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Starblazer

by Barbara G.Tarn

Bertha Anne stared in disbelief at the winged
being at her feet. It was a young man with large black wings; he
wore strange, close fitting clothes and boots that wouldn't last a
day on the road.

Bertha Anne remembered to breathe, put down
her basket and went closer to examine him. He had short black hair
and seemed unconscious. He was breathing, somewhat irregularly,
therefore he was alive.

Bertha Anne tried to restore one big wing
back in place. She didn't know much about birds and wings, but this
one seemed broken in many places. No wonder the creature had fallen
from the sky.

He moaned when she tried to restore both
wings: the left one seemed almost fine, but the right one remained
at an awkward angle. Bertha Anne sighed, wondering how she could
help the magic creature.

He opened his eyes and started as if he
wanted to fly away, but fell back on his face with a moan of pain.
Some black feathers joined with the leaves on the ground.

"Don't be afraid, I won't hurt you," she
said. "I think your wings are broken."

He didn't reply, apparently exhausted from
pain.

"I'll try to fix them," she decided. "Don't
move."

She picked up the basket and ran back to the
house.

The winged young man took his right ankle in
his hand and with a wince cured the sprained part. Then he grabbed
the left wing, doing the same with even greater pain. He was too
exhausted to work on the right wing when Bertha Anne came back with
some straps and bandages.

"I'll have to hurt you a little, but this
wing must be held still", she said. She pushed the wing back in
place, trying to ignore the single scream of pain from the
creature, and proceeded to bandage the broken limb.

"It's going to rain soon, will you come to a
covered place?" she suggested.

He nodded, his eyes closed. He seemed weak
and in pain, but he managed to stand up and follow her to her
little timber house by the forest.

She made him sit at the table and gave him
some water. He drank gratefully, but refused any food.

"Do you speak?" she wondered.

"Yes," he said. "Thank you." His eyelids
seemed too heavy for him.

"Maybe you need rest," she decided. "Do you
want to sleep by the fire?"

"I'm not cold," he said.

She guided him to the spare bed and helped
him to lie down on his stomach. He fell asleep almost immediately.
She brushed his forehead, but couldn't tell if he had a
temperature. Well, he's not Human anyway, she thought.

"Bertha!"

Oh, Gods, Morvan was back. She ran to him,
hushing him down.

"What?" he protested with a smile.

"Come and see," she whispered, taking his
hand.

Her husband opened his mouth in front of the
sleeping winged creature, but said nothing at first.

"Where did you find him?" he asked at
last.

"In the woods, just behind the house."

"I've never seen one before! Has it been shot
down or something?"

"No, he doesn't have any wounds."

"How do you know it's a 'he'? You checked
under his clothes?"

"No breasts, darling. And I couldn't figure
out how to take off those weird clothes."

The winged young man opened his eyes.

"Hello, this is my husband, Morvan," Bertha
Anne said.

"Nice meeting you," Morvan said. "What's his
name?"

"He hasn't told me yet," she answered.

"Winged Kalino," the winged creature said.
"I'm a Sila."

"You're welcome, Winged Kalino," Morvan
smiled.

"I think we should call Lenore," Bertha Anne
said. "Maybe she can cure him."

"Right, she's a witch. I'll get her," Morvan
decided.

"Get back to sleep," Bertha Anne told the
winged one. "We'll see if we can find a healer for you."

The winged young man fell back to sleep. He
must have been exhausted. Bertha Anne sighed and decided to start
cooking lunch.

***

Lenore was a young witch, but no less
powerful. The village respected her since she could really cure, or
punish if ill-treated. She was fun too, and knew lots of stories
for the long winter evenings. But she was also unpredictable; you
could never be sure of finding her in the little cabin in the
woods.

Morvan felt lucky when he saw her standing by
her door as if waiting for him. She was beautiful in a strange way,
and Morvan had always been intimidated by her presence.

He didn't have to say anything, though. She
just followed him to his house of timber, where Bertha Anne's fine
cooking was filling the air.

Lenore didn't smile when she saw the winged
creature lying on the bed. She went to him, and woke him with a
light touch on his head. He didn't look surprised, nor scared, as
if he knew exactly who he was dealing with.

"What happened, that you can't cure
yourself?" Lenore frowned.

"I did half the job and lacked the strength
to finish it," he replied.

"I bandaged his broken wing to help it heal,"
Bertha Anne offered, shyly.

"I can see that," Lenore said. "But we don't
need all this stuff, do we, Sila?"

She took off the straps and bandages. She
touched the black wing carefully until it resumed its natural
shape. Winged Kalino did his best not to moan in the process.

"Have you eaten?" Lenore asked.

"You know I don't eat earth's food," he
replied.

"I'll get some," she decided. "This fever of
yours is not normal. What happened?"

"A powerful spell took us down. Some dark
force I have never met before…"

"Dark magic."

"Maybe. It was evil, violent, painful…"

"How many were taken down?"

"Two of us." Winged Kalino seemed on the edge
of tears. "Me and my Destinito. I don't know what happened exactly,
we were suddenly separated; I felt my heart torn to pieces
and…"

"And your Destinito is gone." Lenore stood
up. "I'll get you some food. Air wants you to live, or you wouldn't
be here."

"Fine," he whispered. Lenore left, followed
by the puzzled stare of Bertha Anne and Morvan. Winged Kalino
pulled himself up to a seated position, but his head hung down as
if he was too tired to keep it upright.

"Well, our witch is a little blunt, but she's
good," Morvan said, embarrassed.

"I know, she's not Human," the Sila
replied.

"She's not?" Bertha Anne wondered. "Is she a
shape changer?"

"If she wants to be," he admitted.

"Where were you hit?" Morvan inquired,
worried. "If there's danger there, maybe we should tell the
king!"

"It was probably one of your shamans," Angelo
Kalino frowned. "Maybe he was practicing his magic on behalf of
your king."

"You're sure it wasn't Lenore?" Morvan
insisted. "The witch that just went out looking for your food," he
explained, seeing the creature's blank stare.

"I know the nature of her magic," the winged
being replied. "This is different."

"You're saying Lenore is of a Magical Race?"
Bertha Anne asked, curious.

Winged Kalino nodded and Morvan sighed.

"Our king doesn't trust the Magical Races,"
he said.

"You defeated us," Winged Kalino sounded
rueful. "This was a Waiora kingdom centuries ago. You chased us
away, what else do you want?"

Lenore came back with a handful of strange
food that looked like spun sugar.

"Thank you," Winged Kalino said.

"Lenore, he told us about you…" Morvan was
uneasy. "Is 'Lenore' your real name anyway?"

"You'll never know her real name," Winged
Kalino smiled for the first time, though only with his mouth.
"There's too much power in it."

"You're talking too much, you silly winged
creature," Lenore snapped. "Now I'll have to leave this place!"

"Won't you come with me to investigate the
evil dark magic?"

"What for? Your Destinito is gone, and a
sorcerer is pretty much useless!"

"Maybe compared to you! But he took my
Destinito, maybe we can do something about it…"

"Well you've certainly made my life here
difficult! I'll go with you, but I don't think there is much we can
do!"

Bertha Anne couldn't take her eyes from the
winged one's food.

"Where does it come from?" she dared to
ask.

"The clouds," Winged Kalino answered.

"How did you get it, Lenore, did you spread
wings?" Morvan wondered.

"I told you she's not Human," the Sila said.
Lenore smiled to her Human friends.

"I'm leaving anyway, so I guess I can tell
you who I really am," she decided.

"A full grown Fajrulo female," Winged Kalino
added.

"Will you shut up?" she snapped. "I'm telling
the story now!"

"Sorry."

"No, you're not. You hate us all for saving
you! So you're doing your best to make us mad at you, so we'd
finish the job and let you join your Destinito! But I'm telling
you, Sila, this won't happen!"

"My name is Winged Kalino, Fajrulo! I should
have met one of your males…"

"Well, you haven't! I'm here, and I'm taking
care of you, now shut up!"

Winged Kalino had finished his food. He
raised his hands in surrender, and embraced his knees, putting his
head on them and closing his eyes.

Lenore calmed down and turned back to her
friends who were staring open mouthed at both creatures.

"Okay, he said it, I'm not Human, but
Fajrulo. Fajrulo are the most powerful of the Magical Races, but
also the fewest. We don't couple very often, and aren't very
sociable among ourselves. We live longer than anybody else, so we
don't think we need reproduction."

"What is your real appearance?" Morvan
asked.

"Dragon form is our natural appearance. But
we spend most of our lives in other forms."

"Shape changers," Bertha Anne whispered.

"Yes, you could say that," Lenore admitted.
"My Fajrulo name is Starblazer."

"Not your real name, though," Morvan
observed.

"No," she smiled, then turned to Winged
Kalino. "Are you ready? How much longer do you need?"

The Sila opened his eyes, untangled himself
and stood up.

"I'm ready," he said in a subdued tone.

"Good, let's go. It was nice staying with you
people these past ten years, but I have to move on," Lenore told
Morvan and Bertha Anne. "Tell the villagers I'll miss them
all."

"Will you come back when your mission is
done?" Bertha Anne asked.

"I don't think so. Not in this form anyway.
It's not safe anymore."

"We won't tell your secret," Morvan
promised.

"In that case… I'll think about it." Lenore
smiled.

"Never trust a Fajrulo," Winged Kalino
advised.

"Shut up and get your pretty ass out of
here," Lenore retorted. "Bye!"

Morvan and Bertha Anne didn't dare follow the
creatures outside the house. They took each other's hand, still in
wonder for the strange meeting.



"Oh, Gods, I'm burning our lunch!" Bertha
Anne exclaimed. Suddenly they were back in their normal life of
woodcutter and wife.

***

Outside the house of the woodcutter, Lenore
spread two big brown wings, the color of her long hair. She also
changed her clothes into a tight fitting outfit with a simple
thought, as her long dress would have been uncomfortable during the
flight.

Winged Kalino merely waited the few seconds
necessary for the transformation, then he opened his wings and soon
both were airborne.

"There aren't that many really powerful
sorcerers in the Blackmoren kingdom, since Owen requested to cancel
the Succession Spell of the Moren Empire," Lenore said. "Which made
it collapse, Humans are useless without us! So it's basically a
magic-free kingdom, now - and yeah, they dropped the final 'n' in
the royal dynasty name, I guess I'm showing my age..."

She glanced at Winged Kalino's absent
look.

"Anyway, I'm just babbling, sorry. Tell me
about the spell that took you down," she said.

"We saw a young one, lost and crying," Winged
Kalino replied. "He seemed hurt, and unable to fly, so we got
closer and something hit us. I was sent back in the air and my
wings carried me for a while, then I fell and broke them."

"Mmm, an illusion and a magic bolt," Lenore
mused. "And we're flying towards Shania's shelter."

"Do you know her?"

"She's quite powerful for a Human. She's
trying to impress Prince Edwyn, hoping he'll take her to his court
in Xendaria when he becomes king."

"Do you think she'll succeed?"

"Very likely, especially if she presents him
with a pair of huge wings."

"She wouldn't dare!"

"Why do you think she took you down?"

Winged Kalino opened his mouth, then closed
it, speechless with horror. He'd never understand the earth people,
and not only because of their wicked magic.

Suddenly something far away on the tree
covered ground attracted his attention. Breathless, he dived
towards what to Lenore's eyes seemed only a faint color in the
green.

"Damn Sila and his sharp eyes," she grumbled,
following him to the ground.

In a clearing among tall trees, a beautiful
girl seemed to be asleep in the grass. She wore the tight fitting
clothing of the Sila, but was missing the wings. Winged Kalino
rushed to her, while Lenore wondered.

"Raziela!" he called, desperately. "Blessed
winds, what have they done? Raziela, answer me!"

"Is this your Destinito?" Lenore asked. He
didn't even hear the question, but the answer was obvious, so she
didn't persist. There she was, wingless, dying… "Damned
Humans."

Lenore's wings disappeared and her former
dress came back. She walked quickly out of the clearing, to a cave
she knew was nearby. She stopped in front of the opening with her
fists on her hips.

"Shania!" she called.

"What do you want?" The voice came from
nowhere.

"Come out and talk to me!" Lenore
ordered.

"You come in, if you dare," came the
disembodied answer.

"Damned Humans," Lenore repeated to herself,
stomping fearlessly into the cave. She found what she more or less
expected: herbs, stones, smoke, a cauldron, other Human utilities
and paraphernalia. And a pair of wings, obviously Raziela's, as
they were the same shade of the beautiful girl's hair. She couldn't
see the witch, though. Maybe there was another room.

"I'm in," she announced. "Are you afraid of
me? You should be, I'm not a harmless Sila…"

A magic bolt hit her shield. She had been
expecting it, though, so she quickly analyzed the spell: Dark
Magic, definitely. The magic forbidden to her and her like. She
could barely stand the power behind the woman she knew was hiding
somewhere.

"As I said, you cannot hurt me," she began
again, feeling anger rising inside her. "Show yourself, you
cowardly little witch!"

"I am a shaman of Mother Earth." This time
the voice was closer and more real. "And you are not Human."

"You're smart, but this won't save you if you
don't show yourself now. I'm going to burn your place to the
ground!"

"Fire creature." The woman appeared suddenly
by the cauldron, where her voice had come from. She was beautiful
in her own way, and the simple fashion of Human females of the time
modeled her generous bosom.

"Nice trick," Lenore said.

"Invisibility coat," Shania said, modestly.
"You don't waste your powers with this, do you?"

"I can change shape, what need do I have to
become invisible?"

"Change shape," Shania murmured. "Very
interesting."

"I bet you have never seen a young Sila. How
could you create the illusion to lure them?" Lenore inquired.

"I can see many things," Shania replied. "In
here." She pointed at the cauldron. "But not your real face."

"My real shape wouldn't fit into this tiny
little cave," Lenore assured, sarcastically. "Anyway, what's with
you? Why did you take those wings?"

"They are a present for my prince."

"I doubt he'll ever see them. If the owner
dies, you lose your gift."

"Then cure her, she's not far…"

"I know where she is, her beloved is with
her. And I've already helped him."

"Oh, yes, the male. Interesting black
wings…"

"Interesting, but forbidden, even for your
stupid religion. You consider him a demon, don't you?"

"No, I know what real demons look like, and
he's very attractive."

"He's mine."

"You should have kept him away from here,
then."

"You are damn sure of yourself, aren't you?
You're a complete sorceress, not a damn shaman! What did it cost
you to get all that power?"

"The life of my most loved one."

"Interesting you sacrificed a life to gain
power!"

"Yes, and my prince will soon know. After I
try the Sila."

"You won't touch the Sila, unless you want to
fight me."

"In here I can do anything. You don't scare
me, fire creature."

Lenore morphed into a dragon, a very small
one. Just the shape, not the size.

"I can breathe fire even when I'm that small.
Or ice, if you prefer. Don't try me, this is my real face, but not
my real size," she threatened. "Be warned that I'm the one who
destroyed the Sect that dwelt near another Pond of Dark Magic in
what is now known as the desert of the south. I annihilated their
underground town and a whole kingdom, so don't think this place can
shelter you from my wrath."

Shania paled in front of the claws and fangs,
feeling the fire burning in the creature.

"You are Starblazer, the wrathful dragon that
destroyed Arquon a little more than a century ago!"

"You bet I am. And I've seen another High
Priestess of Darkness die, so don't think yourself
invulnerable."

"All right, I'll leave the Sila alone."

Lenore reverted to Human form.

"Good. Can you read the future, Shania?"

"Not really. I'm better with other powerful
spells, that even the Genn couldn't stop. That's all my lord
needs."

"Yes, I've seen the destructive power of your
spells. Why use them on harmless Sila, though?"

"They're the eyes of the Varian king. He has
one at his court, and I want to be able to take him down when
needed."

"So you can have him instead of Winged
Kalino? Winged Morgan has black wings too…"

"Maybe. I can ask for him as a prize when we
win the war against the Varians."

"Let me tell you something, you silly little
Human. I'm very good at reading the future, and I can see all of
your life. You will become Edwyn's queen, you'll serve him
faithfully in his war against the Varians and the Genn, and you'll
have what you want. But hear this: you will also die by the hand of
the son of the Sila you fear so much now. Keep doing your
exercises, keep using your illusions and magic bolts and evil
powers. This won't save you when your time comes."

Lenore saw the wings on the wall behind
Shania slowly dissolve.

"Damn!" she concluded. "I've got to go. See
you in your next life, witch!"

She stormed out of the cave, furious. She ran
back to the clearing to find Winged Kalino lying on the grass,
unconscious. She touched his forehead: it was burning again. The
Fever of Loss.

She morphed into Winged Raziela and took him
high up in the sky, and over some huge white clouds. She
contemplated him for a few moments, brushing his hair and cheek.
Suddenly she kissed him, unzipping his clothes and exploring his
hairless body.

Winged Kalino woke up, saw her, opened his
mouth in awe, but she closed it before he could speak. They made
love on their bed of clouds, Winged Kalino still burning with
fever.

"Winged Raziela," he whispered,
exhausted.

"I'm dead," she answered. "And this is just a
beautiful dream."

"No…" he drifted into sleep, desperate.

Lenore changed back to her winged Human form
and sighed. She dressed him and waited for him to wake up again.
His sleep wasn't peaceful: maybe he was re-living the death of his
Destinito. They certainly had no way to defend themselves. Poor
Sila. So beautiful and harmless…

***

She was weak. She could barely open her
eyes.

"Raziela," he pleaded. "Stay with me!"

"I can't… fly anymore…" She grew weaker and
weaker.

"Raziela, don't leave!" he insisted out of
desperation. He was crying openly, but his tears couldn't keep her
alive. She had lost her wings, her purpose, her life.

"Forgive me," she whispered with her last
breath. Then she was still. Slowly her body dissolved, leaving him
empty handed.

He found it hard to breathe. He felt as if
fire was burning him. He tried to scream, but his voice wouldn't
come out. He fainted.

He woke up in the arms of Winged Raziela. He
felt weak, but she was so beautiful… He made love to her.

"You're dreaming," she whispered.

"Don't leave me!" he pleaded.

"I'm already gone, beloved," she replied.
"But you are still alive."

"No!" he moaned. Pain, fear, horror. The
fever seemed to consume him. Then a fresh wind took away the heat.
He slowly relaxed, exhausted.

Winged Kalino woke up feeling empty. He saw
the Fajrulo by his side and sighed.

"What happened? I can't remember much," he
asked.

"We found your Destinito, too late," she
answered. "I talked to the sorceress, she won't get very far. I
think you should go back to your Nest. Which one is it?"

"The Nest over the Valley. Lenore, I thought
I saw Raziela…"

"She's dead. Your heart already told you. You
felt it torn to pieces, remember?"

"Yes, but… I made love to her and it felt so
real…"

"Only a dream, my darling," she assured with
a smile. "Come on, show me where your Nest is."

With a last sigh, Winged Kalino spread his
wings. His Destinito was gone, but Air wanted him to live. Maybe
another Sorto was waiting for him at the Nest.

Lenore followed him in silence, a mysterious
smile on her lips.

***

The Varian court was reunited in the walled
stone castle the Varian kings had built at the beginning of the
war, after the previous timber keep had been burned to ashes by the
Blackmore raiders.

Among the bearded Human warriors stood a
couple of blond, androgynous beings with pointed ears, and a young
Sila, close to the king himself and only mildly interested in the
war plans discussed loudly at the table. The two old but still
beautiful Genn exchanged glances and sighs and shrugs from time to
time, while the young Sila's keen eyes tended to wander to
everybody's face, even the furthest servant at the other side of
the great hall.

The discussion between the king and his
generals was animated, still silence fell when a woman appeared on
the great hall's door. She stood there with a baby in her arms
until everybody shut up to stare at her in wonder.

"Talk about a theatrical entrance," the
eldest Genn smiled at her. "What can we do for you?"

"Who is that woman?" the Varian king
demanded.

"I am Lenore and I want to speak to the Sila,
Winged Morgan," she replied with a smile.

Winged Morgan looked even more stunned than
his Human companions.

"What do you want from me?" he inquired,
puzzled.

She moved two steps forward.

"Do you want me to tell in front of
everybody?"

"I have no secrets."

"Of course not," she smiled again, moved
forward, stopping not too far from the king's table. All men
noticed her beauty.

"Woman, are you married?" the king
inquired.

"You don't want to marry her, your majesty,"
the other Genn counselor suggested with a brief smile.

"Why not?" protested the king.

"You have three wives already, I believe it's
enough," Lenore sounded amused. She turned to the Sila. "Winged
Morgan, do you know Winged Kalino?"

Winged Morgan stared at her, suspicious.

"He is my duonfrato, Fajrulo, what do you want from him?"

"He is not at his Nest, and I was wondering
if you knew where he is."

"He has lost his Destinito and is flying the
world in search of peace."

She snorted.

"Well, as he is your duonfrato, I believe he will come back here sooner
or later."

She covered the few steps remaining, and put
the baby on the table, in front of the puzzled king: a tiny bundle
with deep black eyes and a quietness and wisdom unusual for such a
small child. Everybody stared at him in wonder and suspicion.

"This is Winged Kyler Darklight, Winged
Kalino's son," Lenore announced. "I'm sure you will take care of
him."

All looked shocked, including the members of
the Magical Races.

"Lenore, you didn't!" the elder Genn
protested.

"It saved his life," she replied.

New respect shone on Winged Morgan's youthful
face.

"You were with him when he lost his
Destinito?"

"I was."

"And why did you do it?" Winged Morgan's
voice softened as he looked into the baby's black eyes.

"I never had a Sila before," she smiled.

"What are you?" the king found his voice to
ask, staring at her in sudden awe.

"Fajrulo," Winged Morgan whispered, taking
the quiet, smiling baby in his arms. "I will keep Kyler until
Kalino returns," he promised.

Lenore smiled and bowed, leaving in the
renewed silence.

The king turned to the two Genn and Winged
Morgan.

"How could you tell she wasn't Human?"

"We feel the other Magical Races' blood,"
replied the younger Genn. "Fajrulo are shape shifters, but we can
see through their disguises."

The baby rid himself of the cover, freeing
his torso and waving his little arms around, still held under the
armpits by a puzzled Winged Morgan. Suddenly a couple of little
black wings sprouted from his back, flapping happily as if he
wanted to fly away from Winged Morgan's grasp.

The Sila laughed, the Genn smiled, the Humans
were out of breath again.

"Welcome to the Varian court, Winged
Kyler!"

Winged Morgan let him go for a short flight
over their heads, then the baby glided into his arms and nested
there. The wings disappeared and he closed his eyes, falling
peacefully asleep.

"A potentially very powerful half blood," the
elder Genn commented, amused.

"Could he help me to win the war?" the king
asked.

"Who knows. Maybe..."

THE END?
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