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How many times have I heard the story of my birth retold?
About how my mother and father, though no older than I am
now, pledged their sworn troth; how Godron, servant of the
Dark, kidnapped my mother while I still grew inside her to cor-
rupt me to serve his own evil plans; of her rescue and the pu-
rification of my birth at an ancient place of Power. Yet, each
time I listen closely, as if hearing it anew, hoping I might catch
something heretofore missed; something that would explain this
growing restlessness inside.

Ah, a poor choice of words, perhaps, as it seems more of a
seeking than restlessness. I only know I’m being drawn toward

- something? Somewhere? And soon must accept this com-
pulsion to go forth and find answers to questions I do not know
how to ask.

“Silistia?”
Upon hearing my cousin Reldo call to me, I put away
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my journal and left my cozy window seat to walk outside
into the early spring sunshine. As I emerged from the house,
Reldo lifted his hand to motion me over to the stock pen.
I quickened my steps, guessing he intended to show me
the first foal of spring, an arrival eagerly awaited by us
both.

I stepped up on the bottom board of the pen to peer over at
the gangly, staggering newborn, then swapped delighted grins
with Reldo. Even though he stood on the ground and I on the
board, I still had to look up at him, At a year younger than I,
Reldo, just past his sixteenth birthday, was over half a head
taller, having grown remarkably during this past winter. My
mother and his father, both of the Old Race, are double first
cousins, and Reldo had the typical dark hair color of that lin-
eage, as did 1. But his eyes were the same light ginger hue of his
outworld mother’s, while mine are the clear gray of the Old
Ones. = 5

My father, Gunnal, knelt beside the shaky foal as Lenil, Re-
1do’s father, stroked and complimented the mare.-

« At Jeast she had the decency to birth her foal in the morning
hours,” Lenil said with a laugh. “And not drag us from our
beds at midnight.”

“Perhaps we should ask her to speak to the other mares,”
Father suggested, obviously lighthearted at the successful foal-
ing. The winter had proved a hard one and more than a few of
our animals had succumbed to its icy harshness. Each new foal
would serve to replenish our depleted stock.

Animals were not the only thing lost this past bitter winter.
At that thought, my gaze went to the little hillock at the far
eastern corner of our hold where my small brother lay at rest
beneath his cairn of stones. After losing him, I doubted my
mother would ever agree to send me for training in my awaken-
ing Talent. However, grief for my baby brother overshadowed
disappointment and I could feel a sting of tears behind my eyes.
He’d had the light brown curls and blue eyes of our father, and
I recalled the merriment sparkling in those blue depths as he
extended his chubby arms and flexed his stubby fingers, teasing
me to pick him up. And I would, laughing and swinging him
high . . .
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I wondered, Had I know how to use the Power growing
within me, could I have saved him?

Reldo’s touch on my shoulder made me jump. “Riatha calls
you,” he said, studying me.

I looked quickly at the house to avert my face from his scru-
tiny and saw my mother standing in the doorway. “She must
need my help to prepare our noon meal,” I chattered breath-
lessly. I hurried to the house. I tried not to display my grief;
since my mother acted so bravely I felt I could do no less. My
father had wept long and bitterly the night he held his dead son
in his arms, but Mother had borne up stoically, steadying us
with her strength. But since the initial shock wore off, she clung
to me with determined fright.

Spring events continued to distract her, and the rest of us,
from our loss. Our old sow. birthed her litter that afternoon,
and five survived.

“More than I expected, Gunnal,” Lenil said as we took our
places around the table for our evening meal.

My father grunted agreement as we passed around bowls to
help our plates.

“Spring seems to have actually arrived,” said Varela, Reldo’s
outworld mother. “The ranni vines are budding out, and
they’re usually weather-wise.” She handed a piece of buttered
bread to Jenli, Reldo’s younger sister. I looked at the little girl
who favored me more than she did her own brother, with her
ash-dark hair and gray eyes of the Old Race, inherited from her
father’s side. Would the Talent of the Old Ones bloom in her
also, as it did in me? She was young yet. That question might
not be answered for some years. Feeling my gaze, Jenli turned
to me and crossed her eyes and stuck out her tongue.

“Jenli!” Lenil admonished her, not seeing my responding
funny-face. Jenli giggled into her hand.

“Never mind scolding her, Lenil,” said my father with a lifted
brow in my direction. “Silistia encouraged her, I'm sure.”

I concentrated on my food, letting the murmur of conversa-
tion flow around me, until I heard my name spoken.

“Silistia is seventeen now,” Lenil was saying. “Well of an age
for training her Talent. She needs—”

“Why?” Mother demanded, cutting off her cousin midsen-







