where there is a culture, 
there are stories, folklore, and 
fairy tales. Every culture has 
rich Fantasy stories that sadly 
we are only beginning to 
experience worldwide. For 
many years Nordic and 
European folklore based 
Fantasy was the norm in 
American publishing. Now we 
are finally beginning to see 
authors and protagonists of all 
different backgrounds, cultures, 
ethnicities, sexualities, and 
genders. It is my deepest hope 
that in each of our Fantasy 
issues, we are able to explore 
these diverse stories. 
 Correction: Author 
names are N.K. Jemisin and 
George R.R. Martin.  
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Atlantis: Telese’s Story 
By Sarah Hines 

The Sirens had known fear 
all their lives. They had been 
reminded by their father, 
Alexandros, that they were 
powerless to him.  

They had known joy all 
their lives as they watched the 
flourishing of the humans with 
their mother, Mnemosyne. 
Many of the Sirens had 
daughters of their own with 
humans or Light Lords. Their 
numbers had grown in this 
mixture of joy and fear, one 
giving into the other at any 
moment. 

But when Alexandros 
sentenced their oldest sister, 
Terpsichore, to death, they 
discovered new emotions. Grief, 
despair and anxiety filled them 
as the days leading to their 
sister's death grew closer. 

Inside the youngest, 
however, another feeling grew. 

Anger. 
Telese looked like any 

young Grecian child, though she 
had walked the earth for eons. 
Through the aging process of 
the Sirens, she grew through her 
experiences rather than passing 
time. Each life stage shaped her 
into the mature Siren she would 
become. Today, Mnemosyne 
thought that another aging was 
close at hand as the little girl’s 
rage quaked in her pleas toward 
her mother. She tried to calm 
the child to no avail. 

"You have to make him 
stop, Mother! You have to!" 

"Telese, please, I know this 

hurts. This hurts us all, Little 
Fire, but you know there’s 
nothing I can do." 

"Make him stop!" Telese 
demanded, fixing her mother 
with a glare from eyes that had 
long since begun to glow. 
"Make him change! You never 
try to stop him! Stop him now, 
Mother! Stop him now!" 

And the rage melted into 
tears. Mnemosyne held her 
youngest of five hundred 
and sixty-eight daughters as the 
child sobbed and shook. The 
waves of the sea around them 
seemed to crash in rhythm to 
her sobs, forcing a few 
Atlanteans to begin moving 
from the shore miles down. 

"I know how much this 
hurts you, Telese," Mnemosyne 
said softly, trying to quell her 
tears for the sake of her 
daughter. "I know it feels as 
though you will never go on. 
But you will. You have to." 

She pulled Telese away to 
look into her eyes. "What other 
choice do you have?" 

Telese's sobs finally began 
to slow as she looked at her 
mother. 

"Listen to me, Telese," she 
said softly, "we need to go soon 
to see your sister. You don't 
want to be seen with red cheeks 
and puffy eyes, do you?" 

Telese shook her head. She 
knew that her mother was 
ostensibly talking about her 
sister, but it wasn't Terpsichore 
that she was concerned with 

seeing Telese’s weakness. Her 
father would meet them there, 
as he had with all of Telese's 
sisters. Telese hated looking 
weak in front of Alexandros. 

Mnemosyne gave Telese a 
moment to compose herself. 
She ran her hand gently over 
her daughter's eyes, using one 
of her spells. The evidence of 
her breakdown vanished 
quickly. 

"It's time to go. Soon, this 
will all be behind you. It will 
be okay, Telese. It’ll be over 
soon." 

Telese put her small hand 
into her mother's, not 
believing her words, but no 
longer having the strength to 
argue. Her mother raised her 
free hand as her eyes began to 
glow. The ground in front of 
them shifted and lowered, 
revealing a dim walkway.  
Telese felt them sliding 
through both time and earth, 
moving into a different realm 
of existence.  

Mnemosyne took the 
stairs behind Telese, gently 
pushing her shoulders to guide 
her forward. It was cold and 
lonely, devoid of real light. 
Large lamps made of stone lit 
the rocky, uneven steps as 
they descended into a pit of 
even deeper darkness. The air 
became stiller and quieter. 

When they reached the 
very bottom, Telese saw the 
shadows broken in small 
patches by cold, blue lights 
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that hovered above her head. 
Nothing grew, and the ground 
was dusty and still. Telese had 
never been to the Dark World 
before, and it didn't take long 
for her to decide that she hated 
it. Sirens loved to be in the 
sunlight and water. Thinking of 
this being the last place that her 
sister would live made her want 
to cry again, but she resisted. 

Her mother walked her to 
the large stone building that 
twisted up and around as high 
as Telese could see. The 
loathsome place surrounded by 
its wrought-iron fencing sent 
shivers over her skin. 

The cold from the dark, 
stone world, however, was 
nothing compared to the ice that 
spread through her when she 
saw the figure standing at the 
entrance to the building. 
Alexandros stood much taller 
than her mother, broad-
shouldered and proud. His black 
hair was streaked with bits of 
silver. His ice-blue eyes 
narrowed and his lips twisted 
into a scowl when he saw 
Telese. She responded to his 
disgust with all of the contempt 
that she could manage in her 
eyes. 

As they approached him, he 
reached out and struck Telese 
across the face. Mnemosyne 
gasped as her daughter's hand 
slipped from hers. 

"Alexandros, she did 
nothing," Mnemosyne argued. 

He fixed her with a cold 
glare. "I don't appreciate the 
disrespectful look she was 
giving me. Nor do I appreciate 
the tone you take with me, 
Mnemosyne." 

Mnemosyne helped Telese 

to her feet. Her right cheek 
was bright red. Her mother 
tried to heal it, but Telese 
pulled her face away. Let him 
see it, she thought, so that he 
can see how little it affects 
me. 

The little girl steadied 
herself and straightened her 
tunic as she crossed the 
threshold of the building. 

The Senate Tower was the 
name of the Dark World's 
place of business. Here, Dark 
Lords and Sirens brokered 
truces and peacetimes 
between them and the Light 
World—the home of the Light 
Lords who sought to watch 
humanity flourish. The 
building was dark and cold, 
just like the Dark World itself. 
Secretly, it was a relief to 
Telese, who could pretend 
that her shaking was due to 
the chill. 

In all truth, her stomach 
twisted into knots, and her 
heart beat against her ribs. 
Every step closer to where she 
would see her sister made her 
legs feel heavy and weak. As 
they came to the hallway that 
would lead to the place her 
father called "the Corrections 
Rooms," Telese saw a large, 
square man nod to 
Alexandros. He had beady 
blue eyes and white hair. His 
round head seemed to sit 
directly on his shoulders with 
no neck. 

"Oren, do you have 
anything else to report?" her 
father asked the man. 

"I've been working on her 
for the last four hours," Oren 
said, as Telese tried to clear 
her head, "but she hasn't said 

anything." 
Though she didn't look at 

him, Telese could feel 
Alexandros look down at her. 
"It seems as though she is a case 
of weak stupidity," he said, "and 
hopefully this will be 
the only case I ever have to 
handle. Very well, Oren. Keep 
this up and I will put a 
word into your boss that you 
should be raised to Minion 
trainer." 

Alexandros began to lead 
them into the hallway as Telese 
thought about what Oren had 
said. I've been working on her 
for the last four hours. How 
could he be pleased with 
himself for torturing her sister 
for four hours? 

Telese felt bile rise in her 
throat. The man disgusted her. 
The whole place disgusted her. 
She wanted to leave and go 
back to the caves and cry where 
her father couldn't hear her. 

They walked into the 
Correction Rooms. Her father 
grabbed her sharply by the 
shoulder and led her to a room 
just past the cells. "In here," he 
demanded as she bit her lip to 
keep from crying out at his 
grasp. He pushed her inside and 
shut the door. As he did, she 
caught a glimpse of her mother's 
broken look. Telese tried to 
smile as the door shut 
everybody else out. 

Alone in the room, she 
surveyed her environment. It 
was cold stone and two small 
wooden stools. It was quiet and 
solitary and gave her a moment 
to gather her composure. 

Do not look weak, she told 
herself as she took deep breaths, 
do not look weak. 
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She heard footsteps walking 
down the hall. One pair-heavy 
and quick-she knew to be her 
father's. Another pair was 
uneven and dragging. Was this 
her sister? 

Do not look weak. 
Alexandros entered first, 

explaining to Telese that she 
would only have a few moments 
with her sister. She only half-
heard what he said, standing in 
the middle of the room, trying 
to tamp down the sizzling, 
shaking feeling in her body. 

Do not look weak. 
He walked out and heard 

him tell Terpsichore that she 
had a few moments to say 
goodbye. 

Do not— 
The person that entered the 

room did not resemble Telese's 
sister in any memory of her. Her 
once long, sleek blond hair was 
now various 
lengths discolored with blood 
and filth. Her tunic hung from 
her thinned body like a rag on a 
branch. The eyes that always 
reminded Telese of the sea were 
now sunken and heavy-lidded 
with black circles around them. 
Burns, wounds, and bruises 
dotted the thin, yellowed skin 
that had taken the place of the 
pale skin her sister had once 
had. 

"Hello, Telese," Terpsichore 
said in a raspy voice. Her lips 
tried to turn into a smile, but it 
seemed like it hurt too much. 

Telese began to cry. She ran 
toward her sister and buried her 
face in her tunic. Terpsichore 
sunk to the ground and wrapped 
her bony arms around her little 
sister. She seemed to have no 
energy for the sobs that escaped 

Telese, but Telese felt tears 
fall on her head. 

"I'm going to do 
something, Terpsichore. I'm 
going to stop him; he can't do 
this," Telese declared. 

"Listen to me," 
Terpsichore said in a voice so 
quiet that Telese had to strain 
to hear, "I need you to not 
worry about me. I need you to 
worry about the humans. 
They'll need you, Telese. 
They'll need everybody. But 
you were always interested in 
them, and you always wanted 
to see them thrive. No matter 
what, I need you to find a way 
to see to that." 

"I don't care about the 
humans," Telese said, looking 
at her sister with confusion 
and grief. "I need to—" 

"You need to do exactly as 
I say, Telese," Terpsichore 
said, with a firm but kind 
voice. "You can’t save me, 
but you can save them. You 
can protect them from him. 
Promise me you’ll do that, 
Telese. Promise that you’ll 
protect them." 

Terpsichore's eyes were 
wide now, and her voice was 
even raspier as she tried to get 
her words out quickly. 
Footsteps were coming down 
the hall that made both girls' 
breathing uneven. 

"Promise me." 
Telese felt the anger rise 

in her again. It wasn't fair; it 
had barely even been a 
moment. 

"Promise, Telese. Please 
promise me you won’t let 
what I did go to waste." 

The door opened. 
Alexandros looked down at 

the two. 
"Your time is up," he said 

coldly. Instead of rising, Telese 
clung tightly to her sister. 

"Telese, your mother is 
waiting outside," he said with a 
sharp warning to his voice, "and 
I'm sure you will not want to 
keep her waiting." 

Telese balled fistfuls of 
Terpsichore's tunic, as though 
this would be unbreakable. 
Terpsichore tightened her arms 
around Telese, smoothing out 
her hair. 

Alexandros looked from one 
girl to the other. "Let her go," 
he ordered. 

"And what will you do if I 
chose not to, Father," 
Terpsichore asked. "Kill me?" 

Alexandros walked to the 
center of the room, where the 
young girls sat clinging to each 
other. He knelt down and 
looked into Terpsichore's eyes. 

"I will kill her," he said 
softly, "right in your arms." 

Terpsichore looked down at 
the youngest of her sisters. 
Telese didn't even flinch at the 
threat. She held on to her sister 
just as tightly. 

Terpsichore kissed the top 
of her head. "Don’t be weak, 
Telese," she whispered, and 
then pulled Telese from her. 

Telese felt her father's hands 
grip both shoulders, pulling her 
away from her sister. 

"No!" she shouted, trying to 
wrestle out of his arms. "You 
gave me no time! This is not 
fair! You gave me no time!" 

"Please, Telese," 
Terpsichore said, as Alexandros 
moved one hand from her 
shoulder to her hair, dragging 
her out of the room. "Telese!" 
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"I promise, Terpsichore!" 
she shouted as Alexandros 
fought to move her outside, "I 
promise!" 

The door shut in her face, 
and she was thrown across the 
hallway to begin her 
punishment for acting out. 

It was the last time she ever 
spoke to her sister alive. 

⌘ 
"Did Father really threaten 

that, Telese?" Roxias asked her 
little sister for the hundredth 
time as they walked to a shop 
selling some sweet bread made 
with honey.  

"Is it hard to believe?" 
Morgesta asked the older Siren. 
"Terpsichore hasn't anything 
more to lose other than us, has 
she?" 

Telese stared at the bread. 
Usually, she would beg one of 
her sisters to buy her some. 
Now, her stomach twisted into 
knots, and her chest felt too 
tight to want to swallow 
anything. 

"I hate him," she said softly. 
Roxias and Morgesta 

instinctively looked over their 
shoulders and then back to 
Telese. 

"Quiet, Telese!" Roxias 
scolded. 

"Why?" Telese asked her, a 
dull burn in her throat. "Why 
should I be quiet? Do you think 
it will hurt him? Should I lie 
and say I love him?" 

"You should not say 
anything at all," Morgesta 
scolded. "If he hears you—" 

"If he hears me then he'll 
have his reason to do away with 
me," she snapped, "just like he 
wants to anyway!" 

Roxias folded her hands 
over her chest and glared at 
Telese. "Is that what you 
would like? Would you like 
for us to watch you die, as 
well? What about Mother? Do 
you think that’s 
what she wants?" 

Telese was at a loss for 
words. It wasn't fair to her 
sisters, nieces, and mother to 
make them go through all of 
this twice. 

"I hate feeling as though I 
walk on delicate glass with 
him all of the time," she 
sniffed, her eyes beginning to 
burn with tears. 

Morgesta put her arms 
around her little sister. "We 
hate it too, Telese. But you 
always have us. As long as we 
are here, Roxias and I will 
protect you from him." 

"And think, Telese. There 
will soon be more Sirens. 
Karenia is already expecting. 
Who will teach them about 
humans without you?" Roxias 
asked her. "You and Megaera 
are the ones who know the 
most about them after 
Terpsichore. We need you 
here, to help keep them safe." 

Telese remembered her 
promise to her oldest sister. 

Roxias looked up at the 
sky. The sun was in the 
highest position. Soon they 
would have to gather on the 
outer most ring of the island. 

She held her hand out to 
her youngest sister and put her 
arm around the other. "Come, 
you two. We must go back. 
Mother is going to need us 
soon." 

They began to walk back 
when Telese first heard the 

voices. It was as though many 
people were whispering in her 
ear at once with words that she 
had never heard before. 

She stopped walking and 
looked around. Roxias and 
Morgesta turned and gave her 
identical, quizzical looks. 

"Do you hear that?" Telese 
asked them. 

Roxias shook her head and 
Morgesta looked around them, 
then back to Telese. 

"Hear what?" 
The voices disappeared 

almost as soon as she mentioned 
it. She looked at her sisters and 
shook her head. 

"Nothing," she said. She 
took Roxias's hand again and 
continued walking. 

Roxias looked at Morgesta, 
who simply shrugged. 

But as they began walking 
in silence, Telese heard them 
again. She didn't know who the 
voices belonged to or what they 
were saying. 

All she knew is that she 
desperately wanted to speak the 
words with them. 

⌘ 
There was a soft wind and a 

bright sun overhead as Telese 
joined the other Sirens and her 
mother on the outer ring. It did 
nothing to warm her as she 
stood in front of the group, 
however, and she huddled 
closer to her mother. 

"It will be over soon," her 
mother said, putting her arm 
around Telese. She never 
looked down at her daughter, 
however, and Telese had a hard 
time telling whether her mother 
was trying to reassure her child 
or herself. 
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The air seemed to still, and 
all talking quieted. Off to the 
side stood her father with his 
shoulders back and his chin up. 
Behind him was Oren, as greasy 
and slimy as ever with a sick 
sneer on his face. Next to him, 
the diminished, frail frame that 
was now Terpsichore. She 
attempted to stand straight, but 
Telese could see it was painful 
for her to do so. 

Alexandros walked to the 
front of the group and faced 
them. 

"I stand in front of you 
today to remind you that I am 
the only reason you are allowed 
to walk this earth. It is very 
simple; obey my orders, and 
you can live. Go against my 
wishes and you cannot." 

Telese clenched her teeth, 
trying to drown out her father's 
voice. 

It was then that the whispers 
began again. They were a little 
louder than before. Telese didn't 
say anything to anybody around 
her. She was thankful that she 
could not hear her father's 
speech. 

After a moment, she saw her 
father motion for Terpsichore to 
be brought over. Oren shoved 
the oldest Siren, and Telese 
heard the whispers become 
even louder until they were 
practically speaking into her ear 
at a normal volume. 

Beside her, she felt 
Morgesta grab her hand. But 
she still couldn't hear. 

It wasn't until her father 
pulled out the Eternal Blade, 
with its glowing metal, that 
Telese's focus reverted to the 
scene in front of her. 

Stop! 

"If you cannot listen to my 
orders, you are of no use—" 

Stop! 
"—and are therefore a 

liability to the balance—" 
"Stop!" 
Her father stopped 

speaking and stared at Telese. 
For one moment, she thought 
that she might have made him 
stop with some spell. It took 
her mother squeezing her 
shoulder and Morgesta 
squeezing her hand for her to 
realize she had said the word 
out loud. 

Alexandros pointed his 
blade at her. "Do you take 
issue with my rules, Telese?" 

Her mother tried to pull 
her closer, but Telese pulled 
away to stand on her own. She 
glared down her father. 

"She didn't do anything 
wrong," Telese said, the 
strength in her voice faltering 
a little. 'We are kept here to 
protect the humans, and that 
was what she was doing! You 
punish her for doing her job!" 

"I see, Telese," 
Alexandros said softly. Even 
though his voice sounded 
fatherly, she knew it boded 
nothing but ill. "I think we can 
make an arrangement," he told 
her, walking forward and 
kneeling down to look her in 
the eyes. 

Telese lowered her 
eyes involuntarily but raised 
them again as soon as she 
could. His own were like ice 
as he watched her. 

"I will let her go if you 
will take her place," he said to 
her. 

"Alexandros," her mother 
said softly. Behind him, 

Terpsichore was shaking her 
head at Telese. 

The whispers began to 
speak again. She felt her fingers 
tingling. 

"Please just have mercy on 
her," Telese begged through 
tears. The whispers sounded as 
though they were laughing at 
her words as they spoke. 

"I will have mercy if you 
would buy it for her, Telese," 
her father said. "If it means that 
much, show me. Take her 
place." 

The warmth moved to her 
hands; one voice seemed louder 
than the other. One word 
seemed to be more pronounced. 

Amaru'Shata-Dimtu. 
Telese backed away from 

him. Was he doing this?  
Morgesta seized the 

opportunity to grab Telese by 
the shoulders and pull her closer 
to where she and Roxias stood. 

Alexandros stood back to 
his feet. "I didn't think so." 

He walked over to 
Terpsichore. "You have 
betrayed your family, the 
Creator and myself, 
Terpsichore. Now you must 
serve at least one useful benefit. 
You will be an example," he 
said, as Oren grabbed her hair 
and yanked her head back, 
exposing her neck. Terpsichore 
did not have the energy to 
struggle. Telese, however, did. 
She began to twist and pull 
from Roxias and Moregesta, 
trying to get to her sister. 

Amaru'Shata-Dimtu. 
Behind her, the other Sirens 

had begun to cry, some weeping 
softly, others sobbing 
noticeably. Her mother had an 
endless flow of tears streaming 
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down her face. Morgesta tried 
to pull Telese closer, but she 
continued to struggle. 

"Let it be known, as long as 
you all shall live, that this is the 
price you will pay for betraying 
my trust and failing to heed my 
demands!" 

The blade caught the light as 
Alexandros brought it to 
Terpsichore's throat. 

"NO!" Telese screamed. 
Alexandros turned to look 

Telese in the eyes. And with 
one swift movement, the blade 
was brought across 
Terpsichore's throat. 

She barely saw the details in 
the scene in front of her. She 
was vaguely aware of the blood 
everywhere, of her sister falling 
to the ground seconds later. 
She was aware of the near 
eternity it seemed for her sister 
to stop coughing and the 
repulsive gurgling sound after 
she collapsed. 

The whispering was no 
longer a whisper. The words 
echoed in Telese's head so 
loudly that it deafened her to 
anything else. She began to 
repeat them through her tears. 

"Amaru'Shata-Dimtu," she 
said softly. 

The heat in her hands now 
rose through her arms, in her 
head and her throat. She no 
longer felt the overwhelming 
misery. She felt nothing but a 
dull ache. 

"Amaru'Shata-Dimtu," she 
said again. Even the dull ache 
began to subside into 
nothingness. At the coast, the 
sea began to crash into the land 
as the ground trembled. 

Off to where he had walked, 
her father stopped in his tracks 

and turned around. Through 
the mourning of the rest, he 
saw Telese staring at where 
her sister's body lay, 
muttering words to herself. He 
looked around at the skies, 
where the wind was moving 
the clouds much quicker. 

"Amaru'Shata-Dimtu!" 
Telese said a little louder, 
trying to drive out any 
remnants of hurt inside of her. 
The ground shook more 
fiercely now, and the other 
Sirens were pulled out of their 
misery to look around for the 
source. Nobody thought to 
look at the youngest sister. 

Nobody except for 
Alexandros, who was walking 
back to her quickly, Oren in 
tow. 

"Telese!" he called, over 
the noise of the others, "What 
do you think—" 

Telese looked at him with 
eyes that had become like 
dazzling emeralds. She 
pointed to the ocean. 

"Amaru'Shata-Dimtu!" she 
shouted. 

The earth shook much 
more violently under the feet 
of the Sirens. 

Off in the distance, he saw 
something much more than 
just a few earth trembles. A 
wave, forming to be much 
higher than he had ever seen 
before. 

He grabbed Telese and 
shook her. "You will stop 
this!" he shouted, as the other 
Sirens began to notice the 
exchange. "You will stop this 
right now, Telese!" 

"Amaru'Shata-Dimtu! 
Amaru'Shata-Dimtu!" Telese 
shouted. 

The wave came closer and 
closer, growing even larger than 
the island itself. It was a solid 
wall of water. 

The humans on the island 
began to panic. The Sirens 
looked at each other, then their 
mother. 

"Leave," Mnemosyne 
ordered. "All of you, leave 
now!" 

They began to disappear 
through the closest Vanishing 
Point that carried Sirens 
anywhere they wished to go. 
Mnemosyne ran to her youngest 
daughter. 

"What has she done, 
Mnemosyne! It will sink the 
island. Your daughter has 
doomed all of Atlantis!" 
Alexandros shouted over the 
roar of approaching water and 
the screams of the humans. 

"We have to leave now, 
Alexandros!" Mnemosyne 
yelled back. The shadow fell 
over them, and for once, 
Alexandros looked frightened. 
This was a power that he had 
never seen in any of his 
daughters. 

He cast one second more of 
a glance to Telese, and then 
rushed out through the 
Vanishing Point, leaving 
Mnemosyne alone with Telese. 

The entire time, Telese 
merely stared at the wall of 
water, as though fascinated. 

"Telese, we need to go 
now!" 

Telese didn't move. The 
water crested. 

"Now! Telese, we need to 
go now!" 

Telese finally came out of 
her trance and ran with her 
mother to the Vanishing Point. 
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She stopped when they reached 
it. 

"Go on, Telese. Get in!" 
But her daughter fixed her 

with empty eyes. 
Just before the wave made 

landfall, Telese pressed her 
hands against her mother and 
shoved her through the 
Vanishing Point alone. 

The surprised took hold of 
her, and before she could react, 
she was being carried on the 
currents of energy, far away 
from Atlantis, far away from 
her youngest child. 

As she broke down into the 
energy of the Vanishing Point, 
Mnemosyne was certain that 
she had lost two daughters that 
day. 

⌘ 
The search for Telese lasted 

for days. The oldest Sirens tried 
to find remains of the island, but 
it seemed to have disappeared 
entirely. With it went their 
youngest sister. 

Mnemosyne would go out at 
dawn every morning and would 
return long after the moon had 
risen at night. Never was there a 
sign of her youngest daughter. 
Alexandros had never offered to 
help her search; this never 
surprised her, and Mnemosyne 
was relieved. His rage was the 
last thing she would want 
greeting Telese if they found 
her. 

Morgesta and Roxias sat in 
their cave. Roxias was only 
allowed to look for Telese a 
couple of times, and Morgesta 
was not allowed to at all. 
However, that didn't stop her 
from trying to channel her little 
sister's energy. 

“When do we stop 
looking?” Roxias asked her 
little sister one night, as the 
anxiety and sadness was 
taking a hard toll. 

“Father’s blade is the only 
thing that can kill us, Roxias,” 
Morgesta said. “I’m not 
giving up on her. She’s alive 
somewhere, I know it.” 

Roxias said nothing more, 
taking what strength she could 
in Morgesta’s confidence and 
persistence. The two would 
continue on their searching, 
waiting for any sign of their 
baby sister. 

One night, in their cave, 
Morgesta shot up, awake. 

She rushed over to where 
Roxias was sleeping and 
shook her violently. 

"Roxias, I saw her, wake 
up, I saw her!" 

Roxias was slow to wake, 
but when her sister's words 
registered, she pushed herself 
up. 

"You saw her? Where?" 
"Here; she's on this island, 

asleep. But I recognized the 
rocks! Come on!" 

They rushed out of the 
cave and climbed down in the 
moonlight. When they 
reached the ground, Morgesta 
grabbed Roxias' hand and 
dragged her around the rocks. 
There was thick foliage 
everywhere that would scrape 
their cheeks and shoulders, 
but they never cared, nor did 
they care when their tunics 
would get snagged and torn. 
They rushed on, Morgesta in a 
hurried lead and Roxias 
keeping pace. 

They came to the 
formation of rocks that 

Morgesta had seen in her 
dreams. They scanned the 
beach, and in a patch of 
moonlight, they saw a figure 
laying on the ground. At first, it 
didn't seem like her sister; she 
now appeared closer to 
Morgesta’s age instead of the 
little girl they had known. The 
corkscrew curls and the round 
face gave her away. 

"She's aged," Roxias said. 
Morgesta laid a hand on her 
little sister's side. She could feel 
her shaking with deep breaths. 

Morgesta dived into the 
energy again, this time looking 
for her mother. 

"We found her, Mother!" 
she said. "Roxias and I found 
her! Quick! Bring warm things. 
She's shivering, and her tunic no 
longer covers her properly." 

It was not even a minute 
that had passed that 
Mnemosyne was at their side 
with white blankets. She rushed 
to her youngest child's side and 
wrapped her tightly, crying and 
hugging her two weeping 
daughters. 

As she contained herself, 
she laid her hand on Telese's 
forehead. It took a moment, but 
the little girl slowly began to 
open her eyes. 

"M-Mother?" she said 
weakly. She seemed surprised 
by her own voice. 

Mnemosyne grabbed her in 
her arms. "My little fire! I 
missed your warmth! Oh," she 
said, pulling away a little to 
examine her daughter. "You've 
aged, as well." 

Telese's cheekbones were 
now a little more defined, and 
she was longer than her mother 
had last seen her. Her hair, 
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though wet and hard to judge, 
had clearly grown a little 
longer, and her eyes seemed a 
little narrower. She still held her 
weight, however, and still held 
the same fire in her eyes. 

Her eyes. 
Mnemosyne remembered 

how empty her eyes had been 
the last time she had seen her. 

"Telese, what do you 
remember? What happened?" 

Telese stared at her mother 
for a moment, while trying to 
gather her memories. 

"Nothing," she said. "I . . . 
don't remember anything." 

Roxias and Morgesta looked 
at each other for a moment. 
Morgesta opened her mouth to 
speak, but her mother shook her 

head at her as she pulled Telese 
close again. 

"It doesn't matter, Little 
Fire," she said, smoothing out 
her hair. "It's all over now. It's 
all behind you." 

As she drifted off in her 
mother's arms, with her sisters 
caressing her back and hair, 
Telese vaguely remembered not 
believing her mother's words 
when she had spoken something 
very similar before. 
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Dark Path of Love 
By Dorothy Tinker 

No one knows what the 
tipping point was. No one 
knows if it was the political 
infighting or the school 
shootings or the daily vitriol 
being traded on social media 
that brought them. 

But everyone knows when 
they first came. It was a bit 
difficult to miss, even for those 
wallowing alone in their own 
homes. 

February 14, 2019. 
They appeared out of 

nowhere like avenging angels, 
though everything about them 
argued against such a title. 
Instead of stately figures and 
fiery swords, the savage winged 
creatures bore infantile forms 
and bows that could shoot a 
man from an incomprehensible 
distance. 

The only reasons the first 
term even seemed appropriate 
for these creatures at all were 
their pure-white wings and the 
fanatic twists of their cherubic 
faces. 

The first wave struck 
without warning, just as the sun 
was rising over the Eastern 
Seaboard. As the world settled 
fully into Valentine’s Day, the 
winged creatures appeared all 
across the planet. In a single 
swift attack, they seemed to 
wipe out half the earth’s 
population. 

I say “seemed” because no 
one is quite sure what 
happened, not even those who 
witnessed the attack. Every 
account I have since heard or 
read speaks of winged creatures 

appearing in the heavens, on 
street corners, in shopping malls 
and office buildings. Even 
within people’s very homes. 

Just as quickly as they 
appeared, the vicious cherubs 
raised their bows without 
speaking even a single word and 
released shafts of “pure light,” 
“pure heat,” or—in the words of 
my yet-favorite testimony—
“cleansing fire of peace and 
love,” which found their targets 
without fail in the hearts of 
men, women, and children 
alike. 

Those who were struck were 
never seen again. 

As for those of us who 
survived, the world was left in 
chaos. Governments across the 
planet were shut down as 
leaders, advisors, judges, and 
police were found to be 
missing. Hospitals struggled to 
handle an increased influx of 
patients (not from the attack but 
from resulting incidents) as they 
found themselves short-staffed. 
Schools were closed as 
administrators fought to handle 
a barely decreased student body 
with a lot fewer hands on deck. 

Suddenly, the world was full 
of orphans, widows and 
widowers, and even parents 
who found that they’d 
unexpectedly outlived their 
children. 

No one knew what to make 
of the attack. The news and 
social media were filled with 
more questions than answers, 
and fear seemed to overtake 
everything, even more than 

before. 
Then, a week after the first 

attack, right to the hour, the 
second wave struck. 

This time, I was awake. 
Insomnia had claimed me 
after the first attack, the 
knowledge that I might be 
obliterated in my sleep too 
overwhelming to bear. By that 
next Thursday, I was 
exhausted beyond compare, 
but my brain still refused to 
allow me the reprieve of 
oblivion. 

So it was with a mixture 
of relief and disbelief that I 
rounded the corner into my 
living room after a 6 a.m. 
bathroom break to come face 
to twisted cherubic face with a 
creature I had so far only seen 
descriptions of. 

Not one of the reports had 
done the creatures justice. 

The body of the creature 
looked soft and chubby, its 
skin unblemished and warm. 
Around it beat thickly 
feathered wings that shone 
like sunlit snow. With every 
downward stroke, the drifting 
wings engulfed the creature’s 
entire youthful body. 

Despite the softness of its 
form, I found myself wary of 
it upon sight. Held loosely 
within its softly curled hand 
was an intricately carved bow 
of some shining material that I 
immediately doubted existed 
in this world. 

It was the creature’s 
expression, though, that struck 
me with fear and awe before it 
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could even lift its weapon. 
“What do you want?” I 

asked when we had remained 
there for some time without 
moving or speaking. 

It never answered. At least, 
not with words. 

Instead, it floated forward 
on cloud-like wings, coming 
closer until its outermost 
feathers brushed against my 
face with a downward beat. 

I gasped and jerked my head 
back from the touch, which felt 
almost nonexistent. Or rather, I 
tried. I can’t really be sure what 
I did physically, because 
suddenly I was trapped in my 
own mind. 

Images I will never forget 
filled my mind then. People in 
power assaulting those with 
less. Neighbors threatening and 
attacking each other. Friends 
and family destroying their 
relationships over fear and 
politics. 

I wanted to cry, to sob my 
heart out, to beg the images to 
stop. Beg these people within 
them to change. 

I don’t know how long the 
images lasted in that manner, 
but I felt nearly incoherent by 
the time they shifted. 

People with gentle hands 
helped lift up the fallen and the 
beaten. Others with careful 
words and firm eyes spoke up 
for the oppressed. Those with 
strong presences stood between 
harm and their frailer brethren. 

Each image drew me further 
away from my despair. Warmth 
filled me with each new scene 
of good deed after good deed 
until I felt like I would explode 
with the heat. 

Except I didn’t have to 

explode. I could feel that, 
could feel the solution. 
Instead of exploding, I could 
release the heat, could spread 
it. I could share it with others 
again and again, until the heat 
was distributed evenly 
throughout the population and 
across the earth. 

I blinked my eyes open as 
the mental images released 
their hold on me. The winged 
creature—a cupid, I was 
certain, though I didn’t know 
how—had retreated from me, 
and its bow was half-raised. I 
wondered if it had struck me 
with its heat-filled arrows, but 
I thought that might be less 
important than I would have 
thought a day ago. 

“I understand,” I 
whispered, though even now I 
still question if I really did. 
The cupid must have thought 
it was enough, though. It 
bobbed in the air, and with a 
sound almost like a baby’s 
giggle, it disappeared. 

That morning, I slept more 
peacefully than I ever had 
before. 

The second wave reduced 
the world’s population again, 
though not nearly as 
dramatically as the first. 
Instead, its main purpose 
seemed to be more about 
spreading love than taking 
life. 

Or perhaps life had not 
been what the first wave was 
trying to remove, so much as 
hate. Or even, perhaps, the 
absence of love. 

Either way, I—we—can 
only speculate. Over the last 
five years, the human race has 
done better about caring for 

each other, no matter the 
background, identity, or 
otherwise of the one being 
helped. 

Sometimes, we falter in our 
new mission, but we are not 
alone in the quest to keep it. 
Once a year, as the world settles 
fully into Valentine’s Day, the 
cupids return to us and guide us 
back to the path of love they 
have shown us. 
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A Tyro’s Tale 
By Ashley Kay Wong 

“Charlie Thomas Wright, 
don’t make me take away your 
magic.” 

“But, Mom…” 
“What have I told you about 

using magic in the house?” 
“That I might break 

something,” I say with a sigh. 
“But it takes forever to clean 
my room without magic.” 

“You know that until you 
pass the first test and become a 
Provectus, you aren’t allowed to 
use magic inside,” my mom 
replies. 

I know the rules are the 
same for all Tyros, but it still 
feels unfair. I nod my head, still 
pouting. 

“Once you finish cleaning 
your room, without magic, you 
can go outside and practice,” 
she adds.  

I trudge up to my room and 
close the door. I look around my 
room and smirk to myself. 
Clothes can’t break anything. I 
feel a slight hum spread through 
my body, as I command the 
magic to put away all my dirty 
clothes. With a whoosh, my 
clothes lift off the floor, and 
wherever else I tossed them, 
and fly around my room. They 
all land in the hamper, or close 
to it.  

“I could tell mom you’re 
still using magic,” a voice 
taunts from behind me. I whirl 
around to see my big sister 
standing with her hands on her 
hips and a disapproving look on 
her face.  

“And I could tell her 
you’re still teleporting into my 
room without knocking.” We 
stare each other down for a 
moment. Then, we both start 
laughing. 

“I came to help you,” she 
says. “If only so we can go 
outside and duel,” she adds 
with a wink. Regardless, I go 
over and hug her. My sister is 
a Provectus, an advanced 
student, so she is allowed to 
use magic indoors. 

“Why don’t you start with 
the less risky tasks,” she tells 
me with a pointed glance at 
the clothes lying next to the 
hamper, “like making the bed. 
I’ll put away the toys.” 

I stick my tongue out at 
her, but I turn to the bed. I feel 
the familiar gentle vibration of 
magic, as my pillow 
straightens and my cover is 
pulled up. It’s a little lumpy, 
but it will do. I turn to see my 
toys floating into my closet, 
and not just tossed anywhere 
inside as I would have done. 
Riley organizes each toy on 
the shelves, even straightening 
the legs of my robot so it 
stands upright, all without 
moving a finger. I marvel at 
her skill.  

She turns to see me 
watching. “You just order 
your magic to complete a task, 
without thinking through how 
it will be done. You should 
take a second to consider the 
details. Like this.” 

She proceeds to remake my 
bed. Instead of just yanking the 
covers towards the top of the 
bed, she lifts them until they fill 
with air, like a parachute. They 
float down onto the bed. Then it 
appears as if hands are running 
across the top of the covers, 
from the inside out, smoothing 
them. I begrudgingly admit to 
myself that it looks much better. 
My sister winks at me again, 
and I grin back at her.  

“Now, take care of all the 
dust and dirt,” she tells me as 
she lifts open my bedroom 
window with phantom hands.  

I tell the magic to lift the 
dust off every surface. Then, I 
throw it out towards the 
window. With a puff, about half 
of it hits the wall and the top 
half of the window. Riley 
doubles over laughing. I turn 
red and scowl at her. This only 
makes her laugh harder. After a 
moment, she straightens up and 
proceeds to teach me another 
lesson. 

“Don’t just fling things in 
the direction you want them to 
go. First, condense the dust 
together,” she elaborates as she 
takes the dust from the wall and 
forms it into a tight ball. Then, 
she lightly tosses the ball right 
out the open window.  

“You try,” she tells me, 
pointing to the rest of the dust 
on the window.  

I call the dust off the 
window and form it into a 
somewhat round shape in the air 
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in front of me. I carefully float 
it, wobbling slightly, out the 
window. 

“Much better,” she 
exclaims. “It will get easier with 
practice, but at least you’ve got 
the idea.” She smiles at me 
encouragingly.  

Dinner is ready, our 
mother’s voice tells us, as if she 
is standing in the room with us. 
She is just projecting her voice 
from the kitchen, though.  

We clamber down to the 
dining room, where a steaming 
meal of grilled chicken and mac 
n’ cheese is waiting for us. With 
magic, my parent’s cooking 
comes out perfect every time. 
The chicken is juicy on the 
inside, but has a perfectly crispy 
skin. The mashed potatoes are 
smooth and creamy. The rich, 
gooey mac n’ cheese is my 
favorite. I’m savoring a large 
mouthful, when a pile of 
broccoli lands on my plate.  

“Be sure to eat your 
vegetables,” my mom tells me. 
“A healthy body…” 

“…leads to better magic,” I 
finish. I stare forlornly down at 
the lumpy green stalks. 

“Right, honey?” my mom 
asks, as she turns to my dad. 

“Mmm hmm,” he mumbles 
through a mouthful of chicken, 
concentrating on his food.  

He looks up and narrows his 
eyes at my mom when a pile of 
broccoli plops down on his plate 
too. My sister nearly chokes on 
her mashed potatoes, but she 
quickly scoops some broccoli 
on her plate. My mom looks 
around, satisfied.  

After we finish eating, my 
sister and I are excused to go 
outside and practice our magic. 

As we head for the door, I see 
the sink begin to fill with 
water and bubbles, while my 
parents are still standing by 
the table floating the dishes 
toward the sink. As we walk 
by the trash, I hear the scrape 
of metal on porcelain. In my 
periphery I see a plate 
emptying itself into the trash. 
At least I don’t have to help 
with chores until I master my 
abilities.  

Outside, the sun is 
beginning to lower in the sky. 
Riley and I head across our 
porch and down the small 
path into the wilderness 
behind our house. I hear the 
chatter of squirrels and see 
them bound away from us into 
the trees. One stands his 
ground near the top of a trunk 
and squawks at us until we are 
a safe distance away. I laugh 
to myself. After we hike about 
a half mile, we come to a 
grassy clearing enclosed by 
trees and vines. It’s far 
enough from our house to 
safely practice magic, and the 
tightly knit foliage acts as a 
barrier.  

I know Riley is 
anticipating the duel, but we 
both take the time to warm up. 
She teleports around in short 
bursts, her main advantage 
over me. Tyros don’t have the 
ability to teleport. During 
most duels, we agree that she 
can’t use that ability, just to 
keep things fair. Even without 
teleportation, she can easily 
trounce me. I don’t mind 
though. I see the progress I 
am making every day by 
fighting such a strong 
opponent. Even though I seem 

weak compared to my sister, 
I’m one of the best duelers in 
my level. Actually, I am the 
best, but my parents tell me to 
be humble. 

I practice lifting and 
stacking logs on top of each 
other. Riley begins to copy me, 
only her stack is straighter and 
quickly becomes taller. She 
drops it to the ground, landing 
the logs in a neat pile. I do the 
same, only one of the logs rolls 
loose and sends the whole pile 
tumbling. We both laugh 
lightheartedly. My sister waits 
patiently as I repeat the 
exercise, using her pile as a 
model. This time I get it right, 
and she beams at me. It can be 
hard to have a sibling that 
always seems to surpass me, but 
I have to admit, I’m better off 
because she pushes me. 

We line up at opposite ends 
of the field and give each other 
a nod to signal we are ready. I 
immediate lift a mound of twigs 
and branches, flinging them in 
Riley’s direction. The majority 
of them miss and a few bounce 
right off her. She does have a 
few twigs sticking out of her 
hair. I chuckle at the sight, until 
a log hits me right in the 
stomach and knocks the wind 
out of me. It’s my sister’s turn 
to chuckle.  

“One good hit is better than 
a bunch of useless ones,” she 
tells me with a wink. 

I grumble, but while I’m 
still hunched over I send a large 
branch to sweep her legs out 
from under her. She doesn’t see 
it coming and thumps to the 
ground on her backside. A 
second later, I take a hit to the 
back and land face first in the 
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dirt. My legs go taut as vines 
wrap around them. I roll over to 
untie them, when I see my sister 
standing over me.  

“Nice leg swipe,” she says, 
“but I win.” 

The vines fall away and I’m 
able to stand. It was a good leg 
swipe, I console myself. I just 
need to learn how to use the 
vines. They require more 
precision than logs and 
branches. I ask my sister to 
teach me, and we spend the next 
few minutes practicing.  

“Hi Charlie. Hi Riley,” my 
friend Carter calls out. “Can I 
hang out here for a little while?” 

“Frankie got you again?” 
Riley asks. 

Carter’s face turns red in 
anger and embarrassment. 
Frankie is the bully of the Tyro 
class. His classic trick is to 
antagonize his target until they 
strike him with magic in 
retaliation. Then, when the 
teacher punishes them by taking 
their magic for the day, he hunts 
them down after school to 
attack the defenseless student. 
It’s a cowardly move, if you ask 
me.  

Frankie tried it on me once, 
but he quickly learned that I 
wasn’t defenseless with my big 
sister around. Now he no longer 
messes with me. Some of my 
friends figured out that Frankie 
wouldn’t attack anyone with 
Riley around, so when they 
have their magic taken they will 
come to my house for 
protection.  

“Don’t worry Carter. We 
have your back,” I tell my 
friend. He smiles gratefully.  

But I guess Frankie finally 
caught on to the fact that my 

friends are hiding out with me 
and Riley, because he shows 
up a few minutes later. We 
hear his heavy footsteps as he 
saunters up to us.  

“Well, well, well…it 
looks like Carter is running 
scared,” Frankie mocks. “Are 
you too much of a baby to 
face me?” 

“He’s too smart to face 
you alone, without any magic. 
That’s not a fair fight,” I 
counter. 

“You have your magic 
Charlie. Why don’t you face 
me then?” he says as he bucks 
up in front of me.  

“You wouldn’t like it if I 
did. I’d beat you easily,” I 
taunt back. 

“I’d like to see you try, 
you pansy.” 

“Leave him alone,” Riley 
joins in, stepping between us. 

“Go ahead and defend 
your weakling of a brother, 
neither of you can beat me,” 
Frankie practically spits in her 
face. She looks almost angry 
enough to attack him. 

“Don’t do it Riley. He just 
wants you to strike first so he 
can tattle to the teachers and 
come back tomorrow when 
your magic is gone,” I warn 
her. It makes sense. He has 
been losing opportunities to 
bully me and my friends 
because Riley protects us. The 
logical next step is to get her 
out of the way.  

“Would it be worth it, I 
wonder, when everyone found 
out I beat you before you ran 
and tattled?” Riley says with a 
smirk, as she sticks her face 
about an inch from his. This is 
one of those moments when I 

really love having her for a 
sister. She’s fearless. 

“Yeah right, you wouldn’t 
beat me,” Frankie practically 
stutters as his face heats up, 
“but I’ll let you off the hook for 
now.” He turns and marches 
away. 

“This isn’t the end,” Frankie 
calls over his shoulder as he 
plods back through the woods. 
But we are all too busy laughing 
and cheering to respond.  

⌘ 
Frankie avoids all of us for 

the next couple of weeks, but he 
can’t let things lie for long. True 
to his nature, he begins taunting 
and teasing me throughout 
morning classes. In the lunch 
line, he stops suddenly so I 
bump into his back, nearly 
spilling my food. I finally snap 
when he “accidentally” trips me 
and I land face first on the 
asphalt. Without thinking, I 
knock him to the ground with a 
gust of air. I realize my mistake 
when the teacher comes up 
behind me and tells me to 
follow her inside. She takes my 
magic before I go home for the 
day, and I can have it back the 
next morning when I show up 
for class.  

I trudge home, thinking how 
stupid I am to let Frankie fool 
me again. I know my sister will 
tell me it’s not my fault, and I 
can’t wait to get home and see 
her. She always knows how to 
make me feel better. This makes 
me pick up the pace, with my 
house in sight, but I know I will 
have to face my parents first. 
Sure enough, they are waiting 
for me when I walk through the 
door.  
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“Mrs. Fredrick told us what 
happened today,” my mom 
begins. 

“It’s not my fault. He 
tripped me first,” I defend 
myself. 

 “Mrs. Fredrick said that 
was an accident. Magic is a big 
responsibility, and you should 
never use it out of anger. You 
have to learn to control 
yourself,” my dad tells me. 

“I know,” I mumble. There 
is no point trying to argue. I just 
have to accept my punishment. 

“Now go spend some time 
outside until dinner,” my dad 
says. 

“I’ll just go get Riley,” I 
reply. 

“It’s Thursday. She’s at 
DrogCul practice today,” my 
mom reminds me.  

In addition to being a great 
dueler, Riley is also fantastic at 
sports. Our family goes to every 
match. I love watching her 
teleport around the field and 
float into the air to block the 
other team. She has practice 
every Thursday for our school's 
varsity DrogCul team. This is 
no coincidence. I fill with dread 
and my palms turn sweaty. 
Frankie bided his time until he 
figured out when my sister 
would be out of the way. Today 
he gets his revenge. 

“I think I’ll just stay in my 
room,” I tell my parents. 

“You aren’t going to mope 
around the house all day just 
because you lost your magic 
privileges,” my dad replies. “Go 
on, it’ll be good for you.” 

It would be no use trying to 
convince them to let me stay in. 
I can’t tell them what Frankie is 
really up to.  So I sigh, and 

trudge back outside. I walk to 
the clearing and sit down to 
wait for the inevitable. It 
doesn’t take long before I hear 
heavy footfalls coming through 
the woods. I stand up to face 
Frankie, utterly defenseless. 

He pushes through the trees 
with a cocky smirk on his face. 
He already knows he has won. 
He stands for a moment with his 
head tilted to the side, 
presumably considering all the 
ways he can torture me. My 
sister and I duel with twigs and 
logs, because we don’t want to 
hurt each other. Frankie doesn’t 
have such qualms. 

A large rock flies forward 
and gut-punches me. I fall to my 
knees, doubling over as I try to 
gulp down some air. A spray of 
pebbles falls down around me, 
and I feel a stinging cut open up 
on my cheek. I try to stand, but 
a powerful gust flings me into a 
tree trunk. My head thuds 
against it and I begin to feel 
dizzy.  

“Why don’t you pick on 
someone who can defend 
themselves?” I turn my head to 
see Carter standing in the 
clearing to my left.  

Frankie just laughs. “No 
problem, you don’t stand a 
chance against me.” 

He proceeds to fling Carter 
into a tree, too. Carter doesn’t 
stay down. As he stands to face 
Frankie again, I see movement 
in the woods. Two of my 
friends, also Tyros, are quietly 
making their way through the 
trees to stand behind Frankie. I 
stand up and Frankie turns to 
me for a moment. While he is 
distracted, Carter gives a subtle 
nod to our friends. As they step 

out of the tree line, Frankie 
lifts off the ground and 
dangles about 5ft in the air. 
His eyes go wide as he stares 
at Carter. 

“How did you do that? 
You aren’t strong enough to 
lift me,” Frankie shouts. 

“You forgot,” he replies, 
“if you mess with one of 
us…” 

“You mess with all of us,” 
our friends finish. 

“Just remember that the 
next time,” Carter tells 
Frankie, before setting him 
back on the ground.  

Frankie turns and runs. 
My friends and I all crowd 
together, jumping and 
cheering. 

“Thanks for defending me, 
even though you could’ve 
gotten hurt,” I tell my friends. 

Carter replies with a 
smile, “That’s what friends 
do.” 
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Where the Ouroboros Ends 
By Leo Otherland 

Martian 
 

“You are not going, 
Martian,” the half-demon 
snarled at me, his gold-orange 
eyes burning. “The very 
notion is the height of 
stupidity.” 

I stood with him in the 
Master’s Courtyard, my arms 
crossed in defiance, the 
particular frown I reserved for 
my old sensei aimed at him. 
I’d known this conversation 
was going to be difficult, but 
it didn’t make it any less 
aggravating. 

“Hosts above and below!” 
I cursed. “You keep arguing 
as if this were your decision, 
Karma.” 

“It is my decision, brat.” 
He growled the words, his 
flaming eyes narrowing at me. 
He’d always been able to use 
those demon eyes to great 
effect, except on me. I’d 
decided the first time I met 
him, when I was only a 
skinny, determined kid, I’d 
never let him sway me so 
easily. 

I snorted at his 
declaration, tapping my foot 
on the flagstones in 
annoyance. The sun was 
bright overhead and the 
courtyard empty, apart from 
us. So different from how it 
had once been. 

“Aren’t I getting a little 
old to be called that, Karma-

sensei?” I threw the name at 
him, knowing it would make 
him hiss and fume and make his 
eyes burn deeper. Knowing and 
not caring. Let him fume. “Last 
time I glanced in the mirror, I 
now look older than you, you 
Oblivion-blasted immortal. I’m 
capable of knowing my own 
mind, and I am coming with 
you.” 

“Ahhh.” He growled the 
sound at me, circling the 
components table to glare in my 
face. “That is just the point, 
Martian. You are too old to be 
playing at being a Ranger. Be 
content with the duties of Head 
Captain and go sit behind your 
desk.” 

The words should have 
made me angry, he certainly 
intended them to, but I knew 
they were the words I wanted, 
the words which brought him 
closer to giving in. Sometimes 
seeing the future really did 
come in handy. Though I had 
never allowed Karma’s eyes to 
affect me, Karma had never 
learned to outmaneuver my 
foresight. 

“That is the point, Karma,” 
I said, voice soft, eyes sweeping 
the court where we had met. 
Where Karma had once trained 
dozens of skinny brats to be 
summoners. “Do you know how 
old I am? Because I’ve lost 
track.” 

“You’re a hundred and 
eleven, brat.” My old sensei’s 

stare was hard and his face set. 
I winced at him, as tactless 

as ever. Then, I sighed and 
shook my head. My, admittedly, 
very white head. I’d forgotten 
when my hair had changed from 
dark to light. I was sure Karma 
had not. 

“One hundred and eleven 
years old. And you even shaved 
four years off my life once.” I 
sighed, fingers plucking at the 
dagger on my belt. I hadn’t 
forgotten the time I’d offered 
for Karma to drink some of my 
life. After, I’d told him Rangers 
didn’t expect to live long 
anyway. “Karma, no Ranger has 
any right to live this long. If I 
die on this mission, I can accept 
that. I’ve lived so long, even 
you are beginning to look young 
to me.” 

“Humm.” The hybrid made 
the deep-throated sound, almost 
a grunt, and glared at me again, 
his demonic eyes a counterpoint 
to his wild, uneven, vivid, red 
hair. Hair like blood, I’d 
thought from the beginning. 
“I’m older than you are, brat.” 

By around fifty years, if my 
calculations were correct. 
Making my teacher of a life-
time ago a hundred and sixty-
one. Still a child by immortal 
standards. 

“Yes, but you still look 
young, if any immortal is ever 
young. You’re timeless, and 
that’s not the same thing.” 

We watched each other for 
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a time, his eyes slowly 
mellowing. The burning glow in 
them died back to their normal, 
hard, liquid color. 

“You’re not going to give 
up, are you, Martian?” The 
words held a feral sound, but 
not an angry one. More resigned 
and aggravated. 

“I could make my joining 
you on the mission an order, if 
you want. I’m not letting you go 
alone.” Not this time. Not 
again… 

“Have it your way,” he 
snarled. “But I won’t be held 
responsible for your 
foolishness.” 

“I’ve always held myself 
accountable for my own 
foolishness, Karma. This time 
won’t be any different.” 

“Humm.” He made the 
sound and turned away to his 
books. Spread, as they had been 
the day we met, in chaotic 
organization, heaped and 
stacked and strewn across the 
components table. 

I watched him for a time, 
then turned to the door, 
fingering the wooden ring I 
wore. A smooth band carved 
around its circumference with a 
snake devouring its own tail, a 
twig of some unknown flower 
hanging from its jaws. In Upper 
World the depiction was called 
an Ouroboros, in Lower World 
no one cared. It had taken me 
most of my life to understand 
the significance of my familial 
line’s crest, and the rest of my 
life to accept it didn’t matter. 
The Worlds were remade; 
everything was new. 

“It’s time. It’s long past 
time,” I muttered. 

⌘ 
We left the stronghold 

city of Ochi, and the Citadel 
of the Gray Rangers, with the 
sunrise. It was almost an 
eight-day trip to where we 
were going, by foot. I didn’t 
care. Once, the Gray Rangers 
served the Rulers of Upper 
World as the Keepers of the 
Law in Lower World, but that 
had all changed. Long before I 
took over as Head Captain, 
the Rangers had given up all 
authority as law keepers and 
had become the servants of 
the varying tribes and peoples 
of Lower World, following 
their laws, going where they 
were needed, and helping 
wherever they could. 

I loved it. Perpetually. 
Over a hundred or not, I 
reveled in being out under 
Lower World’s sun, an acting 
Ranger again. 

More than that, I found 
some comfort and peace in 
walking beside Karma again, 
after so many years. My old, 
prickly sensei. All during our 
journey, while he scowled and 
fretted over me, I smiled and 
plied him with reminiscence, 
laughing like the child I’d 
once been. 

Do you remember the day 
we met? Do you remember 
saving my scrawny backside 
from that demon I summoned? 
Do you remember your bound 
partner, Zinobi, almost 
breaking her hand on your 
face? Do you remember her 
leaving? Do you remember 
what Zinobi looked like when 
she came back from 
wandering? Do you remember 

your companion, Honamoto’s, 
face when your master, 
Kapachi, officially asked the 
other vampire to become his 
bound partner? 

Karma’s answer was 
always the same, “Yes, brat.” 
He spat at me after I challenged 
his memory regarding, 
Honamoto’s, utterly lost and 
flummoxed reaction to 
Kapachi’s, unflappable 
insistence they should make 
their relationship formal. It was 
not vampire custom to 
formalize the partnership of 
maker and fledgling, as this 
relationship was a natural and 
unavoidable consequence of 
creating a new vampire. But 
Kapachi was no typical 
immortal, and over half a 
century of unbound status with 
his partner was all he was 
willing to take. Knowing 
Honamoto would fight the idea, 
Kapachi enlisted help from 
Karma, Zinobi, and myself, and 
the whole matter had been 
thoroughly hilarious. I’d never 
seen the placid Honamoto so 
disturbed and unsettled in all 
my life. Not even when facing 
down a demon. 

Grandly funny or not, 
Karma had some right to snap at 
me. The reality of Kapachi was 
a sore spot for Karma. My old 
sensei had been in love with 
Kapachi since he was young, no 
more than a brat himself. 
Fifteen and in love but rejected 
out of Kapachi’s sense of 
propriety. And, when they were 
both immortals, rejected again 
because of Kapachi’s sense of 
loyalty. A loyalty Honamoto 
didn’t share. 

Though Karma had found 
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a deep-rooted love with the 
Upper Worlder, Zinobi, I knew, 
even lying on the bed of the inn 
Karma had insisted on, my 
once-teacher hadn’t forgotten 
the old love, or the sting of it 
being unrequited. Forgetting 
wasn’t Karma’s way. 

Sighing, I rolled onto my 
side to watch him where he 
leaned in a precarious perch on 
the open window ledge, 
smoking, his sharp eyes 
assessing the night. 

Do you remember… 
The thought trailed away, 

no more than a wisp directed at 
myself, not outward. All too 
often, I had begun to confuse 
the future with the past. Or the 
present. When I was young, the 
future had been no more than an 
overlay, easily brushed aside. 
As I aged, the future had grown 
more solid, until I was no longer 
certain if I was separate from it. 
Future, past, present; all were 
one. An ever-renewing 
Ouroboros. 

“You know, Karma, the 
older I get the more I realize 
that as dark as life is, there’s 
beauty sometimes, too.” 

Karma’s relaxed recline 
didn’t shift, but his eyes slid to 
me. “Go to sleep, Martian. We 
have a long way to go 
tomorrow.” 

I smirked at the words. 
How often had I heard much the 
same as a kid, after Karma had 
taken it upon himself to “care” 
for the orphaned, Upper-World 
brat who refused to go back 
where she’d come from. Any 
other night, I would have 
offered a tart retort but, gazing 
at my friend, all I could do was 
smile. I knew when I woke, he 

would be in the same position. 
An impassive and unmovable 
guardian. A sleepless 
immortal still plagued by 
nightmares he chose waking 
to avoid. 

In the morning, our 
cycle would begin again: my 
reminiscence and his worry 
over me, expressed in cutting 
remarks. But I knew Karma 
well, and I could see in his 
arrogant, impenetrable boy’s 
face the signs of distant 
pleasure. He was as glad I was 
with him, as I was to be out of 
Ochi. 

Yet, Karma had a right 
to be concerned about my 
presence. The mission wasn’t 
simple; anything dealing with 
summoners rarely was. And 
he was correct, of course. I 
did get myself killed. Seeing 
the future really isn’t much 
good when someone is 
summoning demons to tear 
you apart. 

My former sensei had 
spent the last seventy-eight 
years tracing down every last 
summoner in both worlds and 
offering them his final 
ultimatum. When we arrived 
at our destination, we found 
this particular summoner 
waiting for us. Karma moved 
to speak to her, but the 
woman’s only response was a 
curse and a complex 
summoning, which proved she 
had been expecting the 
encounter for some time. She 
had inlayed palm-sized, flat 
stones in the shape of an 
enormous summoning circle 
around her dwelling, so when 
we stepped into it, unaware, 
we were trapped, and she was 

able to summon multiple mid-
range demons. 

Even as the world went 
white with spell light, Karma 
was able to summon his own 
companion demon, Kisame, 
and deal with those flung 
against us, while I was able to 
penetrate the distracted 
summoner’s defenses. But not 
before one of her little devils 
got its claws in me. For a 
moment, just before my 
dagger sunk into her and her 
demon ripped me up, our eyes 
met. I had aged and she had 
not, but we recognized each 
other, acknowledged each 
other, and killed each other, as 
I cursed. 

When everything was 
quiet again, I lay, coughing 
my own blood, with Karma 
kneeling by me. His face was 
pained, his eyes flaring, but he 
didn’t reprimand me for being 
a fool. 

“It’s… alright,” I 
managed. “I knew… all 
along.” 

“Hush,” he soothed. 
“There’s no need to speak.” 

I choked a little, 
gurgling up blood. “Yes… 
there is. My ability… has 
gotten stronger.” I watched 
the effects of that work on his 
face. Some part of him 
wondered why I hadn’t told 
him sooner. There was no way 
to explain. I had breath and 
time for only so much. 
“This… is how… I wanted to 
die.” 

“Like a Ranger. And a 
summoner.” The words were 
soft and far from Karma’s 
normal cadence. 

He brushed some hair 
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behind my ear, and I quirked a 
smile. “It’s time… the… 
Ouroboros… ended.” 

I tried to reach for his 
face, but my hand faltered 
halfway. Karma caught it as I 
panted. I sought air a moment, 
then struggled against a few 
more words. 

“Do… something… for 
me.” 

“Anything, brat.” His 
fingers wove through mine, 
strong and sure, if slender. A 
reassurance and a tie I was 
grateful for. 

“Ring.” The word was 
hard in my throat. 

Karma glanced at the 
thing between our fingers. 

“Bring it… to Midway. 
Hisoka… will know… what to 
do with it.” I squeezed his 
fingers with the last strength in 
me. Knowing what my next 
words would cost him. “They’re 
coming back.” He startled, 
jerking in fright and pain. 

“After all this?” The 
words were a hiss. “The Great 
Ones have found a summoner to 
open the Oblivion Realms?” 

“Sorry, Karma.” 
I said the words but rolled 

my head in a negation as well. 
“It’s not… for you… to deal 
with… alone. Not… again.” 

I wanted to comfort him 
more, to reassure him 
everything he’d fought for his 
whole life hadn’t been a waste, 
but I had no more time. There 
was a figure standing over 
Karma’s shoulder. “Hosts above 
and below,” I cursed, my voice 
strong suddenly. “There you 
are. I’ve waited over a hundred 
years to see you again.” 

 

Karma 
 

Her final words were not 
for me, and I knew it. My 
time of caring for my acolyte 
had ended. Martian’s father 
had come to claim her, and 
the two Head Captains had 
gone off wherever the dead 
go, leaving me with Martian’s 
words and her final task. I 
closed her eyes and slipped 
the wooden ring off the hand 
that had worn it so long, and 
onto my own. Then, I lay 
Martian’s hand on her chest 
and went to the summoner’s 
body. 

She, too, had been one of 
my students. Once. I felt my 
eyes burn bright and painful 
as I remembered what she had 
been. The child, the woman, 
and the rebel. She had died 
only so she could remain free. 
Ignoring the burning in my 
eyes, I pulled Martian’s 
dagger from the woman’s 
throat and unfastened the 
other dagger that hung on her 
belt. I held the two blades in 
my hands, remembering when 
I had selected them and laid 
them on the components table, 
in the Master’s Courtyard, 
before a group of novices. 
Martian had chosen hers first, 
with no hesitation. The 
summoner before my knees 
had chosen hers soon after. 
She had deserved better than 
the life my training had 
afforded her. Putting the 
daggers aside, I dug her grave 
with my own hands, and lay 
her gently in it, blanketed in 
Demon’s Breath, the Crones’ 
herb, for the death wards. 

Done, I sat beside the 

patch of loose earth, smoking 
and wishing for something more 
to send her on her way. There 
was nothing. No words, no 
prayers, no ceremony. Death 
was irrevocable. 

It was night before I 
returned to Martian. She, and 
the daggers, I wrapped in my 
gray robe and carried back to 
the Citadel in Ochi. I had no 
care for the distance, or 
anything that stood in my way. 
My flaming gold-orange eyes 
were a horror, which propelled 
any who saw me out of my 
path.  

Not even the Rangers in 
the Citadel wanted anything to 
do with me, but I still put 
Martian’s body into their hands 
and snarled at them to prepare 
her for internment before 
finding my empty room. Alone, 
I washed the dirt and filth of the 
preceding days away, laid the 
daggers on a table, and dropped 
onto the bed I’d once shared 
with a different woman. I 
remained there, awake, gazing 
at the blades, until the night 
wore away. 

When the sky lightened 
with morning, the Rangers 
gathered on the burial ground of 
the Green Way to inter their 
Head Captain between her 
father and Zinobi. As she had 
no living family, or bound 
partner, it fell to me to lay her in 
her grave and offer her my 
black blood in the ancient 
custom. Yet another I needed to 
lay to rest with my own hands. 

Finished, I stood smoking, 
as the rest who mourned her 
dropped their bundles of 
Demon’s Breath into the wound 
in the dirt, the herb soft and 
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green around Martian’s slight 
form. My master, Kapachi, and 
his bound partner, Honamoto, 
stood beside me. The two 
vampires were stoic. 

Kapachi took in my 
clothes, gray, but not the Gray 
of the Rangers, and the daggers 
at my belt. “You’re going,” he 
stated. 

“Yes,” I said, breathing 
the word from smoke. 

“Will you be back?” The 
question strove at placidity but 
played at melancholy. The 
shadow of our last parting 
hanging, weighted, between us. 

“Not for some time.” 
He nodded 

acknowledgement. “Take care, 
Karma.” 

“Humm.” I exhaled a 
cloud of smoke to wreath about 
my enflamed eyes with the 
deep-throated grunt. “I’m not 
the one who’s died once 
already, master.” We both knew 
the jest had no heart in it. 

I finished my cigarette, 
and wandered away with no 
further words of farewell, 
pausing a moment beside 
Zinobi’s grave. My bound 
partner. Gone long ago. 

Ultimately, mortals died 
too soon and loving them was a 
weariness to an immortal, 
cursed to go on. I was tired. 
How many had I lost? How 
many had I killed to lock the 
Oblivion Reams shut? Their 
number exhausted me, like an 
Ouroboros, devouring its tail 
forever. And pointlessly. 

I turned away. I would 
leave Lower World, but there 
was no need for me to go 
through the Torii gate, not for 
where I wished to go. As I 

sauntered on, down the slope 
of the Green Way, toward 
Ochi’s outer wall, I pressed 
my fingers to the back of my 
right hand and felt the 
Shadow Troupe’s calling card 
beneath my skin. When I 
stroked the card, the world 
gave way, with a little sigh, to 
the eternal shadow-light and 
Throne Room of Midway, the 
fortalice of the In-between, 
where the immortals gathered 
against the changing of the 
worlds. 

Above me, on their 
throne, I noted the two gods, 
Yamakichi and Managher, 
with Silas at their feet. Silas. 
The white-haired Nephilim 
turned his crystalline eyes on 
me. Soft. As if he understood 
why it was I was there. As if 
to express we had become the 
same, in the end. And his 
words to me on a day when 
the sun was bright, and I held 
Zinobi in my arms in came 
back to me. 

I wish you as much 
happiness as you can find in 
what comes next. 

Nothing had ever been 
promised. All things carried 
on and were remade. 

Heavy with it all, I 
shook off the Nephilim’s gaze 
in favor of the gods’. I would 
need ask Managher to 
summon Hisoka, so I could 
give Martian’s ring to him. 
But in time. Though I 
acknowledged the gods with 
an inclination of my head, it 
was not them I wished to see. 

I turned away and left 
the Throne Room to traverse 
halls I knew so well. Fateton, 
my once mentor and eternal 

lover, was in his room with a 
book in one hand and his chin in 
the other. His eyes did not light 
with any emotion when he saw 
me, but he did put down his 
book and stand to greet me, 
stretching my name so long it 
might have been two words 
when he said it. “Kar--ma.” 

“Fateton.” Seeing him, my 
endurance at last broke. My 
knees unhinged and I sank to 
his floor, weak and weeping.  
“It was all for nothing. Where 
does the Ouroboros end?” 

Pacing toward me, Fateton 
said nothing about my weeping 
or my words, only allowed me 
to wrap my arms around his 
immortal, child’s body. I felt 
him push down his high collar 
to whisper kisses across my 
face, and I breathed in his smell, 
so familiar. 

“It’s -- alright,” he 
intoned. “You -- are home.” 
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