Foreward: 
 
Yay! This is the first original fiction that I have ever writen for pleasure. This story has been farting around in my head for about 3 years. I tried to write it as it came to me, but it really didn’t work out too well…SOOOooooooooooo…..I’m trying it again! I hope you all love this! Without further adue, I present to you…
 
Wind Talker.
 
PROLOUGE: Sora.
 
Soft, white veils surrounded the heavily insenced room. The air around the room was thick with it; and one would think that it would be hard to breathe but for the fact of a strong gust of cool, fresh air blowing through the wide windows every few minutes to blow away the choking smell and suffocating heat.
The inside was dimly lit: only by stubs of candles that had been burning endlessly, for outside it was night, and most of the village had gone to bed…all except the family.  
In the center of the room, surrounded by more cream coloured veils and curtains was a bed, and on the bed was a woman, worn down by her excursion, and with long, violet hair plastered to her face with sweat. Supported by seemingly hundreds of pillows, the woman held a baby. A baby girl. 
The woman was breathing hard, for she had just given birth to this baby, her first daughter. Beside the bed sat a little boy, no older than 5, watching his mother and his new baby sister. The father stood on the other side of the bed, his hand on his wife’s shoulder.
Wind from the open door blew in, rusteling the curtains. Everyone in the room shivered….except the baby. This made the mother smile.
“My baby…a Windtalker…” She whispered, closeing her eyes, finally sucumbing to the darkness of night.
The little boy blinked.
 The father smiled.
“Then she shall henceforth be named,” He said while picking the baby up, “Sora.”
