 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1The alley was dark. He ran towards the light that designated the more

protected part of the city. The place where his kind was usually not

welcome, but at the age of 12 it was his best hope to get out of the grasp

of his pursuers. He wasn't a small boy, He was stockier then most kids his

age, but the people following him through the rubble in the streets

outnumbered him, and their leader was at least as big as he was; not to

mention better at using the staff they both carried.

He could hear his pursuers' taunts as he ran through the alleys trying only

to get away from them; the light in the street getting brighter and brighter

as the taunts grew louder. He was having trouble seeing in the dark, and he

was stumbling as his breathing becomes more labored.

A loose stone rolled under his foot causing him to throw his arms out to

catch his balance. His staff went between his feet forcing him to his knees.

A small wince of pain escaped with his wizened breath before he managed to

secure his staff and pull himself upright.

A hand grabbed a hold of him; the fall had been fatal. "Where do you think

your going little boy? You have no parents to go crying to." Anger clouded

his mind and before he knew it he had taken a swing at the blonde haired boy

with the acne scared face standing behind him. It was easily grabbed. "Ah,

look guys, nameless boy wants to play. So what will it be nameless, you want

to play tag?" the blonde haired boy pushed the unnamed child back, and he

stumbled into a brick wall. "I'm it, you better run."

He found purchase on his staff and looked for an exit. The other two boys

had spread off, blocking both ways out of the alley, and he was less then

ten feet from the street. Maybe if he yelled he thought to himself, his eyes

searched franticly for a way out.

"Not going to run, guess you can just give me my money back then, and we'll

call it fair."

"I ain't giving you nothing you were cheating and you know it."

"Cheating or no, I won that money and you are going to give it to me one way

or another, nameless."

"I have a name." He yelled, his mind searching franticly for the lost memory

of his parents and the name they use to call him. He knew he had one, but he

could never remember what it was. Tears started to roll down his face.

"Oh yeah," the blonde haired lad started to walk closer, his staff slowly

being dragged into position. "Then what is it," He leaned forward, letting

the silence build for just a moment. "Nameless." He started to laugh as he

looked back at his laughing friends for confirmation.

"Shut up." The unnamed boy's voice was dangerously quite as he spoke. His

eyes seemed to have a fire burning behind them that wasn't there only a

moment before.

"What are you going to do, hit me again?" and he started laughing again. He

took the last few steps to his prey and started to poke him in the chest;

His eyes overshadowed by malice. "Now give me my money, nameless." Each word

he spoke was punctuated by a poke, and each poke was progressively harder.

"Don't call me NAMELESS." The unnamed boy screamed, his voice climbing to

screech. The fire behind his eyes grew and suddenly burst forward bathing

the alley in its radiance. A split second later, as the staff in his hands

began to come down towards the pockmarked boy, the trash in the alley burst

into flames, adding its blaze to the glory of the unnamed child's eyes. "As

far back as I can remember," he yelled, the staff nailing the stunned boy on

top of his head, "I have been picked on and ridiculed, all because I cant

remember my parents, or the name they gave me." His staff burst into flames

as he continued to beat the now unconscious boy lying on the ground. Each

stroke bringing a small burst of flame, which quickly faded, as clothing

caught on fire. Each time the staff hit bare flesh the smell of roasted pork

would rise up to the enraged boy. "But I am a fucking human damn it. And I

deserve to be treated like one you fuck." The staff continued to strike the

child lying on the street until it crumbled in the boy's hands.

He looked down at the body, comprehension coming to him slowly. In a stunned

silence he looked around to see if his other pursuers still lingered, but

they were gone, probably ran away when the trash burst into flame. The body

at his feet, charred and bloody, was barely recognizable as the blonde

haired boy who had cheated at cards earlier that night.

He turned and headed towards the light and his escape. Having no one to

escape he took his time, his body numb to his surroundings. His eyes

watching his feet stumble out of the alley. He didn't see the person

standing at the end of the alley until he was grabbed, his eyes watching his

feet stumble out of the alley. His heart began to race as a man's voice

spoke. "Come with me, Shakaku. I will take you home." The unnamed boy looked

up to see a small man, only a little taller then himself, looking down at

him. He was wearing black and the remains of the burning garbage caused

shadowed to play across his face, making it difficult to see the slanted

eyes, and pale skin.

"Who, who are you." His voice wavered as he spoke, unsure of what was going

to happen.

"Do not worry, I am a friend." The man turned and walked away, confident

that the one he had called Shakaku would follow, which he did.

He led the unnamed lad to a small building with a slanted roof painted in

ornate colors. The doorway was slightly indented into the wall and on each

side there were windows with strange figures displayed. Each window had a

golden serpentine dragon painted onto it looking at the door in the middle.

He walked into the building and was led through the store into the back

where there was a small storage room filled with strange smells coming out

of a multitude of drawers. The unnamed child reached out and opened a

drawer. He began to reach into it to touch the green leaves that were lying

in there. The sudden voice of this strange little man stopped him. "Touch

nothing. Much in this house is dangerous without proper learning. Now follow

me, I will show you where to sleep."

He was taken up the small set of stairs to a small living area. There were 4

rooms beginning with the main room, where he would be sleeping. The other

three rooms where separated with thin paper doors. There was the bathroom,

and a kitchen, both of which the small man told him that he would be

cleaning everyday, as well as the room he was to sleep in. The other room

was off limits, as that was the strange mans private room.

The man went into his room and came back a moment later with a large folded

up mattress, which he set on the ground next to the wall. He then set a

blanket and pillow on top of it. "You will take care of these everyday just

like this, before you do anything else. I will make us meals, and take care

of the shop. If I find you trust worthy you will help me in my shop. Any

questions." He said it, though he sounded like he didn't expect an answer.

"What do I call you?" The unnamed one said leaning against the mattress.

"My name is Takoki Nakiyama. You may call me Nakiyama san. Is there anything

else?" After a short pause he bowed and turned to go into this room. "Good,

good night."

The next morning he awoke to a sharp kick in the side, while a disembodied

voice spoke. "It is time to wake." The unnamed one opened his eyes to find

that the voice had a body, that of the man that took him in the night

before. "Eat and then clean up before coming downstairs to find out what

else you are to do." The man turned and headed down the stares.

The boy fought his eyelids for a few moments before taking control of his

body. Sitting up he noticed that there was a small table in the corner of

the room with food sitting on top of it. He threw the blankets off before

turning and sitting on the floor next to the small table to eat the small

plate of food left for him. After eating he took his bedding and stacked it

up next to the Nakiyama's door before taking his plate into the kitchen. The

kitchen was small, but tidy, with a few dishes, probably left over from the

breakfast that Nakiyama had made for the two of them. Walking across the

wooden floor he closed the sliding door to the kitchen and headed to the

bathroom to splash some water on his face. The bathroom was small, but the

same as any other bathroom he had been in. Which, if he was honest to

himself, hadn't been many. It had a toilet next to a brass bathtub. On the

other side of the room stood a porcelain sink with a mirror attached to the

wall above. Fidgeting with the handles he managed to make the water reach a

temperature he felt comfortable with before washing the sleep out of his

eyes. Looking in the mirror he ran his still damp hands through his hair

making it look presentable before turning around and leaving the bathroom.

Again sliding the door closed behind him.

He crawled down the steps and went into the storefront, being careful not to

touch anything for fear of causing harm to this helpful man who took him in,

presumably knowing at least part of what happened the night before.

"Mr. Nakiyama san, I'm-"

"Only Nakiyama san." He said without looking up from the book he was looking

at.

"What?" The boy's eyebrow raised up slightly.

"San means 'Mr.,' so you only say Nakiyama san."

"Oh, well, Nakiyama san I'm going to be going now, I appreciate everything-"

"Where will you go Shakaku. I heard the boys last night, you have no where

to go. You stay here, Shakaku. Your place is not out there."

"I don't want to trouble you, I'll just-"

Again Nakiyama interrupted him. "No trouble. I have need of help around the

shop, and help keeping my house clean." The image of the spotless living

area upstairs sprang to the unnamed boy's mind and he smiled. "Now I have an

errand for you to run, can you read Shakaku."

"No sir."

"Ok." Nakiyama said before taking out a piece of paper and jotting a quick

note onto it. "I need you to take a package to Ms. Chambers. She lives three

blocks up the road. She's a seamstress, and I was returning from her place

last night after giving her a checkup. I need you to take her medicine to

her." Reaching under the counter he pulled out a package and handed it to

him. "She lives, and works, in a blue house. You leave here and take a left.

You go three blocks and she is the second house on the block. You can't miss

it, it's one of the only houses with any color to it around here."

The one being called Shakaku took the package and note before headed towards

the door. He stopped as he reached it, his hand on the door. "Nakiyama san."

He paused looking up at the man who was taking him in. " Why do you call me

Shakaku?"

The man smiled, showing more age then the boy had originally thought he had.

"Because you are Shakaku. Now be quick about your task you still have to

clean the house."

Shakaku walked out of the store, a smile on his lips and headed down the

street towards his destination. The street was clean and each building

seemed to mimic the one next to it. The only color being showed was in the

windows trying to attract the passing customer. He heard noise coming from

up the street, and as he got closer to it he realized it was coming from the

alley from last night.

He walked by and peeked in, spotting two police officers discussing the

demise of the poor lad who must have been attacked by a vicious mage by the

look of him. Shakaku ducked his head and tried to walk faster past the

alley, trying to avoid notice. He did so and soon found himself in front of

a large blue building with flowers planted in white boxes hanging near the

windows. The white shutters were thrown open, letting passerby's see the

dresses and suites hanging on mannequins. Shakaku walked up to the door and

walked into the open entrance.

The shop was sparsely decorated with only a handful of mannequins showing

different designs of dresses all in different fabrics. Towards the back of

the room two mannequins were standing in male garb. Both garments looked

almost identical to each other and Shakaku wondered why Ms. Chambers had

them both on display.

"Hello?" He tentatively called out, as he wondered around the store looking

at the various dresses, admiring the fine stitching on some of the more

fancy styles. The sound of high heels clacking on the floor caused Shakaku

to turn to look at the only entryway to the store. He saw a very tall, and

very curvy woman, and suprisingly young woman in a lovely and ornate green

dress. Her golden brown hair was up in a bun with a band wrapped around her

head holding a flower next to the bun. She carried a tailor's measuring tape

around her neck. "I'm, umm, looking for your boss. Ms. Chambers."

She laughed, a musical sound to Shakaku's ears. "I am Ms. Chambers. What is

it I can do for you?"

"Nakiyama san sent me with a package for you. There is a note too."

"What does the note say?" She asked, her voice taking on a brisk tone as she

floated towards him and the package in his hands.

"I uh, don't know. I can't read and he didn't tell me." She took the package

from him and quickly opened the note. Her eyes made quick work of the

contents before she looked up to see the young man in front of her admiring

her body. She quickly hid the smile that came to her lips.

"So you are his new helper. It says here," she said holding up the note,

"that he would like you to have a new set of clothing made up. So what am I

to call you."

Tears started to well up in his eyes unbidden. Looking down at his feet he

mumbled his reply.

"I'm sorry dear, but I didn't catch that."

"I, don't have a name." He spoke a little louder, still looking down at his

feet.

"Everybody has a name dear." She said her voice softening with the pain in

his voice. "We'll just have to come up with one. Has Takoki," he looked up

slightly confused, "Mr. Nakiyama, called you anything?"

"He keeps calling me Shakaku," The word tumbled out of his mouth barely

understandable.

He eyes widened in shock and understanding before she schooled her face into

a semblance of calm. "Well Shakaku," the word sounded very familiar coming

out of her mouth. "Come here so I can get some measurements and then you can

go back to Takoki." Her voice had taken on the same brisk demeanor she had

spoken in earlier. She grabbed the tape from her neck and took a few

measurements that she quickly jotted down. "Tell Mr. Nakiyama I will send a

girl over later with the first outfit, the rest won't be done for a week."

She reached into a pocket sown into the skirt of her dressed and handed over

a silver coin. "Thank you Shakaku. Please shut the door as you leave." She

turned abruptly and headed towards the back of her shop leaving Shakaku

there to find his own way out.
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The high crisp collar of his shirt still pinched his neck. The shirt was

long sleeved, made from a dark green cool feeling fabric that was easy to

move it. It buttoned down the right side just a few inches off center. In

each corner of his collar stood a small golden dragon, like the ones on the

front of the store, stitched with meticulous care. Of the seven shirts

Nakiyama had bought for Shakaku, five of them matched the one he was wearing

today. All but one of them had a dragon stitched on it, except for the one

he received the first day.

Ms. Chambers delivered the plain black outfit herself that first night. Both

the pants and the shirt showed the ability to take a lot of abuse before

taking damage. It came with two pairs of undergarments, both as finely

crafted as the shirt. Telling him to go into the back she pulls Nakiyama san

to the front of the story talking franticly.

When he was done changing Shakaku walked back into the store pulling his

collar he shrugged uncomfortably in his newly acquired outfit. Ms. Chambers

declared the outfit a success after carefully examining it for fit. "Don't

tug at the collar, you will get used to it." She lectured before turning to

Mr. Nakiyama and thanking him for his business.

After she left Nakiyama san sent Shakaku upstairs to begin doing the dishes

from breakfast. Takoki Nakiyama locked up the front of the store before

casting a small warning spell, despite the prohibition on magic. He quickly

took inventory before heading upstairs to begin preparations for dinner.

When they had finished dinner the younger of the two men received

instruction on the proper techniques for cleaning the living area. Which

involved a lot of running back and forth across the floor mixed with a lot

of intensive scrubbing of porcelain fixtures. By the time he was done

Shakaku was ready for bed.

Over the next five days Shakaku spent his days cleaning the upstairs after

breakfast and a quick shower. When he was done Nakiyama would come up and

inspect, making his young ward redo something if it didn't meet his high

standards. That first day Shakaku had to redo the upstairs three times, and

the bathroom alone two more times on top of that.

On the sixth day he was able to clean up to Nakiyama's standards and found

himself helping out in the shop, getting some of the ingredients for certain

tinctures and potions for Nakiyama's customers. Every now and then Nakiyama

would send him out with packages to deliver.

On the night that Ms. Chambers returned with his other outfits Nakiyama had

Shakaku change into one, before sending her away with a large wad of cash

for her services. Nakiyama came upstairs and went into his room. He came out

with two wooden practice swords. Which is how Shakaku found himself sparring

with Nakiyama trying to avoid the quick sharp thwacks of Nakiyama's wooden

weapon.

"Will you stop hitting me?" Shakaku growled, tucking at his dark green

collar trying to let some air breath down his shirt.

"You must stop me, Shakaku." Nakiyama said, saluting slightly with his

sword. "If you can't stop me, you can't stop an attacker." He took a quick

swing at Shakaku. "If you can't stop my sword with your sword, then get past

my sword." He sword swung slowly at his young apprentice's neck, allowing

Shakaku to bend down to one knee and swing his weapon at his mentor's side,

striking a solid blow.

"It is time to stop, my young Oshiego, you have struck a blow, I know where

you strengths and weaknesses lie. Now I must test you on something. Go clean

up. I will return." He grabbed the sword from Shakaku and walked into his

room as his young oshiego turned to go to the restroom to clean up.

Returning he saw a large metal saucer siting in front of Nakiyama filled

with bits of wood. Sitting with on his the heels of his feet, Nakiyama had a

number of objects sitting around him. He indicated for Shakaku to sit down

across from him on a pillow.

Shakaku sat down as his mentor began to speak. "I want you to clear your

mind Shakaku, and look into the saucer," Shakaku's eyes focused into the

saucer. "Look at the wood and try and picture it perfectly in your mind.

Keep that picture in your mind and close eyes." His eyes closed slowly "I

want to make the wood in your mind catch on fire, picture it." Nakiyama

paused here, examining the wood he noticed it had started to smoke. "Start

adding details to the picture. What colors are the flames? In what order do

they appear? How hot does is get?"

The image in Shakaku's mind slowly changed until he could almost feel the

warmth coming off of the flames. He felt a sudden surge in his body followed

by an instant weakness in his limbs, as if he had just evaded the cops. He

opened his eyes only to gasp in surprise. The wood in the saucer had burst

into flames and they now danced merrily before his eyes. Looking up he saw

his master's eyes lined with wrinkles as a smile split his face.

"You have done well Shakaku." He reached beside him and grabbed a small

leather bag. Dumping it onto the floor Nakiyama created a small pile of rich

soil next to the metal saucer. After some instruction Shakaku had closed his

eyes again in an attempt to try and move the sand back into the bag. He was

still concentrating seven minutes later when his master told him to open his

eyes. The sand remained exactly where it was. After an hour of such tests,

Shakaku had tried to do everything from making a small amount of air in a

jar to causing sensing the magic inherent in an amulet of Nakiyama's. All of

which he failed to do.

Shakaku was out of breath as he cleaned up the implements of his tests,

suprisingly Nakiyama helped him clean up.

"Nakiyama san," Shakaku asked. "You saw what I did, didn't you, in the

alley?" Nakiyama nodded in reply. "How did I do that? How did I start that

fire with my mind?"

"When I was a boy, before my family and I moved to The Legendary City, I

heard a legend when I began my training as a spiritual healer. My people

believe that long ago a large fiery star fell from the sky and took the form

of a human female, my people called her the Angel of Fire. She was able to

do amazing things with fire. One day, after being human for many, many

years, she fell in love with a human man and they had two children, as the

children grew the youngest child, a boy, showed potential with controlling

fire. And his mother trained him, and when she died her youngest child took

on the title of Angel of Fire and his youngest child did the same after him.

It is said that these angels of fire have eyes that dance, as if a living

flame played behind their eyes. When I saw you fighting, the alley awash in

flames, I saw other flames, dancing behind your eyes. I knew then that I had

found a descendent of The Shakaku," Nakiyama's young apprentice's eyes

widened in surprise as his jaw dropped allowing any number of bugs to land

had they been so inclined. "The Angel of Fire. It was then that I knew I was

going to take you on as my oshiego, or my disciple. The tests today were to

see if I was correct, and I was."

"If I'm this angel of fire why did you have me try and do the other things,

like moving the dirt?"

"The other test were to make sure you weren't just a highly gifted, yet

untrained mage. Which is quite dangerous in the City. Anyone convicted of

witchcraft is harshly punished." Nakiyama stands and bows. "Now, young one,

it is time for us to rest. Good night." Before entering his private

dwelling, closing the door behind him.
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Shakaku's mind woke up before his body did, watching the fires grow. He

awakes with a jerk knocking the smoldering blanket off the bed. Almost a

year after cleaning his house everyday and just a few months of meditating

and swordplay Nakiyama was finally training Shakaku how to control the fire;

letting the burning escape through his hands. It was a day of rest and

Nakiyama had them go outside of the city, stating the need to get some

herbs.

They wondered through the wooded area, in what seemed to be a random path,

with Nakiyama stopping to put flowers or herbs inside his pouch. Once in a

while He would kneel down and dig up a root. All the while he was talking,

instructing Shakaku on what he was doing and what each thing was god for.

They came across large clearing of dirt with several large piles of wood

scattered throughout when Nakiyama suddenly stops.

"Shakaku. We have been training hard in the last few months. I've been

trying to get you ready for this moment." Nakiyama pauses and turns to the

pile of wood in front of them and the open dirt pit around and beyond that.

"This area, was used by the ancients to test out their magic, long before

the city was ever dreamed about in someone's conscious, or unconscious,

mind. You are not a mage, but you have powers like a mage." He walks out

into the middle of the field of chopped wood. "I want you to try and light

as many pieces of wood as you can."

Shakaku concentrated for a moment before a small fire appeared onto the pile

of logs> one log feeding a flame no bigger then a matchstick burned. " I

want you to concentrate young one. Burn all the wood."

Shakaku stared at the wood his mind saw. His eyes closed he focused all his

will into burning the wood, all of it. Nakiyama stood there waiting. All the

while Shakaku stood with his eyes closed instilling fire into the wood.

Nakiyama started to open his mouth to speak, when suddenly Shakaku's eyelids

burst open Unleashing the fire hiding behind them. The wood piles burst into

flames as Shakaku's body slumps to the ground.

